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This first issue of BIXEL marks my debut as a fanzine publisher. A
year or so ago, during a party at Ray MNelson's, 1 was in the kitchen
talking to Danuy Curran and Poul Anderson, witen Big 3Bill Donaho came in,
laid his hand gently on my shouldes, -.and said, "Alva, why don't you try
and get into QiPA?M

After I'd struggled up from the flooxr and rubbed my aching shoulder,
I looked askance at this amiable giant and bleated, '"dMe? 1In an apa?
Publish a fanzine? You're out of your eveyr lovin'! mind. 1iI'*ve been a
fan for twenty years and never pubiished a fanzine...why start now? I'1l
write for VIPER, but publish my own zine? Hahi"

Hah! indeed. Liquor was my downfall; demon rum had so befogged my
brain that I was unable to marshal any arguments coherent enough to
counter Donaho's, and he was so friendly and persuasive...

His clincher was his offer to take care of all the publishing chores
--all I would have to do would be to cut the stencils, he would do the
rest. This struck me as such a seclflessly generous inducement to me to
strike for OPA that I didn't have it in my heart to refuse him.

So, for what it's worth, my presence in QOMPA is due largely to Bill
Jonaho. 1'm looking forward to my participation in OMPA with a good
deai of pleasure...l only hope Bill thinks it was worth all the trouble
he took to get me in...

WHAT'S IN A NAHE

About the name of this magazine. There was a time, twenty years ago,
when +he name Bixel rang gloriously throughout the length and breadth of
fandom; when the short block of South Bixel between Wilshire Blvd. and
Sixth Street was the most famous stretch of c¢ity pavement in fandom...
for situated midway this block, on opposite sides of the street, were
the LASFS clubroom at 6374 and Tendril Towers at 628. Now, this street
is just another street. ©No longer does the gay carefree laughter of
happy fans engaged in cooperative fanac come floating out onto the sum-
mer air from the open door of the ciubroom; no longer are the sidewalks
covered with the footprints of fans; no more is to be seen the heart-
warming sight of [Fran Laney and Forry Ackerman walking arm iu arm up
the street in Jjolly camaraderie; no more do the lights in the rooms of
Tendril Towers shine down on the heads of slans...they now shine down on
dull nonfannish pates; no more do the projects of Walt DJaugherty excite
paeons from an admiring fandom; no more do the Knanves and Outsiders en-
gage in friendly rivalry with the LASFS...alas, all is gone--faded into
history.

In spite of the many scurriious things that have Dbeen said and write-
ten about this wonderful street and what it stood for, I know that in
the hearts of a few doddering old Angelenos (and a few ancient fans from
other parts of the country, also) a warm spark for what this street once



was in the middle ages of fandom still flickers.

therefore, to insure that this most significantly historical fannish
street not be forgotten in these latter days, I proudly name my fanzine
after it; in addition to which, I give you on the cover a drawing of
one of the most famous houses in the history of fandom--628 South 3ixel,
sometimes kuown as "Tendril Towers,'" or...well, we'll let that one ride,
This house has been immortalized in print by Erancis T. Laney, Charles
Burbee, and others--but to my knowledge this is the fxrst time a good
picture of it in all its magnificently beautiful ugliness has been .pre-
sented to fandom. I consider this a very orthwile Thing.

CONTRIBUTORS. «

I'm indebted to Cleve Cartmill, who is an oid, old, friend, for his
article, Cleve hasn't written anything in the science fiction/fantasy
field for many, many, years--and the field is, I believe, the poorer
for it., The adult, sophisticated stories that Cleve wrote for UNKMOWN
and ASTOUIDING twenty or so years ago enriched the genre imnensely...a
similar enrichment of the field today would not go unappreciated, I'm
sure., Perhaps, as Cleve believes, we're about due for another break-
through into something new and exciting like we had back in tlie early
forties. I hope so.

Harry Warner, in his column (which I hope will not be a one shot re-
suscitation), mentions Ray larryhausen and wonders il the special
effects artist of the movies is the same Harryhausen who once belonged
to the old LASFL and was interested in amateur movie making. It is. I
knew Ray slightly in the early forties, and spent one fascinated even-
ing in his home in company with Fran Laney and Forry Ackerman. The ex-
cuse for the visit was to pick up a life sized bust of 0dd John that
lay had made as a mold for a xubber mask used by one of the La fans at
the Denvention in 1941. After molding the mask Ray had painted the
bust a flesh tone, put in 0Odd John's facial features and covered the
head with cotton. It was a perfect reproduction of Stapledon's charact-
er. We wanted it to grace the clubroom,

As mear as I can remember, Ray had a studio set up in a barn-liike
building behind his house. 1In it he had set up an elaborate prehistor-
ic scene in miniature, but extremely realistic, detail-~ground, trees,
bushes, and a menagerie of dinosaurs that was almost usnbelievable. A1l
beautifully detailed, fully articulated, and all manufactured. by Ray.
e shot part of a scene he was working on for us, dei onstrating how
carefully he had to account for every movement of rock, tree, and beast,
for each frame of the scene of a death struggle between two dinosaurs.
It was truly fascinating. From this hobby he gained the experience and
ski1ll to eventually become one of the finest special effects artists in
lHollywood...and Ray is an artist, believe me.

ON COM REPO"TS

Whgn 1 first contemplated writing a con report I had in mind to simp-
1y write a more-or-less objective account of what transpired at the con-
vention, But the more I thought about it in the days following, the
moxe subjective my remembrances became. It seemed highly likely that

(continued on page 27)
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In a recent personal letter to the editor, I said that I thougiht cur-
rent science fiction, ou the whole, was inanimately introspective. In his
reply to my letter, e asked me to expand .this remark.

It's hard to do tais and not souad snotty. Ii I nad written any re-
cent things, they would have been even more inamnimately iutrospective than

the average s-f yarn of the sixties.. I sympathize wit: the problems of cur-
rent s-f writers, and wish I could offer a solution,

1f I could, 1'd write it in dramatic form and sell it to one of the
magazines.

The problem is this: What do we write about now?

The bomb over liroshima in 1945--about which I wrote ratier badiy at
“some length 17 months before it happened--as I say, the bomb over Biroshi-
ma €losed off the most diversified field to the s-f writer: nuclear powecr.

It did it in tiis way: the speculative adventures wihich we had been
writing for years, Dbased on nuclear' power, suddenly became current possib-
ilities if not realities. And since science fiction in the main deals with
future possibilities, nuclear power and its applications in their theoret-
ical immediacy cut off this {ield as a speculative source.

Science fiction foresaw the 100-megaton bomb and its implications
(for example, Bob Heinlein's "Solution Unsatisfactory'') long before it was
a physical possibility. When it became a possibility im 1945, its social
and diplomatic effects became an actual burden for 1living men and not an
exercise for s-f writers.

Those effects are shaping world thought and action as I write, this.
A radioactive cloud of gasses and debris is circling the globe at this mo-
ment, expected to fall on civilization during the spring rains of 1962,

The upshot is too immediate for s-f writers, who deal mainiy in prob-
lems of a future we may not ever see., We shied away, as of 1945, and still
shy away from speculation.

Therefore, we have turned our thoughts inward. ‘hat is man, why is
man, where is he going? That sort-of thing.: by

This is all very fine, and has been the subiect in one aspect or oth-



ers of some rewarding 'mainstream" fiction. 3Jut when you try to fit it
into the traditional format of science fiction it sometimes becomes dull
reading, talky, pedestrian, probing without action.

The late Hank Kuttner once told me, '"First you get youx hero up a
tree, Then you throw rocks at him," This was science fiction: action
and reader identification. And if the story started to sag, you had
somebody walk through a door (or a wall) with a blaster in his hand.

It wasn't sophisticated, maybe; it wasn't slick. But it was enter-
taining, and if the writer wove in a philosophical theme it seemed to have
stature,

The primary purpose of fiction is to entertain. So says Somerset
Maugham, who ougiht to know.

This is what science fiction seems to have stopped doing some
time ago. The hero starts on 2 perfectly legitimate project of mayhenm,
arson, or world-saving, and he soon becomes heavy laden with problems
of a social, religious, or sexual nature and all he does is talk about
them,

When he gets up a tree, instead of dodging brickbats he dodges
issues,

What we ought to do, probably, is bring back the 3HI, The Bug-
Eyed lonster was long and long the aegis of science fiction., It panted
after bare-bosomed heroines, it dripped menace.

The biggest 32E4 today is Mr K's gas cloud, and what it implies,.
Should civilization build fall-out shelters or buy the new pills that
protect from radiation?

If Joe Blow.can't afford a shelter, and if his wife and mother-
in~-law are dead set against pill-taking, how will he protect his fanily?

Is a defensive move the smart thing, or should we take arms against
our clouds of troubles and end them? Iif thereby we create greater
clouds of trouble, what then?

It should be obvious that the BEM needs modern dress, and it can
take many forms. The above suggestions cover only minutely one small
aspect of the broad field of menace that exists today and which can be
extrapolated ad infinitum,

Science fiction writers are feeling their way, probing for a
breakthrough as significant as space-travel was to earxly science fiction.

They'il find it. Space travel, 3Eiis, and nuclear power were once
the standbys. They need replacing. And one of these days, some writer
~~perhaps a beginner--will come up with a basic idea that can be exploit-
ed, explored and expanded so that s-f may become an exciting and respect~
able art forn.

(continued on page 9)



all column has a distressingly long

() i{ This title as the name of a catch-
history. 1!'d like to iiear from any-

A ) one who can remember the circunmstan-
] 3 ~ k) . ces under waich I first used it and

bt = N i b the things it contained at that time.

’ ' : As soon as 1 determine who remembers,
4'&¢n?§ Liéf?)?é?} ;77. 1'11 try to think of a way to exter-

/ minate the possessors of such embar-

rassing recollections,

For this revival of a column, probabiy a oneshot resuscitation if
1 have anything to do with it, I would 1like to register first of all a
jarring note of disagreement. It iavolves IErry Carr and the fact that
he has suddenly started to sell one story after another to The' :agazine
of Fantasy and Science Fiction., From all over the fanuish cosnos, I
am now hearing such remarks as: "Gee whiz, nexe's another example of
how a fan is developing into a writer good enough to selil to the pro-
fessional marketsi" And "I knew that all Texrry needed to do was prace
tise, and he'd make good."

1 think that those people dont't know what they're talking about.
I dontt think that Texrzy Carr has just developed the writing skill
necessary to sell professionally, and T wasn't in the least SLrprised
to learn about his successes. I think that Terry has possessed for
at least the past thiree or four years the writing skills needed to
make money from his typewriter., /And I believe that the surprise and
pride that .are being evidenced that another fan has made good are an
injustice .to the fannish writings of Terry Carr and a perfect sample
of the inferiority complex that fandom possesses about its members?
writing abilities. Inuendo was a fanzine that better editing than
about three-fourths of the publications that are sold on the newsstands
today. I'inety perceunt of the newsstand publications do not regular-
1y publish non-fiction prose of the quality that were found in the best
of iInnuendo's contents., Anyone who thinks that the hack who has learn-
ed The tricks of the trade necessary to sell to.the confessions mag-
azines or to “merltet a typical’ paperback novel can write as well as
Willis, Carr or Grennell is unable to tell good writing from mishmash,
if therets a moral in the Ter:ry Carr success story, it is this: that
the best fan writ¥ers who do not sell professionally remain untainted
by the scars of filthy prodom solely because they don't want to cre-
ate prose of the type that will seil, or because they haventt taken
the trouble to learn the matrkets or because they've too busy to try
to market their stufi. 'V&'ve had enough examples of fans who were
only moderately good in the fanzines proceeding to support themselves
by professional writing of jourmeyman quality. ‘letve nad a few ex-
amples of fans who were very good in the fanzines turning into major
figures in the mundane literary world, like Sam Youd and “ay 3radbury.
I'm sure that Terry Carr will fall into the latter category. 3ut
please, let's not display an inferiority complex about the literary
quality of good fanzine writing.

Another matter that las botinered me lately is the lamentations
that circle upwards to the gray, impersonal skies, over the terrible
state of today's popular nusic, Jeveral fanzines have become battle-
grounds for action witii 1ive ammunition when some biave soul dared to



contend that taere's at least a limited anount of riiythm or melody in
rock and roli, One blasf at the quallty of the top forty tunes receiv-
ed the rare distinction of a reprint in another fanzine soon after it's
original 1ncarnat¢2n.

iTow I have not been gble to enjioy nit parade tunes and the kind
of records thait teen-agers go crazy over since 1 was about eleven years
old. ~I seem #o femember tnqt in the sane wecm, 1 becane aware of the
fact tnat qufvan Llley and the Saturday Zvening Post had both sudden-
ly become things to be left behind me. Iowever, I don't taink it's

very wise to imagine that the current junk is worse than what was energ-
ing from juke boxes twenty years ago or from Atwater-Xent radios in

the 1920'5 or' fror pianolas soon af ter the turn of the century, The
complaints about the disintigration that tie top tunes will imnose

upon t!e ‘Constitution and tile culture of the nation seen to be just
about the same in geuneral nature, no fatiter when you look at the sit-
uation,

I've lust run across some criticisn taat might be apropos. This
might have been written of 'iound Dog' with allowances for tiie ciaanges
that the years create in writing styles: “Pianos and guitars groan
with it, night and day; scntimental younp ladies sing it; sentiiental
young gentlenen warvle it in midnight serenades; volataile young bucks
hum it out in the midst of their business and pleasures; boatmen roar
it out stentoriously at all times; all the bands play it; amateur
fiute blowers agonize over it at every spare moment; the street organs
grind it out every hour; toe singing stars carol it on the theatrical
boards...the jutcher‘*s boy treats you to a strain or two of it as ne
hands in the steaks for dinner; the milkman mixes it up strangely with
the harsh ding~doung accompaniment of nis tireless bell' there is not
a live darkey, young or old, but can whistie, sing, dance and play
itees” Or from a more violent critic of the same tune: ™le wish to
say that such funes, although whistled and sung by everybody, are er-
rongously supposed to have taken a cdeep hold of the popular mind;
that thie charm is only skin decp; theat thay are humned and whistled
without nusical emotion, whistled for lack oi thought; ti.at they per-
secute and haunt the morbidly sensitive nerves or deeply musical per-
sons, so tiat they too lium and whistie them involuntarily, nating then
even while they hum taem; that such melodies becore caiching, idie
habits, and are not popular in the sense of musically insiring, but
that such and such melody breaks out every now and then, iike a nor-
bid irritation of the skin.® Or this, written after someone liad en-
couraged some children to sing the tune: "It is marvelous to ne that
so many good nen will insist on perpetrating such nischief--just as if
children could not discriminate; as if it would do Bo injury to vit-
iate their taste, or tawper with their susceptibilities..,.Their minds
are filled with poisoneus trash, to forget which in after 1life would
be to them a bDiessing."

All this excitementi was raised by a song that seems fairly harm-
less today but must have been the mid-19th century equ:ivalent of the
latest Elvis Presley record: "Old Polks at llome.''

The house next to mine is cut up cruelly into apartments, and the
landlord has apparently undertaizen a new hobby: that of determining
how many children can be stuffed into the medium-sized roons in tiis



one building. I counted ornly seven
snall fry digging tunnels under my
lawn, tearing shingles from my roof,
and running an obstacle course over
the automobile the other evening,
but i1t sounded 1like a vwhole school
system, and 1 fled in sheer despair
to a retreat that I utilize only
under such extreme provocation: a
movie theater, Ilow I'm glad that I
did. '"'The jlysterious Isiand' was
the feature picture, and this mov-
ie, although it failed to contact
my sense of wonder, did succeed in
peneirating to the long unused sense
of adventure. I might have been ¢
back in the armchaiy or poxrciswing on 3r¥an ace, recadirg
ly Argosys., ZInstent nostalgia was the pgodugt for me o. Shch matters
as the cheeriul way in which the movie mgxgd o a ichmghd prison

nose week-

camp to an unknovm istand to a blologicalNexper-reuter. It must be the
only movie in the past decade which hias introduced women as a major
factor without creating sone rivalry for at least one of then: airong the
menfolk. The giant fowl, the enorious bee, and tihe kingsize crab were
so nicely balanced between the amusing and the {rightening that my
senses were confused by twin impuises to laugh aad to pump adrenalin,
so 1 didn't get critical about the rabbit-from-aat manner in which the
rescues from these menaces occurred.

i'oreover, there was one bit of sheer bDeauty Zn the film whici I
can't remember experiencing in quite such a form in any movie theater
since 1 was a tiny tad. This was the setting in which the submarine
was placed. It's a strange thing: long years ago my literary percep-
tions became sufficiently acute to prevent me from retaining my old
fonduness foxr the jlerritt stories. 3ut this particular bit of scene-
setting came so close to my old mental images of the wmagic lands of
territt, formed back in the days when I thought he was the greatest
master of English, that I immediately eguated it with the masterpieces
that I once thought I was reacding, not the skilled but shallow prose
that I nov know the ierritt stories to contain, I think that I could
be repersuaded about the cualities of [erritt's genius, if some pro-
ducer could put onto tile screen "The joon 200l1' or ""The Face in the
Abyss" with the same quality of beauty and strangeness that this sub-
terranecan submarine dock possesscs.

There was oue unresolved puzzie in my mind at the end of "The
Mysterious Island.'' Of course, 1 wasn'i sure tihat Captain jlemo really
died, an¢ I'was not altogether certain that the adveanturers would get
back to civilization v thout mishap, but an entirxely irreievant mat-
ter really claimed my attention. This British-made picture flashed
its credits in almost illegible fasirion, but I spotted the name of
Fay liarryhausen as the man in charge of special photographic effects.
Could th:is ve the ancient Los pAngeles fan who occassionally got men-
tioned in the old LASSL Imagination! back around 31938? I recall no-

thing about him but the THustal name and the fact that he was interest-
ed in novies. 1V @memory seens to say taat iris movie interest was that




of an amateur, that he attended club meetings regularly without writing
or publishing fanzines, and that he vanished from even fringeéfandom soon
af ter the war began. Can this be another case of a fan who cashed in

on his interest in fantasy?

Of course, if he's the Harryhausen of Los Angeles fandom, it's
just as well that he didn't remain in touch with fanzines. Ile might
have been discouraged by these articles telling how science has caught
up with fiction and he might have thought Jules Verne's stories were
obsolete, just because they're about submarines and luxury bailoons.

ALIJLH@NO'\%I »

Once there was a Little Girl who Lived all 3y ierself on a Lone
Island. She was Qftentimes very Lonesome and as she Grew up she Louged
for a Sweet iieart, but as there was nobody Else on the island, of
Course she could not Have a Beau. She had Four little Girl 3abies and
Three little 3oy babies and She Gave them all the Candy they wanted.
Cne day as she was giving them Some Candy, a Brave Young Prince landed
on the Island and Seeing Her fell in Love with liexr, She had never seen
a l.an before and she did not Know what to say when he Asked her to | ar-
ry him. "™Jhat will 3ecome of }iy little Daughter Bellal!" she asked.
""She can tlarry my Father, the King,'' said the Prince. So they All went
to Church and were larried and Lived on the Lone Island happily to the
End of their Lives.,

~=~Harry vwarner, Jr.

--Bugene Field
(f rom "The Tribune Primer,' 1882)

{ A RTM ”_L (conclusion)

Certain expeciwments are encouraging. Rod Serling, Dick Matheson,
and Charlie 3eaumont are doing and have done some good, twisty things
onn TWILIGHT ZOHE.

These men are establis:cd in the field, but the field is wide
open to newcomers.

As a reader, I want menace--suspense. ‘This means 3EMS in one
forn or another. A gnlaxy can be a menace, a universe can be a menace.
Se can a neutron,

-~Cleve Cartmill



Alva Koesp S

Westercon XV has come and gone (sigh!)e. For me, this was indeed a
memorable con...for a number of assorted reasons waici will be disclosed
in more-or-less chronological order.

Although the con was officially scheduled for June 30-July 1, in
Los Angeles, it started for me in Castro Valley om the 10th of Novemb-
er, 1961 vhen I received a letter from John Triwble under the “estercon
XV lettexrhead.

1 arrived home {rom work about 4 pm, tired and drug out, completely
unaware that within a few seconds I would have the greatest thrill of

ny fannish life.

"Youtve got a big surprise waiting for you," Sid said, handing me
an envelope with the ifestexrcon XV symbol on it. I extracted the let-
ter from the envelope, saw that it was from John Trimble, and started
to read:

Jear Alva:

3elieve it or not, we are Getting Organized for this Vester-
con we'tre APULK WA putting on next summer. One of the key
decisions we've made is that of ho to Ask to be Fan Juest
of Honor.

e would like you to fill that space for us, Alva, if you
don't have any concrete objections. (Stage fright is not
a concrete objectiont)

ilo one, after working his ass ofif all day can be expected to nave
all his faculties with him, and I was no exception. At first the mes-
sage contained in those paragraphs completely eluded wme. Iy eyes must
Have left soue pretty wierd tracks on that sieet of paper, bLecause what
T read was sowe thing to the effect taat john was asking me to serve on
some sort of committee to heilp select the Fdorm. I was well into the
next paragraph before it suddenly hit me, what john was really saying.
}'y next recollection is oif me sitting in my chair, witin what was undoubt-
edly a silly fatuous grin oz my f{ace, and Sid thrusting a brimfull glass
of a therapeutic amber 1liquid into my clammy and trembling hand.

Af ter the “onder of It All finally sank in, and I had hurriedly
sent John my acceptance, 1 then began to worry apout my banquet speech.
ihat the hell does a Fan Guest of Honor talk about to his faunnish peers?
I guiltily ignored this problem for six long months until about two weeks
before the con when I finaliy girded up my loins, sat down at the typer,
and composed a speech which--for better or worse--some hundred or so
fans would be paying four bucks apiece to listen to come June 30.

I had arranged with my boss to start my vacation on June 2% so that
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Sid and I would be sure to get in at the beginning of tuings in La. WY
original plan was to get on the road around 2 am Friday the 29th, arrive
in Pasacdena around 7 or & am, unload the kids on my obliging nother,
grab tihree or four hours sieep, and get to tie Alexandria, restea and
ref reshed, sometime in the middle oi the afternoon. 1Yy sister, who had
been visiting her college roommate in i arin county, was hitc.ing a ride
bacic to Pasadenz with us wiich would make seven in tue car: 3id aand me;
the children, 9David, 3ill, and adrienmne; our kooky miniature silver
poodle, zogi 3ear; and my sister, 3onnie.

T got the car loaded and everyone (except Sid and me) to bed by
eight o'clock; but tue kids were so excited about tie trip and the im-
pending visits with their grandparents that it seewed hours before they
finally ell asleep. About tiais time sSrian Donallue and a nonran, but
very close frieund, Tom '/hayune, dropped in and nothing would do but that
we aave a cup of cheer or two to speed us on our way.

e fimally chased 3rian and Tom out about tew awnd t.uen Sid and I
sacked out., ~“ut do you think I could go to sleep? Cheesti I lay there
in a half stupor, iragining all sorts of horrible coutre teips at the
banquet...while Sid slept serenely on bDeside me.

At eleven o! clock I said to hell with it, kicked off the covers,
kicked Sid in the rump, and said, "Set up. lletre takinyg off right now."
e got everyone up and dressed, stoked up wita donuts, hot c.ocolate and
coffee and into the car and out of the driveway exactly at midnight.

Castro Valley is situated on the coutinental side of San Francisco
3ay, rougily fif teen miles south-east of Oakland on US iidgnway 50.
About fifty miles duz east dighway 50 runs into J5 Cighway 99, the
north-south arterial that runs the length of Caliiormia, tarouga its
central valleys, over the Grapevine, and eventually ending at _A. The
distance is--give or take a iew--375 miles...I figured to make it in
about seven hours.

For the first two or three hours everything went like clockwork. The
kids were behaving themselves, my sister slept, and og: 3ear (who had
been dosed with Dzcmamine before we left) was wuiet and unobtrusive.
Traffic was iigit at that hour and we clipped off the miles at a fairly
steady 70 to £0 miles an hour. 3Zecause oi its size we were taking Sid's
car, a 1957 i excury Turnpike Cruiser convertable witih a Lincoln engine.
I1ith power steering, power brakes, pushbutton transmission--tie whole
shmeer of luxury accessories for which one pays half again as much as
the basic price of the car (I didn‘t buy the goddamm thing, Sid's father
gave it to her), this land yacht almost drove itself...which fact would
soon lead to disaster.

3y four ofclock I was having trouble Xeeping my eyes open. it had
been twenty hours since I had last had any sleep anc¢ tie gentle roar of
the engine, the aninal warmth generated by six people in the close
quarters of the car, and tie hypnotic effect of tae red lights of the
cars a ead, the yellow lights of approachiung cars, and the strain of
peering along the Deams of my own lights, were all working against me.

About fifty miles north of 3akersfield I ecased off of the highway
onto the shoulder and got out of the car to stretch my legs, get



the cramps out of my back, and rest my eyes. The sky was pitch black,
relieved only by a iraint dusting of stars and a thin crescent moon a
few degrees above the eastern horizon; the quiet--af ter the steady mute-
ecd roar of the i'erc's eugine--was intense anc was only magnified by the
occassional rumble of passing trucks and the swoosh of speeding cars,
the sound of an approaching train, and the mad chirp:vg of crickets.

Feeling somewhat refreshed 7 got back in the car and started to pull
back onto the highway. Fortunately there was no traffic at that partic-
ular instant, because just then ail hell broke 1oose.

There are rour buttons on a icrcury pushbutton transmission, arrang-
ed i 2 scuare on a lighted panel to tite left of the steering wheel.
Lt the iower left is a button with a double function--it is neutral
when pushed in normally and the starter button when pushed in all the
ways to the rignt of that is tue drive butiton which is tiue one one or-
dinarily uses; directly above the cdrive button is low which is used but
rarely, and to the left of that and above the neutral/start button is
reverse. The cause of all the trouble was that the back light wiich
#1iuminates the buttons was burned out and 1 had neglected to have it
replaced...trusting, instead, on my unerring knowledge of the button's
locations, and on my artistically sensitive {ingers,

After I got the car on the highway I had the iwpression that it
wasn't shifting into the drive speed--was, instead, staying in low. To
my btefuddlied mind it was obvious that I had punched the low instead of
the drive Dutton, and so, with uncanny accurracy, i reacued down and
punched...the reverse button. This brougut about some interesting re-
spchses from the automobile; there was an ungodly screeching noise iron
somewhere in ifront of me, and the cear started to buck like an enraged
outlaw horse that had just had Mexican spurs driven iuto its flanks iox
the first time. Thrown o, f balance by this totally unexpected behav-
iour, I made a Iightning (but faulty) calculation in my superior fan-
nish mind and stabbed for another buttonr, This time it was much, on,
s0 much worse! 7The noise was one I hope never to hear again, suoke,
in an alarming quantity, erupted :rom under tne hood, and the engine
was suddenly still and dead. I had hit...again, not the drive button,
but...the geddamn starter button. I had just enough momentum to coast
off the highway and back ounto the shoulder--aund there we sat in a mo-
ment of stunned silence.

"mihat happened, Daddy?"...one of the kids.

"Have you Xilled my car?" cried Sid, who had been jerked out of a
fairly sound sleep by all these mad goings on.

" don't know,'" I said, giving the starter button a hopeful push,
i'othing, not a whisper.

"I guess so0," I sighed, seeing all our carefully hoarded vacation
nmoney going into some garage's cash register.

"You bastard,' Sid said. I might say here that Sid has a thing go-
ing with that car of hers which I sometimes think exceeds the more nor-
mal relationship between an owner and his car.
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"I don't know, but I think I just tore hell out of the transmission,"
1 told my disgusted family, after I had looked futily under the hood,
the body itself, and the rear end. 1 didn't kvow what I was looking
for, but it seemed the thing to do.

1 leit the parking and tail lights on and the hood raised toward the
sky, iooking--in the blackness oif the night--for all tie world like a
great bird that had falleun wounded to eartir. I then tooik up position,
fiashlight in hand, at the side oi the road hoping to flag down some
Samaritan of the ‘dghway.

it is very discouraging to be straunded on a great American highway
in the dead of night with a car {ull of one's family and watcir great
trucks and sleek automobiles specding unconcernedly by. To add insult
to injury, as I would wave my ilashlight bLeseechingly and then shine it
hopefully on the upraised hood of my poor car, about half the oncoming
trucks would fiick their lights to higl beawm as tihey roared on by.

Finaliy a car stopped. It was all I could do to weep from embracing
the driver as he got out of his car. Dut instead, I restrained mys@&ilf
and told hir my tale oif woe. Althought he was travelling south with
his wife and son to San Diego, he insisted that I get in his car and
e would drive me back north to Tulare, the nearest fair sized town, to
see if I could 1ind a garage. efore leaving my family I gave Sid iun-
structions to close the wiudows and lock the doors, and under no circ-
umstances to open them to anyone except a “[ig.way Patrolman. This,
naturally, had a less than salubrious effect on her already frayed
nerves.

We didn't reach Tulare but, instead, found a Shell station that was
open and obtained from the attendant the phone number of a twenty-iour
hour garage not too far south of wiere the car had brouen down, oper-
ated by a man who he said did good work wit.out gouging the customer.

I phoned this iloble iecinanic and arranged to meet hii at:the car, which,
he assurred me, he would have no cdifficulty finding. We returned to the
car and~-af ter reiusing any money for all his trxoubles--my benefactor
sped oif into the night for San Jiego.

it was six o'clock by the time | r follis, the mechanic, finally
pushed us into his depressingly ramsinackle garage and we were fianally
able to fully assess the damage. I was immensely relieved to hear him
declare tnat the damage was relatively minor and could be remedied by
merely replacing the starter which would cost me altogether adout forty
dollars. 1in about an hours time the car was ready to roll and I tooled
it back on the highway, hopelessiy behind my schedule.

I gave up trying to keep my eyes open, so I turn