O

BUASLINGS i

o

e

- \







-

WERE LL §E SOME CHANCES MADE
LI IE
W/?’W(

Then I heard from Charlie that ‘thare was a possibility of the KNAINVE being
resurrected from a premature grave, I 'squashed my 210 pounds into the favorite chair
aaa hauled uy typer a little closer. I also saw to it thot I had plenty of cizar-
ettes and a cold bottle of beer handy. It's a habit I've acquired in past years: I
no longer talk about vices. I indulge in then.

Since I returned from the army some
months back I've had the opportunity to reread a few of the fanzines I had amassed
in past years. There were still oguite a few of them, despite the fact that the maj-
ority of theri were dumped Don Bratton's and Hank Spelman's way--ifor a neglibible sum.

They were all pretty ppor, too, my own outpourings not excluded. Xepuner's sociolog-
ical edicts in VoM, Speer's dazed but detailed accounts of thisa and thata in Sus-
Pro, Yerke's violent gushings re personglities and personals, ny own juvenile accents
on whatever struck my fancy, my good friead Georze Lhey's faiantly adolescent poetry,
laney's rabbit-minded notions 2bout literaturs, Llebscher s inane humor, Larry shaw's
obvious kow-towing to the Futurians, and zensrally siveaking the whole mountain of
crap spowed forth nuy mimeograph, hectozraph, printing press and rubber stamps during
my period of rise aund decline in fandon.

I went away for a couple of years. O5ix

months before I went away 1 dr0pped out of fandom, more or less without a word. 1

haa mana*ed to tura proressional editor. I discovergd I could sell my artwork. A
woman ten years my senior was occupyinz all my spare time, and I didn't object,
thankyou. In short, I had money in the bank and had discovered that a woman's arms
are far more pleasant than spending lonely evenings hunched over a mimeograph.

oo ; . Then
the arny swiped eighteen or nineteen months out of my life. Ny lilitary Occupational
nuibers were many and various, running the ganut irorn Intelligence Investigator to
Artist. And now I'm out, s6lliny autonobiles at & sixty percent profit and enjoying
it. :

Upon my return I zot in touch with George and we ensconced oursdves in the local

pub while I caught up on the world in seneral. Eventually the subject turned to fan-

dom and inevitably the LASFS.
_ George related to me all the sundry details of how
the joint was populated by an eishty perceunt margin of homosexuzls, anong them

s — o | S » 8tc. I vas not surprized. 4Almost every fan I had ever had the dis-
tasteful opportunity of meeting had a cog cracked somewhere, and it was usually con-
coerned with -- ah -- the necessities of his sexual existencs.

A deplorable situa-
tion? Hell, yes. And why is it that fans are almost completely a group of people
who are mentally maladjusted..? Remember Honig? Today he is as queer as a three
doller bill, dressed completely in black, and has consigned himself to the nether
regions of social.anarchy. A good poet, yes, but otherwise ... ugh. He is just oune
example . '

I an, at the present moment, engaged. Several times my fiances and ayself
have wandered down to Los Angeles. 'And frankly, I've been afraid to look up auny of
the old fans I knew down thera‘for the simple fact that I wanted to avoid question
and possible diszrace in her eyes. Charlie Burb's address I did not have at the
tire, else I would have gladly paid him & visit. He, and possibly A4ckernan, whose
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rnamners and conduct are at least above rgproach , are the two people whom I would
have anything to do with.
3 Yot only are most fans sexually out of whack, but their
soclal standards are miserable, their dress slopgy, their conduct idiotic. They
Stress their longz-hair tendendes , seems to imagine the world is wrong and is wrong-
ing them. They are a race within themselves, dabblers 1n oddities, purveyors of
structural alsantevratlon.
Shrist knows I am not mora11z1ng. My good friend, Lou
Golastone ‘of this city, once a fan, can tall you that. I drink nmore Scotch-.than is
zood for e 2t hy still yet undeveloped aze. Iy assoc¢iations with'the opposite .sex
would certainly not be ‘condoned by  the b061ety for the Suppression of Viee. I like
people, ‘parties, and pester beds, and I'd be a damned ‘fool and a llar 11 said. that
I didn't. - _ T, ~
But 1 anm not & fam.. ' e e :

g To me, fandon is a disagreeable thing. It is a dls—
tastefu] form of absolute mental.—-. and physical -- dezmneracy which can be combat-~
tad only by its complete demlsa.k Aad rebuilt by complately new blood....if anybody

wants to bother. : 3 :
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The above article was. to have gone into WILD HAIR #2 (The Magazine. for Insur-
gents) but since’we don't know just whoh we are zoing to do WILD HAIR #2 (The
Magazine for Iusurgents) I am using it herd. 'Good old Willie. I wonder if he has
a flippant attitude toward our sacred microcosmos? ‘I actually have the feeling
that hs doesn't believe Palmer is prostituting science—fiction,

#4411 have .no mailinzy cameiuts this time but I am certainly zoing to have some

next time. It is a sad and wonderful thing to be 0Z. dnderful because you zet to

ses all these Juicy mazs as they come iu, Sad because you-are deprived of that

ine ffable joyous surge that seized you when you sée thatithick envelope bulking in

your mailbox and you realize that hundreds of pages- of ‘FAPA crud await your esthetic

gaze. My pleasure is spread put thinly over a period of months. I fritter away

the holy passion:. I zm umable to have a fannish ‘orgasm. like the other 61 of you.

Pity me, fellow faps, even whils you praise me-to the skies far actually doing

what the OB is supposed to do--zet the mailings out on time.

As I bang away merrily here it is 9:30 ths ni ht of Friday the 13th of Feb.
Deadline 1s nearing. I can't sit here typing any more. I gotta go and get this
thing run off.

Sorry if I have to leave the rest blunk. I can't accept a mag after the
deadline, you knowe

BURBLINGS is the FAPAmag of Charles Burbee, 1057 S Nomandie Ave., Los Angeles 6,
California. Appears irrsgularly. Wouldn't have appeared this time except that I
saw a drawing of Rotsler's (on the next page) and had to write an article to go
with it. And, too, I wanted Willie Watson's article to see the 1lizht of day before
too long. ##4h, well, I see I didn't leave this space blank after all.
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THE ETHICS OF ELECTRONICS

This -is going to be s serious discussion (I think it is going to be a serious
discussion) on radio. I may not have room to talk about phono: rraphs, high fidelity,
etc. You people who don't care about these things are therefore warned. '

I started mulling over the idea of Wrxtm somethlno about the subjact when
Harry Warner talked a little about the record-player that was taking up his spare
time {(much as Al Ashley's yo-yo is taking up Al's time). He said things I forget
now and- I wrote him disputing a point I now camnot remember, and he answered, saying
thinrs I could remerber if I hadn't lost his letter. You can now see what an erud-
ite article this is going to be and what sort of thing you can expect hare. 1 did
no research for this article, but will occasmnally throw in a reference to some-

_ thing which will supply you perfectionists with something to sink your teeth into.

I have been interested in radios, phonozraphs, atc...For years I have been
mildly obsessed by the subject. In my early days I bought a phono-combo with
earnings from a paper route. I heard something better and later bought something
better. I was pretty well satisfied till I heard somethiny better, at which podnt
I became dissatisfied. I have been dissatisfied ever since. Anyhow, I am now en-
grossed in the study of radio via a GI Bill of Rights fiananced course..

I thouzht, after abmt two- lassons, that I was pretty good, so I build a radio
from a diagram I "saw in a magazine. It had & tubes. The toxt saids "It is an easy
receiver to build; the hand-wound coils are easy to make, and the parts fit nicely
into the chassis with pleanty of room to spars."

I worked on this easy-to-build set for 12 hours and it may have been more. At
lenzth it was finished. I plugged it in. A loud crack snapped through the midnight
air and I jumped 14 iaches. I yanked the plug as smoke feathered upward from my
creation. I squatted down and peered wisely at it. After a time I shook wmy head

and said intelligently, "This shouldn't be."

I was rizht, too. A resistor had blown up. At the radio parts store they said
maybe the wattage-rating was too low. It had been only a half-watt resistor.
I bouzht a 10-watt resistor. It went. So did a 40-watt resistor. At last I pHut in
a 75-watt resistor which held. But no sounds camo. I discovered the filaments were
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incorirectly connected and a tube had zonme. I replaced the tube. IO sounds. I
realized I ‘should have used an output transiormer for the speaker ({the diazran did
not show this) but when I z0ot one the set didn't work. I stuck it away in the closet
next to the skeleton and since then have looked at it only to salvage usable parts
from it for my subsequent experiments.

L

I knew then that I rust build something less complicated. All radio instruction
articles tell you how simple to build this set is. I have learned tnat this is not
neeessarily true. So I chose a one-tube set. It used earphones and a battery. I
built a power supply that rectified AC house current. (This actually workst[ I
built the oue-tube set. I checked the connections twice and thrice and yat once
azain. I pluzged in the power sudply. The house lights went out. Fuse. I replaced
the fuse {this is simple for a man of affairs). I plugzed in the power supply and
auother fuse went. I reversed the plug and my troubles were over. I hadn't first
tested to see which side of the line was grouaded. It seems that even AC has one
side of the lime grounded and id a DC item like mine that conta ined to precautions
against such eventualities, wrong insertion of the plug will blow a fuse. The full
lime - voltage appears across the chassis. I know this now.

I said my troubles were over. They were, except that the radio didn't work. I
fooled with it for a day or two, thea shoved it into a safe place where I am surse I
can find it any time I want it.

I decided then I was still attenpting things too complicated. I found a diazram
for a orystal radio. Yothing is more simple than that, I thought. "Aiybody can
build a erystal set," I said. "Even I can build a crystal set." So I built one.
And it dida't work. - "Oh well,’ I said.. "I will put this aside with my other adven-
tures iito thinking and come back to it later when I know nore about these things."
So I put it aside. : == .7, | - :

Then I eame-aecross another 4 iazran which told how to build & "simple'" phono
‘oscillator.to play records throuzh "any radios" I thousht thi's a fine Ildea, since oy
phoro raph-is-out-of whatk. Of..course I can't fix it. I have decided, thoush, from
‘careful observation of symptoms and correlation of known facts that it is suffering
from parasitic oseillation. I don't know what to do about this. Do you suffer from
parasitic oscillation? .Get up nights? Fedl old before your time? Vhat do I do
about parasitic oseillatkon?- = b

I built the simple phono oscillater. It didu't work. I checked the circuit a
dozen times. I took it apart, .jut it together, checked éach part. I took it apart
and put it together, successfully. Successfully, I say, because I didn't burn nyself
on the soldering iron. 4ud the simple phono oscillator doésn't work. '

I said tQ Rotsler the Other aisht, "How is it that a man with-a fine mind can be
80 stupid?" . And he said, "I could answer that one out I am your guest."

“/hen Rog Graham visited LA the other week I asked him if ‘he knew anything about
radio. He said he did, after first saying he didn't. I showed hin the gadzet and 2
the diazram. He said I meeded an iron-core IF: oscillator coil. I had an air-core
coil. I ot an iron-core coil. 'I'installed it. 1t doesn't work. Graham explained
about the time-laz in-an ironcere coil that pernits the-tube to oscillate. Tell, it
Goesn't take advantage of the iron core. It doesn't osclllate.

Last night my mother said to me, "Our radio doean't work. I'm sure ybu can fix
hEalre* i =) ; o :

=

This has been an essay oh nother love.-



