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Don Wilson speaking: It is not often that an event of
great historical significance comes to pass, and to view such an
occasion 1s a personal experience of trmendous maunitudes Today
in this very house, .an editor of Shangri-La met the ax-editor
of Shanzri-L'iffAiress And neither of them was impressed. The
ares looked down on this mecetinz, but the participants were
somchow indifferent. All they talked oif was William Rotsler.

I think it is one of fthe tragedies of thz ages, myself, I think
that it almost overshadows the return of Howard Miller fo active
artistrye Wo have labered to grave degrec to mitigato this

dark blob across our face; can we conzecr gphe these grounds?

I doubt ite I can seo right now that my ovn part in it is
without issue, anyway. .
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William Rotsler here and I wish to urb-
urden my soul. I've had a few ldeas c-
hittering about that I would like to
give freo to anyone willing to take them,
to give them, if not good, a cheerful
home «

Supposing there was a sort of multi-
hodied entity, something like an ant
arryy only with one personality, onc
essential corporate body in which cach
component was born, grow, learned,
acted and died within a second? How
wvould the enbity retain its purposo,
gay, in crogsing a street? Would tho
knowledge of why it was crossing tho
gtrcet be retained through the dozena
of genorations +the action required?
Racial memory? Overlapping ages? Timo
ratio sense? W h a t kind of culture
would these creatures have? How could
yvou kill it if two (or even one if you
loan toward that sort of thing) of the
components could rebuild tho creature
in seconds. .

Twos: If homo sap is whatever high
porcentage of water he is what would a
901% wabcr creoburs bo like? Thres: A
gane scientiat with a mad daughter.
Tour: 1f there is '"mothing noew under
the sun"~why that proves timo travol.
Five: Science-fiction stories are al=-
ways hawing mon shave with delipatory




croamse I wonder how many men would
actually give up the pright to grow a
beard if the creams were permanentafter
the first application? Six: If fane
zines were the only writing found by
our descendents of e~t creatures after
the A~wars how would they reconstruct
our culture? Seven: If a fan were to
bo actually the first true telepath,
teleporter or whatever would anyone
believe him? They didn't belleve Lee
Jacohs when he told theme Well, anyw=
ay, they're all yours, honey. END

There I sat, a smug smile creasing my unsensitlve and nonefannish
facds "Two pages," wrote Charles Burbee., "When you come to the
house this'afternoon have two stenclls cutes" So I did my dubye.
For various rcasons, EdCo and even Burbee Himself had not cut
their stencilse Wilson had a terrific i1dea. Cox was cubtting

a stencil. Burbege Himself was cutting a stencil, Wilson was
cutting a2 stencllese Miller was drawing Illustrations. Rotsler
was screaming down the Hollywood Freewaye There I sat, a smug
smile creasing rmy unsensitive and nonefannish facee I wasn't
doing a goddam thing. "I!'d met the minimum stencil requirementsg
I had no ideas for more writing; all around me people were doing
serious and constructive activity, but I wasn't doing a goddam
things I stared into space, ‘thinking Cosmic Thoughts. I felt
Alonceesses Lee Jocobs

Enough said! Yoward Miller

Cox writing: Well, there we werew* Gallons of home brew con-
sumed, stencils stacked, all typed and enhanced by Rotsler ile
lustrations and some even had Howard illor illustrations too.
The mimeo was carted out: Then somebody:nlunged the room into

an awful silence. The editorials! Migod, the editorials! So

we were fuced with the task. Not only did/cdo we have to write
them, but we have to make the editorlal pages consume just so
much space to even out the issue else the page numbering gets all.
fouled up. Especially since over half the pages have already
been run off. So what does Howard Miller do. 4 half a line.

But this is unfair. He spent hours on the art-work and letter-
ing appearing in thils fabulous=type one=shot fanzine.

However, this still leaves a lot of space and I happen to be
turned loose on this free-wheeling typer. - But I quit,.

Burbee nows: /% last this issue 1s about wrgpped up. In aboub

15 minutes the last stencil will have been run off and a chain
garng of gix easer fans, wlith sensitive fannish faces glowing in
anticipation, wﬂll queue up to pick np and assemble, looking for=
ward to that mapic moment when they can sit down, light up, and
read thelr own stuff over and over and over and OVEresse
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Jonathan Carver walkod'31lontly ovcr the spongy floor to tho
desk.  He clutched the papers in onc hand and woarily lookcd ask-
ance at the croaturc bohlnd the dcsk.

{ "Yos, hc's roady to scec. you," she said. Carvor rumblod somoe-:
thing and went to the entrancc. Tho iris-port: dilatod and ho
stecppod into the officc of Richardson L. Jacobs V, suproro po-
tentate of Stollar Publishing Co., Inc., Ltd.

Carvor's cxprossion was glum as ho wavced the papers ab.v.
Richardson V.

"Latest circulation roports still indicatec sales arc fall-
ing off, .RL," hc said. Ho stood in front of thc immcnso desk,
waiting for tho cxplosion. y

‘None camc. Ho looked up from the shcaf of papcrs. Rich-
ardson V was smiling.

"@arver," he said, "sorethlng big, I mean big, has hap--
pened.," ! :

"Huh?!" said Carver.

Rlchardson V picked up a manuscript from the desk. "Here,"
he sald, "is the answer to our problems.

"A new writer?" asked Carver. "But people are tired of
reading adventure, how-to-do-1t articles and....well, there's
nothing new, that's all. This is 2698744, rererber?"

"Hah, but this ist What," he leaned over the deslk, blue
eyes sparkling fiendlshly out of his puffy red face, "would vou
say if T told rou that I have here," he tapped the mss, "a new
kind of storV°"



. "What kinde"

"Imagine thiss Men riding
aninals, men eating animals, mnen
living In great open SpPaCeSese
You know what animals are, don'sg
TOUTIRTY g '

"Uh, no,;" confessed the
Circulation Director.

"Once, ages ago, on this
very planet, they had ter,"

"But what are they?" asked
Carvere.

BItt's all in this storve
Try to imagine what it would be
like if Greater SanFrangeles
wasn't here." Carver shuddered.
"If the great hydroponic farms
didn't eover the Ariveda basin.
ind," he breathed, "if it was,
all covered with trees, and reds
skinned men who rode horses and
attacked white~-skinned men who
rode horsest"

"Fantastiet!" gasped Carver.

"That'!'s ' it, that's 1tt"
chortled Richardson V,

"What., swhat?"

"That!s the name of Stellarts new magazine,

It will be

filled with fantastiec stories 1like this one," he sald, happily

riffling the pages of the mss.

"It111 sell?" asked Carver.

"Of course. Imagine a great herd of four-footed animals
being driven across hundreds of rmiles of open countryt"

"fmazing," breathed Carver,

"Think of men mounted on a different,
footed animal, firing a weapon that propels swmall

netal at other ment"

"Startling!" whispered Carver, eyes bugzling.

"Visualize towns, no bigger than the area of

speedy

kind of a foure
pellets of

this floor of



the Richardscn I building with places that men drink, gamble,
fight and fall off balconies int"

"Thrilling wonder," gasped Carver.

"Yes," said Richardson V, '"the sheer fantasy of it will
sell millions of copies. I'm calling a conference immediately.
Get vy editors in here, tell the secretary to get my writers in
here as fast as she can locate them! This is BIG!"

Carver dashed out, seelng skyrocketing sales-graphs for
his" department,

Horlan Grahar, age 153, wandered disconsolately into the
literastore. He idly pawed over the latest issues of "Stellar
Ldventures!, "Star Heros", "Two Corplete InterStellar Books" and
the rest. He was so tired of reading these things. He turned
away, then cquickly spun about. What was this! He picked up
the magazine called "Fantastic!" On the cover was a man, it must
have been, sitting on top of a...a boasti. The man was clad in
outlandish costurme that covered all of him except his hands and
face. He had o fantastic weapon, it must have been, in one
hand, that spit fire and smoke. Graham leafed through it rap-
idly, heart thudding. He rushed to the counter, paid for 1t and
ran all the way home, forgetting tov use the powerwalks.

Two and a half hours later, he laid it aside, a2 dreanmy ex-
pression still on his peach=fuzzed.fgce. This was wonderful.
He thought a moment. He Had to . -talk about 1t to somebody else.
There must be others who laved this fantastical literature. He
imagined an organization of‘devoteds. He reached for his
scripter. '

"Dear Editor," wrote the incipient founder of First Fandomn.

the end
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CHARL<S BURBEE was undoubtedly the most ma"nlflcent specimen of
manhood that I had ever laid eves on., I could not suvress a small
gasp of amazencnt as I looked at CHARLES BIMBAE, standing in all his
glorisus splendor of vitality, charm and breath-takinea masculine beautv,
That was it! Sheer overwhelmineg mascnline beautv! :

"This is CHARLES BURBEL," someone, I think 1't was mv husband,
murniured, ¢

"How do vou do, CHiRLES BURBE®," I sasped weaklv, clutching for
support at the ncarest availabhle object (I think it wqq My .husband),

It was the hcaéd of CH-RLES BURR: . that first causht mv-attention when
at last T got around to noticinm dstnils, The massive, splendid leo-
ninc head of CFHARIES BURBEW, with the fine, nidnicht curls of CFARLES
BUEBEE clustered tichtly and tendorlv to thi Tine dolichoecenhalic skull
of CEARLES BURBEL. Then the eves Ah!Y the splendor of the eves of
CEAKLES RURBEL, ‘clear l&mpid pools of gentlencss, subtle and keen in-
telligence ané wit, The whole facc of CH.RLES RRBWYE was radiant

with a scensitivity that I have vet to sece cqunled, Sensgitive fannish
face I believe it is called, and surelv this descrintive.phrase was
originated by somecone who set eyes on the face of CHARLES RURRE™ for
tho Ffirst time, for never have I sech a Fface More qcn sitive, and more
fannish than thu face of CHARLES BURRET. As CHARLES RURBHET spoke, @ach
subtle nuance of wit, cach sparkling germ of wisdom wos underlined by
the degflicate, almost shadewy expressions that flickered acress the
fice of UP“RLLS RUPBE?. Maesnificent!

0ddly enough it was the hands of CEARLES BURBE™ that. next drew nmy
attention. Delicate and graceful, vet withal, stroas and manly --
sensitive fannish hands., And ”hen he s noka CV‘WLES RIREE™ moved his
sensitive fannish hands, underscoring his words with scnsitive fannish
gestures, just as the expressions of the sensitive fannish face of
CHARLES BURBE® underscored his sensitive fannish words. As he spoke
the sensntive foannish hands of CHARLES RURRHEE spoke with him in ges-
tures now humorous, now scoffing, now scorniul, now witty, now nelan-
choly, now ecst=tic, now gentle, now pleading, now entrea tlnq, now
beckoninz, now enticing, now singing. Sue were the sensitive fannish
hands of CEARL:S BURBEE.

But-if the physical ﬂdnnutlsm of CHARILS BIURRBET was »f such bower,
what wes the power of the mind of CHERLJQ RITRRAE! The intelligence of
CHskIkS BURBEE, I man say without hesitation, was of such a fine-grain:
quality as I have never seecn equaled, Novw subtle, now bold, now vige
orous, now flashing, now cutting, now nrofcound, now Drobinq, NOW « o
Never, and I speak with firm convicetion, b kcd bv the unanimous opin-
ions 31 the fricnds of CHARIES BURBEE, wil‘ tornziie or ven he capable
of doiny even @ »odicun of justice to the miind of CHARIES RIRBERE,

Fool that I ar, I have triecd in these fow paltrv words to zive a

small pictur: of that unequaled, unparalleled man without peer . . .
Igive yor , . « CHARLES BURBEE{!!



BURBEE =

(Notc: The following is NOT a work of fiction. Evory cvent
nentioned in this article is truo. It was written two years
ago, but is not in tho slightecst bit dated. What do you think?)

"Charlcs Burbco is tho dirticst talking porson I know,"

I starcd at thoso famously infamous words in Al Swoot Idiocy.
Surcly Towncr isn't sorious, I thots Charles Burbcc a dirty
talking persony Tho cloan living, hlgh minded, witty and urbano
Charlos Burbco a dirty talking porson? Ah, bubt Towner must bo
josting.

But it bothecrod mo. -Is CharlcsBurboo a dirty talking pors n?
I had to know. I decidod to ask Los 'n! Es Colo. Thoey had
convorsed with the clcan living, high minded, witty and urbano
Charlcs Burbecce They would know if Charles Burbco talks dirtye.
They talk dirty themsolvos. )

"Les," I said, "you have talked to Charles Bufbcc. You would
know if BGharles Burboo 1s a dirty talking person. You talk dirty
youraclf, Is Charlocs Burbec a dirty talking porson?"

"Wolleeo' ho said slowly, "you bo“tor ask Es., I always havo Es
mako the rcally important statomonts.“. “ '

Hoe turncd hls hcad awdy bashfully.,.

"Bs," I said, "you have talked to Charlos Burbecec. You would
* kmow 1f Charles Burbeco is a dirty talking person. You talk
dirty yoursolf. Is Charles Burbec a dirty talking pcrson?'

I waitod eagorly for her answer, the answer that would confirm
mr faith in thc handsomo, intelligont, sorious and constructive
porson that is Charles Burbeo.

"No..." she fi-ally said, shoosing hor words with obvious caro,
"T wouldn't sav that Charles Burbec is a dirty talking porson.
Ho talks likc most fansg."

I blushed.((ew thot I've met Burboe, I can truthfully say that
ho doosn't talk dirty at alle..)

Although my faith was shattored, I wasn't partlcularly shocked.
I had heard fabulous tales about the fabulous person that is
Charlcs Burhbco, I didn't belicvo them of coursc,

- I attendcd a thrcc day tclavo in N'Yawk ovor July 4th wockend
in 1950. "You conic from Californla, don't you?" asked a female
‘N'Yawk t¥pe fanno.

"Yos," I agroed, "I comc from California."



"Well, sinec you come. from California, you might be able to
answor this question for mo." - She amiled prettily, or as pret-
tily as a femalo N'Wawk type fanne can smilece. "Is it true what
they say about. Burhoo?"

"T don't know," I gaid. "What are they saying about Burboe?"
"They say that Charles Burbeoe..." She pauscd for a moment, than
whisporod somcthing unprintable in my car. "Is it truc what they
sor about Charles Burbee?"

T'm no prude (well, not much of a prude) but therc is such a thing
as zood tastc. I didrdtt think this question was in sspecially good
tastoe I looked at hor with a rather shocked cxprecssion on my
face, sald somcthing to tho offect that it was nonc of her bus-
Incss, and hastily left her company.

put then later I reporachedmyrself for not boing morc polito.

The famale NSYawk typo fanne was obhviously and oxpoctant mother

and perhaps shic was just accunulating Lnlormatlon for hecr own uso.

(O]

legond is.crowing around tho perscnality that is.Charles Burboe,
a lezond that 8Should be of the sgreatoat inspiration to every
clecan living, high minded,. scrious and constructive young rod-
blooded Arcrican fan. Cortain dispicuble partics are trying
qulte unsucecessfully to shattor that 1o”cnc.

In any socioety, thero w111 be those,. 1098 fowfuna+c, brlhat and
witty than othors. These pcople, full of petty joclontiles and
with small minds, will deliboeratoly.attcempit to drag the shining
charactor, of the fow really suporior boings. (like Charloes Burbeo)
dcwn to thoir own abysmal level. & bricef example will sufficc.

In 1952,. thon-servifan Hal Shapiro, received a pest card. This
in 1tsclf was not unuaual, since Hal is ons of T1anoom(o moro
active fans, -and &s such roceclvad many ecommnications thru the
mailes But this post card contained filthy langungo. I quote:

"Doar Hdlk
s "You sonofabitche,
o | /s/ Burb"

Now Hal, who is, like Charles Burbec, a handsomc, witty, high
minded and clcan living cxample of the active fan, was quitc hurt
ovor thils post eard.. Wot only did he find its indollicafe phrasing
offonsive tc his scngitive farnnish mind, but thie oxprossed concept
wes deecldedly uncomplinmontars.

At Tirst Hal was golng to tho postal athoritlics with the card.
He was goling to teach 3urbee thab postal ragulations counld not
be flaunted in such a smug manner., At first, that is.

But Hal, mcver cne to condemnn a porson without tho logical pro-
coss of logiecal thought, did not go to the postal athoritiss
with vue informabtion. .Jifter all, Charles Burbee is a cloan



living, hizh minded, scriousand constructive fan, ecven tho somo
claim that he is o dirty talking person. And would a clean live
ing, high minded, sorious and constructive fan send such a com-
runication %o another clean living, high minded, scrious and
constructivo fan? Obviously not. Evidently, some cnemy of
Charlcs Burbce woas attempting to cause ill feeling. {:

Terorrow'!s childrcd in the world of today?
Quitc.

Rut such attempts are quite unsuccessful.. No one fan, no group
of fans can possibly dim the glory that 'is Charles Burbec. He
will continue to shine in all his many ways.

Have wvou ever rcad Burbeestuff? T don(t mean just a snatch of
Burbcostuff hetween other Papazines; that is a noteh above tho
comrion hord, truc, but you mlss the more subtle nuances, tho

puro creativeness of pure Burbecc. I refer to a solid thrce hours
of rcading Burbcestuff,

I did that oncc. I gatherod Burbeeditcd Shangrisllatls, Burblings,
Wild Hair's, anythinz that had Burbecestuff in it. I had a veri-
table ball. I staggered away, shaken, rr mind teoming with "down-
ward slanting eyes," and the other intzllectual -phrascs of the
intellectual Burbecs I rcad aboub tho selentific discoveries of

o world famous scientist and about tho Big MNeme Fan. I was awed
by the unbelievable cpisodes rolated in the Ashly Chronicles and
stunned by the brizliant passages of Burboe prosce.

I cannot bélleve thatCharles Burbee is morcly a dirty talking
person with an clectronic soul. He is, ho must bec, a man superior
to other men, a gonius in comparison the us merc crcaturecs.

¥lo in the Papa stould be elated that Charlcs Burboe, the analytie
cal, compassionate, creative CharlesBurbco chiooscs to favor ug
with his doathless Art. We should read his forks in the full
rcalization that our galn is the loss of an cntirc world.

For thorc is trucly a giant In our midst!

THE
CHILDREN'S

HOUR
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Rather an oad ¢itle for a C¢igmiried fanzine liize this, or Jor any fanziue,
gvon apstract . foc thiat uattor, but it was Don Wilson's obsussion some years azo.
He wanted., wore thoa aaythinm, to write an article witi tiut title- I rousuber the
time he and Wowarc iWillsr came over, back in 1946 or so. I sorzet now wnat masn-
zine we put out a2t the time. It was a oune-shot. I tiine: I have a record in one-
suot-vanzine foma of avery fannish type vino was osrave onoaza to visit wo ia those
tines. The mouent auy raun walked in tae door a2uc I rsulized thet lhere, ia one
roon, was a zathering ox at least two izns, tihe ides of seroetuatiay thiis event in
uineography 205200 1 ‘1to ny hexd. Almost imiediztely I would say, "Let's publish a
one-snot Fanziae!" I vioulc say this withh eatiumsiasm.

Mrtnernore, I was ceacdly
surious abat it.
I

was frequently answered with vazus =mublings and hunted looks
ia the syes of wy vie
B

ins, out it made no Giirerence to re. I was a oue-shot sjnsc-
ialist. The most important thiin: in the world was tho _Ju'olishin* of ranzines, es-
vecialily one-snots. "o et out wy two tyvers, aaé ever;vbocy would et to work.
A masaziane, uswally ons sneu'c, voulce result.

&
1%
0
I

iy uine osrasn was alwvays hancy. It was
in the froant room, alons withh stvacks of supnllics. t was alvars reacy to roll. In
iact, since I was heolniny Gus Willmorth suvlish lantasy Advsriiser 2t that time, it
uswally was rollinz. He publisnod his nay ia bstchos o1 2 thousand. Liyndr, 1t
vz to sucn & sot-u» it Howard ifiller and ™on silson cano wnwittiarly oue day.
The uazis words passed ny lips instantly 2ac in wo ting thoso t.0 hiadless baings
fron i1l-f2ted 3anuing were Crispiar groenisn yan bdlood tryinz to write something.

I can see Toa Widsoa's seriously blauiz face yet as nhe sat thwire “with a far-avay
look in hiis evoe. The Inmodation oi the 3lack Po)u," he szi . 'The Irmolation oi
tiae Slack Poje." I bit. He tolc wme it wes his great Cesive (wita the overtonss
of beiaz a great iission) to wiite ar story with Lict titlo. It tirilled his
teon-aze soul rivht to the rind. I could aluost sce, in TH's Treaw naestish eyos,
the reflection of tue dookjacket-. 3y peeriny closcr I coulé read the blurds on
tue pb editions i lusty, dravling tale of love and ceath in a new worlci™ Or:
"er liss, her gos, ner loveliness, were uwent vor itings, out He was a cevil whon
Itings could not conguer:i™ On-thiz jacket I could sso a lovely vouan with lovely
legs and iacrecivle breasts, all suitadly »evealed. Mayre ia tue dack round vas
a wob of wen vith walps or juns . dut in the rorezrounu it wwus 211 lexzs anc. breauts.
Tall, as I s2id, Toa Filson sat tihere tryin . to fiuc Zara radh -1 of his lusty
bravlin: tale out I suess ne 32ve up beeczuse aiter 2 timg 2ll he cic o5 curse
ny old plea tyoesvriter in polite nzlish ané ‘ask we how the cevil I ran iz. (I
siply had srowva uy with the thiag). wveatunlly ne widte aa article anout
Forrost J Ackernan callsc "The Imuaorital Seir eant” thich shoald have oseen a fine
thing, thouzh sans brawl anc lust. But altiouzhh tiw orticle encad up neatly at
the bottoua of a steucil it hac no bottom of itsels. I roacudber suddlyiag him
ity the titlas. 1o sovied to love as mmeh as I ©id  but adthing really caue of
it. sut that cidn't sotner Doa Wilson, wno is soustiuas hdlessec writh the halny
unawareness 2f a Tth tmdmits ang can tyre anc tyle at a stealy rate whether he
is ayias auythiag or uct Som: ol this hoody ability has rudded oiIf on ne; I fear,
Judzin. iroa the looizs 2x this paje thus far.

anyuoow, the title Tne Iumolation of
the Slacik 2959 has now d0en uscel as a title ane wust be struek from the roster of
posciils titles whichh is floatine out there ia suvspace. 4nc now Ton “Jilson can
Zet tiet teeu-aze gleaw out of iis eye, besause I have writtenm the srticle. I
thiaic this was very uice oi ne bacruse I nsver Liad vthe obsuession to write a deati-
loys story of strife, foryotten vovws, lust and brawl.



THz VAST EXTENT OF MY
TilFSiNAL TERRITORIES
BY DON WILSONW

_ I hute t)H =2xpose myself as a fantasy reader in such Aistin-
guished company, but for the sake of Art I guess I am willine to
aortily myself., T am brave.

Somstimes I check in the truckipads of new hooks at the
library, and I snagged one not long ago which I'11 bet Forrest J
Ackerman does not have., It's called The Infernal Wanderer, or;
the Devil Rangine upon Barth. And I think nerhaps there was some-
thing illicit about it when it appeared. Wor there is no publisgh-
ing data on the title page of the multitudinous variety that you
usually sec on hooks of the period. It savs simply: “London:
Printed in the Year M DCC II."

It is fantasy, of a sort, I shall reproduce portions here,
trusting that the copyright owner will not bother me (althoueh
maybe theret's a chance that the vecation here described might be
due again!) It begins: "The Sabhle Monarch of the Subhterranean
Lominions, having with wonderful Alacritv receiv'd the News of the
Wars and Confusions which are now on I'not amons his Christian
Bonemies 1in the upper World, hath of Llate “housht fit uvon the
doxful Tidings thereof, to proclaim a Jubilee for a whole Year
thro' the vast Hxtent of his Infernal Territorics, his Penal Laws
are suspended for the Time, his Wire's extinsmuish'd, the Furies
lay aside their Scornion Scourges, and a meneral Cessation of all
Panishments arz graciously commanded thro' his Sultrv Reeions.
This favourable Interval havine not onlv given Fase to the miser-
able Souls of convicted Sinners, but also Libertv to their Tormen-
tors to rest from their Labours, ever since the ¥all of Man; T
having been doom'd one of that unhappy Order, was alwavs too strict-
ly confin'd to incessant Business to have: Legave or Leisure to
travel amongsl Human Kind, and view Heavens Mavourites in their
aorbal Stats. But of late, beinsg resspitcd from mv Nocturnal
Drudgery, I obtain'd a License to behold Lhe Licht and inspect
the Actions of that Noble ¢reature, whose Wanpiness and Perfections
have becn lony caclipsed by our ecnvious TFraternity.”

And 30 he does. For fourtcen pages (for this is how lone the
book is), he inspects the perfect mortals of merrie England,

I wish to reproduce here, for the edification of my august
fellow members of this benighted organization, one of the infernal
Wanderer's adventures, in the hopes that it will provide inspira-
tion and guidance along the road of life, Are vou there, Fitz
Cerald? "I left them bedeviling their iwmporfect Juices and pre-
paring an &dulterous Potion to Couzen Mankiod out of their_Pealth
and }Money, end return'd again into thc open Street, where just
befors @ Vintner's donr neni Fleet-Bridee, a Croud of People were
1lisbning and laughing at a merry Rallid, and an Ovster Wepch
Seolding and Ravine at the Ballad-Singers, as 1f more Devils had



possest her fhap was at the drowning of the Ferd; the Subiect of
the Song 1 soon found was an Intrizue between Mlsq Open-Ovster and
the Vintnor at whose door she had the lihertv of setting her Tubs,
end opening her Commodity, and because the whole Town should be

aa woll diverted as my se 1t 1 have hers recited the Song for the
Jesuvs sake, for we unlucky Spirits upon wacgish oceasions, have the
Dovil of o Menory.

& MERRY NGW S0NG, CALL'D, THZ COMPANY KNCCKS BWHIND THE BAR, OR

A TAVERN CHAIR ~ILI CARRY DCUBLZT

As Oyster Nan stood by her Tub,

To shew her Vicious Tncllnatlon
She z:ve ner Noblest Parts a Scrub,
And sigh'd for want of Copulation.

A Vintner of no little Fame,

Who ¢xc'llent Red or White cqn sell ve,
Reheld the little Dirty Dame

As she stood scratechine of her Belly.

Come in, says he, you sillv Slut,
"Tls now 2 rare convanient- Minute,
I'1l lay the Itching of vour- Scut
Excevnt some greaedv Devil be in it.

With that, the flot Cap'd Phubsy smil'd,

.And would have Blush'd, but that she could mnot;
Al2s! says she, we're soon beszuil'd

By Mcn, to do tho se things we shou'd not.

FProm Door, they went behind the Bar,
As 'tis by common Fame repoi-bod,
And their, upon a Turkey Chair,
Unsezn, the Loving couple Sported.

But being call'd by comnany,

As he was taking Pains to nlerse lLiern,
I'm @oming, coming, Sir, s2vs hg,

My Desr, and so nam I, says she, Sir.

Her Mole-Hill Belly swell'd =2bout,
Tnto & Mountein guickly after,

And when the prstty Mouse crept outb,
The Creature caustd 2 mighty Loushter.

And now she'as learned the plersing Gome,
Altho' much Pain and Shame it const her,
She driily ventures at the sano,

And chuts =and opens like an Ovster.

Pace 1 ends: "I took possession of the Tooll-Mender,
of which in 2 little Time you she 11 hear further." Maybe
Coslet hns v.2 of the series for sale? . I think it's an eXx-
collent item, myself. I sort of hate to let the library have
it buck. # # #
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Milter =iLole my thunder.

Hzre 1 was, all set to do a marvelnus article chewing Miller
aut in the style to which you all might have become accustomed if
you had heen >round to read my writings in 1948 and 1.9, This
was when Dream Quest was being published on & subserivtion basis,
and Miller and I devoted practically full time (when we were not
attending high school) to publishing, and I had devoted vasec after
bage " ., . . in both public and private to rhapsodizing on the utter
worthlessness of Miller as a fan, as a friend, and as a human be-
lng. 1"

Those are Lancey's words. They were written in one of the is-
sucs of Wild Hair, in an article calle d "Banning's Leading FAPA
Member,m

They somewhat reflect the truth. Time deadens old memories,
but they survive in spite of all sorts o»f miraculous things. Miller
has been sailing .all over the Pacific for the last four vears, I
have becn ‘doing one thing eand another which have had verv little
to do with the publication of fanzines and the 0ld scicnce-fiction
exisbence which was practically the -Banning Science Fantasv Society
« « o in fact, I venture to say that there wore days which went by
when I never even thought of Howard Miller or of Drem Quest,

But today, when he did not show up at my placs bv 12 noon,
an article suddenly took form in my mind, commznting-on the utter
worthlessness of Howard Miller as a fan, as a friend, as a human
being, end as a rum buddy -- for Howard Miller was not eoing to show
up for the one-shot session,

But he showcd up. So I could not write the article, I am
sure that if the article had been written, the story by ®d Cox
which is the backbone of this issue of BURRLINGS COMBINED "'ITH
DREAM QUEST COHUBINED WITH PRIMAL COMBTNED WITH ®WSDACYO0S COMRINED
WITH SKIPME FOR 1HE NONCE COMBINED WITH MASQUE would have becn
topped, £d Cox would have paled besdl de this miraculnus article.

But this orticle was not written., Miller showed up, and vou
are sceing cxample after example of his matchless artwork right
here in this very fanzine,

And he has Xk £t me cold. The insplrotion for my mirgculous
articls has voanished. And the faet that it lins vonished is obvious
by reading the prescnt product.



‘ Ancd my recent fannish oxistence has been fraught with occurence
af'ter occurence whiéh followed this same pattern, I am the victim

of & curse, I did not dance to their frenctic fluting and they cast
a pox on me.

The ot@er wack Mary and I went to New York, This e¢irl we know from
UCLA was driving her bov friend to NY so he could catch his boat for
Iraq, They came by to say goodbye and we went with them,

We passed, at one point in this incredible trip, nigh to Hagers-
town, laryland. It was a perfect chance to visit Harry Warner, Jr.,
whom I will probably never again have 2 chance to meet, Starting
nbout at Tucumeari I begon to anticipate this mesgic meeting. I dreamed
of the words with which I would greet this ma2irvaelous man who has met
only a scant scorc of members in eightecn venrs of FAPA activity.

I ehvisioned an afternoon of ¢nlightened gab,

The meceting did not come to pass. We pagsed within forty miles
of Hagerstown, hut it was at 3am and somehow 1t did not seem to be the
thing to do to call on Herry Warner ot that time. Besid es, we were
in some all-firedsort of o hurry te get someplace by some certain
time , 4 . DPlace and reason escepe me at this momant,

We pessed not near, but through, Hyattsville, Md., home of Robert
A Yavlat . . . who once purchased mv copy of QUT OF SPACE AND TIME by
Clark 4Ashton Smith and who- thereforc is 2 good man, just bv the nature
of things. ;

I called him but there was nobondy home. So we spent the afternoon
with 2 relative of Mary's . . . a grandsoon of Theodore Roosevelt
named #Archic, who works for the Dept of State, =nd who entertained us
with lors, rare rocords, fine conversation, and powerful drinks until
for into the everning. But I did not sec Bob Pavlat,

My idea that I might see Redd Boggs on the way bidck died aborning,
1T sensed dimly that we would not touch Minneapolis. I was right,

My article on Miller @ied. He showed up and here he is, producing
deathless material and for all the world a2cting like somebody who does
have worth {(as & fon at least).

I am mortificd. I am reduced to writine of Ovster Nan and the
Infsrnal Wanderer. I am reading incredibly fine stuff by Cox and
fair stuff by Burbee and sitting here trying to turn ont somethlpg
which will be¢ 2t least halfway readeble. I hove 2 horrible feeling
thet I am not succeeding. Ars you there, GM? k

The Curse did this thing to me,

It would drush the soul of A hardan:d neofnn; much more the ten-
der fcelings of n soltened ex-fan,



Perhaps I incurred the wrath ofthe henvens when I jumped a curb
the other month and plowed into 2 mimeograph storc,

Perhaps it is beceause I did not go to o mecting of the LASFS
after I was invited by Sam Sackett,

rerhaps it is because I did not steal the 1946 FAPA mailineg whigh
the UCLA Library hos which lists among new members, "Charles Burbce,”

But I know that a mordant curse follows me and renders myv fan
type deeds inoperntive. I cannot meet a FAPA member. I cannot
write snything which is fit for mimeograph ink., The tales of my
f=anish exploits hrve rctretcd into the background of reality,

To my right sits Ed Cox. Once he was a mere subscriber of DREAM
QUIST and before that he was & recdosr of PLANMETSTORI®S even as I, Now
he has written “The Sccond Genesis" and my glary hns paled.

Today when Pecte Vorzimer walked in here he scarcely had heard of
me.

Soon I will not e¢ven be legend,
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"I thiak nostly 2:te Vorzimor just wanted to look at you," I said to William
Rotslor.

71 ocan uncerstand that,™ 510 William 2otsler.

I dou't know wny we were talliiaz about Vorsziuer. e hzc¢ Tathered 2t ny house
to publish this rasazine. I fuess ha just came up in theo conversation. There were
siz of us. Rotslar 7Jilson, 3¢ Qox. Jagcods Millsr anc I. “werybody was supposod
to arrive with two cat stoncils and an idea :ov at laast one nove to cut o.u the
session. (Lau Jacods was the oaly ons to arrive witn assigaasnt coupletec). Ia no
time, tne theory vent, we could sit arount, cories 0f the coupleted mez dangling
carelssaly frou our hxnds as we Granlk home brew aix. told each othsr how clever we
were. 111 or uc wers hners close to the zplodinted tinw. T=eest Rotsler. He was
suppossc to cous Goun from Samarillo, wihtich, :iowv thoss o you who wisht beasiit frm
tne iuformation, is about 17 uiles iroul Qunard.

Jeiors Rw0tsl:xy arrivec Vorsziuwer hac honed twice. His wall-uoculzted voics
nelc a hint oi woryy as he inenirec aster Willie Rotslqv. *Vou sure he's zoin: to
hDe thwre? Are you sure ' My wanted to couw out to celiver sous run-oif uaterial
to Rotsler ant Huriips couaission hiim to procuce artwork sor jhstract. als fanszine.

I s2id 2K, anC < ve hin carezul dirsections. 2 lives in Follywool sac I zave him
conzortanly e:plicit dlrcctions: "ean you :et to Roseuwad vou are a uile znd a
2alf avay- It is tiwe nowt to last si:mal. srom the mest siznal yon can ss=eé the
Jricze straicht on dowa. Turn lvit at thw soconc street Hoyond the idye- Lac o
wore. of caution--ii you coue to Forvalk 3lvd., you've jouv too fur. Turn back right.
way. You caa't nisg Pionver; it's a wide strest.h

Ho =0t hore evuntually, with caothur fellow, 2 aou-zén, Wino for 2 tiue sounwd
like the only huien bheing ia the roo. When he stroir Iiis fanuish head in uy rannisa
GoOr 26 peerec about with true ian wyopia at the .roud his i2c3 Dore a2 strange ex-
pression of famnwish anxisty. Minero's 2lotsler? he s id. Jor all he kanew, Rotsler,
wnon lie nad never seon, wes staaldiaz scimwvwhere in thot gooup of five, looking rigiht
at nim. Rotslsr, nowevur hac not yut oerived.

I turned ivda tho coor 3oan ot Rotsliexr P I s Meet your {1 oan. Zut

ic,
00 ong Stepped forward to c2rry the pall. Vorsiawr's oyes dorted Iroa facs to f2ce
as thouzh he !zagw somw instinet woul: ery slouc to him “This is Hotd

) 2] [ 1Y

I bezan introcuciny those yressnt. “fhis is Hovamd Ziller,? T stid.

Wevar hoard of hiwm," siid Jor.iwer.

Marcly o it

Hloe Jacobs.”!

“T doa't tmimk I kaow ain.?
d20n Wilson i

Mlivg ne2rc or ain.'t



T Survee .t ‘
"D, you're Burbvez. ut vhaere's Rotsler?”

g told him Rwtslzre wosn't there yet but any woneut woull wheol onto Pionver
ot 69. Ho wis oretty disappoiated ot this diccw or moews bubt buckeG up whea he bo-
g0 to dlstributo cobiocs of his woll-duplicntsd, woll 1:21i¢ out dut well-uizh un-
ruacdable maeazine Abstract ~ué tell us adout the 100-paoe Convoution issuw ho plans
to turn out within 2 wook 2£tsr the Convention itsuli.

Ho was o ratipr hard boy to convince about sonw things- Jor ond thiaz ha could
not accupt that fnet that Rotslar wis aot tiers. Jor 2nother thing, whsa I told hin
that 1 the zrou) srocduced a 2 jaziag like this evary wmonth or iour woaths it would
Do the tod foazianu- He ballked 2t this. He reiussc to aceept. So I 2nunced oy
stateuent. I backsd Cowa. Miell,t I s.id. ‘hlake tnzt five months.™

Ho still saic¢ ng dicu't thimk so ~n¢ ia tne siue sentence asked 2oout Rotslser.
Then ne tolc us that ne 2lwost hidn't gotten nzre at 211, Beens he 30t lost.

"Lost " I suiid, incrsdulous .

Yas, t.uey ¢ wone cown Washington accorcing t0 wuy Girosctions bHut wouwd up af
thoa ilutoersoctioa o Wiicticr 2nc¢ Vashinrten 3lvés.. 2a¢ 2 sgirvice strtion wan had
Cirectua them to an older anf thorefadre battor xaowl scotion or Riounser (the straet
iz oot a throuzh strect:; it still hes wiles ox orange sroves d.twsen sections) and
since this was wiles south o hwre....wuell, they aluost nadn't 0t¢oa Durs.

ut I zave you Dorivetsd direction ianfo,! I siic. . fHali 2 dozon fins anc 2n
uacounted nmumber of fans have wace tholr vy hovre without troudly. How cic you
lost” Zida't you sou TVorvalz 31va?  You wuie supposuil to turu hHach iy Dy soun
crnnicg you'e ovorsiiot thw mark

"o went on,"™ he s:id. fThe wan ia tho survice stution told us z2oout Pioncer
only it w'g the wroae part anl we 2luost nevor 20t NEre.

"iut the bridze," I scic. MThw sgcoik street past the bridze. A wide stroet.
Yhat about th: 2%

Wlg sew the bridze ., he s-fc. (I felt a »it dotter about thay, -t loast.)
"2ut I wes lookiay oy a wide street. You kaow, a vice streut.?

"Pioneer is o huntrod fget wice,? I szic.

Mg wont on,'t he said. It Cida't look very wide to ww.' Tais noy wust look
at the worle thwrourn 2-T zlassus. “Is HFotsler really goiny to oe here™?

Ho weat avay after awhila. I cida't give hin any ciresctious at all ror zotting
back homa, s2 I au sretty surs btist right nov, ovua 25 you red this, 2ate
Vorziuer ant non-xol friend are asaving Avcturus 2af lookiwy Zor a sorvice station
&t wiilen to incuirs cdirecticas to Hollywood.

X
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