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A TALE OF THE 'EVANS 1is the personalized fanzinc of Tht 0l!' Foo,
E Evercett Evans, of 628 South Bixel Street, Losfngeles 14, Celif.
It is published -for cireculation through the Fantasy /fmateur Press
Association, with a few added coples for presentation to interes-
ted fricnds and rclatives. I hope you will find something hoerein
that will be e¢ithcer of interest to you, or perheps bring 2 s.aile.

I am taking every chance possikle thesce days, of expressing
my sincerest thanks and apprceiation of the wonderful gesture of
friendshiy shown me during 1947 by RAY BRADBUREY. This y.ung man,
& former zctive fan who is now reoching the highest heights of
pro authorshi,,, has shovn his true greetness of cheracter by tak-
ing a lot of his valueble time to help a struggling vriter reach
a better understending of the mechanics of good writing.

Cuite a number of you have seen the word he did on one cf my
attempts at 2 short story, whercin he dissceted it word by word,
showing what was wrung, and best of all, VHY is ves vrong. £lso,
e witote' ‘pages ©f gencral driticism, whichenot only T but 2ll who
have read it have gained a tremendous amount o©f new knovledge on
hov to .ut a story together so that it hedéd all the cssuntial ele-
ments of a good yarn.

Rey casily put far morc effort into this work then would be
neccssary to writce a new story of his ovn. One cen nevelr be too
apprcciative of such gencrosity of telent, and greetness of scul.
Evein so, he was but folloving in the foots.eps of such men zs Ed-
mond Hemilton, Henry Kuttner and others, who gave Rey the same
kind of assistance when he was first trying to writc, while still
but a boy.

I call this a true ecxample of the 8Spirit of Brotherly Love
and co-cperation such as I prcached in TEE TIME-BIND! R, end wvhich
some of you found so amusing. Perhaps it is, but to me it is onec
of the finest and most wonderful things thst a humen being can
practice in life. It cannot but immcesurebly assist end brosden
one¢ in his search for a greater expasnsion of his own personality.

Again snd again, Ray, many, meny sincercest thanks!



EVERY TIME I GC TO TLE OPERA, IT'S ALV AYS WAIDAM
- Or -

I ThINI MAY:E I'VE BEATEN DO'N MY DEMUN AT LAST!

I'm such & guy s reslly likes Clessicel music in €11 its
forms, with the possible exception of some types f Chember mus-
ic., 1 especielly like Sym honies end QOpere.

Although I've done guite a lot of trevelling, it hesn't been
possible for me to see or he:r very meny operss, much te my sor-
Tow.

. In the winter of 121£-13 (I centt remember the exsct deste),
I end taree pals were in New York city during the Qperc season.
¥Ye wverc sll USH iJusucians, a2ttached to the USH VYyoming. Te vere
ashore on a veek-end liberty, ond after d.nner one Saturday nigh+t
vere discussing aaong ourseives &5 te vhat show we vould go tc
see. FEddie Sertein came u. vich & brallient ides, M"Let'ts us,"
he said, "go to the Operei® It developed none of us had ever
been to one before.

There ves considereble proing end conning, but finelly ve de-
¢ided that there wos a slight modicum of sense to his suggestion,
so we hied ourselves to the Metropolitan. Yes, ve could get seets
for that night...and yes, ve found, after some nmutual borrovings,
ve could afford to buy thew. Ve did, #nd enterecd the beesutiful
edifice. The curtain rovse, snd we sct entrenced througi. one of
the greatest of all operes -- "Alda'. It ves megnificent! Ve
neaes ol ol Jeledn

Came Yorld Ver I; came the Armistice, and T wes sent to tae
Great Lakes station cutside Chicego for my discharge. TVhile there,
I had a week-end lezve in Chicego. At one of the Service Clubks I
was talking to a lady at a2 desk, and she, noticing wuy Musician's
rating, esked if I wouid like te g¢ to the Opers. Said they hed
some tickets available for service men. I ssid, "Yes, ma'sia, I
surely would enjoy 1t." BSo she geve me a ticket, and I vent.

The opera that Saturdesy wes Miidall

Years later. My children vere groving up. My elder deughtcr
and her hustend were living in Chicsgo, and both gcing to the Uni-
versity of Chicago -- she for her Mester's, he for his bPoD. I
went dovn to spend & veek-end with tiewm. They said, "" € heve a
treat for ycu. Ve have tickets for the Opera.t Ve vent.

The opera that Saturdey ves PALdeMmi)}

In deference to them, end knoving hov much 1t meoant in the

way of finencial scramging for them to get tiose tickets, I kept
stxll, except for my praise of the besuly of the performance.

But on the train going home, I vent inte ¢ nuddle vith my ovn
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personal demon, that little thingumabob that mis-msnages my life.

"Look, Bub," says I. "hetts this idea of always giving me
my rare chances of going to the opéra only when 'fidat! is playing?"

"] like 'Aide'," he says, chuckling in thet satenically-mis-
chievous way he has when hets nmeking me do things I don't especi-
ally care about doing.

"So do I," I enswvers, "but too much is certainly a plethora.
Therets other good operas, you know. Like, for instance, 'Lz Bo-
heme! , 1

"1 like tpidat',™ he scys, end shuts me up.

The years pass along, as they have a hebit of doing, and I
come out to Los Angeles to live. They do not have thelr ovn opera
company here, but the San Francisco company comes dorn occasion-
ally, and so does the San Carlos Opers compeny. #nd this year of
1948 the Metropolitan company is coming out for the first time in
many years.

The period during vhich the San Carlos company is in tovn, a
close check of my financial statistics shows I'm not geing to the
opera. Then, out of a clear sky, onc of my bosses (I have twe)
says to wme one afternoon, "Evens, I knov ycu like good music. I
have a ticket for the opere tonight, but I can't meke it. Vould
you like to go?M

"Gosh, yes," szys I, happily, and clutched the precious peste-
board to my throbbing breast. That e¢vening I shave cerefully, nut
on my one feirly decent suit, and set out for the thestre. 1 show
my ticket at the door, an usher takes me tc my sezt 2nd hands me a
program. I settle dovm, then glance at the printed pzge.

By shoving my fist hzlf dovn my throat I keep from yelling
out loud and disturbing the other customers. But sotto voce I'n
calling that personzl deaon of mine nemes theat even Hell never
heard of before.

Youtve guessed 1t -- the opera that night wes mAidamiti!

That night, after the performance, my demon &nd I had it out.
I dent't knov how meny rounds ve vent, but I'11 admit T came out a
veEry poor second.

I brooded -- oh, hov 1 brooded. Long, and as czrefully as is
in me to do, I thought of vays snd mezns to see ¢énd hear suvme oth-
er opera besides "fidarn,

Now please don't get me vrong. I think "Aide" is one of the
greatest and most beautiful operas ever written. The nmusic is su-
perb, the drama is intense, snd the blending of the tvo shovs sr-
tisanship of the highest calibre. The orchestrction is magnifi-
cent, and the pagezntry is probably the most colorful znd exciting
in a1l operstic lore. It is a vonderful piece of vork.
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But I, personally, vould like -- just once, at lesst -- to
see and hear some other opera. There MUST be other fine specimens
of the operastic art. I hear them talked ebout -- 1 even hear them
on the radio Saturday afternocns during the Nev York Metropolitan
season, and often evenings on the music hours of our local radio
stations, But I vant to SEE another one.

Especially, I vant to see YLa Bohemc", whick is, as far as I
know them, my favorite opera. Probebly beczuse I like 2ts highly
emotional music. (Same rcason that Tscheikovskyt!s. Fifth is my fa-
vorite Symphony.)

S0 I try what black magic 1 knov; I implore Ssthanas-Beelzehub
to give me relief from his minion; I caill u on the neme of dread
Ntgah-Kthun; I even try to¢ evoke the mighty Essence -- Sufrani.

To no evail.

But at last, after 2 lot of the bist thinking of vhich I enm’
capablce, I cume up finally with a2 plan that I think might possioiy
do the trick. If it kilis"' me, and 1t probebly vould, I'm golnz So
give it a try, at lczst.

So, comes a Saturdey evening, I hic mie dovn to HMain strect,
and vander azlong its sordid lengths, listuning very cercfully to
the cecophonics coming through the open doors of the verious bers
ek, TITCg e st T s : :

From onc comes some of the most horrible sounds Itve cver
heard thet vere supposcd to be musiec., I goes in. There is & tvo-
picce corboy (1?) orchestra, onc of the men pleying a Mgittar' end
the othir serzpying on a "fiddle". Intersperscd vith their playing
they seng (2) cowboy lements. I Knew immedistely viy cowboys wero
indigenous to the wide-open spaces. It.must be for safetytls sake,

Anyvay, 1 cndurc the harsh leooks of the bartender while sip-
ping as slovly as possible at my 35; tcoket, shuddering intcrnally
and c¢xternally cvery time that unholy duc opined their mouths and
gave out with thiir caterveulings.

"Mhatts the big idea of all this?" my pursonel demon suddenly
vakecs up to ingquire.

Mhy, isn't this taidat?" I ask, all innocent like, videning
my booful big bluc c(yes.

"You knor damned well it 1snttl Get us out of here —-- cuicki
Ten minutes ago would have heen betbtor.n

"Noco," I temporize, "I think It11l stay & coupli of hours and
revel in th;s heaveniy music.”

nYour sense of dircction is sll mixed wup,™ he snarls. 1 said
letts git, but pronto.t

nIf T do, can I go to hiar 'Le Bohcme! vhen the Mctropolitan
company sings it here?" I ask, hopcfully but doubtfully.
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"Yes, you can go to the opera," he says, "if only yeu'll get
out of here before they start yelping ggain. ™

I almost fall for that, but not quitc. "I didnt't sk if I
could go to the opera,™ I reminds ham., "I perticulsrly asked if
I could go to hear 'La Bohemet?2t

"They're gonna play tpidat," he szid slyly.
"tLa Bohume! ,Y says I, firmly.
"No," he says, umphatically.

"Qke, ve stay here,® seys I. "Oh, look. Goddy, goody, Ty
are getting wp to sing agein.m

There was silence within until the due seng (God seave the ex-
pression) sbout tvo notes.

"All right, all right. You winl You cén go to hcar 'La Fo-
hemet 1 the demon yells. tBut get goingl!

I got, znd fast!

At the L#SFS clubroom, while vwe vere publishing SHANCRI LA,
he even helpid me make tie financicsl srrangements nccesscry for
such e#n ¢vent., I matched half dollars v ith Rill Cox, énd won., I
pleyed pokeir vwith ¥Valt and Gus, @and ven. 1 hed the tvo-fifty. I
went right dern and bought my ticket.

But until the final curtein comes dovn, I'1ll be wx ccting
the menazger to come out front and say, "Fricnds, vwe heve a vondor-
ful trecet in storc ‘for you tonight. Ve heve decided to change the
progrem, and instcad of giving you 1Le Bohumct, we are substitu-
ting that wonderful mestorpicce fiidet.?

ohlnopenotoinlhosenotonlhopcnotohIhewinotchIheswnctohlhicpenotol Zhope

Itve alse been teking lessons recently from E Hayne Hull in
plotting, sccne building, furtherences end hindrances, and all the
other technicalitics of writing. I think I've reglly learned the
most 1lmportant lesson about short story vriting, thougii. I XKHOV
I DON'T LNOW ANYTHING ABOUT VEITING: Nov thet Itve lcerned thet,
I can try to forget all thet I thought 1 knev, and start learning
what I ought to knov, and thus meybe in a fov morce ycars Itll get
to be & vriter at last., It's lots of fuin, though, and I'uw reazdily
having a grand taime trying. The story that Bredbury helped me to
vrite (it's really morc his then minc, c¢ven if I did hsve the or-
iginay idca, and typed arcund forty-fifty thousend vords before I
finally got the finel 55uU0)---hes sold to VEIRD. For those viio
might t: intirested cnough to vetch for it, the titlic is "ThE UN-
DELAD DIE". 1Itts really quite o n ce iittle yarn, even 1f I do say
80 as shouldn't. If any of the rest of yuu vant some hediy ia your
vriting, I can strongly and honestiy recoemend tiic services of E.
Mayne Hull 2s teacher and ecritic. Shets roelly terrific!



On through the¢ dark!ning mystery of night

I trudged my lonely way, nor sought
Frequented highwzys; knew no fear

Of mystic things that might veyley

Me on my nightly journcyings.

Thus, when I was accosted by a strange

And ghostly figurc I but paused

To se¢ what scrvice I might give t¢ him

If he should ask. My breath grew feint
¥hen he, in s¢pulchrel tones,

Demanded of my blood. Coulé this be one

0f those vhom tele end tale had celled

The Vampirc? My blood vas chilled

And suddenly I knew true fear.

But then he struck a metch, and 1 could sec
tTras but my doctor, and he,

Knowing my blood type, and nceding sane,
Vas looking for me, thet he m.ght, perchance,

Use me to give a trensfusion.



PORTRAIT OF A FAN ABOUT TO START A FUED

ME WORRY ?






