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O {\J‘ T \ /\/ O RL D S Issue Nuuber One ... Fall, 1959

Edited and published by Bob Lichtmen,
CONTENTS 6137 South Croft Avenue, Los Angeles
%, California.

X T e T o T St o T eeeess editoriel
The Last FAN «ecvevsoecnasssaes Bob Leman With help from Bill Dsnner, Don Dur-
8low Train Through Gondor . Ted Johnstone ward, Bigl Hughes, and Arv Underman,
You Are Not There--But 1 ¥Was ... for which meny thanks.
... Harry Werner, Jr.

I Remember Keesler «..s...... Lee Hoffman Available for a printed contribution,
What's Wrong With Letterpress? ... letter of comnent, trade, or, as a

... Bill Danner last resort, 25¢ per issue. (More on
Forgotten Fans Of The Forties ... this subject in editorial.)

«»» Len Moffatt
Trafen's Blood +eevseesssoassas Terry Corr Artwork: Cover, Terry Cerr. Back

cover, Anna ioffatt. In-
teriors by idkins, ATom, and Hoffman.

\ et Pow! ... Thet's a stranpe nane for an editoriel,
o isn't 1t? To tell the truth (the whole truth, and
\(. nothing but the truth, so help me, Roscoe) ; I had
A originally intended to call this by another name,
g i o but Art sent this illo, and since it didn't seem to
e fit in anywhere else at &ll, &nd I didn't went to
Yo waste it, I figured I might as well use it somehow.
It's not as good a title es the original one, but
it has a certain cherm all its own. Oh...the orig-
o o= inel title? Weel, I'd tell you, but I mizht want
. ! i PR to use it somewhere else. Whica is a vile lie,
3 since I'1l probebly forget it within the week. And
that is why this editorial is named "Powi", in case
you were curious about it.

And, this be QUTWORLDS (has it been used vefore, I wonder with s silent shudder?)...
. .which has been months in the making, and has a cest of seversl. As they say...
Tt reelly has been months in the meking, too. It all started beck in March when I
got the urge to put out an irreguler fenzine all by myself; just for kicks; you know.
It probably would have ended there, too, had not I received, in close roximity to
one another, a superb cover alre.dy on master (thanks agein, Terry), «nd the article
by Leeh, which struck me as a good start. The bacover followed that, erd I had Don
Durwerd ditto the whole works cff for me. They set in & box behind my typing table

until the beginning of June, when I started asking about for other meterial, which
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came in gradually. At that time, I was still planning to ditto the zine, but then

a local non-fan friend of mine--Bill Hupheés=-gave me access to a mimeograph (& thanks
again, Bill). It is located at a neerdy church, of which he is a member. So I start-
ed in full swingiagein on the zine, and made'my first delvings into the world of
mimeography. For ons wno has been used to publishing via ditto, this is & strange,
mysterious, frightenirz world, at the veéry lzast. However, undaunted, I stepped in-
to the dark glocmy i'orest of slipsheets, and blazed a path along the river of correct-
ion fluid that flows thiough the ferest. At first, I was a bit afreid of the strange
things I discovered, end a bit hesitvant to try much fancy stuff, as parts of this
zine will attest.  Toc, it vasn’'t until afiér I'd mimeoced a number of pages that I
discovered that you're not susposed to throd away those ¢arbon cushion sheets. My
mimeography has imprcved scmevhat, quality-wise, since making that little discovery.
I'm still a bit hesitent to put artwecrk on stencil. My first go at it--the Adkins
illustration headinzg Bob Leman's story, directly ‘across—page from here--didn't turn
out as well as I might have hoped, and &s of this'writing, I haven't run the two
ATom illos I've cut, so 1 don't lknow whether or not I'm improved my techhigue of
stencilling since the first try. iny hinis as to how to get a better cut will be
sincerely appreciated, as I c¢ielike ruining artwork which has been sent to me in good
faith, Finally, a becuguet of Mauter-Wezve o Bill Panner, who was so kind as to
contribute a printed ariicle on the pris and cons of letterpressing your fanzine.
Quite frenkly, I was bewled over when Bill offered it to me. So, after msny months
in the planning stajes, I am finelly able to present OUTWORLDS to you. I hope you
find it as enjoyasble and interesiing to read s it was for me to put together.

As 1s traditional in 211 new fanzines, it is now the time to bring’, in the Department
0f How To Get The Next Issuc. In the first place, I would like contributions, which
must be faanish and of good qualitr. A printsd conlribuiion nets the suthor two free
issues, the one in which his contrilution appears. and: the one following, in which
the comments on his contribuiicn =oe print. Leticrs are the next requisite, and

they will net you the next issiz, even if they don't see nrint (I don't mean to in-
fer that I won't have a lettercol, tut just that every single (&/or married) letter
will not be printed). I would also like trades, if you puiblish a fénzine that Tlm
not now getting. As a last resort, I wili accept morey, at the rate of 25¢ per is-
sue, which the zine isn't worth, especially, but which will perhaps discourage such
unfannish practices. If you iust send money, please do nct send sums in excess of
25¢; I don't plan to publish the zine that often, and you'll only be wasting your
money. In addition, I would like artwork. Preferably I would like faanish cartoons,
as ATom and Ray Nelson (for just an example) dé.so well. Please do not send artwork
with large dark areas, since I can't stencil it with my equipment. If you do send
this sort of work, I will either return it, or use it in PSI-PHI, which is dittoed.
And don't be discouraged by the poor repro thissue, I'11 impreve it, Gne last thipg:
unless you do one off more of the above, it is highly unlikely that you will receive
the next issue, since I am not going to be as lenient. iwth the GUTVGRLDS mailing list
as I em with the one for PSI-PHI. So if you went the next issue, write, or do some-
thing else, or no go.

For the next issue, I'd be extremely interested in hearing from our old-time fans
about how they ahppened to discover and join' this world called fandom. Would some of
you be interested in writing a short essay (not more than a page) on this subject?
How sbout it, Bloch, Tucker, Madle, &and the rest of you old-timers? If I get enough,
I'd like to publish them all under one heading, as sort of a symposium. Plesase co-
operate? '

The paper used for the covers, and for Danner!s article, has been courtesy of Arv
Underman, who publishes PSI-PHI with me.. The ditto paper for Leeh's article is all

I used cf a ream of the stuff I bought when this zine was to be ditto'd; the rest I
have been using for stationery, for lo these past mofnths. And I zuess that's about
all for the duration. Write if you get work. :

~-~ Bob Lichtman
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BAPS i iling 47)

He wus en old, old man, gro-
tesyuel; cvu® ¢f _lace esmonyg the
gleaning avtifacts cf he twenty-
sgcond cenwr™; . He sat iwddled
in'hd sy axncivi > with “an archaice
clothi coet tiun: over his should-
ers, shdverine ir the warm June
breeze that brought a fragrance of
roses acrocs the broad shaven lawn.
The breeze tugged at his wispy
vhite beard, tousled his mane of
snowy sair; wnd made a futile ef-
fort to spin the propeller which
hung sadl; zskew on hiag tattered
beanie.

The old fian made a fretful noise, und = » gleoming robot slid with oiled silence to
a position Leside tue cheir. "You callcd 0¢ﬂ om sl Pl 9ET AN andIsT 1

Tie old fan's voice was tuc cracked treble of senilit, . "I want some bheer," he
said. "Be a good boy, T-24, and ot me a can of bheer.®

The robot voice was ;ncapnble of exyressing im cticnce. "Bheer is no longer manu-
factured, 01d Fan. I nave expiained it often bafore. If you like, I will bring you
a . lass of Steri-Cola."

"Steri-Colal" There was disgust in tiic cracked old voice. "What kind of 2 drink
is thet for a fhan? I went bheart®

The robct was silent. A look of senlle craftiness appeared in tue cld man's
rheway cyes. "A little glass of bloy, T-24? You could fik it so nobed;'d know. '11
lat vou look at my gUANDRY's\lf goutll do it.m

"The in_redicnts of blog wre no longer menufrctured; (134 Fan. 4nd you are well
avare tlat the ingestion of CzHAUH would srobebly poison .ou beyond repair. In any
case, it 1s now visitors! nour.g The rebot turnod ond siid toward the building. The
cliair obedientl; followed, while the cass tears of toe vai, old ren down the fan's
wrirnkled face,

Tha teaching robot Lad herded its cha:ges into the visitors' room. The children,
as burnisned and sterile ond jerfect as so m 7 dolls, had juided their travellin
choirs into a semicircle sround the old aen's rmchplr, and new listened with expres-
sioniess foces to tue teachin_ robot!s lecture:

"This is lecture number thirteen on thie Bad 014 Deys, children, ana, cs before,
we have come te sce an instructive eximple of wheot life wss like in those foer—off
times. In this wmuseuwn . have been pressrved, clive, uyvcimons of the crectures which
nade‘the cld days brd. fou have ssen u dog und o cet, airty animels which _ecple once
£ept in their houses. You have seen a crlmlnLl }umvn teing who proyed upon others.
You hueve seen insects, und, through a microscope, buntcr*u. Tods, ; we shoew you a fan.

"This fon tr JiflPS & klna of dlsorder1” benrwvier which no 1on er exists. Ouce
there wers man of his kind. Ia those days snarchy rei_ncd in the field of publigh-

ing; there were lundreds of differanut Newspaers, ©aci pIedJﬁtlng a different oint

FDKING-
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of view. Booka and ma_azines would be published by snyone who hzd a sufficient .uan-

tity of the medium of exch.nge. The fang were such publishers. Each had his own mag-
azine, in which he publicized his cwu opinions—a disgroceful stote of offrirs. Smoll
wonder that the people of the time were mll neurotic.

wThis cre:ture is typicel of the zge in whichh he lived, Observe his small size
for a grown human. Note his excessive hairiness, his red-rimed eyes, s=nd the fuct
that he has nc teeth. Yet he is not more than twe hundred years cld. But nov, lis-
ten: I believe he is going ot speak.”

As a notter of fact, the 61d fun hsd been mutterin, to himself for some time,
glaring ot the children with a week mulevolence: "Nest) little brots--cll es alike
8 if they'd been run cff the 3sezme sbencil. Staring ot me like ¢ fresk. The'd lock
different if they knew I published thirty-fovr consccutive issusshefore I ufisted
the first time."

He beczme awere that the tesching roboo was no lenger spesking, ¢nd thet he ves
talking olone in the silence. "That!'s right,! he cackled, louder now. "Thirt;-fcur
consecutive issues. Started with hekto; snd worked up te the finest Gestotnerin, jou
ever saw. And by Ghod, the contributors I hadl Every big name of the lot. Hell, I
made some big numes. Thet was a real fenzine! But you fugghesrds woulda't kncw eny-
thing about that. No, that's 81l over ncw  They're sll gone, “he foins." He sniv-
elled & bit.

"But there wes 2 fannish age, b:cx before you pecple came elong. and thore were
Zionts in these deys. Nemes thet should be in o hell of fume, e-d would be, if you
hadn't rewritten history. Bighod, 4 re'lc.ldl of heneri® The cld fun hod for_otten
his audience; he was lost in the winding pgaths of nestelgias, harking back te o jolden
time when his life was u happy kaleidoscope of dupers snd stencils, ¢f conventions
and correspondence; a time when the postman' s bag was a cornucopis »f vast delizlits
end unexpected plessures; ¢ time when 1life was rich wnd full :nd rewcrdin,. The cld
viice steadied, the 0ld eyss were less dull.

YThe fanzines they published! GRUE, HYPHEN, INSIDE, SYKHOOK, A BasS, GOPSLA!Y
Witty, literute, intelligent—-cxuuples for a fened te leok uy to. And the, had such
immense engrgy: YANDRO, ana CRY, cut every month, reguler as r nmetronome, and APORR-
HETA, a vne-man job of huge proportions. Ak, the ©ld nemes ring like a bell in my
nind: STEFANTASY, RETRIBUTION, INNUENDO, PLOY, TWIG, FANAC, SLANT, SaThi, CAMBER,
HORIZONS, LE ZOMBIE, GEMZINE, PSYCHOTIC, STELLaR—too muny tc name. And the conven-
tions-~the bhier and the blug! The APA's! The feuds! Gene, &1l gone. G-ne fcrever!!

The old fan covered lLis face with his hends, ond his shculders trembled. He did
not hesr the voice cf the teaching rcbot as it continued its lecturc te the expres-
gionless children,nor w.s he aw:sre of it whon T-24 activoted the centrecls whickh moved
his chair back to the lewn. He was ewsre cnly of e wrenchinl zrief for the gelden
lest da,s when faudea was in flower, sand of a loacliness too _rest tc be berne. His
hends fell inte his lap, end nis hesd sunk upun his chest.

A noise came t: nim ¢n the gsrden, = noise alicgetaer out of lsce in the glcam-
ing and disciplined order of tie gErden. It wes o babble of meny voices,; all telking
tirelessl; ond at ¢nce. He peered peinfully about, seeking the scurce, cad @t length
discovered it: &t the bottom of the jarden, merching tuward him in & column of fours,
came a gurish, mitley srmy, bearing mugs end glzsses and waving benners. As they cume
closer, he cculd sce thet "mrrching” was the wrong word, no twe were in step. These
were wild; free, undb8ciylined spirits, esch mrrching t. his <wn drummer. And n w he
bezun to heor fregments of telk: "-—so I told the fuggbesd—" "——was going gafia,
sc-—" M-—goPiled the corflu’ all over the-——-" Y—hoodaintin., But I--" "Look,
Meyer, that!s—-!

The 0ld fan's heart bggrn to beut puinfully fest cnd hard. Fens! These were
fens! But whi t—? Where--?

They were =t his cheir ncw, gethering round it; still telking, still drinking,
excited, heppy, free. He begzon te rec-gniza frces, fzces he hied th ught were ¢ cen-
tury nd o helf undergzround. Foces from Leos Angeles snd New York eid Tor.ntou. Foces
from Fond du Laoc ond Weysuwega and Blcomingten. From Salt Luake City end Berkeley
and Sesttle. And over there, under o Univn Jeck, f.ces from Ycrkshire +nd Loendon
and Ulster. All, =1l the old foces. And erch topped hy o beesnie wihose prupeller
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shove the nacd.
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revolved so ronidly thot it opjesved as e rin, of 1ight fleatin
The old fan's hesrt _ove = tremerdous lex )
his breast. and then it suvddenly sovtled ipte ¢ Firnm staacy

R "-n” “1L.1"‘..‘}u

Joungster. An-inngmufi;;Shocgn?nu‘lu"ﬂj~listhvs Fa cbocd 1.

Two men stood fertn 15 the~glrotl: Fy Dpecape plgt 1 Ln W erT L) witl. 5 leng tegoen—
tacled face; tihe other fiwmn- awen ~nG cred-Cudh. ! e e ey NN e t‘lr1 “yom
under the Union J-ek. Ths lothers sucke  Mg2ioums. ot Irieut. Warve w itow for Jou
a long time, to saoke the _reu) coapichie.  Shell we go?t

Tiie old fan wos surprised e discover oot his velce wos thet of L roun; mun:

G o where?" ¥
Tre throe smiled =t esnch other. T.ue crew-cut aan 3eid, MIc ths Lond Wheve Tnele
Is No Gafia. To tite plice where bheer flows in the bmcoxn, nd ing ?rcm the Tunnt-

sins. Wlere stpnc1+s ~re perfect nnd corflu urknowi. WLLTe €V 17y des is conve ion
dey, snd post o s froe. Whers evaryore wing of _hoodniutol o

= i dpant et te
tiie microphione of tope rocorder. Te Toe Grest Slen—sh ok in The Sk, il frxyu."

Wendoringly, the cld fon out hie hand to 1d3 besd,  He wore o peenie Like tis
rest. He strred <t his iad: it was the firm, wnwrinkled dend of & reun, wern. He
sniled. "Let's gu," he said.

The bsbble ﬁf t 21k broke out cfresh. Somcone thrust o mag of bheor intns hds hind,
and he drsnk deep. "Let's go," he seid szuin.

Led by the turee whe nro sprlen to hin, the fermish army moved owe, from tho 5rr-
den, tow.rd waere & ,rFert lignt shine.

On the shaven lewn, Lockin, £rotusquoly out of lece, stood the cncir witihx thie body
of the lest fan. A desd lesf, wiidch tnc seevengor robo t vd soaehow missed; went
skittering »long in tne breeze.

—— Bob Leman

Dewey was telling his nephew Csrey of the besutiful 1line “ind there stood Meyer,
mouthing his ciger ag though he were sayin, good-bre to ar old .nd very desr friend,"
followed by Dewe)'s recollecuion of Burb;o siving Lene; his comeupgence in twe per-
feet words:

It seems thwut Lunes had yerked his car before the clubroom on Bixel street, lock-
ed the door, and jcne tc meeting. Preseat also was the Surb. The meatin, over, ad-
journment to the car, censternation. Luncy hied lockea the cor with the sey in tn,

i nition. Lene; cursing, attackin, bthe winawing mently stu &% rock, in order te
reach in and retrieve ke . Gentl sc :8 net to meke ¢ luzger ncld then nheceaser/.
lrsg sprinkling over the Fleorborrds snd rrant

o

Meaaviile, slivers und frogaents of

feet,
success, ard the sey rcirived without & cut wrist,'[w opened the door, reached
‘l ds fregments of{ the
.

P
S

o Q

in the baock seat for o whiskbroon, ond patvrall, dusted the g
{front seat. Mceanwhile, a vecits l wes given toc Burboe sbout the men; unexpocted uscs
of & whiskbroom :nd tnc cdvanta_e of Aueglnb one in the car.
"Yes," said Burbee. “Foresight." -~ EBlner Pew oue, 3uroqu s ¢/w Elurmup-
ir.lés 12*4 or ) o 088 b.l._ ’{, Feb 1\)59

I suzss you r11 rre quite fruilicr with what heppens to JOuT acilbex ~fLer you sub-
seribe to a magasine. Alamost any weguzine, too. Torow in o bock cluv or twe Lﬁd g
scord club fcr L0GG Roesure end your nase reslily sets arcund. Inevitably, it gets on

eheSEaE Wu;ﬂalwm mailin: list and yeu receive, regul.rl;, differcnt coae-ons, nonth
«fter " month: I'm.sure meny cf you &re fealliar with tuhis scrt of tiing . Well, I
feel sort of proud of maselfl.

Not only have. I nu+ subseribed, bt recently when tlicy, like the Feacerys' Disgust,
sent ou’ a cube little zismick. The Dis_ust sends cut money wilch jou ein keep i Jou

denit brmn,”LOb- But TIME sent cul & little form to fill ott, as usu:l, but clso en~
closed & albule pmmcil with which *o fill cvt the form: dc. I fodlod them. I threw
out all e Yoras rnd stulf snd kepo the jencill

— B Coxt, Maine—ine 168 2 bril Sl 059



Zlfound the niddle of July Bob Lichtman epproached me zt LaSFS with & progosition.

(No wisecrscks, vou clods; LASFS hes changed in the last 10 years.) He wes
prepering yet snother fanzine, another rung in his ladder to the class of pub-
lishing giants, and he was despercte for materisl. So desperate, in fact, th:zt he
would go so far es to publish something by me in every issue. Great, I said, why
don't you czll it a colum? 1I've got a good title... Well, he wes desperate. and
here I zm. :

!

Nezr the e=nd of July, famil; matters fell into such a nosition thst it would be
possible for me to attend the Detention by the simple method of going to spend a
month with relatives in Ohio. This meant giving up a month of fun and games in Dear
©1d LA, but no sacrifice ; is too great for fandom. That's whet they told e before I
left, enyway. 4is long @s my relatives were in & hurry for me to come &nd were paying
my fare, it was decided thet I should fly. I decided that, while it would probably
be relatively uneventful, an account of my trip might serve to fill uyp pert of my al-
lotted egoboo space in my first column, znd if it was inexpressebly dull I might be
excused Tor fictionalising it 2 bit. 4s it turned out, it was not necesssry to fic-
tionelise. Truth, as they sey, is stranger, as well ss funnier in many caeses. For-
tunately I carried a pocket notebook and kept 2 running record of wheat hapvened, zs
it happened. I say fortunately, beciuse the mentsl strain of tne journey has almost
erased the details from my mind, and these 29 haundscrswled pages are g1l I have to re-
mind me of whet happened.

As it becsme incressingly apparent; three deys before my departure, that I would
be flying, we phoned to 2ll the various zirlines in the L4 area. About half of them
quoted us prices -- some vere vague. Western Airlines said zpologeticelly that they
only went as far esst as Milwsukee. TransWorld sounded distinetiy insulted when I
asked the fare to Toledo, end informed me that their only inside-Us flijht went from
Los /ngeles to New York. che said it asg if they didn't recognize the existance of
anything between. But of 1l the Airlines, one under riced them 211 by fifteen dol-
lers. TrensContinentul Airlines offered me a ticket to Toledo, Ohio, on a flizht
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which left at 9:30 Li time and got in ot 9:45 Toledo tine. We took it.

That morning, they hzd told us, I was to check in at the Burbank airport at 8:30,
one hour before flighi tine. We set.our alarn clock for 6:30, rose on schedule, had
breakfast®, left at 7:%4, arrived at the Terninal at 8:20, &nd checked in. Ve saw
the plane all ready on the flight line, but the clerk assured us that she wouldn't
take off until 9:30. 8o we went to the coffee shop for a nore sclid uesl than we had
had <tine for at home. Looking back on it, I think that breakfast should have been
gort of a warning to ne. It was not the futuristicly beautiful neal ycu expect at an
airport, it was just & plain restaurant breakfast. There were three scrawny links cf
sausage which looked as if they had been squeezed from a toothpaste tube onto the
griddle; there was a nmuffin which could have been better utilised as a tire patch ac-
conpanied with a nat of :, .butter which, for the benefit of those who had never seen
any before, had "butter" stamped neatly cn both sides; and there was one of those pots
of tea which nmost restaurants seen to have which is carefully designed to hold exact-
ly one and one half cups of hot water. The purpose in this design has always escaped
ne. After you have finished one cup of tea, there is still enough strength left in
the teabag for another cup. But there is not encther cup of water. Yet there is sone
vater left, almost encugh to make the pouring, steeping and creandand-sugaring worth
while. One can't expect then to uss a larger pot--this would be a dreadful expense.
But couldn't they use snaller cups? :

But I digress. After flinishing the meal, and buying a bottle of. Cyclamine Hydro-
chlorid (against notion sickness),;we went to the loading gate. The time was 9:20
an. There, out on %hs field, was our plene, DC-6 nurmber N65141, alias TransCon #605.
A tiechanic was working on her #1 evgine. %ah," I thought, "a last ninute check. The
company wants bo te sure of 4tr sefely end confort.® At 9:30 the beggege truck roll-
ed out onto the field, and a courls of nmen began loading the baggege into the front
and rear compartments. At 9:40 another mechanic cane out on the field, carrying an
access ladder, and went to work on the #3 engine. At 9:45 the pilot came ocut on the
field and boarded the plane. At 9:50 the stewerdesses boarded the plene. At 10 o'~
clock another mechanic came with srnother ladder and ‘set to work on #2 engine. By
this time we were bezinning to wonder Whether wr would be taking off on time. A few
ninutes after 10 a snall argunent started under the engine —- another mechanic had
core, and needed a ladder to get at the #4 enginc, but there were no more ladders a-
vailable. But the #1 mech, in the interests of peace and the company neral, gave up
his ladder. He clicbed down, went up the ladder on the #2 engine, walled along the
wing to his position, climbed down inside the cowling, &nd disappeared. The #4 man
took the ladder, set it up, climbed up tc the engine, took off the access hatches,
placed them on the zround, looked inside, climbed down, took thé ladder back to the
#1 position, and went eway. .Doubt was growing as to whether we would teke off on time
but we were cheered by remermbering that the pilot and stewardesses were still in the
plene. At 10:30 the stews left the plane and went back into the terninal building.
At 11 the mechanic inside the #1 engine climbed out, closed his paperbacked book, tuck
ed it in his pocket, climbed down, and went for a coffee break. At 11,10 the pilot
left the plene and went into the terminal building. At 11:15 muffled cries for heln
were heard from inside the #4 engine -~ it appeared that the mechanic hed left an
assistant stranded . Jnside it when he took the ladder away. A truck came onto the
field and parked beneath #4, and I had a dreadful feeling that they were zoing to dis-
mantle the entire engine. But the truck just sat there while another assigtant hand-
ed the hatch covers up tc the man in the engine, who climbed out on the wing before
bolting them in place. The truck driver looked on apprcvingly while the covers were
replaced, then drove away. At 11:20 they started putting the cowling back on the #3
engine. A few moments later, a large jovial men in shirt-%leeves detached himself
from the group under the plane, walked past the crowd of fobdt-sore passengers, waved,
and yelled, "Loading in ten minutes, folks!® Then, his duty fulfilled, he went to
lunch. At 11:25 they sterted putting the covers back on the #2 engine. At 11:30
the stewardesses returned to the plane, followed by the pilot, the co-pilot,
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the navigator, the engincer, the radiouwan, three gunners, :nd the bombedier. At 11:33
the clerk from the rescrvution desk ceme out cerrying ¢ clipbocrd snd looking very
dramatic, opened the p=ve, und begen checking pussengers through. The line stopped
with the third passcr;cw, though, a confused-looking women in & lerge flowery hat.

The clerk had ¢ brisf =cito voce srgument with her, then sh: turned snd left hurried-.
1y while he celled to tic crowd, "Attention, plesse. This is not the flight for Hew-
niil, this is #605 for Chiccgo wnd Now York. The Hawaii flight is lozding on the eust
concourse at gote 6.% Four more distreusht passengers picked up their hend-luggaze
end doperted rapidly in the gencral direcction of the Eust Conceourse.

By 1l:45 the last possenger wes on the plene. Then we wilted ¢ few more minutes
while ¢ mechanic rzced out on the field, set up ¢ ledder, and replaced the cowling
on the #1 enginc. At 11:50 the wntrince wrs closed. Ls the tir-conditioning didn't
werk 'nd the planc had been purked out on the termec for three hours, it wos hot in-
side. I hcdn't been able to get a window sect, 30 I s_oent the ncext few minutes look-
ing around at the cebin. I noticed th:it the 1id of the sshtroy on tie ~mm of my
seat was rusty; 1 noticcd that there wes ¢ wed of chewing gum stuck on the ceiling
where two plates joincd. And I noticed gy fellow-pessengers. There wes & frozzled-
looking wouen with six kids, the oldest cbout 15, the youngest :bout six months. Her
diczlogue seemed to consist mostly of "Dovy come back here or I'1l syenk youl' zd-
dressed to the four yesr old, who seemned to be z2fflicted with wundering feet. Thers
wag ¢ steel-worker who h.d the window-sest beside me. He h:d gotten &« gocod job in
LA and wes temporcrily off beccuse of the Steel Strike; so he wes going to N'Yewk to
get the wife und kids. Jicross the :isle w: 3 onc of those most pitiful of rir trav-
ellers -- a woman who hcd gotten on excellent sect, right beside a window; just chead
of the wing, «nd who drew the curtcin before we took off .nd recd during the rest of
the deylight hours. It wus 11;55 when the propellors were kicked over ¢t last. The
motors revved up, :nd the plone began vibreting, as if streining ¢t sn invisible
leash. The stewordess went into the pilot's cebin, :nd I frintly herd something o-
bout "hand breke". She crue out; closed the door, snd - minute loter we begen to
move. We toxied swiftly down the runwiy, rnd p:rked, motors running, for five more
minutes. Then ¢ C-111 lumbercd down the take-off strip and into the zir. Clesred ot
lnat we rolled to the end of the strip for a long run into the wind for teke-off. '
We stopped at the end of the strip for five merc minutes while the silot tried to re-
member how to turn urcund. But gpporently the tower told hia becsuse -t 1 st we
turned into the wind, the noters rocred; the ground begsn to slip bencath us frster
gnd faster, the plenc begen to bounce, once, twice, then it g:ve onc harder bounce,
and I sew the wire fence ot the end of the field slip beneath cur wing. We were cir-
borne =t five minutes past noon.

The plone elimbed through the smog until the houses :nd streets below frded into
the dirty brown obscurity, :nd the plane heeled uver on its left wing £nd turnad, then
levelled off, heading erst. The snog hed cleared by the tize we oasged cver Peln
Springs, 100 niles east of L., tnd the ccbin hod bsgun to cocl off.

A little before 2, somewhers cver Arizonz, we stertod to see pilcs of ecuulus
clouds ahesd of us. Soon we were right in then, ¢nd the plene st:rted pitching. (It
was generclly free from roll, but hed ¢ dresdful tendency tc yew on the leust excuse
throughout the entire flight.) Answering whet is euphenistic:1ly roferrcd te =8 o
cell of neture, I rese froa ny se:t et the front of the prussenger cebin and nmade ay
way estern, going hend-over-hend olong the nisle, using the sert-bucks rs hendholds,
and with my knees flexed to ¢bsurb the beunces. We hit ¢ strong updrsft just es I
posged the stewcrdess, who wes snchored firaly to hor wiell-mounted flight kitchen,
end I did » sudden end :thletic deep knee-bend, smiling fecbly up ¢t her. Then I
resched my gotl., There ¢t the end of g sisle were twe identicel doors, e:ch lrbell-
ed "Lovitory. I hesitoted & noment, Toced with ¢ ledy-or-tiger proposition, then
rubber-kn-:ed ny wey brck to the stew. "Which," I rskod éiffidently, "is which?® She
shrugged. "Use either one," she scid. The cne on the right wes cjar, sc I used it.
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It was heartmarming to ses that the airlines have advanced so far in desegregation of
the sexes as co-educai onal toilets.

As I returned to mv seet the clouds were growing thicker and the air rougher.
Streaks started appeering cn the windows, and the wingtip vanished in the fog. Sud-
denly something cold hit my hand. I looked up. Then I reddised, with a flash of that
ultimate - -understanding that makes all things miraculously clear, just why that wad
of gum was stuck on the ceiling, and why the 1id of my, ashtray was rusty. The roof
leaked. The icy water came running through cracks in the overhead plates, along the
surfaces, and deipping from joints. The airman in the seat behind mine was also di-
rectly in the path of a drip, but quick-wittedly seized a blanket from the stowage
rack overhead and pulled it over himself.: That, I decided, seemed intelligent, so
I reached up. It yag intelligent -- that was the only blanket. Somebody called,
"Fetch a bucket, the roof's leaking," and the stew came forward with several compsny
diapers to mop up the water. I begen thinking that for $20 more I could have taken
a jet, and for $20 less I could have ridden a nice dry train. But the rain only last-
ed ebout 10 minutes, and then we were in the clear again. About 2:25 my seat-mate
pointed out the window and said, "Look!" I leaned over him and saw beneath us a tee-
mendous pit. "By gad," I exclaimed, "Meteor Crater." As indeed it wes. It didn't
look as big from up there as it did standing in the middle of the crater floor, but
it still looked big.” Then ten minutes later we .were over the Painted Desert, I
think, washed fresh and clean, and looking almost as good as Walt Disney imagines it.
Then the bright colors were lost as the plane plunged into another cioud bahk, and it
started raining again. For the next hour we ducked in and out of rain, clouds and
turbulence that made me glad I had teken my 50 mg' of Cyclamine HGl before the takeoff.

At 3 the stew came by and tossed a smell cardboard box into my lap. I thanked her,
hoping it was one of the "1light meals" promised by the reﬂ,gﬁa§'¥glclerk. It was.
There was a ham sandwich, a cheese sandwich, & hard-boiled ‘egg/in a break-open pack-

e, an apple which turned out to be too old for anything but throwing at birds, a
slice of cake which would have been more appetising if its ingredients had not been
listed in painsteking detail on the wrapper, and a small roll of Lifesavers bearing
a plug for the airlines. (aAlthough what we needed in the rain was a plug for the
eirliner.) During lunch it rained twice.

At 3:30 the stew came by to ask if we wanted coffee. My seat-mate said yes, but
I, determined to be a non-conformist, asked if they had nilk. "Only enough for the
children," she said. I asked if they had enything else to drink, snd she said, “On-
ly tomato juice, and that isn't cold." I took it anyway, and also took another 50
mg of Cyclamine HCl. It was fortunate thet I did, because at 4 we ran into another
storm. This one was a real heller. We were flying near the bottom edge of the cloud
cover, and from time to time a bolt of lightning would leap from the wingtip into the
grey obscurity. I don't know how long we were in the storm because I dozed off after
a while, but it was gone when I woke up at 4:45. By this time we were over a partic-
ularly desclate area, which I guessed to be North-Eastern New Mexico (later I found
I was right), and I decided it wasn't worth the trouble of climbing over my seat-
mate to see the view, so I went back to sleep.

Woke up again about 6, to hear the stewardess predict we'd be in Chicago about 9
pm, LA time. Since it was getting late, I stayed aweke to watch the sunset at 6:20,
or rather its effects, because it was setting behind us. Just in time I realised
that we were actually heading north, and I turned to watch the display through the
port across the aisle. The sight was incredible. The brilliant red sun wes shining
between two layers of clouds -- the lower a dark grey, the upper flaming orange. The
top edge of the upper cloud bank was shinitg silver, and above that was a vivid blue
which deepened to rich viotet. All along the horizon ran bands of all the shades of
red, orenge’, and yellow, bounded by a dull purple haze below and the blue sbove. The
show faded out about 6:45, and, my powers of description temporarily exhausted, I
dozed off again.
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A little before 7, we saw & city below, on the benks of what I procleimed to be
the Mississippi River. Fifteen minutes later I zgain procleimed the Mississippi, snd
my seat-liate swore he recognised Omaha, Nebraska, some fifty miles scuth of us. The
stewardess politely identifiasd it as TopeRe, Kansas, The six kids I aentioned before
were starting to poop out now. snd I became aware of a little old lady hoverinz over
me. She had been dispossessed of her seet by one of the six who wented to "sleep
next to lMommy," and ommy had been the middle seat in e bank of three. So I stood f
for a while, while the elder citizen oohed end ghhed at the view. after some minutes
she left, apologizing, but I promised her my seat after Chicago, where I would be
getting off.

4t 7:30, a lightning storm began, far to the north of us. There were thick clouds
around it, but they were patchy, and there was an almost constant flickering of light
behind and through them. During this next tc last hour of flight, I mude a vow never
again to complain about two particularly rsrtificisl-looking effects used by Walt Dis-
ney -- firstly, cities at night do look like grids of luminous paint on bleck back-
ground, and secondly, lightning far awsy &t night looks exactl; like electric bulbs
being turned on and off behind cardboard baffles cut in the shape of clouds. And I’
apologise to Disney for 211 my snide remarks in the past.

At 8:45 the sign "Fasten Seat Belts" 1lit up, and the stewardess announced the
same thing for the benefit of bhose who could not read, or didn't cere. Ten minutes
later we started down. Ve hit the ground at 9 pm exactly, bounced hard, snd rolled.
Ye rolled for about five minutes, on a fast tour of the airport, then stopped st last
in front of the TransCon terminal. At 9:10, LA time, I stepped onto the cement floor
of Chicago. (At this point, to aid the confusion, I will shift to Chicago time. All
ready? Okay, it is now ten minutes after 11 pm.)

It was a hot night in Chicago. Hot and muggy. I paused for a moaent at the top
of the steps to the ground, imsgining a battery of flashbulbs going off, but all I
got was a poke from the woman behind me. I walked down, and ecross the apron to the
terninel. I spent a few minutes looking for the United terminal office and waiting
room, and couldn't find it, so I went to the TransCon desk. The little old lady with
seat problems wes trying to communicete with the clerk -- she wanted tc wire ashead to
New York, to tell a relative she would be late and what time should ke meet her? The -
clerk said, "You'll get in to New York at 4 am." The woman said, "What?" Clerk:
#/ am." Woman: "What!ll that be New York time?" Clerk: "4 am." Woman: "No, I wmean
what time will it be in New York when we get in?" Clerk: "4 am!" The woman started
to say something, and the clerk suddenly realised this could go on all night. He add-
ed, "New York time is the same that Chicago is." The woman started to object on the
besis of time zones, but the clerk szid wisely, "Daylight Saving Time"as if that was
the answer to 2ll guestions. The woman fumed a bit, then asked "What time iz it now?®
The clerk said sutomaticelly, "% a..." then looked up at the clock above the door.
"Twenty minutes after 11." Woman: "What time is it now in New York?" (Clerk (patient-
ly): "It is twenty minutes after 11 in New York, too." Woman: "Where can I send a
telegram?" The clerk pointed wordlessly to a bank of phone booths across the floor,
and collapsed. :

I came up next, with a few simple questions he could answer easily. I could get
ny luggage outside and around tne corner, the UAL passenger terminal wes at the other
end of the airport, five blocks away, but I could teke ¢ limousine free. He gave ue
a limousine pass, stamped witl. the date end time. I went out to the luggage bay and
claimed my suitcase. Then I looked for my typewriter till sll the luggeze wes gone.
I couldn't find it. There were sbout five other passengers in the same predicament,
and we berated the attendant for slmost half en hour, until the plane wes ready to
teke off for New York. The engines were turning over &s he appesred, triumphantly
wheeling a baggage cart wiith the nissing pieces on it, rescued in the nick of time
from an unplanned flight which would have left them zlmost a thousand miles from
their owners. I picked up my luggage and walked to the front of the builing, and
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' conid zet the airport limousine. He said, "You want & cab?"
3§§TS ? :ggd?hszﬁeIlimsusiie," "Therg ain't io limousine;" hg said. "How @o I:gef to
the Northern Terminal," I agked. He indicated the street, sald,"See_that 31derlk.
Stand over there, facing in that airection, then put one fogt in front o? the othgr.
Keep doing that for five blocks, and you'll be there." ~I didn't thank him. I think.
he was put there by a lobby of the cab companies. '

1t was five blocks, 211 right. Five long blocks, znd I toted my AO-pounds—free-
plus-hand-baggeze until my shoulders were eabout to come unfastened and oy knuckles :
reached my knees when I rélaxed. But 1 found the place -- & haven of light, cool air,
and sehity after my hours of suffering. - .

There wes & girl at the beggege countér (no pun intended), who gently broke the
news to me that I had missed my ccnnecting flight, and also the flight efter my con-
necting flight. In fact,-she concluded symphthetically, the next p;ane.to‘ToledQ_left
at 7:05 the next morning. I must have looked pained, because she addgd,>"We11,.that's
vhat happend when you take an unscheduled airline. Next time..." I intermupted.
"Next time, take the train?"% And, bless-her, she lsughed.

50 I went to the next counter and poured my tale of woe into the ears of the gen-
tleman in charge of tickets, gof clesred for the 7:05 flight, checked my baggaze in,
and_went, of f to eat. After devouring & hamburger, a glassof milk and e clgarette, I
fel%??ggs‘run down, and considerably heartened. I cslled collect to ‘the fokks in0-
hic, no answer. Called the Toledo airport where they might be waiting, no redponsge.
Called agein and again, every half-how until 2:30 am when they got home. "They said, '.
yes, the; had been to Toledo -Airport, and I hedn't been there. 1 said: they were tell-
ing me nothing, and expleined in &s much detail as three collect minutes would allow,
and told them what time I'd be in the next morning. Sa&'I spent the night sitting up
in the 2irport. I considered phoning some local fans, but decided aguinst it. I may
‘want to run for TAFF someday, end I'1l need friends. Besides, I couldn"t: think of”
enybody I knew well enough teo phone at 3 am. xs 59 8

There's not much doing at 3 am; | sven in one of the largest air terminals.in the
country. There were no plenes going in or out, the desks were closed at 1 o'clock,
and the waiting room was almost deserted. There was a Jenitor, sowing his' camphor-
scented sawdust end sweeping it up again, there was a sailor stretched out on & Vench
with his duffel-beg for a pillow, there were d couple of nondescript types, end a .
blonde doll chewing gum and reading e paper-back Western. ind there was ne, recding
en Ace Double SF I'd found &t the megazine counter. T also had & copy of Introduction
to Symbolic Logic and Dislogues of Plato, to carry with me to impress people.. But
there weren't enouzh geople to impress, so after I finished the Ace Double, I picked
up my bag and sterted wendering. I spent & few minutes watching a cute:redhead at
the Eastern Airlines counter weighing herself on the baggege scales (eagein; no pun in-
tended) though from what I could see she had nothine to worry about. . 2%

———

% )
I continued killing tine -- paceg/the length of the Terminal building twice end

averaged out the results: the straightaway-section in the cember of the building is

1125 feet long, and adding in the wing at esch end brings the total lenzth to 1668
feet. Thrilled? ‘ |

I turned on my transistorised pécket portable; radio to see what I could pick up,
but there were only two stations of suffifient strength to register. And both of them
were interrupted by a2 honkin; sound every ten seconas sand & beeping sound every four
seconds. 1In fact, these two sounds came in all ovar the entire broadcast band. I
guessed they were emenating from some airport facility, snd went up on the oromenade
along the roof of the terminal. There, utilising the directionsl properties of the
radio, I spent over an hour trying to locete the source of the interference. I final-
1y traced the honk to the control tower, but the beep continued to elude me.
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I gave up and descended the iron stairs from the roof as dawn came up like thun-
der (that thought has aiways eluded me, but I love the line) at 5:15, and by 5:45 it
was full daylight. 37 o am %the airport was coming badc to 1life and the rest of those
who had spent the night in the waiting rooms beggn to blink open their sleep-bleared
eyes and greet the giad morning. I washed in the washroom (where else?) and appear-
ed, I like to think, looking fresh as a dalsy. (or at least as fresh as a daisy
would look if it had spent the right as I did.)

At last United Flight #3724 eppeared on the flightline. I took a place at the
head of the waiting line congpicicusiy cceding fizlogaes of Piato, and from there
everything went smdothly. We bvarded the plaue (N73112) at 6:59, began the takeoff
run at 7:20 (yeah, *hat's right -- 25 mimices wait again). Then there wes the ususl
business of perking at the end of the runway end racing the motors, but at least the
run started and, with a powerful surge of acceleration, we leaped smoothly intc the
air at 7:25, and went soaring out over Lake Micaigan.

The plane was an infinite improvement over the TransCon DC-6, even thcough it was
only a DC-3, and I expected an uneventful last leg of my journey. But -- alas -- such
was not fated. Not quite, anywey. The stewardess (much betier looking than the ones
on TransCon) served us a soul-warming breakfast of roils, cantaloupe and a cup of
milk instead of coffee for me. Unfortunately, the milk spilled over the aforemention-
eg items, as well es the paper packets of selt and sugar and the complimentary pack
o %ﬁfnstons. But the stew was so charming that I hadn't the heart to be cross.

As breakfast was almost over, we were ready to land at South Bend, Indiana. The
plane banked over cn its rigkt wing, levelled off, and began to lose altitude.
- Tne stew ceme by to check, and seid she'd let me keep the trzgy if I'd hold the cup
while e landed so it wouldn't spill again.

From my seat at the leading edge of the right wing, I could see shead fai rly
well as we approached the ground... There was no landing strip in sight! We contipe
ued down, wheels almost touching the tops of a clump of trees, just over some tele~
phone wires; ahead I could see only a field of grass —- verdant, but lumpy. We con-
timued down. Suddenly, at the last possible moment, a row of lights flashed past
under the plaﬂe, atd we were down at South Bend at & am. During the 10-minutes stop
1 finished breakfast, and we took off again at 8:10.

At 8:55 we landed at Fort Wayne, Indiana, with the same ground-level approach as
before. We spent 20 minutes there, then headed for Toledo. In the last helf hour of
my trip, things began to catch up with me. I dozed off, or went half-asleep from
time to time, and began to enjoy same lovely auditory hallucinations. One, I re-
member, was a massed choir singing in the motors, apnd I could contrnl every voice
in the choir mentally. I was just beginning to create an immortal oratdwio when the
stewardess came by, telling me to fasten my seat keit. 1 digd, the plane slanted
down, skimming the trees, the telephone lines, the grassy field, and finally touching
down on the runway at Toledo, Ohio. My trip was over, at 9:25 am, exactly 24 hours
after I left home in South Pasadens.

~-—- Ted Johnstone

BJO~TAFF | PUCON

Send money (&t least 50¢ or 3/6d--more in
preferably) to Bob Madle (3608 Caroline (i:/
|

Avenue, Indianapolis, Ind) or Ron Hen-
nett (7 Southwey ,Harrogate,Yorks,Eng)
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A young man from the Washington szrea had come calling on me, expléining that
he'd seen my name in prozine ilet*cr colurmns and drove up to indulge In & chet about
science fiction. I wus ugroeesbis, an4 after @ while, I starbed to talk about fra-
dom. He seemed interestec ;u :hik wear aobby, wented to xnow some of its specific
haspenings, #nd I decided to L 11 le all about the pgseucide ihet once shook up

fandom in such spectucuiir fuswio!

Unless you! ve been in fendom Ffor many yesrs or have & copy of the originzl Fen-
cyclopedia, you won!t know nuel. aboat Exrl Singleton. I don't think the story of
the pseuicide has buen tolid in print from beginring to end for ot lsast filleen
years. But it was the second big hosx in the history of findom—John Briztel was
the first--ind it has elements tast are still puzzling, after &1l these yedrs.

marl Singleton was # fin who ceme into proninenCe cbout the tise the 1930's
chenged into tne 19407s. His primery interest weg in poetry. He wrcbte a lot of it
for fenzines, he discuesed it witl meny fang, ¢nd pretty soon ne begun to publish
a fanzine devoted to pretry, Nepsnthe. This sew only a brief lifesuven, but it hes
remained unique in fin publishing history, ever since, ws ¢ litercte fanzine con-
centrating on verse. Eerl intended to pubdblish in it both the poetry of funs und
srticles zbout poetry.

Singleton was better-rced, comnanded s finer writing style, =nd possesscd less
of the adolescent feuding uﬁndenn,ieo that plagued findom at the time. Ke wss
everybody's friend, one of the most promising ncwcomers to the field, snd fundonm
was duzed when it was informed tnrt ke had committed suicide on Februery 9, 1941.

There wes a grest to-do over the matter, equalled only since by tune menner in
whichh the suicide of Kent Moomaw gefisted a whole iegment of fendom. I hurriedly
rearringed plons for the Merch, 1941 issue of Specewsys ond dediested it to him,
publisning one of the lust poenms that I'd received from him ¢35 ¢ memorisl. I also
decided to wit.hold from public:tion & short story by Zerl thit I hed on hend,
"Goddess On His Arm," because I felt thet it would be in bed teste under the cir-
cumstences, with its references to destli snd the hereufter.

That poem, "Yoestitine Fncomium," was en excellent example of Frrl's skill in
writing verse tihet sounded very nesrly as good as reslly fumous deriv:tive poetry.
ilere ere &« couple of stunzas, to show how closel: he imitcted the imitztors of Poe:

"I speek of s region distant -nd old,"
Said tae demon, leering :t me.
"There the turbalent river of 1life has rolled
To its mouth for ege on sge untold;
There it flows into no peaceful sea,
But plunges, & caterzct wild ond bold,
D'er thc edge of the world, all vncontrolled.

"Gn & rugged rock that jubs itssway
Through the tceth of tiae mad cuscade,
An sngel stends; end mighty end grey
Are its wings; snd sll arriyed
In z sombre veil thet 1s wet with spray-——
Or tesrs, pernraps——it watches the strife
Deev in the ruging river of life.®

Eerl was a student ri & first-rate New England college. The note that a number
i correspond=nts received from his roommszte, Oliver Xing Smith, expluined that
had teken his life for no sscertuinzble reason. All over the nation, fans won-
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dered whilé trying to firll asleep for the next few nights: 3dll tris same inexplic-
&ble impulse suddenlv teke hold of me sone dey?

hfter & proper cwount of grief end lement:tion over tihe prometure end of o fel-
low wlio had everything to live for, fendom tentstively begin to feel more incuisitive
zbout the situaticn. In particulezr, & few people like Trudy Kuslen snd irt Widner
re-reed the srd tidings ebcut tae funersl cctivities. ifter w1l these yoars, I no
longer remember exactly wiet :ttracted their sttention, but it ned something to do
with the difficulty of getting & boay embulmed, relessed by tile suthorities, end
back in Texses for internent on tre sciedule tact ned vren expleined by roomac te
smith. One nosy fan wrote a letter to tie sresident of tihe college, .nd & few cthier
tmeteur detective zctivities quickly uncovered trne truta. TFarl wus aselive +s Tom
Sawyer had been the duy tnet final rites were held for the drowned toy.

To the best of my knowledge, nobody knows for certiin to this very dey :xecept
Ecrl himeclf why e couaittsd the houx. Tre obvious eszumption tn:t he iied over-
burdened hiaself withk fennish sctivitics nod cinose tids wey to dump the loaud nus
never been disproved; however, there wure no signs tact ke wes Lurning out after
sucn & brief fannish cuzcer. Personal difficulties were suggested ¢3 & reason, but
nobody ever pinned tnem down. It couldn't huve been . desire to Mecone really fsmous
as & fan overnignt, Lec:use E:rl never returned to tie fiecld.

I finighed tellirg cli tnis to my visitor, who sitook his hezd in amused wonder
vt the strunge things fins will do. I wes ritiner discppointed by this rsrction on
hig pert. fe left a little while leter, inviting «e to drop in oa him wuenever I
felt like it. My suspicions were n:rtislly confirued when n: jotted down for me
hig eddress in taat type-like zeript thrt very old livrariens nd very voung school
children use, rcthier than in @ normel hendwriting. Finul confirmution of my con-
jecture didn't comc until sbout ¢ yeer luter, Scueone clse in fendom h:id run into
Sarl Singleton, snd he confessed thst ke hed been the fellow who visited me thet
evening under &n #ssuned Nume.

50 there's e sccondary mystery to #dd to the principal pseuieide puzzle. Uhy
did Farl, a«fter quitting findom so strung2ly, indulze in just one more piece of cri-
fenac, ¢ vizit to Hegerstown? I hud never rnown him nersonally, we hid little in
common except for our interest in science fiction funwom, ¢nd there were fans who
were much closer to his new Yasnington home, if te juut felbt like revisiting the
past for sn evening. In uny event, Fuarl confe=sed on th:t l.ter cnrnce encounter
thzt he nsd reslired I'd been heedling him about thne psecuicide, when I described it
in such detzil upon his visit, but he hid refused to :dmit his identity to me de-
gpite 1y obvious suspicions -ad t:ctics.

RBefore writing this article, I checked the Wisaington city directory :nd tele-
p-ona directors. The telephon< bogok lists n Esrl Singleton, out the iddrzss is in
a section of the city where & fellow of Ec1l's finznecial status would not bc apt to
reside. Tne city directory, on the otner awnd, does not list an Eesrl Singleton at
11, #lthough sevursl other Singletons tre in the ecity directory «t tie seuc =ddress
given for the Errl Singleton in the telephone directory. I toved witn the ides of
plecing 2 call to the Farl Singleton whose number is listed, on the off-ciunce that
it might be the one¢ whom I used to know. But I didn't. Euarl must have hid some kind
of rerson for what he did, even if the resson wisn't quite clesr to himgolf #t the
gane timez, ind I don't went to be the one to revive distress or reuorse.

Therc was one odd little sequel to the hoax. Bob Tucker's gift fer satire leuped
to the fore, end he vegen to flood fondom with (cvertisements aboubt &n orgenizstion
celled, I beli.ve, A4sorted Services, end hesded by Oliver King Smith. To everyone's
surprise, Oliver began to show some interest in the field, but ef'ter six months or so,
he di.appeasred, and the whole eplisode retired tc the piges of fandom!s history.

T HQI‘I‘Y ‘F}hmel', JI‘-



{anthor's introduction) T got this nele from Bob ssking me to write gome Oth Fandue
ish plece for his wev fenzine., Hoohaw, I theught, ia my zimy
cosmopolitan way. Sixth Fandom waes mavy vesrs and meny wmiles away, for me. The world
has spurn sroand hoo many times and Tim jush x;ot the same kid anymore who tiptoed inip
the sarf of fandom, 1l of awe at its wonders and exvitvewmsut. I gol iutwe fandor, ns
wy neck and found myself all wel. Now, I%am 0ld and embitlered, and have only the most
tevuous contacts with Fandom ag she be today. I do not write anymore, farticularcly |
fapsteff. My attempls to hack cut vuough material to sugtein oy FAPA :ﬂ&nbev‘shiw frE
almost freitless. The Muse ig 0ot with me. But evern su, in.my dotievespe, I do enjoy
reminiscing {(to the constermetion of ¥APA wewbers who!wve heard 4t all already over and
over). o0, ilke some anticue Civil War Veteran whe's bored hia femnily to tears with of
account of the Pattle of Mansasas, 1734 tell my tele agein, In the hope that you out
there haven't heavrd this sad old story oo many times alyesdy.

{arcicle itseif} To me ihe most febuions Leagle of Sixth Fardowm {nobt cowntin: carsy

overs from the esarlier eras) were Walter 4. Willis and W. Max
Keasler. U. Max atarted his career, %o my knoswletdge, under the influence of cne Dug le
K. fisher, sditor of <he fanzine ODD {with hendrome printed-looking sovers and dunll oo
terhs) down in old Missouri. He, himself, began vubhshtx' FANVARIETY , im [I thirk;.{l‘
19581, {Beinc old snd fesble, I .frec,iumuv get my detes meeaa ané I douit have my
fanzine £ile 2t hand to check with.) He geon changed the nume of the zine to !;zx’ﬂw )
the hoge that it would reach & twenty-firvst issue, so thai he could tell people he wzs
the publisher of OFUS 21.

I met Mar at the RBOLACUN {orior 1o the BULLCON 14 met ondy two fexns iz persom,
Shelb; Vick of Fla., znd Hobby Pose of 3.0, I, at the time, resided iu the unlﬁha“'
towa of Savanneh, Ga.) He was a jood-looking youth with the fabulous way of speskin: L
natural ivterilnaeat icr « 1 carrizd a noteboox snd jorted down, among other things, many
of his notable utlerances, most of which { eventually _ublished in my zine.

I remember tha gruuy of youn,fans in New Orlesns, uadsr the ewe of their first con
vertion. There was uhe sardoniv Rich Elabarvy, cenisl Peul Cox, sShelby Vick, =nd my-
self at the core of one growy. We wandered the hotel, zezio) intently at BiFs
such as Tuecker and Bloch, =znd the _res iike Frits Leibarg End T remember the nizht
wandersd oul Ww see the Juarter VWe lest Maz somevhere, and retracia; our qte,s, ne
found him lesnin, st about & 50Y gngie, into the door of & 3Tr1§nh0 88, contemplating &
gomi~dressed contertionist {femele, of cvonrse). That was the night we ventured uy o e
Llocal radie statlion, found their sll-mignt disc jocgpy on duty, end told him, om mike,
that we were in tcwn for s seience fictionm convention. 8Thet Buck Fogers stulf2 he
asked, 2nd we sroansd in delight and explained 11 all 4o him.

Dur lest meatlin a_, was st the CHIZON {a bogtleg name, banned by the Confom, who oope
sidered it undignified The ChACUR was, as 1 see it, the culminstion of Jixith Pendes



I Remerber Kuaslap--i]

Je were there in jreat masbes and we burat cut msny feopisk candles in ths sauwild honrs

the Chicago morninge. We flsw pjer planes off tae towers of fhe Morrison notel. we w
erad ebuul listeuin, at docre. We trekked v enc down steire, distainiag the ant

top siow elevators. (1t wns here that J.K. Carr had her fﬂmnus boul with an ailovi
which tried to decajpitate hier, it failed.} We sel i; a liv 1-de-~f8c in the o
piled on the fleor tve deey, end stared ar Forrest J. Acksrm&aq who shared buack.

YAK end Max zod I were M-year-pid Bwin brothera thal jear (231 thres o
Shel“v Vi h who wes owe 1Revesr-old ib~yesr-old twls brother!. § we2 tue iy
s 4 dyoagut a costume for the bail % ant digzuiged ag an issve of my Tanzla

fﬂw&d W Jut it on, wless the othsrs did son hiug in the 1like of costunme

of{ his Dhﬁu.a sulled ond his shirt-taiis, as *5 5 red neckitie Yur a sing

went a3z & fan from Misscuri. Welt duwaned & Confederste-fype kepl I'd Lioig I
carried my home-usde Stars and Bers {(not the 3%, Andreds Cross commonly sold i
atores for those who waated Confederste Fiazs). We trundled Ibrow h the Dal
helpin, the barefoot Keasler avoid brosen glass from drogged drisks.

0
5‘3

fk s

This wes tie way of Sixth Fendom. and Max wag tine ers oniti waon of
Americas yourg, witty, sntheaisstic. e openly avowed thet he nev rgad
(Ta Sixth Fendom we brole fandom! s ties with the mother literature. He woron t
were friends in search of fun.) He blazed across the fen swies, speshiung An
publishin; monthly, fililnz the world with Rap Nelson drawings. Then he Jdisappa

<=
t’D

N Like many of us, ke has ventuved back, touching the sevifery ot fordom do Lot
There was talk of bis oubiishing a Teuzine fo be titled alBATHRGIS. fun ret Liotd
thhaatened to change his name to Alberwiitoss and mblish s cine titled MJ‘FW‘ 5 PR

\Ent after the CHICUN, Max was gooe. I, tes, drifted out of the fold. W
taisad contacta de too had changed. His wenderful wit survived. 2ut the ssleit
‘sndﬁm was gope, Lnd we who hed been 3ixth Fandow wandered avey from eoccl otle:
ferumtﬁgargg/mi the worid.

i

{Epil@ﬁﬁé} 4 sed atory, perhaps. But sach ora changes. People shange in &

_their lives. Pew fans are as eaduring es fucker. oStill, As the
brun out ?ﬁﬁvdrif* avey, there are asw, eajer joung fams rushing io Lo F111 th
S0 if you wart material for your fanzine, don'i core o me. I just don't write
rines anymoret Go to the new, wWisa, fTandow-oriented eople wio 2 ' i
hip. Theyire slive to the fendom of the jresent. The; ppn write the mntﬂr& 1 & ftod
fendom fer today's fans. We doddering old relies wii) yust sit svound «nd Love Jou W
the tales of cur fammish pasts.

re todry’ 3 1ens

o = L T T o > e s ant v v o ) A a0 s g e ) wxan s S ity o i son szt iz

Phe TAFF Ballots tave besn cut for & while mow and 1€ you haven'! reneived one,
distes up for the Trip are Terry Cerr, Don Yord, and 8o Wella. 1’ would be wey)
able for rou o vote for your cholce gt this time. If youive = 1}u,5 gwu gwoiw i
ceduye, but for those vho heven' & one, ali you Ao 1ig pat 50¢ (“r'QUL Jrefersiig
envelo;e with yeue choles indicated, and w«il it to Bob Madis et 5h.m( 2% s _.;L-J-
Iadisnagelis 18, Indisna. 5“111 ih fan muJ makl uhelr donations to Ron Benmelt &t
7 Beuthway, A“thur"v hvemme, Harrogete, [ovisnire, Enzlend. Gurryl

= - a— — .. . —— o - -y - - — - - . - e - czw e -— -
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Birz DanNER

What's Whrong With Lellerpress?

§OME 80 YEARS AGO, when amatuer journalism
was just getting started as an organized hobby,
there was only one method available to the ama-

ure 3. As in any other hobby, equipment accum-
ulates over the years. All you really need to be-
gin printing your fanzine are a press, enough body
type for one page, and a small font of some larger

teur for putting his deathless prose or verse be-
fore a limited audience widely scattered through
the English-speaking world.

This is a sample of it, done just as it was done
by those long-dead amateurs: from hand-set type
in the platen press (an 8x10 old-style Chandler &
Price) shown in figure 1. It is printed one page
at a time, both feed and delivery being done by
hand. I have the advantage of a motor to run the
press, while the old-timers laboriously pushed a
treadle four times to each impression, but the
press itself is of a type in common use then.

More common among those pioneers was the
hand-press, still much used by amateurs, available
in sizes from 3x5 (shown in figure 2) to 9x13.

Don’t be scared away from letterpress by fig-

Fig. 2 3x5 KELSEY EXCELSIOR

type for headings. And time, of course. Type-setting takes
more time than cutting a stencil or master, but if you are
one who insists upon justified lines the difference is not
very great, especially for matter such as this which is writ-
ten in the dtick.

Even ordmary printing such as this is more attractive
and easier to read than the best of mimeograpy. For all
you know you might become one of the few who turn out
really fine printing.

One of the big advantages of letterpress is that once
you have the press and type the only cost for producing a
magazine is that of paper and ink. No mastersets or sten-
cils to buy and throw away, and you can use just about
any paper you can feed. A pound of ink, which is cheaper
than mimeo ink, will last several years printing 24 5}x8%
pages quarterly. Try that on your mimeo!

You are wondering, I hope, what you will have to pay
to get started in letterpress. The answer is, of course, It
all depends—"" New presses these days are very expensive
because they are made of cast iron, and since WW, cast

Fig. 1 THE UBIQUITOUS 8x12 O. 8. C. & P.



iron seems to have become one of the noble met-
als so far as price is concerned. But what makes
you think you need a new one, anyhow? Would
you go out and buy a new IBM Executive? (If
your answer is “‘yes’ you might just as well stop
reading this and have your 64-page monthly fan-
zine commercially-printed with full-color covers.

Because it is made of cast iron a platen press
is practically eternal. Oh, sure—it will get a little
noisy after 50 or 60 years, but it will print as
well as ever. There are thousands of these press-
es all over the country, and many shops are re-
placing them with automatic presses. I got mine
right after the war when such things were very
scarce, and it was “‘rebuilt™ (the dealer tore it a-
part, cleaned it, re-assembled and painted it) and
so had to pay $150. You should be able to get
one much cheaper. For instance, I know of an
eastern group with a chance to get a 10x15 with
a complete outfit for ten or fifteen bucks. This is
not typical, so don’t expect any such bargains,
but many an amateur has gotten a good jobber
for $25 to $50, and of course hand presses are e-
ven cheaper. Look in the classified ads in any
metropolitan newspaper; sooner or later you will
find something suitable advertised.

As for type, spacing material, etc., send for a
few catalogs, preferably from firms in your own
part of the country, since such supplies are quite
heavy. In the east I suggest the Kelsey Press Co.,
of Mericen, Conn., and the Empire Type Found-
ry of Delevan, N. Y. This is set in Empire’s 12-
point Kennerley; it is cast from hard metal in
Monotype machines and the price is very reas-
onable. At the other end of the price-scale is A
TF (American Type Fonders) who probably have
an agency in your nearest city. You can’t get
better type, but the prices will scare you off; of
course, you may find some good used ATF mat-
erial at a nearby printshop.

By all means hunt for some good used type-
cases. With luck you may find some that won't
cost you more than the original buyer paid 20 or
30 years ago. Cases have gone from $1.55 to al-

most six dollars.

Rerhaps I should digress a moment to answer
that question all two of you are probably asking:
“Where the hell is Fig. 3?” Well, the block is
right there on the imposing stone (which happens
to be a solidly-backed piece of tempered Mason-
ite) where it will probably stay until I get tired
of having it in the way. It shows my typograph-
ic department, which stretches along twelve feet
to the left of the press and just now smells sort
of musty.

You see, a platen press is not ideal for print-
ing halftones especially in a form almost as big as
the chase. As a matter of fact, I printed the pre-
vious page with separate runs for halftones and
text to lessen the strain on the press. Even so,
results aren't very uniform, partly because three
grades of paper were used, each requiring differ-
ent inking, and partly because the cellar has been
damp ever since last spring’s cloudburst and the
rollers just recently sprouted a fine growth of mil-
dew that left them more pitted than ever. Guess
I'm due for new rollers—and a dehumidifier. But
I suppose none of you ever have any troubles
with your spirit and stencil duplicators, and I'm
trying to get you to try letterpress, not to dis-
courage you.

- Here is a type cut of a Monotype caster,
W but I don’t suggest that you get one and
cast your own type. The price is in the
neighborhood of eight or ten thousand bucks.
If you can afford that you might as well &
double it and get this keyboard machine, too.

There’s more to printing than there is to dup-
licating, but it’s more rewarding, too, and once
awayse YOU 8rasp the fundamentals you'll find it
[[aTour || less temperamental. If you're really int-
\SERVICE// . i

erested and want more information just
write me in care of this magazine and I'll give
you what help I can.

Do Nothing--
Then Rest!




FORGOTTEN FANS OF THE FORTIES by Len Moffatt

Editor Lichtman suggested that I do an article"sbout LA fandom as it was during
the '40s...". This I cannot do--without doing a lot of research, and quizzing of
Ackerman, Hart and cthers wio were active then—-as I did not become a member of YLA
fandom" until 1946. My early fannish dars were spent in Pennsylvania, and the fore-
part of the Forties found me serving with the Nevy; and Marines-——otherwise known as
wartime gafia. I did keep in touch with fandom during my scjourn in tne service,
but my own fanac was curtailed until the end of the war.

By doing some rescarch, and siraining my memory, I could talk about LA fanac
during sdhe latter part of tne Forties, but I would rather leave such a job up to
someons who could eapably cover the whele decade.

But Bob's su_gestion did serve to set me thinkin: about the "old days’ and odd-
ly several fan names came to mind. Names and persons I haven'+t treu_ht abcut in
years. Then I began to wonder how man; "old time fans" remembered tnesc names, these
actifen who for a brief period made some sort of mark in fannish wistory, und then
disappeared from the microcosm. MNow names like Ackerman, Tucker, Bloch, Moskowitz,
etc. will never be forgotten because some of these worthies are still active to one
degree or another, or have made such a Big liame for themsclves that they will always
be an integral part of fan history amd legend, no matter how much the face of fandom
itself may change, as time joes by. And then there are those has-BNFs who are still
mentioned occasionally althouzh they are, as far as I can tell, completel; gafiated.
Fans like Speer, Widner, and Rothaan.

But what about the well-Enown fen of days gone by, the ones who never peally be-
came big names, but who were, for one reason or ancther, famous or well known, very
popular or perhaps, in some cases, very unpopular, but still they contributed, they
rade a recognizable ripple upon the waters of fandom. The reference to the "very
unpopular' does not refer to the types like Claude Degler, who in their own obnox-
ious way became big name fans by being unpopular, but rather to those in this group
of now forgotten names and faces who, as you shall see when we _et to that part of
the article, became well known, for a little while, as disliked erscnalities.

We are now to THAT part of the article--permit me to liat the few Forgotten Fans,
who, thanks to Lichtmen's originai sugzestion, I suddenly remembered. I wonder how
many of you will remember them with me?

Clyde Haggsworth. 1 think Clyde must have entered fandom during the war, At
least the first time I saw his name was in the Fanewscard, then being published by
Tucker or Frank Robinson, or both. I was overseas at the time (my mothe r forwarded
some of my fannish mail to me) and there was a note on the card that he was stat-
icned at some arm; post, and would like to hear from other fans. His basic interest,
as I recall was in the occult, and I remember wonderin; at the time if this was just
one of Tucker's gazs. Thé name could easily have been a foke, but still it didn't
seem likely that precious space on the newscard would be wasted on fulse info.

I didn't hear of Lim sgain until after my return to the States. One of the first
fanzines to arrive at my home in Pensylvania, shertly afterr I returned, was a rather
poorly mimeo'd six-pager called SCIENCE & SPIRIT. I wish I had a copy of it now, to
make a proper comparison, but looking back on it now, it scemed to be a forerunner
of scientclogy caombined with flying saucerism. His basic theory was that the oc-
cult of the "spirit world" (he used the terms interchangably) was nothing more than
the memories of cverybody and everything, everywhere, in all times, _ast, present,
and future. He said that everything (and hc meant EVEEY thing, including every per-
son, animal, vejetable, mineral, etc., etc.) existed all at once, that everything
tnat had ever nappened and ever would happen wes, in reality, happening NOW. He
carried this on for several issues, building up to the point that the entire cosmos
consisted of onl; ONE 1living entity, that the entity had ;cne msd and that was why
it scemed to be broken down into universes, solar systems, planets, people, animals,
tres, etc.,etc. (He believed that trees and for that matter every foim of life as
well as every thing we would consider inanimate such as stone, earth, etc. had thoughts
and feelings, just as you and I and everyone elsa. All of these were actually the
mad multi-thinking, multi-existence of the ONE being.) That's about as close as I



Forgotten Fans Of The Forties--II

can come to briefly rehashing his idess. There was of course some discussion of
Hazgsworth and his maz in fandom, tho it never reached the peak of the Shaver War or
the Degler Cosmic Circle hassle. He never talked much about himself as a [erson and
as far as I know he was never visited at his home in Wilmington, Delaware, nor did he
visit with other fans, attend conventions and the like. I received the lust issue of
his maz after I had moved to California. I had been out here for better than a jear
and by then had practically forgotten about him, prob'ly assuming that he had already
dropped out of fandom, realizing finally that most fans just didn't go for this kind
of sercomness. We can still only guess why there was such a zap between his last twe
issues, considering thet the previous onss nad come - out with a pretty fair degree
of regularity. His last ish was really a dilly. It was litho'd--ten half pages——with
fuzzy photos of what he called "Some of the Various Parts of the Oniy OME". The snaps
were of zirls in various gtages of undress (cbviously cribbed from the "naughty" mags
of the day), crowds of pecople [prob!'ly taken from film stills and perhays newspa e r
or newsmag pics-—one of which I'm sure I recognized from LIFE), enimals, {zoo pic-
tures, African piecs--one of which came from one of the Martin Johnson books), forests,
oceans, etc. Practicall; all of the maz was made up of this mad, unrelated montage.
He referred to the girlie pics as that "part of the ONE" wnich did meost to drive It to
It's insanity—that It desired to have ancther It for companionship, and so on, but when
when It learned that there was, after all, only One Entity, It blew its top and the
cosmos as we know it (as well as the parts we don't know) came into chaotic beinz. In
another part of this ish he tried gzain to explain his No Time theory, but it was as
muddled as my attempt to reproduce his stuff here. Then, on the very last puge, he
finally answered the one question he was asked more than any other—-tnat is, how did
he know all of this was true? His answer was so simple that some of us should have
predicted it; but then as I said we didn't make as big a fuss over his stuff as we
have over similar events in fan history. It seems he was the one portion of the One
Entity who remembered, who knew that It was now mad. The purpose of his mag was to
reach those parts mcst likely to be convinced sc that self-thera)y could be administ-
ered and One would become truly ONE again. He had thct that fans were the most like-
ly...but now realized tnat they we re just as far gone as the rest of tiie cosmos, and
he would now have to try other methods. He had given uy trying to “cure" esch ind-
ividual portion of the One...hobody would listen to reason. So now he was zoin: to
try more drastic measures... All of fandom, in fact all of ever;thing would be wiped
out—that is, we--ecverything--would cease to exist as individual ;. parts of the
whole and there would be--just for a moment--great snock and pain for all of us, but
afterwards One would be made One again and he would he happy. VIf only you hud lis-
tened and believed," were his last words to fandom, "I might huve contrived to share
scme of the glory that is to come with you. I might have picked a few who would, like
me, be able to remember before, during and after. But now, I &lone will be the only
portion of Une who will abscrb and enjoy the everything of all of you. My glocrious
moment is close. Soon everything everywhere will be an unknowing part cf me, but I
will know, I will feel the nost immediate emotions of men women and all things, all
time, all place". That was the gist of his last statement and I think I captured his
style pretty well too. That way the way he wrote..."all things, all time, all place."
Some fans used to go around saying that, smilking or smiling, or using it zs a gag
saying. But I was one of those who wondered what happened to poor Clyde. Fandom ne—
ver heard from him agsin and I zuess no one ever bothered to investigate him after he
left fandom. There was a rumor that Tucker had created the whole thing, a master
hoax. Those who believed this said that it would be easy for Tucker to obtain the
fotos used in the »ast issue, that the lithography in the last ish was too good (save
for the illos) to be consistent with the poorly mimeo'd previous issues, and that
Rothman or Leibscher helped Tucker write most of the matericl. I never heard af

these gents denying all this, but I am inclined to doubl that it was a hoax. I mean

I see no reazson why there couldn't have been a war veteran who let his belief in the
occult get the best of him, and who, having an outlet for his ideas, used that out-
let in an attempt to convince others that they--not he--was mad. The outlet happened
o be fandom, which we must admit, to many a non-fan seems to be'a bit on the whacky
side.



Forgotten Fans Of The Forties--III

Well, so much for one of the forgotten faus of the forties. If enybod;'s inter-
ested, I'11 tell about one or two otiiers nextime. I cen't promise the; will all be
a3 celorful as Clyde He.gsworth hut some of them were Just as interesting (and enter-
teining) as any of cur well known fans today. I'll trr to weed out the really dull
ones (not perhaps because ther were dull in Jerson bhut onl; beczuse the, ms; not have
contributed sufficientl; to tie fannish scene, if you know whet I mesn). £5 for in-
stance, Theodore W. Atluntis. He too belonged to tlie "crackpot! or "lunstic frin_e"
side of tindom, claimin; that his lest name reall; was Atlantis, that it n:d been nis
femily name for thousands ond thousands of Jeers, as Lt was his forofathers who made
the now-sunken continent the prest civilizetion it was. He onls published two issues
of his mygazine--besutifully letterpress printed but very dull rcadin; indced. There
was a sihort-lived lino to the effect that everyone wanted to et into his mag, not
that they reslly did of course. This was only beceuse, in his ignorance, he used the
key letters from nis name as the mag's title. So if I continue with this thuing, rou
won't be rewsdin; enymore about Theodore. I hesrd somewhere thet he showed uy st Cni-
con II but only stayed fow hours, @nd wes never heard from ai2in. Had hne not suc—
ceeded in identifyin_ himself as ¢ recl verson at the convention, I'm sure the rumor
would have started thet Tucker had nezxed him uy too. BSometimes I don't think it is
feir the way some fans pick on these old grandfathers, accusing them of nosxes wnd
thie like. Fandom is a hobby, und hobbics cre for fun, and some of these hoaxes I'm
sure we could do without.

——— Len Moffatt

This business of bein_ 78 fenwriter is alresdy sterting to zive me ulcers. Tuae
other de;--lost weekend, it was--Lerry Windhem came to Son Frencisco wnd the Rarea iu
cen to visit wecasuse he aidn't aeve suy duty; he's stetioned et the L1y Linousge
School in Menterey, sltho he's with tae Air Force... Confusing, but he ot liberty.

So anyway, .as I was saying before I digressed sbout Windhua's personel sroblems,
he dropped by here. Bjo, Trimble, Jim Ceaughrsn snd I decided wothehell  we'll drive
the bhoy home. We wanted to see Monterey sznyway, sc off we went.

On the way down there, Windhan looks me squere in the eres (all four of them) and
asks me why I don't write professionally.

I don't know if this i a ;»z,btsed on the FANAC pell, or wast. However, T snm
soriously censidering writing some scicnce-fiction (scmething I heven't donc for five
or six jesrs, for criing, out loud) ¢nd submitting it to s mony professionsl me_azines
ss there are on the stands newedeys.

Rext time somcbody #sks me = question like thet, I'1l stiow them a foét-—nigh st:ck
of rejection slips, ¢nd tell them THAT!'S WHY. - BEon Ellik

LEZ LETTERZ DEPT.

Virgil Slink

Chicszo "Here is o dime. Send ne your mog. Make it sne pylt

Ditto: "Where in the hell is your mag3"

Ditto, "Your me,, gust cime. I haven't opened it vet. Thanks.®

Ditto: "I have just read your me_. It stinks. Send dine b:ck."

Ditto: "Pleuse forgive misteke. Wusn't your mug «t 211, it wus Nove tist just

cema.t

Ditto: "Wiere in the hell is jour asg? Moke it snoppy "

- Bob Tucker, LE ZOMBIE, November 1944
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Yeah, tioey say Evic Lee was horn a fan end stayed & fan ti;l the day Le die@.
Born in & messy fan-house while his deday wus out triyin; to ccllect mone) from Gerns-
back for a story he'd printed, tock one look &t @ Leo Morey cover painting aud bewl-
ed his lungs clear was washed in biheer, oit the umbilicel cord himsel! and zaid,
"men, tiat afterbirtn locks just like a We json drawt n""

The way the, tell it, he cut his teeth on Wouder Siories, wnd that's wiy in &
little while all the science ficticn puips had rogged edges inste:d of trimmoed. Oh

ech, he did @ lot of bid, just like aay fen éver born—:ind ne wes o fer through end
throu i, 1l right, couse thet was _ust tre wiy he wes mode. de could turn &

mimso-
crank &3 es3y with either hrnd, he could secon & pi_e of Jrint snd pick culb hig neme
svery time it wes tuere,znd he hed finzern.ils thet worked #8 good en eny steple re-
mover you ever sow. Wiy hell, he could tell how good = stcneil would cut just by
suellin; it, or tell ;ou the 1diosyncrrsies of nny auplicutor ever mede, just from
the nrime cnd medel nuaber. He xnew 11 shout f£indom, »nd tirt's b nc'uoc nc Wi s rois-
ed a fan rizht from the beginaing, mnd he gjrew u,. with fundom.

Hb wrsg ri_ht in there =t the first world coavention, und the things he did there
wore Loc interes ting ever to apgerr in The Tamortel Storm, but you!ll he:r sbout them
ncw nnd then when fpns sither cover : het miaeo, or ¢ cold drink. He wes @t the rest
of tie conventions, too, drinkin_ :nd feuding :nd even tescain_ Tucker how tc swear
like a trouger.. He lived & Justy fenlife; 211 ri_nt, ond I suess ho wes cbout the
dirticst tslking fon anybody cver knew when ne teok it into his heod th:t he wnted
to be. Because he coula do about everything, well encugli, if he w.nted to. There
wah!' t ever ¢ fin who could onc-up him und get rway with it, either, bocrusc ke had e
herd on those shoulders snd he used it.

e come into fandom sort of cireful, like he was feelin, his wey in, like -
prizefighter in the e rly rounds, aett¢ i the feel of tiin:is. FHe didn't gubllsh 5
frnzire till ae wus merr ten, and even then he used some otuer nsme, never :aind which
baciuse I guess he I d his rersons for wonting it scerct, but ou'd recognize it if
Jou heurd it. He mossed sround with writin, for tlic Jrozines scme under encother
ncme, but cven thoush heo eume nerr to reveluticnizing the field in scue wogs he _ot
tired of it and pretiy soon the story wes out thct tuis writer wes de:d, died  t

nglenlly evrdy soe, cud o legend grew u, srcund idm. Yeu've liesrd tie storics,
Jow've ra.d the rrticles In the framggs--cll of 'en cbhout o writer wie wog just a
Jeansme tiv t wes let dic becsuse youn; Eric Lee got tired of it.

fle spent the war jecrs nd tue loter forties doing = whcle lot of things, scat of

et in fondom, but I can't tell you tae nrmues ha used becxuse I'n net sure of them.
The uople wio tell Lis story scnetimes exrggercte & little, :nua I den't think ke
could & ve been Leney :nd Speer ¢nd Rejp mnd Wellheim 7£11 ot cnee, tnot!'s stretching
thin, s =« 0oit. But nesbe it is true thut he wes De ler, becuwuse Eric Lee hrd ¢ sense

of mumor o mile wide. HNebod; sver proved it, but they soy that when the F.B.I. wes
investijeting Ceaupbell ond Cortinill, Zric Lee wrs investwo_tln the P.B.I. He naver
seid just why, but unce he did wink ond &3 he'd winted to inov how come fney knew so
auchie ' Oh, Eric Leebwas n devil, 2dliright.

Well, slon, sbout 1950 e got tired of fundum, I ne~r, and he dropped ocut of
si_ut fer swaile. RNobedy semins to know whot he wos doin, in those nex ct seversl jeers,
but thare!ve been = lot of _uesses, “nd I guess'I cen suy thet tihe nimes Joel Nydohl,
Ch-rles Lec Riddle, Shelby Vch Ken Slater,end even Juck Vincs jot mentioned ¢ lot.
But I don't toink anybedy cver .uesced ri_ht. T think Eric Lee reelly did quit both
fendom end science f ine! G S mult Vem coldj right up to the convention in 1959, in De-
treit. Fric Lice was o fan 1l the weg; snd there's never boen = fen thet didn't
gafis for awhile, snd I guess oe gustididpit iafe bigger: wey tien mest fons, Just
like he did sverything alse.

Eut you cin't sy thet he wasn't o fen even during thet sycdl of ;ofin, becruse
rezlly, gofic is just encther form of fimac when jou cone right dewn to 1t it's
semcteing th t 211 fras de snd I sucss th ot “rntt well de flnc" gl e=E A TE Lt's for

o

sure tact when Dric Leoe turncd uy .t the Detrcit cin he knew ever, thing thirt hird
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been going on. He welked right in :nd repleced Bjo :s meder:tor of the fan- publish-
ers' penel when the Comm1ttﬁe found cut th.t she couldn't meke it, wis crusht in o
trufilc Jom somewhere with csrs.stopped for blecks ¢1l sround her. And then he turn-
ed ri_ ht around nd filled in for Doc Barrett ¢n the ccllectors' psnel when Doc got
called awe, for en emerjency, e¢nd the tiles he told ¢f bis ccllecticns, cne in Char-
leston and cne in Yonkers cnd enothier in Wilmette, cnother in Fresnc “avU h: d scker-
mon cnd Moskowitz drocling ever since. "I've got the ull, every cnct" he sudd, =nd
he mexnt it, toc.

V%D_afurtmtimmwvrsnduuuuq,mm he cculd write nis rwn ticket ony-
where. The BNF's were clamcring for him to pub & frnzine o thery could write for him
und there were thrce mijazine publishers oftor hin to edit for them. (L. Geld even
wented him to de e finzine review coluan for Gelexy, =nd I 2uess thit shows scuething.
But he didn't sy then uo aind, he just went rhera w1th tht wver ne wonted t do,
which was quite = f*w tain.a.

First off, he joined FAFA, SAPS, UMPA, The Cult, :nd cven tiv: HFFF APA. He scid
hetddecided to Laocome the vvmvleat fun—-which I guess ycu cun blame Jolm Berry for,
he w.s therc ¢t tait con—- nd besides 21l his zpazines he started twe feniaegs fur
general circul tiocn, onc tuct wes purel: fonnish in ncture sad one thet wes @11 sbout
stf :nd fentasy. He published each . f then aenthly, one) ot the beginning of the
month snd cne ¢n the fifteentn, «nd thes mn Lc £ifty poces an issus, which wis ten
or fifteen poges mcre then his spazines sverrged. sand the g7 were good, too, £l1l of
them, @nd they took tup p sitins en every egobou pill token in fendom.

But that wesn't all. Ho sir, Eric Leg hid sot out to bee: me the cumplent fan
and he meant it, Right efter thot Detrcit ¢ nviontion he started craaonigning for ths
t61 conventicn t be held in Fresn:, Culifcrnia, which w3 wicre he wos living st the
tine, mostly. And he was s8¢ populer and knew fra-politics s. well th t when he wslk-
ed int. the business session ¢t the Cepicen he herdiy cven hod to swihe a ncmin-ticn
speech, he hsad the 61 ¢ nventicn in his packet slreidy. And believe me, becting the
Ssattle bid would hove been a (dod encugh trick for nnybedy; but Eric Lee did it eosy
28 anything rou ever = w.

The next few mentns werc kind of hectic, wht with Eric Lee still publishing -

lose frnzines f his plus the Prugress Peperis o the Frescon. Ui jech, hLie ~*-1t,u
publishing Prcoress Reports right ewsy—one ever) twe wesks, nd every ono full of
news sbiut new thin,s lined up fur the  rogrem.  Jobn Gollier os jucst of honor, Rob-
ert W. Krepps s to stmcster ot the bunquet, Ted Tubb handling the wucticn, spesches
by Heinlein and Bredbury snd Sturgesn ond just sbout everybed; clse _cu'd cure tc
netee, including, Ronodd Bidilgs, the first men to ste; foul on tae new wnned 3, co
satellite.

Things went un like tirt right up to September, conventi.n time, nd ithen every-
thing blew up, just like gou've hecrd. You soe, Eric Lee Lod baen up to his <1d
tricks, with penn mes sprouting up &1l sr.und him, :(nd it c. me cut =fter the wh le
thin wis over th t there acdn't been & single frn in Frosno except Eric Lee hinsclf;
he'd filled cut the roster of the crnvmntnnn cumities with pennsmes. Well, thst
left him t+ do o1l the work, rnd thrugh I juess if cnybedy could hove donc 1t it weuld
hive been Eric Lee, 1t turned cut thot even he couldn't do it.

Trouble w s, he hod the ammighes of b.oth his fonzines coming up ri:ht ot thet
time too. He'd promised « hundred cnd fifty e, es fer erch of them, rnd Eric Loe wus
alweys o8 _oud es his woerd. 8¢ twe nights buforg the Frescun, Zric Lee wos wosking
aver his mimeo; running «ff five hundred Cfpics cf every pese, i st in twe or three
celors. Lowes oo lote of work; wnd even though he hed an electric mimen to db it un
and ke had the speed-contrel turned uy to fullblmst, still the work wisn't coming
l.n, to. fist bscuuse the phone kept ringing with fina :nd pres wiic hed just crrived
tnd wented to meet him .r see him sgein or find -ut wict thn' were to do on the sro-
Jreim ur procisely now nueh tiue tho; hed cr osiamething. Tt w s clwoys s uething.

&nd Fric Lee kept running b.ck ond forth from tie phone to the mineos, hurried 11
the time, until pretty «uick he hardly knew whaot he wis dring, it was flve in the
nerning ina mly holf the issue wes run off nd the pirne ws still »inging. He'd
oloinned a five-doy conventicon, end I zuess tuet much ro reiming needs « 1ot of Yt
minute cuordincticn.
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Nobody knows just how it hzppened, though tacre rre toles told ¢ Loy%u%t, Just
like there rre tales and scculstions =nd plsin wild guessos sbout yust/ever;thing
Eric Lee ever did. But sometime errly th t morniug Eric Lee utoppda snswering the
telenhione, «nd everyoed; figured ke must heve jone to bod .t Xests Thyy didntt think
much. rbout it.

But come tust evening, :nd Eric Lee w.3n't ot the conventicn hotil, and scme peop-
le storted to set worried. He didn't show up <11 night, :nd viien the next moraning,
the first doy of the con, cume ¢nd he still wasn't qr"wuriué shonecclls, « bunch of
us finglly piled inte ¢ cor: und @rove out to his plcce. Ve conldn't | Zet sn anasver
to the doorbell, either, so we tried the door «nd it w's cpen. We went in and looked
in his bedroom, but ie wasn't there. Then we went dowastzirs cnd found him.

He'd got his erm csu ht in the mimeogrephk, 1% was o hell of » thing to see. That
mimeo IUbt have bsen going ut 2 hurdred cspies o minute, nc F“LC Lee's hond Lied some-
how got ceught in the feeding mechenism snd pulled in. There ware bruses cnd blood
21l over hia f:ce from where the crang nod reaestedl;, smeoshed hii: in the ncuth wnd
nose .3 it kept spinning, nis hend 5nttin* torn up in the rovolvins works of the mimeo
¢#nd his ~rm beln drufaud el JHC of =hc blows of the crink must Lieve knocked him
out, or he could mve turned off the molor snd 7ot uls eri cut wrd ot to & phone or
mude = tournequet or somcthing to utrn the fLUW of Blond Tron his r'“‘Ted Erra.

As it wes, he'd died from Joss of bicod, still unconscious. Wnon we ot tnere
the mochine wrg still humming :nd the metel wes hiot, bubt tiie drun wasn't turning be-
cruse Fric Lee's are hud finaelly stopped it.

We h:d th:it convention snyway . thOU”h it aida't turn out to he the fabulous suc-
cess thet it hod sromised to be. EVU Lody tried to keen thirgs zoing, tried to keep

the jokes znd trne drinks flowing, but vie whole thing was & flop, znd they il knew
it. The speckers gave their b“OﬁPh}o and tiie funs dguhed =t the right piscks, but
there weren't meny of tiem thet en oryea theomsalves.

L ter on, months loter when the chock wd worn off « little, the legend of Eric
Lee jot started; snd I've told you » 1little abcut tirt. It's not surphsing thit a

0
’o

(=8
lﬂ*ﬂnd got going, beciuse Eric Lee wog a retty tmuzing zuy, ¢nd I belisve = lot of
wint was seid ¢bout him. But there's one prrt of the legend thet I cuen't _o slong
with, ond I'd be just as hapyy if it jot forgetten.

Yesh, the; say Bric Lee wam bern a fon rnd stegad = fon 1311 the doy he died.
And tliey're right, toc. A4nd they say ne hid the bleod of & trufin in his veins, and
thet it showed up purple, the color of Ghu, when we welked in and feund nim slun ed
guinst the mimco.

I tnink thev'zre joing a little too fur.

~—— Terry Carr
"Wnet I need is love and affection —— free love, preferahly.t
- Arv Undermear, ¢t cn editors' cenferencs
on tae lest PRI-PII

Lequests I alwa s ignore: (quote)

Decr Bobi, Sow yur neu {(?) fanzine s-F FIFTT YELRLY!! imm a review nott
lony ago. Wocd lik & sample copi; oleez. Ko info wag included inn thee

review, sow would lik two no ——- 7ill u ccensider artwerk, stories, art-
icles, etec. four publieation ocr nolt?? Yourz truli, /s/ Larri Windhen
(unguote) The snswer is oaor nott il

- Beb Tucker, anuU ZuLZH, Mry 1958
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