[fis Lo, widh some aunprise 2o the. editon, Ljottings. J don'# know uhich numben it
ia; I can’t cound, aryuas Lut thene iv a loi of news and Ln#bﬂmaiion and egplan~

ation and thanks to be handed out--s0, I publish another newszine. JL some of the

Lnﬁbamaiion seens preliy basic Ao (ou science ﬁiciian ﬁbnA, rememb enthat lyoiiingA
also goes 2o friends, relatives, and a few Likeable strancens.

Things happen to me; all sorts of things. I'm an incident-prone. This year (I
mean-1960--I'm still a”little behind times) was a real ringading year.

Along about July 9, 1960, my life took a definite turn for the better. I became
Mrs. John Griffin Trimble with a quiet church ceremony, quiet church reception and big
noisy party at the Burbee's. We collected a ztack of loot, and I gained all kinds of
new relatives, incluvding all the aunts in Long Beach. two litile neices and two little
negphews--and a really great mother-in-law.

When FMom Trimble went in for a cancer operation earlier in the year, we had all
kinds of bad news about it; and we didn't know what the eventual outcome would be. The
doctor didn't give us much hope. Then, after a dangerously high fever, all the tests
turned out fine. The doetor is puzzled, but hazards the guess that the fever might
have burned out the cancer. It isn't much of a scientific explanation, but it's the
best one we've got, and we'll take it! Anyway, there is no trace of cancer now.

Summer was spent trying to get settled in married life, trying to get things arranged
for our little personalized cerammics business, and trying to recover from the strain
of the auto accident of last year. Mercy, bruises sure take 2z long time to heall

A1l along, the fan art show was in planning, to be on display at the PITTCON (the
World Scierce Fiction Convention in Pittsburgh) was gelting along fine, for a first
time. This took a lot of planhing, bullétinss and trying to work with dorens of artists
who pride themsslves on being individuals. I was disappointed that I wouldn't see che
show., after workinz all vear for it, but John could not get a vacation so soon from his
aeWw job. So there werwere.

But Bruce Pelz and Jack Harness decided to make a trip to Pittsburgh for one a
wedding present...and even 1f John couldn't go, he wanted me lto see the art show. And
so, with the help of AL Lewis, Bill Eilera, Ingrid Fritzsch, and Ruth Bermar; Bjc got
to czet up the artc show &t the PITTCOM!

And a wonderful show it was, too: with 132 entries, and some real fine artwork it
was, with all the guality I could have wished fcr., There were 50 many people helping
out with that show thi&t I couldn't even begin to thank all the folks who volunteersd
their time and services (and pocket money) to the art show. The ones who officially
helped with the show have been thanked in the fan art magazine, PAS--tell, but that s5till
leaves the guys who guarded the show at night.--for lack of locks on the door——like Al
Lewis, Ernie Wheatley (end Nick Falasca, who talked to Zruie and kept him company), Ron
Ellik, George Beithers, Bill Sarrill eand Bil: Elliern. Thanks especially go to the guys
who slept in the room 221 night, even to Bruce Henstell, who let a Janitor run a
carpet-sweeper all aronnd his sleepirg bag witiout remembering it the next day!

Un oun. wayy fo and ﬁa@n iﬁe conv eniion, we/nananed’io sta; oveme?Qt with ﬁbno
mose. olf?fen. than we camped out! - Josinn ,sz ‘. Ynega [ alne, the Lob Z.emand, jfeof;g,e L‘)J/‘U'L,
Lunn Hichman (whoze Lomiiy pfzuclerz,tQ, Lot the day before we a/move/.., Bl lenn’s
hospitable aunt. and Jack flaness’ unsuspecting famidys wene all visited b:0 the garo
of fans in the little fonieon cwws, e mooched flogr space, chow, antuonk, cofiee,
and ﬁhngineo all acw.is the (1.5, langy,  man: thanks 2o all these nLce‘peqple/



On returning from the PITTCON, I was obligated to send out an art show report to
21l the artists who were anxiously awaiting news. Unfortunately, the trip turned out
to be more tiring than I knew, and about the middle of September the nervous energy I
had used up during_ the Labor Day weekend began to tell; I don't think I can ever do
all that travelling, and a convention, again. }4q_f {nJﬂ¢1L¢gAFm:7+ “,&Q‘Ea,j

About this time, John and T realized that the merger of twe huge book collections
and my art materials, and the cats just about filled up the apartment. There was no
room for us! So we started the horrid Jjob of bouse-hunting. Talk about time-consuming;
if the house was big enuf, it was too expensive; and if it was in our price tange, it
was too small or too something....anyway, we looked long and hard for a place that was
just right.’

I kept seeing this big old ugly house on 8th Street; not much by modern standards,
but it sure was big. So finally, I had to call and ask how much it would cost to rent it.
I did some figuring, and said we'd like to see it. John allowed himself to be dragged
to inspect the place. It had all kinds of room; 220 eletricity, and looked terrible on
the inside. It would need all kinds of repainting, and we didn't have near enuf furni-
ture and we would have to share it with someone else to afford it..... but it had room.

Ve talked things over with the Fan Hill mob. And decided to give the whole idea a
try; Ernie Yheatley, Don Simpson, Bruce Pelz and the Trimbles started to move into 2790
Yest 8th; after several weekend session with a paint brush. 'Real heartfelt gratitude
goes to Zeke Leppin, Jack liarness, Al Lewis and John to see that I finally got my loverly

pale turquoise and white kitchen. = How that Karu put up all the spice shelves, it looks
so useful and brignt!

Len b,ffatt, Rick Sneary, Don Simpson, and Lrnie !/heatley painted the other rooms,
with Zeke showing them how to paint ceilings. And ‘soon the old house looked like a real
fine place, indeed! ‘hen I'd painted the floors--during the day while everyone was at
work-~of the upstairs rooms, the puys helped paint the downstairs floors. Then I pulled
a wrist ligament painting the front porch.

tlow, for a time, we hoped that Ingrid Fritzsch would move in with us (because she
is such a good housekeeper; L'd hoped to learn something from her!) but circumstances
would not allow. Ingrid may be going back to Germany this year, for a visit, and did
not think it advisable to change jobs right now,

So Jack lHarness moved into the other room upstairs, and is now busy as a sqguirrel
(oop; sorry, Ron) trying to fit all his fanzines and maberials in his room.

The general plan of the house is a small room for a ‘/hite Knoll Company office, a
large room for art studio, a living room for the gang, a small room for the Gestetner
and fanzine publishing, the kitchen, a full bath, large service porch, and a huge room
for LASFS meetings on the first floor. Alsol'a smalliroom off the porch where Karu lives.
On the second floor, there is a room each for wrnie, Bruce, Jack, Don and us; with a
small dressing room off our main room, a full bath, and a small room which will soon
be a darkroom for Unicorn Productions. In the basement, we have room for storage, the
cats, two trocks of home-brewed beer, and the electric kiln. iow that's room!

Moving in, and unpacking, and getting settled...and about this time, John started
getting some fierce neadaches. I wasn't feeling any too good, myself. Dut I could
rest during the day, while John had to go to work.

He found his job at Schermerhorn Brothers more interesting as he grew more used to
the selling of rope and twine. lle actually enjoys travelling around, and finds some
fun in selling a good product.. This ista good job,: for he leaves it when he comes home
in the evening; and right now we are satisfied with this set-up. Later, wWhen we are

‘ Y ¥



nore ready to settle down, then we will be ready for the type of job which pays more
and brings on more responsibilities. But we manage.

I decided that I simply could not keep up with all the fan-activity with which I
had become involved, and so made the difficult decision to drop out of the amateur
publishing associations, SAPS, OMPA and N"APA. This was after some discussion with
John, who did not think it was fair to ask me to do this; but paying for all this fan
publishing was going to run into more money than we could afford. And the time involved
would begin to weigh on me, too. I wouldn't let John drop out of FAPA, because he had
been on the waiting list for so long, and enjoyed publishing so much.

‘e compromised by publishing a sort of general-interest magazine called MELANGE,
vhich we will send to anyone who is interested enuf to send a letter of comment for each
issue sent to them. MELANGE is officially our FAPAzine, but it contains articles by
so0 many other interesting people like Ruth Berman, Ed Cox, Bob Lichtman and Elmer
Perdue, plus an occasional bit from Charles Burbee. And good artwork from Bernie Zuber,
Johnny Burbee, and others.

Melange, and PAS-tell, the Project Art Show bulletin and art magazine, are the two
publications on which I devote my time; with some artwork for Shangri-L'Affaires, the
LASFS club official organ. John still edits Shaggy, and we do have fun putting the
hagazine together every six weeks or so. I have hopes of setting PAS-tell on a regular
schedule of quarterly publication, with small bulletins whenever necessary to inform
the fan-artists and interested parties of something new about the art show, Melange is
alveady on a quarterly schedule, and will probably remain so.

. The Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society takes up every Thrusday, of course, with
meetings, and plans for entertainment, and building up a steady membership for the club.
The Hallowé'en party approached at the same time we were moving into the house, and
somehow, I found myself as hostess of the party. So while John and Ernie worked to
move everything from Fan Hill into the Fan-Hillton, I was directing a costume party in
Pasadena, in Sid Coleman's house. It was a fine party, with some fine costumes. This
time, T did not make any plans to wear a costume, for I was too busy packing. However,
an. overly helpful husband made sure that I wore a costume by moving the entire contents
of our closet while I was taking a shower. ilothing remained to wear but something from
the costume wardrobe! T wore my emerald green leotards and tights, with black boots,
gold jerkin, and loose-hanging belt and green Tirolean hat. It was comfortable, anyway.

After Hallowe'en, things reall: began to get busy.

Ind T began to keep track of all the events of the wonderful holidays coming up...
we went to the Unicorn Coffee House on Hovember 3rd, to celebrate Jack Harness' birth-
day. !le sang folk songs with Fred ingleberger, and ate some fine baked beans which a
friend of Fred's had brought. Likely to find anything at the Unicorn, including that
horrid picture, which is still hanging on the wall., I guess beatniks have a right to
paint miserable pictures if they wish, but this is too much!

That Saturday, we had an Unbirthday Party for Bill Hllern and John, with lots of
guests and talking. This was the night that Kris found 'ellington Stout, a beer sold
by Thrifty Drug stores for 96¢ a six-pack. Score one for the ievilles!

The next week, we started to put some art on stencil, which was to go into making
up the fine big Cnristmas Art Issue of Shangri-L'Affaires. And then Steve Tolliver
called and wanted to know if T could give some advice on decorating Lloyd House for
the CalTech Interhouse Dance. 1ilot to help or anything, but just advise, of course; and
We were invited to difner to discuss decorating possibilities. The upshot of the visit,
of course, was that I found myself with a job.

We visited Laurie Riley at 'lestern Costume, and found that by some wonderful



"arrangement", The bovs could afford to get a Mad Hatter costume, a March Hare outfit,
and a White Rabbit suit. They had already cornered a Freshman called Sparky to be the
Rabbit, and had conned one guy and his date into wearing the other costumes. A bit of
quick work on someone's part after Sally's photo appeared in the paper and they had

an Alice; all that remained was to decorate Llovyd House like Tulgey YWood, the Rabbit
Hole and the Croquet Game. That's all. And make a costume for Sally, which Harcia
Dickinson was talkeéd into sewing up for us. Sally looked very cute as Alice, and maybe
someday’, welll publish the entire story of how Alice lost her bloomers in the dryer

at Lloyd Hotuise.

The decorations looked good; the boys nad a caterpillar on a huge mushroom that
smoked a hookah--with smoke, like. And a Jabberwock that wore a yellow vest and reall:
burbled--thanks to a speaker in its head. And a marvelous Cheshire Cat which 1it up
when you tripped an electric eye, then faded out in sections; first its body, then its
head and tail, and then its big smile would disappear. It was great!

Jonn-came to . get me, the night of the dance, so that I could change clothes, since
dirty blue jeans and sweater are hardly the usual thing to wear to a college-dance. But
we got caught because there were so many last-minute things to finish and put up; and

so there we were....and guess who ended up as the iad llatter and Farch Hare? I had
sreat .fun leapj_ng out at people in the Tulgey “Jood and screaming "Happy Unbirthday, send
me a present!” And someone did; a cookie with a note signed .by '"L.C."..... ¥

il ) e R ST RS RN [ T, L, 418 1 (TR ] L oM e A 12 K ol nath I P aTq o sl I P A A T iy X
and:me to'a. litile porty 4t lils place,” aftor thedanec.: 'On comdition that ¢ ~ore L.l
costumes. "over my dead body," screamed John, but was won over with promises of dinner,

if he would appear in full green frock coat, pink cravet, and monstrous hat (pants, too).

Don Simpscm and Al Lewis were also trapped at the dance, without party clothes;
and each solved the problem in his own peculiar way. Al retired to Sparky's room and
went to sleep, while Don borrowed Steve's copy of "The Complete Lewis Carroll!" and read
nonsense poems to anyone within hearing. He walked around; declaiming "You are old,
Father William" in such an oratorical fashion, everyone thot he was part of the act!

hen we annived at Sid's /'w.Lwe, Lt was ‘-fu,u o;zf the intellectual Lipes; stucents,
teacherns and assnted LM@LLL{»@%—IOO/@MQ wives and giidfniends. vun costumes cawsed
dome. atin, and a handsome man across ihe room stanted guoiing Lewis (annoll, with me
"L',U,inn in the lines he stonted. {J/:'/i’te/z, /Lea/u'nn (annoll all evening, Ahis was not a
dif \,LCLL& tnick.) Finalls, bhe stanted " w,m/v/@ Awinkle, Little bat..." and I asked

rdmy, " hene wene rou uhen we needed a dommouse’” This seemed Zo amise him, and it

centainly crottlad a faw of he b otandens.

Sid sidled up o me, "wu have just been exchanging, wisecracks with Richard 1.
F eymiman. ! : '

"That's nice, " J said, "now mabe 9'd betten chance back indo my dinty jeans, be-
cause his costume belongs 1o ilemtern (vstume, and J do want a daink of something.”

Une of Sid's house-mates, whose nane is pronounced ’Wodg,eﬂ."’--/wwevefc it may be
spelled-~uwas making a hot wine drink; "A stnono Hunganian dnink ondy fon siérong. flungan-
Lansy " warned Sid, who was distinog sliohtl: o stanboand.

then J'd changed into mone comfortable-~if harddis mone sociodl cornect--clothes,
I tnied this drink. Jt's aneat; and J' L neven know how fiunoan: oot invaded! Finally,
J wouldn'z stand it. "o is hichand 1. Feprman?" J asked. AL Lewis ataned at me.



"We's the anantiest man in ihe lUnited States,” said Sid. tow, J'LL take Sid's
wond fon this; he doesn't go around making sitatements dlike that unless he believes it.

ell, (all ech must think 40," said A, "ther pay him about 50,000 2o be smant.”

"Uh, .” J said, feeling like a clot, "well he sune knows his Lavis { cuvwzz, Loow &

Later, . John zold of heanino. a conversation at Ldoind llowse about F esnman; seans he
Lo considenerl quite a ouiy noi fon his aéLlLéy o decturne Luo&choa.iba his vast stone
0% knowlaége; but because he can/a&%cbonn drums with 12 beats +o one hand and 13 beats
2o the othen. This Lo some sort of accomplishment in bonoo cincles, J guesas.

Hbout a week later, /I brought me a copir of Atdantic Honthds, with an anticle
about On. Ricand. Feunman. landic thinks he's the snantest man in the (LS., oo.

Along about here, we got definite word that lom Trimble was going to be okay; T
have never felt so good! We visit her in Long Beach every Tuesday nite, and she fixes
dinner. Sometimes we go to a movie, but usually, we just sit and talk and drink'coffee,
and relax. Mom has taken up hems in skirts for me, done over a couple of dresses for
me, and found the mosl cowfobhtable pair of shoes I've ever worn. I enjoy these visits

ad Lot Fnyenaedl Lo them; thev are suich o ¢gmiet interlude in a busyv week.

And, along about here, I got my annual Christmas present inspiration; to make all
the presents, and make something wonderful yet inexpensive.. I looked at my Gourmet
liagazine, and the rest of the inspiration hit. e would make some curry!

This desision came about partly because Karu Beltran, a jobless magician and chef
of great ability, moved into the little back room at the Farn-Hillton. He cooked to
pay his way, and ‘the huge food bill for this family of hungry men actually dropped!
Karu knows how to utilize every left-over in the most tasty dishes, and makes the
most fabulous Oriental recipes out of practically nothing. ith his background, he
was a natural to help me make up some curry for Xmas presents. (e started making
a list of the spices we'd need, and wondered vhere to get them all.

The big issue of Shagsy was still going on stencil, with more and more artwork
coming in wach day. Ye planned to make November 19 a big publishing day, but Julie
Jardine pulled a surprise housewarming on us, and so all work stopped to warm the old
house. e had scrounged enuf furniture to fill up the place a bit, and it was looking
just fine. The party lasted until about 5 a.m., with filk-singing until 4:30.

On Boris Karloff's 73rd birthday (iovember 23) we saw "The 5000 Fingers of Dr. T"
which was a delightfvl fantasy. Then we left that evening for Santa Barbara, where
we were to spend the night with the Schultheis' and on from there to my folk's in Santa
Cruz. The trip was uneventful, and we stayed up late talking to Steve and Virginia,
and plaring with Lsmé, their kitten.

A1l good plans start off late in the morning after blueberry pancakes, no natter
how early we plan to start on our way! Traffic was light, and we made it to momma's
in time for Thanksgiving dinner. The whole family was there; Leah and Little Bill with
Robbie and Baby John. It's alvays hard to think of my kid sister as the mother of two
children...l keep remembering her as the stubborn little girl with long curls. Uncle
Blondie was there, and Randy; looking so tall and happy. He's got a new car, but then
my brother changes cars like my sister used to change clothes. It was a happy day,
ending with slides of mom and Big Bill's trip to Hawaii. Iomma is getiing quite good



with her camera, tinanks to the instructions Bill Ellern gave her when he visited.

tiom's new house is great; but the greenhouses are, of course, the real thing! sShe
wouldn't let Jim Beam help Big Bill put this greenhouse together, and it is a perfect
building for orchids. iiom now has her business license, ahd will make bouquets for
weddings and corsages; she enjoys this sort of thing so much, as the lovely flowers
at my wedding will prove. All of John's aunts had a beautiful orchid corsage; some of
them rare blossoms that are never found in ordinary florist shops.

While we were in the bay area, we drove up to see Joe and Robbie Gibson, and the
visit turned into a party, as usual. The Gibson's menage of Siamese kittens certainly
are wonderful, beautiful animals. The party was a fypical fabulous Berkeley party.

We went back to Santa Cruz, stopping to pick up a $50.00 orchid that momma had
bought earlier from a dealer. AS we drove down the nighway, I looked at this fabulous
plant with all the exotic blooms, and said, "John, do you realize that what momma paid
for this cotton-pickin' plantiwould feed you and me and the cats for almost a month?"
"Gee," said John, and we drove on in silence, considering this. '"Let's throw it out
the window!" I suggested, but the mood passed quickly when I thot of what mom would do
to me if I did this.

We left for Los Angeles early Sunday morning of the 27th, arriving in towm in time
to attend the last night of Forry's anaual three-day birthday party. At this party,
I was presented with Crnthia Goldstone's painting of "Fred", a sort of pink and apricot
critter. I was overjoyed, but John threatendd immediate divorce if I hung that painting
inonr room, so he dwells in the art studio instead. Sometimes, I don't think John
has any artistic feelings at all.....

About .two days after that, I missed the coffeepot. Actually, I missed it earlier,
but we just didn't have time to go to Forry's and get it. They had borrowed it for the
party, of course. Finally, when I threatened to throw a caffein fit, John and some
Fan-Hillton crew took me to Forry's to retrieve the coffeepot. Uhile there, we got a
little surprise that Forry had arranged for us.

There is a wonderful fantasy book called "The Ship That Sailed To Mars" by Timlin,
with tipped-in color illos for every other page, and it 1s a very rare and lovely book.
Forry has a copy, of course, which I have lovingly read many times, and admired the
illos and wisaned 1 had access to such a book; or even access to the price of itl!

Forry gave us a copy of "The Ship That Sailed To kars'". It is bound in green
tiorroceo leather, with fancy gold embossing even on the inside edges of the cover.
The book is in perfect condition, and absolutely beautiful. And.for this, all silly
old Forry wants is a collection of ceramic tiles and other goodies. '"And about ten
minutes alone with your wife each day," he suggested to John, with a happs leer. '"Sure,”
said John, caressing the cover of the book. '"hat?!" I screamed indignantly. Mlell,
wouldn't a book like this be worth it?" said John reasonably, as if it really might be!

\le wer still working on Shaggy, with Jack Harness, Don Simpson and me busy putting
artwork on stencil, and the rest of the crew setting up the regular issue.

I made up some Christmas cards for momma, and some for us, and forgot to mail ours
out. Ve started making up the curry, and I bought a whole lot of small apothocary
jars to put it in., The usual visiting, publishing, and general fooferaw went on.

The lood's crystal show at LASFS was a wonderful success, with about 70 people
here, including Bob Madle from laryland. That's how successful the show was!

On the 17th of Deeember, we took Ingrid Fritzsch, Ted Johnstone, Al Lewis, Rick
Sneary, Karu, and us to Tijuana for some sight-seeing and bean-pot buying. 'le lost



$2.00 on the 5-10 betting at Caliente, and went into TJ to shop. e stopped for a dark
beer at a German restaurant in downtown Tijuana, lexico; which we considered novel,
and. found a magnificent bean-pot for 75¢ which T bought without haggling, I was so
pleased with the size of it. Werfound some other goodies, jewélry, perfume, and toys,
ate dinner, looked for a chess set for Fritz Leiber, flxed a flat.tire on Alls-car,

and left for home.

The next week was taken up with resting, meking up curry, and mailing out Shaggy
Xmas issues. John was still having hezdaches, and we kept making promises to each
other to get more rest and take it easy, and cut down on all this running around.

In all this time, I had ‘not been doing very much on PAS-tell, and only the artists
who won anything knew what was®going on...thé artists were wanting to know what the
devil .was going on, and everyone was sending frantic letters wanting to know if myabe
I was sick'or something. I wasn't feeling any too good, but it was just that getting
all that materlal on st9n011 uas dettlng pretty mueh of an uphill grind.

The LASFS Christmas party was a ‘rouser, with plain egg-nog, and the police, and
gift-trading and all the rest of the wonderful things that has come to mean Christmas.
The police arrove to tell us that we were being too noisy, and were invited back for
the New Year's party, mainly because we figured they'd be here, anyway. They were
fascinated by the ecollection of pulp magazines in the LASFS library, and were very nice.

"Howcum, ¥ I wanted to kunow, "7ou weren'h ealled in at about 10:30, which was when
we were making so much noise?" It was about 1:30 then, and everything had quieted into
s b I vvesian gl.oups.

e were wallml ohont 10:30," said the cop with the 714 badge number, "and we
drove by to make sure e party was not out in the street, yelling, or climbing the
telephone poles. Since it seeuwcd to be confined to the house, and there was no real
disorderly action going on, we denided to let the party go as long as possible, and
check by later." This was not only eunlively reasonable, but very friendly. The police
have to fill out a paper, in this city, to the eifect that they actually did make a
full check of. any ccmplaints. But there's nothing that requires them to make that
check at the precise time the complaint comes in. They left, with promisessté drop by
on New Year's, too. "Only, put some real nog in that egg-nog, next time," said Badge
714, as they left.

Friday, December 23, was a bright, clear, sunny day--as per Chamber of Commerce
requirements--and Spindrift was meowing at the back door for breakfast. I went to let
him in, and he didn't get up to dash madly to the cat's feeding station. He just looked
at me, and suggested that I carry him in for breakfast.,

What have you been up to, now, nmut cat?" I fondled his ears, and stroked his
side, and found a large bloody spot on his hip. He seemed uncomfortable, but offered
no resistance when I felt around the spot, trying to find the source of the wound, I
-called inside, and someone came. .I took a towel, and wrapped Spin carefully, and we
went to the ‘pet hospital, where X-rays showed a shattered hind leg. Probably side-
swiped by a car. At this moment, it was difficult to tell whether the nerves had been
damaged or not. Spin was much more interested in breakfast than in the broken leg,
but he was not going to be fed for hours yet; until after the vet operated.

I think it was STeve Tolliver, who took me to the vet!s, or Ron Ellik. I'm not
too clear, for it was a very upsetting thing to have happen. We waited for Spin to
recover from the gas, so we would know if he could walk, or if the nerves were hopelessly
damaged. It would have been wery difficult to do, but if the cat‘would be a cripple,
then I could certainly be friend enuf to Spindrift to have him put to sleep.

That evening, we.went to Kris and Lil} Neville's for a real New Orleans creole



Leafivr,  Keis made such styong drinks thatl poor John ended up on the couch, and the
talk eddied around him. The rest of the party took a conversational turn teoward
integration and such. '/ith both sides rcpresented, we had a lively debatc coing.

One of the other suests was an Indian newspaperman, who had travelled all over
the J.5., and had been very observant. e told us quite 2 bit about India, and sone
interesting things about us, too. I[!is name was completely unpmonoucable, but e vere
told to call him "Sri", which is "sir" or 'mister" in ilindustani, and also part of
his proper name. We were charmed by his descriptions of India, and invited him to
our house for dinner the day after Christmas.

Later in the evening, a very handsome couple came in, and Lil put a record on
of a very good male vocalist. Everyone was introduced, but the names didn't make any
connection until after they left. which was too bad, for all we'd done was discuss
poodles, and I do think we could have talked about music or something dearer to the
fannish heart, if I had only realized I was talking to Jimmy Witherspoon. It's always
like that. He has an excellent delivery for blues; and a fine sense of humor in
person. And he sure does like that poodle of his! Rachael, the girl with him, is
one of the most beautiful--not to mention fashionable--women I have ever seen.

Christmas eve, we went to a birthday party for Fritz Leiber, after finding a
Shogi (Japanese chess) game and book of instructions for him. The party was held in
the home of Mrs. Fritz Leiber, Sr., and was full of wonderful works of art executed by
her husband. One striking bds relief head of Iritz Leiber himself as King Lear was
the most outstanding work of art in the house., Fritz Lziber, Jr., looks almost exactl:
like his father, with the same noble profile and mang of hair.

YWe tore oubselves away from that party, and the fun of seeing Fritz enjoy his
new telescope--a gift from his wife--and started for Long .Beach, where we were expected
for a familr-type Christmas Eve.

‘e barely got out of Santa Honica Canyon, when the .car started acting up. At the
service station, they found that there was no oll in the transmission, or something, and
we had narrowly averted real trouble by having it looked at right away. ‘e made it to
Long Beach, spent a fine evening there, and left with me feeling that I had been
accepted by the rest of the family. T1p to now, I hadn't been too sure, of course; I
think every new bride feels this way about her husband's family.

Christmas day, I fixed two turkeys, and took one to Ed Cox's apartment to put in
his oven. Then we prepared for the crowd of people I had invited to Christmas dinner.
About this time, the family phoned from 3Santa Cruz, and Randy told us that he was going
back to night school, which was wonderful news.: %Ye opened gifts when klom Trimble
arrived, and found that we had a wonderful bunch of goodies. Al Lewis had carefully

wrapped a fantastic package to look like a green and gold bird-critter of some sort,
which turned out to be a fabulous book of Leonardo da Vinci; all of his sketches,

inventions, and details of his most famous works. 513 pages of glorious artwork and
just loads of wonderful information about the artist; unfortunately, it is all in
German. But the book is so graphic and interesting, the language is a smail setback.
Besides, we have Ingrid to translate.

About noon, the people started to arrive for Christmas dinner. They milled
around and talked and nibbled the canapes that Jon Lackey prepared and talked and
seeméd to enjoy themselves. John didn't get upset at all that there coming to our
first Christmas....he took everything in stride; even after he counted the people.
Mom Trimble, Bill Fllern, his father and grandmother, Marrianne Hall and little Diana,
Jon Lackey, Fritz and Joni Leiber, Al Lewis, Zeke Leppin, "Angel" Mazur, Lee and Jane
Jacobs, Bd Cox, Ted Johnstone and Rusty McDaniel,and possibly one or two others whose
names have slipped my mind, had Christmas! dinner at our house. Ve had lots of fun.



Ed Cox gave John a package of moldy old dried fruit for Christmas, but before
John could murder him, the other package turned out to be a bottle of Chavez Regal. &d
gave me the worderful album of "Alice in Wonderland" read by Cyril Ritchard, and with
a perfect little faesimile of. fhe first edition of the book. It is a really great gift.

The next day, since ue needed some alr and excercise, we piled into the Morris
Minor and went to see "The Three Worlds Of Gulliver". Tt was pretty good, but hardly
anything to sit thru twice. The western with it was fair, with Richard Boone as a bad
guy, for a change.

On our way home from the mecvie, we picked Sri up from the YNCA, and proceeded
to a loverly curry dinner that Karu had fixed. Ori entertained everyone by telling
anecdotes of his travels and observations, and telling:about Indian customs. Finally,
we simply had to call a halt to it all, for none of us had had much rest in the last
few days. '

This day, too, we found out for sure that Spindrift's leg was going to be okay,
and the-nerves were not damaged. The most he'd have would be a slight limp. WYe were
given visiting permission, but he would have to stay in the hospital for awhile.

Nothing much happened for a few days. We mailed off some errant Shaggys, and
finished mixing the curry. liven tho it was late; I was still going to send it out!

December 30, we went with Lee and Jane Jacobs to a party held by the Wild Animal
Club. It was a rouser, with hot toddy, 2 full grown cheetah, and lots of people
talking about their ocelots, cheetahs, lions, kinkajous, snakes, cats, and assorted
other pets. One fine old man said he didn't have any pets at home, but he'd made
special pets of the polar bears at Griffith Park Zoo; they came at his call, and ate
tidbits from his hand. The party was fun, and Jate the cheetah was very well-behaved.
As-a matter of fact, few well-trained large dogs would have put up with the mauling
that cat did, without snapping once or tuice. I did a sketch.of Jate, which was fun.

The IASFS New Year's party dawned, and later, so did the members of Fan-ilillton.
Bveryone: semed to arrive at once, and the food disappeared at a regular tate all
evening. - So did the ligquor. It was a pgood party, with only one problem, and he did
make it all up later. Kris gave a sermon, which we taped, and the party broke up about
6 or 7 a.m.,..well, it had quieted down a bit by the time I came downstairs the next
morning.

The people left,after everyone drifted to their respective ‘hang-over cures, decided
to sit around. Then we decided. to DO Somthing. Then we sat dround and talked about
what to do. Finally, we went t0 see "The Three TReasures", a Japanese fantasy of
epic scope. That eight-headed dragon was a ringading goodie, I tell you!' That one
is worth seeing again. ©ven if it has been cut drastically, for us Americans.

The next day, after the party was swept up, the only people left were khe
Schultheis!, and us. The FanHill Mob. 4e sat around trying to get up energy for
some fanac,; but after Virginia and Lrnie hung the. new drapes, we simply couldn't think
of anything to do except go to another movie. We saw two Alec Guiness features, "To
Paris With Love" wnhich was not too outstanding, and "The lady Killers' which was so
funny, and so startling an ending that we felt like seeing it again. But we didn;t want
to-sit tThrm PParis'vagains

The partying and running around and late hours and fanac were beginning to tell
on us, and John's headaches were getting worse and worse. Since I was not feeling too
good, I didn't notice how quiet John was getting. This is something we are only coming
to recognize, when one of us hurts too much to tell the other one about it. John is
much quicker about this than I am, and has been very thotful and kind to me when I hurt.

*
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January 5 was a bright, sunny day, and I went to Marcia Dickinson's house for some
coffee-klatching and yakking. John was to pick me up that afternoon, on his lunch
Jhour, and take me home., About 1:20, a painter was at the door, asking if there was
a lre. Trimble there. He said there'd been an accident....and he'd take me to John.

A block away from Marcia's, there was a crowd of people, two ¢ars, lots of cops,
and a police ambulance. The painter kept saying, "Dont jumpt out of the car, I'm

coming to a stop, now don't jump out, please..." And I saw that crumpled little car,
and held myself down.

John was sitting in the ambulance, covered with blood, while one policeman was
trying to mop up the worst of it. An elderly man was talking calmly to another police-
man, and I found later that he was the driver of the '50 Chevrolet with the bashed-in
front bumper, grille, and radiator.

The police took John and me to emergency recieving hospital, where they took a
stiteh’in his gashed knee, clean up all the blood, and bandaged the worst wounds. I
phoned the Auto Club from the lobby, and then John's boss, and asked Ed Cox to come
get us, and then Marcia to tell her that at least we didn't have to worry about having
a ring-and-valve job done on the Morris, now.

I almost slipped a cog then, but a policeman Jjollied me out of @t, and by the
time I'd gotten rid of him and could cry, Ed and Karu showed up. John walked out of
surgery, with scratches all over his forehead and a gash in his left eyebrow, two hurt
knees, and a broken 1ittle finger. The horrid bruises showed up later, and caused
trouble in getting rest, but for the moment, that was all the damage.

Another policeman showed up to get John's statement. John said that he'd blacked
out a few seconds before the accident. This seemed to carry out the other guy's story
that Jolmn had suddenly swerved and crashed head-on into him. Luckily, he'd slowed for
a corner, and John wasn't going more than 20 at the most. I thot of what could have
happened if he'd blacked out on the freeway, and almost slipped another cog!

After a week of visiting doctors, and taking all sorts of tests, and X-rays and
such, they had found nothing wrong with him except that he was under strain. We had
an appointment with an eye cdoctor, too; and had hopes that he would find the answer
to this headaching and possibly assure us that John would not black out again.

In the meantime, I went on with my appointment with my doctor, and he decided %o
take some X-rays of me. I thot he was being silly, but decided thal nothing else
could possibly go wrong, so why not? The X-rays showed a duodinal ulcer. '"All you
have to do," said Dr. Westwater, "is find a calm philosophy of life; learn to relax!"

In all the excitement, we almost forgot that there was tobe a 50th wedding party
held at the Fan-Hillton. Julie Jardine's folks had been married 50 years, and they
needed a large place to hold the party. It was by now too late to withdraw the invita-
tions, and besides, I wanted to see a Golden VWedding in this old house. The party wes
lots of fun, with wonderful food and champagne punch. John was an object of concern,
and had visitors coming in with plates of goodies for him.

The eye doctor found that John's glasses were all wrong, and gave him a new pre-
scription. He is feeling much better, and the headacthes are almost completely gone.
Dr., Hertzog found that my eyes were too strained to examine, even with dilation, and
sent me home with eye—drops. I was to come back later.

Somewhere along here, we went to see Danny Kaye in "The Court Jester"; I just
love that mix-up with the "pellet of poisonm is in the chalice with the palace...mo, it's
in the flagon with the dragon...or is it in the vessel with the pestle?! Funny movie.
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Fiaally, with everything else, I got the little paper of recipes and notes that
were to be enclosed with the jars of curry all typed up. Drnie ran it off for me, and
we got all the curry jars packed up. And bit by bit, they are being delivered to the
people who were supposed to get Christmas gifts from us. .Happy Easter, friendst

Bill Ellern helped me organize and put a little mailer together for White Knoll
Company; aimed at the coffee-break folks in big industrial and engineering areas. e
Just mailed those ocut, and are waiting for some sort of response. But working out
the layout on this thing took me almost a week; what will a2 full catalog dc to me?

We went bookhunting one day, and found some interesting things like "Trilby",
"Beverly of Graustark" and "Undine" which cost us 25¢ for the lot. So, I'm an incurable
romanticist; I do love "Prisoner of Zenda', and enjoyed '"Beverly", tho it was not
as exciting or well-written., I haven't started on "Trilby" yei. "Undine" was for my
fantasy collection, tho I already have one beautiful copy of this book, with Arthur
Rackham ilInstraions in it; and I really think Rackham was the greatest of his time.

I wish I had the money to collect all the Rackham around town, but they want $40.00
for a ratity copy of Siegfried, and lots more for the Picture Book, so I guess L'll have
to wait for them! Someday; maybe I'll even have an original sketch or painting?

John took me back to the eye doctor, and he could find nothing but strain. This
was a relief to me, for getting used to glasses would just be too much right now. The
doctor said that I must give my eyes more pest. I could read for only ten minutes
at a time, and then rest for an hour. "What?" I screamed in a ladylike’' manner, "and
what about artwork?" Only ten minutes at a time, to keep from overworking the eyes.
The dortor was pretty firm about it, and John has been even firmer. That ogre will
take a book away from me at the most interesting point, and hide it!

I'mglad T finished reading all 860 or so pages of "The Yorm Oroboros" before this
edict was handed down. As it was, 1t became quite a problem putting PAS-tell on stencil.

1 finally made it, tho; PAS-tell is on stencil, and should be in the hands of all
the waiting artists by the time you read this. ith luck. Last week, it was a busy
time, with our FAPAzine (with nothing by me in it this time), Ernie's fanzine, the
LASFS directory (available for 25¢), getting PAS-tell typed, and finishing Bjottings
to explain why everything is so FUBB'd. (That's Navy-talk for "Fouled Up Beyond Belief")
And then there was this crazy party at the Jacob's, with bongo, congo, bamboo, and
assorted other drums in a session of noise and fun. And dinner at the Burbee's. And
lots of mundane things like wweating out whether the vehicle bureau was going to
revoke John's license and he'd lose his job, which is travelling around (they didn't
and he didn't and he's driving the old '46 Ford of mine, now and we're praying....) and
keeping the house clean (ha!) and washing and like that. I'm on a bland diet and can't
even taste me own curry; nor drink coffee (what torture; have you ever tasted Postum?
it's like burnt post toasties!) nor drink beer (and the brew in the basement is just
ready....) or any spices. I have to drink a quart of milk a day, and contemplate a
quiet. lifle. . MOO ¢ upe eos

And there's still a stack of Shaggys in the kall; I don't know why they weren't
mailed before Christmas. Thanks to all you patient people who have waited for them.
They get mailed off with this letter.

Ron E1lik gets my vote of thanks for all the work he did on the LASFS directory,
for it would have been months til it was done, if I'd worked on it alone. Ron put the
whole file in order, and set everything up, and put it on stencil.

So, with some talking it over, John and I decided to slow down a bit. It is pretty
obvious that John was simply overtired and the glasses were contirbuting to make up
those headaches. I don't want something like this to happen again. For. one thing, we
can't affordd to total another car, and for anather thing; the odds are against John
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walking sway from another accident. (The odds are against me, too--I've been in three
auto accidents--and that's why I'm slightly nervous about cars).

We looked over our activities, and evaluated them with these thots in mind; does
this activity give me anything in the way of health, or money, or full interest, or
complete personal satisfaction? If it doesn't, why doesn't it? Hobbies are fine,
until they become duty, or useless, or monetary weights, or until they simply become
more of a job than the Jjob you are getting paid for! So we decided to slow down. The
only other alternative was to leave fandom completely (to gafia; "get away from it all')
and we really don't want to do that.

So, we slow down on.fan-publishing, consolidate all personal zines with Melange,
all art ideas with PAS-tell, and pay some real attention to Shangri-L'Affaires. I am
doing no more outside artwork, for home fanzines, and my own business will keep me
busy at artwork for as long as my eyes hold out. I hate to turn people down, and if
I can find a sketch or. two in my files that will fill the bill, I will send it along.
But I cahnot do any more work for anyone; my time has suddenly become White Knoll
Company property; which should have happened a year ago, and that time is worth money.

Sonny about unanswened dettens, ﬁangineo uncommended on, and artuork unsend; but
:é/u'n{y,d have been a bit /7u4//. 7o L/l#e i seldom didl around here. L%otténgw L4 pu.bliA/zecl
uheneven #his load gets 100 nuch, whenevenaddatives send inguinies as to ny: possible
broken wniting nand; ~or wheneven someone sbants a rumon that the ant show will be called
off fon lack of direction; on jist whenever J have soie news tv nelate. Like now.
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Ljottings, this time, is also a-posi—nailing Lo FAipr 9, because § didn't have Zime
4o add somedhing 1o lielanpe. e would Like 2o hean from pou; it assunes wu of getting
the next iasue off Ljottings, iielance on uhateven ou'ne intenested in. I we do not
hean from o, we'll assume #hat jou are noi intereested; fain erui?

Hoide from the accident, an ulcer, and a stupid cat, things here are jes! fine.

Ard how ane hings in roun tound

E%g Tnimble
27900t S2h Sit.
Los singeles 5
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