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TRRATA:

During the print run, several stencila tore and made aome of the lines
1llegible, Below , I have listed the correct 1lines for the problems I found,

Page 23 -~ 1ine 4: DNaugherty came in shortly after this, and immediately had
- a fit, claiming that.,.

Page 29 - line 4: worst cases before wve saddled ourselves with them...

Page 30 - 1line 4: character vhose army career had carried him briefly
through Shangri La but long...

Paga 35 = 1line 5: almoat a compulsion to bring out another issue, just
to feature the Leiber contritution...
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I vas looking for a variety of material in order
-r I c K A to put thish together and after I determined
aan vhat vas to be included, I wvas struck again
by hov-oftemr—+tha samspeople ara inmvolved. Itts. -
almoet as if fandom haa revulved aruimd a dozen

people. In fact, I do believe this is not _tno-.
large an exaggeration,

T l c K A X Combine short fannish lifetimes with the

passiveness of many fans and the fuggheadednsss
of most others, and it leaves relatively few to
get anything accomplighed. This was particularly
the case vhen the fan population was small,

TICKA.. through the mid-60's.

The contents of thish is a perfect example. The
period covered is from the early 40's to the -
early 60's, The Rogera! and Laney articles
each mention the other. The Tucker Hotel has
special facilities for Laney and there is the
- = complete reprint of SCITNCE FICTION NEWSLETTRR
THE TYPER wvhich Tucker pubbed. And the bacover by Bok
e SRR vas the cover for the program book from the
1951 vorlcon, the Nolacon, vhich is featured in
GOES EVER SFN. Dick Lupoffls article is the only
unconnected piece in the iasue,
o) el (2HE This material is even connected with The Complete
: : Quandry, Vol. I,(Re-Q I), which I pubbed to
commemorate Lee Hoffman's Fan Guest of Honor
BY JOE D. presence at Chicon IV. Major emphasis in two of
the Q issues reprinted revolved around the Nola-
con and Tucker and Laney, among many others, are
SICL ARI included as well,

i sometimes wonder if I have tunnelvision but it seems that Tucker, Laney, Willis,
Hoffman, Ackerman, Degler (and maybe two dozen more et ceteras) influenced fandom
more than all the thousands that have passed through our ranks,

4% L ] # * L4 3 »

Thigh wvas a bit of an experiment. Until my Gestefax started burning solid hlack
this wvas going to be a facsimile edition. The Kogers, Tucker, and Nelgon material
are exact duplicates of the originals. I hope to continue this at some time.

Also SFN §22 i1g a complete reprint including ads, reviews, etc. Hopefully,some

complete reprint igssues (as also in Re-Q I) will give a better idea of vhat fans
perceived at the time,

The repro on "The Fanoclasts" has gome problems. I used seven year old astencils
from an Apa~0 zine I did during one of the periodic revitalizations of the °
Fanoclasts about 1975, Apa-Q was almost an unofficial Fanoclast apa at the time,
Other repro problems arose as my Gestetner 360 broke down twice and as several
stencils tore for no reason that I can find. Hopefully, all the copy is readable.
Even the Sears typewriter quit running while Tdie was typing ASI.
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On a still sadder note, Alva Rogers died this year on July 8, Hias 1962 Veastercon
speech is reprinted astarting on page six. The speech gives you some of his background
in his own vords. Alva vas very enthusiastic vhen I spoke with him last May and
asked to reprint some of his material, And a bit surprised. But I think he concisely
recorded some interesting fannish history. I plan to reprint his ansver to Laney's
ASI in the future as vell, In addition to his nostalgic look in A REQUIEM FOR
ASTOUNDING (Advent:Publishers, 1964), Alva wvas one of the better fannish artists of
the 40's. His art vas a bit more sensitive than was common at the time, oftentimes
having an gthereal quality found rarely even in the prozines, I hope the piece on
page 36 does justice to his talent and his memory,

» # L L ¥ L ] L)

I hope this issue is interesting to all, I'd 1ike your comments on this issue — good,
bad, and those vith nev information, Suggestions for future reprints are also velcomed,

SUPPORT =—- Australia in 1985

Atlanta in 1986
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The text of Alva Rogers' Fan Cuest of Honor Speech
at the Viestercon XV Banquet, June 30, 1962, in
Los Angeles, California

I'm going to talk tonight on a subject of poriodic interest to many fans.
This subject has been: lying dormant for some timn now, but lately there has been
3ome discussion of it in'the fan press — not much, it's true;, but enough to
suggest that we might be in for another round of prefound debate on that most
pregnant of questions: 1a fandom a Vay of Life, or is it Just a Goddam Hobby?
Ac Barry Ooldwater would say, hom do you stand, sir?

Before declaring my stand, I'd 1ike to examino the subject in some histor-
ical depth, in accordance with tha highest standards of punditism.

tthen 1 plunged into the mainatream of fandcm some twenty yeara ago I found,
after becoming somevhat oriented, that a goodly nortion of fandom seemed to be
hung up on the horns of this fannish dilemma — is (andom a way of 1ife, or 1is
it, instead, just a goddam hobby? i

Me?...I favored the hcbby korn. ly reason for getting into fandom in the
first place was the classic one of the lonely, socia.ly scorned science fiction
nut looking for a haven where his idioaynaoracies would cease to be idiocsyncracies,
but would instead bocome part cf th2 rorm. I soon discovered, much to my sur-
prise, that fandom was something of nmuch preator significance than I had
imaginad...at least, according tc some fans. .

The philosophers of Fandom As A Way of Life advanced the thesis that fandom
conatituted a distinct sub—culture in America; a culture that could, not incon-
ceivably, become an independent civilization. A atagzoring concept, it would
Saem.

But the idea was given partial sanction by none other than Bob Bloch, in a
Tatter ho wrote to Forry Ackerman, who published it in the 36th issue of his
loetterzine VOIf, in October, 15k, The letter was written in praise of the re-
cently published Spaer Fancyclopedia, on which so many of us in the IASFS had
dovoted many hours in order to make it available to fandon.

Bloch said in part: "...I wonder if yon knom what the Fancyclopedia means
to your group? It establishes a definite culture. It offera a camplete history,
soclological study, philosophy and modus vivendI. It makes fandom PERLANENT as a
social phenomenon."

I don't know if Bob was pulling our little fannish legs or not, but I do
know that this rather crogpling accolade was acceptad at face value by a consid-
erable number of fans. The average fan then was not nearly as sophisticated as
the average fan of today.



Most of us came from middle class families that just a few years earlier had
been primarily concerned with surviving the depression; an American middle class

that was generally provincially suspicious of inusllactuals (particularly when it
was their fannish sons vho aspired to be intellaectusla); staunchly isolationist

it its world outlook, but, as a result of the war, slowly beginning to alter
that outlook.

Ve, as fans, had (either consciously or unconsciouslv) sought escape from
the nagging grimness of reality during the depression years in sciencc fiction,
and as a result of our reading our adoleecent minds had been filled with all
sorts of wonderful ideas; ideas of how life should or should not be, and of the
ultimate invincibility of the intellect over brute force. MNaturally the young
fan, on his own at last, and intoxicated with tho soul-searing discovery of his
intellectuality, tended to net his fictional and factual ideas all mixed together,
and was therefore quite rcceptive to the idea of an intellectual elite, such as
fandom, becoming a dominant force in American society. And so, these fans were
not at all dismayed by Bloch's enthusiastic endorsement of the concept of fandom
as a culture.

However, there was one fan who Loo% a more jauncdiced view of this whole
business of fandom as a wmay of life.

Francis T. Laney, in an essay titled Some Sociological Aspects of Fandom,
published in the January, 19h5, issue of VONM (#30), took a critical look at this
theory of the stefnate as a distinct civilization. Thia essay was prompted by the
almost simultaneous publicatinn of the MN3F Walcome Booklet (wvhich attemnpted to
explain fandom to the reo), the Fancyclopedia, end Eloch's letter, all of which
seemad to give validity to the theory of a fennish culture. Laney said, also,
that he first became interested in ‘he philesophical aspects of fundom when Al
Ashley introduced his Slan Center Froposal.

Fran first drew a sharp distinction betuween science fiction fans (fans), and
faaaans (referred to as stefnists, or ihe stefnate) so as Lo avoid any confusion
in anyone's mind as to Jjust which segment of fandom ho was dealing with. Speer
he identified as the leading stefrist of the day, while H. C. Koenig (an ardent
collector and biblicphile) was the leading fan. ickerman was a combination fan-
stefnist, and Tucker was more fan than stefnist. As for himself, Laney insisted
that he was a fan and not to he in 2ny way identified as . stefnist.

Initially, ¥ran said, he boggled at Bloch's
pronouncement. ‘Than, after deciding that
Bloch, whether he knew it or not, was actually
referring to the stefnatec, he acknowledged
that, on that buasis, ho was probably right.

Strictly for the sake of arpgument, mind
you, Lancy then pgranted the stefnate their pre-
mise thai they represented a classifiable cul-
ture; he then conceded the exceedingly remote
possibility of some sort of Slan Center being
established at some future date which would
be free and indenecndent of mandane society.

If such a center could be establishod and achieve
economic and cultural self-sufficiency, Fran
recasnned, then the stefnate would cease to

have any need for any intercourse with mundane
civilization--except for orcasional raids into
the "wilderness."

/




He then devoted several brilliant paragranhs to a consideration of the stef-
note as a civilization with its politics and government, its ripid class atruct-
ure, its moros (which he insisted were "...very nearly as immutable as thoge of
an oxtremely primitive society."), and its journalism and uelf-expression which
was, he said, largely centored in FAKA,

The we: kest characteristic of the stefnate, Fran vas convincod, was its gen-
erally poor adjustment to the opposite serx, and a merked -- if not widespread —
aversion to children by many stefnists. This cortainly was not a trait of an
enduring civilization, he pointud out.

He concludud his essay with these obgervations:

"But in any ovent, the rise, progress, or docline of the stefnate should fur-
nish us all -- actors and spsctators -- with a gripping ard highly amusing drama.

"Y'know, I can't help hoping that thc atefnate actually reaches the stature
of an independent culture. I always did like u good circus. And, moro seriously,
the sublime egotism of some of tho little slannies touches a chord of sympathy
in this cynical old fun. Somehow, I wish them luck."

Although tho genoral tcnor of. Laney's article was strongly critical -- even
mocking -- of the ctefnate's pretensions, the more fact that he wrote this article
-- that he felt he had to write it -- secoms to indicate that even The Great lnsur-
gent was not complelely purged of tho romanticism of the atefnate; that ho was
willing to go so far as to grant even tho romotest possibility of a fannish civ-
ilization sprouting and flourishing in the future shows that he, to same oxtent,
sharod the drcam of many of tho stefnate.

This dream of a fannish civilization (or "fanationalism" as Speer called it)
had been kicking around fondom for a long time in a vapue sort of a way until the
idea of a Slan Center rave.bocy and subatance to fanationalism. Al Ashley, pur-
portadly, vaa the first to outline the dctails of a Slan Conter: It would be a
co-op communily supported and financed by voluntary subscriptions by fans, totally
self-sufficient economically, with itz own povernment, sciontifically organizod
school system, and functioning undor its own moral and social codes.

And then along came Clusude Degler, with his great crusading cry, "Fans are
Slans{" and his doctrine that fans were tho nuxt mutation of man, destinod to rulo
the ontire universe. Vith mighty labors, countless miles of hitch-hiking mission-
ary work, an incredible number of Cosmic Circle Commentators, and other bits of
crud that pourod forth in an unending stroam from the Deglor (and other's) mimeo,
Claude tried to impress the Cosmic Circle on fandom.

This was fanationalism with a vengeance.

But most fans -- even thoso who believed in fanationalism -- weren't buying.
Not only was the Cosmic Circle preposterous beyond bolief, but the hysterical
mogalomania of Degler, combined his unsavory porsonal habits and unfortunate per-
sonality militated against his particular program ever finding acceptance by any
but the lunatic fringe, or the most credulous neofan. In spite of tho appeal to
fannish egos of the idea that they were Slannish mutants, and that fandom would
ultimately control the universe, fandom soun roalized that Depgler had taken their
lovely dream of an independent fandom and turnod it into a crackpot's delerium,
and drummed him unceremoniously out of fandom.

)



A e Like Dorler's Cosmic Circle nightmare,
{ v Lo fandonm's dream of fanationalism was relatively
Y/ { ke short lived. Tho intellectual cuphoria that
convinced many fana that bccause thoy were fana
they ucre superior to less [nrtunate souis; and
! | that fandom was such a dynaaic force that it

|I vould goon bt a recognizad culture within a

|f culturn, pgradually less«nixd and they soon took
[ | a moro ratiocnal attitude lowards fandom vis-a-
" \ vis the greater socicty around them.
|

|

-

‘ The icet of the manifast destiny of fan-
dom was not, of coursc, held by all fans. There
has always Lcen in fandom a strong element of

{ irreverencao, and, as givon expression by asome

\ \ of owr more talentcd brethren. this irreverence

i el can pake a shombles of any Serious and Con-

SN SSERSCREE oy structive project. Howover, aven if much of

T A CASTe mARk! fandom vie.ucd this whole businnss with tho skep-

' ticison of laney, the biting satire of Yerke, or
the foy wit of Tuckcr, many of them managed to
write seme very sercon pieces about the micro-
cosa, .'ith snme inter:sting results,

P —————

Jimmy Kepner, for instance, wrote a lony article, complate with numerous
graphs and charts and hall-page footnote:, on The Social Structure of Fandom, which
he published in his FAPAzine, Toward Tomorrow Fli, circa Jum, 1945. Kupner was
inspired, in part, by an assertion mudu by Loncy in his aeusay that fandom was
divided into rigid classes. Jimmy toonk acception wiLh this statement and went
into exhaustive detail in an affort to prove that fandom wagz actually a highly
fluid socioty, and illustrated this with g¢raphs which showed just how fandem vias
stratified, and indicated the move ent of vairious fans up and down from one stratum
to anothier. In the coursc of the article he shuued where many of the pros were
definitely a part of fandom, whother they knew it or not, and also demonstrated
tha interdcpendenco of the pros and fandom. Of particular intercst was his anal-
ysis of the various clubs existinpg at the timo, and thn cliques within them --
most notably the LASKFS.

Another manifestation of the scriousncss with which many fans took the fan-
nish #way of 1life can also be found in that recservoir of fannish lnre, VOM. Al-
though VOIf was primarily a lotterzine, it occasionally published ar article, such
as Lanoy's, and also hud a column overy so often Lo which various fans countributed,
called Flans for Slans. llany of the preat, and near groat, of the day submitted
to that column thoir grandiose propgrams fer rearing their children in a truly
scientific, philocophical, and fannish fashion. It was the preat conceit of many
fans, believud in seriously and seborly, that ac fans they viere ¢ndowed vith greator
vision and humanity, a deeper ragard for man's cnltural hcritape (and the ability
to instill these virtuns into their offspring), than mundanc man. (I wonder if
this isn't still truo, Lo some extent, of tome fans?)

It's baen almnst twenty years, now, since mony of those "rFlans for Slans"
nere exprassed -- and some of thosc vwho oxmessed thum are still around in fandom
-- 1'd be curious to know how many of them, whon finally confronted with the prob-

lems of child rearing, actually miade an effort to carry out their plans, and if
so, with what success?

0)
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So far, I've baen speaking in general of some of the more extreme forms that
fandom as a ¥Way of Life has taken, particularly during Third Fandom and into the
Third Transition. Now, I'd like to narrow it down to the personal and cxamine
briefly my own attitudes toward fandom -~ the fandom of twenty years apo, and the
fandom of touay.

hs mentioned earlier, vhen I first ente:red fandom, it was as a hobbyist. I
vas an avid reader and collector of s~ience fiction and fantasy, and, of course,
yearned to be around people with similar tastes in rcading. However, fandom wasn't
all that simple.

It nas my great good fortune to walk through the door of the LASFS clubroom
at almost the samec moment as did F. Towner Lancy -- and thus to te a spectator
and minor participant in one of the mest dramatic, eventful, and tragicomic periods
in fannish history. A\nyone enteriny 1/ fandom at that time with the expectation
of finding it a quiet literary socicly was in for a rude shock. Although I didn't
find LASFS a quiet literary society, 1 did continue to cling to the notion that
fandom was Just a hobby —- in spite of much cvidence to the contrary.

I maintained this belief down tLhrough the yeurs, convinced that I was rirht.
iand I had good reason to believe so, I though. I didn't pet around to rcading
"Ah!l Swect Idiecy!" until 1960, although it had been published in 1948, three
years after our relationship ended, and was plcased to notec that Lancy character-
ized me as "...much more mundane thin other fans..." and because of this, "...by
and large was about my favorite associate."

This plcased me, not only for p¢rsonal reasons, but bnocause it sustained me in
my faith that fandom was just a hobby. After all, it had becn Laney vho'd impressecd
upon pe, frequently and profanely, that to look on fandom as anything but a doubly
goddamned hobby was to admit to havingy a weak mind.

It's pretty evident to mc now that both Laney and I worc kidding ourselves
about this whole buciness. I think if Fran werc alive today, he would be forced
to admit (if only to himself) that at lcast from, say, late 1942 to 19L5, fandom
was much more than just a holby for him -- it was, in tho truest sensa of the
term, a way of life...just as it was for mec.

I'd 1ike to just briefly reminiscc a bit about those old days to shov why I
now think this is so...as far as I'm concernad.

I lived, most of the time, at (28 South Bixel -- a rocming hnuse famous in
fannish song and legend. idost of the timv: there was anywhere from one up to halfl
a dozen other fans living there at the samo time. iel Browun, Jimmy Kepner, Nieson

Himmel, Gus Wilmorth, Lou Goldstone, Arthur Louis Joquel III, my sistar, larjorie,
bE. Everett Evans and his daughter Jonie...thesc are a few that came to mind who
lived there while 1 did.

At a slight angle across the straet was the home of Morovjo (Myrtle R. Douplas),
vwhich was taken over in 1945 by the Slan Shack gang, il and Abby Lou Ashley,
their daughter Tooples, walt Licbscher, :ind Jack i‘iedenbeck. And almost directly
across tho strect was the LASFS clubroem at 637) South Bixel, to which -- as one
of the key—carrying members -- I had access at my plrasure at any time of the day
or night.

IL's obvious that, even if I wanted to, I couldn'l avoid being in contact
vith one or more fans at any time. } =



Every evaning, after work, most of us from Tendril Towers (to use the least
controversial label that has been attached to 628), augmanted likely as not by
Lanoy, or Walt Daugherty, or possibly Forry (if he could make it from Fort linc-
Arthur in time), or any of a possible dozen other fans, would go around the corner
on Sixth to the coffee shop in the [Irofeasional Bldg. for dinner. Then afterwards,
if it was a nice evening, we'd go across the street for a smashing game of min-
iature golf.

Then, more than likely, we'd all drift back down Dixel to the clubroom for
assorted fanac; .or just sit around and talk; or watch ol! Fardue trying to
unscramble his pied type between pulls on his trusty wine bottle; or just to
rendezvous there preparatory to going down town to a show, or out to a bar, or God
knows what. Regardless of what was planned for the evening, it was almost a
ritual for most of us to check in at the club first to see who was there or what
was going on.

This all sounds very idyllic, I know. But tho foudin' and fussin' in the
IASFS has been chronicled at great length elsewhero, so I don't see any point in
going into it here...that could provide the subject for a four hour speech all by
itself. Needless to say, one of the things that rakes those days so memorable to
anyone who was around at that time was the spirited infighting that went on almost
constantly. The class of wills and personalities -- and the sparks they struck
of{ — was a source of never ending delight to me, a relative non-combatant...at
least, in retrospect.

; However, that's potting a little off the
cﬁ"? .-;"\3Q subject. Thu point I was trying tv make was that
% T 5 for ma, or anyone elsa who lived within walking
: r distance or a short commute, the club was poner-

ally tho focus of most of our activity.

\'
i I‘ It seems to me now, in thinking back to
those faraway years, that all my timo was spent
in some sort of lanac, with some sort of fan.
Even the most mundane pleasures — wenching,
. , . boozine, jazz, bookstore browaing, movias, swim-
( }\J f\‘\ ming, even political activity -- all woro pur-
"m"."\'.)(./‘"""‘? h (4“{-,) sued in conpany with other fans.

.

Ana yct, in spite of all thig, I stubbornly
clung to the belief that fandom didn't dominate
my life...that it was, you understand, just a
) L\ goddann hobby.
Mayte, after all, it was just a hobby. But
HE CALLEN OUuR cLUR A when one's overy waking hour, practically, is
FocarL donrt. ... . devoted to fanac in any of its multifarious
forms; and whoun all of omn's f1rienijs are fans,
then this particular hobby becomas peculiarly
amplified. It becomes, really, a way of lifo,
no mattcr what you might prefer to call it.

If fandom was a way of life for me in the warly forties, did it -- as Linoy
mould insist — handicap me in the fearsome outer world of mundano, leavc mo ill
equipped to meet life'; exigencies, cripple me omotionally so that I mould be
unable to cope with the problems and resnonsibilities of, say, marriage and

iR



raising a8 family? For these were somo of the more serious consequences, Fran
belioved, of overactive and involved fanning. Vell, tho only answer I have to

that is that Sid and 1 just celebrated our fifteanth wedding anniversary a couple
of weeka ago; ‘and — although we are still adjusting to each other's personalities
— wa love each other, have three lusty offspring to bear witness to that, and _
atill manape to get mutual enjoymont out of our activity in Bay Area fandom without
upsetting the equilibrium of our family. '

Fandom as a V.ay of Life, or fandom as just a Goddamn H obby -- in the soman-
tics of fandom thase are merely two sides of the samo mimeo atencil. lMost hobbies,
serioualy pursued, take up a pood deal of one'a spare time and become, to a lim-
ited degree, a may of life. A hobby such as fandon which gives one a sense of
participation, throws one in tha conpany of congnnial, like-minded characters, and
offers intellsctual atimulafion and an outlot for one's artistic and intellectual
efforts, can't be too bud, cven if one takes it seriously and makes of 4t -~ for
a whila -- a Viay of Life.

Do I congider fandom to be a way of life for me today? After much "agonizing
reappraisal" I've come to the:conclusion, painfully to be sure ---aftor all, ono
dbasn't abandon a belief held firmly for twenty years without some trauma -- that
fandom 15 a way of 1ife for md. Oh, not in the sense that the more devout fanatioca-
alists of the past thought of fandon as a may nf 1ife, but in o more relaxsd and
less exaggerated sense.

Since I was "rediscovered" to fandom (as if I had¢ ever really btoen lost)
three or four yoars ago, fandom has again loomnd large in my 1ife. Most of my
friends are fans, most of my leisure time - (and some not 3o leisurely) is spent in
fpnac of some sort or anothar — and in recent months I've even found myself,
much to my surprise, embroiled as a major disputant in some fol-da-rol or other
concerning .the moral character of fandom. All of this I find hipghly onjoyabloe,
stimulating and at the same time rolaxing, just plain fun and rowarding. Yes, I
do think of fandom as a way of 1life for mo.

y .In all seriousness, I beliove that fandom, with its cager and fearless
interest in the widest range of subjects imaginable, its overwhclmingly liberal
and skeptical attitude, and its frequently demonstrated generosity, is, to para-
phrase Candide, the best of all possible rays of life.

Thank you.

--Alva Rogers.
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A WEALTH OF FABLE by Harry “armer, Jr,
(a history of SF fandom in the 1950!'s)
233 & vi pages, mimeo; 510,00 & $1.00 postage and handling

THE COMPLETE QUANDRY, Vol, 1, edited by Lee Hoffman :
(the most famous SP fanzine, reprints issues 14, 15, 16, 17 complete)
110 pages, offset; $5.00 & $1.00 postage and handling

ORDER FROM: Joe Siclari
4599 NY 5th Avenue
Boca Raton, FL 33431



LA OCLADYS
by
vick vsupoff

(Reprinted from phastion 3%, Srring 1962 euited by srie hentoliffe)

“AXD," stated the coloyhon of ALs ho. 7, *is a .anoclast rublica-
tion. (v .er rFanoclast Fublications include Sis, rA1AU, JAinrAULADE,
+HL Ghadilay ICu AGL‘, YUlu, -);1.‘:&0, P e | 'J-'-U-Js'—JUlUl'_.FuI.hR. 1holvu
UrIVaC, DUn10US, ruwk!, YA L Lo, Lw0c0 . UbSYwd UF rIuewii.D,

W ILULSY GLSTLHID, Wi AVau.—iiy 2UDUL.G a2 Roo1YLING, CUSU0wS ILLUS=-
IiALLD, Vube, Gut, etc, ™

Yhis striked me as a rather rewmarkable statement, as the period-
icals 1isted are an extrewely wixed bag of publications as you
could ‘easily name. .here are gene.al fan.ines included, peisonal-
zine¢s, two newszines, a cou;le of apa.ines..... eight consuiter
(newstand) magazines, which turthei brealk down into one humor-
gatire mag, three movie still wags, two hot-rod hobby.ines, and
two “mens" magzazines...plus(so uelp me') an electronic computer
market newsletter.

+hat makes these wagazines alike, as we used to say in our
ore-adolescent.ridule-,.o8ing days, is that .hey are all publisthed
or edited by meuvers of a iew Yorkx fan group, the rFanoclasts. Yhe
Fanoclasts, in o_.eration less than a year (I .hink we are still
the youn; est NY fan nlub) have attainec by far the most influen-
tial membership in terwms o tke fan-presc. of any fan club pre-
sently in exigicr.ce, rd _usl possic.y, ¢. any which has ever
exigted.
_“"what's all the nore remarkavle . .e number anu scape of

professional publications contro:led by .anoclasts -- not one o
which i8 a science-fiction waiaziue!l Soe ST BT

1he Fanoclasts came into existence late in 1660, in a manner
.well supported by wew York fan traditions: we achismed frowm an-
other club. .ell, maybe we didn't quite schism; there was never
any blo-up, no harsh words and/or dramatic walkout. Six members
of the revived nY Muturians just quietly deciceu that we would
start a new club, and proceeaed to do so. all 8s8ix founders of the
Fanoclasts, in fact, said that they would probably continue in
the uturians, althouzh as things worked out, this did not prove
the case.,

Y0 backtrack and teil you .hy the Six came io forw a new club,
let's look at the New 10rk fan scere a year ago. ihere i:ere four
science-fiction clubs in greater new York, which is about the
average nunber in the metropolitan area at any time, although the
rate at which they come and go is higher here than in most cities.

In the bronx there were the sunarians, dominated and typified
by the Dietz-kaybin axis. In kewark, just across the Hudson from
Manhattan, tuere was ~SFA, the sastern scicnce-ristion Association,
dominated and caoaracterizsed by Or. and Mrs. ..oskowitz, and the
8piritual twin of th. Lunarians. hHeie in .anhatian there were two
groups: the iydra Club - but they're science-fiction ,ros, not



fans, Ly their own oft-aand-loucdly reiterated word - and the
ruturians.

T'he Futurians were the closest Lthing to a uvru-fannish group
in the area. ‘‘he Lunarians anu LSFa were(and still are) both
exanples of the business-meetings, speech-making, rather formal
and very pompous type club. Further their personnel are not such
as to appeal to trufen partiocularly. Lhe l{ydra Cludb, by its own
exclusivity, was ruled out. And the iuturians thus again came up
for consideration. A goodly portion of Fabulous :/est Coast Fandou
consists of transplanted futurians; those who still remained were
a pretty good crowd, including larry and Noreen Shaw, Lin Carter,
vom Condit, "ed and sylvia white, and several other worthwhile
types. ‘‘hey also incluued, unfortunately, a diturbing element,
or "B membership. I use the term because I'm not really sure
which of three words really best a. . lies to this type; fortunately,
all three begin with the same letter - kohemians, beatniks, or
just plain bums. shat these people were is not souetuing I'n
particularly interested in right now; I'm not going to get invol-
ved in the beat controversy which built dAbu(KUK; I'm not going
to condemn(or praise) this element in the tuturians except in
the 1light of a single criterion: ithey weren't fans. lror the most
part they weren't even s-f readers. they knew little and cared 1
less about science-fiction, fandom, fan.ines, conventions, or
anything else which makes the common foundation of fannish
comradeship.-

Fans may talk endlessly of sex, politics, drinking, gourmetship,
folk songs, and an infinity of other topics, but at heart we're
all s-f fans,and at heart we all know and feel wvarmly about fan-
dgom as an institution. And no outsider, unless he nas an interest
and makes hiuself faumiliar with these cormerstones of common
fnterest, can be genuinely and fully accepted in a fan group.

Still, half a loaf and all that, anu so rat and I continued
as members of the ruturians., Yhe Futurians had been meetin; at
the . hite apartment for some vime, and wvere there sorely crowded.
carly last fall ‘ted asked rat and myself if we would agree to the
transfer of Puturian mcetings to nur own, so..eithat less cramped,
apartment. ..e agreed in principle, but there was no iamediate
change; the semi-nontinly meeting stayed oua, temporarily, at the
Jbite's.

At the same time, 1ed mentionca vo us that a new, secret fan
group was being hatclied. It had no name, anc so far the only pro-
posed members .ere himself, Sylvia, Larry anu Noreen Shaw. trat
and I were invited to become the final two fowidin, members; the
Six would start the new cludb, aading memvers 8lowly ,selectively,
~ by invitation only, and with a veto over new menbers.

In the long run this is exactly ithe method useu by .he Fano-
clasts; it has worked out admirably so far, in thi whole, althouzh
vue veto provision had kept out at least one person I would like
to be invited in. Still, it has avoided the induction of any mem-
ber to whom any other member has a violent aversion, thus avoiding
uncomfortable scenes and the possibility of a further schism.



Lut in tiue shoxrt .un, nothin, .28 done 1o get the new group
started , except for talk, more tcalk, and more talk. ‘the futur-
ians were transierired to the Lupofi Xenthouse, howvever.

1he first few ounday aiternoon soirees helu last full at our
apartment, were fairly satisfactoiry meetings. ‘‘he trufen gathered
and talked their talk. wthe "L" nembersnhlip were largely content
to scroun_e whatever peanuts, cookies, or other Loocies Pat and
I leift out for casuel callers and ians.

A8 ‘e weather tuined colcexr, however, and as the "B"s inc-
reased in number, tuin_s ook a tuin for the worse. "“There are
these people," I imazinc ithc word amest have be:n going around,
"with an honest-to-God penthouse in the east 70's, and two Sundays
a wonth they have this crowd in. It's warm, coafortable, t ere are
hunidreds of books around, and cigarets, a hi-fi, usually food and
-sometimes even booze. I1t's great! and all ,ou have to do to zet
in is to come with somebody who's been before,"

T'he “B" menbership burieoned steadily, our irritation did 1i
likewise, and.cthen one bitterly colu Sunday came the breaking
point. There were about twelve trufen in attend.nce, an average
turnout. the "B" membership were very litile in evidence until
there arose a raucous roaring frow th¢ street below, and a few
minutes later wom vondit (main contact of the “L"s as well as a
fan) arrived, in ankle chains and wearing a scimitar because he
thought a costume was appropriate wo the Halloween season, and
trailed by a motorcycle-jacketed, juitar-toting bunch of the
most dirty, foul-smelling, generally unsavoury "“E's ever to dis-
grace a Futurian meeting. that tore it.

"Hide the liquor!" pat yelled at me, and I raced frantically
to do so. This vital mission accomplished, Larry and Noreen, 7ed
and Sylvia,Pat and 1 withdrew vo he bedroon, carrying with us
for safety luike Shaw and bringing with us for uhe same reason
our now thoroughly terrified dog.

while the "L" iembership had the living room to chemselves,
filthying the rug, voin, their best to iuin ihe furniture, mis-
treating our collection of books, maga.ines, ainu ,rare and valu-
able comicbooks, and while the remaining half-dozen fans among
them had this chance to become tuoroughly dispgusted, whe Six
decided that it was time tvo move witu our new club, e first
ran over the list of ,,eople in the living room, screening whom
to invite to membership, and one by one askin_ these peoijle
into uhe bedroom, .here they were invited into the new clud, and
where every person invited joined the new club.

'he Fanoclasts, as yet unnamed, vere in business.

by now it was 6:45 in ihe evening. I went back vo the
living room, where the "B" sroup were now 9willing huge amounts
of ale (and spilling it indiscriminately on furniture, books,
magazines, and each other) anu started shooin; thew out with tue
explanation that rat and I llad an appointiment at 7:00. 1'w sure
we would have had a houseful of un.anted overnight boarders if we
had done no shooing.



there was never anovier Futurian meeting at our house. 1
know of one further meeting. 1rhe only fan present vas sylvia
#/hite, who has also.since dropyed out. 1 do not know whether the
WBY Futurians still exist at all. If they do, they are no longer
a s-f club, and are not connected with fandom as we know it, in

any way.

liow were the Fanoclasts goin_, to operate? .ell, the first
question faced was when to neet. Friday ni_ht was decided on; so
far all our meetings have been lheld on Friday nizhts, at irregular
two-to-three week intervals. Yhe original concept of a small
intimate group did ..ot work out very well, as word spread¢ and
more and more fans aslked their .riendc to .ropose. them for
membership. lleeting attendance generdlly averages about twenty.
1'he peak was twenty-seven that I cowited one nizht, and the low,
after the first few meetings, has been about tuirteen.

There has never becen anythin, resembling a program at a Fan-
oclast ‘meeting. ‘here have been two or three thorouzghly informal
business sessions,short and to-che=-point, and gottien over with
as soon as preasing questions were settled, (Sample: how to pay
for 1iquor consumed. Solution: drop .oney in a straw hat kept
on the bar.)

The m.etings are regarded by many of us the high points of
the llew York fannish scene. rThe club has not sought publicity (I
even be criticiseu for writin, this article, but let me repeat
our rule about membership by invitation only) but has been gain-

ing recognition nonetheless as an outstanding one.

E rhere are fe:r problews. One was what to do with che small
treasury accumulated in our earliest days. vwe solved that by
putting it into a vawf piigy bank. another is vhere to meet while
Pat and I are busy with .che nev baby we expect soon. meetings may
be passed around among the whites, the Shaws, and others.

“he name Fanoclasts, oddly, is one that nobo.y particularly
likes, but it was che only one anobody disliiked with sufficient
violence to rule out. Bill hiyers proposed it; the reaction to its
{inal acceptance t:as .lgis budrys' comment "Fan-omashers? Okay,

I guess if that's what everybody wants."

o get back to the list of ranoclast publications, they will
serve a8 a pretty good means of introcucing our members. Of
course,with membership as informal as ours, there is no real men-
ters 1ist, and 1 way well leave someone out, ii so, I crave
forgiveness, offended siirrah; it is unintenvional.

Anyway, AXw. is the shaws' newszine, and ICu AGu is their
rfhPAzine: ROVJANG and rRo-5TYLING are the two _.romags, editing
which earns lLarry his living., SAM is Steve otiles individ:.ine,
al though it shows signs of becoming a generalzine. FARFARON .
is Jeff .anshel's genzine. 1H. SU_lo is an odd publication; it
looks like a fan.ine and reads sowewhat lilte one, but its topics
are non-fannish, as is most of its circuiation. It 18 published
by Bob Shay, who edits DUDE and G..ix professionally. VUOID seems
to have an endless procession of co-editors of whom Ted u.hite
and rete Graham are 'clasts; nULL=F is sed and sylvia's FAraAzine.



XenO0 you know comes frow rat anc myvelf, as doces rLYEK; INSIDL
UNIVAC, the marketing inciwslelter, is ay p.ozine-in-a-small way.

DULIOUS is ajay rudrys' fanzine. .uwk!, ra.OUS VoL,
wILpwor s8SYLwS, and skaluiidi are all publisheu by Jim .arren.
And PAVaw Iy i8 a prouvaot ol tha Xuiladelphia contiugent who
are reyresented in the rfanoclasts . by the part-time attendance of
nal Lynch any will Jenlzinus. r NaC 1 have savew foi last, as its
editor, salter L.een, spenus hics tine nalf in :ewv 10rk aia half
in California. He was an early ranoclast, and still is regarded
as a fully-fledye.c member, attencing mneetings when his scheduvle
allows. .alter also publisued rwmooutiltl. Incidertally, tne former
editor of FAnAlC, .erry vair, is row in i1ew York, anc is a iano-
Clast pro tem, depending upon waether he stays or not.

Not every member of Jhe rfanoclasts is a rublishing Giant, but
a good number more are professionals, involved in one way or an-
other in tne publishing indust:y, whether in a-f or not. Larry
Ivie and Bhob Stcuart are both professional artista (although none
of bhob's work has a,peared in tne science-fiction field as yet).

Chris Steinbrunner, a radio and television wriuer is one of
our newer meubers. And there is Robeirt Silverterg, fauous wri ter
of sex novels. uin uarter, smatl-time s-f pro and an advertising
vriter, attends when he can, as does .hat other travellin; giant,
Jock Root.

anyone left out? 1 hope not, put ajain, if there is, I apol-
ogise; it's accidental. '

Well, you take such a group as tne Jeople 1've listed, put
them together in a comfo:i table but rather crowded apartient, turn
on some records and opea a iew bottles or assorted hard and soft
drinks, and let the conversation flow. Do you think it would pro-
duce an utterly fascinating evening? 1t does.

% 9% % * % * %* % * o ¥ ¥ <% % % ¥ 9% % % % ¥* %* % %

AH! SWEET IDIOCY! (continued from page 35)

sleep until noon the next day.) The other reason wvas that T began to feel
gomevhat like a sponger going out there so much, vhat wvith drinks and eatsl
in such profusion; I began to doubt if I had any busineas trying to
associate vith people so far beyond me financially; and to top it off

began to vonder just what I could contribute to such gatherings to varrant .
my presence, Yell, anyvay, I left before I wore out my velcome entirely,
and those sessions are something I'd not have missed for anything, I

met some brilliant people, and had some delightful Sundays—wvhat more could
one ask?
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The first throe or four mecetings of my term ran rather smoothly. The Kepner-led
discussions featurcd thcem, and for the most part I did fairly well in kecping
business (or quasi-business) off tho floor. This was pretty hard on some of the

boys like Daugherty, whose chief plcasure seemed to be getting the floor and

holding forth for half an hour on hov dirty the club room was or somothing else

of cqual moment —but it did tend to mako thc mectings of more intercst, particularly
to the outer-circlc mcmbors who after all did not carec a faint damn vho got his

ego boo and hou, but uore morc intercstod in serious discussions,

But what business therc was turned out to bo red-hot, lhon the Knanvos resigned
from the club, Yerko had rctained his title of Honorary Sccrctary, and early in
my tern of office approachoed the LASFS yith the idea of being confirmed as an
honorary member, Sinco the club had permitted Bruco to usrn the title "honorary
secretary" ropcatedly in club publications, it scemed to me a forcgone conclusion
that the group would acknouledge tho honor. Ackcrman, torojo, and Daugherty had
a fit— claimed he had ncver becen made an honorary mcmber, and that ho had
never cvcen beon made honorary secratary, though it developed that ho had held
that officc for over five years. An atterpt to check the conflicting claims

by rcforring to tho minutes mercly showcd that certain scts of minutes vore
lacking altogcther., It could have becn carclesancss, but at the timo I felt they
had been decliberately extracted and destroyed. I still think so, though I haven't
a shred of proof. The affair camc to a hoad at dinnor onc night beforc the
rcgular mooting, Accusations of tampering with the minutes werc boing hurled
pretty frcoly, and Ackerman, vho apparcntly felt very dooply against Yerke,
scemed to think that somc of us wantad to destroy the club by permitting T. Bruce
Yerko to belong to it, It was all very assininc, but fcecling vas rising very
high. !lishing to preserve a modicum of peace in tha club (after all, I'd been
director only two wceks) T suggested to the orguing partics that the whole

Yorke mattor be turned over to me, and that I would makc a constitutional
interpretation on the straength of which thc matter might be decided, 0Oddly
cnough, this secmed satiafactory to most of them. Of course my linc of thought
vas pretty obvious; Yerke himself had written the club constitution no morc than
thrce months previously, and I vas cergﬁfn that he had provided for himaclf therein.



Unfortunately, he had neglected to do so; though I spont most of the cvoning
studying the document I could find no pretext on which I .could announce Bruce as
an honorary mombor. So of courso I had to rule that tho constitution did not
provide for honorary officecra; houcvor, I pointed out, it would be a fine gesturc
if wve wore to grant Bruce an honorary menbership,'"since he haz servad as an
officer of the clud for yea~s and morcover isg one of the few loeal fans vho

hag any =o:t uf rcputation outside los Angeles." Thi made Ackerman veay angry;
"Give him an honorary membership? !lhy, he has insulted the club!"

Iy personal affairs struck a nadir in mid-January. In the first placo, I was
rathar dissatiusfied with my job at thco time, yet could not as yct figurc any
angles to got around the war manpoucr commission and mako a chango, particularly
in 1ight of my rathor shaky standing wvith my draft board. Secondly, the quarrel
betuecen mysolf and Jackic had bccomo terribly bitter ——she seomed to hold mo
personally rcsponsible for the housing shortage, ravod and raved becauso I had
not rented a house and sent for her (though sho stoadfastly refused to allov me
t> buy a houso at swollen wartimc prices —noarly 407 of what a houge would cost
today in 1947), domanded that 1 como back immediately and go to uork for Boeing
(and 1ive with my in-laws), and so'on. \ell, the lleird Wlillys was done, finish-
ed, It vould still hobbla around towm after a fashion, but both it and its
tires were too far gono to tako off on a trip. /nd I most certainly did not
intend to spend the furniturc money for a dubious uand car which might turn out
to be even worse. To lend greator iemmediacy to tho sftuation, ny room at the
Lec was becoming impossible——the hotel was trying to put me out (so they could
make more moncy on the room by ronting it by the night) and had managed to

moke it uninhabitablo--through ransacking my dresser daily vhile I was at vork
ord leaving my cloan clothcs stroun all over the room, unlocking my door and
loaving it standing opon, not permitting me visitors, and so on, To top it off,
I gtill had that bronchial cough which had been chronic since carly October; I
felt lousy physically. and missed enough vork to cut my earnings away down--
this of courae leading o5 a certain amount of psychological upset and worry
vthich vas not in the loast abated by the lettorc my supposed helpmate was
Jnocking me ovor :rith onece or tuico a weck. I montion all this aimply to

point out that I was not mysclf during thosec firat few weeks of 1944, and that
these other conditions undoubtodly contrituted to my getting so bitterly involved
in the fcud. Imagine it, hero I was caupght in a aituation in vhich I could

3@o no avcauo of satisfactory oscape, yet onc tiny facot of it (the club) most
definitely wos guscptitle to boing worked on.

It vas in the middle of my dopresacd pcriod that I brought out the "drunken"
FAILDAIIGO which ea:sed so much unfavorable commont for the next ycar or so. The
Sunday of January 16, 1944 saw mo confronted. with a FAPA dcadline, a datc yith
Pogo, and a bottle of rum. I startod the afternoon cutting stencils furiously

to try to get moat of them dono before my date; being in tho dumps anyway starteed
sampling my bottlo, and first thing I knew all my disgust with 1ifc in general
and the LASES in particular startod pouring out of that machine. Somovherc along
the line I knoekod off, went on my datc, and camo back around midnipght gloriously
potted, Kcpner-uas there and uantod company, sinco ho intonded to mimcograph all
night, so I vont back at it with more force than judgcment. On looking over

that once notorious issue, I find mysclf in hecarty accord with ncarly everything
I said. Tho troublec vas that I did not substantiato my rcmarks (taking my

proofs for granted without realising that most fans idcalise both the LASFS and
fandom) and that my languape occasionally ‘got just a shadc vulgar. '

Mong about this time I had discovorod that Pogo intondod to divorce her husband,
and commoncad taking her out quite a bit, secking in hor and one or two other
girls a bit of compcnsation for by own stormy matrimonial situation. And this
brought me headon into collision with Ackorman. Cecrtainly I uas around the club
a number of times vhen I had been drinking. So wcre a lot of others. As long

as I could carry my liquor (which I definitely could and can do) I couldn't
21



seec that it was anyone's business tut my own, and I not only rcsented the fact
of meddling on Ackerman's part, but even more his refusal to tell me off 1like a
man and his constant circulating of lurid and unfounded tales about mo, talos
which came back to me almoat daily at about that timc.

Also, wvhen I commenced dating three to five nightc a wvock, Ackerman and somc of
his fricnds began houling that I vas neglecting the club, forgetting that I uas
still spending more timc around thc sacred styc than any director since except
Ackerman himsclf, Though I find myself unable to remcmber spocific instances,
I atill recall vividly how bitterly I lashed out, "'as this place a male
nunnery, and had I taken somc perverted vou of chastity and self-denial?", when
all this finally came to my nttention oncc too ofton,

The drinking situation came to a head in mid-January. Pogo snd I had decided
to uge the clubroom and Mike Fern's radio as a spot in vhich I could teach her
to dance; I had part of a bottlo of rum, perhaps two-thirds of a pint. llo
vaitod until the fans had 1lcft, then went over and spent perhaps an hour dancing
and talking and taking an occasional short nip, Kepner dropped in and also
picked up some dancing lossons by remote control. (llo, Burbee, I didn't dance
uith him.) About 11:30 the radio uent scur, we talked for a uhile and then
decided to play pinochle, which ve did until about 2:00., !le still had some of
the rum left when we adjourned, so it is pretty evidont no one vas m~rec than
faintly happy; and ue also tidied up the club, leaving it ncater than it had
been when we entered it,

The noxt evening all holl broke loose, Daugherty and Ackerman both jumped

mo for turning the club into a whorehouse, holding a drunken party, and dcatroying
tho members' property. I gave right back with as good as 1 got, and it was

a honoy of a fuss, From hero on out, it vas open uar bctuecn Ackerman and
Daughorty against me.

I finally had gotten my bellyful of both the Lec Hotcl and my dear wife's
fantastic refusal to face thc facts on housing. 1 decided to lay off work and
hunt full time for a rental. ‘''hen I finelly saw that such did not cxist, but
that thore were a number of chcaply available store-buildings, many cquipped so
as to be convertable into housing with little or no offort, I decided to makc

a compromise, rent and furnish a store (after all, I had to buy furniturc anyvay
and had the money for that purpose), then sell Jackie on the idea of buying a
house,

Very shortly I had located a former vegetable market, located at 1104 South
Goorgia. It was horribly filthy, having bcen cmpty sincc its Jap tenants had
been put in a concentration camp in carly 1942, and uvas in a tough part of town;
on tho other hand it was filled with shelving, had a smnll scparate room in back,
a toilet room, 2 sink with running cold wvater, and soveral gas outlets. The
landlord agreed to give me a gas hotplate on vhich to hoat water and permiasion
to do anything to thc sholves I vanted to. So I rented it for $50.00 a month,
pought a bedroom set and a living room sct, and moved in. Jules Lazar helped
mo move and do the hcavier lifting, and one wcckend of rcally hard work sav me
fitted up with a really nico apartment. I tore out all but two sections of the
sholves, rebuilt these into an "L", using the leg (backed with the corrugated
board off my mattress box)as a partition. This gave mo a three room suite:
20x30' living room, 20x18! bedroom (containing tho sink and hotplate as well),
12x12' utility room (vhich later vas fitted up as o publishing workrrom) and

of course tho toilct room back in the far corner. That was the oncc-famous
Fran Shack. It had its flaus, notably the tendancy for street dirt to blou in
undor the door, and the inconvonience of having to bathc out of a small pan.

But I had a broom and vas not afraid to usc it, and you'd be surprised to know
hov much bath uater can be made out of a gallon of furiously boiling water.
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The socond meeting of my directorship, I announced that since I could find no
qualified person uilling to, take over the aditorship of SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES to
suplace Phil Bronson, the club would devote the last mceting of each month to
eetting out a jointly published issue. 1 asked for a show of hands to see who
kns villiv to do uh1+, snd Vnry nhnltly hnd a prc++y rand 4mmirs 14rnd un.

il i L sls 5 e, Wl e diatody lied g Bit,  elefwing Lhat
Joint puh]wthng had been tried before (undor hls aegds) and had failed abLyumnlly.
"It can't be donec." Ackerman, under this prudding, alloued that he was afraid
of being stuck with all the wvork.

Since overything 1 had yet supggusled, since my elecllon, Yad Loen gruotad not
only by this Daughorty "can't bc done" sound-off, but by apparcntly sustained
attompts to discourage anyone vho might want to try it anyvay, I called Taughurtly
on it right out loud, accusing him pointblank of trying to sabotage my attempts
to do anything with the club and suggesting that his possible motive might be
that hc did not uant to sec anyone succeed whcre hc had failed. Somehow,
Daugherty's and my relations took a turn for the worso about this time.

But the membership went on anyway, writing and stencilling for SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES,
I wrote a tuo nage article entitled, "Knanveism: A Boon for Fankind?", in

vhich I analyzed tho first issue of THE KDANVE, ard suggested.possibilities for
the group, likcning them to the alumni asnocintlons in mundancc ayjay. The

tonc’ of this article was on tho uhole rather friendly towards the Knanves,

though i1t uas not without a cortain amount of sarcastic undertoncs, and uondered
out loud if they'd be big enough to risc to their opportunities. Ackecrman,
inccnand by the #1 KHAHVE, uyrote a really rugged article called "Knanve is a louse,
by L. Sprague dc Campfollowor” in which hc stuck his usually retracted neck out
just as far as it would rcach, and put out a prctty sharp personal attack on:
Yerke and Bronson. Among othor things, it stated.that Bronson and Yorke had stated
that they would wnlk across the strcet rather thar speak to Ray Bradbury, that
Yerkc was rejected from the army as a manie-4depressiva, and a number of other
itoms vhich would be hard to prove. (Yerke, for example, vas put in 4-F on
account of hypertcension.) Forry choued the article to me, and asked mo vhat I
thought of it. ‘!cll, T knew very litlle of the facts of Yerke's seven year
sojourn in the club, so I told /ckie that if he uere reasonably suro of his

facts I thought it uas OK., I figured it would get a rise-cut of the Knanves,

that thcy probably wvould arswer it, and that in the course of the resulting
controversy the truth wvould probably ccme out. /4nd I didn't care a rap who

ended up vith a tarnished reputation.

In duo gcason, tho last mooting of Januury rclled around, the meeting at vhich wc
vere to publisn SHMIGRI-L'AFF.LRCS. I had done a congidarable amount of advance
planning, assigned Brown and Fern (both shaky typists) to the mimecograph, - and
had arranged that somec stencils were alrcady out for ther to start in on. Before
the mooting, I went next door to Pogol's, got to talking, and let the time for
starting the mceting rcli past. It mado no difference, really; everyone knew
wvhat vas planned and that therc wvas to bo no formal moeting other than a call to
order, rcading of minutes, and adjournment; and the socretary (Keoner) was
supposed to preside in the abscnce of the director. FSor some reason, Kepner
could not bring mimself to call tho meeting to order, and a number of the
people (notaoly Joquel) got cxtremely angry because I wans not present. Joquel
had a tontrum and stormed out of the club, and shortly I got a phone call from
Fern, who also seemed in evil mood. I aakod if thc mooting had started, found
it hadn't, and told Fern to tell Kepner to call it to order and get it over with,
that I'd be over as scon as I finished my drink. A few monments later, Fern
cane into the nartment wvithout knocking sid valked right down my throat, I
blow up at him, told him 1 didn't intend to preside, that Keopner had certain
definite duties in my absence, and that I yould come over as soon as the club
was rcady to siart publishing. Following which, I shoved him out the door and
slammod it on him, and went back in for3anothcr drink.
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I arrived at the club, finally, just as Kepner was adjourning the meeting, doled
out assignments to the few who did not already know what to do, and commenced
stensillinys my own articla. I ~ut the two astencils, checked to see that every-
one had something to do, and took Pogo around the corner for a short drink.
Lveryone seemed furious at me. I got back, found 1ittle had been done in my
absence except cuss me, but I merely sat down and composed an editorial on

‘the stencil, I got it finished all tut two or three lines, wvas called acrosas
the room to settle the order in which certain unforeseon items would fit inteo
the issue, looked around and saw that everyone had a half an hour of work
vhile I had perhaps two minutes, so took Pogo around the corner again for
another drink,

fhen I came back, the atmosphere was pretty tense., Mol remarked he needed a
atencil to run off, so I sat down to finish mine only to discover that Ackerman
had finished it in a most insulting way. I blew up about it, and the meeting
onded up in a savage quarrel. Ackerman, Broun, Fern and Daugherty (the latter
having juat dropped in) waded into me for neglecting my duty; I came right
back to point out that I had written and atencilled three pages out of a twelve
fago issue, had coordinated the work, that I was only one-fifteenth of the
noople present but had done a quarter of the actual work, and what did they
e>pect for two bits, I further gave Ackerman the tongue-lashing of his career
for sabotaging my stencil, The upshot of it all was that we did not quite
Zinirch the issue, having, as I recall, 10 of the 12 pages done.

ine next day at work, I thought the whole thing over, realised that while I
n-obably should have made a point of being on hand every second there was
20thing to make such a fuss about, since after all I had done my part of it
(1€ I was that much faster a typist that I could go out for a while too that
w1s just the reward of genius (!!) or somcthing) and that anyone would resent
“eing sant Tor in so insulting a fashion wvhen there was no need to send for
hin at all. On the other hand I realised that I had never had any serious
trouble with anyone vhile I vas merely a member of the club, and it occured

to me that I'd better give the club hack to the nitwits and confine my fanning
to publishing THE ACOLYTE, So that night I wrote out a resignation as director,
which I thenceforth carried in my pocket, with the rosolution to use it the
monent another fuss came over the horizon.

But thet was on Friday.

Sunday the wvhole complexion of the brewing feud changed sharply, Along about
noon 1 vas puttering around Fran Shack when there came a rap at the door and
thore were Phil Bronson, Buns Benson, and Bruce Yerke. Yerke was at the
point of a temper tantrum over Ackerman's "Knanve Is a Louse" which the three
hed just read, and peremptorily demanded that I suppress the article. I told
him I was double-damned if I'd be intimidated, particularly in my own houso,
that I took orders from no one on club affairs, but I yould be only too happy
to talk to him about it if he could present his case civilly. He more or
leas subsided, grumbling like a bear, and Bronson took the conversational ball,
from time to time subduing Yerke. Benson throughout the afternoon said 1little
or nothing.

Jt seemed that all of them had taken violent exception to the article,
perticularly on certain points which they assured me were totally unfactual,
vind that they felt Ackerman's characteristic ducking behind a pseudonym would
nalke the publishing of it an official sentiment of the club,

I pointad out that Ackerman had submitted the article to me in advance, that
I had to0ld him it would be OK if he were reasonably sure of his facts, and that
since it was patently impossible for me to have wvitnessed most of the stuff the
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article was talking about I could do little but take Forry's word. However, I
pointed out that the pages of SHAMIGRI L!AFFAIRLES vere open for a rebuttal, that
if necessary I yould mimeograph the Knanve'!s article myself, and that I uas
quite willing to put it right in the same iasue aa "Knanvo Is A Laugn" and

let fandom as a whole pass judgement on who was lLruthful.

Yerke looked very much startled., "Just where do you stand between the club and
us?"

"I'm trying to be neutral, but I'm getting sick of somc of the stuff that goes
on around the LASFS", I replied, and wvent on tc tell of the various troubles
I!'d had, and of my intention to resign as director, I got out the resignation
and handed it to Phil.

He read it over, burst out. laughing, and remarked that it read like Yerke had
uritten it. "My god! Are you one of us?".

So we settled down for an afternoon of conversation which definitely was the
turning point of the feud. 1 did my best to talk the Knanves into rejoining;
pointing out that four more votes would control the club, and that if we could
only maintain political control for a while we could probably raise the stand-
ards of the club sufficiently to make it an organization worth belonging

to. Bronson at length seemed villing to rejoin, Benson said he wanted no further
part of fandom, and Yerke secmed wavering it more or less unwilling to back

down on hisg previous resignation unless the club could make some concession,

YHe commenced comparing notes on the LASFS during the past two months, and
very shortly discovered that both lckerman and Daugherty had done everything
they could both to turn a1l club mcmbers against the Knanves and to convince
the Knanves that the club was united against them. Before long we had worked
out a nebulous sort of pact; Bronson was to rcjoin the LASFS for voting
purposes and attempt to bring Chamberlain in with him, Yerke was to remain out-
side the club but it was vagucly understood that if the matter of his
honorary membership were to bc settled one way or another ho would rejoin and
take over the secretary job once more, with Kepner being kicked upstairs to

a post as program director, At the same time, he made it plain that he was
dubious as to the possibilily of the club amounting to anything, and that he
felt a separate group, minus Ackerman, Daugherty, lorojo, Crozetti, and one
or tuo others, would be the best ultinate soluifon to the problem of having
an adult and intellectual fan club in Lus Angelcs.

At about this'point in the conversation, I remembered my anti-Bronson blast
I'd sent to Innman. Gulp! So I told them about it, handed Phil the carbon,
and dashed off an airmail noto telling Innmen to kill the article. (Our
comparing of notes had shown beyond a shadcw of a doubt trat I had largely
based my article on erroneous conclusions,) Phil was pretty angry over the
carbon, but Yerke exploded into gargantuan laughter when he read it, reminded
Phil of a lotter they had received on the same subject from Art Sehnert, and
shortly we were all friends,

Late in the afternoon, the Knanves headed towards the club with the intention
of talklcing Ackerman into withdrauing his article,  ile withdrew it.

The next evening, I learned of this, and was stunncd, In the first place,
this necessitated rerunning over half of SHANGRI LVAFFAIRES, and for no good
reason that I conld sec. In the second place.ensee

"Regardless of what the Knanves said or did not say yesterday, that article
is either more or less true, or morec or less false. If it is more or less
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true, then your withdrawing it under pressure brands you as a coward., If it
is more or less false, then your writing it at all brands you as a liar,
Can't you say something. reasonably objective to me, that will give me an-
excuse to preserve a good opinion of you?"

Forrest J Ackerman said nothine.

"Then as far as I'm concerned, jou are a lying and cowardly son of a bitch,"
I said coldly, and walked out of the club.

The feud was on.,

Two days later, on 'lednesday, Fern and Brown came to me, apologised for their
part in the row with me at the publishing session, pointed out that they were
sick of the club in general and Ackerman in particular, and could I as director
use a couple of new henchm>n who were willing to vote to expell Ackerman from
the club.

I yelcomed their support, naturally, but pointed out that I yanted a more or
less united club, that Ackerman was easily the most interested fan in town,
and that he belonged in the club, I went on to say that I felt he was riding
entirely too high, that his self-righteousness was driving the better class
of members out of the club, and that he most certainly needed a shaking doun.

"Jhy don't we just suspend his honorary membership for 30 or 60 days with the
idea of handing him, with a jolt, the factual picture of what he is doing to

the club, which we all know he thinks so much of?" Of course I didn't know
Ackerman as wvell then as I do today, or I never would have made such a sug-
gestion. I wrongly supposed that he would be shocked into examining objectively
his relations with the club, see for himself how his actions were alienaving

so many of the members, end mend his ways someuhat.

The next night, Bronson rejoined the club, and I appointed him to the exec-
utive committce as a member at large, and called a meeting of the group to be °
held in Pogo's apartment for a half hour before the meeting. Knowing that
Morojo would not countenance any disciplinary action directed at Forry,

I did not inform her of the meeting, which of course was a grave error in
political tactics, as well as ethics. But I was afraid that she would talk
the other members of the executive committee around against me, and that she
would thus nullify the effect of what I intended to sprinz as a surprise.

The only way around it would lave been to dismiss her as treasurer, something
I did not feel justified in doing without cau~e, particularly in light of

her long service in that office.

Prcsent at the comiittece meeting vere Jimmy Kepner, secretary; Mel Brown,
librarian; Mike Fern and Phil Bronson, members-at-large; and Pogo as an
interested bystander. Nou Kepner had been my chiefest supporter through the
entire month previous, but when it came to actually implementing some of the
things we'd been talking about he had one of his frcquent changes of heart

and flatly refused to have anything to do with it, adding that he intended

to get Forry and Morojo and run me out of office, I asked for and received

his resignation as secrctary, on the grounds that my administration had to

be united and that if it did something the club didn't like they could get

a nev administration in which Kepner, no doubt, would find a place. He
immediately left the mceting and went tattling to Ackermen and the club,

I appointed Mel Broun sccretary, and we fell to discussing the Ackerman

ouster, Cold feet became in evidence at once, particularly from Pogo. I
emphasized that the last thing I wanted was for Ackerman to leave the club, that
all I wanted was disciplinary action to try to bring him to hig senses a little,
and that I felt it would do the trick if we, the execcutive committee were to
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vote unanimougly theat we felt his honorary membership should be suspended
for thirty days, saying why of course, and that we should couple this ann-
ouncement with some remark from me stating that I felt the matter had gone
far enough to open somcone's eyes, and announce that I should like to hear a
motion to table this revort for a period of thirty days, Ye so agreed, and
went over to the club.

Kepner had really stood them on their ears, and the place was buzzing like

a hornets! nest. And by no means was the sentiment all pro-Ackerman, either.
Forry gave me a look that I will never forget--a half-hur’ half-angry stare—
and never looked directly at me again until the. feud was over, (Hor did he
speak to me again for three months.) I called the mceting to order, ran
through the prescribed ritual of minutes and treasurer'!s report, announced
that Brown had replaced Kepner as secretary., Morojo had passed Pogo a note,
requesting to talk with me; I saw it, and declarod a recess for a second
meeting of the executive committee, including Morojo., She did her level

best to talk me out of my ideas, but failed to get very far because she in-
sisted on getting off on a tangent explaining why Ackerman uas more worthy

of being #1 fan than Tucker, who had just succeeded to that position. She

and I agreed, however, that Forry was badly in need of psychiatric care,

that he was harming the club with his fanatical puritanism and other actions,
but disagreed violently on what to do about it. She emphasized that if the
club suspendod Forry he would commit suicide, a possibility that had never
occurred to me since I could not envision anyone becoming wrapped up in fandom
to that extent. Finally, we decided to let the matter rock along (after a11,
Forry had been given ample evidence that his ways were offensive to a size-
able portion of the members—which was all I had ever inteded to do). So -

we vent back, I called the meeting back to order, remarked that everyone

knew wvhat had been discussed earlier in the evening, thank's to the "loyal
cooperation of my late secretary", that the only intention vas to show some-
one that his attitudes and actions around the club needed a certain amount

of attention, and that the matter was dropned. I adjournmed the meeting, tut
then made a side-remark that if we were going to purge anyone, it would be

a good idea to start in with lialter J, Daugherty. I then went over to Ackerman,
and tried to tell him the underlying ideas of the apparent attempt at an ouster,
but he turned his back and refused to listen, -

So the next day, ‘before going to the Bixelstrasse, I wrote Ackerman a friendly
enough letter, in which I set forth tho things he had refused to let me tell
him the night before. ‘%hen I arrived at the clubroom, I ualked into an
embroglio de luxe, !'alter J, Daugherty, who had not been present at the meet-
ing the night before, had heard that I suggested purging him, and for some
reason did not seem to like it. Ho 1it into me and I 1lit right back. In
response to his remarks I told him just precisely why I considered him to be
a 1iability to the club: his utter intractability, his complete lack of
reliability, his floor-hogging, his apparently deliberate attempts to sabot-
age everything that was not emblazoned with the name of Daugherty and the
complete lack of accomplishments (other than on a verbal level) of anything
that vas emblazoned with the name of Daugherty., Oh, it was a honey of a
spat! T daresay ten people sat quiet as mice in that room while we had it
out. I expected him to tako a poke at me any moment; it was running through
the back of my mind that I shouldn't get into a fist fight with him because
I'd be giving away tenty-five pounds (FTL, 155 1bs; D, 180 1lbs); at the
same time I was mad clear through with an inner fury that was like icy fire,
and I was, damned if I'd back doun a fraction, MNo blows were struck, as it’
turned out, but it was mighty near to it more than once. In retrospect,
Itve felt that I gave a definitive statement of the case against Daugherty
that night—at least, everyone present except Ackerman has been strongly
anti-Daugherty ever since. ory



Right at this point in the feud, I realised that I had gone too far to think
of backing down, yet realised unth a sudden burst of clarity that my follow-

ing, such ao it vas, was in the first place almost entirely losing interest

in fandom, and secondly was too lacking in common interests to make an-enduring
separate club. I finally came up with an idea for a club within the club
which, it seemed to me, would guarantee political control (thus preventing

a few of us from being suddenly expelled if the Ackojo block should ever get

the upper hand) and at the same time try to 1ift the club to a higher intell-
ectual level, despite the hard feelings which, I felt, would gradually die

out if we could avoid any further hostilities for a few ronths and couple

this interegnum with an attempt at a constructive program.

I went so far as to draft a rough charter, in which I gave a few of the
possibilities as a basis for discussion. I called the group "The Outsiders
and Others", and set it up as an honorary political organization, semi-secret
in nature, whose avowed purpose was to build up the Los Angeles Science Fantasy
Society through both example and precept. Even to this very day (April 1947)
the LASFS has suffered acutely from a general low level of membership stand-
ards and a preoccupation with political wrangling in preference to construct-
ive activity. Since the club claims to take to its bosom anyone professing
an interest in fantasy, it is a lodestone to crackpots and psychiatric freaks
of all descriptions, and.the presence of so many of these impossibles tends
constantly to drive away the fev worthwhile people which tho group attracts.
A reasonably mature and intelligent person very shortly finds greener pastures
than the LASFS unless he happens to be deeply involved in fan publishing or
to a lesser extent collecting, but the fuzzleheads, socially inacceptable
almost anywhere else, not only find themselves welcomed by the club but find
enough other impossibles to associate with that driving them out is almost
impossible. And the preoccupation with its own inner affairs, which can
never be of other than clinical interest to the newer member, prevents the
club!s having. anything remotely resembling an intellectually stimulating
plane of activity save in spurts; if for no other reason than because the
constant grind of intrigue and counter-intrigue and the long and deadly
business meetings consume all the time and energy available to the group.

Through the establishment of the Outsiders I proposed to cope with both these
major problems, The group, as I envisioned it, was to be invitational and
highly selective, with a unanimous ballot required for admission. Since we
would refuse to accept the more dubious specimens, their inability to get
into the inner circle would tend to drive them away, and our being united
would make it possible to expell the more thick-skinned ones. In short, I
wvanted to substitute the cold shoulder for the glad hand, and reserve our
hospitality for worthwhile people, instead of wasting it on the misfits,
crackpots, and impossibles,

Since the club revolved so exclusively around its owm politics, I proposed
making the Outsiders a political machine to end all political machines,

take and keep political control of the club, and hion attempt to focus ‘thez=
meetings on something worthwhile for a change. Previous attempts at discussion
meetings frequently ran foul of someone's desire to get the floor and, through
lack of intellectual depth sufficient to present anything of interest, talk
about the club's already too much talked of affairs. I wanted constitutional
changes put through which would force .all club busincss to be submitted in
writing and passed on by the executive committce before being allovable on

the floor. This would eliminate 90% of the business I have -seen brought up

in the LASFS between 1943 and 1947, because so little of it is really business;
most of it is just Daugherty or someone like that trying to get some egoboo.

I uanted extreme powers vested in the director, under the theory that he
should perform much as a city manager, discharging most of his duties without -
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a lot of time-wasting palaver, and being subject to recall or impeachment if
he got out of hand. I wanted more stringent controls over the recruiting of
nev mmabers, with a reasondble probationary period so that we could spot the
wwret~casen before wo saddled ouraselves with them,

I proposed to exercise and maintain this control through the use of block
voting in all elections and club business. ‘'henever necessary, the Outsiders-
would meet and discuss any proposed piece of business or select the next group
of officers or do whatever else was needful. Among ourselves we would use
completely democratic methods, with full and free discussion, then vote,

Lach OQutsider was to pledge himself to vote in the ensuing LASFS meeting

the vay the majority of Outsiders had voted in their own mceting, In this
way control of the LASFS yould be child!s play, since we would have had at
most times a bloc of 10 to 12 votes to cast en masse in a club of 20 to 25
members, some of whom would be sure to vote our way just on the intrinsic
merits of the matter under consideration.

It may be wondered why I kept harping so much on political control of the
LASFS, but it must be remembered that without this control there was no way
of keeping the less worthwhile things from coming on the floor and consuming
an entire meeting, nor was here any means of trying to build up a qualitative
membership.

In the form I have just described, The Outsiders never existed, Yerke opposed
it because he felt that we would do better to get clear out and away from

the club and makc a fresh, clean start, Kepner and one or two others had
their idealism outraged by the realism of the bloc voting and other points,
However, the real death blow to the club-within-the-club came in the rushing
events of the next feu days.

Immediately following the abortive disciplinary action aimed at Ackermen,

Jules Lazar sought me out and was going to kmock my block off for taking

overt action against Forry. The best my occasionally glib tongue could do

was to calm him down a little; he was completely unable to see any reason

why ve had attempted to set Forry down a notch. Tuo or three days later, Jules
and one or two others had a crap game in the clubroom; Ackerman got wind of

it, and handed Jules one of those primly stuffy little notes of rebuke he

was so free with in those days. Lazar hit the ceiling as though he had just
attained critical mass.

Of more practical importance, he came to me, apologised for wanting to kmock
my block off, and gave me the most extreme anti-Ackerman lecture of the
vhole feud. MHe added that his vote was strictly anti-Ackerman from then on,
and that he also held the proxy of Alva Rogers, who had just left town and
returned to his parents' home in San Diego. (It might be added that Rogers
had given this proxy to Jules with verbal instructions to use it as Ackerman
directed, not realising that Jules was going to change sidecs.)

lell, this gave us two more votes; I counted them over in my mind and nearly
fainted wvhen I sav that we could for the first time in the feud probably
carry a two-thirds majority vote. So at the next meeting, I instituted a
motion to elcect T. Bruce Yerke to honorary membership in the LASFS, Apart
from Bronson, vho made the motion for me, I took no one into my confidence

as to vhat I intended trying; and in fact set up as a smoke screen the discus-
sion among the Outsiders of what we could do to ruin the LASFS just before

ve resigned—such as send the entire treasury to Ziff-Davis for long term
subscriptions in the clubs name,-or elect !lalter J. Daugherty director,

or perform some other heinous piece of sabotage.
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It appeared that 14 persons qualified to vote attended the meeting. Lazar
submitted the proxy of Alva Rogers, but it was with a sudden sense of mis-
giving that I heard Ackerman submit the proxy of John M, Cunningham, a char-
actor—whrce—ary —rareer had carried him briefly through Shengri La but long ..
enoygh fur him to part with ten bucks for a life membership in the-LASFS,

(The category of life member, and the dues for it, were easily decided when
Cunningham asked about becoming a life member and the club discovered he had
ten dollars,) It uas pretty obvious that if Ackerman were going to write to
every fan who had ever been a member of the LASTS and tell them a few carefully
censored and misleading half-truths he could get .enough »roxy votes to run

the club by himself, even though he turned cvery fan actvally on the scenc
totally against him. The idea of challenging Cunningham's proxy flashed into
my mind, but I quickly saw that it was more important to try to get Yerke's
honorary membership (with the consequent return of Bruce to the club), and that
it would be easy enough for us to quash this proxy idea if we had he two-
th!>ds majority vote in hand, since wc could even amend the constitution

vith that.

I asked if there was any discussion on the motion to grant T, Bruce Yerke

an honorary membership, looking directly at Ackerman as I did so. There was

a short silence., Finally someone called for -the question, I appointed a
couple of non-voters to act as tellers, and stupidly declared a recess while
they passed out the ballots. Even more stupidly, I neglected to watch them
like a hawk, and was stunned when they announced the results of the vote before
I had called the meeting back in order, The vote was 11 for and 5 against,
giving Bruce his two-thirds majority by a margin of one vote, I knew that

this ballot would certainly be challenged, since it took place while the

club was in recess, and tho we probably could have bulled it through (such-

as by my claiming to have reopened the meeting) it seemed evident that the i
notion would carry, and it seemed far better to have it absolutely in order.

So I azologised to the club, explained what had happened, and requested

a now ballot.

As there new ballots were being passed out, Ackerman got to his feet end
said, "If T. Bruce Yerke is given an honorary membership in this club, I
shall feel that all honorary memberships are without honor."

The result of the new ballot was an 8 to 8 tie.

I wes corpletely stunned by this reversal. I shan't makc any comments on
the tactics Ackerman used, except that their success showed me beyond con-
troverting that there was no use trying to do anything with the club as.long
as one merber could sway that many votes with so 1little effort;particularly
vhen that same member's actions were nearly all in direct opposition to making .
the club into an adult group, and when he could get proxy votes right and
left, z
I suddenly remembered the resignation as director which I had written a
couple of weeks previously, and the next thing I knew I was reading it.
Burbee made his long promised vigit to the club just in the middle of the
recital and he has told me since that he could not understand why a whole
roomful of people.'would sit quietly and hear themselves torn apart so insgult-
ingly without doing something about it.

- e

This resignation caught' everyone by surprise, including me. It elevated

Mel Brown to’ therdirector's post, and the meeting fell into chaos for a few

minutes while he was getting the feel of things, I went over to the type—~

writer and urote out a brief resignation of my membership in the LASFS,

dating it to take effect two weeks hence !thereby giving myself a chance.to
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vind up the 6th ACOLYTE), showed it to Pogo. She immediately signed it too,
passed it to Bronson whc signed it and passed it on, and the next thing I
knev it vas circulating among all the Outsiders, all of wvhom signed it except
Mel Brown, It finally came back to me, I asked and received the floor, and
read it, Mol then stunned us by pulling a paper out ~f his pocket and read-
irg to the group a rcaignatinon of hias snun, a two page aifair vhich for sheer
vitriol has never been approached by anything oclse I've ever read anywhere.

Walter J. Daugherty, after a whispercd consulation with Ackerman, took the
‘floor and demanded that the resignations be madc effactiv: immediatoly.

This vas refused by us, He then domandod that we be kapt out of the clubroom,
on the ground that we would destroy the mimoograph and cther club property.
This insulting remark led to some very bitter discussion, at the end of which
a motion granting "all resigning members thoe full and free use of the club
and its properties until their resignations actually took effect" wvas carried
by an 11 to 4 vote,

This motion vas implemented by Morojo the very next day, when on her own auth-
ority, and in direct violation of the vote of the club, she had the lock
changed on the door, thereby keeping resigning members from using their keys,
(This didn't bother us much, since Brown and Fern talked Kepner out of his
key for a short time—Ilong enough to have some duplicates made for those of
the Outsiders vho wvanted them.)

Mel then remarked that since the club lacked a director, the floor was open
for nominations. (I!'11 skip the maze of constitutionalities which first tond
to show that an election that night was illegal and later indicate that it
vas in order. You readers who have not been around the LASFS will just have
to take my word as to tie mastounding complexity of the organic law for this
rroup of 18 or'20 people.) I immediately grabbed the floor and said, "Since
1ie have just been accused of wishing to wreck the club, I'd about as soon
have tho r —-e as the name. Since the worst piece of sabotage I can think of
at the moment is to saddle the club with an incompetant director, I'd like
to nominate the man vhom I feel is most capable of making this club even
vorse than it i1s nou—-\lalter J, Daughcrty."

Phfl Bronson and others then commenced tossing in nominations until ncarly
everyone present vas nominated. ¥%hen thc victims of this merry prank had
gotten their names withdrawn, ‘Yalter J. Caugherty and I found ourselves stand-
ing alone to be voted on. (I've always boen hugely amused to think that
Daugherty wanted to be director so badly that he accepted a nomination even
from me and in such language.) The poor visitors ve had used before found
themselves again passing out ballots. (Boy, they must have just loved that
meeting!) As they called the votes aloud, nearly everyone in the room kept
a tally. Laney, Laney, Laney, Daughorty, l.aney, Daugherty.....I took the
lead from the beginning and held it the whole way. Daugherty was white with
rage, but the last vote was for Daughorty and brought it into a tie: 8 to 8,

One or two other pieces of business wore thon tried, but cnded in that same
futile 8 to 8 deadlock. Finally Kepner took the floor, stated that his
reaignation had never been accepted in due form as prescribed by the con-
stitution, and claimed the directorship. Mel looked blank, but I rushed to
the gap, vithdrev my owvn resignation on the same grounds, and found myself
once more director of the dear old LASFS, Strictly comic opera, vaan't it?
But all I did wvas to adjourn the meeting and go home, . I did not attend
another meeting of the LASFS until I rejoined the club the folloving summer,
Jough I did spend a considerable amount of time around the club finishing
up tho ACOLYTE stencils yhich I'd previously cut with a spacing that made
them runnable only on the club mimeograph.
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And of course the quarrel betuween Ackerman and myself reached the stage of
gheer idiocy long before I finished up the last stencil. Since I vas seeing

a great deal of Pogo at this timc and Ackerman of course vas keeping company
with Morojo, he and I managed to run into each other at least once a day,
either at the club or in Myrtle and Pogo's apartment. But Ackerman positively
refused to speak to me, This of course made sense, tut it did not make sense
for him to hand me a long and vitriolic letter almost every time he saw me, -
Since he would not talk to me, I fell into the habit of answering these letters,
stopping only when I left the club neighborhood for good a couple of weeks
later. He continued to send me weirdly conceived letter:, clippings, and
postcards for a few weeks after that, but after I had failed to anawer three
or four of them in a row he stopped. But it didn't take me long to learn
that I could meke Forry horribly uncomfortable by tossing succinct remarks

at him; I regret to say that I was not above this sort of childishness.

Also during the post-club pre-Cutsider interregnum I had a most amusing

brush with one of the club queers, a character who from sponging off one

of the residents at 628 had taken to hanging around the club. The moment

the fruit saw Ackerman, he fell madly in love with 4sj. Ackie, with his
all-inclusive brother love for anyone supposed to be a fan, probably did

not ever realise that the guy was a fairy, and most certainly did not realise
that he, Forrest J Ackerman, was the object of the nance's unrequited yearn~
ings. He saw in this pansy an industrious new fan, sincere, unassuming, and
worthy, The poor swish spent the next three or four weeks drawing for VOM,
cutting his stencils for it and SHAGGY, and even running the mimeograph for
Ackerman, He finally gave up and commenced trying to make some of the others
of us. I was alone in the club one afternoon, trying to finish up my ACOLYTE
work, wvhen I smelled an overpowering whiff of very cheap perfume. Turning
around, I saw this dear fruit standing clear across the room from me, He
immediately commenced a gambit, which I cruelly egged on until he was thor-
oughly committed—~then burst out at him with a full-voiced roar of the
well-known Laney laugh, a reaction which caused him to leave looking, believe
it or not, rather deeply hurt. Faugh!

The last three or four days of February found me in bed, sicker than a horse.
Several of us had spent Sunday afterncon at Paul Freehafer!'s apartment,
playing records and drinking a little wine. Pogo and I had been invited to
visit de Pina; when Alva Rogers heard of this and wanted to go, we decided
to take him along, About halfuay between Paul's apartment and Hollywood, we
vere struck by one of LA's famous cloudbursts, this one laced with hail and
driven by a high wind, ‘/ith two windows broken out of the Yeird Uillys, it
took perhaps 30 seconds for us to become soaked to the skin; yet we were
marooned in the car by the swirling water which was running six inches deep
over most of the sidewalks. So we kept on to Hollywood, called de Pina and
explained ve were too nearly drowned to come on out, went to The Streets of
Paris for.-a short, warming drink, and back to LA, This exposure touched off
my bronchitis but good, and I made up my mind to spend the next few days
trying to throu it off altogether, resting, baking in front of te fire, and
so on, Except for a couple of trips to the corner grocery, I spent three
days and nights absolutely alone.

During that time, I did a whole lot of hard and often unpleasant thinlkdng,

made myself face a number of facts I'd done my level-best to avoid, I realised
that my besetting curse was a lack of confidence in myself, coupled with a
hitherto unrealised oedipism, and that my tendencies towards introversion
would alvays rob me of the better things in 1life unleas I forced myself to
overcome them. For the first time I realised, with a start, how seriously
fandom was hampering me in leading the sort of life I wanted to lead, and

yet, at the same time, I thought I could see vays in which I could make
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fandon sorve mc as a stcoping stonc to nov contacts and new confidenco.

(Most of these ideas turned out, on being practised, to be utter poppycock—
probably merely indicative of ry narrow oscapc from being completely submerged
in the microcosmos,) The chief results of this painful session with mysolf

vere, 80 far aa these memoirs is noncernsd, a resolution to easa out of fan=
dom and a determination to try to replace e snmhlence of puecess that had

greoted THE. ACOLYTE with an attempt to succeed in something more mundane and
wvorthwhile, My determination to quit fandom was seriously weskened by the
regervation that I should fulfull all my existing commitments, but at least
it gave me something to strive towards, And the total results of this big
session with myself have done mu lasting good; though I strayed from the
straight and narrow eand fell back into fandom more than once since that

time, on the whole I have managed to koep forging ahead -bit by bit touards
the goal I then set myself of adulthood. I don't know hov he'll 1like it, but
since that time I have consistently used Forrest J Ackerman as my personal
bug-a-boo: "There, but for keeping trying, -goes FTL", or something like that,
After all, Ackerman is my superior in every native ability that mattaers,
except in physical strength (about oqual) and manual dexterity (I think

I'tve got him skinned in this one). \lo are near enough the same age to give
point to the comparison. And, though I admit it vith extreme reluctance,

I have been as deep or deeper in fandom and similar escapes as Ackerman.

He just hasn't made himself look at the handuriting on the well as yot.

L -] a ] | 1] i

Don't get the idea that January and Fobruary was all childish feuding, as far
as 1 vas concerned. During those two months, I finished up the #6 ACOLYTE,
tho issue wvhich I consider to be the bost of all fourteen, And I madc some
perscnal contacts, strictly through fandom and THE ACOLYTE, which made my
resolutions to quit pretty much of a dead letter for some time,

Miko Fern, an agpgressive  1ittle devil if therc ever was one, made it a habit
to look up any of the great and near groat that he could scrape out an

excuse for meeting. Thus it was, while in San Francisco, he dug out a gentle-
nan named '41liawm A, P, 'hite, who is better known to you under his psuedo-
nyns of H, H, Holmes and Anthony Boucher. They corresponded to some extent
later, and, unbeknownst to me, Mike gave him a big build-up on THE ACOLYTEZ,
Tony shortly cxpressed a wish to be sent a complete file up to date; I sont
him ‘the five issues and forgot about it,

One day in late February, I received a btulky envelope from Boucher, containing
no less than five unpublished short-shorts (thrce of which were as good or
bettor than any of his stories in UNKNOYN), and a medium long, brilliant
letter of commont on the five ACOLYTES, Needless to say, I was thrilled
half to death, and commenced a spasmodic correspondence with Boucher, llis
next letter took up the matter of Craipg Rice and a friend of hers named

J. F, McComas—both, said Boucher, uero groat admirers of Lovecraft; Rice,
though a highly successful who-dunnit author, had been unable to hit with
fantasies, though the failure to do so distressed her; and scveral of these
people and their friends wcre somowhat interested in forming a Lovecraft
club similar in concept to the Baker Strcet Irregulars.

Of courmse Craig Rice was not the namo in 1944 that she is in 1947, but she
was still definitely big-time in anyonc's languago; while I am not a cel-
ebrity chaser by any means, it may well be imagined that I lost no time
following this up. JShe vas the porsonification of cordiality, urged me to
cone out to Santa Monica any Sunday afternoon and see her.

So it waa that I spent several Sundays as a guest of Craig Rico, in real
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life Mrs., Lawrence Lipton. The Liptons, it developed, held open-houses
nearly every Sunday, and the assorted collection of people that dropped in
and out vas as interesting and atimulating as it vao heterogeneous. Moat
were uriters, musicians, cinema directors and technicians, and others of
artistic tastes—btut you never knew, until you got to talking with an indiv-
idual, vho or vhat you had stumbled into. One thing, though, I never met

a bore or an uninteresting person out there—-the Liptons were exceedingly
gifted collectors of people,

I can no longer remember one visit from another, nor ever how many there
vere (betveen three and five). But wvhen I went I'd arrive about one in the
afternoon and stay until nearly midnight. It was at Craig Rice's that I met
Jo. Francis McComas, Mr., and Mras, Cleve Cartmill, and Mr, and Mrs, Fritz
Leiber Jr, I believe that sums up the fantasy celebrities.

Some vignettes are perhaps in order,

Craig Rice ias a woman in her early forties, attractive enough and friendly

to a fault, She is capable of any kind of conversation one can imagine,
though her best facets are literary criticism and writing shop-talk, and
rapid-fire badinage. She has a fine sense of te dramatic, and plays excellent
piano, both boogie-wcogie and bar-room, All in all, she vas a terrific
hostess,

Hor husband, Lawrence Lipton, is a novelist in his own right; is short, dark,
debonnaire, and full of fun, One of his chief interosts in life is making
phonograph records; he has file after file full of acetates, and what a gamut
of sound they cover. Radio shows, newshots of famous events, dubbings of
hundreds of unobtainable commercial and not so commercial records, originals
of Danny Kaye at the Lipton's, Meade Lux Lewis beating out boogie on the '
Lipton piano, trick combinations (such as Shoatakovitch and Raymond Scott
dubbed together in an utterly spine-tingling fantasy)....vell, just name

it. If it can be put on a record Larry probably has it ten-deep.

I did not get particularly well acquainted vith the Cartmills, They had
happened to drop into the club during one of our moast furious bravls; we
racognised each other; I ghied awvay from him becausc I wvas ashamed of the
company he had seen me with before; he shied away from me just as any intell-
igent and informed person would shy away from a known member of “the LASFS,

Jo Francis "Mick" McComas is a big, jolly, roly-poly Irishman, with a rich
booming voice, and a terrific pcrsonality. He is more a salesman and pro-
moter than a creative artist (wvest-coast representative of Random House),
though he has written succesafully under pen-names, and is an editor of no
small qualifications (cf. ADVENTURES IN TIME AND SPACE), But his most not-
iceable characteristic is a jole de vivre that just doean't quit., HMick has
read ASTOUNDING for several years, and also has a very nice collection of
fantastic books—but fantasy plays only a minor point in his 1ife, as it
should,

Fritz Leiber Jr, is one of to moat interesting mon I have ever met, Tall,
rather heavy, with dark bushy hair and his father's leonine head, he is as
fine a figure of a man as one can imagine; and his quiet, rather slow, speech
is packed vith interesting oxperiences, valid literary criticisms, and every-
thing else .needful to make Loiber into one of the finest conversationalists in
the fantasy field. He and I struck it off very well from the first; he had
been one of HPL's last correspondents, and with Derleth and one or two others
vas one of the tiny hdndful of HPL!'s 0ld friends vho wvas really trying to
keep the lovecraft fires burning s it were. From lovecraft ve gradually came
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to discuss other tings. In passing, I might mention that Leiber, more than
any other porson, wvas responsible for the last 8 issues of THE ACOLYTZ; ho
kept handing me such superlative material, much of it uritten especially for
THE ACOLYTZ, that no mattor howv cnnuied I felt at publishing a fanzine I folt
*h & mompulsion to rring out another ismue, juat to feature the Leibar con—
~~"tion. Voeally at least, ACOLYTI!S reuders nover appreciated Leiber- as-much
as I felt they should have.

On different occasions Sam Russell and Pogo accompanied me to the Iiptons'.
A1l these soirces vere rather similar, except of course for the convorsations,
The pattern centered around a profusc vse of llguor—overyone present having
entrec to the refrigerator and passing around drinks to all present uwhenever
someono got dry, a practice wvhich often led to one's having tuwo or throe
drinks in front of himself simultancously. I never sav anyone get out of

line from drinking out there, but on tho other hand the amount of booze
flowing arcund the place made it really rugged for me, since I was supposed

to be working regular hours, while few of the others wvere. These parties used
liquor in the way Ifve alvays felt te stuff wvas designed to be used: as an ice-
breaker and tongue-loosener; and such was tho high level of nost of the con-
vergation that partaking in it burned up most of the alcohol as fast as it

vas drunk,

The best discussion I recall at the moment was an afternoon spent psycho-
analyzing Lovecraft, his methods and his stories, and later branching out
through a psychoanalysis of various members of the Lovecraft circle, to an
attempted psychoanalysis of the whole fantasy field-——fantasgy, its psycho-
logical appoal. A number of people partook of this session, chiefly Rico,
Laney, Russell, and Leiber, but it eventually onded up as a duologue between
Leibor and Russell which I would have doarly loved to have had transcribed
for publication,

The Lipton home was loaded with phonographs, at least three of them, and

evory room had stacks of records somewhcro in it. The Liptons secemed most
interested in humorous recordings, somothing I never cared too much for, but
there vas also a lovely lot of jazz, including a stack of rare Bessie Smiths
and a flock of Muggsys, and I sav to it that I got loose in these moro than
once. Of intercst, perhaps, is the fact that I never did hear any symphony
out thero, except for the fragment of Shostakovitch blended wvith Raymond Scott.

I had in my possession Duane Rimel's series of 36 lctters fron Lovecraft;

these I loaned to Craig for source material for some Lovecraft article she
contemplated at the time for SATURDAY REVIZW OF LIT:ZRATUR:Z, She in turn loaned
me various books,

In addition to the phonographs, thero was a good deal of other music around tho
Liptons!. Craig played thc piano a great deal, as did many of the other
guoots, and there was also a certain amount of singing. I recall with especial
religh tho time that Craig improvised a 1ittlo song for everyonc presont, and
the half-pleased, half-embarrassed expression of Sam Russell vhen he suddenly
rcalised that one of these songs w<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>