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another "supposed-to" was an article about and by Frank Robinson
of Panewscard fawe who visited L. A. recently. Robinson says he's
never besen published except for the Fanewscard capsule stuff and a few
Spaceviays letters he'd like fandom to forget. He was asked early for
copy, bub ais multitudinous and multifarious fan activities in Los
Angeles and environs prevented him from even begianing this chore.
The night before he left I dunned him {for copy in the LASFS c¢lubroom
ancé a touching scene ensued.

"That article?" he wanted +to know, after an unconvincing double-
take, i shot a cuick look behind him——yes, he was the one being ad-
dressed..... "T haven't got if," said he at length, a fact which had
already becoms apparent.

"“hen can 1 have it?"

"Soon as I get houe," he said. "Not a millisecond sooner. Don't
-6t your viscera in a nova.'

I put up an argument, wonderful in logic. It came to me later
that all my perorations were yasted, Since the deadline would be past
anyway .

"Oh, all right," he said, with a magnanimous gesture, pocketing
some mwoney he had borrowed somewhere. "It1ll write it on the train, a
full page of Robinscon drollery-—-*

"ONE page !" iiust have raised the old voice here because the
blonde in the apartment above pounded lustily dbut fruitlessly on ths
loor.

"Oh, two pages then....no, novt triple-spaced." This last he del~
ivered in a hurt tone. Itd touched a vital spot in his makeup, if he
had one. A vital spot, that is.

"WJhat's to be the tiile of this....uh....masterpiece?" he said,
dropping his voice on the last word to indicate modesty.

"Through Shangri-la with Gun and Camera?" I offered.

1] Sl lly . ]

"Cruise of tne Eyebrow Special?!

"Doesn't apply."

“Gocdbye, lir. Quips?"

"They get worse by mathematical projression. Besides, Itve got
a vitle of my own. Shangri-pLz Safari.”

"That's all right, safari zit goes," sald Aackerman. Of coursse,
he was there all the time, dummying the new VQM, which seemingly bhas
assumed a tri-weekly scheduls. At this point Kepner came to the door,
poked half a2 body in, and called to the Chifan, who at once bid us a
tearful goodhye. As he went out the door T said that in writing his
article ne nustn't forget to describe the motives leading up to his




decision to visit L.a,

The last words he muttered as the door swung shut were these: "It
would take a smarter man than I to say why I came to L.A."

And 50 he went, leaving town next morning on the rails instead of
on a rail. (May 1944, #14)
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Js are striking off a medal for Frank Robinson who publishes that
gem of fanewscards, which, strangely esnocugh, is titled Fanewscard. e
feel that suitable awards should be made to fans who have contributed
sonething to the art and science of fandom, or who have performed some
doughty deed. Fwankie has done a wvery courageous thing, and to be
more explicit, an unhesard-of thing. It seems that scme weeks ago we
asked him for an article for this wvery issue. He promised one. He
may have been coerced, but he promised. Eventually he rushed back to
the comparative safety of Chizago 28, being only a visitor here in tne
first place. After a few notes telling of no progress, he finally ad-
mitted that he was unable to write anything longer than a Fanewscard.
Said if ne wrote a hundred werds, 75 of them would be padding.

Ve were bowled over, of course. He!'s +the first fan we've ever
bheard of who's actually come rignt out and flatly stated an inability
to do anything. So~—7For nim we are striking off a medal. The design
has not yet been decided wupon, but it will be something bizarre and
shocking. Due to scarcity of noble metals, tbh thing will have to be
made from something like yttrium. It will not be forthecoming in the
near future, but it is »eing thought abcut seriously. Zven 1if we
dorn't strike it off this nmonth, o1 tais year, Fwankie can always turn
towvard L..4. with the warm, comfortablie feeling that ha's got a medal
comwing frem here sometime. (June 1944, #15)
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By this time you've all forgotten that we were striking off =
nedal for Frqnk Robinscn because of his bold, unabashed admission that
he couldn't write an article for us longer than a FANEWSCARD. 'Well,
now that you've remembercd, prepare to let it slip your mind again,
becazuse he hes come through with .an item, a two-page affair, which, if
I am not mistaken, is over there to your right (don't look now}, and
work on his medal has been stopped. Instead, we are sending nim a
check for one thousand Tfour hundred and Seventy-two dollars and no
cents, which anyone can see is payment at the rate of aninety-four dol-
lars and twenty-six cents per word. A not unsubstantial sum. AS soon
as the club treasury goes up another fourteen hundred and seventy-five
dollars, and ‘lalt Daugherty gets ten bucks for that movie he has been
yammering about making (see S-Lta #14), we will send the check spank-
ing along. ‘'le don't generglly pay for material-—in fact, we never
do. Seems uniair to make an exception in Fronk's case. I don't sup-
pose the bounder expects any payment does he? Itt's pretty cocky of
him if he does.... :

Just "HY should we lay aside hardéd and fast rules far a beastie
like FPrqnk with his name writ in his shirt? Of all the unhallowed
brass.,

I'm calmer now.
~—Charlas Burbee

SPECIAL ANNOUNCELENT! COLING N=XT MONTH~-—-A TaABLE OF COLITENTS!
zlso selected short subjects (July 1944, #18)
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Last ish T said maybe two postcards would come in on Laney's ari-
jcle. T'd have said the same for the whole mag if Itd thought of it.
To help me maintain my stutus as a prophet godawful, our vast army of
readers deluged us with letters, cards, and telegrams. TO be exact.
five letters and six cards, rorty-eight telegrams came, tooﬁ but I'm
not counting them; they cawe collect and I sent them back. (#16)

Can't make any predictions about next issue. I have bsolutely
no material on hand at all, and no promises of any, unless you want to
count Crozetii's column. I asked Ackerman for something and he said
he'd he too busy on Speer's Fancyclopédia. I asked el Brown, but ne
stoutly declared he'd never, never, write anything for S-L'A. T asked
Vic Clark (via mail) and have raeceived no reply. Leonard Pruyn, when
asked, said he wanted to do a heavy article on psychology. #rine " I

beamed. "Jhen can I have it2" “I'm not quite prepared towite it,"
he caid. "Psychology is going to be my major in college and I haven't
started yet.* Xepner says he has no time whatever, working two hours

a day and going to and from work an additional eleven hours. (It
might just possibly be the other way around). Of course, he could
whip up a 1il pnome while waiting for a street car, bui we don't use
poetry, naving some pretty definite idezs on the subject. I asked
scme dther people for stuff and got several kinds of evasive answers.
1 hope I won't be lorced to write anything. I had to write five pages
of {14 and didn't relish it much. asnyhow, from where T sit, #18 is
nebulous....but it:1ll b9 out, regardless. This is not to be coustrued
as ¢ plea for materizl, so there's no use of your writing an article
for us. It wouldn't be any good, and we'd use it anyway and lower the
highk standards of our magazine. (August 1944, #17)
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First off, might as well pive Walt Daugherty some credi{. Last
tine he defaulted on & color cover for us. This time he did soms
mimeoing for us on his extens:ve eguipment. He's got a flock of
mimeos, an autcmatic slip-snseier, etc., bul everybody Knows all
about that by this time. He has giver the title of Shoittle Bop Pub-
lications to the tons of stuif he says he's going to publish. 4As you
may remember, the name "Shottle Bop" used to mean a story hy Theodore
Sturgeon (Unknown Feb. *41). Six mouths from now, the rame "Shottle
Bop" will mean a story by Theodore Sturgeon (Unknown Feb. 41).

This time the mailing list has undergone a slight revision. You
people who are not reading this sre the ones we left off. You people
whe are reading this for tne first time are guys we're going to try
for a couple of issues. All we ask is a letter of comment now and ihen
--not 8ach issue, necessarily. In return, you g2t thid wonderful fmz
each and every mounth except February which has 28,

“e like letters ror a zouple of good reasgns. Tirst, we can £il)
up four pagas each issue very easily. Second, we can point *o them as
coucrete evidence of our huge circulation when we are ploguing some-
body for material (which is all the time any anybody). =~nd if theyv do
come through with an article or sometbing (except poctry) we can show
them a hupge pile of laucaiory latters. X' we can say, as we band him
e complimentary copy of the wag, "Seventeen people think your article
is a powerful commentary. Thirty-nine thought it stank. already,



two of the seventeen have written me about it."

1t does something to those frustrated writers., (Sept. 1944, #18)
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I resigned this job last month. Like most of the resignations
around here, it was strictly temporary. Aafter accepting the job oncs
nore, I immediately resigned again., After a short time, during which
1.1l Browvn decided to take over the post, I resumed editorship. 1t all
seems stupid.

Tnis flitting in and out, plus the holiday season, has caused this
issue to be late., This gives me less time to get out #22, which is
due almost at once. However, there is actually material on hand for
next wonth's Shangri-etc....for example, James Hummel's science arti-
cle, which I threw away once, lost once, and will now get rid of for
all time by publishing. It will eppear for sure because itts already
in existence, and so will & stupendous item by F. Lee Baldwin. It's
fiction, which is out of place hecause it's contrary to policy (what-
ever that is) but I have no doubt yourll see it in #22., It's a tale
of stark terror, pulsating with action, elan, exprit de corps, verve,
a character or two....."Crime Stalks The Fan {Jorld.™"

Do not wonder at my neglect in answering your letters. Ly timse
is now strictly rationad along with everything else and something has
got to take a back seat. 1In fact, lack of time was my original plsa
for resignation. In effect, this has been an experimental issue, to
demonstrate the feasibility of working long hours and doing a mag. The
experiment has been successful to a certain extent—-——there will be 2
##2&, mostly because I hove simply Zot to publish that stupendous story
of stark stuff which futnre fan generations, as well as the present
one, will Know as “Crime Stalks the Fan Jorld,"

I hope it doesn't raise our standards appreciably. ' Never spoil
the customer.

“le have & special, preferred list of names of people who have in
some manner contriputed to our pages. Ebey's on it, WWillie's on it,
and so is Crozetti. Fraqnk Robinson, Laney, wckie, Searles, kel Brown,
Don Bratton, Hoffman, Yarth, KZVricht are others. 'Te call it our skit
list. How'd you like to be on Burbee's skit list? (December 1944, #21)
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The april issue of this fabulous fanzine will be out in april, as
scheduled, but so far we have only 26 pages of stuff in our gigantic
air-conditioned chrome and plastic files. This issue, in order to be
properly presented to fandomt's jaded eyes, hes got to have at least 30
peges, so why don't some of you who are literate enough to write, write
and send your puling efforts in here. You may think it stinks, all
fandom, not to wmention the First, Second and Third Fandoms, may think
it stinks, but there are no literary standards in Shangri La and we'll
use your stuif. A.L. van Voglt got & hyper novelette thrown right back
in his face with the laconic coument, "Too good." John Campbell Jr.
asked if he might write something to help but I haven't answered his
letter and I dent't intend to. The standards of this mag are not going
to be raised while I have anything to say about the matter. Spoil the
reader, as I will sometimes orate, and you have gotten yourself an 01ld
iien Of The Sea., The readers begin to expect good stuff and you Knock
yourself out trying to sppply it to them and who appreciates it? Your
nurse might seem to, but then, she's supposed to be pleasant to every-

body. (February 1945, #23)
— e



The FANCYCILOPEDIA is done, finished and ready to mail. actual
pages were steucilled by: 4e, 37. "alt, 22. iliorojo, 20. Lora, 8.
Laney, 8. and iiisc. 4 pages. Ve are uncertain who this guy iiisc. is
who mimeod 4 pages. If he or she will step forward and identify him-
self, we will strike off the medal originally intended for Frqnkie,
and present it to him in an impressive ceremony beld in the crud box
of the LA3FS. (;18)
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The LASFS is preparing a Time Capsule. Complete files of prozines
and fanziunes have already been collected for it. Fan recordings, let-

ters, drawings, photographs, are also going i1nto it. e are now taking
votes on the final entry, whieh will make our Capsule different from
21l others. e are going to put a living fan inside. Enough congen-

tratea food will he stored to supply the fan for the 500 years which
will elapse. Then, instead of sowe stuffy old recording giving greet~
ings to 2445, the fan will zadress the wondering througs of the future
in person,

e are still in need of maiterial for our Capsule, so send in your
most priceless fen possesgions and all the moneéy you can lay your hands
on to finance tne venture. Vo it NOW! 4ct without thinking. Do it
NOU!  (Jarch 1945, i24)
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Far as next month's issue goes, there are some items on hand that
were c¢rowded out this month. Theres will be a three-page item by Elmer
Furdue, who tzkes an occasional glass of port hefore meals. This art-
icle threatens to revolutionize the entire pulp fiseld, profided the
proper people read it. The choicest parts had to be deleted, sad to
say. There will also be a Hemmel's Scientific Sortie which explains in
detail now to beat the races. This artisle alone will make the issue
worth at least & thousand dollars, but you get it free. Just one of
our services. There will also be a letter section consisting of scome
letters which were crowded out this time plus the enthusiasiic letters
you are going to write when you read this issue. Or perhaps you have
already read this issue and have saved this page for the last as
desscrt.

I may as well let you in on my plans for this magazine. Beginning
vith the next issue, or possibly the one after that, there will be 100
pages, all lithographed. I am rot spesaking idly or blowing off about
the project; in other words, it is unot a blow joh. 100 peges or per-—
haps fewer, lithcegraphed or maybe mimeographed. At the end of five
years I will nublish & spcciul Fentenuial issuwe. It will be printed in
Caslon Oldstyle type on cockle-shell crackle white and will run anywhere
from 700 to 1600 pages. 1In the readers' section I intend to print svery
letter I have ever received except some letters from my mistress which
my wife destroyed for some reasou in a fiv of temper,

Cne of these times I am going to have & poll. I intend to mark
your ballots and send them to you and all you have %o do is sign them
and return them.

FOUND: Several copies of Shangri-L'.iffaires #19, #20, #23 and #24.
Cost, one 3¢ stamp (unused) per copy desired. Since it costs but lic
per copy to mail, I make 100% vrofit. I wonder why anybody tolerates
this situatiorn. (April 1945, ;#29)
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Larey mentioneéd in a recent publication (Five Fingers) that
he hasn't slept with my wife. . typical Laney remark. I would never
say. a thing like that. I am too filled with the awe of God (who some-
times visits the c¢club under the name of Walter J Daugherty) and a
sense of innate decency. 1 also have fine sensibilities. So you will
never hear me denying that I have slept with Laney's wife.(July '46,

#31)

This is the story of Prancis T. Laney, the fun-loving Laney, Lanay
the gay, the innocent, the heartless, filled with the sadness and sor-
row and joy of the young, crammed with the ineffable 1ilt of youth.

Towner was not always like that. No, indesd. At one time he was
wild, tempestuous, rising to towering rages at no provecation, a titan
of irascibility. wmnaybe you rerxember him that way.

He's different now. A changed man. Not the same at all., He's
just 1like T said in the [irst paragraph. T will explain the miracle.

I saw this character some years ago and said to myself that here
was a fine upstanding hulk of a man who could be developed into such
as described in paragraph onse.

Now, after all these years, the subtle influences of my delightful
personality bave worked thair wonders. Towner is no longer irascible,
loud, ruthless, vindictive, and all those other things. He is as calm
and normal and kind as anybody you'll see this side of the pals.

1.y subtle personality has wrought these changes in this man. I
taught him to laugh. I taught his heart to wear wings. I weaned him
away from fandom, lest he drown in its murky hackwaters. I weaned him
avay from fantasy, lest ne be Jost in outer space. I gave (or lent)
him a sense of humor. The things he says now are as funny as the
things 1 say. They are often the same things.

It struck him all at once. He was plunging along, lost in thought,
when he stopped short, as though he'd hit a wall., His eyes jerked wide
and he turned to me and said, "You've made a man out of me, by God !

I complimented him on his sharpness in perceiving it.

"iiy God," he said. "You cams to my rescus. There I was, lost to
the world, sinking deeper into fandom——-it must havas started when you
caused me to drop Acolyte, without refunding the subscription money....
your subtle curative powers have Lraced lines of true power oh my
brain...Here I am, free! Free!{ Do you hear? Free! Aand you were the
cause of it all "

I shrugged. "Oh, it was nothing."

"Oh, but it was !" cried F Towner Laney, the Free. 'you saved me
from a fate worse than death. You are my guru, my messiah, my savior ("
His eyes were shiming with worship.

"Oh hell, Laney," I said. “Come to your senses."

“‘But you saved me from fandom!" he cried. “Now I want to be just
like you. You saved me from fandom and its horrors. You are ay God."

"You may be right," I said, "but I hate this adulation. After
all, I'm only human," I said. “Or am I?"

"Guru ! Master !" Laney cried, in an ecstacy of realization and
self abasement as he found himself in the Presence.

“God, Laney," I said. "Wake up. ~ome to your senses. Tell vou
whav., I hate to see you with this mad mocd on you. Run off to the
desert somewhere and commune with the firmament———*

hich You made !" he cried.

"——~cgommune with nature and so forth until you have secu the Lish+
of Infinite Power and Peace and Will. Go forth, my son."

“T will'" he cried. "T will "

and he did. He went to Palm Springs the next day and took & woman
with him. (August 1947, #37) -
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LGme Gl3Cussiun nas veen raised nere about charging something for
this mag. JSince 1t bhas vecome a general fanzine instead of a club
publicity organ, comebody has arz ued it should have a subscription
price, it all seemed 1ike a vood id2a at the time. Se, with the idea
of ;laoplng a price on the mag, 1 wrote an-editorial last night. But
this morning I'd thought better of the whole thing. Too many disad-
vantages.

I'd have to keep bocks on the thing. And the letter department
would suffer terribly. [Kobody's bother to write any more if they were
laying out good coin for the rag. Besides, 1 might suddenly have to
acquire a sense of responsibility. That would be a blow to my charac-
ter, You see, ever since I becane sophisticated, I've mSSldhOUSlY
aveided gettlng a sense of responsibility.

Then, too, the temntation would exercise an evrl 1nf7uence on my
will power. Suppose we charsed 5¢ a copy, 6 for 26 Suppose, then,
that we got 4,000 25-cent subscriptions., That's ! l OOO which would
guarantee me & good day at Hollywood park.

50, ud subscription price this time,

i always chuckle a little when thinking about the contents of the
next month's issue. &5 usual, rothing at all is scheduled. Brown has
half heartequ suggested d011cr another ego-boosting article like the
one in #19. Kepner hes outlired an article which will have to he used
elsewhere as it viovlates this mag's Pecllyanna policy. Crozetti isn't

around any more Ackerman groans when h= thinks of decing a regular
column. have lost Humrells science article. Willie Watson hash't
done anyth ng avout "l.emoirs of a ///". Epey's somewhere in the South
Pacific,

Stilli, I don't see why 1 should be concermed about the next issue.
VVhat 1f the outloox is bad? Yo husiness of mine,

Not any wmore, Because, with this issue, 1 resign.

Don't forget those letters if vou want #21. (November '44,;720)
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Al ashlev told me Zast night thot LA fandom was going to hell and
he wem't a bit suprised about 1t. Somebody told him, he seid, that La
Tandon would go to hell after the Facificon, aund by uod nl sawd
that's just what it's dULrg

‘hy look, he gaid, here you arc late with S-L'A (a lie, by the
way) and I am late UltJ Nov=s and den't care if .n Garde nevar comes out
and Lan2y has dronped ..2clyte and Liebscher is = book collector znd God
knows when we'll see another Vor. Joquel's stuff never was any good and
now he's not publishing at all and if he is f'm not reading it anyhow.
Aight here I sfovg“d listiering to sl Aah]ey, and when 1 began llstenlng
again he was _smugly contiud:np & tivanlc period---La fandom, h2 said, is
going to hall,

Somebody told me, he sald, thit Lo fandom would ge to hell right af-
ter the Pacificon,

"y L), I said, how do Vou figure that”?

I'11 tell vou, he szaid. Iit's like this. LA fandom is geing to hell,
And he went on and the gereial drif+t of his conversation wias that Li
fandom was going to hell,

It's going to hell, I tell you, he said again, shaking his head.

ell, T said, you may ke 11ghL.

I know I'm rlght ha said. I% cane over me in & flash., I was
playing a game of experimental chese the other night and using my other
brain for random thoughts and it came to me like & flash, L-~ fandom is
---why the whole bunch of muyvs that all used to collect books have
become book collsctors and while this dees not shock me it does not



surprise me eithelr because I had my suspicions of this long ago.

There was my other brain, the one with the nigh If;, ruminatiog on this
subject and that, and all of a sudden it struck me 1ike a bolt from
the blue.

These so-called fans are not interested in fandom any more, Al
said. They are taken up with such mundane things as sex and beer and
vodka and chess and other stupid things and toughts of stencil-cutting
never enter their heads. They're all going to hell, in short. The
same might be said for the whole of [,.a fandom. It's all going to
a8ll., A4nd somebody told me it would, right after the Pacificon.

Who told yvou that, Al? 1 asked.

Oh, a fellow. Don't know his name. Speer, maybe, or Widner. Or
you. Nobody important.

You agree with him, though?

781l, he said, I looked at it from all angles. 1 abjure the use
of psychology in all my thought processes, you know. I looked at it
from all angles without the use of psychology and I came to that
conclusion.

That was with your other brain, I said.

Yes, my #2 brain, that is. And then to make sure I called in my
#1 brain and had a consultation, and the consensus is that LA fandom
is going to hell.

I am convinced A1 ashley is right. And this column is a good
example of what he was talking about when be said it. (Sept. 1946, #32)
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This is the business departueant, usually conducted sb rosa, but I
am going to bring it all out into the open. This is a rare chance for
all of you to peer breathlessly into the secrst and delicate machinery
of a great fanzine and see everything that goes on but not why.

Now, the following people have subsgcrpltions expiring this month.
Tom Jewett, who sent me a dream for the Dream Department. Yes, 1 be-
liesve he did. Sam lioskowitz. .ilton A. Rothmwan, who drank Elmer Per-
due under the table during the Pacificon {(which netted $30). Elmer
Perdue claims he hoided his first vasty potion mnder the table to be-
gin with, and claimed further that he felt more comfortable down there
and so stayed there the balance of the svening. A. Langley Searles, v
recently sent me a 400,000-word manuscript which went astray in the
mails, Paul Spencer, who wrote World of V. I really should continue
him a while on the strength of that. Yes, I will. Disregard this no-
tice, Paul. It has been stricken from the records. . Burton Steven-~
son,a first—timer lhere. Bill '‘eeks, who throws money around like
money. Guy J. 'lells.

For all you characters nzmed above, this is the last issue you will
get unless you fork over fresh money. and not foreign coin, either.
This means, among others, Camdian dimes and quarters. 1In spite of the
traditional friendshbip existing between Canada and the US, and no guns
on the border patrol, Canada is still to be considered a foreign country
since she nas not yet seen the light and voted herself in as the 49th
Siate, and her money is not legal tender here. I am going into all this
because somebody sent me two Canadian quarters and I could not pass
thew. Four Canadian dimes I got rid of all right, bul Canadian qua-ters,
I Tear, can be disposed of onliy in Canada. I finally took them to a
bank where, after opening an account in excess of $&,000 I exchanged the
yuarters for 42:i¢ smerican. I let them keep the %¢/ as lagniappe.
(October 1946, #£33) ’
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E E BEvans is our new director. ‘''e voted him in the other night.
Gus Willworth and Tigrina were on the ticket, too, but Evans won.

la sat there in the clubroom and the Xmas party was going on,
and I turned to Elmer perdue who sat there beside me on the inverted
crud box and I said this is what the club has needed all this time,
l[ieyer. A strong man with a strong back. .

That about the mind? asked IZlmer.

Let the mind go, I said. :

e nsed a man l1like Evans, I said. A man who gets an idea a
minute must ef necessity get a good idea once in a while if the laws
of chance are still in forcse.

Elmer lookeé up again from Lxile of the Skies which he was re-
reacing for the fourth time and Tistened To me politely.

It is a fine thing, I said. ‘e haven't had a good director
since lepner was director. Those were wonderful days, meyer, I said.
Every meeting was a thing of vital interest and diver{issement. Each
meeting had a program worth coming in from South Gate to see., They
had spirit and verve and 1lift and-—-what is the word I want?

Zip, said Elmer.

Yes, zip. The weetings had zip then. They were tops. They
reacned an alltime high.

That was before my time, said Elmer,

iline, too, I said. :

Look at the series of directors wetve had since then, I said.
Lamwy, Ackerman, i.orojo, nopers, rHodgkins and maybe some others, though
not necessarily in that ordsr. Fine people &ll, kyer. Fine people,
to he sure. But they all lacked that certain——what is that words I
want?

Zip, said onlimer.

Yes, zip. They all lacked zip.

YJell, lieyer, said Elmer, do you think this character Evans bhas
Z1p7

Well, no, weyer, I said. He hasa't got zip.

But, I saiu, I think netll he good for the club.

You're glad hs's in, then, ieyer, saiqa Llmer.

Yes, leyer, I am, I said.

1 suppose, heyer, saild blmer, that in the months t¢o come yout'lil
be giad you voted for hii,

Oh, I said, 4 didn't vote for nhim, nsyer. I voted for Gus
7illmortn.

rerdue looked at me a moment and then weni back to Exile of the
Skies which he was re-reading for the fourth time. This is a good
story, .eyer, he said. Please do not bother me further.

I do not know why he saw it to change the subjsct. It is not
like Elmer to forget his phoney old Southern courtesy pose. and it
irked me.

It irked me because I wanted to talk about EEEvans, our uew
director. 'T¢ voted him in the other night. (December 1946, #34)
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I was sitting here trving to sweat out another editorial in the
Burbee manner when the phone rang.

It was from Slan Shack. The character on the other end identified
nimself as Joe Selinger of Philadelphia. He said he wanted his copy of
Shangri-etc because ne was a subscriber. This annoyed me somewhat., If
I nave to give copies to svbscribers it means more worl than I carg to
take on at this time. -0 -



Then Jonne (whicn she prouncunces to rhyme with phone) Evans came
on and asked me some guestion pertaining to fantasy and of course I
could not answer it.

Then 41 Ashley came on and mumbled something in a sort of half
terrified voice. He said he expected the atomic bowmb any day now.

I asked him if he was worried and he said that wasn't the point. He
said he didn't care how many bombs they dropped or where they dropped
them, fe said it was QK, so long as they didnt't spill his coffee. If
they did that, he wasn't going to be held responsible for any reprisals
he might have to make. He was pretty worked up about the whole thing.

Liebscher was next, shuckling at something. He told ms a joke
which bhad him in stitches but I saw no point to it. Then he screamed
about something a flitted away, and the next person on the phone
was ZEBvans.

He was fully garbed in bis pose of saintly patience (this phrase
somehow hes the faculty or preperty of wmaking itrim furious) and he said
that since I was about to write the editorial he wished to be on rec-
ord as making certain statecients., 'Jell, he spoke for a time but said
nothing of importance, except that nhe referred once to the editorial
in #32, in which the theme was that La fandom is going to hell.

e said that now that he was director of the LASFS, Li fandom was
ne longer going to hell.

I said I'd guote him as saying that now that L.s fandom has gone
to hell he pledged himself to wmaintain the status quo. he said that
wasn't what be'd had in mind.

- Then Jack "Tiedsnbeck caue on and said if I wantc. a dirty cover
for 8hangri-etc he'd be glad to do me one like he did for Evans!
Time-Binder, I said I would check with Speser to see what I thought.

Perdue came on. 8zid the .pril FPAPA wailing would be late because
he was getting warried April 6, and ] said that if he was going to let
his honeywmoon interfere with fan adtivity he should have his honeymoon
now and get married spril 6 as per schedule. He grew thoughtful and
I suppose he is considering it.
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Al ashley and Jack "iedenbeck have ueveloped a variation of fairy
chess, and to neor Al Ashley telk about it you would +hink this 1s the
Tirst time anybody's ever done it.

e have invented, pald Al, a new type of chess which we have
christened fairy chess.

Some of the pieces: there is tiie RabLit, which moves but once in
the course or a gaus and then only four squares straight ahead, there
to stop, spawn a row or rather a square of pawns around .it, and vanish
forever from the hoard. 1 suggested this pilecebe called the Salmon,
since the salmon Spawns and dies while the rabbit goes on and on and on
without pause except for ovreaibh now and then. But Al Ashley, through
soue ouscure process of thought, said the term Rabbit weas more suitable.

The .Blinker moves parallel to the sides of the board (which is
10x10 squares; any number of squares, and nas the further faculty of
“plinking" off the side, to reappear on any other side square. .

The Plague can kill all the pieces in syuares adjacent to it, in-
cluding its own asen (this is sometimes udvisable).

The Joker can assume the identity of the hing, with all the King's
powers, and limitations, at any time.

The Kibitzer can get on the same s uare with any other piece,
cutting the powers of thut piecse, by 50%.

I suggested to -1 that the center four sgquares be mounted on a
turntable which would rotate at random impulses during the gawe, carry-
log with it any pieces which wmight fe on it at the time, Also, some



pieces could be equipped with tiny lights that flashed on and off now
and then, the vowers of thet piece being materially affected thereby.
Aand I invented & piece called the Glesper, which, being lighter than
air, floats 15 inches off the board and observes the gauge of battile,
dipping down to snatch off the best man of anybody who seems to be
winning. 4And the Swike, which is a small time-traveller and can dart
into the future or past of the game. Thus when you find yourself in
a jam, you empioy the Swike, cauvsing it to enter the game 10 moves
hack, unuc the damage at a critical poing, and swing you over 1o the
track of an alternate future.

But &1 ishley claims these suggestions of mine are frivolous and
not in keeping with the serious tone of the game. He will have nothing
to dovith them. Anyhow, he claims, the game 1s now perfected and has
no need of any changes, nov or ever. He also intimates that he de-
vised the game by himself, although I know Jack 'Tiedenbeck dreamed up
some of the more intriguing pieces.

I might mention here that if you don't know chess, be assured that
it is almost exactly 1like checkers, which yvou used to play a little and
were pretty good at. Be assured, too, that you understand this new
gane every hit as well as Al Ashley does.

I think this all indicates pretty clearly what sort of people we
hzve running &Zoose agere in Los sngeles, so don't feel too badly about
not veing abls to visit this lLiscce of fandom. (June 1947, #36)
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A Letter to the mditor of "Venus"

From Cherles Byxiy nin/thirtingn
fourtif4

Dere Crozzetti:

1 have rec'd & red a2 cop8 of that mag of urine, namly, venis.
Gosn, I thoght it was god. Of corse I aw onley 13 yers of ege,
by ul eys afe brite as enythig. I gess my gudjemeny

imno't so ged,but i theght it was swel. I didnot rede eny

of the storress in it yet becaus I cann' "t rerde so wel yet
especial suvh bun tipint bithe plhictors were swel xept the
covur & sum of the oughters. i"am working in a defennce
pkant rigt now I makeing $Ioo dolers a wek but wil some get

a rase and tan i wil send you a ten sent dime for venis

which is gosh a god mag I think alto iZam onli thertin yers
old of afe.

Charles Bnruyg

yor pal

-1l



by Charles Burbee
"I hate to think of it," said wmrs.
Qwerty. "liy own little girl being
violated by a sensual hound. The
thought chills we, Herbert."

"7ell," said her pusband, "if
you want Penny to have pups, bow
else can you managae?"

“T don't know yet, but I am
-not going to breed her till 1 am
sure we can Tind a bigh-principled mals who can shut bis mind to the
sensual pleasure connected with the matter. I want bhim to tnink of
the patvter of tiny feet and the joyous squeals of -pups dashing about.*

Herbert grunted. "Jell, that's pretty much to ask of a dog, don't
you think, dear?”

1 don't see why it is, '/ay should dogs be so animal-like? They
can be trained to walk tight-ropes and dance, so why shouldn't their
minds open to woral teaching? You learned moral principles after you

‘warried wme—was it so very hard to do?"

He shook his head. "No, of course not.!

"You ddédn't understand at Iirst that the sexual act was necessary
only when one intended to have children. 7You were as sensually un-
thinkin‘; as any lower beast. But now you know better."

"Yes, of course.®

tind I believe any dog can learn what a man can. Of course 1
don't woan it the way it sounds.”

Mrs. Quwerty visited animal sheliers the next several Gays, search-
ing for a true mate for her Penuny. The puppies must be of the best,
conceived not in sin, but in. the highest principles possible on earth.
She had promised puppies to several of her friends, and she wanted
these pups to remind their owners cvery day of the infallible [rs.
Gwerty. They could do that by the dignity of their bearing, the dighi-
ty that only animals conceived in purity could possess.

and so she searched the pounds. And one aay her eyes met a pair
of kindred eyes in the pens and Kimball Kinnison was redesmed frowm the
gas chamber. wrs. werty knew at oncg .that this was her penny's future
mate. Something magical had passed between the eyes of kirs. Qwerty and
Kimbull instantly.

It was sort of psychic. KRKimball had been born in an old apple
box amid & pile of shaved science fiction magazines; it was indeod the
first practical use ever discovered for old sf mags. His early weeks
ttad been spent wallowing amid shredded pages of Gernsback, Gampbell and
Falmer publications. e had slept on iiarchioni and Paul and had messed
on Gallun and de Camp. He had rolled on Heinlein and sometimes burped
on Bradbury. In some ways it was an ideal environment. It gave him
broad wental horizons and a fine mind., It may also have caused him to
nesd glasses and be underweight. It did give him shining inquiring
eyes, and it was the enchantined look in those eyes that had attrated
I'rs. Qwerty, for she, too, spent many hours reading sf wags.

She took Kimball Kinnison home and introauced him to Pernmy. It
was not yet mating time. Iirs. Ywerty was meroly being foresighted.

She need time to prepare [inball for the great moment.

- 12 -



She put him through a daily pvrogram. She played him sacred music
on the phonograph and piano and read to him aloud from books on how to
be a father. She read him bocks on child psychclogy and stories with
morals., Of course, all these stories were directed at improving hum-
ans, not degs, but she didn't think of this, and besides she wasn't
cleyver enough to write her own material,

Anyhow, she knew she was getting through to him because he had
such a scnsitive doggish face and besides, hadn't she named him after
the Gray Lensman?

Kimball jusy lay therc listening to_her as she spoke or made
music for him. ¢ krew he'd have the hell whipped out of him if he
didn't, Kimball“wagred his tail for her, too, becausc he knew it was
a good ideca, But he really waggcd his tail for Mr, Qwerty., In fact,
Kimball often thought that he and Herbert had a lot in common,

At last camc the tim¢. Penny had been showing unmistakable signs
and other dogs werce spending altegether too much timc around the house,

Qwerty was at his chess club, wherce he went twice a weck,

Mrs, Qworty turncd Fenny and Kimball loose together in the yard
and stocd there watching, She teld herself that it was not wrong to
watch, that she felt like a great ecclesiastic watching her acolytes
perform a sacred-rite.

In the yard, Kimball first rushcd toward this suddenly fascinating
female, Be hadn't thought much of her before but right now love burncd
madly inside him. But suddenly he chccked his charge. The thought hit
him that this act could have scrious consequences, What price must be
raid for a few minutes cf fun? For the lifc of him hce could nect ecmem-
ber a'marriage ceremony. And he was unemployced., What sort of man would
he be, bringing nameless babics into the world, he, with no visible
means of supﬁort? This wos wrong, wrong!

Slowly he slumped to the grass and played over in his mind a rc-
cording of 'When The Roll Is Called Up Yondcr, I'11 Ee There," completo
with ncedle scratch. '

When Mrs, Qwerty saw that her plan ad failed, she broke down, She
collapscd on the sofh and wept hersclf sick, and that was the way Mr,
Qﬁert found hcr when he returncd from his éwict—wcekly visit to the
whorchoussg.,
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ards.

I said that this was beyond the power of a mortal such as I, and
I am a mortal even if I am a fan,

"I cannct work miracles, " I snid.

"But if youlrc going to writc an article on me I insist that you
make me dashing, mndsomc and gag," said 3tibbard.

Stibbard is a collcague o o%sler, as you may know., They go to
art school together, He Is not a fan, "He is crazy about Albert and
Poge, though, sc I will talk tc him cven if he isn't a fan. Rotsler
can_scmetimes inducce Stibbard to draw fantastice pictures, ané thesc
Willic latches onto quickly, for Stibbard being a truc artistic soul,
18 wont to destroy his marvelous sketches'as rapidly as he draws them,
It is impossible to say how many sketches, each featuring his charac-
teristic cconomy of linc, he has channclled onto paper, only to liquid-
ate a moment latcer,

But I must make him dashing and gay and remantic. I can't really

"Make me dashing, rcmantic and gay," said Stanley Stibba



do it, of course, pbut waybe T can cause you to carry awav with you
the i.pression thot Stibbard is all these tnings. If uere saying it
here on paper will do it, I will say it here on paper. Stibbard is a
dashing lad, romantic, handsome and
~gay. AS & matter of fact, he looks
e T e R | a hell of a lot liks Steve Canyon.
Y, e Aol | W Especially when he wears that leatk-
ar flying jacket. With his crew
haircut and downward slanting eyss—-
vyup ~~he does cut a swashbuckling
figure at that. One expects to see
either the flash of a rapier or the
ugly snout of a Colt 4S5 souewhers
about him. He smells iupressively
of doublemint chewing gum and Cuban
tobacco and damp weol (this last
from the flier's Jacket which he
wears everywhere except to bed and
breakfast).
By now I hope you have a firm
- grip on the illusion of Stibbard thnat
~ 1 nhave striven so wanfully tc build

up.

As a matter of fact, it is not

about Stibbard the gay that I wish

' i to write, It is about Stibbard the
obsessed, Stlbbard who acts as though under a geas, Stibbard who has
one supreme desire, Stibbard who will hever be completsly happy in his
sheep's-wool-linsd flier's jacket until he has realized his paramount
passion-——"1I want to fall downstairs," says Stibbard.

Cr, more accurately, Stibbard wishes to master the prattfall. He
wante to be able to fall instantly on anything, down anything, amid
great crashings and thumpings and scatterings of hooks, pensils, papers
and other 1mped1menta——-always with the awestruck throng gazing on in
horror. Then he wishes to rise unhurt, make some snappy remark which
be thinks will occur to him during his spectacular descent, and maks
ar. unforgettable exit.

He and Rotsler were over the other night. Or maybe I was over at
their place, a Bohemian (or is that word de trop now) 1lil place near
the La art center. Tuey made & wonderful audience as I demonstrated
the various thrusts, parries, lunges, ripostes, etc., of the art of
fencing, at which I am adept. Change that to "used to be fairly good
at'-——after all, somsbody in my reading audience might challenge me to
a bout and show we up for a lying bastard. snyhow, there I was in that
seemingly awkward position (my leg was sore for two days afterward) and
Stibbard (fawed for dashing romanticism) and Rotsler (publisher of
BIG N.u.L f4AN) looked on in glee and well-simulated fascination. "It've
never sesn you move sc fast," said Rotsler. All in all, they made an
excellent audiencs.

So it was only natural that I act as audisnce (along with the un-
willing illie) when Stibbard ross from his chair in the heights of his
passiou as ne described the crashing prattfalls he had planned, I was
& good audience. I couldn't help it. I was fascinated, held in thrall,
as he rose from his chair and shouted something like this: "and so I
would say, *Thank you, 1.r. President,' bow, and turn and take a big
step, and down the marble steps I would go, with all my books and papers
flying about and the crowd shouting 'liy God! He'll be Killed!!' Aand
down I gZo, to the bottom. I get up, dust myself off, shake my fist at
hir and skouting 'God damn you, Harry !t I storm from the room, leaving
everybody in utter consternation."

"HHe wants to do prattfalls,' said Rotsler.
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"He likes them elaborate," 1 said.

"Oor another one." said Stibbard. "Here I am in a crowded theater,
I'm at the top of the stairs
leading to the baléony. The
stairs are crowded. at the very

top I shout 'I'm a gonoer!!' and 55

down I go crashing through the e (77 5{?\ S
mob, knocking everybody down 1like ﬁ(ﬁf‘uﬁévfﬂwﬁ , L@’ﬁ:;;
ninocpins, howling and shrieking \(y( hgtm'@ £ %§/TJU’
and copping feels on the way. A (= L i
At tbepgot%om I shout *'I'11 sue /NN ey (o i Afﬂ{\
for a milliom!' and stomp out.® = iv

"ithout seeing the

picture?" I asked. D2 /\/\
"Ttye already soen the @{fﬁ@ﬁ 3

picture," he szid. BRIy T
“Good?" e, : 5
"4 stinker. Saw it : )

twice to wmake sure.”

"People night get hurt in
that fall.," B

"No they won't. The stairs are carpeted."

"Oh," I said.

"Of course, the simpler kind of prattfall would be good for art
gchool. Here I cotein--I'm late, and the room is alreaay full., 1
come chorging in, suddenly slam on the brakes and skid-——" he took a
stiff crouch, head back, wild grin on his face, eyes dilated, "-——a-—
cross the whols damned room, sweeping chairs, easels with work on them,
people, everything, tili I crask up against the opposite wall."

"And what's your punch line there?® T said.

"i{ haven't figured one out yet. It'll be something good."

"Youtve figured out the fall, though, and that's what counts."

"Right," said Stibbard.

----------- L 2 L I R I L R I O I A A B I I A O U B |

I THOUGHT I SAID last issue of Burblings that I was suspending Burb-
lings. As a matter of fact, I have suspended Burblings. This is a
brand new title ['ve got here. The orginal title was to have been
horatorium. [ have written permission fom the Official Editor,
FTLarey, to use the title "Fantasy Amateur" in this instance. If you
don't believe me and wish to check this story, write Laney about it.

He guarantees to answer all letters of protest. Verbally, that is. So
if you live out of earshot of Alhambra (& S00-mile radius in this case)
don't bother to write Laney because you won't hear his reply. Which,
come to think of it, is just as well, because Leney is the dirtiest
talking man I bhave sver krown. (Burblings ¢/w Fantasy Amateur #1, 1/49)
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I had no intention of publisning till November 1949. But alony
came @ special one-snhot, om-issuvue, one-copy wagazine titled EGOBOO
EXTRAORDINARY.

many of you Know about this magazine. For the benefit of those
who dor't I'll explain it a little. Jack Speer thought it all up.
On bis way home from the Philcon he came by my bouse ane afternoon,
shot &he breeze & while, and left, after snapping a pic of me leaning
(ana looking for all the world like a fairy) against the door of his
car.

He got this photo enlarged--it's in color-—-and set it around FaPA
with a letter accompanying which went in part like this:

DON'T LET THIS TRACK DIE !
o 15....



The snclosed article is going around the United States, I hope
8 00 C g0 oo 0c ..atc.

It was dated patriotically July 4.

The idea was to get nearly everybody in FAPA to sign it. On the
inside front cover was a large-lettered heading: WE LOVE BURBEE...He
got the mailings out on time. 4 lot of guys signed it: Jack Speer,
valter A Coslet, Redd Boggs, Bob Stein (plus doodle), Beak Taylor, Har-
old 7 Cheney Jr., Ed Cos, Boff Perry, Paul Spencer, Virginia Blish, Sam
Loskowitz, Joe Scheumberger (doodle), Joe Kennedy, wilt Rothman, harry
larner Jr., Andy Lyon, DBThompson, Stanlgy iiullen, Chuck Hansen, Art
VJidner, F Towner laney, Don ""ilson, Howard killer, Rick Snear, Stan
Joolston, Con Pederson, Len L.offatt, Gus Tillmorth, Forrest J Ackerman
and EEEvans.

After the word love in thc heading was an asterisk, which referred
to a note written by ackerman: *Tnis is purely platonic and with
reservations on the part of", ZLEEvans remaked parenthetically: “Choose
your own dirty connotations-—you will anyway." (In reply I sent him
a Christmas card).

At the bottom of the page was: "Due to the limitations of time,
the above is only a partial 1list of wr. Burbee's army of admirers."

So this magazine 1s a big thank-you letter to everybody concerned,
even those who signed under duress.
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I have just sent two copies (of the deluxe edition) each of
Shangri-i'affaires §#36 and ;37 to the Library of Congress.

The more alert among you will remember that once I was editor of
this once—upon-a-time fanzine.

The more astute awmong you will also rememder that these two issues
contained the Laney articles on homosexuality in the Los angeles Science
Fantasy Society. You way also remember that it was because of the pub-
lication of these two articles that the fearless editor (me again) was
booted out of the editorship of the magazine on some pretext or other.

anyhow, I have sent these sxtra copies along to the Library of
Congress, where I understand even fanzines are duly received, noted,
cross-indexed, znd stashed zway somewheére 5o afficiently that they can
te located in less than five minutes.

I want you to know that I did it from a science-fictional and
fannish point of view. 1 can see in my fannish mind {(though no hint
of it wmay appear on my sensitive fannish face) glant-domed researchers
of the Year 15,248 4.A. (after Ackerman) delving into the vaults con-
taining the publications of this era, searching, perhaps, for material
with which to turn out a scholarly report similar to some sort of
Kinsey Feport.

Too, tiwme travellers might find tois a goed era to stay away from.
LANEY ®UTS OUT....

This wailing is a record one because of the stupendous and stupe-
fying output of F Towner Laney, ex-fan.

Eesides 77 pages of his memoirs, he did © pages in the amatsur, 12
pages of Pandango, S5 pages in i.asque and 2 pages in this restrained
journal. Tote: 102 pp.

Suppose the other 64 of us would jump up and quit fandom the way he
has done. If we rollowed further in his steps, we would each do 102 pp.
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per mailing for a total of 6,630 pp. If this stuff were run off on 20-
1b mimeo stock it would weigh (each wmailing, that is) over 33 pounds.
Flus the amateur.

Bach mailing would make a stack 17 inches high. Plus the amateur.

To mail such a pile of crud would cost ;168 per quarter. By
parcel post, that is. Freight would be cheaper, I believe. 'ill some-
one check this for me?

I don't know who would want to Official Lditor in such a case.

But, since dues would be around (350 a year, 1 imagkne we could
afford to hire a full-time editor.

L T I T N T T I I I | ¢ 3% 1 ¥ s oa oo L L I

" The baiting of ELEvans has taken up the
conmbined talents of many fine people, who seenm
to derive great enjouwment frouw the practicse.
The impeccable fanzine '1ild Hair was famous in
this respect, as was also Shangri-LtAaffaires
(the Defunct Fanzine) and other publications
edited by far-seeing and intelligent individ-
uals.

On the appearunce of VWild Hair, the Hirsute Fanzine, two boys in
banning, California, whos¢ names are Doun Wilson and Howard iiller, got
so inspired by the lovely rhetoric contained therein that they became
Evang-baiters of the first water.

For some reason, they thought that Laney and I vould be interested
in getting first glimpse of various anti-Zvans or anti-Lasfs wr:tings.
They accordingly sent me much material along these lines. OQOne of the
items was & gigantic epic poem which bhad for its inspiration The Congo,
by Linday. The poem was called The Bixel, and the first hundred and
fifty cuantos dealt with Evans. Tt had a vigorous chorus which used
the terms "crew haircut" and "downward slanting eyes." This was supp-~
osed to refer to BiIEvans. It got tiresome after forty cantos.

"After all," said Laney, "this baiting of Evans is scarcely in
good taste.'

"You're right," I agreed. "There are other things to write about.
5% least I think there are. Yell, aren't there?"
"There murst be," s&id Laney. "and what's wrong wita those guys?

Downward slenting eyes ' 'hy do they keep saying that? He hasn't got
downward slanting cyes.”

"I know," I said, "That wakes it all the funnier. Here they're
completely sour on the LASFS and IvVans and they've never seen the LASFS
or HZvans. OSomehow I envy them that. Somswhere they got this idea of
downward slanting eyes and have been running it into the ground.®

/e went back to reading The Bixel. Laney began to bellow. "Down-
ward slanting eyes ! Here it is again. Oh Lord, this is rich. Those
poor stupes ranting about EiEvans and his downward slanting syes."

I began to laugh, too. "They've never even sesn Evans," I said.
"Like {he troubadours of old, they have heard of nis name and hate .-him
from afar. They make little songs in his name."

For some weeks after that Laney and I could rause sach other to
laughter by tne mere mention of "downward slanting eyes." 1le'd laugh
and shake our heads and think it all fine fun.

Last week Laney came to me, a dead serious look on his sensitive
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faunish face, "You know," he said, "I was stacking and filing away
my fanzines last night in my new shelves and I must have come across
six or eight pictures of #vans in various magazines. Do you Know,
by God, he has got downward slanting eyes !"

After I had gotien through rolling on the flcor in mania@al glee,
he got down and rolled, too. ‘e couldn't roll together for fear it
would be thought that we were training for a return to the LASFS.

Now that it has been ascertained that Evens actually has d.s.e,
ws have accepted the epic poem. It will appear in booklet form in
the next mailing.
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THAT KIND OF KINGS

The other day 1 was playing poker with my three kids. Naturally
I have taught them such fine American games as craps, blackjack and
poker, I play with them now and then.

The other day was the first time I'd played with them for some
weaks. The game was pregressing with normal gusto when the deal came
to my Ilittle girl Linda, age 12.

"This next game is going to be seven card stud," she said, "with
the red fours the Buckeye Jacks and the Kings with axes wild."

She began to deal. The other two kids did not seem aware of
anything out of the ordinmary having heen said. But her venerable
teacher said, in a kind of defserential voice, "hat kind of kings?!

"You know," she said, as though I knew. .ifter a minute or two
it sifted through to we that the face carus in the deck do represent
people in different poses. It seemed obvious that two of the kings
could carry axes, while the other two might brandish short swords or
daggers or some such weapon. This turned out to be true. At that
very mcment 1 was dealt the King of Dizmonds, which, to you backward
fold out there, is a ning with an Ax.

I won that hand with four Eights, which goes to show that I am as
adaptable as anybody.
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People laughed zt me a few years a0 when I suddenly discovered
liax Brand.

People will again have a chance to laugh at we because I have
just built two bookcases. Never built one before in my life. [je,
with one million mags and half a million books that Itve been collect-
ing since 19<£¢€ or somewnere in there. (Actually 1 have only about 200
books and aboui 500 mags.)

It seems I have a power saw, lots of blades, a dado attach-
ment, a lot of good lumber and a lot of beooks. To the ordinary person
that would instantly mean bookcases. But I am not an ordinary person.
I am a fan. That means that I have slow rsactions, a bewildered out-
look, and a total inability to conceive of anything that is not galac-
tic in scope.

Eventually, though, in spite of my tremendous shortcomings (I am
a Citizen of Tomorrow in the Yorld of Today or scmething) I got the idea
from Some outside source. This outside source, as I now recall, was
my wife, "Build a bookcase," she said. Or in very similar words. This
ooncept burbled and bubbled in my fan-type head for a time. Suddenly
it jelled and I was struck with a thought both original and remarkable.
I would build a bookcase |

And it was so.

In more time than it takes to tell it, I built one. To my wife
again goes a bit of credit. She started putting books in it. I re-~
garded this (and still do) as an inspiration. So now it is full of
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books.

Don filson can vouch for this. He saw it with his eyes over
there by the door the other weekend when @e came to help wme put out
the mailing. Or maybe it was Thanksgiving day. Check with him.

\ S <\/\
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“Next. day at work I said to Francis T Laney, as I held out my
hand, "‘There is that srticle?"

"i haven't written anything,® szid Laney. "I'1l write you that
article one of these days, but I haven't got any time now."

"But I'm going to press!" I shouted, and the fellow aon the
lathe in front of me turned hie sye upon me. 'I'm going to press!’
I shouted again.

"Hell with 1it," said Laney, grinning, and walked away.

I'd nollered the wrong thing. Those words would not bring the
fanatic gleam I've so often seen in his eyes. 11 should have said:
"Hint commemoratives ! Plate bhlocks !" Then for sure his eyes would
have 1it up. Oh well. He is going to do me an article one of thess
days. I will publish it here, in this ssldom-typs meg.

There is 2 fellow in the shop who rsads Astounding religiously.
He rightly regards Laney &g an intelligent person. But he also thinks
that Laney ought to read seience-fiction.

"Oh, i've read a little of the stuff," said Laney. "slong with
my general reading. It's 0L to spice a general reading diet with a
bit of science-fiction; scume of it is guite interesting. But though
1 find it pleasant to read at times, T can't say I care a great deal
for it. 4nd I certainly can't see anyone poing strongly for the
stuff.”

Thus spaks F T Laney, science-fiction fandom's living legend.
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"¥hat you doing, zuy?" Jesus asked me.

"Tryin? to get out of this trench," I answered.

It was a very deep trench that the Bureau of Power and ILight had

dug in. the street by my house. I imagine it must have been at least
eight feet deep. I was seven or eight years old at the time, so of
ceurse that was very deep.

The neighbor kids and I had a lot of fur runaning up and down ths
legta of this trench. As + reémember, it was about two blocks long——-
it even turned the corner in back of my house and went on to the
power station.

This particular evening I was playing alone. It was dark and the
other kids had been c¢alled hcome. 1 was still playing because I lived
on that corner and my house was but thirty feet away. At length I grew
weary of lighting matcheés auown there, or whatever devilment I had been
up %o, and began to climb out. 13



Climbing out required a chonking side~to-side motion up the
3ides—--1I tdieve mountain climbers call it "chimneying”. I was using
the side-to-side system hnustead of the back-on-one-side, feet-on-the-
other-side technique. Anyhow, I got up far enough so that the street
was at my chest level. And then I put my palms on the pavement and
tried to push up and swing out, but I was just too darned tired.

So I just stood there, one shoe dug {irmly into sach side of the
cut, palms on the pavement, waiting for my batteries to charge. Then
upon the scens came a little boy my age. He lived over on the other
street and evidently was now seeing the ditch for the {irst time,

He was a Mexican and his name was Jesus.

"That you doing, guy?" he said to me.

"Trying to get out of this trench," I sai..

“You mean you can't get out of there?" he asked, incredulously.

“lijope," I said. I tried another pushup--couldn't make it.

"Golly, guy!” exclaimed Jesus. "I can 76t out - of there eeeasy
as anything !* So saying, he leaped into the air and straight into
the trench, and as he did T realized the mistake hs was making. It
was dark, as I have sald, and the streetlizght was a dim thing, over
on the other corner. 1Its faint light slanted not more than a foot or
two into tne cut, and of course the boitom was invisible. So Jesus
did not see tne bottom. He thought I was standing on the bottom!

Down through the years I can still hear, echoing in my head, thse
rattle of that p.or little kid's body as he hurtled into the unexpest-
8d abyss. I wonder what nameless fear shot through bim as he did not
touch botiom where he expected to but just went down and down?

He thumped on the bottow and crashed full length. For & wmoment
he lay there silent, and then, in the extremity of his amazement and
fright and pain, he lapsed into his mother tongue.

1fje maté !% he groaned. "I am killed !"

I chonked my way down to him and tried to 1lift him but he weighed
nalf a ton and was not a bit cooperative. I knew I'd never be able to
1if% him out when I could bareliy get out myself. But I did manage to
et out. I fetched my father and he got Jesus out of the ditch.

Jesus had no word of thanks. He limped away, sad-faced, touching
himself gingerly and finding nsw abrasions as he went.
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it was perbhaps early in 1944 or late in 1943 that I was sitting
at howe one Sunday afternoon sinding my own businsss, nsver dreaming
of fans or fanzines when ithe doorbell rang. Since I live upstairs,
it invelved quite 2 trip to go down to see who was there (the door
buzzer-opener dida't work) but before I could leap to my feet my wife
vant to ses who it was. She came back up with a quizzical look on
her face. 'There are three people down there," she said. "They have
funny wild Zooks on thedir faces. 1 think they're fans.t

Funy wild looks cn their sensitive fannish faces.

I went dowm and could see throuvgh the door window a couple of
sensitive faunish faces. How d¢id I know what sensitive fannish faces
Tooked like? 1 had never sesn any. ©Neither had Isabelle, buit she
had seen a funny will look there. I opmed the door and the boldest of
the trio introduced the bunch, none of whom I had seen before. I saw
those Taces often after than, but this was the first time. I gazed
with awe on these genuine fan faces on genuine fan heads. 1 invited
tonem in, opened the door wide, and up the stairs trooped, in shambling
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unison, Jawes Kepner, ..ndy anderson, and F., Townser Laney.
Janes Kepner, later kKnown as Dirty 0ld lepner. Andy Anderson,
described in a later srticle in Shangri-L'iffaires (the Defunct Fan-

zine) &s "horse-faced." F. Towner Laney, known also as Francis T.
Laney, whosé lotterhecad prodaimed him a connoisseur of "unusual books,
jot jazz". They all trooped up my stairs, gay smiles on their sensi-

tive fannish faces.

ile spent a reasonable time getting acquainted, sealing the bonds
of our friendship by the use, even-
tually, of the four-letter word made
Taumous wherever our troops were sta-
tioned. I loaded them with beer,
whiskey and milk. They got high on
all three.

They went tirough my fanzinss,
spoks in gentlemanly uncomfortabla
tones. In general they were nice
and pclite and considerate, not the
least like fans. Now and again,
various expressions came and went
on their sensitive fannish faces.

They told me ijike Fern had
come by some weeks before in search
of me but had gotten lost somehow
and had spoken in guarded tones of his mission to bring another fan
into the fold. The fish-faced people he had spoken to had answered
only in guttural grunts. Now the three of them had come and had
succeedsd where j.ike had failed. They had found me.

This was a sad day for me, in a way, because I got from them the
erroneous iumpression that all fans were that way. Intelligent, pleas-
ant, friendly, with no sizh of the sturfed-shirt. They got me to go
to the LaSFS, to publish fanzine, and in general become a Big Neame Fan.
But L never did go all-out fan. I suck’'to my one unfannish trait--I
kept on reading science-ficticen.

"hen they'd gone, 1 said to my wife, "!Jhat do you mean, they had
funny wild 1ooks on thelr iaues“ They looked all right to me."
"Oh, 4 can't describe it,” she said. "Go look at yourself in the

mirror. You have the same sort of look. That's how I knew they were
fans."
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In my ceaselers search for ylano rolls I often fail to get 1rked

at some outlandish act committed against me till some days have gone
by, as some local fans discovered a short time ago. This delayed action
is not without its numorous aspects; I told my wife the other day that
I sonctines have the notion that I am a time-bomdb and when uny aging
bones c¢lick or crack I am struck for a moment with the fantastic
thought that I am ticking. (actually from Segment #2, iiarch '55)
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It has been a good term. Laney and I are smug as hell because we
lived up to the wlld promises made in the one-sheet Get The liailings Out
On Time which appeared four mailings ago. Speer doubted we could do it.
We did it. It's been a fine term for the most part, with most officers
franctioning beatifully like sowme god-damned machine out of the future
like you read in those erazy Buck Rogers magazines. (Fi, Fapa 43, suwm.48)
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"I am not a fan." said Lee Jacobs.

He was talking to me over the phone at great expense to himself
and Ed Cox. They live in Venice and I live in Whittier. The two are
25 miles apart. It is true that our voices were by a modernr miracle
being transported intelligibly over thin wires but we did not for a
moment reflect on this miracle. We have grown heedless of such
wonders.,

Lee Jacobs is a member of FaPA, writes for fangzines, rooms with
%d Cox, fan, and will no doubt show up at the convention in San Fran-
cisco, but he is not a fan,

Or sc¢ he said. I think he was just trying to impress me with the
desirability of knowing him or at least talking %o lLiim because somehow
he had the idea that I hate fans or at the most dislike them intensely.

I am just wary of fans.

I've known too many of then.

I talked to Ed Cox, too. He made no outstanding statements., I
asked them cover for the afternoon, it being Sunday. I meationed home
brew,

"Come on over for the afternoon, it being Sunday, and we will
drink home brew," was tne way I put it.

They came. About the first thing Lee asked me was if I had
written Hal Shapiro & postcard with nothing but the words "You S.0.B.%
and my signature. I said no. I am not that economical with wcrds.
Besides, Shapiro has done nothing to merit this titie and I am darned
if I am going to shoot away my epithets on strangers.

We drank beer for bhours and gabbed for hours. Ther Ed Cox men-
tioned that he played clarinet, Instantiy we produced a clarinet.
Jacobs mentioned he played pianc. Instantly we got out cur piano

This piano, hy the way, has had a racner interesting series of
fan-type folks pley it in the last seven or eight weeks, if I may
drop a few names,

Elmer Perdue played it and sang some old Count Rasiz number that
began: Don't the moon look lonely/Shining behind the irees?... Gordon
Dewey played it, and ilax Dancey, his collavoracor, played it. OF
course  played Chopsticks ~m it at various times. Not long ago
David Grinnell did twenty cnoruses of Riverboat Shuffle on it, ..

At last Lee Jacobs sat at that 88, nol realizing that the parade
of stenal characters who had preceded him had touched it with fantasy.
Maybe that was why he couldn't play anything i recognized as belonging
to this space-time continuum.

Ed Cox tootled away at the clarinet along with him, They made 2
fine picture, those two. Ed Cox would have looked peachy lzeer in a
three-blade beanie but I couldn't find mine to lend him. Jacobs
strongly resembled an unfrocked monk (unfrocked for collecting sexry
pictures of the saints) and I kind of wished I had shaved for the
occasion,

I recorded this session on wire, Both artists, on hearing the
playback, howled in chagrin, rather nicely in tune, T thought, and de-
manded that I erase it instzad of circulating it all over civiliged
fandom as I threatened to do.

"Erase it!"™ they moaned. "Erase it, do not send 1L vu* 3al] over




civilized fandom as you threzten to do," was about the way they put it,

T may do that, too. I will bribe Lee Jacobs to write an article
about their visit here. In return for this I will erase the wire.

After all, it is time somebody wrote an article about me. It
seems that in a fanzine somewhere I found myself referred to as "the
legendary Burbee." This theory has got to be shot full of holes,

Even if I am the first fanzine editor who ever received a letter from
Rick Sneary {now there, indeed, is a legendary one). Even Sneary at
the time thought I was fabulous or something. (I have yet to see a
fabulous fan). At least he thought so until the night he came to a
LASFS meeting and saw me and was, in his own words, surprised to find
that "you looked like everrythin elce."

Anyhow, I am not lecendary and I trust that Lee Jacobs will
clarify this matter in the article I am sure he will write, consider-
ing the bait. I've got to use bait becsuse that is the easy way. 1
could have sat there nonchzlantly smoking my legendary cigarettes and
saying wonderful things which he could have taken down to send to Walt
1111is (author of thet fine article Sauce Bottle Fandom) for the back
page of Hyphen. That is, I could have were not such a thing impossible
for me.

Instead, 1 pointed out to him the books sitting cheek by jowl a-
top my bookcase., He glanced away idly. I read off the oddly assorted
titles to him (liaori Symbolism, Don Quixote, Silvertip's Chase, Holy
Bible, to name a few.) He didn't seem impressed.

I was trying to tell him how to write a Burbee-type article, but
he would not listen.

Also on wire went THE WATSRMELON STORY, which Tucker wrote about
a while back. He didn't tell how this story obsessed me for months.

I used to telil it dozens of times a day. I am sure the people about
me must often have wished me on Mars where I would be out of earshot.
This was very science-fictional of them, to be sure, since this was
before the A-Bomb, Tucker didn't tell, because he didn't know, of the
stab of dismay that went through me when he asked me for that story.

Matter of fact, the story isn't much good...the 45-minute buildup
is far better. I tell my audience about the situations leading up to
the telling of the story...the times T was forced to tell it to save a

bucket of sweet for my fellow men. I tell how it obsessed me and all

those unfortunate enough to be near me during my period of enchantment.
After zll this time my listeners are pretty wild to hear the story and
so I tell it. They are always shocked that the story is so short,

They shrug and bp=gin to forget it. /~vy(ﬂ~xﬂfa‘\\\

But I don't,. Too many thcusands
of pictures are fleccking throuzh my head.
I see far-off places wnd forgotten things.

I hear again the voices of peovle I once Y
knew, I smell the winds of yesteryear. j’i”f
liy mouth opers of its own accord--I tell A\

THE WATERMELUN STORY again. And again. ;
and yet once again. The witchery of the o
past lays hold upon me and I tell the \\ W2/

story again. \ffJ foj//ooc>o(75

After a time the fload of words ebbs. e et
The spell 1lifts. The thin veneer of 5‘"31 \
civilization drops back on me. )

But it will snatch me up again, that witchery of the watermelon,
Because there are veople in this world now who have heard of THE STORY,
A lot of them will be in San Francisco later this year. 4And if I go
up there (as in a weak moment I thought of doing) somebody will be
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sure to ask me to tell THE WATERMELON STORY. .
Would it be worth it? I was going up there to ride the cable
cars again.
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Sure, I got taken with a case of pneumonia, here in Sunny South-
ern California, where the sun is hot and the wind blows cold., I got
taken by pneumonia. I was coccus-mad for a time, But now I am well
and strong again and am able to drag myself around with a reasonable
facsimile of youthful spring and bounce, I feel sure that by next
mailing I will again be my old self (to the great disappointment of
my friends and neighbors) and will as usual bump the mailing out on
time,

My days of illness were considerably cheered by the frequent
visits of Rotsler, who came by and forced me to talk till I grew
hoarse, and by the visits of Cyrus B Condra (a false fan described
elsevhere in this} who came arournd with his new mustache and a lean
and hungry look. T suspect bis motives. Once, when I'd dropped into
a coma and thus brought the clever part of the conversation to an
end for a time, I distinctly heard Condra ask Rotsler if I'd made a
will yet. Since he is a law student I saw nothing odd in this ques-
tion. Then he said, "Has he provided for the disposition of his file
of Unknowns?" His voice broke slightly on the last word so I knew he
was laboring unde.s a terrible emotion, At that moment I began to sus-
pect, Of course I may be unjust in this matter., After all, I was in
the depths of coma at the time, I don't think he really wants those
Unknowns because he hasn't ya2t offered to trade me his wife for then,
So 1 know he's not a True Fan. Probably wouldn't appreciate them if
he dicd get them,

At any rate, he left his new wire-recorder with me for several
days and this electronic toy fascinated my electronic soul for many
hours, It is not true that T am fascinated by the sound of my ovm
voice being played back at me. I am not held spellbound. I am not
enchanted. It's just that I'd rather listen to my own voice than any-
thing I can think of,

When he at length came ¢o take the recorder away, I thanked him in
typical Burbee fashion, by carefully explaining tc him in quasi-tech.
nical language (that I didn't understand very well) that it lacked all
gorts of refinements and was, in short, a pretty poor specimen of its
type. Greatly pleased by my obvious gratitude and lavish thanks, he
sped away through the night with a merry song on his lips,

Next time he came over he found Rotsler and me creating Disturbe-
ing Element, the Brutish Fanzine. After watching us cynically and
superciiiously for a while, he got imbued with the publishing urge
himself and got out & couple of paragraphs for the project. dJust a few
lines was all ne could manage; he had such a terrific yen to read his
own stuff that he couldn't wait any longer and had to bring his sketch
to a quick close so he could sit back and read and re-read his sketch
for 45 minuves, laughirg appreciatively and calling our straying at-
tentions back to some of the choicer phrases,

And the next time he came over, he found koflatt, Woolston and

-y
- -




Burbee at work on Brownoui (The | agazine Fans Bdieve In) and after a
time wrote an item for it, too. But the item was crowded out of that
mag because jioffatt went hogwild znd used up wmost of the space. For
that matter, an item of wine was also crowded out. But this is all
to the good, because I am using them both in this mag and therefors
have saved myself o lot of time and trouble. I gather that Condra
takes a dim view of a fan who will sell stfantasy itews. He's got
some old 'eirds and sstoundings from wie and while he 18 happy to find
these items, he is not constituted to understand how anybody can live
without them. It isnt't that 1 don't like these o0ld mags of mine-—it's
just that I like money wmore.
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== "Do you know Ackerman?" I said.

"Never heard of him," said the voice.

WYhile we were sitting around doing Brownout (The jiagazine Fans
Believe In) the phone rang and the voice at the other end said,
"*Hello Burbee." *Ah, hello," I said. “Is there a ecience-fiction
club in town?® asked the wman., "Yell," I said, "that depends on the
point of view."®

"How do you mean?"

"Strictly speaking, there is no stf cliub in town but the nearest
thing to it is the LA3FS.!

"Ab. 4and tave they got & ciubroom?”

"Jell, that depends on the point of view. They've got a little
room the landlord permits them to meet in once a week.”

He asked for the address and I gave it to him. "You know," he
said, "I've been reading the stuff for 30 years. 1I'm 61 now and I
got to thinkin;; the other day that there ought to be a place where we
stf fans could get tosether."

"Ihat's your nawe?" I asked., I'd been talking to him wondering
who he was and since ha sgemed to know me it seemed silly to ask him
who he was. GSo I asked him who he was.

"Oh, never wind," he said. "] saw your name in amazing and thought
I'd call and ask about the club. There ought to be a club for people
like us. after all, we're a species apart, you Xrow."

"Yes," 1 said, "I've noticed that."” He asked about c¢lub meeting
nights and I told him. He said he'd drop in some time. I warned him
he'd zet a cold reception since fans talk only to people they know and
then only when spoken to first. "But," I added, "Ackerman will talk to
you if you talk to him first. You'll soon find out whether or not the
¢lub heoldas anything for you."

"Ackermant ‘'Tho is thatu®

"An old time fan. A biz name. Everybody says he's a big name."
“Tell," said the veice. "I may drop around there sowe Thursday."
"You can talk to Ackerman," 1 said. '"He s a big name."

"T will, I will," said he. "Eyen if I don't know him.™"

I zucss the guy doesn't know you, ackerman.
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Being a man of piece-loving propensities, it is not often that
I will stand up on my hind legs (as the saying goes) and lash out at
some character, who, by various acts of one sort and another, earns
himself 2 spot in a publication of this sort.

Tn effect, this is an open letter to fandom. It is possible
that none of you will te surprised at this publication. Perhaps you
have expected something like this from this quarter for some time.

Tt is quite possible that no local fan wishes to come right out and
say things that huve been Vegging to be said all this time.

i1 first met F. Towner Laney (aka Francis T. Laney) via the {S
y2il system., I read his glowing ad for icolyte in that once sterling
fanzine Fantasite. (In this same issue T read of Sam Russell's Fan-
tasy Critic, the adult fanzine that saw but one issue--now a collect-
orts item--and lost the first guarter I lost in fandom on an un-
redeemed subscription). I sent Laney a subscription. He replied at
once with a copy of his mag, and thereufter, I received succeeding
igsues asg they appeared,

I suggested I might write him a story. A spirited correspon-
dence ensued. I 4id no? write him the story. Then he stopped writ-
ing. At the same time I also stopped writing. Ve seemed mutually
pooped out on the mztiter.

Then he came to Los .umgeles and I got to know him personally.
He seemed, at first; %o be a likeable chap, serious in his fanning,
and possessed of a genuine hospitality. 4ll right., Then I met his
wife Jackie and z2dmired her legs. So 4id liel Brown. NoOw,

There was some sort of trouble in L1 fandom afterward, T re-
mained oun good terus with F. Towner Laney. I was on excellent terms
with him., This can bpe proved bv various items in Shangri-LtAffaires
(which I edited) for 1944 and early 1945, before the mag took a
slump in the hands of another editor, here nameless.

wonen I left L. to go %o war (if the war had come to California
1'd have seen action) Laney and I were on fine terums. He even wrote
me a letier one day. He wrote it on my own typewriter while he and
Jackie (hizs vwife, the one with the legs) were visiting my whisky and
my wife. It was this very typevriter,

Wow=--I hadn't given him permission to use the typer. Pperhaps
nmy wife did, but that is of no moment. The typewriter is a precision
machine, of ten tooled to tolerances of 1/3% of an inch. Did his
using of this precision wachine irk me? ¥Ho. I never gave it a
thought till this moment.

In the current .Acolyte Laney has published a story of mine.

I'd written this story (or sketch) in 1945 for a projected fm of
Saha's and Brown's. (The same Mel Brown who admired Jackiet's legs.)
This unnamed mag never sav the light--maybe Saha and Brown 4id and
that is why it didntt. .11 right.

I said novhing to Laney about editing this story heavily., T
am known to be irked when people edit my stuff heavily. I naturally
assumed that Laney, knowing this, would, if he edifed it at =211,
Tirst ask my permission and perhaps we could work something out on
the ratter satisfactory to Loth. That seems only logical and fair,
doesn't it? Sk
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Jhen I read the story in the current ,.colyte I enjoyed it very
much. ~urthermore, it hadn't been changed at all. and if it had,
I didnt't notice it,

1 came bacg from the wars, having served faithfully if fret-
fully through Fort Hscarthur (where ;ckerman once held sway), Camp
Roberts, and Tort ord. .t Roberts, they'd boasted that they made
killers out of men. Vell, I heard somebody s2y it one day. Upon
my discharge they failed to inform me that anywhere along the line
they'd made a man out of a killer.

In this dangerous state T returned home. I thought I would
find Laney the same tolerant, genial, Afrdf4dd, intelligent, friendly,
humorous fellow as when I left. You must 2all agree that I was com-
pletely justifiied in thinking so.

~nd that is precisely the way I found him. The wars hadn't
changed him at 21ll. He was still the same ¥. Towner raney (or, if
you prefer, Trancis T. Laney). Tiuwe hadn't mellowed him a bit.

I can't say that I still admire Jackie's legs (now famous in
the Malay archipelago) as the last several times I've seen her she
has worn slacks.

But F. Towner Laney is the same. The Laney of old,
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I got tao thlnxlng the other nlgnt about huge incomes, a thought
that plagues most people and fans at times. I know that whenever J
go to the race-track I tell everybody, including myself, that I am
Jusit going for the fun of it, not that I care akout money. Secretly
T feel that this time T am going to sweep the card and parley a two-
dellar investment into fifty-eight thousand five hundred.

Wow, assuming that most fans are not so unworldly as to scorn
mundane money, I we going to steer you into a cash-coining byway
toat will bring you untold sums, thus enabling you to spend hundreds
of hours a month fturning out fanzines. 4As soon as this plan goes in-
to effect T expect @ colossal fanzine boom. I expect 100 fanzines a
day to pour gratuitously into my mailbox. Mayke 200 a day. 500 on
“iopdays. 1 am presenting ithils scheme solely to goose the fanzine
i @llel

How'd you lixke fto make {10,000 a year for six hours' work per
vieck? And not cven every veek? Jork when you please? Go into busi-
ness with a capitsl of maybe three or four dollars?

I thought so.

All right, then. Bend an ear to the page and listen.

It is agreed thut fans are slans. To put it more simply,
you're all supermen, all of you, regardless of popular opinion,
Supermen, of course, have no trouble seeing right through subterfuge,
riddles, puzzles, dissemblance, tricks, ete. JIdeas flow from them
like Veer from a tap. And you're all supermen. All of you.

Certainly you can finish a sentence in twenty-five additional
words or less? Or write the last line of a limerick? Or name a
baby cow {calf). Well, all you've got to do is just that.

after gll, now that the war is over, various companies are
offering fantastic prizes for those simple little tasks. Generally,
you have to enclose & vox top or ngabul or a reasonavlie facsimile




thereof, and that is where your capital outlay comes in. Stamps
are a small item, of course. You can always use the toothpaste, or
soap, or eat the cereal that was behind or under the label or bcu-
top, so there is some return for your cutlay.

Waturally, since you're all supermen, all of you, your con-
tributions will win the contests. and since duplicate prizes are
awarded in case of ties, can't you see all fandom, each and every
member, reoelv1ng duplicate first prizes--automobiles, trips to
Hawaii, ©10,000 in cash, 30 per week for life, an electronic washing
machine in case you have any dirty elecirons?

Gosh, if's all so simple ii's a stupefying shame it hasn't been
thought of tefore.

But now that it has, gu on and get busy, fans,

I have faith in ycu.

You're all supermen, all ol you.

I am going out to the zarage this minute and make a new mail-
box out of an old five-gallon can.

according to my figures, that should be about right for the
hordes of fanzines that will start fo flood the nation in a very
short itime.

Me? I want nothing, Nec reward. JI've done this for fandom.
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It is about time you WAPANS learned a little something about
Condra, or Cyrus B Condra, as he is known to the itrade. After all,
he is a member of ¥APA and I think it only just and fair that we
¥now all there is to know about thisz man. Yes, he is a man--"Four
3quare " he shouts, when asked. =

This, then, will be about Cyrus B. Condra, ilan Four Sguare.

He 1is a hyper writer. He is a man of fine sensibilities, with
a rare wit and a generous hand. He iz far faster in his reactions
than anybody you've ever Xknown. He is smarter, better looking, more
thrifty, more generous, than anybody you've ever seen.

That's about all I can say about Condra. These notes he wrote
for me aren't very lepgible and I can't read the rest.
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This 1is goilng tc be a serious discussion (I think it is going
to te a serious discussion) on radio. I may not have room to talk
about phenographs, high fidelity, etc. <You people who don't care
about these things arc therefore ytarned.

I started mulling over the idea of writing something about Lhe
subject when Harry Warner talked a little about the record-player
that was taking up his spare time {much as Al Ashley's yo-yo is
taxing up Alts time). He said things I fcrget now and I wrote him
Jisputing & point I now cannoti remember, and he answered, saying
things I conld rememher if I hadn't lost his letter. You can now
s2e wvhat an erudite article this 1is going to be and what sort of
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thing you can expect here. I did no research for this article, hut
wili occasionally throw in a2 reference to something which will supply
you perfectionists with something to sink your teeth into.

I hzve teen interested in radios, plionographs, etc...For years
I have been mildly ovsesscd by the subject. In my early days I
bought 2 phono-combo with earnings from 2 paper route. I heard
something vetter and later bought something better., I was pretty
well satisfied till I heard something better, at which point I bhe-
came dissatisfied. I have Veen dissatisfied ever since. aAnyhow, I
am now engrossed in the study of radio via a GI Bill of Rights
financed course.

I thougnt, zfter about two lessons, that I was pretty good,
so I built a radio from a diagram I saw in a magazine., It had three
tubes, The text said: "I?t ic an easy receiver to build; the hand-
wound coils 2re ezgy to moke, and the parts fit nicely into the
chnassis with plenty of room %c spure.”

T worked on this easy-to-build set for 12 hours and it may
have teen more. At length it was finished, I plugged it in. 4
loud c¢rack snapped through the uidnight air and I jumped 14 inches.
I yznked the plug &c smoke feathered upward from nmy creaftion, I
squatied down and peered wisely at it. After a time I shook wmy head
and said intelligently, "This ghouldn't ve."

T was w»ighktt, too. .. resistor nad blown up. At the radio parts
stors they said maybe the wattage-rating was too low. It had been
only a halt-watt Tesistor, I bought a lO0~watt resistor. It went.
So did a 40-watt resistor. .t last I put in a 75-watt resistor which
neld. But no sounds came. I discovered the filaments were incor-
ractly connected and a tuve had gone. I replaced the tube. No
sounds. I rezliged I should hzve used an output transformer for the
spoezker (the dizgram did not show this) but when I got one the set
didn't work. I stuck it away in the closet next to the skeleton
and since then nave looked at 1t only to salvage usable parts from
it for my subsequent experiments.

I knew then that I tust duild something less complicated. All
radio instruction ariicles teil vcu how simple to build this set is,
I have learned that this is not necessarily true. So I chose a one-
tube set. It used earphones aud a2 battery. I built a power supply
that rectified . house current. (This actually works!) I built
the ons-tuvse set. I checked the connections twice and thrice and
vet once ag=in, I zlugged in the power surply. The house lights
went out. TFuse. I replaced the fuse (this is simple for a man of
affeirs). I plugged in ihe power supply and another fuse went. I
reversed the v»lug and my !troubles were over, T hadn't first tested
to see which side of the line was grounded. It seems that even AC
has one side ol the line groundad znd in a DC item like mine that
contained no precautions agiinst such eventuslities, vwrong insertion
of the plug wiil blow a Zuse. The full line voltage appears across
the chassis. 1 know this now.

I said wmy troubles were over., They were, except that the radio
didn't work., I fooled with it for a day or two, then shoved it into
a safe place where I am sure I czn I'ind it any time I want it.

I decided then I was ctill attempting things too complicated,
I found a diagram for z cerystal radic. Nothing is more simple than
thet, I thought. "inybody can build 2 c¢rystal set," I said,., "Even
I can build a crystal set." 30 I built one. 4nd it didn't work.
"Oh well," I said. "I will put this aside with my other adventures
into thinking a2rd come bacir to it later when I know more aktout these
things." 80 I put it aside.
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Then I came across anether diagram which told how to build a
"simple" phono cscillator to play rvecords through "any radio." ]
thought this a fine idea, since my phonograph is out of whack. Of
course T can't fix if. I have decided, though, from careful obser-
vation of symptoms and correlation of known facts that it is suf-
fering from parasitic oscillation. I don't know what to do 2kout
this. Do you suifer from parasitic oscillation? Get up nights?

@eel old before your ftime? yhat do I do about parasitic oscillation?

T built the simple phono oscillzator. It didn't work. T checked
the circuit a dozen times. I took it apart, put it together, checked
each part. I took it apart and put it together, successfully. Suc-
cessfully, I say, because T didn't burn myself on the soldering iron.
.nd the simple phono oscillator doesnt't work,

1 said %o hoisler the other night, "How is 1f that a man with
a fine nind can Ve so stupid9?v And he said, I could answer that
one but I am your guest."

vhen Rog Grazham visited L. the other week 1 asked him if he
knew anything about radic. Iie said he d4id, after first saying he
didntt. 1 showed him the gadget and the diagram. He said I needed
an iron-core IF oscillator coil. I had an air-core coil. I got an
iron-core ccil. T installed it. I% doesnt't work, Graham explained
about the time-lag in an ironcore coil that permits the tube to
oscillate. Wwell, it doesn't tuke advantapge of the iron core. If
doesn't oscillate.

Last night my mother said to me, "Qur radio doesn't work. I'm
sure you can fix it."

This has heen an essay on mother love.
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Just belfore the last mailing I got a minmeographed forwu letter
from J{. Hartin Carlson which informed me I had vwon a Laureate Award
irn the TFPF Poll. With the award vient a Certificate of Iferit suitable
for framing, plus a year's free membership in the NFPF.

surprised, I checked with Laney, who is a staunch NFFFer, and
he told we that zach ysar the NFPF has a poll and the winners of
gach classificaticn get the aforementioned awards. He said they'd
been doing it for year

I wondered why I'd never won an award hefore, when I was really
agtive. I'd been actively writing and publishning since 1944. 1In
late '47 1 Tell avay from the field when the subzine 3hangri-L'Affaires
wvas shot out from under me by irate LASFS3 members. T came here to
FiPs to die. Then came the WFFF award. Why?

Shortly arter the notice from {{. Martin garlson I got a letter
from a NFPT wmenbver in Virginia, ¥. Leslie Hudson. i very nice guy,

1 thought. He welcomed me to the organization and said, among other
things, that if I wrote articles or poetry or fiction, or if T was
an artist, or if I c¢ared to publish, I could receive aid from the
organization. Gratifying. Yes. Actually, though, it was a great
shoelk to me. Here I1'd bLeen active (as above) for years. 30 or more
mags had seen my aegis, not to mention the others who published my
stuff--but this man from Virginia had never heard of me!

I had imagined myself & Bilg ljame Fan, but he had never heard of
me. 0dd, that a member of an org%?ization which gave me an award



wouldn't Xnow anything anout ume. 11 the sweat and blood and greasy
tears of five yezrs in fandom and I am unknown to the NFFF--unknown,
and yet I manage to win some sort of award. .,n award which entitled
me to a certificate suitable for framing. Which, by the way, I
never 4id recelve.

Wext cume a letter frow a Zelda jtishler of Pennsylvania.
(wside to ITPEF officers--your team is vorking as directed and the
situation is well in hand.) Zelda rambled on for six pages and I
confess I didn't read all six pages tecause Zelda never heard of me
either--a great tlow--and her remarks seemed tc run in the general
vein c¢f welcouing nme, not only to the KFF¥, but to fanaon!

Jeli, 1'd hecard oi the NFFF but had never given 1t a thought
till one day in 1944 alter J Daugherty--a luminary of the LASTS at
the time--(and also the man who cwes the HFEFF $45.00 left over from
the Pacificon)-~-started %to give me an enthusiastic btuild-up about the

HEWF. L great spate of words flowed as usufl from his mouth, a
sy2te in which was no logic, Jjust words. I think I got prejudiced
just listening to him and wondering if he would ever stop.

~t any rate, due to WJD's campaign speech ("Los Angeles Fandom
ig 100% Tor the LFFF!" he shouted) I regarded the NFrr from that day
as a ioud-mouthed do-notning organization. Perhaps I was wrong,
tut that is the impression I got from WJID, who was at that time a
big wheel in the organization. I suppose 1 should have reasoned it
out--there just couldn't be an organization consisting entirely of
Daucherty's; the human race simply would not stand for that many
Dovgherty's in the world.

Aad At any rate, I didn'is join the NTRF then, or ever. I went
my way without it. Wearying of extra-wmundane things I came here to
FTAPL to "die." ,nd before my bones start tc molder, along comes the
NFTF. (o avay, XFPF, and stop nuszling my aged tones; it is not
seemly.

I wrote and refused the memtership. Hell with 1t. Leave me
alone--I came here to die. vez, T wrote and turned dcwn the joyous
tid to fraternize with a "Wational organizaticn that everybody's
got to Jjoinl® (WJD}. I puess that's why I didn't get tanat Certifi-
cate of jlerit, suitatle for framing.

Will somebody tell me what the hell 7 won it fore
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Five fine ninds are convened., They have put out a fanzine,
Tt was not the original intention of these five fine mirds %o put out
a fanzine. YHere were five brains going at top speed as we sat in my
spacious apts dining lustily on fruit-cake {(food for the True Fan)
and gulping coffee (Wiison hzs a lefi-handed slurp technique peculiar
to neople from Fanning, 38 niles away). 'We discussed the probatility
of nothing being true and 2lso the wrobvability »of everything being
true. Graham sketched out a plot of a sub-space mimeograph that
printed different texts frowm the same stencil, and gave the piot a
5till more fantastic ending which I now forget. Fersonaiities were
kKicked around. Some astounding, smazing, startling, thrilling and
welrd conclusions were reached. The conversation was of such a con-
teat that EEmvang , Ray Palmer, FJickerman, FTLaney and others would
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gladly have paid 34 sach to listen to 1it. Five finc ainds were whir-
ring at top speed. and then somebody made a sad remark. "Let's putb
ouvt a one-shot ranzine" this forgotten person said. The f.f.n's. went
blank. lio idoas amerged from the bony siructure surrouading each fiae
mind. How did it happen that the words "Let's put out a one-shot
fanzine" caused all these brains to short out? This is a mystery, but
we agreed thati no doubt somethiug ol lasting value would eventually
fight its way into print in spite of our shat-circuited minds, and when
this conclusion had been reached, paralysis again set in and we all
sat around lock at each other's corporeal envelopes (on vus they look
good) blankly. Eventually something wes written and stencilled and
run off. This is it. An outstanding example of what can happen to
five fine minds which are set a task. If we had let our find minds
cruise untrammslled and unnindered through the luminiferous ether, who
knovis what aeights of perfection ywe would not have reached? Perhaps
e could have solvec sometvuing ultimate--Llike why people put out one-
shot fanzines.
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Though my head is at all times loaded with bul lursc:z subjects,
these Dbeing sex, Lome brew and magnetic redcrdsrs, I can at tirec gpeak
of other things such as the wild geese over ifhittier or the man I mct
who was still flushed with the excitement orf naving just seen a flying
saucer (also over Vhittier).

But why anybody waants o {ak about flying scucers when there are
things like player pianos in existence, I don't know.

This leads me rather conveniently inte talking about the player
piano I bought 21 April 1Q55-

The player part didn't work hut it wes a ;;ram"ounding instrurent. .
Besides, it cost but $36.35 installed s¢ [ couldu’t resist it. In
fact, it is sitting 51lpnt1v behind me as I writu.

Yhen 1 took it apavrt T learned that it was a &60G-unote nlayer. This
pecame highly disconcerting to ne when I checked with a olajer piano
specialist and learned that such rolls have aou beeu made for 25 years.
The 88--note rolls are still being produced Ly %whe QRS Piano Roll Co.,
in San Francisco but nobody makes 65-note ro11 I bave collected a
box of 88-note roils. They will cowe in haudy when I have coavaried my
player to a combiunation 65 aud 85 note job. (I aw sbLill in the market
for rolls of both sizes. Tou got some? T'11l buy thom all).

AS I stood in the piano repairman's lcoaded garage-——hs conducts
his business at his home---a trucker drove up to get a piance for deliv-
ery to a custouwer who'd been keeping the phors ho' all day demanding
delivery of his plaver. As the truck drove off, the "player piano

specialisi? said to me, “That customer has fift; plianos in his house
but he has to have that one for tomorrow."
"e#ifty nianos?" T gaii,. 1Yo mean he's a dealer?®

"No, he just coilects them °



‘You wean he has a private cellection of fifty pianos?"

"pifty or sixty."

"All players?"

"411 players."

1 mulled this over for a minute. "7ell," I said. "Fifty
pianos...that's not too wany."
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I am cutting this stencil with a great deal of noise going on.
There are five cnildren here watching a Vlestern on TV. There is often
more action and noise in the room than on the screen. Three of the
kids are armed. This brings me to wonder, how many fpazines are in
the rez1lm of non—existence because of the preoccupation of their edit-
org with TV? Tt is a great hindrance to me. I can seldom find any
free time that the =t is not on. 1 therefore get little free time to
play records and wire.

Sowe weeks 2go my little boy, age ¢, came home from a Cub Scout
meeting and said his ben had the amusement part of the ne 't Pack meet-
ing program. Pack meetings are once a month, and the Scouts and their
friends show up for awarding ceremonies, etc. 8 kids in each Den.

5 Dens. So thatt's 40 kids plus parents and friends. This time it was
Ten 5's turn tod the program part. "Fine* T muttered in my cacciatore.
"JT'11 be there cheering like crazy." I was, too, but not in the capa-
city I had first figured.

"then the Den ,.other knew she had to run off a program she told my
wife and my wife said, "Oh, my busband will write you a play or some-
thing. FHe's always writing something.®” The Den ..other called a meeting
oi parents-and some uf us showed up. Ve threw ideas around and even-
tually came up with sowetibing we fijured shou.d be sure-fire. 4 lot
of doctor skits. So, we figured that if sach persoh present would
write one or two scripts, we's have a whole batch to choose from. But
at the next meeb:ng this was not the case. The thing wou 1 up with me
doing 80% of the writing.

The kids learned their lines with 23se anu ran the program ofif like
veterans. 1 recorded it all on =ire, which shows you another use for
the wire recorder, a zadgei I an alwvays plugging in this fanzine.

Before I'd rinished writing the script my wife asked me what sort
of skits I'd written. T had sujggested ons at the meeting about a man
with two jobs who was getting nixed up. So the doctor graits another

head on biw. You cannot imagine with what coolness this idea was re-
ceived. So my wife, with soue anxiety, wanted to know vhat else I had
written. {1 told her and she sighed with relief. "I thought you were

going to get scieunce~fictional," she said.

I might add here, though, that the two-head skit went over with a
bang. The wman next t¢ we laughed himself right out of breath.

Elsewhere in this mag it is wentioned that my little boy wanted to
see Destinaticn ..oon. .'ell, when it came cround to the local theater he
was hot to go see it. But T told him it was just a stupid story about
some guys going to the mcon znd s0 whatv No hostile selenites shooting
poison darts or 2zap pistols...who cares for that sort of stuffe? I
talked him into another show with 2 double feature 'estern program,
plus a serizl. (infortunately 7 talked myself into it, too, because I
had to take him. I see that movies haven't impoved a bit since 1938
which is when I stopped going oul of sheer boredom with the trite.
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"I,es and Es Cole are fifteen year old twin brothers," said F
Townz2r Laney to me not long ago. 1 did not contradict him because I
didn't know the facts then. 4t first I thought myself they were
brothers who lived in Berkeley. They did not talk ahout sex. I
thought this was cdd because everybody talks about sex.

I first heard of the@m whea Lbey wrote requesting FAra information.
In my facet &s Sec-Treas ¢f PirA I receive lots of similar letters. T
replied tc theirs as usunl wmith an unnecessary explanatory leiter
accompanying the reguvlar mimeographed and dittoed info sheets. They
wrote back and said they'd like to jovin. 7T wrote telling them fine.

I rentionad that one only could be a member; tne other could loeok over
his shouldsr at ithe mailing.

They seecied to ignors this, a5 though they were nct separate
reople, and sent along another letter, speaking of "we" when thay
spoke of joining. 1 told them again that ihey were two separate people
and that the business of dual mempersaip had been thresked out years
ago in FAPA. So they sent ms a check for $1.50 and spoke of putting
"us" on the membersnip lict.

I wrote, telling them that one of them was a wewhor, and since
somg dreadful symbiosis joined them so that “hey could not hecome
cings entities, 1 forcibly would unjoiu them on a semantic basis and
call Les Cole the aember with Es Cole the shoulder-looker-over.

Taz, made no compiaint about that.

4 few woeks passed and I golt a card saying they'd be in Los arn-
celes over the 21st, Z2nd and 25rd of 4April eand if 1 cared to I could
find them at a certain adcress. 1t happened that I also would be in
LA on the &ist, Baturday, so0 1 called the number they'd given me and
spoks to a wmaie voice whicih declared its owner was les Cole. aAfter
some jabber I said I'd go over %o see them. Their place was about 10
blocks away. 1 saic I'd Le there in 20 minutes. Soon as I hung up,
the nhone rang. 1% was my wife. Sne said sho'd volunteered my ser—
vices to fix scmebody's TV set. They wanted to watch the baseball
game and coulan't get a servicewman., They'd come right by and pick
me up. I said CK. I did some rapid figuring, using my little formula
cavt¢ that tells how to solve zll sorts of procblems. 7 minutes to
shave, < minutes %o get there, four minutes to fix the TV set, 3 min-
vtes to get to the (Coles' place, a total of 16 minutes. But my wife
didn't show up right away so I had to phone Cole and tell him to add
<0 wmwinutes wo vhe schedule. 'hen she did arrive, things went off per
schedule. T fixed the TV set (tightened a loose connection with my
finger-nail) and got to the Colc »nlace where I was met outside by les
Colz, who looks a lot like Art Widner. If you have never seen art
Widner I can't imagine of what use that description is to you.

e discussed fans and fandom as we sai in my car and T told nhiu
nis favorite stf auther was a homosexual. Not that I go around telling
everybody this stf author is a homo, but since the stf author talked
about it in «pen meeting at the LASFS and Les Cole asked me, I told him.

Then cam2 the magic moment. e went into the h.ouse and he called
cut "Hermie!" Only it secws that hermie is a dog and Hermie is short
for hermaphrodite which Les claims fhe dog is, since some tinkering was
dons with his sex organs. 1% ooks like we're back to sex again. Rven~-
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tuelly he called out "Ze! You have a visitor. And shortly afterward
& comely female came out and 1 realized that the Es aalf of the Coles
was a woman. It turned out toat they were wmarried. They were not
twin krothers, fifteer years old. TLansy, I thought, had a shock coming.

e talked fan smalltalk snd i.es Cole suddenly asked me "Do you
know Nameless J Nameless, Lhat 5.0!B.?Y Instantly my feeling for Les
Cole flomed into o blzzing frizndship and I knew that if he thought of
NJD iu this manner Les Cowe and his twin brother cor rather wife were
my deepest friends throughout our span om this mortal coil. 1 amused
them with a coupls of amusing storiess abouv local fans.

Les said he'd sent a story %o Flanet and Planet had rejected it.
"They sald it was intgllecvual." =2y," I sald, "you must be stupid,
to seni Tlanet aa intdllactual story. In fact you were stupild o
write an intellacupzl siory., MNobody bub an idioi would wriie an
intellectnal story.”

"Do you know Tilliam Zoisler?? ithey ~wsked. "Fine fellow dbut lazy
as hell,® I said. Tt seems thau Rotsler hul sent them a drawing (to
prove he could draw) big as "thiz and like-iiis"——Dbusiness with the
hands-—and bad cffared his iankisk servicss. They didn't bave his
new sidress so I gave it to tben.

about this Li3me I apologiwed for heing lute ageinm. T explainsd
that my wive is cdrstentily cffcriyg my services to the neighbors. 1In
the part few montly nhe bos ofJer%lmwe Lo Lhe neighbors to repair an
antomatic washer, & sewlag wachine, a vacaum cleaner, a stove., This
sones under the headin. of b3ing naighporly. Alsc she offered my ser-—
vices as a skit writer Yor & Cub Scecut program, the story of which
appears in this fanzine iy ihe deadline doesn't creep up on me. But,
when the young lady acruss the street counlained thut shte just couldni’t
zet pregnant, did my wifc make oue attempt al being neighborly? ‘'thers
were tnose magic words "Oh, my husboand can fix that up for you in a
Jiffy?" Still, what else can one expect in this Judao-Christian
socirty?

Time was prsssing »oth me and the Coles who sre still hushend and
vafe thougn I had to split thawm semantically in Fapian interests, so we
parted. [n the next len minvtes of saying geodbye Les asked 1f I were
soing to the Jew COrleans conveatien. T scoifed at the icdea of a fan
cunvantion in that city of jarz and the cat-house, but I said I was
mulling the idea of going if I ccudd nep a ride with somebody cn a
shure—-expenses hasis. "But now fer the Con," said. "I wouldn't go
across tas sireet to a fan convéntion. 1 didn't go to the Pacificon
in Zos nzeles. I want fo go to aear that righteous jagz as played by
Papa Celestin, Euglin' Sam, Sharxey Bopano, George Lewie, Armand Hug
. .50 NDellwith: vhe conveution.

dext day I wrote Botsler telling him i'd met the Coles. He an-
swerad: "Who is Les and Es uvole? You say they had wny address. ‘There
did they“yet 1i? I have never, to my knowledge, heard of them. Fan
tyre humen beans, 1 zuspect."

{ing of a mystery nere, isn't there?

"nen 1 saw Laney next | told binm tine Coles were rice people.
"They're married," T said, "Though I admit they didn't have their
marriage license framed on the wall.”

"No—o—0--c-~0. -.” zaid Lancy sSiowly. "Les and E8 Cole are fiftesn
y2ar old twin bkrothars. I: thay are having sexual relations I am asha-
met. for them bezcauce they are fifteen wear old fwin brothers. That is
the way [ visualize then."®

"Tewner," I said, "they are nusband and wife."

"They are fifteen yesr old twin brothers |" Laney shouted.
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{part one) ' Fel B

Led o k) s Al s

It breaks over you eventually--t hat you are
wasting too damned much time writing for fanzines, those ephemeral
things read only by a few escteric folk who believe only what they be-
lieve before they start reading your article., By God, if I were re-
writing this I would change that sentence. [ really would. If I were
rewriting this article. But before I go any farther along this
digression I'd better get back to my original clause or I'll find
myself explaining how to write a fanzine article and this is meant to
be zn article on how to stop writing for fanzines except Masgue.

It comes ©o you with compelling force that you are doing your-
self little good banging out wordage for fanzines since your writings
have Jittle effect on the intelligentsia, thovgh this may be explained
peritaps by the lack of a fannish intelligentsia.

And s0 you stop writing for fanzines, except Masgue. It is not
easy to do, in & way, because once the brain is channeled to thinking
along fan article lines, everytihing that haprens is magically twisted
and shaped into a fannish article. Vhole paragraphs pop into your
mind and you want to grab a typer or a pencil ana jot tihem down before
you forget them. 4And if you neglect to do this your trained mind
goes risht on developing the article, right cown to supplying a solid
punch line, something it usually dcesn't do aghead of time. 4t a time
like this the article writer is suffering the pangs of birth and
simultaneous death. He longs both to bring his opus to print and the
notice of a handful of esoteric 2yes hidden for the most part behind
lenses of varying thicknesses, and to slay the beastie before it ges-
tates. This is the eritical period. It is a towering monster of an
impasse, The weapon to slay the dragon quight is to shrug and say,
"Fugg it." Or, if you choose ¢ lessen the shock of your capsule
statenment, you say, "The hell wich it.,"™ 4nd then you stride away,
taking big stene, and leave the idea where vou hatched it. If you're
a vig man, that is. If you're Jjust an ordinary person such as I am,
you just shove the idea aside and concentrate on something significant.
This would depend on what sort of a persoa you are and what you con-
sider significant., For example, when I was plagued by the urge to
write an article on the various methods of masturbation bragged about
by pest members of the LASFS, I simply changed the subject and re-
membered the trouble a neighbor of mine had when his first-born learned
to walk by watching flies and his parents had to pick him from the
ceiling %o keep h im from eating the light bulbs because broken glass
is dangerous in the hands of small children.

S0 after a while your brain will no longer turn out fannish ideas
for articles and you are comparativelv safe, unless you know somebody
like William Rotsler who is such a fine fellow withal that it is dif-
ficult to refuse him when he asks for material. But you buckle right
dovm and say, The hell with you, Willie, don't you know I've stopped
writing for fanzines? And so, by God, you write an article for Masque
to show tnat you can stop writing fanzine arfticles any time you choose,
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When I wrote, in the long ago, the first part of this article, T

still was not sure of myself. I was telling you huw to stop writing
for fanzines without really knowing myself how to do it,

But now I know.

You just stop, that's all,

That!'s what I did. T think I did it in a kind of roundabout way,
though. I promised a big article to Boggs about fandom in a satirical
vein, Then i promised Lee Hoffman a huge article about F. Towner
Leney, Well, it must have been the mere idea of having to do those
articles that made me bog down for good., 1 wrote several pages of
eacn., I think at last notice I had some 20-0dd pages of the Laney
item anc some 3ix or eight of the one for Boggs.

RPut the thought of finishing them, polishing them up for pub-
lication, was too much for my moribund fannish fancies, I suppose, I
wrote scarcely a line for 2nybody after thac. DBoggs and Hoffman,
wherever you are (in kinneapclis end Savannah, respectively?) I
apologize for my inertia,

Oh, T am a beaswt.

For maay moons . have lain here in this dark hole, both hibernat-
ing anc estivating, But now I am c¢crawling out of the hole.

tnd what do 1 find? Do I find my fannieh interests dead as they
deserve to be? I do not., Do I find that I look aghast at my past
activity and vow no future such? Not sa.

A8 a matter of fact. I zin thinking quite seriously of finishing
those titenic tasks I set nmyself to some time back, which means Boggs
orr Hoffman or scmebhody will soon receive these items I promised them
so long ago. And If they dor’t want them, odds are I'1ll publish them
myself. With Rohsler illustrations, b golly.

I am even tninking seriously of running for FAPA office next year.
I am thinking of running for both Frexy and 0fficial Editor. I see no
reason why I can't hola hoth offices at the same time, The Constitu-~
tion says nowt ogalinst itv.

actually, thea, unless you ara basically a fugghead, as I am, you
can stop wriscing for fanzines any time vou want to. Set yourself im-
pessiblz or gigantic tasks :nd find yourself shrinking to inactivity
in the face of such a monwnental vile of work. Tou will fade away
from the field and no ¢n2 wiil ever remairber you existed, except maybe
Tucker, who will write a nostalgic paragraph about you in 1956,

But, if you are basically o fugghesd, you are lost., You'll never
leave fardcm because fandom n=2ads fuggheads.

Fuggheads are the life-blood of a healthy fandom,

Youa'll nevesr stop writing, then. You'll go on and on and on,
vriting stuff like this for other uggheads or for Willie Rotsler,

Somsetimes. you can leave « little space for the editor to doodle
in, especially if he fancies himself to be something of an artist.

This is the recond of a Lwo-instaliment series on how to stop
writing for fanzines, I can’'t w2te any more on this subjeet. It
might interfere with my Tanzine writing.
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A48 soon as the bomb felli, Big Name
Fan leapsd to his feet, sluang his typewriter
under his arm, along with several reams of

typirng paper, and made for the door,

A8 he stepped out he slung over nis
snoulder Survival Kit BNF Model 48, his own
design,

Thare was the beginning of chzos in
the street he entered., Treople were standing
there locking at the mushroom cloud that rose
benind him and remarking that it looksd just
like in the newsreols. OQther peopla were rynning around wild-eyed,
wondering what they should do.

Rig Name Fan didn't ask anybody. He knew what to do. He left
his parents berind him since they naturally had no survival value. Af-
ter all, his father was over 50 and therefore in ithe clutches of zenil-
ity. His mother was just a woman.

Big Name Fan got into his father's car {heing a Eig Name ran he
raturally had¢ no car c¢f his own; and drove off in a direction he had
decided on two years before, after reading abecut it in & fauzine,

48 he drove, he saw people staring behind him at the mushroom cloud.
But Big Name didan't look at toe cloud. Thet would mean lowering him-—
self to their level of ignorance. Hell, herd Kkinown about atomic bhombs
and spaceships and hyperspace way bacyg in the late tuenties, before
they'd even heard of =n atcn.

He left Los sngeles. He aclticed a lot of othsi pecple doing the
same thing. He frowned. Tow had hiz paster Plan #1: "Get away from
the Targef with all possible expedition'--how had this plan leaked
out tc the rabible?

At the outskirts of a iittle commuaity tne car stzlled. It was
out of gas, due to the lack of foresight posssssed by his father{anoth-
er example of senility). Big Nuwe got out of the car. He adjusted
bis survival ki% over his shoulder by its straps. He nefied his iype-
writer and paper and went on. He bad no money *o buy gasoline, since
monegy would of course be uscless in the new barbarianism that was desc-
ending on the world. He struck out from tlhie car with tone sure unhesi-
tating step of one who has read science fiction steadily since 1926.

It soon grew dark. He was in a semi-desert area. There was a
house or two nearby; their lights hegen to wink on in the darknsss that
falls swiftly in semi-desert country. He avoided Lhe houses-——the odds
were that people lived there and none were fans. He strode on purpnss-—
fully, taking biz steps because ne was a great hig man 512" tall. He
fell over a coil of wire once, and ghortly afterward went headlong into
a ditch he couldn't see. te lay in the ditch considering the situstion.
He was not hurt, but perhaps it was not well to go marching (however
unfaltering his steps) in darkness when he couldn't see his way.

ke thought about it a wbile and decided to lie there until wmorning.

"I will lis here untili wmorning," said Bipz Name.
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~nd he did, shivering in the chill air of tho rdeseri night. Sur-
vival Kit BNF 48 had ro voou for blankets. hen morning came he
crawled out of the ditch and carefully observed the terrain he was
about to traverse. Later, from a volcanic ridge he saw the road, far
away, packed with outgoing automobiles. People rleeing from the scene.
Big Name tramped on eastward. aif'ter a time he thought about breakfast.
In his Kit was a book which listed all edible plants iun the nation.
de stopped and set up the miniature projector which was needed to
read the book. It was photo-micrographed and tock up no more space
than & dime. He set up the screen and soon was absorbed in the projec-
ted print of "ebster's Unabridged Dictionary. e bad taken out the
wrong film but it didat't matter. This was fascinating reading.

He came upon tne word "pules" and found that it was a heraldic
term meaning the tincture red, indicated in seals and engraved figures
of escuicheons by parallel vertical lines:

his sev'n-fold targe a [ield of

gules did stain

In which two swords he bore,; his

word,
"Divide and reign."
P. Fletcher.

*’ith man's blood paint the ground; gules, gules.
Shak.

Let's uarch to rest and set in gules, like sunZ.
Beau & F1L.

He learned about gyrons, impalsments, gemels, gores and fusils:
checky, chevrons and coitises came to his notice, and as he looked up
other symbols he came across the words yapock and zenick. A4 yapock,
he learned with matchless interest, was a South American aquatic op—
cssum. A zenick, on the otner hand, was a South African burrowing
mammal, called also suricat.

There was nothing like lnowledge, thougbt Big Name, as he regret-
fully shvt off the projectcor. e had spent so much time acquiring
this useful information from the dictionary that he'd used up his time
allowance for breakfast. There was nothing o do but lean on into the
east where sarfety lav. He went oa tne rest of the morning, resting
only occasionully, for he nhad a valuable life-—his own--in bis keeping.

The sun was directly ovarhead when Big MName stopped for his noon
meal. It was very hot here, and no houses were in sight. He was very
dry. He dipped into Survival Kit Jiodel 48 (his own design) and brought
out a cellophane packei of tablets. Vitamin tabhlets, the nearest
thing to food pellets that backward modern science had yet developed.
He popped ther into his mouth. From a plastic can he shook a white
tablet. Thet was an inveution of his own. Dehydrated water tablets.

Big name had developed thew himseli. He'd boiled away great
quantities of water till nothing but a powder remained. Tubis powder
he carefully scraped up and compressed into tablet form. and there he
was-—dehydrated water ! Dissolve a tablet in a zlass of water and you
had a glass of water !

But there was not water around to put the tablets into. Big Name
was mighty thirsty. Luckily, he later found a sort of irrigation ditch
with greenish water in it and by this time he was not squeamish. Then
he went on.

He saw no more people, for ne was in the jl.ojave besert and the few
inhabitants had left—-at least the area he was in was deserted. Now
and vhen he unwittingly iaced in the direct ion of a distant Bomb hit——-—
he swiveiled away swiftly when he saw those mushroom clouds. Looking
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at them did harm, ne ressoned, while not looking at them 4id a lot of
sood.

. By and oy he settled dowrt in a heavy clump of mesquite. A stupid
tall cactus clump nearby furnish=d him a little shade. He sat there and
wished for water. For a moment he almost regretted that Survival Kit
BNF wmodel 48 contained no canteen. Only for a moment he regretted this
—-—he knew the regret was stupid, for he had carefully selsected the it-
ems to go into the Kit, carefully and over z period of two years, so
that ne knew that every iteu in it was essential to the well-being and
comfort of a fan. So obviously and logically, a canteen was strictly
an unsssential itewm which did nothing but add weight. re licked his
lips and his tongue rasped harshly like a file on a rock.

This was i.eeting Point #1l. He'd reached it and now all he had to
do was wait two months, which wac as long as he Tigured civilization
would take to throw off the shackles of convention and revert to complete
barbarism. The survivors would bthen be ready for a Leader, and Big Nawma
would be ready to step miraculously into their midst and restore order
withaea beniiicent wave of the hand and a soft conciliatory voice.

He heard footsteps approaching. Coming across the hard-packed
earth was 8Small Town Fan., Though they lived by 20 miles apart, they saw
each other cnly zt conventions. Small Town too, was prepared. He also
pad & survival kit, noi so completely equipped as Big Name's, but Sur-
vival Xit iiodel 1950. (Kt was a sore spot with Big Name that fans
couldn't even agrze on a standard terminclogy for Survivel Kit--some
used the number system and others, like Small Town Fan, used the date
on which they'd conceived the ideas of the kit).

Shrugging off his annovance, Big Name stood up. "Hi, Small Town.
Haven't seen you since the jlalay Archipslagocon."

"You mean the Pelicon," sail Small Town.

"3it down, rest your weary bones."

small Town sat down and rested nis wsary bones. ©He took a canteen
from kis kit and bad a sip of water.

"It's a hell of a thing,” said Small Town. "The darnedest thing
gver."

"You mean about the next Convention being held in pPanama? I don't
see why. after all, there's a plsnity active 1little group of fans down
there. Been publishing regulary."

"I now, but it's getting so0 I sometimes don't think it's worth it
to travel a thousand miles or more to go ot a ccnvention.®

"Not———-worth———it !" gasped Big Name. "Yhy, man, it's the event
of the year. abeolutely everybody is there. Pro-authors, editors and
fans galore, and ihey have a big auction and everything. j.an I wouldn't
miss one ! TI*'ve never missed one."

"I've been to five," said Small Town. "Rut sometimes I wonder if
it's worth 1t. T guess it is, at that, the way you put it. But I still
wish the Convention wzs sSomewhere else~—-somewhere doser."

Big Name said nothing. He didn't care a lot for Small Town, even
if Cwall Town was a fan and published the /4 fanzine, Paraspace, and
was a dignitary in the NFFF and FaPa. They'd kept up for the last four
years a tremendous correspondence; mnicrofilms of their letters reposed
in Big Mame's Survival Kit.

"Say," sald Big Name, "just before I left, I put microfilms of
forty seven nsw books in my film. T've got some really choice stuff in
there. Got some really nice titles. Got The Grean liouse...!

"I traded you that one a yearego," said Small Town. "JI've got it
in microfilm, too. That's a good title. I hsard somebody say it wasu't
fantasy, though."

"Sure it is!" said Big Name. "!'hy, I've had that copy a year and
just got 1t mierofilmed a week ago. How long did you have the book?®

"4t least four ysars,' said Small Town. "I know it's fantasy--don't

get excited. I just wentioned I'd heard someone say it wasn't.®
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"I koow darn well it's fantasy," said Big MHams. ¥I saw & copy in
Ackerman's collection a couple of years ago."

"Ackerman read ithe book?H

"¥o, he hadn't read it "

“You read ive"

"NO.

“Jell, I haven't read it either, but it must be fantasy, if Acker-
man has a copy."

Small Tewn took another sip from his canteen while Big Name
watched, his 1lips resping drily over his blackening 1lips.

"You bring a mimeograph?" asked Big Nams.

"No," said Small Town. "Designed one that fit into the kit, but
never got it off the drafting table. 'Yas a honey, too. ‘'fould've been
a2 beauty. WWhy?"

“Oh, T Jjust thought I'd like to publish & one-shot fanzine now. |
brought my typer.”

"Satd T. Soon's I rest a bit Itm going to write up this trip of
aine and our meeting for my fapamag DOORTAY."

tthy, that's a new one, isn't it? Your regular magazine is Con-
tinum, isn't it

"yYou know daran well it is. I got tired of that title. It had

no significance. Continum...just roll chat around in your maeth. It
doesn't mean anyiiing, does it?!

"It aust weai. something." said Big Name. "It came out of some-
body's head."

"1 thought, Donrwdj had 2 broader meaning. Doorway. That gives a
picture c¢f a gigantic brass-studded door opening into an acure sub-
space fringed with derk striatious, sort of, as though indicating the
presence of a darker knowledge.“

"Yeecees...I see it, too," said Big Name. “Why, a title like that
could carry a maggzine all by 1tsclf without need for anytining else.
But 2 title like that is so good somebody's liable to steal it.®

Snall Town laughed QEflSlVGlj "[{ow can anybody stesal it? Itve
got it registered v 1th the NEFF Copyright Bureau.*

*Smart bvoy," nodded Big Nane. *T'm not 80 good on titles. JI-—-"
He had 0 stop talking for a wmoment. Fifteen giant jet planes flashed
overhead at 3,000 feet and the noise was deafening. Black planes, they
weres, with a foreign devies on ileir wings.

"itm no good on titles,” said Big Name. "I just sit eround and
think and think and noithing comes out, so I'm using the old one Itve
peel. using all this time. Coming into my 40th issue next month.®

"That's no recerd," said Small Town Fan.

"I*m not shooting for a record," said BRig Name. "Itve just been
going aliong, minding wmy own business, and guietly publishing my naga--
zine. Been doing it all this time and T guess it's sort of a habit with
me now."

"It is a pretty rewmarkalble magazine at that," mused Small Town.
"You sterted the mag when yeu wasre oanliy 17, didn't you?"

"Yes," said Big Name. "And here J'm 36 and I'm still publishing
the same mag."

"Hosh, that is a record, far as I know. Publishing the same mag
from boyhood to adulthood."

"I don't think of myself as an adult," said Big Name solemnly,
"but rather--as a fan "

*Y¥oah, 'tis the mortal truth. The mortal itruth. That's the way
Giies Hakibula.would say it. The mortal truth.”

"LEGION CF SPACE," said Big Name. "Damn good yaran. You read it?"

"No, bui the current issue of my mag carries a review of the new
book edition. I read the rvevisw. You read ite"

"You meéan the story? Oh, no, but I have it on microfilm." He
gestured toward his kit.



"How many uvitles you got there?®
"Gh, oifhand, I'd say 3,80C."
Small Town shook his kead. "That is a lot. 1Itve got only =2400.
But, then, vou've been collecting longer than I have. I started micro-
filming sooner, though., Begides my books Itve got all the important
fanzines of the past ten years on film, too, and stills from sif movies,
and & 1ot of iry correspondence. and my projector and typer and paper,
and stencils, of course. Besides that, I have & spool of wire con-
taining the voices of over 200 fans.!
"Say, that's something!" cried Small Town. "Play it! TYou got a
recording of Harry ''arner? I've always wondered what he soundsd like.!
"I never did g=t to see Harry flarner, not even when the Atlantis—
con was held on that submarine off the coast of ilaryland. I evan swan
ashore one night just to see him. Nobody was home and the nsighbors
said that Harry had gone tc New Vork for a week. I couldnt't Tlieve
that-—--not with a convention right off nis own cecost.”
Shock waves rocked tho sarth. FPar off, east and west, mushroom
clouds rose. iluch later, the rocking thud of the explosions reached
therwr.

"I sure wish you'é brought & mimeograph," said Blg Name., "This
converation or curs is of real fan significance. I could dash off a
coupie of stencils right now while the words are frash in my mind and
you could :rite something too and draw & cover and wa'd have a fanzine."

"I sort of fi=2l that way, too," said Small Town. "I'd have brought
one, too, except that T dida'l realize time was so short.n

"It is later then you think," said Dig ifame, solemnly.

"That's ihe title of a Jack #illiamson story, isun't i%t? No, thatv
was varker Than You Think. ‘Werswolf stuff. Deftly handcled.®

"wou read it?"

"No, did yvour®

"No, buv I've got it on microfilm.*

'Isolve I'!!

Thex nodded smugly at each cther.

"T wonder now uidwest Fan is making out," mused Small Town Fan.
"He was planning Survival Kit, too. ‘'hen I saw him at tha Jalzpacon
last year. Too bulky, though, to wmy mind. He had high-powered rifles,
distress rockets, and didn't bpelisve in microfilming. Said he'd take
Jusi one book along...the Bible."

Big Hame's lip curled. "The Bible? ('hat in Ghu's name doss a fan
wvant with that?"

"I don't know,"* sald Small Town. "He just said it was the hest
fantasy anthology of them all. Said it was the souree-hook of all sif.
I didn't press him for details. You can ask uim when you see him at
the Panveution."

"Or you can."*

“I don't know that I'1l) go to the Panvention," said Small Town,
eyse averted,

Big Naue sat up abruptly. "got———going?n

"Provably not. You know, I don't think a qoa svery yesar 1s a good
idea. Happens too often. You save up &il year to finance your trip,
spend several days wravellirg, and often pubt in a few days before the
son and arfterward running around being 2 visiting fireman, and then you
go nome and start saving up again because the first thing you know
another Con is due.*

& wild light shone for a moment in Big Name's usually complacent

cyas. "You're kiddang!"
“No3 I'm not. Really. T've been thinking about it seriously for
a long time. T've even written an article about it which will appear

in Paraspace, eut the 15th of next month. I'm trving to start a move-
ment for 2 fon every thres years. Then with them spaced so far apert,
— 492 -



you can realiy savor the Cons wneun they do come.®

"Threa years !" said Big lame, rclling out each word slowly, as
though he were tryinz to taste them and couldn't believe they tasted
iike thet. *"Why, it would mean that we'd never get to see a lot of the
fans. gome really fine fellows rises to prowminence and fade out in
that time. '/hy,betwsen conventions there'd be any number of promising
people whos would never know fandom——-never know it truly—--if they didn®
have the convention to cpen thcir eyes and inject them with new enthu-
siasm and interest."”

"Just the same, my article voints out in detail the benefits of
the 3-year Con., I'm going all out for it. 1I've taken your advice
bafore," said 3mall Town. "I've always considered your advice to be
the best.”

"Why?" said Big Name sdtly.

"Because you're the Humber One ran," said Swell Town. "TO me your
word was La'/, if our little fangroup can be said to have laws.®

Big Name smiled snigmatically. This same cnigmatic smile had won
friends for him all cver tne nation, even the world.

Small Town drew himself up. *Bub this time——" his . :
voice faltered and then came in strong again, "This time I won't giv
i, You got me to give up going with girls hecause you sald it tock
a fan's fanning time. I was even engaged-—--you coaxed me into taking
back ny ring. Reuwemober that?"

Big MNawe nodded. Indeed he did rewmember. Small Fown had s0ld
the ring and with the procseds had published a gala issue of Paraspace,
withk lithographed cover and interiorg, and articles by the biggest
namss inthe fan field. Gvso two pro—authors had written articles
for it ! It had been SU pagst tinick, and was spoken of even now as a
parazgen of publishing....slz Name shook himself from his reverie; Small
Town had been talking.

"Wot this time," he was saying. “I've given 1t serious thought.

I even took off work one day and ccocnsulted a psychiatrist aboui it. He
said it was & wonderful idea and he charged me only $10 for telling we."

Big ame stood up.

"Iy eyes, perhaps more gxperienced than yours——-—-you are rather a
late—~comer intc the rield you know-——you entered the field in 1934——-
Iy syes can peer past the confusion of the present to & lucid future...
Shz21l I tellyou what I ses?"

Small Town, onglaored by this meitoric, so unusuel from Big Name,
could only nod weralassly.

“I see dissension and strife and war. 1 see oid fans, bowed by
blows 1ir the pasgt, dropping to obscurity beneath this new onslaught.

I near the thir cries of dying fans, crying aloud for a savior, a lead-
er, somsonz2 tc poiont the way, and above all this, 1ike the specter of
Death on the battlefield, ridas Chaos, laughing to hear tne plaintive
xies, roaring to see the ursadful zcene of fandom dying, folding in on
itself ! .nd do you lguow who Chaos is?  yYou are Chaos, Small Town !*

Small Town stared back defiantly.

"Look at yon, Smali Town," criesd Big Name. "vour hands, bloody
from the murder of Fandom! Can you, with thosa gory fingers, ever
twitceh a typer into gleaming sentience azain, or spin the crank ¢f =z
mimeograph? Can you ever operate ¢ stapler without those grim thoughts
and wemories crowding out your very resason?"

"Frankly," said Small fcwn, "I think I can.®

fle stood. “Big Name," hs said, "I gusss there comes a time vhen
gvery fan conmes into wmaturity. It may be when he discovers nis idel is
clayfooted or wheun something breaks in or his somncler smugness to awaka:
him tc what a fool ne's been 21l along. 4and while I sat there listeaing
tc you, it came %o me. I grew up in a paragraph. BRig Name," his words
went more slowly,! do you realizc that Tim a Big Name pan?t
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"This is awful," said Big Name “This may well be—-—" Thes high
roar ¢f jets slapped down cver uvhe desert. Tae enemy jets werc rejurn-
ing. In a few nmomsnts they were gons, but the roar persisted. One
black plane lagged behind, dipping and rising, its jet moiobs barking
intermittently. Part of the fuselage was blasted away. Evidently some
lucky shot from an alert anti-eircraft gunner. The plane suddenly
dipped and plunged into the ecarth not far from the two fans. Instantly
there was an explosion as ithe fuel tanks let go. The two fans were
knocked down by the concussion, and flaming fuel hissed about them like
2 rain from hell. Then all was silent.

Slowly Big Name Fan roge., 7Two wisps of smoke rose from his smol-
dering Jacket and in the still air of the desert rose twining abvout
his forehead so that they seemed to zrow from his hair, 1like tendrils,
giving him 2 positively Slan-like appearance. And the brilliant desert
sun caught for a moment at the dial glass of his wristwatch. making it
look for all the world like o Leus f

Indeed, to Small Town's eyes, Big Name appeared wreathed in stef-
nalistic glory. He looked like some swashbuckliang bero from yet-to-
be~written future history. His eyes wers glinting with a hint of hell
as he said:

"This may be the end of the world as you and I know it, Small
Towvn. If you insist on baving the conventions every three years or
even on alternate years, I cannot go along with wou. It will nean the
end of owr friendsh:ip-——even our-—correspondence." He whispered that
last wore Tbroksuly.

"It isn't that serious !" said Small Town.

"Nct serious! nan, this isn't just the end of-—us, our fan rela-
tionship, but it may well be the opening wedge of revolt in fandom.
Thy, it's like rage in heaven! The two warring factions may well split
fandom wide open, and ihere will bs chaos in f£he fandom that I have
known and rather enjoyed the past 24 years! 7I..." But his vocal
chords could bear up no longer under the strain. Emotion had swept
over him like blood over the scuppers of a pirate ship.

Guickly he sat down, jerked his typewriter open, slipped in a
fresh sheet of paper. For many minutes only the sound of nis rapid
frantic typing disturbed the air. Then he rose, folded up the lettfer
and put it in an envelope (with Small Tewn's address mimeographed on
the frout) and handed it to Small Tovnm.

Picking up his Survival Kit, h2 slung it over his shoulder, along
with his typewriter and several reams of typing paper, and stomped off.

They found him days later., dead of exposure and thirst. His hands
still clutched his Survival Kit, as *hough to draw stirength from it.
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This ise fan lster %o neopine & i demard it to be prinsited. beer
bill:; wel [ red yur fanczine and thoght it was eweleni, espccaly that
story by Burbie which had we laghing like c¢razy. and boy the pkcturs
were god to. I tei you I have secldum red such a nagazine ithat had ever-—
ytbing and I mean evertixg. Gosh it had bumor and laghter znd gayity
and solemnes and serusness and was full of dier predicktuns of things
to cum of cours I meen Cyres Cundros story abot the man with the big
brane. Hell Cye, hes not deau, doui ever think so for a minit—-hss just
sleeping or fakeing if you ask me. Dont think hes not alive any more
becaus that would be a fatell mistaek of vou ask me. T reod somwhers
about thees writers---they dont die they just slesp and o hoy befor the
yarn is over they wake up and Lhere is hel %o pay i meen really hell to
pay. Dam rite,

uirb (Masque, Fapa 45)
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So they began to study the wingless rooster carefully, from all
angles, At first it was apparent that he had no wings and after four
days of diligent analysis it vecame obvious that he had no wings,

The Findirgs Committee wrote up a 1.,0-page report which in detail
described the rooster. It gave 26 reascns or theories exvlaining his
leck of wings., ‘The report went on to sa3y that he was just an ordinary
rooster with the normal instincts of his species except that he was
wingless,

As soon as the report was puklished, trickles of Buropszan scient-
ists vegan to arrive. They wanted vo see for themselves this oddment
of nature. A number of “ests were ceviced, Ncne of then bothered the
rooster. In fact he seemed %fo enjcy most of then, especially the ones
which tested his food and sex drives, This left them more puzzled
than before.

Knots of bafTled scientists gachered day and night in the vast re-
search labs. Amid odors of <houséends of gallons of hlack coffee thous-
ancs of theorizs were brought forth., Were the birds developing intu
wingless beings preparatory to taking over earth? Mutating, as it were,
into 2 higher tyoe? Trading theire wings for another organ? But close
serutiny had not wncovered any mew organs, Therefore the trade must
be an intellectval one. They set up IQ tests for him. He came out no
bzrter or worse than she rooster control group. This did not ease their
minds, On the contrarv, dismay ang fear hegan to settle about them ...
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perhaps the rocster was so smari he could hide his high intelligence
from them. Hide it hecause of humans who would slay him and his kind
before the chickens could reveolt in force. Perhaps he was hut the
vanguard of fowldom.

They set up ESP tests and the rooster failed to show any trace of
unasual perceptions. How they began to fear for the existance of hu-
manity. They had the prickly feeling that the rooster was studying
them.

This rooster, to all intents and purposes, was an ordinary roos-
ter except that he was wingless. This was almost irrefutable procf
thathe was not an ordinary rooster. It was sinister. Not only was he
not agr ordinary but he was so far above them in intelligence and per-
ception that he could convince them, the mwost highly trained mer in
the land, that he was just an ordinary rooster,

The word went around --- Destroy this super being, this crafty en-
tity. Destroy him now! Before he destroys us! But it must be dore
quickly, The very first blow must be fatal, lest he retaliate with un-
thinkable reorisals, A simple wrimgd the neck? Hardly., Starvation?
No.

At the first tightening of a haund around his neck he might sudden-
ly display incredible strength and make his escape. If they tried to
starve or poison him he might refuse food and begin to draw energy by
tapning the fabric of space,

Whs would say what nameless forces he controlled?

They kept him in 3 chariber with lead walls 18 feet thick while
thev assembled the greatest panoply of death-deal ing instruments in
time of peace, Flame-throwers, anti-aircraft guns (he might soar un-
expectedly on jets). poisorn gas, machine guns, rockets, artillery,
Zuided missiles.

Came D-Day,

The armed forces came., Each man had been carefully screened for
security reasons. Tight radio bezms connected alil branches of the ser-
vice, 1In the nearby ocean half the navy stood by. One hundred fight-
er planes stoecd by, engines idling, while their pilots lounged nearby,
cracking jokes in the face of death. The whole proving grounad area
wes a mass of machines and men. Fveryone was tight-lipped. Cigaret-
tes were being throwrn away half-smoked.

The rooster was placed in the target circie. He strutted about,
pecking at the few blades of grass growing there. They were amazed at
his courage,

In the sky a single plane zircled overhead. MNo one knew, but it
vias whispered that 1t carried the Bomb, and if all 2lse failed....

At the given word, all weapons were brought to bear on the rocst-
er. He ignored them, Jaws were agape &t his insouciance,

Suddenly he squawked, raced around 2 bit and dropped into the dirt,
kicking a little. Kot 2 weapon had been fired. Men, wearing asbestos
suits, rushed recklessly to his twitching body, Examination showed that
a small caliber projectile had entered his body where the left wing
should have been and had not emerged from the other side,

He was deed,

Or so it seemed,

A small boy was brought over. Half-defiant, half-crying. he ad-
mitted het!'d sneaked past the guards and had come in there to shoot go-
phers as he often did. Seeing the rooster, he though he'd try a long-
ranzge shot. OSonic detectors had picked up the sound of the rifle's
discharge and sixteen tracer lines had been =lapped on him instantly,
Radav-equipped jeeps had run him dowr,

"Did I da anything wrong?"™ he whimpered. They told him no and
let him go,
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They let the rooster lie there for l'ive days under constanl sra—
veillance cof the F,2.I. Floodlights lit the scene at night. When it
seemed apparent that he was really dead they threw him into a huge
pit and dumped carloads of corrosives on him, then filled the pit with
reinforced concrete and quarantined the territory for two years.

The world had been saved.
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Some comments on the last BEGO BE..STuas

When one is speaking of the Banning segment of fandom, one first
makes a decision. You, that is. You must hinge your remarks on one
or the other clioice. You must proceed with the assumption that Don
Vilson and Howard piiller are one and the same, being but two facets
of an o0dd entity, or you can assume that they are two separate en-
tities, one odd, one even. This second assumption is the one I will
make for the nurpose of this article. In some future article I will
make the other assumpticn, to prove that T am impartial as all getout.

Before T go Turtner inio the matter, let ne nominatc Don Wilson
as the 71 Humorist oi #.Fa, cven though many of my loyal followers
will protest this. His nine ranting pages on the subject of his
severing all links with fandom ver: a scurce of much mirth to me.

Yhat fine timing. That punch iine of hig "It is a matter of complete
indifference to me" is a classic. And its constant repetition, in

the form of variations on a theme, gave an overall sense of high humor
thai was worthy of a better medium than FAF L.

Jilson is Our Comedian. .h, that disconnected article that
started out telling us what to expect, then throwing in three pages
of irrelevant maiter that built the suspense up to killing pitch--and
the big question was,Could he do it¢ (Could he live up to the take-off
voint he had generated so skilfully? This was a matter of suspense
within suspense; tae first time Itve seen it successiully done siace
Shakespeare's Tvwo Gentlemen from Verona. It marked Wilson as a master
of contrapuntal huwmor and places him high above my petty claim to
being a humorist (not that I've ever claimed this). Tite man is
priceless, "Ii is a watter of the utmost unimportance %o me." I
loved it all.

Let me also compliment Howard jfiller on ueing an astute editor,
By wnat blacik magic did he get W7ilson to pen this masterpiece? I
doubt if we could understand how cleverly he molded ¥ilson to his
will, even if he chose to tell us. The seeds of greatness are in
Hovard Liller. :ovw, supposing that ¥ilson has withdrawn from the fan
publishing picture, perhaps ifiller can blossom forth in full glory,
as he could have done long 2go were it not that his inexplicable
friendship for "filson hindercd him.. Of course “7ilson wmay not ve
finished, in spite of what he has said.

What a strange friendship. Wilson of ten writing both publicly
and privately of the utter hopelessuness of j{iller as a fan, a friend.
a numan veing. .snd lilller gravely accepting the words without ire,

6ur roy VWilson, master oI the meaningless snapper. W"Any way
you loox at it, never get involved with these pro edifors. They'll
screw you every time." 3illy, isn't it? At first glance it seems to
be without sense. TFurther situdy proves the validity of the first
glance. Yonderful? 1 think so. TIn the hands of the master those




words take on new connotations of stupiaity. You aspirants after
the #1 Humorist's c¢rown c¢an 3o worse than to study this masterpiece
of fecklessness,

rerhaps ncw thut Don Wilson has declared his freedom from the
Serious, Construciive stuge he will improve., Now, he, as Langy and
Burbee, knows that fen publishing and fznning in general is just a
hotby. He realizes now (or at least is desperately trying to con-
vince himself) that fondom is not 2 way of life. He is at last taking
the sensible or .ristotelian point of view that no part of fandon is
important. and now that he, like ftl, has quit fandom (except that it
took Laney 130 puges to tell everybody about it) perhaps he can now
settle down to enjoying landom as a pleasant diversion., I wonder if
he can stand the pace.

Gocdbye, Don, feckless fen, 71ello, Don, how does it feel to
be out?
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Some of you ulore for*una*e tykes may have read the enchanting
article “oneurJ ijeets Burbee...and Tandon Jtands Still, It appeared

in 3nangri-L'aifsires (the Defunct ranzlne] in llarch 1347. For the
bencfit of tnuse of you who did not read the article, T will repro-
duce Lt here througu special permission of the editor

SHEARY IRETS BURETEE 0D F IIDOM STANDS STILL

/The fabulous Rick 3nesry visited the LA3FS one Thursday night
not long ago. The following is an excerpt from a letter he wWrote wme
six weexs later. It took nim that long to regain his poise. 7

"Iy the way, your looks supprsed me no end, I pictured you as
a nothner Daugherty. (Stop screeming.) FReally, that is the way you
sounded. (I might add I nearly died wondering what you looked like
that night. I didn't kmow you when you came in and when Gus said vho
you ware, you were seting where I couldn't se: you. 30 all evening
1 was left wondering wnat you wouvld finaly look like.,) <You really
long wore the Tucker type. &and a grate deel like what I thought fans
should look like beiore I weet any and ifound the locked like ever-
tthing elce."

I think vou will all agree that %tais was history of the highest
caliber., Two giant fans meeting, their agile tendrils locking.
("igile tendrils locking" a phrase stolen by me frow Cyrus B Condra,
who stole the uhrase in turn frowm Theodore Sturgeon's POXER F4aCE. and
wnere did Sturgeon steal it from? liayye ne created 1i%.)

This fey meeting occurred this one evening. Ve went over to
S5lan Shack ana played a miseravle game of chess. 7Tnen 3neary vanished
in the direction of South Gate and I went home. e communicated
spasmodicalliy through the wmedium of the 7. 8. Mail in the intervening
months tefore our next meeting occurred.

Saturday afternoon, the 1lth of September, 1948, I was touring
the city in search of .nimal Cowics {which contain Albert and Pogo
adventures) and was in a Dook-magazine-racord store at z24th and ver-
wmont. I had my lLittle boy with me; and we were both searching the
cowlc-book files. I went to the back of the store to search further,
and this character came up belween the ftovering shelves, I looked at
him. 3ort of looXs iike 3Sneary. I thought. But of course it isnt't
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sneary. 1 was zuout to say Hello Snezry when tals character looked at
me and through me--no slightest bit ¢f recognition. I withdrew into
my fznnish shell and said nothing.

v little later, I noticed this same chuaracter pawing through a
pile of comic books. Where did you get those? T asked., Up fthere, he
answered, poinfing to rows and stacks above our heads, accessible only
by & nearby ladder. I mounted the lzdder and searched through the
stacks,

~fter 2 time I left the plece, with my four Tooks and six comic
books., iy little boy went with me with his 15 comic books (cut down
from his original selection of 40 titles).

I drove on down to 62nd and Broadviay and made a rich strike in
Animal Comies. Got four titles T lacked., T glanced at the stack of
sti--not uuch there except late stuff. The lady in charge (a genial
cnsracter indeed) mentioned that a fellow had been in there earlier
that deay, looxing at sfti. 3&id he'd mentioned that he'd come in from
Soutlhh Gute. 3outh Gate! I said. 3Sneary! Jigod, I szid, that waust
have teen Snexry I savw back at Z4th and Vermont.

Imagine this, I said to myself. I wag face to face with the
3age of 3outh Gete. That fabulcus man Rick Sneary, who writes letters
tc Stertling for 4¢ 2 wordy I had him in my clutches and let him slip
away. Furtner tuought on the maiier produced a sinister implication.
Sneary, fthe Presideni of *,P., and Burbee, the Vice-president of TAPA,
meeting each other and not speaking! Does this ypresage evil days for
FaAPA? I1f the Pres and Vg will noi speak to each other, what will hap-
pen to fthe organization? The two top men not on speaking terms! This
is 2 aorrifying revelation, is it not?

The reverberations of tluis fantastic meeting will resound down
the @murky halls of fandow for ten thousand years to come.,

[hstantly upon reaching hope I wrote Sneoary a card. A few days
later I ot nis reply. vYes, 1t had been Sneary!

Boggs !t Laney! ,are you there? It is your duty to step into
this terrible obreach...bring us together again, make us say we're sorry
and make us shake hands in true wmerigcan fashion, so that tunis debacle
will not smash "APA and perhaps the rest of fandom with tne exception
of the WFFF (which is not a fan organization anyway).
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I went Lo uim with a question. After zll, I thought, he's been
reading science-fiction for fifteen or wore yezrs. He's never seen a
fanzine, never written a letter to a magazine, and does not even know
there is a fandow of the sacred writings. Turther, he is (ntelligent,
haviug risen to a place of importance in a hard job, and has usually
been near the top in any task he has undertaken. Also, though it may
not be to his credit, he has a high I.3.

A8 I said, I went {o him with a question, but first 1 gave him
a build-up. M"art," I said, "you've been reading science-fiction for a
good many years now, naventt you?"

"Yeah," he said.

"You've read a couple of thousand stories by this time,”

Mo doubt," he szid.

"ell," I said, "do you think science-fiction has a Mission®?"

He gove me ap odd look., ™ihato!" he asked, ot unveasonably.,
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(I Lold you he didn't know about fans). I repeated my question. §e
pave me a down-the-nose look so I said, "God Xnows it's not a question
I would ask, but there are people who'd be interested in your aunswer.
How about it? Has science-fiction got a Liission?"
"Yes," he said. "To entertain."
“hat do you think of it as a Porce for Good?"
"Bullshit,"” he said.
"Do you think it will help vs to build a Brave Mew World?"
vJith a story?!
tIhy, yes, don’t you believe thut science-fiction is signifi-
cant?"
"Oh," he said, "it's entertaining sometimes.
"hat do you think of this new branch of psychology?"
"Dianetics? 1I'm inciined to be suspicious of panaceas.”
"Do you coudernn ite"
"I haven'l read the beok, so Tt've got an open mind about it.r
"In otner words," 1 said, "you are not going to confuse an open
mind with a hole in the head."
“Right," he said,
"Wow," I said, "Do you believe that we readers of science-fiction
ara ready for the stars?’
"Come again?’
"~re we ready in reaca the stears?"
"You mean in spaceships?"
ll".[e S. tl
"jell, we'll be ready soon as we have spaceships.®
"I mean are we ready in & cosmic mannsr of speaking.®
"Bullshit," he said.
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She asked Then if I liked poebtry. 1 said no. So she said she
would resd me a poem I would like. 1 declined with thanks. So she
said, "Oh, but your'd liks tais one." "No," T said, "I don't like
poetry. Lspecially fan postry,., which practically always stinks."

“You'll like this one," she szid.

"No, I'd rather not hear it. 1 don‘t iike poetry.®

*It11 read it to you."

She had & copy of one of Dale Hart's mags. 'Then I saw that it was
inevitable, T had to give in and enjoy it. I said I would read the
poem myself, and took the wag and read this sonnet by Sidngy Johason.
I saZid T didn*t 1like it too well.

"What kind of fellow is Sidney Johnsoun?* she asked.

"I don't know," T said. "Ttye never neard of him before.¥

"liow old 1s he?" she asked,

"I don't know. I don't sven know the man. Never heard ¢ him
in my life."

o you think he has a fine mind?"

“ell, thatts hard to say, from reading ane sonnct and thati not n
very good one,"

"ihat Kind of fellow is ne?*

"vTho !

"Sidney .Johnson."



0h I sald, "you mean Sluney Johnsont!®

IYes," she caid. "Thai kind of fellow is he?"

"oh," 1 said, "he's not a bad fellow---~now, I guess."”

triow old is he?!

“Thirty-eigunt."

"How do you know?" asked Betty.

"His brother told me."

"“who's his brother?!

"'hy, Johan P. Johnson. Teaches English at LACC. TUsed to bs a
great friend of mine.*

Tare you sure hets 387"

m7ell, that's just a guess. He wmight be 4%5.°

"Oh, no! ie's not wmorce than 40 !

"t7gll," I said, casting a sidelong glance at my host, busily
cutting stencils a yard or so away, "I don't see why it matters.®

"It matters a great deal," declared his hride., "I may want to
marry him some day.

"Oh, Well, I guess he's around 42."

"You said 38."

"So I did,

"Jome on, burbee give a girl a break. He's 38, isn't he?!

"Le111llllL, come tothink of it, he is.”

"Phat isn't tco old, is it??"

"I guess not."

"Tell me &dovt him——vhat is nis philosophy?!

"Ee had a strange philosophy. 1 guess he was & black sheep. Of
course all ny infornation is 7 years old, so he might bave changed ard
be entirely uiiferent now."

"7That did he 4do?"

"Oh, vhe fauwily educated him. Bragit him up to be a dentist. Ppaid
some 32000 to t=ach him ihe dental prolfession: After graduation he
vent into the business and after three years of work he'd paid them
bzck eand saved ap quite 2 sum ol money. 3o he thought he'would take
a little vacation. He went all over the world."

"Where did he go?"

*"He wound up in India, where he ran out of monev and he got a job
of sowe sort. Laybe it was in Tibet-—T never listened very well
whetr jokn told me akcut it "

"Johan," murmured Beity, fwho is tnav:®

"That'° his Lrofner who tegches English at LACC. "

"Oh, and how did he know all this?®

fell, after all, even black sheep write letters nome now and then.
He wasn't completely estranged, you kKnow.!

“ind how long did he suay uway'“

"Eight years."

”“uf 5ow ¢ld is he now?"

11"8

"are you sure?’

"I’lell, not positive. Lat me see, Iwill figure it out. He got out
of college at the age of 22, was a dentist for 5 years, was gone for
8 years, and that was 7 years ago-—-that makss him 40.¢

"Oh no "

"fell," I said, "I happen to know he is 38, so my figures are
wrong. They were only approximate, anybow. ah, yes," I added reflect-
ively: "he thiought he would take a 1litils vacation and so he went to
Taris. I drank a2 little beer.

“*ud how long was e goney”

"8 years.”

- Berty leughed. "He sounds like quite a guy. What doues he look
like?" N



“Well, I never saw him."

“Yes, but was he tall, dark, blond cr what?"

"1 den't konow. "

"He's tall, isn't he?"

“ell, yes, now thot you wenticen it. It'd say he was ahout 73
inches %t3ll, weighed about 170 pounds of lean, hard sinew."

"I fhought so," saic Bettiy.

"Had a lot of stirange experieuces in India. Once, while climbing
up & rickety rope ladder while ascending liount Xachima in southern
India---right near Tibet, you kuow-—-h2 mads the mistake of looking
down. The lines of perspective pulled him down to the valley floor,
taree thousanu feet straight down. He lost lis head., He clung weakly
to the reope and messed himself. Yes, nhe clung there, wsaker than beer
with ic2 in 1t and messed himself. Said he almost died there.®

"hy," said Betty, Mione of that shows i1 his poetry.»

"Yes, that I must admire him for," I said. ", wan like that, who
knows at leasst fifteen unative dialects, refrains from putting one word
in a poem. That shows great restraint, which is the basis of artistry.
Of course, vhere 13 a bit of Urdu philosophy in lines 8 and 9, but
it is all to the good."

"I didn’'t notice that," eaild Besty. "I baven't read as much as
you have." ...

fRurnee.” said Betty. "How wany children have you got?"

"He nas {ive caildren," sald my host.

"Is {het right, Burbee?"

“ell," T said. "I guess that s right. Let!'s see, one each by
twe zirls I snould have marr-ed, and thres by Icabells."

"You're married to her, aren't you?"

"In the sizht of God, yes.*®

"But what aboui those other girls? Thy did you get them pregnant?"

"o, I don't know. I thought it would be a good joke, I guess.®

T can't understand a man who will do that."

"rigll," I sald, "women are pretiy hard to understend, too. TFor
exanple, when I brought home e giri I had got pregnant, Isabelle re-
fused to take her in. 1 merely wanied to take care of the girl while
she was that way, but Isabelle wouldn't hear of it. That seems like a
very ctrange attitude for & woman o take against a member c¢f her own
sex."

“But why did you zef her that way”

"Oh, T was thinking of sometniag elec at the time. Tou kihow how
it is. But hell, Yidney Johnson aad fifteen chlildren, so I'm & viker
beside him."

"I thought you s&aid ne was single.?

"Wlell, bhe was. F2 had Tive or six native wives. gut you can't
sXpect & native warries? to Leld In ithe courts of this country.®

"No," seid Bstty, "I suppose not.t
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You might, said the gage, zorpare the love life oFf a man with the
husiness or nroféssioca of racing horses. The racing megn has what is
“nown in his and other fiszlas as a svring. He loves the business of
racing. Lven though recing her-eez should not strain or be forced to
viclent =2ffort, e reces all ha can, 20Wpatible with his abilities in



that line. and raturally, Nature has endowed some men with the ability
1o maintain bigger and better strings than their nsighbors. The racing
wan, Lheu, Loves tha Game. To tim it is the Prime Subject.

His string is usuelly divided into four classes, though we will
discuss & hypotneticaly fifth class later on. First of all, he has a
few platsrs. They are called variously, daiming norses, claimers,
skates. The term "mount" is used almost e¢xXclusively by jockeys when they
speak of the horses uhey ride, but you might expect to see tha term
vesed indiscriminately here. These platers are cheap noirrses, oftenvimes
mere spavined hacke. The sportsman picks them up cut of the claiming
r.ce, where any cualilfied person may buy er "claim"® a horse that is run,
They are a sort oi pickup. Casuals. They do not cost much. HWe has
no great attachaent for them. ijore orten they are just fill-ins between
the Ltigger cvents of his life. He may run ther & few times in some of

te numerous opportunities he has to choose from, and eveatually loses
them to somebody else via the claiming roube. He expects to, in fact,
and often hopes to. He 1s oot particularly iaterested in them as indiv-
iduals——too meny just like them, no better or worse. Sometimes, though,
these cheaper itams not only pa~ their own way but bhelp support his
betier class stuff,

He also hes a few mounte ol 2 somewhat higher grade. He does not
risk these in the open market, viz., the claiming races. He watchsas
them wore closely, since thcy usually have more clasas than the general
Tun of suuff and nignt easily develop into something better. They
generally have been bstter bred or have by their own efforts raised
themselves o the higher uracket. They are not run as often as the
chemer sturf, and their sfforis can gonsrally be depended upon to be
hetter. Their style znd fechnigque is far above averags.

The stake horse is the third classification. @nerally the swmall
operator will have only one or two of these. These are the ones that
e goes all out for. The othar vnes are just buildups for these. If
financ. . reverses force bim to give up part of his string, he will
usvelly attempi to hang onto ohese herses, giving them up only as a
last resort. If he has something really choic2, hé is conshantly
fending of7 prospective buyers, wko often eye bhis mount with greedy
eyes and sometimes cause binm no end of worry, since he feels that in a
weak moment he might possikly part with this choice siuif., 0ddly en-
cugh, For all bis care and expense, he often gets little or no money
out of the stake horses. It costs more to egniter them in races, and,
comparatively speaking, they often do not make as muci as the cheaper
stuff. But he thinks they are Letter and can seldom be convinced
otherwise, even when poor performances should tell him the trulh.

The fourth classification vakes iIn the younger stuff-——the stuff
that is aften too young to ruce or, being old enongh, is being heid in
reservs for special reasons pecause the owners think it is capable of
hetter things. He muy own these nimself ané spend a lot of tilme groom-
ing them ana obsserviag them, veti newsr tLhrow a professional leg over
them when the chips are down. {Joit until they are ripe. Tae time must
be rizht cr he will not bring them cut. Gometimes he keceps them under
wraps and dreams roseale dreams of whet they will do when he eventually
brings them out and rums thew. iost of the time they do not deliver,
bui ne is human and so he drezaas about it.

So, it follows ithen, saic %uge sags, that every man should have a
string. And most of uvs do, even 1f only menvally. Tho day-drcamed
strings are always of exceptionally high caliber, containing fillies in
the lianeup that woulo ordinarily never »e found in any one string. But
wu o dnould all haove cur sirings. (Good, sirong, headily resilient flesh.
A warning here, thougb. Lo noiu besome too sttached to any of these
mounts, no mutter how well Lhey ride for you at Tirst. or how pronmising
they may seen. anything can happen, and usually doss, in this mad
businsgs. At first they scem to bﬁipg great rewards for your outlay,
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ard have cute little mannerisms that endear them to your heart. Be cal-
lous to their blandishments, since to grow to fond of your mounts is
not good for business. You are likely to squander your portion on them
should they later take a turn for the worse.

And if that should bhappen, it is quite possible that in holding onto
this seemingly choice item, you will lose, gradually, piece by piece,
the rest of your string, and eventually lose your choice item and be
left withoult a mount. For a time things will be desolate indeed, and
you will probably not even care te rush after another string, though
the makings lie in great plenty around and about you.

Now we speak of the fifth class. Here the analogy is not perfect.
Here is proof that the horse-racing business is run more sensibly than
life. 1Imagine, if you can, the racing commission giving a man a mount
-——at nis reguestv, mind you-—and forcing him to eanter it only, mounting
but the one filly for the rest ¢f his or its life. He is forced, bru-
tally and without thought of deprivation, tc forsake all others. 1In
other words, he is not permitted to have a string. He must pin all
his hopes on this one horse, which nhe thinks at first is a stake horse.
He enters into a contract to keep this horse, feed it, care for it,
placate it. For this he thinks he is entitled to certain considerations,
which 1s wny he signed the contract. But! These very same considera-—
tions are not specifically mentioned in this awbiguous &nd wmisleading
document. He oply imagines, fondly, that he will receive these consia-
erations, and he later learns to his bitter sorrow thet the mount itself
is s2ldom in a mood to do other than
abide by the written letiter of this
neincus contract. The mount more-
over, but contractual right, can
refuse to allow nim to acquire other
mounts, though the mount itself doe:
ot alliow itself Lo be ridden nore
than once a week, and orten uwuch
less. And literally never, after
the signing of the contract, does {
this mount run other thesn a half-
hearted and uninspiring race. 'hy.
any green and untried filly out in
tiie paddock can do much better. 8o,
the poor marn, who loves ais racing
more than anything, and cousiders
it to ve his prime subject, finds
himself restrizted and bouand in
and pent up until he feels veritably
imprisoned iu a cage of his own
naking.

Why it is a truly ghastly
picture to contemplate, is it not?
Can you imazine, anywhere else in
the wide world, the existence of
so unfair a system? But, thank
Ged, the racing commission imposes no such limitations on any of their
fellow wen. They are men of logic, governed by logic; men of high
principals guided by the golden ruls.

The glue factory won't take my horse. Do any of you guys want it?
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our local boy G. Gordon Deviey ansvwered his office phone tne other
day in his writer's agent capacity. The woman on the other end asked
him if he would publish her book. He explained that he would read it
and if he thought it salatle would try to market it for 10% commission.
She tuought tnis over and said she would drive right over with her
Yoox manuscript. He told her it was zbout 5 o'clock and he was think-
ing of shutting up shop and going howme btut che insisted that she was
coming right over go he waited for her to drive in frowm 1'orth Holly-
wood~-~-8 miles. Upon her arrival, she asked him if he would bdublish
her Look, MHe expl-ined thut he would read it end if he judged it
salabtle he would try to warket it for a commission of 10%5. She thought
this over and seewcd to thing it satisfactory. All this time Dewey
noticed tuat she nud & thin maenila envelope in her lap--hardly space
for a book-length meauscript. "How long is your took?" he asked.

"Wine hundred words,'" she said.

"That isn't long enough to make a bvoolk," said Dewey.

"It isntgon

"o, that vould be o filler in z magazine.®

"jell, if 1t's not long enough, I can add a couple of para-
grapns. Ho%w long & book would thaut makeg

"Oh," szid Dewey, Yabout Iour pages.®

She appeared crestfallen about this. "“How can I tell how many
words my story has to have to make a book?"

"Go buy a took aboui the size you want yours to be," said Dewey,
"and count the words.M

Sne thaunked him for his help and advice and went away.

The race of Iuyghead is legion,
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He slid a half ack acress the counter, took his mimeo correction
fluid and fifteen feps in change and went home te publish his Tanzine.

1 want thoat scene to be w« reality. 1 want it all to come true.

I want a coinage for fandou.

after all, we read scienr2-Tiction., We have conjuered space--
in our daydreaws. WYWe understund thut the izbric of time itself can
be coiled, or overlapped, or branchned, and cun be truversed backward
and forward if one hns the properly shirning, welrdly glowing machine
and an o0ld professor to run i1t from this end. o use going on for
pages, as I could--you can think upr a dozen likely reasons coffhand
yveurself. e arege without doubt an important group of citizens of to-
merrow in a world of today.

Important people need a coinage of their own. 3o far we have
condescended to use the colnage of the country. RBut there has always
been a notable shortage of the country's coinage passing through our
hands, 1In fact 1t has bteen the plaint of fans 211 over the nation
th2t money is so territly hard to come by, and even harder to hang



or to. 'Tith the plan I am about to set forth, this big stumbling block
in the path of fan progress will ve removed forever,

vle will coin our own money.

#irst oii, some responsible fan organization with responsible
people 2t the helia will be entrusted with the colning of our money,.
Right away we think of the IT™F. and right away we reject the JFF» .
Buit eventually we come back to the W™, e admit it stinks. Ve admit
that the officers thereof are unable to decipher English as written
and probably Anglish ¢s spoken, and that projects undertaken by one
officer may be entirely unkanown of by the other orficers, even should
the said officers live in the same city and often visit each other.

But these and other objections ure swept away before the overwhelmingly
convincing arguwment: "The HFFF is &« national organizationti" This may
seem like a senseless argument to you, especially ifi you have some
sence, but it is zll we need to convince us of the ™ ts fitness to
coin our :.aoney.

The F27 appoints a iiint Division, headed by some nmewber skilled
in recognizing various types ol coins and currency. One vwno ¢an, by
feel zlone, distinguish « cent irom a rickel, and who is fully aware
that diies and other silver pieces have milled edges. This ewminently
qualified member can uppoint @s many helpers as he needs. He is em-
powered to print currency. 3ince we know he will be saldly equipped
2t the beginning (but only at the beginning!) tune first money he drints
%11l be mimeographed. He will wimeograpdh everything, from fractional
currency on up to the largest denowminations., 1le will, as honorariun,
be permitted to x22p one bil: for every twenty hne mimeos.

~ large supply of this fun currency will be sent to each fan-
zine publisher registered with the ¥FFF. The fanzine publishers can
2id in the distribution of the stuff by paying top rates for material
vritten by fans. Tor gsch fan article they will pay 2 wminimum of 200
units per page, and of course nothing btut their own critical judgment
will geep then from paying 1,000 or more units for a particularly
pleasing contribution.

The UXF® will also distribute large suuas to the winners and
ruanars-up in 211 fun polls, and staggering zmounts to each member of
the WFFP., In this manner, most fans in due time will be possessed of
juite large sums., ..nd now it is time to wmake the federal gpovernment
see the strict utility of our schene, crominent fan writers will be
comniesioned by the UFPFP to vwrite, at fat rates, letters to Jongress
infor.iing them in a nice way that these ciitizens of Tomorrow are
prinnting thelr own money, and while 1t may ve in defiance of certain
existing federal laws, one ugust reaiize thet Tens are the star-begctten
and should not be forced to Live miserable existences such as other
geniuses and great people have ueen forced to live througnout history.

You can be sure that Congreses will quickly see the point 2nd
will speed Yills through to furiher tie nhzppy plan, and tefore long
fan money will ©e in circulztion in the general puvlic's hands, too.
Private fans will not ve permitied to priut money, for this would have
a tendency to ruin the nwtionul cconowy. CI course, aqay fan granted
a license %to mimeo wonegy could dc su, proevided he sends, in bundles of
5,000 units, his entire production to tihe I?FI''s Chief ITint jlaster.

The tundles must 2e tightly wrapned, andi cear tne legend "PAW IOWEY 70
THE TUHZ 0% 5,000 \CI3. FOSTAGE ¥REZ,." You see, the fan is revared
{or his lzbor by getting & postal Iranking privilege besides one bill
Tor every twenty he procduces.

Since legal ian currency, bBelng mimeographed, would be easy tn
counterfeit, eacn NTFF member,; on being sworn in to his sucred status
as a member, would solemnly promise not to mimeo any moncy ovut to eain
it nonestly by writing fan articles and/or winning a fan pnll and/or



publishing a fanzine or just plzin teing a serious, constructive fan,
and you can be sure that all fans would be NFFF members, for
"The WFFF is & national organizationit

Jhen all this comes to pass, each and every fan will easily be
able to keep himseli in cowfort, with all the finer things ol life
surrounding nim, such as MNiagara mimeographs, mint copies of all eso-
teric publications, membership cards from a2ll the fan clubs, reams of
fine typing parver, a silent typewriter, and sheet upon sheet of stamps.
and a2ll these things and more will come to him if he will now and
then sit down to lLiis typer and negligently toss off an intellectual
article (titled maybe THELE I3 WO GOD) for the harassed editor of some
fanzine.

Wever 2guin will we be confronted with the spectacle of an im-
pecunious fan. The F¥™™F will give 10,000 Acks to each new member, just
ior joining. o dues will be charged, for new money is easily mimeo-
graphed.

Later, coinzge can begin, vihen enough money has been turned out
go that mint machinery can be purchased.

3ince fan money will De tased purely on intellectuality, without
the need of sordid silver or gold, bills can be produced in vast
quantities, but some coins should be struck for the delight of coin
collectors, of which there are many in fandom as well as the Qutside
Yorld.

I suggest that the money be based on acks. :in ack corresponds
to the U. 3. dollar. There will be half-acks, quarter acks, five-ack
bills, l0-ack bills (also called timebinders), DO-ack notes (half-
tendrils), 100-ack bills (called tendrils), all paper money, at first.

fen coins are struck, there wili be the fap, corresponding to
the U. 3. cent, 100 to the ack. There will be the five-fap piece,
known as the turt, the ten~fap piece, known asg the towner, and the
hali-ack or fifty-iap goin cuan bear the nickname evans.

The designs znd patterns can be decided upon by the HFFF ilint
iiaster and his cabinet, which he appoints subject to approval by
F::\Pi"\.r 3.11‘]8) and v-r‘\l‘-f:\-

I leave design suggestions to the Chief, save one, which I
suggest now. Listiening, Higgs? The one-1ck coin should bear the head
in profile of our #1 fan on the otverse, on a field of fanzines, with
the lezend In Lens Ve Trust. The reverse, a mimeo operated by a
phallic symbol, a mottc From 3tf fo the 5tars, and One Ack.
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(in WILD HAIR #3, Cvrus B. Condra wrote a series
of sketches of the assembled one-shotters. When
he came to himself, Burbee took over...)

This is Burbee taking over., Condra was just about to start
writing about THS Il CONDR4, and I thought it would be better if T
took over and said 211 the nice things nyself. Coming from another
person, they'd sound so much vetter. Thatts what I told Condra. He
didn't believe me, or something, so I called our amiable bulldozer
Rotsler over, ani the amiavle bulldozer dragged Condra away and at
this very moment is offering to het Condra that Condrats head is
harder than an eggshell., "I'il bet a dollar,” I can hear the amiable
bulldozer saying, "that I can't no matter how hard I press, crush your
head like an eggshell." "I'm not a betting maniv Condra is shouting.
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He woke thut wmorning (it was nearer noon) with the definite
feeling that some nauseating creaturc had slept all night in his mouth.
e rose and his head hammered in a subtlie rhythin that jarred him to
his toes, etc. anyhow, to put it briefly and to save space, he had a
terific hangover. & soft melody hummed in the air. Somebody's radio,
he thought.

It seems that the day previous had been Victory bay, or some such
thing and had keen proclaimed a holiday hy the President, 1In faeci, 1if
the President nad had any foresight 1in such matters. he would have
also declared the day after a holiday for such people as Joe, becauss
Joe had partauen rather unwisely of liquor. Besides, ne workedin a
war planc and who the devil would b2 building war planes now?

He sat there, and perhaps we can forgive Joe if he did not notice
the change that bhad been wrought. He reached down and braved the storm
raging inside his skull. His slippers wers generally to be found in
tiis erea. He couldn’'t find them. Suddenly ne noticed they were on his
feet. Oh well, he must have put them there absentmindedly. be got up
anG started for the bathroom. 4s he entered the room a soft melody
startved up from some unseen source. It had no racognizable wune, but
was strangely soothing to his jangled nerves. As he picked the tooth-
brush off the rack he was somewhat jarred from his tangoverish aplomb
by the way it {wisted out of bis hand and popped into his mouth. He
3tood there wondering just how drunk be might still te as the brush
efficiently brushed away, using thc strcke and the dentifrice recom-
mended by 4 out of 5 ¢eutists. Ile did not sven start as a fins sprav
of water washed his mouth out, and after he'd gotien enough control
te spit it out he got something of a shuck Lo nwoths that a nleasing
mouthwash was being celicately sprayed inside his mouth. Kis amaze-
ment weas pretty well worn out by the time ne noticed that the tooth-
brush was ncw a razor and was shaving hiw, applying shaving cream bs-
fore and rinsing and applying scented lotion afterward.

"Ob, well..." said Joe. “'hieh certainly showsd that ne could take
it. He lefv <whe baithroom as soon as he could, only just evading the
tentacles that reacued out for him from the shewer. Joe caught on
quick aund had the idea he wmight be given a cold shower whether or not
he fauacied it.

In the kitchen he smellec¢ ham and eggs and fresh coffee and the
stink revolted him. As he sutered the door, hisg chair slid out and
caught him. The extensible arms shoved & pick-me-up at him and then
began feeding him properly seascned ham and eggs and occasiont”. swigs
of coffes, black...

"This," said Joe, "is the acme, if not the pinnacle." o mlaxed
and enjoyed it.

Breakfast finished, the chair walked with him into the living room
vhere the softly playing music that had played the whole time now he-
came stirongly accented and martial. A soothing voice {so pleasant it
must bave been a voder voice) began to give him direcctions for setting-
up exercises. "The hell with 1t," he grunted, so his chair dumpeu bim
out. He lay there on the floor, his patience gone. Having gathered up
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cuough energy to get mad, he rose to do battle and the chair kicked
him--not hard, but a stinger. "That does it !" growled Joe and waded
in. Two minutes later, Joe, two bruisds on his jaw and with shins
decidedly dented, was doing setting-up exercises with the chair
looking on complacently.

Now he was whisked into the bathroom and he went willingly. The
¢old shower jarred him out of bis daydreaming mood and he began to
observe things a little more clearly. It seems that the furnitured,
all of it, was endowed with a set of special functions. It seems also
that they had minds of their own and his own feeble will was just that,
feeble, against then.

He permitted himself to be rubbed down briskly--he did admit it
made him feel better——aud then he dressed. At the door he stopped,
but was edged gzently out and the door closed behind him. He almost
thought he heard a feminine voice (he had no woman living with hinm
at the time) say words of farewell, just before the door'd closed.

His mouth was danp. The door kissed him dutifully.

4ll right, then. He was out of the house. Ee might as well get
in the car and 2o down to work. Thea he noticed that he was already
at the garags. Looking down, he perceived that he'd been standing on
a moving strip. Now the garage doors opened silently and his car
backed out. Or was &t a car? It was streamlined and glossy. But
what was more, there seemed no way to get into it. Furtherwmore, it
had no windows. It seemed a sclid HWack egg. But with a soft click
a door opened and he stepped in. #He sank into soft deep cudhions
and fumbled for the wheel. This was not necessary, for the car was
already moving down the boulevard with some speed, having backed out
and gotten itself on the street the moment he stepped into it. "Youire
late, sir, we'll take to the air," said a soft voice at his elboy,
interrupting the flow of soft music that was still somehere aboun. So
they took to the air. The city dropped away with abrming speed, only
to come right back up again, aund Joe noticed that he was parked neatly
in the parking lot at work. DNext to him another car had landed, fold-
ing 1ts helicopter vanes and tucking them under the shell like a
heetle.

The other man spoke first. "You too, eh?"

‘Yep," said Joe. He noticed thsat the otherts face sported bits of
adhesive tape, as though he'd fought his toothbrush-atomizer-razor—-—-
unsuccessfully, for his face was clean shaven.

Others were arriving every moment. Joe and his friend went toward
the main plant building. A group of men and women was clustered there,
chattering about their morning's experiences, all of which had a strangs
similarity. «ll sorts of theories were being advanced. Joe stood on
the sidelines drinking it 21l in, not contributing to any of the
argumnents,

At length, the thing struck him with the suddenness of a slap.

He saw it all now. It was clear and ridiculously simple, once you could
accent the basis.

This was thne day after Victorv. The war was over. This was the
Post-'Tar period.

All right, then, this was the Post-Var world the adwriters had
been gloating about for years.

Somebody else might be able to explain the why and wherefore——-
something about mass hypnotism, wmass delusion—---the combined forces of
all minds of everyone everywhere, deluded into believing the adwriter's
goddam lies about the post-war world-——all these little pictures con-
jured up out of ad-writer's brains and printed day after day in the
newspapers, the magazines and blatted out on the radio-——they'd solid-
ified now, brought into sxistence by the frantic desires of the people
who'd believed in them thoroughly and wholeheartedly because they'd
wanted to bad enough...



J0®, sLICcRing « c¢igaretve into his mouvh, hardly uoticed that it
1it itself.

The Post-War period! All sorts of luxuries-——but evidently work
was still with us. He didn't suppose he could use his car to go any-
where now--—during working hours. He also surmised (and correctly’
that his house wouid forcibly eject him if he attempted to enter it
pefore quitting time.

The others had found some satisfactory answer for themselves,
too, and were now intent upon convircing themselves for all time that
their reason was the real one---so they wouldn't go nuts, of course.

It didn't matter, Joe Kknevi, all the stuff was there to stay and
it had to be accepted, and wculd be, since humans were huwan.

He flicked his cigaretie away (it went out before it hit the
paveuent) and entered the factory, wondering what his eyes would be-
hold in there.
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41 ashley sped throuvgu inuversiellar space. He did not glaxe
casually at the viewnlate for signs of enemy craft. There was no
viewplate. Hiz Xeen, alert eycs did not scen the inabtrumeut panel
with its blinking tiny ligh%ts. There was no instrumen® panel. dis
swith, sure Tingers aid not toy idly but expertly with the controls
of the aspace 3hip. fThere were no coutrols. There wasn t even a
space ship. -~

Alone, clad in street ciothes, without so much as an oxygen tank,
Al Ashley sped through interdgellar blackness.

"I knew I couid do i%t if I put my mind to it," we said.

he skimmed past star clusters without slowing. Galaxies appeared
&head, loomed closer, and whirled past, and still Al Ashley sped oh.

Any watchers who wmight have noted thie lone figure fleeing through
intergalactic space would have said: “"pHere is an intelligent being———
with a purpose.

On both counts they would have been wrong.

On he sped, for perhaps half a cyclo, and then he paused, hanging
motionless in space (with respeci to the dead sun Glowor).

He paused there in the widst of nothingness. Tt was silent there.
In fact it was so :uiet he could hear his blood pumping through bhis
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arteries. ne listened to it with the cold devacshment of the superior
being. He noticed and checked the faoh thal the bLluud rumbled_thrauch
the arteries, while through the veins it swished.

It sure was guiet. It was so quiet ne could hear hiwmsell think.
This marvelous phencmenon lasted him for a number of years ol vast
amusement and pleasure, during which time he had at least fifteen
ideas.

To hear nimself thinking! Had it ever happened to anyone before?
He took pleasure in listening to his thoughts. His brain, he noticed,
had a specizl rhythn to it. A slow rhythm of one thought every 72
days.

"That's not very fast," said Al ashley. "Well-——of course it
isn't fast. It's majestic and solemn and good showmanship.®

Time passed while he hung there in space and thought his twnder-
ous thoughts. Then, little haf-ideas began to drifv in to him. He
began to remember Zarth., Motten vlace, with all sorts of uvnnatural
people runniug abou’. And now that he'ls left, there wasn't a singls
sane soul in the whole place.

But the grubbing bipeds did heve one wonderful prouucti--—-coffee.
Ah, coffee...coffee...coffee...heavenly drug. Il made a man feel
like 2 king. .. made him waut a ten-cent cigar and & pink-eyed bull-
dog.

He evoked the picture of a cup of the celestial brew, laced well
with chicory, pale with cream and the cup rimmed with yoesterday's su-
gar-——it was like a glimpse ol the Paradise of the Prophat.

He yuivered.

“Ch bell!"” he moaned. "I'm going Lack! I:'n geing back!"

But he ¢id not know which direction lay Ferth . If he turned
airectly back on his trail---—a 180 degree turn, ae could probablw
have gotien fairly clese, but be scorned this oxpedient as being too
direct mud tnewfore not to be considered.

For a moment he regrettad tonat he hadn't brought along nis Genu-
ing Bcout Xnife, Coumando Type, which he had zgotten 2t the special
bargain rate ol €87 during a digantic Three Day Sale ai Thrifty Drug
Stores. 'ith that knife he could have blazed his trail by hacking
out hunks of vagrant nlansis and thus would have been ablc to retrace
his course.

"Ah well," ne sighed. There was ncthing to do about it. "It
isn't that I need coffee," he said, "I don't hawve oo have it. It
isn't necessary to my existence. Iv's—-——it's just that I can't do
without iv."

He sped on.

after anothar cycle nad zZoue by, he Zooxed at his watcn. It said
half~past four. “That wust mzan something," he said. #Burt he couldn'i
decide what it did mean. At last ne deciderd that it mean®t nothing.

e was right.

By and by he saw a nice-lookire little plsnct., He braked and
landed on iu. He saw approaching him a party of fuur pconle, two nmen
ana two girls.

"Helleo." they said.

“Zello, " wriggled Al.

"’'no z2re youv" they asked.

"I am 1 Ashley. I have come tu civilize you and make you normal,
the way I an.®

"ah, and how will you do it?¢

"Simple," Al shrugsed. "I will give you the use of fire, wnich
you will call PFriend. [ll tezach you to makc and use ihe bow and
arrow with which you may kill enewmies from o distence. ,nd when your
technology is advanced encugh, 1 will invent and pass on to vou a

- AL -



mgchanical uevice known as the wheel."

They looked at each other in whzt he took for astonishment and
ave .

“Come with us," they said. "You must sge our city."

He went with them a shoirt distance. They entered & little oval
venicis. It rose silently and sped to a ciiy of spired buildings.
Alrecraft filled the air. "atomic power," saia his hosts. V"Everything
is run by atomic powsr, an¢ most services are automatic and foolproof,
but of course we are not perfect.”

"O0f course not," agreed .1.

7111 youn teach us the marvels you say you know of?" they asked,

with broad grins. “We are very humble and wish to know all."
"No," said Al Ashiey. YYou'‘re too far behind technologically

to ever catch up. You're not ready for the scientific know-how 1
wanted to give you. You'ra all so weighed down with complexes, pho-
hias and fixations that you think you're well-integrated. I don't
want to have anything to do with such urnatural people."

He shot off into spacz and left them, all four bellowing with
laughter. ¢Yes, he shot oif and left them, and now they would never
know the use of fire, the wmechanical device known as the wheel and how
to kill enemiss frowm e distance,

Strangely, their laughtsr seemed to ring in his ears for parsecs
He shook his head. 'Surface-thinkers, that's all they are," he said.
Strictly the emotional type.*

By and by he met a snining Being in space. Al Ashley stopped his
headlong pace (one almost could relieve he was trying to flee from
something—-—-silly thought) anc said. ingratiatingly, ®You look like
some sort of godlike psrsonalily, too." He wriggled in affability.
"eil, I guess the univeyse itc big enough for two of us."

The Being turned 1* £ gaze on him. "Some creatures call me
God," It answered. r

"Yeab?" said al. "Whai's your IQ?"

Thz2 Being looked at Al.

"Plain erough,” said Al. “you've got a psychosis against intell-
eduality.” He sighed. "7hv is ecverybody abuormal sxcept me?"

He sped away from the Being. he'd gotten a parsec or two away
when his majestically operatinz brain began to grind out a thought. Al
listened to it cerefully. ‘“%hat!s right !'" he said. ¢If that thing
rea.ly is God, ne can make ue a cup of coffee." He sped back.

‘Busy?" asksd Al as ne came up toe the Being again.

"Just resting," snswvered God. "This is a Seweunth Day and I anm
resting from My labors.f®

Al Ashley brough®t out a deck of cards. ¥PFumding in his eagerness
to anpear expest, he fanved the cards out heforec God.

"Take a cavd," he said. PAiny card.”

God selecied a card, wearily.

L1 Ashloy tapped the rest oI the dack into a nzat stack. rifrfled
the deck noisily. listening tarsiully o the staccato rip. "Fitty-
one," he seld.

He took Lack his card. "T1°.1 sell yonu that trick for twc dollars.

It cost me that and I'a Like to gel back the monsy I put out on it.v
"Ah, no," said God. ‘"Iliease go aweay. I'm resting ?
"Is creating things a tiring job?" Al asked. "I con't see why
it sbould be, if you apprcach it from the intellectual point of view."
God Just looked at him.
“rhy, I created my own private dream world, the one I've lived
in wmos, of uy life. 1t's so securs z2nd tight that nobedy can kothe:r ic
in it no wmatter what. That didn't make me tirzd.,"
"Ly rest period must be over now," said God, and flashed away.
Al tried to follow after but ~uickly lost the Being in a maze of
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saLixiea.

"] wonder why he didn'®t make me a cup of coffee,® mused Al.

"I certainly was indirect enough."

He went on.

Where am I, I wonder2® Al mumbled. "Oh well," he said after g
time. "It isn't fitting for anentity like me to worry abocut where he
is. Let the rest of the Universe worry about where it is—--in reation
to me."

He landed on another planet. It was a pleasant place, populated
by little furry creatures the size and shaps of cats. No intelligent
race lived there.

Al Ashley looked about him. hShall I be a Qreator?" he mur-
mured .

"Let there bs Light !" we commanded, pointing lo where the sun was
coming up.

hHe found a stream and on the banks of it fashioned two humanoid
forms from mud. He stood back and gazed at his mandiwork and found
it ood

*Go, my children, and people the earth. Grow and multiply." He
leaned forwuard and breathed into tuem the breath of life, turned and
Tlew awaey fato space without leoking back. No need %o look back. He
knew what he was doing. They couldn't help but come to life---hadnit
he breathed the breath of life into tbem?*

Onn he sped—--and thaen, "kiy God " bhe said. "I made both of ithose
figures men! how are they going to reproduce? tow can Lhay obey my
injunction teo wmultiply?"

But he couldn't rememuver the way back, so he Jjust Keplt on. HS
shrugged and said "'7hat the hell I never nad it easy. The world's
always been against mo."

After a cycle, he said, "I created them in my own image. They

d he spmart enounh to solve the problem oif reproduction in two
generations.

Serenely he shot on; his incisive logic hed again come to the

rescus of this feckless lit*le nan.

After an interwinable timo, he said "'That aw I doing out here?
Yhere am 1 goinz?" o1 *trackless eons tnese questions assailed uia but
4t last he haa the answer. "1 must Le *he Galactic Observer," said

0111
thre

A1 Ashley .
"Of course," he said. "I've gct the highest I.0. of anybody iive
ever met. This could mean but cne thing; I'm the Galactic Observer.,!

At this moment he felt a stirong pull. He lost his power to steer.
He was completely the victim of tuils new force. Swif’ly ne was pullad
to a huge planet. He fourd himself in a giant plasticens office lined
¢ith wail-spsakers. 4 fcrcé-beaw pushed hiw up to a white line.

A powerful looKking six-Tooter @t at a desk labeled "Sector Chief."
lie saia, "ell?™

"4l Ashley, reporting in frow Scl IIT.®

"'ho is this?" Dblatted a wall speaker. "No record of him,*

"Strange," sald Sector Chief. "No record of Sol III. Scan aim,t

Tne scanners weat into action without the use of moving parts.
They explored al's bruin electronically, building up a complete cea.e

story in sixteen seconds.

The auto-prianter flipped out a thin pamphlet containing a conplete
analysis. Oh, it was cruel, crusl. The things that impersonal machine
sald about Al Ashley. How cruel, and how true.

Sector Chief read idly from the boolklet. "I1.Q. 65...vocabulary
cons1st1ng mainly of high~sounding terms not comprehended by user...

SHOTY complete;y unreliable...loved to associate with intclligent peo-
ple wn the hope that some of iheir brilliance would rub off on him...
so busy trying o act intelligsnt he never had time to say anything
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intelligent...came on siray force bheam and seems completely convinged

that he was the source of that beam..." Sector chief broke off.
"Enough," he said. "Ue've caught flotsam like you before---take
him away.”

"Can vse in Spore Lab,"” said a wall speaker. "His c¢lothes may have
picked up rare specimens.”

"Can use in primate lab," said another strident voice.

"I'm the Galactic Observer !" said Al ashley a bit testily.

“Take him away," said Sector Chief. "Argue about him later.®

"But I'm the Galactic Observer," Al said, beginning to lose bhis
pose of saintly patience. "I don't want to work im your laboratories.”

3ector Chief ‘ooked up sharply. "Jork? vYou're a specimen ,
nothing more."

"But I'm—-" Ashley began wailing.

Force-beams took him out. He tried to fly away but there was no
response.

So sl Ashley became a specimen in the Primate Lab in Galactic
Central.

He shared bis cage space with a winged batman from some nameless
place.

"hat's your I1.Q.?" shrilled the batman the day five force-beams
threw Ashley into the cage.

"I have reason to believe you are a homosexual," said Asbley.

"Why would you go around asking people's I.5.'s unless you were soexually
haywire?"

Having more or less run out of dialog on their very first encount-
er, the batman and Al Ashley remained aloof from each other from then
on.

One day they came and took al away, removed half his brain and
installed the brain c¢f a healthy gopher in its place.

'Yith this replacement in and hookad up, Al felt a surge of intell-
ectual stirength such as he had ngver known before.

He created a brand-new dreamworld and for z long time was very
happy in it, until the gopher half of his brain took over the Ashley
half. '/nen that happened, the Ashley antics were mildly hilarious, but
that is perbaps beyond the scope of this scientific revelation.

If you are wondering how the gopher brain could take over al
Ashley's brain, stop wondering.

after all, it was a healthy gopher.
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Soma of yOu may bave heard of Al Ashley's hobby As stated in a
fan publication (which 1 published myself)- -the Pacificon Combozine
edition of Shangri-L'Affaires, Al Asiuleyt's hobby, as stated by him,
is "making things."

I believed this statement when I stencilled it from Sneary's man—
uscript. T believed it later on when Al Ashley told ire the same thing
with his mouth.

About 18 months ago this man told me of t.e mimeograph he had de-
signed. 1In his head, of course. It was to have the best features of
21l the mimeographs that have ever been built, vlus a few ideas hets
added from his vast store of knowledge. .11 bad features were to be
Scientifically eliminated. 1In Tact, said Al, it will be the god damn-
edest mimeograph you ever saw. He wriggled with joy,
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Ja-bt 1 wave mOviel, parts: I asked. A startlea look cawe iabo
his eyes and for & time his brain lumbered on in sileuce, and then he
finally said, Yes, 1 guess it will. ‘hy, sure it will.

“Tall, then, I said, what 1is so special about this mimsograph?

It will have nothing but good features, said 4l, warming up
again. Seems to me it could be portable. Pold up into a little square
no iarger than a portable typewriter. That's be a handy feature if
you moved around a lot.

J looked &t Al Ashley in amazement. I believed he meant it. I
had faith in the man, much as you may have had-—-before you started
reading this series.

Tell, I said, I don't see how you're going to do that.

AL smiled tolerantiy. Lets of technological developrnents have
been made since before the war. he saild, It's a simple matter of good
engineering. I can design anything.

Yeah, I said, but will the inished machine work like the drawing
says 1t shoulid?

ihy, sure. sgaid Al.

But how, 1 said, are you going to iron out the bugs that crop up
unless you Wild a model first?

All the bugs are taken out in the drafting stage, said al. I
once desisned a gun that used dry ice as a propellant. That would've
worked if I*d built it.

rerfectly, jyou mean, with no {laws anywhere? I askeaqd.

That'e right, seid AX. &y not?

I doubt that, T said. (3ome 9f mv blind faith was abbing away.)
I doubt it like bhell. Ob well. t/nen arc vecu going to build this
mime ograph? I T Dy

One of these days, sald Al.
Any time now. r
That was 18 months 230, or o
longer . '
The other day e began to ex-
pleain to me a complicuted machine B
woich had aany aumber of gears, plus
soma rolays. None of tpe zears
seemed to mesn with any other gears {
(in the drawing he had wade} and {
nene ¢f the reiays had connections
of any sort. Tne lettering wor,
taough, wes excellieni. I naturally
wanted Lo Xuow what it was all
abonusw.
Yell, said A, it's & device
I've designed vo measure time.
You mean & ciock. Eul thai's
been inveated. Ry Jessaoh J sulova,
ia 1703%.
You bastard, said Al Now
lcok. don't be 2illv, Tiis wachine
has a definite purpose, heyoud that
of a clock. You see¢, the subject
sits nere in front of it and I ask
him a psychologiceal guestion. Then
he answers. Oh, something lie a

word association %evst. +This machine
measuvres the number of seconds and fractions of essconds that it takes
Mim to answer. ‘‘heun he answers. I press the button ard 4he machiine

records 1t.
God, Al, T said. You've got sonething stupsndous here. I can
see millions in it. 1In fact, somehody's already made the money. You've
- 85 =



1uvented @« uvtop watch. sSomepody has already dam ithis, Al

This isn't a stop watcn, said 41, after some thought. This is a
machine for measuring short intervals of time. By using this machine
people can learn to uvnink faster.

oh, I said.

It beats a stop watch, said al, bscause 1t teachas people to think
faster.

iJell, I said, your resulus are going to be somewhat off the beaun
because with you pusing the button, the time intervals will be far too
long.

Bssides, I seid, [ saw a machine in a psychology class many years
ago. «~ little magnetizea disc rototed ahove another liftle magnetized
disc. The subjectlk ordered to rsact to a given stiwulac, pressed a
button which stopped the dises. The stimulus, a light ol sound, ener-
3ized the discs, which began bto rotate at o given speed. The pressing
of the button stopped theuw instantly. By locking at the position in
which they stopped, you coulu rcad the time in hundredths of a second
off the scribed linss on the discs. . super stop watch. Thai seems
vetter than your machime, with ycu pushing the button.

That machine you describe is no good, said al. It just measures
short intervals of time. iy machine iteaches peonle to think faster.

Yes, Al, I said.

1721 show you another machine | made, vaid Al.

You mean you actuaslily made it?%

I mean the drawing, said 41, And he showad me a drawing of a very
long rod on the end of wihich was a turntable like on a phonograph. 7Tt
seemed to be powered by friction drive off a roller who tooi its
motive force from a singularly stupid looking gexr. of bsarings.

‘'fhat the hell iz this? 1 asksd.

This is a machine to rotate spiral disks for tue purpose of hyp-
nosis. I am going to uanufacture them and ssll thew (o 2l) the hyp-
notists in the city, said al.

ell, Al, 1 said, somnzbedy has beat you to the gun again.

What do youn uean by again? sajd al.

Well, this is & phonogranh turntable such &S my be found on a
phonegraph. You lay & disc, or record, on it and it rotates at
78 rpm's.

O no, sald ~l. This 1s entiwly different, because it is built
specially to play discs on.

Al, I said. You have some of these spiral discs, Haven't you?

Sure, suvre, said Al.

And where do you play thew?

On the phonograph, said Al.

Vell, thern, I said.

Sure, sure, seid al, but this mechine 1is aspacially designed for
the purpose.

You mean it goes round and round, I said, Is that it?

No, no, said al. TFor oue thipng, this machine will run vertically
as well as horizontally.

And what else?

well, that's all, ut that's an exclusive feature.

You may have scmething there, I said. But a large mirror over a
phonograph turntablie at an angle of 45 degrees will givs you a vertizal
inage of thae turntable.

That's no good, said Al.

Jhy not?

by, said al, suppose you have a disc on which the spirals go
inside out. 1In the mirror that would be reversed. 7They would be going
outsice in.

No they won't, I said.

Yes they will, said .l.
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2, I said. Al. Listen to me, Al., An inside-out spiral will
also bhe inside out in the wirror. The only difference will be in the
direction of rotation. The phon. turnt.b.e will be ,0itg ¢locuwise
aud its rdlection will go counter-clockwise.

Oh no it won't said al.

Oon yes it will.

S0 he sat there and thought and thought. st last he shook his
nead. WNo, he said. I don't visualize that. You may be right. Let
it go.

You can prove it with 2 mirror right now, I said.

I don't have to, said .1, Besiaes, this machine I've designed
eléminates the use of mirror. You don't need mirrors with this machine
because it's been specially built to operate vertically.

I said, Ynat would happen if you were to turn a phonograph on its
sida? A small one, that is, like you have. You could turn a table
model like tnat easy.

Nc, said A1l. Their specifications do not call for that. What
is needed 1s a special machine like the one I've designed.

Well, ~1, I said. You way be right.

This has bheen a brisf glimpse into the life and times of a busy
inventior as he dredges up old and new laws of Nature and twists then
expertly into novel and bizarre machines such as stop watches, mimeo-
graphs and turntables that go round and round.
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It began when Jack 'fiedenbeck started
a novel. he began it some time ago and has
teen dummering away at it daily for a couple
o, mnths. e nag piled up a tremendous stack
of wuse.

‘"nen T excleimed at this example of
industry and 2eal, Al Ashley looksd at me
closely. He said, in a confidential sort of
way: I'm write a novel too.

"hat Kind of nuvel, 1 asked.

Ch, & novel,

' Is it that one about the psychological

X e invasion?
' Oh, no, said al.

is it the one where all six murderers are exposed and it turns out

in the sunud that they're 2ll innocent?

Ok, ne, said Al,

Jell, what's it about?

It's something new, said ;1.

But what's the plot? Is it a fantasy? A historical romance?
whodunit? A westernfy

No, no, sz2id zxl.

Hell, .1, T said. You're not writing a novel. You're just saying
that because Jack Tiedenbeck is writéng a novel. You're just trying to
steal the spotlight frow him, thatts all.

No, said al. I'm really writing a novel.

Well, if you are, I said, it's just because Jack Wiedenbeck is
- 67 —
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writing a novel. It's just a case of modvy see monkey do.

Och no, said Al. I bad this idea 2 long time ago, long before
Jack ever pot the idea he would write a novel,

It's just a case of nmonkey see monkey do, Al, 1 said,

Ho, it isn't, said Al. I had this idea a long time ago.

1t's a case of monkey see monkey do.

No, said 41, and perhaps there was a2 wee spark of ire in his eyes
behind his bifocals as he said it. Ko, he said, it is an idea I had a
long time ago. In fact, I've got it fimished, which is more than you
can say for Jack's novel.

Incredulous, I asked, You mean, it's all down on paper?

Oh, no, said AlL. T mean I've got it all finished. Plotted.
“Iritten out. It*s in my head. All I need to do is transfer it to

aper.
T Oh, J said. You've finished it. All the bnard part is done.
The rest is just a mutter of copying.

ell, I might rewrite a 1littls as P put it on paper, said Al.

80 you are now claiming priority in this matter over jack Wieden-
beck on these grounds.

Thy sure, said al. After &ll, I kad this idea Tirst. 1In fact, I
might have mentioned it to Jack and that might have given him the idea.

I see, [ said.

A few months later I asked him about the novel. T asked how it
was coming along. There was a long pause while tis Dbrain got into
gear on the subject. He made some sort of noncommittal answer that I
can't rewmember now. It was obvious that the subject no longer held
any interest for bhim. Having written the novel-—in his head--he lost
his enthusiasm for the matter. I imagine he went through the whols
pupblishing process, also in his nead. Yes, I guess he did.

Al Ashley, then, has written a novel. It is either in its third
millicn or Jjust rounding off its second million copies. It is being
spiritedly bid for by five major motion picture companies and will
soon sell to one of them for a suw inexcess of a half million dollars.
It has bheen translated into fifty—four languages, with special editions
in breills. This single novel has made 41 Ashley rich, famous and
distinguished. The literary world is at his feet.

But none of this has changed him a bit. He is still the same
sweet simple fellow we all knew and loved.
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In the dim dawn cycles this scene repeats itself from even more
shadowy vistas of the past, and will repeat itself again and again till
the Bomb falls.

Forrest J Ackermean, no period, was approaching the vicinity of the
fabutous Garage, fantastically loaded with fantastic magazines and books.
Tith bim was Tigrina~—uo pericd eishar—-burdened with similar esoteric
literature.

Due to the non-polarized Lanses of hic zoot-~shaped glasses, this
Dawn-Ackerman dia net see a small obstruction in his path. He struck
it wiith kis foot, so displacing his center of gravity that he crashed to
the pavement, scattering escepe literature over a great area.

Tigrina, z worried look on her face, cried "Forry, are you hurt?*

FJA, using onliy two puns in bis reply, answered that he's sus-
tained not so much as a2 winor coatusion.

"Ch, that's fine !" heamed T. "Ko skin off my ack."
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You bnstard, snid .1 aAshley. These¢ words
of his, so much at variance with his gen-
2r=1ly geninl ~ttitude, ring in my hend like
» mrd doorbell. At odd hours during the
dny I secm to henr his soft voice snying:
You tastord. He s ys it with 2 suile bhe-
cause he has sznse of humor (in spitce of
xh=t people wmuy say) .nd oftcen knows whnt
is going on cven if it sometimes scems that
his br~in ic four wmcnsurcs behind., He is
forced by the propricty of sclf-csteem to
vocoliize hiuseli in this drendful epithet.

He 2lways has a distinel and excellent
reason for expr-ssing himscli thus. It is
noit to be thought that A1 sshley grects
people at his door with this expression or thzat ne cun be depended upon
to rapeat it 1t odd intervals in a normnl conversation. I have merely
stripped the phrase of its context., As such it cennet stand alone and
h~ve naything but an csoteric menning. So in the following pages I
will) cutline a few oI the many situations and remarks that have chused
2l ashley to give risc to this epithet.

For & time it wis a humorous thing from Al Ashley's point of
view to bring out "falsics" and wear them around thé housc outside of
his shirt while visitors were present., The falsies and A1's ¢liish
smile would naturnlly, as he cxwesiced, rouse comaent from the onlook-
grs. Ity God, il, someone ¥would be sure to say. whnt the hell are
those? and L would answer smiling. sty, Con'lt you sec? and someone
would say: Yeah, uvut whose are cthey? n? Al would eagerly say: Oh,
vhey belony to E-mwmew- . This was nis punch line, becznsc E------ 's
homosexunl wendencies are well known in the inner circgle.

One evening, as Al ishley wee svoriirg thesce things around in
iew of a half 2ozen or wmore penple, § said, AL, why are you wearing
those crazy thiugs--arce they yours? Hel)l no, he said, they belong to
Beem=-=- « Well, 1 eaid, ['m ‘nclined ‘o doul:t that, <vYou say they be-
long to him but Itve never seen iim wearing them. On the other hand
Jt've seen you with thew on o dozen times, You wear chem so much, Al,

I thing they're yours.

You hastard, said al .shkley.

A\l Ashley's rescarches iuio the sex lives of the various fans
he knows 1is someihing amounkting lo n passion. Al has a long list (in
his head) of all the homos in local fandom und suspeats at least 90%
of the rest. Jitin very litile 2ncouvragenent ne can be brought out on
the subject, declaiming this persor and thet person, and declaring
others under a cloud of susnicion His theme is that nearly everybody
is queer and hets pre*fy 4disgusied with them 211,

it one of tuese declanntsory sessinns scwmebody remarked that Al
gseemed pretty sure of his factis, They asked him how he could be so
sure that nearly everybedy was Jucer. ¥ have definite proof, said Al.
and then tne redoubtnble . Towrer Laney said, T think you say people
are (queer just out of spive. 7You're trying to get even with them be-
czuse you can't ge* intc their pants.

You Basitard, snid Al .shley.
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al ashleyts attitude toward worx is the usual one. He hates it.
But instead of going ahead and working anyhow he simply does not work
at 211. Al isshley has been out of work since fovember 1956, DPeople
are always discussing this, since it is obvious thet he is not living
on the income from a trust fund. 3ome people are even mzd about it
tecause there he is, sitting serenely in absolute idleness, yet plen-
tifully supplied with the good things of life, whieh, to 51, are food,
coffee, a roof over the head (under which to drink coffec), and plenty
of restful, innocent slumber (such as comes to infants and saints
after which one may drink wuch coffee. In vain we recount to him the
sad story of the grasshopper and the ant, out of our great smugness.
al Ashley likes to listen to the story because it is a Tontasy, what
with insects talking and all. 3But that is as far as i{ goes. Re-
marks on his idle stote bring a pleasant smile to his genial face as
he sits there like an idol carved from steak, Fut once ', Towner
Laney said to him: .1, you've been vut of wori nine months--now either
give birth to that baby or get a job.

You bastard, said A\l ‘shley.

Since he prides himself on his vargaining 2bility and his flair
for finding bargains, it was not surprising to Iind niw at his home
one evening going around to each and cvery visitor, calling atteniion
to his new brown sweater and telling them how he'd bought this high
class piece of merchandise for oaly 98¢. he visitor, bound by the
rigid rules of hospitality, would make some polite remark, 31 would
move to the next victim and repeat the spiel. hen he came to me and
went through his formula T loocked closely at the sweater, felé the
material, and said sagely: But al, what did you do witn che potatoes
that came in i1§?

You vastard, said Al .shley.

About ten minutes later he was telling a new victim about the
sonderful .shley flair for finding bargains. 1 insinuated myself in-
to the conversation vy remarking, Why, thaits the very sweater I gave
last week to the 3alvation Army!

You bastard, said Al ishley.

Once he was demonstrating hos hard it was for two peopie o pull
his clenched hands apart, Condra on one side and Wiedenbeck on the
other were pulling with most of their strength, with no success. hen
they had given up, Condra remarked ithat Al ashley, for his size, was
deceptively strong. as i\l swelled up I said: He ought %o be strong,
he's been saving his strength for the last nine months,

You bastard, said Al ishley.

another time, -1 Ashley and others sat drearily contemplzting
cach other in the L.SFS clubroom just after the reg "ar Thursday
night meeting., It is always difficult to tell when a meeting is in
session or not, since nothing happens in el ther circumstance. Laney,
on his way out, turned at the door and said: Good night, people; and
goodnight, Al. Though this ic a stundard phrase around the Half
world, and often was used on Kepner, thus: Hello men, and you too,
Kepner--3il Aishley was somenow moved {o viter the now classic phrase:
You bastard.

Perhaps the chief joy o1 .l ishley's life is retelling the story
of how he defended uis battered honor against the unsubtle hlandish-
ments of his friend B------ (owner of the falsies). ¢ne evening he
was, as usual, telling the story, and we were all listening, &s usual,
with great personcl joy. B3¢, sa2id Al, he asked me to give it to him
this way. V/hen I said no, he asked if he could do it to me. Then he
said he didn't like it fthis other way very much but would be wiliing
to do it that way if I insisied. I said no. 8o he argued with me.

He said it was glorious between two wmen and I certainly was missing a
lot if I'd never tried it. He said I owed it to myself to give it
-~ TG -
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Al, T said, he used the vrong approach. He used the argumenta-
tive approech. The intellectual approach. He should have just
quietly taken you into his arms and kissed all your fears away.

you basftard, said Al shley.
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"I coan handle them,® said AL Ashley. VYT can take care of thaw
situation.” 1Ie weos referring tu the threat mzde by the TXecutive
Committee of the Los Angeles 3Jcience Fantasy Society and Dancing
scademy (Walter J. Daugherty, Prop.) that they would cject him bodily
from the club il he ever dared show up again at & meeting. It seems
they removed niuw from memvership some tiwe ago, and since then he
has shown up for meetings more regularly than before.

Fints that he wos not welcome bounced off him. When Russell
J Hodgkins, who prides himself on his dignity, so lost his dignity
one night that he called Al in open mecting "“you camned welsher," il
merely sat there and stared ar Russ witll the identical expression he
useés for staring off into space. Every so often, too, EEEvans, that
most patient of wen (he says) loses his patience and addresses some
sharp, impatient remurk to i1, who doesn't seewm to mind at all.

But the other night the executive committee decided that the
next time their unwelcome visitor showed up they would, by nain
foree, throw him bodily and with malice aforethought, right out the
clubroom door. sshlay, when informed of thnis
decision, wade the statement as racorded in
the first line of this factual account. He
said that if Gue Villmorth {(who weighs 220
on the hoof and virtvally the same sitting
down) were omitted from the Tjection Commit-
tee (one vonders why there is no ¥Welcoming
Commitfee) he could nondle Coy, Zvans,
Hodzkins and Ackerman.

"ves, Al," said a friend. ‘“perhaps
there wouid be a mighty struggle, with you
swinging ©vans around like a blunt instru-~
ment (which is no doubt the mental picture
vou carry ol him) but don't you think that
gventually ycu would wind up in the streeted

Pijope, " said .1l calmly. He calmly
picked up his coffee cup, placed it calwmly
to his 1lips and calmly drank the contenis.

Trouble was, the cup was empty hefore
he picked it up.
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Hyperfan was a moody boy who began reading str an an early age--
even before he could read at &ll, which showed how bright he actually
was, and how Lroad his meatal horizcns.

de grew up, wrote interminable letters to prozines each month and
at iength began a tremendous correspondence with fans all over the
world. He wrote to German rans in German, French fans in Eench, zulu
fans in Bantu, amwbia fans in srabic. He could nct translate the
answers since he wrote the lauguages out could not read thewm. This
vias just us well because it savel him the tiwme ci rsading the lietters
and gave him more time to write more anda more letters. LHe published
four fanzines. One was a serisus megazine, devoted to ithe heavier
aspects of heavy faniesy and in it be titled himself a siucere acolyte.
Toe seéconé [anzine was composed of letters to the first fanzine. The
third fanzine was a light frotny thing that caused jolliment wherever
exnibited, for hyperfan was endcwec vith a great wide sireak of humor
which ran straisbt down the middle oi his back. The fourth fanzine
was made up of letviers to fanzine j/3 and thsir answere. He began a
fifth Teanzine for' the sole purpose of conducting feuds, for ane was at
war with all fandow. 1In each of his fanzines he =ocok a differeat
stand, sach stubborn as hell, and much of ais time wae spent writing
scathing letters to his own fanzinec in answerw (o his owwl previously
published scathing letters.

At length, thougi be nid timself from the Outside World as best
he could (he was a Tlagpole painter) he met a girl. She was charming,
lovely and could type 65 words a minute. Be became aware of her with
every fiber of his being when she drifted clcse Lo him and ne got an
elusive whiff of her perfume——LEsseace of ,imeogiaph “ng. It had heady
overtones. It was exhilirating, exciting. FPis bead buzzed in ecstacy.
Thouzh Le néver spoke to peospls, he got up enough courege {c grunt when
she asked him the way o the postoffice. gSha was patient. though, and
at lengin he accompanied her te the postoffice where he shyly presented
ter with a brand new airwail stamp, gum unlicked. The way her eyes
glowed made him realize that thisg zirl was-—-what was that word—-oh
yes...different * She laughed w@ily and chatisd with him lile an old
friend as he went to his forty-Tive postofiice boxes and got his daily
mail, which came to nim under icur hunared ané ninety two aliases.
After that they were inseparable. 1In fact they aeve: left gach other.
In fact they were together all the time. fThey even slept together.

And rumors were flying that they lixed each oiher more than somewhat.

One day hyperfan breathed words into her ear. I love you, he

said, wore than fanzines. ,ore than prozines...even Siortounding
Sagas. w.ore them blank paper in a tyvper. I love you imore than a mail-
box stuvifed with thick letters. 7e'd bettor get married so we can be

together like we've been from now 9 and also fcrever.

) She agreed. So they gotl warried. FEefore long she presentad him
with a child¢whose arrival was uo shock since he had suspected something
of the sort). The child soon learned to peck haltingly 8t the keys of
z typewriter spacially ritted to type babytalk. The child spoke ounly
to its typewriter and a smallwmodel of a space ship, and only toue space
ship ever bothered %o reply.

Toen came the war. Hyperfan was not drafied tecause whern they took
2yway his glasses tney found another pair of glasziss underceath. This
second pair of glasses, explained hyperfan, was in order to ses as far
as the first pair of zlasses so he would see as rfar as his glasses.
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But his wife was drafted. 3be weni 1o a basic training camp and
hypsrfan kept basy writing her letters each bour. aAfter three moyths
hypsrfan began to grow a bit uneasy. He began to ponder on the situa-
tion. “hat, now? How could she be draftied, a woman, and the wother
01 & c¢child? He set inguiries in motion and at lengih was made 1o re-
alize that a very serious thing had happened to him——-he had been marr-
ied to a wan Ffor four years! ™ot a cclossal deception, thought
hyperfan. I feel like a fool, saild hyperfan. Can such things be?
asked hyperfan.

He put bis faninish mind to work. ljow could this all have happened?
He used all the sciences in which he was adept (concise courses, sugar-
coated with fiction, had been pushed at him in thousands of magazines)
and could arrive at no auswer that satisfied all conditions, because
thee was the child.

There is the child, said hyperfan. Obviously that is the product
of a man and 2 woman and I am no% a womwan., So my partner in this ad-
venture into thinking must be a woman. But the U.S. Aray, which 1s in-
fallible, says sbe is a man. 4 wan in the days of his strength,
strength wiich I undersiand tue aruy is tapping uaily as though ihe
supply were inexhaustible. Now, if she were a woman, some inguisitive
noil~com would have found it out long ago. And i she is ¢ man then the
army is right and I am wrong. .nd though this ie as it should be,
taere still remains the child.

Fe was nonplu~sed. Ané then, out of the wagze of fannish events and
fantastic fiction that cluttered his broad mentai norizons, he got the
answer. She nad tricked him by semanltics. God, if was easy Lo see
now. Luch as the Eawperor of Juno had been tricked by a wily space pros-
pector in that deal involving the Flatinum Pianetoid. He bhegan to ex-
trapolate aad the story cawme oit by bit. This wan, madlyin love with
hypertfan since he(nyperfan} had published his first fanzine, wisued to
consunmasce this mad, wad loves. Thig pan, whom we will call now X or
pechaps Y, under the ssupefying influences of applisd semantics and nuli-
R logic, hacd blinded ayperfan’'s psychically nercepiive senses for long
enough to entangle hiw in a wess not to be outdone by the jam gotten
inte by the Thrae ..eu from ,uvsholClia whben tiaey got mixed up in Ganymedan
politics.

Ay but 1% had been so romaniic! Kyperfan brushed awvay a tear as
he rec¢allied how Lhe snowers of shredded prozines had fallen lightly aund
warmiy about him an¢ his lembent- flame--beautied bride as they left ihe
civadel of religion in which they bad been wea. The first church hyper-
fan had ever entersd under his own power, since he llieved only in ihe
power of the Inlinite 1{iil ana natoeral selection. These beliefs had
ohvicusly bser proven wher ne was born.

sad therc was the child. BSay, said byperfan, how did this all
gome about? How z2ould this nave uappened.' Semantics § he shouted at
the c¢hild, who now turnec ils wobbly, slobbery, rubbery, wizaned [lace
(mirror image of his own, ito nim, eyes or fire. Hyperfan rattled off
a2 formula which inciuded wethewatics nc luveanted on the sper of the
moment. “Cthulhu'" erield the ahild scundliecsly (the sound passed through
hyperfan's mind only) avd did not vanish in a puff of green sumoke.

Crushed, his last illugion gene, hyperfaan siunced into Tandom for

gscapec and never cawme out. Hot ever when he died, for he refused to
be buried, wheat with 18 deztiiaes to meet on 18 fanzines and 220 letters
p2r day to be anpswered. ..y schecuie won't perwii me to be buried anyhow,

said hyperfan. ot ©ill specefiish! 15 acnieved and my ashes can be
seattered over a dead _arian sea~bottom, roi1 such is my wish as
declared in my will.

Besides there was the c¢hild.
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It was in the year 1957 that
atomic bombs began to fall on the
cities of the world. Every nation
worth meniioning had enough bombs
on hand tc blow all the rest of the
nations off the face of the earth,
£0 as soon as the first one was
fired by some unknovn and nameless
hero, tne jet—proppliie., zl! idir  missilos dixrted Jcross the skies
like a flight of passenger pigecus. (nc observer &2id thuey durkened
the sun, and if they hac been pigeous be wyould have been drenched
white (like a statug in a public perk) in o matteér of saconds. But
they weren't pigeons, just bombs, so his recently clzaned and pressed
coat suffered uc danage.

Before long there was absolutely no place of power left on the
earth. DBach nation had fired missiles at sach of the other nations’
supposed and suspected seats of government, secret and public, so *hat
by triad and error, it was only to be expected that all politicos were
finished off in sixty-eight minutes flat,

The world was left alone, to ite own resources. There were plenty
of people left, but nobedy knew now to make atomic bombs, and nobody
kney where any of the launching sites were and nobody knew where the
povernment was. All tnese things had been wiped out 1n siwmty-eight
ninutes. You might imagine that the people, rid, or tree, of govern-
ment, would have been appalled at this nopeleéss plight, but this did
not scem true. People paussed to read tine headlines znd wonder about
it, but the movies Zept going ani the rudio kept going and the drug-
stores and vsed car loits Kept going, so the obvious thing to do was to
keep reing. So cverybody kapt going.

But the terrific vaccuum ieft by the sudden extinguishment of na-
tional jovernment had to be filled somehow. .fter all, who would
people pay taxes tor? .ud whe conld declare emergencies? Who would
close banits and ration food and tiws and declare war and announce peace
and tell the people to sava fats and bomb the eneny one year and love
ther like brothers the n8xt? Obviously, scme wort of central govern-
ment was urgently needed, so delegutes of all nations were appointed
and they held & gigentic congress which lasted Tor months, but they
could rezch no decision. Then somebody said (and it was instantly
translated into 147 languages and flashed about the hall) that they
needed sowsbody with broad wmental herizons. The efficiently operating
Heriex Tile system immediately Lrought up the names of all the science-

fiction fans in the worlcd. 1"There is our salvation," thought the dele-
pates.  "Je will simply turn the job of unificatlion over to them and
et bhome and away from this nolsy place, which is full of foreigners
anyhow." So they avpointed fans to be rulers of the earth in high

council, and it was so.

First there was & screening. Fans were quizzed on the number of
years they bad read the stuff and how much of their daily life was ccn-
sumed by fan activities. If, for example, they had vead Skylark ol Space
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in tre Lrigiliel Ceinsbhack wugaz.nel vhey wore lmnedlaltely given low
Parwy uumbers and spacious guartecs vere assigred to thew. TIf they

hed published a fanzine they were elevated io immediate power and sat
in judgment or future candidetes. If they helieved (and could prove)
that fendom wes a way of life, nc houor was voo great. This wighty
task wag finally accouplished, znd fans ruled the world. Using to the
full “hei: broad meutal horizouns they ruled so well that for the next
200 yeers there were only 4% wars, the asual number of rapes, murders,
thefts, libel suitc, and nev automobiles. They levied exXorbitant taxes
wiich kept the peoplss of the world happy, Tor now taey had something
to he discontenisd aboui. One day fuperor Bupertfan VI got a brilliant
idex "Iet's give evervbody brozd mental horizons", he sald, "and then
everyhody can he like 8§ and he happy as anything, and pecple can rule
themsclves, each to each, and anarchy will result with everybody happy
2s h2ll. I% wiil be Utopia for sure." IDmperor Bupertfan VI was sone-
what feckless, perhaps. He prized but ons thing, bhis mint collection
of fantasy which included all c¢ollector's items ever printed, even the
ones printed for the express purpose of creating collector's items. He
wished to spend more time musing over his collection and wondering what
the stories would be like if he dared read them, This, oi course, was a
heretical thoughi, since Trus Fans never read their stuff or sven spoke
of reading it. They spoks freely of picking up copies of this and that
here and there, and bandicd Dbizarre titles aooui, but never dic vhey
let on that they might conceivably have even a random urge %o read

the stuff. —

Euperor Bupertfan's plen was instantly carried out. By govern-
mental decree all zovernmental printing presses -were diverted from the
printing of wmuaey, staups, etc., arnd put to reprinting all the stfanta-
3y classics ever written, and living authors were subsidized to write
24 hours a day. Each person in the world was given $1500 worth of
stfantasy books. Newspapers were cautioned to publish only book news
and events of Fortean implications.

Te plan worked. Inside c¢f a generation the world was solid fan.
There was not & single non-Tan in the worid, anywhere. Every man, wo-
manr and child in the world published a fanzine, belonged to at least
one stf club, and bought and sold and traded bhooks and wrote fantastic
fictior in their own spare time.

AnG one day Emperor Bupertian VI, now an cld man, was deposed. He
was no longer #l Fan, Iverybedv in the world was #1 Fan apd could prove
iv. aAverybody had a broad mental horizon and was eguipped to rule the
earth wisely end well for the next 200 years. A gigantic olection was
held, in which each person in the world wus entered on the ballot for
Emneror. The bhallot itsell was twniv wiles long. Each person recaived
one vote. I[n the run—off, cach person received one vote. So avarybody
we.s #1 Fan, Emperor Blaunkfawn I. So each psrson, and rightly so, demand-
2d a coronatiorn and began issuing ordsrs. gSiuce they werc all rather
feckless (as one migh: say) notning cAme of tnis for some yesrs. By
and by the commotion subsgirded. Fanzine production fell off. The book
market experienced a depregsion, its first in 20 years. Something was
up. Lights were buming in c<llergc--atomic bombs were being sade again.
Each home in the world had twe or more bhowbs la the making. Each bomb
was being made secretly, wichout anybody else being aware of it., Sincse
sach superfan lived in hic own private dream world, ne did not notice
what his wifle or neighbor or uwother or friend was doing.

Cauwe D-Day, and the first for o finish his bowb announced, through
the medium of his fangine, taat he would blow ap--~well, someibing——-
unless elected Emperor Filbertfan at once. Nobody repliad; s¢ he laun-
¢hed nis houhd. At the sameé momeni. all otner hHombs left their launching
racks., sgain, as in 1957, tke sky was dark with flying bombs, none of
which collided, of zcvurse. 7ithin an hour, all hombs had found %4heir

A s



maeriks, ana all vargets were destiroyed.

Only cne man was left alive. He was alons in thg world. The
last man. How he had escaped he did not know. "Qh well," he said,
“T aw Imperor Brownfan lhe First." He shouted to the world "I am

bmperor Brownfan the First and all must do my bidding! 3

am the only

man on 2arth with breoad mental porizons!" Therc he was. Emperor, with
no subjects, no one tc levy taxes ou, no one %o trzmhle before his

nrath, no one to shoot atcmic bomds 2t. There was ucbedy
hear him, or answsr him.

to see hiap,

fle looks gind of forlocrn, so suppose we leave him thers, jaeking

off on a picture of himself.
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{(On page 68 ie an ezample of a
series of anecdowes iabelled "oy
It Besaa” which Burbvee and Elmer
Perdue woote Too BURBLINGS ¢/
BLIURLIUR TGS #1, July, 143
This is Furbeets editorial from
that issue...)

&
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The "How It Began® sketcies are Zimer's idea. An original
idea which he somc.times admits stealing Jrom some magazine that was
published in the mid-iwenties., Maybe he has imprcved on the gernm
idea. and maybe not. Iaybe 1 have and mayve I haven't, too.

Since the sketche: zre his idea, he should have writien the
introduction, but since ne just gave me four elite-typed stencils
and 1 see no introductory paragraph anyshere, ] suppose I will have

to wrifte the introduction.
It seems that according to the Elmurmurian Theory,

ali that

has happened has already happened, Tha’ seems vrong, dcesnit ig?

That is because it is wrong.

You get the idea, though. These sketches are lhe true sto.ies
of the origins of certain popular sayings now rampant in the language.
Je have all used these idiowatic expressicns and perbaps wondered a

littie where they came from. Uyn%il now, no one could say
And now Elmer and I have come along.

for sure.

If you turn the page you will see the series staring you in
the face. After Elmerts four pages I will t2ke over with some
sketches of my ovin. liaybe some of you have secrei lkuowled~se of how
some sayings were started. 7{ so, you ouglit tc publish thew in sour
own mags because if you send them to us we!ll just lose them or

throw them away.

The publishing of this series gives us an examnle of why it
is more profitable to join fapa than to buy an Lucyclopedia Britan-

nica. Offhand; I can't tnink of any cther examples.

T S A I I O T I I I O T T S S I B R R S L ST T I T T T N T I I K

No mailing comments this time. I had several pa
sketched out, but on re-reading them ¥ find they siirk.
rejected thenm.

zgcs of comments
So I heve

I think there were some good rem=rks in there, though. Rotsler
read the rough draft{ and laughed like crazy, then went off and stole
15 of wmy best lines for his wmailing commente in Disturbing Tlenment,

He says he stole only Z lines, but I hold out for Lo. "I
it!Y he shouts. Mijo," I say, Ydontt nrove if, besause if
be mad bacause I've got my wmind made up that yeu stolc 1O
--purblings
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"No, I've never met Laney but I hate him and everything he stands
for !" Louise Leipiar roared at ue.

1 asked her if sne'd read wuch material by him. It seems that
people bave dropped into the hzbit of psychoanalyzing Laney by his
writings.

“No," she bellowed., "I refuse to read anything by him. 1 &
against him and whet ne stands for and if I eversee him I'll tell him
so to ais face."

The time was ripe for we to say ithat Laney was against homosexual-
ity and fan-type fools. Yes, the time was ripe for me fto wake an in-
furiating rewmark, but I remembered that my wife had said to me as we
drove to the ..ckerwan house-warming, "I don't want you to act like a
fan today, I want vou to act like a norual person.™

To act like a normel person at a fan gathering! "hat a handicap
that was. It meant I couldn't say the things to people thet they were
bezzing for.

0dd that we snouldhave been there a2t all. 71 had been so long re-
moved from the fan scene that L =till thought of Ackerman's wife as
Tillie instead of "endy. 4 whole new generation of fans had cropped
up, and to them the name of Burbee was anathema, Gue to some fine pub-
licity work on 1he part of sunviving LASFS members.

It was od, as I saiu, that we should have been there. But on the
previous Thursuay we aad reeceived a posteard which nvited us to the
hekerasan houce-warwing at their new plsce on Sherbourne Drive. I doubt-
gd¢ the autkentrcity of this curd because there wus a typographical
error on it and the uessage was not perfectly centered. For all I
knew, the watermark might have been upcide down too. But Sunday after-
noon I c¢alled up Ackerman and from tne gibberish in the background
("spaceship ! Spaceship ) and the gay voice of Forrest J bhiuself I
gatberea that not onls was there a housewarming but that Isabel and I
were actually meloome !

A1 least tnut is what Ackerman said.

S50 we went.

The first person who cuught wy eye as we tried to squseze through
the narrow space between the porch wall and a car parked by a person
with & fine wind wag Pick Sneary. I said something to him, and to
..offatt vho stood beside him and to Stan Tcolston who wes there, too.
‘lonlston, o ¢hunky well-scrubbed lad, said something obscure and im-
mediately got down on nig nands and ness anc bumpeu his neatly grooned
head azainst the conerete itwice and said something about it being tihe
proper way to greet a Burbee. TLen i'offati's wife was the only one o
lock at "Toclston as thougn she thoupht this aciion a bit out of line.

I had to act like a norma.l person sc I mereiy said, "Thank you.
Wooslston."

T met Lrs. van Vogt who seemed to have gained 13 pounds since I
saw her last three years ago. And the largish Loulse Ieipiar was
there toc, as you may have noticad if you started reading this at the
beginning.

There was a dianetic auclitor there whose name has slippad ny nind.
e was displeased whken I said that il toolr lenger to learan to be a
witch doctor than a dianetic auditor. 'pNot & good witch doctor !" hs
sneppad as he zipped avay with Lhe speed of & witch doctor. I lefsd
Isabel outside talking to j.rs vV and T went iaside. T saw James Kepner,
Eluer Perdue, and an attachment of ALvV'ts whose name is jianning liac—
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Donalid. liacDonald, vhen he saw me, cried: *3ay something fumny,
Burbeel 3ay suvmething =wuusing and clever and drollie He clutched uis
belly in arpticipatory laughter, TFurn on your sense of humor,* I said.

Forrest J ickerman wes btrying to svow me the nsrth wall of his
living room. Tiie whole wallpaper scheme wac hidden by row upon row
of Gookshelves cramned with books, wall to wall, ceiling ic floor.
"Forry is proud of that display,® said someone. Yyou mean he built
the bYookcases himself?" I saia. ¢%#¢olly,” I went on, %All that reading
matier and .ckerman hasntt read one book in the lot.® W"irll have you
know ['ve read every last word." said isckermain.

I aeclined the gamtit.

A voice vehind me called my name, T saw Phil Broanson, of the
forgotten Fantasite and the much-mourned Tnanve standing there. Vears
of non-fan activity had aged him. 7 said the Yast time I'd heard of
him e was working for a ilinneapolis newspaper. "Yes,¥ e 32id, "but
1'm here now."

There wasntt any sensitle answer to that.

1T asked hin .f he'd seen much of Redd Beggs, Lhe #1L #an of
iTinneapolis.

"\ psunch of us went up to hig¢ housz ore day," said Bronson.
PHis aunt, or somecody told us, 'Try o0 get him oub of the houvse, YHe
hasnit 1eft the house for %three days. Hets been living hehind that
typesriter.'®

A ten or eleven year old

=

xig went past Zoliovied Ly another

boy the same age. "Yho are bthose lkids?% | asked, "7Pae first one is
Wendy's hoy and the other is hiz 1r:iend,” saii soreore. Uoh," I said,
"I thought 1 was looking at the LALFS Director aund 3ecidtarcy.

"I wans to leern to run a bulldozzr,t said a l1itiele o0ld lady

a monent later.

Y. buLlldozers"® I muttered, lookiar at her. 3he was about 65
years old und weighed no more than a jockey. 1 tried to visualize
her stripping a hill or snaking logs dowr a mountain grazde and Jjust
coutdnt't do it, thouvgh uer 2yes were shiniang orighiiy as anything.

"es!® she said. "Onz of ihese things with 2 big blade, =z
trector sort of thing." ©Dsrhups Rezdert's Digest does that to pzople,

"sutb what foreYy I asked, "ihy should you want to run one of
thore tuings?"

"Why. i6'.Ll be useful for clearing up the rubble of the city
af %er tney drop alomic bomus," she said nertly.

T went avay.

Blmer Terdue and I hed a2 voezl jam session as of old. He told
e a Little of the axter Street Irregulars, 2 group which cant't
stand the ctuifiness of the LASFS. Ilwer was standing by when I cpoke
to James Lynn Kepner who once published 2 thin mimeograpned pamnnlat
of pocms titled 3ongs for 3orrow and Beanty. I wanted fto say to
Kenne:, "Jell, you odd boy, are you stiil a writer for the Daily
Jorker or have ynu come to yeur senses?! B[But I vemembered T was thern
with 2 ge22s3 upen me, 30 I said, "Kepner, my oey, you look 28 intel-
lactual .3 ever." He smiled half-heartediy and Perdue, who was
standing neerty, laughed like crazy. Perdue sometinmes hes the strange
“aculty of hearing the unsaid things in my speech.

Jhile I steood in a jam sessicn with van Vogt, Moffatt, Leipiar
and two or three others, a largs zdolescent with lenticular glasses
and 2 thick-lipped mouth came and itcok hold of the chair I was leaning
on. He looked at me with his over-magnified eyes peering at me and
nis neavy lips pouting like a suffocating fish. I moved and une touk
the chalr and vanished into the front room wkere the bulik of the guests
were gathered. VYijember of thne L,8F37% 1 asked %She group with me.
"Yes,® said scmeone. "He just sold a stery for 150.%
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3ince we were standing in the doorway that separated the roonms,
there was a goodly amount of traffic going hy. I saw Everett Evans
going by, always with 2 thriftily unlit cigar in his mouth which he
mouthed like & friend he was saying goodby to. He never spoke to me.
I didn't spesk to him., He must have gotien his kicks there, as some
young ledy spoke to him with some awe. 3he later confided to us,
“He's 2 professional author, you know.® This was news tc me.

A1l the time we were there, a glim dark fellow was sitting at
tiie dining room table doing math homework and paying no attention to
the thirty or forty people who were passing to and fro. hen ikcer-
man, who was circulcting like a first class host among us, came by
again, T asked him who the fellow was. "Did he come with the house?
Has fne ever spoken enough to iderntify himselfet But ackerman did not
ansver, He merely adjusted a publiicity still foxr "Girl in the Moon"
on a saelf and went on.

Later I spoke to the fellow. He seemed like a nice zuy. Name
Leland 3apiro, which I read off his copy of "Theory of Tunctions.v

A8 T went by the Leipisr woman I heard a fragment of her loud
monclog {she has a buritone voice) that went something like thiss
*T straightened out Forry. I told him to come ocut of his shell and
live! I feel I am 100» vesponsible for this poriy.” As I went on
T mused that this gothering was exactly like hundreds of other gather-
ings ~ckerman had attended and besu the hest of. Later I was gathered
in by someone and introduced to this Jovise leipiar who may or may
not believe in transwmigration of souls, ¥rtve heard of you," I said.
"Wothing good," she said. "ifo," 1 said, "thouvsh [ 4id1 hear you were
easily excited.? jer eyes flasned and her brea th shortened. V"I am
not " she bellowed like a great Jungle beast. "I am always..." here
she was Julck to see she was being baited so she continued in a lower
voice, even wOorking in a esmile..."hy, I'm always calm and cocol as
a cucumber. T naver get excited. I wouldan's hurt a fly.®

"T guess not," I said, ¥vell, 1111 have to tell Lancy I met
you., I'll describe you and say she's not & bad kid, except thot she
gets excited easily.™

Her eyes wlazed up on cue again snd she thundered out some-
thing to the eifect that she cut peoplars throats to their faces,
never frouw behind, und she never hurt & fiy and she frequently told
2eopl2 off for their own good.

I didn't laugh in her face, after zll, this woman is a friend
et the vam Vegts and I like the van Vogts.

Later, Xepner drifted over and the telk drifted to FAPA. "Oh,
yes," said Fepner, "I was on the waiiing list twe mailings ago but I
never heawvd from them. I presume I've been dropped.®

"Tvo wailings ago? You weren't on the list then.n

"1 LeL your pardon," said the Qowmunist loftily, "I happen to
¥now that I was.!

"Eut I know you weren't,! said I.

"I am cerfain that Y was," said Jike.

Yah, bui you weren't. TPFor the past four mailings I have been
sggretury or aPa in churge of the w:iting list., If your nawme had
appeared there 1'd certainly know it,n T

Kepner kept his lofty =z=ir but suid nothing. Hell, I thought
these Communists had a Party quotation for everything.

I remember talking to Jean Cox. He wanted me to tell Laney
that he objected to Laney's czlling him a “garden variety crackpot.®

I talked to Len ioffatt a vwhile. e talked cbous moving pic-
tures. I couldn't hold up ny end very well because I don't zo to
movies, but when we gol to talking about the attitude of the public
tovard special shofs like rocketshnips taking off, we went along
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vatuer wewl,

I asked hiw: "WVhere is the poor idint who is the editor of the
LaS8S megEzine, Shangri-1.a?"

byou mean T e next editor9" lLe said.

HYE =i 1]

Hitm the next editor," he said.

T asked him if he could lend me the mailing licst of the I.SF3
magzazlne but he said distribution of the magazine was ftaken care of
by another department. He said that taking in the money was done by
5t111 another departuent. I remarxed that it sounded like a Vaiter
J Daugherty set-up, meaning that 1§ wos elaborate, complicated, and
completely unworkable,

ctually, such a set-up prevents any single person Ifrom running
the magazine. I once ran the club ma2gazine and while T ven it 1t
was the #1l club magazine and the #Z national magazine. They don't
vant that to happen any more, They want a stillborn magazine, dull
as nell, for that is their he.rts' desire. ;nd they have attained it.

roffatt told we hetd sold a story to Yeird Tales for 5100.
"ine," I said. "Too bad I'll never resd iT., I never read {eird
Tales,"” =

" neither do I," said Len ioffett.

Isabel and T left early. iy geas vas wearing off anyway and
Igabel is vored by fans because so f3w of them have any sense. [
wonder 1f there was & poker gzame later on? Itd sure have liked to
sit in on a Iannish poker gawe with 8 @ Evans the way I did in 1945
when I first met hiw, Lt thot tine he'd just returned frow serving
13 wonths in secret Mavy work, he said. Ve krad a short dialog at
that game which has since rocked the minds of everyone I've told it
to. I'd have _iven a2 lot to have repeated that deathless bit of
dielog at ickerman's lousewvarming, Section 2 ¢f 3 sections, Sunday,
Octover Zi, 1G51.

S we leit, I remarxed to ,c-erman that since the suinn had just
gone down it was time to go down to the basement and relecase the
guest of honor.
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Wias he pixie, gnome or elf? This I do not know. And I fear now
that I will never know. I am speaking of 1ir. Flugel.

It doesn't worry me. Sirangely enougn, though, the thought of
dr. Plugel (pixie., gnome or elf) vops into my mind. And though more
than five years have gone oy, fthe memory is still razor-sharp. My
memory of ir., Wluzel, the man whose nawme [ heari every day for nearly
a year, 1 never saw the nsme written until I just now wrote it. I am
wondering if I have spelled it correcily. Tt might be ¥lugle. 3But I
seem to stick to the Plugel speliling. Isn't thore a musical instrument
vwith that name--or is it the German word for flute, mayve?

For nearly a year I worked at the El1 Segundo plant of Douglas
adreraft. This was during the war. 0Offhand. I'd say it was sometime
in 1943 and vossibly intec 1944, It was a rather large place, sprowling
over a fair amount of territory. ©One of the buildings took 10 minutes
to traverse frorm one erd to the otlier. That was the bhuilding in which
the assembly tine vas., Every four hours they cpened the huge doors at
the far endé, and two 3BD's, ccompleted, rolled nut. This went on arcund
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bie c_cex, £4 houis a dey, sgven days a week. an 3BD? That stood
Scout Fowber, Douilas. I couldn't tell you these things sooner for
security ressons,

Yes, but where is 7ir. Tlugel now? Well, het's around, all right,
but I was sketching in local cnler =nd forgot him for a moment. All
right. They had a public address system in the plant. 3Scarecely a
corner of the pluce was sofe from that public address system. Not
even the clatter of rivet-guns could drown out that insidious system.
If the area vias noisy, the system was noisier. If you were in sonme
quiet office, the system spoke soitly, but still insidiously.

They called it the "auto-call" but it was not that. They called
people by their nsmes rather than by signals of flashing lighte and
tooting horns in code. It went like this: "r. ®lugel, call 286.

Hr. Flugel, czll 286,% 1If ir. Wlugel did not call 286 inside of a
reasonable time, it came on again.

of course there were other names that were called frequently.
Names callied on the zubto-call were those of shortage-chasers, keads
of departmentz, ITavy inspectors, and the like. Common laborers did
not achieve this distinction of having their names blared forth all
jay long. J3ure, there were other names. There was Lloyd Lightloot,
vho was one of the [irst names to insinuste itself into wmy thoughts.

[ z0t to see Lloyd Lightfoot, though. I never d4id see iir. Tlugel, I
got to see Frank Jright, =a2nd Jack Johnson, and ..Tt Kelly.

They were 2ll ordinary loovking goops, 2bout like yout'td expect
fhiem to look. nd I suppose Hr., ™lugel would have looked the same.

ifaybe I d4id see lr. Tlugel but didn't kno— it. After all,
Douglas Bl Segurdo at that tiwme had 25,000 workers, and sooner or
later I must have seen them all. I must have seen ¥r. Flugel and
nov even recognized him.

miir, #lugel, czll 57L. 1ir. Flugel, call 571." That name.
Flucel. Jhat sort of man would viear proudly a title like thate hat
sort of Tellow was he, anyhowe Did he have 2 Heidelberg scar on his
left cheek? Did he like heer? How wes he in a ¢rap gam=--could he
talk to the dice? Did he have a crew haircut znd downward slanting
eyes? Did it show in his fzce? Did he have golfball eyes?

T dontt know. Du% I came duuwmed clegse to finding out the
answers to some oI these guestlions one day. 1 wag in the cowling
fabrication section looxiing for 2 lost cowiing. I guess that is what
I was there Tor, I remember I had on order in my hand, . shop order.
It was buff-bordered. ©of course that doesn't mean anything. T
usuzlly carried some kird of order when I vont astray from my section.
An order in the hand iupirts & species d>f "this-men-is-on-businesgsn
impression. Jnyhow, T was talking to 2 tlonde inspector {she was
looking 2t tubes) and sne said sometning ahout: "I wonder vhere Wr.
Flugel 1s? He was here 2 winute ago ond wag supposed to sign these
erders out." n ant.cipatory thrill went through me. Here was a per-

AR son who knew r. ®lugell Had even
f vt s spoken to him! 1ind I had heard his
name daily for months :nd months znd
nad never seen himt! 71 could scarcely
control myseli, The blonde went on
teliZing and suddenly btroke off with
words tha{ shook me to the core:

"oh, there's Mr., Flugel now it Then
she shouted, “lr. Piugel! MR, TLUGEL!
ifi. WLUGEL!!"®

I turned in the same direction.
"There he goes up the stairsih she
said. ™R, FLUGEL!"

I looked at the stazirs, just in
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fane to see a pair of legs discppearing from view upwards, ;s the
tlonde shouted again, I watcned entranced. 3Jurely he hed heard this
fognorn voice. This dainty feminine voice, calling to him from the
wilderness of maghinery. 1T expected the legs to appear agoin, clad
in their pin-stripe pents, and descend me jestically, as Wlugel legs
should, till the whole animal ™lugel stood exposed to my gaze.

But the legs did not appear. "I'1ll go get him," I said. I ran
to the stairs, .t the top I saw 2 three~branch corridor, and the
clozed doors of a dozen or uwore offices. oOnly a giant female in
a very tight sweater was visible., T looked a2t her awnile, till I
decided that she wasn't mr. Flugel.

1 went avay. after all, ur. Flugel wasn't a way of life to me.
I didn't have to see him, T hed plenty of time, It wasn't urgent
anyway. Or s¢ I thought then.

Gight new, I "ell you, Tt'd give my soul to see 1r, Tlugel.

8 % 52 9 9PN 6 BE OO OSSO S S8 SDO S O LLEES OSSO0 L0 bENe

; b
! ] . 1l ¢ i -
/; - I:{--"& 3 L Jl \\ “N
. Al e =t
/ . / { / N Ly
H 7 'l ,/ V:J L‘*\/ L-—-’\‘_,l! J___.LI}
e Al L Gt St Bl I S e
| ;‘! ; ol L Afls\\ i ; | i;);)
i | i =
ral SRR [l L LY Y

S
on 3aturday, August 5, 1957, we held a one-shoti session at my
house. This session was designed to produce some...not all...pages
for this wonster larp. ¥leven pages were produced. 1fostly I think
we produced reams of fangab and a spool of wire,

All the invited came except Laney, who nad illness in the
family. He did call up, tho  gh, and telk to all present. This cost
him 90¢ in toll charges, or, as the phone company coyly terms it,
"message units.?

First to arrive was Rick Sneary. I1'd heard from everybody
beforenand except tiie Suge of South Gate (site of the Convention in
1998). I got to wondering akout ynis all-out fan, so I looked up
his number in the vhone directory and to my amazement found I could
dial the Sageis number ! Soush Gate, you wust knoew, ig tway 'way out
there on the edge and is never spoken of in metropolitan circles,
but still it can ve dieled from Loe Angeles. Rick's wmother answered
and said the Sagze nad entrusied his fannish self to the purlic trans-
portation system and she didn't know where he'd gone. Evidently the
name of Burbee is tabu in the Sneary houschold, though I could not
say why and i forgotv to ask Rick.

AS I hung up from this fruitless cazll, a resounding clanking
of metz2l against wood came up the stairs and I thought perhaps some
robot had gone astray but 1t was wmerely Sneary's sword striking
things as it swung from hnis hip. 3neary, as you all know, habitually
2arvies a sword around with vwim, He says it mekes him more polite.

Shert1y af terward, Gordon Dewey came, accompanied by his IBYM
electric typer, and for a time we just sat there and jabbered about
fascinating chings. 3neary examined all parts of my electrically
operatfed mimeograph like he was ilamprinting its structure on his mind
$o e could go nome and duplicate it some evening. He declared he
was fascinated by machinery, but this J hold to be a primitive trait,
for my mimeo has moving paris. I didnt't ask him if he were mechanic-
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G.iy 1laclinet Vecause pet'd have loaped at the chance to say no, he
was Rick Sneary.

3ye a2and by Rotisler came zlong and a more bemused cye never fell
on my sénsitive fennish face than the eye of that professional artist,
He made stencils and laughed with the rest of us but you could see
tha% his mind was across the world searching for some indefinable
something. 3heciks, we had a whole house full of indefinavble scome-
thinzss why did he look across the world?

Why did you, rotsler?

Later, typers began thrumming and conversation slowed down,
and for a while only esoteric cries of anguish or joy rose from the
gathering, depending on vwhether a wrong key was struck or some won-
darful remark passed somebody's lips.

I just wandered around being hospitable, I guess. This is my
excuse for not turning anytliing out at the session. I started several
articles, but never could Iinish any. They would not jell,

I remember one article I did part of, It was to have been
cailed "3neary and Burbee Face to Mace' or samething edqually haroque.
It seelas that Sneary and I, often at loggerheads in the fan press,
are oldtime correspondents., 1 am the oldest correspondent Sneary
has, He does not prizc me on this account, however. Also, I was
the first fan to publish 2 Sneary letter in a fanzine (1944). Sneary
does not look at me staurry-eved bvecause of it. Why nots

anyhow thiie article was to have comrented, perhaps wittily,
on the faet that Sneary end I have seen each other wut 3 times in all
these yvears! Onc2 in 1946 ve met ai the LA3™S and played a game of
weird chess, Then in 1948 I saw him in a bookstore on South Vermont
but 4idn't recognize him. This incident should have rocked fandom
back on ivs hecels but nobody paid any aitention to ift.

Then, this 3rd ueeting it was obvious that this meeting of
two hardened old ians (one of whom is Director of Young Fandom})
should have been of Tannish conseguence, You would think an article
like that would write itself. vYou would think I could bang out &
page on the subject with the speed of an antelope. The punchline was
to have becen; "'Don't you think we're seeing too much of each othere?

~fter a2 time Rotsler sroke, He said something about going out
but cowming Lacs. At least that wus the gist of it. He was talking
pure owl s0 I didn't catch zll of it. He came back and spoke fan
zgain and everything went on as before, Then Isabelle served up
food a2nd vie sfoked the fannizh furnzcesg,

I turned on my wire-recorder anid got some key-clacking that
was the one-shot weing writiten. ..cluzlly, it was Devey's IR electric
typer go_ng. Tuais 13 the typer on which L Ron Hubbard wrote "Type-
vriter in the 3ky" (for whkich ressuvn .ckermen is trying to buy it
for the ¥oundation). Dewey was going like crazy on it just as though
he had goiten inspired and was evelving a new science on the stencil,

After 2 time we all sat in a well-placed circle and began to
toss words. We talked of space-sults, houses of ili-fame, spzne
suits, flies with wings off, the decline of fandom, and the Qutland-
ers. Before long we realized that Sneary, one of the four charter
members of the Qutlanders, didnt't know what {(he outlanders had been
organized for., TFirst thing we knew wve were baiting Sneary and for
this reason the wire now bears the title "Sneary at Bay" and is a
cherished possession of mine. "Sneary at Bay! as it is lisied on
fan curiosa checklists, will nect he sent to anybody &5 I said it would
last ¥arp. I could ask for a bond of 10 irom those vho wish to
borrow 1t, and since no fan ever has had 10 all 2t one time., this
wire will siay sufe with me.

nt a very reascnatle hour the sescion ended. 4 few days later
Sneary sent me ais pari of the round-votin editorial and along with it




an arcicle titled *An Outlander Visits the Iusurgentsb. It was high-
clags Sneary stufi tui he refused me permission to publish it, 1
insisted, so he sazid 077, and ne would rewrite it bBut he warned me
that the rewrite would "be more viiriolic." It does not appear here,
but I will publish it in my 7TiPAzine Burklings, very probably. <You
non-i.Pa wembers can have a copy by dropping me a card requesting
one. I capn assure you thet nis version of the session is vasfly dif-
ferent from wmine. This is because Sneary and I are two separate
peocple.
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"The ideal fanzine," I said the other 4duay tc Leney, "should not
run more than %wo issues.!

de iimediately began to mershal forces for a2 f%remendous argu-
ment, buev I forestalled hiis preparations by launching into a mono-
logue on the subject of fanzines, and he listened .arefully to me, as
reopla usually uo when [ display my Tine mind and null-4 re=soaing to
them, and when | wr3 through he said, "By God, voutre rightiv

I told hiuw that the first issue of & Fanzine should foliow
certain clearly defined and inctallible rules. ;S a rrime requisite
it saould he neiktograovhed, almoegt totally illegibtle, and the uwargins
shoutd run rignt into the siaplied edges. Grammai and snelling should
follow the characteristic iI inconsistent methodology of the editor
wnose keen young brain is far too wary to be trapped into the un-
semantic rules of Vebster and Roget. 4nd somewhere among the non-
typed portion (I hesitated to call it artwork) there muct he a lop-
sided slanted cylindricai thing blowing smoke out of one end against
a backdrop oi asteroids.

The lead article may have many titles in different first issues,
but the gist of it is about the same. WAre Fans Human?" is one way
of saying it, and the author will invariably conclude that while fans
mey be nuts theytre still smerter than npeople hecause they are cog-
nizant of the deeper significance of science fiction and kuevwi about
the atomic bomb and rockets and stuff like that leng before »neople
did Tnere snould &lso be a plece of dogieral vevse by an even more
unknown character than tne auttor of fthe article, whow no one ever
heard of either, and tue poem suould ovraicravly sigh for a lost jar-
tian princessi though it is also permissable tc lamint nostalgically
for the hell-rovaring days of early spaceflighé¢ or to c¢hroniclie the
plaint of a Martian for more woter, Somewhere in the poorly scanning
Lines should appesar the phrases *rockets' soaring bLlast" and Yspace-
dive on Rigel I1I," and there zhould he come reference to 2 blind
ninnesinger Yof the spasceways'.

The editorial, which obviously was written before the rest of
the ideal fzrzine iook form, should contain a glowing account of the
editorte plans, iisfting an imposing lineup of fan t=lent, none of
which shows up in the final result. There should be an impassioned
plea for materiai, material, MATERIATY ¥o matter what it is, the
gditor ktegs you to enter something in his big orize contegté. FEHe can
use everything, though he 1s somewhat sverstoscked on Tigiion because
hete writing wost of that himself»l A4 whether or not it wins nne
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Ol Tag 01y ires plites, heill pe glad to sepnd you a2 rrae copy of the
issue your stuif appears 1in.

The editor also goes on to state that this is his first attempt
a${ publishing. He didn't even know that there was {his wonderful
thing stf, which en=bled sensitive young boys to view the past present
and future as part of one continuous reoll or scroll, untii just one
year ago when he discovered Startling Stories. (He bought the maga-
zing on account of the naked woman on the cover, whizh he kept stashed
in the bethroom uniil nis mocther found it the next week and burned it
up.) He's been reading sti for almost a yeer now and thinks it is
the 1acst wonderiul thing he's ever been privileged to share. It is
one pf the few hopes of an 1iil world, He trrags archly that he has a
collection of :iore than 60 mags now, and inguires if thers was such
a magazine as Unknown--he's heard it went-oned bul has never seen a
COPY »

He says tuat HYTLISP.CETUEE 18 going Yo appear on a monthly
schedule. .lready by tihe second line oi the editorial, ne has a nick-
rame for the mag, calling it HY. n»nd forever after, he refers to it
simpiy as, HY.

In an obscure location n=ar the vack of the m2g is a second
editorial. This one is obvisusly written at the last, either to fill
up 2 page, ur to supply the editor with a swace to tlow off some
aceumulated phlegw. This one says thut he realises the nektography
is ad, espezially on pages 6 und 7, but they were the Tirst pages
ne ever ran cfi and tie didn'y realise that so much water would make
it spot or thzt the pan nod %o stand z4& hours vefore putting on
another master,

He apologises for such a scanty offering but says that next
month's issue will show a real ilmprovement. He is sick of hekto-
gravhy. It makes his hands purple. 30 next month's issue of HY will
be mimeograpned ii he can get the use of the miwmeograph at school.

Or maybe he will buy one, though he is experiencing & great cshortage
of z2ash at the meoment. Wext issue will have a lithograpned cover and
he wonders 1if some lovers of fanzines would send in contributions to-
wards paying for it. Once again he pleads frantically for material
and bids us sdieuw till nexi month whew Y wiil again appear hefore

an eager world.

Jell, HY dovs not cowe out next month. 1Iun fact it does not
come oub for six wonths. 3ince you haven't been waiting breathiessly
for 1%, it seeus no sime i ail before #2 1s In your wailboX. The
editorial, obviously writien last of all this time, is both proud
and apcolegetic. TFroud Vecause the magazine is nimesgrephed, apolo-
getic btecause thz mimeography iz just about illegible. He explains
that he is sorry about all the strike-overs but explsins that he
didntt know ubout correciion fluid until hetd almost finished the
magaszineg, st ne seqs the reader: o beur with psge 8; he didntt
notice h2'd forgotitent 0 taxe 0if the ritbon until he'd gotten to
line 37,

He proudly presents g2 leng "nd weakly written story by David
H. Keller., There is 2also 4 boole review by Torrest J Ackerman, but
internal evidence shows that 1t is well over 2 year old. In a less
conspicuocus swnot i a ciory ty the cditor akout z war in space. Tt
stops in mid wiord «t the totitom of the pzge ard it takes an assiduous
reader indeed to find the line and a hall of continuation buried on
a preceding page.

The edifor of JIY says that from now on he is going to feature
his letter section, but ne can't figure out what to call it. So he
is going to have aa hig prize contest to gelect & name, (He makes no
mention anyvhere in #2 of the big prizcc contest for material mentioned
in #1). .anyway this loetter densar swent is going to e a big thing so




won't you 2all sit down right now and write a letter to HY? He will
personally answer each znd every one. You turn to the letter depart-
ment and find two long letters from wwe guys you never heard of, a
post card from Cherles Burbee, and a note from Coswal giving uis
wantlist of 7eird Tales. MNone of these communications are readable
because the editor has copiously annotated “hem with his own casual
comnentary, so you c¢an make head or tcils of none of it.

Tovards the cnd 2f the editprial he remarks that there is no
lithographed cover. He says he hes got to start charging a subscrip-
tion price for tunis mayg because the cost of stencils and ink and
paper has gone up. Besides, he 1sn'i sure theat it is all worthwhile
because some of the pro wags do not seem to realise that Science
Piction has a2 Mission. Tcr further remarks on this topic see page
8 or maybe page 12 for the article, "The Fuiture of Science-Fiction.w

He closes by explaining that what with going to school and
having final exams he flinds it impossible to publish wonthly as first
planned so he is setting up & hwi-wonihly schedule. He artlessly but
boldly anncunces thut he is helling around a lot too (coyly wmention-
ing that there is a big Veer stain on the top o7 this very stencil)
and so he finds his fime is Ltimited to a grest cxtent. Iut he wishes
to thank those who have cooperzied in his publishing efforts, and
hopes that the next issue will briang 2bovut all vne changes and im-
provements he is wching {o see., And send him material, material,
MATERIAL' RS

and that is the last you see of HYPERSPACETUBE, the FPanzine
with a Puture. 7The editor has discovered the thanklessness of slaving
at typer and mimec¢ for the dubious reward of a few letters of praise.
He has dropped out for good. He learns in cnly two issues what some
of us aren't avare of even aiter our 30th fanzine. He learns that
fan publishing itc thankless and messy and worthless, and he spends
his time and money henceforfth on beer and the pursvit of complaisant
£irls,

"o you se2 why that is the ideal fanzine?" I said to Laney.
'"This guy is normal. He pasces through the fonzine stage; catches
o in a flash, and rusheg right out agzir, The mag l¢ published was
done by a normal man with normzl reactions. Do you see why we need
more of tnese farzines, instzad of the mags we have ncw tnat arc run
vy ecotional «nd psychiatric foulups who sz2ek compensaiion for basic
faults in Zandon?®

"By God, woulre right." said Lzney.

So T wrobe ftanis artiecl fo~ Y“im and he's going tou publish it.

LI ‘.0 20 0 3 8 4 30O DO O S BSBC? BE DY EDP L IBE NS D00 S B0 E SN0 St >3 0
Py e Vit - R — R T — P
i ) i i / X PR (" el i N AT ‘_“\‘ (G ey
' 1 } / ‘f - .\ /i \ | v s / ) 5 § G ey — i i TR, !
] g CE S ey \ Se / oy | \ P | :'_ / \ / °
i Wt S L4 \ { ! ! i -ty "
l “‘ / J \ % \ TR TR { g f \ \ / I
AP SR e e S S S UL SRR S R L N S
e e EaL Lo St . e e —— e
£ D e AENEY ) FEN TS Wi o ) |
Ay ! St \ N2 { { ] ‘ i \ A A e
! i { o \‘ i V i } ' j: =) 2 :
! e § { A I-‘\ / Y P / L j = e
NS SR # , SRSy S AL -~ il . - e L_/

I made a lct of notes Tor this issue of Burblings. Some of

l1e notes run iwe or three nages, und thesc «¢ call articles. Let's
see, here ig an article Litled THE 3UIrLASOWIC COSLET, in ¥hich Coslet
Gets Shot to Ribbons. 1t slams 2t Coslet, Gara and (oslett'y semantic
¢oniusion, etc. Eut it 1s 2ll sori of datei. J'm not going to use

it here, ¥ot worth it, anyhow. 1I+1ll quote one sentence from it: "So
I join GAFPA, using the change from a 5-dollar bill to buy an airtight
airfoam plug for tht aole in my head." tell, anyhcw, I am not going
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to use the article. Then here, scribbled on 2 Sime ticket, is ua note
for a postcard to Coslet: ™Docs your vible study show where Christ
was from the age of 1Z to the time he was 30¢ Did he go to India to
study mumbo-jumabo to impress the ignorant pcuple who would call his
trickery ‘miraclecst¢d

Then there are a few maiiing comments. Under ljorpheus #2 I
find some reference to Pederson's remark about calling his editorial
department "Beer lutterings." I made souwe wmention of forming a
society for the protection of people from lé4-year-old roues. slso
some slam at nis “sewantic" writing, which, the notes go on to say,
"partake of bilblical obscenity.* Which hrings to mind a remark I
mzde to a neighbor yesterdey. He was exclaiming about some people
next docvr to him who were out working in thelr yard all day Sunday.
He said he was rather surprised because ther were such religious
people and here they were vworking on the J,ord's Day. I said: "you
are taking the bigoted, or narrowrinded, or intolerant, or Christian
point of view." \/hen he stared at wme and chuckled, I repeated it and
he laughed lige crazy. 1his dewmoanstrates the beauvty of 1living next
door to a FPiaPa member. which {akes me to another aside. This neigh-
bor., Jack, got interested in the bunch of bhooks [ have. lMostly MHax
Brand stuff. He had & three-wseck vacation, so he managed to plow
through a Tlock of hooks at the rate of two a gav. One day he
came back, eyes a:liine., 'you got any more books like ithis-~this
gscience filction stuff?" He neld ont my copy of Znace adet vhich I
coukd not sell for {1l to sowme local fan. "oh, that," 1 said. "yell,
you haven't read The Border Bandit, have you? There's a good yarn."
"Buf{ that's another jjax Brand, isp't it?" he said. "Why, sure,t I
sz2id, "It's better than science Tfiction.”" YNo, no!* he said, "I
read science fiction a couple of times bvefore in come magazine tut
it was strictly kid stuff, with besutifuvl girls in danger and a stal-
wart hero and spaceships like hot rods. But this stufff It's real.
Itts adultt It's really good! I want more like i%." Wyell," I said,
"I'il give you some stf if you insist on it, but yourd lezrn a lot
more and be a lot tetter entertiined reading a good solid Max Brand
western. After all, one weli-uritlien VVestern is wore significant
than all the science-fiction ever written."

Later he came back with Adventures in Time and 3Space and told
we he was going to write me an article for

surblings (a random copy
of which he had seen), He sa2id it would cover ‘he 1nitial problems
of the men who conquered space. "You write it, and I'11 publish it.»
I said. That was the ri_ht thing to say, because no more has been
said about it.

And as I look forther from or rather through my notes I see an
item lakeled Wews Item: "FORREST J ACKSRMAK TO HEAD AMAZING STORIES,
In an eXclusive interview last night Torrest J ackertnan admitted fthat
he had been ‘'approached' by Z-D ant they were ‘dickeringt (he rolled
the word lusciocusly off his tongue).

"T{ FJn takes over the editorship of aAmazing, one can look for
a conplete reversal of policy, the meteoric rise of LASFSers to pro-
authordom, and an early demise of the magazine."

And then there was another note for a paragraph showing that
SaP3 1s a proving ground for FAFA. W“EYETRACKS" was the title of
another projected article, and told or rather would tell of the dan-
ger of letting your mint books sit out where people could glance
through them and get eyetracks on the mint pages.

But of course now none of thcse articles or sketches will ever
be vwritten. These are lhe netcs I could find of the few notes I make
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CRRPRTAIN OF
A SPRGESHIP
- L

"Ever daydream of being a

spaceship captain, you guys,

or the leader of the first

expedition %o Centauri....?"
--Don Wilson in Primal #1

"Gunners alert," I said, and the word sned toward the sixty-nine
gun stations in my craft.

Through the radarvisiscreen I s2w aAldebaran IV swimming ominously
up toward me and felt a surge cf fear that I concealed from Lieutenant
Fujima and Paymaster Jansen, who stood nearby, staring at ithe same
screen.

This was it, the moment for which ten thousand million dollars
had been spent and five thousand men had been expended.

"Fleet of spacecraft Green 7Zero Nine, Qrange Zero Three," said
the walli-speaker, which indicafed that ihe lookXout was ready and
alert. If his voice wavered bui a Little, it was the reflection of
the apprehension that stirre? in all of us.

The screen shifted and now T could see them, too. There they
were, six--no, seven large battleships of the Zudar type, emerging
at the place of the ecliptic.

"Comwmunication veam on * I said.

"C~beaw on," said the conirol room speaker.

“ihey, flagshipi" I said into the microphone, as the murky figure
of an Aldebaran officer began tn fake shape in the saereen. The image
suddenly cleared into a razor-sharp picture as the compensztors matched
the beam.

YThere is only one of you?9 said the heavy-Taced officer, his
quick eyes taxing in me and c¢he two men who sicod by my shoulder,

There vas no way to avoid what was coming. I new their scanners
were out to the limit and I knew that they could detect the output
of 2 radium-painted watch dial at two thousand parsecs., He knew damned
well we were alone't One ship, against seven dreadnouguts! One cruiser
vith but sikXty-nine guns against these fwo-uundred gun monsters:

"Come aboard for parley," said he. "pPrepare for contact.!" He
switched off. It had been a strictly unorthodox exchange, without
any of the usual amenities or conventional trading of names, stations,
missions.

You can't go, sir," said Lieutenant Tujima.

"It's like walking neked into a dwarf star." said Jansen, his
blue eyes alight with concern for his captain.

"Hell with it," I said. "This is vhat Itve--¢

Mhat does M-a-R-S sp2ll. daddy?" said a childish voice.

wieutenant Fujimats excitahle QOriental face faded away for a
moment .  "Hunh?" I mumbled. Then I said, "Break out the gig, Jansen,
if you please,M

"Hod do you say that word? “tha®% doeg M-A-R-8 sSpell, daddye" It
was that voice again.

This time Lieuienant Fujima's concerned face faded away entirely.
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Tre long sloping vialls of my ship dimmed from sight, to be replaced by
tke angular lines ol a living-roem. I was lying on the couch, day-
dreaming, and the voice was the voice of my little boy, laboriously
spellimg out a cowic-~book yarn.

"Huh?" 1 s5aid again, Llcoking up, Fujima and Jansen were gone
novi, S0 was the screen with those seven deadly battleships.

"Daddy " his woice woes impatient now. "I asked you something.
aren't you listening?®

"Sure, sure," I scid. '"/hat do you vante!

What does lj-n-K-3 spellod

"That spells yars."

M hat's that mesn9"

“"{~rs is & planet. That is, it's like the Barth and itts
several million miles avay and the same sun shines there every day
like it does here."

"Can you see it in the sky =t nighi? Is it a siared

"ell, not exactly & s3tar. 4 ctar is really a 3un, just like
ours, only so ifar away %5hal iiv's very smail. bHut Hars shines in the
sky at night just like a star, =0 I guess you could ~all it a star.,®

"Could we see it from the baclk porchs®

"Surc, it's out there plain enough.”

"Will you shox it to me? I mean tonight when i1t gets dark?h

“3ure," I szid. “I'li show you jiars and Venus and the resi ol
them. "

"Oi," he said, and went bacx %o his comic bock. T went back
to my couch.

511ly, Yeing jerlked back to the little colar system when I was
venturing into the dimly xnow:n and dangerous areas of the ovter galaxy
-0 A Gangernus mission. lj@arst Hat That sbtupid little planet. Wy
God, there were millions of other vorldc, many of them peopled with
strange and treacherous humans and helf-humans, and scme vaings that
were even worse. and sldebaran IV was 2 hell-hole of space.

In fact I vwas dauwaned close to it right now. Already I could
hear sounding in my ears the voaer-voice saying Y"gaptazints gig, ready
to iaunch. 3tand by."

Lieutenant Fujima and paymaster Jansen stood hy as I entered
the swmall crafb, I turned to them before the ensign shut the screw-
door. "If I'm notv back in Fifty minutes, you will plecse take com-
uwand, Lieuvtenant Fujima, and perbaps ¢gpecabion 8ix will be in order.,®

I ctepped inside. iheir worried glances following me. They
vwould not altempt 7Turther to dissvade we. They had served with me
before. and knew my woys. They had uimost ccnfidence in me...this
time. thceugh, their Taith was being strained to the brealing point.
aiter all, *their cyes nlainly snid, when is a2 mun of iron not a man of
iron? The odds c¢an't Tavor yot 211 the time. “You can't always win.
1'd donc it before ewvough Simes, vut this scoumed like T $ime--the
time that comes to all adcventurcers.-the Last Time-- T gave them a
tignt-lipped smile as the sc¢rewdoor shut past their line of vision.

In a moment wc¢ had cast off and were headed towara ivhe ilde-
baran flagship which flonted like some towering 4dinocauv dead ahesd,
blotting out. 1a it¢s shecr immenseness, i+1s howe wlonet and occulting
tvyo of its escort.

I stood by ithe viewport. The ensign did not venture to speak.
I stood alone and though’ oy o%n thoughts. This was it, certainly.

IT 1 could not convince the sldebaran cupiain ol my vlan, my ship wouvld
be instinfly annihilnted and 1 would be fortured to deatn with infinite
slewness with tkhe roy2l family lvooking on and poppiug octopus eye. in-
to their mouths like snlied pernuws s they watched. As 2 refinement
in torture, thcy'd eventuzlly strap a percentor on me so I could see
vitnout cyes wnd could observe them popping my own ¢yeés into their
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moutas, 21so lixe salted psenuts.

I had not much time for such thoughts, or any thoughts. e
were in grapnel range now ¢nd I herrd the mettllic chunk of the mng-
netic tow-blocx strike our hull and then a2nother mnd another, znd we
were being pulled in, power off. 1Into the gigintic airlock vwe went,
and in = moment our screwdoor was being opencd. I stepped out into
the company of three sullen guzrds...frozenfaced as fish, they were--
w2itt The one in the niddlel I knew that facel! 4 gray memory flashned
to me--that dismwal storm on Longar VII, no water, no hexters, nd that
face that begged for both.,. I h2d saved this men's life. But! Hetd
beegn a prince, then! Now? , comon soldier? I caught a fragment of
thought from him--he and I had pructiced ,ldebaran thought-transfer-
ence during the long long night before we'd built n tiny power drive
out of ocur suit-rndios ~nd made zood our escape to one of Longar's
moons where a sm2ll hum2noid settlement existed. I wnas the only BEarth-
man ever to understond the sldebaran thought-level, which was why I
hnad been chosen for this mission--but no one knew that I could read
ildevaran minds, Hot unless KkKoncik had told.

The fragment ol thought w.s incoupletie, almost incoherent, but
evidently 211 he could provide me with at the moment: "“The Rlue Qne--
do not speak of snzkes."

This was 211 I h~d to go on. 1t wns almosti not enough, I
thougnt, as I stepncd into the giznt control-room =nd f~eced, 2t last,
the .ldebaran capiain,

"/ell?" he s.id, hooking his doubtle thumbs into nis ears in =2
gesture of bruvado., "Does one seck out the sntke in his lzire

The xcy word! I must pregress with caution of the infinite
sort.

He was waiting, I must meke & major decision at ance. instznt-~
ly. "When the visor is fogged, polaroid glasses are of 1ittle avail,®
I =nsvered, spitting a2t his feet.

He stood perplaxed. I could see him think. He knew thot I was
more aware of .ldebaran cusboms than he had =t first supposed. He
could no longer kill me out of hand and beg forgiveness because of
trzaditional usage. Ve must Tirst ent together.

"Bring food!" he ordercd. ind another m jor c¢risis was at hand,

Tood was krought and he faced me over the smelly stuff, "Will
you h2ve mext first?" He grinned. in evil grin, it was, for now he
‘felt he had me. His lieutenanis clusted about him grinned also, taking
cuc from thelr captain. Their hands stole toward their guns. In a
moment I would perhaps be & smoking picce of meat mysclf, lying on
their spotless floor.

T picked up a slnb of ment ~nd cast it hrughtily at his feect,

Shock 4ribuylcd through his brain., This, he thought, was incon-
ceivable!l His dismay was retrlected on the faces of his men?

Swiftly he drew a svwerd and nnnded il to me, And now dismay
flooded me in turn. ¥What did I do aow? I 4did not know the nexit step!
This was 7 custom I hoad not heazrd of ¢t What must T do9? The fate of
the solar system lay in my grasp--what was T to 409 I sought swiftly
on thue thought-level of R-necik. It wns blonk. Te=r, yes,., fexr, svept
over mé novw. I was in a sroi., T could only guess 2t the next siep.

4 bead of sweat stood out on my brow, [ felt it there like 2 lump of
ice.

"Daddy, where is my telcscope?! a childish voice inguired.

The rapt faces of the nldebrarans dimmed out o mowment, then came
in strong oncec more,

Do you know wherc my tciescope is®Y the voice went on.

The cptain stepped Torward. "Is the blade too heavy for
Earthman's honds?" he¢ scemed to say, but his voice was faint in my ears.

"Daddy, where is my tcl;scgge-ndo vou remember where I put itev



The c~poain, his wmen, the giont consrol-room, flured up and van-
;shed, chme on ytin bricfly, then were gone. Agein I lay on my couch
i oy living-room. iy 1ittle Loy was st nding beside me, poking wy
1.

"Uh, your tclescope? Uh, wherc did you put it? where is iton

"That's what I'm asking you," said he., "Where is it? are you
lying on it2v

"ifo, no." I rolled ov.r, and sure cnough there was the telescope.
He pounced on it. Ygood!i 1i1fow I c¢=n look for Immrs when it gets d-rk.
Yhen will that beg!

I looked out the window, %“Oh, mayhe not for another n2lf hour
yet.»

"OFK, but 25 soon as it gets d~rk youtre going to show me jiars,
remember. !

"0h yes, yvs, I'1ll show you R rs.”

He went avay. I lenned bock, rubbing my back where the telescope
h:d béen poking me 2)l1 this time, Vhat a day. A lazy 42y. Sundoy,
ifotning te do and no c¢nergy to do it. This must be the cennui th2t
creeps over the crew of sp:coships bexzting the long long way to the
stirs, Like going to ilpha Centquri, for example., The first expedi-
tion would t ke ye~rs and ye~rs to get there. Roys would be men before
the trip wns over... Teoplc would bte born...

"The trip'll Ye over soon, men,” T said to the "gripe" party in
my cubin, but it aid not secm to impress thew overmuch. They shuffled
« bit «nd then one of them, » ferret-faced Texan, spoke up: "Sure,
Admirsl, we <now it'll be over, but the big question is, are we going
to stond for Copt in Birdsell's nigh-handed vways any moreeh

I chuckled heartily a2t them. But no ~nswering smile zsppearad on
their fuces, This was serious. Always bvefore, 1t'd veen able to jolly
them into a better mood., They'd go avey mollified, to be tractable
for 2 long time., ot this time. Pl.nty in the wind, if the signs
werc right,

I sighced. Being ..damir:)l oI the first cxpedition to Centaurus was
rot casy., I wos not supposcd to interferc with the running of the
ship, Th~t wuns the capt-ain's job, I could not interfer:z unless it
“2s ~bsolutcly nccessary., 3ection 8 in the Space Code, Revised
wdition 2089 a.o. set ferth my povers explicitly. I knew Section
8 oy hemrt. jlorc to the point, o d4id ¢optain Birdsall. He and T had
baecn at loggerhesds since 3006, one yerr after the trip began. znd
here 1t was 0031, twenty six years out, and we¢ were still at logger-
hexds. He hoted inberference from me nd expressed himself on the
subject frequently.

T had enrly divined th~t trouble would one d2y brerk ocut, 2nd that
our little spicuship world would bve at war. T hnd sef nbout recruit-
ing pagscngers ond erev to my side, I published a little magazine,
of necessity on toilet-papcr, and filled its pages with subtle
propagznda. oOut of 2 passenger 2nd crew list of more than 2,000, I
nzd 31l% subscrivers, Threc wcople recd ezch copy, which meant I
could count on 936 pecople to Zo my way in cnse of trouble. This was
not h21f (more it w~s not e¢ven 50%4) of those on bto~rd, but ~ strong
snovwing noncthcless,

But this immedizte troukle must be tended to.

I sat back in my green lorther chair. "ot it, wmen. ‘that's Qld
Birdballs done tils time?"

"It's the women, odmivai. He won't portion them out according
to lot number. Says it makes for random m:ting 2nd the kids arentt
agecording to specificnfions, Thnt we don't like.?

"1 sec," I szid. "Y.ccording to the scx shect, 123 girls came of
agc this fisc2al yesr and should be rapidly impregnated according to
Paragraph 69 of our 3. 0. 3. 0. nlso stntes that they should be
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appUreLeaeae to thote win wuo warry the samé numbr, as drawn from the
Cat Dot. Since 109 young wmen ar: eligible, this means 8ach man gets
a girl and “there will be 14 Frea Agents Special Service, abbreviatea
Free-—==,

"Ya, and Birdsall wanrtis ta change that. Says only 12 men gqualify

and each gets 1O girls. He wants the rewaining three. jiigod, Admiral !
Thatts hell "
I wanted to keep peace. '"ien," I said heartily. - "tVho's the Hest

mumbly-peg player in the bunch?"

The men shifted about and shov gquick glances at each otner.

"Begging your pardon, sir, but mumbly-peg just hasn't got the old
savor any more.*

"But how about your dart-game?" I inquired despara¥®ly.

"No, sir.,"

"Aad gquoits?"

"No, sir. And badmnton, that was all the rage six months ago,
thatts out, too. The games just don't seem to have any flavor any
more. JTike potatoes without meat."

"This is seriocus, men. How 18 it thal hsalthy young males like
you aren't interesied in physical games any more?"

"Je like physical gawes, all right," said one. 4 laugh went
around the group.

“Je were wondering, sir, if youtd talk to the gaptain for us
about this."

I nodded. It was all T could do0. These young men, who had been
born z2board the ship, bad heard of Spring and mating season only from
books, yet they felt the season running willing in their blood. 1td
haye to write a monograph on that. The Seasons in a Can. Lhating
geason was not dependent on outside influences suck as temperature or
wind frowm & certain direction or *he angle of the sunlight, but showed
up even in umen who had wnever set fool on earth and could unot conceive
of a change in temperature.

"Come back at 48, men," I said¢. "I'll have something for you then.

The @Gaptain's blinker showed hé would receive me, I strode into
his cabin. He was sitting at uis littered desk. “What? he demanded
shortty. Bed mood. HNo salute. No rising respectfully. He just
sprawled there like a phallic symbeol., Behind him lurked his furtive
footman, Jike, whc, rumor nhad it, served him beyond the cail of footnen.

“Time for the portiouning-out, Captain. Howis it going?"

"you know, Admiral Tinhat. Doa't look surprised. 1 Know what's
gcing or in my own ship.”

"Sure, Captain." 7 boikd inwardly. I wanted to smash his grinn-
ing face. "I'd have told you. You just found out i5 minutes sooner."

"T know what you're going to ask--no is the answer. J'm giving
out those girls my way. Here's the lisi.”

"But 21l these men are Birdsalis.”

"Right. Going to do anything about it, Tinhat?"

I stepped forwara, cold anger growing in me. 7T should have seen
this sooner. A gun appeared in his hand, and I said, "This is mmtiny.
Put down that gun.”

ile hesitated. He'd gone too far. He probably wanted to turn back,
but now the die was cast. "I was going to do it sooner or later anyway,”
be wunbled, balf to me, half to himself. He pressed the trigger.

Some people overestimate the spee” of a buliet, or the finger that
tightens on the trigger of a2 biaster, In my earlier days as a Tiger
fighting for Abhault, XI'd lsarned a lot of little Shings——1ike how fast
a man can move when he goeg in low, using gravity and the strewth of
hig legs to pronel him...Birdsall's beam cut the grav panel and his
head smacked the plastifloor a moment later, his cracked skull leaking
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njis tile away. I rose, whirling, to weet Jike's rusp—-trus to bis
nature he was coming &t w2 frow bshind., A gquidci blow and ne was done
in.

4 cu.den sound at the door--there stood the ship's cffiicers, Bird-
sal) men all, each armed with a blester. I had nne second to live,
unless——

iTt's time ! It's dark enouzh to see the stars," cried a child's
voice in my sar. Iu a haze, T cickea up the desk--it was strangely
lizght——and threw it at the incubstantial men in the docor., "Coume on!"
cried the child's voice. 4 hund shook my shoulder., The grim men in
the doevrway faved &8 the unreal desk ploughed inte them. Then they
were gone, the wesk, the dcorway, vhe canin, all gone...

Hy little boy stood there, face e.ger anrd sarnest. "Come on'!

You promised to show we [ars, and i%'s <dark enough now to see the
stars."

I sat up. "Oh," T mumbled. "Telesccpe——got your telescope?"

"Yes !" He shoved it at as. I got up slowly and followed him out
to the back porch. The gtars werc out, not in force as yet since it
was still sarly eveningz. bul most of tnhe brighter ones were visiblse,

"Is that liars?"

"No," I said. "I don't think so." I looked up at the stars,

They did not impress me. Theire they were, each a star, perhaps each
with its own planets, each plunet peopled with human or guasi-human
intelligencas..."Stow it," said %the Biruuan from Xanoth to the Tizard
Kan Tror. Hoth, as tha Chinthian Ssrpent Man served them drinks...the
hell with it. 1 searchsd four iliars. Letl's see, now., jjars was called
the Red Planet. That esimplified 4hings. All T had wu do was find a
star with a readish jlow and that would be i4. I peersd iutently at
one. It assumed a reddish glow as T stared at it. 7T looked at another
one, It also cook on a rcadish tinge as I stared at it. And so did
all the others.

It finalily came tc me. It struck me—-the staggering truth. 7T,
who had in daydreams led the Tirst expedition to Centaurus; I, who had
captained a space ship; I, who had gune in—-alcns—-where four Unattached
rensmen had failed; I, who had maneuvered a space ship through the
Asteroid Belt with only tboe tip of my h»ig toe--I, the man who had done
all these marvelous things aad & thousand wore...I didan'%t know where
Lars wae ! - -

I took the telescope, aiwed it at a2 likely-looking s
the focus, and said to my litils Dboy, "There you are, tha

"Is it really jiars?!

r, adjusted
s Liarvsg.!

"Sure it's j.ars. I know all the stars snd planeis. Thatir's jiars,
Now I'm geing back in. Vou cun leok at Liars ail veu want.?
I went back in, lay down on the couch. iy God, it was pitiful how

0O

little I Knew of science when put the test. Alf%ter reaaing science-
fiction stezaily since 192& (7ou could tell by the way I walked) too!
ah, well.

Ihy did tnay cail pars ne Bed Planet, anyhow? Stories I'd raad
always called the soill rea. Joume said "ochre turf" and others 'red
cdesert" and others "red sand"...I wondered wiuat i: raally was? L.ight
not be red at all...what was the origin of *“he red theory, I wondered,
Well, the first men to arrive con jars would know. ..

iiars lcomed targe on the screen——not in color for it was not a
color scresn. '7é had no portholes and could no* know the asctual color
till we cpened the doors--after suitable tests nad beer. made--and saw
with our own eyes. I turned to the novigater. ‘“Congratulations. r.
Davis, you've made an exact planetfall..."

"Hell, Cuptain, you taught we 211 I know about astrogation,® he
said. "I diun't figure the course—-you did it ail.™

“iNeverthsalsss, Lr. Davis, if's going in the log that you did it.*
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"Thank you, sir."

I turned away as the control room docor opened. Two oilers with
blasters in hanu entered. "Vhat's this?" 1 bellowed.

“i.utiny, Captain, just mutiny," said one. His voice had a slight
Teutonic accent. "Wer're claiming this planet for the Ninth Resich..."
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He had his back to me as I entered his house. He was sitting
staring at an aquarium filled with brilliant fish. He greeted me
quickly and turned back to his fish.

A dismayed feeling arcse in ms and did not abate all evening.

Here defeore my eyes was & Big Nama Fan of a few years back, whose
name was internaticnally known, who had written scme of the fan field's
finest sketches—--though his cut; ut was small--and who hau & gigantic
collection of science-fiction and rantasy which lined one wall of his
iiving room and two walls of his bedrocm, ceiling to floor. plus a
larze shelf devoted to his specialty. The last time I had spoken to
him he had not mentioned any particular craving for tropiecal fish, or
for that mattser any kind of fish. Well, thet is not exactly true. He
kept saying at decent intervals that bhe could sure cook a fine red
snapper if he could omnly gel a2 genuine red snapper and if he could ever
locate a real honest-to-god red snapper he'd have us all over ror
dinner.

He has not yet found this red sunapper.

~tiyhow, as T entered his houss this Sunday afternoon there he sat
in front of his fifteen—gallon aquarium. He did not move frowm thers
except once, as will be explained later,

How can a man make such a switch, with nov transitional periou,
from stf to fish? I don't know. The answer has not yet come to me.

Of course I went over anc sat down to stare at the fish too. I
had to, bhecause the erudiie Bimsr perdue had informed me that it was
sheer survival instinct to watch wmoving things, and these fish wsre
moving, to be sure.

So there I sat, surviving like mad,

iiuch of the conversation consisted of very simple question and
answer groups. "that kind of fish is that?' I would ask. "You mean
the one with tne red light on its tail and ancther on its nose?" "No,
no." I woulad then pcint very carefully. aAnd the answer would cowme:
"Oh, that's a loach, or dojo."

"A lvcach, or dojo." That parese ran in my head and there came to
me a picture of & lofty, bespectacled ycuth who once stood before me in
years gone by and recited an amusing verse, each stanza of which ended,
“the chavender, or chub."

Besides the loach, or cojo, 7T viewed the various kinds of iij0llies
he had there. Also a Betta, which I understand is a fighting fish but
this Betta was evidently resting between rounds. I think there was a
pair of Hatchets, too. And two flounders, not much bigger than a couple
of dimes. They had chameleon tendencies, their owner proudly told me,
in the same tone of voice he had once used to uescribe how he had
latched onto an English edaition of “Ship of Ishtar" for 3C cants.

"One of those flounders is 1y13§ on the gravel and is striving to
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wake itself gravei-woneu, waide the other one--see it?—-is lying on
top of that three-dollar plant and is getting greenish as &ll gst—out."

"Better look cut,” I said to the flounder who was trying to look
gravelly. "That way lies madness."

"I've got some eel1s8, toc." said this fish Tancier fellow, "but I
can't see them now."

"Tt11l help you look," I said., "Whut do they look like? Small
gels? "

"Oh, they're there, all right. I know they are."

Lest the suspense get unbearable, let me say that the eels did
show up later from behind the rocks and plants.

I commanted on the rocks in the taunk., I learned that they were
special rocks. You cannot put any ore-hearing or carbonaceous rocks
in with these fastidions tropical fish bscause the rocks would taint
the water and kill the little characters. These special rocks were
grite high-priced, too.

"Got any clams?" T asked.

"Don't need em," said the former stf fancier. "Got a filter
system. I also have an aerator and a thermostiat."”

"Golly," I said. "This display must have cost quite a bit, with
some of those fish going at taree and four dollars apiece, and even an
old spinachy plant costing that much, not to meniion the rocks and all
the rest of tha stuff.”

These demned Americans, always talking money.

hT figure it all runs to about $300," he said.

"ell,? I said. I cuppose all these inspected rocks and special
plants and thermostat and filter and aerator are all absolutely essen-—
tial so that these fish might he pampersd to the same exXtent that they
were when they were wild in the amazon Basin.”

“That's right," he said, chucklirg. He is one of the few fans
who has a sense of humor.

I have Known fans who would have risen to the bait with some sort
of defense like: "looking at fish is a cure for the unease we all feel
as we wait for the Bomb to fall."

A8 a matter of fact, he said, a good deal of the equipment was not
really necessary. Clams coulld serve as natural filtsrs. And if you
kept the tank in a room whose temnerature was close to 78 degrees you
could dispense with a thermostat. sin aerator was not needed unless
you wanted more fish per tank. The addition of cne meant you could
double the number of fish.

Suddenly his eyes grew hawk-like, vigilant. He looked like Sher-
lock Holmes when the game was afoob. ""hati's the matter with that
whip-tailed catfish?" he said.

The whip-tailed catfish was lying oninis side. He wobbled a2 bit and
flopped on his back., The lish fancier stirred him slightly with =2
special 75-cent polysterene rod. He thought for a moment he would pick
up the invalid with the special fish tongs. Then hs thought perhaps
the blunt jaws of the dollar plant-clipper would serve. In the end he
used the tongs.

He brought the ailing fish closer. "Golly," he said, peering
closely. '"He hasan't got ich, or fungus, or rot. I wonder..." Here he
got up from the chalr and leftv fhe room as I told you he would in Para-
groph Five. He returned with & load of books, booklets, brochures,
pamphlets. All concerned themselves with tropical fish care. He handed
me some and told me to look up the symptoms in the chapters on fish
ailments., I searched carefully. Of course I got sidetracked.

I learned that some itype of fish bhas to weet the female on the oth-
er side of a glass pane. Sirce he can't get at her this makes him want
her 211 the more. 1iIn a freuzy of passion he builds a next of bubbles,
and then you remove the glass pane and he wraps hiuself around this lady
fisn and actually squeezes ihe eggs out of her. One at 2 time. He
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takes thew in his woubth «wuu places tuew la tnoe bupnle nest. Arter he's
gotten about 500 eggs out of her he beats the hell out of her. Some-
times he'll even kill his mate, never thinking that she might be good
for another assignation sometime in the future. This fish obviously
does not take sex very sseriously.

I wondsr who supplied the glass pans in the Amazon Basin?

nother type will mate only at 80 degrees, providing the pH of the
pater is g¢orrect. An inclined plans leading from the water is nece-
ssary, that the female may lsap up, deposit the eggs, and the male may
jump up there to fertilize them.

The vast array of remedies, de-chlorinators, tools, equipment, and
the solemn manuser in which the books described the joys of tropical fish
colliecting made me look up 2% length in some awe and say: "It's Just
like fandom. iy god, it's just like fandom. 1 uever thought theretd
be anything as wacky an fandom, but this is."

The erstwhile fan laughed and agreed with me. It was a mere po-
lite laugh; ne was worrisd about his whip-tailed catfish, who had now
sought a lonely spot behind & two-dollar rock near a four-dollar-and-
fifty-cent plant and was lying with his two-dollar-and--twenty-five-
cent boay motionless.

At length the hawk-eyed fander mixed up a gresnish potion that on-
ly needed an alchemical chant and eerie lighting effects to make it a
terrifving sight. He poured thiks stuff into the tank. All the other
fish got perky or =zxcited, it the wit.c. lay as though stone cold
dead in the market.

And after 2 short consultation we two doctors decided that since
the w—-t.c. was an algae-esatar and was too damned siubboru to eat any-
thing else, and since this was a new tank without algae as yet, that
therefore he was starving to dasath,

I left my friend after a while. H~e was still staring at his whip-
vailed catfish who was dying of the dwindles. 4 look of ineffable sad-
nsss was on his face, a look comparable to the look of a stf collector
who has just discovered that sixteen page: are missing from thé middle
of his first-edition Yorm Qurobores.

Later ons of my kids got the yen for an aguariuvm. He had gotten
some tiny rish from the marby San Gabriel River. This was astonishing
to me—~] hadn't even known there was any water in it. He also had some
goldfisn he'd won at s school carnival, He bad a birthday coming up
30 we got him an aguurinm. Ve put the fish into it, and added snails,
clams, plants. gravel. Then one day we put in ithree Black iiollies, two
femaies and z wale. They were ihe gift of my fish-loving friend.

One day I showed up ait his houss. Perhapc my face reflected a
Yind of concern as I said: "“Say, Llbat male jjoily is listless . He won't
gat. He hasn't got ich, rot or Fuugus. He Jjusy lies around motion-
less, Yhat can I do for niw?"

The fish fancier's wife lLausbed. AL any othar tims I wight have
compared her laughter to whe tinkling of siiver bells or something no
less original, but now ry nind was elsowhere.

"Not you, toec i# she s¥clauimed.

"What do you mean, me too? I asked, asttlied. "I just want to
know how to cure shis [izh, thot's all. HNow, youlve got a bunch of
pooks, brochures and pamphists. ,°
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