


HOMMAGE & BURBEE, Toinme Cne s Mumber One, Waole Nwber One is vub.ishied for the
Fantasy Apateur Fyese Asscoia “lon, The Friends cf Charles Burbee
(praciically the samc tirz) and for the Bse ape Yelueily Ego~boost 6f the aforo-
rentioned Grasz Dorbee Ty Wiliilan Rousler, at Caparilio, Calif. Aided and assisied
in 2 hundred ways by the frieads of Charies Buvbee .
9%9® v i UOUO'-Q*‘IJQ“. AL L utr "rt‘!l"'f-‘lnﬂ.é..d..‘t *en A ...l.l....‘.......;.l L N N N -]
Tell us “the waternelon joke, Burbees.. :
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FeiDOI IS JUST 4 GODDAINED HOBBY

The words of Chearles Edward Burbee II. Fandon has never had a better motto. In
other pages of this unblushing nonument you will read what Friends:of ‘Charles Burbee
have to say about hin, If you'd like to Mnow how ke influenced r life, read on.

ik, that's fantastdel" T was sitting on a box, leaning aga%st the plaster
wall .f the Los Ahgeles Seience Fantasy Society Clubroor cn Bixel stroet about ten
years agoo E. Evorett Evans and Forry Ackerman had written, “they said; the two
worse stf'storios ever. They read them to the roup for a voté on:th.riost horrible
and sorcone ‘kepf, szying, My, that'!s fantastic?" when they spoke of such wild,
irprobable things as spacesuits and rockets and tirc nachinesi "I eouldn't see the
ran who was lisconcerting the speakers but I soon realized there eould only be one
pers n around the LA area who cculd have said it. It was s 1 think, ry. first or
secent visit to a Half World meetinge sfterwards I introduced ryself and with such
legen'ary fipures now lost in the veils of tines as Al Ashley and Gus Wilnorth we
had .eaftfee, y

That was th beginning, _

I belicve I had becn corressponding with Burb for a short time and nay have had
sorie covers on Shangri-l‘laffairs. 1ith one or two exceptions I think I had th rest
ol tho covers uatll, for allpractical purposes, Shaggy lied when it passed fron
Burtee's handss I. started to art wchool in Los Angeles in the. fall of 1947 and for
ronths afteywards I spent nany happy hours with Burbec at his old tiormandie Strect
address, leaving in the small hours with ry thoat sore fronm laughing.~ As I begen
Lo know norg people in Los dAngeles I saw less and less of Burbee which was probably
Just as welle Iy throat could only take so rmuche Besides s he could have used ke

slecp, T'm sure, Isabel was 2 jewel. She's even a better cook'now thn she was then,

anti -that's sonething, , : A

Burbee invited ne to join FAPA, promised material and.ran off the first issues
of LASQUE, the gmady paudy fanzine, ani other publications, With Burtee I happily
sidppel through'the Insurgents, WILD HAIR sessions s tape-recording sessicns such as
"Sncary at Bay" and watched his kids grow upe It took an hour to lezve h.s nouse,
even after getting out the docre I always hated to leava, for I don't tink I have
cven cnjoyed visiting anyono as I 44 Burbee in thosc days,” We'd waik downsbairs
anl stanl by the ear door and he'd tell ne Al ashley stories. and H_O.W To Win Friends
in th Inswrgent lanner, Fron his lips I heard the Waternelon storys' aboiit Chow and
Cowbcy 2nd the man at work who showed porinographic novies on the cafeteria wall at
lunch. 1 was thers when ne wroie "The Variabio Bxistence of Hypecfan™; some of the
ashley Jrthes and gave tie Wwlic to "The Fise and Fail of th Fannish Lpice." He
introiuced me o Foro mhen Zie anl A.E.ven Voph were “allding about scmanties. He
gave oo v flrst home brew (and o this day his beew is ta oniy beer I can drink.
I a bdurbon nan.) and I sab iheuzh his beardmitierings when I oispellied several
woris in thatv fannish ciassic BIG NAME FAN. 1n the pages of MASQUE I published
"Al sshlievr, Galesuic Ohsesver®t and i Coinage Foi- Fandom™ nlus things by other
recplc abouwy Earbee. Lisb gave me all patonts and rizhts to his idea for the Miish
I REa? Writton That® serwem

I've rarely been anvwiere with Borbee, A fev bonk store visits and trips to the
markeys ov oo pick wn Yls chillien, Host of tho tine we were Just sprawled in
chairs, te’lking, whie he brusned flaming sparks off his chest from his handrolled
cigarettes. Actualily. it wae nos oily Burbee what taiked, 4Anl I weuldn't have it
any other way. If there s anyomng Iive done for Bwh; it's o provide him with
a “amned janleresved anl rcsponsive audicnece,

This is to wish you a Hopry Birthday, Burb! God knows which one but have pany
rore oif ther. This is only a token payment for all the narny hoars of delight you
have iiven ne. Willienm Rotsler
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Mumber Three

Charles Burbee siiould not rave birthdays. If Burb had bzen born
greduzlly, or by halves, or unnoticed, this embarrassing evisode
ir my ovn 1ife would never have come to reslity. My fannish re-
putzticn would not undergo the mangling that this very stencil
reprecents. The ShaShaw weculd continue to bask in the belief
that she had inventad the intermittent fanzine. It is like this:

Friends of Burb—a category that is practically synonymous with
all two-lzgged inhohitante of the West Loast—=suggested that I
should contribute a coupla of pages to a birthday fanzine for the
man who vorularized the watermelon. I immediately began to cast
about for a theme. Any other fan would have sat down and batted
out a solo ons-shot for the occasinn. But 1'm not constructed
that way. I ponder for endless pzriods over such matters. And
as 1 mondered, I remembered the fact that I had forced into the
absczssed portion of my brain, a long while ago: An issue of

one of my ranzines is badly overdue. The F.Pa Corresponcent had
seen tvo issues, at four- or five-year interval, more than s dec-
ade aro0, “h2n I reeded a title for a brief special publicaticn to
commemor:te some particularly important occesion. I had promised
that it 'ould continue to sppear at similar intervals, and even
of'zred lifetime subscripticns at quite roderate rates, vith the
subscriber permitted to pay on the basis of either his life or
mine, if he had gambling instincts. The falling of the atomic
bombs lhad caused me to think of other things and interrupt my
rublishing schedule of The F..Pa Correspondent. I didn't dare to
try to rectify the situation withcut some particular oclea-SLony, LR
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2 BESCIR agvin ne? trudietor . Bt tunaaety S Talias aok chosen
O SIQLLE anc easr o Luls CBlng LAPETLo U8 BuY ftslver, < Ghe, sikge
UeC LS LomoLls wilenevsr R zombic swaone. Nothing sufficient in
significance to inspire a new issue of The F..Pn Correspondent has
arisen,. up tq this »nublic memorial to the only individuaF who
Still rossesges unpublished anecdotes of F. To.ner Laney.

oMo -2

And 80 it is, that the reputation for publisning fanzines on
schedule is shatterad. Don't be deluded by Horizons, which has
anpesred evary third month for the past thirteen years. This
sheet of raper, although bound vith other remarkable testimoni-
als to a remarkable person, represents the third issue of The
F.Fz Correspondent. S&cience Fiction Five Yearly no longer c2n
claim to be a pioneer in its field. Anyone who bought a lifetime
subscription to The F Y4 Corresnmondent had better let me know,
quick. I seem to have mislaid the subscription list. The best
that 1 can do is to promise that 1'1l1 try to get back on schedule

with the next issue.

Meanvhile, what is there to say about Burbee that is new‘'and yet
believable? "hst othsr fan could send me a three-inch tape that
included (a) his first puolic performesnce on the ukulele, (b) the
ai.nouncement that he !ad begun prospecting for gold, {e)kia *trie,
fectual story zbtout the former fan who helped to smash a Commun-
Tsts-apg ring, (d) the cubbing of Laney's laughter from a wire re-
cording, and (e) further details of the undercover plot to turn
the ¥.FA into a worldvide means of corn2ring the piano roll mark-
et? From another standpoint, is there any other member in the
F.Pa today vho has never had anything remotely resembling a spat
with zny other member of that organization? Move a few hundred
fest to the south, and inspect Burbee from another angle: you
will see th2 only known survivor of the old days in the LASFS who
has retained complete s2nity. Uhat other fan has ever helped to
fill up the meilings by instigating a discussion over the prover
spelling of .is wife's first nams? “ho, seriously, put out the
2L -page fanzine that was so infectiously funny that I was jolted
out of the worst fit of mental deprassisn I've ever experienced,
a dozen years ago? 'ho hezs had the fortitude to refrain from
meking puns about the city of Burbank? If anyone is entitled to
have a birthday each year, it's Burbee.

That's why 1'm kicking over all tha traces, simultaneously. I
always indent nev paragraphs, but this is s special occasicn. I
never pemmit my fan nublications to be illustrated: bub.£his is
the exceotisn thot nroves the stupidity of the rule. It is the
first occasion in memory that 1 am cutting stencils on any type-
writer other than my own for fznnish purposes, and I am chagrined
to sze that the Undervood at the office does remarkably clean
vork. Three lines hicher, you vill see the first typographical
error tha*t 1 have conscicusly allowed to g0 uncorrected in a War-
ner puclicetion since “4e last time I spilled the eogprection fiu-
id: i% is intended io renrasent cilent, eloquence-lader testimony
of the wuxzertainty of - fingers undsr the strenuous emcticns
thet the name o Burbee e\ okes. If this were Shtakespaare, it
would end :ith a complex nervraticn about no whit of a Viittier
vit...but it's merely & simple happy birthday vish from

Harry Warner, Jr.
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/ {;WJ Dear Isabel,

et X What a py~njont surprisg to hear from you! ...I admire
hir. tremendously and I n very pleased to be asked: it's nice to
fcel that if I'1 been there I'd have been invited. énd incidently
I think it's a lovely and heartwarming idea. Bless you.

;his norning, while I was cating brecakfast and digesting my mail, I
pd heard a familiar scrabbling sound at the front door. Putting down
ny crudzinc and rmarmaladc, I opened it. It was our old postrane

= He was holding a silver salver with a letter on ite

"But you've already delivered the morning's nail," I said kindly. Somectimes
the man docsn't seem to know whether he's working for me or the Govermrent.

"I know," he quaverad, "but therc was somcthing about this lettcrees.I felt
sor:chow that it shouldn't be rixed up with the ordinary rail."

I rcached for the letter and planced at the return ad-iress on the backe I held
on tc the doorpost for support.

"You were right," I said presently. "It is from...Burbee. Go now, old man,
an? if you wish, retire from your cmployment. This is the culmination of our
work togcthor." Hec hobbled away, never to appear at our door againe I fclt
guite guilty, remembering thc springhtly young fcllow hc had been when I entered

andorie

"What is 1t?" ericd lalcliine, rising in alarm at the expression on ry face as
I re-cntered the kitchen. DLven Lryan stopped his percussion solo on the tray of
his high chair.

"It is a letter fron Burbee," I sazid,

Shc sank back in her chair, awed. After a fow norments she spoke again. "Mayaeee
ndy L Houeh 3"

I handed it over. She looked at th rcturn addrcss. "Milalter," she said, "in
your eagerness you have made a ristakc. It is not from Durbec himsclf. It is
fron his wife. What can this nean?"

I collapscdl on a chair and buried riy face in ry hands., "It can nean only one
thing," I sobbed.s "Lurbee is dcad; and has left ne sorc of his ashcs to mix with
ry mineo ink." %

Silently lladeleine opcned the envelope
and read the letter. "Oh, joyl" she cried,
"£11 is well. Curbee lives!"

I blinked through ry tczrs.

"Yzos5," said Madeleine, "n:ot only is he
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alive, but xhis friends are giving hin a \iéig /:Vi e ;//,M
suryrise birthday party and Isabcl thought — 3%\ Ry
yeu misht like to write a littlc somcthing - PR
for a ons-shot." LS T

"I should be proud," I said, "=nd kind >
of hurble." S i

=

"Lut what arc you going to write?" asked lMadeleine anxiously. "After all, you
don't reallu know Curbee personally. Of course you aduirc his writing and all
that, but this is an occasion morc for friends than distant Aiseiples.”

"Yos, I said, "I must adrdt that for a long time I was scerctly a little re-
lieved that I hadn't net Burbec when I was in Los Angeles. He scened such a
scarifying fellow and it was hard to imagine hin as a friende Dut, you know, when
you try to look round thc fanzinc ogre you discern dirly someone bchind the sat~
urninc gendus, someonc who can inspirc friendship and affection."

"as with this party," said liadcleinc.

"Yes," I said, "amyone whosc fricnds get up a pleasant thing like this rmst
rcally be a nice person to ¥now. I would like te be there, and I'n not only proud
tut hppy at having been invited to bte present in sririt. I hope they'll drink a
glass of hore btrew to this absent friend," » »

X —~liialt W11lis
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— or .harles Burbee, a birthday tribute such as we now
enter upon, must have some puzzling aspects. For here we have
a youngish man receiving, in effect, the equivalent of the gold
watch that is usually bestowed upon grizzled graybeards after
thirty years of service.

Such a tribute woudd--if they ever became aware oIl 1t
--2ls0 pugzle the great majority of readers of science fiction
magaziness Who--they might ask--is Charles kurbee? FYor what
cosmic epic is he respoansible? Did he ever get zapped in the
third system of Arcturus? (a mighty dasngerous sector of the
ur.iverse)

The zunswer is no--to both questions. Charles has
neither zapped, nor been zapped. And the nearest he ever got
to writing a great epic of the spaceways was when ne wrote a
review of a non-existent novel, with so many colofful references
to the story itself, that the editor of lamous Fantastic
lysteries became excited about the novel, and desired to publish
RLach Y

Alas, there was no novel. And perhaps it is just as
well. I tnink it might have saddened me 2 little to see so
wnitrarmeled a spirit buckling down to a coumercial treadmill.

What, and who, then, is Charles Eurbee?

He is the most natural humorist ever to agpear anywhere
near the field of science fiction. His horizon was los Angeles.
His humor found its meaning in local personalities. At times,
it sparkled so brightly that his friends ached to give it
national distribution. <+hey wanted to share him with the world.

Actually, this was never possible, The group itselfl
lacked importance, or public interest. Had they been artists
of the avant guarde, or a famous circle such as exists from time
to time in cultural centers of the world, then indeed the pen
of Charles burbee would have won international recognition.

But the Los Angeles Science Fantasy club was not the
left bank of Paris. And so Charles Burbee ior many years has
teen the special possession orf a few hundred fortunate people.

The years have gentled Charles. he could be a poet
row. He looks no older now than he seemed twelve years ago,
when 1 first met him.

Eail Charles!--you are a good man to have met, to
have known, and to know.



THE GREAT PLAYER PTANO PROGRAM CHASE, or

Why we never -- alas! -- sent another
player-piano tape.....

Charles Burbee, you must think we are -
ungrateiful slobs, unfit to even think of ij%%
player pianos. We sent you a tape with a (2%
few bits cf player-piano music from a
local radio station on it, and you sent
it back full of the sounds of the Fabulous
Burbee Player Piaho and the Fabulous Burbee
Home-3Brew and even the Fabulous Burbee,
asking that we send more nlayer-piano
music, and then you never heard from us
again, Well, it's not that we've lost
interest in player pianos or that we failed
to be delighted by your tape., No indeed,

We still enjoy the sound of & player piano,
and the Burbee Tape occupies a place of honor
on a top bookshelf, It's just that keeping
track of that player-piano program would

be a full-time job for the GDA. b0

For months before we had a tape A5
recorder, the program was on every Saturday
night, But as soon as we got our taper, what happened? Why, it began
to hide, We listened for a couple of disillusioned Saturdays and then
started trying other days. After a few fruitless weeks, we decided to
send a card to the stotion asking when the program was scheduled, liore
~ = wasted time went by, Finally
B o) we found the program by

{ b accident, and taped it for

§ a couple of wecks, That was

; the tape we sent you, About
{ the time we sent off the ‘
il tape, we got a card from the
station redundantly telling
us when the thing was on.
A week later the program
disappeared from that spot,
and we have never found it
agein, Obvicusly it is hope-
less to try the postcard
method again; as soon as the
station is aware that we're
listening, they switch the
schedule around, A 2l-hour
search would be¢ required to
catch the thing again. This
wouldntt be such a task, but
the rest of the programs on
this particular station are generally Enbearible.....

4 . % ¥

A note ampropriate to the times: EInformecd sources close to.for-
mer FAPA OE Charles Burboef have let it be known that Burbee!s §1rth-
day is beilng celebrated on April 6 this year., It may be signiflcant
that the birthday of A.Young (boy astrcnomer) is Aprllnu.ana that 2
Susants birthday is April 5. Harvard University, realizing ?hat s
fostive season culminating on the 46th should be celebrated with aban-
don and gaiety, has set the cntire wcel asido as a holiday,

!
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All OPEN LETTER TO CECIL B, DEMILLE

by Robert Bloch
Dear lMr, DelMille:

I imagine you must be pretty tired these days, after making THE
T’ COIMANDMENTS, and I don't blame you: it took God and Hoses forty
yeara to get the Israelites out of the wilderness, and you did itiin
loss than three, ~

‘But sooncr or later I'm sure you're going to make another pilcture
and I have a suggestion for you. The big deal these days is the blo-
graphieal film, As I rocall, youlve tackled this sort of thing your-
self; wasn't it called THE LING OF KINGS?

Well, herc's another subject equally worthy of your efforts: the
life of a man named Charlcs Burbee,

Furbee’s careee is too wellknown to recount herejy it is rich in
dramatic incidents, many of which could probably be cleancd up or
glossed cver But it is thc Burbecc personality which would be the
principal sourcc of appeal; the man has more depths than the Grand
Canyon, or is it the Carisbad Cavcrns? Probably the latter is a more
apt comparison, becausc it has bats, too.

I can secc it now: THE BURBER STORY, or pcrhaps, A GOOD MAN IS HARD
TO FIND., Secrecuplay by Ray Bradbury and Claudec Degler, additional
dialoguo by Wilson =nd David Tuckor, music by Scott Jecplin, And what
a cast you could linc upi

Vincent Price as Forrest J Aclrerman; the William Ratsler rolc by
Rod Stciger; Marlon Brando as Froviss T, Lancy, 73 pcerhaps Dafq* htyo
as AL Ashley and Lucflle Ball as “bbjlﬁu, Bus of course vou wouldn'
wani o stop there: not when you ¢ could usc Karloff as E.1. Ixrﬂs and
Tab Huntcr as YWali Licbsecher and maybe drag Kay Kyser ous of revire-
ment to do Wals 51_“*0:'»

As. o the . Prolc oi uu:bcg, obviously 1t was meant for Jemcs Boan.
Mow that hc's gonc te join The Great Produccr Up Yondcer, you may have
to- settlc for Jimmy Stowart, Bill Holdcn, or whichcver onc oi zho
Bowocry Boys is prcsently availablc. You may want %o do scmctning
expcrimental and ievolutioncry and not show Burbec at all, czuoopi as
a burning bush (portraycd by Gabby Haycs with hils beard cn firci.

Or handlc it the way they éid in FORRIDDEN PLANET, with just a final
elimatie shot, dovclopcd by Disncy tecnnicians.

On sccond thought, this lctter is becing written to the wrong guy.
Only Walt Disncy could do Jas;iuc to Burbcc!s 1ifc, Gosknows, therct
been little cnough juq*ioc s Ery O = o B i

Nevertheloss I am elrtaln that you, and cvery good Amcrican, will
join mo in wishing Burbcc well in thce futurc, The man sheuld be
prescrved; likc a Nationnl Park,..cxsopt that Ifd hate to sec a lot
of tourists running all over him and scattering their cmpiy becr-cans
on him 1%m sure Barbecc worldn'!t like ‘that, clfilcr} hc @ PrReTar "CHEY
loft fillcd onos,

Thoughtfully.
Robert Bilieei

0 o o o w3 e et s W ) e S P T e I R e e R e R

ADDENDA BY ROTSLER  You forgot come others in yeur ~asting, Beb, I
- Thdnk Janc Wymen should play ILzsbel. Tued Tiae-
urray as G. Gordon Dewcy, Chick Chandlcr as Gy € Cerdira and we could
usc old cl1ips of tho latc Laird Cregar as Gus Wilmorth,

w2
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ZSOLVID: A“BURBEE IS N.ATURS'S NOBLEST HANDIUORK AND ALL THAT STUFF

Charlcs Zdward Burbcc, JIre, Wos born on thc sixth day of April,
As fannich birthdays go this is a thiekly populatcd neighborhood,
The f1fth of April witncsscd the nativity of Bloch--Vcrnon McCain
would have us belicve that once day pooplc will cxehange. g1fts to
cclebrate this oeccasion--and of Botte Farnor and of thc Young-child,
somctincs called Very or Egg Foo or cven Susan HaPgorct. ‘The second
of Aprll saw tho arrival of Redd Boggs ("You'rc alwavs latc, arcn't
you?" a sarcastic tcacher sncercd whon sho loarncd ﬁliS). Andy
Young was born--it isg simply not truc that he 1s the el Tsprivig of an
carly, parthcnogenctic predoccssor to UNIVAC--on ApPd - UrEhs . TIt
should be notcd that all of theee fortituous cvents tool: plaee Jin
diffcrent years ((And in the casc of Bloch, diffcrent conturics,))
also that the glibly furnishcd vital statistics arc courtcsy of Jcan
Gronnoll, Girl ZEncyclopedin. Pcople=--and that includcs fooans--born
from March 2l1lst to April 20th fall; aecording Ho The Astrologcrts
gobblcdegook, under the influcnce of Arics, thc Ram, A trcatisc at
hand doaling at lcast in part with astrological mattcere (Bloch would
incvitably say it was o half-astrological affair) says thls about
thic Arians, arong other thingse

“Compotition, action--those arc the sipn of the Ram, Red is our
color, thc diamond our birthstonc Astrologers tcll us that Arian
feelings arc quick and irpulsivees I agrecg We arc the ploncer types,
the ompirc bwilders, and our ruling clcoment 1o fire, (=0 L T
wrotc that? Al Ashley?))

Well, I guess you could say Our Burbcc was a Ploncer typc=--or at
least o South Pionccr Boul.vard type--and the char-ctor skoteh is
not too terribly misfitting for a battlc-scarrcd old Insurgent like
fighting Chuck Burbec, Happy Werrior and Glad Gladiator,

Burbec holds that only six subjccts arc worthy of scriogs discusse-
ion: playcr-planos, Scx, Golden Troachery (or "Ohm-Brcw'--so called
boecause of Lee Jacobs! low resistance to it), Stcam-cars, F. Towncr
Lancy and Fnoumatic pistols, It is not 3trictly truc that hc would
do anything to add a ncw roll to his collcetion of old ragtime
playor-plano rolls, He would not, for cxamplc, put poison or cult-
urcs of inimical bacelll®m in a large city's rescrvoir: at lcast not
unlecss 1t wasa particularly choicc itom wlhiich he didn't Je 200 4

Most of us, howcvcr, ould Join Lancy hinsclf in agrocing -that
there 1s yet o scventh subjcct=-Burbcc--worthy of cnyoncls discussing,
Burbcc, the rccondite racontcur, tho legendory figurc from fondon's
past, fount of intcrlincotions beyond eount, boncvolcent rpthe . o W,
hell...Happy Birthday, Burb)

~--dag
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In the Palace of Power, center of the universe of the 369th
Chorp Dimension, Llanvid Baxten raised his goblet of huche.

Wie! thie Conquest!"™ was hisg toast. "In brief minutes our hyp~-
notized Earthling slaves will rise to aid us as our thousand meter
battlecraft pour through the interdimensional barrier to hurl their
ravening, searing, indescribably destructive rays against Earth!®

The mighty concourse rose with him. "To The Conquecst!®

S + + + + + + + + +

“The trcuble with this universal disarmament business," de-
clared the Great Scientist, "is that you dcn't know where to get a
few atom bombs when you need them gw fEk "

"I know just how you feel," agreed the Battlewise Veteran.
“Still, vibrators are enouch for common o r household UiSiCre =t
patted the Rotsleresque shape of a supersonic resonator. "If only
those mysterious battleships from the 369th Chorp Dimension didn't
have engines that blew up and scattered long-half-life radioactives
all ower the place when you induced supersonic vibrations in them!"
BV inhaled once more with a slightly choked sensation.

“Yes," agreed the Great Scientist, "it jis a trifle difficult
to deal with a horde of thousand-meter battlecraft equipped with
all kinds weird rays when they blow up and poison e ettt nigs: Fodk
2,544 miles (median) around. No percentage, I mean...d'you suppose,"
he suddenly digressed, “people used to wish for the Good Old Days
before fiendish implements of war like sarissae and elephants had
been developed? But that was a brilliant idea your G-2 had, that
Colonel Rapp. Shifting the induced vibration down the scale till
it became audible, and then keying words into it, was sheer genius
--come to think of it, I should have gotten the inspiration to keep
my reputation up." GS shrugged off Spicl t -mid B

"The mere idea was a good one," endorsed the Battlewise Veteran,
looking thoughtfully out the window to the field on which Llanvid
Baxten's fleet, silent and empty, was ranged. "And you can take
credit for the application of it, whatever the application was--I
never can remember."

"Well," reminisced the Great Scientist, "Art--I mean Colonel
Rapp=-originally had the idea, but I saw its application as a wea=-
pen, yes. Realizing that one method could ecrush the hordes of the
enemy without harming their equipment, I rapidly put it into opera=-
tion...I got a tape recording of Burbee telling the Watermelén joke
and played it over the modified vibrator beams. Had to keep gugr
men from listening in, of course..,." he paused as a messenger entered.



"The Suprema Autocrater commands Your presence," this one de-

clained, in firm resonant tones reminiscert of Lee Jacobs'.

35 and BV bowed théir heads in reversnce. “The next-to-hum-
blest of his slaves hear and obey"™, they chorused. ("It was de-
cent of the old coat to invent a specisl class fer Lying Gecrge",
conceded the Battlewise Veternn, sotto voge.)

"Yes,"™ concluded GS as they hurri=d toward the Sublime Apart-
ments, "that was one hell of an incenious weapon, and it would
have nade the conquering hordes die langding, every oneé. I wish

we'd just found out ahead of time that taey don't sneak Enolish in
the 369th Chorp Dimencion..."

o e s

ceeS0 his wifc was draftcdese

-

STV [ETRUES (O
RICK SKEARY vrites chout Ll G = \/

hen asked to suinit conething for the Burice ilenory Zine, @y cgolstic
1ittle soul started to think of 21l the things that thot Livins Lepgen’, Charles
Burboc hed Jone for ice Thoe list proved iost angzs g, and I telicve rcflects
kerrdy the iallucnee this man has hed on rons and fondonte  To beriv withd

He ic %c First Fanzine Editor I ever contected. (I would like to say, the
Tirst I cver Trote, wut actunlly the lotter was &7 ircused to Deme—==y.

He woe ¢ itor of the First Fanaine I over roati=eShangri L'Affoirs. Con awy
Firth Fandosite bocst o botter beginnine? (I scdize I reccived Joc Kemnedy's
QX trc Carizine before, but it was only a ac.esagda

o fhe Tirst Editor, Fan or Pro, to »utlish one of 1y letters. (I rore
e bor ho.: pleasc! T was, and he oy vhole Tardly read it, fron ry lotrer to
Grandiatner. If it had been uritten in Greck, im e 3ctEveBost they couldn't
hove becn nore pleesed or uadorstood it lonse

He ~ave =¢ assistance and encourasc cnt on .3y Figst Fanzinc. % ~as Hitdcd
The Fanzinc Readors Review, and Burb suil 1 c-udd g dovn to the LASFS club
roon and coy naterdal out of their famzine £:1¢e (I would like to say he vas
tne first fan I over icot, but ho vasiite It 709 Eis-r Perdue, but I never let
that bothcr 1c.)

H- encoura;od rc to join FAPA tho fizsth 1ince

He wub.iished wy Fical YRIA zine. [Mhich s dong Forgotten, except for a
single off-nand 1ang |

He showed me ny ¥ircst Pogo Comickuukas (14 whs th~ session to put out th?
last Spacewaip, and teeryone else ualking nothlbg UL pure Bognese. L wasn'b
acle oo Speax Bngiish Iar wwo dayc.; He gave n@ my Virst guess of home LIoWs
Truly a way of 1ife. (hctaall} ! Yelieve Loabel Wgard' L€ to me, DuL 1L Was
his bcors
=LiL. thas ne has dene, vei ia L2 years vie have meirordy five TENLS o v thiougiyg
cxcepidns vASatieNS, Wo Lews neyer roon more thfn 20 miles apart in all <that

[N on

L tieet dhime Was .1 AYi0, al a L8ETY meesing. The nex'. tline wos in

- R s s an i r of us ]
a nnpaEine Stusc, Wacre uc mou by charge. Toough spoaking, noitaor LA fally
resogrissd 4ae ottoe wntlil Lautre Tae 30d t9.i@ was at the "Spacouerp §28S10Ne

The Uik vime was 20 Fory arkornants Houso PMmrsdng. &nd th gt tinc was
coridoe *hig yoar in Woiteicr, Tet witn those fow contacis, and a thin folder
of lcb*ors and cards, the man Charles Durbcee, lelo, has heiped shape iy life.
In cother words, ) '

R vg s Ak L PURBRB is FAULT s«



PHIL BROI'SON ASKS zgg /BQ’U‘ @a@ g i'- J —
(B E Cwing S w Cptomd B 70 )\

A2 ceently the old question "Is Burbce an Enigma?" was raiscd from tho
' oblivion it so justly dcscrves, Whilc I am unnblc to cast any ncw
light on this subjcet, I can dig into thc murky past and throw somc
old dirt on it, Aftcr all, Burbce and I havc had a long-standing
fricndship -« wc uscd to stand for hours at thc countcr of Sharkcyts
Bookshop, buying cach other books, Thot was back in thc good old
days of thc LASFS, during thc cxeiting micd-fortics, whon Burbce!s many
talents were in full bloom, How wcll I rcmember, ..

At almost any timc you ecould walk into thc old Bixol Strcct club
room (providing you had bocome cccustomed to 1t) and find Burbee thc
center of a group of rapt, intclligonte-appearing young fons, known cs
the Bandarlog. Thoey would be walting for him to gct up so thoy could
fight over the club room!s only chnir. However, Burbcc always savcd
the day by outwaiting them, thus averting catastrophe,

Onc time, when things were slow, Burbece introduccd his now-famous
plan for constructivec scicncce.fiction fan activity, bascd on an astou-
ndingly brilliant concept which he called "rcadine," Thet this plan
was unsuccessful can be atrributcd only to our gencral I rEPaFT ey s
which at the time was somcthing 1like 128 poeE-tonks

It was Burbcc who wrotc thc rcnowncé old club song, "Wic Gcht!s,
Gatc?"s Wo never did understand the words, becausc he wrotc thom in
German, but he did tcll us that they hoelped to make the SRR 8- Ot
swinging anthom, Wc¢ uscd to sing thc song with grcat foccling,
accormpanicd by thc sound of shattcring glass and thce armecd crics of
th¢ wounded,

llany of Durbcc's admircrs have forgotten that it was he who Pl e
inated the classic witticism that causcd such commotion in th . elub
room on thc Zve of St, Horrcndous, 1946, The gencral lavshoer, good.
naturcd brcaking of furniturc, cte., was so prolonged that eveCIyone
forgot what it was that Burbec satd, Llas) this scrves o o BT -

=2 the eomplcte inteilcetunl inadcquacy o Siwrboe's
cempanions ‘ef sbthe. eleldagncs "Hag Buhbo ‘bomgea
lcss gonorous man, he would have sought thc come
pany of hig peces.and . thore is™no tolidtneg hew
far his talonts might have developed. Inshoad,
hc devoted himsclf to the Bandcrlog and helpcd
guidc us into the wrctchedness of cveryday iifc.
Somu say that hils goncrosity was o myth, that he
only fcd ms so oftcn becausc the only way he
could shut us up was to put food in our mouths,
but who could bclicve that?

"His hands still clutchcd his Survival Kit,,." Big Namc Fan, MASGUE3

--——-——-—-—-——-———--—-.‘-_-—-—.---—-—_-—---—----——-—-——--—u.--....--»o-_.-—._--.--——-

"Bist Wishcs, Charles. I rceall Yoo Ycs, his colorful longuagce
many plcasant cvonings with you and  has hcipced inercasc the lurc of
Isabcl. Happy memorics for mo, FAPA ‘onsbeihi sidésiors Bho A i
Happy birthday to you," ice. He has prevoed to the Brit-

e o Mg ae - Hall A ish that thc Colonica arc appro-

i aching o civilizedncss that might
Stan Wibolston 777Z77f &> pcrmit intcrcommunication,”



SURBEE and the SENSE OF WONDER

ilhen I went into the air force early in world war 2, there was hardly anybody
but Bob Tucker singing rollicking fannish songs within earshot. A few minor fig-
ures like Harry Schmarje (the antediluvial Peter Vorzimer) and a few major figures
lile Art Widner knew how to froliec on occasion, but there was nobody worthy to be
czlled a hunorist except the bird in Box 260.

ilren I came out of the air force at the end of the war, I heard somebody
strum:ing away beguilingly by the California shore. His name was Charles Burbee,
and he edited the LASFS club organ, Shangri-L'Affaires, a fanzine Sgt Saturn en-
joyed incrdinately, It was obvious right away that here was a fan who could be
mentioned in the same breath with Tucker, but it was not quite so obvious that a
new rannish epoch was dawning: the era of insurgentism and post-insurgentism.

I think the first issue of Shaggy I ever read was the one included in the
Puciicon Combozine, and the first Burbee item was the Oxnard Hemmel piece in the
swue mogazine, Soon afterward I became a steady reader of Shaggy and a collector
of the issues I'd missed while I was in service. I used to chuckle aloud over the
Burbee editorials on the ifc, just as I chuckled aloud over the Burbee article in
Richard Eney's Century Note in the February 1957 FAPA mailing, a decade later.

This indicates that Burbee is a long-term phenomenon, like the half-life of
radium. Of course the shape of the phenomenon has not remained constant over the
years. Burbee is probably a born satirist, but for several years after he emerged
from his private fandom to become a major figure in fanational fandcm he was a
very genial satirist, and his subject was almost a serious constructive one: the
pretensions of science and scientists. In his Oxnard Hemmel days, Burbee was cer-
tainly no Swift or Voltaire: the satire of these pieces entered like the vaccine
from these newfangled gadgets used by some physicians: no sharp hypodermic at all,
but scmehow the bite of it sneaks under the skin and smarts,

F. Towner Laney was probably responsible for the different sort of satire that
slashed fram Burbee's typewriter starting about 1947. According to ftl himself,
Burbee taught Laney how to laugh and rescued him from sercondom. Apparently Laney
returned the favor by showing Burbee the possibilities of satire about the micro-
cosm. Burbee had always been a supremely acute observer of fannish foibles, as
the ifc editorials in Shaggy attest, but it seems to have been the direct or in-
direct influence of Laney that led him to write such important fan satires as "Big
Neme Fan," "A Coinage for Fandom," "Fandom in the Headlines," "Al Ashley: Galactic
Cbserver," and other insurgent blockbusters,

The importance of Charles Burbee as a fan writer is easy to see in the fact
that nearly every would-be fan humorist tries to imitate the Burbee style, but
nerhaps Burbee's real importance lies in the fact that the present tradition of
satire in fandom derives largely from his work.

In recent years Burbee himself has almost abandoned fannish satire., This was
rot for lack of targets, for not even the bladed Burbee satire could obliterate
fugghesdedness from the microcosm. However, Burbee has virtually retired from fan-
dowr at large back to the private fandom whence he came, retaining only his member-
ship in FAPA, and he has lost contact with the source of his best material. Some
of Burbee's recent writings have taken on a nostalgic tint, as he reminisces about
his youth, as in "Jesus in the Ditch.," These fragmentary sketches are so good that



one hopes that Burbee writes a full-length autobiography, treating not only his
famish edventures, but his boyhood in the days when the spaces now crowded with
nousing developments and freevays were still orange groves.

.Sone of Burbee's recent writings have been devoted to incidents that have
happer.ad within range of Burbee's far-seeing eyes, in thé backyard or the shop,
He firds it genuinely astonishing to learn that other people usually do not know
any febulous people: he himself is surrounded with fabulous people, He forgets
that ‘most persons are not equipped with eyes that see 2s much as tis, 'The incid-
ents chronicled in Burbee's "Tule Fog" might have haprened anjwhere, and probably
did, but few observers besides Burbee himself could have seen them as he did. The
source of his material, and his attitude toward his materia 3. hes chahged since the
days'of Cxnard Lemmel, but one thing remins the same; Burbee is still .the same
keen observer that he was a decade ago when he limned Sam Russell in a Shaggy ifc
portrait snd made us look at Al ashley through Burbee’s own eyes for all time, even
if we heve seen ashley, before or since, with our own eyes., e

‘Burbee ‘sees with the eyes of a worldly innocent, He has, I think, seen every-
thing in the world and rejected none of it as repulsive or beneath .potice, yet he
has pever been bored with any of it. He has never lost a quality of amazement and
amusenent at evepry ‘aspect of existence. ' Rl

One might be able to analyze the illusive quality of Burbee's particular brand
of humor if he were able to analyze the sense of wonder inherent in Burbee's query

of an office worker in the machine shop where he works: "ihat color-tie makes your
brain work best?" )

-- Redd Boggs

....’..........Q.'....‘.......Ql.......'...‘...l.ﬂ.......'.‘.C...::..l........:...
Al Aohley sued throuph fntepstcll:sr sngec. "I Mne I could do it 17 I wut my wind
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to it," he s-id, (Fro~ Al SHLEY, GALACTIC OBSERVER, "Masque" #2, 19L8)
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I have examined maps of the city with the greatest care, yet have never again
found Pionecer Boulevard. These maps have not been modern maps alone, for I know
that names change. I have, on the contrary, delved deeply into all the antiquities
of the aluez, and have personally explored every region, of whatever name, which
crwla nossllly answer to tlie street I knew as FPioneer Boulevard. But despite all
I nave Jone, L0 resains a Sumiliating fact that I camnot find the house, the

fo.%

oL, or wyen the loeality, where, during the last months of my impoverished
il e onoetident at Whittlor College, I drank the home brew of Charles Burbee.

: iy nemory is broken, I do not wonder; for my meatal health was gravely
disturbed curing my residouce on Fioncer Boulevard. But I do not understand the
foot that T cannot find it agzin. It was not far from the College, and was dis-
tinguished by peculiarities wiiich: could hardly be forgotten by anyone who had been
there.

Pioneer Boulevard lay across the dark San Gabriel ltiver, which wzs bordered by
precipitous bleary-windowed warehouses and spanned by a ponderous, shoddily as-
phalted concrete bridge. The sinog shut out the sun perpetually. The river itself
was odorous with evil stenches which I have never smelled elsewhere. Beyond the
bridge the highway narrowed until it became a cobbled street with rails, and soon
it entered a strange region of scibrous houses spotted with churches in the over-
grown yaras of which lurked strangely-vested priests and from whose patched towers
cracked cnimes tolled at the wrong hours. From the highway one went through a
curious maze of alleys into a broad areaway hidden by trees, known ornly by the
cryptic name "Saragossa.! South of Saragossa, the way narrowed and became grad—
ually steeper, finally becoming incrediBy steep as it entered Pioneer Boulevard
itself.

Pioneer Zoulevard was almost a cliff, closed to all vehicles except an oddly-
rustea 1949 tudson which I glimpsed on occasion. In places it consisted of flights
of smootia-worn stens. At the top, after a series of convolutions, it ended at a
monstrous ivied wall which (although my sense of direction was always subtly dis-
orcercd curins my star in the street) I fancied must look over into the broad ex—
pansc of Saragossa, to the north. Pioneer Boulevard's paving was sometimes of
stone, sometimes of grave., in places ol dirt covered with phosphorescent slimy
moss, Its nouses were increditly old, crazily leaning in all directions. The
irnhabitants of the street vere even stranger, and impressed me with hideous fear
as 1 listened to them arpue over their boundary-lines and trade curiously stunted
ebdckens over thedr evil-Toolidng bucik fences. I was not myself when I moved into
the garagoa—roun. ef wha h,50 nry? 4o tle leek ang on the otravt o one vlloge
nmuber I shall never forget: 7628.

ly room was acjacent to the fence which separated my garage from 7628, a 1313
house built of ill-proportioned brownstone. On the first night I heard the cre.a.
of bhottles and a strange gurgling in the house next door., I asked my landlady
about it., She told me this last house on the street was inhabited by a strange
and reticent brewer, who identificd himself as Charles Burbee and who worked
days ®r the big Pabst brewery far away to the west of the stinking river and the
warehouses, She said Lurbee had taken the tall house because of his desire to
look over the ivicd wall at tie end of Pioncer Boulevard into the panorama beyond.

Thercafter I heard Burbee every night, and although he kept me awake, I was
haunted by the weird sounds of splashing and clinking. Knowing little of the art
of brewing mysclf, I was yet certain that none of the sounds had relation to beer
as I knew it. I concluded that he was a craftsman of highly original genius.



The wmore I listened, the more I was fascinated, and after a week I resolved to
meke the main's acguaintance.

Une night I intercepted Burbee in the street as he returned from work. He
was a tall, skinny man, indifferently dressed, with a leonine
head, covered with dense curly tlack hair, bobbing on a pipe-
<y sten neck, An evil-smeliing roll-your-own clgarette dangled
ﬁ%( from his lips. Biuish whiskers covered his face, which had
/ an odd Spanish cast of features (doubtless derived from his
S _////‘Enpllsh ancestry). On his feet were huge round shoes. At
V-4 /first he was clos¢=lipped, answering my cueries with grunts
and nods; but my obviocus friendliness finally persuaded him
to motion me to follow him up his walk,

He opened his red front door. 1 entered. The first vision
which burst on my frightened sight was a curiously-carven
bookcase whose geometry Sucﬂmd subtly wrong -- so that its
high top shclves (which, I remember, were jammed with booke on steam cars and
novels by Mnx Brand) scemed to rush forward on me. I recled to the rear and
backed into the cold metal of an ink-smeared mimcogranh which seemed the relic
of anotier eraj later I learned that all visitors to the place emerged with black
ink on ticir trousers. Looking about, I saw that the living room was immense, but
was furnish.d curiously. In one corner wns a huge wooden box with a loudspeaker
buried in its middle. On a creaky table sat a peculiar antique typewriter of
abnorzial design. In an alcove loomed a Jyclopean pianog I shuddered as I peered
*t it, for it seemed built for players not of this earth, and seemed to require the
munping of zir for its functioning. I decided I should not care to hear the weird
haronies which must issue from that player-niano, One whole end of the room was
ocrupied by an improbably inmense earthenware crock, next to which sat a primitive
capping mechine and which was surrounded by score upon score of bottles, some empty,
goue full. of an incrediblc vericty of age and manufacture. Framed on a wall was
a vellowed and worm-eaten copy of a magazine on which was tied a black ritbon,

1 saw tiat it bore the curious inscription Shangri-T'affaires. In a corner was a
tin buciet under a dripping faucet.

Burbec motioncd me to sit on 2n upended nail-keg, and then began to cdraw steam-
ing water from the lealcy, vibrating faucet in the corner above the htucket. He
filled the buciket again and agoin, emptyine it into the crock, until ke had the
huge carthen vessel nalf-filled. Then he stirred in @ peculiar sticky substance
from yellow-labelled tins which he kept stored under the mimcogrash. He poured
in a whitc powder —-- Sugar? Quiciklime? --~ from uncountab.c paper sacks. He
filled the crock tc its brim, threw in the contents of a small package whase
geometry contained curiously disturbing angles, and stirired the wvhole with a mal-
odorous wooden paddle.

Six o'clock approached, and I conceived a desire to look out through the smog
over th¢ ivied wall into the city beyond. I would have drawn the nondescript
curtains aside, but with a fripghtened rage, the brewer was upon me, thls time
motioning with his head towsrd the door ana dragging - N
me away from the window, grasping my arm with claws
of incredible stremghi. Disgusted, I walked out and
resolved not to see¢ the inhospitable Burbee again. I
even approached my landl:dy about another room, and
persunded her to give me one on the opposite side,
under the garage.,

Curiosity got the best of me i the ¢nd, however.
After three wecks had vassed I could not stand the
feoling of not knowing, 1My studies at the Collcge
were being nbglbctpd " and nervous tension was over
coming me, Finally I crept out of wy room and over
to the fence, one PFriday ncar to midnight. Sure




cnough, there were gurgling and hissing sounds within Burbee's great living room,
I stood in the rmuck, faseinated, At certain intervals the sounds impressed me

as not buing Produced by a single brewmaster, Certainly, Charles Burbec was a
genius of wild power,

Sudcde.ly, the crash of bottles swelled into a chaotic babble of sound; a pan-
demondws which would have led me to doubt Wy own shaking sanity had there not come
from berond that high fence a piteous proof that the horror was real —-- an awful
inarticulate cry which can arise only in moments of the greatest fear or anguish.

I ran around teo Burbee's door ang knocked frenziedly, out £ot no responsec. After

a time I heard the poor brewer's feceble effort to rise from the floor, Believing
him just conscious after a fainting fit, I renewed my lnocking and called out, I
heard Purbec stumble to the window tc close the shutters and sash; then to the

door, which he opened, This time, his delight and relies at seecing me were obvious,

Shaking pathetically, he motioned e onto the nail-keg. rFor a time he scemed
to listen oddly; then he seemeg satisfied., He told me to wait until he had time
to write up a full reeount of the mystery of himself and hls activities, He even
offered me & glass of his beer, which I sipped and found pleasing to the taste,
thcugh oddly-scented, icli he sat down at the ancient typewriter and commenced
typing shect after sheot with ineredible speed,

ATter several hours, whilc I waited ant the typud shects plled up, I saw Burbee
start with a violent shock. He looked up at the window anc shudcered; and then I
heard a sound from outsidc. It was not horrible - Jjust a distant gurgle, as of
home brew being made in a house on the other side of the wall —- on Saragossa, I
thouzht. But on Burbee the effect was hellish, Suddenly he rose, moved to the
crock, took up a dpper and funucl and began filling bottles with ineredible wilde
ness. He crashed them together zg splashed the brew and rattled the cavper with
furious vigor, as if he wished to drown out the =e other sound, wiose nature I did
not understang.,

Louder and louder crashed the bottles and clanked the dipper, It Lecame frenzied,
Then I heard the other again -- a clank as of the lid of a crocik being replaced,
then a hiss as of o pressurcd bottle being opened, the click of a cap hitting a
floor, and the nimistalkable sound of drinking. At this Juncture the shutter on
the windew began to rattle; it bLroke Loose, swung wildly, and stove in the window,
I loeked -at Burbee, and saw that he was beyond conscious uncerstanding; his eyes
bulged glassy and lifeless as his hands continued clanking the useless dipper
against the sides of the iow~empty crock, bolding it over the vottles, now full to
their briws. I touched him and drew back in horror; he was cold, cold,

A sudden gust of wing swirled the dozens of tyvewritten sheets toward the windcow,
I grabbed wildly for them, but they blew out. 1 dashed after thom to the window ——
and then I looked out over the wall: not as I uag thousht over the roofs and
trees of Saragossa and the city beyond, but into the blzckness of space illimitable,
whercin swirled, crashec 2nd clanked an unnameable profusion of bottles, while over
all sounded the unmistakable sound of drinking,

By some miracle I got past the minmeograph and found the door and fled shrieking
down the walk and into the steeply-pitched streteh of Pieiver-Bouillevamd, T cone
Baintied running in a mad fronzy deross the malodorous San Gapriel River and did not
really stop until I was in the center of ealm and quict Whittier, wherein arinking
is prohibited and friendly lights shine.

Many years have passed since thut night of unnameable Eonrer el I stilih rokesin
vidid impressions of clattering dovm steps and over cobbles past that 1949 Hudson,
“nc through the peculiar alleys south of Saragossa toward that putrid river, and I
recall that the moon was out anc thit lights shone in windows, Lvespite my 1ost
careful searches and investizations, I have never since been oble te find Pioneer
Boulevard, But I am not wholl:r sorry; eitlier for this or for the loss in undrean-
able abrsses of the closely-typed shects which alonc could have explained the
home brew of Chirles Burbee,

THE ERD



S n’ uﬁcc S22 SAYS -
Sports and Sportsmen '

SubHB 178 licenses fishing guides and makes other changes
in thg rish and game laws, KB 568 exampts some domesticated game
fish from import regulations. (For juveniles fishing, see HB 296,
vare 1 hereof, and 113 556 on this page.) On game doling demege,
fee the 11lls under "I"arming" on page 13 hereof,

11, salvage is not robbery, This is a page by Jack Specer,
vr*ttnn, pur custom, at th. last possible minute, 29 Mar 97.

I misscd the 1lost FAPA mailing, bcing incluged 1n p o

T an, becrtuse the leglsl-ture was in session, and the eighteen-hour
A~y th 'y orked us left no time even for finishing off the previous
ma*ling b\foro the next one came along. However, 1 made my mark on
the-ztomic energy law of this state. Yes indeed, The. model law pre-
pxred by some lnterstate conference which prcpares model laws had a
long section made up of several paragraphs. Pointing out that our
consfitution requires that in m (sorry, no corflu at hand) amending
any law wo sct’ out the section in full as amended, i1 recommended
th~t cach paragraph be numbcred as a separate section té facilitate
amen'ment in the future, and it was done. I also recommended that
thd" title be changed from nuclear energy to atomic energy. since
they mentioned: several non-nuclear particles as within the scope
of - the act, but they didn't see fit to do this. g

Well, what else has becen going on in this corner of the
universe? Alan Nourse, the s-f writer on whom 1 asked FAPA for some
informxtion, finally looked me up, at the instance of Milton Rothman,
Milty is working for a college, the state university 1 believe, and
kas a betatron in his charge., He has two children. The older one,

» boy. they were raising on principles learned fropm psychiatry, and
L7 5T atheine - SCrrEe

Noursc has completed his internship and is nOW'licensed
to prnetice medieclne But beforc taking on the obligations of a
P, he wants to sew if he can support himself by writing, chiefly
stef. His wife has a job in some hospital, and Alan is devoting
his full time at present to writing. Some of you might see him
in Avril, when he and wife are going down to some conference back
in the California hills.,

Other intelligence he brings includes a note that Campbell
reportedly admitted to De Camp that he was taken to a certain extent
in connection with dianetics. Maybe this isn't news to you, but
i've sort of been out of touch,

Burbee, you old reprobate, you have been out of circula-
tion almost as much as 1. I read the recent Burblings-Elmurmurings
with the thought that 1 might find something in it to fill this
page by commenting on, but 1 don't recall making a single marginal
note in your part. Not that it wasn't enjoyable, but a larger
v2 o of matorinl would have provided more chance of something
o~ ontanle, Rotslor's Tattooed Dragon i1 much enjoyed. ‘It roused
jﬁ, “iris of grerivs, Was the treatment of the success-Grennell

s~y indvlred by the current song, YI love you, little yoyot?
h/ was v T eywor window swearing? Was ViNo something about wine
r oo Ldng akout volume and number? Is that cat a unicorn? --JFS
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GhlS sunday and every Sunday
tn the beautiful new Whitiier

VOURCGRIURCE

Dring the wile and kiddies
yevr sweclthuart or your nmiztress,
or come alone, bul COME!

e ; 3 . - g .
(fu, ,But don't forget, iollss——the Whittier Y-C is
3 - ; S N
3{ e, OPEN At AR IIRoS s S e e Blagre s aivays scme-
/41 PbRge iR Geae S i g eloks Ll e SR e, S e liSe
AN i & TeE : :
e VLR e s R L;nmrounﬁ vill Leep yon A cllae R n1 nvnwas,
Lt 1.....‘ st = ¥ ’ = = .
& but as a goneral rule o L 3
o {‘a _~tootball or hasketbal (a
o Ph the §ea~on2 an lueu@¢y Bissit tatest
3 \\ i D Hudl ywoett proditeticams nrsdagy and Fericay
L _oyn) C-f nigihts (with Screeno on Iridey) and miscellan-—

Fr1enol3 Chas Burbee, eous events other nights. Sunday services are
Sup't. conduched by bigshot ¥-C spc“kbr< faol g dd

ovei- vhe counlbry” ow- our glanl ot ided weri~
D ceszcamy

Ous Pz 1sogod Machine is whe wery latcsT type, with every single
voice of our eantire huge congrogation multiplied oné hundred times, In
aawlition we have inaungurated e latest Y-C service: we will tape re-
cord your individual prayers aad nlay them at least snce an heur on our
speedal dighefidelity audieo system-beamed directly to God. Thoe price Tor
uliis splendid serviecis only $50 ner week or %2000 ner vear, znd for
$30 ;005 vour »eayer will be reneute& during youi entire lifctimeg and
you hasee 2fhe priv1100e of changing it once yearly without clhiarge, or as
sften as vyou like for a neminal $10.

Waien you come to the beautiful Whitter YOURCHUZCH don't overlook
tiie pinball wachines all around the walls of the main auditorium. They
will give o somebhanilling play; oand Lﬂac“ you bible histeory into the
bdlﬁa_a, and there's always a chance you might hit' one for a nice litile
piece of ‘chaige. ,

FESvouihaw@sanedistrassing probliems ' ( and: vho ' Bdesnd & b thete didr=
ried times?) besure: to BRIy tirem to our FEZE Coewmfort Clebroom. ie
youw walii:md a heste of beauullal girls operating the neow-model iipy-
punch machines, and the very latest in aulomatic, {oam-rubber, rcciﬂning

chairs in the comfort rooms. No nroblum is too uleicult foxr this aon-
derful Y-C scrvice to solve, so don't hesitate to coic S0,
You all know thatlt YOURCIWURCH is +the gulsiest zoddam religion to

come along since Christianity was invcnted, and if you waunt a real knoclk-
oul religious experience you owe it to vourself %o come soon and come
oiften,

There will be a SPECIAL SERVICHE Baturcwy Ty b e~ S gl - ol
which Friendly Chas Burbee will speaic L3 PpeX £ oy Laklng jote B (o Pt oF o

The Watermelon Story.
= VA LIEC e
FYVOURCHURGF
7628 Pionecer Blvd. Whittier, Calif.

Do+RO,INCG,
Pirt 5 bu'(f‘h ,1%,
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