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WOIGE OF TE TUNTLE )

The alarm will go. off pretty soon,
telling we it's time to shlurp down
another tablespoon of Pertussin. It
gurely does taste nasty! I'm sitiing
in Yed Yblowing my nose and coughing '
and swallowing great quantities of
vieks cough drops, aspirin, water,

- and fruit Juice...all to no avail,.
I'm afraid.

Yr edltreas is stuffed
up and grumphy. So--have a grumphy
and atuffed up editorial, 0N me,

_ A~
while back, Mld Tower Publishing Co.
came out with Vol, 1 ¥o., 1 of their
mag, Sex. and Censorship. 4s you . :
might surnise, they do not believe in the practlce of censorship. I
~agree with them. To me, censorship for adults, on almost any topic,
is. nothing but another step.in the mass regxmentation with which the
public is constantly being indosctrinated. Articles in 9&C deal with
TV censorship, book banning, pornography, nude photos, homosexual
periodicals, and many other topics of current interest on the subject.
1t is interesting to note that Richard Geis, in his column ®geister-
ingsY in BRIL.LIG #13 quotes frou the Juy 1958 gScientific American and
discusses the fact that their statistics show that over hali of
Americats teenagers Hpelieve that censorship of books, magazines,
newspapers, radio, and television is all right.” 1In fact, "on prac-
tigally all questions of social poliey the youngsters lean strongly
to stereoiyped views." Appalling, isn't ite

Have any of you read
WIim Owen Harrxban Hard1ng," by James Whltfleld Elligon% i charming
book, and from the jacket notes .I gather it is autobiographical, at |
least to a degree. Bult it 'is so strongly derivitive of. sallnger's
style in "Catéher in the Rye" that it adds and detracts from my en~
joyment simultaneously. I mean, I never knew whether the book gassed
me in itgelf, or if it was Just because it was so simllar to CitR.

_ I
have heen deing an enormous amount of reading lately. And c1iche or
not, I have truly opened up wonderiul new vistas. By Ghod,. I may
even_have broad mental.horizons next.

_ Nevil Shutets 0n The Beach" is
a must for everyone.. Like they say on the jacket: ®Read it now while
you can be sure it is only flctionlﬂ' -
Reading Damon Runyan is surely
aufun.experlenoe, I was reading a book of his ahort stories. on my
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morning comauter vbus. Great stuff if you don't wind people staring
at you while you giggle away...
' speaking of going to work, I found
a pb antuology of hlchard matheson's in: our office reading roon.
*Third From -the 'Jun" it was. I'd read only two of the stories therein.
Ore story I 11keiﬂ@remendpusly-~"nreas of white silk", what a gor- .
geous thing! Hoo-¥8y fo¥ fantasyl A5 much as T like the socioltngical
extrapolatory stf stories, they really will be the death of the ‘fleld..
But fantasy, pure magabre, superatltiou 2 ntasy like "Dress of Whlte
8ilk," will never die. -
One thzng 1 love about l:vzng in San Francisoa
is visiting the'Jazz Jernts. There are 80 many teriffic ones here.
At
Pler 23, a tavern Terry and I have visited two or three times, there
WOrks an enoraocus Jegro named Abigail. MYe wears a chef's ¢ap and many
aprons and is go fat as to be shapeless. Terry and I couldn't figure
out for two weexs if .bby was male or female--we finally heard from
Pete Graham that he was a eunucin., It is actuslly pretty eagsy to bve-
lieve (he has a high-pitched voice and'is g0 obese .and -all). .
ﬁfel >
Abigoil is the funniest. eunuch in the world. He prances around the ,
tavern like a gigantic Trownie, in-
sulting everyone and being regularly
fired by his poor little 'boss, who .
bellows for Abby to get his "big
black ass" over %o the piano.. Abdby
v squeals f"Shaddu pp'“ And then his-
't* ‘boss tells him To get out, he's
Vi ‘fired, and he sigha, WHired and -
" fired in one night, I sweaht®¥ Tt
;r happens wost every night.
il T He is
Wil usually a fry-cook and btar waiter,
\ill' but once an evening he is brow-
{.nbeaten into singing and playing tle
/ity pilano in his very own rootint'- .
zll tootint rompint stowpint way. H2
ffilll: has to have a separate piano from
v the one Furt Bales, the fine ragitime
pianist ‘there, uses, because he '
really bangs hell out of it. He
‘ shrieks, he growle, he la-lats, he
makes obscene gestures, he rolls his eyes, and he is so funny that
teare come to your eyes and your side and stomach ache and you 31mp]y
have to go bacx to see that madman again.

F*rinatance, one night we

went there and I had 7o I,D. Due to the faot that they serve food,
I was allowed to stey. Abby chanted “no al-go~-hol for the little
lady" so wmuch that I was practically in trauma By the time I manage?
‘to say, "I'll have a eoke.' But Terry msde a bad ciroice and asked
for a coke-hi. This immediately aroused all kinds of suspicions in
Abagazl and he%hol sered clear across the place to. the bartender, "cne
goke-hi, for the young man and one plain coke for the young lady. o
al~go=hol for the little lady, 1gause sn€ don't have n> I.D.1" And
he warned us loudly and at length not to mix the coke-luli Wluh the
coke,

Y Bill Brickson, the piani&t with}Bob ﬁielke's-Bearcats, a dixie
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group currently at Burp Hollow, told me that when Life wrote up Pier
23, toey had a gigantic pic of Abimgail, identified beneath as BuTj

Bales, Which just goes to show that the cat makes a very strong im-
pression on a person, even if it is mixed up.
' o Well, as this goes on
I'm simply getting duller and wmore stuify-headed. I'm going to give
up on you for now., I'll see you in February (in good health, I hope).




Rob Leman
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ALONE Iu CJICAGO

A Melodrama in Three acts

CHARACTERS IN ORDER OF APPEARANCE

Casper Follicle A neofan
H. Palmer LHeevilguist & secret agent
Donovan Sprain An Indian guide
avis Fulgepenny The Toast of the Gold Coast
Bubbles Tenstermacher A poor but virtuous Re-girl
Vulcan Traub A simple but dishonest fringefan
Pefter Ilyiteh MceBride A young but inept brain surgeon

ACT I ¢ The railway depot in tie great city of Cchicago
ACT II ¢ A slan-den on West Madison gtreet
ACT 111t The clubroom of Chicago fandom

ACT L

The railway depot in the great city of Chicago. Noise, crowds, and
excitement. 3Scorchers speed by on their bicycles, and hawkers of
oranges, bananas and other metropolitan delicacies cry their wares.
Beggars are mingled with fine gentlemen, and soiled doves with great
ladies. The chuffing of a steam-locomotive can be heard.

CASPER ¥FOLLICLE enters through door L, which is marked, *T¢ the Steam-
cars." Taough he is scarcely wore than a boy, the strength and health
that accoupany clean, wnolesome living give him a strong, manly ap-
pearance. He has a sensitive fannish face, and wears thne tan of the
country sun. He is neatly dressed in a green frock coat, a Hoover c¢l-
lar with a black string tie, and a single-prapellor beanie. He carries
a carpet bag wihich exhales a musty smell, as of old fanzines.

CASPER: Well, I swan! 8o this be Chicagel Little did I realize,

when at home in my native village, what an impressive place a grea’
city can be., Only observe the crowds! Hark to the clang of the horge~
cars outside in the street!

H. PALMER BEEVILQUIST enters R. He is a fine, florid, portly
man, wearing a suit of loud checks and an embroidered waistconat
crossed by a heavy gold chain. An aura of good bourbon surrsuris
him. His trilby hat is neatiy brushed, and his shwes shine like
the sun.

BEEVILO)UIST: Aha! Methinks I spy my preyl (Aside) I must apprcach
him carefullys he must not suspect that I am an agent of Yew Ycrk
Pandom, sent to lure him to that city to grace their gro up few vork
has spotted him as a comer--a neo certain to be a BNF within a few
ghort months. (To cdsppr] 1 beg your pardon, young man, but can wvou
direct me to the falmer House?



CASP%R' Alas, sir, I fear I cannot be of assistance: I have myself ut
newly arrived from the country, intending to make my fannish way in the
great city. :

BEEVIL}UIST. (Boouing) Quite all right, young man, quite all right.
I shall engage a pulde, of malch there are a plenty lounging about the
depot, seeking euployment. . .

A8 if by aceident, d magazine dropps from BEEVIL UIIT's coat.
He appears not to motice, (Casper stoops and picks 1t up.

CaSPER: Here you are, sir..

BEEVIL&UISTQ iy thank you, my boﬁ. Scarcely worth your trouble,
though. Just the latest issue of Grue,

CASPER}_ { Thunderstruck) Grue} I have heard of it, but never dared-
think-l ghould see a-copy. can*it'hé, sir; that you are a--a fan?

BEEVIL}UIST: (W1th the of fhand persuasiveness of the confldence—man)

A fan? iy boy, I am bLue S0Le BUrXVivVilg member of Pre-pirst random,

I am the man (if it be not immodest %o say so) who taught such ups»arts
as Bloch, Tucker and Moakowitz all they know. .

CASPER: (Much i ressed) Blochi Tucker! Moskowitzi Names to conjure
witht (Deferen ally) Yiay I take the liberty of introducing myself,
gir? I am casper Follicle, a neofan, of Groat's Landzng, Indiana.

BEEVILQUIST: (Aside) Now to apply the old egoboo.. (To Casper) Not
Casper Pollicle,; author of ¥From Rere to.gafia," 9Look Homeward, Ger- .
trude,” ¥YAlice in Pandomland® and %“The Wind in the glipsheets”! T am
honored to meet you, young man,

CASPER. (Blushlng with pleasure)- I am 1ndeed that Casper Follzcle.
But I had scarcely dared hope that my poor efforts had come to the
attention of anyone other than the twenty-six people who comprlae the
circulation of ny hektographed fanz1ne, The :Hew Republic.: ‘

BWWVILWUIST* You are too modest, young man. come, I like yau. T will
vnidertake to show you the sights. One moment while I engage a guide,
(A ide) The guide I propose to hire is my aocomplice, Donovan spraxv.
(Info tue w;ngs) oh, guidel :

' DONOVAN SPRAIN enters R.  He wears a buckskin suit, braids, ana
a feathered head dresa. : R - _

DOﬂOVnN SPRAIN: Usht You calium guide? (Aside) How I loathe this
preposterous ilalegts  I SR T ‘ - _

BEZVIL)UIST: . Qome, guide, eshow us the sights., If you do yOur worx well
you shali receive, in addition to your modest fee, an almost-nmint cury.

iy i inl——— - —p———

DONOVAN SPRAIN: Ghod'bless you, siry Ught

BE“JILQUIST. (Aaluﬂ) Mv plan is to take the 1ad to a Low dive, and
there to stupe‘y him with wild living, so that he can be trausport°1 to
New York. Toward this end I have tngaged a second accomp11ce. Mavio
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FTulgepenny, The Toast of the gold coast. Aih, yes, here she comes now.

HAVIS PULGESBNIY enters K. She wears an evening gown which is
pleasantly sketchy about tne bust, and a great qQuantity of jewelry.
er walk features an alluring movement of the hindquarters. Her
voice is somevhere between those of Lauren Bacall and Mae yest,

MAVIS: Why, 1ir. Beevilguist, what a delightful surpriset
BEEVILLUIST: Miss lulgepenny--what a pleasurel way I present my young

friend, Casper Follicle? (Casper wrote, "Is lfilton Eisenhower a Secret
Faaan?", you know,

MAVIS: (Seductively) oh, Casper, I thought your article was wonderful.

CA3PER wriggles, scratches the floor with his toe, and blushes.
He may be from Groat's landing, Ind., but there's nothing wrong
with nis glands.

BEEVILAUIST: Miss FPulgepenny, Casper and I have just engaged this
guide to show us the sights. Perhaps you would care to accompany us.

MaVIS: why, I'd love to. (Come, Casper.

Sne takes CAGSFEhL by the arm, and they exil R. BEEVILQUIST and
DOLBOV .Y SPRAIN follow, w1nk1nb slyly at each other,

CURTAINW

ACT II

A slan-den., This is the low dive to which the conspirators have lured
Casper. It is a low, raftered cellar room, dripping with moisture, znd
1it by candles., Cobwebs make the dim corners ghostly. At L rear is

z shrouded form which is later revealed to be an electiric Gestetner.
There are two tables in the rdom. On one are the sheets of a fanzi;e,
ready for coilating. At the other sit CASPER, 1AVIS, BEEVILOUIST, and
DXIOVAN SPRAIN. In a distant corner, unnoticed by the rest, BURBLES
¥IISTER TACHER s8its, quietly reading Skyhook.

CAPIR's face is flushed, his hair is tousled, his tie is awry; the
vecret agents have been plying him with ghoul-aid, which, together with
th2 smell of wmimeo ink pervading the air, has quite befuddled him. The
way MAVIS rubs agsinst him hasn't helped, either.
£3 the curftain risaes, the four are raising their glasses in a toast.
EZEVILYUIST: To tite latest and best: Tighth Fandcmt
ALL, THREZ: Bighth Pandown!

They drink. C.3rCh passes out, and falls to the fioor.
MAVIS: Geod Ghod, Beevilauist, what did you put in his drinke?

EEVILAULET:  The most powerful soporlflc known to man--a copy of “he
Fz.,onal Fantasy Fat.




DONOVAN SPRAI{:  Ughl

LEVIL\ULSTs 3top your foolish chatter, Sprain-~-we have work to do
if we're going to get this neo to Mew York. Mavis, you go to the
livery stable and rent a buggy. Bring it to the door. gprain, you
- gome with me,  tfe'll get a stretcher to carry him. {To the sleeping
Casper) ny young friend, you're as good as- in New York Fandom right

now!

MAVIb BudVIuJUIJT and DONOVhN SPBAIN exit L- :

BUBBLES 'bUOTEhMAGHER comes, scmewhat f{imidly, out of her corner,
She has overheard the whole thing. She stands over the recumbent
CASPER and looks at him =adly. _

BUBBLEZS: ©Poor ladi{ To¢ be shanghaied into New York Fandom at such a
tender age! Little does he recx the fate irn store for him. All too
soon he will be cuained to a typewriter, obliged to grind out reams of
dull copy; or cranking endlessly at a mimeo, in the dreadiul suamer
heat of New york; .or (she shudders) forced to write the wailing com-
ments on SAPS malllngs. {this Iast is too much, and she sobs aloud)
No, I cannot let it happen] He Joubtless has a dear gray~naired
mother gafiating a2t home, awaiting word of her wandering neo. I nust
save him! But how? ho can help? (She is distraught) '

VULCAN TRdﬁﬁ“enters C. He is & fat, flabby fringefan, with a
wispy beard and a 1isp. :

TRAUB Great Gau, Bubbles, mho's that?

BUBBLI3: 4an 1nnocent neo who is bezng ahanghaled by the New york
groupe.. . o o o - o _ :

TRKU'B& oh.

BUBBL S: Vulcan, T know that 1 am a hardened woman, Who ‘has seen much

of the seamy side of life, but I tell you T could weep at the dire

fate in store for this fair youth. We must save him!. Yo matter how
fearful the reprisals, no watter what grim form their revenge may

tage, our integrify requires--nay, demands--that we expend, if necessary,
ovr last drop ef blood to save tnia neo, random's brightest hope..

'&UB. Oh.

Footsteps are heard approachlng.

3IBBLESS . Tney're comlng back . (She casts about for a hldlng plaoe)
That trunk' quickly, we must put nlm ingide} . , ,

They uncereaonlously shove CASPER into -the trunk and clnse the
lid. Tuen they rusih to the Gestelner, uncover it, and turn ¢t
on, pretendlng to be getting out a one-shot. BEIVILAUIST, TAVIS

4 DOTOVAN SPRAIV enter Q. They sxmul aneously discover iheov
CaSEER is mlbblng. - o

BEEVILOUIST: - Good Ghodl
TATISE Together {FEe's gonel
\quVxﬂ 5Pn\IN ght -
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MAVIS: 7You've bungled the job, .Beevilquist. The WS™S will hear about
this} _ ' .

DONOVal SPRAllls 1 suspect you of being a Trotekyite, Beevilquist.

BEEVILOUIST: (Shouting) Recriminations will accomplish nothing.
Perhaps we can still catch himt

They rush out ¢, shouting imprecations and threatening each
other wita lawsuits, BUBBLES and TRAUB turn off the mimeo.

TRAUB: WwWhatts next?

BUBBLES: First, we must wake him; then we must persuade him that he
mist enter, and remain in, Chicago Fandom.

TRAUB: How ya gonna do that?
BUBBLE3: We'll let him snake hands with mBarl Jfeup.

Muffled noises come from the trunk. They rush to open it.
CASPER, much the worse for wear, lurches out.

BUBBL%Y3: (Come, Casper dear, Itll help you walk. Wetll go to the
clubhouse.

They exit ¢, MAVIS supporting the woozy CASPER.
TRAUB: My plans are maturing nicely. ow that the New vorkers are
out of the way, it will be casy to spirit the hapless youth away from
this unimaginative Cuicusio group. Then it's heigh-ho! for Berkeley!
Now 1f only that infernal doctor would come--

Peter Ilyitch MeBride, ¥M.D., enters ¢. He wears a white skull-
cap, surgeon's smock, and rubber gloves.

TRaUB: Well, Doctor, here you are. jire you ready!

MCERIDE: Traub, I won't do it! Why should I perform a prefrontal
lobotomy on tuis poor lad?

TRAUB$ McBride, you may as well know that I am an agent of Berkeley
fandom, sent here to bring Casper Follicle to our fair city. To be

in Berkeley Fandom, one must te enrolled in the yniversity of Califor-
nia; and it is betfter not to have 2 whole brain at that instifution.
Therefore--prefrontal lobotomy!l

MCBRIDE: I won't do it}

TRAUB: You forget, Doctor: I know your secret.

MCBRIDE: Please, Traub, not sc loud!?

TRAUB: Yes, I awa the only living person who knows--

MOBRIDE: (Desvairingly) Traub!

TRAUB: That you regularly read Plying Saucers From Other Vorlds,
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MCBRIDE: (Broken) All right, Traub, -you win. A surgeon's reputation

is his livelinood+=if you tatk it will ruin me. I'1l perform the
operatlon.

TRAUB: Goodl

 CURTATN
_5; 11

The cluhroem of ch;eago Fandom. A dlngy loft, wzth a apeaker'e
lectern at one end, and a few treacherous-looking folding chairs
geattered ‘about. On .the wall. is a banner reading, "CHICAGO IN '59,
t60, '61, 162, 163, '64, '65, and after that wetll see."

CASPER_and BUBBLES are awaiting tue arrival of Rarl Xemp,; Chicago
_Fandom's secret weapon. caeper is eweatlng nervously.

- CASPER1 " What'e keepzng hlm?

' BUBBLESY Pray\do ot permit youreelf to become apprehenezve, dear
' Casper., He will oome..::u;

'TRAUB entere Li "He is calrylng a bOx whioh gontains the beer
- cans ne ‘is collecting in Chicago to take hack to Berkeley. He
now meare a trlple propellor hean1e.=__ :
TRAUB: Alas, frlende, our- plene have gone aground on an unexpected
snag where all appeared to be fair weather. Kemp states that he will
" be unable ‘to be present, for his new horses~gar has broken dowmn.
_ (Aelde) ThlB 1e merely a pretext to remove Bubblee from the premises.
BUBBLeSz But ne-—that oannot be' 1 wlll go myeelf and fetch him}

she exits L. THAUB Walts a moment to be sure she is gone.
Then he opens . the door R and ealls out.v ‘

TRAUB: HcBrlde"e

mCBﬁIDE enters. He is still in full surgeon's fig, and now
carrlee an. aseortment ef toole--eame, hammere, chieele ete.

TRAUB'? There'e your men, voBrade--let'e get to work.
GASPER: May I 1nqu1re, gentlemen, what th:e 1e all ehout?

TRAUBS My young frlend, we propose, by means of e prefrontal 1obotomy,
to traneﬁorm you into. a Berkeley fan.;_ :

CAS“ER'S ‘ayesg. bug out in- horror. He bolte for the door. TRAUB
and MCERIDE -catch:-and overpower him.u They truss him up and lay
. hzm across t%o chairs, = - T S :

TRAUBY ALl r:ght thrlde.-':f~7.~u:“"

MGBRIDE hafts various tools, trying to eeleot one., Einally.he--
chooses a hammer and cold chisel -and edvan¢es toward CASPER.
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sgddenly the door I burets open, and BEEVILAUIST and DONOVAN
SFRATIY rusih in. BEBVILQUIST is armed with a .38 police positive.

BEBVILOUIST: Ahat My arch-enemy, Vulecan Traub, secret agent of
Berkeley Fandom! I thought I detected your fine Italian hand in this
embrogliv., Bui now the tables are  turned. Reicase the boyt

TRAUD gnaslies his teeth, but complies, .CASPER rubs his wrists
and ankles to restore circulation.’ -

BEEVILWIST: Come, -Casper, we're off to }ew. York. Sprain, you remain
here to guard thesce backwoods fen. Here, take the gun.

He hands the pistol to DOJOVAN SFRAIN.. SPRAIN. immediately points
tile gun at BELVILGWUIST. .

BEEVILAUIST: Wha--what's thise

DOHOVAN 3FL..IIdY Know, sirralh, that I am not in fact ponovan Sprain,
an Indian guide, nor yet your secret accomplice in theSe nefarious
under takings, but that I aum, rather, (He throws off his Indian - dis-
guise) HOLLINGSWORTH GLEW; agent of Scaltered ptidwesfern pFandom. I
place all you secret agents under arrest.“(TG-casger) Young fan,

you have had a narrow egcape. - Permit me now to ofier a word of advice:
go back teo Groat's Landing, and do your fanning there., The besi

things have ever come from. the isolated fap-~-only remember Bloomington,
Fond du Lac, Weyauwega, 5alt Lake City. @0 bacik to Groatts.Landing
and work hard, umy boy, and--who knows?--perhaps some day you will have
a Gestetner and blue ink.  What d4q you say? -

CASPERt Indeed, sir, I cannot but feel that you are right., My virtue
has been assailed from every quarter since first I came to this great
city, and I have been persuaded by your elogquence that Groat's Landing
is the place for me to fan. I suall shoke the dust of this wicked
metropolis frou my heels toute de suite.

GLEW: Good! and now, you rascals, march! You will receive fair
trials, but I tuink I can promise that you will receive sentences of
not less than five years of reading Galaxy bYook reviews.

GLEV exits 7, herding BERVILOUIST, TRAUB and MCBRIDE before him,
all three malefactors are sobbing bitterly at the thought of

tne punishment in store ior them. As they file out, BUBBLES
enters and stures after them for a moment. Then she turns to
CASPER.~ " .- . e e

BUGBLES: Casper dear, I have bvad news: Kemp refuses to come.

CA3SPER: Do not concern yourself, my sweet, Hollingsworth Glew,
agent of Scattered Hidwestern Fandow, has persuaded me %o return fto
my 'native heatli, there to lead = life of nonest toil and isolated
fanac., But before I go, my dear lfiss Fenstermacher, I make bold to
tell you that I entertain for you a great but pure love, and to plcce
vefore you--humbly and respectfully--my heart,. In short, liiss Fen-
stermacher, I propose thst you and T unite our hearts in holy
matrimony, and that we go down fandom's road hand-in-hand.

BUBBLES: Casper, I accept.
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They embrace, and Caaper'xisses her~--in a chaste fannish way--
on the forehead. They stand in silence for a woment.

BUBBLES: Casper, now that we are engaged, there is something I
must tell you. _

C.SEERS Speas, ny love.

BUBBLES: (Casper, you velieve me to be Bubbles Fenstermacher, a peoor
but virtuous B-girl, but such is not the .case. My great. love for
you now compells me to confess that I am actually 6. 71, Pemberton,
gegret agent of Seattle Fandom, sent here to 1ure you to geattle,

CaSPER: (ZInundersiruck) But, Bubbles (if I may so continue to
addre-s you) you have already accepted my proposal, and 1 must tell
you that I will never eo to Seattle.s

BUBELE3: You need not, my love; I will mever all connectlon with
the Seattle group, and come mith you to Groat's Landlng, mhere--

CASPEL: Where vwe will live in a roae covered cottage ‘and save up
for a Gestetner'

BUBBL®3: And blue ink}
They embrace as

| THE CURTAIN FALLS

H AP PY
/‘{‘2%’




[HE £AD WHO. HATED QUOTEEARNS

It's been a couple of years since any of us have seen chuck Tigert,
but we still tuls cbout him every now zand then. wetll be sitting a-
round at & club imeetin, or one-suot session or sometuilng and one of
tie guys--usually George Denison--will say something. lixe, "Seven
quotecards todnay. Seven-lousy quotecardsti*. Then we bust up laushing
and we're of f on 2 Bitl of reminiscence for awhile.

L"}'L

fhuck was duite a
guy. He wore glisses somefimes, and he was fairly short, but he had
a hell of a build. 'vhen he was first attending club meetings he was
all rediiot for tiue Lirls--ac'd just finisned high aciool arid to him a
fanclub weeting seewed liie a scnool social or sometuing, especially .
since so uwany of us were teenabers and at that time there were so many
girls in the club.

. He was dating thiis one girl in tae club--Clair, a
real honey-blond with tuis figure. But all of a sudden tuey stopped
seeily eaca othyr ind lardly talked at meetings, even. It wasn't long
beiore Chmics told soawe of us waat nad happened. They'd started some
pretiy neavy petting and all of a sudden sie stopped hiam. He said
what's wrong, let's go, and she said she was afrzid she might get
pregnant. v.fter 211, she s2id, "science fiction fans of all people
should be able to look to the future.m" Cunuck said she was too God
damned wueh of a fan. P ]

But later he got pretty involved in fandom him-
self., 1le got to flexing unis kiceps for us and telling us that that
arm was the one tuut eranxed out toirty payges or wmore of fanzines a
month, for guodsake, wnd touerets a sfory tazt George Denison tells
about Cuuck that later, when he got so well-known in fandom, he was
trying to wake tiwe with this femmefanne and she wanted him to say
some love-words or something to her. Well, Chuck wust have teen pretty
tad at it, because she gotl coupletely cold and said wiy couldntt he
be poetic once in awanile, cChuek blew up and said, "Por Chrissake, I'm
a BiF, isn't that enouph?!

= Cancx started publishing back in tie middle
of the Seventh Pandon ruckus, wien ] wasn't wuch more than a fringe-fan
myself. In six onths he?d worked his way right to the top of the
heap, if you want to put it that way. Chuck always did, snyway. He
said that fandom was like anything else, you had to work like mad if
you wanted to get anywhere. "I never knew a guy %ho could take a dame
to bed without working uiis ass off for it, and fandom is the same way,"
he said.

And he went a2t fandom like he was on the uwake. He had two
zines going for awhile, CLOCIT/ORIZ and HERT TMYR™ BE TIGERT. CLOCKWORK
was a monthly mag, and he prided himself on its regularity, as you
might guess from the title. HEL® THERTE B% TIGWRT was shorter, and
usually appeared wmore often~--it was one of the "snapzines® that wcere
appearinsg so wuch then, like Larry Balint's, and John Magnus', and
Caarles Vells' and so fortu. It was the thing to do then.

Well, he
had these two zines, and he really played them for all they were worth.
He had this driving urge to get to the top, to ke a B, to be a force
in fandom or something like that. ot through conceit-~1111 give him
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credit for more than that. It was just that there were a lot of things
he didntt like about fandom, and it seemed the most natural thing in
the world for him to try to change thew. The only way he could do that,
- he figured, was to gaim soue sort of stature in the field. _ '
_ A o CLOCKWORK
was the zine he used to set himself up at first. It was a pretty
decent zine, all in all. He never had willis or Bloch or any of the
really top writers, except maybe in the letter column now and then,
but he had a pretty good eye for new talent, and he developed his own
stable of writers, as he called them. George Denison was one of f{hen,
~of course~--lLe had a column in there., And there was Marty Beyne with
his "Panaistory Rewritten" series, and Sylvia jlarrison's gartoons.
Ron Bllik 414 fanzine reviews for him for awhile, I think. ,

Well, by
his fourth or fifth issue Chuck was really hitting nis stride. The
letter column had expanded fo around ten pages an issue--that's with
gylvia's cartoons padding it out a bit, of course. ¢Chuck often bragged
that he wrote fifty letters a week, and though 1 dontt know whether
that was true or not, it probably wasn't wucua of an exaggeratlon. The
guy spent all hig evenings wrifting letfers, and he was a fast typist.
I don't know who he gorresponded with in particular, btut George says
nis letters were mostly. fan-politics of one sort of another. U"Smoke-
filled envelopes," George likes to call then.

1 remember that he
started getting 1rre5ular in nis attendance af tge club meet:ngi then,
- and it was becgause une spent so
77%5K17’ ﬁéﬂHstmuch tine at his corresgondence.
/ﬂffﬁ;ﬁﬁif' : tthen he did come to meetings he
' 57ﬁﬁ:ﬁ’ invariably started a harangne
// about how the rest of us ought to
/S get into. fandom more, not just
- 8it around at meetings talking.,
"Get off your cansi" he'd say.,
Wyou guys are completely unknown
in general fandomiv - And wetd tell
- him we"liked just reading and
falking about stf and that fandom
could go- hang. ¥He finally said,
- "ok ghrist, forget I even brought
it up. You guys would just go
Joln the N3F anyway."

-Along. about
this time. Chuck decided to start his snapzine, HERE THERE BE TIGERT.
He always used my mimeograph, of aourse, It's funny how he.could make
“that thing reproduce a neat page when T couldn't run off anything that
looked better than-one of Ray Thompson's things. He wrote fanzine:
reviews in the zine: to sfart WLtn-—long ones, muybe a page or more on
each zine--but ‘before long he was expanding uis opinionating. to more
. general topics. He got off onto thie kiek against the apats for .a- -

- while, saying-they were draining the - llfeblood of fandom away. "Fan-.

.dom's Never-jjever Land," he called them, “where they build castles in
airianﬂ argue over how many malling comments ¢an dance on the heal of
a pin.

Well he went on for several issues, a meek or .two apart, and
'naturally his opinions started quite a bit of controversy, whigh he
printed as much as he could,  He mas attracting a lot of attentloﬂ to
hlmself. all rlght.ﬂ

‘But he was also expanding his llst of oorreSpon-
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dents, and it got to the point pretty soon where it was a choice of
dropping some correspondents or spending absolutely all his time
writing letters. Fe cnose to drop some correspondents, and unfortun-
ately a few of thewm got mad about it, Pirst thing he knew, good old
chuck Tigert was involved in two or three feuds.

If there's anything
that will underwine a fan's reputation in fandom, itte feuding. PFan-
feuds rarely are conducted on a strictly honoratle or even logical
basis, and as is usual Chuck came in for some pretty heavy personal
attacks, One fan juiped on him for a typo he'd made in HERE THERT BE
TIGERT, and harped on that for all it was worth. Chuck got really
mad about that--after all, there he was publishing this thing almost
every week, and ftirying to kKeep up withh his correspondence and CLOCKWORK
too, and then this puy started yupping about a simple little wmistake
like spacing wrong when referring to “Destination Moon" as “george
Palts hit movie"., <You c¢an't really blame chuck for getting mad.

AC~-
tually, ‘though, he went overboard himself in his reply, and some of
the language he used wesn't in the best taste--probably not even
legally wmailable., After all, as somebody (I think it was George again)
wrote in to the next issue, swearing was an old fannish tradition,
from Tucker to Burbee, but even they had purposely invented and used
circumlocutions like rosebud and fugghead.

Chuck around this time was
in his greatest period in fandom, but he was already starting fo slip,
at least as far as his plans for fannish fame and influence vere con-
cerned., You can't maintain a respected position when yourre under
personal attacks like Cuuck was, ahd especially not when you're as
thin=-skinned as Chwuck. He got blasted, he blasted back, and bvefore
long even the formerly neutral fans were making cracks about HERE THRRE
BE TIGHRT Yeing run under the law of the jungle, and so forth. You
know how fans are. To make it worse, he wasn't able to keep his
montnly zine very regular, and one of his critics sent him some Ex-Lax
that Curistinas.

Chiuck wmigant have pulled out of the slunp--he was
pretty uwot-headed, but he had good sense underneatin--if it nadn't been
for the beginning of quotecards right then. I don't know wno origirated
the things, but the first ones Chuck got were from Harry Enevoldson,
the guy who'd teed off on hiwm over the "Destination joon" typo. I
remember tite nignt cCuuck came over to my place to run off an issue of
CLOCWJORE, and ue bLrought tuese tvo gquotecards frow Enevoldson with
him. "“Som oif a bitcu," he said, "look at these thing:. I'll bet old
Harry-butt thinks he's really come up with something fabulously fannish
here.,"” He showed them to me, but I didn't think much of the matter at
the time.

. Chuek didn't get out another issue of HERE THERE BE TIGERT
for a couple of weeks after that, and in that time he got akbout half-a~
dozen more quotecards, including some wore from Enevoldson. Well, in
his next issue Chuck cut loose with a blast at quotecards. He knew by
this time that -Bnevoldson hadn't originated thew, but that didntt
matter. He said they were just the sort of .crap that Enevoeldson would
go for anyway.

I'n afraid he wasnt*t very coherent in his blast, thncugh
he managed to come up with some of the most bitter prose ever written
in fandonm. What wac really griping him about the things, he said, was
that their only purpose secmed to be for fans to show ofif what big
wheels they were by signing them a2nd sending tuem to some BHF. Then,
he said, other fans would get the impression that these guys were
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gorresponding regularly with the big names. He went on for paragraph
after paragrapn on that, but my faverite line was, vJuotecards are the
mogt perverted form of self-gratification that fandom has.ﬁ doubt
1 dou
that even chuck was aurprised when his tirade drew heated comments
from other fans, but he kept up the crusade, slipping in comments
about guotecards even in the fanzine reviews--those of them he still
had time to'write. He was in so many feuds by now that his corres-
pondence was stupendous--and of course Chuck was never one to let an
insulting letter go unanswered.
.. Enevoldson, of = - o S THERE'S AMYTHING
course, was uis prime : - ok e '
opponent in the feuds., S 4? Lhﬁg_/71§ Jh%”ﬁféyg
He wrote two letters
to Chuex whica Quugk
printed in full, re-
plete with editorXial
interjections. But
behind the scenes, I
know, fthe feud was
even hotter. I doubt
that many fans know
that Chuck once paid
aluost a buck postage :
to send ®Bnevoldson a ~ IS
jagged stick, labelled “&§§§3

<<\\\5\\g::i::_,_——

"short—snorter shaft. Ram it and pass on.” Chuck was quite a guy.

Well, when you eone rlght domn to i¢, there really isn't mucn you can
say about quotecards, either for them or against thenm,. and before lonrg
the subjeat started to peter out., "I guess the whole thing would have
blown over in time, except for something that happened while Chuck was
stencilling HERE THERE BE TIGERT #ll. He was jusi about done with the
issue; and i{ had been pretty wmild, on the whole. He started digging
around in hisinotes Tfor some other things to write on to fill the laat
page-—and Just then the mail came. - : _ .

: At my_hpuse_that night running.off
the lssue, he explalned to me: ¥l was sitting there when I heard the
mailbox clunk, so I got up and got the mail. And god damn it if there
weren't seven lousy gquoiecards in.the batchi Now son of a bitcht I
haven't got engugh troutle trying to keep up thh ny correspona ence,
but I have %0 mess around with reams of bastard quotecards tool#

HERE
-THERE BE TIGERT #11 will probably ve remewbered by anyone who received
it as the wost incoherent issue of all.  Chuck went completely oV er-
board, writing two more pages right on stencil. He ended up by saying
that if anybody sent him any more guotecards he was going to keep them
bighed. "I'm going to start a collection of the damn things," he
wrote, - "It11 file awvay every one I geft, until I've got them all,
every one. _Maybe that way I can keep them out of clrculatzonl“

Three
weeks ment by before I heard from Chuck again. He showed up at my
place one night with ten stencils under his arm, ready to mimeograph.
I told him my wmimeo was on the blink Just then, which it was--the
roller wasn't engaging properly. But he hardly heard me; he Just
stormed into my den and slapped the first stencil on the drum. "pontt
bother me with excuses,® he kept saying, "i've got some of the most
class;c lnaults ever geen by man in this iasue.: I invented at least
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five new Anglo-Saxon idioms, right on stencilyy

ihat happened this
time?" I said.

"Happened? I'll tell you what happenedi" he said.
"3ince the last issue It've been getling wore God damned quotecaris
taan ever beforel - Enevoldson has started a bastard campaign to send
me quotecards! He calls it the Tigert Shafterst c¢lu¥%, or T. 5. for
shorti?
I had to laugh at that,
Wery funny, very funny!t he snapped.

"But I fixed their asses--] saved every single quotecard, just like T
said I would. And last night I put them all in the center of the
floor in tue bzsement and burned the damn things. They made a pile a
foot aigh, I swear to God}l Taey flared up and threw sparks all over
the damn place. Iiy goddam collection damn near caught on firet 7fi've
got a Startling with the best parts of a Bergey cover burned away to
than: Enevoldson for." He stopped. M"rhat the hellts wrong with this
idiot mimeograph, domiiti® he said. He'd been cranking tne machine
all this time, hardiy paying attention to the way the paper just got
torn into sureds.

"The roller doeen't enga.e,” I told him again. w1t
wont't runs you might as well give up."
That didn*t stop him, though.
He just muttered something and started cranking again, only faster,
And the sheets of paper ripped all to hell as they went through--if
they went through at all. "what the hell is this thing, a confettl
machine?" Caucx said, and kept trying to make it feed properly.
There's
notaing wore frustrating than ftrying to use a machine that's acting
like that. Chuck stood there bitching and swearing and turning the
erank round and round, then frying to fix the roller, trying it again,
and swearing even louder. TFinally, after he'd already wasted hall «
ream of paper, he threw back his head and yelled at the top of his
voice, "BALLSI" and started cranking furiously, the paper tearing and
shreddin,, ail over the wimeo takle and floor, Then he stopped cold
and very deliberately and .silently cleaned everytuing up, removed the
stencil from the drurn, picked up his stencils and paper, and stalked
cut, _ =
He turned in the doorway and said, *yhy don't you get a God damned
hektograph?" and slaumed the door.

George says that after that he came
to him and wanted to use his wimeograph, but George read the stencils
and said ae wouldn't allow them to be run on hias machine, Chuck blew
his staok, told George what to do with his column in CLOCKWORK, and
1hesiGr,

He hasn't been heard muoh from sinece., That issue of HERE THERE
BE TIGERT never appeared, and CLOCII/CRK folded too. The last I heara
of Chuck he'd graduated from eosllege and had a job as a salesman some-
where, making ciose to 10,000 a2 year, mostly on commissions.

_ Every
now and - then George and I get together, sometimes along with a few of
the older club members, and we talk 2 bit about him, But George naver
has told me what was in that last issue, He says he doesn't use taat
kind of language.
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Now, anyone who knows anything about ne underetande that, moral or
not, a school teacher must present a picture of supreme innocence or
te publically censur&d. We are paragons of respectability. we don't
do tne things the students' parents do. Some find it a shocking thing
that we actu«lly marry and lave cuildren. 1It's all right fo marry,
btut 5oed lord, don't even thing of do;ng mhat comes naturally.
I
th1nk this -is mhy eo many who gaw, or heard about my experlence with
Hatilda were shocked and reported me fo the Board. Me, the guy who
was more staid, more upright, more everything, than any other faculty
member in the building.
. . Ko one had warned me atout Matilda. The first
I heard ol the wenci was when I learned that she and I nust work to-
gether for a certain school function. I was at that time unaware that
the poor girl couldn't walk. - Some sort of paralysis had gripped her .
body at an extrenmely early age, allowing it to develop dll the womanly
traits, but under a handicap. She could use her arums, eomewhet, but-
I found it caused great pain for her.
411 this I 1earned gradually..f,ﬂ
You don't meet eomeone for the first time and start asking ques tions.

She was beautiful! I realised this when I firet met her. Two
hours later, I also found her t6 bte quite immodest.
. I entered the
Kowe E¢ room where she hdd'epent ‘tue afternoon. With me I carried
the costuue she was to wear, since it was wy pereonal property and I
didntt trust it to a student to take down to her.
_ Matildats lovely
face peered over the top of a screen in the corner. Bashfully, I
turned my head and laid the dress atop the enclosure. XNothing hap-
-pened. Wothing was said, Finally, I turned my head and saw her in-
tense btlue eyes looking at me . The dress was gone and I etared back,
monder1n5 wuy sue didntt come out.

T AY length she hecxoned and 1 de-
cided I would. have to help her. I edged forward toward the screen
and stepped around one end, thinking I mould ‘have to button her since
her arms didn't work so well,

My ghod'" I eald, aghast. - "You're

naked» : y
_ Beinyg. of a xlnd nature, I realised mny- mietake. She couldntt
belp it. 3 had been cruel., It didn't matter that we both worked in
the same school system. It didn't seem to matter, from her look, that
she was a woman and I was = man. She needed help and 1 was the. only
one available to give it to her,

I found myeelf wishing Vanda were
there. stupzdly, I had told her I would show Matilda what to do. - I
understood what Vanda nad meant when ehe'd smlled and said, Good .
lugki? sShe must have known.

Gingerly, I picked up the dress where
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Matilda had dropped it and draped it over her, noticing as I 4id that
her skin was like polished alabaster. 4 sudden pain seemed to grasp
her right arm. She couldn?'t move it and ¥ couldnt*t get the sleeve
over it, no matter how hard I tried, without it being moved.

It was
getting late. I had to ke back at the school early that evening to
finish the stage setting. Matilda, as yet, didn't know what she was
to d40. I reachied a hasty decision.

"yYoutre well enough covered,
shall we go down to the
stagee" I asked. *0n, the
halls are deserted by now,"
1 added when I noticed the
cold stare.

. This seemed
agreeable and I started out.
i stopped when I remeumbvered
her wheel chair was not
taere,

tshould I carry
you?* I queried, "I'm a
big man and it won't e an
trouble to have your weight
on me,!

She agreed., It°
was a difficult thing to do.
1t pained her to bend so I
ended up putting an arm
arcund her middle and lug-
ging her that way. Appar-
ently she was used to this
method of transportation.
Eer skin, under the dress,
felt almost calloused.

About
halfway down the hall, a
group of football boys
passed me with whistles and
laughs, I turned wy head
to chastise tuem and, to my
: horror, saw iatilda's right

mammary staring at me. The draped dress Lad slipped away. I made a

frantic grat for the cloth to cover her and succeeded only in seizing

the flesh itself,

\__../ / ‘/

In great haste, I sat her down and redraped the
folds, then picked her up génily, being sure to pull the cloth so it
wouldn't slip a second tine.

Just outside the stage door, more aih-
letic-type boys passed, (aiety swelled their ranks and a raucous
whistle rent the air. I looked. The breast was covered. Then I
looked again in a rapid double-take.

“oh, my ghodi" I moaned aloud,
not c¢aring tuat gtudents heard me swearing. ‘That they beheld was far
more obvicus than a mere.word, There, before their innogent eyes, I
held fatilda in wmy arus. Yes, her breasts were covered. But, her
entire right leg was bare frow the navel on down. The skirt slashed
across her middle, dropping to theé rear just hilfway down the left



hip. Everything, and I mean everything, below was stark naked.

I
blushed, choked audibly, and d4id a quick hop, skip and jump into the
darkened auditorium and hid behind the drapes.

This was too much for
my tortured nerves. I planted jjatilda in a chair and as quickly as
possible worked the dress over the lame arm. Then, in an irate voice,
1 informed thne hussy what she was to do on the stage that night and
turned to go.

n111) kring the gray wig for you when I come back," I
fossed as a parting remsrk and went out the door.
As I left the
building I passed Vanda. "Shets in there. 7You take over for awhile,"
I blusned and went houe to Diane.

Under ordinary circumstances, this certainly should have been the
end of it. I huad been thoroughly embarassed in front of my students.
I'd be red in the face for days.

Bad luck still rode my tracks,
thouga. This wanton hunk of Iewmale pulcihritude still had her clutches
hooked into me, Loose women
are not a hobby with ume.

My pogition doesn't allow
for such reckless carryings-
on. and nere I was--against
my will, to be sure--fum-
bling around witiu this ftool
of Satan right in the school
building.

With gross fore-
boding, I travelled back to
the school a half hiour early
that night to see that
everything was in readi-
NESSa

BWverything was ready,
all right, but not the way
I expected. as I walked
backstage, an inner voice
told wme to check Leifore 1
turned on the ligits. I didntt.

Matildars smile reached out to me.
Her eyes begged. Since Tt'd left her she had changed clothes, then
back to the costume with little success. Both of those...things...
stared out at ne,

I was definitely beginning to nave qualms about
this obviously rather lewd young woman. Her informifies were a draw=-
back to her, true, but never in wmy life had I run into a female who
was 80 innocently immoral in a public building.

Swallowing the lump
in my throat, I advanced on her and drew the gray wig over her head.
Somehow, I sensed an embarrassment on her part and it eased the ten-
sion. BSlightly. Iiaybe she didn'%t like the situation either. after
all, this trazen attitude could be a psychological cover-up for bhent
feelings of helplessness. (I later found she was witiout relatives
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and had to rely on anyone, male or female, who could or would help
her.,

) In the light of tuis new feeling of pity, I searched out a
couple of gafety pins 2nd adroitly adjusted the dress back over her
pale pink body. I remember thinking it would nave teen nice if shg
had worn underwerr, but needless to say I could see the hindrance it
would have caused her.

-

The program was a huge success, and before Vanda and I set out to
clear the stage we heard several comuents on how nice jatilda had
looked, that it was indeed a marvelous thing the school system kept
her on the payroll with her handicap., I wondered how many of the men
who comaented hid ever met her personnlly as I had. I decided T
didn't want the answer.

‘\\§ : With little efiort, Vvanda and I raised
. uﬁ\\A \\ ; iMatilda to her feet,

"you hold her up now,

Guy," vanda said.

“Itll push her cart up

and we'll aelp her get
on it."

i As daintily
5=¥as possitle, I slipped
my arm 1round her waist
and watched as Vanda
wheeled in the convey~
ance. I'd never seen
anything quite like
it.. It looked much
like the four-leggesd,
castered squares for
teaching spastics fo
walk. only, of course,

it was rwich larger.

"/hat's that for?" I asked, pointing to a long
rod sticking up.
Ylier brace. We have to put her tack~strap over it
to keep her standing.?
"How?® I puzzled.
She didn*t answer, and
Matilda offered no explanation,

It took both of us, and the only way
we could do it right was to hoist her dress up behind so we could be
sure of anitting the nole in tiue strap.

There we stood, Vanda and I,
each with a hand on a bButtock and one on an arm, hoisting away. Sud-
denly Vanda let out a squeal,

"The windows! The klinds aren't
drawni” Sue let go of Matilda and tore for the drapery cord to shut
off the view of the departing crowd, tut not vefore they had had =
good gliuapse or our %antics",

The worst now happened. All of
Matilda's weight came on me and threw me off balance. ‘e staggered,
stumbled, and fell. I reached for balance and succeeded only in
pulling the front, as well as the tack, of her dress up above her
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waist, e landed with a thud, with me on top, and, as if triggered,
toth arms shot around my neck and held tight. :
At this point, Miss
Sourapple chose to walk onto the stage. why she picked this exact
minute, I'1ll never Xkiow. '
- Yyells ir. Termllle er} 1 came back here
to tnank you for your splendid stage setting, but this...this type of
,conduct is...is...dlrty'" She couldn't geem to think of any other
: MBut, but... 1 tried to give an explanation as I struggled
to free myself. _ _
_ ‘ "The Board will hear of this assault on poor ifiss
Matilda;“ Sue stormed from the roou. .

: ' Vanda came back from the win-
dows and helped me to get free. As I stooéd up, the picture of what
Hiss Sourapple must have geen--and thought--came over me. I looked at
Vanda, she 1ooked at me, and we both burst info uproarlous laugh-
ter.

. We didn' i etop our hysterics for a good fen minutes. Matilda
just stood tnere, glaring.
When our hilarity subsided, we sluuped
1ntp chairs, panting. : '
o #Itve had enough of that wench," I finally
managed. "Itm through with her. "My reputation is damaged beyond
repair.t :
Vanda suiled wanly. "She has been 2 provlemn. When does she
go back to ner own building?"
"Wot until tomorrow." I frowned at
Matilda, not carlng whether she could hear or not. : :

The incandéscents suddenly burst intoc @ neonic glare. 9"Come on,
" help me get her to tue office._ I'm not going‘tn be the only goat in
this school,

AS we aided the helpleee female to the offlce, 1 unfolded
my plan and we quickly carried 1t out., DPoor Matilda tried to ignore
what was going on. . ' B :
Before a-alzable crowd, we undressed Matilda,
1eaving her nude, I hastened to my room for a long brown wig, while
Vanda procured a huge rose and put it in Matildats right hand. "

_ : o : : Then

we pushed her into the aafe. : C S
T "There," i eald. "fhoever opens the
vault in the mnrning will get a nasty jolt. I can't imagine anything
worse than swinging open that.door and heing confronted by a manlkln
'dressed oenly in a rose and a wig." g
The door clanged shut and I lef

the nude to malt for her next victlm. .
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We (Ted & Sylvia Jhite, Johkn % Joanne Hagnus, “and myeelf) drove up
along some hell-spamned route that lead us through the back alleys of
every suburb between the Delaware State Line and downtown’ Ph1ladelph1a,
reaching the. Sher”ton shortly after nooh follomzng -adventures with
submarines, radiators of infinite capacity, steak sandwiches, beer -
mugs and other things such ag eheerful happy fan types become 1nvolved
with.

We looked for the meeting on tne announcement board by the
main desk...
- and croggled. It saids “Indep & canstltutlon Rooms:
Meeting of the WORLD SCIENCET VICTION SOCIETY from 9AMM.
_ 1t wasn't a
vile Plot, Juet 2 wistake by the management._ _ - o
Niock and Ijoreen Falasca
were up there lookKing the place over--they'd gotien there 8o early
that the hotel people thought they were on the Philcon committee and -
had been asking them for instructions on setting the place up. Nobody
there, so0 Joanne and I went out for drinkables and for aspirin (the
latter was merely on account of the skull-splitiing headache I had
collected driving up, not forethought for the morning-afier), returning
to find things getting under way--conclave committee members doing
fussy tuings to the light switches, setting up sales benches, getting
ready to register people and otherwise acting commtitteelike, -John -
Magnus told me that he & Joanne might'ntt be Spending the night at
the con hotel after all, since their rates were $10 a night for ‘g
single and 514 for a double. This is the place that wants Philly -
fandom to throw a worldecon there.,..l can see why.

AS well as I could
see the platform for the first few minutes--a headache’ plus three
aspirin and a dexidrine pill washed down with warm water is no fun,
chumg-~-the con was opened in a rather sercon speech by Fal Lynch fol-
loved by an excellent speech by Bob Silverberg, "A Science-™iction
Writerts Bookshelf ," in which Bob offered variation on a theme by
Alexandre Dumas (who likened an author to a pitcher, which must be
filled up before it begins to pour). A set of introductions by Hal
Lynch and gam Hoskowitz followed; next came Ackerman, flashing a Lens
{of the type Karen Andergon discovered to fandom) and firing off a
gagging, and uninspired, series of puns. Bill Rickhardt gave a
sketchy outline of plans for the Detention and a deeply woving plea
for the Berry to Detention fund.. (cheers.)' after this piece of gen-
erous public-spirited charitable fund-raising Phlledelphla turneéd - to
a piece of crass commercialism: ' they began to sell advance member- '
ships in the 1960 con to be held in philadelphia.

' AS We ment out
seeking coffee I told tham to pell ell they could now, because thererd
be no market for them after the *'59 con had voted., They sneered and
I psneered right back...

When the eight of us (Larry shaw, Nick %
Noreen Palasca, Bill Conaho, Phyllis Scott, Ted & Sylvia, and me) got
back somebody was making a speech for an out-of ~the-way community
which also had thoughts of bidding for the *60 con. Someplace go by



name of ﬂittsburgh._. B T

' Milton As Lothman, a Fh. D. in physics and an
old-time fan, was "interviewed" by Tom purdom, giving such answers

as would cause no sgecurity wman uloers, before the prOgram got a little
more fanuisu with Hel Lynch making a piteh for Puilly in '60 and...
here arose a bit of noise from tie tackground as Hang sStefan gan-
tesson, ghod tless him, asked on behalf of Washington whether the
support from the 0ity of Thiladelphia and from the hotel management
would inelude a reduction in rates to somethirng less than $10 a night.
Lynch flinched and looked around him with a hunted expression,

deriving no support from 4E ackerman {who was sitting on the platform,
with "DC in 1601% displayed on his badge) or Bob zilverberg (¥ho was
sitting on the platforu, with "D¢ in '60%v displayed on his badge) or
the people in the two first rows, who...oh, you get the picture? Hal
rallied himsélf and manfully announced that Arrangements Had Beeén :
Made for a reduction, and then hastily rushed on to a Big Debate for
the t60 Con between Washlngton and Thiladelphia...a Gria Debate, was
the way ne expressed it. He called a Washlngton fan out to take
part in the debate... : '

Ben Bemmy shambled forth from behind the screen,
clad in rutber false feet and hands and a three-eyed monster mask.

Hal launchied into an eulogy of "hiladelphia fandom (breaking through
the cry from an irresponsible D¢ fan in the audience: “Ben, we missed
you at the last meetlng'n) and introduced their champion...in ¥Franken=-
stein mask. He filled in this scene with @ Garrage of very well
chosen gorn wikch even had the Lnemy (us, that is} applauding.
- We
sklpped an illustrated lecture by Sam Moskowitz to organize a Group
Spaghettl Dinner -at the Turin Grotto, during which I and some of - the
others were 1n1tiated into the Wew York Futlrlane. - Ah, glory. -

The
con didn't start aadln £ill 8: 00 PM, it turned out, g0 we kept on to
th vlllage for a small drinking party. All sorts of couments from

i : 242 the Wew Yorkers about how it was jusi like
-l houe, of ‘course.,..the Village is a btar about
"a bloek from the Sheraton. Tefreshed {the
vodka gollinses I had were, as my old first
sergeant liked to tell me, just what was
7] necessary to get.rid of a headache), we
,ftrlckled back to the con room for the clgsing
session, where I became the first fan to eat
a bee at a fan convention (too salty for my
taste...); Belle Diétz showed a film of the
Jo0lagon aomewhat disrupted by the claque
which cheered anna Moffatt whenever she showed
up on the screen, and Hal Lynch apologetically

%l announced that they'd been unable to get the

| Bducational Film on uranium and atomlic power

i they'd planned to edify us with; he hoped we

(% wouldn't mind watching Mr. Magoo instead. We

- didn't mind., ¥ick & Noreen Talasca held a

ay R\ '4 raffle for the Berry-to-Detention Wund, with

SHN S 11 Dollens and some rather low-grade art work

as flrst and gonsolation prizes respectively. The first two numbers
were 268190 and «6zz4d; the tickets [ held were 268189 and 262243...
and things broxe up in a disorderly fashion after that. Indeed, it
was a. dianrderly hrawl, aince ph;lly, in a dempnstratlon of how wer!d
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aublzmate our desfructive impulses. during the Space Age, staged = mass
gun battle between six volunteers and six hired killers from the wilds
of Pennaylvanla. :
1 know not what happened thereafter. (1f anythlng
dids- it was the last eveni on the program), since I collected my arm-~
ful. of {whisper itl) science-fiction ' ,
mcgazines and my helf-gallon of wine ~ ,
--1've been to these late parties. be- S R
fore, you Know--and went down- the : . .
hioek to the dingy hobert jorris’ hotel , €
where the FTalascas were staying. They -~ = W&
hod-left the door open, so it was : R
just a matter of waiting while others
‘$rickled in over the -next half-hour
and tihe tale of what befell there I
leave to others fo recount, since I
hadda leave af eleven to start bagk
to Washington~~I lhad widterms coming -
Mondey and work all that -day, so.
needed t{o etudy Sunday. - and Itdrve
made it baecx in three hourg, too, if
it hadn'{ been for that damned
f08eas

A few-bzta left over and presented here out of context: Larry
Shaw suggesting that tue reasons ﬁmerican know-~how doesntt work. on
the Vanguard is fthat it hasn't got any tail fins for Defroit to Im-
prove; Moskowitz asking whether Baltimore or Washington fandom was .
bidding for the DC in '60 con; Bill Rickhardt explaining patheticplly
to an indignant Ted white that it was pure accident that Philly got
their ad in the Detention booklet run in color; Sylvia Deées singing
the Carl Brandon words %o the songs from My Fair Lady when I played
ther on the jukebox in the Turin Grottu, e waiter at the same place
asking politely whether I were paying for all the group and me
realizing that I must look dreadfully mundane and Responsible with
my dark suit and reddish Madisonavenue beard and rough~gsilver tie~-
clasp {with the figure of a bat, in black, on it) when the ofthers
cheered for this suggestion; reeling away in horror at a glimpse . of
the Sheraton's wenu...the only price I can remember is for pumpkin
pie, at . b0¢g a siice; me winning third prize in the Berry-to-Detention
raffle, which turned out to be the illustration for “"Big Man wWith The
Ladies,” 'and whie¢h provoked comments we needn't discuss in a fanzine
devoted to intellectual and serious matters, and the Falascas finally
arriving in their room and finding at ‘least eight fans in residence,
lapping it up and wondering whegp-their'hoats Were...




L]

Foward DEVOre

FALASCACON HEPORT

Spaceflight Operations as. conducted from cieveland, ohio

¥r. and iirs. liicholas Falasca announced teoday that the current

sraceflight operation could be termed a partial success.
' o ' ' ' Although it

is not generally known, Falascafandom has been largely responsible for
major developments in recent spaceflight operstions, In Qctober of
1957 the Palascas decided that something should be done to further
spaceflight opercvtions, and held a gathering ¢f experts zt their home.
It had previously been deteruined that the first operation should be
on a sBuwall scile and they had decided upon putting an unmanned satel-
lite into orbit around the earth. Unfortunately, the only availatle
vehicle was locnted deep in Soviet Russia, In a true international
spirit they concentrated their energies, and using a buse fuel of al-
cohol blem this small vehicle into a temporary orbit around the
earth.

Intense interest was aroused turoughout the world, and in the
follomlng wontius further experiwents were made by the USA and Sovief
Russia. Despite thé handicap of operating without the assistance of
the Falasca group, some of these experiments were successful.

Oonly
slight progress was made during early 1958, and the Talascas again
determined to spur on science. Arrangemcnts were made with the U. S.
Alr-Force and a Jupiter C missile was designated as an ‘appropriate
venicle for a woon-orbiting attempt. Invitations were issued to
various experts once wore, and on the evening of october 10th they
began arriving 'in Cleveland,; Ohio. Tueling was arranged at a local
firing pad {known ds "the winery") and after fueling the group began
their incantations. During the evening of Qctober 10th anmd worning of
October'll Aroups of 1uthor1t1es arrlved and the rocket was launched.

The firing groceeded according to schedule until mid-day of October
1l. Unfortunately, guidance corrections were needed. It had been
planned to entrust this phasge to }Mr. Donald Ford of Cincinatti, Ohio
{*he could simply.reach up 2nd straighten it") but he had failed to
attend, In a desperate attempt, primitive measures were used: jets
of hot air were directed at the rocket by various members (who were
described as being "hlgh") but taey failed to reach the obJective.

On
sunday. evening, october l¢, the experlment was' ‘abandoned, all attendees
returned to their homes, and the missxla was allowed to expire in the
upper atmosphere.

' Undlsmajed by their partlal fallure, the malasca
group has announced plans for a new series of experiwments to be held
in mid-Qctober, 1859, They hope 1o land a manned rocket on the moon
at that time. The pilot will be 1natructed to return with a cargo
of green cheeae, destined to be consumed with the plentlful llquors
that are always available on Warwick Drive in Cleveland.
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V. J. R,

BOYD RABEBURN
9 Glenvalley Drive, Toronto 9, Qntario

Your editorial shows that you are a Sensitive Fannish type person,
and it is only to Ye hoped that you 4o not succumbk to the trale in-
fiuence of the serious and constructive publishing giants of Ber:
keley.

In re Ted Johnstone's bit: hat sordid lives these L.i. fans
lead. Hardly C.C.d-d.
Gad but I am croggled, I mean really crog-
gled, Here you were, sitting around thinking Sliam Gaillard ftec bve a
figment of Kerouac's imagination. What Ia The Younger Generation
Coming Te? I mean here Gaillard has been on the scene for years and
years and made famous records and all, and you had never heard of nim.
You have never heard of The Flat Foot Ploogie (with a floy floy} or
cement jlixer {puttee puttee} and all like that? <You are just plain
UNCULTURED. shamel
If and when Terry ever sends my tape tack to me,
T'1l record a bit of Geillard on the next tape, for I have odd bits
and pieces of Gaillard recordings available. I have never particularly
flipped over him on record, but in person he can Le mightiiy amusging.
A few years ago I dropped into Rirdland one night and there was
Gaillard on the stand keeping the whole c¢rowd in hilarious uproar
with references to somebody drinking peanut butter and gasoline which
in cold print sounds the most unhysterical thing you have probably
ever heard, walch just goes to shiow that he comes across bvest In per-
gon...the tigerish leer preceding a sudden jangle of dissonance from
guitar and all that sort of thing. I have somewhere an airshot from
Birdland wherein Gaillard utters enough voutis and roonis to kzep
you happy.
Regards, 3

A
[P ¢
What, me succumbk? I mean, to the influence of Berkeley

Puktlishing Giants? T don't know, Boyd--does marrying
one of them count? ...M.D.

LEN MOFFATT
10202 Belcher, Dovwney, Calif.

I have been in emoor park spelled backwerds all over the world, or
at least from Jorfolk (Virginia, indeed a misnomered state) to Nagasaki.
punno if this makes me a smoor park spelled backwards expert, but ii
does give me a tairly adeqQuate background on the subject. Any gues-
tions?

Lately, I have been secretly passing the word that Women are
Taking Over PFandom. In a recent article submifted for pudblication in
a certain ilocal femme-controlled fanzine T detailed my convictions
--using a very clever pseudonym (clever in the sense that any idiot



ghould be able to figure out that I wrote the article). Point that

I'm trying to wake here is that your mag helps fto bear out my Warning
to Male Pans, .lwost every fanzine I get these days is edited by a

irl type fan. And even most of the male-edited fanzines have a woman
behind them in a manner of speaking.' Yes. ‘The Matriarchy of mandom
iz upon us. A new Pannish ®Wra., 1ot an 8th or 9th or any continuation
of the nuwbered fandoms...though one might say that the Male-controlled
Fendom's days of glory are numbered,..

- ' But as long ag it is a pleasant

matriarchy-~who cares? IX hnud, for instance, wants to take over SFP,
fine. I'1ll just pretend that Ttm the power Lehind the throne.

' ' In the
case of a mag named MOOR PARK spelled backwards I wonder what the male
pcwer behind the editorial throne would have to do? - would he be the
unseen chain puller, or help the femmeditor flush out new material?

I
must agree that the ciioices of the “average American" ag to whom he or
ghe would invite to hiser hnome out of all history deo show an extreme
lack of imagination., I would be inclined to go pretty far back into
history, especially the eras which are poorly recorded or where the
written records are in doubt and in conflict with one another. ©Nof
that I would mind having a chance to talk to FDR or Abe Lincoln but
they are so recent that one can get a pretty accurate picture of them
by reading all of the scads of material available, fortem and aginteu.
In fact if I were forced to pick persons from recent nistory I would
base my picks on their personalities perhaps moreso than on their
relative historical importance. 1Itd pick, for instance, John Barry-
more, Benj. Franklin and Dean Swift. Put them in {the same room with
a tape recorder., Be nice Yo have Shakespeare too (whoever he was) and
get his opinion on the modern day actors interpretation of his plays.
Oh hell, all the people you named and umpteen more, in various come~ -
binations, would be fine and fun and instructive and, I reckon, in
many cages dlslllu51on1ng. _

_ But first we need the tinme machlne.-

Best Wishes & Keep Smlllng'

PR

The way you describe the time travel interview
sounds like a Forry Ackerman'party, nove
. What does
_;_the power behlnd the. MOOR PARK throne do® Well,
he could help with the paper w°rk... M.D-

BOB PAVLAT
6001 -~ 43rd Ave., Hyattsvxlle, Md e

You knom, you have a p01nt on the idiocy of the Gallup Poll choices
of the three out of history house guests. Many people probably did
make highly interesting choices, but they were outweighed by the fre-
quency with whicit Lincoln or FDR would occur to the ®"average" American.,
Dont*t know if youtll believe me or not, but for my three I'd pick
Burbee, Rotsler, and Lee Jacoba. 'If T had to invite non-fans, I'd
1ike to have Heuingway, Lincoln (and that's the type of cnoice which
resulted in him being ranked among the top three}, and...well, leave
the third choice open, tho I will mention -that hoth Don Marquis and
Jack London would ‘be in the running for that slot.

- You_meanzcaen is
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now in the chronicle9 He used to be in the Exaniner, which, for my
money, -made the Examlner the best paper in San TFrancisco during 1951~
52, even if 1 ocouldn't stand their polities. of ‘course, I couldnti
stand tne Chroniclets politiecs either... Thanka for reprintlng a bzt
of Gaen--it's been a long time...

I rniever said that I'woufgg?fwant to talk to FDR or
\be Lincoln, Itts JjUst that they are so recent and
well covered in blography, fzct:on, and journal- '
ism.

Terry tells me that Herb caen_waS'w1th the '
Chronicle originally, and when he got so popular
the Examiner bougnt him off,.but he left again as
soon as the Curonicle could afford him again. He
hated the Hearst syndicate. Now, for my money, the
Chronicle is the best paper going. H.(C. is the
‘wain attraction, but not the only one. V..H.D..

. BOB COUL3ON
1056 stitt gt., Wahash, Ind.

I got guite a kick out of MOCR PaRK. Particularlyfthe bit about
inviting three people out of all history to your home. Actually, it
would make a difference as to how long these charaeters would stay in
your home. A day, a week, or just for dinner and an evening? If it
wag just for a dinner party, as I first assumed, then you'd want -
people who could he entertalning.

I think 1td- plck Jesus, Groucho
Marx, and Polly adler. ' '
Yours,

T2t

B FELICE ROLFE
188 El carmelo, Palo aAlto, Calif.

Agree with you that ;mericane are sadly unlmaglnative, and submit
the following as historical personages I'd liKe to meet: Rabbi Hillel
(who propounded wost of the ideas christ Tied, a couple of centuries
earlier), or Cesare Borgia, or, orie of the Prieatesses of the Sun of

‘Hachu ?1cchu.

" Suzy has read the 21ne avldly,-but comments only on
the Rotsler cartoons, quote: " #yook! Dere's bDaddy! Dere's Moumyi¥
gtart tew young, I always say. . )

- ‘ : _— : Cerely,f,_)

' RICL SNEARY '
. d96¢ santa Ang 8t., South Gate, Calif.

You are to be congratulated on the appearence and mater1a1 in MOOR
PARK. But then you have P.J.'s to help, so that do account for some=

thing...
How it mayhe true that Rotsler‘can do art faster than all of
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fandom can use it up, and that he will be dead ten years hefore the
logs outside of this area will be notiged... 3But never the less not
all fandom does use his work... Only, I'm a old time science-fiction
fan, and I don't think these drawing have much to do with science
fictione.. S0 tell him to do something real solence fmctional for
y>u neck time....with naked WOuWeN e s
One must laugh at Bloch articles,
but never the less and no kidding you are a rare peach to have pub-
lished this. . one... It is among some of his best of this fiype he has
done. All frought with funny means and sly diggs...  There is many a
{aned who has seen his 20th issue who will be glotteled to see you a
mere newbody getting something so good out of one of fandom's Hellofd
Grateao
I wasn't vastly impressed by the re-prints from the Chronicle.
Newspapers are a strange lot at the worst, and very little of it
coused me much interest... Excepi the nude. in the buse. Made my re-
gard for the people of Toronto go up a grate deal. The idea of her
being able to get on and ride along for a dozen blocks (or even one)
without the buss driver whipping off his coat; screams from old ladies;
and general rash goings on by the natives, speeks well for the good
citizens of Toronto's ability to mind there own business, Poor gal
got out of a car in Long Beach this week, with only tennis-shoes on,
and she apparently never even made it to the check-out counter be-
fore the locals had taken action and covered the scene..
Bui, it
aounda like the other girl might have done it on a dare, if your facts
were all there were. Becouse (a) were did she go after she got off
the buss; (b) were wae she carrying her buss faire
' Also, T liked

yoﬁr-edltorial It doesn't matter to much 1f I do or not, as it is

the one part that is really you, and who am I to change you? = --0nly
part I didntt delve was the part on Beaties, and Gaillard, but I am
box like on such sundry matters, and it does not bother me. J agree
with you most, regarding who to have in for a time~travel beer-bust.
0l1d Abe might be rather fun though, you know. He was-aupposed to ‘be
a pretty funny man at parties.

I haven't thought much on this but I
mlght go for G. B. shaw, Alexander Dumas, and~-well, maybe Shake-
speare,.. Hmam, three playrites.. I don't supposge they would agree
on anytnlng, but my; wouldn't it e excitxng... :

SOUTH'GATE AGATN IN 2010

:Rick your letters are an, inaplratlon--l mean you
really set me thinking. How in hell could my $2.,98
flannelette pyjamas help me to publlsh? Then I
ieallzed you meant the Puhllshing Jiants across the
] ay. ootlI-D. e . E .

i GREGG CALKINS
1714 south i5th East, Salt Lake City 5 Utah

A copy of MDOR PART. arrlved-today and Ttve gotten,as far as the

'first page before getting the urge %o write you a letter concerning
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your feelings expressed thereon. Now, 1 am .sending you & copy of
nop3 #25 by return mail, but only because I happen tg have one to
sprare, and if I weren't planning to publish another issue before
T=gember 15th, one of us would jolly well do without. In this case,

would probably be you. asfter all, you have published some two
iz SUES NOW...Whet are the odds that you will continue publishing
rather than disappear entirely in another six months? For my part,
this is my seventh year of continuous publicetion and I feel the odds
sre somewhat better on my being around in the future than are yours,
30 don't you think your ®reply-by-such-and-such-a-date-or-else ul-
timatum® is being just a little bit presumpiuous, all things con-
gidered?

Best,

i
A point well tnken, Gregge +» oMeDo

G. M, CARR
5319 Ballard Ave,, Seattle 7, Wash.

Well, well, well... Egoboo TFor li'l old me}{ Re the Beat Genera-~
tion on the Bongo Drums at the con, I'la sorry to disappoint Terry.
I didntt know that was what was the matter with them... I thought
they were just a bunell of Los angeles Queers strayed over from Per-
shing Square. Iiy, my! If It'd realized T was looking at some real,
live Beat Generation I1'd have taken notee, To tell the truth, it is
almost impossible to tell one batch of screwkalls from ancther unless
they carry identifying insignia. For instance, did you ever itry fo
figure out just irom looking at tew, waich are the Holy Rollers angd
which are the Tlying Saucerers?

You propose an interesting idea in

that time-travelling house-guest. I do agree most heartily that 1,
too, would "lixe to get the straight scoop on that story" (Jesus
Christ) but the rest of the names you mention as possible subjects
sound ratner uninteresting fo me. Herman lfelville, for instance,
would be stiffily polite in the ineteenth Century manner, confining
his conversation to staidly gallant platifudes; whereas iercdotus
wouldn't even waste platitudes on a mere female {unless he happened
to be plumb out of boys for the moment, in which case he still
wouldn't be interested in conversation)}., It would be interesting to
be a safely disguised obeserver, to ke sure, suprosing one could ine
habit tue identity of one of the boedy-servants, or a close family
friend, and tuus have u chance to become really acquainted with the
behind~-the~scenes personality. DRBut a mere interview could be foo
eagily recreated in imagination merely by transposing the attitudes
of their present-day equivalents into those contemporary custous. For
Alexander the Great, interview Elvis Presley; for Queen Tsther, the
current wife of any big Hollywood star; etc., but for aAlbert Schuweitzer
and Robert Graves--why waste time wishing? <You could just write
them a leftter and aske..

Illos adeyuate if gomewhat tiredly taste-
less~-vwonder when Rotsler is going to pull himself out of that
gtylistic-rut he's int And why stop with one of us being crazy? I
suspect we both are or we wouldnt't be in fandom?

;ff e
Pl W0 7,
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Dear pseudo-Grandmotuer-in-law-to-be: while the
idea of tiwe travelling back to see these people
appeals to me, I feel that, well... )

Tor one thing,
Melvillie was well known for his fascinating stories
of South Sea Island voyages, and a sought-after
guest becsuse of lLis unconventional conversation.
and Herodotus was remmrkably progressive on the
subject of women. Alwmost a feminist.

I see no

conmection between Blvis and Alexander, either. ...M.D.

BOB BLOCH
P. 0. Box 36&, yeyauwega, Wis.

MOOR PARi: is DOOG, spelled backwards) 1I'm supposed to be writing
a gtory or a book or something this next month or so and am pressed
for time to comment, what with the holideys coming up--followed,
protably, by my lunch., 3%till, I couldnt't help but note your discus~-
sion about the gquestion, "if, out of all history, you could invite
any three people to your home, who would you choose?" Scme of your
suggestions are fascinating, and It've been conteaplating the problem
ever since. Iy iirst trio, natein, was Jack the Llipper, Gilles de
Retz and the ifarquis de sade. Then I thought, nah, how about Wero,
Galigula and Tiberius? In a more mercenary woeod, I settled on John
D. Rockefeller, 3r,, Cecil Rhodes and the late Aga Khan., Then sanity
returned, and I chogse Gina Lollobrigida, Brigitie Bardot and G. .
garr,

| Eé - Keep up the good work!

2
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