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THE COVER OF THIS ISSUE is another result of the meetlng of two
fine minds, only one of whofi iS ne. Bjo is’ the other individual in-
volved. As somebody (me) once said, "gith my fine mind and Bjo's fine
lines, we can make fannish history." ©Lzst issue we had the comical
strip "Alexander" (which will be continued in the next. Inn, most
likely)~--this issue it's the cover and the illos for the lettercolumn,
for which I again supplied the ideas., Bjo doesn't need a scripte
writer, though-~-she has a fine sense of humor all her own which is
quite well displayed in iIILISY, published ty her and Steve Tolliver,
available at 733 ¥. Findlay, ifontevello, California, and Recommended.

This particular cover, another in the J. Wesley Trufan series
which Dave and I started in Inn #5, is an idea that's been sitting
around for monthe and months now. Dave said he couldn't draw the
llona Lisa, protesting that he was no da Vineci. ({Anyone who knows
Dave at all will tell you that the mere idea of Dave heing like
Leonardo da Vinci is preposterous.) Vell, Bjo and several of the
other L.A. fans visited Berkeley earlier this year, and I suggested
that she draw it. "She agreed without hesitation.

"Fine," I said, "but are you sure you can drav the ijona Lisa2%"

"ell," she said archly, "1tll fake iti»

A FEW YE:R3 AGO the center of fanactivity in London was the
legendary \/hite Horse Inn, where the ILondon Circle met every week
prior to the wmove to the Globe. Imagine our delight, then, when we
dlscovered that the nearest llquor gtore to our Dwight Way slancenter
was called the White Horse Inn.,  We' had visions of constructing the
rest of the Tower to the Moon out of bheercans from this establishment
of legendary name.

Unfortunately, things didn't work out suitably for that. The
first time we visited the place was shortly after Dave had lost his
wallet, and with it his I.D. card proving that he was over &l. Ile
did, howeyver, have a 9" x 1emw pnotostat of his birth certificate,
whlch he brought along in a menila envelope. Ifarching into the White
Horse Inn, he plcked out some bhhieer and brought it up to the counter.
The salesman, a dull fellow with myopic mental horizons, took a look
at Dave, who was .23 and looked it, and asked for an I.D. Dave showed
him the birtin certificate, removxng 1t from the manila envelope hlth
a flourish.

Now, this document, larger than a fanzine and much more offlcial~
looking, had in the past served as identification for Dave whenever
needed. To say that it mollified liquor salesmen is an understate=-
ment~-it completely demolished them. But not this staunch upholder
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of respectabtility. He peered at it, turned it over, turned it upside-
down, read it two or three times, and nuttered, "yes sir, this cer-
tainly does prove that David Rike is over £l1. pNow--who is Dpavid
Rike?" T
"T am," said Dave,
tyrell, do you have some identification?" said the salesman.
Dave explained that he had lost his wallet and that was why hetd
brought the photostat along instead. "ves," said the salesman, "but
a0w do I know that youtre David Rike?"
' Ron and I were there with him, and we offered feebly to identify
him, but the yuy apparently didn't feel we were reliable references.
Ye said he would freely admit that David Rike was 23, but that he
didnt't know who David Rike was.

Ron ventured the opinion as we left that should Dave ever want
to buy liquor there again with just the photostat, he should have his
name tattooed on his posterior. "After all," said Ron, "who else
would have the name Dave Rike tattooed on his ass?"

We didn't go back there again for several months--not until
February 19 of tais year, in fact. That was the day I turned zl. It
was almost eleven-thirty at night, and Pete and I were driving around
in his Jaguar, when I suddenly said, "By damn, here T have turned 21
today and I haven't yet bought any liquor. And it's close to mid=-
night! Let's head for a liquor store."

Ve were only a few blocks from the White Horse, so Wwe went there.
We went in and I got a quart of bheer. The salesman asked me for an
T.D. I showed him mine, which proclaimed that T -had been born on
TYebruary 19, 1937.

"mebruary 19," he said. "That makes you 20 until midnight to-
night " : U N - 258 : i, 21

"jo," I said, "I turned 21, according to law, at midnight last
night . " e

"o no," he said, "you were born on Tebruary 19, 1937. Twenty-
one years from then is midnight tonight. ~You won't be 2l for hal £
an hour yet." o ‘ - : ;

well, Pete and I tried to explain to him the functions of nath=-.
ematics and help him to coincide the calendar with the territory, but
it was useless. : :

We finally gave up and went a couple of blocks down the street,
where I bought a quart of bheer and wasn't even asked for an I.D.

And I haven't been asked for identification since.

CARL BRAMDON, that fine young man whose writings in Inn have
done much %to make it a success, is a moldy-fig jazz fan. That is to
say, he likes Jew Orleans style jazz, mistrusts Chicago style, looks
askance at swing, and is absolutely appalled by bop or anything there-
after. He is not dogmatic about his tastes, however--in fact, he was
once heard to aduit that Roy Bldridge was probably human.

~ XNonetheless, Carl has a sense of humor about it all. A couple
of months ago he came by with a book on jazz written by Rex Harris,
an English jazz historian who is the most narrovw-minded moldy fig
I've ever encountered. carl delighted in pointing out passages in
Harris' book which reached the heights of ridiculousness--the criti-
cisms of ILouis aArmstrong's Hot Fivé;recbrdings because they were not
in the ljew Orleans ensemble-improvisapion manner, etc. Carl was
chuckling delightedly over every page, "Thig is just wonderful," he
kept saying. :

Pinally he looked up and said, “Terry, I think I may write a



inn_ a mist--III

fannish eatlre on thls book. This is really richs"- L
"How would you manage transposing it intd fannish termsv" I asked.
"oh, that would be easy," he said. "I'd have Bob. Tucker as Bunk
Johnson--?irst Tandom I8 Not Dead and all that, you know--and maybe
2111 Evans as Lu Watters.* He thought for a minute longer. "And to
top it all off," he" added, "14d have Ray C. Higgs as Guy Lombardo."

RON AWND I VERZ V131t1ng Poul and [aren Anderson when Karen said,
4T had an interesting idea the other day. What if there is .some :
ﬂorrelatlon betveen astrology and heredity? The implications are.

fascinating." &7 L

v7e threw the 1dea around awhile, ¥aren's idea, as I recall it,:
was that since one's. life is influenced by the stars (according.to.
astrology), obviously this would mean the birthdates of one's chlldren
would also be influenced--whatever. sign they were born under would :
depend on the astrological influences on the parents. Thus. astrolog-
ical influences would be passed on from ‘generation to generatlon.

"It would ‘be just like heredity," said ¥aren.:

We were intrigued by the .idea, and discussed the p0551b111t1es
of dominant and rece351ve constellations, and of the chances of galac~
tic drift,

"The influence of the stars must travel at the speed of light,"
sald Poul, "because we're never affected until the ‘light from the
stars reaches us, Stars: whlch have been dead for millions of years
still influence us because the llght they gave off long ago 1s Just
reaching us."

"Possibly the ‘whole explanation of. astrology 1s in the llght
itself?" I suggested. ‘"ijaybe astrologlcal ‘influences are carried ‘in
ultraviolet rays or something." .

Poul regarded this dubiously, on the grounds that almost all ‘the
ultraviolet light reaching the earth is dlspersed in the upper atmos-
phere and never reaches us.. But grantlng my -premise. for the sake of "
the discussion, we kicked arouni” thé-idea that maybe when men made
their way out of the atmosphere they!'d be bombarded by the astrologlo-
al influences of the unfiltered ultraviolet rays in the vaccuum of
space. And somewhere around in here the conversation got out of hand.

Interestlng people, the Andersons.

PETE GRAHAIL WAS REKDING Boucher's artlole on : 801ence fiction
which appeared in Playboy recently, and grimacing all through it.
When he finished it he  looked up.and said, "I think 1'1ll start a
Society for the ibolition.of Articles About Stf-which . Tell aAbkout How
the F.B.I. Stepped in on- Campbell and cartmill in 1941, 1t'll be a
division of the Society to -Stamp out Articles”on:. Jazz which Tell
About low It Started ln Nem orleans and Came up the Rlver i

~AS You N‘" WTLL YWU!y several of us ‘in Berkeley reoently pub-
lished a voluuae of Burbee mater1al--the best.of his writings over a
span of fifteen years, titled THE. IHCOMPLEAl BURBEE. Totalling over
loo'pages, it sells at 78¢,..and is available from Ron or me. If
you've liked the Burbeeana in inn, then youtll. certainly .like THE IN-
COMPLEAT BURBEE. “I recommend that you buy i1t-=-I personally, Terry
Carr, wLo gets-a cut of. the money oomlng in for copies, recommend
that vou buy it. : :

The thing has been selllng wells and we'll probably have to run

a sacond edition. - Fortunately, we saved all the stencils, suspecting
that such a volume would be a.fanudish best-seller., I. doubt that '
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ypu'll ever sece it listed as a Book-(Of-The-}fonth club selection, but
thuz2t means nothing. Charles Burbee, witnin his own very select field,
iz a best-selling author.

I wrote to him and told him this. hen we first published the
thing and announced that copies would be for sale, Burb laughed and
predicted a total sale of one copy. THowever, we have now sold about
Swenty dollars' viorth of the things, and I crowed over tnis to Burbee.
hy, we are even able to mail it at book rates," I told him. "You

~“are the autkor of a book, Burbeel! Burbee laughed.

Nrtsis selllng S0 well " T told him once, "that we are thinking
cf issuing it again'in twvo partg, Vvolune Oone and Volume Two, each
selling at 50g. This is an old publishing trick. Then, if it con-
‘tinuss .to sell, we will print each article separately and sell them
at 10¢ apiece, calling the series The Little Burbee Library.”

WE'VE HAD A LOT OF FUN with this Burbee collection. oOne of Zurb's
favorite stories about Laney is the one avout how he, Burtee, mimeo-
graphed AH, SWEIT IDIOCY for Laney, but forgot to save a copy for
himself. TLaney was sclling them at some fantastic price which was
thoroughly as ridiculous as the 75¢ we are charging for THR INCOLPLEAT
BURBEE. 4 couple of months after it was published, Burb discovered
his lack of a copy, and he said to Laney, Vileyer, 1 don't have a copy
of AH, SWEET IDIOCY. Since I ran it off for you, you will of course
be happy to give me an extra copy."

_ Laney looked at him and said with his mouth, "conles 0 3 AH, SWEET
IDIOCY are available from the publisher at £1.00.a copy."

Burvee loves to tell this story. He will chuckle and shake his
head in amazenment, even after all these years, at .the thought of Laney
trying to charge hin money for a Dubllcatlon vwhich he had mimeographed
himself.

Vlell, we published THE INCON“LEAT BURBEE for the occasion of
Burb's birthday party this' year, 'Je tool: copies and distributed them
to all of the guests at the party, who cnortled and laughed and guf-
fawed as they paged through it. buloee wandered around looking proud
and confused and reluctantly modest, untll at last a thought struck
him and he came up to a couple of us and said, "where is my copy of
this collection of high-class, materlal which I myself wrote9o®

NCopies of THE INCOIPLEAT RURBEE," we said in unison, "are avail-
able from the publishers at 75¢ a copy." AR

y/e had been 1ehear51ng it for days.

AS USUAL, I SEBELL to have Potten onto tae subJect of charles Bur-
bee. This 'is not surprisingy. f01 when I "think of amusing anecdotes
I think of %“nis Burbee fellow, who ig a wmaster .of ~the art. Whecnever
ve see him, we make it'a point to have hin tell funny stories for a
couple of hours, as he loves to do.

Ron has heard more of Burbee's stories than i bave, for he has
known Burbee longer. RBurbee has several times visited Ron's place in
Long Beach for P.vA assembly qeq51ons and parties and such. On one
such occasion, Isabel Burbee even got to telling stories, which she
does almost as well as her husband (which makes her the most talented
of the two, since I 4doubt that Burbee can coolk' half as well as she
can), Isabel was telling Ron's, mother and other people fantastic
tales of Burbee!s manldinéss and virility--tales.which made even
Charles Burkee blush. ("Llsten to, hertn he kept saying to Ron. “Lis-~
ten to that nonsense she's saylng. Thy, I've never--why, thatts non-
sense ") ' . '
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And Isabel continued to talk of his amazing virility. "Charles
Joesn't kiss me goodbye when he leaves for work in the morning," said
Isabel. "“He says it would take too long."

Ron'!s whole family, it seems, knows the FBurbees well. 1In fact,
Rent's younger brother was going around with Burbee's daughter Linda
for awhile.

"Burbee," said RKon, "do you realize that if Noel and Linda should
get married, you!'d be my uncle-in-law?"

Burvee shook his head in amazement at the concept. "I realize
shat,” he said. "I realize that now."

"ind," I said, "you would have Ron running around underfoot all
the time, calling. you Uncle. Vhy, Burb, imagine yourself sitting
right here in your living room, with Ron at your feet saying, 'Tell
me a story, Uncle lieyer'i¥

IN THE LAST ISSUE ofi Inn, there was a quote attributed to John
Bristol--one of the filler-quotes which delight me as well as you
fine-minded readers. It was an innocuous thing which told of how
Bristol (a penname used by Jack Speer many years ago) had found a
dead moth in his copv of LE ZOMBIE when it arrived in the mail.

We had hoped to get a letter from Speer about this quote, but we
haven't heard from him. I wonder if he read the issue. If he did,
I'm quite sure he nust have realized that the quote was a fake. Speer
didn't write that in 1942--Ron wrote it in 1958,

That's the sort cf thing which you have to expect from us around
here, though. e've been pathological hoaxters for all our fannish
days. (References to a certain unfortunate hoax several years ago
will not be appreciated.) There was the time, many years ago, when
we introduced Dave Kike to DLoob Stewart as a neofan from Redding
named Tom Condit, and tne time we introduced Xeith Joseph to Vorzimer,
saying he was Dave Rike (Vorz then thought up the magnificent hoax of
introducing "Rike" to the other Southern cCalifen of the time as Keith
Joseph--now there was a mixed-up hoax for youy). And there was the
time, a couple of years ago, When Pete published his Cultzine. Many
cultzines around that time contained photos of the editor, since the
circulation was so small (thirteen or so). Pete left a large blank
spot on the contents page of his zine, and dabbed library paste
there, so that it would look like there had been a photo there but
it had fallen off. Ve were all disappointed when nobody noticed it.

There have been all sorts of other hoaxes pulled by us, too,
from the time Boob Stewart announced that I was just a penname for
Pete, to the fake feud I had with Larry stark in the cult last year
in erder to stir up interest.

Someday we'll have to pull a really big hoax and plunge all
fandom into war. Fi

WE RECENTLY IIET some more fans here in the Bay Area: Lou and
Cynthia Goldstone, who are now living in San Francisco. The older
members of the audience will remember Lou as a San Francisco fan of
fifteen years ago, publisher of FANTASIA, fan-artist, and so forth.
He's been out of the area for some time now--last year he and his
wife were living in Phoenix, aArizona.

Forry Acikerman had told them that old-time stf author Richard
Tooker was living there too, so when they were at an art exhibit and
saw a painting signed with that name they wondered if it might be
the same man. It was a fantastic painting, looking for zll the
world like the finger-painting of a kindergarten boy--fantastic
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colors in appalling combinations. Not content with this, the artist
had painted the frame of the painting with red and green zebra-stripes
--a mind-croggling sight, as they describe it.

Well, it wasn't long before they discovered that this was indeed
the same Richard Tooker who had written "The Day of the Lrown Horde!
and other early stfantasy tales. Tooker--or "The Tooker," as the
Goldstones call him--turned out to be as fantastic a character as his
painting would suggest. A friendly, humorous old man, The Tooker
alternately delighted and dismayed them with the many strange quirks
of his personality.

At the time they last saw him, they report, he was readying him-
self for a re-entrance into the stf field. Sort of loco, this fellow
--he had no concept whatsoever of the differences hetween the stf
field of his day and the iield as it is now.

He had a novel just about finished which he was going to send to
Galaxy, and he had no doubt but that it would sell immediately and
would start him on a blazing comeback. "pBut I read part of it," said
Cynthia, "and it's absolutely hopeless."

"Mihat was it like?" I asked. .

"elly I'11l give you an idea of it," she said. "The title was
*Seven ;gainst Eternity.t"

I SHOULD S.Y A COUPLE OF THING3 pertaining to the letter column
of this issue. Xirst, I chastised Ted Johnstone, who was having
troutle finding propellor beanies in any quantity less than by the
gross, for not buying a batch of them and selling them at the Solacon.
Since writing that, I've found to my becrogglement that Ted has done
just that, and will be selling beanies at 50¢ apiece at the con. So,
apologies to Ted for underestimating him.

and I forgot to say thanks to the people who wWrote lettesrs of
comment which I didn't have room to print (I mean, like the letter
column is twenty pages long as it 15) So, here's thanks to Bob Shaw,
Richard Xoogle, liriam Dyches, Colin Qameron, Bill Reynolds, Robin
Wood, John Koning, Alex Bratmon, Larry Windham, and possibly a few
others %ho have slipped my mind. Your letters were appreciated,
you're still on the mailing list, and I hope you'll continue to write.
I like letters.

~-=-Terry carr
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Burbee is constantly infuriating the panel of self-claimed ex-
perts down where we work--experts on sports, politics, women, econom=-
ics, sociology, science, everything--by interrupting their delivera-
tions with a loud: "I'm just an ordinary guy working for a living in

horp 1 W SN
e R --F. T. Laney, BURBLINGS, lMay 1951.
Seger operates on a direct and semi-Aristotelian logic of his
own. TFor example, reasoning that the scarcer Buck Rogers comic books
and other collectors! items are, tie more valuable his own collection
becomes, ne goes around Detroit, buying up that stuff, taking it

home, and burning it. ;
--rtrapp, FANDANGO #25.



Here we go"again, %ith another Brandon ‘serial in Inn. Apologies,
again, for not printing it all in one.issue,Vbut‘it's just too long.

Clr e I(.,Od

by carl Brandon

Chapter one /

I first wet Dean not long after my first fanzine had folded. I
had just gotten over a long gafia that { won't bother to talx about,
except that it had something to do with my miserable, weary feeling
that "irst ™andom was dead and thers was no sense of wonder in stf
any more. '/ith the coming of Dean Iiorality, began the part of my
life you could call my life on the road. EKefore that 1'd often

‘dreamed of going around to all the conventions, always vaguely plan-
ning and never taking off. Dean was the perfect guy for cons because
-he actually had been conceived at a con, when his parents were at the
first ifycon and made fannish history. i'irst reports of him came to
me through J. T, tlng, who'd shown me a few letters from him written
in a West Cupcake reform school. I was tremendously interestéd in
the letters because, they so neofannishly and sweétly asked J. T. to
teach him all about Laney and all the’ wonderful intellectual things
that J. T. knew. This is all ‘far back, when Dean was not the way he
is today, whea he Wwas a Young Jallxld shrouded in mystery, having
very little contact with fandom as a result of being in jail, and not
.even having teen in fandom long enough before being sent up that you
could say he was in a2 state of fafia.- Théen news came that Dean was
out of reform school and was coming to New York for the first time;
also there was talk that he had Just marrled a glrl cal led itarylou.

One ddy I was hanging around the slanshack and J. T. and Tlm
Grayy told wme Dean was staying in a warm-bheer pad in Greenwich Vil-
lage. Dean had arrived the night before, the first time in New York,
with his beautiful little sharp fanne }Marylou; they got off the
Trailways bus at 50th Street and cut along the subway looking for a
-place to drink and went right in the Hetropole, and:'since then Red
allen has always been a big symbol of New Yvork for Dean., They spent
money on. beautiful big . stralght creme de menthes and nuclear fizzes
with too much rua. ;

All this time Dean was telling:Marylou‘things.like,this: Now,
gtarryeyes, here we are in iew ¥York and although I haven't quite told
you everything that I was thinking atout when we passed the first
lidwescon site which reminded me of my fan problem, it is absolutely
necessary ho% to postpone all those leftover ideas concerning our
personal fanacthings and at once begin: thinking of specific FaPActiv-
ity plans..." and §0 on in the maj that ‘he had in those early days.

My first impression of Dean, mhen I V1aited him and Marylou at
thelr warm-bheer pad, was of an intelligent Dan Adkins--trim, thin-
hipped, klue-eyed, with a real Oklahoma accent--a sideturned hero of
the snowy \lest. Fanac was the one and only holy and important thing
in his life, although he had to sweat and curse to make a living and
§0 on. You saw that in the way he stood bobbing his head, always
looking down, eyetracking the floor, like a young boxer to instruc-
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tions, to make you think he was listening to every word, throwing in
a thousand "veses" and '"Ghu, that's rights." Jjarylou was a pretty
blonde with long tresses ard a fine body; she looked like every damn
woman Ieasler ever drew. Dean was pacing the floor of the apartment
nervously, thinking, and he decided the thing to do was to have Mary-
lou get out some brev and clear the urassembled one-shots out of the
living room. "In other words we've got to get on the ball, fanfaced
one, what I'm saying, otherwise 1it'll be eleventh-houring and lack

of crystallization of our plans." I went away.

puring the following week he confided in J. T. ¥ing fhat he
absolutely had to learn how to be fannish from him; J. T. Said I was
fannish as all hell and he should come to me for advice. Iieanwhile
Dean had gotten a job as a movie projector, hzd a fight with jfarylou,
and she was so mad and so deep down vindictive that she reported to
the Legal Staff of the N3T some trumped up hysterical crazy charge,
and they said souething about suing him for $25,000. The whole fight
ned been about 17.41 that they'd had in the sugar-bowl, saving it
for food-and -theer money.

Dean had to lam from Greenwich Village, so he had no »nlace to
live. He cane right out to Englewood, Mew Jersey, where I was living
with my two maiden aunts.

Je went out to have a fev bheers because we couldn't talk like
vie wanted to talik in front of my aunts, who sat in the living room
reading their papers and the }Jational Leview. They took one look at
Dean and decided that he was a crazy goddam fan. 1In the bar I told
pean, “"?out, man, I know very well you didn't come to me only to
learn to become fannish, and after all vhat do T really know about it
except you've got to stick to it with tne energy of a letterhack."
snd he said, "Yes, of course, I know exactly what you mean and in
fact all those problems have occurred to me, tut the thing that I
want is the realization of tuose factors that what is the relation-
ship of liosxowiitz's sense of wonder for any inwardly realized..." and
so on in that vay, things I understood not a bit and he himself
didn't. In those days he reaslly didn't know what he was talking
about; that is to say, he was a young neofan all hung-up cn the won-
derful possibilities of becoming a real faaan, and he liked to talk
in the tone and using the vwords, but in a junkled way--although, mind
you, he wasn't so nalve as that in all other things, and it took him
just a few months with iloss chauvenet to become completely in there
with all the terms and fanspecak. JWonetheless we agreed that he could
stay at my house till he found a job and furthermore we agreed to go
to a con sometime.

He was conning me and I knew it, but I didn't care. I began to
learn from hiwa as much as he probably learned from me. He watched
over my shoulder as I wrote fanac, yelling "yesi That's right! Wow}
Hoo-hawi" and "Ghui" and wiped his face witn his handkerchief. "ilan,
o0, there's so many things to write, so many fan-attitudes to dig}
How to even begin to get it all down and without modified restraints
and all hung=up on like laureate-poll inhikitions and sercon-criti-
cism fears..."

ye went to iew Yorx--I forget what the situation was, two Lunar-
ian girls--there vwere no girls there.. They were supposed to meet him
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in a bar and d4idn't show up, so we toolk off. And that was the night
Dean-met Rosg Chauvenet. . TWo sensitive fannish wminds that they were,
they took to.each other 2t fthe drop of a hat. “Two star-struck eyes
glanced into two star-struck eyes--the holy fan-man with the soul
siaining out of ‘his eyes, and the sorrowful poetic fan-man with the
dark wind that was Ross Chauvenet. From that moment on I saw VvVery.
little of Dean,. . and I vas a little_sorry, too. - Their fine minds

met head-on, I was a fringe-fan compared, I couldn't keep up with
tiem.. The whole wad swirl of everything that was to come began thenj
it would mix up all my friends and 211 T had-left of my fangroup in

a big dust cloud over the btroad fannish horizon. Ros's told him of
0ld Chuck Vood, Elmer Pcrloo, end Hepzibah: Chuck Wood in Canada
drinking JD, Perloo strolling the. streets of L.A., Hep21bah wandering
Times Sguare in an hallucination, mlth her baby fanne in her arms
.:and ending up at a folk-song session in greenwich Village. Wanting
dearly to learn how to be fannish like Ross, the.first thing you
know Dean was attacking him with a great wonderful soul such as only
+a fan-man can have, "ow, Ross, let me speak--heret!s what i'm
saying. sl PiE didnttisee them for two weeks, during which time they
cemented their relationship to fiendish allday-allaight talk propor-
tions.

Then came Spllng, the breat tlme of travelllxg, and everybody .in
the scattered gang wae getting ready to take one trlp .o0r znother,
I was busily at work on my stf rovel and when I came to the halfway
marl 3k got ready to go -to a con for: the very first time.

Deun - haa alrcady left for Dullas. Ross and I saw hlm of f at the
10ort authority Lus terminal. Upstairs they had a place where you :
could maxe pictures for a .quarter. 'Ross -put on his glasses and :
: looked sercon. Dean made a profile and ;looked neo-ishly around. I
toak a straight picture that made me. look like a thirty-year- old '
LASFS member who'd kill anykody who said anythlng against his boy-
friend. Dean was wearing a real fannlsh propellor beanle for his'
blg trip back to Dallas. 2 R .

Het'd" flnlched ‘his first fling in New York. I say fling, but he
only worked like a dog in that wovie theatre, The .10st fantastic
movie projectionist in the world, hetd gotten changing reels 'down ‘to
a fast science. You don't need to change them fast, but he did just
to release nervous energy. He would quick grab the reel that had
Just filled up, turn the catch click, 19p thesteed with his wrist
so it feli onto his open right -arm while his left. hand plcked She
empty reel off and placed it on the other sprocket. Then he'd flip
~the full reel into the. waltang gan, SCOOp Up the next full can With
both hands, flip it over and with the right hand flip the now-empty
can onto a chair with entirely too much noise and catch the falling
reel with his left "hand which would place it on the machine thwonk
and the right hand would .come back gnd start threading the film and
vhen:he finished that he would fall gasping into 2 chair saying to '
the other projectionist, "I did ity ljeyer, I did it." And he FoNkE
several tim2s an evening. The owner of the theatre began to get mad
about it because of all the noise, -and the last straw ceme wheén Dean
started ‘running the machine backwdrda and ru-runnlng scenes of pic~-
tures he liked. Dean quit and leit for Dallas just before the O ner
flred hlm.

Ve haa a farevell meal of bread and w1ne, ahd_thepfpeén gqt on
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the bus that said Dallas and roared off into the night. There went
our fan. I promised myself to go the same vay when suwmmer came on and
really opened up the land, and I'd look up Dean in Dallas where he'd
be settled by then--he was going to set up a printing service--and
ve'd attend the jouwescon together.

And this was really the way that my whole road experience began,
and the things that were to come are too fantastic not to tell,

I wanted to know Dean wmnre, because my life hanging around the
slanshacx had reached the coumpletion of its cyvcle and was .stultified.
all my current Iriends and correspundents were sercon fans--J. T. the
Tirst-Fandom chronicler, Koss Chauvenct and his nutty ideas about
fandom as a way of life (and what way of life), 0ld Chuck Wood and
his serious, dry Canadian fanzine--or else they were slinking street-

walkers like Elmer Perloo, with that stinkfinger piano style of his,
or like Hepzibah, sprawled on the Oriental cover of her couch, snifif-
ing at Galaxy. But Dean's fannisiuness was every bit as formal and
shining and complete, without the tedious oneupmanship. And his
wildness vas not something that sulxked and sneered; it was a wild
yea~saying overburst of fannish joys it was goshwow, the spirit of
Jophan, something new, long prophesied, long a-coming. Besides, all
my New York friends were in the negative, sercon position of putting
down fandom and giving their tired ESFA-ish or ¥/3FSian or Scien-
tological reasons, tut Dean just raced in society, eager for fanac
and drink; he didn't care one way or the other, "so long's I can. get
them old fanzines with that 1il ole spark of somethint in there 'tween
the covers, boy," and "so long's we can drink, son, y'ear me? I'm
thirsty, I'm drying up, let's drink right nowi"--and off we'd rush
tTo drink, whercof, as saith somebody or other, "It is a way of life."
I was a young fan and I wanted to take off and dig farndom all the way
across the continent, in the small towns and the big convention
cities, in New Orleans which was burned-out fannishly, and in Wiscon-
sin where Grennell shot rats in the dumps. Everywhere.

Somewhere along the line I knew there'd be trufannes, bheer,
everything; somewhere along the line the Tnchanted Duplicator would
be handed to me.

Chapter Two

came June, having gotten some money from selling some old pro-
zines, I was ready to go to the Oklacon. Ify aunts were both in
accord with my trip to the con; they said it would do me gocd, Itd
been working so hard sll winter and staying in too much, always sit-
ting at my typewriter; they didn't know much about fandom and fanac;
they always told their friends what an absorbing hobby I made of
correspondence. But they vorried about me.

So, leaving my tig half-manuseript on top of my desk, I left
with my canvas bag in which a few fundamental things were packed and
took off for the Souwescon with fifty dollars in my pocket, my thumb
stuck out like a beacon in the night and me feeling all bright-eyed
and bushy=-tailed.

I'd been poring over maps of the Uniteg States for months, even
reading in fanzines about hitchhikers like Ron Ellik, and about the
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trips the Detroit fans had made to the Jorwescon and the sWCon, and
talxing to Tom Condit in Mew York, just.sitting there listening fo
him talk about hitchhiking and now and. then slipping in edgewise a
question to channel his monolog into useful areas. I savored names
on the map like Grinnell and Okefenokee and Hatchkatchabatch, and on
the roadmap in my pocket was one long red line that led from New
Jersey clear to Texas and from there on to Los Angeles. T'll just
stop oif and dig this Souwescon with Dean, I sald fto ayself, and then
I'11l hit the solacon. and I placed myself on the road with my thumb
oubs : 5

I hitched successive rides with a college kid going home for the
summer, 2 travelling salesman who said he'd never heard of Dean Gren-
nell or Lynn Hickman, a lean and wiry middie-aged man who told me
over and over that collecting stamps was the most educational hobby
in seven counties, just lixe that; though I argued with him, and a
truck driver who looked just lise 3am ijoskowitz but:who swore he'd
never read any of that rattle-ass science fiction stuff and who balled
his truck through the night cursing and swearing at the top of nis
voice., And liis voice muet have been as powerful as jos xowitz's, too,
because every ‘cuss word he knew blasted loud and clear at me over the
roar of that fine diesel wotor. I leaned bacik and yelled right back
at him, wostly just cussing along with hiw for the hell of it, but
getting my cusswords all mixed up sowmetimes because I was so ‘excited
to .be on the road, and coming out with things like "Goddamn hairy-
assed motori" at which he laughed uproariously.  And I said things
like "Wouty sonuvabitchi® and "Stinkin' lousy fuggheaded so-and-soi"
even though he kept yelling that the word was "fart," not "fout," and
that it wasn't "lugghead," either. . :

. Well, he kicked that thing through the night and by morning we
were crossing ‘the.)iississippi River and he told me that it was the
heart of America, where everything from the whole grand central valley
of the United States collected and rode down to the Gulf of ilexico,-
and I was still so excited and wide-awake even though this was' my
third day on the road that I yelled “yes! Yesi" and dug the muddy
waters rolling underneath us like they were pure blog draining down
from the ifidwescon or the Illwiscon, both of which were scheduled
for about that time. ikeat

He let me off just a little past there, and I stood in the wmorning
sun feeling the road teneath my feet hard and firm, stretching from
one end of the continent to the other,.and looking both ways, seeing
over the horizons small towns with only one little newsstand vhere
isolated fans bought their science fiction magazines and dug Bloch's
and ifadle's columns, maybe for the first time, standing on the side.
of this very road reading them and vwondering what fandom was all® °
about. And I stood on the same road, thinking, here I am off to
Dallas to a convention where Iv1ll dig it all, fans from all over the
southwest who I haven't even heard of yet but will be drinking vith
soon and talking fandom and fan-gossip. - And I looked south and
thought for awhile of cutting down to see the Okefenokee Swamp, but
just then a beat pickup truck pulled right up next to me heading west
and the driver threw open the door and hollered for me to get in,
and I did. : o &

The guy was about the biggest man I'd ever seen, close to seven
feet tall, and I thought for a minute it must be Don Ford, except
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then I remembtered that Tord would te up at the ij{idwescon. The guy
didn't say a viord, just waited till I got the door shut and took off
again, xicking up dust and gravel alongside the road till the tires
vere all on the pavement, and then it was a steady hum on the road
for two hundred miles during which he said no more than twenty words
to me, just telling me the name of the town he was going to and his
name and asking me mine. Then he hunched over the wheel and stepped
on the gas and aviay we went, his eyes narrowed and intent on the road
" like Tim Grayy's always viere vwhen he was in a kookstore looxing for
collector's itews., I didn't mind this, I just looked out the window
at the passing nation and thought my private fan-thoughts. hen he
let me off two hundred miles later he said I sure as hell didn't talk
much, aud I said he didn't either @and he laughed and drove off, I
stood there looiking at his receding car with the sudden realization
that I liked him and he liked me, even tlhough wetd hardly talked to
each otner in the nearly five hiours of the ride. It was that quick
friendship tnat springs up between people when they're both happy and
content and dontt particularly feel like saying anything. I wished
to hell he was a fan so that we could have gone on together all the
way to Dallas to the con and we would have sat there all through it,
digging the speeches and drinking the liquor and not saying a word,
while Dean would no doubt have talked and talked in the way he had,
right through all the speecihies too. And at the end of the con the
guy would have said to Dean, "You're sure a talker," and would have
laughed and zone home to put out 2 fanzine in which he'd have material
bty all sorts of people but wouldn't even write a one-page editorial
himself,

jjow this town where he'd left me, this stopover on the road
across fardom, was just.a group of stores bunched along the highway,
with oniy four or five streets leading off to houses away from the
traffic. Tnere was a gas station and a diner called Claude's, which
was @ hell of a name for a diner, and aways down the road was the
post office. I went there and bought several postcards which I mailed
to my aunts and to Tim Grayy and J. T. 7ing and Tlmer DPerloo and to
Dean out in Dallas ahead of me. To my aunts I said everything was
fine and they shouldn't worry, and to the rest I wrote nonsensical
things like fans do on vacation postcards. I wrote "poctsarcd! on
the card to Dean, knowing that he would see it and whoop for joy and
show it to everytody with a torrent of words about how fannish I was
and how I'd¢ taught him to be a fan. I wrote something about how
there was a diner in this town called ¢laude's and wondered if it was
maybe Claude Degler, hen I wondered to myself if perhaps Dean had
never heard of Degler, and pictured him rushing up to me at the Sou-
vescon shouting, "Who's Degler? \ho's Degler?" and causing raised
eyetrows all around. _ :

But I was dead tired at last, the three days on the road vere

finally telling on me, and I took off my jacket and rolled it up as

z pillow and slept underneath a billboard. I woke up at sundown, the
¢.a just disappearing in the west, calling me to come on. I sat up
end rubbed wy eyes, and saw a little kid maybe six years old standing
near me looking at we timidly, apprehensively, and curiously. I
realized that I hada't shaved in three days or more. "Yhere are you
going?" he said right off, ready to run at any minute. He'd known
iumediately that I was travelling through, because everyone in that
town that he hadn't met in his six short years was just travelling
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through. I said I was going to a science fiction convention and asked
him if he'd ever bveen to one, He shook his head with the infinite
sadness of a child wio doesntt know what you're talking about, and I
thought about' fans grow1ng up in:small towns, where there were never
any conventions like in ¥ew:York or Chicago- or 105 Angeles. I thought
of fans who had been in .fandom for years, Just writing to other fans
and 'reading fanzines that came in the mail ‘which ‘they picked up down -
at the post office, but never hav1ng -met a single fan themselves. And
I asked the kld if he . wanted an ice cream cone, even though he wasn't
a fan and had never even heard of conventlons. . .

I took him domn the road to the dlner, vhere he Walked rlght in
with me and climbed up on a stool at the' oounter and ordered a -double
strawberry cone while I had a hamburger and a 'piece. of pie. He.sat
next to me and looked at me, licking the “ice cream, and finally he
gaid, "What's a science fiction convention?" - Just like that, he'd.
picked up the words fast as anythlng, like neofans somet.imes do who .
seem destlned to be fans.

I thought amhlle and trled to eXp1a1n to him what convent1ons
were -and about science flctlon, but it was impossible, it was too.
fantastic that people all: over the world who were bugged on one kind
of fiction should get together several times a year in different
rlaces just to talg about. it and about other fans. Tinally I gave up.
and smiled veakly at the kid-and. told him I had to te going..  He
thanked me for the ice cream as I left. 'I went out. and stood on the
road, thinking about how fantastic and great fandom could be -if you
just thought about it enough to realize its impossibility, and now
and then ‘I looked into the diner, where the kid was looking out at me.
Finally I caught a ride, leaving him to wait for somebpdy else to pass
through town and fell him-about:life in':the “orld while I went on ,
across the country, seeing. 1t all flrsthand and thlnxlng about fandom.

The guy who picked me up was a llttle mousey type who chain-
smoked I{ools. Jle drove a rattletrap 1950 Studebaker that.rattled
loudly even at forty, which:was-as fast .as he'd’ drlve it. He gave
me a big smile as I got in, showing teeth’ -which'were brown from either
decay oOr cigarettes or both, and asked me - where I was g01ng. WDallag,"
I saide. . :

"Dallas? Who'd want to go to Dallas?" ‘he sald, '"It's a dirty
town, and here it'as the fiddle of the summer. It'll 'be hot there,
fellah, hotter than the hinges of: Hell hear me.‘jwho'd want to go to -
damned Dallas, for gawdsake?" i ;

"I'm going to a conventlon there n I sald "a science fzctlon
¥ ’
convention." i 5 : G

"A what?" he said, and I leaped to the bait, still so crazy happy
with the fantastic thought of fandom in my head that I wanted to tell
"arybody about it, I wound up and cut loose wita ten minutes of
~lanation of fans and conventions and science fiction, starting with
Gorﬁsback and Weird Tales and. the::rest, -and going on about the Science
Fi-~iion League and Forry Jjckerman .and Ray Palmer, Moskow1tz .and Woll=-
helun, Sykora and Tucker and the first conventions and “the big stf boom
jost before the war, thlngs about which he knew nothing and cared.
nuthing, but I talked away.a mile:.a'minute while he herded the Stude-
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taker down the road at an even forty. I told him about the LASFS
which was thne oldest science fiction club in the world, and about
Degler, and van Vogt!'s "Slan" and L. Sprague de Camp and yngvi. He
couldn't have made much sense out of what I was saying--jioskowitz
himself couldn't have recognized my wandering, jumping-back-and-forth
history of fandom--but he listened with one eyebrow cocked and nodded
his head from time to time.

When I had finished my crazy-quilt story I told him it was all
really just a bunch of people isolated from one another, sitting in
front of their typewriters and saying things which could be said to
nobody else and be understood, a way for these people to open them-
selves up and be tlhiemselves and meet people like themselves, all very
confused and repetitious until even I knew that I wasn't making much
sense even though that was the way T felt just then about fandom.
and he listened through this too, nodding his head more often now,
until at the end of it all he said, "I see, it's like a lonely-hearsts
club." and while I sat there staring at him in disbelief and wanting
to laugn he went right on and told me how he'd met his wife through
a lonely-hearts club.

Fe said he'd lived in a small town where they didn't even have
their own schools; they'd had to travel fifteen miles every day, back
and forth fromm the school in the next town. He'd missed getting into
the army during the war and had had to stay home, where there was
nobody around and he'd run the farm by himself for a couple of: years,
until he got some sort of mail-order job which gave him some free
time and damn little money. 1In the end hetd written to a lonely-
hearts club and contacted some woman two years older than him who
bragged about her cooking and sent him recipes which he couldn't un-
derstand. After a year and a half of this he'd hopped on a bus and
travelled seventy-five miles to meet her and eat her cooklng and
marry her the next week.,

"But if she'd lived down in Dallas I'm damned if I'd have given
her the gamble," he said flrmly, just as though that made perfect
sense.,

"yell, this convention is in Dallas,"” I said, "and that's where
I'm going." He shook his head and smoked his 01garette and let me
off a couple of miles 1ater.

--Carl RBrandon
(to be continued)
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The one sure way to confound a Slan Shaoker is to buttonhole
him away from the others, put a confidential ‘smirk on your face, and
vhisper, "Just between you and me, old man, what do you think of
“lan Shack as a whole?"

--Bob’ Tucker, in CENTAURI 74,
A ' summer 1945,



Owing to a couple of quite receht £ ' 4ﬂ' :
developmnents, this article is dated ¢ QQ‘;)B2U>QS

in parts, Dallas has withdrawn its QVJﬁu "‘-1 : ]
bid for the 1959 convention, and A ﬂrﬂﬂq\ﬂf{T_-
"Fandora's Box" has:becn dropped L AMILSUT

from the pages of Imaggpation. The
latter development, nowever, makes

Rog's article even more tlmely, LS R
I think. =--tgc 3 g o v

' by Rog Phillips

I‘m glad I no longer vwrite the column known for so many years
as "The Club House". I don't even want to writc this article nbout
it for Terry, I vould prefer to forget about it, except during those
rore nostalgic moments when I remember something of - those days that
I eé8pecially liked. But maybe some of you would like to know straight
from- the House's wouth about the olden days of four years ago, and _
before that, about how things were then, and what I think of them now.
Besides, Terry was . quite insistent I write this article..

Back in those days he asked me for an article once. I goti to
thinkingj; the shortest path to -fame for some. fan would be for him to
ask for an article by Rog Phillips, then reject it. iaybe that' was.
what he-had in wind.  How to outwit hlm? I just wrote him an article-
length ‘le tter and told him He' tould 'printiiit or not, I didntt care.-
He couldn't reject a letter-even 1f he didn't, publlsh 1t, and he never
published it. And now he's asked me ‘for:an. artlcle again. Is he==-9
He'd bvetter not try it. He has a personal steak in our contlnued
friendship now (or af least beans and weiners now and then) that 1t
would cost him. With. that clearly understood..." G

There is no better way to get acqualnted with fandom as a whole
than to be a professional reviewer of fanzines. Bob BEloch has that
job now, and no better man:exists to fill the spot I once filled.
And, although any resemblance: between the way he conducts his coluun
and the way I conducted mine is purely 001ncldental, it is no coin-
cidence .that his major policies are identical With wnat mine were.
They would have to be, for him to have the best interests of fandom
at heart, because I had.

I came in in the days when no fanzine review column gave a fan
publisher a‘break. The fan was fai? game.for the editorial quip. I
changed that. Take Bob Sllverberg, -for -instance. ""He is now one of
the top science fiction writers. Heé sent.me his first fanzine, one
of the lousiest I ever saw.. It was so bad it cobuld only have been
put out by a «id who knew othlng about mimeography and had only
pennies to spend. In my mind's eye I .could see him. A nice kid, may-
be .too .serious, but offcring frlendshlp,llf not talent, to anyone who
took the time to care. And--I told the readers that, and told them to
send for his fanzine. They did, and before long ‘his mimeography was
rrofcssionally perfect and the contents of his fanzines was always
:xcellent. Today he is a top pro, and tomorrow he may ke an editor
rejecting my stories and saying, "Sorry, Rog, not good enough." 3Sam
iierwin's fanzine review column would have laughed him out of existence
if he had dared send his first effort there.
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Those are the memories. Harlan Ellison the kid fan scnding me
liis monumental jobs of mimeography, and to-
day he's a vetter writer than I am. Rob Sil-
verberg, who is a better writer than either ;
of us. And others, I think I played a part ===
in their success bty encouraging them. I i\
could have kicked them in the face in the
vest tradition of sinot-nosed reviewers the
world over, but instead I gave them encourage-
ment and brought them a public. I had this
vision of what I should do with "The Club
House". I carried it through. Kokt Bloch
listened to me and whether because of vhat
1 sald or hecause he is built that way hin-
self, he is doing much the same thing.

But before Rob Bloch, there was lfari
Wolf writing "Fandora‘'s Box," and I had something to do with that,
too. I originated the name of that column, and }ari adopted my dream,
my policies, from the start. She just about had to; she was married
to me at the time, Bill Hamling gave her the column as a wedding
present. O<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>