lighthouse .

S0 like how'd you know I'm a jazz fan?
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T WleIL," I said to Terry, "if you and Ron are driving down in Ron's car you
will have to split the gas money, right?" '

"Right," said Carr.

"Well," I said, "since I couldn't otherwise afford to go, if you two will
still split the gas just between you two, I will go with you. oK

HoK," said Carr.,

And that.is how I got out of paying for food for four days. :

We left Berkeley at 9:30, each of us confidently predicting estimdted time -
of arrival st Los Angeles with only about 1 to 3 hours variance between us. Rain
slowed us down for most of the way. The worst part of it was that the left wind-
shield, the one in fromt cf me while I was driving, was being smeared by the
wiper. We stopped three times and washed the window with scouring powder. Finally,
after scrubbing to no avail, I exchanged the two wipers. Ellik didn't need to
see out, it just would have been scaring him, But it still smeared. Fipally, in
the space of half an hour, it stopped raining, the sun came up, the windshield
wiper fell off, and we were going down the Grapevine into IA. Then it started
raining again. The droplets would cling together on the window in front of-me in
helpless fear of my left arm which would periodically twist through the side win=-
dow while holding the dislocated wiper and maka stabs at clearing the pane.
ilearwhile Ron would help to guide me by viewing through his side of the window, which
had not been smeared by the wiper exchange. In this manner we crossed the greater
part of Los Angeles to Long Beach, discomfiting no end of drivers going in the
opposite direction, who saw only a wet arm holding a very wel wiper over an even
wetter windsfield. - ' :

We arrived in Long Beach somewhere around 8:30 a.ma We discovered that
liinnie, who had been having sex in the street, was not actually pregnant. That's
nice, we said, and went to bed. It took three days to get back on schedule.

'I'woke up at L:30 and went into'the living room. '"Who's that in the dining
room?" I asked Terry. "ihy, that's Alex Bratmon," said Terry. 1'd never met Alex
vefore. I walked in and stretched out my hand and said, "Hello, Alex.  I'm Pete
Graham." Alex, who had been oblivicusly typing something, looked up, flustered.
"Oh..." he said. "Oh...he~-hello. I'm..," he had difficulty, "I'm Alex Bratmon,"
he finished weakly. Then he brightened up, and said bravely, "How did you know
who I was?" Vie cleared this problem up and became fast friends. I turned around
and somcbody I'd never seen before walked up to me and said, “"Hi, Pete! I'm
John Trimble."

The Big Top

= ~ That evening we visited the IASFS, yes we did, actually and literally. For-
tunately we arrived late. As we entered we were each handed small lollipops. A&s

we gazed ab the suckers I noticed only two obvious~looking homosexuals, but I have
since been informed that the particular omes I had in mind were not queer, Ron

was asked a while ago by itike if the Lasfs was still queer. "Well," said Ron Ellik,
not all of the Lasfa is homosexual." At any rate, a substantial number of the
members now seem to be as normal as a Lasfa member can be, which would seem to
indicate that the club is finally out of what Laney called "that good groove."

VWie sat down in whatever seats we could find. There was a young 13-year-old looking



person between me and Terry who wore a yellow vest-sweater and a red tis and 0
brown sport jacket. The minutes were passed around instead of read, a startlingly
sensible idea. The signup list for the meeting was lilevise rotated. I am ex-
pecting a card any day now announcing the next meeting. We attended the 1075th
meeting of the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society. That s the 1075th consecutive
meeting. The person next to me had the past years' record book with him; I looked
at it. For every list in it was inscribed WForrest J Ackerman, 915 S Sherbourne
Drive...." Every list. 1075 neetings.

I asked the guy next to me to exchange seats with me so I could talk %o
Terry. ™iho," I asked Terry in my best questioning manner, "is he?"  "Why," -
Terry replied, "that's George W, Fields." "'Zat so?" I said. "Why, I spotted him
for a fugrhead as soon as I walked in." There were 29 people at that meeting;
due to the crowd someone had felt called upon to stand up and count. Among those
present were Lsj, Betty Jo, John Champion, Gin Faine (who proposed Santa Catalina
for the 'S5 Westercon at the SFCon and came as Toffee to the Ball) and Ted Johnstone.
Plus our group of Ellik, Carr, Tpiphle, Bratmon and me. Gearge V. Fields is the
one Burbee spoke of when he called Carr. two nights later and said "George W. Filelds
¢alled me on the phone tonight." "Oh?" said Terry, "What did he say?"* "Oh, nothing.
You know. It was George W. Fields."

George V. Fields and Ted Johnstone are the ones who cleverly entered fandom
under assumed names. You see, their real names are George Fields Williamson and -
Tavid McDonald. L

, Isn't that clever? ! :
Both of them are eighteen. Why, Williamson is three weeks older than 1
am., ] : - ;
The meeting itself was bad, bad, very similar to our local club meetings
a few years ago. They even had some of the same cliches. "You're out of order,!-
"I third it."™ "Why is there always a silence when I say something?"

When the official part of the meeting was over, which really didn't take too
long after we got there, the fun began. Terry and Ron enjoyed themselves as being
Big Name Fans in a foreign fangroup for the first time, while I wandered around

being nobody and got all the fuggheads to reveal themselves. There were some pips.

There was the guy who sat. off in the corner and read Life all evening long. There

wa§ the guy who ran around like an impolite Wally Weber taking pictures of everybody

and especially George Fields Williaggn, which I couldn't understand, I mean why

he was taking pictures of Ceorge; I can understand Fields. I mean Williamson.-
;‘There was a good-looking girl at the meeting, amazingly enough. Her name

was lHriam, she said. "Actually, it's Nora," she told Forry, "but I like Miriam

better than that or Clarice or Veronica, my middle names." "Well then," said the

ex-number one fan, "I shall call you Miriam, I believe in calling people by the

names they vibrate to best." And he told her all about Weaver Wright and all, -

Yes, years from mow I will be telling my grandchildren about the day Terry
Carr won a girl away from Forrest J Ackerman.

And me.

Vhy, that evening Forrie asked her to go to some cocktail party or other
with him; and later that evening L asked her to go with me to the'Lighthouse to
listen to liodern Jazz with me, and she said yes; and the next night Terry took her
to the Lighthouse and they listened to liodern Jazz. AR .

Anyhow, she told us all about this party. It seems she had had a date to
go to a party that night but had broken it to go to the Lasfs meeting. Now, right
there is where the story becomes fantastic and:I know you're sitting there unbdieving
and thinking I should quit right now, but I won't. All I can tell you is that it's
true, This good-looking girl broke a date to come to a Lasfs meetiné.

| So she said to us, the group that had come from Ellik's, "come to the
partye" she said, "they won't mind." Sure they won't, I'm sure each of ams said in
our manS, and fuggit, I'm sure each of our minds answered. So we went to the
party, in South Pasadena or "South Pass" according to Miriam/Nora, and in the process
stoppe§ in and woke up the ropmmate of Nora's former date and bought some wine, of
all things, since that's what the people at the party were drinking, and we bought

some beer. NOW, I don't ordinarily like beer. but if you'll just turn the pa It
tell you how beer and I got along that night.’ y J page, I'll



Harpy Town---3
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Roland was the guy who was Nora's erstwhile date; Roger was with a girl from
Nicaragua who had a French accent and was named something like Lolita or something.
They were the sum total of the party. We burst in on them and it must be said that
they were much. more friendly to us than we would have been to similar invaders. Then
again, we had brought some potables, so I don't know. The beer was in half-
quart cans. I had three of them in the cowm'se of the evening and got inexcusably
high. Not that I was obnoxious, but my god, three cans of beer. That's ridiculous.
Champion was also sort of mellow, and he and I had several friendly arguments about
why he should come to Cal and what was wrong with CalTech and whether Terry would
make it with Nora, I mean after all, they were all on the couch with Roger at bne
end and Terry at the other. We all amused ourselves with watching and Terry
amsed himself in his own particular way and Nora amused herself thoroughly and 1
don't think Roger was too happy at alle - : '

Big Girl ’

== {ow, I.don't want to embarass anybody in print as I am wont to do, or shall I
say -as I am wainting to do. I shall only say that there were four girls and two

men at that party who had known each other for a goodly lengh of time, and that

the relafionships between them were so involved and intertwined that it took five
minutes for Ron Ellik and I to collaborate on committing them. to paper. This

picce of paper, the facts on which were compiled with the urnwitting ald of one of
the girls, is now in a good deal of demand around Berkeley fandom, to say nothing

of certain segments of the Los Angeles population. For the purposes of this article
I need only say that after a good deal of embarassing, and sometimes bordering on
the Sodomistic in the best LASFS tradition, activity Nora was taken home in Trimbleds
car accompanied by the most willing arms of one T. Carr.

They were also accoumpanied by Trimble, Chanmpion, Ron Ellik and myself. They
were a bit discomfited by this but L am proud to say in defense of these stalwart
friends of mine that ¢hey continued their activity with unabated enthusiasm, it not
rodesty, during the ride to Nora's house, and home.

When we dropped Champion off at Callech the two of them stayed in the car while
the rest of us ran merrily through the crabgrass~covored yalls. I left Terry with
some trepidation in mind for his pristinity, but reassured myself with the thought
that his was the hyper mind that had refused a ride once with two whores in a cab
at the Oakland Westercon in 1956, and a mind such as that could have no difficulty
subverting the crassly sexual aims of the girl with hims We raced through the halls
and up the stairs to Champion's room, where he cpened the deor and turned on the
light to reveal Roormate John Trenholm blissfully holding intercourse-—on a high
mcral plane, of course—-with the Sister of Death, sweet liorpheus. It seemed 1o be
thing to do. Uaybe it's that Los Anpeles smog that does it. In the Bay Area it's
rain that aphrodisiacally converts Berkeley Fandom 's yearning for fanac into a
craving for the sex act.

Encugh of that. Back to the nlot.

Trennolm looked up and said something like "meuh" and then fell back. We
pranced about reminding him o £ the singular honor of being visited by so mamy
BNF's--so we told him, we really did--and of Bowart's words on the subject and then
left. He told John Champicn the next merning thap he remembered none of it.

Arriving first back at the car, I quietly approached it from the rear and hopped
on the bumper, rocking up and down and causing quite a commotion to the cccupants.
Two heads popped up in frowning consternation as I clamhered into the car again.
101d Fairfax joke," I said, "I foul you up."

_ They returned to their activity. I shall call it that in order to avoid em-
barassing the two concerned as they would be if T tcld you what they were doing.
I once ventured sc far as to say to the audience at large (we were all discussing
the phencmencn; my mind does not spentaneously run in these tracks, I assure you.
Never.) that they were "making out." Nora at this point stopped making out and
nit me a hard one across the face. I it her back. I stand up for my rights.



The two of us then held an enlightening intellectual discussion in the course
of which it was determined that certain collequialisms have different meanings in
different areas. It seems that to Nora 4 haa just announced to the world at large
(being those of us in the carr) that she and Terry were having sexual intercourse
in the back seat of that car. Wow that's silly. Anyone who knows me at all will
tell you that I would never have announced that to the world-at large.

Blues After Dark
Nora then occupied herself again and Trimble drove on. That ishe drove on

until he realized he needed directions to reach Nora's home. "Nora," he said,
"where do 1 go from here®" Nora looked up cursorily-and said "Turn left." John
Trimble turned left and drove on. "“Nora," he said later. Mihere do 1 go from
here" Nora once again looked up and with an even shorter glance at the surround-
ings said "Turn right." After a while of this it became more or less obvious to
all of us that Nora, for reasons best known only to herself and the readers of this
high-class mag, was in no particular hurry to get home. Finally we got her atten-
tion long enough at a street corner, rather bleak by nature, to get her to look
around and give us a significant direction. She peered out of the car. L WV
she said, While I pondered over the significance of this remark she looked at the
street signs, coincided the map with the territory in her fine mind, and told
Trimble the directions. "Turn left, go about three miles, turn right on ==,

and don't bother me until you get there," she said.

A few moments later I unfortunately happened to wuse a declension of a partice—
ularly objectionable Anglo-Saxon word. Nora took the trouble to disengage herself
again and hit me another one across the face. Being basically a coward I did not
hit her back this time. Besides, she was right. I should never have used this
word in the presence of a lady. I carried this line of thought on further and
even discussed it openly with Nora and by the time we parted company there was a
substantial breach created between certain segments of Berkeley and L.A. fandom.

Vihither Wollheim

I was here going to write all about the Lighthouse, that citadel of southern
California modern jazz, and how we all went there along with licDaniel and Bjo Wells,
But instead of waxing entmsiastic about that evening and describing "feather" and
"hamster" to you all, and keeping you all in gales of laughter, no doubt, while
I alternately slip in points of deep philosophic content which you would have
nodded sagely over, 1 will merely mention a couple of the people that 1 met in
LA that I think deserve special mention. One of them was John Trimble, who was
uncomplainingly our main mode of transportation while we were down there, a qQuiet
type; not too fannish, though. And let me hasten to add that I think that an
accolade of sorts. Another of them was Betty~Jo, better known to us all as Bjo.
Charming. Good fun. Fannish. Non-fannish. Humorous., She had fun at the Light-
house; and when she has fun, that is to say in a liquid sort of way, she lapses
into her original drawl, which is nothing else than--I detest the word--cute. We
all loved it. When we fiirst noticed the drawl somebody asked her, "Bjo, did you
know you're drawlingj" She looked up, smiled and said, "Shuah." Great. Later she
told us of how she was once sung to sleep by a Choctaw Indian chief named Joe.

The third was John Champion, whom I anticipate with great pleasure gettink to know
better at various sessions in the fuire. He's 17 and a freshman studying Chemisty
atlcilifornia Institute of Technology. If that means anything to you it will mean

a O L]

I realized suddenly and happily after I got back from IA that Easter weekend,
four years to the day that Carr and I had gone to visit Vorzimer in Hollywood, that
this had been one of the few times I had had to do with strange fans and had found
a good number of really likeable people among them. The only other instance 1 can
think of was the SFCon, and that's to be expected because of the large number of
people attending; I couldn't help but meet nice people there.

This last section has-become rather ramhling and mandlin and probably fninter-
esting to everybody except the three mentioned. That's too bad. Oh well--it's
only a one-shot.



Just One lMore Time

Terry spoke to me a minute ago about the last few pages.. "Pete," he said .
to me, "rete, it's too strong."

I'went over them again. By demm, they are too strong. I should have men-
tioned, for example, rather magnificent pun George Fields Viillizmson made at the
IASFS meeting.: The puns were £lying thick, fast and bad, when someone out of
a clear blue sky said, "Go ahead, somebody! liake a pun on chandelier !" There
was silence for a moment. "Oh, c'mon," said George. "That's pretty chicken.

And then there's this bit about Forrest J Ackerman. That doesn't look too
good, does it? Well, secms that getting the story of his asking Nora out third-
rand as 1 did; I simply Did It Again and neglected to mention that the function
lisJ invited this girl to was a=--hold on to your hats--talk on leprechauns that he'd
been asked to bring people to or something. Ghod did I-botch that.

Now all that's over with. :

I seem to have started this stencil. ## Remember Roland? He's the guy Nora
was originally to have gone to that party with. Anyhow (he's a nonfan), Nora
reports that he and she were talking at one point in the evening after we all had
arrived and he said "You know, you're not the only girl in the world I can go
out with," a neat opening ganhit if ever I heard one. Well, as Nora put it, -

"I said, YI:mow, and you're not the only guy I have to go out with, either,!
and he said, "Yeah, well, I can take other girls out, you know,- and I said,
iell, go ahead,' and he said 'jackass' and + said 'fugghead.'!

Takin' Care of Business

Somewhere else in this best of all possible rags you will note two stencils
by Bob Tucker and one by Don Viegars. Some of you will remember my hyper FAPAzine
Isomer, the 2nd issue of which consisted of stencils -I'd sent oubt to be cut by
various people with whatever they vaited on them. I'd given up on Tucker long
ago, of course, and then one day they came to Terry. And here they are. If any
of it looks familiar it's because TGC excerpted parts for the letter column in
Innuendo #7. Innuendo is Terry's hyper fanzine. We all have hyper fanzines.
Viegars, now, had more energy than Tucker; for a while. He did the first stencil
right away, but never did do the second one. So a couple of months ago when
Terry and fon visited him they pickedup the one stencil and here it is.
And John Champion (who is a good man) was asked via letter a few days ago %o
send a2 couple of typed stencils--we didn t provide them this time, we've grown
cautions with age--if he cared to have afiything in this fabulous one-shot
here. If they ever come before this is run off they may be attached.
Also, this is being sent through a) FAPA and b) the Cult. It will go in Fapa
mailing 83 and will be F/R # A-/1961 . It may come out after Champion's FR
in which case it would be a L5# fractional, but don't let that bother you;
this is F/R # Jb-/196L. It's all semantics.

Activity credits? We want none. VWe're doing this for fandom.

But just for the record: Bjo did the illos. That is to say, on second thot,
she did the cover. She also did soms other illos that we didn't use after all,
People who worked on this thing are Carl Brandon, Terry Carr, Ron Ellik (running
it off at the marathon session where the Burbbe collectionx, all 150 copies of
it, was run off and assembled along with this) and myself. '

Copies of the Incomileat Bufbee, over 100 pages of Burbiana, are available at
50¢ a copy from the Ron Ellik/Terry Carr cartel in room 10h, Barrington Hall,
2315 Dwight Viay, Berkeley L, California (which is as good a place as any to dir-
ect your comments on this mag). Incompleat Burbee is being sent thru FAPA 83 al-
50. ; G Sl P fan ™,

Lighthouse is not to be confused with Watchtower.



CHAKLES BURBEL:

Ghe Gompleat Machiavelli

S ! Doy g o~ )
an exrate (y szz:fz{; ane
Charles Burbee put one over on uS.

Ron Ellik and I have been making periodic trips down to the
Los angeles area during the past several monthe, making it a point
to drop in on Burbee each time. The firat time we went to Burbee's
I brought along a copy of The Innish to give to him, the issue having
been just completed. Burbee saw the 84 pages of the zine (8%, if
you count the page I ran twice), and he shook his head in amazement
at all the energy it must have taken., "ihy, that's fantastic," he
said. "Bighty-four pages. That's fantastic." ' He was astolnded, as
they say. e

We told him that in addition to this we were editing and pub-
1ishing a weekly newspaper for Barrington Hall, the co-op boarding
and rooming house where we 'live. We mentioned that we were also in
TAPA, and had magazines to do therein. We told him that eighty-four
pages really wasn't so much. But he just shook his head.

1 think he was'gcheming.even then.

The next time we visited Burbee was a few months later, coin-
cidentally right after I published the seventh issue of INNUENDO.
of course we took a gopy to give to him.. It Tan to a little more
than 40 pages. :

"Rorty pages," said Bufbee. My, you were just here a month
or so ago with a fanzine that was almost a hundred pages. How do
you do ite" . .

We just grinned, pleased at his amazement, and said that it
was really nothing. Then we came back to Berkeley and published the
Barrington newspaper the night we got back, dated it prominently, and
mailed it to Burbee the next day. He wrote to us and said we were
publishing giants. '

That was when Burbee really had us going. He had a tag-line
now, and he played -it for all it was worth. npublishing giants," he.
called us in postcards and letters for the next few weeks. "How do
you do it¢" he marvelled.

Well, he called us publishing giants so much that we began to
fall for it. PAfter ail,® said Ron to me, Wlook at all the stuff
we publish. Wouldn't Burbee be surprised to find that one month
af ter you published The Innish you produced your Cultzine, which was
56 pages)l' I grinned and said, "vYes, I should have sent him & copy
of that. I would have liked to have seen his reaction to that."

our phenomenal feats began to obsess us. We even made plans
specially calculated to astonish Burbee. With the next issue of
INNUENDO, for instance, we planned to run off about 75 copies of one
page (preferably one with no illustrations on it, ‘just type)=-~-run off
75 extra copies of that page, that is. We were going to staple them



in with a regular copy of the issue, to pad it out. Burvee wouldn't
nave noticed for awhile that it was a fake, and we were sure he would
be amazed.

Je made another trip %0 L. A, &nd again saw Burbee. While there
we mentioned that we had just got the idea for a weekly news fanzine,
and would possibly start it up soon. Then we came home and published
the first issue as soon as we arrived back, and mailed it to Burbee.

He responded as we'd hoped, again calling us publishing giants and
making typoes in his amazement.

sbout that time Isabel Burbee wrote to us and told us that there
would be a surprise birthday party for Burbee again this year, and she
wondered if we would publish a collection of Burbee's writings to be
distributed at this party. Now that I think of it, she had obviously
been in on this whole thing with her husband right from the start.

Anyway, her suggestion fell on fertile ground. Why, we'Te pub-
lishing giants, we said to each other. Of course we'll do this Burbee
anthology!

and we wrote back to Isabel affirmatively, meanwhile gloating
to ourselvesat.how surprised Burbee would be when we came to the
birthday party with a 50-page collecti¢n of his writings.

We didn't realize quite what we were getting into, of course, -
or we probably wouldn't have accepted Isabel!'s suggestion. And of
course we didn't realize until l1ater that it was all a plot on the
nart of the Burbees. 7irst, they gave us-all that egoboo about what
energetic and amazing fellows we were, publishing reams and reams of
fanzines effortlessly. Then Isahel wrote and suggested the Burbee
collection, telling us to keep the party and the collection very
secret. and we fell for the secrecy part too.

We should have used our heads. You see, 3urbee wrote to a
friend of Ron's, John Trimble, and asked nim for some information
sbout a LASF3 member, and-when John replied, he said that E11lik knew
more about the individual than John did, and suggested that Burbee
collar Ron at his birthday party and ask him then. Burbee didnt*t
seem surprised at this. But we didn't suspect the great secrecy of
the party yet.

Then, the last time we were in L. Ae, We went over to Burbee's
with Trimble,. among others, and John foriot to pick up his camera
tripod when we were leaving. Burbee phoned us up at Len Moffattrs
that night to tell John of this, and John said, "Well, I can't come
over tomorrow to get it--tell you what, T1'11 pick it up at your
birthday party." Burbee didn't make any questioning comment even at
this second reference to what was presumably a deep dark secret--and
still we didn't suspect.

But now, after days and days of -typing stencils for the Burbee
aollection, we see the whole plot., A man's mind becomes sharp under
pressure, and believe me the work we've put into this collection and
the work which remains has put us all under a great strain. So Wwe
have figured out the whole scheme, as you can see. 4nd at last we
realize that Charles Burbee told us we were publishing giants so that
we would be duped into taking on the task of doing a collection of
his writings.

1f this article reads like pseudo-Burbee, I apologize. 7You see,
I've been typing Burbee articles for the last five days.



(Thevfollowing article was. sent to us for the Burbee collection, THE INCOMPLEAT
BURBEE . Slnce.we have subsengntLy decided to print only Burbee material in the
Burbee collection, we present here Bob Bloch's tribute to Burbee on his birthday.)

UMBRAGE 2
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Tell, 1 see by the almanac that it is getting close to Burbee's birthday again.

T don't know how Burbee manages to get his name in the almanac, because they do
not even bother to list the birthdays ol Giles de Retz or Jack the Ripper or lots of
other people who have done almost as much as Burbee. '

But then, he is always getting this free publicity. I mean, his name keeps
popping up in FAPA mailings and even legitimate fanzines, and in lists of the Ten
Best-Dressed len, or lien I Would lost Like To Be liarooned On Marilyn Monroe With.

On the other hand, maybe he deserves it. What he has done for the watermelon
industry is only one of his many cultural contributions. His work as Al Ashley's
Boswell is certainly enough to establish him alongside such other literary titans as
Gene Stratton Porter, Mickey Spillane, and Victor Rousseau. And anyone who has ever
heard him rip off Bach's Toccata and Fugue in D liinor on a player piano (and sub-
stitute, in its place, Blind atermelon Jefferson playing gggrBucket'g_Qgg_é Hole
EE‘EE)'Will never trade the experience for a new hearing-aid.

Yes, there is a lot to be said for Burbee, but not in a fanily magazine.

Perhaps the most apt comparison which springs to mind 1s Albert Schweitzer.
Physically, the two men are not unlike. And when it.comes to sheer wversatility in
the field of the humanities, the resemblance is still more marked. Schweitzer's
- work among the lepers of Africa is definitely similar to Burbee's labors amongst
the primitive fans of Southern California. Indeed, while Schweitzer has risked
nis 1life, Burbee has risked his sanity. '

And even so small a consideration is worth praising.

So it is that I am happy to lend my voice to the chorus of admiration which
greets Charles Burbee on this, his birthday.

lien of Burbee's calibre do noi come our way every day, and for this we. should
all be grateful.

--Robert Bloch



j L”'i. ;fiff{ I «so0 DIt of noncense by Don 'egars...

Some wise old fan oncc 1cm“rked that o decentralized fandom has
its advonboges. To this I give a hearty, "Yea, menl® . 'e herc in the
gooa<olu ay Arca sometimes tond te forget thet we arg one of but a
feur fannioh creas that arc urvly decentralﬂ OCe e And yet thorce ctill

exist in 1andom many fons vwho haove boen active fort years ond. roirs-—
out who_hcven'!t met “ﬁotnov follow fon. Now this 18 o finc fottlc of
kis h. It is also unfonnish.

But in the Boy Aren our motto is "One for
all and 21l for onc. Wkko, for instonee, todoy. Pote Grahonm stopped
by my housc to drop tﬂl steacil off. In rotalw ation I forced ‘him to
help me run off a one uhot vhich vie called, »res alcclny onov~h, Five-
Pound llotc. Another cxample could be c7bbd in the percon of once Dave
Rike, Roduo fan. He aThﬂvr wops u» in odd, uncupocted OOlle at*onu
around here.

' A11 in all, Frisco fandom can't be beat UHlG Tour one
of those horrid serious constructive foans Ilve gotten wlnd OF o

g have a five pound note, bubt nothing to wripe it on..."
SDcahln"‘ol oecentrullzed uaﬁdomg, anc¢ cven nore SUOCWIWCgllj,
Frisco’ Fundom, lcave me remble on & bit about onc of tho ROST famousc
coss:.on around herc. It is called an interlincotion scssion, and
usually starts out with uomubodv saying somcthing uttorly: ‘nonccnsical,
llP“ WG« Laolkkd liko n meltesc ecatinpilar with “tho ﬁll‘°.’ Things
go on_from therc. Porhape somchody ill note bhu 17¢” should et
hanll and pvaC of mancr to keen» & reecord of the things that “hopoon
t0 tronsplire

_c>

- 1 L3

When everything is finished, and the crowc is reacy to
leave, the shects {and I mcan shoots!) arn.prooucco by, the scribe and
overybody gives then his scrutiny. Sometimcs tnpy arc divided un in
packs of tcn or tucnty so thot cach foned in the crowd may publish
them in his zine. Somebody clioys gete gyned, tbouon.

‘)

,
[ D
Personally, It'd rather hove #Blg Sistert votching me

Andé o ‘you've noticed, Iftve succeeded in uoin” two interlincations
already. I'm becomings fascinctoed by them, They glve a printed page
that oxtroa 'something' thot isn't found in most, sloinly »rintod pages.
Porheps I'm pushing it too for, though. Aftoer 211, cnough is “novfh,
csneeclally when thercts only onc or o DOS0E .
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WHe turned 'flwove demond the best in brend!
into o whopping spooncrism.s —— Sky look 1k

-._.,..-—....-.-----o----l----—-—--w‘-w-—--o...-u------u----—---.--.-.‘..--.-----u.o--.---—-n-—---—-—-"——h_...--.-.-.-.-------o-——o-—-u—--—o-——l-—l*

0f course it's easicr o say something than actually cdo itl
Tou can rest assured however, that thore vill he no more of tlhcsc

little things on this page... Afeor a2ll, the little linc denoting

the cnd of t 1is stoncil ic right dovm bolow me, and I'd wvent to be
the last to be aecuscd of pU“Hlnﬁ it too fa

hral
Lk

'o-c



Whatever happened to Pete GriEam?

F.O., Box 7382
Dear Mr, Carr: Bloomington-by-the-Sea
11 Pecemker 57

(Net the Mister Carr of Seattls, of course,)

Tonight is my fasan night --- Tonight Is Fanac Night! Mark the
dste on your new gir;y calendar, It doesn't scecur often, In fact,
this is the first Fanac Night since shertly before March 12, 1955,
My wife allews me only one Fanac Night every few years, a sort of
release to all my pent-up frustrations and, of ceurse, a sort ef re-
ward for being gocd, I have been very good for the past twe years
end so I am allowed te Fanac until midnight tonight,

My last Fanac Night was March 7, 1955 --- she¢rtly before the
fateful date cf March 12th, You can readily imagine that I have a
flock of pent-ups to release, I am releasing them on you because I
have just read THE INNISH, whereln you sco kindly me of 01d Times,

I gleed at that,

But let me tell you about the fateful date e¢f March 12, 1955,

A few days after that date (elas, too longe after my Fanac
Night for 1955) I received a letter and two virgin stencils frem a
fellow named Peter Graham, As a peint of interest, these two sten-
cils T am typing ¢n now, Isn't that a queer ccincidence? WVell,
anyway, Peter sent the twe stencils and a very nicyg letter, asking
me to centribute (and stencil) scmething for his magazine, ISCMER,
The date ef his letter was March 12, 1655, Do you perceive the
tragedy? Yes, eof course, w a I couldn't contritbute anything
ner stencil anything because :? my Fanac Night was past! I could
only sit and frustrate, sit and pender, sit and weep because
my Fanac Night was gune and my wife would net vermit another one so
seon, Therefcre his letter went unanswersed and his stencils
gathered dust on the rhelf,

Until tonight. Tonight December ll 1957, my gracicus wife
ellowed me ANOTEFR FANAC NTGHT ! &nd so pcsthaqte I ran to the
cloget and pulled out Pete's letter and these two stencils, (Mice
had chewed the hole you see in the parasgraph next above,) (And the
stencils develcred a slight weakness under the spaces where I place
the letter <. ) (But all that is due to age, no dcubt,)

So here I am, Fanacking my little heart out, as they say in
the tetter movies,

Is it true that you kncew Pete Graham? Is it ftrue that he is
living in Berkeley, only four blecks uphill from you across the cam-
pus? Is it true that you and him danced with a little man at a
fraternity ball? If &1l this is true, then I am sure you will ex-
plain to him these unusual circumstances, I am sure, during your
next dence, you will show him these stencils (or these pages, in the
event you publish them yourself) and tell him about my wife and my
infrequent Fanac Nights, I am sure you wWill scothe his feelings be-
ceuse his letter of March 12, 1955, hasn't been answered until now,



Whatever happened to Texry Carr?

I am sure that you will reimbuvrse him for the loss of these two
stencils, I am sure you wWill publish them, and let him see his name
in print, 2nd finally, I am sure that you will be as sur_.rised as I
was to discover that this second stencil is worlking out better than
the first, As yet, I have discovered no mice holes ir it, nor have
1 found any soft places under the positions where I choose to glace
en O, (I suspect this is because I am not uvusing a backing-plate on
this stencil, a plate demanded by Grennell whgp gestetnering work,)

If, Mr, Graham becomes really angry over this matter, please
remind him that he has no legitimate complaint, In evidence, I offer
en exect quote from his letter of March 12, 1955:

"These (the stencils) are for you to de anything you like with,"

so I did,

ind tell him to quit complaining about their non-return, in his
old fanzines, He should realize the handicap under which I laber,
Just wait until he gets married, and his wife confines him to one
Fenac Might every couple of years, Just wait,

We turn now, gleefully, to THE IMISH, -

Despite the ever-growing. number of con repcrts on every big and
1ittle con in creation, I muchly enjoyed the two you published, be-
cause of your choice of reperters, Truly, they spun mervelous
tales having the right amount of repurtage and the right amount of
extrapolation, I was filled with & Sense of Wonder, (I think this
is about the fifteenth or twentieth time I have read an account ef
the Oklacon, and this is alse the fifteenth or twentieth versien of
what happened there -~ all versions different, some contradictory,)
(Look, another O popped out, lore degenerated spots on this sten-
cil, Mr, Graham must be using an econony grade.3 (Tsk, and there
went another mousehole, Right on top of my prose, too.s

#fter the con re orts, the second most enjoyable featyures were
‘the léarge and smell fillers lifted from sucient fanzines, They did
indeed remind me of old times when Laney was in flower, Those were
the great days, son, As Willis has pointed out, Laney loved to
bring vp the resr,

Next, your quartet for beanieprops in a, a what, I don't know,
but the four props turned in sparkling piecés of work,

I intend to stoy here and let you doodle on the page, Look fer
me on my next Fanac iight, sometime in- 1958 or 59, If some kind fan
will furnish a couple of stencils between then and now,

- Bab Tucker
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ﬁirectly at the head of Francis T Laney the mallet came flying.

This is the same Laney who edited the #1 fanzine ACOLYTE, the #1 FAPAzine
FANDANGO, who was a one-time dignitary in the NFFF, and besides being an office-
holder in FAFA a couple of times, was more than once the Director of the Los
Angeles Science Fantasy Society.

If I could remember the cxact chronology of this affair, I might even dis-
cover that he was Director of the LASFS at the very moment that the mallet came
flying at his head. Can you imagine anyonc throwing a mallet at the head of the
Director of the LASFS?

This happened back in 1946 or 19L7 when Laney and I worked in the same shop
and each working day was like a protracted meeting of a fan club.

. A fan club with only two members, For about a year it had three members.
Gus “/illmorth, founder of the adzine FANTASY ADVERTISER, worked there for a while.

Laney, in response to a loud warning shout, looked up just in time to see
the mallet and to duck. The mallet whizzed over his head and crashed into a
partition.

Chow, the Chinesc machinist who had thrown the mallet at Laney and shouted
the warning at him also, came up to him laughing. "0ld Chinese joke," he said.
"I almost kill you."

Laney, shaking his head, laughed too. It was an incredulons, wry laugh, the
laugh of a man who, not quite understanding, was trying to be a good sport. Chow
demonstrated his sense of humor in peculiar ways at times, Laney knew. And so he
laughed, without much humor in his laugh, because he could scarcely believe that
this thing had happened.

I could hardly believe it myself and I had just witnessed the entire sequence.
Chow had picked up the mallet, and standing a dozen feet away, had swung it under-
hand at FTL's head shouting "Hey, Laney !" as the missile left his hand.

For a long time afterward that was a standard shop joke among the three of



The Mind of Chow--II

us. Nobody elsc could see anything humorous about it. In fact, several people
said that they hated having Chow tcll them jokes becausc they could never tell
when 1t was time to laugh. On the cther hand, when they told him jokes they never
could tell whether he would look at them blankly or laugh uproariously. There
scemcd to be no nattern,

Laney claimed it was the fault of us inscrutable Occidentals.

Onc day Chow camc to work fairly bursting with a story to tell us. He could
scarcely wait to tell us what had happened the night before,

It secms that Chow and his sister lived with their father. Every night the
old uman came homc around eleven o'clock after closing up his littlc groecery store,
and he entercd the housc by the back way in total darkness. He had a systen for
finding the dangling light cord on the back porch. From thc door he reached for the
washtub, followed along the washtub so many paces, and having reached a certain
spot would reach up into the blackness and grasp the light cord without a miss., He
was very fond of telling people how he could do this evary time. '

One day Chow noticed, in changing the light bulb, that the outside metal shell
was electrically live--he got a shock from it. So he attached a wire to it and ran
the bare wire down in-place of the switch cords That night his father came home
late as usual, felt his way along the washtub as usual, reached the locating point,
rcached up and grasped the light cord...Chow said his father's yelp of fright and
pain could be heard most of the way down the block. : :

"1y golly," I said when he told mc the story. "He was grounded to the washtub!
He must have gotten a terrific shock. You might have killed him."

"Only 0ld Chincse joke," laughed Chow, "I almost kill him,"
"Did he find out you'd rigged the light switch?®

"Surc, I tcll him. I say, 'Oh boy, old Chinese jokc. I almost kill you.' So
he laugh too." '

I guess the old man saw thc point,

The other day in the shop the foreman started feeding a piece of material through
one of thc table saws with the direction of rotation. This is not common practice
and this forcman has been running these saws for -more than twenty years, but- there he
was, feeding the strip thc wrong way. Of course the saw seized up and shot the piece
through the air at a speed we later cstimated to be 100 mph. It screamed past six
inches away from the ear of Chow as he sat operating a drill presse It struck the
wall with a sound like the crack of a rifle. '

The foreman went over to Chow. "I'm not hurt. Are you?" he said,

Chow' said, "I didn't even have to turn around to know who did that. Only one
man in the shop stupid enough "

The rest of the day Chow would come over to me at intervals, usually announcing
himself by throwing something sharply against my machinc or the wall, then coming up
and saying gquictly to me, "I'm not hurt. Arc you?" ‘Then he'd tell me the story all
over again. '

"About the fourth time he told me the story, I said to him, "Mihat arec you so an-
noycd about, anyway? O0ld Chincse joke. He almost kill you." ;

To Chow's cternal credit it must be admitted that he laughed. It was a laugh
that reminded me of lLaney's laugh, so long ago. A sort of wry laugh, without much
humor in it at all.



MUSKRAT RAMBLE

@, Joshua Frandon

DON'T Bi THAT WaY: These people here in Berkeley are too fannish.

I know that Bovd Raeburn will disagree with
mo, but I will say it agaln: These people are too fannish. They
really are. Why, just this evening I was sitting in my room, not
doing anything at all connected with fandom, nor even thinking of
faunish subjiects, when I received this phone call from Terry, who
said, "Let's put out a one-zhot."

Now, I submit that it certainly is a horrible thing to be
dragged from nonfannish pursuits to the phone, and then have some
daun fan say, "lLetis put out a cne-shot."® It is, in fact, dis-
concerting. -

Ordinarily, whenever anyone around here suggests such a
thing, he is immediately ignored. For all iutents and purposses
he ceases to exist until such time as he stops talking about his
wonderiul idea or at least changes the subject, preferably to
something like, "iet's go get some Champale."

I was tempted to hang up on old Carr, but that would have
been impolite. I tried to think of some evcuse to use so that I
could decline politely--something like, "Sorry, but I'm leeaving
for Sacramento in a few minutes," or "I can't right now, because
Itm right in the middle of a brilliant parody of 50,000 words
which will create fannish history," or "wJho did you want? This
is Hank's Bar & Grill."

While I was trying to think of something more convincing
than any of the above, Terry said, "Great, we'll pick you up in
a few minutes," and hung up.

So in awhile they did come by and drag me away frou my
room down here to pPete's place, and they sat me down at a type-
writer and told me to jet busy and create my share of material
for the one-shot. Lveryone at a one-shot session, they said, had
an ohligation to do his part. They harped on this for so long
that they eventually got ue to believing it. In fact, I fully
believed it untii I Jjust tvped it, and saw how thoroughly ridiculous
it looked in cold type.

But they are too fannish, all of them. Terry Carr, who
publishes a fanzine called Innuendo, and spends half his 1ife taking
rotes on the happenings in the group which can be written up as
naterial for his long editorials therein. Ppete Graham, who claims
to be a fakefan, but who has just finished a Fapezine even though
he is number 40 or so on the waiting list. Ron Ellik, who used to
be Fapa OE and therefore hates small-sized Fapazines, but who is
toying with the idea of a half-sized Fafhrd because he wants to
use the paper-cutter he brouzht =11 the way up from Long Beach
recently.

All three of these people are crazy goddam fans. Only Dave-
had sense enough to refuse to perticipate in this one-shct. Hs
gave some sort of weak excuse about going to a political speech
in San Francisco tonight. But I'11l bet even he would have bsen
here, one-shotting awasy like mad, if his excuse hadn't besn trus.

I'm the cnly sane one here. The only one. Unigus. Only
1 aw sane. Even if 1 have been here for only a half hour and al-
ready have a full page typed,



MATILINGBAG JOYS: On the last page I was writing about how Ron
used to be Fapa OE, and.it reminded me of Ron

telling me that when he held that office he used to have a rough
time getting the completed bundles down to the post office. The
mailings during his tenure in office were huge onss, sometimes
totalling over 700 pages, including postmailings.

tyhen I took them down to the p.o.," said Ron, "I was always
astounded at the sheer bulk of the things. I added it up once,
and it turned out that the mailings were averaging something 1like
eleven feet high, when the bundles were all piled up. When I put
‘them into the car, they'd fill all of the back seet and floor,
and the trunk too." '

"What kind of a car were you using?®" I asked.

"A 156 Ford sedan."

I thought about that for a long time. Here was Ron Ellik,
a legendary fan who had been OL. of Fapa at 17, thereby no doubt
creating fannish history-—-as I say, here was this legendary fellow
Ron Ellik, who had been reading Fapa mailings for years and who
surely must have known better than to have anything to do with
a Detroit Bathtub. 4nd he had been driving a 156 Ford sedan.

"4 '56 Ford sedan,*" I said.

He must have seen the look on my face then, because he
frowned and added, "When you're Fip& OE, you need a Big, Safe,
Heavy car," ‘b

TROUBLE IN LIND: I am very glad that my name is Brandon, rather "
than something like Woolsey or Young or Zilch.
Brandon is right up there near the beginning of the alphabet,
and I've always had good results from that position. In any list.
I've been near the top: in registration lists for signing up for
classes, in emplowyment lists—-—and on fanzine mailing lists.
I've noticed, since moving into the sams house as Dave .
Rike, that my copies of fanzines are always more neatly-addrecsed
than his. I can only attribute this phenomenon to the suppésition
that. most faneds file their mailing lists alphabetically, and that
by the time they work their way dovn through the list addressing
copies and get to the end, they've got writer's cramp, are tired,
and in general do a more sloppy job of writing the addresses.

. It must be horrible to be named Zytztz. I'1ll bet that
psople with that name misgy getting a lot of fanzines simply kecause
their name and addresses are written illegibly, and the fmz are
undeliverable. _

hy, sure, I must be right. After all, how many people
do you know named Zytztz who get more than one or two fanzines a
year?

I'M GONNA STOMP MR. RON ELLIK: - In JOSHINGS #1 I told you how Ron
B1lik read books of mine in 45

minutes that I'd been trying to get around to reading for months.
Well, he has done it again, damn him. -

Awhile back Ron and I were in a bookstore having a 19¢ hamburger
and talking, and meanwhile wander ing around looking at the pocket-
books' and so forth. We came upon a section devoted to the works of
George Bernard Shaw, and I picked up "Caesar and Cleopatra® to show
to him, enthusing over it. "I've read it," I told him, "and take
myv word for it, it's.a very fine piece. Why don't you read ite"

Hc made dubious sounds deep in his throat.

Then I started riding him about his little world of science
fiction. This is a standing joke in Berkeley fandom--all of us kid
Ron about being a science fiction fan' (well, he reads Astounding



every month, anyway), and about knowing nothing of Literature and
Art and Real Life. We really lay it on, misqucting Shakespeare to
nim eruditely, making references to fictitious authors and books
which we claim to have read and analyzed for their literary content.
We never talk about science fiction to him, except to deride it.-

We don't read science fiction anymore, you Seec. (To tell the truth,
wetre so lazy that we don't read much of anything, except the Ian-
zines we publish.) :

Anyway, I was riding him about how he was lost in his little
world of science fiction, and reprimanding him for not reading any-
thing of literary value. "Why not read just this one decent piece
of literature?" I said, sneering at him. "It %ill do you good."

Finally he gave in, mumbling something about always wanting to
read some Shaw, and he bought the book. Then he went home, as did
A :

1 saw him a few days later. Following up my advantage, I said,
wiell, Squirrel, have you read that Shaw play yet? Have you at
1ast had some contact with worthwhile reading?"

tyeg," he said, "I read it. I liked it, too." :

T was a bit surprised that hetd actually followed through, but
I saw a chance to go on and discuss the play with him, meanwhile
throwing in all sorts of allusions to other plays by shaw which I
would say I had read (though "Caesar and Cleopatra" was the only
one I had read), and of course vitimately winning whatever argument
we would get into on Shaw, simply by making up reams of quotations
from eminent critics. -

But then Ron said, "In fact, I 1iked it so much that It've since
read 'Pygmalion,' 'Captain Brassbound's gonversion,' 'The Devil's
Disciple,t 'Candida,’ and two or three more of Shaw's plays. Have
you read them?" : &

1 couldn't say yes, forrfear that he had actually read all those
plays and would catch me. I mean, what could I do but admit I'd only
read one of Shaw's plays? ' '

1 thought of a clever counter-ploy. I would divert his atten-
tion to a subject near and dear to his heart. "What did you think
of the latest astounding?" I asked. : : :

“you and your iittle world of science fiction," He sneered,

ORIGINAL DIXIELAND ONE-SHOTs These people here at the session are
1 all titling and subtitling their

‘pieces from modern jazz tenes. Fie on them. T don't know why I
even condescend to let my work appear in a fanzine titled LIGHTHOUSE.
After all, has Kid Ory ever appeared at the Lighthouse? Has he?
Well, then what good. is the place? ; '

" Anyviay, I'm titling my stuff with traditional jazz titles.
This is done in the spirit of a protest.

Bah.

WHEN THE SiaINTS GO IARCHING IN: e were talking this evening about

this class that Terry has and which
Pete audits every now and then--it's a course in ancient history,
Egypt, Mesopotamis, Assyria, and so .forth. They told me that the
other day the instructor mentioned that much of the history of
_palestine and related areas was lost because they started using
papyrus instead of clay tablets, and in the climate of that area
the papyrus scrolls wouldn't last long, whereas in the dry climate
of Bgypt papyrii could last and have lasted to the present day..
Well, this set us off onto another, more fannish, line of thought.
It was pointed out that we are making fannish history here in



Berkeley. I mean, no less a personage than Boyd Raeburn, fan four-
square, has said thisj and in print, too, which means it must be true.
30 we decided that it was a crime that we were putting out all our
fanzines on paper, which will not last for millenia in this damp
oceanside climate.

We decided, that is, to publish our fanzines on clay tablets
in the future,

"Tt's absolutely necessary," said Terry, nif we are to pass on
to future fan generations our heritage of wit and fannish history."”

e sat and pondered the enormity and magnificence of the decision
we had just mede. a4t length, Ron pointed out that, since no other
fanzines thet we know of have ever been printed on clay tablets,
then in future centuries when the fans of Seven Hundredth Fandom
excavate the great fan centers of this pioneer century, the only
fannish artifacts they'll find will be our clay fanzines.

And thus, said Ron, for the mere trouble of printing our fmz
on clay rather than perishable paper, we will assure ourselves of
immortal ization when the great roll is galled up yonder.

-- Carl Brandon
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