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Like my editorial lastish, I am going to "
be touching briefly on several topics rather than dwellmg on a sin-
gle topic (or, even a few of them). Starting with a reminder that
all of you should be voting No Award in all Hugo categories, the
better that this zine can claim undeserved honours. Especially,
vote No Award for Best Fanzine — that way the zine can be listed
twice. I applaud any other faanish mischief anybody wants to per-
petrate.

And then there is the subject of my job. I still have one.
The upshot of this is that I am upsizing both the number of pages
in this zine and the type size. As a possessor of less than ideal eye-
sight I understand that the 10 pt. size of my previous zines was a
bit small for some eyes. In this issue I have reduced the use of
type sizes smaller than 12 point to only a few parts of the zine. As
a bit of a test I have put the legalese on page two in 4 pt. (the
smallest available) and reproduced the text at the top of this page
in larger type. The test: how many people can read the 4 pt. type
and do not need to read the 10 pt. version above? Anyway, the
number of pages of this zine is probably about as many as I will
use in future. Or thereabouts, anyway. I do not intend that this
zine will grow into a monster sized zine like Holier Than Thou.
Despite the use of computer technology and the reinvented
mimeography which I use, I am still in no mood to be putting out
zines in the regular neighbourhood of 70 — 120 pages.

One of the nice things about working for Pacific Bell, my
new employer, is that they are paying me more money than I was
earning in my previous jobs, and I will be getting twice-yearly
raises for a period that is longer than I plan on working there. If I

(Continued on page 6)




LASFS
AUCTION
BIDS

Brought to you by The Committee To Gouge Money Out
Of The LASFS

HISTORY

Years ago, when the thought of a clubhouse was merely a dream, the Society instituted a
weekly auction. The purpose was to get the money for the building fund. Being The LASFS,
we decided to call a spade a spade and term the auction a "Money Gouge." Thus was formed
The Committee to Gouge Money Out Of The LASFS. One of the other things the LASFS did
was to turn the whole idea of an auction on its head, so the members who weren't bidding en-
joyed themselves. This developed into the madness you're seeing (and reading about) at this
time. Here are some things you need to know about the gouge. Herewith, a list of some of the
most common bidding terms, meanings, and conventions. This way, if you are a newcomer to
the club, you will have the advantage of being as confused as are the regular attendees.

OFFICIALLY BLANK ITEMS. This started out when Bill Rotsler started bringing in for
auction review copies of multi-X rated video tapes. (Bill made a part of his living by writing re-
views of these things.) All things considered, we auctioned these "Officially Blank" tapes only
to those over the age of 18. (Years, not days.) Nowadays, other things at LASFS are often
considered "Officially Blank" and the term is not limited to the minds of those who run for
LASFS office.

MONEY AUCTIONS. A member will often donate some type of currency (Foreign or Domes-
tic) and the members bid on it. This includes anything declared money by the audience (usually
by bidding for it as a separate auction starting at the present bid). The REAL excitement is that
the person who is second in the bidding contest also pays their bid. This type of auction is the
only type where you can under bid (by at least 5 cents) the current bid. Just to spell it out, if
someone donates a US two dollar bill, and one person bids .75 and another bids $1.00 and no
one else bids, the $1.00 bidder pays and gets the $2.00 bill, but the fan bidding .75 also pays, but
gets nothing for his bid except the satisfaction of supporting his club. Often, in order to protect
their "investment" in their bids, bidders wind up at amounts higher than the value of that upon
which they are bidding. Example: bidder 1 is at $1.95 and bidder 2 is at $1.75. Bidder 2 then
bids $2.00 and bidder 1, wanting to at least get the bill and not "waste" his $1.75, bids $2.05.
Bidder 2, with similar logic, then bids $2.25. Sometime this "logic" gets carried to ridiculous ex-
tremes. Fun stuff, huh?

SIDE AUCTIONS. If a member chooses, they may bid to open or close the bidding. All this
means is that if the bid is "closed" no further bidding may take place (unless a new auction is



started to reopen the bidding). In effect, the last bid is the winner. The LASFS, being LASFS,
sometimes there are secondary (and even tertiary) side bids — "I bid to open the closed bid to
open the bid" — the auctioneer often needs the memory of an elephant (which is why Bruce Pelz
used to be our auctioneer). If the bid is "open," bidding on the original item may continue. As
was just pointed out, opening and closing the bidding may also take place on the first series of
bids to open or close the bid. This may continue until it loses its humour value, stops making se-
rious money, or has all the bidders so convulsed with laughter that they are not able to continue,
whichever comes first.

"A DOLLAR TO GIVE IT TO...." Sometimes, a bid will be conditional, which means, if
something is done with the object being bid, then the bidder will pay for it. A conditional bid is
usually to give "it" to someone or something, or fulfilling a condition (i.e., the next person
through the door). The auctioneer will normally play along with this as long as the conditional
isn't illegal, immoral, or will result in lawsuits. Even those conditions may be open to auction.

SCRATCH BID. If this bid is called for, and the BIDDER agrees, the auctioneer may bid the
bidder up to a dollar over the previous bidder, usually in increments of 5 cents. A case of bid-
ders bidding "against" themselves. This bid was names after a member who would often know-
ingly bid against himself! (Years previous to this particular bidder, there was another bidder
who, every week, bid against himself in this manner. He left before the escalating procedure was
developed.) Beware, in a money auction you could end up with both ends of the stick. Wel-
come to the Wonderful World of LASFS Auctions!!!

CANTOR BID. This bid was named for one of the previous treasurers who always bid $20.00
for a parking space. She did not own a car to park in it. She sometimes bid on a space even
though she already had one or more of them.

A COMPENDIUM OF SOME BIDDING AMOUNTS

1BIT=.125 . THORSON =.09

2 BITS = .25 PIANO = .88

3 BITS = 1 NIBBLE = .375 BAKER'S DOZEN = .13
3 NIBBLES = 1 BYTE = 1.125 ' DOUBLE NICKLE = .55
3 BYTES = 1 WORD = $3.375 THE ANSWER = .42

3 WORDS = 1 CORE = $10.125 TROMBONES =.76

3 CORES = 1 TAPE = $30.375 SPIRIT = .76

3 TAPES = 1 DRUM = $91.125 GROSS = $1.44

3 DRUMS = 1 DUMP = $273.375 TOO GROSS = $2.88

3 DUMPS = 1 DOMAIN = $820.125 THREE GROSS = $4.32

3 DOMAINS =1 NETWORK = $2,460.375 NO QUARTER = .30
NULL QUARTER = .30

OOK =.50 DALMATIANS = $1.01
SLOBBER =.75 ENTERPRISE = §17.01
DROOL = $1.00 LOST MOON = $19.99
BURP =.05 CANTOR = $20.00



SPEED LIMIT = .65

SEBALIS = $5.00

PAVAROTTI = $10.00 (TENER)
SCRATCH = .05 RAISES IN SEQUENCE
UP TO $1.00 ABOVE PREVIOUS BID
TOTAL

ODYSSEY 1 =5$20.01
ODYSSEY 2 = $20.10
ODYSSEY 3 = $20.61
THROW HIM OUT = .86
TOSS THE BUM OUT = .86
OH,MAX = .86

' FELDON =.99

ANCIENT COMPUTER = $80.88
COMMODORE = .64

OLDER COMPUTER = $2.86

OLD COMPUTER = $3.86
MODERN COMPUTER = $4.86
PENTIUM = $5.87

(UPGRADE SENDS BID TO NEXT
HIGHER COMPUTER BID)

VICTORIOUS BEAST = $1.11
RATLROAD BEAST = $2.22
BALLET BEAST = $2.22
LOCOMOTIVE BEAST = $2.22
HALF-A-BEAST = $3.33
GOLFER'S BEAST = $4.44
POLISH BEAST = $5.55
WHOLESALE BEAST = $6.66
THE BEAST (OR BEAST) = $6.66
CONVENIENCE BEAST = $7.11
GAMBLER'S BEAST = $7.77
LUCKY BEAST = $7.77
GOURMAND BEAST = $8.88

3 GERMAN VIRGINS = $9.99
HERGE'S BEAST = $10.10
MUNSTERS BEAST = $13.13
FREEWAY BIDS (FREEWAY NAME
EQUALS BID)

PASADENA = $2.10

HARBOR = $1.10

VENTURA = $1.34
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HOLLYWOOD = §1.01

NO. HOLLYWOOD = $1.70
GOLDEN STATE = $5.00
GLENDALE = $2.00
SANTA MONICA = $10.00
SAN DIEGO = $4.05

SIMI = $1.18

SAN GABRIEL = $7.10
RIVERSIDE = $6.05

All bidding must be in minimum increments
of at least 5 cents.

Important Final Note. For all the jokes we
make about them, auctions do have an impor-
tant function around the society. They help
with the costs of keeping the clubhouse open
and available to you, the member or guest.
We encourage you to have fun (within legal
reason, or course). And, of course, to spend
money. Lots and lots of money! If you
don't know what we are talking about, Wait!
Neither do the regular members.

M,

e ——————————

Editorial: (Continued from page 3)

stay at this job until when I was originally
planning on retiring (my 65th birthday comes
up in a year) I will have to work part time to
supplement my various retirement plans.
However, putting aside the maximum amount
in my new retirement plan (401k) and work-
ing for another year or two after I turn 65 I
should be able to then retire with enough in-
come to not have to work part time. ' Of
course, I still will not be able to travel on this
income, but T will be comfortable in my usual
stay-at-home lifestyle.

Now, all that I have to do is to keep
this job. As I see it, the only obstacle to
keeping the job (aside from my attitude) is
the incredible amount of information which I
must learn. Well, I am ending my working
career with an interesting job. I hope. m.




MILT STEVENS

. As I wrote last time, Milt
Stevens is one of my favourite
Jan writers. 1 wrote that he
bas a source of material and
ideas from bis career as a
civilian employee of the Los

i Angeles Police Department.

This, however, is not his sole

source of inspiration in writ-

ing about fannish (and faan-
ish) matters. Milt has been
co-chair of a Worldeon

(LACON in 1984); more

importantly, though, he bhas

All of you have heard of Zen. Many of you may have the im- been a fanzine fan of long-

i it is theol if it had been written for the Marx |  ‘4dne Here s a pre
pression that it is theo ogy as if it had been wntten _ wobdly based on bis expen-

Brothers. There is something to that notion. This impression fre- ! ence in loc writing,

quently comes from encountering Zen parables. In a typical Zen par- !

able, a student approaches a Zen Master and asks, "What is the na-

ture of Enlightenment?" The Zen Master then hits the student over the head with a fish. This is

the first lesson of Zen Never Ask About Enlightenment. (Or, at least, not unless you want to

go two out of three falls.) However, you don't need no stinking enlightenment to write locs. It's
probably easier without it. If you were enlightened, you probably wouldn't be dealing with this
nonsense in the first place. 1 will proceed under the assumption that you are not enlightened but
do have the problem of what to do with a whole bunch of fanzines which seem to be demanding
a response of some sort.

by Milt Stevens

The most important thing is not to leave fanzines lying all over the place. This creates
the feeling that they have you surrounded. You must get them all in one stack. This contains
the problem, and containment is an important aspect of problem solving. In any problem solving
situation, it is important not to be rash. Initially, just look at the stack of fanzines every couple
of days. If that seems to be too impetuous, then make it every couple of weeks. Form a solid
resolve that something must be done Real Soon Now.

Real Soon Now must occur before the stack of fanzines reaches the ceiling. If you have
to create two stacks of fanzines, they are well on the way of having you surrounded again.
When the fanzine stack must be eventually approached, picking out one of the thinner fanzines
always seems to be an attractive option. However, those fat fanzines can glare at you much bet-
ter than the thin ones can. This may be the major reason for Fat American Fanzines. Not giving
any response for a whole bunch of work does seem philosophically worse than not giving any
response for a little work. No matter how large the fanzine, a loc should be between one and
two pages. Less than one page is insufficient and more than two is blithering.



You have cultivated your nomind by watching lots of 7 Love Lucy reruns. You are pre-
pared to focus your chi and calculate your chi-squared. A little downhome martial arts noise
making may not hurt either. As with many things, the secret of martial arts noise making isn't in
what you say but how you say it. A simple shriek like "faaaaaaaaaaaanAK" works about as well
as anything else. Before going too far into the martial arts noise making, it might be well to con-
sider how much your landlord would really love to have you evicted. If you own your own
place (as I do), then let go with every decibel you've got. Who cares if the neighbours think
you're a complete weirdo and possibly a psycho killer? It sure keeps them from coming over and
trying to borrow anything.

But what if after the last shriek has reverberated throughout your entire neighbourhood,
you find that the computer screen is still blank? Bummer. It may become necessary to actually
look at the fanzine. First, study the envelope in which the fanzine arrived. Is there anything un-
usual about it? I recall the time I received a rolled fanzine from England. While most fanzines
~ are printed on paper that is less than great, that fanzine seemed to have been printed on spring
steel. I sweated and strained to unbend it to my will. I finally stacked an entire 1940 edition of
the Encyclopedia Britannica on top of it and left it that way for a week. (As I recall, Hercules re-
sorted to a similar method to defeat the Hydra.) A struggle like that was certainly worth a loc
comment.

Don't overlook the postage stamp. There are all sorts of strange postage stamps. Read-
ers in the UK or Australia may experience some discomfort at questioning why Ezekial K. Boon-
fark was commemorated on a US postage stamp. Have no fear, most Americans have no idea
who these people are either. And if you ask why our government issued a Lizzie Borden com-
memorative, we get questions when your government issues a stamp commemorating the War of
Jenkins Ear or the celebration of Giant Wambo Month. There is one serious exception when it
comes to philatelic commentary in locs. Never comment on the stamps Joseph Nicholas uses.
That's very important to remember.

T 7 E v OF There are a few other opportunities for
00%}2:( #ﬁ{sﬂb € %WA)’BLJ]\% comments before you actually eyetrack the

fanzine. Heft the fanzine in your hands. Roll it
up and try to swat flying insects with it. Balance
is very important in fanzines. Riffle the pages
and smell the aroma. Bite the corners off a cou-
ple pages. Does the bouquet or taste suggest
anything to you? If it doesn't, can you bullshit
about it for a couple of paragraphs anyway?

The time has come to do some in depth
eyetracking. Note, I did not say reading. Read-
ing fanzines is the last resort of the incompetent.

% Claude Degler used to read fanzines all the time.
You wouldn't want to end up like Claude De-

gler. First, look at the cover. Then forget about




the cover, because nobody ever comments on covers. Flip through and see if the fanzine has a
photo section as in Challenger. Photo sections are a good source of cheap comments and possi-
bly cheap shots as well. "Gee, I never realized Ned Brooks bore such a striking resemblance to
John Dillinger." "You mean that normal looking fellow is really Joseph T. Majors. He doesn't
really have a hundred eyes mounted on stalks and 30 or 40 tentacles? Who could have guessed
it?"

While flipping through the fanzine, you might notice some other commentable details.
For instance, you might notice the fanzine isn't in English and you don't read anything other than
English. I remember the time I received a fanzine from Cesar Erkin Ergin in Ankara, Turkey.
Strangely enough, it was entirely in Turkish. What's a faan to do? Fortunately, I recalled that
English titles usually appear in English. A quick scan revealed what I believed to be a review of
the animated film The Fantastic Planet. 1'd seen the film, so I could blither for a page of my
own opinions without having the slightest notion what the Turkish review may have said. From
this experience, I did learn that "bilim kurgu" means science fiction in Turkish. That may be use-
ful in a crossword puzzle someday.

On another occasion, I received an Italian publication called Roman. It was a rather nice
looking publication. On looking through it, I discovered it contained an interview with our own
Harlan Ellison. The photo accompanying the interview made Harlan look a great deal more Ital-
ian looking than he normally looks, but what the heck. I scanned the interview for a sign ofa
familiar outlook or opinion. I came across the words "terriblemente et stupido." Ah ha, the in-
terviewer must have asked him something about fandom or fans. The words might be different,
but the tune sounded familiar.

Having noted a few commentable items, it is now time to start putting words on the com-
puter screen. How do you begin. Explaining why it has taken you so long to write this loc is a
common beginning. However, you don't want to use the L word (lethargy) or the I word
(inertia) or especially the S word (sloth). You wouldn't write words like that on a bathroom
wall, so you wouldn't want to include them in a loc either. It's better to start with a traditional
"At This Moment Around The Galaxy" number. "My great aunt has been in the hospital with a
double hernia she suffered while training for a body building competition, my cats have devel-
oped the elm tree blight, and I'm recovering from having slit my wrists rather than write an arti-
cle for Bill Bowers." Just everyday believable stuff that portrays how hard you've struggled to
write this letter at all.

But what if you have done all your preliminary work, and you still don't have enough
words. This is the unpleasant part. You may actually have to read something. With luck, you
may encounter an anecdotal fannish piece. Now the most important phrase is "That Reminds Me
Of." Everything reminds you of something. If that wasn't the case, then Rorschach Tests
wouldn't work. (Come to think of it, I'm not really sure Rorschach Tests do work. Oh well, you
get the point anyway.) Try something like, "Your account of having your appendix removed re-
minded me of the time I ate a kosher burrito in downtown Los Angeles." The association be-
tween these two events is obvious. Both are entirely unpleasant. However, having your appen-
dix removed is an event that can happen only once in your lifetime. Eating a kosher burrito in.



downtown Los Angeles is an event that should happen only once in your lifetime. It's sort of
like the old Compare And Contrast number in school.

You may not be so lucky as to encounter anecdotal fannish writing. What if you find
yourself in the middle of a discussion of media and even Star Trek. Gone With The Wind was
the last movie you've seen, and you haven't owned a television set since 1975. What's a faan to
do? Discussing media SF is much like making martial arts noise. It doesn't matter what you say
as long as you mention Jeri Ryan. You must know who Jeri Ryan is. After all, she was the cen-
terfold in Popular Mechanics. If you are a male of the majority persuasion, you may express
whatever sentiments Jeri Ryan inspires in you. If you are a female of the majority persuasion,
you may express your disgust and revulsion at women who dress in skintight cat suits and go
around looking like that. If you are of either gender of the minority persuasion, reverse the po-
larity of my previous comments and continue. If you are of neither gender, forget I ever men-
tioned it and move on to the next topic.

Of course, there can be even worse things than discussing media. What if you find your-
self in the middle of a sercon fanzine, and they are doing litcrit. The last time you tried doing lit-
crit you were thrown out of sixth grade for making improper remarks about Dick and Jane.
What's a faan to do? Doing litcrit is much like making martial arts noise. It doesn't matter what

you say as long as you use a great

many words to say it. It is better if
you use words that are more than
twelve letters long. You can find
lots of these in any good crossword
puzzle dictionary. However, be
careful not to use any Welsh place
names. They know you're a rube if
you start throwing in Welsh place
names. If all else fails, do a Com-
pare And Contrast with 7he Will To
Believe by William James, Theory of
the Leisure Class by Thorstein Ve-
blen, and the Kama Sutra. That
should hold the varmints.

At last, you are finished. Af-
ter straining your synapses to the
maximum, the letter is stamped,
sealed, and consigned to the
USPOD. It's time for the Zen T
ceremony. This consists of flopping
. on a bed, assuming the configura-

P N | tion of the letter "T," and taking a
nap. It's very restful.
THE ONLY GOOD THOUGHT HE EVER HAD | m
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ROTSLER
REPRVNTS

contributed by Bruce Pelz

And now, as I promised in the last issue, a 1963 entry titled, I INVITE GREGG CALKINS TO
AN ORGY. Lastish I reprinted two locs from Laney. This time we have some writing by Bill
Rotsler, himself.

From the Rotsler Archives:
From KTEIC MAGAZINE #116, December 1963
I INVITE GREGG CALKINS TO AN ORGY
by Bill Rotsler

gether with our New Zealand transplant. Gregg Calkins, in town for a few days before

going back to his job in Seattle, was also on the line. I say to Burbee et al, "I don't know
what they are doing but there is a beautiful nude blonde across a king-size bed from me ... and a
brunette on her knees in front of her." Burbee offers several theories, none being the correct
one, that of a 39-24-37 big-busted beauty that I am trying for PLAYBOY and the pretty brunette
(wearing only pants) is her roommate putting body makeup on her. I don't think Burb/Gregg be-
lieve me so I have the girls speak into the phone. This was a mistake. They were both very
horny and start being sexy. They eventually corner me against a wall and rub all over me while
being sexy into the phone to our invisible audience.

~g; oyd Raeburn was due in town so I call up Burbee to see where and when I might get to-

A couple of weeks previously the blonde and I had made a "dirty tape" on her battery-
powered recorder. I tell Burbee & Calkins that we did it on the living room floor on a Sunday
morning while the brunette was still in bed. The blonde got quite carried away and became quite
realistic in this ad-lib and (I assure you) fake tape. The best line was a very realistic "Move up a
little, will you, honey?" So I turned it on and listened to the whole thing on an extension phone.

11



This whole affair agitated Mr. Calkins so I invited him over, since it was not too far away.
Soon after I was to regret this invitation as I had been feeding them both strong Scotches to re-
lax them — a necessary device in the case of these girls — because I was going to use the well-
built but unprofessional brunette as a foreground "set-piece," nude but with no face showing,
and she was nervous about it. But the relaxing liquor also got them all sexy and we almost gave
up the photography, except that we had a guest on the way. * Just as well, for that is not the way
to do business, and certainly not the way I usually conduct my sessions unless there had been
prior liaisons with all concerned before.

In any case Gregg ar-
rived with more Scotch and
we planted him in the living
room with the brunette, now
wearing a bathrobe.  The
blonde wandered about hold-
ing her robe in front of her
rather inadequately and walk-
ing away forgetting she had
no postern cover. All in all
Mr. C had a preview of a pos-
sible Playmate. Every time
he went to get more water for
his Scotch he discovered that
the bedroom had no door.
(The floors had just been car-
peted and the doors, not yet
planed to fit, were sitting
against walls.) Gregg took
the bathrobed brunette our
for food.

At last the session

was over, and while the

blonde was washing off the body makeup I am afraid the brunette and I rather disturbed the rest-

less Gregg by a display of affection on the living room couch. When the blonde came out of the

shower all pink and white, the brunette and I disappeared. Gregg and the blonde were doing

something in the kitchen when I walked out of the bedroom to slide a loose door across the
doorway to give the brunette more privacy.

The last time I saw Gregg Calkins was with a blank expression and a glass of warm
Scotch, standing in the kitchen door. 1 have never asked whether geological engineer Calkins
ever struck oil or not.

m,
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Len Moffatt has been around Los Angeles
since World War |Il. He has seen and commented
about local (and other) happenings amost since he
moved here from the Eastern part of our country.
Len has been writing his fannish autobiography off
and on in FAPA. Len Is now re-writing this work
for the larger audlence of this fanzine.

Herewlth, Len's second installment, guite a
bit longer than the first. In this series, Len Is writ~
ing about Los Angeles fandom; therefore, he has
skipped over his "adventures’ In his military service
during World War Il. Herewlith, after having been
demaobbed, L.en starts part two with some personal
natter about his decision to move west from Penn-
sylvania.

€

v

CALIFANIA TALES
Part Two: THE NEO-CALIFANIAN'S TALE

by Len Moffatt

hen I returned to western Pennsylvania in December of 1945 I was reminded of how

much I had hated the cold winters as a child. Not that it was always that warm in the

parts of the Pacific where I had been — and winter was coming to Nagasaki during my
brief stay there as part of the occupation force. So I couldn't wait to travel westward again, but -
only as far as Arizona or California, thank you.

Arizona was briefly considered, as I had been born in Phoenix. My parents and my sister
had moved to Arizona for my father's heaith. I don't remember him, as he died a couple of years
after I was born and my family moved back to Pennsylvania where I was raised. I have always
considered myself a Westerner because I was born in Arizona, raised in western Pennsylvania,
and have lived most of my life in California.

My family had no contacts left in Arizona but did have friends living in the Los Angeles

area. My mother and I moved out here early in 1946, soon to be followed by my sister, brother-
in-law, niece, nephew and our dog, Rascal.
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We found homes in Bell Gardens, a little town southeast of downtown Los Angeles. 1
didn't seek out my fellow-fans immediately as I needed to find a job and, to complicate matters,
my mother had to go into the hospital. We didn't exactly find sunny California weather either. It
was a wet winter with poor street drainage in our area. But by March I finally found my way
back to Bixel Street in a roundabout way.

I traveled to Somewhere in Hollywood by bus and trolley. Not being a driver I was to
use public transportation a lot in the years to come and back then it was a lot more efficient than
it is now, especially the street cars. You could travel all over the local map on trolleys, including
down to Orange County on the old red car line.

Having arrived at my destination I sat in a hole-in-the wall office Somewhere in Holly-
wood and listened to the white-haired old man sitting on the other side of a battered desk asking
me (in the Well-Rounded Tones of s Shakespearean Actor) for a "down payment" of one hun-
dred dollars. I managed to not laugh in his face. He sort of reminded me of John Carradine and
I liked Carradine. But he also reminded me of the scam artists I had known when I worked sum-
mers in carnivals.

What he was offering was a course in how to write for television, "the upcoming thing,"
as he put it. I didn't doubt that television was the upcoming thing but I doubted that a really
good teaching course could come out of such a sleazy office. He would have been more believ-
able had he been offering a course in how to speak iambic pentameter. I told him that I could
not afford the hundred bucks and went away from there.

I decided to pay my second visit to Slan Shack on Bixel Street. Al Ashley was the only
one home that afternoon. Ihad heard that he worked as a painter but apparently he had no jobs
that day. The first thing that he told me was that he drank forty cups of coffee a day. After I
was there awhile I was inclined to believe him and made no effort to match him cup for cup. I
love coffee but there are limits.

When Al began to tell me about all the queers and oddballs in LASFS I couldn't help
thinking that this was my afternoon for meeting bullshit artists. The I realized that he was trying
to shock me because I was "the Christian fan," as Forry had dubbed me in YOM some time be-
fore. I'm afraid I disappointed him as I didn't react in a shocked manner and stuck around until
the rest of the Slan Shackers came home from wherever they worked. Al had not taken into
consideration the fact that I was just back from the war and was no longer the naive kid that
used to write letters to VOM.

Abby Lu, Al's wife, prepared dinner for all of us. I forget what it was but I was im-
pressed by the fact that she did all this work to feed a bunch of boarders including an unexpected
visitor like me and didn't seem to mind at all.

I think Myrtle Douglas a.k.a. Morojo was still living there too, perhaps the only denizen
of the Slan Shack who was a native Californian. She may have helped prepare the dinner but I
got the impression that Abby Lu was the one in charge of the kitchen.
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That evening I also met Walt Liebscher and admired his piano playing and Dale Hart, he
of the Texas-Harvard accent, who let me read his copy of the current issue of Liebscher's
CHANTICLEER. 1 was familiar with the fanzine as my sister had copied out items from it to
send me when I was overseas. Jack Weidenbeck, the artist, the quietest of the lot, dwelt there
too and I'm sure there were one or two others but memory fails.

Much of the talk among the Slan Shackers was over my head, new to the scene as I was,
but I enjoyed perusing the fanzines and listening to the music, and promised to show up at a club
meeting as soon as possible. Having survived World War II, I wasn't about to be scared away
from joining the world's oldest science fiction club by the possible threat of being molested by a
member of my own gender.

Unlike Cy Condra, I don't have a funny story to tell about my first LASFS meeting. Ap-
parently he joined around the same time that I did but I wasn't there the night that Elmer Perdue
stood up during the meeting to ask if anyone knew where he could obtain a copy of the Halde-
man-Julius Little Blue Book entitled "How To Test Your Urine At Home." Russ Hodgkins, the
club's dignified director, banged his gavel and said, "Elmer, you are Out of Order" "I know,"
said Elmer. "That is why I want the book!" Cy decided that this was his kind of club.

I would meet Cy some time later at the home of Charles Edward Burbee, Jr. In the
meantime I do remember meeting Forry Ackerman and Tigrina at the first meeting I attended.
Al Ashley had told me that Forry and Morojo had split up. I was sorry to hear that the couple
that published VOM, one of my favourite zines, was no longer together. I remembered Tigrina
from the pages of YOM too as she, as well as forry and Myrtle, argued with me on the merits of
Christianity. So I didn't know what to expect when I met Forry and Tigrina and was pleasantly
surprised when they greeted me cordially and welcomed me to the club.

I think Tigrina may have been the secretary then as I remember her punny minutes from
that era, the Ackerman influence, no doubt. Apparently Gus Wilmorth had only recently grown a
beard as she referred to him as Gus Woolmouth in the minutes of one of the Thursday night
meetings. Gus didn't seem to mind.

AE. van Vogt and his wife and co-authof, Edna Mayne Hull, attended meetings then as
did an actor named Theodore Gottlieb, of which more later.

The LASFS club room on Bixel Street, next door to the Slan Shack, was a storefront
room on the bottom floor of a building that might have been an office building or yet another
apartment building. Some of the LASFS members lived across the street in a rooming house
similar to Slan Shack but with more floors. It was called Tendril Towers. Others, like me, came
from other parts of the LA area.

I remember Charles Burbee, Francis T. Laney, Bill Rotsler, E. Everett Evans, Alva
Rogers, Rusty Hevelin, Arthur Jean Cox and his brother Bill, Ray Bradbury, Jim Kepner, Louise
Leipiar, Sam Umbrage, Phil Bronson, and Walt Daugherty as regular attendees, as well as the -
Slan Shackers. As I recall, Walt rented the club room and sublet it to LASFS as he was to do
with its subsequent meeting place on Witmer, the Prince Rupert Arms.
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I finally got a job at the Armstrong Cork Factory in South
Gate , a town hard by Bell Gardens. (South Gate also had the
trolley depot at the end of the "J" line that one took into Los An-
geles. It was also where one could catch the Red Car to Santa
Ana and other stops in Orange County.) The job entailed a great
deal of hard labour but I was in good physical shape and it paid
well enough. But it kept me from going to club meetings every
Thursday night because of shift changes and even when I did have
a Thursday night free I didn't always feel like taking the bus and
trolley trip (plus a short walk) to get to the club.

Weekends were different. The people I had met and liked
at LASFS seemed to be living what I thought of as a Bohemian
life. There was usually a party to go to and to add to the excite-
ment there were the plans being made for the Fourth World Sci-
ence Fiction Convention. Although I was not on the committee I
happened to be around when committee meetings were being held at Tendril Towers or wher-
ever and I couldn't wait for July to come so I could attend my first Worldcon. (I knew <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>