


'y apologies to those who expected mailing reviews, but things have been
rluctuating around herge 'se ‘that NULIL=F'.hasn't been following its set-out
polocies at all. As_a matter of fact, even those self same polocies have
been <l o "aheurt askgoei BN IREE b0 FE s didwn to this--1 can!t Gontinue
devoting myself tg .two or three different fmz at the same time, and gtill
support myself as-well. Last spring, I was producing mammouth-sized F's
right and left. And fancy ones as well--all lad:a with' color, etc. Bieill,
This« sppm eryd ~Sragn el wigr d8 nign (MIESME L LARY, amds -£r-'sikipped. back a . liti)
simc e thien, L We attendeds anothers@ons-.producedtwe ; STELLARS;xiand ar fin-
ishing a third. I've enjoyed the last. two FAPA and OMPA mailing trer.endious
ly, and I've loads to cpmment on. In exactly on= week, the FAPA maaling
must be assembled, and I've produced nothing for it yet,

Of ycourse I. havelan dduanmbadelsHEaR I  fiaish 'this Ziney Y11, simply drive
over to Eney's with it--he lives closer to me than any other fan in the

area... And as a matter of fact, I'll be helping on the assdmbly session
BLE e I G

The usual policy for: this zine was to be to present the r-.iews, and
nothing else. Indeed, I had even considered changing the name to :NOTI! .
The mimeo column I liked very much, and was beginning to get results and
interest, but I haven't the time to include it in this zine. If anyone

el selrwanl s ithre Teolummid Z L2311 48y 460, do Tt dfon them  JAnyitakers?

Lhitsh i 7as’ 1t Ysays on-fhe  comenss st devoted ssoiliedly to the-NyConTl.. I'll
COVET ‘my-side -of ~it, and Ren BERLiNk hajss fhirnished his., I*m not at all sure
whesther the partion-of BHE ENCHANTFED THUMB I'm publishing here is all

o fi ' thiss ‘e piic—"=buttatis. o'l that It have on hand. to sprinte I drove Ren

down here for about 12 hours sleep after the Con, and he wrote the first
four pages here. He then resumed his hitchhiking out Rt.50, and mailed
thie rest E£o-me latery, ,on stencifli

My ownt e par £l o £ th c=Clomventdionsailll “be (1. ehrorological order,  on-stencil,
and will re}py on what few notes I'took, .as well ‘as Eney's excellent
ONE/FOURTF?V as a cross-reference. As I type this, I have no idea :+how
long it will be--it will depend entirely on my mamory, and the erenqth
of my: éne, “sigle; ‘amdsonilye Eypimgy BTG s ke

Thdsstas SNELE-F ¢ 5.6 publasshed yoit Red Eos Whafter #1814 N, "Tuckahoe §t., Falls
Chumchi,  hirgint dy  USAT Fer . dd i buiilon, to “EAPKIR OMPA, and. is .intended

for.'the fall mailings cf both apaedfO6 & iRl SRR
ames

Have you ever snogged? No, but I've corresponded with Larry Bourne, which
s thelneXt helsie thingy . .



THE ENCHANTED THUMB: Part Two--

through grunch and eggplant to over there

by ron ellik:
Chapter I :

Hitch-hiking is a joy and a pleasure, and admittedly the fastest
means of ground travel and the cheapest meams of any kind of travel,
but-- NEVER AGAIN! Never more, I swear, will I hitch-hike across thc
country!- TI'd prefer a new edition of the Spanish Inguisition, to quote
the song, before I'd ever do it again.

This may seem funny to those who read the first installirment of
this in Merrill's FOR BEMS ONLY, In that article I was filled up;to
here with the happiness of hitch-hiking., Evcn after I later went to
Dallas to visit Benny /Sodek, I was hoppdd up on the worders of the
old “drug)  HITEIng:

WWhat, I wonder, could have changed me? Like Bridew Murphy, per-
haps we can make use of suggestion and the subconscious to reveal
things about my past that wuld otherwisc remain buried torever...

ko ok ok

T*'left Leng Beach at 8:00 'pi, PFriday, Augtst 2bh. damedidbedey;wl o
kad Smouwblcs. "I 'got a ride Trom LB to ‘a pladec ioayICaHawaikia ™ GanaGensy,
whichpy while it 1is only five miles from where I live, I had never heard:
of ¢ "1 ‘douwllf 1t exists=—T think it's A pldt .on_fhe ‘hart of, Nonthern
California. I stood there for two hours, waiting for a ride...

I finally got to San Bernadino, but.it took a taotal of eight rides
and three hours, and I should have been there in two hours. S.B. is
thes first M jumpine’ of.f place™ in Cal ifewdia. - TH's J40 mEidels From Gliere
te "Barstow, dnd 200 from Barstgw to Las Vegas.  There ars no other «L£it-
ies on hwy 91 worth mentioning.

So, once I'd made it to SB I was pretty well set. Anybody going
anywhere would be going to Barstow or, possibly, e¢ven to Vegas...

The first ridé, which, come 4O mibutes ‘after L hit S8, .took me all
the way past Vegas on 91, and then clean up % Sualt Lake City. That
was from 11:30 or so until 3:00 pm the next day--or about sixteen hours
of travelling, a very nice ride...

The gentleman who picked me up in SB, I might mention, was & homo-
sexual. He was also the hard-working, much be-burdened son of a very
wealthy person in Los Angeles. His father had finally given him a cred-=
it card and told him to et out. He was on his way, when he picked me
up, to Minneawolis. While I was in the car he paid fatulcvs prices for
gas and oil, and never oven blinked an eys. He just handcd the atten- .
dant the credit card and signed the bill., In Barstow he paid 34¢ a gal=
lon, which is unbelievable, and in Las Vegas he paid 39.9¢ a gallon,

which is simply ridiculous. 3
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Fortunately, because I'd gotten the ride in SB around 11:30, we
hit Las Vegas at 5:00 am, and were actually through Nevada's hottest
areas before the sun was more thana hemisphere on the horizon. By
the time the sun had come up, we had turned half-north so that it was
on; ‘ong ' sideyef ~usy; irdther thansdireectlyy in fronts -y Since =I was driving
then, that suited me just fine... Yo who live in cities or fertile
areas cannot know the torture of driving into a desert sunrise, beau-
tiful tho the thing may be...

From Vegas to SLC is a good 500 or 600 milecs, and while there is
roadside business, and a scettering of small tov.is, Utah and the parts
of Nevada and Arizona we crossed are composed of remarkably large c. -
painge s oflicaetus, - Thars, ds llesaienurrlagation o Long hwy. 94, in Utah. then
there was on 68 in Arizona and New Mexico, the time I went to Dallos.

I did a goodly part of the driving, since my gay friend had been work-
ing hard before starting the trip and was then quite bushed; let me tell
you: without company, those Vegas hills and those Utah deserts arc real
bloody murder. Somebody to talk to in the middle of Utah would be a
izl 10000 4 ¢

Finally we made it to Provo, which is south of SLC just about 50
miles, My ride felt he just HAD to get so.c sleep, so rati:r than wait
for him"T took off “dgafill, gla'd te*be frac, and hhiked up to SLC.

It took me two hours to get into the City proper, from which I
phoned Gregg Calkins. He was at work. Wouldn't be home until 8:30
that night. 1I-contemplated: Should I keep moving, and hit for Denver
that afternoon, or should I kill three hours waitimg for Calkins%

Wanting to meet Calkins again got the best of me, and I went to a
movie for two and a half hours--Martin&lewis' PARDNERS and EARTH VS
THE FLYING SAUCERS. Sheash... ‘

I finally tore myself away-and wormed my way out tH where Cal kinms
lives. He's quite inaccessible, you know, btut I found this will not
remain so. I knocked on the door ¢f 2878 Morgan Drive, and introduced
myself to his father who showed mc to the head--Calkins was engaged in
expressing his new~found manhood...he was shaving.

For a minute or two he didn't recognizé me. After all, it. had been
over fourteen months since the 1955 Westercon... Then, just as I was
about to reveal my name for the infarmation of thot noble fan, he did
so for me and we shook hands,.. 4 greasy operaticn, I must admit...

Wiping my hend on my trousers, I sat on thc edge of the bathtub
and we prattled whilst he finished sheving. He wanted to know where T
was going, how I'd gotten to SLC, who I wgs with, and so on, When I
told him 1 was going to the New York Convention, was hitch-hikizg, and
was 'quite 'dlone, he ncarly*eut “his threat. .,

Then came. the, big news: Hc was exercising his manl.ocd in yet an-
other way--by getting mrrried. The lucky g¢irl i named Jo.ine (or Jo
Ann, or something, however you spell it) and unfortunately he had a
date with her thgt very night to address invitations. Shadews of fan-
pubbing! Gregg confessed that he didn't like a®drcssing anyth ing, much
lesis  fEnziles or Inyvaisaiens, Bt S miistt e doric . .

Then he actually invited me to stay overnight...

4
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Well, I had wantcd to get going for Denver irmejitly, but Greeg
plyed me with offers of breakfast...and, besidcs, I'd been moving for
2L, hours, I fel$ I'd earned a few hours of sledp. )

I awoke at ten o'clock the next morning, after about twelve solid
hours in the sack. We sat around and talked for a while, ate break-
fast, read the Synday comics, and Gregg took off for work, driving me
downtown first, On the way it was revealed that as soon as he got mar-
ried, he and the lovely Mrs. Calkins would move into an apartment down-
town, ‘right close to the center of everything. He didn't know the ad-
dress; so I can't tell you now--but he will be marricd bacre this ap-
pears, and John Hitchcock will publish tiic new location i.. UMBRA.

Sor diefit. S -arowis neon, SWhday [ 30 esuPse T went to church
fFieeisitiy “Chtits?. fs 'FoR™iBiE - Iformatien "of BLILT Gould.i:

I stood in downtown SLC for just a few minutes, and got a ride out
to the City Limits, on hwy 4O going east.. Stood there for a half hour,
and was just about getting fod up when, at long last, up pulls ny savior:
a ride all the way to Denver, some 515 miles away. There was only one
treoubles i

It was a 1926 Buick.

How many of you have ever ridden in a 1926 automobile? Not many,
probably. Those things were sturdily built in sore ways, and again in
others they were more fragile than gliss, For instance, to turn cer-
tain things on and off you had to turn handles ¢ 11 knobs made of white
metal., If you tried to use these hordles for lcvors, they were likely
to snap right off in your hand, so it was twice s difficult as it
would have been had they been stronger types of steal.

Also, the spedometer is located, as you rmst know, in the right
third of the dashboard, so that the driver smist'‘eranc “hits neck to Tind
how fast he is going. DNot only that, the dizl registered ten mph slow-
er Hhan detuel Welec ity,

There were compensations, however; I finally drove a car with wood-
en wheels (not tires, just the spokes and like that) and n wooden
steering wheel., quainu,

What astounded me rmostly wng that, since the Buick would still run,
it was so cheap. The present owncr had bought it Just last montl for
fifty dollars. I was under thc impression that cars that old werc be-
ginning to get morc expensive as collectors' items, and such.

The Buick boiled over four times Boing up the Salt Lake’nills, and
we had to weit fifteen minutes each time while it cooled off, then put
more watcr in and kecp moving in second gear riost of the way. Finally
we nmade it to the top; filled our reserve c¢'ns with water, made sure
the radiator was full, and went on.

All the way, I expectcd somcthing to happen. Finally the sun
went down, and there was no more danger of the cor boiling over. Then
we set down for a long, harrowing night ride. The lights didn't work
properly, you see... The low beams were too wec's, and the high beans
shot out at angles and hardly touchcd the road at all, Good for work
in mountains where you had to sce the walls--but on open highway like
in Utah and Colorado it's murder...5.And, again, I was driving.
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Finally, 2t one o'cloek am, it happcned. Ellik ot ihe whaelr, and
suddenly the car stops working. It actcd like I'd SuswesoEledi i feiet
off the throttle--but in reelity I was punping the gas ilikela (Biend. o,
It just slowed to a stop--and we couldn't have been out of gas because
we'd filled up just two hours beforec.

I woke up ny benefactor, a fellow of about twenty years, and told
him why we were stopped on the side of a lonely highway in Colorado,..
Knowing something about the car, he got out and fixed it--or tried to.
Ho took'the distributor apart and brought the un-working parts back in
the car, since it was cold outside, and we sat there for two hours

trying to fasten something back on to some thing else with paper clips.

At three o'clock we got fed up and flagged down the next car.

Now, therc is a difference in thiskind of flagging down and in
hhiking. We were not bums out on the road for a Ffree ride--we were
fellow travellers in distress.,.. 4nd ny ride hrd to be in Denver by
7:30 that morning, anywey ...

The'car we flagged down was quite differcnt -- it was a 1956
Cadillac, convertible. Two bschelors on a tripn to Denver for combina-
tion-of business and fun., My friend and I went to sleep in the back
seat, and sure enough, come 7:00, there we wore. Remarkable ciae’; sthat
Caddy--went up and over the Rockies like they weren't there.,

So I made my way into the heart of Denver--and was informed by the
first person who picked me up that hhiking was illegal in Colorado and
that if I were picked up it might mean three or four days in the pokey
FOor mMESss

AL

I sent some postcards home, and one on ahead to Groennell tell ing
him I8d lost some time and couldn't make the side trip to visit him,
and went onward, ever onward,

Took me three more rides to get outside Denver's ity Timit sy but
ence I .@id T got’ o Jrige) &Nk shic way to Fort something or other, about :
70 miles further on. From the heart of this town T roge out a few miles;
and stood in the middle of nowhere, without BOgReS clusof ciivilizdtion, 3
ToR 'a " LENE" TEme o

As an interjection, I might say that the best place to hhike is
at a traffic signal on the far side of a town--the side towards where
you are going, I mean., Second best place is by a gastation; third
best place is under street lights or By &+ magjom: -hwy junction, ..’ So
there I was, on a road with NOTHING anywhere.

Undaunted, I stood under a shadeful tree, thonking my lucky stars
that thusly protected me from the Color ado sun, mnd waited,

You in the Cult must now wait for the FRuctional that Ted White
will publish; you’in FAPA must turn the page; bscause I heve to leave
1014 Tuckahoe now, and hhike back home. I cannot wait here until the
rest of this epic comes to me in a star-begotten- vision, so at Ted's
suggestion I am quitting at the end of page four, calling the foregone
part chapter one,and will stencil chapter two at home in Long Beach.

6
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i.ell, altho + couldn't finish this mezcher vhile I :-s at Ted Lhite's residence,
I am now horme again, and will proceed from vhere I left 0. ..

I believe it was in Denver scmeplace, .asn't it? ZIrobably around Ft. some-

: thing-or-other, around 75 miles north of Den., Col. 4t least, that's where I p::ked
- up a ride with a couple of ikids, who took me about two miles outside of the tovn

: to a lonely spot on a lonely road uncer a lonely tree... But it was a US highvey,
- 80 I couldn't go wrong, ! said to myself... Then, once more, fifteen minutes loter,
. = said it again, having counted about three cars. .igain, thirty minutes after “hat,

I rewinded me that it was a major US thoroughfare, and EV.tYBODY would be travel-
lHme: oWt

well, finally someboc;” stopped... It was a Ford with Penns-- ..2 liscense

. plates--and, = enough, = was goiut all the v 7 to Harrisburg, » = Here was a

§ boon from thz 5.ds such as “ew indeed dare wisii 7 Tee.

He was an ariyy sergeant who had just received his discharge ‘papers, and was
on his way home from an Airborne grcup stationed at scme AFBase in the liojave...

¢ He had come the same way I had, and had spent the last two nights in Colcrado
- Oprings or thercabouts, resting up swmmat from his jcurny. I tock off my coat z1d

leaned back to set it on top of my suitcasc in the bzciz seate...... And Shades of

. Berry, there was a PARAKEET! Caged, of course, so that he couldn't attack me. I

did a minor obeisance so that the Sgt weouldn't think I was crazy...and sat there
wonde:ing if perhaps this unprepossessing young man werce an agent of the Goon, sent

{ to deliver me from that country road and to test ny loyalty to The Chief. Of
i course!, 1 thought, i.ho else would carry a winor dcity arownd with him wherever he

AR SRR e o ven

i

went so as to be never away from its overpowering soiritual aids and influences?

So I decided to let him know I was on to him... "I noticed your parakcet in

thc back scat..." & began,

"Oh, hinm. Surc, I'm taking hiin back to Jolict, I12., to give to thc motho~ of
a buddy of mine. He's the troop muscot, and hc belongs to this woman's son...b:t
his owner will be going back by plane, and they won't 221low the bird aboarde...s: I
have to.drivc him back." Flimsy, flimsy. «hy shouldn't the airplane people ‘allow
a budgy on board? IT /OUID SAVE THEL GiS... But 1 let him think I believed him,
and mentally told myself to watch out, he might report mc for the slightest show of

: non-gquirrellishness.;.

Yinally we passed throuzh Sterling, Uolorado, where hwy 6 and 28) (I think)
divide. 6 goes to Lincollr, Nebr., and 28 cuts north to join 30 in Hebraska. 1
asked hi: how fur it was to the Col-i"br border - 28L4, and he sz: . "iet the map

:out of the bac ueat.® I v iched bac: and grsi” . a map from a s...) ciack, and

e
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it said Niw L.L.i00. I put it back, and tried tis rest of the stack. CALIFORHIA,
w.SHINGTOl, ORaGull, UTiH, N5VADA, rRIZUONA, [iONT.Ni...but no Nebrasia or Colorado
map. "It must te cn tie floor," he said. I looked. By the budgy's cage were maps
of I11, Iowa, liss, .o, IY, NJ, but no Nebraska or Cclorado. I vias feeling frus-
trated. "“ow many maps do you have?" I asked feveriehly. "ill of them, including
Canada and .iexico, and that big one there..." I lo ied. Cri.pled in a corner was

: that lonster Lap that fand ucilally puts out for %1l.5u--larce meps of all the states,
: Canada, exico and certain major cities, plus statistics on distances. ‘I took that
:one, and looked up levad - I mean, Nebraska. Ghod, which state was I in? Oh well...

It scems that this .ruy sgt was going to damn well know where he was going be-

gforc hc went... Then another thought struck me: iie's obviously frém Zngland or
“ Irelaond! lic doesn't know hi® way around the US! HI'S All AGUHTL wATCH JUT.

7



Anyway, we rode on through Grand Island, Nebraska, tirough Columbus, from
which I attempted to fone Ray Thompson anc¢ failed, and went several miles north
of Omaha, Graetz Capitol Of The Wworld, then into Iowa. .e hit Iowa about day-
break on Tuesday, and alsc hit a thunderstorm about the same time. Iowa fans will
kindly not expect me to ever visit THAT state again...or Pennsylvania fans, either,
altho that's further along in the story...

ve finally finished fighting our way across the breadth of Iowa, and forged a
path across the l.ississippi at Clinton. WE WERE II ILLINOIS! It was about 3:00 pm
then, and the Szgt was getting tired... I'd tried to drive while ve - :re around
Omaha, but was too tired nm'celf. !adn't had ar sleep since we 1> L .:lkins, ex-
cept in the baci seat of a Jadillac--and that weasn't any sleep, just 2 painful un-
conscious state... So the Sarge finally reasoned that he would have to sleep while
in Joliet, since we would arrive there around six, and leave for Harrisburg the next
day--it was another 500 miles, and he just couldn't keep going after a day and a
half without lseep.

we did not go through Chicago, but went slightly south of it on highway 30,
right into Joliet. The Sgt started looking around for a likely place to let me off...
"liot here, too congested; not here, no traffic light; not here, traffic won't
stop for youses. Ah, HERE!" HERE! comprised jone lonely country road, one lonely
railroad track, and a whole goddam slew of lonely trees...

well, I didn't argue. The poor man was about to drop. So, at 6:30 in Joliet
I stood on another lonely road, with no street lights, no traffic lights, traffic
wouldn't stop for me... But it was shady under the trees. Then I thought: The sun
is going down! MNo wonder it's so shady... ©ine thing, I thought: I'd better get
a ride, fast...

liell,needless to say, I got a ride before 1 was left in pitch blackness. I
was standing under a street light in some other Illinois City when the sun finalily
went down, and got a ride soon after., No sweat.

Later that night, at the Ill-Indiana border, I got my first ride in a truck,
which took me 3/l the way across Indiana. I hopped, skipped and jumped over to the
Ind-Ohio border, from which I got another ride with a trucker, all the way to
Kent, O, which is clean across the state, up around Akron...

: out of my way.,

But, altho it was out of my way, it was a long ride and I got cc.c sleep. About
7:30 liednesday wmorning this trucker set e down in Kent, Ohio, near Hwy 1L which
goes south from Kent to Pittsburgh where it joins hwiy 30 again. So I started thumb-
ing, and thumbing, and thumbing... It took me six rides to get to Pittsburgh, but
I made it in five hours--I ate lunch in a Polish diner around 12:30. I tried to
phone Bill Danncr, but nobody answered at 720 foclarcod... No doubt you were at

work, illum? Or what? Just LHERE WERE YOU at 12:30 pm, i'ednesday, August 29? Huh?

Fpom Pittsburgh, on hwy 30, it took me ten and one-half hours to get to Hagers-
town, aryland., That is plain old LOUSY time. But that isn't all. Not only did
I stand around the general vicinity of Pourgh for twc hours, not cnly did I stand
in Lagnierre (sp?) for three hours straight, but IT RAINED QN !ZE I BZDFORD}!!

I just pulled up my coat, over my head, and started flagging down cars--but
they refused to be flagged down. I pushed my suitcase over under a tree where less
rain hit it, and continued to hold coat over head and wave my thumb at cars. It
was ten minutes after the rain started that one of William Vanner's statesmen finally
picked me up... And never again will I travel through fc¢cnnsylvania on Hwy 30.s.
i
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Well, that broke my string of bad luck. The gentleman who picked me up ou’ of
the rain in Bedford, Pa., at nine-thirty pm was maneuvering a 1954 Buick precisely
to the middle of Hagerstown, and was going thence to Washington, D.C. Unfortunately,
I could not take up his kind offer to go all the way aud see the Captol (Capitol, I
mear.) because it was my life's ambition to see glorious Hagerstown...

As we were crossing the Pa-lid border, my ride pointed out a grove of olive--no,

lemon trees-=and told me a dzlightful anectode ("lwops) which I :7.:7" raturally pass
on 0 you... 17 seems he a:d his wife make the trip quite often, .. cach time they

would go over this rise and into Maryland she would say, "Smell that zoubhern atmos-
pherel!; inhale deeply, and exhale amidst an imagined aroma of mint juleps &c., just
because they had travelled thirty miles south, to the Mason-Dixon Line... Naturally
he was irked at this, and kept telling her that the air didn't smell any different
Just because they'd crossed a border, but this did no good until one night during

a bitter winter freezs when they had occasion to make the trip again. The lMissus
began to go into her routine, inhaling and emoting, when she was stopped right in
the mddle of "Smell that south--~" by the enticing aroma of a whole lemon grove
full of smudge-pots which had been set out to offset the freeze.

From that day hence she manages to pass the border in complete silence.

We progressed onwards to Hancock, neirhboring city to Hagerstown; in which we
stopped for food. While our hamburgers were coming and my ride was pestering a
rather cute waitress, I went outsids to a r37 telephone srd found out from Infor-
mation what Harry warner's number was ancd nc. much it wer”d cost me to phone from
there. I don't recall the amount, but it wics just enoug: Lo discourage me so I
vrote down the number and skulked chsaply back inside. = was on a budget... The
three or five bottles of root beer I was drinking a day rcant nothing--but a lon:
distance phone call was verbotenes.

We arrived in Hagerstown, Beauty Capitol. of the Ccuaty, at approximately 11:00.
Harry Warner knew I was coming, but didn't know when-~this was for a good reason,
because when I'd sent him an airmall postcard I didn't know when I would get to ld.
I had told him "Wednesday or Thursday" and let it go at that... I phoned his home
from cowntown Hagerstown, and wgs informsd by his mother that he was still at work.
She gave me his number, I phoned him, and shocked the heck out of hin _y informing
him that Marylsmi was overr::a by fans, all conv: “7ing on the newep:. -~ -ffice, and
that he shouid irun for his iife. —No, I must Le nonest with you, ccar readefte I
actually introduced myself in my usually friendly mammer (sneering like Gould says
I do when on tape or telephone) and asked him how I could get to the office, or
where would he like to meet me so we could talk for a while, or what?

imazing tho it may seem to those who do not know Jagerstowm, I had located my-
self in a hotel precisely one block from the Morning israld offices. ((I think it
was the Horning Herald--wasn't it, Harry?)). He was very glad to hear from ms, for
he had been worried I wouldn't make it or sonathing,

I wa}ked into the building and upstairs, and osized the first person I saw where
I could-find Harry Garner, Jr. I was reasonably s rc that that was not he, for it

was a.wbman; I was directed to enter a door and preceed to the end of the room--the
man with dark hair was Harry Warner. :

This was, of course, an historic 1 eting. Fil™ ¢ with the knowledge that
this would be rcorded for posterity, and thzt 231 future —..: dents hung upon his
words, Harry was standing by his desk when I entered and cesing my suitcase, dirty
Jjacket and travel-worn clothes assumed my identity correctly and said (historically)s

"Dr. Livingstone, I presume?"

B .



Harry Viarner is, despite his isolation from fandom in gegeral, glmost a com-
pletely typical faasaan. He complains ti:at while in FAPA he is considered a con-
servative that the Forces that Be in Hzgerstowm think of ! “m as a wild-eyed redical
with possibly un-Anerican tendencies. He 1iles his town, is job, the people he
works with--but it seems to me he liles thew &z he would -.lldren, or.toys:.. .Eor
being secluded in such a smgll town he has done a tremend-us amount with his life,
and is not at all uneducated or narrowly educated.

We talked about Wetzel, GilCarr, Danner, L. Shaw, and all sorts of everpressing
items of utmost importance. I saw the gadget which might replace hand—cuttlng art
on stencils (as described in Horizons) and was shovn around the newspaper offices
and printing presses and all like that downstairs., Harry complains that everybody
surrcunding him drinks Coke which he detests, and that everywhere he goes he sees
Coke machines. When I had been there talking for two hours, I asked him how soon he
would be going home--to kniw when I would needs be getting on the rc:z- again—-aq§
was informed thct he had been "through!" at the office as of an hox - slier... Vell,
he took me out for some 7-l--he drank coffee, wnich I wish I could crink seeing how
badly I needed to be awake wihile on the road--and then he drove me out to the city
limits and set me down on a freeway which took me into Baltimore.

Or should I say "expressway," or "parkway," or "throughway"? There are so many
names for that kind of non-toll road that I'm not quite sure what to call it when in
yaryland. Anyway, I found myself hitch-hiking once iore on a four-lane divided
highway with clover-leaf type intersections and no "cross-traffic". IH Los hAngeles
that sort of thing is called a freeway.

Picked up a ride pretty fast, seeing as how it was 1:30 am, with a young fellow
(young fellow--a few years older than myself) goinc into Baltimore (which John
Hitchcock insists is pronounced "Bulmer") to visit his sweetheart... Fascinating
person, actually, being a typical college grad about to become married, and happy
a8s the devil about it. Delightful conversation, we enjcyed.

He let me off on the western city limits of Bulmer (-'c) and took off to meet
his lady love. I, on the other hand, began to think I was ready to end my journ:ye
I was standing on this "free/express/through/way" for thrze hours, trying to filo-
down a ride when the ONLY people driving past were taxi--abs (thousands of them),

trucks (all company trucks, who couldn't pick me up for reasons of insurance) and
a VERY few drivers... : '

Finally I was delivered into the heart of Hitchcocl's home town at five o'clock
am or thereabouts—=if I recsll it was dark but just getting light. I was tco tired
to remember much...I hadn't had any decent sleep since riding with the Sgt through
Iowa...about two days before. I had dogzed across Chio, but the trucker had, if you
remember, neeced more sleep than I dic¢, and I hz? to keep HIM awale 1.4 dirty
stories mest o the time... No--I just checkec ~ .2k on what I have written, and 1
find I didn't even mention that. It v.as actually very funny--short, fat little
truck driver carrying cattle, and he swore up and down that if I didn't keep talking

he would fall asleep. This is referring to page six, the sixth paragraph down-—the
trucker who took me across Ohio to :ikrdn.

Hmn-~the above illustrates one of the dangers of t;ping cn stencil--I get off
the subject. Blame it on White--it was his idea for me to compose on stencil.

Finally I got out of that awful towm of Baltimcre, with a ride in a truck with
an extremely friendly fellow —-ikxican, I remember, since 1 could hardly understand
him-— who took me almost all the way to the beginning of the Jersey Turnpike in
Delaware-—er, I mean, he said it was in Delaware. A few facts like that stick out
in my mind, superimpcsing the fog which surrounded me, both nentally and literally,
I could hardly stand because of fatigue, ncarly fell twice when getting out of his
tuack--and I was -enclosed in a strictly visitility-zero tyrwe East Cosat fog.
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Ahem...I seem to have gotten carried away and run too far down the previous
page. Just so, I got carried away and went too far without decent sleep of any
sort.. I was on the Turnpike, and so confounded fatigued I could hardly stand. I
had trouble keeping my feet while flaggzing a ride—which is not good, since a small
slip of the feet could have landed me rigiit in front of :+wdreds of fast-moving,
crowded-together autos which were buszing towards New Yo. - and the area for work
on that foggy Thursday morning. I got a ride with a trucicer, finally, up to about
exit number three, which is some hundred milesy if I'recz2lll And there I stoqd, >
in front of a fork in the turnpike, one lane ‘taking traffic into a city, the oth—~
er marked "New'York®.

I don't know quite how to accentuate how I°felt standing thefe, without
getting lMerritt-ish and talking abou$ the mists swirling around me and the fog.
that was within my head, part of me, akin to that which surrounded my body, which
body did not feel like it was connected with the sleepy little boy wpo trled.des—
perately to flag dovm traffic at eight o'clock Thursday morning on tn§ Turnylke.
Needless to describe, however, were my emotions upon being picked uD U7 a qu
driving a '56 Cuick, with Penna liscense plates and the entire fami’ - with him.

~ The family was on an excursion to New England, to visit relatiYes. I rammed
my bulky suitcase into the back seat, and then rammed my bulky body in on top
of it—-literally. The matriarch of the family and her youngest child, a slobbery
little female, were there with me, along with coats and things that would bs of :
ne use once the day got warmer, which it was ‘to do shortly. The teen-age son and
a buddy of his who was making the journey with him werc in ‘the front seat, and
the fellow driving was having ‘a real ball, flexing his 200-and-some-odd ho?se—
power on a Jersey turnpike. These were the same kind of people I haq met.ln Pa
when I had met people there instead of being turned down by prospective r1§es——
friendly but not curicus about you, intimate without voluntsering informatlgn
about themselves,- Seems funny a friendship can be struck up that way, and it took -
me a while to catch on, but sure enough they were nice folks.

Vie got along famously. Finally I convinced the little girl she should swap
places with me~-I couldn't stretch my legs sitting in bhr -a (buddha?) fashion
atop the. suitcase, and she w:s much smallcr than I... E-~ mother didn't mind,
so we wriggled through the procedure, and -she sat atop tic menster I'd dragged
across country, playing with her doll., I settled dovm in a8 slouch position and
gratefully went to sleep... o e

Two or three hqurs later, we stopped to eat. Hotcakes again--but they were
the cheapest thing on the menu, and filled me p. VWarm and cozy back in the car,
so back to sleep I went... DISASTER! :

Wie were doing 65 on the turnpike, which is a 60-mph zone all its length. All
of a sudden a police car was following us--passed us slowly, pulled ahead; scru-
tinized us in the rear-viev mirror, dropped beh‘-.J. Followed. Cloc:17. Then
its red light.bezan going on and off, on and off, =nd the driver flasged us over
to the side of the road,

I should:have such luck flagging down @raffic...

' g A .
«,.The kid*s mother was worried and- fretting, screaming at him that. he should
have stayed down under the speed limit, and that now he would get what he deserved...
The kid was manfully trying to keep his temper and drive tc the side cardfully
with his mcther yelling. I was sitting bolt upright, listening to all of this.
The driver's buddy was trying to keep him calm, and nct doing it. The little
girl was almost in tears because her brother wya was in trouble...

And the cop? He just wanted to see the fellow's driver's liscensa...

7
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It seems, dear reader, that the Jersey-i'Y cops —--er, excuse me, iir. Berry, :
I meant to say Policemen— stop, as a matter of policy, =1l or most teenagers who :
are driving new cars, and ask to see driver's liscense aid owner's certificate. :
The gentleman in question was suspicious because all he sa:. was a gang of teen- :
agers driving a 1956 Buick quite steadily at an even 69, doing no lane hopping-- :
in other words, a gang of teenagers acting VERY suspiciously. - E

However, he was informed that the maternal authority was present, and was :
quite apologetic. He didn't even lecturec the boy on driving under the spead limit-—
65 seems to be qQuite legitimate. Having driven with Ted White since then, I can
understand why. He did say that the owner's certificate should be on the stecr-
ing coluimn, tho--or vloser at hand than in the glove compartment.

So we rolled on, quite squashed in our outlook. The boy's mother still
seemed to think he should stay under the speed limit, and I wished to Ghu they _
would just let the incident dig——so I could get some sleep. . . 5

(o

Just a few minutes after that, they let me off about 100 yds short of the
Lincoln Tunnel Exi$ in Greater New York and like that, and over a fence I went
and hitch-hiked to Lincoln Tunnel... Quite illogal, but also a great thrill and
so forths As I believe I mentioned (I'm not going to bother looking it up) tha
Authroities with a capital Authroity sort of frown upon hitch-hikers on turnpikes,
because (1) the bus-lines loss money whenever somconc h®tch-hikes (2) it is a
form of vagrancy and begging and (3) all the usual rcasons why Authroities frovmn
on hitch-hiking in other places, only more so. It's a gamble when you get on a
turnpike...much more so than our SoCalif freeways, which are almost open field :
for hitch-hikers. :

T T T T L LA

I went into a restamaunt right by Lincoln Tunnel, and tried to find Dick
Ellington's number in the book. Tried information...no Dick Ellington. Duke:
Ellington they had, but that didn't help me any--I like :runo Walter. So I com-
promised, and called Fhyllis Economou. i

She was amazéd to hear that I had hitch-hiked across country, could not
quite believe it, as a matter of fact. So I asked her if she could direct me
to Ellington's pad, and told her where I was, and immediately got out and took
the bus just like she directed me——almost...

\

Yell, you see, I'm a hitch-hiker first and a bus-rider second. ¥hen I can
get someplace the cheap way;, why pay money? So I asked the fellow running the

restaraunt how to get out tc Riverside Drive--and by golly, he just plain old
didn't know!

I left feeling quashed-swhere was the proverbial citizen who knew his way
all over the city blindfolded? Huh! ' 3

I asked a news-dealer. Fine answer he had--take such and such a bus, trans-
fer, get off when the driver says to.

So I did. Easy way indeed—I'd have had to feel my way braille-like half-
way across the city, and I wasn't about to-- I had a healthy respect for the size
and complexity of New York... So I got on ‘a bus (same one Phyllis had recommended)

and transferred, and rode a while, and walked a block and rode an-elevator and
rang a doorbell and told Boyd Raeburn, '

"Hi.. I'm Ron Ellik."
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As usual, I was off to a late start--After loading two typers, and all
our r luggage .in- the Weikss Rak (IL; Starvkrand :Iuheif £al0L4ass WelHfirst 'went
to Arco Printers (stopring on the way te fill up with gas), where I left
my key #®hat I'd had--I'd quit my job as a printer. Then we angled across
Arlington County towards Alexandria. Arnund forty-five minutes of fast
driving later, we showed up at 417 Fort Hunt Rd... And Dikini bnunded
out to meet us. It took about twenty minutes to stow away all his gear,
and get last things taken care of,. and then snce more we were off.

About two hours later, we were at Arbutus Avenue. We'd planned to head

on for New Brunswick directly, but John Hitchcock, who we'd just pickec
up, had other ideas. We headed for his ncw house, across Ialtimore. He
wanted to check his mail. Se, by the time we were all loaded up, and f.r-
ally on our way, we were about five hours late--by my schedule. But then,
I always plan my schedules about five hours too early, so everything was
working out all right. We stopped for a snack at a Het Sheppe on the out-
skirts of Balto, and as we walked in, all conversation stopped.

We all ware Beards...

And then it was an again; up thru Delaware, and to the toll bridge which
began the New Jersey Turnpike. I won't mention how we lost our way trying
to find that bridge, and lost another half hour--it's not important.

As we crossed the bridge, and came onto New Jersey soil, Larry Stark
breathed deep, filling his lungs. "Just breathe that wonderful New Jer-
sey aire!", he expelled. The rest of us held our noses. N.J. seems almost

entirely composed of smelly swamps and garbage cumps. But it was heme to
Sitiarkeet . .

It was Tuesday, the Tuesday before the big Con, and we were on mur way
to Stark's home in New Brunswick. We were to leave the car there, and
take Jthe tradin on dnestio NMC. MWe iplanned oni~dimper sgt Bwe Starks.y tand
the night there. We'd check into a New York hotel the next day.

~

We'd been on the N.J.Turnpike for about an hour when it happened. There
was a.'clagk,clackaclagle'l from under ~ther hoodid Thelss 4t ~f ewsmninutes glater,
a sound like a handful of pebbles be#n§ thrown against the hood. Eney
slowed . to.a Stop.. &k got out., .and . Lifted - the  hoode sThel:fanbe kit wwas yshimed-
dilng., - But. tircre seemed to be a fair amount left; rsewe decided ek tey e
make it"at least along to the nearest service station. W: tried. A litt.
later, we ndticed that the noise had stopped. And then I glanced at the
instrument panel. Battery net charging, and water HOT!. I stopped.
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Even, as. the Rak rellied tota" stoms - thiere wast a "hissssss!", and water
spurted thru the radiator cut off. We sat down to wait for a patroling
cop. We remembered the time after Sean had collected his mail, and had
read us MEUHPEON, and then Eney initiated Sean into the Mystic Order of
Rosco, and then we told vegitatian jokes, and then we told scientologic-
al jokes, and then we just waited...

After four hours of utter helplessness, we were on our way again, and
about 11:00 pm, we atived at the Starks. Mrs. Stark, bless her, had a
meal waiting for us, and much later (after having watched Steve Allen)

we all bedded down for the night., I drifted off into sleep thru the echos
oif" Dilkeitnaiisit "1 onigh "lionlid Ssinininieisk. e
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Wednesday, we got up. I can't say when, but it must have been around the
middle of the day. Somehow I dragged myself out of bed, and dropped down
from the attic to the kitchen below. The others had eaten, so I shaved
and ate, and we began to collect out stuff from the car., Suddenly I de-
cided to sell my typers in New Brunswick if possible, rather than takir -
them on the train to NYC. An hours later, I had sold one for $60, and
refused an offer of $40 on the other. Imagine! Only $40 for an almost
brand new Royal standard! Back we went to the Starks. By early afternoon,
we were at last in New Yark.

After a quick flip thru the Hntel Red Book, we settled on the Hotel
Knickerbacker, as being fairly clese to the Biltmnre, and also near

fimes Square, After getting nur things stowed away in what was actually

a suite, we set absut contacting people. Eney phoned the Dive, and got
Karl Olsen, who invéted us up there that evening. I called Ellson, and

he invited us for (I think) 5300. Since we had several hours to kill,

we decided to drop nver to Royal Pubs, which we did. We rode uvwp a creak-
ing nld elevatnr, which was piloted by a gnome who appeared to live in
it. Royal's offices say "Magnum Publications" on the directory and the
doors, but luckily I remember that name as well. We tip-toed into a gi-
gantic room, There were desks around the edge, but the center was desert-
ed. Over to the left sat Larry Shaw. We all said hullo, and remember me,
and paused, embarrassedly, Larry was quite nice about having been inter-
rupted in the middle of whatever he was doing, and I dragged out a large
envelope which I had been guarding jealously all the way along the trip.
Out came some sample Harness illustrations, and several of my own, Jack
hadn't becn -able to make the Con--seems ElRon had just returned from
England or something--and I had been deputized to bring some of his sam-
plie sk it o sthow . Larmyes Sandt'his SriaeasenT o UWfer tunately, they weren™t Jack's
bests ‘and were not. too' enithusiasiticalily #eceived. I still think STELLAR
geits “tifle “icr c'am o fvt lieife naipids £ A1V hiad  tWo! *i¥l%] dls' *d'éne some *tiime ago, plus

a craftint I had dashed off the preceding wekk, and two versions of an

I Her SIS drSdioimics  foix 'SIFE REAREERo niel Sinischiastit ifn't & “fhie “otthielr in “Finc-woTk .

After exptaining them and handing “them over to be shown +ta the art-ed,

we admired the proofs of the coming covers for SFA and INFINITY (both

now out), and compared them with the original paintings which were there.
Eney took seme pictures (he's been taking fannish pics all summer, but
I've yet to see one printed...), and we made some small talk, inquired
about Leeh, and the new house, and the horses, and finally left,

I ‘had plamned to »dridp "in &'t EC 'seme time that ‘week, so I phoned, 'and got
Jerry Dee. He explained that $ome special shindig was coming off right
then, but I'd be welcome tomerrow.
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So we walked over to the Empire State Bublding with the idea of going

to the top. One look at the admission price was enuf to detain us, By
this time, we had only time to return to the hotel before going over to
Harlan's, This we did, and by the time everyone was ready te go again,

we were late., After fooling with the subways, and the cross-town shuttle,
we were later. We arrived at Harlan's apartment about 6330 or therecabouts.
and were greeted by Steve Schultheis. We had a leok around Harlan's ap-
artment--a really beautifully furnished place--and met his pretty wife,
before it was time for him to leave on an appointment he had in the Vill-
age. We left about 7:00, well primed with instructions on how to get to
the Dive,

We amrived at.®he Dive.to find.onlysOlseny-whom+I did netirecognize.at
first because af the lang hair and glasses. He'd had a crewcut at Cleve-
land. We hadn't eaten, and he recommended a good resturant at 103rd ar
Broadway, a few blacks away. The Red Chimney was all he said it was, aud
we all (including vegitarian Hitchcock) enjoyed a fine meal. When we 1.-
turned to the Dive, we met Ellington (who I had seen but not spoken to
at Cleveland, and who helds the honor of being STELLAR's first subscriber)
Art Saha, and the rest of the crowd. Kyle came in and began to super-
vise the removal nf the Conmaterials,which had been stored at the Dive,
to the Biltmore. I lnaded and ran the elevator... -Eney, and perhaps Sean
left - with Kyle' and @lsen and.thesothers to;actyally.takeithe stufifiiin
the cars, and I sat bhack and talked with Ron and Cindy Smith, who, it
seemed, wanted to see my art for INSIDE. I teld_ them they followed IN-
FINITY... Samewhere alang the line, after the crowd had left, and things
had quieted down, the Tornnto fen blew dn. I greeted Boyd, and later
Haward and Pat, and things settled down to a gab-fest.

It seemed that Ellisen had invited the Canfen and the WSFen to a party
3% his phacefigr , 131305 .58, about 11200, we .setioff agaip-feryHaplanjs,
which is just -down Brmadway a few blacks. There were seven of us, Boyd,
Haward & Pat, Sean, Stark, Dikini and myself, After fooling around with
the crazy elevator in Harlan's building, and finally getting to the
proper floor, we discovered that nn one was hnme., Harlan & Party had

not yet returned. As we left the building, disappointedly, we saw some-
one approaching. Two someones. Charlotte and Harlan Ellison, to be exact,
Back to the ektevatnar, and back to Harlan's apartment we trouped. Haward
unveiled a fifth, and we settled dawn to the business at handjp drinks.
We split tnto two parties, with Scan, Eney, and Boyd and myself en the
couch, and the others in the alcove Harlan uses to write in., My memory
is hazy on what actually transpired that night, but the ligqmor was good.

Semetime in the merning, we said mur goodbyes and staggered out of the
door. Boyd left us to return to the Dive, while Pat and Howard and the
WSFAns hunted for a subway. After waiting almost twenty minutes, we
finally gnt a train, and were at Times Square in sheart nrder. We almost
had a car to ourselves, and my best memory of the happy jnurney was
Howard, making cranking mations with his hands, and pushing mntions
with-hisifeecty as,the $main,starteds Thesotherseceupamts pf: the car,
non-fen, looked at us bemusedly.

After stopping off for coffee, we all said goodbye, and returned te our
respective hotels. It was l-a=-t-e.ds .
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About 9 er 10 the next morning--some unghodly hour--the others got up.
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Stark informcd me that he was taking Eney out to get some Culture, anc
that ‘Sean was going over to the Dive to wake up Raeburn. I grunted,turr-d
over, “amd*went *back to’sleeps '

IS Gioe D S oRE* Hoe NS §

I wendered around, got a breakfast of sorts, bought a 10¢ pad of paper,
and a 25¢ ball-point pen. I'd committed the incredible error of not
bringing any scratch paper of a pen of pencil. Thase who know me know I
usually have both shirt pockets stuffed pull of both... I felt naked.

I shopped around the hole-in-the-wall-record-shops, picking up a few
bargains, consisting of a Duke Ellington Allegro LP, and an old Teddy
Charles Prestige LP. I'd returned to the hotel room to look over the
PLAYBOY I'd bought the previous day, when the phone rang. It was Magnus,
We'd arranged for him to call the Dive when he hit down. They'd tell him
where we were. He was in the lobby. Minutes later he too was ehecked in--
we had a cot put dn one bedroom. He said his car was up around 99th
street--he'd taken the subway down. . P W

We decided to go over te Sam Goody's (a Super-Record-Market), and after
gazing at the stupendipus stacks of lps, I stampeeded for the audio
department, We looked around, and a salesman, attracted by my beard,

no doubt, sold me a taper. The sheer folly of it all! A Pentron Clipper
looks nice, and will play, when coaxed, but--well, I didn't know it then,
so I pluncked down $80,00 for it, and Magnus-and I took turns carrying

it plalck® tio ¥ thie Knickerbocker....I was to meet the rest of the WSFAns at
the Red Chimney around six, so, to kill time, Magnus proposed: we hike-
down to Stephen's Book Service, Down in the Village area, my knowledge

of subways suddenly loses ground, and it took us around ain hour to get

to Stephen's. Once there, I glommed onto.the NEW WORLDS,  SCIENCE-FANTAS -
and AUTHENTICs I was missing, plus.the. latest stf-pbs, while Maggy arg-
ued with Steve over the cratesof old AMAZINGS and WONDERS which he (Mag-
nus) had weighing down his trunk, and most of the back seat. When we

left Steve's, it was akready 5350--1 never saw a man who .took so long at
wrapping stuff--and we subwayed frantically to 103rd. Naturally, this

was rush hour, but I was squeezed against a very sttractive young woman
who didn't wear a girdle, so I.wasn't too bothered with the crush...

We burst In the Red Chimney to find two strangers occup$ing our tradit-
ional table with the WSFAns, The two were introduced a% Alex (or Rich)
Kirs, and Ron Ellik, Magnus and I settled down to the delightful business
of devourindg a wonderfully tender fried chicken, and the others left,
promising to be at the Dive. ol ; o *

It happened that I had brought up in my car two big bales of STELLARs,
both #1 and #2, but had left them in the trunk of the Weiss Rak when we
took the traim to NYC. So at this time I asked Magnus to drive out to
N.B. with me to pick them up, along with the Royal. I said I'd pay all
the tolls, so he agreed. We went wp to the Dive, picked UiR S EARIS L IESISTE Ak
and Eney, and set off for Magnus' car, which was only a few blocks away.

I won't relate that trip--it's adaguitly reported in Eney's ONE/FOURTEEN,
but it was one hillarious pun-fest from mile to mile. We had a snack at
the Stark's, and returned to New York. Magnus parked near the Knicker-
bocker, and we carried th, STELLARs in, and I distributed the first cdp-
ies of #2. It was after midnight, but we decided to go back to the Dive
and pick up Sean--the consemsus of opinion being that he might not get
back at all, otherwise... Magnus, dead tired, declined t: come,
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My memory is hazy on that party... I don't even remember when we left,
but 1t was so late that we had to wait over b oSt Tales ol “For-Ta ‘tradme ..
e straggled in ton the Knickerbocker, woke up Magnus, and all went back
to sheep: again., Thak "si adde I remember, tho I'm sure there was more...

’ 721:[%&% Quy. 3/

Friday, we awoke, with groans, went out for breakfast, and then returned
to pack our stuff and switch hotels. We had considerably more to take
out that we'd brought in--3a tape recorder and a big box (which had come
with the taper) of STELLARs. Sean assured us that it was only eight
short blocks to the Biltmore, but iftwas, I'd hate to have walked eight
long ones under those conditions...

When we walked into the plush lobby of the Biltmore, our eyes were greet-
ed by the sight of the Canfen, the Youngs, Ellik, and various nthers
gathered in a cluster. Eney and I checked in, while Stark and Sean stared
am the Big Names... As the bell-boy was leading us to our room, we pass-
ed Tucker and Phyllis Economou Sitting and talking. We held the bell-boy
up for about five minutes chinning,.. I had to reintroduce myself; Bob
didn't recognize me with the beard. After checking our stuff in the room,
Dick and I returned to the lobby, and the Faaans...

A metion was made to adjurn to room 403--our room--and the entire cluster
began slowly moving towards the elevators. Again we passed Tucker and
Phyllis, and again we stopped, until we were ushered on by some official
--we were blocking the hall, or something., I remember a mild-mannered
fellow who was tagging along. Someone asked him who he was.

"I'm Harry Stubbs"., This was greeted with blank looks until I said, "Hz.
Clement," and he was unmasked. Leaving the Twosome in the hall, we all
piled into the elevators, and rode np to 403, We'd discovered that we had
AC current, so I had decided to try out my taper. It didn't work. It ran
on 7% ips, but not on 3-3/4, I had brot along the Young's round-robin
tape, and had hoped to play it. But all was not lost. Andy went to his
room, and returned with his taper. After we'd heard the round-robin, and
things had relaxed, there was a knock at the door, and Blech came in.

I hurredly started recording. Wothell, I-tduld always transcribe it to
=B/ hatenies Unfortunately, the transcription was included on a tape

to Grennell, and the original erased (it now has FIRST AND LAST FEN on

Bt e b SOWBhiaE - Tfic amits say much of what went on. We didcussed (and cussed)
George Wetzel, and Howard Lyons mentioned Ellison's’$400,00 coffee table,
and generally, things just went along fannishly. This is my collective
memory of-.later: parties and gab-fests as well, I must admit--my memory

is not too keen, and ethers have grabbed the best quotes--Eney stole my
best, but more of that later...

After a while, we decided to go out and eat, and®so the whole crew of us
tramped across the street to Childs' Resturant. I think the manager had
found out-about our Con across the street, for the prices were high, and
the food below average. We were forced to split up into three tables,
with the Youngs and the Lyons at one, and the rest of us dévided between
the other two. Our table sat around and talked for some time, so by the
time we had returned to the hotel; registration had started.

I went Up:to the Convention Hall, and was didmayed to 'find a tremendious-
ly long line waiting for regisyration., But I decided to brave fitl s IR ST
joined the line. Various others of our crowd came 2l lomiges £ nioms €4 meit tior it
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to entreat me to wait until the line was shorter. As I moved up the line,
they gradually began slipping in, behind or in front of me... Soon enuf,
Pat Werner was handing me my stuff, and I was putting my badge on. This
year, the pin t¥pe badge wasn't being used--instead there was supplied

a disk nf paper with a gummed back. These promptly fell .~ff, as mest cf
the attendees wwre sweating, due to the lack of air-cenditioning on tt
convention floor (this was the .first time sthe hsatel broke its 'eontract',)

That night was a ‘hectic one. Stark had registered at the desk seme time
in the afternonn, and a cot was brought te 403 for him. But §Sean had not
yet checked in. He was too busy meeting fen. So sometime that evening,

I went down with him, and he checked in. E cot was promised to arrive

at 403 shortly. I'm no longer sure whether I called once or twice, but
by 10300 ar 11800, the ecot still wasmdisdthere I finally went dewn to
the lesbby, and had a talk with the manager. Half an hour later the cot
arrived, Bob Pavlat, Dot Cole, and Joe Vallin, all WSFAmrs, showed up
that.night, jand:.Jd cldrculatéed fromipariy tonpasrty to' my room.

At ene point Ron Ellik and I were walking down the hall, and saw some fen
looking for a party. Ellik says, in a quiet voice, "I hear there's a real
hot party in 403..,." A little latter he repeated this te a crowd on an
elevator. I shudder to think of their reaction when they found 403 locked
and couldn't get in., Probably thot it .was a 'Locked Deor Pre Party' or
something... Aresund three or four that morning (er,mare properly, Satur-
day Merning), five of us showed up at 403: Eney, Stark, Hitchcock,~Ellik
and myself. We'd told Ellik he could stay in 403 and help cut the cost
down. Eney and I took the beds, Stark and Sean took the eots, and we all
donated bedspreads and blankets for.Ellik on the floor, Actually it wasn't
bad, with all the blankets over the'carpet, and Ellik is a Marine;:..

_nguzd&y._§2pf./

Seme time around ar just before nobtn, Saturday, we got up fer breakfast.

The efficial program was to begin at 1800, bt didn't start till closer
to 2300. Kyje stood up and gave a welcoming address in which he quoted
newspaper interviews with one David Kyle, and generally told everyone
how he was Kyle and how this was HIS convention, This was a mistake. Now
everyone knew who te blame...

Everything rantsmeothiysuntil thel intréoduction’ of” pros & fans... Tucker
had a typed list of people to introduce, and had left it en the podium.
When he returned, it was gone. There followed, therefore, a series of
introductions which was nat what it should have been, but which was nev-
ertheless not bad. About five fans were introduced in proportisn te the
Flof By ARem I L5 =IO S Rl e G

After an iintermission, came.a WPanel iof ScdencesFiction Experts", which
spmehow included prezine hater Raeburn--he knew nething of it until he
saw his name in the program... Then came an excellent tribute to Fletcher
Pratt by de Camp, Instead of shedding tears by the bucketful, Sprague
told some delightful anecdotes about Pratt, which sketched him as a very
womder fwlhmani dvhawe'a*lines thes SCHENCE ANBYSCTENCE FICTION on my pro-
gram, so I think that was skipped. I hope so... There then followed TO-
DAY'S FANCY IS TOMORROW'S FACT by ene Giles Strickroth, who told us all
h.ow we should recruit engineers. The pros wshculd make their heros all
engineers, etc.ss This was bad enuf, but then he went on abaut haw we
should have engineers so we could invent and develope new and better
weapons--he bragged about the ones we've got... I got up and walked out
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in protest. Consequently I missed THE U.S. SATELLITE PRCGRAM and most

of a panel discussion which followed. It didn't bother mco. Why it is ar-
sumed that those who like science fiction will also be interested in

the minute details of science, I dihn't know...

I went out to eat, and while out bumped into Dave Ish and Sally Dunn.
Stark, who was with me, handed out STELLARS... By the time I had returned,
I missed LONGER THAN YOU THINK, a movie of sorts, which I understand was
worth missing. I did see all of CLICHE, a ballet which I particularly
enjoyed, amateurish tho ‘it might be., Because things were b&#hifd schedule,
there was no second showing of the movie, and we moved into a cocktail .
party. Imagine four or five hundred people bunched into a small room,
reaching for free drinks, and you'll get the picture, I spilled mine

down some guys back when he backed into me and stepped on my toes, but

he didn't notice, 'so I said nothing. The least that can be said is that
the party was mismanaged. The convention was running true to form, you
S€Case

The costume ball wasn't bad. Magnus told me he had seen some JEARIS S okt

in one of the corredors:wearing an absolute mindmum, and I followed him.
He was right. She was one of four, two men and two girls, known as THE
GREEN TEAM. When not dressed for strip-tease, she and her coharts sold .
"stience f¥c¥ion records". I went Back into "the ball  room and. feund
Ellik. 'I told him there was something he"d .1ike to see. .Just as . he walked
out, she walked in., Ron flipped, and actually fell to the flonr in as-
tonishment, I believe the girl won an award. "Most Undraped" or something,.
Pat and Howard Lyons won an award in their costumes, which were really
clever--right out of Cartier. Lee Shaw was there as The Ghost of Fandom
Past, with Larry, who ware a beany copter with dollar signs on the blades.
I met a fellow whose name escapes me who works as assistant art ed on
INFINITY, and is responsible for those clever ads on thec indide covers.
And this reminds me of the fact that Larry Shaw had .said that his art
editor liked my stuff--If I stayed in New York, I could sell to INFINITY.
Alasy, I am in Falls Church,...

That night we all retired to a quiet party in the Youngs' room. Present
were Magnus, Stark, Raeburn, Kidder, Steward, the Lyons (I believe),
Eney, Hitchcock, the Youngs and the Shaws. At one time Harlan came ing

a much subdued Harlan, who told a couple of story plots to Larry Shaw,
told a few jokes, and quietly left. We went to the automat for coffee

and then split up. I believe it was that night (it might have been the
following) that Sean elected to go back to the Dive or someplace with
Boyd; and Kir's filled “the extra bed. Once agadn ELlik .skept .onithe filoor,

jZAnday._S%pﬁ.;Q

We did NOT get up for the boat ride at 9:30 the rext morning. We did get
up around 10:45 or so when the phone rang next to my ear. It was the
Youngs. We joined the Lyons to get something to eat at the automat, while
BT Wentt “re. elfizch .

Somehow I got to the session and heard P.S, Miller on the book., survey
in ASTOUNDING. Don Ford wasn't there, so there was no TAFF report, but
Ted Carnell talked qtiite entertainingly on English prodom and fandom.,

Then Kyle got up and said that the next speech, FICTION AND SCIENCE
FICTION, was to have been given by Aldous Huxley, or some other big name
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wrjster, but none %‘»Kyle'g.choices (all th@tBiggegg of the Big Nages of
literature) couldrmake it, surprise,surprise¥ 58" instead (he intimated),
we had to put up a an old hack by the name of Ted Sturgeon, Sturgedm gave
a very entertaining and informed.talk, in which he pointed out that stf
is judged by its worst instead of its best., "90% of science fiction is
crud," he said, "but so is 90% of all writing!" There were cheers...

After the intermission, I caught snatches of JWC's talk on Psionics. I

was quite tidred, and found myself nodding, so I went out and looked over
Henry Chabott's collection of fanzines, which included a FANCYC for $15.00
which I neglected to buy. That was tog .much, I did buy gquite a stack of
fmz thoy; SKHKs, OPUSs, FVs, the Burbee SHAGGYs, and quite a few others,
tho Magnus had beaten me to it and had the pick of the lot. We compared
notes afterwords, and he was disappointed to discover that he'd let me

get SNIDE #2, which he hadn't noticed. I collected my sole autograph by
getting damon to dftograph that SNIDE... :

I don't remember théirest of that session; except.~fhat I didn't sfay for
it. I returned to 403, stowed my stuff away, hawked a few STELLARS to
some neos, and then caught some sleep. My mistake., I should have stuck

to the Balcony crqwd, :Then I would have been treated to a dinner., As it
was, I went out with Ellik and Bill Dignin for dinner. Naturally I wasn't
going to the Banquét at 7.10 a meal. Not even for Al Capp. We returned

to find Tucker and the balcony crowd seated on the steps leading to the
balcony. Due to the settup of the ball room, and the balccny, the steps
and in a small angééroom, and it was impossible to hear what was-going o-»
in the ball room, tho we could see. After a bit a hotel official said

he thot we could go up on the balcony, and we pcleleldelditio SiBIE S St s

as we sat there, Bill Merrill and sister came along. It seemed Merrill
was so sure that London would get the Con that he was already rustling

up a rumpcon. Arguments went hard and strong, and I poimted aut.that his
hefty sister was a rumpcon herself. After we had surged up to the bal-
cony, we were syill separated from the balcony proper by a partition.
Then came a rumpus. Kyle's Men said we'd have to go back down. Kyle't odders
--we might gee A*L C*A*P*P, if he wasn't careful. We sat back dowh on the
steps after an attempt at Passive Resistance. "Move On" came the order,
and so we stood about at the bottom of the steps. "Kyle says you can't
stand here" came the order. We trouped into the exhibit room, and sat down
on the floor., They tried to move us from there, but finally failed. Bob
was so mad that he was ready to move out and hold his own 'rumpcon' then
and there. The crowd at this time consisted of all the WSFAns (edcept
Cole,Pavlat,Stark, and Pallin), the Canfen, the Shaws, the Youngs, the
Lyons, Tucker, Kirs, Ellik, Walt Leibsaher, Rusty Hevelin, and perhaps

a few others, I got Walt to tell me the full story behind Rosebud, but
simee “this 1its .o Fami-ly Jfamzdnes- & wong't BEWEESEL Dt heres "§f you wish, it
Wil } e stemist -dww oo spl A SEINREE emwelope. o the receipt of one dollar
($1.00), After some time, it was announced that Capp's speech was over,

and we could return to the balcony, However, we were barred until most of
Asimov's speech was over as well,

We heard Boucher trying to be witty, Bloch succeeding in being witty,

and Arthur C, Clarke being over-long and drawn out. Midway thru  Clarke's
speech I noticed Leeh poking herself with a pin. S il asikad her:  Cam~
the replys "Somewhere there is a little wax doll screaming and writhinc
in paint™ I took it' down, but later repested it to Eney, who swiped it,
and printed it without giving LeeH credit., We started talking, and she
didwa small drawing on my ever-handy note pad, for the cover of STELEAR
#10, which I told her was being devoted to her in part. Walt Leibscher
noticed us talking, and joined the conversation., He then asked for the
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pad, announcing that he would write me a poem, Which follows:

Oh, with some misapprehension,
I attended a convention
In Gotham, that's the city of New York.

There ‘was an air of great excitement
And much to my delightment,
I found a lot of other fans were there.

Fans of ‘'old, and fans of new,
Fans beginning, fans askew,

Fans aplomb and fans a thirsting,
How they grew.

How they grew,
Grew, grew;
How they grue.

They were coming in the windows,
They were coming thru the doors.
They were coming,coming,coming

From even upderncath the floors,

There were fans from out the timber;
Some were straight and some were limber.
Some were thin and some were fat.

Imagine that,that,that.
Imagine that.

But the strangest attendee

6f which there were very mendee,
Was a critter very

Difficultito kens

To ken,ken,ken, to ken.

For he had no eyes or hair,
No arms or derrier,
No nothing, everything, or anywhere.

For you see while still attending

This info is heart rending.

‘Twas the little man who really wasn't there.
Walt Leibscher '56

Still bored, our talk turned to the Con Committee, which Leeh announced
she wanted nothing to do with. She was afraid that because she and Larry
were New Yorkers, that they might be associated with the fiasco that was
the convention. And so she wrote up the followings

We,, the undersigned, were not members of the New
York S-F Conventicn Commlttee, and are not in any
degree responsible therefore--

7151”“ C S - /h,4’MH%44 :g%gy /%;“‘
/24, Z’//Laa/ Retpid wE. AR S]&-«(Ja-r
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The signatures are those of Lee and Larry Shaw, Phyllis Economou,\Alex
Kirs, and Bob Silverberg. The idea being to get prominant New Yorgers
who might otherwise be associated with the Con Committee to sign it.

After the speeches were over, we all went to ®hyllis' rocm on the 12th
floor. We were close to the convention suite, and we could we the crow!:
of neos running up and down the halls. Phyllis said she'd heard and seen
bicycles in the hall the night before. We were properly stunned. What
started as a' fairly innocuous party grew by leaps and bounds and Bloch
came in, and then Evelyn Gold, James Gunn, and finally the room was packed,
It was a happy session, with the highlight as Leibscher's recital of his
version of THE SONG .OF BERNABETTES‘whiech™Eneéy has-quoted in part, and
which he has all of. (Send one dollar...) Around two or three im the
morning, the place had cleared out again, leaving mostly the Balcony
crowd again, The mains subject for grousikng wais the: failure of the hotel
to keep its work, Kyle's Exclusion Acts, the proposed RumpCon, which we
all bitterly opposed, the uselessness of incorperating the WSFS, and
generally how poorly things were being run. I left about 3h30 or 4:00.

/V(Ol” :.L gﬂpll 3

We in 403 had decided to attend the business session which was to start

at 10300. So Dick left a call with the desk to'wake us at 9:45. The jang-
ling of the phone, about six inches from my ear announced the time. We

got up, and staggered up to the covention hall. There were about 25 people
there, and "about ‘ten more trickled in as the meeting wore on., The first
piece of business (and you interstand, the votes here were on the question
of whether dr not to present the amendments and other business for vote

in the afternoon. Anything voted down, here would never reach a general
vote, and conversely, angthing passed here could still be defeated in

the afternoon,) was an amendment to provide that 80% of the fans at a
business session could expell any member (it was not stated from the pre-
mises, Society, or.what). This *came ito a tie voteyof--get this--14 to

14, de Capp, who was presiding, broke the tie by voting it down. I wond

if there was someone the author of the amendment had in mind...80% of

2B L 1St S5 0.0 MRl e e

Second, William Merrill, the villain of the business session, along with
his two flunkies, made a special motion that the time limits on debate

be junked. Thiss was voted down. Merrill called for a division, so those
who sided with him went to one side of the isle--the rest of us to the
other. On every vote which followed, Merrill called for a déwvision,

and the room remain divided as before--with less on Merrill's side. Merr-,
i1l began delaying tactics--he thot if he waitéd, more of his supporters
would show up. He called for points of order, points of inquirey, points
of this that and the olher,

Then came the big thing. An amendment proposing that ¥The members of the
WSFS,Inc. pledge themselves to wholehearted support of any Worldcon to

be held outside ®f Thie: UNSIid Snd HHAMISES Mg v3yld “thed “sponser a North
American Conference for those who could not go “ the Worldcon.®The time
for debate was lengthened, and Merrill began ev:ry trick of dirty politics
he  .coulid TRHTMk "of "Te dedayithlge siic st stivpmeds oixt:,. he yburned some of
his supporters against him. One of his big-mouthed jackassed friends got
up and stated thast at. Meast 2,000 Amerdican fen wouldn't be able to go to
London, and needed a sponsored conference to go to. Then he stated that
conversiely *omnky  fave “0n ten fans;in, England weuld be hurgt:. by the Con not
being in England., He bandied:the terms "active fandom" and"2,000 active
fan s anound. quite. g bita  Thi sedied: ikt I asked: to.speak and pointed out
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that there weren't 2,000 active fans in the world, that he obviously
wasn't an active fan, or he'd know that, that further, as a sample of his
ignorance, there were considerably fiore than five or ten active fans in
Effglfaind,; * afnd’ M £ o(a™ thii's wh's' iy ‘Strohge'sts potinft ) "He “ceuldn™t go

to the Loncon, and wanted to go to a convention, there were five or six
already in existances The MidwestCon, the Secon, the WesterCon, the Okl-
aCon, the Philly Conference, etc, They didn't deed endorsal by the WSF:;,
Inc., to make them elegible for him and his friends to attend. Further,

I pointed out that it's quite expensiwe to come from the West Coast to
New York. As I sat down, there was scattered applause., I wish Ol' Slash
'"Em Bash 'Em Young had been there to see me, but he was still asleep in
his room. Of course the dull-witted oaf claimed I had deeply offended

him for saying he wasn't an active fan, and demanded I retract the state-
ment. I was urged not to, but de Camp pointed out that this was merely
consuming valuable time, so I did, The effect had been made, A retraction
altered nothing (I read Perry Mason, you see...) As it was about to come
to a vote on the question, another of Merrill's lackeys, after having
whispered withbhim, jumped up and stated that there was noquorum. And since
none had been provided for in the rules of the WSFS, Roberts Rules of Or-
der was followed, and since the necessary percentabge of the members. (some
126005 % IWNeP R t there, de Camp declared the meeting adjurned., All that
for nothing! The big fellow accpsted me on the way out, and tho he was
much bigger than I, I threatened him with some sort of phgpical violence
if he didn't get out of my way. I think the sight of Eney behind me scared
him Offo.o A

We at 403 checked out, and took our bags 'n' stuff up to the Youngs' room
for storage, and then we all went out for breakfast, still fuming at Merr-
i¥1~& Company,

I returned to the Afternoon Business Session, and joined Tucker & Co.

in the balcony. The question of sponsoring a rump con was again brought
up, afiter de Camp declared those present a quorum, so that the business
could be conducted, The sponsorship amendment was voted down, 136 to 47,
An overwhelming victory for us, and indicative of future voting on the
consite. The next by-law was to ban recruiting by the Air Force (or any-
one else) at future cons, A gentleman from the AF spoke up, said he had
been asked to provide an’'exhibit by the Con Committee, and that exhibits
are always arranged by the recruiting division, but that they hadn't done
any recruiting. Dick Ellington said to me later that they trapped six,
Still, the by-law came from Merrill's Commie crowd, and I was just as
happy when it was voted down,

The bylaws were passed, over the balcon¥'s vehimant and voluminous ob-
jections--we wanted to scuttle the WSFS3Inc., and perhaps we will next
year, It is useless as it stands., The Directors were then presented for
vote. We were to chose six out of seven. An eighth had been nominated (one
of Merrill's crowd) but wasn't even there for the voting and was disqual-
ified, Merrill Himself was the seventh, and he was the one excluded fpom
the Board of Directors,

Then came the voting for the consite. First Boucher came up and nominated
Berkeley., He said that it would be undemocratic if there was no one for
London to run against, I remembered how London withdrew in favor of New
York last year, So this is how a favor is returned,.. EEEvans stood up
and said that the LSFS were for Berkeley--a lie; he was for Berkekey, and
how the Los Angles bid which had been withdrawn was from %a no-count
group with no power®, the Chesley-Donoman Society. Martin Greenberg stood
up, also to second Berkeley and allowed as how he knew London wasn't pre-
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pared for a Con, and how Berkeley was., This earned him no new friends...

Ted Carnell then nominated London, and at the clese of his speech said
that he was so sorry to disappeint Marty, but Lendon was quite prepared,
was completely geared to hold the con in '57. There were cheers from the
balcony and elsewhere, Larry Shaw and Dick Wilsnn both seconded., At this
point, ballots were again passed out, and we voted. The ballots were
dumped on the table, and were counted, one pile being given to Boucher,
thel athers o, Carneld 1. (RIEIGaT ‘c ot saitarae 1 15 s.,,. and, i counted Boucher's.,
I stopped when I saw that Boucher had about 40 to Carnell's ever=-growing
pile of over 100. The final tally? 203 for Lnondon, and 65 fer Berkeley.
We stood up and cheered.

Afterothat it was alli‘demws bERTs. Ky lebssthoods mp and .annsunced that; he' had
guaranteed 400 at the bangquet and only 310 attended. Strike off $740.00,
Three Air Force mannikins valued at the prepesterous amount of $150 each
were gone, Strike nff $%$450,00, Total debts, someithere over $1000,001

But would they default? No, it would give the conventien a black eye, and
we might be blackballed from the good hntels in the future (The Biltmore
was a GOOD Hetel?), So, the only reason why the YWSFS was incorperated

in the first place=--so individuals could net be held responsible for

the Cnrperation's depts--was invalid. A hat was passed, with Ackerman
starting it.at 310400, I put nothingpiny forutwo .reasonss: I didm't feel

I had any duty to make up Kyle's mistakes, and then too, I haqn't any
moMey- L6 dsipar e~ =T biginnalvie disck s Eilies ffom By to pay my bill... Twoy poor
paintings were raffled, and all together, around $300 was scraped up.

I received a letter from Disk Ellington itemizing the dehts . and the way
thiey: wer et icilieairedy bl £ I hale amissip#aidie dul i amd - slo .can't give the Lfull
details her=2. Howevei¥, two nf the AF's dolls were feund, and the con did
not hawve .to.pay. for . thesthtrds JThesofherydicpdsrwere taken,care; of ‘as welll,
andisthiG . conediidl nety defiatilstey

. Looking back, it can all be traced to Kyle's over-assurance in himself,
He wruld delegate little of the planning »r werk, and he himself was not
a big enuf man toshoulder the burdem of putting on a Con single handed.
Sa he failed. He failed in his estimation of the number of fans attending
--he figured on clnse to 2,000, when only 1,200 regimtered, and only half
- that many showed upz-and so picked a hetel nnot too well suited for a con,
a- hastit*e hotel, which was over-expensive, all along the line, He placed
tigo, much ' faith dn thelmoney=irafsdng tabitl itieswef Hhe auetions, ywhitch had
very poor material (the top artists release only reproduction rights; they,
do_ not, sell .t hedruwonkde and he angered the fans who could have helped
him with his high-handed polhcies (which are too numbraus tms mention.
There was a ban on the front elevators issued by Kyle, there was his
exclusion act, and a lot mere). '

That night, we trufen all gathered to watch movies of past cans, gourtesy
of Bill Grant. And, after seeing all the movies I could withnut falling
asleepy, I bid goodnight to Phyllis Economou, Beb Tucker, Walt Leibscher,
and the one or two other fans still there (it was early Tuesday morning

Biya, eyl Samdiel- pinhithy ot - fiaates cup of coffee at the automat--my last visit,

When I returned .to the: heotel,.I.wentuup tow1114; the Youngs' rooms and
joined Dikini, Sean, - and Stark. We figured out of train schedule and pach-
ed up. About 15 minutes before train time, Sean decided he must say goou
bye to the other fen, Tucker, the Shaws, and all, still watching movies.
five minutes before train time, he returned. He couldn't find them. We
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dashed out of the hotel seeking a cab, but none was in sight. About seven
minutes later, one pulled up. You see, we had to go to the Fenn Statien,
instead »f the nearby Grand Central.

We missed the train. So we waited for the next. I went to sleep n~n the
bench, and had to be prodded when the time came to get on the train, My
frot was asleep, and it buckled under me when I stood, and I couldn't
think straight, but I staggered down the steps and onto ire - Ll n',

The four nf us were returning to Stark's home in N.B. Ellik was to ride
down to FAlls Church with us, but objected to PAYING fora train ride.

He hitch-hiked down the turnpike to N.B. The fellcw in frent cf me on the
train had his windew open, so I got little sleep «n the train. I shivered,

We arrived in New Brunswick about 7:30 Tuesday mcrning. I haven't pu- the
break for the day in yet, since I am going by sleep periods. We wai.>d
in+the ‘station (whieh;has no benches cr ichair in the flebby, only by  the
tracks ) for Mrsis. Stark and her car, which showed up half ‘an heur Baters

I was dead on my feet, as I guess we all were,

We were going to sleep at the Starks until about 6 ar 7:00pm, and then we'd
sttar't ou B Iy '« T i dropped sgff fintDd a bllssful Inihaigumies da:fy “nia t hidh gneis:si.
luesday, S /9
Stark came bounding up the stairs abOut 2 o 3 00 in the afterneen, "Hey
arpnivtl yvduscusys gedting (up'? ~It 's Hn30- L Loaked sak my ki, It wasn't,
Laswo®er at Himslandi then went baci «ta lleeply But ke wamia sc mas donedd (Boe
who sleeps like a lng, wcke up, and once awake fias ready to get up, and
shortly later, Sean got @up. I was outvoted, so I GIGIEE JUIPRE0I e one

DArwnstairs I feund Ellik asleep on the sofa. Misery loves cmampany, so I
woke him up. Eney and Sean wanted to discuss TAFF néminations, a subject
which Leeh had brnt up the night before. I decided to shnp the newsstands
in N,B., and Stark and Ellik came along.

An hour later I returned, we rounded up Dick and Sean, and after saying
gnodbye to Laryy and Mrs., Stark, we left,

The trip hame was uneventful. We drooped Sean at his place areund midnight,
gnot lost in Balto once, tuned in JAZZ AT MIDNIGHT en WOOK as we approachtd
D8, Lefit  Eoey indAlexandriay cand  findlly. “E1l 1Tk . fand I pulled -up: sto- 1014,

I glanced thru the mail, explained Recir tc Ma, we ate seme het degs on my
electronic'-hot idog  caipker, and. went :to:beds Ittwe - about~3 3% am,

Wednesday we got up around noon or thereabouts. Ron had decided tn write
up his hitchkiking for me, and he began at once. He planned tc he cn his
way around 7:00, tho we offered him a bed .for the night, I went -cut/and
finished up the sale of my Weiss Rak I, we had dinner, and I took Ron
out Reute 50 a shnrt way, and there I left him. It was the final end of
the convention for me. I said goodbye to the last fan...

Q,Hcv word:

ThEisanelpioste iSO Sabl Fl5 Fist: should be. It is nat completely ascurate, and
thiene \ameiardeoTsediyethrings 1211 Wish, I bad.dneluded” 18t~ Putther Ehe
spelling and ivping is ‘lc¢usy=-I know, yoeu ncedn't bather wc menmtion it,

7 have been quite sparirg with the corflu, &n my haste, strikidg over,
wuerever pnssible. All thirteen stencils have been composed and t ped at
one sitting, and it is nearly dawn as I type this. Sn please ovelegk the
rypographical errors for the content, /// Zet” c;ﬂy/
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