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Mcffott Just told me to write.a. half poge,.So.. I don't know
why I'nm co-editor of this issus, I was.awzy on a short vocction,
and when I got back I found I had been nened coweditor,

Now on most zines this would mean reading 211 the moterial,
cutting half the stincels, and slaviung 2ll day over o nimeograph,
But not the OUTLANDER, This is the third stincel I have cut, {Len
cut 6} the rest of the members cut there own, John Ven Couvering,
The Filing Editor, did wore than any oune else, The mimeo running
hos been deone nmeinly by Alon Hershey, with help fronm Len and Irea
.ROBeN, : b e 2

Our cover was done of course by STAN WOOQLSTON, who has done
2ll our other covers, No Indains this time, or hedn't you notest?
Our next cover moy be a little differegnt, 25 we hope to hove o
Lithoed one, done by some well. known fan artist, We are holding
a fan art contest at the WESTERCON III, which we are sponcering,

. Au if all goes well, we will use the winning picture as = cover on
TEE OUTLANDER #6,

One point we would like to make,, WE WANT LETTERS.,. THE
OUTLANDER, even at the new price, is loosing money, and only the
ego~boo we get from letters keeps us- interested, Sc I womn you,
if you wrnt to keep seeing us every three four nonths, keep sending
-thos letters, (beside tpe noney, of course,) We will try to use as
noeny o8 posscble, not louse them up to nuch,

o - Yours,
- - , Jr. Co-editor Rick Sneary,

. Snerry insists that I finitsh this pege, No doubt I will, Conposing
on the stencil is & hell of a wey to write an editorial or ony king
of derthlcas prose fpr that matter, Oh well, Who reads the edi“.r.
ial anyway? But if you are reading this, you'll be pleased to Jeom
thet Dot (Grondne the Demon) will be editing the next issue of -
fine fifteen cent nagezine, People nre going out to eat and-n-
"editorial® is going to keep ne from onwering chow call,

Hopyy Days] (end nites t00,,,)
-Len Moffatt, Sneery's Slaiva,

southgeteinbBscuthgnteind8southgateinb8southgoteinf8southgoteinsSsou
PDISENTING A GUEST EDITORIAL :by John Van Couvering who edited 1he
rst issue of The Qutlonder, .Sry Sonething Already, JohNgawces

Belcy that, Moffatt! Things are bad when ther get o poor
vired swabbie fresh off o destroyer to fill up the lest few lines.
{ile ¢nd ny one stripe in the nevel reserve! ) There's nore?
(Thenk you, Admiral Veon Couveringl) This is Page Two

I
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YOU WILL notice I refrain from using the editorial "we". Mark Twain re-
marked thet the only people entitled to that plurel form of address were the
Holy Trinity and people with tapeworms. Thore's a lot of material to file, after
our lamented lapse in TO #4, But first, I reproduce a touching domestic scene

as related to me by Madame la Hersh. .
"I have just finished two linke of the Chain,"

said 2lan, looking up at Ireddie with eyebrows judiciously cocked, "They're damn
goodi"
"Whose are they?" asked Preddie, somewhat stertled.
"Your old onc and my

old one," Alan said, lighting up another Pall Mall.

HUNT'S RRINGS OUT THE BEST Van C, Round %

({Ed note: this was written lest August, when Van Couvering worked the long
night through at Hunt Food's camning plant in fallerton. He came home groggy and
light-headed to write his most monumental link to dete, a 10-page section of sheer
delirium. Bidd your while, gentle resder, while we hurry through.))

--+The psaches started well, if slowly, et 7:10 p.m. promptly. Wonder of won-
ders, our hideous contraption was working well; no cans jammed in the sealer, no
cens mashed in the syruper, no cans got speared in tho lidder. ‘ihen the "lunch"
period arrived, I spent a lonely 45 minutes botwesn 12:15 and 1:00 s.m. with a
copy of Coronet and a stele lunch, The run stopped at 4:15 a.m., I, of course,
cleaned up, and hosed off the three machines that meke up our menagerie on Line
A, which kept me occupied until 5:15. Then I only hed to wait an hour and fif-
teen minutes for the first bus, go home, wake everybody up, eat, wash, telk, end
Pinelly go to bed at 8:00. It's a lonely life.

Gemini, He's Taurus Shirt, a one-
Zodiac play in three Tarot decks and an extra joker:

Enter PISTACHIO, munching on » beer can. LEN, seated before his typer,
accosts him.

LEMN: Mumblemumblo....gleep...groan,..,.bibble-bibble. (Twists tie about
his neck and zives zruesome imitation of a man dead on tho gallows for a week.)

FISTLCHIO: Chain here again, huh?

LEN: (Nods wearily end tries weakly to spit on the typer, but manages only
& vindictive drool down his shirt front,)

~~THREE--
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VRANDUSKI: (Znters L, bearing bibs, towels, funmels ete. DOresses Lon appro=-
pristely after wiping him off, then produces a large key and looks questicningly
at PISTACHIO.)

PISTACHIO: Hot yet. He's gonna try to write it himself again, He gets the
mailing order dowm all right, but then... (V«ANDUSKI nods understandingly, goes
resignedly off and returng with a streaight jacket.)

LEN: »11 right, all right, you win, Trot 'em out! (Pushes typer away af-
ter dribbling friumphently on the spacer bar. FPetulantly eats Beerpretzels while
PISTACHIC, VRANDISKI, end ZANKOWICH laboriously open a trap door set in the stone
flegging and lower a hend of bansnes through.)

(Snter GHOST WRITERS up center, chattering sud scratching fleas. Fhen all
fifty million are present, LEN dons his 3imisn Legree costums and they set to work,
each WRITER hit one key end returning to the e¢nd of the line,)

LEN: (Shoos WRITERS below asgain after two pshes are done, entitles the peper
"From Rendom House”, slips it in the envelops and sends Chain off to Hersheyd.)

ALL: 4 merry Christmas to all and a Jolly Good MNight!

STAN GENTLY FLUTTERS TO BARTH Stanlink, R, 7

--=Ag of about fifteen minutes ago, I have just about decided to attend the
convention in Fortland. Mother has a cousin there, and I mey be eble to stay
there. I've been Californis~bound (in the stationary sense of the word) ((by ste-
tionsry I mean in tho sense of permanent)) by permenent I mecan in the sense of
stuck here))) --yes, California~bound lor sbout helf my life, and I wearn to see
new horizons., So, come depression, war, or pestilence, I'll probably go viae bus,
or private car, or thumb up there.

ire you going, huh?
. . L] L] L] . * L] * L] . L] » - L] L] L] * . . . L] * L L ] L L] . . L4 » - L] * . . - . L L] .

I just thought, we've had cats at the Cutlender mests...Bonzo and Tommy an

Blackington...but no dewgs, excopt Len's Rescal., This is unfair to Houndom.

- L] L] L] * 4 L] L] . . . . * . . . * L] . L ] - L] - . L] - . . L] - L L] - . . L] . . - . L ]

This, like all the others, is a crud-sheet 1'm doodling on with words. I dedi-
cate thess words to Popeye and Mortimer 3nerd, two examples of fmerican culture,

I FLENW T0 i{4RS--YES, I DID, ACTUALLY AND LATERALLY, AND IN T¢id RUFRESHING ZEST-
FULNZS3 OF THJ ATMOSFHERE BETWEEN THE WORLDS I DISCGVERED A NEW TRUTH, Z2ZYZ20

IS ALL, I & ALL, ONLY ONE HEAVEN-BOUND WOULD UNDERSTAND THIS. IF YOU DO NOT
UNDZRST¥D THIS YOU 4RI DODMED TC THE EToRWAL FIRZS OF EELL, UNLESS--~

THE RISE s#8D FALL OF LESPERANCE Deve, R. 7

((E¢ note: the last FILINGS contained Lesperance's first link. This one
contains his last. So do Colleges meke ex-Outlanders of us all,))

--=0Oh, yes, here is a jolly bit of news. Last night, I gave up smoking.
fep, finished with the weed, stogiocs, fngs, gaspers, coffin neils, etc. What
do you get out of it besides an empty povket and cencer of the lungs? Been 24
hours since I haed a asmoke, Big red hot oclinker in the bottom of my lungs. Lit-
tle devils dancing back end forth in f{ront of my eyes. Puttuie! So there.

(I expectorated in the little devils' eyes.)

STOP MOFFAT MOVEMENT BREWING IN LASFLS
Los sngeles (UP). Recently, Len Moffatt won his
third book by the devious and underhanded method
of gotting the ripght ticket ir & drewing. In tho
closkroon afterwards cauticus voices were heard,
suggesting that Yoffat was a telekinetic  freak
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smugzled in by Rhine, of Duke University. An alter-
native, thet he has an agreement os to terms with the
chance puncher, is alse being considered. At any rate,
if Moffatt should win azein, the password is "Blunt
jinstrument,"

Girls over at UCLA very pretty. Am sitting next to a young chick in my shakes~
peare class who, on first lookover (I didn't overlook har, you may be sure) '
ssemod pulchritudinous. iaven't accosted her yet. Let her get used to me first,
then comes the proferred friendshin. Hch, heh, heh.

THE BIBLE OF FOO-FOO Rick, R. 7

--=llow take Foo-Foo (or FooFoo)...I'm
sure you all know thet is the namo i Boclks picon caf of
given to o mithical ghod of fandom, ! j 4l ;

I was to late to be around when it
was going strong, but have read about
it. And so, got to thinking, what if
there was one. With sc many fans
thinking about it, it might be formed.
If so what would it do to/for fandom,
The answer I worked out is most in-
volved, but I find it fesanating. You [
see, he would be grateful to his fol- | _ ‘
lowers, but not went them to get soft {j Reom { &5 N\ ,
like the other old religions. If he gavg] A ‘“““”‘_?
them to muach, they might drift away T. e

from being fans, end hs would lose 'em, '™

e e ]
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first would come the "cell" which each true follower of FooPoo would be intitled
to have. To pass into your cell you would merely think about being in the "cell”
end you would slowly sink through the floor, and drop into the "cell" st the

point marked "X" on the drawing., To lsave, you would simply reverse the procedure,

The Lab would be the resl nerve center of the whole "cell”, Inothe space marked
"M" would be the master mechine (as yeot unnamed.) It would suply the fan with all
his needs, for a complete and icolated exsistance. 3By dielingz numbers found in
a catalog he could receive food stuff, paper and printing suplys, poster paint,
soap {lekes, zinc dust, pots, pans, and any of the many thingzs he would need to
run the place.

He can also get servants and unaforms., On officiml occasions fans
would be required to wear a set garment, It would be a deop blue with bleck
boots and the pants tucked in the top of the boots paratrupasr style. Hdis shirt
and cepe would be blue, In full dress, the fan would also wear a sward, When
a fan wents something done, he mearly diels, and a sorvant steps out of the ma-
chine and does it,

3ut not everything. Firssly, each fan must spend at least
six hours a week in study. The white robsd scientist sorvants arc available sas
teachers, and will teasch the fan anything he wants to learn. lach fan must al-
so put in either 15 or 30 minubtes a day in somec kind of sport, or exercize. (ach,
Bip Brother PFooFoo is watching you.)  This though doesn't heveo to be in thoe "ecell
but cen be "Outside."

He must also do at least 50% of the work on & 'zins himself,

Bach fan will strive to do his bast, for he will be wanting to bs voted one of
the top 50 or 100 fens fans of the year. The top fens will bo able to spend a
vear in the Cathedrel of FooFoo, a momstrous building in Southcrn California.
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It #ill be central clearing house for all Foo activities. rans living there will
not need to do outside work, as they will be kept busy working for FooFoo. Therse
will probebly be something like o twenty~four hour work weck for ell roesadent
fans. (dach fan will have his own "cell", rsached by & regular door. e may
bring any fan members of his femily with him, &nd thoy need not work, But non-
fens of cours. will not be elowed, Tho reason being that the servents of Foo-
foo cannot be seen by mortal eyes. This is to keep them from zeing sent out
into the world to do work fans might do...,. Thay will also have a slight un-
earthly air ebout them to keep any fan from neing content to live only with
his servents,)

There would be eny number of jobs for fans to do. Vast libraries,
infact three: science fiction, moar fiction and non-fiction. The librarics
will try to hold & magter copy of every book published, so as to bz sble to du-
plicate them at will end send them out free to fens who writs in askinz for them.

There would bs the music libraries, consisting of all the records ever made and
nmany tape rocordings. - Then there would be the film library...the numcrous Labs
«»sthe general supply houses.,.unlimited truck fleet, also an air-fleet, Of«
course in the basemcnt would he the = omie piles, and printing presses. The

fans would of course edit their own pro mag. They could ofcoursc pay the writers
morse, having no printing costs. CUnly fooFooians would sce it, because weo would

not went to drive the other mags out of business. 7 G
The Y P '

Cathedral itsolf weould bs a huge thing, towerins 100 sto- <L / ¢

rios in the air, on the crost of some hill, It would have K{L

no out side windows. It would have slightly rolling lend lg§

around it, surounded by a wall, Richt in thoe base of the
building would be huge threos story doors that would lead
into a ontry way and then elevators into the great hell,

This is only an incomploet word picturs. ((Bd Hote: the un-
cut version of ths incomplest word picture covered two entirs
sheets of pspor, single-speced. Think how incompleet this
word picture here must be,)) It is imposable to convey the
emount of deteil i-have worked out, I'll just add thet I y
have thought of tests for peopls claiming to be fans, rebol- Af((
lions by ths poople, churches, conventions, publication prob*f
lems, ad infinitum. Just shows you how involwed a mind can, ' /
got on un-importen stuff. Ll

FEDKRSON POPS UP | Con, Round 7

---To heck with this. It's too goddamn cold to circulete blood. Then
why should I go to all the trouble to write a critique of all these stupid let-
ters that should be in West Virginie by now? Why in hell deesn't soriebody write
me? Just beceuse I'm 2000 miles away from LA and I'm not around %o smile out of
the corner of my mouth every time Timmer makes & sonorous observetion about the
wav Freddie Hershey is supposed to think, .or eat potalo sslad with my fingers or
manfully guzzle a glass of Acme while zctu=lly under the painful wish thet it
were coke or something that tasted zood, or looking through my taitered surplus
air force jackat at & bans baneg B picture .from Fatasonim, or trying to keep a
nosy cop from smelling my breath while I nervously try to explain to him what the
hell I'm doing on 7th Street at 3:30 in the morning end that the magazines under
my erm &re not pornograpny but just science fiction. For not at the present do-
ino ong or all of the rforementioned I have been excorsized from that ignoble in-
stitution, The Cutlander Society Honor itoll and Letter Writing Service. In other
words nobody writes me sither.
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ANOTIER MILESTONE PASSED ' ol i o R Moffatt, R. 8
---The Route: S C .

——

1, Len Moffatt 6766 Hannon Street  Bell Gardens, Californie
2. freddie Yershey 6335 King ivenue - Bell, Calif..

3. Alan Iershsy 6335 King Avenue Bell, Calif.

4, John Van Couvering 10358 S. Downey Avenue, ' Downey, Calif,
5, Stan #oolston 12832 3, ifest Street Garden Grove, Calif.
6., Dorocthea Faulkner 164 Geneva Flace Covinw, California

7. Rick Sneary 29062 Santa Ana Street  South Gate, California
8, Con Pederson Rte 1 {(c/o 0. L. Olson) Clear Lake, .linnesota

I note sith interest that this typer is starting to spsll like Sneary's...lWhat
Strange Influence does the Sage of Souse...oo0ps..South Gate heve o'er usall...

Sometime I'm going to have this letbsr in my clutches and have lots of Time on
my hands and then you characters bettor have your blinders end sungoggles resady.
T will turn out an illustrated, illuminated (3it up?)} de-doodled edition of Link
One with pages end pages of pictures and photographs and dirty jokes, eto. So
help me. :
But right now I am going to hit the sack snd prepare this chain for
deo-1libbery to de HersheysS..ssses :

FREDDIE LOOKS BACK OVER HER FIRST YEAR AS AN OUTLANDER Froddie, R. 8

---In the early pert of Jenuary, the van Vogt lectures were the big deal
around town among most of the fans., From these talks later ceme the gobs of hys-
terical conversations that werc bandied sbout the iershey floor. February finds
¢ lone record of a meeting at Len's, an occasional visit to end from Rick, and
the LASFS bznquet for Ev {(Z.E.Evans)) which most of us attended.

&nd along in
here somewherae in middle Mareh I saw another type of fenfest, the real beery
type, at Dale Fart's. On April 2nd, the real big whing~dinz occurred here at
the Hershey's. Everyons wss hers and such talk!! 1 can ses the bright shiny
syes strewn around all over.the place, end I doubt if eny of you realized how
much it meant to mo,

liore and more and oftener I now recall the frequent visits
that tho boys made here. Taey helped me peint the house, they mowed the lewn,
they read the books and mags, slept over, ate the fiod I half-flung at them,
and washod dishes.

We gzave Alon e surprise birthdey party on June 13th. The
Master wes reanlly touched, and I was sll in for days afterwards. Con took off
on June 28th, :=nd with Con gone, Williem sat and set, end sadly, I saw Eill on
his way on July 18th., But we bore up nobly under the strain and went out to
Garden vYrove for our July meeting. Van Couvering still managed to cat to cepacity
end Forry sat and looked like an owl and smiled soft, soft smiles at questions
and answers =zlike.

Rick gave us a terrific meeting on October 29th, and Dot Faulk-
ner was invited to join our peerless ranks, Davey ceme and went very rapidly;
school called and John went proudly off to college elso. The '49 liestercon camo
and went and now the Cutlanders ars going to do the job in '60. Gee, I'm a bit
acared. It is an awful lot of work and weo bettor be good. We beattor.

CLANT:S Alen, R. 8
-==0n loocking through the lotters, the first thing that hit my eye was
the flias resignation. Since Bill hes alawys been a most desirable member, I
hersby suszest that Bill become Mest Honorable BY%QODQWEST%VIRGINIAﬁOUTLANDER...
In other words according to tnis demmed typer---3/4 God and 3/4 Outlender, This
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adds up to % and several pobentially stertling ideas but let's not investigate
them rizht now. After all, we are the people who will rule the Sevegram. Or
didn't you know I wng actually a robot?

Clenk!

Seated here this Fridey evening, I am still somewhat in the fog that confron-
ted Sneary, Moffatt and Hersheys when they returned from LASFS lest night., Visi-
bility was so bad that I received the distinct impression that the fog was trying
to see through me. Bveryone hed perfect confidence in the driver they said, while
chewing én an elbow {anybody's elbow)} , but unfortunately the driver whose name
wes Hershey had no confidence whetscever in the driver. He mumbled something to
the effect that the evening reminded him strongly of one of the closing scenes of
The Unpleasant Profession of Johnathon Yoazg by Heinlein. Sneary immediately spotl-
ted the refegence just like nothin, but it still reminded me of a story by Heinlein,

IMPRESSIONS AND REPRESSICHNS Van, R, 8

-—-I have & poll of my own, too. If you had three besutful girls (this
is just for you boys, now) where would you prefer to live, chronolegically and
zpographically speaking?

Me, I'd tpke Southern Californiea about zero point zero
zero A.D., when there wasn't snybody eround but a few lezy Acorn-Eaters and the
place was just like God made it., It must have really been be=utiful, with the
green plsins up ngeinst the hills end the L.&. river flowing through Cahuenga
pass and down scross the open plain to the wide beaches and the Pacific. (the
old stuff sbout it being a "desert" is true out around Riverside and Pomona, but
in the Whittier narrows, the El Segundo hills, Point Firmin, the San Gabriel
valley, end the once-pine-covered Temescsles that stend behind Hhittier, it was
ereen and well-watered all year round by the constant sea breezes.)

Think of the
abalone and the fishing, the deer, rabbits, grizzlies, queil; the scenery, the
weathsr, the beaches; spend the summer in the mountsins at Big Bear, the winter
in Palm Canyon, where the mountain streams run dosm throuzh desert canyons filled
with groves of Washington palms.

Or, to make it ideal, why not have it this way:
(1) Three girls and yourself.

(2) Two girls and a heep of rifles, fishing rods and teckle, emmunition, hemmer,
saw, nails, canvas, brace and bits, metches, hatchets, knives, kitchenwere, spears,
boat plans, trade stuff, and yourself.

(3) One zirl, all the eaquipment above plus seeds, sprouts, grefts, plows, hoes,
files, axes, horses, chemicals sand instruction manuals, end yourself.

(4) ¥o girls and a time machine.

The ultimate, of course, is three girls and the
time machine. Oh, boy! But that's sjeor communism,..you gottae work for it, it
says here, or you don't enjoy it. On the other hand, stolen fruit...

Somebody
mentioned & grand membership drive in 1957 for the Oscon in South Gate in '88.
It's a groat idea...but of course, we'll have to liquidate them all afterwards.
I berin to catch the insidious thought behind those notations of Sneary’'s at the
Moffacon,

"{f Slaves Were $100," HYah., That's one solution. Line up the pauper-
zed "angels" of our gisnt production end put the Bhubblimg Bhudda to work, mes-
merizing them,

"Your name is Jelfecker Hoshnimin," he dromes, "you have no desire
but to serve your owners...you ere a slave...sleep...sleep...hee hee hee huh huhi
The glassy-eyed automatons move in lock step towards the waiting trucks, and father
Sneary stends to one side consulting his great file of amassed records end Rigzling
horribly.

Or, if Woolston's voice has failed him, as a resuldt of leading the thrice
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n
deily: chants to Fooloo, we come to zﬁﬁyﬁeﬁ gg%%%ibn,/ At the Moffacon he put this
question to the group as an "intereasting exparement" to find out a good way to e=
liminate undesirable individuels from the American scene, ®#s now understand his
true motive. '

Here is Alan, botulizing the victims® string beans; Van Couvering
greans under the weight of & huge jug of metallic mercury to pour in their mashed
potatoes, while Sneary skulks asbout with a jmonstrous hypodermic filled with dou-
ble distilled nicotine behind his back., A grim patherine,

The scribbled reminder,
"Cost of Boxs," which was a mystery to all present, now becomes clear. Frugal
Sneary. Even if FooFoo will provide thec ingmadiants, there is still the problem
of all those bloated kidneyless nitric=-acidified stilfs to dispose of,. Sneary
thinks of everything.

PEARLS FRCM THE MOUTH OF THE BUDDHA Stan, R, 8

~~~Ha, Just heard how Christienity hag spread the crt of the Kiss through-
out the world., Except im mostly un, or nonChristian lends, the kias has taken its
place as the symbol of affection. Yet once it didn't exist...the errly cultists
(Christians) used the kiss as = symbol of their group.,.a symbol of friendship.
Then some husbands complained that some of the lodge members seemed to prefer o-
ther members' wives to the heavily whiskered males, so the head men set up rules
egainst kissing except between "brothers," Haturally a sort of bootlegging grew
up...Frencs adopted it, and then all the rest of the Christian world.

tory noto thrills me. It inspires me. I suggesttthat FOOFCO be given a symbolic
rreeting.... Dach Beliover will carry a stick in the form of a ruler seven iuches

lonz, and when they see & fellow-cultist they will beat him/her over the head with
it. Prom three to seven taps, according to the Rank of the individual. The Rank
will depend on a modification of the chickena' Pecking Order.

Fannish peck-posi-
tion will depend on the number of fanoffices held, the position your mag is voted
in, the number of clubs you are a momber of. Rick would neturally be Top Rooster,
foffatt 1s « second-liner; he cen best only FooFooers who are of lesser rank..,and
he taps 'em six times. The non-club member is hashed over the head with a ruler
end until he is signed up by the club recorder he ic considored very inforior., .
Rick, of course¢, strikes anyono, including Herr Dictator moffatt, whom he meets.
Except Van Couvering and A. Uranium dershey, who are too tall and must be made to
bow servilely. ' '

GRANNY THE DEMON AFPEARS OFf THE SCENE = - Dotty, R. 8

--~The day I longed for and dreaded at the same time has at lest come to
pass. I om on my mettle, Freddie, you have been an Outlander long years before
I got in ((One, to be exact. Ed,))' but I know what you mean in your link, To me
it was a perfect mirecle, to have such & swell bunch accept me as their equel and
to make ne so welcome. 4And don't you say it is only a hot flash!

To tell the
truth, for seven years 1 have beenr dead and didn't know it. Xept wondering what
that smell was., Reed all the old magazines in solitary state, and hed no one to
argus with end spilt hairs and herrings with until I found L2SF3. I never felt
really at home, though, until you-all tcok me in.

I guess you all know of the
trip to the moon I took with Forry and Wendy Zckerman, I know, from what little
I saw, that this "Destination Moon" is' going to be quite & picture. I enjoyed
very much talking with the verious octors, especially the two who entertained me
with an account of the eccentric smours of young Lrroll Flynn and his grammar-
school girl friends, 7hich some would not do for publication in a plece as this.
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DEAR HEARTS AND GENTAL FEOPLE Rick, R. 8

--=-But I was thinking bseck to tho first Vestercon myself, That was a
turning point for me too. I had been Sneary the tHermet of South Gate up tell
then, After that I spred out. 3ut that first impression! I was wondering a~
round, looking for Len and the others, to see about going. There he was telking
to this good looking gal. (That's our boy ioffatt every time.): I walked up and
he interduced me %o a Mrs. freddie Hershey who was supposed to live as close to
us as 3ell. Hmmm I thought, sizing her up... nice looking, neaver heard of hor
though., 'ust be a new fan, acts like it too.

I asked for her addross so we could
see her and her husband again, and try to gsot them interested in our group. My
program book was pushed into the hand of a tall, distinguished looking fellow,
who was told to write their address under her name., (Which I had gotten before,
and till do not remember doing.)

I remembar how are little group trundeled off,
and admitted that none had the nerve to ask if they hsd a car, for fear it would
sound like we wanted a ride, which we did, and how Len and I layed the zround-
work for the unwriten lews that now govern our group...

All this talk about more
members in 1967-58. We don't need more, The Con will be put on by a Society
(if pressent convontion systems preveil) with the CS at the top, but with noteable
LASFS members in it. Hundrods of outsiders would pay their buck and beoome So-
ciety members, not OS members. No need to poison a soul.
Since you've been gongc,
Con, it is Len thet is taking your place. Freddie is working hard on our smiling
beer socaked lad, trying to mske him take the fatsl step. Got a few prospects
lined up, but bsing fans they are full of neuroses and probable ere controled
by a two headed Mrrtian or something. He talks about = girl back Zast, but
T think it is a smoke sereen.
I have thought of a new word, which I want some-
one to invent something to fit... It is "button~tack"... It is a wonderful word,
as I'm sure you will agree after repeating it sloud a number of times,

SOUTH GATE IN '58%

FLA¥ES FROM THE FROZEN NORTH Con, R. 8

--=-Loocking, for instance, at Alan's love for dachshunds., ill I see is
a mamnalian version of a Studebaker, built low and close to the ground, 4nd a
most esthetically displeasing color and form. They walk the noisiest of dogs,
due to the rapid chatter of their tiny legs snaking them across the floor. All
in all, unless you like phallic symbols running loose all over the front room,
I would not have & dachshund,

But Alen would merely recount their intelligence,
wnich they have amassed stores of in excess of any other critter, he would say,
their patience, and run through o whole list of their dasirable traits which
would seem to put Badger Dog on a pedestal., In making a prefersnce, you abstract
the desirable qualities; in a negative taste, the undesirable qualitiss are hewn
loogse from the total Dog. Q.E.D.

This talk about being someplece with three
girls is fescinating, I would like to be around Chicheon Itza or somz other liay-
an city when it was flourishing. The only thing I could reslly object to is
thoir guaint method of worship. They reputedly tossed a couple of choice vir-
gins into a 200 foot deep well; if they lived, they wers made queen and given all
sorts of honors. (In Samoa a virgin didn't have the same religious value, but
they came in handy socially.)
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Sinece John and I ars turning our escapist thoughts towzrds the Bouth Seas, I
too would like 2 cozy little island, replete with Ceylonien wonders and Pely-

nesian bare boozums. There is a fly in the ointment, tho., Three girls are
poing to be awkward if you haven't got any village authority or even eny vill-
age, ~ g\w“f@h

‘e
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Happy
Groundhog Day.

AND SO BEGINNETH Len, R. 9

-~~ Three women,..dssart island...how long? Depends on the girls' ages.
Wouldn't want them all the same age, if you follow me, Does this include subs
to the stfeantasy mags and & life membership in the History Book Club? Could I
have three different colors of women? Say, blue, green and purple? Would one
of them have a built in phonograph and a large collection of jazz and clasgsical
music? Could I have ny typer and = thousend reams of beercan labels? (Gdtta
have something to type on.) Of course you know the simplest way to carry beer
cen labels. All in all, it sounds like e good deal. I'll %ry it for nine months
and see what comes of it.

If T lived in Minnesota maybe I would turn out 18 paoges

of stuff too. Or maybs I'd just freeze to death. Come ye back to FandoLA, Con!

Outlander # 4 is out and it seems Rick and I have been "kicked upstairs" to do
the fifth issue of Fandom's Finest. JVC has been instructed to use as many pages
as he wants for the Pilings column for # B, seeing as how ;: ¢ had none. woll,

I told him not to go over 15 pages (half the mag) and methinx, as does Rick, that
he won't use more than eight or ten at tho most. ((Methinx youthinx wrong. Ed.))

Now remenbor:, kiddies, this ish # 5 is gonna be the spscial ish for Westorcon
ITII, sponsered by ye 0S, so let's meke it hypersuperpeachyereamwhoopdedoo! The
Several Out of Time serial will be continued if the resder's responss to Part One
is no comment or better. I was quite hopped up over it when the Ideca first hit
me, but time, time, time....well, you know how it is with time.

THE WINNAH AND KEV CHAMPEEN~-- Freddie, R. 9

--~To date I've been crowing that perhaps here at the Hersheys were the
gang able to give fullest reign to their innumerable inanities, relax, and really
do whatever little things came into thoir betendrilled heads. And maybe I have
beeg right. But that is a thing of the past. I yield, and happily, my crown
to Dot.

From the minute we pulled up the road, and saw her signs of greeting and
directions to the house, I knew that sinking feeling that every fighter must feel,
when he meets his match. Gad, what a simply wondrous house for meetings!!! And
the veriest veriest perfect house for an Outlender to have,

- As soon as the
Korzybski crew came in, took one look at the 20' by 8' rag rug on the floor, sli-
thered it sround under their feet for a moment and kicked off their shoes in glee,
the party started, and until we left at 12:30 a.m., we never stopped a moment,
Dot mede that rag rug, and cven now in the cold light of a gloomy Sunday morning,
I can chuckle ns I visualize her making it---bumping slong on her fanny, following
the over growing contours <f this thing she began, and can't seem to finish off,
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EMANATIGNS FROM THE HERSHEY HOSTELRY _ ‘ Alan, R, 9
~~-DACHSHUNDS } '

Phallic Cymbnals!

Therein lies a tale, my friends.,

Federson seems to think I would indulge in just any old hacknoyed de-
fenae of the dachshund, such as a jerk's bost friend is his mutt, or thero I
was in the burning house, snoring likc hell, my c¢lothes én fire, the bed on fire,
when in dashed katilda, my trusty dachshund, dragging a2 9 by 12 rug in her teeth.
She shucked off her corset, placed a ladder egminst the side of the bed, mounted
it, and carried me down to safety through the roaring flames, giving her life
for mine and making a rugged man out of me,

Actually, I am just mildly fond of dachshunds, and have known only one
in a long end checkmeted carcor. This particular dachshund, who sported the moni-
kor of Brunnhilde, was not of the very highest type. Her young girlhood had been
spent on the docks of Hamburg in the company of the dirtiest bunch of dogs you
would ever care to moat., Her mother was @ blowsy bitch who spent every scent she
had on carbonated liverwurst. Her father was & waterfront tough of the worst va-
riety, an ex-membor of the Longdoggermen's Union, and although e lot of the boys

nought he was & howl, most of the more refined Hamburgers thought ho was a gur.

Brunnhildes never fitted into the 1ife of the waterfront., She aspired to
higher things. That's how she got involved with this Great Dane, Bruno. He was
a hsndsome doz with a wandering eyo who had drifted dovm to, Heamburg on a Danigh
bark. Bruno knew his way around, and it didn't take long for Brunnhilde to catch
hig eye. At this time she was thirteen (monthe) and he deccided to lst her grow
out a little,

When she was sixteen, ho began to cloge in, and Hilda knew for the first
time how it felt to be dogged at overy step. Just when she was about to give up
hope, she met an old seadog named 8ykes. FHe was a fathorly old mariner who had
ahipped in on an imericon Freighter, end Hilda told him how she was boing houndsd.

Sykes was a soft-hearted old mongrel, and offered to help hor stow away
on the frsighter. He sneaked her into a case of salami end the next thing she
Imew She wes in New York. There she and Sykes parted compeny, and for the next
six montns Brunnhilde led & dog's life. Ths New York weterfront was just another
waterfront to her., Her foreign looks did not mske her lot any easier, All the
gay dogs around town considered ner fair prey. But she menaged to retein her
pristine purulence by never turning her back on anyone. {This is only possible
to daghshunds, who can face both ways &t once.) :

But even Brunnhilde could not hold out indefinitely. 3tarvation and lone-
liness congpired to turn her into a prostibrute, She.turned to walking the stree-
ts, alas, and even wore smoutstick. .

Brunnhilde's fell from greace lasted for seversl months, and only ended
when sho zot religion at the Bowowery Mission, From then on she never slipped
agein, After a couple of months es a social worker, she came to California.

This is where hor path crossed mine, I met hor down et the bus depot
at Sixth and Los .ngeles. I was just an stomic bum at the time, and when I was
bonding dowm to pick up a butt, my eye met Brunnhilde's., As my gozo traveled
down her sleck though shopworn length, I made up my mind to adopt her.

It was only shortly after that that it happgned,

There I was in the burning house, snoring lilke hell, my clothes on fire,
the bed on fire, when in dashed Brunnhilde, my trusty dachshund, dragging a 9
by 12 rug in her testh.ecsvesss

Damn this guy Pederson enyway!

EFD ¢+ PILINGS



s portrait of the ppoletariat as @& young fan ~by- Con Pederson

Young Yosef Fennedskina welked steadily through the SNOWe
Tig left ear was frozen where the victory cloth of his cap wore
thin, and. there were no soles on his paper victory shoes. Beneath
the coating of sliush on his face, there was a grim ocountenance,
avidence that. voung Yole was pursuing a Cause. : .
g : Frozen next to his |
akinny side, under his right arm, reposed a manila envelope made of
viectory parchment. He glaced about furtivelv, as though in fear of
some Interloper. Y
At last, a door loomed through the blizzard. KHe
extended his left hand. feebly,.probed at the cakd of snow,; and
finally succeeded in opening it., F¥e slipped in,. hal f-frozen, and
wag-met by a hlast of putrid alr. Fe realized he was safely home,

"Mama., please to bring hunka black hread for vour liddle loving
vuntor. Also.lce plck 9o can moving feet." Immediately an old
hag of fifty swaggerad through the foggy hovel, lugging an axe,

#9tanding ‘sti1ll, dead 1iddle- monster, so loving lama can nlice off .
the: lclelies, I8 being bad winter this summer,” ,

"Tg being coldest place in Siberia, am thinking. . ‘There Papa?!

vosef continued to hug the sleet=laden envelope closely to him,

a5 he felt for his left ear and staggered towards the tahle,, .
"Papa

gone over Corrade varboschlitzky to offer vak-fur blanket foxr poor,

freezing cow Sadyvitgh," answered lMama Kebbedskina as she stuffed

4 few crumbs of black bread and goat cheese down Yosef's throat,

"Neing good deal." <Yosef promptly lay the envelops on the table,
where he cautiously opened the clasp. He glanced nervously at the.
door, then extramcted a single, lurid magazine from the depths of
the vackage. "Looking, Mama. A roience fiction maggingzinel"

\ " oh
mv Yole! “that the Stalin doing you with decadent capitalistic Iit~—
erature? Getting slck at stomach mes ip thinking T have Jjuvenlie
dalinguent in house, “there gotting cheap Ameridan propaganda®"

ton lagt dog sled frorm Verkhoyansk peing delegate to 1954 solence
fletion convention at Nome, who is taking wrong reindeer trail and
getting somshow into (ugh) Russia, Sayving delegate, he was due in
. Wome for the Gnomes' aonvention which is heing 12th science flction
convention. Ts giving liddle Yole this- sclence 'fiction maggingzine
which 1s celling Amazing Stories." - . T 4, '

liama Kennedskina snorted and 1it
up her pipe. "Fuh-~typical capltialistic emotionalism intended

for bourgeolsie peamantg."

"ot saving, Mamal! Ve less being even
than bourgeoisle peasants. At cover lookihg, Mama; is saying
*Special This Tssue...A Startling Thrilling Supercollosal Spec-=-
tacular Tantastic Breathtaking 3aga of Space and the Hearless lien
“mo Protect the Kerosene Springs on Arcturus 5S...RITERS TH THE
¥6TD, by George RBernard Shaver,' and being under all this yellow
print is picturs pratiy young naked wooman,"
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"Holy Lenin--myry liddle Vogef! Looking at low degrading American plic~—
tures! 3eing last straw} Is unhearable to see young healthy stupid
mind led astray. Giving mageingzine so can burning in fireplace;
nead to melting icicles on chimmey anyway,"
VYosef recoiled in terror.

"7ait Mama! Looking first at young handsome musculsar man in picture
which trving shooting funny looking o» with four arms which trying
to knook off pratty voung naked wooman! See, there under blue print
which saying, 'TIE RARNACTIE-IEN OF GANYMEDE, A Titillating Zxeciting
Two-Fisted Action-Packed Bloodv Novelette of the Spaceship Vampires
by Fog Philiipsi't

Yimm, . 170t bad," observed liama K. "Is reminding
me of vour (ughh) Papa--in his younger days, of course. Hokay, is
letting keep maggingzine, But what else having inside?"

Yosef sipped
docilev at a cup of black victory coffee and turned the frosted pag——
28, WIs heing story by Alexandsr Spade, calling JERRY 'THATZIS AWD
TEE CASI OF TFE FAUNTED HILTICOPTER. See pleéture of tin man trying
to push funny alrplane through decadent capltallist skyscrapers? And
here one naming T'E GREZN JAW MERTS T'E HROVN BOLL WERVIL, all about
King of Boll "Teevils and plague starting in cotton plantation on
Mercury to extorting millions rubles from filthy rich capltalists
who are helpless until musclebound green hero coming down from space
1ike millionaire out of Moscow,"

"Say, Vosef, what this? 'The Clobb
House.*™
Young Yole read swiftly for a few minutes the new text at
the back of the magazine. Then, a strange weird light came into
his eve8.e
*¥ KK ORE XN

"Dear CGomrade Ackerrant

"Tg being sight months since last writing vou. Dad news. “"hen first
receiving Amzing Stories from vou vear and a half ago, beginning
new life for 1ittle Yosef, Was glad getting smuggled to America
three issues my fanzine Frozen Stf and getting back several copies
new decadent American scienne fiction magazines, One year ago was
sending first story, TFE BLIZZARD O 0Z for your trying sell. Then
had plans for opening Siberia Science Fantasy Society., First two
members were lMama and ma, and last month succeeded in acquiring one
slightlv used atomic physicist who just escaping from salt mines.

#aving start project to come to Amerieca for South Gate Conveatlon
four vears from now, and make bid for 1959 convention in Verkhoyansk,
However, coming last night 500 armed soldiers who dragging SSFS off
to stand trial for suhversiwge activities.

"So now am sitting writing
this with peince charcoal on hunk salt, and will send hunk salt by
good friend here to Vepkhoyansk, There trust will be posted and
arrive safely in America, Tf receive hokay can arrange smuggle

renly bhack in two years. -
Fandom rorever,

oA
Yog Kennedskina"
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AN OPEN LETTER FROM CON PEDERSON

16 February 1950
Dear Accomplices:

FLASH! ! Con Pederson, backside of the Outlander Society,
is gick agaein, freedy afflicted with measles and an earache ‘which
resulted in poor hearing in the left ear, Li'l Pederscon is currently
ths victim of pneumonia.

Pederson, suthor of geveral bestsellers (How to Tell my Home
from a Tole in the Ground; I was Russian Propagamda; How to Stop
Worrying and start raising Hell), and eurrently sorking on other pro-
jects (among them a sociological study to determine the causes of sn
ingidious rumor that he has yellow hair), nms this to say---

Have I steyed away too long! This miserable climete has
lifted off whatever weight I once had on this bony persecuted frame
and left a shambling wreck. I now take my iron pilla and con-~
sume gallons of coffee between ravenoug meals in an effort to pre-
serve the spark of 1ife, This is what you get for trying to be a
poet.

Hospitals are horrible places. They stick you into a
towering bed, half-naked, and never let you alone with your misery.
I often tried to lose mysslf in writing or drewing or something of
squally vast significance, but always a nurse came charging in to
sticlk a large, if not sargantuen, blunt needle in your hip., (I al-
weys referred to the area as my butt, but they say hip and I suppose
it is technically ocorrect.)

Or they jab your fin:ors and suck the blood out of you.
Once a nurse tried Yo take » blood sample that way and it ended up
that ghe hed to stab me three times., It seemed she couldn't gqueeze
any blood out of me, and rether than lay my arm over a chair and
stamp on it, she Just kept jabbing me. The ghoulish instrument
they use for this process looks like a fountain pen but feels like
& stapling machine.

As well as tant, I now have an enome complex, 1,900,000
units of penieillin (at approximately $3 a cubio centimeter: $18.00)



D,

and & curious mistrust of shifty-eyed janitors (that is, before he .
ceme around and showed me some new solitaire semes--not a bad guy;

a real gone Sweds,) ‘/henever a door opens, however, one should call
out,” "Tho goes there, friend orlenema?”

And the wey they administer the penicillin mekes one wonder
if Sir 4dlexander Fleming receive thousands of threatening letters. They
roll you on your side, stand back a few feet and heave the hypo as
though they were spsaring a.walleyed pike. If you are unfortunste
enough to have a thermometer in your mouth at the time you get a mouth-
ful of mercury when the harpoon hits you.

Oh, yes, thermometers...they toss these in your mouth every
couple hours and forpget about them; if you have more than three ther-
mometears in your trap at one time you are asked to notify & nurse.

They wake you up at 6 a.m, and you fumble around in a wash
basin. Then you go back to sleep muttering, until they wake you up
at 7300 end roll a breakfust trey under your chin. At 11:00 you get
lunch, although you've just finished breakfest, plus 2 reprimending
look if you can't finish the predigested heterogenous substances. Then
you starve until 4:30 and supper.

It got boring. I suggested wheelchair rages or a dart game
using hypodermic needles, but the nurses remained content to go on
with the mundane course of things: stabbing patients with weapons a
foot long, floating them in pools of splashed atechol and lurking
about with enems equipment, waiting for a delinquent bowel movement.

In the turmoil there was one little nurse thet provided a
source of awe and speculation: she was an exact duplicate of what our
beloved Freddie Hershey must heve looked like in & younger edition!

Sne wore no makeup, had raven-bleck hair, ths same dark features, reth-
er plump and not overly pretty, but had a nice personality. She was
similar in actionsg, expressions and the way she bawled me out. But never
50 dynamie as the Fair One., Nevertheless the resemblance was amusing.

I was in the hospital eight days. The bill (sans medical
bill) was $86. I am now home, out of school again, and enchanted,

This should explain eny delays in answering some of your
recent end not unappreciated letters, Qutlsnders.

Time marches on! Pederson gropes.

Love,

\é;\&’gﬂ/

»’bryq the frozen one.
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Suily ValiReti el enbl | n)  wbawe Todinl A Serial by len J. Moffatt

Svnopsiss The Outlanders find Benjamin dranklin preserved in a cask
of wine. Ben is revived,"latches on" to modern wayvs, and invents e
gadget called The Time S3natcher...

Part Two Pungent Pun Gent

The first person we snatched out of the past was William Shakeg e
peare, e arrived, cursing us in iambic pantameter.

Mr, Shakaespeare had been compesing a sonnet when the Snatcher
grabbed him and the shock had caused him to lose the thread of his
verse. Then he began to take stock of his surroundings he wondered
aloud whether he was dn Heaven, Hell or Gone Mad?

Ben explalned to Mr. Shakespeare what had happened but he had to
esll 1% Magic instead of Sclence, Mr, Shakespeare was patisfied with
a magical explanation tho Be sald held never had any real belief in
anvthihg supernatural til' now, He called #ranklin "Prospero" and
then--very hammily--danced around the Time Snatc¢her chantlng "Double,
Double toil and trouble..."

After several weeks of hook-browsing and general conversation with
the Ontlanders, Mr, Shakespeare seemed quite happy in his surround=--
ings. Te refused, however, to leave the Herbhey house--which was just
as well as he also refused to wear modern clothes, And there was no
uge arguing with Mr, Shakespears who was well aware of the faot that

he was a genius,

One day T caught him using »*lan's hest pen %o copy gquotations
from one of Alan's TLimited Lditions. 'Then he saw me watching him he
hurridly thrust the notes into his pocket and put the book back on
the shelf. The title catight rmy eyes"Collected Jorks of Shakespeare."

"ty Mr, Shakespearel" I said, "“Thy are you copying your own
gtuffo"

He hermed and hawed a bit and filnally admitted he was copying
down the plays he hadn't written yet(at the time of his Snatchment)
g0 he wouln't have to write them when "released frem this Temporal
Ceptivitv." This, I think, proves for all time that Shakespeare
did not steal from anvone but himselfl

At the nert Outlandar rmeeting Mr, Shakespeare was our Guest of
fonor. (Ben hardly showed his face; he was busy thnkering with the
dnatcher.) Fonorary Outlander Ackerman was also presentess

AE: Say, did vou people hear about the science fiction fans in
the leper colonv? They held a "leper-con'...

Shakespeares I have heard much of this Con. Is he a leper?

mreddie: You mean Conno? Wo, no--he's not a leper. /ho wants

coffee® .

1ims If there's a fee for the "caw" T will not crow...

Bhakespeare: If there be no wine I'll quaff some beer., Ilr.
Ackerrman, I am told that you do deal in the selling
of writer's wares.
42s T do not deal in old clothes, altho I imagine the clothes

g




you are mwearing would sell for a fabulous sum to some fabulous ..
collactor of curious clothes... _
Shakegpearet I mneak not of my apparel but of me grrreat and gulorr—
rrrious posey! S
4Bs If you sell vour pesey vou will'be de-flowered.
Shakegpeargs My plays, man, mv playsi
47+ Your place? That place? ‘here? .I'm not a real estate agent..,
.Shakespearas You block, vou stone, vou worse than senseless thing!
4%t ¥es, an agent is often a cents-less thing...
Shakespearet #h! Then vou admit to nonsense! S
473 Ask me how many pancales I kad for breakfast. Go on, ask me!l
Shakespeares I do not understand, g
4Ls Go on, Ir. Shakespeate., Ask me, Be a sport, Ask me how many...
Shakaspeare: Very well,.hut then you must.heed that which I wish -
10 8AY. LHow rany pancakes did you have for breakfast?
“4ns Bt tu, Brutal i .
- Bhakespehres I tnink I'11 go out and watch Benjamin awhile...

- — Bxit TS) °

- R e
.. . "Js were having our.third round of coffee and cake when Mr, Shakes=
peare came runiing in, w=lld eyed, waving e copy of the first issue
of the Outlander liagazine, .

" Thy has this been hidden from me?" he howled.
-J“Whét‘s heen hiddén?" wa chorused,
NThis,..this. .. these, .wonderful,, .words, words, words..s"
~ "hat words?" we asked, ‘

“MLend me vour ears! 'In a walking down the forest edge creating
things to be remembered when a last Yreath frosts gomeday, "

"It's Con's poemi" cried van Couvering, "“ir. Shakesﬁeare likes
~Gon's poemi" . .

WY 1aughed, I laughed, Blil" bellowed Mr, Shakespeare.

"He's reading tﬁe Flings," Van Couvering breathed reverently,
Wthe ®ilings from the Chaln..." : i
t o - el . )
. "Tet.us throw ourselves upon the ground and wish for drying
spellg!" -roared }Mr. Shakespeare, eyes damp with tears of joy.
Whore s this Cone..this kindrid soul...this literary twini Fhere?"

“7a told him, Mr. Shakespeare then made a'long speech which
proved %@ be his- exlt lihes. I can't rememher it all but it had
comsthing +o. do with rogues.and peasant~slaves, and klngs, and
noble Romans, He wanted to go to Minnesbdda and visit Pederson,

He needad transportation. Fe offared a kingdom for a horse, (4E

purinad .on this one too but this inm = family magazine?} Te took

up & collection and bought him busfare to Clear Iake, “innesota

and a long overcoat to cover hig quaint attire, Much as we enjoyved

‘hig company we were glad in & 'way to gee him go, He was beginning -

to have a displeasing air about him, 13, Shakespeare never bathed,
({To Be Continued})
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Fith patlence and love, in Willlamshurg
They fashioned a tribute to bv~gone folk,
To show how the 0ld life was sweet and good,

L]
But in Alamogordo a new dawn broke!

They darmed up the time~stream in ilillamshurg,
And captured the past with invisibhle barss
They bullt them a village gelf-congciously quaint,

. » » » L | ] - - . L '
But in thite Sands the rogkets strain toward’ the gtars!

Oh, there's nothing for us there in "1llimmsburg -
Not for us are the:ruffles, the old time grace;

‘Te're the power and the flame and the clean-cut steel -
Te'ra the Youngl Ve are those who will conquer Spacel

~lorothea li, Faulkner
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PLAY ' by

T HE BaduB Y i ' greidie Hershey

- s e

In tHe past, I've been only too prone to write lightly for our
fenzine, but then, meybe I had no reason to do otherwise---or no know~
ledge, But of late, a serious project has taken up some of my time,
and I'd like to tell you.something about it,' I haven't Heen doing
it very loungy and there nust-be all sorts of informotion that I do
naot know, but these are first impressions and they hit home so strong-
ly, that I feel I must pass them on, if ‘only in the part that I have
experienced, -

No ex G,I, in his right mind any longer wears his ruptured duck,
The wer has been over too long, and it is better to forget, ignore
and otherwise skip lightly over the fact that there was a war. Or is
it? Do those of us that sent our men awcy, or went ourselves dare
forget? Occassionally we see someone or know soneone that suffered
physicel wounds in the war, but not too often, And those that have,
have had these years in which to made z readjustment, We accept
these men with hooks instead of arms, with wooden legs, rennde faces,
blind, lame and halt, We accept, because they are a part of our lande
scape and the hunman nind learns to occept, where acceptance is neces~
sary for survival,

But whet:about the nentally wounded? These we slyly hide away,
and seldon see, if every and hear even less about, 4and their mmbers
increase with frightening rapidity, now, these nany years after *hLe
shooting and the drurming of drums are over, Boys and nen, gill. and
womane whose insecure upbringing gave then neuroses that could wot
worlistand the additional pressure of the traunatic shock of war, And
those thot were able to withstand the hot war hove come back te live
L% & cold war world, and of these more are crumbling mentally everty
A0Y e - ¢ g 3 L ;

I have been priviledged to see some of these men and wonmen, I
nave no idea how many there are 2ll over the country, but the nucber
rnust be frightening, At Breuntwocd Hospital, out &t Sawtelle, I have
seen o couple hundred, I suppose I can trutriuily say that they are
well treated, counsidering that it is impossibvle to give each cose the
individual treatment that it might require,
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The wards zre clesn, the men seem well fed and reasonably happysi
the firls are permitted to wear what they plecse; there are radios,
television sets, canosta cards, magazines and books, and play therapy
arranged by the Red Cross and other charitable orgenizations. That's
where 1 come in, ’ "

Thursday evening is the time allotted for the Grey Ladies of the
Red Cross to bring cheer to the psychopatients, This cheer they have
been bringing since the war, and many of the women have their hearts
in this work (to a fine degrée,) That's the great trouble, They
mean so well and are so unegual to the task, OSome are afraid of the
pétients; others consider them unclean; some are pitying to = maudlin
degree; and But two or three that I have seen so far, have any idea

of the problem,

To the rest, on Thursday evening, they put on their Grey uniform,
(expensive, and paid foxr by themselves) drive out to Brentwoow, ar-
ronge the baskets, gather the song books and are ready to devote 2%
hours to this needy cause, If my criticism of these well-meaning
but inadequate women is cruel, it is only because it hurt me so,

To go on; the baskets are large and contain fruit, generally red
.apples and pears, cigarettes, peanutsy mixed hzrd candies, etc, I
hovén't as yet found out where this all comes from, except that the
cigerettes are donated bt the large cigarette companies,

The head Grey Lady then assigns the wonen under he; to the var-
jous wards, and each Grey Lady usuelly has two entertainers with her,
The services of these entertainers are also‘gratis, and of an excep-
tionally high calibre, Singers, pianists, violinists and other in-
strumentslists are what I have seen and heard to date, And before 1
go any ferther, let me state that there is no praise too great for
nll that I have had the honor to meet, It is remarkable to ne that
the attitude that these artists have toward the mentally ill is so
realistic and healthy, ‘And believe me, they are well loved in the
wards, even by the most advanced cases,

Before leaving the Red Cross office, Grey Ladies and enterteiners
are supposed to leave their purses and all personel possessions and
toke only their ministeriel music and coats, Some of the wards are
in buildings 2 good long hike away, The Grey Lady in charge of each
group heas- keys, These keys will open gates around buildings, and the
front docors of these buildings, After you enter = building, each door
is carefully locked behind you,

The evening night nurse superintendant checks you carefully and
phones up thet you are coming, Along numerous winding corridors you
guietly follow the leader, and sense the tenseness as you go, You
slbank in whispers, treaad softly, see and hear nothing and keep to-


plee.se

gether.L'You'have strict orders not to weander away snywhere by your-
self, (Some of the patients ARE violent; you know, )

"The last door leading to the ward you want is opened by the floor
guard, or ward attendant, as he or she is ecalled,. My first trip to
Brentwood sent me to what is called the 'entrance ward', Here ware
sbout forty mens who have not-yet been permanently assigned to any of
the other wards, Some can hope to be discharged: right from here, if
they respond to treatment, but others will unguestionably be reassign-
edy adcarding to their classification, Most of the men were dipso-
meniacs, with a sprivkling of drug-addicts, schizophrefiics,and o few
abnormal sex ceses, Of the forty, at least one third were negro. All
lumped together awaiting the psychiatrists! decisions,

¥y first visit did not stert auspiciously. We were short handed,
end I was going to have to both play and sing all the time, Since
participotion on the part of the boys was the desired goal, I would
be handicapped by being bound t¢ the pisno, instead of free to circu-
late n~round the room, As I mulled this over upon entering the recre-
ation room, I was aware that the room was charged with something =alien,
anxious, fearful, I wasan't afr=id, I knew, What was wrong?

I stood still in the doorway, as the Grey Lady started passing
among the men with her basket, Three men rushed forward to me, All
were in their early thirties, They were dressed in pajamas, unshaven,
gyes brigh? with unnatural flush and obviously excited,

"Don't be afraid, Miss, One of the boys had a wvery bad seizure
just 2 few minutes age, and the boys are still upset about it,*

"You'lre new here, anrent't yous"’

"Gee, that's a pretty shiny jacket you have on, Can I feel of
it?" (Black satin) And feel it he did, closing his eyes, caressing
the soft cloth, gurgling softly to himself,

The piano hed to be brought in from another room, so 1 elected to
watch what the boys were taking (or rather, being given) from the bas-
ket, They are not permitted to touch the basket or its contents, And
whet did I discbver?* They wzunted red apples, Red apples! Red apples
bvefore cigarettes, Red apples bvefore candy, peanuts or anything! And
upon thinking about it for & minute, the reason was cleer, The roon
was drab, windowless, with plain tables and chairs, The men had to
wear sleeping clothes; they were permitted ne watches, rings, natches
or anything pretty, colorful or bright, They reached for the shiny
red apples out of their hunger for color, fondled them, and nany were
still uneaten when we left,

The cigorettes were hanged out lavishly, but the Grey Ledy or at-
tendant supplied the light, .The n%E; and candies were poured into the



hands of the boys after being measured out with # small cup, But they
nay have as much os they wish, They are not greedy, altho sonme of the
boys hoard away a few cigarettes,: They' express gratitude shyly eand at
great length, altho I thought I could detect dislike for the wonan
who was passing among them with her so~bright smile,

The piano arrived, and I‘hastened fo sit down, About.half a
dozen boys irmediately came forward and started to go through nmy mu=-
sic, Their fingers were practised,: . = e AT

vPlay the Desert Song, will you?"

wYeah, and then will you sing Kiss Me Agsin? Itt's my favorite,"

I turned to see that the.Grey Lady hed, perched herself upon the
center large teble with her basket beside her, She gave me the 'go
ahead! signal, Near her a small group of negro boys were laughing and
telking in loud, clear tones, I h#d been warned that there would be
distrecting noises, On.the floor near the piano, an overlarge young
man, wearing only the bottoms oft.-his pajenmas, gzt tearing pictures out
of an 0ld Seturday Evening Post, end drooling to hinself, In one CoYX=
ner an elderly man lay sprawled on a couch, his back to center of the

TO0m,

As 1 struck the first chord on the pianoc, a few boos and catcells
resounded through the.room, "Don't mind.then", one of the boys at the
pianc begged, "They'll stop in o few minutes if you don't pay any at-
tention",

“They're still upset about that other guy, Please, just pretend
they aren't doing it", another pleaded,

I pretended and sang three songs in a row, savoring the applause
that grew with each number and the growing number of boys that shyly
nade their way to the piano, I sang for half an houtr filling requests
from ariong the mezagre sheaf of music that I 'had brought, The boos and
cateczlls had stopped;i the negro boys were still talking and laughing,
but softly; the elderly man had.turned around to face the piano; and
the glandular cese had arisen, teken a stance in back of the piano,
and was meking lascivious faces at me, the drool still making 1ts wey
unheeded down his bristly chin, |

. The Grey Lady ceme forward and passed out the song books, These
contein about every well-known song, loved and sung by groups since
many long years ago, and 2 sprinkling of wer and post-wer popular tunes
that- have becore riore or less classic, She took over and told me whet
numbers to play, and to try to get the boys to sing along with ne,

Some had already been singing along to'my music, but softly and nostly
to themselves,



It was hard work at first, to get the boys to sing aloud, I'd
play and sing 2 song about three times, before anyone would timidly
chime in on the chorus, But once the ice was broken, I would have to
Play the same tune another four or five times, .until finally nearly
geveryone that was standing-near the piano had at least_tried to sing
along, The boys hegan to ask for thgi;_ﬁévonites and, I was hard put
to keep up with their clamor, ; '

The Grey Lady also had favorites, and I was plunged intc d:z2siair
at some of her choices, These were usually war songs, of the calibre
of When Johnny Comes Marching Home, etc,, and her idea was that nost
of tHe men would know them, Shades of shame! But I did a2s I was told
and tried to ignore her choices in favor of the ones the boys nade,

Can you guess what they wanted to hear? Here are a few that we
sang over and over the first hour and a half; Home on the Range,
Home, Sweet Home, Juanita, Carry Me Back to 01d Virginny, Darktown
Strutter's Ball, Deep River, (and the negro boys game and szng and
thanked me with their lovely derk eyes, and I felt like 2 heel and
tried.not to cry) ‘Londonderry Air, There Is -A Tevern In The Town, Do
you have an. idea now what they wanted? Yes, but why hadn't I brought
some opera, or heavier stuff from my own? Would I next time? And I
realized that I had been accepted, They wanted me for a next tine,

I got tired and hot (the wards are terribly warn) ani I wanted a
drink, I stood up to take a break for a ninute and to g0 out into the
hall to the fountain---and a steel hand descended on my erm, Two wild
eyes glared into mine, "Where you goin!? It aintt timpe yet for you
to gos It can't be tine yet, Where you goint?2"

"I'm just going for a drink in the hall, Will you please come
with me and show me where the fountzin igp®

n Sure n

‘We went out into the hall, the fingers still clanped into the
nuscle of nmy forearn, No one noticed, I bent down, took ny drink,
still held, and was escorted back to the piano,

Thank you®, I said to the now embarrassed and slightly frightena
ed young man, "It was kind of you to show me where to go," e smiled,
relaxed =nd remnained quietly at the pianc, 1 sang on, and sy’ ithnere
began to be sounds of harmony 'in the room, If only I weren': Gound
here to the piano, I could encourage it, My unspoken wish was granted,

Thru the door came another singer and her personal eccompanist to
spell me, Thie was what I hnd been waiting for, The singer had a won-
derful voice, a vast repertoire, an excellent acconpanist, was a hande
Bome worian, well dresses, and well known and beloved by the boys, She



seng three songs of her own ch010e, but obvious favorites, for the ap-
plause was an ovation,

We ogain went- to the song book end now I could circulate and talk
2 bit to the individuzl boys that had nhot come  into’ the group around
the piano, Iy throst was raw from singing steadily anywey, 1 cane
awoeke from my reverie as I realizes that I was being addressed,

"You have & wonderful voice, ' Will you be coming back? But even
if you do, I suppose you will have to go to the: other wards," He was

go tired looking, but so gellant,

"Do you have zny arias from Cermen? I love Carmen, Don't you?
And I bet you can sing it too, You're just right dark enough, I'm
Spanish, GCetting out in a few dcys, Sorry I won't see you the next
time you come,” He winked at me knowingly,

"oy I see your watch? I won't hurt it, Really I won't, May I
see your watch? Please let me hold it a ninute," (The Grey Lady shook
her head 'no', but I pretended not to see, took off my watch and hend-
ed it to the serious, dark, dbrooding looking young man before me, He
turned it over znd over in his fine looking hznds, and then saw that
I was looking at his fingers.

"Ohy, I'm & doctor, My name is Dr. Sachs, Whatl's your name? You
look foreign, Have you ever been to Palestine? You remind me of ny
wife, I've been here so long, It's lonely for me here, when I'nm rae
tional, I'm rational now," He rattled on, not weiting for an answex
or comnent, He turned the watch over and inspected the seriel number
on the back, "0343633, This is a*lovely watch, Who bought it for
you? i

"My husband", I:answered, - He looked at nmy wedding band, and his
eyes grew hard, his face terime; "This watch is‘new, and your ring is
0ld, That's incongruous, Why aren't they the sone?"’

“Beceuse I got the ring when ¥ was married nlne years ego, and
the watch wos a present for Xmas last year,

"Yes, that rickes Sense." And he put the watchH back on ny wrist
very tenderly, :looked at me closely again, thru his thick lensed glass-
es and softly whlspered tSyilvia, Sy1v1q"

Then elmost ungraly he half turned &side; turned back and szid,
“YouRe not Sylvia Sylvia is ny w1fe. Yo e G VIS vl =t W olitir e
somebody elses Sy1v1u. Aren't you going to sing onyriore? That's why
you czne, isn't'it? He walked awey,

I sat on the arm of o couch r-14 s5ong along with the singer at the
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pieno, The: three men on the couch finally were persuzaded to join in,
S0, slowly walkiung around the room, I tried to get each man or boy to
participate if only for a few minutes, They Wanted individual atiene
tion, even when they visibly rejected your offers,

Too soon the time was up, Before I could gather iy music, two
other incidents happened in quick succession, A negor boy care over
to me and lifting my hand, he kissed it, Then he stood still before
me and waited, I smiled znd said I was undeserving, At that it be-
cone a gene, and a few others hzd to kiss my hand,

Then another, older, come by and asked me aside,
"You geing to be coning back soon?"

"] hope so, Vhy?" ’

iBDg ne 2 gavons"

L gvigil viff—gl can; Vhet is it2?"

- "Next time you come, will you bring me a s2w, knife and a length
of ropeo™ ’

"You kniow that I wouldn't be permitted to do that, Dontt you?™

For onswer, he suddenly gave o loud yell that curdled ny blood,
"Down with Brentwood, Down-with Brentwood,"' The attendant led hin
out of the room to the dispensary, He went quietly,

As we gothered our nusic, and started down the corridor to the
first locked door, half of the boys escorted us, getting snother last
cigarette or apple from the Grey Lady, and urgently asking us to re=
turn next week, o

There was actually nuch nore, I can rernenber the eyes of a few
boys, that were abviously doped to keep thenm guiet, They sat listlesse-
ly all evening, not entering into the play at 211, All evening tnayr
set, with far away looks in their eyes, smiling or frowning to o:.v
th=nselves, and occassionally rnuttering to themselves, Sone fer - . -e
chargeds their eyes feverishly bright, their voices too highly t° -
27y and their hands too unervously pawing through the nusic,

And the two or three that kept meking salacicus gestures with
their hends and bodies, when they thought no attendent wes looking,
The nan, about 45, who kept unbuttoning his pajane bottoms, and then

as quickly rebuttoning then; the bot who wanted to see the inside of
ny nouth, so he could tell if I needed any dental work; and the quiet
lad, who kept insisting thot he was 0.K, 2and would be leaving any day
now, (I lated discovered that he ifd been there in that ward for al-



rost three months,) And the boy who wanted me to play some "boogie',
which unfortunately I dc not know, Let ne not forget the one thal
frightened at my newness, climbed under the table, and wouldn't cone
out until I started to c¢climb under with hin and to sing to him there,
His natural gellentry would not pernit that, so he cene out =nd sat
on the table, while I song nesr himn,

As we wended our way baek to get our purses znd possessions and
find out what happened in the other wards, ny hesd wos & turmoil of
inpressions; grief, joy, and anger at the necessity of all this, And
there is rwuch nore, There are other kinds of wordsin which I have
sung--=-for women, for would-be-suicides, for catatonic trance caSes,

I'n told that after = singing session the boys and woren are in
rmuch better humor, sleep better that night, quarrel less among then-
selves, behove better and generally give better responses to treat-
nent aund medication,

There is so little that we know to do in the way of therapy for
the nentally ill, At ony rate, we do not think that this sort of play
therapy can do any harn, Other orgenizations provide other types of
entertoinment and recrention, Movie, radio, stage and TV stars are
often giving shows for the boys; the Y.M.C.A., Rotarians and other
civic-rinded groups provide some outdoor activities, and there ere
dances held in the big Quonset hut, on the grounds, The nen in this
particular institution zre fortunate in that they are neer such & e-
normously large entertainment center,

But what about the others that aren't? And what about the nen
who daily seek aid, or are sent by their relatives and friende? The
nunmber of cases increase with alarming rapidity. World War 1 and 11
cre still depositing their burdens on o nation possibly girding for
Vioxr BdaWar sl I'ls

Moybe after that one, we will not need to worry about the psy=-
cotics~---or anything else,

000000000000000000

EDITORS' NOTE: We found the szbove serious article most interesting
and would like to know what owr resders think of it, If you want
to comment on it and perhaps ask for more on the same subject,
write to Freddie(who is also our Unofficiesl Secretary) =t 6335

King Avenue, Bell, California, Freddie says that she has a lot
nmore meterial on the subject and is willing to write it up if

you would like to see it in future issues of The Outlander, Let

us know, please, will you?

-Ts & 1jm
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Dear Treddie:

Imigine my supprise when I recived another issue of "7-s

Outlander”. Thanks a lot for sending it to me. I presume you seni i:.

I especialy enjoyed Ricks article. It sounds to me like rsig
had some sad experiences! But I think its all too true. I know Just
what he means. {{Not really sad, he added other's experiences %o his

own. BREd.))

The article written by you was also very good! Altho I've neve
had the good fortune to attend a convention - and never expect to -
the -picture you drew was very graphic. I almost feel as tho I°~ been
there. ((Tt is our opinion that the article would have been &2, bet-
ter if she had discribed the types of female fans at the Confervi.ce,
but that was as impossable to do, as it would have been for a wazle to
have discribed the fans as Freddie did. Ed.))

‘Fanatomy by Faulkner - was terse and to the point. I've often
wondered myself how those would be artist could live amoug humarus
and still draw such wierd female nudes. .

Jingerely; Arniece Gurley, Oswego, Iil....
-ooOOQOOOOOOU.o

Dear Freddie: ;

) Thanks for my copy of The Outlander #4. Pederson's
*Report from Little Siberia" irked wé just a litbtie. It is not that
cold here! T don't comsider 20 beclow anything to complain about ((We
don't eather. at that temature we would have frozen todeath long agoe
Bd, )) Wnen it getms down .bo 5O below then you have a right to sguak,
Com is just slightly predujiced against the Minn., winters as compared
with the Onl. winters. Tt ight be that Con has been away fron fans
to long =2nd in that case he should come down to a MFS meeting. He
would then no longer complain of no fans «- he'd be sick of them.

Rich RElsbverry, Mpls., Minn,
« ++ 0000000004,

Dear Rreddies
Question #1 in Alan Hershey's column was especially in-

teresting. If =nyone is as wrapped up in SF and fandom to the extent
that he con't talk of nothing more he should give up one or the other.
I'11l take dating over fandom anyday of the week. You can A&rool over
ASF, write long letters to the prozines, but I dare anyone b9 frove
that you cun't have mare fun on a date then reading the latess faziue
of Astounding Slcp Fiction.

On tne ciher hand science fiction and fandom in moceratyrwn is
DK, bubt don't get in a rut by reading it all day and nighs. AFsex 8
wvnile even ASF will sound cormey. {(You'll be sleepy too. Ed, .))
Anyone mant to argue the point?

Les Fried., Louisvilie, Ky,
+++0000000004..

Dear Freddies
I Just received The Qutlander #4. WOW! What a zine.!!
28 DermIs Lynoh, San Marino, Jalif.



Dear Freddies
I have here somewhere, Qutlander-4, edited by oue Stan
Woolston, the Benign Bhudda. The cover is nice. What happened to tke
Indains? The Outlanders should design a trade mark (science-fiction
tyoe, ofcourse, make a linoleum block cut of it and print it in the
middle of the blank space on the cover of each issue. That suggestion
may be had for free. ((Thank-ye, we will take it at {t's worth. Ed.))
Len's serial shows promise. This could turn into one of those
things where everyone gets into the act eventually. I can see such
chzracters as Roger Bacon, John Campbell, Napoleon, Catherine the
areat, Bd Zox, Palmer, and Ug, the caveman, getting into this one.
Should be fun. Go ahead, Len, run the tning for 24 installments. But
first buy some Correction fluid. ((Wh2t! 4nd rase the cost of the mag?
None you mentioned will appear ezfher., It all has reasons. Ed. })
Ya wanna report? 0.K. all in the issue #s good. "Guest® and
"Fly-Boy" indifferent. How about improving the mimeograpning...
Roy Tackett, Sun Franciscao, Cal...
++:0000000004 4«

Dear Freddies

I like The Outlander...X like it very much. Your 1little
artcle was cute.,.-I'm going to startle you out of your senses at the
NOIWESCON, though. I'm very strange looking, do not wear glasses,
look very normal, and am too outspoken. 'mdouvbtedly Freddie, you've
missed Fana of my reather quaint tyoe..$(Xinely delfine the word
"normal®., A "normal® what? Ed.))

Worth commenting on was YFly-Boy", which was undoubtedly the
most charming bit of insignificent poetry to appear ag yet in 1950...
Just one thing anent D. Faulkner's piece. I disagree, at least
in part. If some of those gorjus gals, as portrayed by Gaughan, and
Plautt (she's only appeared in ORB #4)((& plug? Ed.)) are any Judge-
ment, I must say that fandom has somc of the prettiest and cecrtainly
sexiest girls I'gver haven't had the pleasure of Eknowing. .ilso, Jerri
Bullocks' decidedly undresscs, and also (at least, I supposa, from
the femfan standpoint) almost as sexy, males, in a few years, there
are going to be new fans (products of the meeting of two fen in holy
matrimony)} which will outclass in every way, the top box-office movie
stars of today. ((But is an interest in fandom inheritable? Ed.))
Bob Johnson, Greeleyy Colo.
e s 0 000000000, .

Dear Preddie:

This issue of the ONWTLANDER transported me into the
heights of delirious Joy. Brother, it was good. Very good. A real work
of art. It has improved greatly over the last ish, almost 100%, in
fact. 7nich means laurels for you OUTLANDERS to recline on, ({ isn't
there a saying about not resting on yout laurels? Ed.))since the laat
ish was better thon the average fanzine. VWhich leads me to two conclu-
sions by the prdcess of inductive reasonings (1). That, in view of the
improvement betwecen this ish and the last, OUTLANIER #5 will be GO
lossal. wd (2). that in view of the ratc of improvemont, reasoning
b2ckward, OUTLANDER #1 must have been atrocious. This proves the fal-
lacy of inductive recasoming, since I am reasonably sure that OUTLANIER
#1 must have been gquite good. From now on I shall reason by syllogism,
j.e, Major Premigs: That the Qutlander gets vetter and better ~d in-
finitum with every ish; Minor Premiss: That this sine I received is
The OTTLANDER; Conclusion: That this ish must be so giod that to read
it all at once would kill me from shcer acsthitic plcasurce.

Bill Venable, Pittsburgh, Pa.



