L

& A1)
(§F
B -h o
: -~
&- C\._fA
oo

M ~ ]
... b L6}
D -tn

h—N ;
DT




This issue of PHENOTYPE, if all goes well, will -- but there nowj; who
ever heard of all going well in fandom? Aside from being more than we
deserve of the Universe, it makes a dreadfully dull story to boot, 1In
fact, it'll probably turn out that this lot, Operation Crifanac CCXXV,
will be considered a hostile action by Wilson (assuming the pundits are
right about the elections) and diplomatic relations broken off, followed
by an embargo on mail...which is just as well, since that'll prevent the
American members from finding out that behind all the obfuscatory offi-
cial explanations for the collapse of NATO, OMPA, EEC and such groups
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ACCULTURATION FAILS Well, not many OMPA members seemed to react to the
quiz last time, but I'd better give the answers in
this for those who did take a stab at it.

1. HG Wells' “The Man Who Could Work Miracles" worked a miracle on
the lamp in the bar of the Long Dragon, and "The lamp hung inverted in
the air, burning quietly with its flame pointing down."

2. Non-Americans can be excused not knowing the last verse but
one of "The Star Spangled Banner" -- Francis Scott Key -- in which the
band which swore to show the Yankees where to head in came to such an
end that “"Their blood has washed out their foul footsteps' pollution.”
Discriminating bullets they must have used.

3. Kipling's friend has received "The Mark of the Beast'", and has
Just voiced the howl of a wolf. '"People write and talk lightly of blood
running cold and hair standing up and things of that kind. Both sensa-
tions are too horrible to be trifled with. My heart stopped as though
a knife had been driven through it, and Strickland turned as white as
the table-cloth.”

4. Bram Stoker's narrator thinks that Dracula, having killed Luecy
Westenra, is nibbling the kiddies now, but Dr. van Helsing thinks of a
different origin for the marks on the children's throats: "He threw him-
Self with a despairing gesture into a chair, and placed his elbows on
the table, covering his face with his hands as he spoke: -~

"!'They were made by Miss Lucy!'"

5. Ezekiel 37: 1-3, being crossexamined about the resurrection by
the recognized Authority, gives a politician's answer: “And I said unto
him, O Lord God, thou knowest."

6. Alice in Wonderland, having been ensmalled by a magic potion,
eats an equally magic cake. Whereupon: "'Curiouser and curiouser!' cried

dlice (she was so much surprised, that for the moment she quite forgot

how to speak good English); 'now I'm opining out like the largest tele-
scope that ever was! '™

And T still believe that anybody who doesn't recognize a passage
from Alice is a Fake Fan.



MAILING XXXV

OFF TRAILS No, the last Phenotype wasn't a premailing -- I just
sent your copy out as soon as it was ready. Mailing
wasn't completed until I got this Off Trails.

SIZAR But my sakes, you don't pged a prescription from your duc-

tor for pills that will put you to sleep and then kill you.
I suppose it wouldn't be in the public interest to give details
right here, but really, anybody who wants to Go can Go on his own
motion. ** I think the best line in the mailing may have been your
UIf God had wanted us to be telepaths he'd have .given us brainst,
**% In case Bobbie doesn't answer, the catch is that you can't cut
across the grain of either wood or flesh with a stone axe and pro-
duce anything like neat results, '

BURF! Ghood lhord, Bennett, Richard III was scragged at the bat-
tle of Bosworth Field. The chap you're thinking of, who .
got an enema with a red-hot poker -- so his warders could éisplay
a corpse with no wounds on it -- was Edward II, ** There are quite
a lot of stories about why this chap or the other predicted Bri-
tain, or the Alliles, would win World War II -- Churchill and the
carp pond, you know, and the one about the British having longer
bayonets -- of which I think my favorite is about Roosevelt,
who came into a Cabinet meeting one morning on the broad grin.
"He're going to win after all!" he exulted. "You know we require
five carbons of every military document? I've just found out the
Germans call for ninel" - :

SOUFFLE Read Africap Genesis? Better than that; I ggsiegned the
thing -- as extra reading for my Sociology 2 class. No
reports in yet, but I'1ll let you know. :

WHATSIT Things wouldn't be half as much fun if we could figure
ENVOY out who was publishing which, after all. ** George Sci-

there has a counterploy for reincarnation, or perhaps an
extention of it to the Logical Limits; he considers that, since
the soul is not bound by mundane time, that there's really only
one soul in the entire universe -- which passes through all our
life-spans in what, from its viewpoint, im succession, but from
ours is an unpredictable skipping thru time and space. I tried
to argue with him but he says he speaks from experience, because
he remembers when he was me and he's evclved ever so far from then.
** Monitor was called that because it would "admonish" the rebels
-- having been laid down when the Civil War was still regarded by
much of the north as a very-large-scale police action,

ERG Whatever gre all those WEFUAAYZLY AAd#Z odd lots of doors and
such on the aircraft for? At least one of those ships seems

to be an open cockpit jet fighter, which puzzles me no end. As

I said in another connection: superb stencil work -~ but why not a
few words to enlighten us ignoranti about the techniques involved?
I can hardly believe that work of this calibre is turned out by
sitting down with an ordinary stylus and a few shading plates, tho
doubtless your artistic talents represent an inimitable component...




TNAMS&SCF The cover looks reminiseent of Eric Needham's work,

which is g*o*o*d. Conscious imitation, or mrely acci-
dent? ** UThe fan-shaped future which Seabrook's friend advances,, !
Did you forget to add (disclaimer!), or did you have A Reason for
not doing so?

SCOTTISHE The only cavil I can offer is that it was Sheridan, not

Sherman, who discovered that a warlike, elusive enemy
could be starved easier than beaten -- Sherman's operations in the
Warch to the Sea had quite a different character, if that was what
the reference really was, If the operations against the Indians
are meant, it was Sheridan -~ and he didn't discover the grinciple,
at that, Hitting at the Indians' food supplies -- since hey had
very little surplus -- was a stock move, ever since the early days
of the Republic when Wayne beat the Eas%ern Woodlands Indians by
this teacgnique.

AMBLE 'Tain't so simple; the degree to which an enclosed drainage
centre becomes salty depends a good deal on whether the
overflow is greater than the evaporation. If it is, the fresh
water will undergo very little concentration by evaporation, and
the sea, lake, or what have you won't be too salty., Thanks to the
temperature, the Arctic Ocean has trifling loss by evaporation from
the water: ln fact, quite a lot of the water 1s covered by ice and
can't evaporate. éo even now the Arctic 0 isn't as salty as other
oceans, and a lot of what saltiness there is is due to mixing with
water Ehat comes from the Atlantic and Pacific basins, When the
Bering Bridge was there, of course, the Pacific basin couldn't con-
tribute any salt water, so we had this fresh-water runoff sweetening
the sea in the area of the Bridge, while the nearest source of ex-
tra-salty water from outside was %he Atlantic -- whieh is clear on
the other side of the Arctiec Ocean from the area we're interested

COMPACT Perhaps it's attachments that keep good candidates from

being TAFF fen recently, Grennell and Tucker have never
stood because of the need for keeping their families going; why
ATom and Archie Mercer have never stood you people over there know
better than I. ** Splendid to see ATom whr*ist*isp*g again, Sterno
is a sort of proto-Napalm -- Jellied wood alcohol; {t's a fairly
gommon item in the USA, It's dark red or violet; comes in a tin
about four inches across, with a press-fit 1id, It's burned right
in the can, and may be snuffed with the 1id for re-use at later
¢onveniences. Smokeless nearly odorless, and trifling fire hazard
as compared to other fueis, it's used for compact cooking-kits, #**
Oh, we have commercials for the Armed Forces, Ella -- you must have
missed them, Tennessee Eenie Ford sings commercials for the Army
every evening on the local folkmusic station,

SAVOYARD Read my last -- well, next-to-last by the time this ap-
pears -- Cultzine and you'll find za) my explanation of
the Feketastrophe, (b) Gordon Eklund's comment that he'd noticed it
too, (c) a specimen imprint of the “Danger -- Subversive Material"
stamp that caused the trouble, and (d) the offer to explain to nen-
hostiles any apparent discrepancies. To re-state more strongly my



comments to Gordon Eklund: if you won't check the by-our-lady
facts when you're told exactly where they can be obtained, don't
blame anybody when you wind up looking silly, -

BINARY Never quite understood people getting sick -- that is,

nauseated -~ from smoke, What happens to me is that my
eyes start to burn, quite painfully. That seems fairly reasonable,
but how does the stuff irritate the right nerves to upset one's
stomach? ** But the report I saw ~- possibly a later one -- was
that the US had ¥gjgg;gg massive retaliation (less euphemistically,
terror-bombing of cities) after having rvn thru a series of war
games with the computer battery at the Pentagon in which the users
of that strategy were badly beaten,

MORPH Ah, but is "The Mark of the Beast" really a werewolf story?

I suppose the definitive one hasn't really been written, in
the sense that, say, the definitive Vampire story was written in
Draculas perhaps if one had to be chosen it would be a toss=-up as
between Endore's Werewolf of Paris and Blish's There Shall Be No
Darkness. ** I forgot last time to answer your question about tox-
ins, A toxin is, in a large sense, any poison -- arsenic, radio-
cobalt, botulinin, or what have you -- but medically it's a poison
of animal or vege%able (including microbic) origin. 1In a strict
sense toxins are more or less unstable; they don't cause symptoms
of poisoning until after a period of incubation; and they are anti-
genic -- that is, you can become immune to them not through acco-
modation (the way people "become immune" to, say, arsenic and
strychnine) but by your own cells* elaborating an "antitoxin" which
is specific for whatever you'’ve gotten.

CURIOSITY SHOPPE Dian Girard, I believe, gave the Definitive Defi-
nition of Pon Studebaker's drinks: "The Sip of
Fools",

HE.X Philosophical arguments for god, like the ontological perfect

being one, not to mertion that from order, carefully fail to
mention the concept of god's personality. One objection I have al-
ways liked to bring up depends on the fact that gll the links be-
tween this philosophical concept and the actual -- so to speak --
god you're being touted onto have to be just s+ I mean, what if
you die and, sure enough, there is survival after death; and sure
enough, there is a god; and sure enough, he does call you up for
Judgement -- only he's not JHVH at all; he's Allah or Olympian Zeus
or Brahma or Ehecatl or some god nobody ever heard of on Earth?
What price having abstained from belief as against having backed
the opposition? ** O come row, Chas, The grid plan for cities ap-
peared in the streets of Piraeus. ** "In 1745 -- two centuries ear-
lier than Sherman!" Thou'l% be rich, Mivarsh, if thou reckon gold
pieces o' this fashion thou dost days, ** No offense taken, ol' man,
but I would just as lief no% see that stupid nickname "Dikini' - .
spread around among civilized folk...
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*mostly the white blood corpuscles of the lymphocyte group, it would appear,




That ancient fan, DICK GEIS, wrote me a while ago with Some re-
flections about mundane activities...

Anth OWaw... ECEY. G, prman..

"No, I am not reading a copy of GALAXY. I'm thinking of tor-
tare, I got to thinking of tortune a few days ago as a result of
reading about the Inquisition and the heretic-hunts of the Dark
Ages, Then I remembered the Chinese water torture and similar
ciassic devices for eliciting information. Then I want to the li-

rary and couldn‘t find one book on the subject, 0dd that such an
interesting subject, and one man has glven so much time and effort
to, should be so lgnored by publishers,

"There 1s the novel Torture Gaz%en, and tortures are mentioned
in many books, yet there is not, so far as I know, a book that
brings together all types of ‘torture, tracing it from ancilent times
to our modern era, and in the process condemning it, For I assuue
that should such a book be written it would almost HAVE to pass
moral judgement on the past men who used torture to gain their
ends, It would have to pass judgement because I don't believe an
objective history and classification of torture could be published,

"There is an almost instinctive shrinking away from evidence
of man's inhumanity to mans a sort of walling off of the damning
subject from the sight of society, Torture is, by its very exis-
tence in Coventry Adisclaimer! -- RE£,; an argument against the 'es-
sential goodness® of man which the dealers in faith sell so assidu-
ously. Forced to deal with necessarily arbitrary value-judgements,
these people are forced to hide evidence that man is essentially

vll, and are forever blaming such things as torture and atrocities
on a 'denial of Godf, insanity, deplorable wartime necessities, and
like that,

"Torture is not normal, they say, and while regrettable, can
be explained, I would say that torture 48 normal., But that since
it makes a lie of all man's spiritual pretensions, he prefers to
Pretend that only the noblest czuses make its use permissible or
excusable, and that even then only perverts actually enjoy it, Of
course they refer to scenes in which the sadistic Nazi captain is
he7ing the hero tortured in an effort to make him reveal the secret
of the thingamabob which means defeat or victory, They almost al-
ways prefer not to think of prisons, congressional investigating
committees, and Spillane bools.. To say nothing of parental torture
of children, and childish torture of pets,

"So we are face to face with a familiar Christian character
trait: if a subgect 1s painful to think about, or embarassing, then
ostracize it and pretend that it doesn't exis%. Of course Chris-
tians aren't the only ones who behave this way, but they seem to
exhibit these characteristics most often.,.probably because their
odd-ball faith requires it irf 1t is to make any sense at all,

"I think 1t would be a nealthy thing if a pocketbook titled



Your How-T-Do-It Torture Manual were brought out, Then people
could go about torturing one another in a scientific spirit in-
stead of relying on instinct and imitation. And once torture in
public and private life was formalized and recognized for what

it 1s, it could be fought privately and publicly. Everyone, from
an early age, would learn all the techniques and styles of tor-
ture, and could master the defenses against them,

"Bring-T&rture out into the ogen..I say, But then, I suppose
I am being an optimist, And if there is anything I hate as mueh
as an ldealist, it's an optimist,

“"Hoping you are the same, GEIS"
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‘"That's two points for the format."
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WHOEVER WOULD NOTICE? That comment -~ or I should say short arti-

YR ! cle -- of Terry Jeeves! on the problems he
ran into parking his car by the roadside is another of a long ser-
les of items which keep reminding me what a lot of assumptions,
not only unspoken but unfounded, I (and&, I trust, others) have al-
ways made about the similarity of life ln two eountries as near to
being mutually. comprehensible as ours are, Terry fairly croggled
me not directly by what he said but by not ever saying outright --
and thus suggesting the assumption that everybody understood --
that in England cars parked that way had to leave their parking
lights burning after dark, All night,

My surprise will tell you how we do it here, but what I got
to thinking about was a practice more vital to fandom., Everybody
knows (do they? Maybe this:is another wrong assumption) about the
Typical English Pub, but I've never heard about a Typical English
State Store, Maybe you can buy ‘liquor by the bottle in a pub, for
all I knows there's no means of comparison, for in Virginia we not
only sell nothing stronger than beer by the drink, but serve even
that only with a meal. (Don't shudder; it gets worse,) To get
bottles for home consumption, we have to go through this:

Wait a bit; before going through anything, we have to find a
state store, These are buildings with plain, unidentified fronts,
of concrete with a glass door at each side and a display windom
across all the front remainings within are seven rows of shelves,
These are end-on to the windowsy six feet up the center one is a
large electric clock, In front of the shelves is a counter, the
full length of the storej flanking the ends of the counter, lists
of the stock liquor available, (Nonstandard brands can be ordered
speclally,) One looks up the desired on these and orders by num-
bers the first you see of your purchase, probably, is when the
clerk brings it out, gums on a tax stamp, and hands it over, That
isn't the kicker by any means, though, ﬁo. This is: there is no
other way to get bottled drinks; there are about a thousand of
these stores in the state; and every gne of them is 1ike this, bar-
ring a few particulars of dimensions, And, just possibly, the
color of the concrete in the fronts, Now, your system i8S,.s?
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Forgive the silly heading;

it was intended for the Cult,
and I got too much. This is
really to tell you:

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE

In our
last installment, Francis
Towner Laney, a Mundane type,
began to read fantasy and made
contact with various "fans",
Getting word that he was to
become draft-liable, Laney
moved southward, looking for
a new job which the War
Manpower Commission would
regard more generously. On
his trip he made many contacts
with the "fans", and arriving
in Los Angeles he was invited
to meet a whole club of them,
called the Los Angeles Science
Fiction Society. As we closed
our last installment, Laney
was on his way to his first
LASFS meeting,
v NOW, GO ON WITH
THECSTURE S o




CHAPTER FIVE
~-000~

Utopia Tn Shangri-la
REENKK kK dokFOERKK KK

It was on November 4, 1943 that I made my firsi peesonal con-
tact with the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society, and I encountered
the club at one of its all-time highs both in membership and activity.
Nevertheless, as will shortly appear, the LASFS left a great deal to
be desired. Even on that night, certain features of the group left
me with & slightly unpleaseant taste in my mouth. But I'm getting
ahead of myself.

We drove up at about 6:30, and found the clubroom
in the sole possession of a thirty-ish looking man considerably in-
clined to embonpoint. It turned out to be Joquel, the one man in fan-
dom whose normal speaking voice ¢an drown out Andy Anderson. He
greeted us cordially, explained that a large number of the members
were even then about to arrive from their dinner at & nearby cafe,

and we commenced a desultory oonversation, Aaron very shortly left
to find a room, and I began roaming around the room, examining the
originals, which were the first I had seen except for the ones at
Smith's.

Then as now, the LASFS occupied the 14x16' storeroom in the
Wellman Apartments, with & street entrance at 6373 South Bixel. The
room ls a blend of pigsty end monk's cell, When I first saw it, it
was even worse than it is now, since many of the members were using
the place as an office, and their personal papers and othsr impedi-
menta were strewn around in careless abandon. There wacs an austere
and extremely dirty couch in one corner, and a2 rickety old sgquare
table covered with typewriters and loose papers, A large mimeograph
sat on an upended fibre barrel, and esnothgr similar barrel was pecked
to the bursting point with wastepaper. A couple or three ramshackle
home -made bookcases filled with tattered megazines, and 25 or 30 un-
comfortable folding chairs comprised the remainder of the furnishings.
The shortcomings of the room and contents were made even more apparent
by the pitiless glare of six or eight neaked light bulbs set in sock-
ets around the wall. The flopor was & welter of cigerette butts and
other trash, not the least of whioh was the filthiest and most badly
vworn out rug I have ever seen.

I had of course followed with great
interest the accounts in SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES and elsewhere of the LASFS
and its new clubroom, but the Utopian atmosphere of these accounts
certainly hed not prepared me for such a hole., I had imagined thet
€ clubroom such as this would have indirec¢t lights (gprobably from a
couple of cheesp floorlamps), & number of second-hand but comfortable
easy chairs and davenports, desks end/or tables, an old radio, feci-
lities for drinks soft and otherwise, a neatly filed library, and
some sort of workroom for mimeographing. Above all, I had assumed
thet the place would be reasamably ¢lean, and mos t ocertainly designed
for comfortable sitting and talking, reading, and other actiwvities.

My disappointment must have been fairly obvious, for Joquel exnlained
thet the club was still uncleaned from a halloween party held the pre-
ceding Saturday. OQur convers&tion had nearly died out when the place
was suddenly inveded by a horde of noisy people. I cannot remember
exactly who came first, or indeed much of anything about the next few
minutes except that & whirling dervish which I later learned was named
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§alter J. Deugherty commenced laying about him with a broom as one
possessed, and a quietly smiling chap who I reesognised from his pic-
tures as Phil Bronson told me not to mind, that the fellew frequently
suffered from these outbrcaks of frenetic energy when he had or -.

thought he hed an audience.
The next half hour was pretty much of a

madhouse; I met 25 or more people, tried to remember who all of then
were, and at the same time was quite astonished that moet of them
seemed Tamiliar with THE ACOLYTE. (At the time Freehafer, Bronson,
Ackerman, and Burbee were the only Fangelenos on the meiling liet--
and nore oOf the 1943 membere had ever heard of Burbee, who was carry-
ing on & "une-man fandom of his own.) I took 1t for granted that I
was being introduced to everyone, not learning until later that only
known fens would be greeted by these people by anything more cordial

than complete non-recognition.
Eventually the neeting ceme to order,

and I commenced giving away to complete perplexity. <Yerke, who has

a metel-on-metal voice anyway, read & new constitution which seemed
chiefly aimed &t keeping out new members--I didn't know whether to go
or stay, but Phil pooh-ppohed my wonderment and said it was all aimed
at Degler. It went on and on and on, a document c&pable of handling

& gigantio group, and subsequent arguments and quarrels about the
wording took nearly as long as the original reading. Then Paul Free-
hefer read a resignation from his post as director effective two weeks
from that night. Then, as though I had not already tried every possi-
ble contortion trying to sit comfartably on a elub chair, Valter J.
Daugherty was struck by one of his famous projects. He must have
spent at least three-quarters of an hour remodelling the clubroomn,
building lockers and other furniture. As he talked, he ran about the
room like one possessed, waving his arms, cearpentering end hemmering
in frenetic blind pantomine, c¢limbing over people and moving them

out of the way of his mad girations, and building up to an impassioned
stark height of excstacy. An ajythorization for him to proceed with

an initial appropriction of {$25.00 was quickly passed by the club,

but so far as I know nothing more ever came of this. Just another
Daugherty project., (

Finally, after about two and e half hours of the
hardest sitting one cen imagine, the meeting edjourned. I was rcady
to give the club a brush-off, but in the post-meeting milling around
and talking I shortly realised that meny of these people were well
worth knowing. I hesitated, and hesitating, was lost.

Eventually,

Aaron wandered back, remarked that he'd gotten a room down tne street,
and commenced talking to Treehafer and me. He asked iff there was
any good jJuzz nearby, and Paul mentioned that Wingy Mannone was play-
ing just dom the street and wouldn't we like to go? e would, @nd
so would Walter J. Daugherty. 8o the four of ue piled into Paul's
1959 Plymouth coupe and drove the seven or eight blocks to the Club
Bebalu, where 7ingy played all that winter, and where I spent a vast
amount of time listening to him. Daugherty, on getting him away from
an audience, secmed like a swell fellow; Frechafer weas as genial a
host as one could ask for; and all four of us had a very good time.
Daugherty invited me to stay with him until I got settled, but 1'd
accepted ¥Frechafer's inviteation before I cven left Clarkstan, so I
declined with thanks.

“Then Peul and I finally got to the eapartment,
atiny one-room-and-kitchenctte affair, I asked him if the club was &l-
weys that had, and he mentioned its flaws that had not already been
epparent to me, but pointed out that there were in his opinion enough
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redeeming features to counteract them, I then asked why he had re-
signed as director, and he explained thet it was due to his health.
The conversation went on for some time, and I decided that the club
was probably worth belonging to after all, since I could use the mime-
ograph (an sutomatioc one), end could if need be store a good deal of
my stuff in the clubroom. Tbis in addition to getting acquainted with
gome of the more worthwhile wmembers, of which Freehafer told me there
were several.

Before telling of the events of LASTFS 1ife in late 1943
and early 1944, perhape I should describe the membership of the socl-
ety at that time. These vignettes of course are derived from my total
knowledge of the person in gquestion, and do not pretend to be first-
meeting impressions.

The director, the la¥e Paul Ireehafer, was one
of the most sunny natures I1've ever encountered. His health was atro-
cious, and his personal appearence showed it, but though doomed from
ohildhood to a very short life, he ned resolved to make the best of
it end live it fully. 1In this he was certainly successful. A gradu-
ate of Cal-Tech, he was making $300 a month doing research chemistry
in connection with rocket fuels; spending the money entertaining a
fairly wide circle of congenial friends ang gurround ing himeelf with
the appurtenances of a cultured l1ife. Paul's chief recreational in-
terests centered around mueic and the arts; he was a constant attender
of the symphony, the ballet, the opera, the better class of plays--
end had the most comprehensive record collection I have ever c£een
(comprising, I would Jjudge, at least 500 albums). Hie booke were of
amazing variety, and were no mere ,facade, as a few eveninge with him
would abundently show. Peul was one of the most erudite persons I
have ever known, and moreover was completely without pedentry or in-
tellectuel snobbery. His interest in fantasy was still strong, though
he had branched far afield from this major interest of his adolescence.
I believe thet his reason for remaining a¢tive in the LASFS was three-
fold: his interest and friendship with such members as Yerke, Hoffman,
Bronson, Russell, and ickerman; a certain nostalgic attachment for
the group with which he found hie first friendships vhen he moved
from Idaho to California to attend cal Tech; snd a feeling that some
day the club umight reclise its vast potentialities. Certa inly one ie
justified in wandering why such & man as Freehafer, head and shoulders
above the majority of the members, should elect to waste his time
with such a group. As a person, Paul was universally liked, admired,
and respeccted. He vas not at all good-looking, but his quick, shy
smile was most engaging and infectious; hie quiet wit was sharp and
brilliant without being barbed, &and his general friendliness and good
nature made him the sort of persan everyone could not help but like.

The secretary of the LASFS in late 1943 was the redoubtable T. Bruce
verke., Bruce is one of the most brilliant alumni fandom can cleim,
and it is certain that both fandom and the LASFS Were heavy losers
when Yerke moved on to greener pastures. He vas end ic & difficult
person, hot and quick of temper, and poscsessed of a savage sarcasn
and impatience with medioerity; this d4id not endear him to the more
muddle-headed members of the sociely. Yerke is rather unique in
that he grev up in fandom, discovering ickerman end through him the
club when he was only 13 years old. He promptly went overboard for
the idea, and although his interest in fambasy had pretty much faded
out by the time he was 16, he found sufficient estimulation both in
the affairs of the club i%self and in the expanding minds of a few of
the members to warrant his continuing activity. At the time I met
him, Bruce had gromwn conpletely beyond most of the members and knew
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it; yet the hebits of nearly seven years kept him spending & sizeable
hunk of his spare time around the club and it s members. He saw the
need of bresgking loose, yet found this very difficult to do; and the
peculiarly restricted re ture of his early growing up (ie.in fandom)
had not only left him with some amazing blind spots but made the exact
means of brBeking away rather unclear to him. He had a strong tenden-
¢y to try by sheer brute force to drag thg unwilling fans up to his
own intellectual level, and upon meeting failure was both perplexed
end angry. Bruce wes not quite 21 when I met him, but looked to be
at least 35--short, stocky, and about half beld-hecded. Iiany of the
members tended to regard him with awe not unmixed with terror, due to
his often outrageous prac¢tical jokes (ws when he wrupped the =sleeping
Bronson in old newspspers and set fire to them), his boisterous and
sometimes boorish manners, his pronounced intolerence, the brutulity
of his flaying tongue, and the split second reactions of an extraordi-
nerily incisive and brilliant mind. I regurded Yerke as &n extremely
desirecble and stimulating eassociate, whose chief fault was a tendency
towards intellectusl gyobbery and an occasional bit of bluffing as to
the extent of his attainments, particularly in the langusges. However,
it is =0 diffiokkht to judge Bruce as a young man in his early 20's,
gince both his looks and actions are those of a man 15 or 20 years
older, and many of his more annoying actions and traite are perfectly
understandable and acceptable 1if one c¢an remember that the perpetra-
tor is not the 35 to 40 years o0ld he usually seems to be. '
Myrtle R.

Douglas, then known as Morojo, was the club's trecasurcer. She is very
gshort, and in my opinion, “very pretty. =2ince she herself haes listed
it publicly, I'lil mention in passing that she is much older than most
of the club members, having been born in 1904. " She has led a fairly
tough life, has been married and divorced twice, and the scramble of
raising a strepping son and supporting herself has left her singulear-
ly without the ability to enjoy herself freely and casually, though
others enjoy her company tremendously. Her chief interest in the
club was her interest with Forrest J Lokerman, with whom she kept
company for several years, end I hope he fully realises the extent
of her services to him--keeping the club on a smooth financial keel
throughout most of her membership, doing most of the drudgery of VOM
and other ickerman projects, and keeping the wolves from yapping
about his heels in a score of other ways. Myrtle has an inquiring
mind which is somevhat hampered by a too-conventional education, and
thus is sometimes & sucker for something the least bit on the c¢crack-
pot side. She is, hovever, an accomplished and stimulating conver-
sationalist, and is well worth knowing fraom the intellectusl point
of view. And beneath that occasionally austere facade, there is one
of 'the most kind hzerted persons in Los Angeles, as plenty of club
members past and present could testify. She is the first person
most of the older members think of when they are in trouble, and
in this selfish civilizetion people like that are rare.

Forrest J
Ackerman is a household name in fandom, but you have to live around
the LASFS quite @ lot to know him, recally know him. In connection
with someone e¢lse, Don Wollheim once spoke of the "necessary mono-
maniac', and that 1s Forry. Hec hes made an adjustment to life which
poestulates that fandom is XXx life, and with one or two very minor
lapses hes lived thet 1Ife from about 1930 until the present time.
Vell, it's his 1life, and probably from the want of anything to con-
trast it with he seems to derive a reasomable amount of satisfaction
therefrom. His interests are excessively narrow; being limited to
stf and fantasy, fandom, stf and fantasy, and fendom, with & rather
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alight side-interest in the motion picture. He also has a fabulous
collection of photos of nude women, and enlargements of certain por-
tions thereof. .But I believe I'm safe in saying -that 95% of Acker-
map's interest in life--vocational and avocational--centers around
stf, fentasy and fandom. He loves -to be with fane, has certain ra-
ther closely derined standards which he feels fans should live up to,
and is rather deeply hurt when they fail to live up to this code. He
is not always successful in hiding his feelings along this line. He
imagines himself to be a poor speaker in public, not realising how
well he can talk to an informal group; this of course makes him a
poor speaker in open meeting, particularly if the subject is somewhat
controversial. Thus he has developed a technique of seldom showing
his true feelings at the time a& question comes up, and usually going
along with the majority. His true feelings often do not come to
light for months. One would not think offhand that such a person
could be a leader, but nevertheless, Forry is the true leader of the
LASTS and don't let anyone tedl you differently. TForry's leadership
might be termed the domineering of extreme passivity--it is a far
cry from the tactics of the outspoken and aggressive Yerke or the ely
connivings and subtle sophistries of an Ashley--but it has moulded
the LASFS almost from its inception, and no doubt will continue to do
so, In the first place, Forry has e.most winning personelity, and el-
ways commands & block of votes among the less politically minded mem-
bers. Then it must be remembered that he has missed not more than
a ha)l f dozen meetings in eleven years, while at least 300 people have
been in and out of the c¢lub during that time., His star is now and
then on the wane, when some particularly aggresesive director and his
supporters get in the daddle, but though perhaps momentarily vexed
he knows that they will move on sooner or later, that the thinge they
have done or tried to do will soon be as though never thought of, and
that Forry's Club, the LASFS, will be back on the same plodding vath,
with the same mores and traditions, that he has mare or less uncon-
sciously set for it. Whatever the reason,for his ascendency, it is
an eyeopener to compare the club with Ackerman, and see how much they
are alike. .

Right here I'd like % interject the remark that I like
Forrest J Ackermen immensely. I mey have been harsh with him in that
last paragreph, and I may get rough with him again before I'm through
with these memoirs, but I don't want him or anyone else to feel that
I have any feeling towards him other than that of friendship. The
fact thet so hypercritical a person as myself can like & man with
whom so much is wrong should be & pretty strong indication that this
men has a tremendous number of good features in order to countereact
the bad ones. I do think Ackerman would be, once he was over -the
hump of making such a drastic change, & far happier man if he quit
fandom to quite an extent and lived a more mundane 1ife. I think
that there is an awful lot of man being squandered on fendom out there
at 236%. But it is his 1ife and I recognise his right to use it &s
he sees Tit, even if my attempt at reelistic and factual reporting
may treat it roughly now and then.

Phil Bronson was one of the club's
leading members back in 1943, . He was still publishing the #1 fanzine,
THE FAVTASITE, was active in FAPA, and had peen a leading light in
the MFS. He had glso been one of my favorite correspondents, so I
was extremely anxious to get personally acquainted with him.. Phil in
. person was somewhat of a discappointment, though this iz partly due to
the fact that I probebly had expected too much. He was a lazy ouss,
full of a sort.of ennui and welt-schmerz which made him 2 most aggra-
vating companion for me with my wiolent runnings in circles. He had
also an irritating tendency towards intellectual snobbery, and a ten-
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tendency to imitate Yerke in ways}%hich he simply did not heve the
depth to carry it off successfully. He suffered comewhat from too
cloistered and fannish an adolescence, first in the MFS and then here.
On the other hand, Phil was generally light hearted and agreeable,
wityy, and easy to get along with. He was good looking, well groomed,
end was able to go places in public without committing any of the
goucheries’ to which so’ meny fans are prone. By &and large, he was a
good men, and I have hated to seé him drift out of my ken.
JgLs ' 5 Walter J.
Daugherty 1is a swell guy who has & very few faults which taken to-
gether have made him my chief sparring partner all through the time
I've been around the LASFS. In the first place, Walt takes himeelf
very seriously, and Les great difficulty in, taking criticiem. He is
also one of the few really aggress'ive members of the society, and is
not noted for tact nearly so much as he, is. for going off the handle
over something of minor import. He has & peculiarly constituted ner-
vous pystem in which nearly &ll the synapses discharge at once with
an effect exhausting to both Walt and his associates. (This manifests
itself most notably in the Daugherty projects, in which some usually
good idea is built up and up and up and up into a glowing cloud struc-
ture. Usually nearly all of the available energy is discharged thru
the speech centers, and nothing more.comes of it.) These projects
meke Walt a wearing member to have around; he is eggreseive enough to
get end keep the floor for long XimEx periods of time; one knows from
past experimnce that nothing much'is likely to come of them; yet the
originator is so thin-skinned that he ie prone to teke even mild sug-
gestions as personally antagonistic opposition,.and we are off but
good. An 1lluminating side-light on Deugherty is the fact that I
found that the only way to be sure of killing eff a Daugherty project
quickly was to let it die out from laeck of opposttion. Daugherty is
really pretty much out of place in fandom, having but very shallow
intellectual interests and but a comparatively elight interest in
fantasy, but nevertheless found enbugh satisfaction in the LASFS to
€tick around it for nearly seven years. On the credit side, he is
definitely fun on a mundene party (not a club party where he tends to
crowd the intorverts out of the picture and put on a one man show),
is good looking decpite a growing bald spot and bad pock-marks, and
i1s a veritable demon with the ladies. He tops it off by being easily
the best ballroom dancer I have ever ‘seen in ‘action, even if he does
like to show off his medals and loving cups. He and I have feuded
with great vigor for years; I understand that he hates my guts some-
thing fierce; but I regret to say that I cannot return this favor.
I Just find mycelf opposed to most of the things he wants to do in
fandom, and thyough & penchant for shooting off my mouth have often
drifted into spearheading the anti-Daugle rty faction.
_ : Lora Crozetti
was & gel somewhat past the first bloom of youthful beauty who found
the club a part-time outlet while her husband was overseas. She was
too sensitive herself to be as outspoken as she often was, and by no
means was am easy person to get along with. Nevertheless, she was a
spasmodically active member who could perhaps haveé been of consider-
able value to the club had any sizeable number of the members ‘made
any effort whatsoever to make her stey with us pleasant. As it was,
Crozetti-baiting proved & ma jor sport around the LASFS; I'w hot sur-
prised she is no longer in the club. :
. Sophie van Doorn and Ada Char-
les rounded out the feminine contingent. Both of them were women who
spent considerable time attending various small clubs of intellectual
pretensions and lecture groups, neither were ever more than semi-ac-
tive in the LASFS, and:graduslly dropped away altogether due to the
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club's failure to offer anything of interest in lieu of its chronic
preoocupation with itself and its internecine quarrels.

A very P
young boy, slender end delicate, who had a not inconsiderable artist-
ic ability was Ronald Clyns, who was around the club a great deal un-
til the feud broke out. His chief interest in fantasy was art, end
I still remember how percsistent he was when someone had an original
or illustrated edition which struck his fancy. He would run the per-
son wild making offer after offer, eventually running the price up
to a fabulous emount, partisularly if it was a trade deel. He was
very generous with his own artwork, but publishing it was not always
much fun, since Ron was & perfectionist to end all perfectionists,
and.would think nothing of making some hapless editor have a Clyne
drawing re-lithogrephed if he femncied he saw a slight blemish in 1it.
Ron wes too cingle-mindedly wrapped up in his artistic aspirations to
be as good an all-around assooiate as some of the others, but he was
& very smart kid and very likely will make a good name for himself in
commerciel art.

. Alva Rogers wis our other artist; possessed of as
much telent as Clyne, he lacked that old urge which kept Clyne plug-
ging away at the drawing board, and moreover had so many other in-
terests that his time suffered from dispersion. Stocky, slow-moving,
and slow of epeech, Alve has carrotty hair snd a brick-red fece, is
lazy and likeeble, He 1is muck more mundane than most other fans I've
met, and taken by and lerge wes about my favorite associate until he
vent completely overboard for the Communist Party in mid-1945. His
outstanding characteristic is his extreme reluctance to stay out of
an easy cheir for any protracited period of time, like half an hour.
Alva, I might add, has one of the solidest and comprehensive know-
ledges of magazine stf of anyqe 1've known. His presence around the
club was on eall counts a markeal asset, ,

¢c. J. Fern, Jr--Mike--can on-
1y be characterized as a card. I doubt if the world has ever seen
enyone remotely like Mike. Phisicelly he is short and squatty, with
extremely myopic eyes ensconced behind inch-thick lenses, and sandy
heir of the lank consistency of piano wire. His personality is some-
thing to behold. In the first )lace he is almost completely self-
centered, and possessed of a power of concentration impossible to
describe. (I remember one occas‘on when Mike, reading the current
ASTOUNDING, started to sit down e&nd became engrossed in the story
before he quite reached the chair, He stopped right there, in mid-
sit so as to speek, with a couple of inches between him and the
seat. Someone walked over and pullel out the chair, and he must
have remained poised in mid-air in a sitting position for at, least
four minutes before we could restrajl our mirth no longer &nd the
hysterical roar of laughter aroused lim.) Almost totally lacking
in self-consciousness, Mike would do some of the damndest things in
public. I recall one time in the restaurant Mike was sitting by me
and suddenly started pounding his head with his fist--thweck, thwack,
thwack. "My god, Mike," I gasped, wat's the matter?" It eppeared
that he had heard that incipient hicecughe could be erreated by
striking the inside of the wrist agajast a hard surface. Going to
a meal with Mike was a constant fight if he had eny scart of reading
matter along; he woulc not only forget to eat, but would apparently
forget everything but his magezine. His concentration made him very
absent-minded at times, and the same >oneentration coupled with his
merked unaweareness both of himself an! assoclates made him dbreath-
takingly rude at times. Don't get the idea that Mike is a screwball.
The little guy is smart as a whip, & glutton fxmx for work (unless it
gets in the way of hie absent-mindedness), about the best promoter
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ever to hit the ‘club, and the. kind of guy fito uncomplainlngly did most
of the chores of routlne drudgery on ﬁny of the proaects on which he
was engaged., It is amazing how much Mike permitted his friends to use
him as a convenience--particularly in runnipg ‘errands. - Another thing
which endeared Mike to me from the:first is” that he is even a worse
trouble-meker than I em; as a tcam we were something for stirring up ~
a fuss. Mike had about the broacest interests of anyone . in the club °
except perhaps Yerke and Freehafer, and certainly the tost insatiable
thirst for knowledge. An example of-this last is the way he went af-
ter my record collection. Jazz meant nothing to him particularly, but
here was an opportunity to hear the highlights of a well-bel anced
collection and try to find out whet mede it tick, so Mike set. to work
pleying my records and asking all sarts of searching questions about
them. I wasn't thoroughly eware that he.was pumping me until later.
Since Mike went at everything in a sjimilar menner, it is easy to see
why he is so well able to hold up his end of a diccu=s1on about almost
anything under the sun. The guy has a brilliant mind, and if he can
learn to subjugate his tendency to insult people_unintentionally, and
can curb his big stunt of coming celling et some of the most awkward
and weird times (like the time he came calling at midnight, bringing

a friend who wanted to use my mimeograph') the lad is going to go far.

Merlin W. Brown was Mike's closest aseoclate when I arrlved in LA. An
attempt to give a complete vignette of Mel is a hopeless task, parti-
cularly if the finished product is to be compared with Yerke's brilli-
ant and witty analyeis. ("Merlin.Brown: Paragon of Patticularity" in
the ;2 FAN SLANTS.) Mel's ohiefest characteristics might he listed:
extreme nervousness, appalling slcvenliness of both person and living
quarters, completely loyal and unreasoning friendship, completely.
uncompromis ing and unreasoning bitter hatreds, wild generosity, com-
pletely unexpected lightning-fast reversals of plan and intention,
strong clases consciousness from the working-masn's point of view, and
above 2ll a rather unchanneled yearning for erudition and culture,
Taken by and large, Mel is a swell guy, whose minor idiosyncracies

and whims are _asily enough overshadowed by hls notable good points.
Nevertheless he is a meet difficult person to get along with (even I
who was f£5r a long time his best friend finally fell out with him

over communism), end he often €mbarrasses the thinner skinned of his
associates, as much with his’ unwarranted gnerosity with money and.

goods as by enything else.
Attempting to limn & word plcture of

James Lynn (Dirty 0l1d) Kepner is fraught with difficulties if it is

to be libel-free and still conscientiously factuasl. Jimmy is a tall
and delicate young man, very frail and effeminate, who is cursed

with an almost impossible block which keeps him from meking up his
mind about anything very often. Jimmy can see both sides of every
question with almost equal clerity, and in his efforts to be jmpartial
and factual Jjumps from one side to the other with astounding:ease and
frequency. He 1s & great one for crusading, a militant idealdist one
might say, but his great difficulty in taking and mainteining & posi-
tive stand often vitiates his genuine effectiveness as a proselyter.
The prime example of all this occurred whdn I was director of the
LASFS in mid-1945; Kepner took the floor to meke a motion on something
or other, stated the mot'ion very hazily, and without relinguishing

the floor asked permission to explain what he meant. I naturally
wanted to know what he was driving at, so let him go on; he commenced
telking about ‘his motion é&nd promoting for it very strongly, but
gradually began seeing the other side and to the astonishment of even
those of us who knew him so well he. ended up talking most strongly

R i



against his own-motion. I i{stened in growing amazement, glanced about
+he room and noticéed most of the members snickering, so banged the ga-
vel and told Xepner he was out of order. He was momentarily furious, .
particularly when I told him that he was talking against his own mo-
tion. He denied this emphatically, and so complete had been his mid-
talk change of mind that he had extreme difficulty ip believing that
he had reversed even when everyone in the room agreed with me'xhat he
had. Kepner has a much better than aversge mind .that seldom comes
close to its potentialities simply due to this inability to channel
it in eny one direction. Personally, Jimmy is extremely likeable;
friendly, and good companye--although his tendency to blow first one
way and then another can get highly irritating if one is in his com-
pany a good deal. Still, striking a balance on the lad will end up
with a favorable picture. ' _ )

The scholar of the LASFS of course was the
redoubtable Samuel Davenport Russell, a completely wonderful person.
Sam is & beautiful example of the 1-1-6 cerebrotonic. Hies continued
popularity around the LASFS is largely due to his polite silence in
the fece of the club's banalitieg--if the club fuzzleheads could read
Russell's mind they would recoil as from a Yerke or a Ianey. Polite,
that is one of Sam's outetanding traits--a genial, easy-going-polite-
ness and courtesy. Guiet and unassuming, he seldom speaks up in meet-
ings, but no discussion takes placde long in his presence before his
eyes light up, and in his precise way he takes the ball and starts
for a touchdown. I have yet to see the discussion in which Sam was
not able to contribute as much or more than anyone else present. The
breadth of his knowledge and interests is breathtaking, and not & 1it-
tle discouraging to those of us who find other interests interfering
with their pursuit of erudition. It wight be said that Sam 1s a bit
one-sided, since his avocational rounds center about the libraries
to a very large extent; on the other hand his adjustment to life is so
obviously satisfactory to him, and so adult, that it is plain that he
is of a scholarly bent from free choice rather than as an escape from
life. After a session with the LASFS' little escapists and frustrates,
an evening with Sam is like a summer trip to the mountains after a
week ou in the desert. The man's head is loaded with facts which he
presents with devasteting logic; yet he is rarely if ever pedantic,
and his sparklingly dry humor and twinkling grin round him off as @
jewel which someday is going to get tired of the arid barnyeard at
$374 South Bixel. Bud &85 the club sometimes is, the time I've spent
there ie apmost repaid by the fact that through the club I have added
this prince of good fellows to my circle of friends.

0f a totally

different temperement, but in his own way a swell fellow is Eadie
Chcmberlain, & good-looking, stocky fellow with & notable insbility
to handle his liquor, but nevertheless a pleasant companion who is
possessed of considerably more def#pth than ic apparent at first. TG
stands out in my mind chiefly from a long and probing discussion he
and I once had down in my Georgia Street shack, in which he used me
as gn audience upon which to unburden some woes. Tuus I ltéarned a
good deal about some of the difficulties of his adolescence, and of
his attempts (which my own observation shows me are largely success-
ful) to rise above them. I consider that Eddie has surmounted far
greater psychic hendicaps than those which have made life-long im-
possibles out of many fans, and this most certainly recuired a high
order of both courage and applied intelligenoe. Though Eddie and I
do not have &n especial lot in common, he commands my sincere respecét;
something whioh I must admit I give but charily. He's one of the few
fens I have met who really tries to improve himself as a person.
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Though not a Fangeleno, strictly speaking, Michi-dogfan Dal--
van Coger was' pretty much of .a LASFS regular on the weekendgs.of late
1943. -There is a guy I could stand knowing & lot.better. Dal is.
in many ways an Alva Rogers without the interest or talent . for illus-
trating. Much more mundane and practical than the typicel fan, Dal's
ruddy face and friendly grin were always welcome. epnadiy

‘ } ~ Well, that about

covers the LASFS membership in late 1943 as 1t comes to mind here in
Merch 1947. Of course there were a number of' others who were -in and
out of the scene from time to time. I might mention in passing Ewing
Brown, of whom I remember nothing more than the name and . a faintly
distasteful (and unremembered) connotation in aonnection with him;
Arden "Buns" Benson, another of the MFS expatriates, who wes almost
completely out of the pioture when I arrived, and who has always im-
pressed me as being one of the many normal people who quickly lose
interest in fandom as soon as they .see what a bunch of jerks most
fans are; and a character nemed Vic Clark, of whose distasteful ‘ac-.
tions and habits I sHall say more later on. ; - y :
: 2 S And of cowr se the most
prominent member of the LaSFS as of November 1943 was the Ghost of
Claude Degler. : . hae g XA =
‘Jell, let's see., Before 1 got side-tracdked writing.
these vignettes of the club membership, I had gotten myself -through
my first LASIS meeting, which came rather tlose also to being my °
last. Back to the narrative of events.... RESITR

*  Being tired from the trip,
I spent several days and evenings doing not much of anything except-
trying to get rid of my cough in the luscious Los Angeles sunshine,
which amazingly enough actually ceme up to chamber. of commerce etan-
derds during my first two or three weeks here, and. browding . arbund
the city. - : ik : : N ) Pk St o
One of the. first things I did wag to look up Bob.Hoffmen's
mother, who turned out to.be strictly wonderful---young, .clever, en-"
thusiastic, good-looking, and super-friendly. Not only did she help#
me a 1ot with my house-hunt ing, but she even let me unload the Welrd
Hillys into her cellar, and kept most of my stuff for me until I had
a place to take it. ' : ;

A=

I spent & goodly part of those first few days -
runmag ing in the book stores--alone at first, and later with Free-
hafer and/or Rogers. I also very shortly learned that somecone of -
other was in the clubroom nearly every hour of the day and night; be-
ing essentjally of a gregarious nature, this led to my spending an
increasing amount of time there. b naied"us fug: VR W L
o 2 So meny of the members lived .right
there in the neighborhood; Brown and Kepner across the street at 628,
Morojo next door at 643, Daugherty three blocks down. the street, eand
Fern a ten minute walk away. Yerke, Bronson, Chamberlain, Benson, '
Russell, aud Freehafer used the place a great deal as.a meeting point
to rally around a party to go to the theater or symphony; -and Acker-"
man commuted nearly every night from Fart MecArthur, often:spending
the night next door on Morojo's and her cousin's guest couch. Then
not only did many of the members work screwy shifts, but then as al- ,
weye fens were notable for absenteeism, ekipping work at any time: iy
for eny reason or nene. In those first three months, I doubt if T
ever spent more than an hour in the clubroom without being joined by
oneé or more other members. The evenings especially. saw the premises
crowded; meny of the members were actively engaged in publishing,
kept their typewriters and other equipment right there in the:room;
thére was usuelly someone reading something out of the club library;
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and of course the uwsual droppings in and out.
¥ Since such a large

proportion of the LASFS regulars &t this 'time were adtiVe féns, rather
than hengers-on, the club made a definite appeal to me, despite its
obvious flaws and drawbacks. #hile it is true enough that one does~ -
not turn out as much output when working in a distracting -group as he
woulé alone, there is much to be said for working with énd in & group.
Suppose the old output of balderdash does fall off a little; as long -
as one is enjoying himself what difference does it make? -

: g ettt : ] After the
first few days, I commenced Jjob-hunting and house-hunting ebout simul-
teneously. The club, with its lerge backlog of stey-at-home intpo-
verts made an excellent foil for the extraverted way I was spending
my days; and it wad not until I hed gotten settled in & -job that I
found the companionship of the fans palling on me. By December 1, I
had discovered that not more than-one or two were willing to go any-
where outside of the restricted rabbit-run around the Bixelstrasse,
and were likewise presentable enough so that I was willing to be seen
with them in public. Naturally enough, I commenced a certain amount
of non~-fan night life--I'd have just as:soon had fans &s my companions,
but if they didn't want to come along (or failed to meet my not very
high standards) I went anyway.  This is trivial to 'mention, except :
thet it was one of the first factors that disgusted me with the club.
Rimel and Baldwin, by whom I tended to judge all fane, were much less
one-sided. s LIRS :

R /nd my disgust and discontent with the LASFS grew apace L
as I learned more of the club's affairs--disgust with the club itself
and more or less contempt for various of the members,

R One of these
matters was the Affair of the Buming Bibles, with ite “ftermath of
censorship. Ackerman, @s is well known, is a militant atheist, He
was manifesting this belief by getting hold of all the religious 1lit-
erature he conveniently could with the idea of keeping it out of the - -
hands of possible converts, was particularly concentrating on the '~
vcst pocket Bibles being distributed at Fort MacArthur for the troops.
(One man egainst the American Bible Society!) Anywey, it seems that
on at least oue occasion, Ackerman and one or two others held-a pub--
lic Bible-burning on the pavement in front of the clubroom. In a
column in the first FAN SLANTS, Xepner had artlessly told of'this
performance, and in doing so had set off an explosion. Most parti=-
cularly had Yerke and Daugherty hit tle ceiling, and demanded a cen-
sorship of this column, holding that it tended to hold the club in
dierepute, and take away from the artificially built up myth of Shan-
gri-Le. (If the truth hurts the club, so be it; better to act in &
way one is not ashamed to have mede public was my own at%itude.)'And,
typically, Xepner backed down more or less egainst Brown's vishes,
and permitted the shaking of the big stick to intimidate him and emas-
culate his column.

Then there was the Affair of the Stolen ‘artvork.
Ronald Clyne, it .seems, had had @ number of originals he' wished to
publish through fen channels, and had invited all of the publishing
members of the LASFS to come to his house one evening et 8:00 and he
would make an equitable division. Bronson, Brown, Xepner, and Acker-
man missed Daugherty; went on without him; only to w11 Bydorh upon their
arrival, that he hed not only sneaked out to Clyne's zhead of them,
but had hogged every original that Clyne'had. Daugherty wat not pub-
lishing at the time, other than verbally. =Eat
‘ Bchoee of the expulsion of
Mre. Henry Hasse, with the resultant resignation of her husband and
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Bill and Peggy Crawford, were still rocking around the place. MNrs.
Hasse, the former Dorothy Finn, had, it seems, thredatened to break up
the club; however, it was not unapparent that many of her objections
to the:group were only too firmly founded on fact, and it did not
seem to me that the group wanted to do anything about removing these
flaws. : i

2 The lack of solidarity among the membership was utterly beyond
belief, Absent members were discussed more with license thamn with
freedom--and it did not take too long for one to get heartily tired
of heering this anvil chorus. A month of it left one very well in-
formed as to which members were sodomists, impotents,.alcoholics,
menie” depressives, phallic succubi, communists, masturbators, overt
devil worshippers, lesbians, and other quient forms of life. 0ddly
enough, it did not require more than an elementary ability to count
to become aware thgt the freaks were definitely in the ascendency.
This 'sad lescsons in the Facts of Fan Life was sharply pointed up dy
the parade of homosexuels congstantly being dredged up in Pershing
Squere and brought around the club by opne of the residents at 628,

And of course to cap the whole sordid story was L'Affaire Degler. I
never met Degler personally (though I slept in his bed at rbey's), but
during my first 6 weeks in Utopia, I became much better acquainted
with Clod than, with any other member of the club. I'll try to summa-
rise it all briefly. On his nation-wide tour of fandom, the comic
coordinator arrived in Los ingeles in the early summer, moved in on
Kepner, and immediately commenced propegandizing his Cosmic Circle,
perticularly among Brown, Fern, and Kepner--all of whom joined. He
elso started using the c¢lub publishing equipment to turn out a flood
of propeganda--the revoltingness of which is pretty well known. At
first, the more intelligent fans largely ignored him--2ll except Ack-
erman, who joined the Cosmic Circle. Meny objected to Clod's extreme
filth of person (he arrived in Los An;eles wearing a dirty and sweat-
stained shirt which he wore every day without washing for around four
months, and finally donned once again, dirt, stink, and all, when he
left town in mid-October) but they merely ignared him.
L= : ‘ Then one night,
Yerke heppened to pick up a copy of COSMIC CIRCLE COMMEN TATOR, and the
row was on, but gcod. Bruce hit the ceiling, and, backed by Bronson,
Daugherty, and others, demanded that Degler be expelled, and trat his
publications be confiscated. The more moderate members tended to be-
lieve Degler's rfabulous claims as to the size of hiz eorganization,
and felt it would be better to capture it by infiltration, teke it
away from ClQd, and set it up as a successor to the then moribund
NFFF. This did not set well with Desugherty, who of course wes NFFF
from top to bottom; but it did celm Yerke down sufficiently to cause
him to send out & questionairre, aimed at finding out just how much
the Cesmic Circle amounted to, and just how many of the name fans
Degler claimed as supporters were actually in favor of it.
: \ : In the
month following, row followed row almost daily, as various of the mem-
bers got into savage arguments with Degler. Browmn, Kepner, and Fern
disowned the Cosmic- Circle during this time--leaving it with two locel
members, Degler and Ackerman. As evidence came in, much of it direct-
ly from the Chief Cosman's own writings and remarks,: the anti-Degler
group became larger and lerger,  end when Yerke finally published his
definitive REPORT TO FANDOM ON THE COSMIC CIRCLE they made &n all-out,
full-scale attempt to oust Degler fram the LASTS. Ané hell broke
loose in Shangri-la. = ' :
In the first place, the club constitution had no
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provision for.the expulsion of members for any cause whatscever. Aad
_ jto meke matters more difficult, the progressive element ran headlong

“‘§nto. Forrest J Ackerman's deep and ebiding prineiple that the LASFS
and fandom-should be a refuge for anyone who claimed an interest in
scientifiction or fantasy, and who wished to escape from the world or
from his own shortecomings. Aud many members supported Ackermean unre-
servedly--some through personal friendship, some because they were
peace-loving outer-circle readers of stf who had not been bothered by

~ Degler and did notbelieve in arguments, and, I fear, not a few be-
cause they too were more or less misfits and feared to set a precedent
by which they too might some day be expelled.

_ A wonth-long deadlock
ensued. Unable to get rid of Degler by constitutional mesns, and un-
able to force a constitutional amendment, Yerke and others tried per-
sonal intimidation. From all accounts, Degler's one good point is
thet he stuck by his guns and refused to be run out.

- Yerke finally
delivered an ultimatum that if Degler ever set foot in the club again
except on Thursday nights he personally would throw him out. He wes
heartily backed by Bronson, Daugherty, Fern, Brown and others. Kep-
ner, typically, had taken up for the under dog, and was pro-Degler
at this time. Matters ceme to & head one S.nday chortly after this
when Yerke, out at Sante Monica, phoned the club only to have Degler
answer the phone. The progressives boiled into town, augmenting their
forces as they came, and found Degler alome in the clubroom. Yerke
started to lay hends on Degler, and was struck down by e heart attack
brought on by heat and excitement. Daugherty and Bronson, in comic
opera tradition, almoet came to blows with each other in quarrelling
over which was. to have the honor and pleasure of throwing Degler out
of the premises; in the resulting turmoil, Degler slipped awey. Some
of the members went next door to get Morojo, amd caught her red-handed
in the act of taking 310.00 from Degler in payment for a life member-
ship in the LASFS.

Freehafer was chiefly instrumental in quieting
everyone dowvn enough to get them to sit down and talk 1t over. This
was done in a series of meetings, during wh ich Yerke, Bronson, and -
Deugherty were several times on the point of resigning from the LASFS.
But the hot-heads were gradually méllified, particularly in light of
the fact that Degler left town never to return. (Kepner rode un to
Frisco with the fellow, and came back more bitterly anti-Degler then
all the rest put together.) : Eaia)

These c¢onciliation meetings resulted in
the writing and adoption of a new constitution for the club, with
stringent restrictions on new members, and the formation of a club
within the club--The Rentpayers' Committee--which would have juris-
diction over the club premises at all times except during the actual
Thursday night meetings. This group consisted of the mare active
members, who carried keys to the clubroom and paid extra dues of %1
per month and up for this privilege. _

, _ But the Degler mess left the
club deeply split down the middle, a legacy of ill-feeling thet has
never entirely left it, even today. It also left most of the members
utterly obssessed with the subject of Degler, I heard little else
dut ing the first few weeks I was here. It horrified me to find a sup-
posedly healthy organism which had no provision mede for disposing of
its waste-products; my high ideals for fandom were also outraged by
the fact that anyone would support anyone so likely to bring all fan-
dom into disrepute.

Kepner, I discovered, had twWwo large boxes of Deg-
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ler's personal effects in his.closet, which he.waes supposed. to ship
back to Newcastle., When I learned that several members hed missed
things during Degler's stay, I suggested that his stuff be gone thru
before it was sent--and offered myself as an agent, since I wacs the
only person there who had not been in the Great.Cosmic -7ar. of the pre-
vious month, and hence could be considered relatively neutral. Kep-
ner demurred violently, but of course ‘gave in--being easy to talk out
of anything. : e
' ‘ So he and I went at it one afternoon. I mearly fainted
at the stench that came out of these boxes, a reek coming from, some
irdesecribably filthy clothing which was packed in the boxes. (I -fished
the: stuff out with a bént wire--and I'm not at &l squeamish, either.)
We Tound & miscellaneous bunch of stuff obviously mieappropriated, from
the club and various members; we elso found a huge mass of undistri-.
buted Cosmic Circle literature. I immediately demanded that this .be.
destroyed--with the idea of crippling his propaganda.cempain. Kepner
of course-was too idealistic, but I got good enough support from
Yerke, Brohson, Daugherty and Brown to. prevent the stuff'e being sent.
(We later made up sets of this undistributed me terial and sent it out
in the Los Angeles post-mailing to the December:1943 FAPA mailing, as
documentary evidence to support our demand that Degler be expelled
from FAPA.) - ‘ . ey o
Meanwhile, I'd located a room at the Lee Hotel (5th and
Figueroe) and moved out of Freehafer's crowded little apartment. I
shortly secured permission from the club to use the.premises as an
office, keeping my locked footlocker and typewriter in the room at
all times, and spending most of my evenings there. ..I warked the -
night-shift for awhile in the latter. part of November:and early mrt
- of December, which caused me to miss a great deal of club activity,
end thus kept my disgust with the group from coming to a head as soon
as it otherwise would have. : ' ;
- The jew of even & hardened fan like Ack-
ermen dropped when he saw the extent of my unanswered correspondence,
end the way that letters kept pouring in four, five, £ix and even
eight a day even though I was writing none -in reply. I set to work
end mimeographed a form letter to use in reply, typing brief notes
on some. answering the most urgent matters. I had figured that this
would choke off my correspondence for a while and give me a chance. ..
to get out the 6th ACOLYTE. Huh! All my efforts did was to touch off
& veriteble deluge of mail; T shortly saw that I could answer the mail
and drop THE ACOLYTE, or let the mail go to hell. I decided easily:
enough that THE ACOLYTE was more important--but my respect for fan-
dom took another dive when I saw the crass way in which so many paltry
characters seemed insistent that I. correspond with them at fabulous
length, regardless of other comittménts, and regardless- of the fact
that I nos got all the fan talk I wanted face-to-face, and only wanted
to correspond to further ACOLYTE. : - : T e | e
: buring the: time; I worked nights, T
had Saturday nights off, and at first these were made the occasion
for some ripping all-night bull-fests. Cince these generally ended
up 8t my room down at the Lee, they were known as the Lee-Cons. Kep-
ner and Rogers were the most regular attenders, next to Dal Coger,
Paul Freehafer, and Bob Hoffman. Dal Coger was responeible for my
initial aversion to the NFFF, of which I had heard scarcely anything
while up at Clarkston., Its president, I learned from Slan Shacker
Coger, was E. Everett Evans, who supposedly was engaged in secret
navy work stemming from his experiences in World War I and was being
held pretty much incommunicedo. Evans, according to Coger, had only
been a ship's musician during his long Navy service, and, instead of
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serving his counyry, as the published repont in BONFIRE stated' he was
serving time insthe } Miciigen State Penitép#agy for homosexumlyty. Now
I e ve no aveysion to_hvutiosexuels as sd \ If thgxfle {aloge, I Am
only to&-heppy to>let ?kmm.alyme. Bﬁt eartil deSp :sﬁgy dishpﬁ
esty of sajding unﬁer false colors,\an his bjf uip hook xe

to the bottom{ I 'felt that’ since EVEretq la ha been fnamed
he would“have\@bne much better Yo, tell Ah¥ 3 uth.\ L prust to/the
tolererif mercy “of his fellow fanz/ In ) gny/cage) ﬁg ssordid Mit of
deceit,’ nerunn ytly soured me on n(’“veélyt Evans, A% the more when

he begaﬁ publishing his s ﬁ onious MEBINﬁERl end gave/me a bitter
distrust/of the NFEF which wgs hot ot /all lescdned as I got better ac-
quianted w&th NFFP's leading Los Angeles disciple, Waltdr J. Daugherty.

My afternoons, particularly oh Saturdays, were spent in book and maga-
zine hunting. One amsing episode occured at fi¢ a well-known HoOlly-
wood bookshop; I Ird gome there with Ronald Clyne, who had gone imme-
diately to the back of the store while I had stopped te broswe at a
front table. A clammy hand was laid on my arm, and, startled, I looked
into the rolling eyes of one of ‘the fruitiest fruits thaet ever got
blown, from & tree or elsewhere. "Who is youah fwiend?" he lisped.
nguh?" from me. "Who is youah young fwiendg" the fairy repeated.
"Oh, he's just a kId I came in here with; why?" "Oh-h-h! He's such
a bee ootiful boy-y-y:!" came the trilling response. Since this ZER
character was one of the clerks in the store, it mey well be imagined
that I never went there again with Ron! (So far as I xnow, Ron is 0K,
he can't help it if he's good looking!?)

The bookhunting spree came to
en abrupt halt a few Saturdays later when I totted up after a jaunt
with Rogers and discovered to my horror I'd spent nearly $25.00 in
a single aftermoon. (Of course I had & two-foot stack of WEIRD TALES
and a mint copy of the last issue of THRILL BOOK, but even so....) I
told the people at the club that wine, women and song were & lot more
fun end a hell of a lot cheaper--and proceeded hitting the Zenda and
other spots on my Saturday nights. Ly tendency to cut loose was all
the more augmented by the fact that I was having the first of a terri-
fic series of battles through the mails with my dear wife, who seemed
to feel that the housing shortage was something I had invented to
plague her, and was kicking me in the teeth right at the time I needed
a modicum of consideration end loyelty.

At about this time, an amus-
ing passage occured between Yerke and Ackerman one Saturday night.

The ¢clubroom was very well filled with fans, most of whom were doing
grifdnac to beat the band. At about 8:00 o'clock, Yerke put on his
coat, said good night, and started for the door. &2Bruce, where are
you going?t said the Ack. ©0h, I have a date.® #You mean you'd
leave a roomful of fans to go out on a date?8 demanded Ackerman with
a strong note of disbelief and diesapproval in his voice. "Oh yes,
hadn't you heard? I'm a pervert. I go out with women!"

' - I whopped
with the rest, and dismissed the whole thing as a gag. However, I
was stunned and not a little hurt to discover the change in Ackerman's
attitude towards me when I myself commenced missing the Bixel stye
from time to time to go dancing. Though he said nothing overt, he
made it very plain that he disapproved, and in divers ways he made
his disapproval evident if not obvious. At the time I ignored it ell,
though it added to my discontent with the club.

Shortly before I ar-

rived in Los Angeles, Ron Clyne had met slbert de Pina, a Hollywood
script writer who was knocking off scientifiction for PLANET on the
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side. Early in my acquaintence with Ron, he suggested that I come
out to de Pina's with him, and eventuelly I got around to so doing.
De Pine turned out to be an extremely ebullient individual, not with-
out a eertain patina of Hollywoodishness, but -nevertheless & geniel .
host, stimulating conversationalist, and all-round good - fqllow He
seemed-particularlyustruck with the possibilities of the LASFS &s a
retreat for Hollywood characters, and we had many conversations along
this line. According to de Pina, & surprisingly large proportion of
the people in theé film industry,' including such tep-flighters as 0li-
via de Havilland, read the better science-fiction magazines regularly;’
in addition he felt that among.this group there was sufficient demand
for a relatively unnublicised retrsas where they could dodge their
public that the LASTS could quite conceivably be of interest to them.

Both Ron and I told him at considerable length what sort of hog-wallow
the physicel plant of the club.usually was, warned him of the weirdly
impossible individuals who made up.a good part of the membershlp, but
he persisted. He pointed out that we'd have to get a clubroom in
Hollywood or the San Fernando Valley, and fix it up somewhat more ci-
vilizedly than we had described the btlub as being; on the other hand,
he also pointed out that it was a pretty good gamble, that he wes. al-
most- convinced that he could get us enough interested and interesting
members out of the film colony to repay our efforts many times, that
if they did come in they could certainly be expected to pay most of,
the freight, and that even if his plan failed altogether  the club.
would still gein through having secured more suitable surroundings.

Well. De Pinea's scheme sounded rether fantastic, yet there wes 'no
question whatever about him, or his connections (which were well docu-
mented by his fabulously interesting scrapbooks---I myself saw his.
copy of his $250 a week contract as a script writer which hed been in
effect at the time he was drafted), or his sincere interest .in stf--
which he continued to write as a hobby long after he had been signed
up at the fabulous figure of §750 a week,

2 While I could see possible
drawbacks to the scheme, I most certainly telked it up around the
club-~-and my growing disgust with the LASFS got still another boost
from the way the people received it. }iike Fern was about the only
member outside of Ron Clyne who liked it at all; Mel Brown, forgett-
ing that it was only a scheme to talk about, went off into a veri-
table tantrum and said he'd resign if any of those people tried to
get in the LASFS. DaughefPty was firmly opposed---after all, he was
only .a stand-in. Ackerman characteristically said little, but indi-
cated that such a move was contrary to the spirit end traditions of
the LASFS. And so On.... 0ddly enough, the poorer -integrated an
individual member was with life, the more bitterly he objected to
de Pina's scheme; ebWen though 1t must be remenbsred that I did not
even bring it up officially, but merely talked it over with some o
the members.” It was from this episode that I first got my belief
thet to most of its members the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society
was no more .than an escape from reality and an attempted escape from
themselves and their own woeful shortcomings, a belief which subse- -
quent experience has only confirmed. _

Iy report back to de Pina, odd-
ly enough, did not deter his interest in the LASFS. Finelly, one
Sunday evening, I took him over to the clubroom, .much agalnct my bet-
ter judgement. The.room was occupied by Ackerman, Morojo, Tern, .and
Brom. "When we entered, Brown looked up, dropped what he was doing,
crowded past us and left before he could be introduced. Fern went on
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reading, acknowledging the introduction with a barely perceptible
grunt. Ackermen and Morojo were mimeographing VON; they did acknow-
le@ge the introduction, though coldly and with obvious lack of enthu-
siasm, then immediately turned their backs pointedly and ‘went on with
the mimedgraphing.. Sheking with rage, I-showed de Pina a chair, tried
to entertain him with notable lack of success, and watched him spend
helf an houT trying to be friendly. Everything he said just floated
out a ways, then dropped with a soggy splat on the filthy floor.  If
a direct ‘enswer was imperative, morojo or Ackerman would usually
mutter a coustrained monosyllable. At no time did they stop their
feverish mimeographing, except when de Pine expressed a wish to buy

a certain issue of UNKNOWN and Ackermen stopped long enough to hunt
it up for him and pocket the money. Tinally, de Pina left; I accom-
penied him to the door and offered to drop him, but he reminded me
that he had an appointment at the Biltmore (eight or nine blocks dowmn
the street) and that the walk would do him good.

I went back into
the club and-.proceeded to stand things on end. TI was so angry I could
hardly talk, but I manesged to indicate what I thought of this rank
boorishness. Mike I forgave up to & point vhen he cleimed that he
hed been so deep in his reading he did not realise whet wes going on;
something that was characteristic of him, though & trait difficult to
condone. Ackermen muttered something about, 2After all, he'd just
had a few stories in PLANET; who was de Pina, anyway?¢; I blew my top
at the boy, pointing out that this mede no difference, that the men
was as much e fan as gpyone present, was this club open to fans Or
wasn't it, and so on--well interlsrded with choice Anglo-Saxon re-
marks of dubious semantic bearing on the dispute. Ackerman subsided.
Myrtle quite huffily pointed out that it was the only night the duo
could work on VOM for a week, and that they were too busy; I blazed
back that perhaps VOM was not of quite such cosmic importance as its
editors liked to imagine, and besides there was such a thing as com-
mon courtesy. Browy came back in time to get a tongue-lashing from
me. Later he told me that the Ack-ojo bloc in the club had decided
to cold shoulder de Pina if he ever came around, for fear the members
might try to take up his scheme of LASTS expansion, but I have never
been able either to prove or disprove this statement.

I shouldn't
have permitted all this to affect me as it did, but I never felt the
same about de Pina after this, felt vaguely humiliated over the whole
mess, and gradually ceased visiting him. He was as good a sport
about it as one could imagine, but I never could quite look him in °
the eye after exposing him to such an uncalled for series of snubs.

Needless to say, this episode fanned my discontent with the LASTS to
open revolt, and set me to meking political plans for the first time;
partly with the idea of revenge (I hate to admit it) but mostly with
the idea that with a bit of support I wight be able to lead the club
into a somewhat less revolting groove. o - s

I did not see de Pina for over
a week after this, but when I =saw him next it was under pretty excit-
ing circumstances. An Egrl Carrol girl, June Harris, had 'had a long
fan letter in the then-current PLANET; de Pina mentioned that she had
suggested he bring a couple of friends to Christmas dinner, and won-
dered if Clyne and I would like to be those two. (I nearly walked
through the phone saying ye®!) As an aside, I should mention that
Daugherty like to fused his jets when he saw June's letter in PLANET,
immediately dashed off a letter to her in which he mentioned he was
connected with Wuarner Brothers, and in his excitement sent the letter
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airmail special delivery though it only had to go from one substetion
of the Los Angeles post office to another, a bit of assinity which
occasioned much merriment around the club. Aayway, Ron and I went out
to de Pina's and ghortly after he took us to June Harris'. I o long-
er recall who all was there, except that it was a small gathering and
everyone had & very good time. 1In the course of things, June discov-
ered I belonged to the LASTS, and mentioned having received & letter
from some sterry-eyed boy (yes, that's what she called him) that had
perplexed her. She got it out, end read passages which brought good
lanzhter from the people around the table, as did that airmail angle;
finally asking me if I «new the fellow (-llghtly, T said) and what

was hie connection with arner Brothers. %I'u not entirely sure,2 I
said, Zbut I thiuk he's just a stand-in for someone.2 Whereupon, June
tore up the letter. (My telling of this episode around the club some-
how did not amuse Deugherty as much es it did some of the others, but
then, I've never claimed to be a very good raconteur.) June was tall
and ravishing, a very smart girl, and possesced of much more mind

than most women I've talked with., Sure, I talked science-fiction and
fentasy with her; after all, that was my speed, end mink-coated beau-
ties with brand new Builck convertables are definitely not. Christmas
dinner with an Earl Carroll girl! Yes, I'm afraid I was a bit awed.

Apart from the regular fen gatherings, I also got in on a couple of
other social events in late 1943 that perhaps should be mentioned.
Lora Crozetti had several of us, including Brown, Xepner, and muself,
for a luscious home-cooked Thanks giving dinner; and Morojo took a
number of us to an exclusive Italian restaurant in Hollywood for
Christmas Eve dinner, one of the few times that Ackermen hes ever
eaten out without going to Clifton's. :
But I must veer away and pick
up the political developements of November and December 1943 in Shan-
gri-La. At that time, the ¢ludb had only one elected officer, the di-
rector (actually president), who eppointed the secretary and treasur-
er, plus any other officers he might wish, such as librarien. These,
plus the chuirmen of the Rent Payers' Committee, formed &n executive
committee which under the constitution had &lmost unlimited powers,
though at the time I came to LA they did not avail themselves of them
to any great extent,

Freehafer's resignation as director necessitated
the election of a pro tem director to fill out the balance of his one
year term which was to expire December 31, 1943, “Jalter J. Daugle rty,
in one of his frequent political moods, spent a great deal of time
outlining to gll who would listen his proposed pletform; oddly enough,
no one would nominate him, so he was unable to run for the office.
Jimmy Kepner and Buns Benson were nominated; when Kepner was elected,
I was astounded when Buns and his supporters (Bronson, Chamberlin,
Yerke, and one or two others) got up and walked out of the club. Kep-
ner seemed stunned, but rallied enough to appoint Lora Crozetti as
secretary (she did not attend a single meeting in that cepacity; some-
thing of a record for an officer even in the LASFS) and cantinue Moro-
Jo as treasurer.

This walkout was iollowed in a very few days by
some very bitterly worded resignations from Yerke, Bronson, and others,
At the time I did not know enough ebout the club to realice how well
founded their strictures were, so tended to oppose them. Another
fector was my very slight acquaintence with the gentelmmn in .question;
this mass resignation occuring only three weeks after I arrived in ..
tom. So purticularly when the first KNANVE came out, with its poor-
ly worked out Bronsonian attack on new fans, I was for & short time
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quite strongly anti-Knanve. Tt must be remembered that the Xnenve
resignation occured. but three weeks &fter my arrival in Los Angeles,
and that I had but little chence to become wezl acquéinted with the
"geniel knaves" during this time; also that my being around the club
so much tended to give me for a short time the club's viewpoint.
- One
result of all this was my faux pas with Lionel Innman. At the time
the "1 KNANVE came out, I wrote a red-hot article attacking Bronson
extravegantly, signed it as director of the LASFS, and submitted it
to VULCAN (which Phil had particularly singled out for criticism) for
publication. By the time the article apveered, the feud had broken
wide open, I was an Outsider end on good terms vith Bronson. So I
sent Innman &n equelly red-hot retraction, attacking Ackerman end the
LASFS as wildly as I'd previously attacked Bronson. At about this
time, VULCAN went on an irreguler bacis and I graduglly forgot gll
cbout this erticle, only to have it come out about two weeks after
I was once more beck in the LASFS. I believe that in this VULCAN/
Bronson episode I did the most thorough job of making an ass of my-
self that I ever did enywhere, If I weren't trying to write & fact-
ual and realistic account, I'd be only too happy to suppress all men-
tion of it. :
A person standing on the .outside might heve jumped to
the conclusion thet the LASTFS, after the resignation of the Knanves,
would heve been & pretty much united group. How wrong he would have
been! There were at least three distinct cleavage lines, marksd by
extreme hostility, which divided the membership into overlepping
groups.
] Most important wgs the strong anti-Daugherty feeling. IlLlel
Brown spearheeded this, having conceived a violent hatred of "JD over
the Affeir of thes Stolen Artwork, which wes not in the least abeted
by. Deugherty's being taken on the staff of FAN SLANTS as the only con-
dition by which Daugherty would permit Brown to use any of Clyne's '
artwork. Thie situation came to a head in early Deceuber when Daugh-
erty jumped Brown for running off & Clyne illustretion on the wrong
color of paper, and the resulting ruckus nearly brought the two to
fisticuffs, I hcd to lead Mel outside and reeson with him for nearly
en. hour -to calm him down, Deugherty weas also cordiglly despised by
some of the members who resented his grabbing the floor for ego-boo
purposes, was held in slight regard by most of the more intelligent
members wWho resented hie strident floorgrebbing tactice on the g€rounds
thet they detreacted from the intellectuslity of the ‘club, . At the
time I was on good terms with Walt, and actuelly liked him e good
deel, despite the fact that I tended to regard his tendency towards
self-glorification as rather amising.

Secondly, there was a marked
anti-homosexusl feeling held by seversl members. It must be remem-
bered that the club ha@ from two to four active homosexuals in its
membership at all times, that one of the most aetive members of the .
club was- also its most vocal homosexual, and that he was continually
bringing other fags around the club. : :
= The last cleavage line was that
between Ackermen and the rest of the club. Ackerman wae riding ex-
tremely high on his "fandom is all" philosophy, and was not only ex-
preecing strong opinions against various members who chose to vary
their crifanec by music, the theater, sex, liquor, or anything else
(usuelly behind their backs) but was developing & most exasperating
habit of handing "delinquent” fanes prim little notes of rebuke in
which he chided them for going to the symphony, or shooting craps in
the club room, or going dencing, or taking a drink.
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Despite the swirling tides of &ntagonisms, the LASFS was
rolling along quite merrily. Kepner, in hies capacity of director,
instituted a very successful series._of discussion meetings, at which
basiness was held at a . minimum. His technicue was excellent. He him-
self would prepare an introduction, and would proceed to lecture the
¢lub on the chosen topie, exprescsing ‘Himself as extremely as possible.
The moment one of his outrageously unsapportable statements would
set someone off, Kepner would subside, and would resume talking only
as it was necessary toQ .keep the-discussion moving along. Right at
the point when the bullfest ‘was at its height, with two or three in-
dividuals clemoring at once for the right to be heard, he would ad-
Journ the meeting, which would 1mmedlately break up into several
viclently arguing groups. . -

e got traneferred to the day~shift in ear-
ly December, end very quickly got a belly-ful of the club. In typi-
cal Laney fashion, I commenced shooting off my mouth as to what was
wrong with the LASFS and before I knew it had outmaneuvered myself
into a position where T had to put up or shut up. Unfortunately for
my own tranquility, I am not the shutting-up type.

- Brown and Fern be-
came angered at Kepner over; some or the non-fan friends he Xept bring-
ing around the club, and came to me with the request-that I run for
director with their support. I turned this offer down, pointing out
that I'd not been around the club. long enough to get elected, and
that I .hmd enough to do without ‘tgking on a task which I “new regret-~
fully I'd be sucker enough to take seriously. But they kKept after me.
Then one evening in mid-December, Melt Duugherty button-holed me on
the way back to dinner, asked where we could go for a private talk.

I led him to my car, where he told me that he thought my ideas would
never take, that they were too close toc his own ideas with which he
had taken the directorship in 1940 but ‘that he felt‘about the same
way, and that if I'd accept, he intended to nominate me for director.
We telked the matter over, counting noses and votes, and I came to
the conclusion that T could probably run a pretty good race at that.
Between my reluctance to back down: on .my severe strictures on the
club and Walt's perSuanive-tongue I gave my consent.
' R This' led to a&n
idiotic comnt retemps. I immediately told Brown and Fern what I'd de-
cided, only to have Browvn blow his top and tell me that if I let
Daugherty nominate me he not only would not support me but he would
fight me with all he had. Fern backed him up. This attitude really
got up the Laney irish, and led to & six weeks rupture between myself
and Brown, since I told him off but good.
} Képner was nominated asgainst

me, but after talking over. my platform with him he expresseéd a wish
to withdraw, T tried to talk him out of it, but he did. Ackerman and
Moro jo talked him into reopening his nomlnation and this action was
the first thing that set me veering towards the side of the Kmenves,
since Yerke had bluntly pointed out that the Ackojo block, as he call-
ed it, stood entirely for neutrelity, banality, and the status quo--
I'd not believed it, but this action so clearly proved the truth of
this one statement that.it set me off reconsidering the entire Knanve
matter, something one could not do obJectlvely without being turned
agalnct the LASFS.

My platform might be of 1ncidental interest: (1)
Unite all Los ingeles fan dom under the banner of the LASTS. (This
was worded around the club in such wise as to lead Ackojo to believe
I would oppose any further attempts at ousters (such as the Degler
ruckus); actually meant that I intended to try to get the Knanves
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back into the club). (2) Continue Kepner's discussion meetings. (3)
Cleamn up the club and its membership both phpsicelly and peychologi-
celly. (Yes I was neive, wasn't I? But I've ezlwaye had a strong yen
for improving myself and ironing out my own many mental kKinks; my big
error was in presuming others around the club had any similer motiva-
tion.) (4) Get out an issue of SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES, vvhich hed been in
& disgusting state of suspended animetion for nearly six months. :

n
the course of my political manreuverings, I approached Kepner, and sug-
gested that if he felt my ideas on uniting the L4STS and the nanves
were eny good (he did) that it might help unite the club if he &nd I
made a reciprocal agreement that whichever one vas elected director
would appoint the other secretary, which of course was the #2 pfricer
of the club. The effect of this of course was to guarantee the club
& reasonably non-partisen slate of officers, a coalition cabinet, so
as to speak. XKepner accepted this deal.

On the night of the ekction
I happened to sit next to Kepner. As the ballots were being passed
eround, he leesned over to me and said, “ire you going to be a gentle-
men and vote for me, or a heel end vote for yourself?" ™thy, did you
ever heer of & Lancy being a gentleman?" I tossed back. O0f course I
voted for Xepner. The ballot was a tie.. "alter J. Daugherty was ex-
tremely snnoyed, since as teller he had to pases ocut & new set of bal-
lots. We voted the second time, and it was still a tie. Walter J.
Daugherty hit the ceiling, accused the club of m: king fun of him by
deliberately tying up the vote, demanded that either Kepner or I with-
draw from the race, end in general put on a typical Dsugherty displey,
including the customary threat to resign from the club. Kepner leened
over to me and suggested that we break the tie by decidéng between us
wiuich one was to be director. I said, "OK, I've bean voting for you;
I'1l change and vote for myself." "My God," Jimay screamed, "I've
been voting for me too!" The club howled. Tt ended up that both Kep-
ner end I voted for Laney, so I appointed him secretary, &s previously
agreed, continued Myrtle in office as treasurer, and adjourned the
meeting. 1943 was over in Shangri-L&.

I seem somehow to have missed
the exhumation of Cherles Edward Burbee Jr., so beforc closing thils
chapter, I'd better backtrack. Both indy Anderson and I hed corres-
ponded at some length with Burbee in my pre-LaSFS days; when he drop-
ped into town during the Christmas holideys he suggested we look the
guy up. The idea of a mystery man who wrote long letters to fan edi-
tore, subscribed to all fanzines, yet apparently had never been around
the LASFS appealed to Kepners imagination, go the three of us grabbed
a streetmap, and drove out to Burbee's house. He was most frieéndly,
made vastly with the beer and whiskey, and explained that he had gone
to the club ebout eight months previously, had welked into & roomful
of people who ignored him for half an hour, end had finelly left in
disgust. (This was and is the LiSFS' most annoying fecture--the rude
way in which visitors are deliberately ignored and mede to feel as un-
welcome as possible unless they are either known fans or ere sponsored
by some eggressive member who will force the club to recognise themn.)
We secured a promise from Burbee to try again, and left after s most
lovely four or five hour bullfest.

S0 T guess it is time for a vign-
2tte of Burbee, the guy who for a long time wes my best frienmd in fan-
dom. Physically he is tall and slender, with s leonine head wobbling
on a pipestem neck, bushy curly dark hair, swarthy features, snd a
pronouncedly Mexican cast of features (which no doubt stems from the
fact that he is of English exXtraction.) He is very much married to a
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somewhat shrewish wife and an indeterminate number of children. Bur-
bee is not worried about matters of ohild-raieing--he counts noees at
night, and if there are less than three he says, "Oh well,” and statte
aniother one that night. He is very easy-going, rather vain in some
respects, and semooths his passageway through 1life with a sense of hu-
mor that cen be called nothing less then unique. He 18 lots of fun,
put never &ppears to take anything seriously, a factor which at times
can be annoying. He is also the dirtiest telking men T heve ever
ynown. BSut he is a good egg, even if he is motiveted only by & pro-
found jealousy of Al Ashley's superior mind. (7hen I get to Ashley,
T intend to s&y: Al is & good egg, even if he 1s motivated only by
a profound jealousy of chas. Burbee's superior mind. This mey be 8@
peculiaer form of symbiosis.) At any rate, neither Al nor chas eén
telk to me for ten minutes without commencing to Tun down the other,
so I believe I am justified in presuning there is some sort of obscure
sttraction here. Burbee, despite hie easy-going ways, can be & Vvery
di ffieult person, but ie well worthy of cultivation, particularly if
you are bawdy-minded, for the guy is the best off-color raconteur I
have ever Known. His interest in fen dom and fantasy is reading with-
out collecting and publishing without ego boo (except of course for
charles Edward Burbee). Alter-interests include beer, bewdy reminis-
censes, tinkering with redios and other sound egquipment, and record
collecting.

psnother arrival on the December 1943 scene was Julee La-
zar, a hefty young jewish boy from Bos ton and the gtrangers' Club.
He was t&ll, hegvily built, and strong &s @ bull. He did not fit
very well into the club, being prone to teke offense where none was
intended, and through being gesentially uninterested in fendom, yet
just enough jntorverted so thet he found diffioulty in staying away
from the easy essociations of the club. T always rather 1iked Jules
until his tendency to shove people around after & couple of drinks
became toO pronounced. since he was only 16 or 17 at the time he was
in LA, I have 1i4$tle doubt but what he has grown into & pretty nice
fellow. Certainly there was room foT improvement .

oh boy. The next

chepter will be about the Teud. Hold onto your hats, folks!
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CHAPTER SIX
=000~

Thunder Over Paradise
ORGKOR A KR R K o Rk K RO kK

¥ith election to the directorship of the LASFS, the stor-
my affairs of %Ke club became my own peculiar responsiblliﬁy, or SO

I felt at the time. I had criticised the club savagely though con-
structively; here I had been given the driver's seat, end so it seem-
ed up to me to try to do something about the conditions which I hed
dedlored.

Trouble broke out alumost at once. _

My first ruckus of 1944

wes with ¥alter J. Daugherty over my membership in the National Fan-
tasy Fen Federation. Everett had come out of durance vile in late
1943 and had commenced his sbprong membership drive; his bosom buddy
Dawgherty seemed to regard it of prime importance that sll members of
the LASFS join the NFFF. "Los Angeles 100% behind the NFFF," was an
oft-reiterated cry about this time., Well, I heartily despise this
sort of imitation chember of commerce stuff, 7hy should we be 1007
behind anything? What had the NFFF ever done to warrant our support-
in 1t? ([t epperently was just another new attempt of the Cosmic Cir-
cle type of mind to get & lot of free ego-boo. Al)l I did was to eck
a few seerching and honest questions, Dsugherty answered my three
chief objections most unsatisfactorily: we should be 100% behind the
NFFF because it wes the national, thc LATIONAL, fem orgenizetion. Tt
wes not new, either; wes established in 1941, 0K, what had it done
in the past 2% to 3 years? Th, well...fandom did not cooperate; the
president was culled awey to the service of his country (!); well,
uh, well my god Laney it is the NATIMLL fan orgenization and the
LASFS should be 100% behind it.

So T turned it down cold. Daugherty
told me if I couldn't ar’ford it right then he'd put up the dollar,
and it mede me pretty thoroughly disgusted to be so totally unable to
get across uy point that I s=aw no need for the NFFF, and that I felt
it should pro¥e itself before I Jjoined.

So Mr. D. sent in & dollar
in my name anyway, over my flet refusal to join, I did not mince
words when I found out about it, but finally allowed that the pres-
tige of the LASFS demanded that it#s director belong to the NFFF, So
I paid over my dollar and slid back behind the sophistry that Laney
the fan was not a member of the NFFF but Leney the director of the
LASFS wes., But 1t strained the ¢ir between Daugherty and myself no
end.

(0ddly enough, neither at this time nor any other time during
the feud, did anyone tell Daugherty thet his idol was in the clink
on a morels rap. #He didn't went to hurt Daughe rty. He did not lcarn
of this until Al Ashley told him about it in the fall of 19485.)

The
next fuss, coming elmost simultemsgously with the NFFF embroglio, con-
cerned & fanne named Patti Grey 7Jood, & cousin or something of Moro-
jJo's who had for several years been more or less active in fendom un-
der the name of Pogo. She had been a member of the LLSFS fopr several
yeers, had merried a eclub member (Russ Wood), and moved to San Pedro.
Now her husband hed gone in the Navy, she wae going to live with Mo-
rojo, end she wanted to rejoin the LASFS. But it seems that she had
hed some sort of major quarrel with Ackermen, part of which is & met-
ter of public record in 1942 FAPA mailings and part of which I never
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did find out enything about. The upshot of it all was that Acikerman
flatly refused to have her in the club. Nuite frankly, this burned

me up. Pogo waes & member of FAPA, had published two fanzines under
her own power and three or four jointly with her husband; her sturf
did not rate especially well either in quelitvy or quentity, but it
wesn't so far below average but what it could be reed with more or
less interest; I felt that the club needed members, perticularly femi-
nine ones, and that Ackerman had no business whatever to try to Keep
anyone out of the olub, particularly in light of his assiduous foster-
ing of Clod Degler.

Nearly a1l of us applied the pressure pretty
hard, end Ackermen, appalled at the apparent lose of the esteem of
most of the club, rather grudgingly permitted her to join. (His meth-
od of keeping her out was to state that he personally would boycott
her in every wey, refusing to spe&k %o her or acknowledge her presence
if she rejoined. Pogo naturally enough did not wish to re join under
such conditions.) This whole thing coured me pretty completely on
sckermen for & while, and my disgusy with the lad was not decreased
by the comic opere bust-up with Morojo with the contradictory post
cards which occured at the seme time. (Ackerman broke off with Moro-
jo because she wanted to smoke in the clubroom, sent out about S0
postcards to fandonm announc ing the split-up--then had to send ous
enother postal a day later when Morojo gave in on the smoking.)

Any-
wey, FPogo Jjoined the club, so I suppose & vignette is in order. She
ie & rother large woman--not fat, but tell, big~boned, and well-built;
carries 140 pounds in & manner that mekes them look like 120. Shz is
brunette, pretty good lcoking, and noteble for an air of vague help-
lsssness which largely steme from myopia and is not at all reflective
of a rether self-sufficient and comnetant personality. Her interest
in fandom was almost entirely limited to the people in fan dom, rather
than in fantasy, stf, or other facets of the field; and she was far
more interested in going dencing than in sitting around the turgid
atmosphere of the club.

The first three or four meetings of my term
ren rather emoothly. The Kesner-led discusgsions featured then, and
for the most part I did fairly well in keening businesse (or quasi-
business)off the floor, This was pretty hard on some of the boys
like Daugherty, whose chief pleasure seemed 1o be getting the floor
and holding forth for half an hour on how dirty the club room was or
something else of egual moment--but it did tend to make the meetings
of more interest, particularly to the outer-circle members who after
all did not care & faint damn who got his ego boo and how, but were
more interested in serious discussions.

But what business there vas
turned out to be red-hot. “Juen the Kananves resigned from the club,
verke hed retained his title of Honorary Secretary, and early in nmy
term of office approached the LASFS with the idea of being confirmed
aes an honorary member. Since the club had permitted Biuce to use the
title "honorary secretary" repeatedly in club publications, it seemed
to me a foregone conclusion that the group would acknowledge the ho-
nor. Ackermen, Morojo, and Daugherty had & fit--claimed he had never
been made an honorary member, and that he had never even been made
honorary secretary, though it developed that he had held thaet office
for over five years. An attempt to check the conflicting claims by
referring to the minutes merely showed that certain sets of minutes
were lacking altogether. It could ha¥e been carelessness, but at the
time I felt they had been deliberately extracted and destroyed. I
still think s0, though I haven't a shred of proof. The affair canme
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to a head at dinner one night before the regular meeting. Accusations
of tempering with the minutes were being hurled pretty freely, and
Ackerman, who apparently felt very deeply against Yerke, ceemed to
think that some of us wanted to destroy the club by permitting T.
Bruce Yerke to belong to it.. It was all very assinine, but feeling
was rising very high. Wishing to preserve a modicum of peace in the
club (after sll, I'd been director only two weeke) I suggested to the
arguing parties that the whole Yerke metter be turned over to me,- and
that T would make a constitutional interpretetion on ‘the strength of
which the matter might be decided. 04dly enough, this seemed satis-
factory to most of them. Of course my line of thought wes pretty
obvious; Yerke himself had written the club constitution no more than
three months previously, and I was certain that he had provided for
himself therein.  Unfortunately he had neglected to do so; though I
spent most of the evening studying the document I could -find no pre-
text on vhich I could ennounce Bruce &s an honorary member. £o of
course I had to rule tuat the constitution did not provide for hono-
rery officers; however, I pointed cut, it would be a fine gesture if
we were to grant Bruce an honorery membership,t#since he has served as
en officer of the club for yeare and moreover is one of the few local
fans who has any sort of reputation owtside Los Angeles.® This made
ickermen very engry; “Give him an honorary membership? Why, he hEs
insulted the club!" :
- My perscnal affairs struck a nadir in mid-Janu-
ary.. In the first place, I was rather dissatisfied with my job at
the time, yet could not as yet figure eny angles to get eround the
war manpower commision and meke a change, particularly in light of my
rather shaky stending with my draft board. Secondly, the gquarrel be-
tween myself eand Jackie had become terribly bitter---she seemed to
hold me personally respons ible for the housing shortage, reved and
raved because I hed not rented & house and sent for her (though she .
steadfastly refused to ellow me to buy & house at swollen wartime
prices--nearly 40% of what & house would cost today in 1947), demand-
ed that T come back immedictely end go to work for Boeing (and live
with my in-laws), end so on. Well, the Teird 7illys was done, finish-
ed. It would still hobble around town after a fashion, but both it
and ite tires were too far gone to take off on a trip. £nd I most
certainly did not intend to spend the furaniture money for a dubious
used car which might turn out to be even worse. To lend greater imme-
diecy to the situation, my room at the Lee was becoméng impossible---
the hotel was trying to put me out (=0 they could make more money on
the room by renting it by the night) and had mancged to make it wnin-
habitable--through raensacking my drescer daily while I was at work
and leaving my clean clothes strewn all over the room, unlocking my
door and leaving it standing open, not permitting me visitors, and =
on. To top it off, I still had that bronchiel cough which had been
chronic since early October; I felt lousy physically, and missed
enough work to'cut my carnings away down--this of course lezding to
a certain amount of psychological upset and worry which wes not in
the least abated by the letters my supposed helpmate was Knocking me
over with once or twice & week. I mention @ll this simply to point
out that I was not myself during those first few weeke of 1944, and
thet these other conditions undoubtedly contributed to my getting so
bitterly involved in the feud. Imegine it, here I was caught in @
situation in which I could see no avenue of satisfactory escape, yet
one tiny facet of it (the club) most definitely was suseptible to be-
ing worked on.

It was in the middle of my depressed period that T
brought out the "drunken" FAN-DANGO which caused so much ungavoreble
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comment for the next year or so. The Sunday of January 16, 1944 saw
me confronted with a FAPA deadline, a date with Pogo, and & bottle of
Tum. I started the afternoon cutting stencils furiously to try to
get moet of them done before my date; being in the dumps anyway start-
ed sampling my bottle, and first thing I knew €l1 my disgust with life
in general and the LASFS-in particular started pouring out of that
machine. Somewhere along the line I knotked off, went on my date, and
came back around midnight gloriously potted. ' Kepner was there and
wanted company, since he intended to mimeograph all night, so I went
beck at it with more force than judgement. On looking over that once
nctorious issue, I find myself in hearty accord with nearly everything
I said. The trouble was that I did not substantiete my remarks (tak-
ing my proofs for granted without realising that most fans ideslise
boih the LASFS and fandom) and that my language occacsionelly got just
& .shade wvulgar,. _ W
: : £long about this time I had discovered that Pogo in-

tended to divorce her husband,; and.commen¢ed taking her out quite a
bit, seeking in her and one or two other girls a bit of compensation
for my own stormy metrimonisl situation. 'And this brought me headon
into collision with Ackerman. Certainly I was around the club a num-
ber of times when I hed been drinking. So were a'lot of others.. As
long as I could carry my liquor (which I definitely -could and can do)
I couldn't see that it was enyone's business but my own, and I not
only resented the fact of meddling on Ackerman's péart, but even more
his refusal to tell me off like & man and hiec constant circuleting of
lurid and unfounded tales about me, tales which came back to me &l-
most deaily &t about that time. , , Z 5 : :
_ _ Also, when I ooummenced ‘dating three
to five nights a week, Ackerman and some of his friends began howling
thet I was neglecting the club, forgeftting that I was still spending
more time around the sacred stye than any director since excert Acker-
men himself. Though I find myself unable to remember specific in-
stances, I still recall vividly how bitterly I lashed out, "Was this
place ¢ male nunnery, and had I taken some perverted vow of chastity
end self-denial?®, when 8ll this finally ceme to my attention once
too often.

- The drinking situation came to @ head in mid-January. Po-
g0 and I had decided to use the clubroom and Mike Fern's radio as a
epot in which I could teach her to dance; I had pert of & bottle of
rum, perhaps two-thirds of a pint. We waited until the fans had left,
then went over and spent perhaps an hour dancing and telking and tak-
ing an occasional -short nip. Kepner dropped in and also picked up
some dancing lessons by remote control. (No, Burbees, I didn't dence
with him.)  About 11:20 the radio went sour, we talked for a while
and then decided to play pinochle, which we did until ebout 2:;00. We
gtill hed some of the rum left when we adjourned, so it is pretty evi-
dent no one was more thun faintly heppy; &nd we also tidied up the
club, leaving it neeter than it hed been when we entéred it.

- ‘ 2 : N : The
next evening &ll hell broke loose. Daugherty and Ackermean both jump-
ed me for turning the club into a whorehouse, holding a drunken party,
and destroying the members' property. 1I.gave right back with as good
as I got, and it was & honey of & fuss. From here on out, it was open
war between Ackerman and Dgugherty ageinst me.

I finally had gotten
my bellyful of both the Lee Hotel and my. dear wife's fantastic refu-
sel to fece the facts on housing.. I decided to lay off work and hunt
full time for & rentel. TWhen. I finslly.saw that such did not exist,
but that there were.& number of cheaply aveilable store-buildings,
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many eguipped so as to be converteble. into housing with little or no
effort, I <ecided to meke & comprimise, rent and furnish a store {(af-
ter 11, I had to buy furniture anywey and had the money for thet pur-
pose), then sell Juckie on the idea of buying a house.

‘. Very shortly
T had located a former vegetable market, located at 1104 South Georgiea.
It was horribly filthy, having been empty since its Jap tenents had
been put in & concentration camp in early 1942, and was in a tough
part of town; on the other hand it was filled with shelving, had a
small separate room in back, a toilet room, & sink with running cold
water, and several ges outlets. The lendlord zgrecd to give me a
gas hotplate on which to heat water and permission to do anything to
the shelves I wanted to. So I rented it for %$50.00 @ month, bought
o bedroom set and & living room set, end moved in. Jules Lozar help-
ed me move and do the heavier 1ifting, and one weekend of really hard
work saw me fitted up with a really nice apartment. I tore out all
but two sections of the shelves, rebuilt these into an "L", using the
leg (backed with the corrugated board off my mattress box) as a parti-
tion., This gave me a three room suite: 20x30' living room, 20x18"
bedroom (containing the sink and hotplate as well), 12x12' utility
room (w«hich leter was fitted up as a publishing workroom) «nd of
course the toilet room back in the far corner. That was the once-fa-
mous Fran Shack. It had its flaws, notably the tendancy for street
dirt to blow in under the door, end the inconvenience of having to
bathe out of a small pan. But I had & broom and was not afraid to
use it, and you'u be surprised to know how much bath ‘water can be
made out of a gallon of furiously boiling water.

‘ The second meeting
of my directorship, I amnounced thet since I could find no qualified
person willing to take over the editorship of SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES to
replace Phil Bronson, the club would devote the last meeting of each
month to getting out a jointly published issue. I asked for a show
of hands to see who was willing to do what, and very shortly had a
pretty good issue lined up. Daugherty came in shortly after this,
and immediately had a fit, cleiming thet joint publishing had been
tried before (under his eegis) and hed feiled abysmelly. "It can't be
done." Ackerman, under this prodding, allowed that-he was afraid of
being stuck with all the work. '

Since everything I had yet suggested,
since my election, had been greetdad not only by this Daugherty "“"can't
be done" sound-off, but by apparently sustained attempts to discour-
age anyone who might want to try it anyway, I called Daugherty on it
right out loud, accusing him pointblank of trying tc sabotege my at-
tempts to do anything with the club and suggesting that his possible
motive might be that he did not want to see anyone succeed where he
had failed. Somehow, Daugherty's and my relations took 2 turn for
the worsc about this time.

But the membership went on anyway, writing
and stencilling for SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES. I wrote & two page article
entitled, "Knenveism: A Boon for Fankind?", in which I analysed the
first issue of THE XNANVE, and suggested possibilities for the group,
likening them to the alumni associations in mundane ayjay. The tone
of this article was on the whole rather friendly towards the Xnanves,
though it was not without a certain amount of sarcastic undertones,
and wondered out loud if they'd be big enough to rise to their oppor-
tunities. Ackerman, incensed by the #1 KMENVZ, wrote a really rugged
article called "Knanve is a Louse, by L. Sprague de Campfollower" in
which he stuck his usually retrected neck out just as far es it wuld
reach, and put out & pretty sharp personal attack on Yerke and Bronson
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Among other things, it stated that Bronson .and Yerke had stated that
they would walk across the street rather than speak to Ray Bradtury,
that Yerke weas rejected from the army as a man ic-depressive, and &
number of other items which would be hard to prove. (Yerxe, for exa-
mple, was put in 4-F on account of hypertension,) Forry showed the
article to me, end asked me whet I thought of it. 'ell, I knew very
little of the facts of Yerke's seven year sojourn in’ the club, so I
told Ackie that if he wers:reasonably sure of his facts I thought it
was OK. I figured it would get & rise out of the Xnanves, that t hey
probably would answer it, and that in the course of the resulting
controversy the truth would protebly come out. And I didn't care a
rap who ended up with a tarnished reputation. -
, _ : ' ? ‘In due season, the last
meeting of Januery rolled around, the meeting at which we were to pub-
lish SHANGRI-L'AFFAINES. I had done & conciderable amount of advance
planning, assigned Huown and Fern (both,shaky typiste) .to. the mimeo-
graph, and had arranged that some stencils were already cut for them
to start in on. Before the meeting, I went next door to Pogo's, got
to talking, and let the time for starting the meeting roll past. Tt
made no difference, really; everyone knew what was plenned and thet
there was to be no formal meeting other thean & call to order, reading
of minutes, and adjournment; and the secretary (Kepner) was supposed
to preside in the absence of the director. TFor some reason, Kepner
could not bring himself to call the meeting to order, and & number of
the people (notably Joquel) got extrenely angry because I was not
present. Joquel had a tantrum and stormed out of the club,.and short-
ly I got a phone call from Fern, who also seemed in evil- mood.- I
asked if the meeting had started, found it hedn't, and told Fern to
tell Kepner to c&ll it to order and get it over-with, that I'd be
over as soon as I finished my drink. A few moments leter, Fern came
into the apartment without knocking and walked right down my throat.
I blew up at him, told him I didn't intend to preside, that ZXepner
had certain definite duties in my absence,; and that I would come over
as soon as the club was ready to start publishing. Following which,
I shoved him out the door and slamméd it on him, and went back in for
another drink. ' =
I arrived at the club, finally, just as Kepner was
adjourning the meeting, doled out assignments to the few who did not
already know what to do, and commenced stencilling my own article.
I cut the two stencils, checked to see that everyone had something
to do, and took Pogo around the corner for a short drink. Everyone
seemed furious at me. I got back, found little had been done in my
absence except cuss me, but I merely sat down and compoeed an editor-
iel on the stencil. I got it Tinished ell but two or three lines,
was called across the room to settle the order in which certain un-
foreseen items would fit into the iddue, looked eround and saw thaet
everyone hed a half an hour of work while I had perhaps two minutes,
g0 took Pogo around the corner agein for another drink. 3
' - : When I came
back, the atmosphere was pretty tense. Mel remarked he needed a sten-
cil to run off, so I sat down %o finich mine only to discover thet
Ackerman had finished it in a most insulting way. I blew up about it,
and the meeting ended up in a savage quarrel. Ackermen, 3rown, Tern,
and Daugherty (the latter having just dropped in) waded into me for
neglecting my duty; I came right back to point out that I had written
and stencilled three pages out of a twelve page issue, had coprdinated
the work, that I was only one-fifteenth of the people present but
haed done a querter of the actual work, and what did they expect for
two bits. I further geve gckerman the tongue-lashing of his career
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for sabotaging my stencil. The upshot of it all was that we did not
quite finish the issue, having, as I recall, 10 of the 12 pages done,

The next day &t work, I thought the whole thing over, realised that
while T probably should have made a point of being on hand every se-
cond there was nothing to meke such a fuss about, since after all I
hed done my part of it (if I was that much faster a typist that I
could go out for a while too that was Jjust the reward of genius(!!
or something) end that anyone would resent being sent for in so in-
sulting a fashion when there was no need to send for him at all. On
the other hand I realised thet I had never had any serious trouble
with enyone while I was merely & member of the club, and it occured
to me that I'C better give the club back to the nitwite and confine
my fanning to publiching THE ACOLYTE. So that night I wrote out &
resignation as diresctor, which I thenceforth carried in my pocket,
with the resolution tc use it the moment another fuss came over the
horizon.

' But that was on Friday.

s Sunday the whole complexion of the

brewing feud changed sherply. AlbBng about noon I was puttering around
Fran Shack when there came & rap at the door and there were Phil Bron-
son, Buns BessBon, and Bruce Yerke. Yerke was at the point of a tem-
per tantrum over Ackerman's "Knanve Is 4 Louse" which the three had
just read, and peremptorily demended that I suppress the article. I
told him I was double-damned if I'd be intimidated, particularly in
my own house, that I took orders from no one on club affairs, but I
would be only too heppy to tealk to him ebout it if he could present
his case civilly. He more or less subsided, grumbling like a bear,
and Bronson took the conversational ball, from time to time subduing
Yerks. Benson throughout the afternoon said little or nothing.

It
seemed that all of them had taken violent excention to the article,
particularly on certain points which they assured me were totally un-
fectual, and that they felt ALckerman's characteristic ducking behind
a pseudonym would make the publishing of it an official sent iment of
the club., :

I pointed out that Ackemman had submitted the erticle to
me in advance, that I had told him it would be QK if he were reason-
ably sure of his facts, and that since it was re fently impossible for
me to heve witnessed most of the stuff the article waes talking about
I could do little but take Forry's word. However, I pointed out that
the pages of SHANGRI L'AFFAIPRES were open for a rebuttal, thet if
necesesary I would mimeograph the Inanve's article myself, and that
I was quite willing to put it right in the same issue as "Xnanve Is
A Louse" and let fandom as & whole pass judgement on who was truthful.

Yerke looked very much startled. 3Just where do you stand between
the club and us?u

¥1'm trying to be neutral, but I'm getting sick of
some of the stuff that goes on around the LASF3%, I replied, and went
on to tell of the various troubles I'd had, and of my intention to
resign &s director. I got out the resignation and hended it to Phil.

He recd it over, burst out laughing, and remerked thet it read like
Yerke hed written it. 8My god! Are you one of usou

So we settled
down for an afternoon of conversetion which definitely was the turn-
ing point of the feud. I did my best to telk the Xnanves into re-
Jjoining; pointing out that four more votes would control the club,

e




and that if we could only maintein political control for a while we
could probably raise the standards of the club sufficiently to make

it an organization worth belonging te. Bronson at length seemed will-
ing to rejoin, Benson said he wanted no further yort of fandom, and
Yerke seemed wavering but more or less unwilling to back down on his
previous resignation unless the club could make some concession.

' We
commenced comparing notes on the LASFS during the past two months, and
very shortly discovered thet both Ackerman and Daugherty hed done
everything they could both to turn all club members against the Knan-
ves and to convince the Xnanves that the club was united ageinst them.
Before long we had wcrked out a nsoulous sort of pact; Bronson was to
rejoin the LASTS for voting purposes and attempt to bring Cuamberlain
in with him, Yerke wae to remain cutside the club but it was vaguely
understood that if the matter of his honorary membership were to be
cettled one way or another he would rejoin and take over the secretary
job once more, with Xepner being kicked upctairs to a post &s program
director. At the same time, he made it plain that he was dubious as
to the possibility of the club amounting to anything, end that he felt
& separate group, minus Ackerman, Dagugherty, Morojo, Crozetti, and
one or two others, would be the best ultimate solution to the problem
of having ean adult and intellectual fan club in Los Angeles.

: At ebout
this point in the conversation, I remembered my anti-Bronson blast I'd
sent -to Innmen. Gulp! So I told them about it, hended Phil the car-
bon, and dashed off an airmail note telling Imnnman to kill the arti-
cle. (Our comparing of notes hed shown beyond a shadow of a doubt
that I had largely based my article on erroneous concithsions.) Phil
was pretty angry over the carbon, but Yerke exploded into gargantuan
laughter when he read it, reminded Phil of a letter they had received
on the same subject from Art Sehnert, and shortly we were all friends.

Late in the afternoon, the Xnanves headed towards the club with the
intention of talking Ackerman into withdrawing his article. He with-
drew it.

The next evening, I learned of this, and was stunned. 1In
the first place, this necessitated rerunning over hald of SHANGRI
L'AFFAIRES, &nd for no good reason that I could see. In the second
place.....

4Regardless of what the Knanves said or did not say yester-
day, that article is either more or less true, or more or less false,
If it is more or less true, then your withdrawing it under pressure
brends you as a coward. If it is more or less false, then your writ-
ing it at all brands you es & liar. C(en't you say something reason-
ably objective to me, that will give me an excuse to preserve a good
cpinion of you®?u

Forrest J Ackerman said nothing.
tThen as far &as
I'm concerned, you are a lying and cowardly son of a bitch;% I said
coldly, and welked out of the cIub.
The feud was on.

Two days later,
on Yednesday, Fern and Brown came to me, apologised for their part in
the row with me at the publishing session, pointed out that they were
sick of the club in general and Ackerman in particular, and could T
as director use a couple of new henchman who were willing to vote to
expell ickerman from the club.

I welcomed their support, naturally,
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but pointed out that I wanted & more or less united club, that Acker-
men wes easily the most interested fen in town, end thet he belonged
in the club. I went on to scy that I felt he was riding entirely too
high, that his self-righteousness was driving the better class of mem-
bers out of the club, and that he most certainly needed & shaking
down.

uvhy don't we Just suspend his honorery membership for 30 or
60 days with the idea of handing him, with & jolt, the factual pic-
ture of what he is doing to the club, which we all know he thinks so
much of?8 Of course I didn't know Ackerman as well then as I do to-
day, or I never would have made sueh a suggestion., I wrongly supposed
that he would be shocked into exemining objectively his reletions with
the club, see for himself how his actions were slienating so many of
the members, and mend his ways somewhtt,

The next night, Bronson re-
joined the club, end I appointed him to the eXecutive committee as &
member et large, and celled & meeting of the group to be held in Po-
gots apeartment for & half hour before the meeting. Xnowing that ijo-
rojo would not countencnce ony disciplinary action directed at Forry,
I did not inform her of the meeting, which of course was u grave er-
ror in poMtical tactics, as wedl &s ethics. But I was afraid that
she would talk the other members of the executive committee around
againet me, and thet she would thus nullify the effect of what I in-
tended to spring &s & surprise. The only way around it would have
been to dismiss her #as treasurer, something I did not feel justified
in doing without cause, particularly in light of her long service in
that office.

Present &t the committee meeting were Jimmy Kepner, Sec-
retary; Mel Brown, libraricn; Mike Fsrn and Phil Bronson, members-at-
largs; and Pogo as an interested bystander. Now Kepner had been my
chiefest supporter through the entire month previous, but when it
ceme to actuslly implementing some of the things we'd been talking
about he hud one of his frequent chang es of heart and flatly refused
to have anything to do with it, adding that he intended to get Forry
and Morojo and run me out of office. I asked for and received his
resignation as secretary, on the grounds that my edministretion hed
to be united and that if it did something the club didn't like they
could get a new administration. in which Kepner, no doubt, would find
a place., He immedietely left the mecting and went tattling to Acker-
men end the elub., I appointed iMel Brown decretary, and we fell to
discussing the ickerman ouster. Cold feet became in evidence at once,
particularly from Pogo. I cmphasiezed that the last thing I wonted
was for Ackerman to lcave the elub, that all T wented wes disciplin-
ary action to try to bring him to his senses a little, and that T
felt it would do the trick if we, the executive committee were to
vote unenimously that we felt his honorary membership should be sus-
pended for thirty days, saying why of course, and that we should
couple this ennouncement with some remerk from me steting that I felt
the matter had gone far enough to open someone's eyes, and announce
that I should like to hear & motion to table this report for a period
of thirty days. We so sdreed, and went over to the club.

Kepner hed
really stood them on their ears, and the place was buzzing like & hor-
nets' nest. Aand by no means was the sentiment all pro-Ackermsn, €ither
TForry geve me & look that I will never forget--a half-hurt half-angry
stare--cnd never looked dirsctly at me &gain until the feud was over.
(Nor did he speck to me agsin for three months.) I called the rmeeting
to order, ran through the prescribed ritual of minutes and treesurer's
report, announced that Brown had replaced Kepmer as secretary. Moro-
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jo had passed Pogo & note, requesting to talk with me; I saw it, and
declared a recess for a second meeting of the executive committee,
including Morojo. She did her level best to talk me out of my ideas,
but failed to get very fer becauss she insisted on getting off on &
tengent expleining why Ackermen was more worthy of being #1 fen than
Tucker, who had just sugceeded to thet position. She and I agreed,
howsver, that Forry was badly in need of psychiatric cere, that he
was e rming the club with his fenaticel puritanism and other actions,
but disegreed violently on what to do about it., She emphasized thet
if the club suspended Forry he would commit suicide, a possibility
thet had never occurred to me since I could not envision snyone be-
coming wrapped up in fandom to that extent. Finelly, we decided to
let the matter rock along {after all, Forry hed been given eample evi-
dence that his wayes were offensive to a sizeable portion of the mem-
bers--which was ©ll I had ever intended to do). £o we went back, I
called the meeting back to order, remarked that everyone knew what
had been discussed earlier in the evening, thaenk's to the Bloyal ¢o-
operetion of my lete secretary%, that the only intention was to show
someone that his attitudes and actions around the club needed a cer-
tcin emount of attention, and thet the matter was dropped. I adjourn-
ed the meeting, but then made a side-rem&rk that if we were going to
purge enyone, it would be a good idec to start in with Walter J. Dsu-
gherty. I then went over to Ackerman, and tried to tell him the un-
derlying idees of the apporent attempt at an ouster, but he turned
his back and refused to listen.

So the next day, before going to the
Bixelstresse, I wrote ickerman a friendly enough letter, in which I
set forth the things he had refused to let me tell him the night be-
fore. When I arrived et the clubroom, I w~alked into an embroglio de
luxe. Welter J. Duwugherty, who had not been present at the meeting
the night before, had hecrd that I suggested purging him, and for
some recson did not seem to like it. He lit into me and I 1it right
baok. In response to his remaris I told him just precisely why I con-
sidered him to be & liability to the elub: ii.s utter intractebility,
his complete lack of reliability, his floor-hogging, his apparently
deliberate «ttempts to sabotiuge everything that was not emblazoned
%¥ith the necme of Dgugherty end the complete lack of accomplishments
(other then on & verbel level) of anything that wes emblazoned with
the neme of Deugherty. Oh, it was a honey of a spat! I daresay ten
people set quiet a8 mice in thet room while we had it out. I expected
him to teke a poke at me any moment; it was running through the back
of my mind thet I shouldn't get into ¢ fist fight with him becsuse
I'd be giving eway twenty-five pounds (FTL, 155 lbs; 7JD, 180 1bs);
at the same time I was m=d clear through with an inner fury that wes
like icy fire, and I was damned if I'd back down & fraction. No
blows were struck, as it turned out, but it was mighty neer to it
more than once. In retrospect, I've felt that I gave a definitive
statement of the case against Daugherty that night--at least, every-
o?e present except Ackerman has been strongly anti-Daugherty ever
since.

Right at this point in the feud, I realised that I had gone
far too far to think of backing down, yet reelised with a sudden
burst of clarity that my following, such as it was, was in the first
Place elmost entirely losing interest in fandom, and secondly was too
lacking in common interests to make an enduring separate club, I
finally came up with an idea for & olub within the club which, it
seemed to me, would guarantee political control (thus preventing a
few of us from being suddenly expelled if the Ackojo block -should
ever get the upper hend) and at the same time try to 1ift the club to
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a higher intellectual level, .despite: the hard féelings which, I felt,
would graduelly die out if:we could avoid any further-hostilities for
a few monthes and couple this interegnum with an attempt at a construc-
tive progran. . e . ' '
r,.+ _.I*went g0 far as to draft a rough charter; in which I
gave & few of.the possibilities as-a basis for discussion. I celled
the group "The;Qutsiders and Others”, and set it up as an honorary
political jorgenization, semi-secret in nature, whose avowed purpose
was to build up the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society through both
example and precept. Even to this very day (April 1947) the LASFS
has suffered acutely from a general low level of membership standards
and a preoccupation with political wrangling in pregerence to con-
structive ‘activity. Since the club claims to take to its bosom enyone
professing an interest in fantasy, it is a lodestone to crackpote and
psychiatric freaks of all descriptions, and the presence of so many )
of these impossibles tends constantly to drive away the few worthwhile
people which the group attracts. °A reasonably mature snd intelligent
person very shortly finds greener pastures than the LASFS unless he
heppens to be deeply involved in-fen publishing or to a lesser extent
collecting, but the fuzzleheads, socially inacceptable almost anywhere
else, not only find themselves welcomed by the club byt find enough
other impossibles to assocliate with that driving them out is almost
impossible. &nd the preoccupation with its own inner &ffairs, which
can never be of other than clinicel interest to the newer member, pre-
vents the club's having anything remotely resembling an intellectually
stimulating plane of activity save in spurts; if for no other reeason
than because the constant grind of intrigue and counter-intrigue and
the long and deadly business meetings consume all the time &nd energy
available to the group.
: & Tarough the establ ishment of the Qutsiders
I proposed to cope with both these me jor problems. The group, as I
envie ioned it, was to be invitational and highly selective, with a
unenimous ballot reguired for admission. Since we would refuse to
accept the more dubious specimens, their inability to get into the
inner circle would tend to drive them away, and our being united woulad
meke it possible to expell the more thick-skinned ones. In short, I
wented to substitute the cold shoulder for the glad hand, and reserve
our hospital ity for worthwvhile people, instead of wasting it on the
misfits, crackpots, and impossibles,
Since the club revolved so ex-
clusively around its own polities, I proposed making the Outsiders a
political mechine to end all political machines, take end keep poli-
tical control of the club, and then attemnpt to focus the meetings on
some thing worthwhile for a change. Previous attempts at discussion
meetings frequently ran foul of someone's desire to get the floor :
and, through lack of intellectual depth sufficient to present enything
of interest, talk about the club's already too much talked of affairs.
I wanted constitutional changes put through which would force all
club business to be submitted in writing and passed on by the execu-
tive coumittee before being allowable on the floor. This would eli-
minate 90% of the business I have seen brought up in the LLSFS be-
tween 1943 and 1947, because so little of it is really business; most
of it is just Daugherty or someone like that trying to get some ego-
boo. I wanted extreme powers Wecsted in the director, under the theo-
ry thet he should perform much as & city manager, discharging most of
his duties without a lot of time-wasting pelaver, and being subject
to recsll or impeachment if he got out of hand. T wanted more strin-
gent controls over the recruiting of new members, with a reasonable
probationary period so that we could spot the worst cuses before we
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saddled ourselvet with them. =R A
I proposed to exercise snd maintain

this control through the use of block voting in all elections and club
business. Whenever necessary, The Qutsiders would meet and discuss
any proposed piece of business or select the next group of officers or
do whatever else was needful. ' Among ourselves we would use completely
democratic methods, with full and free discussion, then vote. Each
Outsider was to pledge himself to vote in the ensuing LASFS meeting
the way the majority of Outsiders had voted in their own meeting. 1In
this way control of the LASFS would be child's play, since we would
have had at most times a bioec of 10 to 12 votes to cast en masse in

& club of 20 to 25 mewbers, some of whom would be sure to vote our
way Jjust on the intrinesic merits of the matter under consideration.

It may be wondered why I kept harping o much on phditical control of
the LASFS, but it must be remembered that without this control there
was no way of keeping the less vorthwhile things from coming on the
floor and consuming &an entire meeting, nor was there any means of
trying to build up a qualitative membershdp. -
i In the form I have just
described, The Outcsiders never existed. Yerke opposed it becaucse he
felt that we would do better-to get clear out and away from the club
and meke @ fresh, clean start. Kepner and one or two others had their
idealism outraged by the realism of the bloc voting and other points.
However, the real death blow t0 the c¢lub-within-the-club ceme in the
rushing events of the next few days. a3 :
: Immediately following the abor-
tive discimlinary action aimed at Ackerman, Jules lLazat sought me out
and was golng to knock my block off for taking overt action against
Forry. The best my occasionally glib tongue could do was to calm him
down a little; he was completely uanable to see any reason why we had
attempted to set Forry down a notch. Two or three days later, Jules
and one or two others had = crap game in the clubroom; Ackerman got
wind of it, and handed Jules one of those primly stuffy little notes
of rebuke he was so free with in those days. Lazar hit the ceiling
as though he had just attained criticel mass. ' ;
Of more practical im-
portance, he came to me, apologised for wanting to knock my block off, -
and gave me the most extreme anti-Ackermen lecture of the whole feud. .
He added that his vote was strictly anti-Ackerman from then on, and
that he also held the proxy of Alva“Rogers, who had just left town
and returned to his parents' home in San Diego. (It wight be added
that Rogers had given this proxy to Jules with verbal instructions to
use it as Ackerman directed, not reelising that Jules was going to
change sides.) 3l ' -
Well, this gave us two more votes; I counted them over
in my mind end nearly fainted when I saw that we could for the first.
time in the feud probebly carry a two-thirds me jority vote. So at the
next meeting, I instituted a motion to eledt T. Bruce Yerke to hodo-
rary membership in the LASFS. Apart from Bronson, : who made the motion
Tor me, I took no one into my confidence as to what: I intended trying;
and in fact set up as a smoke Screen the discussion among the Out si-
ders of what we could do to ruin the LASTS just before we resigned--
Ssuch as send the entire treasury to Ziff-Duvis for long term subscri-
ptions in the clubs name, or elect Wglter J. Dawgherty director, or
perform some other heinous piece of sabotage.
L It appeared thet 14 per-
sons qualified to vote attended the meeting. Lazar submitted the pro-
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xy of alva Rogers, but it was with a sudden sense of misgiving that I
neard Ackermen submit the proxy of Juhn M. cunninghem, & character
whose army career had carried him briefly through Shengri L& but logg
enough for him to part with ten bucks for a life membership in the
LASFS, (The category of 1life meumber, and the dues for it, were easily
decided when Cunningham asked about becoming a life member and .the
club discovered he had ten dollars.) It was pretty obvious that 1if
Ackerman were going to write to every fan who hed ever been a member
of the LASFS and tell them a few carefully censored and misleading
helf-truths he could get enough proxy votes to run the c¢lub by him-
self, even though he turned every fan actually on the scene totally
against him. The idea of challeng ing Cunningham's proxy flashed into
my mind, but I quickly saw that it was more, important to try to get
Yerke's honorary membership (with the conseuent return of Bruce to
the club), and that it would be easy enough for us to quash this pro-
xy idea if we had the two-thirds majority vote in hand, since we could
even amend the constitution with that.

T asked if there was any dis-
cussion on the motion to grant T. Bruce Yerke an honorary meubership,
looking directly at Ackerman as I did so. There was a short silence.
Finally someone called for the question. I appointed a couple of non-
voters to act as tellers, and stupidly declared a recess while they
passed out the ballots. Even more stupidly, I neglected to watch
them like maxkEc a hawk, and was stunned when they ennounced the re-
sult of the vote before I had ocalled the meeting back in order. The
vote was 11 for and ‘5 against, giving Bruce his two-thirds me jority
by e margin of one vote. I knew that this ballot would certainly be
chellenged, since it took place while the club was in recess, and tho'
Wwe probably could have bulled it through (such as by my claiming to
have reopened the meeting) it seemed evident that the motion would
carry, and it seemed far better to have it absolutely in order. SO
I apologised to' the club, explained what had happened, end reguested
a new ballot, ;

As these new ballots were being pessed out, Ackerman
got to his feet and said, 2If T. Bruce Yerke is given an honorary mem-
bership in this club, I shall feel that all honorary memberships are
without honor.s

The result of the new ballot was an 8 to 8 tie.

. 5 X
was completely stunned by this reversal. I shen't meke &ny gommeﬁps
on the tactics Ackerman used, except that their success showed me be-
yond controverting that there was no use trying to do anything with
the club as long as one member could sway that many votes with so
little effort; particulerly when that same member's actions were near-
1y all in direct opposttion to making the club into an adult group,
and when he could get proxy votes right and left.

T suddenly rememnm-
bered the resignation as director which I had written a couple of
weeks previously, and the next thing I kmew I was reading it. Bur-
bee made his long promised visit to the club just in the middle of
the recital and he has told me since that he could nct understand why
a vhole roomful of people would sit quietly and hear themselves torn
apart so insultingly without doing domething about it.

This resig-
nation caught everyone by surprise, including me. It elevated Mel
Brown to the director's post, end the meeting fell into chaos for &
few minutes while he wees getting the feel of things., I went-over to
the typewriter end wrote out a brief resignation of my membership in
the LASTS, dating it to take effect two weeke hence 'thereby giving

== R




myself a chance to wind up the 6th ACOLYTE), showed it to Pogo. She
immediately cigned it too, passed it to Bronson who signed it and
passed it on, and the next thing T knew it was circulating among all
the Outsiders, &ll of whom signed it except Mel Brown. It finally
ceme back to me, I asked and received the floor, and read it. Mel
then stunned us by pulling a paper out of his pocket and reeding to
the group a resignation of his own, a two page affair vhich for sheer
vitriol has never been approached by anything else I've ever read any-
where, :

Walter J. Daugherty, after a whicnered consultation with pck-
erman, took the floor end demanded that the resignations be made effec-
tive irmmediately. This was refused by us, He then demanded that we

be kept out of the clubroom, on thes ¢round that we would destroy the
mimeogreph and other club property. This insulting remark led to

Some very bitter discussion, at the end of which & motion granting

“all resigning members the full ‘end free use of the club and its pro-
perties until their resignations actually took effecti was carried by
ean 11 to 4 vote.

: This motion was implemented by Morojo the very rext
day, wheh on her own authority, end in direct violation of the vote
of the club, she had the lock changed on the door, thereby keeping
resigning members from using their keys. (This didn't bother us much,
8ince Brown and Fern talked Xepner out of his key for a short time--
long enough to have some duplicates msde for those of the Outsiders
who wan ted them$)

Mel then remarked that since the club lacked e
director, the floor was open for nominations. (I'XY skip the maze of
constitutionalities which first tend to show that an election that
night was illegal and leter indicate that-it was in order. You read-
ers who have not been around the LASTS will ‘just have to teke my word
as to the astounding complexity of the organic law for this group of
18 or 20 people.) I immediately grabbed the floor and said, ¥Since
we have just been accused of wishing to wreck the club, I'd sbout as
goon heve the game as the name. Since the worst plece of sabotage I
cen think of at the moment is to saddle the club with &an incompeteant
director, I'd like to nomineste the msn 7 om I feel is most cepable of
méking this club even worse than it is now---Talter J. Daugherty.s

Phil Bronson and others then commenced tossing in nominations until
nearly everyone present was nominated. When the victims of this merry
prank had gotten their names withdrawn, Walter J. Daugherty and I
found ourselves standing alone to bs voted -on. (I've aliays been huge-
ly amused to think that Daugherty wanted to be ‘director so badly that
he accepted a nomination even from me snd in such language.) The

poor visitors we had used before found themselves again passing out
ballots. (Boy, they must have just loved that meetingl) As they .
celled the votes aloud, nearly everyone in the room kept a tally.
Leney, Laney, Laney, Daugherty, Liney, Daugherty..... I took the lead
from the beginning and held it the whole way. Daugherty was white
with rage, but the last vote was for Daugherty and brought it into

a tie: 8 to 8. '

One or two other pieces of businecs were then tried,
but ended in that same futile 8 to 8 deadlock. Finally Kepner took
the floor, stated that his resignation had never been accepted in due
form as prescribed by the constitution, and claimed the directorship.
Mel_looked blank, but I rushed to the €ap, withdrew my own resignation
on the same grounds, and found myself once mare director of the dear
0ld L4SFS. Strictly comic opere, wasn't it? But all I did was to ad-
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journ the meeting and go home. I did not attend enother meeting of
the LLSFS until I rejoined the club the following summer, though I did
spend a considerable emount.of time around the club finishing up the
ACOLYTE stencils which I'd previously cut with a spacing that made -
them runnable only on the club mimeograph. :
And of course the quarrel
betwcen Ackerman and myself reached the stage of sheer idiocy long be-
-fore I finished up 'the last stencil. Since I was cseeing & great deal
of Pogo at this time and Ackerman of course was keeping company with
Morojo, he and I managed to run into each other at least once a day,
either at the club or in lyrtle &nd Pogo's arartment. But Ackerman
positively refused to speak to me. This of course made sense, but 1%
did not make sense for him to hand me & long and vitriolic letter al-
most every time he saw me. Since he would not talk to me, I fell in-
to the rebit of enswering these letters, stopping only when I left

the club re ighborhood for good a couple of weeks later. He continued
to send me weirdly conceived letters, clippings, and postcardes for a
few weeks after that, but after I had fajiled to answer three or four
of them in & row he stopped. But it didn't take me long to learn that
I could make Forry horribly uncomfortable by tossing succinct remerks
at him: I regret to say that U was not ahove this sort of childish-
ness,

Also during the post-club pre-Outsider interregnum I had & most
amue ing brush with one of the club queers, & cheracter who from spon-
ging off one of the residents at 628 had taken to hanging around the
club., The moment the fruit saw Ackermen, he fell madly in love with
4sj. Ackie, with his all-inclusive brother love for anyone supposed
to be a fan, probably did not even realise that the guy was a fairy,
and most certainly did not reeslise thet he, Forrest J Ackerman, was
the object of the nence's unrecuited yearnings. He saw in this pan-
sy an industrious new fan, sincere, unassuming, and worthy. The poor
swish spent the next three or four weeks drawing for VOM, cutting sten-
cile for it and SHAGGY, end even rumning the mimeograph for Ackerman.
He finally gave up and commenced trying to make some of the others of
as. T wes elone in the club one afternoon, trying to finish up my
ACOLYTE work, when I smelled an overpovering whiff of very cheap per-
fume. Turning around, I saw this dear fruit stendimg clear across
the room from me. He immediately commenced a gambit, which T cruelly
egged on until he was thoroughly committed---then burst out at him
with a full-voiced roar of the well-known Leney laugh, a reaction
which caused him to leave looking, believe it or not, rather deeply
hurt. Feugh!

The last three or four days of February found me in
»ed, sicker then a horse. Several of us had spent Sunday afternoon
at Peul Freechafer's apartment, playing records and drinking a little
wine. Pogo and I had been invited to visit de Pina; when Alva Rogers
heard of this and wanted to go, we décided to take him along. About
hal fwey between Paul's apartment and Hollywood, we were gtruck by one .
of La's famous cloudbursts, this one laced with hail and driven by &
high wind. With two windows broken. out of the Weird illys, it took
perhaps 30 seconds for us to become soaked to the skin; yet we were
merooned in the car by the swirling waeter which was running six in-
ches deep over most of the sidewalks. So we kept on to Hollywood,
called de Pine and explained we were too nearly drovmed to come on
out, went to The Streets of Piris for a short, warming drirk, and
back to LA. This exposure touched off my bronchitis but good, end
I made up my mind to spend the next few days trying to throw it off
altogether, resting, baking in front of the fire, and so on. Except
for a2 couple of trips to the corner grocery, I spent three days and
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nights absolutely alone. o A
During that time, I did a whole lot of hard
and often unpleasant thinking, made myself face & number of facts I'd
done my level-best to avoid. I realised that my besetting curse was
& lack of confidence in myself, coupled with & hitherto unrealised
oedipism, and that my tendencies towards introversion would always
rob me of the better things in life unless I forced nyself to overcone
them. For the first time I reslised, with a start, how seriously fan-
dom was hampering mé in leading the sort of life T wanted to lead, and
yet, at the same time, I thought I could see ways in wgich I could
make fandom serve me as & Stepping stone to new contects and new con-
fidence. (Most of these ideas turned out, on being practised, to be
utter poppycock--probably merely indicdtdve of my narrow escape from
being completely submerged in the microcosmos.) The chief results’ of
this painful session with myself® were, so far as these memoirs is con-
cerned, a resolution to ease out of fandom and & determination to try
t0 replace the semblence of success that had greeted THZ ACOLYTE with
an attvempt to succeed in something more mundane and- worthwhile. My
@termina tion to0 quit fandom was sériously weakened by the reservation
that I should fulfull all my existing commitments, but at least it
gave me something to strive towards. A.ad the. total results of this
big session with myself have done me last ing good; though I strayed
from the straight and narrow and fell back into-fandom more than once
Since that time, on the whole I have menaged to keep forging ahead :
bit by bit towards the goal I then set myself of adulthood. I don't
fmow how he'll like it, but since that time I have consistently used
Forrest J Ackerman as my personal bug-a-boo: “"There,- but far keeping
trying, goes FTL", or something like that. After all, Ackerman is my
superior in every native ability that matters, except in physical
strength (ubout equal) and manual dexterity (I think I've got him
skinned in this one). e &re near enough the same age to give point
to the comparison. Ald, though I admit it with extreme reluctance,
I have been as deep or deeper in fandom and similer escapes as. Acker-
man, He just hasn't made himself look at the handwriting on the wall
as yet.
st e ok ok

Don't get the idea that Januery and February was all child-
ish feuding, as fer as T was concerned. During those two months, I
Tinished up the #6 ACOLYTE, the issue which I consider to be the best
of all fourteen. And I made some personal contacts, strictly through
fandom and THER LCOLYTE, which made my resolutions to quit pretty- muhh
of a dead letter for some time. :

, Mike TFern, an aggressive little dev-

il if there ever was one, made it & habit to look up &ny of the great
end near great that he could screpe out an excuse for meeting. Thus
it was, while in San Francisco, he dug out a gentleman named 7illiam
A, P. White, who is better known to you under his psuedonyme of H. H.
Holmes and Anthony Boucher. They corresponded to some extent later,
and, unbeknownst to me, Mike gave him a big build-up on THF ACOLYTE.
Tony shortly expressed a wish to be sent a complete file up to date;
I sent him the five issues and forzot about 1it. #1555
_ One day in lete feb--,
ruary, I received a bulky envelope from Boucher, containing no less
than five unpublished short-shorts (three of which were sas good or
better than any of his stories in UNKNOWN), and & medium long, brilli-
8nt letter of comment on the five ACOLYTES. Needless to say, I was
thrilled half to death, and commenced o Spusmodic correspondence with
Boucher, His next letter took up the matter of Craig Rice‘and a fried
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of hers named J. F. McComas---both, said Boucher, were great admirers
of Lovecraft; Rice, though a highly successful who-dunnit author, had
been uneble to hit with fantasies, though the failure to do so dis-
tressed her; and severcl of thesé people and their friends were some-
what interest8d in forming & Loveeraft club similar in concept to the
Beker Street Irregulars.
: Of course Craig Rice wae not the name in
1944- that she is in 1947, but she was still definitely Blg-time in
enyone's language; while I em not a celebrity chaser by any means, it
may well be imaginged that I lost no time following this up. She was
the personification of cordiality, urged me to come out to Santu Moni-
ca any Sunday afternoon and see her.
So it was that I spent several
Sundays as & guest of Craig Rice, in real life Mrs. lLawrence Lipton.
The Liptons, it developed, held open-houses nearly every Sunday, and
the assorted collection of people that dropped in cnd out wes as in-
teresting and stimulating as it was heterogeneous. Most were writers,
musiciens, cinem& directors end techniciens, and others of artistic
tastess--but you never knew, until you got to talking with an indi-
vidual,who or what you had stumbled into. One thing, though, I never
met a bore or an unintersting person out there--the Liptons were ex-
ceedingly gifted colleciors of people.
: ‘ I can no longer remember onse
vigit from snother, nor even how many there were (between three and
five). But when I went I'd arrive sbout one in the afternnon and |
stay until nearly midnight. It was at Craig Ricess that I met J. Frang
cis McComas, Mr. and Mrs. Cleve Cartmill, and Mr. ond Nre. Fritz Lei-
ber Jr. I believe that sums up the fantasy celebrities.
Some, vign-
ettes are perheps in order. s
Craig Rice is a woman in her ecrly for-
ties, attractive enough and friendly to a fault. She is cepable of
any kind of conversation one can imagine, though her best facets are
literary criticism and writing shop-talk, and rapid-fire badinage.
She has & fine sense of the drametic, and plays excellent pieno, both
boogie-woogie and bar-room. All in all, she was a terrific hostéss.

Her husbend, Lewrence Lipton, is & novelist in his own right; 1is
short, dark, debonnaire, and full of fun. One of his ehief interests
in life is meking phonograph records; he has file after file full of
gcetates, and what a gamut of sound they cover. Radio shows, news-
shots of famous events, dubbings of hundreds of unobtainable commer-
cial and not so commercial records, originals of Denny Xaye at the
Lipton's, Meade Lux Lewis beating out boogie on the Lipton pieno,
trick combinetions (such as Shostakovitch and Raymond Scott dubbed
together in an utterly spine-tingling fantasy)....well, just name 1it.
If it can be put on & record Larry probably has it ten-deep.

.+ T did
not get particularly well acquainted with the Cartmills. They had
happened to drop into the club during one of our most furious brawls;
we recognised each other; I shied away from him becesuse I was ashamed
of the company he had seen me with before; he shied eway from me just
as any intelligent and informed person would shy awey from & known
member of the LASTFS. S

J. Francis "Mick" McComas is a big, jolly, roly-
poly Irishman, with a rich booming voice, and a .terrific personality.
He 1= more a salesman and promoter than & creative artist (west-coast
representative of Random House), though he has written successfully .
under pen-nemes, and is an editor of no small qualifications (cf. AD-
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VENTURES IN TIIME AND SPACE). But his most noticeable characteristic
is a joie de vivre thet just doesn't quit. Mick has read ASTOUNDING
for several years, and also has a very nice collection of fantastic
books--but fantasy pleys only a minor point in his life, as it s=hould.

Fritz Leiber Jr. is one of the most interesting men I have ever met.
Tall, rather heavy, with dark bushy hair and his father's leonine
head, he is as fine a figure of a man as one can imagine; and his
quiet, rather slow, speech is packed with interesting experiences,
valid literary criticisms, and everything else needful to maske Leiber
into one of the finest conversationalists in the fantasy field. He
and I struck it off very well from the first; he had been one of HPL'se
last correspondents, and with Derleth and one or two others was one
of the tiny handful of HPL's old friends who was really trying to
keep the Lovecraft fires burning as it were. From Lovecraft we grad-
uelly came to discuss other things. In passing, I might ment ion that
Leiber, more than any other person, was responéible for the last 8
issues of THE ACOLYTE; he kept handing me such superlative material,
much of it written especially for THE ACOLYTE, that no matter how en-
nuied I felt at publishing & fanzine I felt almost a compulsion to
bring out enother issue, just to feature the Leiber contribution. Vo-
cally at least, ACOLYTE'S readers never appreciated Leiber as much as
I felt they should have. o ] .

On different occasions Sam Russell and Pogo
accompanied me to the Liptons'. All these soirees were rather simi-
lar, except of course for the conversations. The pattern centered
around & profuse use of liquor--everyone present having entree to
the refrigerator and passing around drinks to all present whenever
someone got dry, & practice which often. led to one's having two or
three drinks in front of himself simultaneously. I never saw anyone
get out of line from drinking out there, but on the other hand the
amount of booze flowing around the place made it really rugged for
me, since I was supposed to be working reguler hours, while few of
the others were. These parties used liquor in the way I've always
felt the stuff was designed to be used: as an ine-breaker and tongue-
lossener; and such was the high level of most of the conversation
that pertaeking in it burned up most of the elcohol as fast es it was
drunk. '

The best discussion I recall at the moment was an afternoon
epent psychoenalyzing Lovecraft, his methods and his stories, and
later branching out through & psychoagnalysis of various members of
the Lovecraft circle, to an attempted psychoanalysis of the whole fan-
tasy field---fantasy, its psychological anpeal. A number of people
partook of this session, chiefly Rice, Laney, Rueeell, and Leiber,
but it eventually ended up as a duologue between Leiber and Russell
which I would have dearly loved to hawe had trancscribed for publi-
cation. . _ T

The Lipton home was loaded with phonographs, et least three
of them, and every room had stacks of records somewhere in it. The
Liptons seemed most interested in humorous recordings, something T
never cared too much for, but there was also a lovely lot of jazz,
including a stack of rare Besgie Smiths and a flock of Muggsys, and T
saw to it that I got loose in these more then once. Of int erest, per-
haps, is the fact that I never did hear any symphony out there, ex-
cept for the fragment of Shostakovitch blended with Raymond Scott.

I
had in my possession Duane Rimel's series of 36 letters from Lovecraft;
these I loaned to Craig for source material for some Lovecraft arti-
cle she contemplated at the time for SATURDAY REVITV OF LITERATURE.
Siie in turn loaned me various books. '
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In addition to the phonographs, there was a good deal of other music
around the Liptons'. Craig playeéd the piano a great deal, as did
many of the other guests, and there was also a2 certain amount of
singing. I recall with especial relish the time that Craig impro-
vised a little sonz for everyone present, and the half-pleased, half-
embarragsed expression of Sam Russell when he suddenly realised that
one of these sonzs was not only for and about him, but that it summed
nim up perfectly, thouzh Craisg had only known him for a couple of
hours.

I've often resretted that T drifted away from these bashes,
but at the time my reasons for so doing seemed perfectly valid. In
the first place,I invariably slept throuch my alarm and missed work
the next day, with a resultin~ hole in uy vaycheck. (Not that thege
solrees were such drunken brawls as all that, but it must be remembered
that they were not only an hour or more from town, but that they were
beinz -held by people who could, and probably did, sleep until noon
the next day.) The other reason was that I bezan to feel somewhat
like a sponger going out there go much, what with drins and eats in
such ‘profusion; I bezan to doubt if I had any business trying to
agsoclate with people so far beyond me financially; and to top it off
began to wonder just what I could contribute to such gatherings to
warrant my presence. Well, anyway, I left before I wore out my wel-
come entirely, and those sessions are something I'd not have missed
for anything. I met some brilliant people, and had some delightful
Sundays--what more could one ask? '
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CHAPTER SEVEN
~-000~-
On the Outside Looking In
Pt FHE HIEIEIRIEed RIS b3

The mass resignations from the Los Angeles Science Fantasy
Society took place so suddenly that we were not prepared for them,
Though another organization had been discussed, it was the club-within-
a~club idea, and nothing had come of it. Yerke gathered with several
of us the Saturday following the resiznations, we went out to dinner
eén masse, and empowered Bruce to write a letter to fandom on the sub~
Ject of the resiznations.

At this time, Mel Brown's apartment was a
scene of heavy publishincs activity; the Knanves having moved Bronson's
mimeograph there and being busily engasged in turning out the #2 KNAN-
VE and what developed to be the last issue of Bronson's FANTASITE,
then the #1 fanzine. 8o we retired to the top floor of 628, and Yer-
ke turned out a rough draft which we all approved and sizned; most of
us then went about our affairs leaving Yerke, Fern, Brown and one or
two others to turn it out and mail it in an edition of about 80 copies.
(An amusinz sidelizht to this letter is Chamberlain's signature; he
at first refused to sizn it, then changed his mind after it was all
mimeographed, and had to sign each copy with a pen.)

I During the next
couple of weeks, most of us were just resting from fanning and feuding,
though we came to discuss the formation of a club at greater and greate
er lenzth. =8Since Yerke at the time was workinz nights for North Ame
erican Aviation in the photographic department, one of our first acts
was to set aside each Saturday eveninz as a dinner meetinz of the as
yet unnamed new club, this being the one evening that Yerke could
meet with us. These dinner meetings were held at Freed's Coffee Shop
at 6th and St. Paul, and continued rezularly until Yerke resigned
from the group.

My old title for the club-within-the-club seemed Pe-
culiarly appropriate for our new iroup, since we all felt very strong-
ly that we had been turned away from the LASFS for daring to question
the mores of the group and of Forrest J Ackerman. The Outsiders. It
was not long before fandom began to hear about us.

Our original rose
ter consisted of the three surviving Knanves: T. Bruce Yerke, Philip
P. Bronson, and Edwin Chamberlain (Benson was never an Outsider); two
members of the LASFS: Paul Freehafer and Samuel D. Russell; and those
of us who had resizned from the club: Francis T. Laney, Pogo, Merlin
W. Brown, C. J. Fern Jr., and Jules Lazar---with a former member of the
LASFS, Jack Rhodes, very shortly Joining us on the recommendation of
Bronson and Yerke,

I suppose a vignette is in order for Rhodes.

He was older than most of us, about 38, I imagine; was married, had
four children, and might best be described ags a chronically dissatise
fled person. His earnest adoption of Alfred Nock and other promul -
gators of vitriol and pessimism made him a sinzularly depressing come
panion much of the time, thouzh he was otherwise widely read, and was
gifted with occasional bits of puckish humor. Very qulet, very sere
lous, Jack had little interest in fantasy or fandom, and did not stay
with us long, particularly after The Outsiders became committed to a
large publishinz program,

Just before my biz gick spell and thinking
session in the latter part of February, The Outsiders had its first
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full-scale business meeting which, in common with almost all our se-
ious meetinzs, was hel at Fran Shack on a Thursday night. (Our
first decision of policy had been to meke our meetinzs conflict with
those of the LASFS so as to force local fans as well as visitors to
make o choice between the two groups.)

All of us except Yerke attend-
ed this first meetinz, and the contrasgt between it and any LASFS meet-
inz I've ever seen still astounds me every time I think of it. Though
this meeting set up 211 of the 2roups policies and most of the means
of implementinz them, with some very sharp differences of opinion
ariging from time to time, there was no zavel, no chairman, no for-
mality. We were a group of friends sittinz around talkins things over;
we did not have any Daugherties to assuage and to give ezo boo to, nor
did we have any Aclermans to coddle and cater to. Evervone spoke his
mind freely, everythins that was brouht up got discussed enough but
not too much, and when a given item seemed worked out Phil or I would
write 1t up in a few terse sentences, read them, and inquire if this®
suited the pleagure of all present..

In addition to setting up our
congtructive policy, the zroup had just received an almost unforgive-
able letter from Ackerman, and it resulied in our dropping our ori-
2inal intention of letting the LASFS alone and deciding to attack the
club as much as possible. (The letter summed up the affairs of the
past month or so, bandied around the word "treason", implied that the
writer intended to run all of us out of fandom, and closed with the
utterly zratuitous remark that our only activity would probably con-
sist of Igettinz drunk and talzin~ turns in publicly copulating:with
Pogol. Needless to say, several termpers got lost over that remark,
and 1t was decided that those of us with any amount of correspondence
would undertake a‘'poison pen ca pai=zn azainst tae LASFS, in which we
would simply tell the truth about Acirerman and the clubh; that we
would make a point of trying to 2et naticnal newszine coveraxe of our
activity and thus try to overshadow ths LASFS, and that we would con-
tinue THE KNANVE as a2 satirical political fanzine.

The Outsiders de-
cided that the focus of the zroup was to be half social and half se-
rious; that the social »nortion o7 our activities should consist of
gradually larger dinner meetinss which eventually would feature stim—
ulating outside spealkers and of Iran Shack soirees patterned frankly
after those out at Craiz Rice's; and that the serious portion of our
activities would revolve around writing and publishing.,

Our =reat
raison d'etre was to be "Project M", a sinister soundin- desiznation
which once caused the handful of recmaining LASFSers to waste a gob of
time in Truitless speculations. It had occured to Bronson and myself
that all of the worthwhile Los Anzeles publishers 2nd writers with
the exception of Ackerman were members of our group. This of course
was before the rise of Charles Tdward Burbee, and during one of Kep-
ner's frecouent interludes durint which he had quit publishinz. We
fizured out the amounts of work that was beinzy lavished on our separ-
ate ma~sazinest FAN SLANTS, FANTASITS, and ACOLYTE: exsmined our back-
lozs of material and our potentialities For gsettiny more good material;
and realised that if we were williny to assess ourselves $5.00 a month
aplcce, we would have enouzh woney to try a semi-pro printed fanzine.

This was Project M. Ve Ttave 1t this cryptic desiznation, and
bound ourselves to secrecy, because we did not vant any iniling of
our intentions to leak out. If it fell taroush, we did not wish
to be accused of fostering a Dauzherty projecct. And if it succeeded,
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we felt that the presenting of a concrete accomplishment would pretty
much "make" The Outsiders, and that the element of surprise would do -
much to make the magazine successful. Cne grows tired of reading
glowing advertisements that never pan out.
§ To make certain that Pro-
Ject M would have the best available material and editing, we azreed
to abandon all fanzines other than limited editions circulatinz exclu-
sively in FAPA (with the proviso that each editor mi-~ht finish the
issue on which he was working at the time), and that all writings of
any Outsider be submitted first to Project M.
Project M was to be a
somewhat glorified ACOLYTE, but was to include scientifiction, and -
a limited amount of the better type of stefnistic material featured .
by FANTASITE. Bronson and I were to be co-editors, and Sam Russell
was to be literary editor, but with powers which virtually made him
editor-in-chief so fas as selection of material was concerned.
Pro-
ject M occupied most of our time for the first month. It took sever-
al evenings to work out the details of the publishing azreement, to
decide on policies, and to zo throuzh some of the material we then
had on hand (most of it out of ACOLYTE's backlog). Mike Fern was ap-
pointed business manazer, and spent many nours canvassinz back-street
print shops, finally cominz up with a fantastically low bid from a
rather large shop which was willinz to do the work at cost if we
could zet the paper, since the menagement was having difficulty find-
ing enough paper to kecep even a skeleton crew cccupied and feared
that its business might fall by the wayside altozether. The paper
of course required a priority, so Mike promptly stunned us all by
vangzlinz an allocation for several times as much paper as we would have
needed. By the niddle of March, we had Project M well under con-
trol, with the first issue pretty much fi-ured out. y
But at this point
we found ourselves confronted with a FAPA mailing. And since we had
originelly decided to permit ourselves to keep up FAPA activity, Pro-
Ject M was temporarily shelved in order that we mizht pour some stuff
into FAPA.
The last, and in some ways the most important, facet of
our publishing prozram was to be THE KNANVE. We designed it as our
organ to fandom, and intended it to carry out its orizinal policy of
exposing and attacking stefnistic abuses, satirizine the foibles of
fandom, and servinz as a organ for the occasional venting of spleen.

S0 there we were, the fan club that was the new hope of Los Anzeles.
Humph!

The Outsicders as a group carried the seeds of its own demise -
from the very beginning. 1In the first place, the majority of us were
for one reason or another heartily sick of fandamand all fandom. im-
plies. Secondly, there was no comnon bond of interest anonz all of
us., Brown, Russell, Freehafer, and I were still quite deeply inter-
eésted in fantasy itself--collectinz it, writing about it, talking :
about writing about it, and even readina the stuff, Yerke, Bronson,
Freehafer, and to a lesser extent Brown and Russell were deeply in-
terested in clesgsical music. Yerke, Russell, Freehafer, Rhodes,

Fern, and I were interested in various cultural subjects; all of those
named knew enouzh about some of these subjects to talk about them;
others professed an interest, but regrettably their knowledge did not
compare with their volubility. Lazar, Pogo, and I liked to 0 out
soclally with members of the opposite sex--some of the others talked
a lot about it. And so on. There waano cleareut, positive inter-
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est which bound all of us tozetner. This is one of the chief factors
which has hampered the LASFS for as lon~ es I have known the group--
laclz of a common focus. And we, being LASFS alumni, carried tuls
lacl right ‘1uto- the-Quitsiders witdMils, ' Ye were bound togethaer by a
common motive--anger at Ackerman, Dauzherty, and the LASFS--but this
wa.s bound to evaporate in a ghort time. Third, the stronz attitude
held azainst newer fans by Yerlke, Bronson, Russell, and to a lesser
extent myself kept us from malkinz any sustained or successful effort
to attract the younger new arrivals away from the LASFS ag Tast eas
they showed up--sometninz we could very casily have done had we made
up our mindés to.

3ut we didn't dc so nadly in the short time we were
functioning. Our first socizl event was a house-warminzg of Fran
Shack, neld on my 30th birthday, March 11, 1944, It wes nothing aore
than a drunken riot, but it derinitely was the most rousing party 1
ever saw in Fandom. The invitations rere worded urging attenders to
brint %bottles and babes; neither is required thouzh both are
requested®?, and resulted in a full-stirength zatherin: of Outsiders,
mogt of them with bottles and several with women. As the drinks be-
gan to take effect, more and more of the misfits began to forget how
introverted they were--first thinzg you !mnew peovle were dancing, neck-
ing, zoinz in twosomes to be alone for a while, and generally cutting
up. Through the entire brawl, Yerke remained relatively sober, and
took & series of photozranns which can only be degcribed as classic,

Some thinzs took place wihichh showed that The Outsiders, alas, were
not much better than the despised LASFS. 3Brown spent the evening
pouting in a corner rcadinz Stapledon. Pern started the same way,
but shortly found himself tendinz the phonograph. Lazar got too much
to drink and shoved some of the peovnle around, called me a foul name
when someone jogzed my elbow and made me gpatter a drink on him; I
threw the whole glass at him and a fight was prevented only by some
remarkably aqulck action on the part of others. Bronson passed out
with a cigarette burning in his mouth, crumpled it into the daveno
and nearly asphyxiated from the strangling fumes when the upholstery
started to smoulder. But all in all it was quite a party--all good
clean fun; thank god I don't have to have that much good clean fun
every night!

Also in March, either just hefore or just after the
housewarming, the ubiquilitousg Mike Fern promoted us an arrangcment
with the Carolina Pines, a gwank eatery in Hollywood, whereby we
could hold dimmer mectings there and at the same time have free use
of a most attractive two room upstairs meeting place. We held sev-
eral meetin-=s there, after scme of which we adjourned to Jack Rhodes'
nearby home for a party. '

But at about the time of the Fran Shack
Warmning, I myself was forced to strike the first blow at the Outsiders.
Evening aflter evenino passed, but every evening at lecast one fan
would come straggling in, and often-times not want to leave even
when I pointed out that I had a date or was otherwise not at home. I
found it necessary to promulzwate a rule--no visiting except on Tues-
days a2nd Thursdays, except by specizl arranzgemnent. This did not sit
very well with some of the sroup, even thouzh Fran Shack was my own
place, and I was gupporting it entirely with my own money.

The next
riftt in The Outsiders came when Jimmy Kepner made another of his fa-
mous reversals of opinion, and expressed & wish Lo become an Outsider.
I opposed his bein~ admitted, because I felt him to be untrustworthy;
on being voted down, I made it a2 noint to treat him es cordially as
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though nothing had happened. Not so Lazar, who resizned from the Out-
giders in a huff.

Lazar's resignation, however, was not to be won-
dered at. He had already gotten the group into a peck of trouble with
a very ill-timed and poorly considered letter in which he told of the
blowup in the LASFS, and cited as one of the chief reagons the fact
that overt homosexuality was running rife in the club, and that Kep-
ner was one of the chief homosexuals. This letter he mailed to Julius
Unger, editor of FANTASY FICTION FIZLD; Unzer sent the letter on to
Walt Dunkelberger, who was publishing FFF for him; Dunkelberger sten-
cilled the letter verbatim and published it without deletions, an act
of stupidity which soured me for 2ll time on both Unger and Dunkel-
berger, who after all are grown men chronologically and should have
known better. Kepner and the LASFS were outraged. We in The Outsi-
ders were beside ourselves. Regardless of the truth in the Lazar
letter, it put us on an awful spot, and morcover gave The Qutsiders a
black eye which we never quite lived down. We promptly disavowed the
letter, read the riot act to Unger =nd Dunkelberger and got a profuse
public apology from all concerncd. It was right at this time that
Kepner expressed a wish to join The Outsiders, and Yerke, that astute
pollitlcian, saw that by takinzy Kepner as a member we could really im-
plement our disavowal of Lazar., So we admitted D O X to our ranks.

Paul Freehafer had been = doomed man almost from birth, suffering
from a chronic heart condition which could never be cured. We all
knew that Paul was in poor health, but few of us realised how poor,
since Freehafer had resolutely set out to make the most of what life
he had, and had done so so well that it was difficult to think of
him as an invalid. Paul caught a2 bad cold in the same rain-hail out-
break that put me out of circulation for three days. He found him-
self unable to throw it off, and took a leave of absence from his
job with the idea of going home to Idzho to rest for a few months.,
The Saturday night following the nousewarming, Paul met with us for
the lest time, A week later, he passed away quietly in his sleep,
having lived just long enough to get home.
: i When we heard of Paul's
death we were both stunned and crushed. In the first place, Paul
Freehafer was at all odds the best beloved of the entire local group;
friendly, cheerful, tolerant--totally ebove all rifts and quarrels;
a well-integrated and brilliant adult who was almost entirely free of
the maladjustments and adolescencies so characteristic of most of the
other localites. And sccondly, none of us were quite able to adjust
to the fact that Paul was gone.

It was indeed in a sober mood that
we brought out Yerke's eulogy for Paul, an essay which I believe is
one of the finest pleces of writing fandom has ever produced. We
mailed it to nearly all the fans on our mailing list,

: . But it was
with bitter fury that we learned of the LASFS' reaction to Paul's
death., The club mourned his passing sincerely; I did not believe it
at the time but have since come to realize it. But it came to us
very, very straight that the first action of Daugherty and Ackerman,
upon receivinz the telegram from Idaho, was to 70 right up to Paullsg
apartment and try to talk his roommate out of Paul's collection, for
the then nebulous Foundation. When I heard of this I went completely
berserk--ghouls and vultures were the mildest epithets I could turn
out--I started walking the half-mile to the club with the intention
of beating Ackermen into a red mush. Somewherec alonz the way, the
realisation struck me, for the firgt time, that Paul was really dead.
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I burst into uncontrollable tears, and somewnere alonz Bixel between
8th and 9th had one of the darnedest cries you can imagine; finally
allowing myself, spent and trembling, to be taken back hpome by the
Outsiders who were with me, and who had been trotting 2long with me
trying in vain to calm me down (so they told me; I'd not even known
they were there).

Perhaps some of you are smiling because FTL sounds
like such an emotional dope. Well, perhaps he ig. But I thousht the
world of Paul, and his death was one of the hardest things I've ever
had to take.

The Outsicers did not feel happy about the memorial

brochure put out by the LASFS, holding it to be cheap, tawdry, and
in utter violation of nearly every precept of zood taste. I just re-
recad it, =2nd now, three years later, it looks even worse to me than
it did then, particularly Ackerman's sidetracking himself into what
is almost 2o defense of atheism.

The memorial edition of SHANGRI L'-
AFFYAIRZS made us even angrier. It bore a lithographed portrait of
Paul, which was fine--but on the back ol the picture, the pettiness
of the LASFS could not bear to see all that blank space, so they had
smeared on three of the most atrociously horrible poems in the his-
tory of fandom. Purportedly memorials to Frechafer, they were written
by people like Sunningham and Daniels (the latter of whom had never
even seen Paul), and moreover wers grotesquely lacking in both taste
and literary merit. We weren't the only ones who were annoyed; Art
Joquel, who had been one of the mainstays of the post-Outsider. LASFS,
had been editor of this issue of SHAGGY. Both the.picture and the
poems were inserted without hig knowledge, and he quit both the edi-
torship and the club as a result.

Paul's death could, conceivably
have brought the warring factions togcther. As it was, it alienated
The Outsiders still further from the LASFS.

Early in The Outsiders'
cercer, an aftermath of the last bitter fighting in the club brought
“us one of the Tunniest letters I have ever seen. When Ackerian com-
menced his collection of proxics, I at first tried to match it. Am-
ong others I apnroached was the same John M. Cunningham whose proxy
Ackerman had actually voted at the meeting whers we all resigned.
Cunningham made a lightning-fast reversal of form, wrote to the club

" cancelling his proxy and raisinz the devil with Ackerman for asking

for it in the first place, and sent a2 new proxy to me.. Someone

" around the LASF3 evidently didn't like this, for just about the time
we 'd forgotten all about the proxics came a most official sounding
letter in duplicate to LA3®S and Cutsiders from Cunningham. He used
official army forms, official army-style rhetoric, and made with a
beautiful gob of unintended humor. Cussing both Laney, Ackerman,
Outsi“ers,and LASFS with God-like abandon in his well-known inco-
herent style, Cunningham outdid himself with the punch-line: YI am
therefore of my own free will resisninzg my life membership in the
LASFS at the reguest of Walter J. Daugherty.!

In mid-March I had a
" spat with Pogo, whom I had been buzzing quite consistently for a
while, takinz her dancing and what-not; and we quit dating each other.
Rather to our surprise, Pogo quit the Outsiders almost 2ot once. She
has since gotten her divorce, remarried, and apparently zotten into

" a satisfactory life-groove which has no reference to fandom. More

fans should do the game.
' Also in mid-March, Yerke startled us by
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asking us if we would be willing to publish his memoirs for him. He
had for some resson started reminiscinz to himself of his seven years
in the LASFS, had actually written down portions of the first section,
and felt an urge to continue if publication would be guaranteed in ad-
vance, Not only did we know that Yerke's memoirs would be one of fan-
dom's best pleces of folk-lore, but we also realised that if Yerke
told the truth about the LASFS it would damn the group with anyone

who read them. So our =answer was obvious. It was decided that Yerke
would stencil the memoirs, that the group would run them off, and that
they would be submitted to FAPA under the franks of Bronson, Brown,
and myself. He promised four booklets of approximately 30 pages, but
only the first was ever completed, since Bruce dropped the project a
couple of months later when he finally quit fandom entirely.

The resg-—
ponsibility of zetting these produced, and of tryinzy to zet some of
our other propowed publishing completed, weighed rather heavily on me,
I suggestecd to the zroup that we suspend work on Project M for the
nonce--it had about reached a stasis anyway--and institute a month-
long program of publishing, during the course of which we would not
only brinz out the first volumec of MEMOIRS OF A SUPERFLUOUS FAN, but
a third issue of THE KNANVE, and a2s much FAPA materlial as possible,
This wag cquickly azreed to.

Our equipment was meager as compared to
that of the LASFS, but we did have the manpower to make the most of
it. My old LCSmith was the only typewriter regularly at our disposal;
although Brown's rented Underwood occasionally made the trek to 1104
and Phil's portable was there about half the time. So most of the
stencils were cut away from Fran Shack, though of course a good deal
was done on publishing nights. Among us we found we had four letter-
ing guides, though we Bsorely missed the LASFS Speedoscope. And there
were two mimeographs--junk heaps in comparison with the flossy auto-
matic machine at the club--but in good enough workine order: my old
original machine from Clarkston, a 1906 model Dick; and Phil Bronson's
little Sears Roebuck Job from Minneapolis and the MFS. Both were
hand-crank, hand-feed models, and recuired two persons for most effi-
cilent operation, one turning the crank and the other slip-sheeting.

It was evident almost immediately that these sessions would have to
be organised, so I took matters into my own hands and put a stop to
the o0ld LASFS custom of everyone doinz his own work., We went coopers
ative altogether; stencils to be run off were turned over to me, and
I not only doled them out to the mimeosraphers, but pretty much boss-
ed the whole show, suggestine needful tasks to unoccupied Outsiders
and taking steps to assure, ~s much as possible, an even flow of sten-
cils. It worked like a cherm. Most of the time there werc four
people actually mimeographing, one person de-slipping, one or two
cutting stencils, and one or two lendin: moral support by talking,
playing records, or what not. ™e chanzed off often enough as not to
get tired of the same old drudgery, and we still found enough fun in
each other's company that we found the gsame evening of fun we had al=-
ways had was turning out an imposing stack of completed pages that

we sgcarcely realised we had done, so busily were we talking and jok-
ing and cutting up. '

The #3 KNANVE was the first item put out under
the new program. Most of it was written, stencilled, and run off on
a Sunday and the following Saturday nicht. When the bunch left about
midnight, two pages had yet to be run off, and Mike Fern and I, having
a midnight snack, suddenly decided to 0 back to Fran Shack and fini-
sh it off, We worked on the fool thing until 4:00 in the morning.
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But that was the only one of the publishing sessions which went to

any extreme; as 2 rule they were confined to Tuesday and Thursday
evenings; commencing about 7:00 and lasting until 11:30 or 12:00. And
these scssions certainly paid off; from them came not only this one
issue of THE IENANVI, but over 130 pages of FAPA material, =and nearly
all of the #7 ACOLYTE. Since they lasted only = couple of months in
all, one has only to compare these results with the average two months
output or the LASFS in order to find another of the meny things wrong
with the club. Publishing is usually drudgery, but group publishing
is fun--no matter what you are putting out; and any group wishing to
¢stablish a common focus c2n by adopting a group publishinz program
not only accomplisa this aim but in addition add mightily to both the
guantity and quality of contemporary fan publishing.

In the latter
part of March, the feuding factions werc treatcd to a protracted visit
from a Chicago fan, Frankie Rebinson. Frank ig chiefly notable for
the possession of the most fantastic eyebrows in the world. At the
time of his visit here he was just short of 18, had never becn away
from home very much, and found the strain of the two factions vying
with each other to attract him a bit too much for his poise. He ended
up rather sadly disillusioned with fandom, having stayed with Yerke,
that master of intrizue and innuendo, thet fountain head of devastat-
ing sossip. Frank's experiences with the LASFS were not happy; he
met them all at their worst the night he was in town fresh off the
train when Yerke and I in a moment of madness invited the LASFS to
come out to Bronson's with the Outsiders and have 2 joint welcoming
party. Ackerman sat on the davenport and pouted, sayinz scarcely a
dozen words all evening; and Dausherty got into a three way verbal
battle with Bronson and me which surpassed even the epic row Daugherty .
and I had had that night in the club. Needless to say, Frankie was
revolted; and his subscquent experiences with some of us went far to
sour him on the Outsiders as well.

It mizht be of passing interest ta
back-track at this point, and say a2 few words about the LASFS during
the spring of 1944, 1In the first place, the feud utterly shattered
the club. Despite Daugherty's and Ackernan's valiant efforts to get
fandom to think all was well with the LASFS, a moment's glance at the
dark window would have told the true story. Before the feud, the
room was packed every nisht, with various members working and publish-
ing, some reading, and a helf dozen others dropping in and out during
the evening. On meeting nights, 25 to 30 people usually showed up; "
though many were visitors. After the inception of The Outsiders, the
club wag almost invariably dark except on Thursdays; for a time Ack-
crnan tried to hold the fort alonc, but between the echoing silences
of the descrted room and the Trequent heckling from Outsiders as they
walked past the club on their way from the street-car to my place,
Forry very sortly took to doin~ his fanning in a more secluded spot.
And the meetings had dropped off to nearly nothing. Daucherty was
dircctor, the newcomer Burbece had becn saddled with both the secretary
ship and the editorship of SHAGGY, Morojc was treasurcr, and Ackerman
was chief mourner. Crozetti came to most of the meetinzgs with her
five year old daughter who 2lso joined the club as the old guard stirove
vallently to increese the roster. Andéd there was one new member who
stuclk, Glen Daniclg, a friend of Kepner's who shortly became coeditor
of Crozetti's VEVUS. Kepner pulled out of the club a month after the
feud, utterly fed up with Daugherty. And, rumor hes it, there were
a few casual drovper-inners, who came once or twicc, saw the LASFS
was moribund, and moved to greener pesturcs, pagel
After Kepner hed joined
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the Outsiders, he guickly became one of the most active of the group,
particularly in the publishinz sessions. He was not at all guiet
about comparinz our activity with the inanitiecs of the dyinz club, so
very shortly both Daniels and Crozetti expressed a wish to join the
Outsiders. Yerke, Bronson, and others opposed the membership of both
of these individuals--which of course was perfectly within thecir
rights--but made the mistake of peremptorily telling me not to allow
these two at Fran Shack. Well, now. I promptly announced that the
Tuesday nizht sessions were open to everyone, LASFS and Outsiders a-
like, and only the Thursday night segsions wecre limited strctly to
the Outsiders. This considerably weakened our hcmogeniousness.,

At
about this time, Burbee became quite friendly with the Outsidersgs,
spending as much time with us =28 at the LASFS, and even having all of
us to dinner at his house to celechrate Yerke's birthday in mid-April.
Thls last furnished me with my favorite S. Davenport Rusgsell anecdote.
Yerke, always a brilliant conversationelist, was outdoing himself that
day, and a terrific discussion was in full cry. I kept noticinz Sam,
sitting across the room from me. He at first tried to read, but Bur-
bee's two-year-old daughter kept pesterinzg him so finally he gave up
and lifted the little girl into his 1~p; where he held her, talking
quietly to her and very obviously makinz a terrific hit. She lay
back in-his arms, looking up 2t him with her heart in her eyes, hang-
ing on every word. Sam in turn was looking down on her most affect~
ionately, talking toher, talking.... Suddenly a silence fell on the
other conversation, and Sam's flat voice cut throuzh it: "Cthulhu.
Yog-Sothoth. Nyarlathooep..." (!1!)

Burbee never joined the Outsi-
ders, though we considered him as a member. (Our orzanization was so
completely informal and nebulous at all times that this sort of thing
could happen with the greatest of easge.)

But the brave little group
was foundering. Mike Fern, one of our mainstays, left us early in
April to zo to New York, where he managed to make himself quite un-
popular with his lack o7 tact and his inquisitiveness and hig free
comments on different ones. (A rumor came back to me a year or so
later that I had financed his trip in order to spy oinn the Futurians,
If anyone has positive information on the origin of this idea, he will
confer a great favor on me by droppinz me a note about it; gome thing
tells me that the inside story on this one would malke priceless read-
ing). Jack Rhodes left us about the seme time, tired of us 2s most
of us were of him. Yerke was obviously approachin-: a crigsis--he had
broken loose from one fan club only to find himself floundering in
the same kind of morass he had tricd to escape--and his lrritability
and obvious dissatisfaction with the zroup had repercussions with
Bronson, who fell into a sort of listlessness, charactecrised Dy an
Ashley-like unwillingness to do anything more drastic then just sit-
ting around talking. And Eddie Chamberlain had gone into the United
States Navy by the end of April.

By May 1lst, the Outsiders consisted
of Yerke, Bronson, Laney, Russell, Brown, Kepner, and the anomolous
Charles Edward Burbee Jr. Thouch this was not the stron3y group with
whieh we had started, it still possessed a certain amount of potenti-
al. Yerke, Russell, and I wanted to re-commence work on Project M,
Kepner and Brown had zotten off onto 2 socially-conscious tangent
which eventually culminated in their joining the communist partiy; Bur-
bee at this time was just feelinz his way into the editorship of
SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES and had no time for other commitments.
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of factors came up that had to be handled at once. In its six
issues up to that time, THE ACOLYTE had been prompt 2s clockwork, and
its contacts with the pro world seemed to me largely to devend on
this promptness and regularity. An issue wes due June 15; either it
had to start by May 5, or Project M hed to get for enough along so
hat I could depend on it to take ACOLYTE's place. e had the mater-
ial for Project M, but it was all ACOLYTE materiazl except for a short
story Yerke had written for us. Broanson both failed to turn over his
back log and refused to do any work. "Aw, let's just sit back end
blow smoke rinzs," he used to say when we'd suggést doing something.
I had no intention of publishing an ambitious magazine single-handed,-
and in fact in the 5th issuc had announced a curtailed circulation
and a decreased number of issues per year.

A week or so of Bronson-
len lotus eatinzg, led me to approach Sam Russell, and ask him if he
would be co-editor of ACOLYTE, with & 50-50 split on both work and

finances. (This lest meant nothing, since the magazine had been
glizhtly more than breakinz even since its 4th issue.) I am com-

mitted to Project M,Y said Russell.
- I8uppose ACOLYTE withdraws from
Project M2%
%8ince Project M, basically, is THE ACOLYTE, in that
case 1'd be only too pleased to step in and help it out,X
That tore
it. I gave Projecct M. to Bronson, with my compliments, and SDR and I
picked out the material for the %7 ACOLYTE that very night.
: When
Yerke, still working on his night shift, heard of this developement
he had & fit.- Under date of May 1&, 1944, he wrote The Qutsiders a
letter of resiznation. 1In it, he assailed us savagely for our short-
cominzs, particularly beratins Bronson. Phil was crushed, for he had
always maintained e semi-heroworship for 3ruce, and Yerke had in this
letter flayed-him unmercifully. This letter was the cnd of both
Yerke and Bronson in fandom. Yerke h~@ some spasmodic dealings with
Bill Watson that summer, and Bronson, more from habit than anything
else, kept coming around Tor a couple of weeks--but neither of then
ever ageln did anythinzg of a fan nnture. An“amusinzg sidelizht oA
Yerke's letter of resiznation and renuncistion’ was that he called our
roll, so as to speak, describiny to cach of Us*his personal habits
and peculiarities which made him impossible to associate with. Only
SDRussell zot a clean bill of health. Bu , oddly, with the exception
of Bruce's remsrks about Mel Browm's unkemptncss, every single one of
these accusations apnlied to Yerke with as great forcc as it did to
the person he was condemning for it,

But the Outsiders no longer
exigsted, cexcept as a name, Mid-May of 1944 saw the LASFS with four
or five members and The Outsiders with about the same. Neither zgroup
had any longer sufficient momentum to expand itself. If Los Angeles
was to have a fan club, it wes pretty evident to me that the two
factions would have to combine, and fast.

A certain amount of inter-
mingling was already in evidence. Crozetti and Daniels did a good
deal of work on VENUS at Fran Shack with Outsider equipment, =and
since Danicls had also become co-editor of Brown's FAN SLANTS and
Kepner's TO'TARD TOMORROW, a good deal of work on these two Outsider
Tfenzines was performed in the LASFS clubroom. Ackerman still refused
to speak to me, and there was considerable resentment between various
Outsiders and Welter J. Daugherty, but by and large the groups scemed
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drifting towards a merger.

I commenced angling around, trying to
work out some sort of truce with Ackerman. Walter J. Daugherty step-
ped into a role of peacemaker, telling us how implacable Ackerman we.s
towards us and telling Ackerman how these overtures of friendship
merely presaged some sort of Trojan horse deal. I dated Myrtle a
time or so, and in the course of talking things over with her saw that
she would eventually cause the hatchet to be buried.

Matters could
have drifted on, excent that Lora Crozettl, the very evening after
Brown, Kepnecr, and I had spent a couple of hours helping her run'off
VENUS, took the floor in the LASFS, told the club that the room had

been so full of Outsiders she couldn't work, and demanded that the club

ban all Outsiders from its premises, under pain of having them thrown
in the pokey for trespassing. Director Walter J. Dougherty allowed
such a motion to pass; appointed Burbce to come down =nd Bl AlE
about 1t, then came down himself and did not allow Burbee to more
then say hello 2s the Great Daugherty read the riot act. I tried to
talk to the fellow in a conciliatory faghion, despite some rouzh re-
marks from a rather intoxicated Bronson, who quit fandom completely
when 1t became evident that Brown, Kepner, and I werc and had been
dickering with the LASFS.

This last week of May was devoted mostly
to negotiations of one sort and another. The reconciliation was.fi-
nelly implemented by Morojo, who talked Ackerman around into seeing
both the need for a merger and the advisability of letting bygones be
bygones, The feud was closed despite Walter J. Daugherty's efforts
as a peaccmaker, when one Sunday morning, a nervously doubtful For-
rest J. Ackerman tapped diffidently on Fran Shack's door until 2 dumh-
founded Francis T. Laney opened it and peered sleepily out at him.

But that, and the happenings that led from this surprise visit, be-
long in the next chapter.
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