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POLARITY #3: O0CT ' 58 F. Mo & I, Busby, 2852 14th Avenuc West,
SEATTLE (for the 159. WesterCon and "PuCon in '61”) 99, Vashington. This is truc,

This issuc is going into thc 45th SAPS mailing just prior to distribution to
tho\rost of our high-gradc mailing list.

Somc of our high-grade malling list arc paid—up with moncy and/or letters, and
nced have no fcars of being dropped. Others can assurc being held over for the next
issuc by paying (25¢) for this onc, writing a lotter of comment, scnding a rcason-
able trade, rcvicwing this issuc, or just by becing such a good kid that we couldntt
possibly think of dropping you.

POL's schedule is getting roomier all the timey we cxpect to do ConReports in
most 1f mot all futurc issucs, if that gives you an ideca, So you sce: we did lcarn
. something from POL #2. (It may be that you have purchased a Lifc Subscription, Mr,
Schultheis, sir.) '

CONTENTS: Front and back covcer photocs all taken by Elinor (cxcopt the onc of
her and Jack, taken by mc). Iitho by Pilgrim Press., Captions Multigraphed by The
Toskoy. Just like last ycar on POL #1, cxcept this timc we usc them first.

This is the Buztorial Pagd; the Elinorial is on page 20. My ConRep begins
overlcaf on page 43 Part Two of John Berry's "Per Ardua Ad Fanac" starts on page 18;
Elinor's Rcport goos from page 22 to 34, the total cnd, Interior illocs by WRotsler
cxeccpt for page 21 by Harncss,

We also have for you a certain amount,of Subtle (if not subliminal) Propaganda

that will appcal to all Right-Mindcd Typcs??&ctcctiblo only by thc morc obscrvant.
Such ass "BRING BERRY TO DETROITI!I™"™
Or maybos "DETENTION FOR THE Ggoomnmyin

As you probably know, TAFF is not scnding anyonc to England ncxt ycar, but is
building for the long haul (1960). So the ncxt overscas TAFF rcpresontative to
attend a US Con cannot possibly do so until 1961 (anothor WostCoast ycar). At this

- rate, thc majority of midwest and castcoast faans won't scc a TAFFrcp for a looong
timc. Oh, possibly in 1962, if thc '61 scason is skippcd like '59..... But this,
as thc purists would say, is a statc of affairs, up with which wec shall not put!

S0y, not as a compctitor, but as a complement to TAFF, thc "Bring Berry to
Dotroit" Pund has been conceived. Co-sponsorcd (to dates complete list will be
‘announced whon-all the confirmations arc in) by Nick & Norcen Falasca, Dick Elling-
ton, and F.l. & Elinor Busby, thc "Bring Berry" PFund is siraightforwardly bascd
on the time—testcd system of picking a Good Man and going all-out for him,

s Naturally, John was consultcd beforc making this announcemcnt. He is highly
plcased at thc:ideca, having considercd "having six wecks off ncxt ycar, and working
across the Atlantic on a tramp stcamer or suchlike!" beforc rcluctantly giving up
plans to makc the trip on his own. So, if the Fund "gocs over'", so will John Berry.

"But i1f thce Mund flops....?'" Onc proposal is that if for any rcason the Berry
Jund cannot be uscd for its intended purposc, all contributions of a given amount
($5?) or more shall be rcturned to tho donors. (Smaller contributions, after post-—
age had been paid on the big onecs, could go to TAFF.and/or the Concommittcey but
Worthwhile Chunks of Cash would bc uscd as intended, or rcturncd.) This proposal
appcals to'me as a contributor, and I hopc it tcnds toward larger individual offor-
ings all dovm thc linc. -

Tntil “YBRING BERRY OVER" Fund Headquarteors is assigned a single address, all
questions and contributions can bec addresscd to any of the presently-confirmed
co-sponsors with full assurancc that your cffort will be coordinated into the whole,

"DETROIT NILEDS THI G D A : BERRY MUST COME ACROSSI"M
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[Z; To us, the Solacon climaxed the FaanSummer of 1958, which

began late in June. At the HNullCon, we & Wally & Tosk & Otto
visited with Bob Warwick, Jack Speer, & Larry Bourne; the next
day a oneshot found its devious way into the 3APS bundle., Then
repercussions appeared in the CRY, but eventually things did

\ qulet down. For a while.
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This year, after 3 years of conniving, I finagled a long
vacationy, coming off work July 3rd and returning Sept 15. I
may try that again in ten years or sog it's fun,

E

discovering that there are more ways to goof, Horatio, than

i} We turned out our first SAPS mailing as Two-Headed OL,
L; are dreamt of in your philosophy....

"This is Karcen Anderson," said the phone. So we rounded
up the CRY gang here for an evening with Poul and Karcn, and
the next day got Alan & Ann Nourse, and Jack & Ruth Specer,

n\ //Aif:::::// into town for dinner with us and the Andersons (Astrid came,
\-

~too, and wc have a picturc of her sacked out on the couch
pillowing on onc dog and being similarly used by the other).
Morce fun.

Stony Brooks Barncs made it this far, from Grants Pass, on his motor scootcr,
which rcbelled at his foolhardy attcempt to visit Larry Stonc in British Columbia
and was .brought back to Scattlc in the trunk of Otto's Buick. So Larry camc down
herc to scc Stony and buy our Standard SW Spirit-dupcr and all the loosc supplics;
on a sort of GI mortgage only without the paperwork. Two morc oncshotss onc by
pépular demand and onc to demonstratc the SW to Larry.. And cventually, Stony
spliced the scooter's gaslinc into onc of his artcries and rode it back home,

Boyd Racburn camc in (by air, on his way to the Con) Just prcviously, Mcgan
Sturck (& ncw SAP) had arrived in town, driving up from New Mexico about 2 months
aftor lcarning to drive. Agein, the clans gathcercd here. Things had simmercd
down to where wo got around to haul Boyd up to North Bend to intcrrudt Jack's:
campaign for the State Legislooturc (he's doing very well, to datc)and have a
finc dinncr with thce Nourscs in the shadow of Mount Si. And we got over to Bain-—
bridge Island, wherc cven if we couldn't find a "wild beach™ such as Boyd had
longingly discusscd in a zinc of his, wo did find a beach. The dogs horscd around
in thc surf and got soaked, and it was a bcautiful day. 4And-after we saw Boyd off
on another planc (it's all witchcraft and illusion; they can't recally fly), we
camc home and puttercd around, and misscd him,

That was Friday. Monday, wc lcaving for LA, so naturally thce CRY was to bc
publishcd on Sunday (add curscs: "May you bccome rcally active in fandom"), and we
all visitecd latc into thc cvening, . rather than getting packed to travel. Probably
we forgot cven morc cssential itcms than usual, this trip, but we did make it to
the train Monday aftcrnoon (with Toskey's hclp), lcaving the car in garage for its
first rcal chance for repairs since the 1957 MidWestCone
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From Li to Scattlc (cither way) talkes 3 trains, and you don't gct to kocp a
singlc onc of them. The Scattlo-Portland WP should bec kept on a lcash: it's a dog.
Then therc's a much-bettcr SP to Liartincz, and a medium onc on into LA. There's no
point in cxpleining the weird methods by which the railroads allow for the anomalous
pcrsisteonce of San Francisco; it's incomprchensible $o all but-Californians, and
they alrcady know all about it and prctend to understand it.

At any ratc (plus Pedoral tax), Tucsday night saw our arrival at the Llexendria.
Viith thc shank of the cvening froc, fancontact was indicated, and successful ("Pick
mc up somc bcer on the way over, vwillya huh?" I asked; "OK," rcsponded my victim)e

I went dowm to the lobby in scarch of an LA city map. This could be parlaycd
into a running gag, but I'll admit right now that I ncver put cyctracks on a compre-
hcnsible map of the LA arcaj Los ingclenos opceretc on oidetic memory and a smidgin
of BSP, surcly.

48 I was about to rctrcat ignominiously to our room, cntcred an crect young
man of scrious micn and light complexion, carrying a suggcestive papcer bag.

"Jack?" I askced, intuitively.
"Oh, NO!" rcplicd Jack Harncss. "I nover thought you'd look likc that!®

Up to thc room, wheore Elinor & Jack & I warmed up to a finc gabscssion. Jack
scemed a littlce stiff at first, but soon looscned up and beccame cnjoyably expressive
in a sort of VO3V scssion. Wish wc'd had morc ckance to yack during the Conj though
we sav and chatted with Jack in groups, we never again saw him looscncd up so well,
beanic notwithstanding, ind it wasn't thc bcer; I dranic the beer. Jack drank fruit
juicc and still improved on acquaintancc., Ve all had us a good cvening.

Tledncsday we looked up old fricnds: Russ & Helen Haggard, who moved down to Li
in 1954, Visitcd, and thcy took us around to Vaync Dunmbar's wherc 4L I. van Vogt was
feeding C.DL material to an jddrossograph with occasional success. .4 E Good Manj
thosc machineos arc Beasts, cach and g¢vcry onc of thcm,

411 my cx~Scattlc rclatives livo south of Ii thesc days. Thursday, aftcr kind-
1y putting us up for the night, Russ & Hclen drove us down to Balboa to scc a couplc
of my favoritc aunts and a goodly cousin and hcer tribe, who live litorally on the
beach—— their door opens onto socveral hundred feet of sand with surf at the far cnd
of it, DIlinor would have switchced from fandom, K to surfbathing as a Vay of Lifc if
we'd boen therc another day or two, unless there's a ballpoint mimco that duplicates
under water, Barbccucd chicken a la my cousin Mary, and lifc was good in Balboa.
Hoxt morning, Hank (her husband) drove us into L4 in his VW, frceways and all, but
o made it anyway, Hank's-a good driver, and VWs arc safc enough in their own right,
but for those frcocways I'd want somcthiang morc on the ordcr of a tank or locomotive.

The LAlcxandria assigned us to 403 this time, and a bellman who didn't try to
determine his own tip, but lct mc make my own change, That's the best kind. On
the way up, wc saw our first fan of thc Con, propcrs Steve Schulthcis, the GDA's
Clcvcland Op. Chcery groctings, and it was Friday, and thc Con was on.

Elinor wanted to gussic-up a bit, so I wandercd dovm. to the mezzanine. The
registration desk was being millcd-about protty well, but during the lulls I had
the chance to discuss a projocted GDi capcr (which, alas, was ncver consummatcd)
with Rick Sncary, and apologizcd to Honcy Graham for ncver having answered a 1951
letter of hers, back when GMCarr hooked me for a ycar's N3F dues and the flood of
letters scarcd me out completely (I uscd to put thosc letteors in a drawer at which
I would glance uncasily from timc to time, half-cxpccting it to open and:somchow
call mc to account for my ncgligence. It ncver did, though).
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Bill Rickhardt and Jim Brodcrick camc up, and while I was distracted by the
foofaraw of grcctings, Bill sncakily introduced mc to Roger Sims. 4s +OE of SAPS,
I had had my go-rounds with ol' Tcddybcar, but very shortly it bccame apparcnt that
while Roger may continuc to drive us bugs with his adroit decadlinc-skirting, we'll
nover again be able to work up a full-borc pceve at himg he's too nice a guy. Oh,
we'll be firm cnough, ycs. But angry? ©No. The likablc Sims pcrsonality didn't
comc through to us too well in print until aftcr we had met him, but now I know wo
- will cenjoy his matcrial a lot morc, knowing thce man behind the typer. So I hope
you do gect on the ball in SAPS, Roge.

Diversion: it scoms to be my fate, to mect and likc pcoplc whosc in-print
impircssions have been on the poor side; and then to find their writings enjoyable
and cnriched by the fleecting personal contact. Instance: I was well dowm on Pete
Graham for a timo, although I had cnjoycd his rcminiscing on FAPAn old-times in the
February mailing (borrowcd from Jack Spccr). I had cxpccted Pete to be on the
smart-aleck sidc with built-in sncer at nominal cxtra cost, but hc turned out to
be a plcasant young guy who cventually camc out from bechind the monosyllables and
discusscd a number of things with a refreshing abscnce of dogmatism and compulsion-
to-bo~Right (the ability to admit a possiblc goof is a winning charactcristic, thesc
days, and I valuc it). This conversion-to-liking routinc bcgan to weigh on me to
such an oxtent that upon mccting Dave Rike T told him that dammit hc'd better not
turn out to be likable; or who would I have to bc mad at? Dave fooled me; he stuck
to grins, shrugs, and short non-committal answcrs, to the cnd-cffcct that I still
have no idca wvhat he is rcally likc, However, Terry Carr says that's SOP with Daves
apparcntly, 2-wiay communication is simply not a Rikc attributec. This is getting
'yyay ahcad of thce continuity, but Time, they say, is only an illusion, anyhow,

Sos still shakcn by the Teddyboar Episode, I met Will J (Philadelphia, and
not Leinster) Jenkins, a CRY contributor of notc, 4nd the notc is: get you another
contribution in quickly, Will; how arc you cver going to collcct a Fabulous CRY
Rcjéction Slip, if you quit while you'rc ahcad?

- lict Bob Shaw, and was soon chagrincd that we had goofcd off and hadn't asked
him to stop by Scattlc on his way dowm from Valgary. Just bccausc we'd had no
previous contact... Morc, latcr, on this problcm.

Vthon Blinor showed up, I was scttlcd down in the Exhibition Room, to a lively
discussion with Charles dc Vet. Hc and Elinor and I werc mutually chagrinncd at
heving misscd cach other at Cincinnati last ycar; and hc was duly thanked for the
fine hugc stacks of vintagc fanzines ho'd sont us, for postagc,; only. Othcrwise
(though I hatc to alicnatc the rabid trufeans in the audicnecc), our discussion was

rlargely conccerncd with scicnce—-fictiong Chas de Vet not only rcads the stuff but

successfully writes its; he, and we, like it. 1Ilatter of fact, hc cven rcads our
Pembcrton columns, and admitted that it was morc natural for him to call Elinor
nfimelia”,. So that's how-it went, and she camc to answor to it quitc well.

Things brokc up and rcgroupcd when a number of pcople came in to greet all
participants (and some innoccent bystandcrs who werc only thumbprinting the original
artwork lying around on display for thc auction), Hadn't sccn Ted hite since the
157 MiCon, so we had quite a2 bit to kick around in a hurry. He was improssed by
the "distinguished" salt-and-pcpper coloring of my bcard, sc I rcassurcd him that
it only took practice—- like, maybc, tvwicnty yoars of 1t.

Tsk. I can sce I'1ll bec unjustly omitting names, throughout. Comes of not
taking notes, which in turn comcs of sclfishly placing the Con bcforc thc Report,
ind oft—timcs, the peoplc unmentionced will .bc gmong the folks we know best, becausc
in rcecall it's so hard to tcll just where and when thcy werce around. For instance,
I'm half-certain that our first Con-sight of Boyd Racburn camc about here. But I
can't swear to it; aftcr his Scattle visit, it was almost as if hc worc with us all
along, although unfortunatcly this was not factually corrcct. inyhow, you scec?


vrill.be
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Aftor awhile, somg went thiswvay and somc that. Near the Desk, wec howdy'd with
Bob Silverberg (another beard), and werc bombed by Terry Carr's quict "Carl docsn't
cxist" in answer to our incvitable query "Wherc's Carl?"

You couldn't prove it by mc, whﬁthor the Bay Arcc, Publishing Giants cxposcd a

hoax or arsc attempting to hoax—out 2 living fan until next ycar. Thoy scem quite
sincerc, but the lattcr stunt is by no mcans beyond their talents. Terry???

Wo had lunch with Steve and Virginia Schultheis, discussing possible. GDApers
and many other things. They're great, thosc Cleveland Ops, :

Connivings wierc scheduledin Smokc-Fillcd Room 507 for 1:00pm, but apparcntly
the smokc—~fillcrs hadn't finished in timej the room was locked and quict, so we
took a short har-break, Ve had a drink with Poul inderson, and he & I agrced that
wetd cnter the drinking contest if it weorc only beer instcad of tea, but that they
nevcer gschedule conlests for TRRUUUfen. And back to the Smoke~Fillcd Room,

Herc is the place to cxpose the ruthless, trcachcrous workings of the Imner—
Circlc Mastcr Plan to scuttle the WSFSire, and it's too bad that I'm unable to do
sos the wholc deal was about as Machiavellian as the sack race at the church picnic,
Fhen we cntercd, Nick Falascs was doing a good job of moderating a discussion on
What 3hould Bec Donc Lbout the WSFSine Situatiorn. Moderating is the right word; NWick
was kceping the discussion ono-at-a-~time and to the point.

Dave Kyle pleaded well for a salvage operationy citing the advantages for which
incorporation had bcin planncd, and pointing out that most of the hassle was due to
actions taken illcgally (%The corporation has ncver performed a single authorized
action, as tht Dircctors have ncver met and authorized any®). I was favorably
impresscd by Dave's acceptance of the argumcnt that the best way to stop illegal
actions would be to take away Raybin's ILittlc Red Wngon by dissolving the WSFSinc;
Dave'!s agrocment made it unamimols. From therce on, the question was how to get’ the
issuc beforc the Convention, conciscly presented so as to show the problem clecarly
to the hypothotical Uninformed Convcention—going Fringe—Fan who might otherwisc be
inclined to votc for the continuance of the WSFSine, simply because It Was Thoro,
Somewherc along the linc, it was deecided that the best way to lecarn whother the
Committec would allow the question on the floor or not, was to ask, " Phere was a
certnin amount of residual argumcnt, such as who would ask whom whethcr it werc OK
$o prcscent o motion, or not_(which might sound dopey, but was actually carcful).
Then it all began to appear cut-ond-dricd, Elinor & I cut—nnd-ran for thc tea—drink-
ing comtest, lecaving thc Detroit—Chicago-Cleveland-NewYork-ncoBerkeley-IdahoFalls
Lxis to thc contemplation of thc Coming Jattlc.

Jo had thought that the Tea-Drinking Contest might prove fo be real fanmiish,

but after choicc introductions by Bob Bloch and P o | s >

. Ll = R AT Tinis €
Poul Andcrson, the -contest itaclf was sogey. 22L& 4/ CEX R TIol !
iftcr scoing one conmtestant (Keren Anderson) a .
have her first—round lcad nallificd by & . - }

purblind rcfill—crow, I'm dvbious that

the outcome proved much, Mceanwhilc, L

I mot the Sandy idgo Mobs Samcron, ; i

Vowen Clark, and I beliuve eno Horc, £ {

There was Goorge Metzgor, the /(_ \ 4; Yeu Ber
visual archetype of the ?oat§1ks S, R P, o] S ! /

bhut a rcasonablc person in his Cx-~\;\\ —

own right. Now theretls a : . \f\f‘>~j7“\;:;:;;
things that Bongce—drumming A //j::~,_,,;/*ﬁ Se ﬁ\ e
herd—-stampeding Beatnilc mob -47 . b

gave me the Croggles, eon massc, Individually they werc moatly 0K T typess

maybe they woere just too gont with Togetherness, Lnd tlosc verschiunkicen Bongodrumse
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Alsoy, wc met Mike Hinge at the Teogulpen, It is not impossible to undorstand
wmat Mike saysy it's mercly improbablc. Spoaking at Sunday night's banguct, ho was
90% intclligiblc, or 20% abovce par for the courscs possibly ho just didn't give a
damn in casual conversationy; and who am I to say that he might not have a point
there? But if so, T dida't get it.

4nd sc to dinncr, after a by-bits "Alice" rchearsal when Liz Wilson (doughty
stage-managress and prompter) corralled o fow of uss Goorge Seithers; Ben Stark;,
Iiz! husband Neil, and Elinor & mc. This Littlc Men gang is a goodly mobs we likc
'em, 4% dinncer, wc wcre hauntcd by o large salad which was attenpting to put the
coup-dc—gracce to Koren, weakencd by the 18 cups of tea. 4ll this was a table or
two down the linc, but fans have broad mental herizons. Upon lcaving, we wished
Kercn well (cot the avocndo; i 's got minerals) and went up to the Holl where the
Program was to bcgin., JAnd sc it did. )

There 'vas a ccrtain amount of rcsistance to Amnat's attempt at having the
Convention Rules adoptcd quictly. Main boef scomed to be that we asscmbled fringe-
fan convention—gocrs woere lcery of the possible eppointment of Gecorge Nims Raybin
as parliamcntarian for the Rulcs Committco. Assurcd by .nna that no onc "contro-
versial" would bc appointed; cveryonc scttled dovm, cxzecpt for a fcew habit-~formed
"no' votcs 2t odd intorvals,

Therec were speeches., Now it is well for a fan to listen to a few speechesg
no matter how sophisticated he may be, a few spceches will make him just that much
more appreciative of thc bar (aftcr somcone hes broken the plug on the teevy, if
pessible). This year, the mayor of South Gate made a nice sort of speech, Tony
Boucher never made a bad one in his life; and this year was no exception, Id Wood
rosc to his full girth and interjected a2 certain colorful flow and bounce to the
proccecedings., Aftcr awhile, unfortunately, he scemed to run out of mental wind,
but continued tc add o not-unpleasing touch of Random,

Elinor spotted Rich Brown a few rows back, so I went back and hauled him up
to sit with us., Rich was out to break the Post Office, with a huge stack of
letters which he delivered personally at the Con. So there goes your balanced
budget, Summerficld. Rich also handed me his SAPSzines for the current mailing,
which we accepted and then goofed ourselves into carrying hcme instead of dumping
them on Wally Weber, who had his car there., Couldn't get a2 firm date out of Rich
for his invasion of Seattle and ﬂﬁfﬂé taken over F¥ the CRY; when we tried to pin
him dovm, he rctaliated by hiding out for the rest of the Con to do a cne-shot. A
wise preccaution for Rich, no doubt, but we did vant to sce some morc of the bhoy.

Meanwhilc, John W Psionics talkalkalked. I'm sure that Many Others will be
analyzing his speech in det2il, but in casc you don't happen to hear from Many
Others, I refer you to the Incident of the Cryer in thce Red Dress, for analogy,

Someone finally pulled the floor from under the speaker, and amidst cries of
"Sit down! The Program isn't over yct!" a number of us hobbled gingerly out into
the hallway, stood passiwvely before the clevators for a time, and by a good picce
of misdirection, ceventually arrived down in the lobby, too spent to procced,

“Rotslecr walked up and said in my general direction "Who's the nut with the
beard?" (scc covers) Things were looking up, but I felt a yen for a transparent
container of floating ice cubes, Providentially, someonc mentioned to me that
Burbce had come into town for the one evening only, and was now in the bar., And
though Elinor had not hcard this bit of news, she rosponded to the dry urgent rasp
in my voice when I said "Comc ong we're going in to the bar now."

It was dark in thcrc. We took a booth, ordered drinksy and waited for our
night—vision to come into play so that we could scc wherc the hell Burbce was
-hiding out, if hc were really present in the flesh, at all,



As 1t happened, the car was e N
faster than the eycs barring the ‘t;:ZEDEF‘ \\
remote contingency of two gentle— e
men actually bearing thc name of - b e
Meyer turning up at that point s Kﬁ:“w\\
in timec and spacc,; thc odds were i “\\/— L

that Burbce and Perduec werc up
the linc a bit on the far side
of the barricade, And as my
cycs acclimatcd, I found that ¢
this was, indecd, thc casc. //

So wc wandercd around
the ocnd of the row of booths
aid- joincd the pcople milling : :
in the far aisle until we had a chance S 4 S
to approach the booth where Chas & Elmer ~ = a0 i .
vere sitting with G M Carr, and cxchonge Ly
a fcw swords of introduction, '%%EﬁiDL}EE

Burb rccognizcd us from corrcspondencc, rcespondecd favorably, and suggestod that
we takc over the ncxt booth, temporcrily vacant. This put us back-to-back with him
and Elmecr, Whilc Burb and GMC werc cngrosscd, Elinor & I got acquaintcd with Elmer,
(Incidontally, I am baffled by the Docp Symbolism of the accampanying ille, and will
welecome cnlightenment by thce artist, subjcct, or rclatively innocent bystanders, )

I admittcd to Elmer thot the Micycr" routine had lcd us to their lair, and that
Jock Spocr had told mc the original jokc., As soon as Elmer saw that the insulting
implications wcrc clcar to mo, hc was overcome by a huge grin and devilish glint—-
he shook my hand vigorously, with a checrful "Greutings, Moycrl" It was the
ultimatc accolade, I like Blmcrs it is with good rcason that he is fabled and
regardced vith a mixturc of awe and unccrtainty. He dispclls dullness, surcly.

We all meode o falsc—alarm run townrd the Hall, on rumor that the "Born of Men
and Woman" film was duc ony; but straggled back to thc bar, wherc the requircments
of contiguous scating werc met by pulling a tablc or two over to line up with a
becoth tablc. - Drinks wore cobtainced, cncc morc.

Froscent (with a margin for crror as discusscd clscwhorc by Elinor) werc we,
Burbee, Blmer, WRotslcr, Boyd Racburn (in the corncr of tho booth, beside Burb and
across from Elinor, so you scc I'm not just gucssing hopcfully, cntirely), Terry
Carr, Ron Ellik, Miriamorshmallow (hi, gol),; and——— wcll, it was dim at the far
cnd., VRotslor was drawing cortoons, and Elinor wns snagging a good share of them
(shc's better-equipped than I omy to snag artwork from a becrded artist, but I do
apprcciate tho contributions, all the samc, Bill), Rotsler is a largc youngish
wide vital type with a 360° (vortical) beard (scc covers) and much apparcnt ability
to cnjoy lifc and spread thet enjoyment, Yup, just anothicr Good Man, is all,

Scveral peoplc come through announcing intcresting developments,; but somchow
wonc of us breke loosc until the ‘bar closcd. Vhy do you suppose this was?% Well,
for onc thing, therc was Burbce, a veritable fannish hero, in my book (compilcd, as
it werc, from the Lancy Mcmoirs, o Burblings, quotcs in Innucndo, and finally the
supcrb "Incompleat..")s. I couldn't walk away from the chonce at a good try at
gctting acquainted with the guy who has writtcn so many things that producc the
"I wish I'd writton thot" roflex and a liking for the guy who did write it. Burbce
lives up to his writings, too, which isn't so casy when a man has been discovercd
to thc modern—day fandom by such as Terry Carr. Try it, somctimc. Anyhow; to
anticipato cvonts, Burb did hit most of the Con (thc ovenings) end we had the time
for o lot of good talk thot was, in itsclf, viorth thc wholc trip.
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After the bar closcd, Elinor & I cnjoycd thc
hospitality of the Dctroit and Chicage suitcs,
togcthor, scparately, and altcrnately at timces. L{{*?’,ﬁygf Lok A /ﬁfy’

Therc was a very humorous passage at onc [ROCRAAT Avp SEE GHAT
point, in which scmconc attemptcd to lead a 4 / o
sclcc%gd fow from the Detroit party to tho My NAME /5.
Chicago blast, and was foilcd by a good-
heorted girl whe insisted upon looking up all
her fricnds for inclusion in the move: cnd-
rcsult was that the cntirc Detroit party conded
up milling about in thc hnllways, and the Leader:
of the Move gave up and lcd us all back inte 507,
cursing undcr his brcath while planning for a latcr
cxodus. Aftcr awhilc, both partics wcrc morc or lcss
frce—flowing back and forthe...

Somecday I shall convinec mysclf that at 3 am it
is OK to hold a full or cmpty glass withcut doing
much of anything a2bout it. I hopc. About that time,
in thc Chicago fortress, Lon Moffatt was holding forth with a workmanlikc job on
mclodramatic renditions of offcolorful songs, in the midst of a great aura of full
good fceling all around. Iet's hope thot I went straight home from therc, shall we?

Saturday morning T attcmpted to override the beastly overhanging aspects of the
situntion by consuming o grcat gross breckfost and soizing cvery opportunity to lic
dovm for o minutc or so to shako out the fall-out. But cventually I had to go top—
sidc to the Boucher suitc and mcet the "Alice" cast for rchearsal. Of course, thoy
hod zipped through the thing, but they courtcously gave me a run, anyway. Mortified
by the rcalization that having bragged to Karcen of being a "quick study" I still
had littlc likeclihood of actually learning my lincs, I dispcrscd tc the bar.  Korcn
and I cncountcrcd, there, 2 longtime stf-rcaders who kncw nought of the Con,; but
worc mercly stoking up in an interludec botween conguests of salesmanship. Then the
row of tables filled up better: I rccall Wick & Norcen, Lec Jacobs, and (forgive mo)
no onc clsc for surce.

4pmg I recesscd from the bar,; rcalizing that the nights arc getting longer,
this time of tho ycar., Ninc of us atc across from Clifton's, with a view of the
outdoor watcrfall, from o booth that scated us all (lecft to right): Bill Donahoc,
Bill Rickhardt, llick & Norcen Falasca, mc, Elinor, John Champion, Boyd Racburn,
and Ted Whitc., (This time, by painstoaking memory work, we fit the. pcople to the
ocecasion, aftcr thce pics camc back from the drugstorc.) '

Vlandcring back tc the hotel, we traversed a side of Pershing Squarc, and what-
cver you may havce heard about this Weirdy's Wonderland, it was an undcrstatenent.

Back at the room, unable to get my suitcase unpacked and repacked at the same
time, I lay down for a few minutcs, trying to rclecase the overstinulation of
pecrsonality prcssurc thot comcs (to mo) from mceting and talking to so nany ncw
fricnds in so short 2 time. DEight o'clock found me less than successful, rcloxing;
obviously it was time to hcad for the bar,

At tho tables to the left were -Burboe, Elmer, 2nd (add to my list of favorite
pcople) Bob Pavlat. Also, maybc, Tcrry Carr and liriam Dychesj they were there o
bit later, anyhow., Bour and geod talk provailed. Bob Pevlat cxchanged scats with
Elinor when he discovercd that she couldn't henr what Burb was saying, ond the
Write it Down!!" cartoon stems from just after that moment.

The discussion cemc arcund te F Towncr Lancy, ond Burbee gave some solid 3-D
matorinl to f£ill in our inpressions from ASI. Leney and his writings arc of groeot
intcrcest to usy the MAN Loncy is o sympnthctic and tragic figurc.



Dalc Hart showed up: o guy with apparcently unlinitcd capocity, but with a
tcndoney. to freeze into o nold scnewvhere in the late stoges of getting n loLd
Drnlc repentedly draggoed the conversntion into byronds concerning whethoer or not
he reolly undcrstood whocover hoppencd tc be the thrget of discussicn; ~nd vice
versn. In 21l chscs, he wns convinecd th~t understonding did indecd prevail, For
his Sﬁke, I hopc he's right,

Jin Brodshow (with - red berrd) ~nd o fricnd of his come to torms with mc on
preprid insurnnce ~gninst runnlng out of buer n~nd hoving to go onto hnrd liquorsg
I chippcd in ~nd they went out ~nd bought up ~ l-rgc ncss of lé-cuncc cnns of becr.
This crme in handy when the bar crowd disperscd ~nd ~ bunch of us convened ~t tho
Xris Neville pnrty on the 6th floor.

Kris ~nd his vifc h~d ~ vory gocd “pority. lirs. Noeville is ~ plensant ond
~ttroetive Negro girl. In on iderl socicty, I could congrntulntc Kris on his good
tostc; judgment, ~nd luck; in our sccicty, howover, I ~m 21lso forced to congratulate
hin on his show of guts. I -~n not purscnnlly capable of voluntarily cntiring into
~ situntion thet scisme up ~s onc of Heinleihs drngger—-ducllists, perpetunlly on-cdge
for offensc, ~nd I cannot incginc the passive altcrnative. I con only sny thot I
like ¥r & Mrs Neville, ~nd thnt I hope it all works out for then,

Phil Bronson wns sitting cn the flour nnd trying to communc with thc ruge.
Burbcoe knclt ~nd bent his ncck rround so 2s to talk up dircctly to Bronson—-—-—
Elipor n~ttompted te inmortalizc this moment on filrm, but Burb sat partway up beforc
she could snop it (sco covcrs) after scveral pecople had foiled to got out of the
way, so thc full depth of this noncentous moment whs uncapturcd on film. T had o
very plensant chat with Mrs Phil Bronson, but then she got all perturbed when Phil
roturncd from bcing corricd to bed nnd hnd to be enrricd bock, ngoin.

Back at 507 were the topes of the humorous & ingenious Detroit—-for-59 propngnanda,
AZfter the commercinl, the tapes veered off into politicnl and other dirty songs,
mostly rcndered by Sandy Cutrell, who con sing o lot better than he can (I henr)
pick traveling companions.

Somchow, the smog oozecd in through the windows n~nd rcduced the smnll-hours to
2~ scrics of cpisodcs:

Coming out of thec john, I cncountered o brunettc in n red dress. She took =~
decep breath ~nd wailed "Fans ~rc¢ snobs! Boo—hoo-HOO}" Big te~rs and contortcd face,

"Uh, whot was your name? Minc's Busby, ~nd .we're dowh herc from—-"

"Phey soy fans arc supposcd to be friendly," she sobbed, *"but ohj; NO, they
~ren't! Fons are SNOBS! Here I comc 211 this way, ond come to these pnrties, ond
nobody C¥*[*R*I*S!i" Morc sobsy; I rcnlized th~t by golly she meont it. Refusing ~ny
introduction, the lady was not ~bout to be wooed from her bout of sclf-pity, so I
loft her to sob at.the cold wolls ~nd rceturned to henr morc of the dirty tapes. But
docg anyonc know the name and origin of 2 womnn in her late thirtics(?), with short
straight black hair, dark complexion, werring o red dress Saturday night and Sunday,
mrad ot fa~ns? This. report is not complete without th 't info, and I wns scared to
got closc cnough to rc~d her nome—~tng in thnt dim light.

Now this nctunlly happened, oven if it docs sound like o trite, pat summ~tion

of cvery fan-snob gripc of Conhistory., J4nd I'm wondering, whot's with these people
that thoy (1)fail so badly at getting cequainted, and (2)insist on | blaming it on all
but their very selves? Do they stand around waiting for the glad goshwow? Do they
actunlly get the. bounce by throwing the goshwow themsclves, to an intolerable pitch,
or by moving in on 2 going-concern group and clawing for the center of the stoge on
~ basgis of Instant Togetherncss and without rcgnrd for pre-cxisting interests? How,
in the world do they get that way, anyhow? Fons arc much the same as people, in that
o group has the right to tnke to a would-be cntront, or not; the rcception is mainly
dependent on thce npproach, I'd say.
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Personally, I don't think it's so damn hard to get acquainted at Cons. Sure,
it is simpler if folks have heard of you through zines Pnd/or corrcspondence, but
it's not essenticl. Just.approach the people you want to mecet, talk when it secms
advisable (and when you also hove somcthing to say, that flts), remcmbering that a
good listcencr is o priccless pcarl, And if snubbed, so what? So go find a new gang.
If you want to mcct somconec, don't be afrnid to make the first move. iAnd for Pete!
sake, ncver hang around clinging to the pcople you already know, all through o Con,
(Sorry to borc 2ll you trufen, but thish is going to 2 large diverse malllng—llst,)

Morec carly-Sunday cpisodes, and we're still at 507: Sitting on the cdge of 2
bethtub (full of iced conned beer) with Rory Faulkner, looking at her cxcecllent sct
of LotiCon pix. Being given the "move on'" by the politer Oricntal housc—~Richard, and
standing pot on the grounds thot it's perfecetly legal to sit on a bathtub with Rory
and look at picturcs of clothcd peoplc, at any hour of the day or night. (Everyonc
cxcopt Rory & I & our hosts was forced to vacote, but all returned within minutes.) ¥

IListening to the Cutrell toped song of the bewildered American Communist faced
with the twistings of the Party Linc, "Vhosc Side im I On?"—- choicc satire. .

The dirty song tapes: Dan McGrow, Columbo (they loft out a .couplc of my best
fovorite verses, of old) and others.

Mccting and trying to tallk with Dove Bike, Given Dave's in-print belligoerence
and rofusal to communicatc, I'd imngincd anything oxcept the tall thin sandy-—-complcx—
ioncd quict grinning shrugging guy who still wouldn't say much. A nicc guy; yos.

Going homc to thc room and sacking out with the quict joy of knowing thot
although I'd skippcd o pre—-planncd midnight snack, at least I s hitting the rack
in bottecr shape than I'd donc thc previous night., Truc enough, in a scnsc, but the

"0l! resistance vms srcaring thin. Just how thin, wns apparcent the next day.

Sunday, thce day. My usunlly docilc. subconscious turncd up full of lumps and
onc of thosc hit mc right betwecn the oycs, It's cmbarrassing, as I don't meke 2
carccr of psychohypochondria, but I spont a couplc of rathcer horrible hours of
near-flipping, carly in the aftcrnoon until Elinor helpcd me slug it out with tho
hitherto—unsuspccted phobias and their nitwit bascs, Precipitated and unhelped by
insufricicnt slccp ~nd o medium—henvy hnngoever, the upheaval kcpt mc jittercd and
spoorly—oricnted for the rest of Sunday, and (1n slighter mensurc) for most of the
following dny., No point in dct°¢11ng, but this is in licu of apologics. I always
know I didn't carc much for trovel, but hod no iden how strongly tho subconscious

relt about it, buforc.
folt gbouy Lty Holom WAk I1lo rofors to the Burbec-Ellik cxchonge os

Im 4 PUBL 15 W6 (7//?/"7- rcportcd by Elinor. Vhich rcminds me of o Frldcy .

fﬂjff A CrHRoNC DS ICH L night deal that I gotita ncnt10n°
M IDEE T T03tly, cvoryonc was buying his own drinkss
¢l Oncc, with the crowd thinning, I tricd to cut the
\ time occupicd by thc waitress! inntility to count

\

on hcr fingers, by buying thc round.

Burbco said, "You buying this round?"

"YCS o "

Mjcll, if you'rc going to get into filthy hobits
- like thot," said Burbee, Y"I can't stop you."
ind you know, hc's righty it is o filthy habit.
Too brd he ean't wholly kecp ~way from it, him-
sclf,

Fcet of clay. -
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/ﬁ%ﬁ%ﬂ?f}f'/ﬁfJ' ;110 to lgft relotes an cxchange du?ing the
< - WRotslcr—illo contest related by Elinor &
/4/&]LL6&7f’9 g occurring S~turday night. You might think
AL _ AL /¢4“{¢Ut that wo could get better coordinotion, but
/ ' : SrAVE CokALT mentioning it won't get you anywherc.
RomBs mwSTeAPL

! OF g - BomBS Morc on Sundny: I did manage to stick
: L G AT TEASS

out the licin BEvents,

/ - = o /"-4,.\\\ & NN SINCLARE MOFFATT is pegged in
& ') “““*z” , FonHistory for hoer nonparcil handling of
.. / the Busincss Scssiong has there cver been
i \ anything likc it?

X ; .'\. Rcgords GooNims Raybin rosc to rcsign
- \ : A11 his Positions (at lcast 2 of which I'd
ncver proviously heard of); everyone all
applaudcd, and GocoN did o double-take on
roalizing the mcaning of the applausc,

Bill Donchoc rosc and prcscnted the smoked fruits of the Friday scssions a
Resolution for the asscmbled Con to petiticn the WSFS-—dircctors to dissolve the Inc,
Bcllc Dictz (o London-clcetcd dircctor whosc tcnurc was undercut by thce corperation
chirrter's limitotion to the conducting of busincss within the US, only) arosc ond
domonstrntcd displcasurc vith the procccdings. Lnno bonged the gavel and gove us
to know that wc sat under the auspices of the 16th World S-F Con, becing held in the
stotc of Califormie, Hell; she didn't cven say, thc sovercign stntc (and you'll
never know whot o comfort thot is), Thers wore cheocrs, indeed.

Tho resolve-to-dissolve wos brought to 2 near-unanimous favorable vote (I
wondcr what happencd to all thosc Uninformed Fringo—Fen), Anne stated that as the
official busincss was at an cnd; thce business mcoting was adjourncd. Right therc,
the roof blew off the Hall, and inna was cnshrincd as a faannish saint.

Still hurting badly, I roomwardced to dig into the howcomc some morc. It paid,
though slowly and townrd the difficult. The banquct bogon to appear possiblos..

e sat hAcross from Charles dc Vet, and hod o livecly discussion on the rcading,
writing, and criticism of stf., This timc, wc worc intcrrupted only by the aftor-
dinner speakers. Thosc werc fun (cspecially Bloch), but whet with my ncrvous olf
system kicking up agein,.we had tc duck out just aftor Mike Iinge, missing the Guest
of Honor, Hugo iLwards, And ctc., Hated -fo leawve, but it just got too rugged.

The thing vas, to got stcam.up for the Masqucrade Ball., Elinor had madc us
colorful, comfortablc costumcs (with pockets), and we had novelty-shop glass—cncloscd
roadiation spinncrs on our becanics, Ve weren't really out for prizes, but did want
to bc in thc spirit of the occasion. By Tpm, things intcrnal had simmered dovm far
cnough that attondance scomed foasible,

It was worth it, just to scc thc ingcnious get-upss cuto,woeird, soxy, spectac—
ular— you nomc it,; and the fanns had it. Scven-foot "Smudge-Pot", with the dcad-
vhite Llicc—-the—goon mrkcup, the room~filling smokc-maker,-and o vocabulary of
shoutcd gibberish, probably updoted my obit a fuw years whon he loaped in through o
window shouting "Shazaml" (his only rccognizable utterance throughout the cvening).

01! Srudge hclped fill the lobby with shouting JDs and John Lews later. He
toolt n tour of the Squarc (in character). “Thet with this, and the 18-ycor-old boy
henging out & 5th~floor window by his fingertips to impress his 39=ycar—old girl
fricnd into vows of fidclity (so goos the rumor, the way I hcard it), thc Switch—
blade Sct werc loud in the lobby, but luckily they didn't postor us in the bar. But
that, comc to think of it, was a littlc letcr, ond we're not thorc just yot.



Shortly ~ftcr the initial Costumc Parndc (will any spcctotor forget veampircess
Karcn and her 13-foot wingspread?) we procecded barwards, on Bob Pavlat's tip, and
met Isabel Burbce in compeny with Elmer Perduc and Rite (oops, there!s 2 name nis-
filcd in the nemery banks). Isabel invited us to licnday-dinner, and we acccptod
with no foct—shuffling hesitotion whatsocver. I mecan, likc wow, man. Truly.

So thon we just chattcrcd along happlily; I tricd on onc bettlc of beoor for
sizc, and it fit OK. .fter awhilc, Rite (who had chauffcurcd Isabel) had to hcad
for hornic. Isabcl, who had bcon re-mecting old fricnds, scme of whom she hadn't
.8ocen for yoars, was not cager to leave, so there was o ccertain cmount of confusion
beforc the ladics rctrcated from the ficld. It was too carly to go homc,; at that,

About midnight, Burbcc & Elinor & I movcd out toward Bob Lcman's party in room
1072. 4s we ontorcd the clovator, herc canc about 15 of thosc ncrve-racking Beat-
niks in thcir usucl full-throatcd Juggernaut fornation, The clevator wasn't big
cnough, but thcy all wantcd in anyway, until Elinor switchcd into hcer Hi-Fi voico
and was finally aided by 2 hotol cmployec who cxtractcd cnough Beatniks to allow
the clevator to operate with o reasonablc cxpectation of sudecss, Aftcer that, I
rcalized that a room party was Just not the place for Beet lMec, and poopcd ocut to
dccamp at thce fourth flcor and sack out (rcally sorry not to havc made your party,
Bob, but the flesh faltercd)., Elinor cawc "home" an hour or two latcr, and said
* it was a great -party.

llondays after breakfast, a rchcarsal of ™ilicc in Thriiling ‘Jonder Lond" was
held (not o walking rchearsal, unfortunately, duc to the stage being in usc), and I
heard the entire play for the first timc.

Bjo did appcar at the Puturc Fashion Show in Saran~irap: at lcast twenty laycrs
of the stuff, tcnding to disguisc hor as a bowling-pin. But hceck, she's a cute kid,
vith freclkkles and a rually spectacular pony-tail. T

Camc timc for "lLlicc", Not having cithcer "Captain Saturday'! or thce "liad Hatter®
dovm cold, it scemed best just to carry the partial seripts on-stage (as Battlc
Ordcrs and Very Important Papcers, respectively, perhaps). 0ddlys I cxpericnced no
twingc of stage—fright (cursc of my younger days) whatsocver—— script in hond, I
stunbled onto the stoge and had o helluva good time clowning around, inventing the
stage—busincss ns we woent along (nopc, hodn't had a drink all day, cither). Main
conecern wag trying to throw tho voicc through the abominablc acoustics of the hall,
a8 far into the bock rows as possiblc. Jnyhow, hamming it up was fun, and I hope
the audicnce had as much fun with thosc scences as I did., Kercn did a sweet job of
parody and doublo--puns in writing "ilicc", and Doc Smith's dendpan crossovers (he
carricd signs such as "Grey Flanncl Lensnan” and "Hove Lons—— VJill Traveli") worc
the uttcrmost. IElinor had ncver performcd in front of an sudicnce of that size,
but cxcept for o bit of discommodc with hcr costumc, she onjoycd doing the "March
Clifton", Karcn had o ball as Alice, nlthough she had writtoun the windups of
several sccncs so similarly (her own part) that I think she cnded up nd-libbing
all but the first onc or two. HNot having a script at hand, I can't rccall all the
porforncrs for cortain, but busides the above-mentioned, there were (at loast)
Goorge Scithers, Neil "Tilson, Tony Bouchcr, Ben Stark, Ron Ellik, Bob Silverberg,
and Iiz Vlilson dubbing-in thc toddybeor fron offstage and frantically trying to
agct people on at the propor timcs, 4 mighty finc gang of troupcrs, thesc.

JesterCon busincss was underway before I could uncostumc, collect my gadgets,
and got around out front; we nisscd most of Wally (Ylebor)'s Scattle bid, but hecard
ifally (Conscr)'s scconding-specch and Don Day's wholly impromptu backup, which (vro
hear) duterrcd Forric ickerman from his plan to bid for L4 and then withdraw in
favor of San Dicgo. The SD kids made o good bid (uvxccpt, for CRYsake, the pitch
about thceir Z00! 'Jo have a zoo, toos y'know, with thc only livec sca-otters in
captivity, but who gocs to zoos at o Con, when you can look at F¥i A¥N%S?) but the
Nancloss Ones arc now solidly stuck for the '59 'lostecrCon, Having ncedled them
into this position by threcatening to bid, oursclves, if the Namcless didn't, we fecl
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sort of quictly comscicnce-stricken. JActually, I'm surc they'll make out 0K, and

thoy do nced the cxpericncc and publicity in order to go for the PuCon (61 Vorld-
Con) bid., Comc to Seattlo noext 4th-of-July, fricndsj it'll pay off for you. Wo,

like thc Big-Hecartcd Detroit group, will got you drunk. OR, vicc vorsa....

The plan was for us to moct Chas the Burbec in the bar, where Vhitticr-bound
folks would asscmblc. 1I'd bcon sncaking in & out of the place at.intervals, but
finding no Burbcc therc at all, Lftcr the YestcrCon session, we found him out in
the hallwiny toward the controid of a medium—sized discussiony, hardly frecc to lcave.
By the timc Chas was rcady to go, scveral of us had scttled intc the bar for a fresh
first beer of the day. DBventually, however, wc found oursclves out in the unfamil-
iar sunshinc, Blinor & I rodc out with Burb, and the rcst with Ed Cox und/or Bill
Rotslcr.

The 7600 block of Pioncer Blvd is onc of two or threc blocks of 100-foot-wide
pavenent dcadended at both ¢nds by orange grovos. Scoms like a quict and plcasant
location for gencral living: a hot—rodder docsn't have a chanco.

Rothor thon make o weak attoempt at 2 good narrctive description of our finc
evening with thc Burbees, best I just give salient details and impressions. So:
Charles & Isabel were hosting Terry Carr, Ed Cox, Miriam Dyches, Bob Pavlat, Boyd
Racburn, Bill Rotsler, and Mina (bosides us), Mina (who came with WRotsler) is an
oxcoceding well-cquipped brunctte, a pleasant friendly girl who seems to have the
gift of cnjoying life—— I like.

We had homc—brow (and my stomach was so grateful, after thc mishmash of drinks
Friday night, and commercial becr Saturday nﬂght), selectcd player-—piano numbers,
a torrific Mexican-stylec dinncr a la Isabel, and thc sort of overall blend of dis-
cussion and anccdotc, that justifics Convcntlons° If we'd had a taper therc, we
could print a piecce’ cntitled "No, Burbcec, you don't likc Classical Music", which
(cven omitting the namc of the unwitting comic) would rank with anything in the
YIncomplcat Burbce', verbatim.

Therc was cxposition of the lifc and times of Lancy: ranging from the hilarious
through the.merocly—fabulous to a few rcally tragic happenings,; this filling-out from
an in-writing personality to.a 3-D picturc of the man, could not but intorcst us
hugely. (Now therc's a clumsy scntencc for you, proving thot it docsn't pay to got
scrious whilc I'm far-aficlding from thce first—draft.) Anyhow, it boils dowm that
wo'rc o roccptive audicnce to such intcresting sidelights on fanhistory,

Isabcl showed me the home-brev-meking sctup, and we talked over diffcerences
and similaritics botween their methods and ours. Then, sitiing in the kitchen,
she and I yattercd happily away on all sorts of topics for awhilc beforc rcjoining
the main party up front, about the timc that Elinor took a batch

of picturcs, {'
I think Bob Pavlat loft with Bill & Llina, a bit carlicr I
than the rest of us, who rode with Ed. We all draggced our A\t
foet, hating to broak it up, but it T — TN N
was thc cnd of the holiday, and //‘y,;g P L ‘\~ }\
‘scveral pecople {Burb 1ncludcd) / '/4/\“ “Z - -
‘had to work thc next day. i ﬁi” gy / A\
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dan, I'm glad wc wcre there. I "”’7/_ / 7/ FJ
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Back to towm and to thc hotel; and suddenly there scemcd to be Letdovm in the
2ir, Thc Con wos crnding, aftcr four days of heccetic ncar-continuous communication,
congrcgation, and over—stimulation of sheer personality—prossurcy reaction was
sctting in. At thc Dectroit suite, a congenial group was succumbing to an overall
tendency-—~ cveryonc wantcd to continuc the upbeat approach, but all the anccdotcs
and discussions cventually wvecrced to the downbeot sidcs I mention this to rcassurc
cach and all that it wasn't Jjust you, for whom things scoemed to sour up a bit that
cvening—— thc ball was just bouncing back, as it is wont to do., Oh; it wasn't all
on thc sad sidc: therc in 507 was 2 lot of quicet happy rcminiscence, also., But I
think the most of us werc beat. Four doys can pack o lot of whammy when we don't
know how to throttlc down ond aveid 2 pilc-up of over-stimulation. Ilaybc we could
lenrn to pacc oursclves, or somcthing. But regardless, it's 2ll worth it,

Goodbycs worce said, many of which wiorc ropeated the next day in the hallways,
lobby; coffcc shop, and ctc. (We czchanged farcwells with Bob Pavlat so many times
that wc arc caught up through 1980, So romember, Bob, for the ncxt 22 ycars, wc
just hawve hcllo's.)

Tucsday: after brcakfast and packing, we hit the checkout desk to vacatc the
room but storc our bags until c¢vening, and adjourncd for coffoc with Bob & Sadic
Shaw (and tad) and G M Carr. Elinor covers the doublc goof in which we worc timid
about inviting the Shaws to stop by on their woy down from Calgary, and they woere
timid about giving us o call when they passcd through Scattle onc carly Sundey
morning. I trust you gct the moral, Don't sit on your hands: COMIUNICATE!

We had a good, if short, nattcr with Bob and ‘Sadic, and then braved L.d.
public transport to our rcturn-cngngement with Russ and Hclon Hoggard. Earlicr
in thc day, wec'd had a bonafide invitation from Elmer Perduc, to visit his fabulous
rcsidoncey you will undcrstand thot it is a mattor of considerablc rogret that wo
werce unable to take Elmer up on his kindly offcor. lMoybe someday... if we can have
o raincheck; or the cquivalent..

Russ & Helen drove us to the depot thot cveningy littlc did thoy know what we
were in for. After horsing a couple of critical-mass suitcases a couplc of milcs
through The Meze (where were all those redeaps who arc always so hot for a 50-yard
sarry?), we boardcd the train to be grected by the sound—track of Ellison's "Rumble",
Some 20 Oakland prop-schoolcors werc hooading for scveral months of (I gathor) rigid
disciplinc, so that night they were LIVING (cigarccts, sody-pop, no sleccp, and lots
of noisc). I dozcd wecirdly from 12 to 2, sat up awvhilce in the john-loungc with
fcllow-insomnizcs, and finally picked up somc slccp of a sort, aftcr 4am. That was
actually a protty good gang of kids—- not JDs or ctec—— but they could just as well
hove been shipped in o decp-freeze e~r. 4And cheaper, oo,

Weodnesdays: getting from the Frisco dopot to Berkclecy wos o triumph of sheer
gtubbornncss over abettcd ignoroncc. Discounting 3 conflicting instructions for
rcaching o hypothctical bus-depot, we took o cob and actunlly got therc. Plowing
through a typically Cnalifornion sct of mislending guide-signs (they were out—of—
d~tc, the ontirc Frisco-Orkland transportation sctup hnving been changed 3 months
previously), wo forrcted out o bus that crosscd the Bay Bridge. You know, they
foolishly put their bridges way up in thc nir down therc, instcad of scnsibly
flonting ~ concrctc highwey on the water, as we do?

Elinor partially rcenlled the names (from Karon) of somc Berkelcy hotcls sonmec—
where near the Andcrsons (I guess), and I rocalled their address. Armed with these
slight but jounty bits of info, wec induccd the busdriver to sct us off a2t the wrong
corncr, so that I could pack thosc verschtunken suitcascs an ungodly distance (~nd
dumped onc of them onto Elinor ~ftcr awhilc, nt thnt) beforc wc cnme upon o recally
good smnll hotcl. The Shattuck is soveral degrecs plushier than the Alexondria
(for instancc), comparnblc accomocdations being closc to cqunl in cost.



Bronkfrsted, and clcancd~ ~nd rcsted—-up. We weren't able to meet Terry Conrr
for lunch as arranged; he didn't makc it to work until the p.m., and that sad tale
belongs in his report. So we lunched in the hoetel coffce shop, then called Karcn.

Wo woeren't up to the big sightscecing trip and dinncer in Chinatown, 2s planncd,
sc worce sort of hoping thnt Poul & Knrcn might nlso be feeling morc like o subducd
version of the ovents. Bubt, having rcturncd Tuesday, the gang had mnde o good
rccovery ond the original plans were in offect. XElinor & I tallked it over.

Ve were poopcd, ~nd had no idec how to gct to the ndcrsons' or to the Frisco
rostaurcnt, whercas it was nice and comfortablc at the Shattuck. I called Karon
bacit, boving out of the safori roather than being o drag, attending. So cventunlly
Terry Carr came over with Jim Coughran, Room Scrvice brpught up some beor, nand wc
sot quictly gobbing and guzzling.

Terry backgroundcd us on Cnrl Brandony, the Genuince Falzefan. I refraincd from
cribbing Burboe's linc ("Carl Brandon is morc reanl to mec than you arc, and Itve mot
XEE”) thot he'd rubbed well into Terry and Ron, descrvedly. I just gnzed sadly At
Terry and s~id "MIURDERER!" cvery once in o whilce,

Thursdays we caught the Shasta Daylight for Portland, changed trains agoing &
hit Scattlc carly Friday., Coabbed home nnd breakfasted. Took o bus downtown, and
aftcr a slow transfeor, arrived 2t L E Becloourt Co in time to wait 2 solid hour to
got thc car out of hock. I pnid $180 and drove home spurting hydraulic fluid likc
mod from thoe rcoconditioned brekes. (4 week later, I found that the troublc was a
corclessly—tightcned coupling, had it fixcd, and quit worrying. Mecanwhile, it hod
been nervous driving, afraid to hit the brakes much for fcdar of a cylinder popping.
T uscd to0 ovm modcl-i Fords and Croscont wrcnches, TIsn't Progress wonderful??)

The Solncon wes. terrific., Aftcr the first cvening's cntertainment, I heoard it
snid that the Con was dying on the vinc, but I didn't scc cnough of the Program to
make a valid comment on that scorc. This is not duc to fonnish pscudo-—sophisticot—
ion; I misscd large chunks of Program bocausc ot the timc I wns not willing to go
away from the gong I wes with ond whe fun I wos heving, to sit voluntarily in a hord
choir and be quict and thirsty. Only thing I rccall having misscd a-—-purposc was
the Ceroamics talks you can read that stuff, anywvherc.

Programs arc csscntial ot WorldCons: many attend who have no acquaintance with
the crowd and no way to get ~cqurinted but to moot in the Hall nd strikc up a
conversation, 4t Portland in 1950, I saw ncorly all the Program, and domn little
clsc. uand I had o good timc, at thnat. Fancds, fmz-lcttorhacks; and active corres-—
pondents do not have this trouble so much, but in 1950 T was of thc fringe vho
only rcad that crazy Hubcrt Rogers (i1lo'd) stuff.

But this wos the faaan's Con: fruit of fonnish trodition, and small cnough thot
onc could mcct most of thc attcndccs as desired (checking, for kicks, dovm tho list
Len sent Wally, I find ovor 110 nomes of pecople I conversed with at this Cong ond T
con put foces to all but about o dozen of the lot). @Enough partics werce widc-open
sc thot party-loving types could find haven. 'The house-dick was polite ond only
loviercd onc 3em boom, and thot onc didn't kill the Detroit party. .nd this archco-
logical find of Terry Carr's vhich he discovercd to modcrn-day fandom (fellow by tho
‘name of Burbec) took a look—in Friday nnd was lurcd into dropping back for the next
" threcc cvenings, an unprccedonted covent all the way. And o good thing.

Torry sold 41 Ashley a copy of "Incompleat Burbce"; Al had apparcently forgotten
his old monnerisms, but upon perusal, he obligingly gave his unique benediction to
onc and 2ll. I wish 1'd sccn that, instcad of only hearing about it.

Wbll; you can't be cverywhorce ~ll ot once, but if you weren't at South Gate
(or if you werc, for that matter), start piling your chips for Detroit in '59.
So gct your cotton-pickin! Eagdg off wy pile; I'il Eogd_it, judging from this ycor,
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FER ARBUA AD RS B

: i'm given to understand that ziy first lecture in this factual
series, The Gentle Art of Slin-~Sheeting, nroved of considergble interest
to one well-known fan (who then gafiated), and to a practising psychia-
trist w0 has since confessced that unon reading my leaned thesis he

saw a loophole in I'reud!s theories and docided to o end the rest of

his born natural trying to find a category for the author.

Before continuin~ vwi th my lecture, I must consolidate the slip-
sheeting angle by brin~sing you un to date with my latest discovery in-
that particular field. Jell, when I say my discovery, I am perchance
slantinz the egoboo from that well-lmown fan, Vince Clarke, who had the
occasion to visit my house !'lion Debris! recently. As he was mentioned
in the slip-sheeting article, I felt it only right to show him that his
preliminary work hadn't been in vain. He read the article, and then
put POLARITY down... rather slowly, I thought, He looked at me over
his beard, and his eyes for a brief moment held and retained a look of
complete incredulity,

Then he staggered back. 5

Iy deah fellah,” he drawled in his educated London accent, 'pardon
re Tor being so blunt, but the answer to your problem, on which you
spent some considerable space which Busby culd have utilised to much
hetter advanta~e, cai be summed up in three words,'

i "0h?" I said, anxious to ¥ arn, but at the same time desirous of
maintaining my status as an intellectual, "and what arc the three words?"

"USE ABSORIZENT PAPER, " he screamed.

I led him into the sitting room, and Joy nodded knowingly, and dropped
wwo tablets into a glass of water and forced him to drink it. I left
them there, Joy maternally natting his head, and Vince crooning strangely
to himself., o

Ile came back into wy den later, however, and whalt he deronstrated
to me is the basis of this second lecturec:-

HOW TO MAINTAIN YOUR DUPLICATOR TV P.H.0.

T untied the string and pulled the rusted metal cover off my Cestet-
ner. Vince looked at it searchingly. His eyebrows raised like a port-
cullis.

"It does look pretty good," he vouchsaled.

I looked rodestly at the lknot-hole decorated floor boards,

"Do you rind if I examine it?" he said, and I nodded, pleased that
this BNF had concescended to show an interest in me and mine.

He reached a hand into the inner recess of the machine, virgin ter-
ritory as far as I was concerned, anc tenderly presscc here and there,
like a prenatal gspecialist,

"Iverything in order,' he observed in rather .a a1 rprised tone, and
tried to pull his hand out. Sweat brole out on histemple s, and his face,
what I could sce of it above the thatch, turned red, then blue.

"fand stuclk?’ I suszestéd.

! gis renly, a single word, showec he had read and thoroughly dimested
MANA 2.,

1
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Wishing to assist this great and liindly fan, I gave the crank a
gharn iorward uoverent.

Vince executed a superb doubles flin and finished up on his hands
and lnees begzing for mercy. _

"The other way, 1if you pleasc,' he grated between sobs.

Joy rushed in and applied a tourniquet, and Viic e was obviously in
] throes of sovere mental strain. It seemed to me, and I'm only gues-
sing, that he didn't Imow whethor to aim a savage blow with his other
nand at the Gestetner or me. Sanity prevailed, however; and he aimed the
iigst at me.

I calmed him dowm, told him he was doing a good job, and, to boost
his ego = mewhat, aslicd hig advice about the roller feed, I explained
that sometimes a bunch of vapers was nulled through, instead of a single
sheet.

His eyes zleamed momentarily, and with a supreme mental effort he
regzained his composure.

Saying something like 'the snaffle flange actuating the dinkum pin
which controls the fceed rollei’ has become attached! hc very nroflfession-
ally w»ressel down a lever and withdrew the roller. Ee ourveyed his
inky hand ... inky arm ... inky shirt ... inky, matted beard.

"Duplicating ink shouldn't be on this roller,” he thundered,

al," I said sagely, backing towards the door, "I often wondered
about that. The roller nissed me, however, and Joy rushed in again and
murmured cncouragingly to Vince. "Itt's his house,” I heard her say, "“and
we're ~uests, you must remember,

' Vinece failed to sec the logic & this, as was demonstrated by his
savage leap in my dircction., ' -

'UUStulTS, first on the right," I hinted, trylng to mnass the inci-
dent off as hest I could.

Tumour him,! Joy hissed to me, and I caught on immediately,

"I deeply apnreciate your valuable assistance, Vincent," I observed
from behind the solid oali hall stand, "and I am certaln that ny Gestoetner
is now in P.M.0. But might I suggest one i'inal cxamination? The num-
bering system doean't function, and I have to count every sheet, and vhm
I ot past 60 or 70 I usually..."

Vince, uncer the influence of a hastily apnlied sedative, was almost
his®noruwal sglf again, except for the twitch on the lelt side of his face.
He loocked down at the numbering device and actually smiled., He no -
duced a screwdriver, ond worled nway like a 3wise watchmaker, Soon, the
table was covercd rith springs and dials with numbers on them. Vince
began to hum, and finally burst into song, the lyrics of which suggested
he'd loarned it at the Globe.

Seven nours passccd;, and he ﬂaLWOd me in again.

"Work the crank,” he said, .

"Really?™" I breathed.

"Work the cranlk and watch the numbers move,” he said proud y.

I gripped the crank and cased it ,.. it moved slowly ... I eascd
again ... gently ... slowly ... 1t moved too slowly ... I cxerted my max-
imum strength and go s-l-o-w-=1-y ... BANG.

I stood there, with the detached crank in my hand, and watched fas-
cinated as little dials with nwmbers on them whizzed round the room like
miniature flying 'saucers.

Joy, in. the reawy position, rammecd a benzedrine inhaler up Vince's
nostril and twistcd.

"Hot coffee,” she ordered, "quickly,"
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Later, Vince was philosophical about the vhole thing., He sportincly




agreed to accept one of the little diols and nroimised to wear 1t on hils
lapel. I wear onc too; itt's nice to thinlk I bclqng to1a fglect group
of fen who have rcached the ultimate inf rustration anc still remain sane.
And the Tinzl solution is my ovm. My very own dlsigvery“——vgn
infallible nwmbering device .... Joey, my budgerigar. s effcctive
countin: as thg¢ sheets slip through ons by onc iz §p01lea 9nl¥ bYVth?,
frequent rcnition of the Mana word, I must hide him .away next time Vincc
‘comes to 'Mon Debrist,

FLINORIAL

e met Ron Bennett at Southrsate., He is indeed a fine fannish fellow,
and we're glad, glad, I tell you, that he von the trip.

But we're still not completely satisfied; we wanted to meet John
Berry. We still want to meet John Berry. We are determire d to meet
John Berry., So our little hearts throbbed with joy when we heard that the
redoubtable dauntless Falascas were spearheading a campaign to r aise funds
to brins John Berry to Detroit., Dick mllington and Buz & I have amreed
to co-sponsor this campaign. Names of ma e co-sponsors will be announced
later,

The Berry Iund is not in any way to be construed as competition for
TADPT, 1o sir! TAFF's next project will be to take an American to
Kettering in the spring of 1960, 1960 is a l-o-n-g time from now, In
the meanwhile, we feel that the Detention will be the better for Berry.

- .Je are so far from being indifferent to TAFF that we have alrcady
micked out a favorite candidate. Terry Carr. Or, to put it more empnhati-
cally, TTRRY CARR. Our motto (or mine, rather -- Buz is always ware con-
cise) is '

IHR¥RY for TAFD =-
but
Bi#TaR#N%Y before then!

This 1s just a little thing T thouzht up. Yol ean construct slo~ans
of your own, just as yvou nlease, Terry! and !'Berry! don't really have
to go together, despite the fact they rhyme quite pnleasingly. Actually,
of course, the rhyme is inapvropriate in that 'Terry' is Terry Carr's
first name, and !'Berry! is John Derry's last name. But as is well known
there are more Carrs than Terrys in fandom (despite Joan Carr's ungimely
demise) and similarly, there are more Johns than Berrys in fandom., In
fact I believe that Terry and Berry are unique in fandom in their respecc-
tive Terry- and Berryness.

Oh joy! The end of the stencil} approaches., Baclz to Berry: the more
I hear about liichif'andom, the more I feel that the Detention will not 1=
safe without the presence of the Goon Hisself. 1hile in Detroit the Goon
can, in addition to protecting fandom, ferret out the t ruth about many
ichimysteries: the Saginaw explosion, the.SAPS treasury, and other
esoteric matters:of perhaps even greacter fannish import,
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We arrived in town MTucsday nishit, and checlied in 253’ 4
at the Alexendria. Then we called un Jac!- Uarnﬁss, W0 caile
on over, He did not lool: at 21l as I exnected. Ile looks
quite normal { ordi nary, blond 7 rather »nluwap, and a little

4

like Forry Aclerinan in the face. Tle said I wasan'tc at all as he had
turnec me. e sald he had exmectel me to he sharp & vixenish, I ex
nlainecd that I was only vizenlsh when there was anything onn hand to be
vixenish about. e talked of divers thinms, and Jack explained some
scientolocical terns which scemcd almost intelligible at the time but
have since Taded from my wnind 1li'te snow frow the desert's dusty face.

The next day we called up Russ 7 Tlelen lagzard, vhe are gZood
friends left over {rom Duz! old dianetic deys. Russ came 3 got us
and we spent the afternocon chatting & nlayinc somba and I won. That
evening there was a question as to wihethor we should s e sights or
neonle., DBuz & I held out for people, so ligclen called a Triend df theirs
named Wayne dunbar, I, found ot that thoush there was a work party in
nro~ress il would be o’ay for us to come over o awhile. ‘e found
the pconle puttinzg out a thing for CADA so I Immediately pulled a
3oclle Dietz and insisted on lickine the starmps, The other gsirl, whoge
Lirst name was Shirley, ras wearin: contact lenses, so we compared
notes at somoc lenzth. She is doinc much bebber thoan I am. Irom thore
ve talled of eves in poneral, and A, E. Van Vogt saild that dianetics
hal cleared up his astismatisa completely, and had stvarted to help his
near-sisihtedneoss vien hic road IIubbard!s statenent that dianetics had
never lessened wayopia., From then on no further irproveilent was possible!

Another thins we chatted about: I told Van Vost that wWalt Willis
had described him as looking lilsc James Waite, and that I thousht there
wras indeed a very strony resemblance, Van Vot questioned me about this,
and havin~ established the f“cu that he is the older oi tho two informed
me that he certainly dJdocs not lool 1lilze Jamies White; he is the original
¢ James White the copy =-- James Tilte loolis 1lite him! Van Vost is cer-
tainly a very hondsoime inan, esnecially when he laushs.

After a while we left; the lazcerds wanted to show us Olvera

Street., This is a very interesting nlace: »ur»norting to e o bit of

01D pre-US Califoraia, I surnise itt!'s more lille TIjuana. Ilowever
immich very Tascinating llexican merchandise is for sl e there. IHelen &
I broused {: bprowsed (& browsed, doin_ our best bto avoid the accusin~
slares of our rien, IMinally Russ & Duz gensibly decided to have a beer.
I bouzht two nairs of earrings: one a nair of danzline oranze glass
dachglminidg, and the other ol nlain round ahalone shell., Then we joined
our fellas, and T hed o tostado while the others had burritos. I lile
Olvere Streev, but I think the peonle rcgnonsible therelfor are missin~
a tricli or tvo. They should have mariachiis roaming about, or if this
wonld be boo expensive or difficult, they should have lexican wmsic
nined thru a louuﬁnea“er. Wow that I think of it, 1t scews to me I've
necrd that they have had mariachis there in the past.

e stayed with the Iagzmards that night, and the next norninc the
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drove us to Balboa to Buz! aunt Ruth's place, where we were delighted to
find that her sister Ruby had come up to visit her and sec us. About

2 o'clock Buz! cousin Mary called up & wanted to lmow if we wanted to
come over and swim, I certainly didi{ Buz lolled on the light brown
sand and drank beer, while I cavorted in the surf with a small inflated
raft, burbling happily as the waves brought me in to shore. I played in
the surf 2% hrs., until the beach was almost completely deserted. Look-
ing back, I think I really should have staXed in an hr. or so longer.
When will I ever feel warm surf again? 695° -- warm enough.

We had a very good dinner at Mary's house, and afterwards chatted
Tor, some while in their handsome living room, which is on the second
I'loor to comrand a good view of the sea., Thé sca-side wall is mostly
glass, the rafters arc carthi-quake proof & exmosed, there'!s a nice big
fireplace, and the room is all in brown & beige excopt for several dark,
massive, dramatic Chinese antiques which Hanlk's parents brought back
from the Orient o long time ago.

The next morning Hank drove us back to the Algxandrin, Those frco-
ways! You know, they'!rc rcally something. Rivers of concrete, six
lancs wide, flowing all over the cd ty -- in one placc four freeways arc
stacked on top of onc another! -- and they arc patrolled by helicopter,

We rogistcred at the hotel and went up to our room. Buz went down
first -- I wanted to tolse a shower, when I joined him he was, if I rec-
mcmber corrcetly, talking .to Charles de Vet, wnho rcminded me that fandom
is just a goddam hobby (not quitc in thosc words) & that I should cncour-
age Buz to WRITE., I was gratificd, ond 'scid I would., I was particularly
glad to mect Chas., de Vet to oxpross in pcrson my thanks r the huge
stock of fanzinces he scnt us carly this ycar. Hoe turncd out to bo a very
plcasant and attractive person -~ vory healthy looking, @¥th clcar bmw wn
cycs ond ¢lear brownish skin, '

Then I registcerecd, and there I met Terry Corr, who informcd mc_that
Cerl Brondon wos but o figment of the Berkcley group-mind, I was heart-
broken! Carl was onc of the pcople whom I was particularly cager to
meet -- & instcad I'd have to scttle for Terry Carr & Ron Ellik, As
Albert says, "In a word, phoo.’

We also tallked to various othor pcople, Bob Shaw and his wi fe in
particular, admircd Bob Silverberg!s cxtremely becoming beard, and went
out to lunch with Steve & Virginia Schulthels,

Don't remcribcr the cntirce aftecrnoon. I remember conniving in a
Smokec Filled Room, That was very cxeiting, in 2 dull o rt & way, The
Detroiters & Chicagoans worce therce, and Falascas, ond Gibsons, and Ld
Wood, ~nd Boyd Racburn & Bill Doncho and I forget who all clsc. Dave
Kylec showod up, and I was pleascd to sco that he has the sort of free I
like: sonsitive, mobilc and opcn. Aftor considerable talk it wos ap-
parent that the consciisus was "Down with VWSFS, Ine,!" and thc only ques-
tion rcmaining was how, Bill Donaho, on imprcessively lorgc ort of per-
son, wns to put thc resolution ot the busincss mocting, =md the problem
was would hc be rccognizecd. Finnlly they decided to ask Anna Moffott
end the meeting wag ndjourncd, Actuclly, thore nover was very much smolc.

I don't romcmber whether 1t wos before or ~fteor the Smolic Filled
Room that wic chattcd in the bar with Poul Anderson, but I do remember
his discovering that he was to be o judge 2t the tea-drinking o niost,
end his & Buz' ~grcunent that thoey wounld be only too happy to be contes-
tonts in o beor-drinking contoust, and his (Poul's) imitotion of o sports
cnnouncer describing his (Poults) prowess in such o contoest. But tho
ton-drinking contost itsclf was o drage Tor onc thing they had too mm y
contostants, ond nobody scemed to lmow who was supposcd to make the toa
or sorve' it, and there wos nobody to deliver o running commontory, and
nothing.for th¢ mudicnce to drink, ond as tho t.n wos to be ni~de v th
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toabags Trom water that had been
boiling two hrs., onc (this onc)
folt thot it would undoubtcdly beo
quite horriblc tea md tend to
nlace one'!s native land in disrc-
putc. So wo left the tea-drinking
contcst.

Thon, I belicve, we got to-
gothor with somc Little IMen: Geo.
Scithers, Boen Stoark, ond Liz &
Neal Wilson and went thru our
lines for the ploy ilondoy.

WJe hod dinncer with the aforo-
mentioncd Little lMen, Then Kora
came in and sot beside us, and
she wes truly o most pitiacblc sicht
'to bohold. ,Djinn Faine had won, with ™A gecorc of 23 cups. Karcen had
cchicved » scorc of 18 cups, ~nd shc said that overyonc who finishod
‘off 18 cups sufforcd for it, She ordered ~ salad, and it crme, and sk
stored ot the snolad and tho s2lad stored ot her, ~nd the fooling was
that Koren would breck down Lirst. ‘

Frideoy cvening I s aw Barbars Silverberg, ond for .cbout 20 or 30
scconds I didn't rccognize her. I wns harribly mortificd -- but ~ctu-
ally, it wosn't my foult, - Vielly VWeboer brought over some pics from tho
London cconvention, &#Jho's th~t?% soys I. EBarb-ro Silverberg,® says
WUolly. 40h? It docsn't look 1lilzc Borbar~ Silverberg.® STt is, though.®
I starcd ot the picturc quite convincced, and ronlly cstonishcd at how
o chonge of heirstyle could nltor o woien's appcarancc. Elceven months
lateor Boyd identificd the pic ns boing of Leslic Somcthing-or-other,
but by that timec it wos too latec. My originally vivid montel pirzturc
of Borbarce Silvoerberg wos 2ll overloid with Leslic Somcthing-or-other,

The convention officinlly opengd at 7:00. Riclk Sneory talked,
~nd the Moyor of Southgotc who proclaimcd the Hotol Aloxandrio a part
of Southzate for tho duraticn of the convention, ond Anthony Bouchcr,
~nd John ¥, Crmpbell, Jr. The lottor two explained that thoy were prin-
ting :storics thnt they considerced nassoble; that thoy didn't rcecive
cnough first-ratc storics to £ill their zines, 1. Campbell di scusscd
psionics mrchinss for somc time, becoming guitc indignent with pcople
who supprcess the fncts nbout psionic machincs, ~ nd like thot, During
the latbtor port of his discoursc I becnme rostive -- oh! thosc scats
vore hard! Though 2% hrs, is long cnough to sit quictly in any o rt o
cheir. 8o vhon Crmpboll finished tnlking we all got up. Anna lof fatt
ycllod ot us to-licop our scots, so I stood up, resolving to do so,
Another hour oi sitting would hove strioned:the goldon screiwr for surc.

tijo -~ cbout sii of us -- wont down to the lobby, and therc stood
obout or sat ~bout for some timo, whilc Buz monncd froim time to time of
his pitiful dchydration, Rotslor arrived at the con thon, ond indicatig
Buz gqucricd "Who'!s the mut with the boord?™ Buz docs have o very nico

card indecd, but Rotslor!s is the morc masnificent of thetwo, being
cround the cntirc lowor periphory of his freo, ~nd thiclz, dorlt & nently
trimmcd. A word cbout Rotsler: he is not o Fobulous Burbeo-likc char-
netor, but is ccrtrinly morc then just an 'orty feller!, I think Ko is
a fabulous Rotslor-like character, surcly an cminently sotisfoctory
stote of being,.

Buz! drought bucame so pathotic thot I departod with him Hr the
bar, & thore Buz becomoc quitc cbstracted and unrcsponsive, & whon I
askod him what his problim weos he vHspored "Thoatts BiUMREBHEST in the
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booth with G. M. Carr!® So I pickcd up my drink (& Buz did likewisc)
~nd wc wondeorod over & introduccd oursclves. Or likce thot. Thon we
st down in the next booth, ~nd I ~ccugcd the mon with Burbce of

being FElmer Purduc, which hce proudly ~dmitted. I reminded Elmer of
how he first appcored in "Ah Swect Idiocy'" -- they were playing a
rccord of his piono-nleying to do him honor when hce arrived, and he
said 2Jcsus vhat stink-finger pisno.% Elmer rcemembored (corrcctcd my
wording) & soid that ho docsn't play stink-Tingcered anymorce -- nowadnys
he plays from the heart.

Thore was quitc 2 bit of milling around & going back & forth be-
tweon bar & convention hall to check on vhen "Born of Man & Woman' wos
to be shown (vhich~ cturlly we ncver did scc), but at some point during
the ovening theroe worc quite o lot of us in onc booth: Burbe c, Boyd,
Rotslecr, Bob Pavlat, Leoc Jocobs, ond I forget who all clsc. That wos

L3APS is whot FAPA would

be if FAPA hod the nerve.® quoted by Lee Jocols .

vincn I got my first batch of cnrtoons from Rotslor., And that wos the
cvening I heord the watormelon story for the first time,

Bob Povlat askoed me what kind of ~n accont I havee I told him
th~t I dontt have any accont at 21l -~ I wos born and brought up in the
Pocific Northwest, wherce pcoplc don't hove accornb s, Bob sald I didntt
talk guite like other pcople ho knew from the Poecific Horthwest. He
gold he thought I soundcd o 1little bit 1lilz¢ Boyd Racburn.-- sold hetld
thought so at the Midwestcon last ycor. I was flattorcd that he thought
I sounded in the slightost degrce like Boyd, who in my opinion hag the
vleasontest and most intercsting pceaking w icoe ef anybody I Imow, but
ficrcely disclaimed 211 ~ccent, On thinking it over though I do belicve
that gsome (not all) of my vowols h-ve beoen permonently affceted by o
phonctics coursc I toolz onccs And intonntions arc probhably governed
by choicc of phraoscology, & 1y cholces arc ocensionally otypical, (So
now you knar, DBob!) '

Lventunlly somc of us went up to the Deotroit party, and therc we
mot Bob Loman, Bob Lomon was quite o surprisc te mee I hod plcturcd
him cs o distinctly corcbrotonic type: ~csthenic build, dorls rimncd
heavy glasscs, ~nd ~11 1like that., Hot so! Instead he's ~ robust,
vigorous, conscrvative-looking cxtrovert with licrecly joculor cycs and
o heavy aggrcessive jour,

Then there was more milling about ~- chocling on the Chicago marty
ond 1lilke thet; ond cventuclly Rob Leman, Jock Horness, @llis I1ills & I
went out for o bitc to cat around two or two-thirty. !Twos very pleos~
ant, ‘but 211 T rcmembcr of this wns that Bob was quite disconcerted
(or prctinded $o bc) ot being scon rith £1llis ond Jock, who wore both
weoring spinnerbecanics, and Jocli muttorcé disconsolnately that Bob
wosn!t willing te grant him his beonicnoss, This was, of course, o pun
on scn. jorgon. I could hoardly wnit to rotnil it to Buz, and Buz was
cnchontcd too.

The tclephone woke me up next morning ot the. erack of davn -- ~bout
9:00. Thero wos o telegrom for F. M. Busby -- did we want it sent up?
Yus, So I coworcd by the door, vwvith 2 tip for the bellboy in my littlec
poyr & my heard in my shoes, providing I hnd been wearing shocs, I was
surc thot it wos boad nows, and thnt the convention wrns nll over for us.
Ingteoad 1t turncd out to bo o fricndly littlc message from Brucc Polz,

I wos indignont. I was 38till tircd & now horribly widc-owake, ~nd Bugz
was slceping os poaccfully as con be imngincd, ~nd nctually, Brucc is
morc Buz! fricnd., (Brucce, I forgivo you. I probably wouldntt have
slept much longer ~nyhow, )
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So I cheercd rmysclf up by looking ~t my
Rotsler cortoons. 0ddly cnough, they looked cven
funnicr then they had the night beforeo, ~nd I
sworc 2 mighty oath thot I would gect mony more
before the con was over, ond I did, too. Thun
I toolr thc lotest IWVUENDO to reno 4’ in bod, ~nd
wos cmuscd cxcept when I thought of Carl Brhndon,
end then I folt scod.

Wec hod -~ sort of rchcorsnl in Boucher's
suitc ~round noon, Buz poopcd cround cnd didn't
~rrive until overybody clse woas ~11l donc, but
wos ollowocd to run thru his .scenes ~cnyway., I
forgct what we did the rest of the afternoon: I
belicve Buz mostly sot in the bar, chatting with
two scicncco llctlon rcooderg who hodn't known there
was o con there ond with Koron Anderson; and I
vondcerced -~round thru ncarby storces, hcard part
of thc¢ Bradbury talk which soundcd cxccllont,
ond roturncd to Buz for n deoiquiri or two.

e wont out for dinncer with Boyd, Jolhn
Chompion, Tod hitc, Nick & Norccn Folasco, Bill
Riclkhordt, & Bill Doncho. It ecppoarcd to mc
thet we weollicd milos & milcs looking for ~ suit-
cble restrurant, but cvehiunlly our foith or
cnergy vias rowarded, bcerusc we found onc that not only had mn intcros-
ting mcenu with rongonnble pricces, but nlso o booth that just cxnctly &
pro 01soly ninc pboplu could £it into comfortobly. Vic had much cnjoyablc
canvcrsmtlon durin~ dinncr, cné Bill Doncho dlSposod of ma t of thc loft-
ov.rs, which touchcd Buz & o deeply beeruse it put us in mind of our
door Hobby & Lisn, lceft bchind ~t the ved!

That c¢vening we chntted with Burbcoo in the bar. Various pcoplc werc
there ot vrorious timces: Ron Ellil:, Terry Carr & Miriam Dychos, Boyd
"Youlre 2 Publishing Gi-nt-=" ¢hnz, Burbco
"but o Chronolosical lMidgot.” Ellik
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R~cburn, DBob Pavlat & Dolce in rt I took ~ fuw notes in sha*th“nd. Thic
first thing I took down, vhy, Burbco wns qulte shocked, beecauss actunlly
it wosn't proper. And it docs qQeccur to mec that considoring aow mony por-
foectly cloon and puvo things Burbcc sn~id it'!s herdly foir to toke down
the impropcer things Howcver--

Thc conscnsus V”° thot Burbce looks lilze Pranlicnsteint's menster.

Buz said Burbec would loolr morc like Fronkconstein's monster with o bolt
%n his nceck, but Durboc srld thnt on@ur though he might be to oblige
I can't put o bolt in my noelz becrusc -=" gec, it isntt frir, ig it?

Loter, pros were being auctionod of £, ond there was tallt of Burboc
zoing upstairs to nurchise I, Everctt Evonsg, or of E. Everctt Evans
being purchascd as 2 prosent for Burbceo. Thun Burbcee snid thot he wos
going to give up joking cbout I, Everctt Bvans.. "I gnve up smoking --
certeinly I can give up E. Dvorott Dvons, I usced to get plcasurc out
of smoking 5 times overy doy, which is morc than I can say Tor &
Bverctt Tvans,

Lote in the cvening o man woendercd into the bar & iavited us to o
party in Kris Ncville'!s roaz  <hen we got thors we Tound that the man who
invitced udg was our heet 30 I took 2 plcturc of him, Then = mo men throw
his orm around ~ wono~n who, like the Shulamitse, was blaclk but coﬁoly &
snid ETake 2 picturc of Kris Nevilloe'!s wifc with my arm ~round hor, S
But I soid very Tirmly that I was just photogr-ohing pros & f-ns, not
progt wives howover photogenic., Thsn lMrs., Neville nsked for o print of
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hor husband'!s pic, & I pronmiscd to scend it to her, and I will too, rcnl
soon now,
I sow Dove Rilie thore. " YYou!ro Dove Rike,® I snid., £2: I'n Elinor

b-.l.
e gezoed ot cach othor rathor quioctly. . It was; cbundently clear
to us both that we¢ h.d, at thc moment, nothing to discuss. But still |
I f¢lt an irrnticnal uotcrmination to conversce with him. He very lkindly
offored me o Vitomin C pill, ond took onc himsclf.

Lhat do you talo Jlt“ﬂln G for?” I inquircd. .

iTo word off colds,® hc snid. &I got terriblc colds. I have asthrn
~nd bronchitis, ond got pnounonic cvory wintor.= (I think thosc werc
the ills he mentiongd,) .

Dove Rilte was o surprisc to mo. I had picturcd him as a feisty-
lonliing sturdy brunctto type, ~nd had beon roal1y bugzed by RUR. No
1ongcr' Nover ~goini Hencoeforth I .sholl regord his Llro—oating a8 cs-
sontid 1y theorcticnl & academic & 1ilic thet. Dove is toll and thin,
~nd has n smnllish hend vi th-thick light-brovm holr, long thick light-
bravn oyclashis ond fair d ightly pinkish skin, He has o sort of downy
lonl, UJlCL, togetiicr with his hlgu-brldgod 1onn thin nosc ond short
uppoer lip, ~nd tuniuan to stnllkk about on his 1oag thin lugs with his
head down, reminds moe of thoss large birds which wnde thru shellow tropi-
cal woters looking for fish, I lilred hin, and conjoycd looking ot him,

I got o picturc of Phil Bronson (toolr - urbor of picturcs of pcoplec
who wero in "Ah Sweet Idioey') & I almost got o picturc of R. A, Hoffrm -=
I inndvertontly chopped his hend off, Bob Hoffn"n hadn't ovon known thnt
ho was monticnod in "Ah Swout Idioey! & wentod to know whot Lancy had
g~id cbout hir, All T could roncibor wos that he ~nd Loney drove dovm
to Colifornic togeth.r & thot he wos honvier in thosc doys & that he &
Loney corrosponded n Jot boforce thoy riet, & not ot 211l afterw-rd, 1o
ngrocd that those frcts wor perchtly corroct,”

I scon bo renoriber quitce o fow bongo drurmers ~t Kris Neville!s
party, ~nd ~ftor o while Buz & I went dom to the Dotroit suitc.,  There
e fe hOQPd soms topes. First o plug for Detroit, vhichwe quic cutc.

Then Sandy Cutrcell started playing o tepo of songs From hls forthecoming
zine. Actunrlily, thorce wos too much noigg & too many milling pcopk for
listoning to be, enjovablé, ifter.a whilo Bovd & Cliff Gould & I left for
tho Chicogo suite.

Thetts right,d he scid,  “Y¥ou know vho I cm and I know whe you
7

There CLiff & I hnd -~ plonsont ohﬂ* .
I discov*rpdsthﬁt he 418 guits.on afiedl 17 A /7 ﬁf&éﬁ*f'.Cﬂ/
nodo. In 1951 I was briofly but intonge- “ o, — ; ! \ p
ly interosted in bull-fighting: bought WL o &8 '?ﬁ:,/ﬁf/ A
oend corrnoestly studicd two boolts on Hho AN fpot) L VE LOST /7]
uubJqu, saw 3 movics deoaling thorewith,
~nd in pcrson ccstatically bcheld ~ totnl
of 18 bulls ortisticnlly sl-ughtercd, So //

I was intcrosted to hoar thoet 1y onc=tiiie

1icro, Carles Arruac wos fi ghting ot Tijuonc,

& shockod (fhough I didntt divulge it) to

Jdiscover that hets fi ghting Portugucsc

style fron horsc-back. Cliff & I corn-

Placently ~greed that Arruzols fomous ]

el © 10fono‘ wog o valgor gosturce de- :L y

signcd to ~ppcnl to tihic uninf® rmcd mosscse S
ind ot the Chicago suitce I got some

mnorc cortoons from Rotzlor., Rotsler s-id

he wns burncd out, couldntt think up ony

riore idcas for cnrtoans. So Ed Cox -~nd”

Loeo Joecobs ondg I toulr turns supplying lincs,

It wns toerribly ncrve-rocking, becousc ==D ==




Rotsler said that anybody who missed twice was out d the game. Actud ly,
everybody missed more than twice and noboedy was put out, but One Never
Knew, After a while Lee Jacebs, who isn't pubbing and so had no vested
interest in obtaining Rotsler cartoons, got tired & left, and then

rather shortly Boyd Raeburn got into the game,

'Twas all most delightful, but eventually Rotsler got tired and dis-
appeared, and after a while I decided that if I wasn'!t tired I should
be and went home & went to bed. I lay there for about an hour, getting
wider awake every minute. Finally I realized that I was hungry, HUNGRY,
H#UsN:G#R#Y, and got up, dressed, and went in search of =someone to go
out tc eat with.

I found Buz in the Detroit suite, with Wally Weber, Dave Rike, Bill
Rickhardt, John Champion & Jerry DelMuth, & I forget who~all else, . They
were listening to the Cutrell tapes, and I found myself quite enchanted.
T liked "hich Side Am I On?" in particular, which Sandy sang wi th a
sort of authentic cold loneliness, Pinally Bill Rickhardt turned the
taper off, U4The rest is obscene,“ he said,

~ Loh?k T said, #I!'d like to hear it.% So he turned it badck on, but

( / after the first few words I knew I'd made a mistake, and he couldn't turn
it ‘off fast enouzh to suit me, It turns out that I'm not really hardened
& blase -- I jws t Jead a rather sheltered life,

Well, Buz definitely would not go out to eat with me, and at £ irst
it appeared that nobody else would, .either. The consensus secmed to be
that if I was hungry enough I could go out to et by myself, But I ex-
plained that I was afraid to go out by mysedf in the dark in LA in a
rather poor neighborhood, and instantly Jerry Deluth & Wally Weber lesgp ed
to thelr respective feet and we scet forth.

ile breakfasted at 'Google'!s! and chatted of various things, and I
got gquitec well acquaintcd with Jerry who is a very pleasant and attrac-
tive person with bright browm eyes & long curly eyelashes, and in many
respects a typical fan, Theg.waitress was quite intcerested in Jorry!s
beard, wvhich was shaved to rcad !'Chi!' on the onc side and.!'59! on the
other. She askecd if Jerry minded if the cook camc to sce it too. Jerry
didn't mind at all, but thec cook hadnt't arrived bcfore we finished and
paid, and so was forovoer deprived of this interesting sight.

After breakfast I began to feel very slcepy.e I got to bed about
5:00 or 5:30 cnd went right to slecep. I didn't cvon hear Buz come in.

I got up about quarter to 10 the ncext morning. SAPS Opcn House,
at 10:00. The SAPS Open Housc was Bugzg! idea, but he didn't attend,
Frankly, I don!t remember who did attend, I was there, and Jack.Harncss,
and G. M. Carr, Among non-SAP3 .proscnt worc cx~SAP Lec Jacobs, Bob
Pavlat (a Fapan spy), Arthur Hayes (who asked to be nut on the w/l), and
two WAVES Who chonced to wander ine !'Twas horribly frustrating having
to cxplain SAPS to tho VAVES who werc just asking to be polite, when
actually I wanted to chat with Bob Pavlnt and Lec Jacobs; but Jack Harncss
put me out of my miscry, as 'twerec, by insisting on having the meeting
convcned., I would have left the mecting unconvened, becoause I actunlly
didnt't think of it as a mceting but rather as an Open Housc, but that was
all right, So wc convoncd the mcoting, and triced to think of somc busi-
ncss or somcthing, but the only thing that occurred %o us was that we
were in favor -of Detroit.

Tventually it got to be 10:30, and Bob, Jack, Lecec and I wont out
Tor brecakfast. Cliff Gould camc up, and I meoved over and asked him to
sit down, As he did so he made a romarls to Loc Jacobs that made me regret
having asked him, It impresscd me as an unsuitable thing to say to ILce
Jacobs, who 1s n pcrson of great dignity and charm, After Jack k £t for
the Cult mceting CLiff took his ploceco, ond then he soid o mething to me
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thaot rather bugged me, But what he said to me
had at lcast the merit of subtlety. That ol!
Clifford -- he's fricndly, outgoing, and fnr
from stupid, But he has got o personality flaw,
cnd after ruch deliberation I hove rcoched the
toentativo conclusion thot he is’ oxceedingly curi-
ous about pcoplc and is always trying to find

out about 'em, and that onc of his favoritc tech-
niques is rcnction-testing via the Shocking
Ronmerk, Ho doubt he'tll grow out of it soon.

Thce tecndeney to ncke shocking remarks, I mean,
not thc curiosity. Pcople who arc naturally
curious cbout poople nover outgrow it (at least,
they haven't by the timc they got to be my age).

Looking back at my rcemark cbout Loe Jacobs==
that he is a person of aignity-- It moy scom
o strange thing to say about o jolly-looking fon in o spinncrbeonic, the
blados of vhich werc cbout o foot long. But Lec has what Victorion
novelists called !'prcscnco!.

Tho busincss mccting started at 1:00, Detroit won the bid, of coursc.
Immcdiatcly aftcr Doan lMcLaughlin made his spcech the choers & applausc
told us 1t was in tho bag, Thore was considernble clapping after Farl
Kemp'!s specuch too, but it waz diffcrent. Therc, I believe, peoplc wore
simply ncknowlcdging plonsurc in the fact of IZarl Kemp'ls cxisteonce., I
Inovi- I was, LN

Then Bill Doncho prescntcd o resolution petitioning thce dircétors
to digsolve WSFS, Inc., vhich passcd well-nigh unanimously. 0Oh, thAat
was o magnificount scene., Belk Dictz, who had rocently been deelared an
ilicgnlly cleccted Dircctor, got up, shoking i th anger, ~nd sacid that the
convention vas illegnl too & thot vhat it did couldn!t alfect ISFS Inc.
And Annc Sinclarc loffatt won the otornal rospect of fandom by Torcefmlly
stnting that this was not o mecting of the W3FFS Inc., -- this was tho
16th World Scicnco Fiction CGonvention, held in the state o Cnlifornic
It was o Great llomont,

Wie didn't deocidg definitcly to go to thc e nquet until just before.
1t startcd. Wec sat across from Charles de Vot ond chattod v th him about
stf ond fonzincs. It tickles me that o pro like de Vet, with no = ppron-
ticeship in actifandom whatsoccover, should rclish fonzincs the vy he
docs., Why, hc cven likes the CRY letborcol! & made a spoeicl offort to
mcct Rlch Browm, onc of his I~voritc CRY lotterhacks. I onjoycd thnt.

4o heard Forry Ackormon, Roburt Bloch and various other folk, Evere
body was very goods Ron Bunnott delighted me by scying that the # ing
thot surpriscd him most about Amoricn vias thobt it wos so compact -- it
wos 80 oasy to get from onc sido of 1t to the other! Buz bogon to focl
unwell after Iike Hinge's tolk, so we loft abruptly ond misscd the
awards and llathoson's spocceh, which I hoor was vory good.

Iloybe some day some couragceous fan will ottond o convoention in its,
cntirety. But vhon this doy arrives the couragecous fon will probably not
b o Busby. It doesn't soom in our pattorn somchow,

But wo wont to the mrsquorade ball, Wc had costumcs thot T had mode
mysclf, Unimprcssive bub comfortable, .colorful, and with plenty of poc-
tots. The masquerade ball wes not much of « boll, Ilordly ~nybody
danccd -~ pcoplc just stood around., I toolr o fou picturcs, but i th
black and vhite film iy he-rt wosn'!t in it,

Somc of the costumes werce wonderful, EKorcen Anderson woe o mosnifi-
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cont vampirc, with blood running down the corncer of hor mouth., Trina

astillo lookod most attractive in a gold cmbroidercd bhek lootard ond
black tights, with o goldcen snirol cbout hoer cute little porson. Rick
Snonry mede an cffeetively ceric Ringwraith, and thorc wore numcous
other good costumcs. But the thrill of the ovening was an oxtraordin-
crily toll thin and dorming crcoaturc vho burst from the bolcony thru
the Fronch doors cmitting uncouth crics ond foul smclling smoke, mnd
stalired arrogontly cbout commmunicoating with no onc at 2l1l, He never
drovped his charocterization =~- not for a moment.

Bob Pavlat told us Isabel Burbce wng in the bor ond wanted to meot
us, so prctty soon we went down. e found her tolking to E. liogne Hull,
o handsomec & attroctive women with dark shndowy oycs & an arts&crafts
teste in jowelry. 1lrs. Van Vogt left shortly, ond Isabel asked us to
dinmner the next day. Jic woerc plenscd thru and thm. We chatted with

sabcl for quitec o while, ond thon sho wont upstoirs to sco some of her
old fricnds up thcre, and we chatted with Elmer Perduc and Rita, o friend
of Isabcl's,

Some whilc after Iscbel and Rita left Buz went to bed, ond Burboc
& I wont up to Bob Lemants party. Bob asked for the wotcrmelon story,

& Burbcc told it to him. Burbet soid he 1lilied being asked for tho wator-
melon story, bocausc it proved that the n~sker hnd some iden who he was,

Hore I cxchoanged o fow words with Peter Graham (who impresscd rio os
very sincorc and carnest) ond overhoord his conversation with o young
fonne, Pctor° =lthcrc arc you g01ng‘?—L Girl: WThe party in Santa llonic-.
Comec on.® 4Do you know wherc it is?dé ANo, but we!ll find somconc who
knovis. & 4No, you won't. You!ll wandcr around for hours, but you won't
find thec party. & if jou do find it ~- itfs an invitotional party,; you
werontt invitced, and you won't be welcome.® The girl wasn't oonv1ncod
but mon! I thought Pctecr suruncd Llo situation up rother woll,

Here Jack Nhrnose gignoed my book "Rov. John R, Harness" & I scolded

him for it. I goid he should hove signod it "Joek Horncss” becausc het's
cctunlly not so mucb ~ ministcr as o part-time shmmon, Jock Harness;
Wrell, shomen youl" He wes right g I was rudo,

Ilcre Clifford Gould mentioned how much he onjoyed loocking at Trina,
ond wontced to know whothor I likced looking 2ot her too, or whothor it wns
just seox, T snid I thought Trina wos vory cutc indced ond that I did
likc to look at her, but that there wer: o numbor of pconle at the conven-
tion that I liked looking ot mors. Cliff immﬁdiatoly wanted to lmow who
thoy worc but I wouldn't tell him -~ I will soy now though that they wore

all molc,

I would haove stoyocd longer ot Bob Lemonts party wihich had o goat
mony ‘ntOPGSLan pcoplc ot it including Bob, but I wag wenring contoct
lonscs and they becrme most uncomfortoble., So I bid o rather sed frro-
well ‘to our hos t, of whom I hnd not scoen holf cnough, cnd went hone,

Noxt dry we had o rchenrsal, Or rother, woe were supposcd to have -
rcheorsel but the stoge wns busy. So we ran thru our lincs in o roon
th~t the NFFF indly 10ﬁnnd us, ¢ never did hove o rocl rcheorscl,

Itt's rcomarkoble that thoe thing caric off as well ~s it did,

Karcn renlly zoofed in onc thing: not hoving Roger Sims be the
tcddybenr. He had o teddybeor costume (nﬁndL, ron llJ) for thc mnhaoquorade,
& looked perfectly adoroblce in it. IﬂuLO”d farcen uscd Astrid!s personal
bear, which, sitting bechind ~ dosk, wns oomplutcly invisiblc., Xorcen had
littlc costumic for tho benr, Wthh.OL coursc Roger could not hove worn,
but it didn't show anyhow, bchind the desk. & Rogor is much cutcer thon

]



Astridis beoar, much frosher ond nower looking thon Astridls bear, and

his voico would have been infinitely more udlolc thon Liz Wilsonts dub-
ing in from bchind a scro “n, and his bﬂVlng to rcad his lincs would

have becen no worsc thun Buz! rcending all his lines & my rocding somc of

minc. Yup =-- Korcen goofed, The scono with Astrid!s bear was the draggi-
cst part of the »nlay. _

Soric of the acting wos very good -~ some less so. Bouchor would
hove been vonderful if anyonce could have heard him, His characteriza-
tions worc grost nd he knew his pﬂrts porfoctly, but I doubt if onyonc

past the first fow rows could hoor o word., Buz was magnificently hommy,
but_ hod to rccd his ports, Karbn didnt't quitc know her part (which sur-
priscd me; sincc she wrote the play) but she adlibbed sc competontly Itm
surc nobody noticcd cxcept the actors awaiting - cuo, All in 211, T
think Goor”o Scithers was probobly the bost nctor. He know his parts
md he talked good nnd loud ond cleor, ond with lots of cmotion. But
the big hit € the play wos E. L. Smith, as the Upstoge Lensmon,  All he
h~nd to do was weolk acress the stoage holding -~ sign, but the signs worc
fumny, ond having Doc Smith to carry them was truly o lucky strokc., &
most of ~11, thc cudicnco could rood, if they couldnt't hoor,

The Vestercen businosss mecting sturtva immicdintcly ~Lftor the nluu.
Wo jolncd the nudicnce immedi~tely -- I still hed my hoir poked up in my
cap, and at thot I misscd most of Welly's bidding spcech, IL Itd stopned
to comb iy holr I wouldn't hove had o chancc to vote for Scattle. Afteor
Vicllyts spcech thero wns o hid from San Dicgo, ond o scconding specch
from San Diogo. Then, much to cverybody!s astonishment, Don Day got up
& meae o completely impromptu scconding speoch for Scattle, He said if
Scottlec didn't got the Vestoercon they should chonge the nome to Chlifer-
nia Con, beecousce it had never been held ~nywhore cxcept in Californi-,

& he put in somec lzind words for the Nomclcess, too. Ho cinched it for us--
we got it by o good healthy majority. We werce renlly pleascd, Namoloss
enéd Nomoless Anonymous both, '

So then wg chonged ocur dothes, nnd cventunlly at apout five gtelock
we met Burbce dowastoirs. Boyd Rocburn, Bob Pavlat, Terry Carr ond
Miriom Dyches rodc with Td Cox, and Buz & I with Barbov.

The Durbcec housc is ~ rather now housce in a ncighhorhood of rether
ncw houscs, and is on a very wide, very short strcoct, troc-lincd on both
sidcs. Thoy have two ornnmentnl trccs in thoir front yard, gnd in the

bock yord they have o fig troe, two peoch trcos ond ancther trec -- pome-
gronate, I belicve. In the book Jord tho; clso haove twe vory CUUb littlo
dogs., Onc 1s kel colirn terricr and half pomer- B(/f /72_ /.',?/{//C.g—
anian, tho othier 1s acbout the some size -nd sonec-

whot similar in ~ppcorence, though not rcloted, TEDLY PEAR '.’

They nrc very friondly, jolly, scompery brizht-
cycd 1ittle things.

Isabel and o neighbor girl, 0lg~, wecrec
coolzing = rcal licxicon dinncer, I love lioxi-
czn food; so I wotchod quite coarcfully ~nd

s~bol cxal ined ~nd I took notecs., I got an
OJ 0ll~ (bernpot) from Iscbel too, and have
nedo frijoles roefritos scvoral tincs sinco
coming homc, @ th cxcellont succesag,

Williem Rot”lgr and Iina crrived, Rotslor
nnd Burbeo said Mina haos o " bust. hother
this 1s truc or morcly o jokec I have no idoen,
but she is not the Audrcy Heopnburn or Groce
Kelly type., She scems like o very nice girl--
decorative ond un“ﬁ“octod Burboc was quitc frankly plensod by the brock-




up of Rotslert's marriace, HHe said hetd missed Rotsler, and liina said
rather softly that shet!d missed him too., Rotsler shook his head slowly
and said with a sort of grave twinkle "Theret's not a dry eye in the
house,”" Actually -- I didn't miss Rotsier at all because I didn'!'t even
Inow him, but I would have if I had,

The dinner was most excellent, and so was the home brew.

"I don't have any secret vices -~ I advertise them in my fanzines." CEB

Rotsler said that except for mundane things like "Please pass the
beer'” I tallkted almost entirely in interlineations and cover quotes, and
that he wished we lived in southern California, I was immensely grati-
fied, and rcsolved not to say anything at all for the rest of the even-
ing, to presorve his good opiniton for as long as possible, However, when
Burbec started to tell the Story with variations I forgot, and shouted
indignantly that if he was going to tell that story differently he
shouldntt talk with his wmouth full; and Rotslcr who was passing by patted
me kindly on the head and said “Scc what I mean?" But at the ond of
the evening Buz and Rotsler agreed sadly that you always spoil a thing
by calling attention to it.

About that watermelon story. Burbee told it again --this madec the
third time I'd hcard it, The third time was the charm -- I suddenly
found myself laughing. In the buildup (whiech I just hcard once, on
Friday night) Burbco tells of tho various times and places he's told this
story:; and onc timc he menbtions is when he told it to the men in his
platoon, who had heard it cvery afternoon for wecks, and to som: stranze
officers, and the men in his wnlatoon rolled on the ground with laughter
and the strange officcers werc not amuscd., The cffect of the watermelon
story, likec radioactivity or thc Chincsc watcr-torturc, is cumulative,

After dinncr we started tallking about Laney and "Ah Swect Idiocy”
cnd lilkke that. Burbee said het'd never rcad tho book, so he dug out his
copy and Terry Carr rcad out loud to him Laney's descrintion of the
Burbces. Part of Lancy!s descrintion of Burbec didn!t appecal to Burb at

all, but there was one scntenet he liked, “Read that scntence again,®
he zaid. "Road that sontence again,” But Terry wouldn't. '

Isabel wos very much annoycd that Laney saild she was shrewish, and
I certainly don't blamc her. 2Zgod! I don't belicve for a minutce that
Isabel is any morc shrewish than it bchoeves a woman of spirit to be.
“Shrowish® ig a loaded word. Ills t unfeir.
"Ic made a counlc enenics for mo that I would rather have made for mysclf,’
CEB

Burbcece told us a numbar of
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storics about LA3IFS folltr -~ most fascin-

-_—

eting. + One story in particular could have becon pubbed just as he told

it, and it would have boen as good ag anything in “"Tho Incompleat Burbcc',
(7ic reccived a considorable amount of Burboe material from Don Wilson
last weck -- Fapa surpluss tock. Now, when I rcad anything by Burbee

I can almost hcar him say it, and sce him, with his hcad down a bit and
perhaps a triflce to onc side, and his dovnwerd slanting eyes, and his
long thin humorous upwver lip much likc Cantinflast!, --I can almost scc
and hear Elmer vhen reading Perduc material, too. -- Hecting peoplc cor-

tainly adds an cxtro dimonsion to their writing.)
wie Robslor & llina loft first, ond toolk Bob Pavlat with them. Boyd,
Terry & Miriaa and Buz & I 1lcft a couple hours laotor with Ed Cox. Ve



-

went to the Detrolt suiteo, where we found Bob Pavlaot, Ron Bennett, thoe
Falascas, Ted Yhite, Bill Rickhardt and I forget who-all else. Boyd &

I sot on a window sill and exchanged gossip, and Norcen Folasca thrilled
riec no ond by tclling some of the other things that occurrecd during the
convention. It scoms thot the character at the masquerade, 01! Smudge-
pot, strode forccfully down to Pecrshing Squarc & back, bringing i th

him mcny juvenile delinquents and other weird typcs, and thorc wos sort
of o riot and the policec camc and ot that precisc moment o boat young
fon was clinging to o window ledge above threatening suicido. I was
cbsolutely delightcd, but Buz wos rather sahocked., Vhoethor he disapproved
of 01! Smudgcpot!s cxtroconventional netivitios, or pcoplc who promisc
suicide ond don't do it, or pcoplec who cnjoy hoaring about thesc things--
I'm not surs,

We said goodby to o gr
gsad. A rclicf of coursc, o
ulation, but S:xA:D,

e had made o datc the week before with the Haggards for Tucsde
afternoon, e thoucht of breaking it & going to suc Elmer Perduc instoad,
but docided that it would not be the: thing to do. Wishwe could hove
split oursclves up -- wc wonted to scc the Haggards & Elmor both!

And o fow minutcs ofter talking with Elmer, we dovecloned o poignant
desire to split oursclvoes threo ways -- we discovercd that Bob & S~dio
Show (& tad) would be in town until 7:00. !'Twould have been very pleoas-
ant indccd to spend the ~fternocon with tham.

At any rato, wo hod o cup of goffco with the Shows and G, M., Carr.
Glf soid golly that pcoplc werc clweys surprisced whon thicy met her, -
beeause sho's so different in person and in print. I softly intorjocted
"Somectimes," But wo werc quite fricndly.

The Shows had spent o couple hours in Scattle the Sundoy beforce the
con, cnd had thought of us but not wanted to cnll boecousce it wos 5:00 Al
Domn! I hoercby give noticu that ony trufnn passing thru the city of
Sonttle may call us ot any hour of tho day or night. Any trufon from a
distanco, that 1s. Trufen of the region con weit until we'lre up.,

Je tock the bus out to the Haggards! and spent o very quict aftcr-
noon with Holen., Thon we %Hool: them out to dinncr, and our choicc of
rcstourant provod most unfortunate. Tho driquiris were horrible -- vory
swcot, with undissolved sugor in the bottom., The food was good but T to
in coming, and thc woitress brought ~ll the vrong things., Aftor doing

cverything clsc wrong, she prescntod an incorroct bill., Buz correctoed

Iy

1t and paid her, cnd then ghe brought the wrong chonge.  Evory timc o

poof was pointcd out to her she would lough merrily. Ve couldn!t deeide

cnt many pcople that night, and it woas rather
fter four days of constant and cxcossive stim-

i whether she was on dope or tran-
: g quillizcrs, Whatover it might be,
/] e 5 it was inadvisabloe,

vic traveled coach to San Pran-

cisco, ond slcpt scarccly ot 2ll.
By the timc we got to Berkeley

& found = hotcl we woure roolls
poopcd. A doal with the Andor-
sons had been coolzcd up 2 long

long timc beforc -- dinncr ot o
Chincsc restouront., But, aftoer

= stopping in Berkcley for this ox-
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7 4 = e press purposs, we begged off, T
4/\ certainly hopo our doing so did
i not inconvcnicnce them —-- T'm

afroid it might hove. But we woere
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not up to it. Our oppetitcs had boen out of kilter for o wock or mory,
and neither of us could benr the thought of coting morce thrn the lishtoest
snack. Nor wera we unt tqQ touring Chinatown. Nopc!

e gob in touch with Torry Corr. Ve would hnve liked to get in
touch with Petcr @rrhrm ~nd Dave Rilke, too (Ron Fllik wo knew was still
in LA) but it proved impossible, But Terry ond Jim Coughren come o or
Yo scc us, cnd wo had some beor nnd a quict, relaxing cvening.

Jim Coughran (pronounccd Corrun) 1s o plonsant, quict youth who will
be hondsome in ~nother year or two. [Hol!s tho proper sizec to be o Pub-
lishinz Giant -- thosc Borkeley foellas orc tall -- but docsn't wont to
bo. I gucss ho's determined to be = Puollshlﬂf Iididgcet instcads Thet's
olzny. I dontt know how mrny Publishing Gicnts :nQom is rcady for.

Terry is o~ very hondsorc nnd pleasnnt~looking young mon who tollks
just oxnetly s ho writcs, only ho necods o ncw ribbone I mcon he should
tnlk o 1little louder, but he doos sbu~“ distinctly, which iz a zrent
thing. Ilc told us ~bout Al Ashley's being at the m“uquormdc pall, ~nd
how he was asked to say '"You bastord”, And ot Tirst he wos ombarrasscd
ond didnt't want to, ond then he Zot 1nto the spirit ~nd wont ocbout soying
“You bostord® to cverybody. And Torry told how he sold the 1o st, the

very last copy of "Thc Incomplcnt Burbee'" to Al Ashley, wnd got Al
Ashley to autogroph his (Torry's) ovm COUY on pare 69 -~ “Vou Bastard,
Sa1d Al Ashley” -- but that unfortunately this nowly pricecless zinc wns

stolen, clong with Terry!s othcr belongings, ond lliriomts, and FTorry
Acltermonts, out of Ackermon's poarked (& locked) car. And Torry scicd thot
hundrods of Rotsler cortoons wore amongst his beloncings! I hope the
thicf cnjoyved them, ]

Teorry scid that the reason Carl ~ppearcd morc talented thon anybody
.clsc in Berkeley wns thot “Coarl Brandon” stuff was o lways rough-dr~fted.
Teorry rough-drofts his cditorinls, but most of his ond Ron's other moteri-
al is composed oan stencil, ‘0l -~ I'1l have to admit that Terry!s
cditoricls have 2lwnys boen quite cqunl to Carl Drandon's best.

Terry signod my book with his own name, ond Carl Brondont's, lorc
thon cver I undorstood the recl offcction ncople had for Carl. Terry's
notural hondwriting is cven, attrrctive, competent ands clf-ocssured
lookinz. Corl's handwriting is young ~nd unformed, Onc heod the fecline
about .Carl that here wos o Younz CGenius who nceded to be Cherished md
Apnroci beod,

o loft Boriicloy the next morning, ~nd arrived home vi thout further
incident., In closins I want to moention that on looking thru this ronort
I sou that therc are gquite-a numbor o »ncople of whom I hove given insuf-
ficient indication of my »sleasurc in their company -- Bob Pavlat and Ron
E11ilz for two =~ & I don'!t know how to worl it in now.

And I wont to say thot I had o wonderful time at Southgate, ~nd facl
most grateful to the putters-on -- Moffaotts, Riclr Sncawy ot al, -- and
am looking forward ongorly to Dotroit in 159, ashington in '60, ~nd
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