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Beginning a column devoted to the wonders of an intricate and
often unwittingly fannish city; E1 Pueblo de Nuestra Senora la Relna
de Los Angeles, and some of the fannish adventures occurring therein.
Vihere Olvera Street is the only reminder of 0l1d liexico's occupation
of the Village of Cur Lady, the Queen.-of the Angels; a one-block
long street of cobble-stones and adobe buildlngs, small stands selling
goodies from liexlco -- and the 0ld liission across the Plaza where
the animals are still blesced every Good Friday.

Sunset Boulevard --
blocked from the Paciflc Ocean only by 101 Alternate, Pacific Coast
Highway, it starts at the base of the unpredictable c¢liffs of Santa
Ionlca, winding swiftly up canyons lined with precariously perched

$100,000 homes, toward Los AngelesiZipping over the new San Diego
Freeway (which will eventually reach that worthy city, some 119 miles
away) and into Berverly Hills, Sunset Boulevard lives up to its name;
widening into a broad thoroughfare of sedate beauty before plunging
nbisily into The Strip.

Lined with PFerrarl and liercedes Benz dealers,
night clubs, exclusive shops, coffee houses, and swank apartments
that have a full, expensive view of IA's night lights in the valley

below, Sunset Boulevard passes on. IHere is Dino's, scone of TV'S

77 Sunset Strip", the Interlude--liort Sahl's favorite spot in IA,
The Handlebar of old-time jazz and beer schooner fame, The Unicorn
where Three Penny Press -- the avante garde of the beatniks -- 1is
published and espresso coffee is moodily served to dark-browed
Angry Young lien by shaggy-halred Angry Young "omen in leotards.

From the

Strip, Sunset flows past star-finding Hollywood High and the myriad
movie-founded businesses of recording, costuming, filming, props,
and make-up that comprise The llake Bellevse City.

Then under tne
Hollywood Freeway and running parallel, Sunset becomes stald and
residential. Growing seedy at times, then blossoming out with new
apartments and clean, fresh gardens, the boulevard heads downtown.
Past the theatre of Russian movies, fkrons'--the war surplus store
that Made Good, the used furniture stores, the "antique" shops, the
Super I.arkets, the beauty salons and health gyms --long stretches
of small businesses, shopping centers end retaining walls to hold
the hills bacl. ; .

Swecping past Vlrite Imoll Drive and the empty rise
where onco the Sisters of the Sacred Ilecart hospital stood -- bibth-
place of one illiam Rotsler -- Sunset passes over the Pasadena
Freeway, touches one side of Olvera Strect, to come to a final, tired
stop at the main gate of Union Station; having travelled almost
two-thirds the width of the city of Los Angeles.

Consider the setting,
and the stage; here is but a detall of wthe whole seene, to impart
a bit of the flavor of the city. For while the actors -- LASI'Siang,
vigiting fans, ilountain fiovers and other intereosting folk -- will
be constantly changing in this shadow-box, the staze will rcmain
the same; Los Angeles, 01ty of Angels —— and a few fallen Angelenos.
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AN JIDITORIAL, of sorts;
by John Trimble

Change 1s the essense of 1ifs.
The old giving way to the new,; the
tired retiring before the fresh.
Six and eight-lane fresways by-
pass older highways, and change.
lives and fortunes, 01d buildings
come down to make way for modern
apartments and hotels, and even the
slums move and change. Infants
are born, and oldsters pass on.

‘ ~ 8y The years come and go, and the
world is always fluid. -

So it is in fandom, too. Groups of fans form, are
active, and then dissolve. Some of the.group remain,
and some pass beyond fannish ken. A fanzine takes.
formr, and begtcomes popular, and builds to a pesk.. Then,
its editor tiring of" 1t, or'of fandom, .it folds to

be rceplaced by another. Inberesfis change, and things
- are ‘scen in.a different perspective than before.
SHACGY; -too,, feels this:ehange, Al Lewis, who has
. editec: six. or more ehjoyable.issues of SIL'A has grown
" tired, - and. his interests have shifted. Unicorn Produc-
~. tions asks more of his time, as. does his %teaching.
" "'So now -John Trimble is -editing SHANCRI-LIATFAIRIS s
Arid; 'as -change is 1ife elsewherq, so will chanses come
. 't6'SIAGGY. Al and I ars-two.very different types of
personalities, with distinet-likes and 'dislikes, and
diverse fanmish inferests. And this, as time goos. by,
will make. itself felt in SIAGCY. :

and what they represent in fandom. I'm ' membor .of
FAPA ; -and fegel at home there. SHAIGRI-L'ATFAIRIS is
my, first.full-scale attempt at producing a general-
circulation. fanzine, and I'm.as.curious as you to see
how it turns out. . 4
' - - 000~

Speaking ©of changes; this issue contains the last of
" Ted Johnstone's "Jest a Hinute" columns. LASFS recont-
ly held.an election wherein an active fan slate of
offiers. were elected. Ted Johnstone was elected Dir-
ector of th2 club, and Jack Ilarness replaced him in
the secretarial position. After long years of faithful
service, we rewarded DBarncy Bernard -- freeing him %to
enjoy -being just a member for a while -- by electing
Rick -Sneary Treasurer, Lrnie Vheatley and I were
elected Senior and Junior Committeemen, respectively.

Jack is very capable of producing entertaining
material, as witness the convention report we've been
running, so the change in minutes columns should be
from -one .type of numor to another.

There isn't a lettercol in this issue, because we'd
like to keep the size of the thing down to managable
proportions, and still pget the con report finished up
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thish. From the looks of the stack of letters on hand now, though,
we'll have a dilly of a lettor column in S-L'Aj’49. "Roasting Chest-
nuts", missing this time, will be renamed "The Golden Journey", and
should be appearing fairly recgularly from fowby-nine on. 1OTL: '/e're
in tne market for good book, mazazine, and film/radio/teevee revisws
and critiques, people, so why not give ol' SIAGCY a try?

The new column, "Fallen Angelsnos", opposite the contonts will
feature LASTS affairs, as well as some general foo-frah arcund old
Zllay. You can look for it regularly.

The Fibretint paper wpon which this issue is béing run off isn't
exactly what we had in mind for the zine. ''e'd intented to o down
to good old Self-IHelp Paper Co., plck up eight or so reams of Cooper's
Cave I“imeo-Bond (20) ¥hite), and take it from there. And they had
one lonely 1little ream of the stuff left.

! Bl b e-e B LIRER, W0 | SR cEE lfS

"Wetre all out of “it, and they haven't re-ordsred,” the nice
Japaness fellow by the cash roegister said.

I recounted the money we could afford for paper, and resigned
myself. "I'll take the Fibretint," I said.

Grinning with satisfaction, he took my money. Sigh.

Lnd about here, I'm going to stop my ymmmerings and let Bjo get
in a few words about TAFF. i

-000~ --jgt.

WESTARN UNION -— Don Ford: .Very sincers congratulations. " Say "hi"
to Anglofen for Shaggy and I. Bon Voyage. Sigh. Bjo

And so, in a flurry of bad Lnglish, a year-long campaign ends;
leaving two breathless and one triumphant candidate/s wondering how
they ever got into this mess. An interesting year, full of plans,
strategy, writing and publishing; fraught with oft ovor-enthusiastic .
supporters and heated discussion on the merits of the whole business.

Sympathy has been tactfully submitted, so far. Iven Les Gerber's
silver embossed "To express sincerec and heartfelt sympathy in your
loss" card was for laughs, and greatly appreciated. Actually, no
consolation was nocessary for a week or more after Slyrack gy¥f/dd
AF74#¢4 cot here. 1y first reaction was one of complete relief that
the yecar's tensions were over, and it wesn't for segeral days that
I started thinking about all the fans and fun I was going %0 miss.,

But ctest la cotton-pickin' vie, as they say. Don PFord is a
fine TAFF candidate--and winner, who will do U.S. fandom and the U.S.
very proud. He will most certainly be a good TAIF administrator,
making sure that the policies are handled in the best intercests of all.

It has been sald, and fairly, that Don Ford by merit of his
work ,on TAFP and related activities demerved to win much more than
did any fan who comparatively recently came on the scene with a big
splash of publicity or a flurry of hyperactivity. I agree; yet still
believe that TAFF can and should be much more explicit in its state-
ments and rulings on this and other mattecrs. It is up to fandom;
you and I are the only onas who cen ever make sure of this--that
TAFF formulates into the beneficial 1ldeal that fandom wants and needs.
Voice your opinions loud and clear--and keep on supporting TAFF!

Here I would like to tender my gratitude to the fans who so
ardently supported me in the 1959 TAFF campaign. I will never be
able to express my true feelings about your show of confidence.

r B s e o - =~ s S s el AT
DEADLINE for next issue of Shangri-L'Affaires; 20 February, 1960
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to say in the way ;

of prefatory recimarks, even though

I am a new face in this department

(for S-LiA:at lesst: It've done fan-

2ineg reviews .for a gagile of other

zines before). zo I'1L hold my 4 “

toppgue and get on to the reviews: 2

AMRA vol8: Box é82, Stanford, Calif. - 20¢ per, 5/51 - Irregular but
frequent - 20pp - Lithoed.

Artwise, this is one of the best:zines in fandom, what with such
fine artizts ue Gilbhort, Barr, JVYC, and Cawthorn represented prolific-
21ly. in.its psges. If ror no other reason. than appreciation of fine
artwork, you should consider AMRA a must.

IHowever, for the porson interested in the Conan saga and other
hero-stories, the written material i1s also of keen interest. Herein
thers be. two pcsms by Fritz Leiber and two more by Robert E. Howard,
211 of whizh 2rs quive woll-written, several pages of well-chosen
words, on the subject "Conan and Togetherness' by Sprague de Camp, 4
awmorcus-sarious astcry by W H Griffey speculating on Conan's sons,
and various other odds and ends by the editors and readers. 1If you're
interésted in the Ccnan stories (or Conan-type), or just in’'good art-
work, ycou won't vant to miss AMEA-.

CACTUS #2: Sture Scdolin, PCBox 403, Vallingby 4, Sweden - 10/G1 in
US - Irrepgular - 27pp - mimeo/offset.

This. lssue sports & pacte offset cover with picturass of Bjo, liirl
Cary, and Sylvia White. Worth getting for that aleons. Sedolin apolog
sizes in his editorial that he can't make Cactus monthly; Alan Burns
writes interestingly byt unexcitingly on Fans He Has HMet; Ray llelson
contributss twn pages of Beanie Brigade cartoons which are quite
good; and in additlon 1o the cartoons of his scattered throughout the
issue, Clayton Hamlin has an article entitled "Iverybody inows Bhat',

wherein he presents various well-lnown scientific and historical
frots. Since, indeed, c¢veryone does know 1t, so the article was a
‘1ittle flat.  Terry Jeecves'! Lensman parody is quite readable, and I
‘am representod with soms dsted (tho not when I wrote them) Fanzine
Reviews. Thera's a nice ltng rather international letter column
which, while mogtly confined to cowments off #1, is quite interesting.
The bacover is'a strilking femme by Bo Stenfors, done in a process
rather rescmbling the hekto-mimeo work on SPACL/ARBS of yore, ‘but with

a great difference. Itd be pleased to laarn how those pastel colors
(pink, bluc, lovender, green, yallow, gF7K) were accomplished.

The contributions from English-speaking fen suffer a bit from being
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typographed In too many places, but I'm too pleased to sec an Znzlish-
language Z1lne coming from Stockholm to cripe. Give it a try.

CAKB2R 7/11: Alan Dodd, 77 Stanstsad Road, lloddesdon, Herts., iIngland -
15¢ or 1/- per - Irregular - 40pp - Ilimeoed.

Operating on what seems to be a yearly schedule, Dodd still turns
out an interesting if not superlative fanzine. The artwork here is
also top-notch, with such as Cawthorn, Bill Harry, <ddie Jones, and
Terry Jgeves helping out. Production is truely fine, too, with heavy
yellow cardboard covers, a taped spine, and impeccable mimeowork
throughout.

liost of this issue is by Dodd, who rambles interestingly and at

length on a plethora of subjects, ranging from the current British
controversy over a film on the life of Werner von Braun to his trip
to Spain and liorpcco this past summer. Thers'!'s also an interesting
article on the stf treasures to be found at raasonalbe prices in many
a New York bookshop, written by liike Deckinger, as well as an enter-
taining--if too short--lettercol. The overall result is one of a
somewhat tight informality--which isn't bad at all. A lot of inter-
esting reading here....

CRY /#134: Busbixii, Veber, Toskey, etc., Box 92, 920 3rd Ave, Seattle
4, Yashington - 25¢ or 1/9d per, 5/u1 (7/-), 12/52 (14/-) -
lionthly - 53pp - liimeoed. {(John Berry UK Arent, address
elsewhere.)

"Lither on purwnose or by oversight, the "of the Mameless" is missing
from CAY's nomer this month; nowhere in the issue is anything but just
plain CRY mentioned. 3nd of an Zra? fait till next issue, I guess,
and 3ae.,

Getting dovn to business: this CRY sports a hilarious, though not
particularly artistic, cover by Don Franson depicting "The Stealing of
the Cry" (ref. GJIiZINE 4/24). Inside, the better part of the issus
is occupied by John Berry's fine "The Goon (oes West", which, in this
34-page installment, takes us up to the point of John's ‘stepping into
the Detention hotel.

- FliBusby takes over for a couple of pages of editorial, in which he
Jumps intersstingly from subject to subject. Giving Buz a few pages
Tor editorlalizing was a good idea; there wasn't enough room for him
to say everything on ol!' Page Thres. Wally Yeber has his ever-humor-
ous Minutes of the Nameless, and then condicts the usual Cry of the
Readers, somewhat foreshortened this time, but still amongst the better
lettercols in fandom. Terry Carr finishes out this largsr-than-usual
1ssue with a middling funny instalment of his "Fandom Harvest" col-
umn. Don't miss CRY!

PEINIZINE #12: Ethel Lindsay, Courage House, 6 Langley Ave, Surbiton,
' Surrey, BEngland - No price listed - Irregular - 24pp -
lilmeo.

Nicely Gestetnered on the Inchmery machine, this issue leads off
with a pleasant cover by Joy Clarke, who is improving her artistic
technlaues with every try. Other illos this time are by Bjo, Lynette
Vondruska, and Zthel herself. - :

liaterlial is nicely varied with oditorializing by Tthel, who also
does short Intorductions of Ann Chamberlain and Lynette V., a short
anoctotal item by Ann Chamberlain, a humorous bit of nonsenso by Joy
Clarke and Llla Parker, a Berry Factusl Asticle by the Other Barry
(Diane, John's wife, who writes cuite well, and very humorously), somo



opinionated fmz reviews by Jgy Clarke, and introduction of DjJjinn
Faine by Bjo, Pam Bulmer's Wigwam column, and a nicely edited letter
column. I didn't see any of the Joan Carr - or Pam Bulmer - edited
issues of FEZ, but this seems to be shaping up well.

HYPHEN /23: Walt Willis, 27 Clonlee Dr., Belfast 4, NIreland. - No
price listed but try 15¢ or 1/- for a sample copy -
Irregular - 24pp - llimeoed.

Incorporating the second ilssue of the Bob Shaw Appreclation liag-
azine (when was the first?), most of the material is by BoSh, who
writes entertainingly on a number of interesting subjects. Ving
Clarke is also present with his entertaining Grunch column, Valt
has some humorous ramblings, which lead into a short lettercol, and
there is the ever-present Lavesdroppings (all but one of which are
quips by BoSh). Phooey on those who say that "-" has slipped dovm to
the level of a merely excellent fanzine. This issue, while it could
have been bigrer and more diverse, is quite up there with the best
of past issues.

JD=ARGLSSY #51: Lynn Hiclman, Box 184, Wapoleon, Ohio. 10¢ per (20¢
when over 30 pages), irregular but frequent, 26
pages, litho. ]

Lynn is experimenting with colored illustrations amidst crisp
black lithoed text:« It seems to be working pretty well; the next
step is, as I suggedted via letter, to atvempt multicolored 1illos,
aka the ditto processi ; ;

Besides Lynn's usual ramblings (aided thils time by Jim Harmon),
Chapter 9 of Bob ladle's Loncon Report (interesting but dated) and
a Fandom Confidentidl by Jim Harmon (this time on 4Sj) make up the
brunt of the issue. Somsé book reviews by Vic Ryan and a few letters
£ill it out« A nice, if unobtrusive (but then Lynn isn't trying to
be obtrusive) fanzine, ons of the best from the middle-Vest (rhyme
unintentional).

FOMAD 1: George Jennings,.11121 Tascosa Drive, Dallas 28, Texas.
Yo price listed, three-wecekly, 16 pages, mimeo.

A most unusual format: green ink on green paper. liot as hard to
read as it sounds. Consists mainly of ramblings by the editor, a
moderately humorous article by Bill Donaho, a short ltem by Bhob
Stewart and an interesting lottercol. If Jennings can keep up this
pace, this could develop into a (stand back and shudder) Focal
Point. Uhich reminds me, whatever becamo of VOID,:The Fannish Focal
Point lonthly?

ROTRIBUTION #14: John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Avenue, Belmont, Bel-
fast, N. Ireland. 15¢ or 1/ the issue, irregular,
28 pages, mimeo.

Retribution Has Not Folded! as this issue so ably demons trated.
Berry has some fine serious editoriallzing, backed up by a reprint
of Poul Anderson's Detention speech, a Goon-type story by Berry,
some Detentlon impressions by Bloch, and another installment of the
"who'd Be 4 Goon?" series of auizzes. Not too heavily GDA-slanted,
thissue, but next time promises to be moreso. Vorth getting, regard-
less.

SIMOKE #2: George Locke, 85 Chelsea Gardens, Chelsea Brildge Road,
London S.'/, 1, England. 15¢ or 1/- per, irregular, 51PpP,



The first five of these parodles were run in CRY OF THE NALLLESS,
where they proved very popular. CRY has since cut back contributions
in order to publish John Berry's "The Goon Goes West', and so we have
persuaded Ed Cox to let us publish this and future installments of
"StForever". CRY's loss is our gain, I say, and hope that you get

as much enjoyment from them as both we and the CRY readers havse.
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by Ed Cox

In this day and age of the Psi, there are untold numbers. of
stories from short to novel running the gamut from when the hero can
just tumble a shotglass off the table to when he accldently creates
a whole Universe by the flick of his mind. Well, this 1sn't going

*to be one of those. 'Instead, 1t 1is about a strange fambly, sort of

the predecessor to'thie psi. So0,-In all'its. pristine glory, we give
you (and you can have 1it!): '

BN L RSP -. PR 0 B E.'S 5~0-R

Professor Bruce Lichtman toiled up the steep hillside in the hot
summer sun. He'd had to abandon his car further back where the road .

-ended. ‘Now the trail had ended and all traces of humanity were gone.

He stumbled on something in the grass. It was a brown jug.

"Ah!" he thought, "a trace of humanity!"

He was about to continue when a volce stopped him.

"Halt right thar!.This is far enough mister!" He looked around
but could ses nobody. He stopped, his gangling frame bent in an
attitude of hesitation. A4lso, his corns hurt.

"Whar yew: goin' to mister?" The voice seemed to be right at
his elbow and he could discern nothing behind the nearer rocks and
bushes.

"I'm trying to locate a family up here," he faltered. "Uh,
where are you?'’

Ile heard a thud and a thrashing in some bushes. "Right hers,
mister," and he saw an equally gangling young man extricate himself
from some bushes.

"lhat happened?" he asked, amazed. I'obody had been there a
second ago. :

"Hissed, damn it...I mean, I stumbled in them bushes!" .He cams
to the professor and said, "What you want with this fambly?" The
voice was agaln at his elbow.

"They're reputed to have the most extraordinary abilitises,"
replied the professor. "I thought I might locate them and write a
paper after sufficient investigation. Are you one of them?"

"Yep I am, and I'm here to tell you that you'd just better go

on back down the walley." He spit into the grass.
"Well! T mugt say that you aren't very hospitable after I
trudged all the way up here in the hot sun all afternoon!" The

mountaineer froze. "Vhat'!'s your name?"
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"liah name's Sonk Pigpen and nobody can't say we Pigpens.ever fell
down on our hospitality! <C'mon! But you'll be sorry!" ~And he
struck off into the bushes. As the professor attempted to follow,
Sonk rebounded and looked puzzled.

"What's the matter?" queried the Prof. "And where's the damn
trailo"

"Dunno," muttered Sonk. "Don't hardly never come thisaway t'tell
thitruth!" They plunged on and after leaving various bits of cloth-
ing and skin in the bushes, broke through and found a cabin perched
precariously on a partched piece of hillside. "This here is it,"
said Sonk. "Come meet the fambly."

They entered and Sonk intreduced the professor, who was slight-
ly wary of the inhabitants of the place. The old man, introduced as
Uncle Feenier, did nothing but cackle and glower darkly from under
groeat white bushy eysbrows. He looked like a scare-crow and his hand
was 1lcy cold. Sonk's mother wore an old, old bonnet and from it
protruded only s pipe and a bit of nose. Her eyes glinted in the
shadow and her hand gripped his in a hot, dry, claw-like grasp. He
mumbled something tc her and then saw Sonk's father. He was ilmmense
and looked at Bruce as if he wers the evening meal...still on the
hoof. He boomed something. The professor notlced that the uncle
closed a door to another room so that whatever was in there was hid-
den. ;

"Care for anything to drink?" he was askedl :

“"Why, yes; was a bit partching on the way up here." .He looked
at Sonk.

"C'mon out, we got nothing in here. Ilave to go out to where it's
stored cool." #¢ followed Sonk out.

"Gotta go down the hill a ways." They went below the cabin and

. as they passed it, Bruce almost stumbled. Nothing in sight supported
the babin from tumbling down the hillside. It stuck out with no
basement or supports!

"Sonk! Sonk! Look, why doesn't it fallel

‘"o t'won't," replied Sonk absently. "Th' Baby holds it up,
gort of for exercise and so we'll behave." He stumbled on down the
hill till he came to a small door to what had been a cave.

"The Baby? I didn't see a baby and how does it do it?" They
went into a dimly 1it room scooped out of the hillside. "Is® there
more to your family?"

"Oh yes. The Baby's in the tank. Careful! 'cause he c¢'n hear
you and might want to expler your head. Not pleasant.”" They came
to an old ice-hox. "Keep it in here 'cause them last revenooers
was troublesome and we don't want trouble like that againl" He
reached in and took out a frosted jug.

"How do you keep it cokd?" He accepted the jug and sloppily
took a swig. Through the blaze of fire that resulted, he heard Sonk
explain, "I put this dingus up here. Look!" He opened the top,
and Bruce saw no ice; instead, there were some round cans and a shiny
object that revolved. "This here dingus just takes these little
things...well, they're lots of 1little things revolving around one
little thing with lots of hothin' in between. And the 1little thing
in the:middle has lots of littler things in it that...well, this
takes that nothin' and wiggles them around....you follow me?™

"I guess..." repllied the befuddled Bruce.

"Wal this dojigger takes them space and move 'em from one place
to t'other in the middle of them things and that's what makes it cold.
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Just a little bit at a time though, 'cause once when I first thought

i1t, it was too much. Froze the jugs solid and near took a chunk out
of the hillgide."

"I can see where we have a lot to talk about!" enthused the
professor. They left the cave. "You've got to tell me more. And
what &¢o the rest of them do?"

A dark shape flapped through the air in the growing dusk.

"What wgs that9"

"That was Sissie comin' home; she's m'sister and don't stay
around much til dusk comes." They went toward the cabin. "But I've
already shown you too much. Grampa won't like it and the Baby's
already told him. I heard 'im!"

"What? What?" faltered Bruce. ‘

"Yep, the Baby told him and ne's mad! I'1l probably catch it!"
They entered the cabin. Bruce saw a sIim, darkshaired, pale-faced
glrl standing by the window.

"Maw! - Look, they!'re back!" She smiled at Bruce, her pale face
accenting her great dark eyes. '"Maw, c¢'n I have him?" Bruce red-
dened.

"Sissie, you shet up!" Maw snapped. "And t'ain't what you think,
young man!"

"Wh-what did she mean then?" gasped Bruce. He felt them all
peering into him and others around that he couldn't see.

"Sonk did a foolish thing, letting pride...family pride, which
I admit is a matter of importar~ce with us Pigpens...interfere with
discretion." said Sonk's father. '"We can't possibly let you go back
now!" '

At that Uncle Feenler gave a great cackling cry and clattered
over to and out the window. His cackling receded with a sound of
frantic flapping. Bruce paled, but ran to the window in time to
see something bat-like disappear over the trees. He turned. Sissis
stood next to him, her eyes inches from his face.

"Ummm," she purred, and smiled at him.

"Sissie!" snapped Maw. "Leave him be! Gonna be bad enough fo
him as it is." Bruce felt suddenly that he'd made a grave error
coming up here alone. He hadn't meant to cause all this trouble
within the family.

Sonk came back from the window. "Looks 1ike Unk won't be back
for a while. Done got him all excited.”

"Well, who's going to do 1t?" asked Sissie. "I asked first."

"I found him first," snarled Sonk. "Ought to let me."

"But you were lookout today anyway. I--"

"Wait!" bellowed Bruce, cutting off Sissie. "Don't I get any
say in this?" =

"Nope, you done committsd yourself when you came up hera,"
replied Sonk. "Too late now."

He started for Bruce.

?Wait!” commanded Bruce. '"laybe I just don't want to partici-
pate!"

"Let me," whined Sissie. "It could be fun..." She smiled at
Bruce.

"o doubt," he husked. "Fun but final!®

Sonk started toward him, an odd look in his eyes. '"Hate to do
this, mister, but we caln't afford no talk about us. Curtins for
you !l

"Wait!" Bruce backed to the: table. It bucked under him and



|2
he nearly. fell. He hurled it away and back to the wall.
: "Let's be sensible. After sll, I might fight back.™ N
“Haven't a chance, mister," said lMaw, matter-of-factly. "ot
against us. . _
"Heh, mlster," chuckled: Sonk. "Seein' how we don't-use fists
. how?"
Bruce smiled. "“Like this!" and polinted his finger.

B "ZOTZ ! Y
: o #H
Q.V.in the Fmz (cont'd) ' s P
SMOKE (cont'd) mimeoed. ‘ : :
After a spectacular first isshe, SBOKE returns in excellent fashion. o~
"Attempting to make SMOKS dissimilar to. APE, Locke uses yellow paper '_

for the cover, while experimenting with two-colored m1m501ng for: the
interior heads, with pleasing results.

Pollowing Locke's entertaining edltorial, Brchie Mercer writes up
the recent London Symposium, Harry Varner grotches about fannish
pseudonyms, the first installment of a promising column by Vic Ryan,
John Berry, AndYoung, Sid Birchby, Ving Clarke, Zlla Parker, and
others, plus a well-handled, if thghtly layed-out, lettercol. There
isn't room for detail, but most all the material is worth readlng --
shaplng SHOKE "up 1nto something to be on your mast list.

YANDRO 282 Coulsons; Rte./£3, Wabash, Indiana - B¢ orl/- per, 12/41.50,
© or 12/~ - lionthly - 26pp - Mimeoed.

YARDRO keeps on rolling along; next issue should be the 7th Annlsh
Still varyingtthe paper color, this issue goes all out, mixing green,
yellow, 'and pink together. :

Material includes the customary editorials (with Buck the ‘more . ..
interesting this time), a pretty good column by Bob Tucker, a terrible

Feghootnik story, :some fair fanfiction by Gery Déindorfer, Buck'!s
interesting fanzlne reviews, an Xmas poem by John Pesta, and a moder-
ate-length lettercol' in which many interesting things are always being
discussed. About the average YANDRO, I'd say, with the Tucker item
and the. fmz reviews taking fmrst places.

" Also on’ the stack are such litems as llike Deckinger's ZiNITH #1, a
Sericon (as our English relatives are wont to say) zine containing
somg editorializing by Mike, a story, and some articles; nothing of
deathless interest, but lMike could have cone worse. A.J. Lewis!
FANTASY ASPEZCTS #3 is present, the. top item of which is a:column by
Art Rapp (because it- 1ndlcateo a return to actifandom for Art, &fter
languishlng In SAPS for lo these many years). There are some apa- ¢
zines which won't be reviewed in SHAGGY (fair notice), and a couple
of FANACs (send in your FANAC Poll, now!), plus some other newsletters
and such like. DBut there isn't any more room, either. Send fanzines
for review to me at 6137 S. Croft Ave., Los Angeles 56, Trades for
SHAGGY go to tne White Knoll address; per usual, of course.

'Til rigx ©=tdnse,) sbhon . ..0. .

--bob 1ichtman.
12/00/59
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With the end of another six-month upon us, we knew it was time to start think-
ing about elections for the first half of 1960. It was decided quite a while in advance
that, since the last meeting of the year fell on New Year's Eve and the meeting before
that fell on Christmas I&ve, we should hold the Directorial nominations on the 10th and
the elections on the 17th of December. "4t last Berney declared nominations opem for
Director. Berney nominated Dick Geis, who declined ; Jack nominated Ted, who accep-
ted; Jerry Stier nominated Bob Lankau, who declined; Bob: nominated Berney, who ac-

"cepted; Bob nomintated Milo, who accepted; Betty Knight nominated Zeke, who declined.

Box score after ten minutes: six up; three down. Candidates running for the office
of Directator of the LASFS for the spring term of 1960 are Berney Cook and Milo Mason,
both nominated by Bob Lankau, and Ted Johnstone, nominated by Jack Harness, The nom-
inations were closed just before somebody nominated Ron Ellik again."--1165th.

The next
week was the 17th, and after assorted foofaraw, we got to the important business of
the evening: electing our officers. "So we got to the elections. Berney called for
additional nominations for director. Al Lewis was nominated but declined because he
couldn't make every meeting. So the voting was begun. Jack Harness handed out the
ballot slips and took them up again, then he and Berney counted them, with Zeke stan—-
ding over them as a witness. Ted Johnstone won by a decisive margin, and even Al Lewis
pulled one vote. This may be explained by the fact that he wasn't running. Nomina-
tions were called for the post of Secretary. Berney Cook and Jack Harness were nom-
inated. Jack:l4, Berney:12. Nominations were made for Treasurer, and a slight irreg-
ularity was noted. Our old faithful Barney was not running unopposed. Rick Sneary
was nominated, and the final count put Rick into the office with a 2:1 ratio. For the
first time in the memory of most of the members, Barney is not on the Executive Com-
mitteeld History was written. ;

"By this time the joke sbout so-and-so being the candid-
ate of the Machine was wearing a bit thin, and it was becoming increasing .obvious that
it was not a joke. Al Lewis was wielding four proxy votes, and at least half a dozen
other fans, possibly more, were casting their ballots for the pre—arranged, hand-picked
candidate of the political power-pact. dAnd as the last vote went through, in which
Ernie Wheatly took 22 votes to become Senior Committeeman, John Trimble took 16 to
become Junior Committeeman, and Berney Cook took 14 votes to take a well-earned rest
in an advisory capacity to the new Directator (who will certainly need Pt sdady it
became painfully obvious that every post on the board had been filled by the Machine's
choices; a glight row was begun. Bob lankau objected specifically to the use of proxy
votes without a.previous announcement %that they would be permitted. Al explained
that there was nothing in the constitution against them, so it was decided they ‘they
were perfectly all right, and Berney Cook had okayed them officially earlier in the
meeting, ~He added, however, that as soon as the new administration took over, the
constitution would be changed to prevent such a thing happening again. It was not -
that it was bad in itself, said Bob, but it could possiblygbé-used to drive one par-
ticular power-mad member to the directorship. Most of the more active members of the
club (most of whom were also members of the power pact) defended. this as boosting the
general activity level of the club, and said that if anybody was crazy enough to work

hat hard to get to be directator they might help kick the club along too.
"The dis-
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cussion finally petered out in a question of how to keep the proxies from taking over,
after Ted pointed out that the four proxies in use (Bjo, Trimble, Billern and Djinn)
would have made no materiel difference in the results except in the posts of Junior
Committeeman and Secretary. Rick sald that probably nothing bad would come of it any-
way —- these all seemed like nice people —-- but Larry Ware said it might no always be
so, and suggested we "legislate for the future". I got bogged down in details and lost
track of the arguement, but it ran for fifteen minutes after Berney had declared it
out of order." --1166th, 17 Dec, '59. * * * %

* « x *The pun-fine ran into some trouble at the 1164th
meeting; "Puns started flying...and there was a call for the pun can -- Zeke said he'd
gotten a temporary assisant from the Main Street Rescue Mission and the guy had disap-
peared coincidentally with the pun can as about %5 worth of fines, as well as assorted
other bits of loose cash around the house."

At the next meeting there were a number of
people who had missed this announcement, and; "Zeke started to explain the whole bit,
and Barney, recalling that we had been using a reclaimed bheer can to toss our nickles

into, suggested that perhaps Dick Daniele had drunk it by mistake. Dick said, 'No, I *®

haven't noticed any change in myself...' and everybody broke up."--1165th, 10 Dec, '59.

& % %k ¥ ¥k

%& . .i?' 7L IA With Christmas coming, the Shaggy Gang had
=i e /4 ﬁé plans of their own: "Bjo started to her feet,
e I J
‘ (ffj 3 but was shot down by a withering barrage of
S ) . .
f& [t S puns which ran on another five minutes or so.
%;(}J‘ f/f/\ Finally she shrieked them all to something
éyfj;/> X b approaching silence and announced a special
@ = 5 e Christmas Art Suppliment to SHAGGY for the

o / x i_ﬁm,»\ o // > nextish., It'll be big, beautiful, multi-

ey = bl colored and stereophonic, and it'll cost 50¢
7 and they need people to contribute money for
/ } it. ©She related sadly how she had sent re-
?} j quests to about 60 fan-artists, expecting
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( replies from 10 at most, and had gotten 35.
\. #11 these beautiful things needed special
treatment, and they estimated a total cost
of paper and ink and special stencils here
and there at $80. Bjo started to sniffle,
and Zeke started off a big soup plate with
a dollar in the bottom which came around to
Bjo with $7.25 in it, and Don Simpson made it an even $10."-=1164th,

: Trimble shook the
traditions of L4SF8 by suggesting a system of 'renewal dues', whereby each membet would
have to pay an extra sum once a year. This was argued about, along with what to do to
people who won't pay. Bjo said we could cut them off the SH.GGY mailing list, refer—
ring to expatriate members who never ceme to the club but still get their zines free by
virtue of their membership. Ted said this made it amount to no more than a sub to SHAG-
GY, and from there we got onto the idea of maybe charging 10¢ for members who picked up~
their copies at the meeting instead of 25¢ as it is to outside members. The motion was
amended to 15¢ and passed with only one nay vote; the person who had first suggested
10¢."~~1164th.

"Berney asked what about the $10 he was supposed to get from the treasury
to give dnna Moffatt for expenses for the New Year's Party. 4nna said she already had
it. Barney leafed through his little book and said he had no record of paying it out.
énna smiled mysteriously."--1166. Later Barney found that she had been veid, but he'd
wizlaid the record of it. The New Year's Party, by the way, was a dud —— 75% of Lirea
fandom was at Chez Burbee's, where a wild rumpcon was going on; or so they tsll me.

And

one final note: On December 15th or thereabouts, we made the Final Payment on the Ges-
tetner.

Ultimately submitted, Ted Johnstone, ex~LASFSecretary

-
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by Ron Ellik

: , \
While re-reading my column in #47 A
(I always read my own material over), e
I realized that my six years in LASFS
has furnished me with a veritable
squirrel's hoard of memories about
things which may or may not be in the minutes. T

For instance, there was liesting #914. <You newcomers who &are used
to four digits in.meeting numbers probably don't realize that at one
time LASFS hadn't reached 1ts one-thousandth meeting, and we were
still struggling along in the hundreds. Thy, many of you probably
don't remember when the club was meeting over on Ingraham Street, in
the Prince Rupert Arms...or how we used to go to Tip's after meetlngs

.or how Long Beach Fandom used to make monthly pilgrimages to Los
Anreles, for the specific purpose of attending LASI'S meestings.

I recounted last issue one of the things that happensd in those
dim, dark days of yesteryear, before ths advent of Bjo, bafore Bob
Bloch moved to Southern California, before Rotsler grew his beard,
before South Gate in !'58 -- bBfore, evon, George Fields began work
on the Willis Papers: DBut I didn't even hint. at some of the advent-
ures we lived through Way Back "hen Hector 'as a Pup. Tor instance,
there was leeting ;#914.

In those days, we of Long Beach Fandom were betwecn 16 and 19 years
of age--elther still in high school, or just out. Ve were sort of
existing, because none of us had settled down to any serious Purposs
yeti In fect, many of us still haven't. liogt of us were going to
one kind of school or another, end we moved mountains to be able to
get to LASFS once a month. It meant leaving around 6 pm 2nd being out,
wendering throuph darkest Los Angeles, until well after midnight--
an excursion we considered worthy of notice.

Our "excusions'" were noticed, by Forry Ackerman. Thus, when he,
on ‘the afternoon of the 914th meeting, discovered that Walt Disney
was inviting a lot of people to his studios for a previsw showing of
ian in Space', an airmail specilal-delivery letter was dispatched to
Long Beach, warning us that there might not be anybody there that
night.

1t arrived at John Trimble's ancestral mansion on Easy Avenue,
approximately at 6 pm, just as we congregated there to leave for the
Big City. It notifisd us that Ackermean himsslf, and probably nine-
tenths of LASFS, would be at Disney's that evening and the meeting
would probably not be worth attending.

Wie were crestfallen and, momentarily, undecided. Trimble and I
were there, and John Rinaldo, and maybe Paul Turner, and maybe Rudy
Byrne. Ve looked at each other, and sighed. Then we tried to fipgurs
out what to do that evening...we couldn't just go home and study;
that was unthinkable. In 1955, people just didn't do things like
that. Ve read the letter over agein; it didn't say nobody would be
there. 'Iie looked at each other again. And we trooped out to the car
(which might have been any of a numbor of mechanical impossibilities
in which we periodically travelled the thirty miles) and headed for
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L: and Ingraham Street.
We arrived around 7:30 and said hello to the then-ex-sscretary,
whose name escapes me. Ie was the one who initlated the procedure
of entering the time -- to the oxact second -- whoen the meeting start-
ed. The severasl of us sat around until 8:0C, when the meeting was
supposed to begin, and welcomed another visitor to the club. Total
attendence was three members -- myself, Virginia 1iill, and this ex-
secretary fellow -- and thres guests: Trimble, Rinaldo, and another
unremembered name., There were no officers present. The ex-gscraetary
did not want to assume the duties of Director. Nobody else did,either.
e tallied it over for a while, hoping that some offlcer would show
up. oventually, I remembered that I was an officer -- for, as I men-
tioned last issue, I was at this time the edltor of the club organ.

Uga$" I snorted. "vou know whatt I'm an officer." I looked at r

all of them, and smiled. It was a ridiculous thought, but I was ac-
tually an officer. 1 didn't expect them to take 1t so serliously,

though: Before 1 could finlsh smiling, I found myself sitting in the
Dirsctor!s chair, holding the gavel.

Then something galvanized Trimble.
It%s & moot point whether he was -or : ﬁp@
was not a member at this time--anyway, B
he had probably attended a half-dozen e
mee tings and was as much a LASFSian as S
I was.. He snatched the gavel out of
my hand, unsested me and placed me in
the secretary's chair, handed me paper
and pen, and told me to take minutes. ¢

"mut I'm an officer," I said, for- \
getting that a minute before I had not
wanted to be an officer.

His reply? "The 914th mesting of : b
the Los Angeles Sclence-Tancasy Soclegbyt STl ¢
will come %to order." Bang, with the ke e e
gavel. Resigned to my fate, I started : = & S

_to write, something to the effect of,

”8520 pn, meeting called to order

BT L o el

% When T was again unseated. Trimble, a Jack of all trades,decided
he only wanted to be Director for the cercmonial part of the meetling,
and hs now wanted to be secretary. ' —

T held the gavel and looked foolish. Then I remembered my Robert's,
and aslked for minutes. I was informed that the secretary wes absent,
and the minutes of the S13th meeting.would be read next time. I asked
for a treasury report, and nobody answered me. I don't remember what -
T did in this confusing situation -- but I think I appointed the only
other member to be pro-tem treasurer, and was informed that the treas-—
ure? was absent and that a full report would De clven at the 915th *
meeting. ; h . v

¥ a%ked for old business, and somebody brought up the problem of 1]
rubber tips for the chairs. Remembering precedent, I ruled him out o f
order. T think it was Trimble, and T don'.t think he entered' that In
the minutes. , '

T asked for new business, and somebody asked why the meeting was
unattended. I appointed a commlttee toO find out, and I -think that was
Trimble,too. I think he entered 'that In the minutes, but I don't
think ho ever gave a comiittee report. I think Ted Johnstone, whom my
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LASFS spy tells me is current Dilrector, should ask for a committee
report at the next convenient opportunity.

There were no reviews, because nobody had read anything. I think
the meeting was officially adjourned at 8:40, but I don't remember.
I hesitated before slamming down the gavel in ad journment, because I
expected Trimble to grab it from me -- but he was caught unawares, sSo
I got to do that, at least. He concluded his-recording: of events,
folded the paper and put it in his pocket; we went to a convenient
bakery and bought some sour French bread,some sharp cheese of some
sort, and we toured Los Angeles for a while shouting obscenitles at
pachucos until that palled on us. This may or may not have been the
night we were halted by the police for not having our lights on. 1In
any event, 1t was the last meeting John Rinaldo ever attended, and he
hardly ever asked me about fandom agailn. e 4 |

The minutes of the 914th meeting wore mailed the next day to For-
rest Ackerman, who w ‘as then Director.. They weren't mailed to the
secretary because we didn't know his or her address. - By some fluke,
several of us managed to attend thae 915th meeting, and we walted ex-
- pectantly to hear the minutes. The minutes of the 913th wmeeting were
read -- ‘and Porry announced .that he had left the 914th's.minutes at:
home. 3 . A3 :
~uAs I said ‘earlier; this evening's events may or may not be recor-
ded in the minutes; and this 1s just one of the eplsocdes in Long
Beach'!s history of contact with civilized fandom. We were neofans,
then,- and none of us had settled down in fandom. In fact, many of us
still haven't. Ve enjoyed ourselves, though, in those dim dark days,
and the memories are still pleasant.

-000-

I mentioned to Jim Caughran the other dey that the W3 apa is
growing and presenting more readable mallings all the time. He
turned to me and sneered, "Ars you still in the N3F?". ;

"Why, sure," T replied: "In fact, I don't know what I'd do without
the N3F. It!'s a part of me, a living, breathing part. Besides, I

can't get out -- Bjo won't let me quit, and my membership doesn't ex-
pire until..." .and I looked at the calendar.

10 Jermuary 1960, it sald.

"Jim," I faltered. "Jim. Calendar, Jim." I pointed at.the cal-
endar.

"Pypewriter," he said, pointing at my Reoyal elite, never beinpg one
to miss a cliché. "Tomorrow we teach you more."

"o, I mean, look at the calendar. It says 10 January 1960. Jim,
Itm free. I feel like celcbrating. I feel like -~ 1like -- hell, I
feel 1ike eating a whole chocolate ple, or something. I'm through
with the N3F!"

And it's true, gentle rcader. You can send your flle of Shangri-
I'4ffaires to the bindery now, because 2ll the interesting stuff Is
closed out. There will be moro SQUIRR_L CAGEs, of course, but none
of them will have the value of those early installments which dealt
(at times heavily) with the National Fantasy FFan Federation. All my
source material is dried up, my literary corlkscrew is unscrewed. I
may have to join ISFCC or some other such unthinkable organization to
provide material for future installments -- but I'm through with the
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N3F, and they are through with ue. Doth sides, I am sure, will prof-
it from their mutual loss. '

My only regret is that ten days of the new year were wasted before
I could begin my rejoicing. ;

-000-

. An addendum to the above, for such .members of the M3F as may by
chance peruse these amaranthine pages: A

T do not now, nor have:I ever, wish(ed) any harm or misfortune toO
the National Fantasy Fan Pederation. 1 never wanted to join 1it, but
once I was in I did not particularly regret 1t, regardless of what I
may ‘have sald. The NJF has responded well (on the whole) to my hum-
orous Pemarks about it and several of the individuals in it, and T a
glad to have been what little aid .I may have been in some of the org-
anizational movements of the club in the past ysar -- particularly, 1
am glad I was a charter member of the N'APA.

End you can believe me, because, as I said a few issues ago, the
N3F has provided me with pages of copy for .this column.

. "“.'-."‘; ""I‘de .
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RON: Did you send in your FANAC Poll?

BJO: Yes; I voted for you for best new Scuirrelish face.

ROIl: Just the face? .lot the rest of me? Mot my big
bushy tail?. .

BJO: Why?

RON: <You mean you didn't vote for me for best tail éf_the
year? |

BJO: DNo....

RON: I voted for youl

i . Ji
# fl- A i



THE GREEN £L00DS OF
e SANDOM

J—

by Robert Coulson

Pointing out the flaws of fandom is a popular sport with fans;
why should I be an exception? Actually, I don't intend to point out
flaws so much as give a theory for the presence of flaws that others
have pointed out.

Briefly, I think that the cause of some of the arguments which
plague fandom is the fact that, while most fans are fiercely democrat-
ic, even socialistic; fandom itself comes closer to being an aristo-
cracy.

The elite of this setup are the fanzine fans; the faaanish ones.
Below them in the hierarchy come the convention fans, the club fans --
on down through the ranks of fringe-fandom to the peasantry; the
readers. .

Now, it is quite possible to justify this arrangement, on the
grounds of time and interest in stf. That is, the reader simply buys
a stf mag, reads it, and throws it away. The collecting fan reads
the mags and also keeps them for a collection. The convention fan
reads the crazy Buck Rogers stuff and slso attends conventions of
similar idiots. Vhile the fanzine fan, at the peak of the pyramid,
reads the stuff (sometimes, anyway), attends conventions (when he
has enough cash left over from publishing) and spends altogether too
much time and money on either publishing a fanzine or writing for
and buying fanzines.

However, before all the convention fans and readers in the audi-
ence jump on me for saying they don't amount to anything, T should
hastily insert that I'm not particularly trying to justify the setup.

It is present; whother that fact is good or bad is immetericol.
(Immaterial to me, that is; I'm just writing the article; you're sup-
posed to do tThe commenting.) The point 1s just that the aristocracy
does have a reason for existing; it is a dynamic, as opposed to a
decadent, system.

The occasional troubtles encountered by this system are exemplifiled
in the arguments over the TAFF voting. The idea of bringing the fans
of England and America together was originated by the aristocrats.
(This is typical of an aristocracy -- new trends of thought, 1ldeas
and customs are formulated by the group at the top and gradually
trickle down through the strata of society.) Lventually the other
groups decided that this was a Good Thing and asked to take part.
While this was flattering to the aristocrats, there was also produced
tne fear that comes to any aristocracy when the subject 1s brought up
of giving the peasants the right to vote. It is a quite well-grounde d
fear -- these lesser mortals, having less knowledge of the ideas which
they are voting for, may very well elect someone who is unsuitable to
the office. (In other words, someone who is not an aristocrat.) The
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continuing rather undignified wrangling ovier TAFF is the natural out-
come. :

Several people have suggested a complete split between the groups;
have one Fund for fanzine fans and a second one for convention fans.
Traditionally, looking at the situation from the perspective of an
aristocratic system, this would Be the ideal solution. Unfortunately ,
fandom 1s a rather small aristocracy. Whether it is large .enough to
support two funds 1s questionable; personally, I rdther doubt it.
Without the leadership and enthusiasm of the fanzine arlstocrats, the
plebeian Fund would eventually wither from lack of interest; without
the money provided by the plebians, the aristocratic Fund would degen-
erate into a sporadic effort, bringing perhaps one English fan to

America every 4 or 5 years and sending no Amorican fans to-England at
all, :

The eventual disposition of TAFF is not really too Important.
Fandom "is°not noted for enduring institutions; eventually’ the enthu-
siasm for the Fund will wear off, no matter how it is handled, gnd it

*will be allowed to die out.  Vhen that happens, there will be some-
thing else to argue over. For, by the very nature of the system, there
is bound to be friction between aristocratic fanzine fans and the .
bushing, bourgeols convention fans. The con-fen feel that they are as
good as anybody, and their beliefs are reinforced by the nstional pol-
1tlcal etmosphere) which 'implies that all men are born equal and should
stay that way. Whils-the fanzine-fen know damned well that the con-.
fen are not their equals, and if they occaslonally receive:a nagging
doubt from their socially-oriented consciences, they can ipgnore 1it.

s St o DIRCE ARCH.-R, Chairman, 1453 Barnsdale St,
F)J ra f(;.C)f\} Pittsburgh 17, Pennsy lvania
18th World Science Fiction Convention
3, 4, & 5, September

Sy YN/~ ~ NI GUY TERWILLEGER, Chairman, 1412 Albright St,
_J;/','th_.J‘J Boise, Idaho
13th Viestercon :
2, 3, & 4, July
[ e
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r)ngz ;;La(: J FEN ) il J(:-// interested assistance! For

a bulletin of news, letters, suggestions, policy and fun, write

to Bjo, 980% lhite Knoll Dr., Los Angeles 12, Calif, for PAS-tell.
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PART THREE

JACK HARIIESS

hlong toward Saturday cvening, some-
one mentioned that there were to be some
Je uwent
in and wcre treated to a gorgeous spec—
tacle by Ed Emsh -— four films which had
von prizes of some sort or another. The
first was a silent quickic in color,
showing how he painted his covers —-—
Mestors of .Evolution, " "Have Spacesuit,
Will Travel, " and others. He began with
an outline s&ctch ~- no details, just an
cutline ~- of figurcs and objects and
sometimes horizon line, He paints in the

. most important flgure first! He puts

dowm the base color of skin, clothing,
cte., then the exact coloring and ren-
dering, end finally the details of gad—
gets, highlights, and so forth. Then the
next figure and so on down the line, and
then the background and finishing touches,
"How I know how he palntsT" I cricd out
in ccstasy. "He paints by the mumbers!?

Bush had a cagpper for that. He had
only filmed part of cach chorec, and bits
of detail would flit into being now and
then at points far distant from his brush,
"If you think this is fost," he said, you
ought to sece the fc1101 who does the oth—
er parts, "

The sccond film was ®The Big Vaca-
tion, ¥ in vhich he combined some live ac—
tion with lots of animation of cut-out

sing from behind objeccts and disappearing agaln, generally 01thor

way too big or way too littlc for the background or main figuros.
The third showed abstractions of brushwork, in continucus altcration and por-



mutation, somctimes closing in for details or panning back for a larger vicw:

The fourth movic wes "Dancc Chromatic,! with a sound background of genuinc
music znd various melodious sounds, done by Lord knows vhat objects, spliced to-
gether on a single tape. The sound vwus: coordinated with the modern dance move-
ments of a girl in black lcotards. The film wes in color, but began with blacksy
vhites, and neutral greys in brushstrokes filling different parts of thc screen,
and the girl dancing in various places, rarcly interfering with the paint, gen-
crally against a black background. Then the paintstrokes and masscs tock on col-
or, and the girl worc somectimes rcd and somectimes yellow leotards, and the music
built up. The color soon overdominated the girl, and to bring her up into balance
again, Emsh doublc-cxposcd her, znd she danced in duplicatc. The cpplausc vas
deafeninge

JOHMT TRIIBLD

The Fditor's pancl was next, but I missed it, as I'd bcen dovwn in the bar
scarching for somc fans: The bar at this convention was quite different from
thecso at past lerldCens, in that all you cver fournd in the kar at Detroit wcre
& tunch of pros, with sore fanne around calling therm Rendy, or Ike, or Judy, or
Gordy, or liarmaduke. 'Twas downright fakc—fannish,
. Later in tke evening. damen knight erd P. Schuyler iiller held & marathon to
discover kow btadecach thought scicnee fietion was getting te te. Mighod, after
vhat they had to say, let!s all go out and buy SatlivePost or somcthing. Or so I

. thought at the time, and thosc drinks I'd constimed whilc looking for funs in the

bar couldn't have done that to me.

Finally, after all thc horsing around with the schedule the commiftec had
cone, the Fanzinc Editors! Panel went on. It bagon much as you might oypcct, with
questions being asked of cach of the members, and cach of them answering., Nice
cxchange of information, but the lurc of tho promised bhecr party threatened to
draw off thec audience. I could smell it coming oui of the kegs, and I was lecan--
ing toyard the source, vhen Bjo opened things to the floer. ImmcdZately Id tlocd ,

Herlan Ellison, Hans Santesson, and Pat Ellinglon wcre in the picturc, along with

the panel, And Bjo's gavel. When things got toc far out of line, she would begin
hammering with thc gavel until evoryene quieted doun. Once she said somcthing about
finding out "...why the LASFS changed their presiding officor's titlc to Dictator
instead of Dircctor duritg ny term,"

~ They brought in beer, and soon toth Steve Tollivor and I had gonc cut to get
refills and more pitchers. Stove poured himself o gluss of the dark, and took a
healthy swig. He immediately frowmed, and stared at the glass as though it should
melt away. Hec noticed my puzzled oxpression, and said "I thought it was rootbeer, !

The pancl raged on, vith Pat Ellington, Jim Harmon, and Hans Santesson taking
the stund. Hons ws back more than once, and before the cvening was over we were
beginning to find out 'vhy there is/was the gulf betweoen stf end fandom. Frank
Dictz was doing his best to rccord the session, and I think hc got the specch
vhich Dave Iyle delivered from just vhat was inside him. And as 3 am rolled arcund
ve began to decide that it was timc to call things to a halt. The lengest pancl
in convention history ended ut 3:20 in the morning,

‘lionday was thc morning the Hyborean Conclave met. Ve got in on the tail-cnd
of it, and the discussions which followed were probubly morc interesting than the
mecting itsclf, After all, everyone knows that conventions arc notorious for
their dull panels and meetings.

It appcarcd that John Campbell still had things to say, so they let him have
the stand again to say them. After he was through, but beforc he got off the stage,
a group of those silly pros had lined up to sing w takc-off on the folk song "Oh
o, John" to him. Keren Anderson chimed in from-the audicnce 17ith a last versc,
probably designed to kecp JUC from vriting his owm damn mapgazinc in the future,



-2

—

(2

and the whole performance brought down the house.

The play "Beyond the Unknown," a "tense and thrilling drama of super science,"
turred out to be a pretty humorous thing, I'm told, but since the parts of the
script that I'd typed sccmed pretty dull, I decided to see if I could at least
find any fans in the bar, I didn't find toc many, but there was a bar, and I de
cided to stay. Besides; Ron Ellik was outside, calling Dean Grennell to see if
he'd be home on the morrow, and I wanted to be close at hand to find out the
results, i

» Roncl camc in with a happy lock, told us that Dean would indeed be awaiting
us Tuesday afternoon, and we all breathed a sigh of rclief, As we packed to check
cut, it occurrcd to mec that it would be hard to find a better way to .cap a con-
ventione:

AL LEWIS.

llenday night the convention began to break up. Some of us who were not quite
ready to end it all gathered in the Cass Room to view the Dictzes! novics of the
Solacon, and wateh "The Genic!" a second time, Lnd, wondcr of wonders, I finally
managed to locate a 35mm projcctor. Of o1l the happenings at the con, I think
this irritated me the most: that at the request of the Con Committce, lorris
Scott Dollens, vho makes his living by his art, had spent almost forty hours pre-
paring a slide prescntation for the program., It was a fine display, including
the very best of his work. In all the city of Detroit the convention cormittec
was cither unwilling or unable to locate such a standard item as a 35mn slide
projecctor to show them, In view of the fact that the Fanzine Editors! Pancl wes
rescheduled no less than five times, I would prefer to think this was due to in-
competence,

I had brought some 300 fan slides which I had promised to show to various
people during the con., On londay night the Bell and Howell pcople moved in o
set up a display for the next day, and were kind enough to loan onc of their
projoctors, and I showed the Solacon portion of the slides;'thc audience was teo
far gone in a party mood for more.

Then we showed "The Genie;! and Randall Garrett rose to speak, LTt's the best
fan picture I have ever secn,¥ he said. 4They cut it —— most fan pictures aron't
cut: They cut this one.¥ This went on for some ten minutes. 4Fans are funny pco-
ple,d he said. 4They think that only the things they do matter. Ue're just a
bunch of dirty pros. They don't give us rospect. I demand espoct. I may not get
it, but I demand it.L

dilow, in w1l this convention,4 he said, dtherc is just one fan vho gives us
the pespeet we demand. Ile says 'Sir! when he asks us for our autogrephs. He has

the cnthusiasm and he recpects authors. Brucell

Bruce Henstell shuffled forward. U8it-down there. llou this,¥ said Randy, warmed
within and warmed to his subject, Uis a
lico~Fan. He is a Hew Fan, He is the Best
Fan T Have Seen at a Convention in Years.
But do you fans apprecciate him? llc, You
sec he-is a jlco and you Avoid Him., Do you
have young fans in your clubs?¥ he glarcd
at Belle Dietz, :

“c call them Beanies, and they have a

club of their ovm, ///K “-\Qﬁ
: A \ o
dEzactly,dsaid Randy, Mou're all a ,ﬁgv \\.\\1r@“x)
tunch of snobs. You don't like new fans and you don't like pros., You don't give us

the proper respect!® For the next tuo hours Randall Garrott proge:ded to delincatec
what was wrong with fandom, Tt was all great fun, But after a wvhile I yent loolking
for a party where I could say something. :




o)
RICK SHEARY :

Ls 2 ghost of Convention Committccs past, I was of coursc intcrested in how
things werc going from the Committce's:standpoint. But it was fairly hard to
get a chance to talk with any of them. You could sec them rcadyly cnough, as
they moved perposofully through the clusters of fans, with short quick stcps,
keen furroved brow, and far away look ‘in their cye. Or maybe just slumped in a

. chair, with a blank look that I rarcly had the hart to brake in on, Tor I kncw
811 to well what thoy wore going throughi..and, in fatt, they werc having a lit-
tle harder time of it than wo wore, i

One will never know the hours of talks, argucments and slcupdcss nights that
went on beforc the Con, but once underway, the only roul trouble secmed to be
that the program wanted to bcheve in a conventional manner, ond not according te
plan, They followed tradition, and things startcd off 75 minutes late, and went
on from therc. But with Carmpbell on the program threc times, it was pretiy hard
to koecp anything on tirie, But as all fan programs tend to run over, and with out
o Rog Phillips or Amna Moffatt to inforce a time limit, it is littlec vonder that
morning spots ran right into the afternoen, '

But cven this may have beon all for the best, for if the Fan Fditors Pancl
had not been delayed from Saturday afternoon to late Sunday night, it might
never have developed into the fabulous scssion thet it did. Therc werc some of
the most fan-active minds in our littlc microcosmos sctting up tcll thicec in
the morning listening nd talking sericusly about scicnce fiction and theo part
fandom does or should play in it. Fans, vho werc staying away from a beer party
b0 be therc. Fens listened to people like Santesson and Shaw tell wvhat was wrong
with the ficld, and others like Kylec and Pat Ellington suggest vhat we might do
<o help, It didnit have much to do with fanzines for long, but it was intellectu—
ally stimulatings; and most of us went away fecling we had participated in something
very dynamic and somchow meaningfull, And this could have only happened vhen it
did, for only in thc hours aftcer midnight do fans start to take thomseclves and
their world seriously. _ : _

As we of the Soluwcon know, getiing things to work is due not only teo hard
work and goed planning, but luck and willing last minutc volentecrs. There sccmed
no lack of thesc last two comodities this yecar cather, as everyone vas feeling
goed end cooperation was casy to get. I cvenr understend that the play on llonday

. was writen, typed up, rchersed (?), scts made, and prescnted to roars of langh-
ver, all durring the con. Randy Garret -is provirig himsolf as uscfull to Conven—
tion Committccs as '‘Bloch and Pouchor. And as the main’ muthor to the script of
the play and the words to the song "Ch No, ‘John, " he contributcd a grcat deal to
the fun of the con. ' -

To me, though, the most fun of the convention was in tallzing with old friends,
and mecting somec of them for the first time. Like nearly overyonc clse I misscd
parts of the program, because I enjoyed tlic people I ws vith more. As with the
Solacon, this yecar's committce'had advertised meinly in the fan fields, so the
people that camec were meinly fans, Somc were ncos, and others had come to answer
Madle's cry to revive First Fandom. But nearly cvery neme badge carricd a name
that ment somcthing to some one. It wasn't a large convention, as they go, but it
was a friendly one. Without cven the shadow if the WSFS to cloud men's minds.

The Ft. Shelby vas a good Convention hotcl too. Thanks partly to it being a
pretty well-bchaved convention, thore was no trouble with the managemcnt, @nd no
eng cver found.ouv if they cven had a housc deteéctive. The slecping rooms were
all very good &nd reasonably priced, vhile the mecting rooms were all contered on
the sccond {loor. This left the fans free run in a world all their own, &

Of coursc the happicst ncws of all — at lcast for thc coqmmittcc —- was that
once again the Convention had come out in the blaclk; Again, the credit is largely
do to the good planning of the committce. They had a littlc more moncy to iork
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vith, and werc able to offer a little morc in thc way of spccial cntortalnments...
such things as the jazz hand and the becr party, but in general:theystayed away

from mere show and vulgur ostentation, They didn!t rescrve to many banquet din-

ners or otherwise become over committed to the hotel or displaycrs. And they

quite obviously saved moncy by doing as much of the work as they could themseclfs.

And with it a1l they rcomained a fricndly, likcablo bunch, that I only hope I

can sec at some future Convention, when neather of us are on the Committcea

The Trip BacKeeoos o

I RODE WITH THE MCUNTATI-MOVERS
by Ted Johnstone

To begin with, thc Detention was over., Randy Garrctt had spoken for twe fascin-
atingly extemporancous hours Monday night, ené the fourteen or so fans vho wgre
driving back to Los Angclcs had chosen up cars., Dick Daniels was to transport
Mike Hinge (vho arrived londay aftornoon), Ingrid Fritsch, Eric Gunther (is that
the name Earl was using?), and Brucc Henstel (noted ncofan); he was intending to
drive straight home. This left eight young men and Bjo to drive to Los Angelcs
in two small cars, cooped up together under assorted tensions and strains for
over five days. You might think circumstances like thesc could lcad to some fas-
cinating incidents, and you may very well te right, But I will leave you to be the
judge of that —— I shall deal in-this report ontirely (zlmost) with the facts.

Monday night we had alrcady checked out of our rooms, so rather than spend the
night sitting up in the lobby we decided to get into practice for the trip home.
We arranged yith Jim Broderick, vho led us hrough the inner rings of suburbs, out
to his palatial hut, and gavec us the freedom of his back yard for the night. A1
told, 10 of us slcpt in seven sleeping bags and three cars. Bjo stayed at the he-
tel, and our additional members were Bruce Henstel and "Eric Gunther,!

This scems to bc as good a time as any to introduce the members of our Caravan:
There was Bjo, rcd-haired gal-type fan-artist (who packs a mcan vhallep vhen she
neceds to)s Bruce Pelz, screndipitist from the University of Florida (majoring in -
Library Scicnce), editor of PROFAIIITY; Jim Caughran, Pakistani T.G. from Berkeley,
of the Berkcley Bhoys; Ron Eﬂllk math major at Berkeley, co—cditor of FANAC: John
Trimble, of Long Beach Collcge and FAPL: Ernic Wheatley of the N3F (watch for a
coming genzine by him); Steve Tolliver of CalTech (he's putting out a genzine too);
Jack Harness, noted Scicntologist, ‘fan—urtist end member of S5.PS, FAPA, and the
Cult. And therc was me, toe. I'm "Ted Johnstone! and I vxite reports.

Okay, now back to the plot.

TUESDAY: It was a few mimutes before 6 a.m. when Ron Ellik stuck his head in the
vindow of the back scat vhere I was sleeping, and announced rcveille, I strugglcd
to a sitting position and looked out over the lawn, where I saw seven Rotslor-
type fat worms, of a uniform mud-brown color, start to squirm fecebly as Ron went
among thom, prodding herc and therc with a tos., Onc by one, dishcvelzd heads sport-
ing pairs of bleary cycs cmerged, followed by rumpled clothes. But the chill morn—
ing air and the piercing dampness of the dew soon rouscd the slecpers and ve
pulled up our metaphorical socks, rolled up our slecping bags, and hcaded back for
the hotel, After a brief difference of opinion with a tangle of one-way strects,
vwe arrived there at 6135,

We woke Al Lowis, who was planning to fly back (thc coward), and hc went to find
Bjo, who had tuken an unlisted room number, whilc Jack and Jim collapscd on the
bed and Ernie settled himsclf with the Sunday funnies, We waited there, passing
the time and taking turns in the bathroem for shaving, washing, and -uh- so forth,
tilT the phone rang. I picked it up and gave a cheery "Gooood lMorning!' and was
answered by a sleepy silence from the other end of the line. I apologized for my
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enthusiasm, and John Trimble, who was with thc other greup, rcported that they
werc gathering in the dovmstairs coffec shop for breakfasteWe awakenéd Jim and
Jack and pushed off. Townstairs we procceded to wrep ourselves around a fairly
square meal. On the way out we spotted Poul and eren Anderson with Rendy Gar-—
rett in & tooth, und stopped to respect them in silent zdulation as Randy had
declared we ncos should, But after a few minutes they were satisfied and opened
a conversation. Bjo induced Ron to perform the two dances which had beon chorcc~
graphed during the con -~ the first, %A Dance to Spring," consisted of :raising
toth arms, turning tho lhicad ninety degrecs, raising one leg, and smiling. The

. second, or ‘eheorg, number, "A Dance to the Last Day of a Convention,' consisted
of lying flat on the back on the floor, with the cyes-closed. This gffectively
ended the conversation, and wc bid our last farcwoll to the Fick-Fort Shelby as
ge.made our wey to the parking lot, necunted up, strappcd dovn, and blasted off at

8olle
We spcd out of Deobroit into the light of morning. Bjo, Ron, Ernie and John wcre

in the Hillman, but the Pcugeot, despite the additional load of luggage on the
rocf, socn left them bchind, Steve was driving, Brucc was ce—-pilot, Jim and I
werc navigating, and Juck was thére for morale (his, not ours). We went as far
north zs Saginaw to z point where thec routc split. We head figurcd that the route
up the castern coast of the peninsula was ten miles shorter than the routc direct-
Iy up the center, so we stopped at the Junetion to wait for the Hillmnﬁ5'to ap-
praise them eof this fact. We got out of the car and were digging somec things out
of thc trunk vhen thoy went tearing by into the city, heading towards the contral
route. We slammed the 1id of the trunk and leaped inte the car, which had unvisc—
ly'.b?en.parkod‘fucing baclc ?ho way we hed come, and by the time wo had completed

| our U=turn ye had lost a full minute, Ve sped into Saginaw, and trazcked their

- probable route for ulmost two milecs, but finally gave up and headed bzck to the
ccast route. Thoy knew vhere we were planning to spend the night, at least,

We stopped for ges in Standish, we stopped for lunch- in Omer, and thon made the
leng jump north and west. It was about 4:30 vhen we arrived at the mighty Hacki-
nav- bridge, spanning the Mackinaw Straits. We perkcd by the side of the road just
before the cntrance to the five-milc span, knowing that a) we had clmost certainly
made better time than the Hillman and b) they would have to cross that. bridge, be-
cause the nearcst way of escaping from the peninsula, short of re—traversing the
Length, was a ferry vhich ran eut of lanistee, over 200 miles south, Jack:lay down

- in the back secat for a nap and I stocd behind the car, watching the road, whilc the
othor threc trotted across the highway to a gas station for cokes und so on. lWhen
Steve came back; I crossed over. I had tuken porhaps %vo swallous of my coks vhen
we ‘heard Steve yell. I looked up in time to se¢ the Hillman go tearing by him ob-
liviously, as hc stood beside the Peuscot, waving madly, But somctody must have
spotted him, because they pulled over atout 200 fect ahead, as wc thrce grabbed
up cur cokes or candy bars end made a mad sprint for the car, piled in, and drove
up behind them. We had a brief conversation, in vhich nothing was reaily decided,
then parted. ‘e stayed together across the bridge, but then we stopped for gas
again, and thcy werc gonc.

During thc next hour and 'a half we passed through some of the most beautiful
country of the entire trip,” The road wound through z pine forcst about half & mile
from the shorec of the lake, and the sctting sun gldamed occasionally off the water

- through the trecs. We stopped for supper in a colorful fishing village called ilan—
tistique, then drove on. The conversation thut night was a thing of becauty, rang~
ing from a wild pun-session to sclf-analyses led by Jack along scientological
lines and his subsequent explanations of some of the theories he worked vith, The
car was specding through the night, the road unwinding beforc the headlights, the
dark shadows of the pines pressing in at the sides, and a not—-quitc-crescent moon
skimming aleng the trce-tops; somechow the cntirc sctting sccmed quitc unreal,



B
At last the fascination of the subjects petered out in a haze of slecp, and
the next thing I knew vwe weore stopping at a rcestaurant on the outskirts of Fond
du Lac. We went inside for a snack. The waitrecss took my order last, and as the
others ate I smiled feecbly and hopefully at her while she bustlod up and dovn be-
hind the counter. I never did get scrved. Jack wont to phone Dean Grennell (who
had been informed long-distance of our intention to come) and returned with the
word that Deon would come out to lcad us to his home. A few minutes later a rod
station wagon drove up and a square healthy-looking face lcancd out the vindow, Tt
was, of course, Doan -~ and the time was 12:45 a.m. Bruce, Jack and I got in the
. station wagony ‘and the Peugeot followed us. Tho station vagon had a sort of lived-
‘in look == the front visors scemed to be used as filing cabinets: for great quane
tities of papers and cnvelopes, there were pencils on top of the dashboard — T
vouldn't have been surprised if tho glove compartment had concealed a portable
typeovwriter,
Lt last, aftor a number of intricate turns, we arrived, got out, and went in-
side, passing by a sign on the sidec door vhich seid "The Society For fyocating BJO

"TOR 'TAFF. Headquartors, Wisconsin Chapter." Inside, Jean Grennell served us some
cups and a gallon or so of milk, just as the Hillman drove up. ‘The rest of the
crew came in, and coffee was produced: It was scrved in huge hoavy ceramic bhecr
migs, end was drunk with conversation on all subjccts fannish, All finally ren
down abou: 3 a.m., and we bedded down for the night, some on the livingroom floor,
and some in cars. I slept in the Pcugeot, oné scat of vhich almost madc into a
bed —— that is, tho front seat wowld lie down flat, and would almost meect the back
seat, o one could lic en it if he didn't mind having a few inches of his nid-
section hanging unsupported. I didn't mind. I spent zlmost an hour battling the
posquitos, until I finally closed the sliding roof of the car, then killed the
tast one that Had been trapped inside,

WATIESDAY: About 10 the next morning T strugglod back to conseiousness., Roh chmo
% g few minutes later with two of the Grennell offspring, Chuck and Janet. Chuck -
vadered back into. the house and was roplaced by Pobbie. Janet and Bobbie were fas—
¢’nated by the car, and I cxplained o1l the Iittle gadgets to them vhile I roplaced
tac contents of my pockets (empticd so I could slcop on them). Lfter a while we
wont inside, As I ingested a slab of-coffee cake for broakfast, I heard the sound
2% a typer in the bascment. Linking this with the fact that none of the crew were
Ja eight, T made my way down the stairs and found a one-shot sessiol going. I stood
behind Ron, who was composing on stencil, until he got tired, -and tkeén moved i,
Loan gave me half a can of Stite (no type -- itis a kind of ale, not stout) and I
f:11led the last dozen lines on the stencil, When I finished I found a jug of Crim~
gon Comet, some very smooth and quite sncaky stuff, made with raspborry concon~
trate, and about 1/4 brandy. ‘hen that was gone there were some glasses of Yellow
Poril {something with applcjack) before lunch. Steve came to lunch wvith half a shot
giass full of a pink creamy liquid, identified as a Pink Squirrcl (no relation to
Ron). He said he couldn't finish it, and I said What? Only half a shot glass?" and
took it. Y'know; I couldn't finish it either! I don't know what all was in it, but
-t secamed to be mainly an almond liquer, and it went down like a mouthful of bro—
lzen glass. * ‘

But the lunch restores us. Simple and nourishing, it was another tribute to the
bclief that fans' wives are the hest cooks., It was a thick, rich, meaty soup, milk,
and home-mede bread, vhich Dean admitied baking himself (vhich went to show that
fans don't necessarily have to dehond on- their irives to be good cocks.) Dean, by
the way, has many hobbies, Besides fandom, he's an expert on guns, and makes occas-
Zonel money from articles in gun magazines and from reloading cartridges; he's a
scmimpro'photographe; with a beautifully compact darkroom in his bascment; he!s a
“very good cook and drink-mixer, and he has six kids who give every eovidonce of -have
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ing a fine upbringing.

After lunch he drove Bruce, Jim and me downtowun vherc we mailed lctiers, got
somc camcra supplics, and I -tought a plenker with. five darts to compecte with
Bruce who had carried his through the conventiorn. We got back to thc housc im
time to start getting rcady to lcave. Dean found a. carton of old fanzires in the
basement fanroom and we went through them picking out the ones we wanted. Thon he
somechow managed to scll me $2.,50 worth of old hstoundings. Ve got the additional
volume ef stuff packed somehow, and were rcady to go by 2 o'clock. Just as we were
getting into the cars, Dean came up with a large file curd on vhich were stuck a
couple of quarters and a couple of dimes, and scveral nickels, and gave it to Ron.
It seemed that Dean had mentioned in a fanzinc that he often bought stamps with
coins that werc sticky with gum from the scotch tape with which they had been held
to notes asking for subs, and wondered if he was remembered at the Post Office as
he man with the sticky quarters.! Walt Willis had read this and scnt him about
a dollar's worth of change, as o sub, cach coin fastened to this card by somc un-—
knoun black substance which scocmed to be compoundcd from goose greasc, becswax,
and thinned tar, Ron took the money hesitantly, then tucked it in his pecket as
Dean cautioned him 1o '"kecp the moncy in Fandem" and net spend it on mundane
things like roo% bheor. Ron muttered something, squeezed into the car, and we
rolled away. '

e had agrecd to mect in Madison, at the first "Flying AV station inside the city
limits. The Hillman got therc first, somchow, and when we pulled in Ron was trying
to phone Stu Hoffman in Black Earth., He got through finally, only to find that Stu

- wasn't home. So we dceided it would be better to start making time on the homeward
route, rather than wait for him and maybe lose another hour or so. About this time
I was shifted to the Hillman with Ron, John, and Bjo. lle spotted a roadside chcesc
store about halfway bctween Madison and the Iowa border, and decided to stop ‘there
for food. Je then discovered we were all cheese-fans, too, and spent asbout a half-
hour browsing among thc odors and the cases of cheese, bcfore buying two half-
pound chunks, sliced, and a loaf of rye bread. By the way — did vou know therec is
checse candy? This place sold it, but we lacked the a)courage and b)ueney to get
a box of it.

Vle rcached the mighty Mississippi at 8:30, bub by the time we crossed the bridge
it was only 7:30. Timec zones do that to you. Ren's first zet in Towa was to pay off
the toll collecctor at the end of the bridge vwith a sticky Gemadisn quarter and a
sticky dime, from the Grennell collection, e mcb in Cedar Rapids as arranged (the
fiest Flying A station inside the city limits) at 9:20, and I was traded back to
the Peugeot, Ve got started behind them, but after about an hour we spotted tham
pulled off to the side of the road, waving to us. We stopped, and they asked to
trade Ernie back for somecone who could tulk to the driver to keep him awake. I was
picked, more for insomnia than for conversational ability, and we drove on, arriv-
ing in Ames, Iowa, akout 2 e.m. Ve ate at an 4&7 Root Becr Stand (right across
the strect from the first Flying A station inside the city limits). One reason the
Peugcot kepl generally ashcad of thc Hillman, by the vway, was that Ron, whc was
riding in the Hillman, couldn't pass an AL spot without trying to stop. Bjo usu~
ally managed to force him back on the roud, but once in a while he would be able
to convince her she was thirsty/hungry/tired too, and thcy would stop,

This particular A& was a big operation. Scattercd across = couple acres of
parking spacc wcre many little posts. On cither side werc litile squawk Loxcs and
rounted on the top were illuminated menues. You eirmply parked, dccided what you
vantod, punched a 1littlc signal button, and Contral Control would snswer you, Then
you told the box vhat you wanted, were thanked, and in o few minutes a car--hop
vould comc trudging over the barren wastes bringing vour order. Jack had a little
trouble utilizing an "over and out" systom, using thc signol bution as a push-to-—
talk, until we explained that the system had been designed to be used by lesser
minds vho kncw nothing of such refinemants, and we would simply have to allew for
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it. After the technical problems were overcome, Jack ordered a large Coke. Ue
quickly cut his wirc ond explained that in an establishment run by the A&7 Root
Beer Company, onec does not ask for a Coke., If one is that unconscionable, one
can bloody well run across the strect to the Flying L station and get a kottle,

Despite the 1little problcms, we eventually got fed, and then moved further
into town to find a gas station to ask for the location of a park vhere we could
camp out for the night, The attondant suggested Brookside Park, and gave us di-
rections and a warning to look out for the police, who had had troubles with stu-
dents at Jowa State College using, the park for their own obscure purposcs, and
often did not take kindly to invaders of any sort. So we perked behind a sparse
grove of trecs and bedded doun for the night about 2:30, It was very clear and
very cold, and I managed to get the bacl scat of the Pcugeot, ufter giving my
extra coat and blanket to Jack, who was braving the temperaturc in a slecping
bag outside.

THURSDAY: I awoke just as the first hint of dawn was coming blue-groy through the
trees. I tapped the icicle off the tip of my nosc, and pulled my cycs up to the
level of the window. Steve had cast his bag on a picnic table, and wos beginning
to stir as I watched, Scabtered about the ground around the cars were Ernie, Ron,
and John in a plain horizontal positien, Jack Harness folded in the middle, and a
small khaki-colored hill which turned out. to be Bruce, slecping on his side, Steve
rose, and, recalling standing orders —- "First man up walzes everybody oclse® —
nodded to me and toed John 1n the ribs. John achieved a state of semi~censcicus- -~
ness and suggested with a fair amount of politcness, congldcrlng the circumstah-
ces, that Steve could at least have the decency to wait until dawn. Stcve shrugged
and went off for a walk in thc freezing: cold of the palc grey morming, but cane
back a few mimutes beforc theo strect lights went off. About this time the slecp-
ing bags began to stir, and one by one the samc disheveled heads and bleary cyes .
emerged, looked around anG shivered, grecting the glad morning with wrinkled
shirts and chattecing tecth. Jack was the last to awaken unaided -- he had once
again gotten the lcaky slccping bag, vhich gently covered its occupant with the
feather stuffing during the night ~— and the upper half of his body, stuck half-
way cut of his chrysalis, looked like nothing so ruch as a eompletely bewildered
molting mallard, rieing from his nest in the sun..

As the chnper) woke, one by one, they started packing into the cars, starting
the motors and turn;1g on the heaters. Bjo was locked into the Hillmen, just as:
protection against slecp-welkers, and after a few minutes of tepping on the win-
dows and beating the doors, shc let more of the freczing members of the party-in,
We were about ready to go when somcbody ‘counted noses and -found one missing. Io,

.it hadn't frozen and dropped off ‘during the night, Bruce was still aslecp. The

khali hesp still lay like a dropped bell of nué, so Steve walked over and prodded
it with his toe until it began emitiing noises. :
Bruce rosc slowly, 1ike thc moon, "blinking at the trees with a Ywhat the hell arc
you doing herc?" expression. He deuned one scgment-at a time, like a slow-motion
film of a moth shedding its chrysalis, until at last he could stand up. He stood,
buttoning his coat, which had scrved as a pillow, with onc stocking—clad foot
still standing in the coils of the limp open—end-up slecping bag.

We finally got thawed out, and wcre under vay agein before six a.m., stopped
for breakfast, and headed 'eet

About 10:00 we cemc over a Hill to sce the Missouri River chead. Just before
we reached the river; hovevor, we passed into the small tewn of Migseuri Valley.
Standing beside the road was a large sign identifying it as the Home Of The
World's Championship Goose Caliing Contest., For the next hundred yards or so we
commented on this, and deecided we couldn't pass such un object withoul recogni-
tion, so Steve turned aroand, we went back, and Bruce, Jim, Steve, and Ernie stood
around the sign while I %ook a photo, then I took Bruce's place and he took a pho-
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to. This donc, we got back in the car and entered lickraska, Lt 12:30 we pulled off
for lunch and to let the loscr of the current segment of the "Ghost" gome buy the
other players cokes. Lifter lunch, Steve, Brucec and I tried a round-robin story
vhich swung clong beautifully, from intricate blood-and-stecl plotiing to hysteric-
elly off-color innuendos, for 'well over an hour until Steve gave up and had Conan
disintegrated and complctely destroyed by a powerful magician,

That morning in hmes we had plotted milcages and specds, and agrecd to mect in a
Nebraska town named Ogallala. I still have to lock on o mup to find the namcj bo-
ceuse nonc of us in the Pcugeot could romember, lct alone pronotnes it; and finally
resorted to referring to it as Hogwaldow, which was the closest approximation we
could manage without troublec: We met the Hillman at the first Flying L station in-
side the city limits of YAAAYYAY: Ogallala, had suppor, and drove on.

‘le entered Colorado at about 6:20. I hud only becn in the western part of the
state before, and had pictured Colorado as consisting of rugged snov~capped mount—
zins, winding roads, tumbling strcams and pine trecs, and was disappointed to look
out into the fading daylight to sec that the custern part of the statec was as flat
as licbraska, and ot least as dull, Night fell, but we went on. There was no vay to
tell that we were climbing cvery mile — the road scored flat, end therc was no in-
dication that anything was changing outside, but at 10:40 wc eached Denver, clevation
5,280 fect (and I checked that with my cncyclopedia), and parked at an old dcserted
gas station with the Flying A insignin still out in front. Some ten minutes later
the Hillman went flying past, stopped zbout a block evay, turncd around and came baclk,

Ve decided to go on into town a ways, find an open gas station, and phone Bob Le-
man, /e stayed together into Denver, Ron phoned Bob, and found cut that the number
had becn disconnected. 'I: wore avarc of rumors that he 1ras planning to move to lyo-
ming, btut decided to. try to find his place Just in casc hc should still be around,
Jim led us on an cxtended tour of the South purt of the city (he'd becn to Bob's
once) and akout 11:30 we found the strect, the address, and the house, 411 the
lights were off, so Ron went up to the front iindov and peercd in. He came back to
the car and reported that the vhole inside had becn clecancd out cxecpt for the walls.
Hot a sticl of furniturc, a scrop of cloth, or a page of !RALTODE could be seen, Ap-
parently they had indced moved out. So we gave up, got lost again going back towards
the civic center, and talked over the locul park situation with a gas station atten-
dant. The upshoot of a scries of such conferenccs was that about 12:20 we headed
vest out of Denver., And therc were the mountains. They scemed to appear magically as
soon os ve got outside the towm, and soon ve vere in a world of darkness bounded by
the stars overhead, 2 wull of rock on one side, thc blackness of the pit on the oth-
cr, ond the range of our headlights or oo far as the next curve shesd, Tt was LR 20
vhen we found a town called, for some rcuason, Idaho Springs, and parked on a strotch
of dirt betwecn the town's main street and a ravine with o roaring, rapid-wvhitcned
brogk at thc bottom of fiftecen shecr fect. Bjo, of course, slept along’in the Hill-
man, but we of the Pcugeot poolcd our sharc of the blankets and uscd them and cach
other to.combit the cold, vhich nov madc us look buck on hmes as a vern meriory to
be treasurcd, and all slept sitting up, more or less.

FRIDLY: The brilliant orange sun was cradled cxactly in 2 pass some fifty milcs
cast of us as I opened my cyes for the n%? fime that night and realized that it was
morning at ladt, I sat therc, contemplating, until Ron come 2long and rapped on the
window with frozen knuckles and the rest of the group started to wake up. I poked
Bruce, who sleccps like a corpse, and said, Miwake, for morning in the bowl of night/
Has flung the stone that puts the stars to flight!" and hc mumbled something I skeulé-
n't cixuctly hear, but it sounded rude. After a while of thaving, clustered around the
car's heater, we pullced oursclves together and moved off for breakfast.

In a little restaurant vherc we ate I spoticd a picturc postcard of a large con-
crete statuc of* Steve Canyon, noted comic—strip hero, and pointed it out to Bjo. "Good

Fa)

heavergh she said, "that's the statuc we slept across the strect from last night." So
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here was something elsc we couldnit pass up. After breakfest we went tack to the
LIittle place where we had slept, and sure cnough, there was the statue. We posed
Ron and Jim on cither side of the ten-foot hero, on top of a five-foot base, wvith
drawm pldnkers and grim cxpressions. ‘Je took pictures, thon posed Bjo, who came
about up to his elbow, looking up at him with an cxpression of vorship on her
face. Through it all he stood theore, with his concrete flying jacket open and the
butt of a concrete .45 sticking out of an unsecn concrete shouwldcr holster. I
wonder what Dave Rike would have said. There was a sign on the base of the ste—
tue vhich mentioncd that a ‘nearby valley has been named" after this particular
hero, It affordcd us considerable mcat for discussion as to vhether the natural
formation in question, vhich was not showm on our maps, was.named Steve Canyon
Canyon, or just Steve Canyon. There was a ncutral school of thought which said
it was obviously Steve Canyon Vallcy. e never did find out.

e hit the Continental Divide at 7:55 a.m., at un dltitude of 11,314 fect,
according to thc marker beside the road. e picked up the -Hillman coming down the
far. side, and stayed with tham. It was Iucky that we did, becausc at about 11:00
they started to slow down, then pulled off the road, just past a place vhere a
dirt ‘faccess route! wound off into the wilderness. We stopped bechind them and
got out to ask what’'gave. They were out of gas, The next toun, Steamtoat Springs,
wvas four miles away, so Ron and Bruce took -the Peugeot to get a couple gallons,
Jim end I took turns with my,plonker shooting up the side road at a tin-can tar—
get. The Pougeot returned and we staged o duel, using Bruce!s plonker, Steve
called off the wca paces while Eruce's camera capturcd the moment; we turned,
twenty paces apart, aimed cooly and fired, and found that plonker range is just
cxactly cightecn pacess Incrcased muzsle clevation helped, but not much. We tried
again at five paces ecach, but found it was still easy to dodge an on—-coming dart,
Finally we got the car gussed up and drove into Steamboat Springs, wherc we filled-
the Pcugeot and topped off the Hillman,

We had arranged to mect in Salt Lake Gity, at the first Flying A station in-
side the city limits, but =s we camec down out of the mountains above the city, the
highway split, part going towards the city center and part to the southern part of
town. Not knowing vhich route the Hillman would follew, we decided to stop and wait
for them, Bruce, Jack and I walked back to the big sign at the fork, vhile Jim and
Ernie took the car inte town to phone Gregg Calkins, The sun vas sctiing: behind
the low purple mounteins far west of us, beyond a hundred miles of salt flats,
lecaving an orange glow on the mountains out of which we had come, as Bruce and I
stood there at the junetion shooting plonker darts at the big sign which indicated

. the road division. Somchow it scemed quite fannish. Onc of my derts got stuck near

the top of the sign, somc 12 fect off the ground, and tho we hit. it with other
darts, it remained fast., LIventually the Peugeot returncd, reporting they'd been
unable to fihd’ Grogg listed in the phone book, and Jim set to work trying to knock
the plonk down with a chunk of wood we'd found. Just then we saw Ron F11ik, shirt-
loss, trotiing up the road from the dircetion of Sult Lake City,-and, after a mom-
ent of confusioh, spotted the Hillman a few hundred fect dovm the road. Ron came
up, we explained the situation, and he told us Gregg was Tisted as William G. Cal-
kins and that we should go on into town . and they'd follow,

\le stopped at « gas station, refueled,. and phoned the Calkins residence. No
ansver, We drove out there, the place was dark, We inquired at the other half of
the duplex where they live, and found that Joanne was sround someplacc, but Gregg
had "gone off on a field trip, in a southerly direction. Beyond that, they wcre
vague — vhether he was in the southern part of towm,  the southern part of the
state, Mexico, or Antarctica, they didn't know. Ve left a note and went to cat,

We found a place that advertised all you could cat for 994, but the day's spec~
ialty was baked halibut, so we split up — Bruce, Jacl: and I wen® across the street
to a Chinesec Drive-In. While we waited, Bruce and I, who share an wversion to big



¢

bugs, plonkered a couple of tremendous grasshoppers vhich, yrith*their wings fold-
ed, looked like large grecn leaves ~— but you don't sec large green lanos very
much in that part of the country, and cspecially not growing out of a cinderblock
wall. After cating, we drove back to the Calkins', found lights on, and knocked,
Joannc answered the door, invited us in, and said shc'd been out when we ceme be-
fore. We introduced oursclves, and in return met three trcmendous cats which own
the family. Joannc prescnted us with ice water and coffee, depending on our
tastes, and during the coursc of casual conversation she happened to mention
they had becn having trouble with some typec of fungus in the wuter. In the moment
of silence that followed, a sick cough was hcard from somctody wvho had just fin—
ished « glass of water, and Joanne cxplained that ure had had bottled water, and
the fungus wasn't rcally dangerous or bad-tadting, it just gummcd the glasses ups
Ve were all taken downstuirs to sec Greggl!s fan~room in a curtainced-off corner
of the basement, perfectly neat and beautifully organized, with a desk and typer,
Rex=rotary, large casy chair; a couplc of bookshelvos; and all cne nceds for cri-
faec and reclaxation. Joanne even ran u load of our wash—snd—weor shirts through
the washer, while half the crew took shovers, and finzlly we hit the sacks

SETURDAY: Ve roused wbout 7:00, to face u hearty breakfast of all sorts of things,
at vhich the memory boggles. I am enc vho canmot face such a meal until well after

. iunch, so I joined a couple of like sentiments and had orange juice, Those who had

not showered the night before did so now, and donned clean clothes, Then we re—
packed the car so that Ron, Jim, Bruce and Bjo ~ould head for San Franciscc-Berk—
cley, and towek off about 8:45. 'le left the City of the Saints shining in the morn-
ing sun, and roared out onto the salt desert.

This is a vast expausce of dirty vhite, broken by the parallel lines of highvay
and railroad scparated by tiny distani slashes of telcphone poles and looking
like a part of the world that had somchow been missed by the Creatiocn. e sped
across half the width of Utsh in two and a half-hours, and stonped at a touwn
celled Wendover, on the Hevada border, about 11:30. As we stopped to refucl, tho
{illman sailed past. A few minutes later, on the Nevadu side of tovn, we caught
up with them and stopped. Bruce announced that he had gambled -- lost a nickel in
one machine, put o dime in another and won 50£, and was quitting, Je congratulated
him. Ve picked up some cheesc, preparced meab, and a loaf of rve bread, and filled
our water jugs, and had a final word writh thc Iillman crew. Ron said he'd finally
gotten rid of the last of the geecy coins Dean hud given him, and wus leaving a
trail of well-grcascd palms across the country, despitc vhat Dean had said, fig~
uring thet, after all, they weorc toe bad to kocp in fandom. e all mounted up,
and amid the goodbys I yelled "Don't take any sticky nickels!™ T'd becn waiting
threc days for the proper time to deliver that line, and it was worth it,

Again zhead of the Hillman, we took off in a could of dust... and missed our
turn—pff. About a hundred yards past it we reulized the nistake, turned around,
Pussing the Hiliman as thoy heuded for Berkeley, exchanging the last waves and
faint, wind-torn shouts, then hit our route and headed south,

Ye had Iunch north of Ely about 12:30, then stopped in Ely for a long break
from 1:15 to 2:30, vherc we got some pb's and magazines, and I gave a nickel to a
slot machine. 'le also stopped at a grocery to stock up for the long desert run
we'd be entering soon. In the showcasc, there was only onc kind of checsc. "Jhat
kind of checse is this?" asked John, Mmerican," answered the cleork. John frownecd
a little, and asked hesitantly, "Don't you have something a little more..." and
ve all chimed in "exotic?" "stronger?" "less prosaic?" The clerk pursed his lips,
and considered. "Jell," he said, reaching down under the countcr, “we have-some

Longhern... " e gave up ard took the Longhorn.

We took long drinks of water, ."d headed wést out of Ely. It was fifty miles’
and elmost. an hour later that we realized.we should have heuded south out of My,
We accepted this sot-back philosophically, after a vhile, and figured out dvwo al-
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ternate routcs, Oné took us to Reno, where wc might mect the Hillman, and they'd
be surc to ask cmbarrussing questions, and besides it wus 250 miles out of tha
vay. The other was only 50 miles oub, of the way, and involved a run down- 120
miles of state highway. e decided to take the latter, It had becn clouding up
all day, and between 3'and 4 o'cleck the hecavens opcned and we received ulat
turncd out to_have been the cdge of o full-scale cleudburst, vhich soakcd the
luggage on the roof rack, including the slecping bags. We made a finzl stop in
Furcka for gas, a drink, and informgtion. Lccording to the friendly natives,

State 8A was open and in good condition, so we found its junction a fow miles
out of town and headed scuth, : _

Nevada State Route 84 runs 129 milcs from its junection vith US 50 to Tonapal,
In this distance the road curves seven times, and four of them are S—curves, And
there is oné toun on the mep —-— which turncd out to be a gas statior, long desert—
cd, with weeds growing up through the concrete. Vo passed; cn route, 3 cars and a
truck, We had our suppcr about 5:30, at 70 MPH. Then, about 50 milcs outside To—
nopah, with a light drizzle coming down out of a leaden sky, thc motor started '
missing. John analyZed it as a dirty sparkplug, and we a2ll fervently tried to be-—
licve it was nothing worsec. Lt 6:25 the motor kicked hard several times and John
pulled off the road ut the top of a rise thuat commanded a vicw of 15 miles in
eithor descrted direction, He tried tho sturter a couple of times -~ it ground
avay, but the motor wouldn't catch. "Dirty sparkplug," we said bravely, as xic-
stepped out and raised the hood for a look into the innards of the motor. "Dirty
sparkplug, " we said again as we unclipped the plastic covers of the leads. YWe
didn't say anything wvhen we saw that the lcads connected with long springs that
coiled down out of sight into the depths of the engine block., The sparkplugs
vere accnssible only to some kind of special tocl available at any authorized
Pougeot. zervice station; we didn't have onc. Mell, " John decided, "it couldn!t
very well be dirty sparkplugs then, could it? It must be in the distritutor.” e *
all agrecd heartily, as he scraped the distributor points, and 3teve got in to
try the starter. lo luck, but I noticed a spark running down the cutside of the
distributor ‘cap. John examined it and found a small craclk, but we lacked gluc,
tape, or a replacement. Then Ernic rcmembered we had a box of Band—aids (small
prepared bandages for minor cuts, ete., in casec overscas fen mightn't know) in the
trunk. Hc was just starting to dig them out when John zccidentally brushed at the
crack —— and it came away on his finger. It was only residuc left by the spark from
a loosc wire! He put the cap back on, tightencd the vire, and we all: got in. The
car started without the slightest hesitation, and we took off agein,

We pulled into Tonopah about 7:30 and stopped for gas, a drink, and a little
conversation with the gas station atiendant, The last light was feding as we sailed
dovm a little slope of hills and into the wide valley, and we crosscd the Califor-
nia state line at about 9:00. Checked through the customs with no trouble; he
didn!t care cbout the last scraps of bread and chcosc —— just any frosh fruit, As
wo left the border post, it started to rain again. But we sworc at the clouds, and
by the time we stopped in Bishop for supper the rain had stonped. Je left Bishop
at 10:30, and got as far as Independance (pop. 569) before giving up for the
night. We parked bechind a gas station and slept in the car becausc a/it threatened
to rain any time, and b/the slecping bags werc lashcd on top of the car and had
becn souked by the rain alrcady, and fow things arc less comfortable to slcep in
than a wot, soggy, cold slceping bag.

SUNDAYs The sky was clouded over again by 6 a.m. when I woke up. The attendant
arrived, switched on the lights ancd opened the station. He noticed us wvhen he

took the trash baskets out to the lot hehind the building to burn the trash from
the day before, but he left us alone. By 6:15 wec were all wwoke, got oub, stretched,
shivered, got back in, and drove off. We drove to Lonec Pinc, a lovely :cuntain

town at the basc of 1ft. thitney, wherc wo stopped for breakfast. Then we took off
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on the last leg of our journcy.

Heading south from Lonc Pinc we ran into some morc sprinkles and some patches
of thick fog, which is fairly unusual cut on the descrt, and some flooded parts
of the road north of ojave which made us thankful we hadn't gone on the night
before. We formed our last foodstuffs into sandwiches as we passed through Palwe
dale, and stopped for cokes at & loncly roadside cafl, 4 little after 11, we passed
down a canyon south of Saugus and knew we werc-home as the first groy-brown visps
of smog camc rolling out to greet usy and a moment later we found ourselves on &

(o

frecway. o Ve passed through Granada Hills and Scpulveda, then into the wild coun-
try north of Glendale. ,

It was almost noon when we left the last of the country behind us and Los Angele
es itself opcned before us. Ernie left us first, at his home in Jdestechester, and we
were 2ll invited inside fo1r a set of cold drinks and relaxation vhich took about
half an hour. Later, as wc were taking John home, the Pougeot was hitting 70 with
a . tail~wind, and we came tearing down a hill into Long Beach with the "Light Cav-
alry Overturc!" blaring from the radie, We droppcd John off, and had another half

- hour of cold drinks and rclaxation, looking over some fanzines, the Sunday papers,

and ingesting some icec watcre. :
At last we drove up to good ol!' South Pasadena., %We pulled up in front of 1503

Rollin at 3 p.m., and as we got my luggage unloaded my old pigeon~tocd cocker span-
iel camc galumphing out to meet me., I was home.
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