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In a flash pf high gear thinking Burbee,
(sometimes called Sweet Old Burbee and some
times just the initials) thot up WILD HAIR
(to be known to following generations'as the
highpoint of the one-shot fanzine era), as a
title for this unperturbed famzine. This bit
of compression thot was prompted, no doubt,
by Burbee!s strange complex, as defined by
"Two-brain" Ashley, AA 194, Since I am Just
a stylii wielder I yield the floor to the one
shot fanzine twins, The Cad and The Laniac &
to the other creators of this cultural, erud
ite, acroamatic, encyclopaedi€, Simon Pure,
sophisticated, privily (chose one) fanzine,

eooWilliam Rotsler

It's a little early (this is Burbee) to write the editorial for this
sterling fanzine (which I am thinking of subtitling Shangri-L'Affaires #39)
but I have Just finished stenciling Rise and Fall of the Fannish Empire and
there was this stencil lying there. At this moment fhere are five typers in
the room. Condra is poundinz one, Laney is golng like crazy on another, one
is sitting silent before a silent Ashley who is staring off into space. This
one is being batted at, of course. Rotsler's typer is silent because he is
over there doing pix for this finest of fanzines. So far, 7 stencils have been
cut and two run off. Thousands of ideag,clever remarks, pungsnt eplgrams, are
bouncing around the room. In fact, thers are so many ideas floating arouad tmt
it is difficult to think, much less write, when one hand is kept busy batting
away inquisitive ideas which float past. In fact, since it is obvious that I
am doing no good here excaept to fill up space I will go elsswhers, to return
later. As I look over this paragraph it is hard to believe that its writer
was the fine fellow who thought up the graceful title which this magazine will
carry to fame down the long halls of eternity. --burb

4is I write this at 2:00 in the morning (this is Laney) it
looks as though the best L: one-shot yet is about wrapped up. £11
but the mimeography. Strong, practical men with high mechanical
ability have been broken and crushed in the attempt to get pro@uc-
tion out of Rotsler's shiny new Dick. The paper goee through it
in wads, comes out crumpled and smudged; the roller inks at every
other stroke of the crank---bah! 7e are in such desparate straits
that we are seriously contemplating trying to bring Al Ashley out
of his private dream-world and let this impractical l?ttlg man
turn the full power of his I” of 194 upon this mute, 1nan%m'te
monster, « :
But seriously, we hppe you like our little fanzine. e
heve never published before, and so we don't know muqh of what is
expected., All we've tried to do is to capture aqur light-hearted



approach to fandom in bricht shimmering mimeography.

Te hope that our
neopy prattle has made us lots of new friends, Because we have & [iis-
5ion in fandom. Our sole purpose in publishing is to give us and our
rinay splendid friends a few moments of pleasure. All else is illusion.

Por't you all write us, and tell us how much you like WILD HAIR?
' _ g oA And
e have one more sweetly homespun bit of philosephy that we are sure
will give you the raw meterial- for meny S.lendid idventures Into Think-
ing: We love EVERYbody. e B

. Good night, Everett. "Sleep tight,

-~~00000=~-

There is a strange breed seli-important and stuffy people abroad
in the world., They believe with unbelievable intensity in the demndest
things. They think the &ato will replece the horse when anyone knows
thet after the bomb weill all ride horseback. They believe that the
Technate is due any minute, By some weird mental contortion they view
rardom as a way of life. Stf is mentioned in slightly hushed tones,
and fan organizations and >fficials smother themselves in infinite
layers of dignity. They crusade militantly and impotently against
religion, crack-potism, and dash madly off on other idealistie and
impractical sprees with a fervor and seriousness worthy of some worth-
while endeavor.

' Qut of our collossal irreverence we give the laugh to all stuffy

and stupid people. 711l you join our merry throng%
~--Al Ashley

2:30 in the morning, and Condra editorializing after sweating out
& session on Rotsler's somewhat less than perfect mimeo. (Ashley
won't tell us how to run it). This fanzine is, as you doubtless know
by this time, issued as a sort of vitamin supplment to your regular
reading diet, in the hope that your systems may more easlly absorb the
ethdcal nutriment to be found elsewhere in this field of publishing,
It is our hope that you may enjoy reading this as much as we en joyed
writing end publishing it--and particularly this sentiment is extend ed
to all present members of the LASFS, whose broad nental hor;zong and
exemplary conduct have served as a constant and esomforting inspirestion
to the editors.
~-—Cyrus B Condra

~0—
FLASH! CONDRA H43 JUST JOINZD FAPA!

-Q-

WILD BAIR, published jointly by Cyrus B Condra, 7illiam Rotsler, Al Ashley, F
Towner Laney and Charles Burbee in ilhamvra, Calisornia, but using as a mailing
address 1057 S Normaudie Ave., Los Angeles 6, Calif. 4ll five editors have con-
venea from far places to create this deathless thing-~Condra came irom Culver City,
8111 Rotsler stayed away from Camarillo, Ashley and Burbee came from unhappy far-
0oif Los Anzeles, and Laney came from the Alhambra-LA boundary, which he straddles
madly like a wavering poditician. If by some chance you people love this thing
(which is distributed thru FiPA and to Shagzgy subscribers) you might write and say
80, and it is possible your ego-boo will cause these 4%—f1ne minds to convene

once again and 0 through the whole boisterous, mad, mad routine all over again.



.ol course you
dont expect me
t ..m,eqclovvn...’

———
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‘"I can handle them," said Al Ashley. "I can take care of that situation."
He was reforring to the throat made by the Txecutive Committee of the Los Anzeles
Science Fantasy Society and Dancing Academy '(Walter J Iaugner¥ty, Prop.} tlat they
would a@ject him bodily from the club if ha ever darsd show up again at a reeting.
It seems they removed him from membership some time ago, and. since thon he has
shown up for mestings more regularly than before. ' '

Hints that he was not wolcore bounced .off him. Whon Russell J Hodgkins, who
prides hinself on his dicnity, s lost khis cignity ons night that he called Al in
opon meoting "You damned welsher', Al mercly sat there and starod at Russ with the
identical expression hg uses for staring off into space. Evory so nften, too,
TEEvans, that most pationt of meon (ho.says) loses his pationce and addrassés sono
sharp, lopationt remark to Al, who doosn't secn to mind at all.

But theo othor night the Bxocutivo Committee deciaded that the next time their
unwelcore visitor snowed up they would, by main force, throw nim bodily and with
malice aforothought, rismt cut the clubroom door. Ashley, when inioPmed of this
decision, made ths statement as recorded in the iirst line of this factual account.
He said that if Gus Willmorth (who weighs 220 on the hoof and virtually the sane
sitting down) were omitted from the Zjection Committee (one wonders why there is
no Welconiing Corraittee) he could handle Cox, zZvans, Hodgkins and Acikkerman.

"Yes, Al," said a friend. '"Perhans there would be a mizhty struzgle, with
yow swinging Bvans around like:a blunt instrument (whieh is no doubt the mental

picture you carry of hinm) bvut don't you think that eventually you would wind up
in the street?"

"Wopa," said Al calmly. He-calmly picked up his coffee cup, placed it calmly
to his lips and calmly drank the contents.

Trouble was, the cup was empty beforse he ﬁiéked it up.



THE VERIARLE " EXISTENCE OF
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Hypsrfan was a moody boy who began reading stf at an_early age-—aven before he
;ould read at all, which showed how brizht he actually was, and how broad his mental
orizons.

£

He zrew up, wrote interminable letters to prozines each month and at lenzth
began a tremendous correspondsnce with fans all over the world. He wrote to Gerran
fans in German, French fans in French, Zulu fans in Bantu, Arabic fans in Arabic.

He could not translate the answers since he wrote the languages but could not read
them. This was just.as well.because .it .saved him the time of readingz the letters
and. gave hin more time to write more and more letters. He published four fanzines.
One was a serious magazine, devoted to the heaviar aspects of heavy fantasy and in
it he titled himself a sincere acolyte. The second fanzine was composed of letters
to the first fanzine. The third fanzine was a light frothy thing that caused jolli-
ment wherever- exhibited, .for hyperfan was endowed with a great wide streak of humor
which ran straizht down the middle of his back. The fourth fanzine was mads up of
Yetters to fanzine #3 and their answers. He began a fifth fanzims for the sole pur-
rose of conducting feuds, for he was at -war with all fandorne 1In each of his fan-
zines s took a differeat stand, each stubborn as -hell, and rch of his time was
spent writing scathing letters to his own fanzines in answer to h1s own previously
publlsned scathing letters.

At length, though he hid himself from the Outside World as best he could (he
was a‘'flagpole painter) he met a girli. She was charming, lovely, and could type 65
words a minute. He Decame aware of her with every fiber of his being when she
drifted close to him and he got an elusive whiff of her perfums--Essence of Mimeo-
grapn Ink. It had heady overtones. It was exhilirating, exciting. H4s baad buzzed
in ecstasy. Though he raver spoke to people, he got up enough courage to grunt when
she asked him the way to the postoffice. She was patient, though, and at length he
accompanied her to the postoffice where he shyly presented her with a brand new
airmail stamp, gum unlicked. The way her eyes glowed made him realize that this
girl was--what was that word---oh yes...different! She laughed zaily and chatted
with him like an old friend as he went to his.forty- -five postoffice boxes and got
his daily mail, which came to him under four hundred and ninety two aliases., After
that they were inseparable., In fact they never left each other. In faot they were
together all the time. They even slept together. And rumors were flying that they
1iked each other more -than. somswhat . i

_ Omday hyperfan breathed words into her ear. I love you, he said. MNore than
fanzines. More than prozines...even Stortounding Sagas. lMore than blank paper in
a typer. I love you more than a mailbox stuffed with thick letters. ‘e'd better
get married so we can ve together like we've been from now on and also forever.

She agreed. So they got married. Before long she presented him w1th a child
(whose arr1va1 was. no shock since he had suspected something of the sort). The
child soon learned to peck haltingly at the keys of a typewriter specially fitted t-
cype babytalk. The child spoke only to its typewriter and a small model of a space
ship, and only the space ship ever bothered to reply.



Then came the war. Hyperfan was not drafted because when they took away his
s_ 2sses they found another Jmir of glasses underneath. This second nair of glasses,
‘blained hyperfan, was in order to see as far as the first pair of glasses so he
ou;d gsee as far as his glasses.

But his wife was drafted. She went to a basic training camp and hyperfan kept
tusy writing her letters each hour. After three months hyperfan began to grow a bit
ungasy. He began to ponder on the situation.. What, now? How could she be drafted,
& woman, and the mother of a child? He set inqhirie s in motion and at length was
wade to realize that a very serious thing had happensd to him---he had been married
to a man for four yea{rs. What a colossal deception, thought hyperfan. I feel like
a fool, said.hyperfan. (an such thlnos be? asked’ hyperfan. S

He put his fannish mind to work. How could this all have happened? He used
all the sciences in which he was adept (concise cour;ses, sugar-coated with fietion,
had - been pushed at him in thousanis of magazines) and could arrive at no answer
that -satisfied all condJ. tlons, because there was the child.

There is the Chlld, said hyperfan. 0bv1ously that is the product of ‘a'rian and
.-a woman and I am. not a woman. So my partner in this adventure into thlnkmg ‘st be
.4 woman.. But the U.S. Amy, which is infalllble, says she isi‘da man: A-man in the
days of his strength, strength which I ﬂnderstand the army s tapping dally as though
the supply were inexhaugtible . \Iow, 1f shé ‘'were "a woman, some inquisitive non-com
~would have found it out long ago. And if shé 19 a man then the army is right and I
jam; wrong..  And though this is .as 1t shouId be, ‘thergd gtill rendins the child.

He was nonplussed. Anu then, out’ of the mazo of fannlsh events and fantastlc
riction that clutterad his’ broad rnental horizons, he 70t - the answer, = She had
_%rigked-him by semantics. God, it was eaSy to see now, uch as the [mperor. of Juno
had been tricked by a wily space prospector in that deal involving the Platimum -
Flanetoid. He began to extrapolate and the story came'bit by bit. This man, madly
.in love with.-hyperfan since he (hyperfan) had published his first fanzine, wished to
conswaate this mad, nad love. lﬂlS man, whom we will now e¢all X.or perhaps Y,
under the. stupefying influences of applied semantics and null-R logic, had blinded
hyperfan's psychioally percoptive senses for long enough ito entangle him- in a mess
not to be. outdone. by the jam zotted 1nto by the Three Men from L.ustodla when they
got mixed up in Ganymedan politics., i

Ah, but it had “been so romantic! Hyperfan brushed away & tear as he recallsd
how. the showers of sh,redded prozines had fallen lightly and warmly about. him.and his
‘lanbent- flame-beautled bride as they left the citadel of religion in which they had
bean wed. The. flrst church ‘hyperfan had ever ‘entered under his own.puwer, since he
halievaed only in the pover of the Infinite Will and naturai selection. These beliefs
- had-. obv1ous1y been’ proven when hé ‘was born. B

And there was the child. Say, said hyjperfan, hor-did this all come: about? How
c¢ould this have happened. Semantics! he shouted at'’the child, who now tumed its
* wobply, slobbery, rubbery, -wizengd face (mirror image of his own) to him, eyes on
fire. Hyperfan rattled off a. formula which included rathématics he .invented on the
“gpur--of the nmoment .. "Cthulhu o cried the child soundlessly (the sound passed through
hyperfan's miand only) and did not vanlsh in-a puff of green emoke. i 7. 0

Crushsd, his last illusion gone, hyperfan plunoed 1nto fandom for escape and
never came out, \Tot even when ‘he died, for he refused to.be. buried what with 18
deadlines to meet on 18 fanzmes and 220 letters per day to. be answered. Ny sched-
ule won't permt me to be buried anyhow, said hyperfan.. _\Iot till spaceflight is
achieved and ny ashes can be sdattered over a dead Martian sea-bottom, for such is
my wish as declared in my will,

Baesides, there was the child.
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The recent disbanding of
the NFFTF has left a gaping lacuna in
the organizational affairs of our #
fair microcosmos. Unlike the giddy
irresponsibility of fandom as a
whole--which boasts such puckish
characters as Top-Humorist Ivans,
with his hilarious funzine TIIEBIND-
ER; Harry Warner, with his bitter
1ndulg1ng in acrld personelities and chronic embroilment 1in feuds; R.q.
Hodgkins, happy-go-lucky end undignified; or Gus Willmorth, who hereti-

cally denies fandom to be a way of life, holding it to be a mere hobby
--unlike these, as I said, we are serious fans, interested only in con-
structive endeavour, the exhaltatlon of the holy state of fandom, and
good works generally.

Accordingly, we have 1n°t1tuted a fine inter-
national fan organization--the F. I. 4. These cryptic initials stand
for Fandom's International Association; the cognoscenti may perhaps
recognize & more esoteric but equally valid translation.

g We care no-
thing for power, riches, personal aggrandizement. 'Je are doing this
for Fandcu, for Fan.uom as a Tay of Life. .Qur motto shows this: "Ego-
Boo Sans EService".

The five of us, sshley, Burbee, Condra, Laney, &and
konsler, boast an aggreg:«te ac qualntanceshlp with the stf field of 88
y2are. TFrom the deeps of our vast experience, and with the full pow-
er ol our fine minds and Ashliey's brain, we have surveyed fandom from
avtlc to cellar. Je know what fandom needs, and now we will give it
to fandom,

To decorous, serious-minded people like ourselves, there
ie nothing more distressing than the constant turmoil and brawling that
hes hitherto kept fandom seething like a toilet in the height of flush.
We are going to put a stop to feuding, yessirree! Why feud when you,
&s a member oi' the FIA, can make use of the Al 4ashbey De-fuzing and
Fumigating Service. :
For one dollar, Al sshley will devote one hour
€ach day, staring into space as is his wont, hating the object of your
dissaffections with all thds little man's astounding melice.

For five
dcllars, Al Ashley will, in an indirect fashion, cause your feudee to
be boycotted by both Forrest J Ackerman and R. P. Graham.

And for 10¢,
21 ashley will spread all through fandom a rumor that the guy is a
queer from way back. (It may be wondered why this biggest service is



8lso $he oReapest, Al 4shley Jue$ hates to take pay for deing something
so near and dear to his heart,)

. Qur Mr. Burbee ieg more interested in
building up the abillty of fans to write. After a great deal of diffi-
culty, we finally induced him to start the Burbee Brotherly Guidance
Schogl for Would-be Spell & Time Rinders. (#e had to bribe him by
promising to meake aj@ertain statement about him in print. The payoff:
"BURBEE IS A BIG-NAME “RITER.")

For a very modest fee, Charles Bur bee;
the one and only Charles Burbee; the same Cherles Burbee who created
Al Ashley full-blown from & bekelite washer (off-center), three hairs
from under 7alt Icdebsgher's left arm-pit, and a cubic ysrd of ectoplasm
from E. Everebt Evens--this fine man Burbee will revise the Qnept ef-
forts of budding writers, He will take their writings, these fumbling
effusiOns from feekxless typewriters, and fill them full of sly innuen-
does about and subtle allusions to Al ishley; or, if so decired, he
will pender to his Ruling Cofiplex by filling them with some of the
d;rgy words which teem dangerously close to the surface of his fine
mina,

The Ilon. Cyrus B. Condra is more politically minded than the
rest of us. He feels that fandom is wasting too much time trying to
administer its own uffairs, "7het we need,” he said, "is someone like
Eveans who knows what people should do and will make them do it. I'm
- going to take over fandom and run it to suit myself,"

i As soon as Cy
takes over the municipel governitent of Culver City--a developement ex-
pected any day nowy-he will teke charge. Though his reign will not
¢ommence for a couple of wmonths yet, it is not too soon for fans who
wish to stay in fandom to start filling out the bulky, 147 pege Appli-
cation to Remain in andom and Transfer of Title to a4ll My I'Yoperty
to Cyrus B. Condra. Those ..ho Go not comply will be summarily shot.

Laney, that bland and easy-going Friend of all, is interested primari-
ly in a vast and overwhelming publishing programme. Other groups have
made uninspired fumbling overturee, but the I'Ta is going to publish
and publish and nublieh. Group publishing is our open sesame. For
five dollars per issue, we will permit anyone to publish a fanzine.
For ten dollars per issue we will let anyone publish a fanzine with
one of our names on the masthead as editor-in-chief. £11 we ask is
that the gross proceeds be sent to us to Carry on Good Works. Anyone
publishing a fanzine without our official Permit to Proceed will be
sumnarily shot. S

Bill Rotsler is our summary shooter. ffter he's shot
a few of yofl, you'll be grateful to us for taking over and protecting

ou.

y Tor protect you we will. In addition to all our other cervices
we will keep you from having sV contacts with the outside world. e
will spray your amnions with latex. ‘ile will PROTECT jyou. For t he
rest of your lives you will be truly hapvy. The grind end frustrations
of the outside world wili reach you only as a faint murmur.

You will
grow to bless us, to revere us, 4nd so now, my children, I will leave
you with a heart-felt benediction:

354 e e
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Fcrrest J isckermen wishes to spike the rumor thet he quit publishing
V0l in order to give him more time to devote to his life~work of pub-
lishing the Shaver S.ge in Esperanto,
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OF THE HUKISH EMPIDZE
CHARLES BURBEE

It was in the year 1957 that atomic bombs begad ‘to.fall on the cities of thse
world: :Zvery nation worth mentioning had enouzh bombs on hand to blow all the rest
of the nations off the face of the earth, so as soon @s the first one was fired by
scre unknown and nameless hero, the jet-propelled, self-guiding missiles darted across
the skies like a flight of passenger pigeons. One observer said tihey darkened the
.sun, and if they had been pigeons he would have been drenched white (like a statue in
a public park) in a matter of sacomds. 3ut they weren't plveons, Just bombs, so his
recently cleaned and pressed coat suffered no d’aawe.

Before long there was avsolutely no place of pover left on the earth. -Each na-
tion had fired missiles at each oi the other nations' supposed and suspected seats of
governnent, secret and public, so that by trial aasd error, it was only to be axpacted
that all politicos were finished oif in sixty-eiht minutes flat.

The world was laft alone, to its own resources. There were plenty of people
left, but nobody knew how to make atomic bombs, and nobody knawwhere any of the
lauvaching sites were and nobody knew where the rover.ment was. All these things had
bean wiped out in sixty-eight winutes. Ycu uisht imagine’ tHat.the psople, rid, or
free, of zovernment, would have been appalled at this hopeless plight, but this did
not seen true. People paused to read the headlimes and wonder gboutcit, but the
wovies kept zoing and the radio kept going and the drugstores and used car lots kept
zoing, so the obvious thinz to do was to kesp zoing. S0 evaerybody kept going.

But the terrific vacuum leit by the sudden extinguishment of national government
had to be filled somenow. . After all, who would people pay taxes to? 4And who could
declare emergencies? i/ho would close banks and ration food and tires and declare war
:3nd announce peace and tell the people to save fats and bomb the enomy one year and
love them like orothers the next? Obviously, soms sort of central govermneat vas
urgently needed, so doelezates oi all nations were appointed and they held a gigaatic
congress which lasted for months, but they could reach no decision. Tnan somabody
sald (and it was instantly translated into 147 lanzuages aad flashed about the hall)
that they needed somebody with broad rental horizons. The efficiently operating Kar-
dex file system immediately brouzht up the manes of 2ll the science-fiction fans in
the world. "There is our salvation," thouzht the dalegates. "We will simply turn
the job of unification over to them and get home and away from this noisy place,
which is full of foreigners anyway." So they appointed fans to be rulsers of the-
earth in high couneil, and it was so.

First there was a screening. Fans were guizzed on the numbsr of years they had
read the stuff aand how much of their daily life was consumed in fan activities. If,
for example, they had read Skylark of Space in the original Gernsback magazines they
were immediately ziven low Party nunbers and spacious guarters were assigned them.
If they had published a fanzine they wers elevatod to immediate power and sat in
judgment on future candidates. If they believed (and could prove) that fandom was a
vwey of 1life, no honor was too great. Thnis nighty ,task was finally accomplished, aad
fans ruled the world. Usingz to the full their broad mental horizons they ruled so
well that for the next 200 ysars there were only 45 wars, the usual numbsr oi rapes,
rurders, therfts, 1libel suits, and new autoniobiles. They levied exorbitant taxas


aboutc.it

which kept the peoples of the world happy, for now they -had something to be disconten-
ted about. One day Emperor Bupertfan VI zot a brilliant idea. "Let's give everybody
bread mental horizons," he said, "and then everybody can be like us and be happy as
anyihing, and people can rule themselves, each to each, and anarchy will result with
everyvody happy as hell. It will be Utopia for sure." ZEmperor Bu pertfan VI was
somicwhat feckless, perhaps. He prized but one thing, his mint collection of fantasy
whic: included all collector's items ever printed, even the ones printed for the ex-
pross purpose of creating collector's items. He wished to spend more time rusing
over nis collection and wondering what the stories would be like if he dared read
then, Thia, of course, was a heretical thought, since True Fans nevef read their
stufy or even spoke of »sading it. They spoke freely cf picking up copies of this
and irat here and there, and bandied bizarre titlss about, but nsver did they let on
that they might conceivably even have a random urge to read the stuff.

Faperor Bubsrtfan's plan was Instantly carried out. By governmental decree all
goverrmental printing prosses ware Jdivertec from the printing of nousy, stamps, etc.,
and put to reprinting all tho stfantasy classics ever written, and living authoirs werse
subeicized to write 24 hcums a day. BEach persor in the world was given $1500 worth
of stfantasy booiks. Newspapers were cautionsd to publish only book newsand events of
Fortean implicationse.

The plan wecrked. Inside of a ganeration the world was solid fan. There was not
a single non-fan in ths world, anyvhere. Zvery man, wcinan and child in the world
published a fanzine, belonged to at least one stf club, and bought and sold and
tradsd books and wrote fantastic fiction in their spare timd.

And one day Emperor Buperifan VI, now an old man, was deposed. He was no longer
i#l Fan. Everybody in the world was the {1 Fan and could prove it. Everybody had a
broad mental horizon and was egquippsd to rule the earth wisely and well for the next
200 years. A gigentic elsction was held, in which each person in the world was en-
tered on tho ballot for Emperor. The ballot itself was twenty miles long. Zach
person received one vote. In the run-off, each person received one vote. So every-
body was #1 Fan, Emperor Blanifan I. So each person, and rightly so, demanded a
cororation and bsgan issuing orders. Since they were all rather feckless (as one
might say) nothing came of this for some ysars. By and by the commotion subsided.
Fanzine production fell off. The book mavket experienced a serious depression, its
first in 2C years. Something was up. Lights were burning in cellars--atomic bombs
weie being made azgain. Zach home in the world had two or more bombs in the mzking.
Each bomb was being mads secretly, without anybody else being aware of it. Since
each superfan lived in his own private dream world, he did not notice what his wife
or neighbor or brother or friend was doing.

Came D-Tay, and the first fan to finish his bomb announced, through the medium
of his fanzins, that he would blow up---well, scmething---unless elscted Imperor
Filbartfan I at once, Nobody replied, so he lazunched his bomb. At the same moment,
all other hombs left their launching racks. Again, as in 1957, the sky was dark with
flying berbs, none of which collided, of course. Within an hour, all bombs had found
their marks, and all targets were destroyed.

Ouly one man was left alive. He was alone in the world. The last man. How he
had escared has ¢id not know. "Oh wall," he said, "I an Emperor Brownfan the First."
Pa shoutoed to ths world "I an Emperar Brownfan the First and all must do my bidding!
I 2m the canly man on earth with broad mental horizonsi® There he was, Emperor, with
74 sabjeets, no cne to levy tazes on, no one totiremble befora his wrath, no one to
ci1oot atomic bombs at. There was nobody to see him, hear him, or answer him.

He looks kind of forlorn, so suppose we leave him there.



FAPA MEMBERS ' TEN-SHIUNI

IN-BETVELN -TILES VICE-PRESIDENTIAL REPORT:

charles Burbee has asked me
to rule on the sending of sample FAPA mailings to various prozines for
review. Tasse mailings are to be reviewed by STARTLING STORIES and A-
M&ZING STORIES. all very routine, scarcely worthy of a ruling one way
or the other--but then there is the comic opera war between AIIRZI'G end
part of fandom.

Ag vice-president, I cannot legislate. All I can do
is to take the constitution and other organic laws of the organization,
ana attempt to figure out if a contemplated course of action is legel,

7ell, then.

There is nothing in' the' constitution specifically prohi-
biting the sending of extra mailings outside the membership for publi-
city purposes There is- moreover a previous precedent; for many mail-
ings were sent to Edwin Hadley umith for his museum of amateur journel-
iem in Philadelphia.

As an organization, FiPA has taken no stand in
the present fuss'with amazing, Therefore, FAPA must not send mailings
to STARTLING 'without also sending them to ALLZING.
i i My ruling, conse-
cuently, is that Burbee is quite within his rights to send mailings to
both STAKPLING and AMAZING for review.

In recognition of the attempt
by some to boycott the AMAZII'G fanzine review column, I am qualifying
this ruling to permit individual members to notify Burbee in writing
if they do not want their magazine sent to MAVING. _

: y TSI e my d1epe- that
this ruling pleases everyone. i
--=-00000~~---"
: ° gt B3 FAPA has ‘at least six new members since the last mailing
. The follow1ng iz an unofficial list dredged from the.hidden. recesses
of Burbee's fine mind:: D, A, ifacInnes, Stun Toolston, Bill,Tfote e
Don 7Jilson, Rex “ard, =znd:Jack Clements. Fine, discerning fellovis,
every one’ of tnem. IT you a&re not & member of ¥iPi, why don't you
follow their example? There are still a couple of vacancies.
-~ -=~00000~-—--~
The foregoing is to be considered as a supplement to the
last FANTASY AMATEUR. Any FAPA menmber who does not want nig magazine
sent to AJIAZING Tor review should notify Burbee before the I'4 deadline
of PFebruary L, 1948. Cilence gives consént.

Francis T. Laney, "ecember 13, 1947

o o S S T e T R ant T SRS ACAC G SERIENESE Sot S R H Koo TSk eIk
LOS ATGELES NLJS IN BRIE

Al Ashley w1shes toc deny once ahd for all the base canard
that E. Tverett Zvans does his thinking for him. 'vhy shucks," said
Mr. Ashley when recently interviewed, "Everett hasn't done any of my
thinking for me since early in 1946." )

Eyerett Evans wishes to decry
the confusion in thinking which has led some to confuse the brownian
movement with his organizational work in fandom. "aill I've ever want-
ed to do," he =said, “is to gather all these splendid young men into
a fine large organization and inculcuate them with the finer precepts
of brotherly love., Fandom shoul. be a big band of brothersy peacably
indulging in group idventures into Thinking."
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CHASTLY Y™ ( @@SSHH?
BY THE SPEC RAL SCRIBE

We have been assured upon good authority that
author of this column was coerced into becoming an
ex-member of the LASFS. Unable to live without fan-
dom, he comnitted suicide, VWhereas the LASFS has no
By-Laws specifically dealing with wralths, he finds
his: phantom facet an excellent vantage from which to
view current happenings,

.7 FLASH! The.Los Angeles Science Fantasy Soclety has adopted a new
mascot, Tall, gaunt, with wildly glaring bloodshot eyes, and tangled
mass of halr, he makes an imposing addition to the club, Says Acky,

"I feel that Wild Willie symbolizes the highest spirit of fandom!"
Says O. K. Smith, "Ugh!" , ey *

" BANG! Charles Burbee and Al Ashley are currently playing off a
private f fifty~game chess tournament, The score now stands at 20 to 11
in Burbee's favor. But.e.ssowhile Burbee little suspects, he is 1in for
a surprise, Ashley isg about to switch from his Fumbling Dub facet to
his Juggernaut facet to Burbee's everlasting chesstizement,

SNAP! E., 8, Bvans joins Ackerman clique in boycotting Amazlng
Stories, as well as all fans who refuse to follow sult, Sidelight on
Evans: He works as a mimeographer and general factotum for- the oper-
ator of a mall-order religio-occult racket, and operates a similar
gmall-time racket of his own to provide addltlional incomes, Does Evans
consider Shaverism -as unwelcome competltlon? Evans also went over his
literary agent's (Acky) head and submitted a couple storles to Amazing.
These were later rejected, Is this signiflcant?

, CRACKLE! F. T, Laney has a number of shelves of old, rare books
set up in hils garage, some of them dating back to the fifteenth cen~
tury. One book in particular contains a large drawing of a statue of
the god Priapus. Can 1t be significant that Laney spends most of his
spare time in his garage?

PoOP! Charles (Complex) Burbee has been seen recently by a num-
ber of the local fans flashing a check for 2,50 made out to himself
and signed by E. Everett Evans, Sald Burbee when questioned about the
matter, "I love iti I love Bl

CRUNCH!  What tall, wild~eyed, wild-haired local fan is eyeing
The Budoff speculatively?

PING. There is no truth to the rumor that notorlous malcontents,
Evans, Hodgkins and Ackerman have seceded from the LASFS taking the
club name with them, Declares Hodgkins speaking for the others, "We
may be the only members left, but the LASFS.will always remain the
same.

-



SLAM:  Ackerman 1s broke: Abandoning for the moment his anti-
Bible crusade, he 1lnvested all hias =

while smoke and flames streamed up
to augment the sky-dimming blanket
of L.A. smog, Acky was heard to
shout exaltedly, "Science fiction
forever," Reasoning according to
his new semantic system (soon to

be presented -to the world) Acker-
man confldently expects the circu-
lation of Amazing to drop out of
sight. "How many Bibles do you find
any more," asks dcky, "since I gave
that book.my attentiong"

available cash in some thousands T T i ety
of copies of recent issues of Amaz- 5$§§§k§ &NLU%;%%&//j} | €<(
ing Stories and Fantastic Adven- AR ;?‘/ / '“T\ A\
tures: Upon the evening of the s T g ,l't:
ceremonial occasion that followed, / ,43??% | ﬁy,ﬂ,
/"’ s ;

BAM: Cy Condra is not, as
has been reported, taking up hero
worship. Says Cy, "I may be tall
and slender and ‘have a grcy mous-
tache of recent vintage, but I do
not intend to get a crew haircut,
As for the brotherhood of man, I
-am completely broadminded---at
lecast a page and a half worth,"

WHAM!  Everett Evans plans to
organize a new writer's club. Hav-
ing recclilved 21id and assistance be- :
yond the call of duty from onc local writer, he dreams of the beneflts
which may acrue from a whole atable of successful writers at his beck
“and call, Says Evans, "After writing my own stories for twenty-five
years, I've found thc secret of success and am now selling." Good
-luek -in your new. venturc, mverett, -

THANKYOUMAN! Gus Willmorth denies any esoteric significance at-
tached 'to his flowing beard. Stroking its silky strands he confides,
"I wear it simply to hide my weak chin,"

CRASH ! Chubby artist, Bill Roteler, has been spending much of
his time hanging around with locel fans, ostensibly sketching., Chided
by his friends regarding his activities, he declarcs, "Iy intecrest is
perfectly normal. iAny pcrfectly healthy mind 1s fasclnated by the
grotesque, "

POWIE! Coming to the lecsson on the Physics of Vibration in his
G.I. blll Electronics Course, Charies Burbee has become absorbed in
+hc pheromenon of Lancy's Knece,., Long, lanky, loose-jointed Laney's
1ett knce bobbles in gsympathy with the rolling reverbecrations of his
ndzh-decibel voice. In coneequencs, ‘Loney's knee is in movement all
tlie tlme--continuously--and Burbee crouches before him enthralled,




I wallted into the clubroon oi the LASFS oan the nivht of ITovember 21, 1947 to
find eiht or nine membvers of the orzanizatioa giving Charles Burbes the old heave-
ho fronr his position as editor of 3hansri-L'sffaires, the club fanziane. Over ny

protasts, 3u0 also over those of a cafieinated uist ¢laining ‘to be the ghost of Al
' 4shley (Al, you reugmber, comnitted suicide aiter being allegedly drurned out of
randort by T. T. vans}, Burbse was discharied.on the grounds that he refused to
recoznize and ovey an edict of the club forbidding hin to send a copy to inagzing
for review purposes. <Well, that's wuat they said., I heard them. I'u still
iaughing over the seriousness with which that very intellectual group of inspired
recple with broad mental horizons brandished the thinz .that they wanted so badly--
a reason for taking 3haxry away from Burbves. (After all, Gus 7illuoorth, Tirector
‘ot the LASFS, has sent to Anazinz's colwm a copy of his omm fanzine, Fantasy su-
vartiser.) _

I vas dere, Sharlie. I know why Ackerman, Hodgkins, Willnmorth, Zvans, Cox
and others are mad at Burbee; that pimply-ninded mad who so indelicately published
such articles as "apologize 41 Ashley" and "Homosexuality and . Vernon Cook". I
iznow the reason ror the feelinz of outraze agalnst Richard S Shaver, and, becauss
of him, asainst ipnazing. I know why, after having produced an ostensibly valid
reason for removing Burbee, five of these hard-working nen (plus a Coordinator-in-
Chief) are rolliny up their sleeves to carry oxn tihe process of writing, publishing
aind miling vhich Burbee sinzlehandedly eiffected in his spars time bgiore.

7o, people, placinz the ultimzate vlame on the already burdened’ shoulders of
Shaver isn't surficient to explain why the allegations of homosesuality in the clud
were left unrefuted by even the most fanatical of the old mard. ot a word of
denial was ever uttered by any nenbver of that diznifiea group who sileatly and
grinly tossed 3urbee out on his ear zor having comnitted the cardinal sin oi nen-
tioning one of ths facets of fandon as a way of life-~ior that was the actual
reason for his removal, and not the Shaver-imzzing review column dezl.

A final thouzht, regardinz Shaver. Want to hear some truly bitter criticism
of THAT MAI? Irop around to the L.3°S :nd hear vhat the boys have to say about hin
and the mezazine ia wWnich most of his stoirles appear. There's a holy war (cr jehad)
in the brewing there, designed to drive amazing off the stands and Shaver into bank-



ruptey. It is being waged by men who religiously buy and read each issus on the
g.t.. thus supporting the wmaz which they have sworn to destroy. These men hate
Shaver. They lo2the hirm; despise him. They distrust hina comoletely.

Shaver, you know, has never been accused of being a homo.

let's horse al .sTaring
into

aZO(/U’ZC/. :

THE ICREDIBLE
WIENE  OF

EeVERETT EVANS

charles burbee

T T Zvans, man of tolerance, man who beligves in Brotnerly love and Coopera-
tion, man who is patient and understanding, and accoraing to a letter in Fandom
Speaks (his own letter) "the most broadminded man I ever Xnewe..."

I wonder how this can be, since his actions are so at variance with his writ-
ings. Tor exzanmple, once when Thvans was on a train and wished to move from one
car to tne other he found nis way blocked Dby a conductor who politely iuformed him
that because of troop movements, the way through this car would be closed ior a
time. At tiils the calm patient man blew up. He beratsd the conductor in such
terrible languase that lady passengers were horrified (as well as instructad). The
conductor, recovering, told Tvans off, threatening to throw him oif the train if
he continusd to use such lanzuaze.

It is also a well-known fact arowid the Bixel area that ¥ 7 Evans was once
ejectod bodily from the Tahoe Cafe for using abusive language to a waitress who
neglected tQ prdng him a glass of water. “

Jean Cox, 19, tells how he was talking to Evans about a new Selective Service
2ct the govermment was contemplating. Naturally, at his age, he is vitally in-
tarested in such things. He was saying to Zvams that he hoped it didn't go through
hecause ne dida't want to be drafted. Ivans, safely beyond draft aze no matter how
badly off the couantry zets, whirled on him and bellowed savagely, ' hat's the
matter, boy, <ot a yeila strsak down your back?"

I can't understand it, Zvans. How is it that your creed of Brotherly u0ve and
Toleranca fails to serve you just when you need it most? *

Or are you just a hypocrite? ‘%E. o






