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WITH THIS ISSUE OF INN I'm expanding the circulation to something like 90.
That!'s aluost twicu the number that rcceived the last issue, and so maybe it
wouldn't be too far amiss to mention to these new readers that the circulation o

~of Inn-is strictly subject to my inclinations. I have made up a very neat card-
ALlc mailing llst——however, that. dowsn't mean it's a permanent one. In fact,
ivts quitc impermanént, and- purposzly so: I can remove the card with your name
'Qn it  any tiue T want to, without getting the Tist out’ of orders
x -+ You're gutting Im ‘om ‘the -assumption ‘that. youVII either send your fanzine in
. 4rade, or comment ‘on Inn-=or poferably both. A 1ot '6f ‘people on the’ list for
- this issue are gettln{ it 'on-a twial.basis, -and b they 1ike ‘it I'd suggest that
they achnawlodgc it rather -prompily.: Yousce, I'm ‘1iable to come to your name
.next time and romember that you haven't commcntéd or’ otherwise acknowlcdged this
issue, and in such a casé you're liable Lo; be, droppud from the list. You traders
are also warned that I'm liable to arop 7ou from the Iist oven if’ you do send a
fanzine in trade--if I don't 1i¢ wvour gzinc I'1l feel no qualins about refusing to
trade Inn for it. ©People who sund letters of comment never get cut off the list,
I might add. . :

That's the story on recciving Inn. I trust you'll all note it and act ac-

cordingly.

JUST A I'J7 BIOCKS FROI IIERE is the stationery store at which we buy most of
our publishing supplics. This is a vretty deccnt storc, with nice prices in most
cascs. However, therc is onc thing which marks it distinct from any other
stationery storc I've evor seen: it has the most incoumpetent salesman in the world.

Our first contact with this fcllow was when Dave Rike wont into the store to
. "buy a quire of stcncils. He asked the salesman for a quire of stencils. The

-'salesman deliberatud, pursed his lips, scratched his head, and went and got some
lettering stoncils for sign-painting. Dave explained that he wanted mimpograph
stencils,  The fcllowi's face brightened. MHe brought Dave a quire of stcncils for

a Bpegd=0~Frint postcard-size mimcograph.

~:Dave finally huntcd up the stencils he wanted himself.

¥hen he told me about this incident, I laughed, but I didn't believe him. ‘

“ihy, that's fantastic, Dave," I.said,. "A man would have to spend his whole life
_practicing to be such a fugghead." ° Dave agsired me that it was all true.
. Nevertheless, when I went into the store myself some days laner I had no E
. qualms.' -Bven if Dave's story werc true, I figuréed -that it was Just an isolated
‘*ncldgnt, that anybody can get mixed up once in awhilo. I didn't reallg think

much about it until I saw the salesman myself. ' I couldn't. help recognlzlng hims
“ he was the only person I'd ever scon who had a slack-jawed expression in his cyes,

I asked hia for ditto fluid. "Ditto fluid," he repeated.  Ho looked vacantly
around the -store for a moment, then went diroctly to a 'shelf and picked up a bottle
of correction fluid. "io," I said, "I want aitto fluid. - Spirit-duplicator fluid.
You pour it into the: so;rit duplicaetor ahd it makes 'the. master copies print on
cach sheet of paper as it's fod. tarourh.t "uuplicator," -he said, "“Pour it in...
prints on the paner." He rcacued for a can of mlMQO”raph 1nL. Just then another
salesman came over and got me a can of ‘di%to’ fluids’ :

I told Dave about this that aftcrnoon, and we lau ‘hed toguthor. "How long
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can ho keop it up?" I wendored.

The next time I wont into the store I was afteor ditGo masters, I explained
them to him. "They're sort of likc carbon paper," I said. "No, no, I said they're
1like carbon @apcr." He put the carbon paper down. "You type the master copy on
them, and the carbon comes off the backing shest onto'the mastor shect. Then you
print from the mastcr shcet," His face cleared, "Oh1" he said, He went and got
me & box of hekto mastcrs.

The third time I went -in I didn't even stop at the counter, but went directly
to the shclves and got the mimcograph paper that I wanted, two reams of it. I
took them up to the counter and was waited on by a different salesman, while our
fricnd was in a different part of the store. As I was paying for the paper, he
came up to the counter, saw the two rcams of paper sitting there, wrastled with
his thought-procecsscs, picked them up and went over and put them back on tho shelf.
¢ obher salesman, who was ringing up the sale, didn't notlce him, I stood there
with a look of incredilous amuserent on my face. When the salesman at the counter
handed me my receipt ho must have noticed the exprossion, bocause hec asked me if
I vanted sorcthing clsce: "No," I said, "but I would kind of like to have those
two rcans of paper I just bought," I don't think the guy ever did figure out how
they'd disappeared from the counter and reappcared back on the shelf,

0ld Fuzzlchead has become a Fabulous Person in our group. £&very time I go up
to sce Dave and Carl wet ask cach othcr about any additional Fuzzlehead incidcnts
that may have happened since last we've scen cach other, Carl has devcloped a
fascination for such -ancedotes Wihy, this follow is fantastic I* he says. He
thinks we phould enter a memborsghins for him in the N3F, care of the stationery
store, But we can't, bccausc we.don't know his name, He's just another of the
nameless peoplc wec mect vvery day as the paths of our lives cross bricfly, just
anothér facs in the crowd, ¢

ANYONE WHO VANTS OID FANZIMES is hereby notified that I'm selling a whole
batch of duplicates and so forth from my collection, along with the major part of
Pcte Graham's-collecotion, ‘which ‘he has given to me. Also stuff from the collec-
tions of gafiated Don liegars.and Beb Stewart, The price is $1.00 for 15 fanzines,
chosen at random. Single-sheeters will not be counted, tho they may be thrown in,
I just grabbed 15 of them at random: - copios of ‘HYPHEN, two of Dave's CALIFAN,
Sodek's TACITUM, Bloch & Tucker's SF WORLD, Cronin's SCUOP, Farnham & Gerding's
CHIGGERPATCH OF FANDOM, two of Chambers' 6th-Fandomzinc IT, two of my former zine
VULCAN, THE NATIONAL FANTASY PAN, Balint's ESCAPE, Ellik's FANtastic Story Mag,
and Farsace'!s latc~'30's zine GOLDEN. ATOM, That's probably about how the assort-
ments will go. Therc is a stack of fmaz over four feet high hore to be sold, s8¢
you can ordcr quite a bit if you like, Postage paid by me, of course, and if I
run out of fmz I'll.refund your money., . . . - :

Thore arc also four -incomplete SAFS mailings for sale: numbers 25, 27, 28,

.and 29. $%2.00 apieccy , 3 ey or : :

RON AND I WENT TO a Littlc Mcn meeting awhile ago, and I'm sad to report that
wo didn't cxactly enjoy it, despite what Sneary says about Lthose crazy lepra= .
. chauns#, Therc werc eight or ten people therc, sitting around in the Garden
Library, which is a small bookstors and .lending-library with quite a bit of scienc:
fiction around. The program.for the cvening consistcd of somebody or other vagusly
connootad with the University of California speaking on genstics and what it has
to say -about mutations., This was all. prescnted in a quite technical manner in
somi-darkness and a monotone:voicc, I spent the meoting sitting by a reading-lamp
reading an Bric Frank iussel novel and dgnoring the drone of the speaker and ths
static coming from Morman lMetcalf's ham radio set, witih which he was trying to
. pick up the becp=beep from Soutnik, goshwow.

After the meating (which'is to say, as soon as the speaker had wandered off
onto so many sidc~topics that he'd forgotten what ho'd been talking about.and had
given up the whole thing) I.was talking to onc of the peopla at tho mocting,
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ayporently a regular membor of the Little Men. He asked me why I'd been reading
a book instcad of listecning to the speaker., I told him that I was a scionce fie-
“ion fan, and that I wasn't intercsted in scicnce per se.

Ho lookcd surpriscd. "Why," he said, "I can't imaginc s scicnce fiction fan
who isn't intaerested in scicnca."

I raisad my eyebrows right back at him. "“Well," I recplied, "personally, I
can't imaginc a scicnce fiction fan with such a poor imagination as you have,"

JUST AFTER FUBLISHIUG THE IAST IIN, Dave and I wont down to Los Angcles with
Ron for the weckend. Whils therc we wont through his collection of fanzines and
brought all sorts of stuff back to Burkeley with us to read (0old zines which Ron
had bought from former fans in the Li-arca), and drove around meeting several of
the peoplc down there. Saturday aftirnoon and evening we spent at Burbee's,
drinking home¢ brew and enjioying Isabel's exccllent cooking. Sunday afternoon we
made the rounds, meeting George W. Ficlds, John Champion, and Kich Brown, Vg
dropocd by Burbec'!s that cvening to deliver sormething, and ended up staying for
dinner and the rest of the evening. We had a terrific time, necdless to say.

0t coursec, it wouldn't be right to visit Burbee and then not recount a Burbee
anccdote or two. Io it wouldn't. However, we werc having such a good time that
we didn't stop to take notes, and at this latec date I can't remember the visit
well cnough to go writing about it. Dave did take down one note, a description
by Burbee of E, Everstt Evans "mouthing his cigar like a long-lost friend".

There was, of course, the matter of the LASFS' one-thousandth meeting., Burbes
had rcceived a card or notice from sousbody playing up the fact that the next IASFS
mecting would be a big gala celebration, commemorating the fact that LASFS had helc
one thousand consccutive meetings. Burbee got a big kick out of this. "One
thousand consecutive meatings," ho chuckled. "Consecutive; you know, that means
onc right aftcr the other." He laughed again. "One thousand meetings, one right
after the other " he marvolled.

Ron went back down to Long Beach over the Christmas holidays, and while there
recorded the New Ycar's Eve party held in IA, which Burbce attended. Burbce was
sitting on the floor with scveral other fans and pcople, playing poker; from time
to timc othors would wander in briefly from the other room to survey the scene.

At onc juncture some LASFS type came in, saw the glass of beer next to Burbeec, and
said, "iell well, Burbce, is that home brew you're drinking?" "No," said Burbee,
"it's my urinal spscimen--I never waste anything."

Vhen Ron played the tape for us, Pcte Graham shook his head and said, LH

thought Burbce only wrote things lilkc that." Pcte hasn't met Burbee yet.

WHILZ ON THE SUBJECT OF BURBEE, I might mention the Great Taps-Recorded
licssage Fiasco. while visiting Burbee, we¢ told him that when we got back to
Berkeley we'd do up a taps and scnd it to him. Vell, we got back to Berkeley, and
after some haggling about who would furnish the tape, Ron ran into a sale and
bought two rcels of tape; one of these we recordsd to Burbec. However, somehow
the two tapas got mixed up, and we accidentally sent the other tape, the one which
was still blank. It wasn't long bcfore I got a lotter from Burb, saying in part:

; I ot this 7-inch tape from you the other day and didn't listen
to it because I had fapa activity to get out. But today I thought I'd
better listen to it because it might be a tape-recorded letter in which
you say something I ought to know about. So I put it on the machine.
But nothing came out, on cither side., There was not, as I recall, any
written message to go with it explaining.

Migod, was this a subliminal rccording? What impulse will I
be obeying any time now? It couldn't have been "Burbee, write that
article you promised," becausec i'd finished it before I triecd the
tape.

Was it, "iake plenty of home brew because we're coming down
to sce you soon"? Vell, that could hardly be of use because I just
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bottlecd L5 quarts not an howr ago--before the taps.
I think I know what it was.  I'm getting the urgc. It was
"Burbec, go fix yoursclf another drink of Jim Becam." By God, I

know it wase.
‘burb

AS TTE GOZS BY, various little incidents occur around here which make me wish
va hadn't already prlnted the Quartet profiles, because material for such profilecs
is constantly happcning. There is, for instance, the case of Dave Rike, lLarva
Yan, Dave is extremely scnsitive to cold and light, and he keeps his room con-
startly in dimness and never below 80° Fahrenheit. This of course bothers the
rest-of us when we visit him., One night I got to thinking about it, and I said,
"Lave, I belicve you must have some sort of pre-natal fixation. You always keep
your room as close as you can to the conditions of tho womb."  Ron scemed to be
pondering this train of thought for awhile, and pretty soon he said, "Terr, maybe
Dave is some sort of a mutant or something., Sort of an insect~human, like in
Franz Kafkats 'Metamorphosis!'s I think maybe he's still in the larwva or pupa
stage, and this room is his chrysalis, Maybe someday he'll suddenly grow tendrils,
or turn into a butterfly or something." We looked at Dave speculatively. He just
grinned at us, inscrutable as a caterpillar,

A day or so later we were sitting around in Dave's room, Ron, Carl, and I,
with the usual dimness and moist hcoat. Carl looked up from the typewriter and
said, "Dave, have you cver tried growing mushrooms in here?t

Then there is Pote Grahain, Youug ian In A Great Big Hurry. When we first
moved to Berkeley we hardly cver saw Pete, since he was always busy with something
or other, cither the University ncwspaper The Daily Californian (of which he was
on the staff), or studying, for instancc.. Whencver he'd drop by he'd always. say
he had to lecave in a fcw minutes, because ho had something important he had to do
Quick. Somehow thc name Petc Graham, Young lian In A Great Big Hurry got hung on
him, and we lidded him about this.

Then one day hc phoned me up, and I could hear him laughing on the other end
of the phonc. "You remcmber that name you'we Bsen joking about?--Young lian In
A Hurry?" he said. "ilell, this moruing I was delivering the Daily Cal to the
profcssors!' offices, and it was raining. I was driving from one building on
campus to another, stopping, and dashing through the rain to the door to drop
off the papers, thcn running back again to the car, Well, I was running through
a real bad downpour this onc time, with my head down to keep the rain off my
glasses, and all of a sudden I ran right square into a damned tree ."

Just one morc incident in the life of Pete Graham, Young Man In A Great Big
Hurry. -

Then there is Ron Ellik, World Traveller. Ron is, of course, well-known in’
fandom for his hitchhiking, especially for the time he hitchhiked across the con-
tinent to the New York convention and back again. Peoplc refer to this in letter
columns and FAPAzines--why, just last mailing Phyllis Economou cited Ron as an
example of how to cut down travelling expenses. Ron is probably the best-known
hitchhiker in fandom since Claude Degler.

A couple of nights ago Carl, Ron, and I were walking around on campus, just
talking and passing time, and Ron got to making these terrifically squirrel-type
bad jokes. Finally it got to be too much for Carl and me, and we started cutting
him about being a squirrel and all. He said, "Gee, fellows, I get the impression
you don't appreciate my scensc of bumor," and went on chitter-chattering in the
squirrclish manner. "Ron," I said, "why don't you go hitchhike across the country
again?" "Yes," said Carl, in that low, friendly, sincere tone of voice he has,
Ywhy don't you do your trick for us, Ron?"

VE HAVE A PROBLEM regarding the Tower To The Moon which we have been building
out of cmpty bhecr cans. You sce, we started building the Tower over in San Fran-
cisco, in Carl's back yard therec. But now all of us have moved here to Berkeley,
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«nd we feel it would be advisable to move the Tower over herc. . And thersin lies
1hue problem: how the devil do wa' transport -a ten-mile-high tower of empty bheer
ans across the San Francisco Bay?

Wic want to keep the Tower intact, of course. A lot of trouble has already
- one into the building of the Tower, and we'd hate to have to start building
<.2ine. Even as it is, we have 'to ¢limb that damn Tower every time we -add another

acer can, and it's got to the’ point where we usually wait till we've drunk at -
wast a cas¢ of bhecr beiore onc of us makes the ¢limb and puts the cans in
nLace, and we usually take along ‘at lcast a ‘8ix-pak for nourishment on the way up.

Belicve me, by the time we gut up to the top of that thmg we really know we're
hlgh

No, we wouldn't even consider dismantling the Tovcr and transportlng it over :
here piece by piccc. There has to be some way of getting it here ‘intact. .. = -

Sinca Pote sold his Volkswagen, noéne of us have .a car, so that 'creates another
problem. I mean, we.mlght have becn able to put the Tower ‘on top of: the Volks =
‘and had Pote drive 1t over the Bay Brldgu. le might havc had some trcuble in the
tunnel, thouuh. o

But now we can't ¢ven work on that idea.: “cto has offbred to brlng it over
here on his bchcle, but Carl pointed out that his tires:are in bad shape and he
might get a f£lat on thé way. Another good idea out”the window

Dave suggests hiring a barge and floating it across the bay I'm kind of :
afraid of that idea though, because it might sink, and then there would be the:.:
fruits of our labors) tumbled “into the bottom of' thv‘bay And the. Harbor Command
would probale Sue us, tao, ‘for dumping refuse in the ‘channel, -

Ron suggestgd we commissien .a. trucPlng outfit to do the- transportlng. We )
called a few, thouﬁh, and ‘thcy said they wouldh't  Have anything to do with hauling
a damn tower of beer cans., Ve told them we knew it was a llttle out of their
linc. Some of them evern got indignant about it,

It's a knotty problem, all right, We're still worklng on it, but while we :.
contlnue ‘to mull over ‘the problem, I thought maybe somé of the readers could offer
some suggestlons. Rcally, we nced thcm. If you were in our shoes, what would
youdo'? ¥ e - . St AN 1 o4 ; % qa

WHIIE'PETE WASjIN NEVi YORK he met 2 girl named Grace Weinér, ‘and as such
things happen, they, struck up a friendship. - Pete even wrote a Clique letter on -
her typewriter oncé. (The Clique is a WOBW group betwecn several of the local
crowd which has lYargely dicd out since most of us moved:-to Bcrkeley.) Anyway,
when I printed Pctel's ‘account of his expericnces on the trip in the last issue
of Inn, Pete asked me for a copy to scnd to Grace. Becing out of complete copics,
I gave hin an 1ncomp10to one composed of the cover and ‘the last half of the issue
——it was.all complete in itself, But lacked the contents page and socveral itemss
Pete sent this to Grace, and apparently forgot to exolaln the thing to her.

Thbn I got a lettcr from Marty Flcischman:

" 'Had a letter from a gal named Gracc wWeiner t'other day, from
. ..which I quote parts: "To got a little closer to the not-so-clear = “
- point: a few days ago I! received a copy of - 'the innish' in the mail.
. Being, as far.as T. could tell ith my lack-of fannish knowledge (what-
~_ever that is), a nonfan (whatever that is), I was confused, puzzled,
:astonlshcd, amazcd, ‘dria compix tbly frce from any comprehension what-
QSOuver., In other vords, wiat's this all about? Are you a membar of
the Cllquc° I ¥ould very much appreciats hearing from yon..." :
; " Well, there it is.. . bhe gist of it anyway. - She said she plckod
me becausc I was the only person in Inn's-lcttercol from her part of.
the country. I, Pt told her to go 301n the NFFF-awhat would YOU have
£ donegagi ey
; Upon hearlng of’ this, P@te rushed a hasty letter of explanation to Grace. I
thirk the wholc thlng is funny, and hope ‘Grace will feel that way too now that she
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knows what happened.,

I WAS TALKING TO ELLIK, as I am wont to do, and somchow tho subject wandered
to scicence fiction., Ron mentioncd "The Circus of Dr. Leo.™

#T¢1] me aboubt 'The Circus of Dr. Lao,' I said to Ron Ellik. "As you know,
I am a fakcfan thesc days, and know nothing about thc stfantasy field any mors."

"W7gll," saic Ren, "it's a book by Jack I'inney..."

"o 1t's not," I said. "It's by Charlcs Finney."

"Oh, that's right," BEllilk said. Wjack Finncy's one of that Chesley Donovan
crowd, which is a real mess."

WBut he isa't," I protasted. "Jack Finney is thc author of 'The Body
Snatchers,! and various other stf stories." >

"Damn," said lon, "you're right. I must have been thinking of Mark Finney,
who is a CD boy."

Mio," I said, "you were thinking of Mark Pinny."

"0h, that's right," said Ellik.

It certainly is a wonderful thing, now that I'm a fakefan and know nothing
about the stfantasy field, to have a fellow like Ron around so that I can find
Ou'b _-Lhings. » 5 ".‘-._. s o : : .

" eTerry Carr

Aside from that, Daughcrty, how'd you like "Ah, Sweet Idiocy"?

In the front room Tucker and’Evans had located an old Ouijah board., Placing
his fingers tenscly on the 1ittle wooden indicator Evans inquired, "Are the Shaver
stories truc?" The indicator iimediately zoomed to YES.

, : ~-—Joe Kennedy, PHILCON MEMCRY BOOK

Some years ago, Al Ashley accuscd Burbee of making everybody talk dirty. No
ona, so went the pitch, over talked dirty anywhcre until Burbes got around them
with his foul mouth. Particnlarly,’ né one cver used the Anglo-Saxon term for
the ventral end of the digestive tiact until exposed to Burbee who is supposed to
be obscssed or ‘have a fixation oy somcthing. (This merely proves that Burbee,
deny it as he may, knew AL Ashley--because nearly cveryone Al aver moets sooner
or latcr turns out to be obséssed or have a fixation or something of the sort
dealing with tho amus. I don't know'why this should be.): :

Sore woeks ago, I vas réminding Burbee of all this (in line with our policy
of forgctting all about Al Ashléy) and in the ‘coursc of it I accused him of in-
venting the anus and sctting it up in the image of-a rugged individualist for
EVETyONE b0 WOrSHEDa i v e i e Bl R - ; :

"T'did not," said Charles Burbece, *invent or create the anus. I merely dis-

coverad it to the estern korld." ' -

~-F. T. Laney, FANDANGO #26 .

 Like Haley's comet, Claude Degler had rcappearcd for a brief momsnt and then
returncd to the unknown regions from whence he had come; and it had fallen upon
me, an unknown and amateur observer, 1o be: the first to observe his mysterious
volations. I have met and talked to Claudé Degler; I have walked through a glass
door; what more can life hold for me? = <« = = s

; EAEe Yol e ''==John van Couvering, WIID HAIR #7
It's only reccntly that T've stumbled across the swamp folks. Walt Willis HSC
is ‘the British authority on critturs-énd just-recently, he sent his whole Poge
collection to the Ipicentries on loan. I went up to the Epicentre ostensibly to
learn fanzine publishing from their evening class, but instead the whole evening
was devoted to swamp lore. I nevér saw'the duplicators and got home five hours
late muttering, "You know what this swamp needs?" LN
--Chuch Harris, SOL #l



Pete Graham

CLAYFEET CQUNTRY

et

NGhod ! What a fabulous ¢
fannish creature this is M

Last sumser I had occasion to visit the Washington, D. C. area. Sandwiched
into the three highly enjoyable cdays I spent as a tourist were several hours of
visiting with the washington fan grouv. The contrast was striking.

I phoned Jack Harness from the place where I was staying with definitely
uncertain feelings. The neo-ViSFAns (i.e., the D. C. fen of recent years) had
been highly active, extremely verbose and tending toward serconfannishness and
sophomorism in print. The worst of those qualities I supposed I could discount
because, after all, so had been the Bay Area fans and myself; it wasn't a crime.
But I wondered what they were rezlly like in person,

Harness on the phone sounded like a reasonably nice guy. Armed with this
favorable impression I went to his apartment that evening; for the remainder
of the weekend I slowly became more and more disillusioned and disappointed.

I was ushered into Harness' one room apartment and was confronted with
nearly the sloppiest collection of dirt and miscellany I had ever seen. Directly
inside the door were several old chairs, none of which were empty. One con-
tained the latest FAPA mailing on top of a foot of other tanzines; another had
a good deal of Harness' oils on it; and a third was decorated solely by a pair
of unclean underpants. "This is Phil Castora," said Jack. "He's my roommate."

A dirty Hawaiian sportshirt grinned up at me from the bed. Castora's only ‘
resemblance to Harness was the similar shirt worn untucked for three days.

Castora got up to shake hands with me and then sat back down on the bed--the

only clear seat left--and I was left somewhat at a loss as to where to sit

Jgyself,

Harness was showing re his paintings and his latest FAPAzine. "And here's
2 one Castora's doing for this mailing: IT ISN'T ALTOGETHER G. M. CARR'S
FEJIT M T set my tape-recorder down, hoping the owner of the pair of pants on
the floor wouldn't mind the fact that one edge of the taper was resting on them. .
irere was really no cther choice. "There's something about G. M. Carr that
drives me wild," Harness laughed. W"Yeah," said Castora. They both laughed.
I tock it upon myself-to move a few books from one bed to another and sat down.

Uley," said Jack, "I've got a great'idea for ybu to take back to Terry
Carr." His face glisitened. The late-summer Washington heat had taken several
days at least to create that shine. What made 1t worse was that an obviously
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equally long time had been taken to cultivate the scrubby light-blond chin-growth
that Harness undoubtedly referred to proudly as a beard. The strange hair-growth
above the lip, again blond, again sparse and again somewhat glowing, completed

an already discomforting visage. Either Castora had shaved or hadn't reached
that stage yet.

"You see," Harness was talking, "Gertrude runs this column by her husband
called 'lMr. Carr Says:'! He put this in falsetto and they both laughed again.
Harness laughed louder. He was enjoying himself. He was wandering around the
room as he talked. Several paintings were visible over his shoulder, all ob-

icusly by Harness. As he noved around the room other things were also visible

rer his shoulder. There was a mirror one could hardly see through for the scum
4 it which collects on glass over a period of time in a hot, dank, dusty room.
were was Castora not really listening but looking at fanzines. I discovered
Jhcre was yet another chair in the room; this contained uncollated copies of
:v1e fanzine of theirs. "It'd be great, see, if Terry would do this column for
UAlL, see, called 'Mr. Carr Says:'...boy, would that be great i He threw back
hiz head and roared, throwing a completely new light on the perspective of his
glowing face. On the two parallel beds were Castora and myself, some clothes,
several books, about three I'APA mailings and other assorted magazines. All this
was on the right as vou entered the room, as were the windows. I think there
were windows. On the mantelpiece across from the door were some more of Jack's
paintings, one or two not even terribly bad, and Scientology tracts were here
and there. I'm not sure if there was a rug on the floor. There was really no
need for one, if ycu know what I nean.

We smalltalked for awhile and had a reasonably good time; I found that Ted
White was coming over. I welked dowvu the hall to get a coke from the machine
and met TEW as he came into the apartwent building.

"ellow," he said, very confidently. "You
must be Pete Graham." He had a real beard. le
was fairly tall, about the same height as I.
Dark-haired and not quite light-complexioned,
he was obviously a very self-conficent person.
He reminded me in one sense of Gumbril in
Huxley's "Antic Hay". Certainly White's over-
assertiveness and overenjoyaent of himself was
only a surface, thougin possibly a thick sur- ' .
face. Harness cculd laugh at his own jokes, (/
but White revelled in enjoying his personal
vritticisms. Harness could admit the possi-
bility of soreone else being funny; in his per-

sonal actions, rnotwithstanding his vocal. ap- c%;
preciation of other persons' humor, White Lk !
sesmed convinced of the unique outstanding Ted White, Wily Oriental

vaive of his own wit. Certainly the impression
given was tnat if TEW did not think it funny it was not worth laughing at and that
the converse was equally true. -

As Ted entered Harness' room the Wiashingion fandom hierarchy became apparent;
Harness' room may have been his castle, but Vikite was lord of the manor. White
entered, and as far as he was concerned the situation was well in hand. The con-
versation thnat went on after he caie in is somewhat dim; I do recall that it was
fairly interesting, being about fans and occurrences, always interesting tcpics.
During this time I met Wnite the &rtist (a collection of watercolors he happened
to have with him), White the mimeographer (whom we all know ), White the fan
(tacitly self-styled just about the best one in the D. C. area), and White the
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anophales mosquito; that is to say, White the Carrier. In our wandering conver-

"' ‘setion, we touched on a group that White knew rather well. White proceeded to

tell me the intimate details of their personal lives, their weaknesses, their
Nperversions," the faults in their family lives, and just why A was sleeping with
B's wife and when. : :

He had just met. me; his long thirdhand association with me through fandom
(I had never had any corraspondence with him) I assume is the reason for his
telling me things that to ry mind are normally kept to one's self if one has any
remaining liking or respect ifor the friends in question. Now mind you, I1'm not i
saying I dicn't .find this information enjoyable and interesting; in mym own morbid
little way; I just have grave doubts about the properness of its being quite so
. freely passed about.. I have visions oi Ted wWhite flitting around sucking dirt e
from the fans and people he meets and simltaneously injecting a little muck of
his own that he's sucked up froam some other innocent victim; some of his pleasure
being from having. thg knowledge himself, but more of it deriving from the actual
disseminationﬂ,__' o 2 b

Vie were t0 meét azain the next day to go visit Ted White's pldce. 'I showed
up promptly. at The Elmwood. I found Vihite, Castora, and Burleson playing a simple
card game. Yow, I had three days in Washington; I wanted to do some sightseeing
and I also wanled to mect Vashington fandom. And, at the risk of sounding self-
righteous, I didn't wani to waste time playing cards. At first I thought, Hell,
screw this card game. +‘hen I reconsidered and said to myself, Pete, you're not
being a very gracious guest, like you're imposing on them and all. So I waited.
After my vain attempts to show a polite disinterest in the rather mechanical
gare they were playing (I'am sure that a couple of simple words and motions would
. be all that would be necessary to instruct or reinstruct anyone in the rules of
" the game; it was the kind where you play until someone has 500 points) they started
dealing me in. So for two hours that afternoon weé played cards. '

After the game was over we Went outside and there was Harnmess in the doorway
of the next building over, in--so help me--a smock and a beret. His easel sup-
ported the canvas on which he' was nor&ing,lwhich“to e looked lilce the title
illustration for T. S, Stribling!s "The: Green Splotches." After some talk of
Aht and the like I took some movies of Jack, TEW and Burleson--Castora having
left for one reason or another. ‘“hese movies I will show only to people who know
the persons in the scenes, because the cavorting and juvenile play-acting that
went on in them is literally eubarrassing to watch. Amidst the "faint aroma of
performing seals," Harness stabbed Vihite, White made faces at the camera, Harness
drew a thumbnail sketch of Vihite on his dirty thumbnail and threw back his head
and laughed, being a perfect aﬁvertiSQmenL for depilatory manufacturers. .

Burleson, T&W and I did finally get to White's house in Falls Church, about
a half hour from Viashington. ' I was shown the extent of the white collection:
about 500 records, two tapers, more than one record player, several speakers, a
fantastic collection of comic books, some stf, and a fanzine collection. White's
rooms, teing small, were cluttered for théﬂmerg‘quantity of his belongings. They
were neatly arranged, however. As a contrast to the other neo-WSFAns, White was
not, sloppy; on the contrary, there was almott a fixation for methodical neatness
__that I have obzerved in no one else, except at times in Dave Rike.

TEW!'s hi-{i system was rather superfluously elaborate; there was a small
switchboard of the plug-in type located on a stud in prominenﬁfview; Its pur-
ported function was so that any one of several items in TEi's system could be
connecled to.any other. Ba2cause of the several output sockeis on the various
reproducing machines'that Thite possessed, however, I tended to believe more that
the value to T of the}liﬁtléLbbérd,waéfinfitS”Impression4creating Quotient.
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The fanzine file was also interesting. Each magazine's run of issues was
kept in a colored fclder, these colors being divided into three gradatlons. I'm
not sure of the ‘exact colers, but they ran something like this: blue for top
fanzines or top-nane—eq1tor fanzines, pink for other BNF''s and the usual good
fanzine, and white for neo-zines or crudzines.  There was one fair-sized blue
folder that held Ted Whlte S magazines. : :

We' spent the afternoon assemhllng the current issue of STELLAR and listening
to Gerry Yulllgan and contemporaries, and that evening went to the YISFA nmeeting. .
The house in which it was held was owned
by a senile old woman who didn't really .
seem to comprehend what a monster she was'
harboring in her home and who locked on
the whole proceedings with the eye cof a
- Ladies Aid meeting secretary. I met
Richard Eney, who was rather taciturn
. throughout the evening, believing, I think,
. ‘the meo-liSFAns to be rather ‘below his :
Jdevel.  The neo-WSFAns cooked up a plot . .
-to have,Burleson impersonate Raleigh
Mwltog, whom none of the ViSFAns had met,
.with particular vengeance being aimed at
Eney; the plot was completely and anti-
© climactically successful, with no one,
- .least of all Eney, paying any attention
: to Jultog nee Burleson.

R,
II/;" M :.'\

Tell me, Mr. Eney,
do you do anythlig
in FAPA'PH

:Bob Pavlat was there too, and.a nicer fan
on thé Bast Coast I have yet to meet; he
came the closest to wiat nmight be called normaley" of any of them, VWhile in
Wiashington I mailed a oostca"d to- Terry which said: VA1l the neo-VSFAns are
either effeminate, Queer, Boiiemian, immature (really immat ure), insecure;-ego-
tists (subtly), cestructive critics, or some kind of combination thereof." Ny
oplnlon, except for the sonewhab overly strorg. "queer," hasn't changed a bit.

After the meeting Burleson, Hurness, hhlte, Castora and I retlred to a coffee
shop near ihe Elmwood. The waiter ob- :
viously knew the créwd; he gave us de- -
sultory service which was easily matched y?,
in return with offiard remarks and cuts : (F(v- N2
and penerally impolite treatment. Over- .?1')5,__,
coffee we talked for at least an hour NP
on subjects I can't remember. The two /}je»f/
things I can remember are Burleson . . i:ibUAN\/ D
skstching out cartoons to fatch any : TR R
lines-at 21l tkat were cracked at the
table .(most of which were just bad)
ard Castora izaughing like hell. Nowy
scme fans can laugh. Une of them is:@ . = 7
John iagnus. Castora, on theé other "= *. .,
hand, can't; but the rest of the D. C. i3}
group thoagh* he could and they aided )
and abetted him by cracking weak purs . Fe S B
and undernourisned jokes for hiin to': A
laugh ‘himself silly over, and by som= @ .. " Ahed) :
menting for a good ten minutes 'straight . "+ . - wpgis going down for the’
on what an excellent laugher Phwl Cas— third time M
tora was. : Balaiiady
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Bob Burleson was a nawcomer to the D. C. crowd, and one couldn't be guire sure
about him. He looked vaguely kempt, at least a step or tio zbove Harness and Cas-—
tora, but he was sinking fast. He had met the neo-ViSFAns about a week and a half
voiore T arrived in Washington. He told me this when 1 took nim home one evening,
an¢ the—e was a hint of sadness in his voice, almost as if he were a little sad
- out the whole thing but knsw he was in too deep to get out. Pity. The neo-
5FAns vere already telling him he was the greatest cartoonist since Ray Nelson,
wowving nim half-convinced that evervthing he turned out was "magnificent--great,
¢ oat 1" At every supposedly humorous comment or punchline he was urged to do &
cartoon--if of nothing else, he drew a group of people laughing at a punchline.
nis gualitative output was cecreasing steadily.

How, Ted White and Harmess and all the other neo-W:.SFAns are going to take
this article personally, as well they might. However, the point of viriting it
vas nobt to criticize only this small segment of fandom, but teo give it as an
example of tendencies too highly prevalent in our little microcosm these days. In
that pestcard to Terry I mentioned several features of groups like this one: con-
tinual egoboo—seeking,'immaturity, insecurity, and destructive criticism. Other
features can and should te added to this list: pomposity, an overestimate of the
value and reality of fandem, and A narrowness of mind toward activities and events
occurring outside cof faudon or closely related fields.

Inmaturity, being somewhat inclusive of the other tendencies, was about the
strongest impressicn I brought away writh me of D. C. fandom. Yhite's freedom
from the sophowmorism of ths cther ne,-4iSkAns was amply balanced by his pseudo-
sophistication. ALl of thes group pounced on one another's words to make a ploy—-
usually obvious--or a "one-up". Iarness contually and consistently made puns on
a seventh-grade level {on tape: "Variety is the splice of life...that was reel
funny, wasn't 119%), Harness is often cut about his low-grade sense of humor by
the group, but they seldom realiza the trrth in their words and laugh like hell
at his jokes just the same.

The continual saarching for egobco becomes distinctly irritating after a time
too. The poor and continual jokes and cuts are bad enough, but the expectant looks
and the repeating of unheard or more likely ignored jokes are impossible to take
for long. I was also a little upset to note my warmhearted acceptance by the groun
as evicenced by the well-reant insults that passed pleasantly through the good
company, such as "You queer," "Why are you such a jerk?" and "For Chrissake, don't
you ever do anything right?" I didn't receive or give amy of these remarks, but
their utterance by the twenty-year-olds made me feel that I was in the company of
junior-high cchool chiidren.

The problem can be put wp with, of course. I had a good time with the
neo-WSFAns; in spite of their idiosyncrasies (and perhaps because of them) they
were interesting people. But the disturbing element is that such characteristics
as T've described are comzon to many fennish groups. The actions the neo-WSFAns
cisplayed were typical of the ores that have made so many fans revolting for so
long; why T was leery of visiting fans on my trips across country; why vVarner
weuld just as soon not have Zans call on him; why Tucker has almost bodily thrown
out fan wvisitors.

There's no easy remedy for the situation. The best that can be done is to
point cut the problem and atuempt to drive home its existence, so that those at
fault cen correct it. Until they do, fans who complain of the public's thinking
of fandom as a lunatic fringe will be standing on weak ground for arguing.

-~-Pete Craham
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Directly at the hecad of Francis T Laney the mallet came flying.

L

This is the same Laney who edited the #1 fanzine ACOLYTE, the #1 FAPAzine
FANDANGO, who was a one-time dignitary in the NIFFF, and besides being an office-
holder in FAPA a couple of times, was more than once the Director of the Los
Angeles Science Fantasy Society.

If I could remember the cxact chronology of this affair, I might even dis-
cover that he was Director of the LASFS at the very moment that the mallet came
flying at his head. Can you imagine anyonc throwing a mallet at the head of the
Director of the LASFS? '

This happened back in 1946 or 1947 when Laney and I worked in the same shop
and each working day was like a protracted meeting of a fan club.

A fan club with only two members. For about a year it had three members.
Gus '/illmorth, founder of the adzine FANTASY ADVERTISER, worked there for a while.

Laney, in response to a loud warning shout, looked up just in time to see
the mallet and to duck. The'mallet whizzed over his head and crashed into a
partition.

Chow, the Chinesc machinist who had thrbwn the mallet at Laney and shouted
the warning at him also, care up to him laughing. "Old Chinese joke," he said.
"I almost kill you."

Laney, shaking his head, laughcd too. It was an incredulous, wry laugh, the
laugh of a man who, not quite understanding, was trying to be a good sport. Chow
demonstrated his sense of humor in peculiar ways at times, Laney knew. And so he
laughed, without much humor in his laugh, because he could scarcely believe that
this thing had happened.

I could hardly believe it myself and I had just witnessed the entire sequence.
Chow had picked up the mallet, and standing a dozen feet away, had swung it under-
hznd at FTL!'s head shouting "Hey, Laney !" as the missile left his hand.

For a long time afterward that was a standard shop joke among the three of
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us. Nobody elsc could sce anything humorous about it. In fact, several people
said that they hated having Chow tcll them jokes becausc they could never tell
vhen it was time to laugh. On the cther hand, when they told him jokes they never
could tell whether he would look at them blankly or laugh uproariously. There
scemcd to be no pattern.

Laney claimed it was the fault of us inscrutable Occidentals,

Onc day Chow came to work fairly bursting with a story to tell us. He could
scarcely wait to tell us what had happened the night before.

It scems that Chow-and his sister lived with their father. Every night the
0ld man came home around cleven o'clock after closing up his little grocery store,
and he entercd the house by the back way in total darkness, He had a system for
finding the dangling light cord on the back porch. From the door he reached for the
vashtub, followed along the washtub so many paces, and having reached a certain
spot would reach up into the blackness and grasp the light cord without a miss, He
was very fond of telling people how he could do this every time,

One day Chow noticed, in changing the light bulb, that the outside metal shell
was eclectrically live--hc got a shock from it, So he attached a wire to it and ran
the bare wire down in place of the switch cord. That night his father came home
late as usual, felt his way along the washtub as usual, reached the locating point,
reached up and graspcd the light cord...Chow said his father's yelp of fright and
pain could be heard:most of:'the wdy down the: blocks TG e e

"y golly," ‘I said when he told me the storys "He was grounded to.thg washtub !
He must have gotten a terrific’shosk: 'You.might have killed him." L R

"Only old Chincse joke," laughed Chows "I almost kill hime" .. - .. -
"Did h& find out you'd Figged the light switch?® » - , . .

"Surc; I t¢11 hind I say,- 'Oh boy, old-Chinese joke.. I almost kill you.' So
he laugh too." ST e

I gliess the 0ld ‘man‘saw the:pofntel o0 .70 =,

The other day in the shop the foreman started feeding a piece of material throug!
one of thc table saws with the'direction of rotations . This isinot c¢ommon practice
and‘this foreman-has been running thess saws for more:than twenty years, but there he
was, feeding the strip the wrong way. Of course the saw seized up and shot the piece
through the air at a speed we later estimated to be 100 mph. It screamed past six
inches away from ‘the e&r-df Chow as he sat operating a drill press. -It struck the
' wall with a sound like the crack of a rifle. -

Therquemap-wéntfovér_507C@ow.f "I'm not. hurt. Are you?" he said,

Chow said, "I didn't even have to turn around to know who &id»that,- Only one
man in the shop stupid enough," .

The rest of the day Chow would come ever to me at interyvals, usually announcing
himself by throwing somsthing sharply against. my: machine..or the wall, then coming up
and saying quictly to mey '"I'm not hurt. Arc you?" =Then hctd tell me the story all
over again,

*“About ‘the’ fourth time he 'told ‘mo the stery, I.said:to him, "What arc you so an-
noytd about, anyway? Old Chincse jokes “He almost kill.you,!
[ PEAEY SR gt L - LA | LY ¥

To Chow!s cternal credit it must be édmiiﬁédlthét he laughed. It was a laugh
that reminded me of Laney's: laugh, so”long.ago:: A!sort of wry laugh, without much
humor in it at all,



addenda page:

Due to the vagaries of INNUEIDC's distribution system in the past, there
are quite a few copies of Tnn's #1s l; & 5 left around here. Hence, a lot
of you will be receiving nunbers four and five along with this issue.
Those of you who do are requested to igncre the admonition on the cover of
#, that you should vote for Boyd Reeburn for TAFF, Boyd was running for
TAFF last year. This year it's ROK BENNETT FOR TAFF !

Looking through the fanzines I have for sale again (see editorial), I
found a couple more incouplete SAFS meilings, numbers 26 and 31. This means
I have for sale mailings number 25, 26, 27, 28, 29, and 31. Number 30 is
probably in there too. These are at $2.00 apiece.

Next issue and/or future issues will have such things as John Champion's
parody, "A Sound of Wonder," some stuff by Roger Horrocks, more of "Alexander,"
more of Varner's column, and I hope more of Burbee. Brandon is working on
several things, too, any of which night get into the next issue.

I hope you'll all be interested enough in seeing the next Inn to comment
on this one.

Best,

U iy Lo
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Carla Brandon

I'm not so dumb, really. I mean, I knov that you can't mix hard seb with oil
hase ink, and you can't wash the image off a hekto pad with hot water, and 3¢ simply
isn't enough postage to Bellest. And ‘I know that you can't vear a beany with only
one prop to ccnventions, bedause fans just don't do that, you see? And I know that
Tucker's not dead, and just ihat the Cosmic Circle was, and that no true fan would
ever let himself be augited. 1 mean, I just thought I'd tell you this so that you'll
nderstand that I'm not really so dwmb, I mean even for a fan., Oh sure, I read
Amazing once in avnile, and if 1'm in the right nood I can get a big kick out of
TITton Lesser and once in awhile I read tay Palier's editorials. But I'm not really
dumb . , e

But now, when I sit here by my mineograph and turn the crank round and round
even though I haven't any paver in ‘the feeder, I keep thinking about the last con-~
vention and him, and I know that I'll never, never see him again., I guess you'd
think I was pretty silly. Laybe I am. I mean, he's a BNF and I'm just a neofan~=
goshy I haven't even got a regular column in any of the fanmags. But somehow, I

can hope=--

Anyway, it happened this way., I was sitting in my hotel room looking through a
copy of INSIDE and curling my sideburns around my little finger, and being sort of
bored because there simply wasn't anything to do at the convention at that hour,
when I decided that I'd get out and walk around, So I put on the beany I'da bought
just the other day down at liacy's for 794, the one 7ith the twin props and the littlc
red felt fringe along the bottom, and walked out. I guess I was kind of stupid then,
because I wasn't wearing my oadge or anything. liaybe I should have. taybe if I'd
been wearing it I wnight have seen him again, because you know, you simply can't go
walking around a convention without your badge on. So I was standing there on the
thirteenth floor waiting for tne elevator to come down when I heard a voice behind
me. It was a really warm and deep voice, sort of like the ones you always hear in
those stf pictures down at the loxie. When I turned around I saw that it was him,

I started to blush, and I guess he could see that I was enbarrassed and everything,
so he put his hand on 11y shoulder aid asked, "Fugg or Grunch?" :

Of course, you know vhat I answered. "T couldn't very well ansver "Fugg," you
see, because i@ vas one of the biggest Grunches around, and besides, no one, simply
no one, is a Fugg anymore. e ‘- : :

And then he gave my beany a little twirl with his finger and said, "It's
fannish." _ i : ,
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I guess I blushed right up to the edge of my beany and I could feel a little
vuttertly flying around in the pit of my stomach. But somehow I managed to thank
hin for the compliment, and he took my arm in his, and I could see that his fingers
were all black and ink-stained. I guess I acted sort of neo-fannish, because I
said, "Goshwow," but T really couldn't think of anything else to say. Honest, 1
really couldn't.

NLet's pub," he said. "I've got a case of Burgie up in my room and a silver-
plated caurchkey. ¥e can pub a one-shot.!

I didn't answer him. I just let him lead me up to his room and when we got
there he opened up his vortable typer and handed me a cold can of beer. I guess if
it happened to me again I wonldn't chug-a-lug that first can, because I know now
that I can never, never hope to outdrink a BNF 1like him. DBut right then it seemed
1ike the prorer thing to do. I mean, he was so fannish, and I really couldn't say
anything. lost of the time I can think of a pun or something witty to say, but I
was so thrilled I was speechless. Finally, I said, "Goshwow, is this fannish," but
I knew he didn't hear me. He was leaning over the chair whispering "Rosebud" and
Hfout! in ry ear and twirling my beany prop. And while I sat there, feeling the
cool, swift breeze of the propellor and looking at the fine lines of the Emsh
oririnals he had on the wall, and tasting <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>