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KD IAN' tAKE Wi there i.went

" The story proper begins a month or two before
"the affair at Indian Lake, when a neofan from N i lwau-
"kee wrote me asking if he could journey to Ohio in my
cara His own planned transportation, he said, had
begged off at the last moment-- well, the last month.
Before blindly agreeing to such a reouesf I i sh
looked up the fellow in WHO'S ¥HO IN F\NDOM, 1B 5=
certain his rating; | wanted no common peasants in.my
automoblle. WHO'S WHO informed me that he was barely
in the acceptable bracket-- it seems that he had col-
lsborated with Edgar Allan Poe on a little story and
thus made the grade,

Thus reasswred, | made arrangements to meet Mr.
Bloch. - in the Ilffle tcwn of Joliet, 1(Illinois, on a
,Friday before the brawl, | would p!ck him up at the
Joliet railroad station about ten a.m. Fine. The
arrangements were made. FEverything was in order. We
would await the glad day,

On Thursday evening {the evening before the glad
.day, Harlan) | got the itch to be moving, and besat
myself behind the wheel and bestarted out. Joliet at
night isn't much on the surface but there Is plenty
under the surface and | intended to seek a spot of it
to while away a summer evening. Just for'a lark and
to .make conversation with a hotel clerk, | phoned one
hotel and asked for Rober?t Bloch. Not there, of
course. Then | phoned another. Well-- yes, they had
a Mr. Bloch up in 221, Mr. Bloch answered his phone
and | asked him what in the devil he was doing in, a
day early? Oh, he said with fine presence of mind f
he had actually arrived the day before, Wednesday,
and now he was passing the time in his room wuntil |
would arrive on Friday morning. With that, | quietly
hung up the receiver and tip-toed out of the booths
It was quite some time later as | was watching a
"Cherokee Indian maiden perform the strange and fas-
cinating fertility dance of the Seven Nations" that |
begin to feel a twitch of conscience. Poor Bloch was
nobly suffering up there in his room while | sat here
enjoying myself with wild abandone. It simply wasn't
proper. And besides, she was no Cherokee: she was an
Ojibway if | ever saw one. | quit the place and
*slunk back to Mr. Bloch's hotel.

This time the phone brought no answer, but the
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desk clerk had a message for mee Frenziedly | ripgp-d
it open and read D ioshts scrawl. He had grown viiree
of sitting Ir his voom, and after 2 leng bus ride
absut the city ne pliened to visit a night spot where
an Indlan malden waas sald to be dancings-
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The glad daye T2n o'clock Friday morning and we
were at the reil station, watechling the tralns go bye
Mrs Bloch confezred ihui was a secret passion of hisg
to sit. on o smaiirtuwn fence and watch the tralns,
Once, a5 the 3snia e Superchlef paused a moment, ne
d:shed over Yo a drewivg room window ond thrust his
cuiograph bock 'n to rucone who' looked ilke a movie
star., Loter we exaniaza the autograph and found &
scrawled "Triagzer®, Gae traln after another passed,

ard finally Blauh asked me who we were waitling for 9%
| storcd at hlm oaghasts We had been walting for him,

Do:hing rediv thru the statlon to where the car
was perced, w4z hullzd v short at the scene which met
our c¥es. Frept Poiutpson stood there, with luggege.
Ted Dikty siood {nzre; wilth Jiajgages Judy Moy Dikty
stoed  there, diwiih. luohaiits Bloch and | eyed each
Oflel & Tie Thiz meant ccnce-z had to walk-- the car wos
oniy a five-paxsanoer .. Klcking and shoving and
cursiang end poking, we managed to stuff hal¥ the begs,
into the trunk and force #he !'id downj the rest was
stowed In the car vuadcr the f»2t, between the legs,
‘on the lzps and atop ihe shauiders of the passangerse.
The Studcbak=r scirinns sanped Sedly, "but we plod-iierd
trivmshiantiv out of loiict 2uly 3n hour late. We had
gone pechns flve miles beiars cisastar struck == the
o S sollier LR e N el trviag Yo Tear XS
way cut ©f a woodza J0X« e e P e s di” s TOp
scuffling vour feet:¥ He denied baing the ceuse, and
the oaorviole noice continued, My possengers became

| % a1 | drove nonchalantly one. what the

alarmed ai g
R g e e e e Bl S i = W L h, Oy S Tx hurdrzad
L R I There couldn't be anything wrong. At

noon we limped into the nearest Studebaker garagee.

it wasn't anythinge. Five people and a mountaln
of luggage had only pushed the body so far down on
the uvndzrframe that the universal joint was striking
the bottom, trying to eat its way up thru the floor-
boar:iisa It was repaired in a "jiffy" and two hours
jater we set sail for beautiful Indian Lake. Enrouie,
pi-sh discovered a metzor on a courthouse fawn.
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Last year, under different circumstances, |'de
been one of the first to reach the Lake and glory in
its untainted asir, its peaceful surroundings. Bea
Mahaffey and | had arrived there on Friday evening,
to find only Doc Smith and his wife ahead of use. It
had been a restful evening and now | looked forward
to another of the same. My mistakes. One hundred
other raving fans had also decided to arrive on fri=
day evening this year, and there they were, galloping
madly about the place, shooting firecrackers and sky=-
rockets into the rainy night, marching wup and down
the front sidewalk chanting "We are Seventh Fandom!',
waving bottled and glasses as though they knew how to
drink, and otherwise disporting themselves., 1In the
lobby, someone came up behind my back and ruffled a
hand through my hair. Another character ran up to me
and mumbled a sinister message. | didn't catch it,
and asked him to repeat. He did, but | still couldn't
understand him and reguested a third repetition. 1t
sounded like "You got a bone to pick with me2" Not
knowing what he was talking about ~-or who he was-- |
took the ecasy way out and smiled, "No."

if the chap who did that 1Is reading this, and

_will step forward to identify himself and tell me

what it was all about, 1'1]l give him a good room num=-
ber in Philadelphia and guarantee the girl will be
over cighteen years old.

There wasn't much sense (and no peace} to Friday
eveninge A blonde ran up to me and kissed me. She
hadn't been a blonde the last time | saw her. Six or
eight people wanted to examine the new car, sit in it
or drive it. Somebody asked me if | had found the ten
of clubse Somebody else said the restauvrant across
the way had strawberries. The state liquor rules in
Ohio were carefully explained to me (a most useless
explanation) and | was told the liquor store opened
at ten the next morning (which | already knew). A
man who had left me in tight anger the year before
walked in and offered to buy a drinke. Ned McKeown
introduced me to his wife and explained that she had
taught Trig in school. A famous writer's wife (letls
mention no names for fear of tawsuits) stumbled up to
me, grabbed me around the neck and demanded to kwaw
where her husband was hiding. | said, ecither in the
bar across the way, or in so-and=-so's room. She de-
cided he was in the bar and asked me to help her over
there. Like a gentleman, | did. Boorish fans and
dirty pros sitting in the restaurant stared at me in

<horror as we entered together. | was ruined. \




The only restful haven | found that Friday night

was a quiet room | believe belonged to Roy and DeeDee
Lavender. Rl eS| S SiiEesaar o, sh PEgarg T g’ thesroam
when | walked by, and so I°have assumed it was their

ewin, Cordiaiiy, they imvited.me ' Yn for-a"nip,” ard we
staith ~arolind el BiCH shelitiNe St holpa e SE i e eR Y an d* 1% &'t t 17
the wee hours, while now and then a fan or & pro or
two would drtfi 9n "and:stay a few minutes., A most
worthless character whom |. ordinarily avoid, an Andy
Harris, happered by and offered me a taste of an .im-
ported something he had in a colored bottle. '

‘Roy ‘Lavender looked rather odd hanging there up-
side down. | asked h'm why he was doing it. His
face disappeared and then | heard him telling.his
wife that "By God, there has been somebody under our
bed all nightl” A few seconds later, DeecDee's face
appeared upside-down, staring at me with surprise.

Saturday it rained again.

it was still raining Sunday, when some bull="

voiged oaf went along the corridor piunding on doors,
adytsing everyone that the banquet would be held at
noon sharp and they had better get the hell out of
bed, ( I know of my own knowledge that the sudden
‘poumding on the door scared one fellow so badly he
made o dash for the window, forgetting he was on the
second floor. She cauvakt him before he could jumpe )
We decided to break up the noker game and go down for
coffee before the banquet., One or two of the players
‘complained because we were cufting off - their chances
of recuperation, but McKecwn pointed out that he had
been dealing "Canadian roviette" since seven the pre=
vious evening, and his arm was mighty tireds We ex-
changed szcret grins and went downstairss

The most exciting eventof the day.was Ray Beam .
who tried to commit suicide in the best fannish tra-
dictions right there in front of everybody. Even he
~ was surprised when 'the Beatley table-knives proved
sharper than:they looked, and he necarly succeceded.
D B a e T o e OF SRl eeastitches - in the young
man's hand, revived him by sticking his head out into
“~thee rain, and everyone went back to their meal. All
agreed it was a most successful publicity stunt and
~4hat Beam would undoubtedly bid for "|ndianmapolis in
it Jokes and puns regarding the incident made
the rounds wunti! the situation humor was bled dry.
Afierwerds, ‘an Engiishkman named Clarke gdve :a little
te ik and did same snuskstering for his ten forthcoming
o
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| feel reasonably sure that much more than this
happened at Indian Lake, 1953, but |'m afraid you'i!
'have to read other accounts to find out. |t rained e
spell. Mr. Bloch compiained about loss of sleep. You
might ask Mr. Bloch about the disturbance in the room
next to his early Saturday morning, just as Mr. Bloch
was trying to get some much-needed rest. He gave me
only a bare outline of what happened, but it went
something like thisg

An hotel empioye (Mrs. Beatley's son, | believe)
was discussing a matter with a churlish fan who had
locked himself in a room which didn't belong to him.
The employe suggested the fan come out of there and
go to his own roome Thz fan suggested he go to hell.
The two gentlemen discussed the matter for nearly
half an hour, grcwing more impassioned by the minvute,
until at last the hote! man grew weary of the debate
and battered in the door, There was a resounding
crash, reported Mr. Bloch. But it wasn't the door.
The hotel man had also battered down the reluctant

~ fan. Doc Barrett was routed out of bed for medical
" assistance and a few stitches were taken above the
“blackened fannish evye. Amid peace and quiet, Blodh
fell happily asleep, knowing all was well,

That's what | call a bang=up week end.

The editor can draw pictures in the remainder of
this space, or the reader may scurry about collecting
auvtographse.

-Bob Tucker
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