


FIVE FINGERS - THE GLORY HAND
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(Another of theose deservedly
famous one-shot fanzines from
Loe Angeles, California.)
A RS S TRV EEITIERI SRS R LR AR R 2L SRRt RS PR RS R RR LSRR 2R RSN
Thie one 1s the result of an all-night writing and publishinrg sds@ion
at the LASFS olubroom, Saturday night, June 1, 1946, It would have
been mimsographed there and then, but E, Everett Evane, single-handed
aud without the eid of Walter J. Daugherty, broke the mimsupraph. As
8 penance, he ls mimeographing the whole thing himseelf, his iron grey
locks submerged and out of eight beneath a eix inoh layer of saockcloth
and ashes. Jobs for Jobs, that's ua,
MANAGING EDITOR:
FaL202 /11 (B0
Francie T. Laney
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FACTS IN THE CASE OF WALTER J, BURBEE
BEERE wx BEA kmkk Rk REMERRF &k FERERAN
An Editorial by F. Towner Laney
-==00000w=—

There oomes a time in the life of every man when he finds him-
80lf at a orossroade blowing hot licks into one of the horns of a Gi-
lerma. On the one hand, he considers, here is this person. I have
eaten with him, got drunk with him, t0ld dirty jokea with him, dcns
orifanas with him, even not slept with his wife. He has ocertain «od
pointe, 'tis true; one ocannot escape liking the fellow, even thuusa
one realises that he is a large talker and a small doer.

But, on the
oti.er hand, there is the safety and well-being of untold thcueande of
f ne to be oonsidered. Are they to be saorificed, deliberaiv.y and
vatn malice aforethought, to the whime and egooentricities o lis,
tnis moneter? Are their whole lives to be wrecked through scitoiation
with this oreature, when a few simple words from me might prevens this
wholesale waste of humanity?

No! Not even for friendship can I any
longer remain silent. Not even for orifanaoc!
Not even for the Pxime

Bubject !

Walter J. Burbee (originator of the famed Waltex J. Huxbee
projeots, whioch he jJestingly has referred to as Daugheziy n7. e is,
thereby maligning a name which, no doubt, is thoroughly wveevrv 2z of

guch malignment)...Walter J. Burbee, the projectomaniasz, ¢id nme in he
tye roat reprehenalibly.

Thies magazine, whioh at this wvexry mex.ot vou
hold in your hands (1f Evane got it mimeographed, that is , ‘e i
idea of Walter J. Burbee., He got up hefore the eyes of thad o]
LASFS and paraded himeelf most disgustingiy, hile volce goinz oo R
and on about thie Great Projeot which he, the Great Man, vwol.ld £ . -
vise and direoct, The ego-boo he got upon that ooccasion was encug. Iox
any five men, even for six or seven.

He got even more age~-boo wien
the finest minds in Los Angeles, plus Forreet J Ackerman, gathared to-
gother, abandoning for an evening their orifenac and thelr pumeuit of
the Prime Bubject, to oreate this fine magazine for the acle purvose
of giving Walter J. Burbee another name for his string.

.



But, having had his egoboo, he seemed sirangely reluctant ac-
tally to produce the maggzins, Hia excuses have been many and varied.
{ 3 many of them have been oh so plausible, particularly those which,
«6 I recall, made some serious mention of his wife. But wvalid? Hell,
no! Would that sterling fellow stay away from the half-world to humor
his wife? Would he abandon for a moment his assiduous pursuit of the
Prime Subject? Huh! Not that boy., 4 prevaricator and malingerer, no
less, I weep,

30 the upshot of it all is that I, single-handed and
without the aid of Walter J. Burbee; have had to edlt and produce this
fine one~shot fanzine,

Watch out for the fellow. Partliocularly beware
of sending him money for fanzine subascriptions. Because if you do,
not unlike other localitee he will abeorb like a sponge the beex this
hard~-earned money of yours has bought, and proceed to send you Shangri
L'Affaires regularly.

Don't ask him for artiocles for your fanzines.
For if you do, he will write them; he willl be so anxious to get them
(and his name, no doubt) into print that he may even stencil them for
you.

Don't write lettere to him; he'll just ignore them, and write
you dozens of pages talking about himeelf, pages which you will feel
impelled to answer, thereby provoking a veritable deluge of mail from
the fellow.

And above all, never go on a one-shot fanzine session with
him, or you'll end up writing the editorial, plus other anomelous tasks.

At this rate, the next thing we know he'l) be wanting to put on a con-
vention}
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In the mud of evening shadcwe .« think of
white dawn, red day, aud > ack night.

Time 1s poised in the bdbranche: =1t the
poplar tree. It runs in tlic craze
by the river. It lies coileld in the
watch on my wrist., It waiis wi%h a
woman for her lover.

Don't let them %ell you that fine ic a
colorleas medium.

Time is a torso with head and lixbts,
It ie
a mongter corpee lying athwart our
genaes,
It is a being killed by cur
existing,
We carefully examine the tody
for rigor mortls every twenty-four
hours.

~--Dale Hart
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HEMMEL'S SCIENTIFPIC SORTIRS
#18 Some Experiments with a Time Machine

My eminent colleague, Professor Serge Meyer .Pedro Pistoff,
us puablished a brochure at once erudite and obscure. Most of the
vifficulty experienced by the reader can be explained whea it is
rade known that Plstoff elways writes his stuff in Japanese with
Arablc characters and leaves it to be translsted by his Estonlan
secretary, who has a typewriter with Sanskrit charsascters, and who,
a5 8he wrltes, transposes into Esgsperanto, which the printer ref-
ders into English as he linotypes. And then Plstoff refuses to
read proof on his works, for by the time the material sess the
printed page, his superb brain is far away on another tangent. A
tangent, like as not, wholly unrelsated to the subject matter of
the text.

30 much for Pistoff's idiosyncrasy. We go now intoc the sub-
iget of his brochure. In it, afer s brief philosophlcal intrg-
(uction, he plunges headlong into the subject at hand, which is &
ruaning account, highly technical, of the experiences he and I had
with the small time machine that he collaborated on with me. The
model is now broken and will probably never be repaired.

Pigtoff explains how we made the machine, incorporating the
escence of some fifty sclences. He spends some pages theorizing
on the principles on which the machine operates, but rather murk-
ily, I am afraid, since we agreed, he and I, that we 4id not
clearly understand the thing.

A short description of the machine. It was but & small model.
We conld send it into time and it would pick up some small adjacent
object, and after a bit would return automatically to the time it
started from, It was not large enough to carry & person. For
"is reason we felt it scarcely warranted any publicity, and gave
it none. Td tell the truth, I was rather irked at Pistoff for
publishing the brochure.

We had no way to calibrate the vernler dials except by an ex~
perimental method. We ran the machine into time (we did not even
know whether forward or backward) and when it returned it brought
& garbage can., Prom a close examination of the contents, we de-
cided, from the preponderance of caviar, that it was dated some
time petween 1923, when caviar was introduced by a well-known ca-
terer into America, and 1929, after which date nohody had any money
to buy the stuff. We noted this in our record book and sent the
machine haway again and it returned immediately with a copy of an
esoteric magazine titled Shangri-L'Affaires. This was dated 1984
and was a rare piece of lugck, for it not only enabled us to set ths
controls with a high degree of accuracy but the magazine itself
proved so diverting that we ceased work for the day and sat around
mugs of ale and read and re-read this little magazine, the editor
of which, one Charles Burbes, was--will) be a wonderful men indeed,
if his writings be any gauge of his character.

Next day we resumed our experiments and on our first try, we
brought back a small dinosaur who proved to be & most irascible
animal, indeed, and entirely without convention. It was lucky our
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lahoratory had no rug, for we surely would have had to throw it
away. This little character escaped and was loose in the neigh-
vorhood for some days. DBefore we recaptured him, all cats in the
tizizhborhood had disappeared.

We also brought back & few other items that might be of acad-
ciiic interest. A pair of socks, unused, a pair of panties, used,
a pack of 7-1inch clgarettes tied in a bundle, a beer bottle, empty,
e bundle of newspapers through 1972-4, a stone tablst, an unmention-
abla thing of nameless material, a fish with legs, a bucket of sand
with seversl cigarettes crushed out in it, a crate of strietly fresh
oggs, an old sntomobile tire, and other items.

By this time the lab was plled high with nameless items from
all the perlods of time we had been able to reach. OSome of it
smelled a little. At this point, one of us was struck with an
idea that was so simple that it had naturelly not occurred to us
gooner, Since our minds constantly dwell in the realms of the
transcendental, We would simply load the machine with the refuse
and send the stuff away infto time.

The machine was fully calibrated by this time, 8o we had some
Jmusement selecting certain items for certain epochs and conjec-
turing the reactions of the inhabitants thereof when they discov-
ered these anachroaistic items in their mldst. So enthused were
we that we failed to distinguish betwsen lsboratory equipment and
the time accumuletiogs, and before long we had all but denuded the
room. We dld, however, keep a scientifically accurate log of each
item we sent away, and the time into which we projected it.

We sent back coplies of current newespapers so the 17th centuryy
and 1936 whiskey bottles to 1906. We r¢r5 the Smyth Report to the
l2th Century, and imagined the Indians’rizzlement at seeing it.

The dinosaur we returned, out of comps:icion, to his own sra. In
o falrly wild fashion we disposed of sverything---very whimsically
we thought. The task finlshed, we retired to our rooms. Almost
be.'ore we fell asleep we both hed forno*ten the time machine. It
wasg a thing accomplished. We forged &head into newer problems,
newer vistas, undiscovered realms of sciancse.

We stepped out of the laboratory *trz 2¢:i morning and were
amazed. We were surrounded by a plastic . c-f towerlng spire-~
tipred skyscrapers, of metallic streets end rent2stically clad
people. Wingless craft fled silently and swiftly through the
¢by. "My God!M™ cried Pistoff, his customary apiomb gone. "What
ige~~ald this?" We both shot back into the leboratory. It was
there, but it was changing. Even as we watched, new equipment
of a fantestic type sprang into being. The time machine, undis-
turbed, sat where we had left it.

The realization of what had happened struck us simnltaneously,
though 1 am sure I was just a little ahead of Pistoff. In sending
off thogse items so carefully gauged to create amusement, we had
11tered the structure of the time-flow., We had created a new time
track. We were in an alternate future. We loocked out again. Now
we observed the people mors closely. The women----the womenl Nine
feet tall, breastless. Green hair and three eyes. We hastily
drew back into our lab. It had changed still more. We grew
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r~ely frightened, or at least Pistoff did. Our lab was chan-
firx. Bince it was the hub of the time change, it changed slowest.
.t was not affected so much--not right away. But it wag drifting
* dually into the alternate future. We knew tagitly that we
nted nothing of this future. We seized upon our time machine.
consulted our records. (Object losson: Always keep careful
sgpris), We shot the machine back through time, got the bundle
o. nowspapers and returned them to their own time. We loocked out-
side., The tallest buildings now had flat tops instead of spires.
Wy got the empty beer bottle, the stone tablet, the unmentionable
*'"ipg of nemeless material. And the Smyth Report. We preturned
them to their own times. Wehen we looked outside again, things
were fairly normel.

Pleased et our success, we carefully recaptured all the items
and returned them to their proper and respective eras, and when we
looked out again, we were surprized.

The houses were bullt in octagonal shapes. The air wsas
flavored with mint. A bush in the front yard was hung with dough-
nuts and golf balls.

Another future! Another time track!: But it should not have
been! We had returned everything toc its proper time and place,
heing careful to return them so that they would never ben gone
from their erasg more than a half-second, plus or minus. Madly
we searched our records and our memories.

Nothing.

We gseemed dcomed to spend our time in some alternate time
track. Of course, we could conjure up 2ll manrner of time-tracks
by tampering with the past, but we somehow had & nostalgia for
Ar own time. You cannot imagine the nostalgia of being lost
ii.’. time .

Then, sheepishly, Pistoff muttered something I did not catch
and shyly drew out the pair of panties, used, from his pocket.
He's the sentimental sort.

We sent it back, as Pistoff brushed away a tear. When we
locked outside again, the landscape was the same as it had always
been. Dirt crusted everything. Stupid locking pecple dawdled
along. A faint stink came from the nearby soap factory--~we
breathed the air like it was some celestirl anodyne. Back in
our own time-track.

Pistoff kicked the machine into a corner and that is how it
got broken.
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377D IS SCENES 0f A TY2ICAL "INMURMAY TYTE™ MEETING Of THE

L. A. 8. /. 8.
(By Tiprina)

SCTHE: L. A. 3 F. 3. HEADRAUARTERS

C74£"1CT=R; Po-rie the Ack, Fran Tuney, Charles Burpy, Dale

Harthresker, E. Hic Perdue, Ash Alley, EE! Evans
Tou Ghoulstone, Gus Wodlmouth, Russ (The Dictator)

Hocekins, Local Yokel Jicuel No. 2, Wally (ILizht
Fentastic) Jangherty, Olantichesr ILiebscher, and
varioug other characters wuo haunt the Clud Room
on Thurséay nights,

{As scene 2jens, thunderosus strokes 2f Director Hodgkins'! gavel

drown out faint

gtrains of string orchestra 1In beckgronnd,

nlaying Iie“scher's favourite .iece, "Walt's Tryst”.)

DIRZCTOR HUDGKINS: (clearing throat peremptorily) The meeting

. TIGRINA:

HOPGEINS:

PRiN TANEY:

JUL3EE

. VATTY DAUGHTRTY :

will now come t> order. {Geheral scraping of
chairs and feet, surreptitious whispers, gig-
gles, burps and other characteristic noises.)
May we have the minutes of the preceding
meeting?

The meeting, under the capanle direction of
Russ Hodgkins, got under way at ....,.{there
follows a2 half hour or sSo devoted to the
reading of the minantes, durineg which there is
more sucrestitious whispering, pirpling,
eorughing, yawning, etc.)

Anyobjectionsoradditions¥ #finse., Minutesstand
asread. Any 0lé business?

(In costomary sitting positioa on chair, with
knees under ears and hands clasned around an-
kles): I wish to announce intention of tak-
ing the mimeogra h this week. You'll remem-
her 1 was geine to tare Lt last week, hHut the
doodleywhackey on the thinramawhatsit was
hroken and had to be fimed, ancé besldesg, San-
dy and Quiggle had the hiccups and I had to
stay home and take care of them sSince Jackie
had to work that aight =&nd I counldn't leave
her out on a limbe....

Ah yes, and two very nice ocnee if 1 may say
80,

I would like to announce & new project I'm
starting. I've designed a new gadget which I
call the "BEgo Boo-merang". It 1is resally
cuite an ingenious device. No matter where
or how you fling it around, with Z&irect or
undéerhanded mathod, it always c¢comes hack to
you, satisfaction gpuaranteed. I intené ¢to
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RUILEE

LAUGHCRTY :

107 COIDBTONE:

EVERZT? EValS:
MM CRINS:

(4t this Loint, Samuel D. Russell enters. Loud applause and
preetinzs ensue. | '

TT3RINA:

S, SRIpEH

TATE HART:

TOTGIINS
ART JORUEL;

WAIT TIE33CHIR:

present this item during the Convention, We
can H»roHhably sell ahout five thousand at the
Pacificon and put the rest out on consign-

ment at the Thrifty Drug Stores irn the vicin-
ity.

Oh, that sounéds wonlerfal!l 1I7ll need at least
flve of these Lgo 3ov-meérang gadgets for my
polls in "Shangri L'Affaires”.

Of course, o small asmount of money would help
further this uncertaking.

I move that we allot some money toward this l
worthy »roject. |

I second the motion.

Iet's see a show of hands on this. (Various ]
smudgy palms are extended upwards). A4ny oppo-
sition?

Why, hello Sam: As usual I gee youn're a lit-
tle behind. (A loud spasm c¢f bellowing denoct-
ing langhter issues from the vocal chords of

Pran Laney, whose obscene mind misinterprets ’ 1
this innocent remark, Pigrina blushes fur-
iously. }

{(with treasury account book Thalanced on his
knees) Hello, Sam. Glad to see you. Sit
down next to me. Let's see now, you haven't
been here for a long time, You owe the Club
+2 memhershis duss, and then there's the money
for the assessment, ete., ete., etec.

How about asking Art Jocuel for his weekly re-
oort on the atomic situation?

That's a good idea. How ahout it, Art?

Well, things are just about the same. Promi~
nent scientists rejort that Husiness is boom-
ing.

I would like to recommend some fantasy hooks r
that've just come out on the market. One of

them is ca'led "After The Atom Bomb, What®".

I haven't had a chance to read it yet, hut I
understand it's rather light reading. In fact

the h20k is composed entirely of *hlank papes,

Oh--and a good¢ novel I've just finished 1is

"The Sentimental Centaur", dy 4. E. van Ballot,
appearing in she cairrent Stupeandous Stories.
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It's & wonderful wistful sort of fantasy.
(Walt's eyes grow misty) I wept through the
whole thing, I really d4id. I heartily recom-
mend it.

3 WILIMORTH: Oh, I dunno., I read the thihg and I thought it
was pretty lousy. 1t was sloppily sentimental,
not very fantastic, and I was completely bored
with it,.

LIEBSCHER: (excitedly) 3But it wasn't! 1t was absolutely
the most terrific thing 1've read in ages. You
gee, the hero---that's the centaur---gets in-
volved with a Venusian meiden who is visiting
earth on her way to Mars, and seeceve

AL ASHIEY: I move that we table this disecussion and turn
the matter over for investigation by the Execu-
tive Committee to be reported upon at the next
meeting.

EVERETT EVANS: I second the motion,
HODGK (NS All In favour say "Aye".
(At this time, Abby Lu and Jim-E Daugherty enter the Club Room,

carryi?g trays on which are an appetizing array of refresh-
ments.

JIN-E; Would anyone 23ike some chocolate pie? It has s
special topping of Ego Boo~meringue,

ELI'ER PERDUE: (sampling a piece) Mmmm, delicions! What's the
recipe?

g T Oh, it's a new formula, I use hard-boliled egl(glos.
ABBY LU: Who wants some c¢offee and doughnuts?
PANS IN CHORUS: I do! (and other remarks in violent affirmative.)

HODGKINS™ Well, at least we have no trouble voting on thaet
situation,

(Curtain rings down on greedy fans stuffing themselves with Abby Lu's
tasty goodies. }
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Fritchard S. Shaver
fas confided to
Forrest ] Ackerman)

The long, low, slteek, underslung limousine swung up the street and
screzched to a noiseless hatt In front of the "96" Club., Miss Wanda
Pea Starr, preceded by her pet lemyr, steeped from the car and was per-
sonal ly escorked Into the Club by the proprietor, "Sloppy"™ Maxin.

Hay -
ing successfully solved the murder ot Murgatroyd Ackroyd, the White
Shadow swathed himselt 1n hls black cloak and became one with the Inky
nite, which was as black as pitchblende before It has been blended,
which is very black lndeed, we are assured by no less an auvuthority than
Oxnard BC Hemmel.

"yery well," sald the Head of the Lattn Dept., "We
will put you under contract for one year." "You mean," asked Titfuny
Bayer's Greek, "that | am annumployed?"

At thits, Wanda and her pet
panda began to rhumba to the sottly slfted strafns of M| Don't Wanda
Walk without You, Zombie."

The long, lew, sieek, underswung Lemurlazine
slung up the street and the street slanged back at iIt., Neet? No,
thanx, |71 take mine dry.

"Wet your whistle, copper?" "Much obllged,
sonnys" S0 he took hls whistle and dipped 1t In a stream of consclous=
n2ss, supportling Mari-Bether Eddy's contention that "there ts nelther
subs tance nor reality In matter, particuliarly it the matter be a bee~
ba-ba-|lebscher artic) e,

At that he seized a pencll and wlith hls own
three hands (both of them) drew the foliowling doodle,
which was hung In art gailerles thruout the worid,
titled "Apple Strudel on the Noodle™, which was only
$1tting and proper, vunder the clircumstances.,

bzr to Vogt ftor me in the f1fthcoming election. [ 4
swznt info office, | promise to do everythlng In my
power te do everythlng in my power.

His breath came
to him tn short pants, and Elsie came over to him In
her chemise, which fell to within 4 feet above her knees, which s
knees work i1 you can get tt, Nieson.

0O, pshaw, Bernard=-«pass the
lard and pralse the {hlammunitlon. There 1's no ftruth to the rumor
that the next Skylarkham of Space Opera wili be entltled "Tea Greena
and No Others", by Ann Sher!dan LaFanne,

Whassamatter you, puns drunk¥
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ESCAPE
by Gens Hunter

I em sitting around one day sometime in 1941, persulng
my usual pastime of reading wild snd wooly thobcht provoking stuff
which I %¥now 18 termed vaguely "science-flction", The mag is, i
believe, a copy of THRILLING WCNDER 3TCRIES., Well, Heving even
legs to &0 than usual, I turn to & page of departments, whleh I
have never before felt the inclination %to read. Unfortunately, 1t
turns out to be the reader's column, which is very good about that
fime, I dlscover after comparing 1t to later dates. I am intrigu-
ed. S50 what happens? 50 I start to write letters to the prozines,
They appear in print, In my youthful Innocence I am thrilled to
see the name 0f Hunter in print, I dlacover I am & Fil,

I begin to recelve lottergs from other letterhax., I ans-
wer them., Now I am an active fan. I write more letters. I get
more letters. The thing turns into & horrible montage of letters,
atretching milsg into the horlzon, rumming 1lnto thousends of words,

Then, when I alresdy havs & stf neck, I dlscover tnat I
am not a fan after all. Do I belong to a fan group? WMo, Do B
publish a fenzine? Mo,

I contemplate sulcide. That won't work, For I can sae
my unclean soul suffering in an endless Hades of letters, stfan-
zinea, etc, Is there no other way out? Yeos. In desperation I
Joln the Navy. Sometimes in the next two and a half years I wilsh
Sy, But never mind., Whlle in the Navy I drop all but a couple
of correspondents., Slowly I em freelng myself of the drug . . .

So a few years later I am driving myself to an aven
worse form of insenity by staying some 18 months on a desdlate
rock in the south Faciflec when Dr. Smyth 2nd hls buddles get to-
gether and knock out an atomle bomb, thus ending the war. and
thus, unfortunatsly for sif, sending ms homs,

While I em on leave Just prior to dlscharge I dd0 a hor-
rible thilng. For a 1long time I hear rumors sbout the terrlble
little house on Bixel Street. Something draws me to this Mececa of
gtfandom, this Shangri-La, this -- I can find no simile. 4&nd I
dign't want to join that bunch of LASFSlans or the Tacificon;co0-
clety, but I did. I ask myself -- I ask you -- what can be done
about thils aboninabls sltustion,

Here 1 am, formerly an Iinnocent, uncorrupt youth, plung-
ing headlong and without restrzint into fandom. You can already
ses how far 1t has gone. Here I sit, writling out tripe and trivia
for a fanzine, If that was all 1t wouldn't be 80 bad. But I'm
even planning to publish a fanzline myself. That 1s the last stags,
lensman,

30 1f you meet me at the Paciflcon and see that wlld
look In my eyes, 1t 4is not because I've been reading about tilme
machlnes and mutants and space ships and demone and stuff. Its
because I'm looking for an escepe from this web in which I 1 en-
neashed, I'm caught like & rap in & trat, I yell tou.

Quick bomesoddy, thing dosome.

THE ITTER BEND
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BCS ~-Leopold Stobullski Liebscher §3@
£00 5
¢ig Ranoschnerd Gleep contemplated his navel with a sort of resigned [ulao)
B38 savoir faire, He was thinking of someone close to him, His mind wanZ £ 0
835 dered to a popular song, usuelly blurted out by iniquitous imbibers when (Al
E50 they have imbibed too ocopiously: 0w
55 G
‘ Nights are low since you went eway 866
du I dream about you all through the day dad
560 My bawdy, my bawdy ikl
it My body misses you ool
B3d BI0

fuf  Gleep loved music, He hoped some day to make his living dashing ocut &8
dittles, Right now he was hard at work on his newest composition - "The {0
-t Skeleton Rag, A Serenade for the Well Tempered Clavicle, .50
&40 Several nights later Gleep's effusions burst forth in all their glory BID
#%% and he gave birth to the greatest song hit of the age, a ditty that wes 5@5
tul) to make him es one with the universe, ol
€aG It all happened too suddenly. He was sitting in the bathtub playing 0¥
880 chess with Elsie Probably, in his favorite position =~ straddling the wa- BID
BEd terspout. Elsle Probably became so enthusimstlo over a forthooming check ~0ad
gg% mate that she dislodged the stopper and wes almost sucked down the drein, ﬁm@
Thie made a profound impression on Ranosohmerd., He fell out of the bath~ BOS
B&G tub and 1it on the south end of a knife pointing north, £
i) Thus a startling change of events changed Gleep's entire foundation of Bt
BO0 life, He no longer werked furiously over a compositicn only to have the &l
806 oritios shower him with raspberries, They now poured forth upon him the BI
€30 orchards of their hearts, Of one eccord they proclaimed "Sonate for -
| Skinless Banana" the miracle piece of the age, ¥
(o] Tho {'irst performance of this marvelous composition had a profound &gﬁ
{;.§ influence over the audience, So enrapt was a certain spiritualist who g
360 attended the concert that during the second movement she materinlired a @!@
@#00 benana, and a cortain magician attending is said to have blossomed forth (il
&3F with o whole stalk, gl
il [y Tune upon tune came forth from the pregnant brain of our hero, He wos !
680 the first person in the world to have five of his songs on the hit parade = &
836 et tho same time, besides being honored by the Astute Brotherhood of Yo
6D Olde Gregorian Chantys, E?G
Sush songa as A Flirt in Four Flats, Bebop Aleba with the Queen of Qmﬁ
4G® Shebo, and When the Clouds Come Qut in Turkey and The Nights are Getting oy
883 Murky I'11 Be Bringing up the Spam, Hot Damn immediately found a place in i fef
#id3 the hearte of hoi pollod, The rabble rhumbeed, the cognoscenti congeed, E}E
06D and the worry warts waoltzed ecstaticly to Gleep's mellifluous melodies, gag
& 11 3
ggg But, alas, the fertility of Gleep was to wane, One morning while hav™ n7d
&85 ing o peech of a time paring his toenails, Renoschnerd stopped his strug- Bul
£o°3 plo with a particularly reoalcitrent pediocule, plumb tired out, and sud- il
068 denly realized thet Elsie was the omuse of 1t all., If she hadn't dis- 0ed
600 lodged the stopper in a fit of chess madness he whuldn't be the big man he@
68¢ was todey. Thus Ranosohnerd fell madly, irrevosably in love,
T o] He showered love, diamonds, and songs upon her, It was during this -
00f period that heo wrote his last great hit:s "Will You Love Me IN September ﬁgﬁ
%33 As You Did Beside the Bushes", It wae his last great achievement, From Uil
O60 then on Ranoschnerd concentreted purely on loving Elsie, His heart was Egl
858 hers, hls arms were hers, his hands were hers, his whole bedy was hers, )

%8 even the two extra fingers he inherited from his Great Aunt Matilda, ggg
Bad g
ot Over Raver ]
- - m
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i S0 our hero was contont. He had money, had hed leve, he had e home and 3]
’__', e had Elsies In fact he had everything, including a bed omse of sorofula.m
agg ﬁl fast the latter was to prove so somplicated that he eventuelly died of Ui

L]

B8  vElsie," he said as she set up cemp beside his deethbed, "you have giv- E@
B0 on me the only happiness I've ever known, I have knewn neither mother or 0 _ﬂ_5
ﬁﬁ father. They both died years before I was born. All my life Itve wan™ o]
8 dered in search of happiness, I've loved women in Shurdablurtenfurt, in 000
S50 shansafransinstans, in Yollifolligolly, yes, and even ome or two in )i
380 shildewrilltabillayilleolurtenfill, Texas, (Thanks, Theodore) I've seen ORG
fj@m the Hanging Gardens of Babylon, the @rand Canyon of Arirona, The Leaning

OO0 Tewor of Pise end Itve even attended & bacchanale on Bixel Street, but no~ UG

3% where have I found the beauty and speldnor to compare with yeur love.® o
A Elsie wept and wept, She tore her hair, she got dwn on her knees and @D
BB8 osked thet Ranoschnerd be spared, she walked the floor while tears flowed &
385 down her voluptuous thighs, she choked, and wept sams more, Onoe she be~ d@ﬁ
838 came so sverwrought she went down to Clemey's for a beer, Thie cheered ol
B83 ner up a bit for everyone was so wom erful to her, Setohmo MeGillicudy  JBB
B30 even drank a toast to Gleop's demise. This warmed the sockles of Elsliets
@83 heart and she walked home with a glow and her amour from next door, il
i But, alas, as she entered the room our hero was breathing his last, His E
@H breath oame in short pants and Elsie came over to him in her ohemlse, G5She
$% knolt down beside the bed and stroked his head, and every once in awhile i {1
ggg she stroked his hair ~ it wus so long and so ocurly, the only one he had ggg

left,
i) Ranosehnerd looked up into Elsie's eyes. They were so beautiful, so )
B8% blue, so fllled with the joys of heaven, so full of understanding, even thelfil
868 one in the middle, il
133 Ranoschnerd asked Elsie to put her erms around him, She put one arm ol
808 oround his middle, one around his nesk, and with her free arm she son”™
BO8 tinued to stroke his hair., And it was thus that our hero passed from this 5aQ
98F world into the next., (Ah} the fantastic at last) With his last breath  3&%
808 Renosohmerd asked Elsie to oompose a fitting Epitaph for his tombstone, vad
g% Whioh Elsie Probably did, ggg
kol Here lies the Body of Renoschnerd Glesp ol
sk He Died Unawakened, Within His Sleep Julbfi
paa A Musician of Mcans, He Gave the World Songs _
ﬁpﬁ And Now He's in Heawen, Where He Belongs Eod
oo He Sings As He On & Cloud For e Pillow G060
#iod at last Laws of Ceser Petrillo R
mmﬁ@ﬁgg@g@mgmm_m CT2Ea)GEREE0 LABYCUBAEaEo0IE T The
ggg POMES FCR GNOMES
830 --0Ogden Nash Rooster 5%
ST Most men I know tell me gw
84 The start of their troubles B2
a3 Was viewing a wWomen 856

In unmentionoubles =

i 85b
gg% When gating at women ggg
835 With girth etomaohical a0
554 Weering a grdle ¥55
ﬂﬂ Seems quite prachieal 838
m&g Ladies in chomligos ggg
A% Never fail to plises 50
ggd Mother get out the preoipitron ggg
&5 And watch my dust at the Pecificon 550
531 BED
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WOTHER'S LITTLE HELPER
GUMS TUP THE WORKS!
OI‘ - ]

have you probloms that VEX you?
have you troubles that PERPLEX
you?
does cverything go wrong whon somothing important is 1n a
hurry of preparation? does 'em, huh, does tem?

then, here 's the happy answer
BLak® IT ON FaNSOM'S SCAPEGOAT

TH' OL' FOO, HIMSELF

Lissen, mine chillunsg, and you shall hear a tail of such
terrible terriblencas that you will not be able to sleep for-
evsr MoYre.

Comes soon the PACIFICON, Comes the need for some print-
ing for a certain PaCIVFICUN activity. Several fans voluntecer
to help. So does Th! 0l' Foo. 4nd then, what does he do? I
shall relate, HE BUusTs This CHasB! That's what he does, you
hear the man say, that what he does, the man says, he stys.

Comes some imimeoing to be done. Fans volunteer. So does
Th' ¢1L! Foo. And what does he do? He busts the mimeograph, so
he does does he. And now we can't get this here wonderiful wnd
mogt Gerrific fenzinc finished until it gets fixed.

S0 a resolution hrs been passed, unanimously, that here-
after all things that go wrong in Pandom shall be blamed on
this hore now beF00s3iled fan, He shall be the ofiicial to-be-
blamed-{or-everything-fan of all Fandom. You, waocver you nay
be and wherever you may be located, now have official permis-
sion to suv blame him for cnything that happens vhen and how you
don't want it to happen. For this IS official, 4 former Com-
tiunic.tions Officer of the Galactic Roamers made the motion; a
former presiagont of the NFFF seconded it, and it wags passed un-
animously.

And all us La&SFSeras can only moan and holler -- “Who Lot
That Guy In Here, Anyway?"

Pohgive us, we begs youl Fohgive vs. 0Oh, whoa ic us!
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