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I have just complstcd a preposterious icet s
HARRY WARNER JR i bM’L{ :;’; iua;lz ieken ﬁprupo crious projece

agl € £ turouzh cvery page in cvery
publication distributcd througn rAPA since thc mid-
dle of 1959. This reoprescnis wore than nine—tenths

of the club's bundlecs since its ergonization, and cven wmore of its total output by
bullie Cidssion of the first cight =ilings froa this rocvicy was a nsccesity, not a
chickening out on my parte I didn 't join vntil FAPA was beoginning its third year.

It took sparc noucinis over & couple of months to do the leafing and to tyme out notos
on many mattcrs tuat turncd up durine the scruvtiny. It was donc as part of my homc—
wor's for the fan history that I hopc to be rcady te write before FaPl's 200th wail-
ing. A1l thot rescarch for fan history camc at about the right time, beecausc it
causcé nc wo realize cortain things about FAPA just when I was sipccted to writec this
arcvicle for tac 100th mailing.

None of tlic notes that I tool auring chose weslis will find their way into this
articls, beciuse I don't wane to scoop myscll on fan history and becausc somgonc clsc
is writing FAPA's history for this publication. But the vhinge on which I dida't
tale noves my be :ore important than the details of oo rescued the mailing on cach
occaslon wnen thc ;ocoon51blc oificey dcizcied and how we ot oJsgler out of thc or—
genizetion. I've answered to wy own satisfaction a2t least in thc unuritten phase ef
uy vroject sorc gquestions thet had lons plaguea me: How hes FAPA survived 2 quarter-
century when ocher national organizations collapsca proupoly or changed unrecogniz-—
ably over the years? Why dic I anc many othcr fiins romain active in FAFA during
years in which vz nad becois petrificd in wost other phascs of fancon? What causes
the frigatfol crush of the wob scelding ad-ission and tac peticnes of thos wno wait
ous wheir years witinout the wale?

I suspect tdat the solutions all centecr around a comuon factor: @ special kind
of security zand stability thac FAPA has coue ©o roprssent in fancoms, Iio maticr how
mich we @Ry sncer at the comon herd's yeaiming for the props of social sccuriily,
guideca itissle budgets in ;nc federal soending pro-ram, and 3luc Cross, we arc still
closc cnough to being human to huve souwe reimants of that fondncss for a huddling
place, a safc and permanent roetrcat from the constent change and instability all
cround us. TFAPA did change radically from its first wailing until a tiwe on which
various uistoriane algni dlo&”f ¢y but ccrtainly not sooncr than iws £ifth cnd not
later than its teonth bundle, Since then, it ues becu cssenvially the semec orgoniza-
tion. It has undsrgone ncumbership turnovers 2s close to 100 per cent as tic awesome
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longcvity of Spcer will permit. It bas had threc comstitutions, outlasted two wars,
ailcd through ths risc and fall of the gquantity of tuc prozincs, and remaincd oo’

as various scicnce fiction thomss caime into cveryday life, 3ut over the past 2) o=
24 years, the general atuospherc and activitics in FAPA have remained unenangcd. You
could Gip into any mailing over that porioed and yeu'd focl at nomc, oncc you got used
to tac differcnt typcfaces of long—gone members and figsurcd out whe vopics of the

i jor points ol discuccicne

0

In a sensc, I am vegging the cucetions, I don't protend to Lnow wiy FAPA has
become the fannish symbol of reliapility zand stabilitye. But I thinlk that you will
find these qualitics in the organizaiion in matters tnat go dbopcr than the regular—
ity of its wailings over thc yoars.

Of coursc, tuc orsanization has baocn helpcd by thc pri itive naturec of its pur-
pose and function. It dictributes fanzinss publishcd or writtcn by membecrs. It has
nevexr preicndcd to vary this routinc, or acd functions unto itcelf, or to cuange
such imwtable laws of naturc ag the commandment that there shall be onc miling
cacn tinird monci. Despitc those tiarce constitutions, the Oré“ﬂlzCEIOu has the sams
officers with similer dutics ze in 1957. It has picked up a 30% onlarcauent of its
membership rosicr and & waiting list along the way, and quite a few procedural find-—
ings have been made law, lcst we forget. Bul the unwriticn lawe rcmein the same,
The member who publishers something off-color cenough to risk postal wrath gets clob~
bered by at lesst vhree or four msmbers, the rars indiviaval who postmails comments
onr the w2iling to which tnis is a postmailing geocs and sins no worey ana the officcr
who fails to erxrry out ais dutics carvies that sin around his nccl like the mariner's
albatross for the rost of his fannish carcer. 'ho would kinow the namc of Agncw to-—
day, if he hasn't once held up & wailing?

Comparc tuis irmaculate singlcmindedness with other major fannish organizations.
SAPS is FAPA's clccst surviving compotitor. 3ut iu docsn'+ hold the same place in
fandom that FAPA possesses, judging by waiting list size and turmover. I suspect
that SAPS has anever quitc rccovered f'rom its attacks of compeeitive spirit, during
wiaich it wae less concerncd with being itself thon with running a race with FAPA.
First its members sought to prove that thaey could be ore entcrtaining ana cimsing
thain the stodgy FAPA membership, latcr the sizec of bundles became an obséssione To-
dey you couldn't possibly find a way to compare che carlicst SAPS railings with the
currcnt SAPS bundlceg; the spirit and nature of the organizztion has undcrgonc a coi
pletc mctamorpnosis. The IFFF has hcld on to its original name but littlc clese,

Lot even iis wmost ardenc supporicrs today try to rake it thc organization that it was
acslcnrc to be: a boay reprcsen*"clvc of all fans, with utrong powers over fandoide
Fow it's considcred by some meubers as the only real fandom, by othsrs as 2 purga-—
tory in which neofans should be conrined until they improve sufficiently to be ad—
mitted to tihe hcaven of genercl fandom, but nobody sugrests that the NFFF should
collect a ta2x on each fanzinc publisicd and cach fan article uriticn, a modesi pPro=
poscl that was sceriously prescnted in the organization two decades ago. The YSFS
cmerged from an almost scciet body into a dominating force in fandom and came 4o a
spoctacular dissolution in a breethtal:ingly short span.

But FAPA cdoes nothing in particular and doss 1t exceedingly well, Just taink of
the criscs ©hat have risen and subsided outsidc the organization over the years.
Somc of ug doubted that fandom could survive the lorld jar II drafte The silly sea-
soil of tie Cosmic Circle and Shewverisi provided a one=two punch that causcd strong
fans to hide their faces in shamc. Then we were told vhat all 4he fans would
professionale within another year or two and would have no wors tine to publish fem—
zines., A couplc ol ycars alter that consumation failcd to occur, fandom was to be
wiped out by the aisappcarance of the last fanzinc review column in the prozinese
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I'low the declinc in the numbcer of prozines kas produccd prodictions of & couplete
consiipation of the processes that forwcrly cenverted neriel huins into fans, And
if you read through those tall stacls of FAPA mailings, you'!ll find comparati sely
little about thcse repeated annihilation threats. FAPA has beeon the onc thing that
has rczaincd sirong and scomingly immortal down through the years. The simultancous
disappoarancc fron fandom of three or four gaficted BRF's may alarm outsids Tandon,
but thc lav of aveirages says that only one or two of them werec active wembers of
FAPA, and the organization suffcrs littlec loss., Ve don't lic awake nignts, woriying
over instances in which a FAPA office has been fillceé by an individual of du--
bious "reliability. If a trcasurcr should take a fast train to Moxico, FAPA meubers
wouldn 't go © bankrupt, contributing enougr diwes to pay Tor the ncxt couple of
mailings until ducs started to pile up again, - If an official editor sits on a mail.
ing, therc's always sowe member living close cnough to his homec to apply a batvering

ram to the ‘front door and a pistol to the head, and the mailing comes out a month or

six weelis latc., ilc don't feecl concerned when the size of FAPA bundles -dwindle, be~—
causc most of us have trouvle finding time cnough to recad them anyway, and we lknow
that activity will pick up again soon.

If thc above soundg unbeiarably optimistic and overconfident, the sitvation ig
going to dctcrioratc immediately, bcecausc I want to malic an cvon morc jingoistiec
suzecstion: that the old sldgan, "FAPA Forcverl", contzins more truth than was in-
tended in the cynical original use of it. Of course, FAPA could bc wiped out irre-—
parably by any of sevcral circumstanccs: The organization could end 1 the Comstocks
beecame overpoweringly strong and strict in the Post Office Department, or if amother
world war brolzc out that dovastated Torth America, ana it could be changed bsyond
all recognition if an official ecditor should permit a seriocusly libellous publicers

tion to be distributed and the offended peison won action against the distributing

organization ag wcll as “tue writer and publisher. But I can't belicve that any
lesscer accidénts could cause FAPA's existence te end within the-forseccable Ifuture -
“he next dceade or two, let's say, Specifically, I think that FAPA will survive for
mny years, cven if the last prozine concludcs publication by the cad of this year,
even if sowe ncw dispute sihould arisc that tcars apart the membership into factions

in a way that the Villis-Carr vendetta alwost did, cven if trips tc the stars and

the future and imrortality should come into existence next year. Thesc troubles
might wipe out the waiting list and might lcave FAPA with only a couple of dozen
persons on the membership roster, But I think that it has existed long cnough and
has provided enough fun during the past quarter—ceontury to guvarantcec ivs continued
life on sheer momecniun for an indefinite future numbor of years, Someonc once told
me that the Catholic Church will live as long as two persons who hold %o its tenets
survive: you need more than onc beeausc onc must be the Popc and the other nust
elect him o that officce I see no reason why FAPA couldn't lkecp going with half

a dozen mcmbers, if the evil days should coue,

I hope that I right, anyway. " Beeause I want to comtinuc to find haven in an
orgenization thet stays its familiar sclf while its components alter, just as I like
to remain & rcsident oi wy body, even though its individual cells give way to re-—
placcaenis at regular intervals, :

* ok ok koK it % K
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JACK SPEER There is a princivle, whicn might be reauced to
mithematical terms, thut the sarly history of an organ—

ism is morec important, per unit of timc, than later his-
torye 8o if I dwell more on the carly days of FAPA
here, “hers is some rationalization for it.

ot long ago, Donald Wollheim described The Founding of FAPA in, i believe,
Phantasy Press. I will begin aficr the December 1937 election, which installed a
sct of officers to govern until the June 1958 election.

The "changing tondency among fan pagazines" had alrcady transformed them from
tac prozine-centered things they were in classical times, Though you right not be-
lieve it if you cxamincd dhem, the magazincs in the first fov wailings represented
onc oi' thosc swings of the pendulum away from @& stf-centercd fandom, toward stefnisme

Two trends were wost noticed by contecuporaricse. Onc was the incrcasing concens-
tration upon the internal affairs of the microcosm, and particularly the flowering
of fcudse. The sccond was the drift of discussions and controversics away from purely
stefnic topics, and most noticcably toward mattcrs related to Communisne

So heat lichtning was flickering around thc horizon as the first annual elcc—
tions approachcd. The New York group, later to be called Futurians, still held the
most important officcs in the orvganization they foundcd, presidenc and official edi-
tors By thcir personal vendettas and idchelism they were gencrating opposition, and
it coalesced around the Philadclphians: Baltadonis, ladle, st al,

lleanwhile there were somc difficultics in the running of the ncw organization,
Somc of thcse werc misunderstandings that could have becen disposcd of casily wita a
little good will, Othcrs stcumed from the novelty of the organizatione. The wost im-
portant of these was the question of regularity in the mailings, Irrcgularity was
carried rather far when the third mailing was sent out in two scctions wany weeks a-
part, the seccond half on up toward the date when the fourth wailing should come out.

The meiling 5b carried a hcavy load of purcly political propaganda, some of it
bought and put in thc wiling by mewbers of the Committce for the Folitieal Advance-
ment of Seicnce~Fiction (thcre was then no prohibition in the constitution against in-
cluding purcly outside material on a member's "frank"). It was quiclily apparent that
there woulad be a sirong rcaction to it in the fourth wailing, for wembers were alrsady
bezinning to dovote some spacc in theiyr FAPAzincs to couments on the previous mailing.
The licheliscs, for their part, readicd soixe broadsides against those who had filed
in opposition to thne incumbent groups. They cuarged them with an intent to exercise
censorship over the contents of the rnilings (censorship of sociological discussions,
ncedless to say, not of obsccnity, which was almost noncxistent)e They attacked Speer
as an avowed Fascist, vhile sayins in another place, L0ur political opinions arc well
known. They should have no effect on this clcctione® Somc of the broadsides were in
response to @ lcaflet from the Philadelphia party which was to be in the same mailing,
another practice not yct disapproved by cusiom.

However, the wailing that was to contain this material did not comc out until af-
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'ter the schcduled time. Instoad, mewmbers received tae ballot in a asmall envelope
accompanicc by @ onc-siuca letier from Wollielm, in whicin he charged that treasurer
Baltadonis, who was running against nin for dresident, had :1¢ back nonsy nceded by
the New York ofiicers and was trying to sabotage tuec organizatioin., Years later =z
Puiladelphian revortca thaat Wollhein concedea his charges were unfounded.

The tectics in tae first annual election were in line wita the principle that
winnang an clection is better 'Han losing iv, regardless ol methols. Oaly gradually
were fair procedurcs firaly establisaed, It is doubuiul, however, that the tactics
were decisive, for the Establisiment won tie clection by a comfortable mrgin.

In suen svormy weainsr Gic FAPA pass its first wilsstone. This was the same
summer &85 the Newark Cenvenuion, when fouding reuchced an all-time bigh in importance
in fandem. Tt was alac tne sumier that ululor roarcc against Czochoslovaldia, and
the future scemsd to be »naintced in countercianges of red and black,

Then came Septewber and iunlch, Russia retreatced into isolation, and the Popular
Front in Francc and ics would—be equivalent in Awsrica dissolved,

The Septeuber FAPA m2iling, the fiftn, contained some material pro and con on
the Michelist movenent anc on the feuds arouna Wollheinm, but tiac fire was dying
down, A coance in Futurian strategy occurred. By not appearing at the Philadelphia
Conference, they relinquished the Tirst torld Science~Fiction Convention management
to the Triumvirse. Soon aftcr, the tirce Futurians among the officers of FAPA sud-
denly resizmad their positions. Aboul the same tine, it was announced in the Sci-
ence Fiction Fan that the Michelists werc g1v1n~ up for the time being tacir effort
to imake science—~fiction a force worldng for tne "scientif1c~ ocialist world state®
The FAPA oificsrs apjolﬂbhﬂ in their stoad an accinistration neaded by tnsir fllCnd
Olon F Wiggins, cditor of the Scisnce Fictlon Fan, with MHilt Roviian as official ec~
itor and Wally Marconstte as VP.

Up to this time FAPA, following the uundane apcs, had no activity require-
ments. In a special election in the forepart of 1939, the constituiion was amended
to restrict voting to active members, Rothmn, woving to Wasuinzton, turned his
cuties over to Mrdle, Mgdle failsd teo supply sectreas Taurasi witn & list of active
members, Taurasi sent ballots to evervone, and the retiring v~p ruled the election
invalid. Thert was a great laclt ol commwnication between officers and others at
this time, After retiring president Hl”gllc issued ovallois for anocher cleczion,
accompanicd by anotheirr onc-sided letiter but un&CCOJpaﬂle by details of the steps
just mentioned, there was a widespread feeling that FAPA had no properly ¢lected
aduministration. To compound the difficulty, alfter the membersulp in a referendun
had approved the second =lsction, Taurasi failed to turn over ihc secireas recorus

- ané funds., In the Flusning 3litzlrieg, Milt Hothman recoversd the goods,.

During all this confusion, FAPA clided a miling, an¢ tue otncr three each cane
ou%t froa a different city. In June 1940 the Philadelpiaians whe were supposed to put
one out failed to do so, and the Wasiaington Worry-Werts carried out the Philadelphia
Blitzlrieg,

So, chilaren of this fortunate age, lmow that toc regularity of your mailings
was hardc-won by jyour forefathors, boys forbidden fanac by their parents, poor gov—
crnment clerks getting about the country in day coachecs and old cars, then sitting
in a2 crowdec little bedrooir wallze off witn paperbdoara ou a concrcbe bacl: porch, to
revisc tic COAgEluUuion, changing the mailing datcs to July, Octobsr, etcceterz, and
with shouts of "Comes “he Revolutionl! maldng the first deadline July 14,
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luses ol fandom, sing we .a somewhat ampler strain: not all fen's delight is in
strife and dialectical mcerialisia: if we discourse of philosophy, let it be philo-
sophy worthy of adultis,

It was the Golden Age of Astounding; Unknown was flourishing, and the other
old proz; but after a brief recaction undcr the Triumvirate, fandon's penduluin had
swung again toward independence. In Aierica's half-peace of 1940-41, a ncw type of
fen domineted FAPA. It is hardly necessary to describe the ambit of his interests;
+o TFirst and Sccond Fandom, it would be necessary, but the cathclicity tnat cauc
with the Brain Trust is all around you now. Such differcnce from now as they showed
lay mostly in & greater seriousness, for in those days the American peoplec still had
a freecdom of choice which, if they could reason it out rightly, lay between a world
dominated by dictators with the threat of amnihilating war cver present, and tuose
sunlit uplands of Churchill’s vision. It has been rcmmrlksd, oo, that there was
more formality even as late as that. 1o doubt we had yet to leara by experisnce
such points as that tablcs of contente wers not necessary for many fanzines., If
we used surnamcs instcad of first nawcs, it is arguable that these arc more practi-
cal. But we knew each other intimately; wec were in toucn through FAPA, througa sub-
zines (therc were still many couplete fen in those times), through round robins
(which we called chain letters) and other correspondence, and through a great deal
of personal visiting, for as fen were fower then, contacts betireen them were closer,

Great naacs of those days werc Lothmen, Varner, Chauvenet, Widner, Stanley,
Perauve, and otners half-forgotten, Doc Swisher, D B Thompson, Lynn Bridges, Chan
Davis, Trudy Kuslan, Ackerran and Tucker were with us and active, and many wore
old and famous namncs.

For a while after Pearl Harbor, activitiy was as grcat as cver; then gradually
FAPAns vent into the armed Torces and found themselves unable to leep up quiite as
much activity. Ducs were raiscd to 75¢, over the opposition of the Futurians!
Constitutionalist Party. DMNembership was expanded from 50 to 65, and tucre that
ended. A few new faces appearca in the gaps, notably the Battle Crcek bunch, Fin-
ally, in the last full year of ihc war, & considerable -‘quiet settled upon FAPA.

At this point the Futurians, who had been good for several ycars, werc returned
to power, Lovmdes as president, new recruits Shaw and Suddsy Schuartz in other postss
The most interesting political development during their aduinistration was an amend—
ment vo expel firom FAPA anyone expounding the doctrine tnat there werée inferior
races; it wmissed adoption by a hair. Your freedom of spcecih was also dearly bought.

Then sudaenly, more mass rcsignations, another interrepgnum. Lowndes and Shaw
resigned their posis in FAPA, and the Futurians, not yet split in the X Docunent
blowup; launched a sccond apa, Vanguard. There was trouble getting the FAPA re-
cords from secretary Suddsy.

In the resultiing rcorganization, dowinected by Ashley, the constitution got
another rewrite, and among other unnecessary lumber from the wundane apas, the of-
ficial critics, whose comments appenred in the official organ, were dropped. After
an advisory ballot, the present mid—-quartcr mailing dates wsre cstablished.

Before the boys came marching home, anothér flap occurred in & votic on expel-—
ling Claude Degler, Actually not enough votud to make it legal, but Degler did not
contest tiuc action.

For a little while after the war everjthing was as before. The Brain Trust was
X



running the organizetion again, and publishing thcir pent-up meditetions on the
world's problecuws, If the change can be pinpointed, it was when Milt fothran, in
his fapazine Plemum, alftcr a well-received first installument, started a sccond in-
stallnent of a discussion of non-Aristotelian systems, then suddenly said the hell
with it. One by one the Brain Trusters dropped out or slacled off, Swisher, Widner,
Davis, Chauvenet, Stanley, Spcer. What came in their place was frothier, the light-
ness of the Spcctziors, Joe Kennedy et al, the declamations of the Insurgents, the
crics of the hucksters, the over-the-bacli-fence gossip abeout friction belt bucliles,
cars, lctp.

We are now into comparatively recent times, and fewsr crises occurred, In 1947
CE Perdue went to sleep on the mailing and was blitzlirieged by Burbee and lLaney.
This, i believe, was the last time tnerc was any great trouble with mailing dead-
lines. In 1951 was the Rapp-Bradley tie for president., The Los Angeles group, with
Redd Boggs, rode out uhe Jacobs resignation and filled most of the offices for years
before giving place tc a new Washington group.

Other apas appearcd as VAPA dies, first SAPS, then OMPA and others, but FAPA
maintained its primacy. Sneeary coined the phrase, LFAPA, where old fans go to die®,
and they were an unconscionably long time a-dying. Through the fearful fifties, the
lengthening waitlist troubled FAPA's conscience, but no solution was found., A coms
mitiee revised thc constitution late in the decade, but.{rouble with it increased.

To try to bring this history down to date would be to lose perspective, but one
other problem has been with us long enough to warrant mention. As the.mailings grew
lerger and larger, and the mundane world's demands on our time did not lessen, it
became increasingly difficult to comment adequately on everything in the mailing,
perhaps even to read it. FAPA, the largest apa and the chiefest repository of fan-
nish tracdition, found its common ground shrinking and its contocts with the rest of
Tantasy fandom diminisheds The characteristics that most distinguished it from the
mundane apas on which it was first modsled werc in danger., For FAPAtes were not
youns people wio published for the love of printer's ink, but who wrote for the sake
of what they had to say, and wrote to be read and responded toj; and they were part
of a larger sub-socicty with its own language and lore, '

R EEE

[)l(:k( ET\JF\( 3 Warner and Speer have piresented their explanation
C of and comments on the phenomenon of FAPA., I'm not
going to follow up with the logical completion, because
there is no excuse, let abee an explanation, for the
act of publishing a fanzine of some 400 pages and giving half the copies away free,
If you don't mind, I'll simply chatter a bit about the sclection and presentation
problems of A Sense of FAPA.

Though while in progress this werk was referred to as %a Best of FAPA anthology®
for the sake of conciseness, the idea of actually antiwologizing the "best" work to
apperr in FAPA went by the board pretty carly. -The actual criteria for inclusion
were not ouly quality, but historical significance and the power to illuminate ten-
dencics. Tor the first, I suppose you all lmow I'm skoan about History and don't you
by Roscoe Fforget that capital letter, bud. As to the tendencies, various as they are
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they have a common basic element which serves to account for our timebinding -- ‘hat
ability Harry mentioncd to drop into any mailing and feel perfectly at home. As you
might predict from the definition of fannish types as activist sophisticates(97),
that basic element is criticism. ’

Good fan work, that is, reacts to something rather than attemptiing creation in
vacuo -- thus, by the way, linking up with the scientific process and my couments &
coupla mailings back on the essential connection between the scientific outlook and
real artisiry as distinguished from artiness. As I look over the completed collec-
tion, indeed (for prefaces, like overtures, are written last), I note that only a
couple of items are even obscure about their character as comment or critique.

It's in the forms that can take this shape that we shine, 23 also in chronicle
and analytic report. Indeced, these last, though distinct enough for separation, are
only a special case of commentary (I like to think of history as MCs on the works of
God, don't you?), It is no accident that fiction is only a small and specialized
fraction of our output, and would be a smaller fraction of a "best" anthology —— or
that visual art, as distinguished from illustration, is a fraction smaller yet. Fen
do not, as fen, produce good serious fiction; after a thorough ransacking of the
FAPA mailings I can recognize less than a dozen exceptions to this judgement, past
and present. (Falf of those are by Farry Warner, too, which cuis the general propor-
tion down even further,) More, fans do not producc absolute art at all -~- and to
this I find no noteworthy exceptions, past, present, or prospective.

But, even given that the inclination of fanational litercture has to be given
special consideration, why not add a standard of literary worth and thus still wind
up with something that could be called a "Best of FAPA" anthology? Well, Tor one
thing, FAPA has a gestalt that can'™ rightly be ignored in selection; our best stuff
can be fully appreciated only in context, so that isolating it by purely literary
merit would destroy an important component of its real value., (It's not unlike iso-
lating proteplasm; when you pour your chemicals on it, it dies, and then it's not
protoplasin any more.) To continue, there's such a demned lot of the stuff. There's
a rather swall number of items which absolutely must be included; but when we con—
sider the material which is good enough to deserve place we get a mass of mss I
couldn 't handle in a volume twice this size. Between the unrepresentative and the
unimanageable, then, a dividing line -~ the one drawn to circumscribe this publica-—
tion, for instance ~- must be pretty arbitrary and, of course, involve some second
ground for judgement in addition to merit as writing. 8o after all, and finally,
the editor must exercise his discretion; and my predilections don't run to literary
elegance, but to content and communication. Now, the two latter qualities are pre-
requisite for the presence of the former in any meaningful sense; but in an antho=
logy 1like this, which takes a cross—section of styles as well as forms, they will
vary so widely from item to item that they can't be used dirsctly as a gauge of
merit; and so we'd be Torced baclk on the judgement by elegance, which, as I said,
is unsatisfactory alone., Thus my reliance on the set of standards I've given abovea

Now, as for the material, once ciiosen on those grounds and broughi to the point of

presentation. Happily, I've got a task different from that of the general antholo-
gizer, who addresses himself {o an audience known, at best, by its class character-
istics, and which he must in part lure and lull into reading his stuff. The people
I'm tallking to, members and waiting-listers, I know personally -~ shucks, I've met
over half of them face to face —- and I don't expect that you will need to be drag-

(97) My definition. Yuh wanna fight?
XLt



ged kiclking and scremuing into the chore of reading thise Indeed, I've made bold %o
deiand your codperation im getting at the individual Significance of each item, after
these fairly broad general comments; I expect that your own knowledge will suffice to
add the appropriate background -- that you know what happened just afier the end of
Speer's nisvory, or that you'll recall the movement Iichel's "Mutation or Death'
kicked offy or that you understand just why William Atheling is a particularly well
gualified critic of the works of Jim Blish. Thus my notes have been kept fairly
short and specific. For the ph"sical side of things, you know my unhandiness with
the stylus; thc few internal illos that appear are those so stirongly associated with
their stories that I couldn't pass them by, (Protesters will be Firmly Ignored un-—
less they have a long record of objection to the practice of printing books in pages
of solid text,)

A few pseudo—-errata might be mentioned hsre for emphasis; for instance, the
erratic order of the footnotes, which jumps hithsr and yon because the numbers were
assigned in the order in which the pages were cut, One thing that might throw you
is the internal numbering of Ah Sweet Idiocy; tuis scction was reproduced in a large
par: from Ianey's original stencils (plus soms duplicatcs obtained, by means best
left undescribed, from their Nameless Guardian's forgotten crypt), and those I had
to re-cut werc wade to imitate the original as closely as possible, Just rewmember
that page 1 of Ah Sweet Idiocy is page Ol of A Sense of FAPA and you should have no
“rouble., Aside from thesec, the errors you'll find are mostly due to my habit of
dropping back to my norial reading speed when I try to proofread stencils.,

Perhaps I should make some sort of sumsary here; but this is not a summary of
FAPA —-- it selects themes and teandencies which unify us, but which leaven the mass
rather than comprise the bulk, Let me rether shed a tear for the people who, des—
pite the bulk of this volume, got far less space than theis virtues and achievements
deserve, I regret not having lots more stuff by many people; Terry Carr, especially
("The Purple Pastures" was too recently reprinted to use here), but also Warner,
Boggs, Gremnell, and Tucker, Still, we're around yet; when it comes time to cele-
brate our 200th wailing, we can keep it in mind to do them their deferred justice,

iaybe I'll be able to right the wrong myself, 1987; I should feel recovered by
that time, after alless

#® OH %k %k 3k Ok ok Nk Kk K OF Ok

Bob Pavlat, for providing a title and a stack of early

reilings; Bill Evans, for recommendations and wore
I}”}NHS H{H& UU{ TD: early material; George Scithers, for vast quantities

' of lithograph work and noble assistance in assembly;

Chick Derry, for help in plating and drilling; Harry
Warner and Jacl: Speer, for historical notes and contributions to the preface; Jim
Cawthorne, for the illog which head all the sections but that on fiction (a Hidner
from Alicia) and What Pas Gone Before (by Neferkaptah Issek); Phyllis Berg, for the
tiranslation of the Iatin heading on page 263; and, of course, bon Wollheim, who
thought the whole thing up in the first place,
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N T To0 R S S E I AT N

Interest in our new organization nas reached considerable propor-
tions, Tnose fan edivers and publishers who have heard of it in ad-
vance have with no excepuion been very enthusiastic about it. All have
felt that it was an organization for wiiich there had been  great need.

What is the Fei.P.A,7 That is best found out by studying our con-
stitution (probably the clearsst and most worlable of any sif club).
The purpose and ovganizstion is there outlined. Then why this?

Thers are today about 27 fan magazincs coming ocut irregularly, )
Several, not too many, manage a regular publication date; others start
off regularly and then peter out; still others sece a Tirst issue and
then lapse for ages before another appears. Some go through various
metamorphoses; pass througnh printing and hekto stages, change hands,
change ownerczhip; and in other ways are unreliable, Vhy so?

The answer is that fan mmgazines, although published for the fun
of it, have had thus far to keep up & pretense of being subscription
megezines in order to have any circulation., OFf course they could be
given away, but to whom? To 100,000 stf readers? To 1000 fans? Such
circulation would be pronibitive and murderously expensive, So charging
their very nominal (for the most part) rates they wmanage to get
circulated, But their circulation is very small. The writer nas a large
experience with fan wagazines and has had the confidence of wany fel-
low editors. The averags circulation of a fan wagazine is somewhere
between 20 and 7%. Tuose who surpass that are ra“e exceptlono. But 1is
a circulation this low woirth it? The answer is "no"

Of course, piactically all tue editors excuange publications with
eacn other. Tous figures gy rise. But this is very uncertain ana un-
sliable. And can fans be sure that even the paying subscribers
appreciate the time and work put into a publication? I doubt many
of them do unless they are themselves editors. Many of them are,

With each editor sxchanging and subscribing to otner magazines,
he soon loses any money he might make, if he coulad wake any. That is
why many titles go one ‘igssue and no more, or pass out after three or
four. The subscribers do not support it. The gain is only the armsement
derived by the editor, publisher, and writers.

Now in the gener&l worla of youth there are sceveral organizations
of what are kndwn as "amateur journalists". These chaps publish littile
papers and wagazines 2s a hobby. They follow no re gulay pubdlication
date., They way range from 4 page 5x5 quarterlies to pretentious 30
page pro@esslonally printed magazines.



¢ These young general awatcur publishers bonded themselves together into
airateur press associations for the purposo of regulating and

bettering their exchanges, of aiding each other, of giving and receiv-
ing advice and appreciation.. These associatious ield annual get-
togethers, clected officers and conducted heated pclitical coniests
which supplied comnstant topic for editorial discussion. Lo uatier

who won or lost, they all rewzin loyal to the ideal of amateur journal-
ism and to their association.

The most binding feature of tnese associations was a unique
institution called the mailing bureau. Vhen a meaber had printed his
paper, he sent them to the official designated as kailing ianager,
This person would mail out at regular intervals 4o all the nembers
a bundle of all papers sent to him. Thus every member was sure of
getting all the publications and every publishsr was sure that nis
paper was reaching cveryone, and every writer assursd tuct his works
were gelting the widest possible resading.

This saved the publishers quite large sums of money and hours of
time and energy chat he would have spent and gore through for indiv-
idual mailing. As subscripiion magpzines, he papers could not have
paid. Besides it was his hobby, not his businecss. He made his money
some other way. He set type or wrote as relaxation in his spare timec.
He didn't kill himself to meet deadlines or build subscriptions. It
was all done for pleasure,

The world of fantasy fans has entered upon the phase of amateur
journalism and it will probably always nave it. Lieasures are nceded
badly to preserve the individual publications and to place the entire
field of fan wagazines upon a wmore Iriendly, less commercial, and
more solid foundation. There are many fans desiring to put out & voice,
who dare not for fear of being oblipated to keep it up and for the
worry and time taken by subscriptions and advertising. It is for them
and for the fan who adnits it is his hobby and not his business that
we formed the Fantasy Amatcur Press Association.

Ve limited the FAPA to fifty members because hekto mugnzines can
not exceed that., We limit officers to one term because we do not want
this organization to remain in the hands of any single person or group.
Vle limit membersiip to ACTIVE fans because we do not went any dead
wood. All members must be willing and able to do their share to hold
up the fan magazine stendard. The number of eligibles exceeds
fifty. We believe tuat we will reach our limit in short order. Fledges
of supwort have reached us from every fan editor who has heard of us,
Among these are such as Edward Carnell (London), Fred Pohl (Brooklyn),
Bill iiller (East Orange), Harry Dockweiler (Queens), J.k. Rosenblum
(Leeds), James Taurasi (Flushing), Dan NcPhail (Oklahomn ), Robert
¥adle (Philadelphia), and others.

Get on the bandwagon. If you received this, you are eligible for
membership. Let's hear from you and let's see you in the bundlel

—— a flyer distributed +to
prospects and in iAiling One.
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SN LENGTH ARTICLES T
NUMEBER TWGC.UF TO NCOW
A hustory of fandom as Gack Speer sees it

EDITORIAL INTRODUCTION

Full Length Articles is ordinarily a purcly FAPA magazinc,
but extra copies of this number will be wade for distribution at the
World Science Fiction Convention of 1939,

TABLE OF SUCCESSIVE TOPICS

The Beginnings; The First Staple wWar; the ISA-SFL Clashj; the Heyday of Fantasy
Magazine; the Decling and [all of the Era,

New Fan lagazines, Fly-by--Night and Pormancnt; the Second Convention and the £hift
of Power; the Second Fandom finds itself,

Onc Analysis of Wollheim; The Nature of wWollheim's pictatorships; The Founding of
the FAPA; liichelism and the Third Convention; latcr pevelopment of Lichelismj IPO;
ghughu and FooFoo; The Athcism Issuc; The First lonths of 1938; Junc, 1938; The
Conventions; The FAPA Campaign; The Crucial Period; The Undertow.

The Situation in the West; The Order Begins to Crumble; The Decline and Fall of
Wollheim; The Changing Tondency Among Fan Magazines; New Fandom's struggle for
Recognition; The Reaction Against Reaction.

PREFACE

A careful analysis of prefaccs to histories and other books as well shows
thew to be occupied, almost without exception, in bewmoaning thc inaccurzcics, limi-
tations, and general worthlessness of thc work being introduceds This will not be
an exception.

This is a kind of a cross between a sct of memoirs and a history. I have triecd
to cover, at least thinly, all aspects of the purely fan fiecld, but, as a glance at
the table of topics will show, I am @able to go much more into detail about those
parts with which I am better acquainteds You might even become weary with the min-
uteness of detail in placecs. I extend my sympathics,

I have tried, so far as possible, to wake this history as objective as a good
history should be. I nave been hard on my friends when they sesumed on the shady
side of the ledger, and have, I trust, never failed to givc my cnemies credit where
due, Despite this, however, especially in the accounts centering around June, 1938,
the reader will do well to beware, for at that point I find myself unable to sece
Wollheim's actions as excusable, when,; of course, thoy most probably arc., On the
other hand, since the object of this history is truth, rather than to make me popu~
lar, I have not leaned over backward with regard to my personal encuies.

In trying to cover everything at least thinly, I have relied upon unreliable
memory, upon inferences fron unauthoritative accouats, and in some cases, as in the
origins of lMichelism, upon pure guesswork —-— fairly good guessing, I believe, however,

If T haven't already made it clear, let me say now that this doesn't pretend to
be the final history of fandom — far, far from it, I only hope to make a connected



beginning, perhaps to slam such & mass of misinformation at you that those who know
will be bound to give the true accounts. When those accounts are in, when we have
run & course of 'vignettes of fan history' (1) in the fanmwags —— then will be the
time for the writing of a dependable history. The eventual historian or committee
of historians will thus have a good groundwork for a better, fuller, and more ac—
curate account than could possibly bz supplied by any one fan, however experienced,
working alone to write 'the! history of fandom.

Since I have realized from the start that this couldn't be the history of fan-
dom to stand for all time, I haven't made as great effort to check all points and
£ill in gaps as I might otherwise have —— indeed, a large part of it has been put
down from memory, in spare minutes at work,

If it succeeds in conveying to new fans a composite picture of fandom, nct too
irreparably distorted, as one fan sees it, that's about all I have a right to hope
. for,

But I think the old-timers will find interest here, too, aside from the certain
sport of picking out misteles and omissions. Fwun thing, the truth about several
matiers i here generally rcvealed for the first time, since I can't put into his-
tory anything I know to be false.

I turmm now to a wore direct discussion of the subject-matter of the history ——
or memoirs, as you will,

It will bs found to deal almost entirely with American fandom., There is no
disrespect to the Tomiies, Aussies, et al, in the fact that I have nevertheless call-
ed it a history of fandom rather than of American fandom. The latter title seemed
. that it might force me to leave out entirely all references to English fandom except
where it was directly connected with an event in America, a limitation I didn't want.

This is a story, not a handbook, and emphasis is placed on the flow of events
rather than the elements thereof. Fans in most cases have been briefly identified
personally if at all; fan magazines have not been mentioned as much as their impor—
tance would warrant., And professional s-f figures at the absolute minimum,

You will note the division of the history into periods. I aclknowledge that
the periods are much more strictly delineated than the actual conditions, but I
nave ample precedent in the writing of general history. And it seemed that it would
_be easier to recall the nature and context of the Schwartz-Wollheim feud if it were
fitted neatly into a definite larger pattern, or of the. Philadelphia Conference if
emphasis were put on its place in a general trend of the times, and so on.

It might be well here to define my use of the terms 'fandom' and 'transition’.
A transition I conceive of as a period in which cld structures are crumbling, new
‘forces coming into being, and the entire nature of fandom in a state of flux. A

fandom'® is a fairly stable stretch in which knowrn elements work out to their cone
clusion thru interaction and development, I have thot of ne transition before the
first fandom, because it seemed to come in pretty much in the shape that would have
been expected, without much doubt as to what its interests and activities would be.
I may be wrong; I know practically nothing of the early years,

dithout further ado, I conduct you to Page One:

- e e .

(1) Speer used degree-marks® as quotation-marks thruout; vasten accordingly.



& ~ Hrd 9 X THE BEGINNIINGS

For this writer, mere guecsses must suffice for the early contacts betwesn fans.
Many, probably, when editors no longer felt like carrying the discussion in the
readers’'. colums, continued arguments over scisntific matiers in private correspon-—
dence, and some controversics on non~scientific points may very likely have also
been continued privately after they had progrsssed too far for general interesi. Or
a particularly sparkling letter published might cause other readers to desire to
write its author, aside from any particular points brought up. At any rate, wany
science—{iction fans did contact each other, but for a time didn't realize that
others were doing the same thing.

Forrest J Ackerman and alias Jaclk Darrow popularized the letter—-every-umonth
habit with regerd to the professional magazines, and built up extensive correspon—
dences. Then, according to kcPhail, one year in the early thirties Forrest acker—
man took a trip east from his home in Califorrynia, and visited many correspondence
friends on the way. This helped unify the field.

Some local groups took to publishing official organs, wihich became the first
fan wagazines., The west Coast publication, The Time Traveller, was the first to
acihlieve gencral circulation. Sciencs Fiction Jigest, published at the other end
of thes country, must have gotten some mention in readers! columns, snd built up a
small circulation that was nevertheless nationwide, with some subseribers in Eng-
land., This magazine eventually absorbed The Time Traveller, and siuortly changed
its name Lo Fantasy iAgazing, to include facts pertaining to the weird fiction field,

The issue after its sccond anniversary, Fantasy iMagazine began dedicating is—
sues to the Big Three of scientifiction, and to other special fieclds, including Veird
Tales, Its first dedication was to the field-leading Astounding Stories of Strest
and Smith, and it received mention in Brass Tacks. ihen onder's time came, they
did even umore, sceing to it that cvery member of the SFL got a copy of that issue.

A bit earlier, taking cognizance of the existence of the fan world, Charliec
Hornig, who turned out a few issucs of the unsuccessful Fantasy Fan, and then {tcen-
age monaging editor of Wonder Stories, recomuended to editor Gernsback the formation
of a Science Fiction League., This was undertaken with enthusiaswm, and being well
featured by a comuercial nmagazine of large circulation, attracted many scientific—
tionists to the fan field, At the same time a Swap Colunn and other features of
interest to veteran 'fans! were inmaugurated. Later, the SFL Department began giving
semi-annual Bachelor of Scientifiction tests which increased the interest of member—
ship. It was the Golden Agec of fandom.

THE FIRST STAPLE WAR

In late 1954, Bob Tucker, a Brass Tacker of some stending, reported in Brass
Tacks the formation of the spwsstfm (the initials were in capitals when used by him,
but one of the first principles of the War was that warriors should not capitalize
the naze of the enemy, and this writer was on The Other Side) =— the society for the
prevention of wire staples in science fiction magazines.

At the head of the socicty was one dictator, tucker. In later issues of Brass
Tecks, the dictator reported new recruits of his society, and some months later dup-—
licated his original announcement, in lionder Stories' The Reader Speaks. One of the
new recruits contributed two doughnuts to the society treasury, and was given a fool
title, something like 'high nincompoop'. Another neophyte suggested rubber staples
to replace the wire ones, and was also given an official title. One ironic side
light on this war was that the next most prominent member of the spwsstifm wes ol
doc lowndes', royal pill roller for the dictator. Few lmew that he actually was a
medico of some sort,. and nonec, certainly, suspected that one day he was to be the
wost liberal member of Wollheim's iichelist group.

And here ‘ollheim enters, in opposition to Tucier, Lowmdes, and all the other
anti-staplers, Ve, he declaimed, have listened to this infaimous proposition long



7
enough. He therefore procleimed the organization of the International and Allied
Organizations for the Purpuse of Upholding and Maintaining the use of Metallic Fasg-
teners in Science Fiction (which he, mocking Tucker, initialed STF) Publications in
the United States of America, Unlimited., and czalled for support from all red-blooded
believers in the efficacy of metallic binders.

There followsd a scrambie for peower and recruits. Espionage and counter—-espion—
age were rife, and neither leader could know for certain that his most trusted lieu-
tenant was not a spy. Membership in the IAQPUMUMSTFPUSA, Unltd, reached around
twenty,; and doubtless the spwsstfm was about the same. Titles were given to all,
usua.lly meaninglese. the dictator stood alone at the head of his batallions, but
Wollheim, as Grand High Cocolorum, had Kenreth Sterling (whether author of The Brain
Stealers of Mars, or ancther coincidentally having the same name, was never quite
clear) as Exalted Grond Booleywag. Thers were two exceptions to the rule about ti-
tles: a recruit whon Wollhsim suspected tc be a spy was deprived of his, and young
Speer was named Lord HMigh Drodder, waferring to his suggestion that magazines be
bound with kand breds -~ paper fastensis, cuch az bind this publication.(2)

Both armies issued official organs, tucsker’s dijournal, and Wollheim & Sterl-
ing's Polymorphonucleated Lsucocyte. The PL was & scream, as was the membership
certificate; doubtless d-,ournal was, too.

The Wer entersd its pemmliimate stage, finding several episodes (chapters) of
the anti-staplers in existence, and three or four Fortresses of Wollheim's men. It
is said that vhen two Americens get together, they form a club. Two were all that
were required to for: 2 Forxtress.

It was a crushing blow to the spwsstfi» vhen the second issue of d'journalys upon
being issued, wac found stuck full of staplec --- sabotage, by spies! Tucker weakly
quibbled about the difference betwsen fan magazmines, and science~fiction magazines,
at which his program was aimed, but his prestigs was ruined. The New York Episode,
in its entirety, went over to dollheim,

An interesting commentary on the difference in the fan magazines of that day is
that Fantasy kagazine scarcely mentioned the Staple War. Out in Oklahome, McPhail
wrote in his private wgazine, Science Fiction News, that fans were growing tired of
alphabetical societies. Several anti-alphabetical societies alphabetical societies
were announced in Brass Tacks, and others expressed their weariness with it all in
more dignified ways,

The Va:r came to & queer end. At the Lsginning of a Brass Tacks department
toward mid—1935, Tremaine troke precedsat hy commenting on a letter to follow —
the commentary in italics — saying comes enigratic things about the recder reading
the letter slowly, to get ths same fseling from it that he did. The letter was a
report by someone of Tucker's hore town or nearby, stating that he was dead, and
giving some of his lesi wishesc. Iu shocked svaryone. But professional publication
moves slowly, and by thz tize that issvs of Astounding was on the stands, Tremaine
knew it wes a falke, and.in private lettere to interested fans, said he thot Tucker
had knowm of the triciz, ond that he would publish nothing more with regard to the
First Staple War. One of YWollheim's iieutenarts talked with the dictator long dis-
tance. "The Stanle War is definitely over." sazid Wollheim, "and we are working on
something that will be lots more fun."

THE ISA-SFL CLASH

Wollheim may have, to an extent, rvegretted his previous connections with fool—
ishness when he launched into 2 sevious and bitter indictment of Wonder Stories, in
long letters to ite The Reuder Speaks, concerning the gquality of its pulp paper, type
face, word count, and such other matters as the translation of stories from the Ger—
man; he was anti--Nazi even then. But deeper c2uses ILfor hate of Gernsback lay just!
under this.

(2) 8peer apparently had a weak stapler & uscd brads on several of his thicker fmz.



A story by Wollheim, The Man From Ariel, was published by Wonder and nsver paid
for, In working to get his due, Wollheim ran across many other young or beginning
authors who had been similarly cheated. He published his findings in the last Bul-
letin of the TFG (succeeded by the Phantagraph).

. The TFG, which has not been mentioned hercinbefors, was a small organization. of
rather more weird fans, which, at the time of its change of nawe from International
Science Fiction Guild (it originated as the Impossible Story Club) was headed by
Wilson Shepherd of Cakman, Alabama,., When Wollheim came in, and Shepherd and Woll-
heim publishers formed, the center of power began, unconsciously, tc shift to the

-aorth. The first Terrestrial Fantascience Guild Bulletins were hektographed publica-
tions; the last was a large~size mimeo effair, In wmeny respects, the TFG was before

. its time, '

_ Publication of the facts against iWonder Stories resulted in the expulsion of
Wollheim and a number of compatriots from the SFL. The last heard of this angle of
the case, ne had been offered six months' probationary reinstatement, and said he

.-would probably come back in, with his tongue in his cheek.

The XSFL was a name the expelled ones took., NMost or all of them were members
of the International Cosmo—Science Club, which about tuis time changed its pae to
the International Scientific Association., And it was the Hew York Brench of this
Association, supported bty other ISA wembers, which thersupon took up the cudgel in
support of its members, and became the rallying point for disaffectcd elements,
rather than the TFG. The staff of Fantasy lagnzine, also under attack by Wollheim,
made common cause with Gernsback and Hornig against the ISA. The result was the

- climax of the 0ld Fandom.

This writer regrets that he is unable to give an account of the war that follow-
ed, having had nothing to do with it and having heard little of it until much later,
when it was referred to rather than described, The NYB-ISA sang songs of their

- battle against Gemmsback; songs that might be adapted for modern singing. In some

. vay they must have gained publicity for their charges against Wonder Stories,; for
to their work is ascribed some of the credit or responsibility for the fall of Gerns-—
back's Wonder not many months after.

The NIYB~ISA published one International Observer, a wimeographed magazine with
a rather heavy sprinkling of science. The idea of the I8A in its later history was
to harness science~fiction and science together, and the Obeserver straddled the fence
Jbetween these two interests.

One day the NYB went off on a picnic and ended up in Philadelphiaj:- the First
Eastern Science Fiction Convention had crept up on them unavwarss., A good time was
had by all, we are told, and they agreed that it was a great ldea.

THE HEYDAY OF FANTASY HAGAZINE

For yet a while Fantasy Megazine ruled the field. 1In the later stage of the old
- : period, various vagrant fan magazines began to crop up again, but none attempted %o
enter into competition with FM. Jim Blish' Planetesr, based on an old suggestion of
Wollheim's to Street and Smith, put fiction first and Esperanto, etc, second. The
Phantagraph went thru a number of changes of forwat under Shepherd and Wollheim, at
first mainly club news and ultra~-!fan' discussions, and later purely literary., The
International Observer apparently was not considerec to be in direct competition with

. Fantasy ipgazine,; its contents being wmostly science ant fan doings rather than news

[ ]

. on:- the pros, Numerous individual publications, single-issue and single~copy ‘pass
_arounds' were being done, but of course could not threaten Fi{'s primacy. The boys
were feeling around.

Even then, pseudonyms ran riot among the fans. The Greater New York Science
Fiction Leagus was said to be populated wainly with pseudonyms, half of which were
Frederik Pohl. Willy the Wisp flitted around, always where wollheim had been,. report—
ing dobngs from o suspiciously Wollheimish point of view, as in the fight that re-
sulted in George Gordon Clarke's quitting the field.



The SFL continued, gaining new members every month, tho how interested most of
the members werec is problematiczl. Two or three 3 Stf tests were conducted, in all,
the returns on the last one nsver being published. Superficially, all was sercne,.

Then things began to happen,

THE DECLIME ALD FALL OF THE ERA

Wonder has been sold! italicized Fii's Science Fiction Eye.

In subscription, Jonder was doing rather badly, even compared to other pulps,
and the depression had hit all of them pretiy hard, (What depression?) But that is
in the history of science~fiction, and this is a nistory of fandom., Some of the
life seemed to go out of the SFL toward the last, tho perhaps it is only my fancy.
At any rats, with the dissppearance of the parent magazine in early 1936, the SFL
" ceased to be, despite its imposing list of somebodies on the board of directors,
which TWS at this writing still carries. The huge Chicago org of 50 or so authors,
readers, and fans lost interest in itself, All over the country little three—man
chapiers gave up the ghost; in England the young SFA took them over.

The sale of Yonder was almost the last big story Fil carried. Conrad H. Rup-
pert's Princing Service covld no longer print the wagazine, and the bunch in fOverett,
Fa, unad done one or two issues. But Fil was ekipping months, and a long interval
elapsed before the last one. They didn't lmow at the time that it was the last, al-
tho they acknowledzed the situation to be bad.

The rights to the name Fantasy iagazine were turned over to VWillis Conover,
and it was expeécted that it would be cowbined with the Science-Fantasy Correspon-
dent of Corwin Sticlmey. But personal differences arose, and while the S—-F C, later
the Amateur Correspondent, filled out Fii's subscriptions, Conover was out of the
deal. iany people resented the transfer of their subscriptions to the AC, since it
catered largely to weird, as had Charlie Hornig's Fantasy Fan, which was not consid-
ered competitive with Fii during its brief life., Presently Sticlmey frankly stated
that he did not aim at fans as such at all; thet he intended his magazine primarily
to aid young authors aiming at the pros, thinking that that was a larger group.
There was a great deal of entirely unstiic advertising, and a stamp department for
which dyed-in-the—wool fans cared nct a whit. FM had had, toward the end, no nore
than 50 subscribers; the Correspondent probably had very few of its own. A printed
magazine, it cost money to publish. Al length, like FM, it appeared less frequently
and finally ceased, but the title passed to no one clse.

One reason for the decline in fan interest was the decline in the science—fic=
tion field on which fandow then depended closely., It was a long time .fter the last
Wonder before Thrilling londer appeared. dAstounding had reached its plateau under
Tremaine, and Sloane's Amazing sank slowly into the depths. Naturally, interest in
a fan field dependent upon thesc would decline.

Thus the First Fandom slipped away.

FEW FAN HMAGAZINES, FLY-BY-NIGHT AND PERMALIENT

The European liiddle Ages were & period of iransition, yet they had a distinctive
civilization of their own, even tho it lasted in its full state only two or three
centurics and carried in it the sceds of its sarly destruction. Similarly, the First
Transition in fandom was a system that couldn't last, yst was quite distinctive while
it did exist.

The 0ld Fandom was gone, but being a fan had been too nmuch fun to be given up
just like that merely because the professional magazines hit the dowvngrade. 0ld
friends and enemies —— those that remained —— sought, perhaps unconsciously; a new
set of interests under whicn they could continue their contacts.

There was yet one center of the fan world that secued as strong as ever. The
NYB--ISA was now aclmowledged the leader of the fifty or so who remdined with the
hobby, and the ISA's International Observer rose to new neights, putting out one
issue specially designed to appeal to science-fiction fans rathern scientists.



But the hegemony of the ISA did not discourage othcr attempts to talke the place
of Fantasy sagazine, Clon Wiggins'! Science Fiction Fan ran three printed issues, all
at a great financial loss to the editor and associcte, and Wiggins was forced to con—
clude that there weren't enough interested fans left to support a printed magszine's
high cost. Others discovered the szme bitter truth. Hayward S. Kirby's Science Fic-
tion liorld flared and diea. Deniel IicPhail expanded his Science Fiction lews, first
published only for his own amusement, into 2 carbon-copied magezine for circulation
in the Oklahoma Scientifiction association and exchanges outeide the state. He was
lacer able to print it, and made & mighty effort for high circulation. Then he moved
gway from the prinving shep. The Fhiladslphians put forth their eifort, Fantasy Fic—
tion Telegram, The Atom and the early Helios, both printed, belonged to a slightly
later time,

"~ 3hepherd and liollheim's Phantagraph continued to mutate with every issue, pass—
ing thru a bewildering succession of formats. They also lssued the Hektoed Astonish-
ing Stories and wmade & bid for commercial publishing with Fanciful Tales, from which
Weird Tales has reprinted Lovecraft'!s The Mameless City (it is not infrequent for
professicnal magazines to take stories that appeared first in the amateur publica-
tions), Then Wollheim broke with Shepherd, and took in another IS4 New Yorker to
form Michel—-Wollheim Publicutions, From their printing presses came tihe Phantagraph,
mainly, by this time, for the amateur press associations Vollheim belonged to, and
their mimeograph produced the i jimags, the book of ghughu, and other gosh-awfuls.
Zgo~Pohl gave the world two issues of iidnd of ian. Jim Blish of The Planeteer re-
tired with the passing of the old days, and the title The Planeteer passed to new
fan Taurasi. &ll attempts at printed magazines were failures.

Well. If you couldn!t print them profitably, what was to be done? Vith the
supreme Fantasy iagazine gone, every fan could aspire to be an editor, and most of
them were, The mimeograph came into wide use, but the cost of the machine and sten-
cils was too much for most fans.

Gradually hektographed publications began to point the way, lihich came first
after the TFG Bulletin thz writer does not know. 'A Taurssi Publication! appeared
on many little helttced efforts, The Science Fiction Fan, after a time, resumed via
helttograph., But to the Science Fiction Collector should go the credit for elevating
hektoeda work to a presentable level, One day fans thruout the country got post
cards announcing a nev fan magazine to be published by a guy named liorris S. Dollens
Jr. They didn't even know how to pronounce 'Dollens', but some bought. The first
issues were mostly fiction, by the editor, But material began to come in from other
sources, and the Collector expanded, Several times pollens wavered between monthly
and every-three—veckly issuance, conflicting statements even appearing in the sanme
issue, pages of which were done at different times. The contents never did get very
good, but somehow fans liked them,

In conjunction with Hayward Kirby, Dollens tried to organize the Fantasy Fic—
tion League; its organ, Fantasy Fiction Digest, was & twin of the S—F Collector,
and was mailed with it, sowetimes combined with it. The organization was a failure,
as were wmany others that ‘'juveniles with Napoleonic complexes! attempted: The Phan-—
tasy Legion, the Science Fiction Advancement Association (last to go, tho it died in
spirit early), the Fantesy Fan's Fraternity, the Jules Verne Prize Club —— many of
these began in the old days, but reached their 'psalis' in these years of flux,., iost
of them were never anything more than & name, & mewbership card (perhaps), and an
official organ, Some excitement was added, where there were dues, in charges and
countercharges of financial crookedness.

Dollens also did illustrating for the helctoed Science Fiction Fan and other fan
magazines, And then he had to drop out, apparently due to parental pressure because
of the time nis hobby occupied, Philadelphia's Baltadonis toolk over his Collector
after a lapse of some .ionths.
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THE SECOND CONVERTION AND THE SHIFT OF POWER

The Second Eastern States Science Fiction Convention was held in New York,
under the auspicss of the ISA. Philadelphia attended, and fans from New Jersey and
elsewhere in the east brot the attendance up to around 40, It was here, legend says,
th2t there was first suggested a World Science Fiction Convention, by Donald Woll-
heim.

Says Chief Lotsachatter dMcPhail, "Then in walk Julius Schwartz and shake hand
and smolie peace pipe with Donzla and his warriors who have been on war path for many
moon." The handshake ended the last lingering vestige of the old days. But at the
same time, the Schwartz group gave way to Wollheim and Sykora as leaders of fandoum.

But the days of the ISA were numbered. Sykora was interested in science as
well as stf, and had a home laboratory of his own. The name of the group certainly
sounded like a scientific club, but here it was, being run largely by and fer science-
fiction fans. Controversies as to wnat it was originally intended to be are too
- vague to to into here. At any rate, not long after, Sykora, getting ready to enter
college, there to pursue a scientific course, felt that continuing as President of
the ISA, the position he then held, would be an unjustifiable waste of time. In his
letter of resignation he worked himeself up to a highly emotional mood, and, indicting
fans for their useless activities, branded them as egotists chiefly desiring to see
their names in print, and too lagy to pursue scientific careers., Copies were sent
to all ISA members. ' i

Sykora had quite & following, and such a resignation exploded a bombshell in the
club, Of the four offices, one was vacant, Sykora resigned another, a third was oc-
cupied by a gentlewan wuo was in the hospital at just this time, and the fourth was
held by Wollheim. From the other officer and from the IYB he got carte blanche sup-—
port. Some discussion was carried on with ISA members outside New York. The exact
proceedings are obscure, but no formal vote was taken, and Wollheim declared the club
dissolved., This legal omission Sykora seized upon in an attewmpt to reorganize the
club two years later.

Financial settlements were made, there were shoddy incidents, and the end of
the ISA was anything but glorious. A final issue of the International QObserver was
devoted almost entirely to news of the dissolution, and arguments against Sykora.
Dovm toward the end of Wollheim's general news column, he suggested that fans who
were really interested join the rising Science Fiction Association, which had head-
quarters in England. A surprising number did so. Wollheim's prestige was on the
rise.

Fantasy Magazine was gone and the ISA was gone. There was no longer any single
organization or group which could claim the headship., There was a general concession
of prestige to Wollheim personally, but aside from this, all central tendencies were
gone,

THE SECCKD FANDOM FINDS ITSELF

The field had been leveled to the ground; it was tiwe for the emergence of a new
order. If no new order did emerge, then fandom was finished. ;

As there had been a scramble to take Fantasy Magazine's place, so there was a
scramble to take the ISA's place as leading fan organization. Several New York clubs
made only partially successful attempts., Philadelphia always rides thru storms with
the least change, and the Philadelphia Science Fiction Society was still funetioning
as stoutly as ever. They called the Third Convention. As the time for that gather-
ing, October 30, 1957, drew near, there was tallt of using it to form a federation of
fantasy clubs, since many local groups, s uch as the Los Angcles SFA-SFL and the Okla-
homa Scientifiction Association, as well as specialized horizontal guilds, were doing
or had shown capability of doing well in spite of the collapse of the hedship.

Thrilling Wonder's place in the professional field had been found and things
there had steadied down. The SFL was continued, and there was somewhal more incen—
tive to form local groups when they could be part of the larger SFL and their meet-
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ings wyeported in TiiS.

The neow Science Fiction Fan was beginning to be recognized as the leading fan
magazine, A multitude of minor publications continued to appear, and more were being
projected all the time. The cheap hektograph was definitely the mediun.

So much for the meand. Vhat was to be the end? What were fans to talic about?
most of them were tired of discussing storices; some very active fans no longer bought
and read the science-fiction magazines resgularly. The fan magazines at this time
were filled nainly with news of —--~ themselves, A typical column of gossip would re-
port that 4 had given B the rights to his magazine's name, that C would illustrate
the alleged October issuc of D's magazine, that E and F were going to New York to
see G before the conventicon, That H had broken his association with I, and would pub-
lish their magazine alone, on the hekto instead of mimeo,

The nearest thing to & contemporary recognition of the change that had occurred
was Sam Hoskowitz' "This Changing Tendency Awong Fan lagazines", in which he called
attention to their growing independence and asserted that all professional magazines
mignt go out of existence and fandom would continue on its way.

Fans had found a new centsr of interest: themselves and their own activities,

¥ WHAT HaPPENED?

Will the Third Gonvention meet and form e Fantasy Federation? Reinauth ap-
proaches 'I3llus the nearest any celestial body has been, the very night for which
the meet is scheduled. Will Earth be destroyed tefore DAW can save fandom?

This gripping story will be continued and, I hope, concluded in the next }ail-
ing, but if you simply must Tinish it before then I hope to have complete copics
ready for distribution at the World SF Conventicn,

juffus

#This hooker for the firsi installment was holographed, but I have no ethical
justification for inflicting Speer's handwriting on innocent nonparticipants, - RE#

Oz ANAGY3IS OF VOLLHETH

We have seen much of Mr Wollheim up to now in this work. We will see much more.
It can alwost be gaid that the story of the Second Fandom is the story of VWollheim,

A true analysis of his character would be very valuabls, but unfortunately one
facet of his nature is to wake everyone who lnows him either his ally or als enemy,
and there are few neutrals. This writer is net one,

Donald Allan {dnllheim. lmown variously as DiW, daw, the W, and 'the No. 1 rat
of fandom! read science fiction almost from the first days of amazing, and before
that, like many scientificiionists, had perused Burroughs., Haggard, Verne, and Wells,
He is thus well grounded in science fiction, tha he could not be said to be by any
means unique in this. He is one of the older generation of fans, whc turned 21 years

the First Fandom or before. He has frequsntly shown & contewmpt for those chrono-
logically younger then he, and males much of ‘immature? viewpoints, tho he himself,
in his political teliefs, is more like & youth of college age. He entered fandom at
its very beginning, and has seen it all the way thru.

In nationality, he is a German Jew, Ile has lived all his life in New York, and
tho he has travelled around quite a bit, in point of fact lmows little of anything
but Mew York City and New York City thoughts; and those he sees from the viewpoint
of his personal situation.

His physical appearance lends itself readily te caricature. Azygous, a myster-
ious writer of wid-1958 who turned out to be Wollheimis friend Dick Wilson, described
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him as 'gentlmn with teeth'. - Baltadonis, Philadelphia's premier artist, turned out
several hilarious and insulting cartoons emphasizing his protruding teeth and weak
chin. A person who disliked him could easily be cruel, and this drove him to return
deeper hatred. '

There can be little doubt that he rates high in intelligence, but his nature is
such that it is frequently misdirected. He showed good ability at judging the ef- .
fects of use of certain tactics, and was a master of bitter rhetoric, at piling up
evidence.

At first he had no extreme political views., Like most people in America, he
disliked Fascism and Nazism, and probably distrusted Communism as well. Thru his as—
sociations with John B Michel, however, and later with Frederik Pohl, he came in con=-
tact with the extreme Red views of these two, took to attending Young Comnunist meet—
ings and reading their literature; so that finally, tho in July 1956 he was hoorahing
landon for the Republican presidential nowination, by November he had embraced Come
muni sm.

One important element in his beliefs is that 'when something is black it is not
white". This implied, unconscious division of the world into two kinds of things,
with no in-betwsens, led him to hasty judgement., whici, once reached, he fiercely
defended; willingness to fight at the drop of a hat; and maximum opposition to any-
thing he opposed at all. He resembled E. Haldemann—Julius in this respect, that when
he hatea something, he turned loose at it with all guns.

He was seldom without several fights on his hands., It is reported that he
claimed to get fun from ruaning fans out of the fan field. His methods of attack,
moreover, tendsd to bulld up hatred rather than break it down. On a few occasions
he made up with old enemies, but these cases were never admissions that he had been
wrong. Of course, like everyone clse, he was justified in his ownm mind in the
things he did, and fought for what he believed right.

Wollheim is & person of high ability whose nature and environmental influences
tend to embroil him in fights, without sufficient consideration, and he plunges
into them with everything he has.

THE NATURE OF VOLLHEI{'S DICTATORSHIP

So much for the man, What did he do?

New fans will find that Wollheim was frequently referred to as a dictator. How
much of a dictator was he, and how did he do it?

It must, at once, be noted that his control wag by no means absolute., Not
everything that he opposed., during his ascendancy, failedj not everytliing he sup-—
ported succeeded; not every fan hz tried to drive out of the field allowed himself
to be driven out. But the American Fantasy Association, an attempt at an Awerican
counterpart of the SFA, which was largely British, received no support from Woll—
heim, and failed, tho had he thrown his weight behind it it might easily have suc-
ceeded. The founders —— Wiggins, Taurasi, and Louis Kuslan —— were at that time
more or less friends of Wollheim, and he did nothing to oppose their effort, but
he ignored it entirely. And so it goes.

When {lollheim said anything, everyone sat up and listened, whether they liked
him and it or not. Consequently, his attacks on fans and institutions were more ef-
fective than similar efforts of others. And such was his ability in this line, that
he could make his victim fzel like an outcast even tho the latter refused to get out,

The W drew around him 2 circle of fans who, in their own right, would have been
counted as leaders in the field, but, in the clique, were overshadowed by Wollheim,
He became the symbol for what the group did, and received credit and blame for things
that were really the ideas and/or work of his friends. These compatriots —- ldchel,
Frederik Pohl, and Lowndes were the most prominent —— were frequently referred to as
“Wollheim stooges!, with Michel as !'prize stooge!. Possibly picking it up from a
remark of Speer's, they called themselves the Quadrumvirate, and also spoke of them—
selves in general terms of 'we'! and 'our group', Whether they actually were



stooges, slaves to UOllhelm s beck and call, and carrying out his orders, is doubt-
ful, The group managed to keep a united front against dissensions in all consequens-
tial matters, and this led .many to believe that they represented one man's will, It
is wost likely that Wellbeim was arbiter, overruled only by an overwhelming majority
of his sotellites and lesser lights, but that, due to a common outlook, divergent
views among them wers rare,

Besides the principal lieutenants mentioned above, there was a morec or loss in-
determinate group of minor fans who were seriously considered 'stooges' of Wollheim;
principally, in 1933, Young Communists.

With this group, then, and his own powers and prestige, Wollheim exerted a
great deal of influence in the fan world, but to .say that he was dictator is to mis~
appreshend the sonditions.

THE FOUNDING OF fHE FAPA

The stagc is set; the dramatie personae are lnown to you. If the story were
now dramatically perlfect, the curtzin would go up on the Third Eastern Science
Fiction Convention,

But another element, full of significance and typical of the Second Fandom,
had already been introduced.

Among the myriad organizations that dotted the later months of the peried of
the First Transition, the Fantasy Amateur Press Association did not stand out. Some
kind of a fraternity for editors, Dan McPhail had had some such idea, Well, if you're
the joining kind, go ahead and see what it's about,

Once a member of the National, United, and other Amateur Press Associations, it
was inevitable that a fan should think of adapting the idea for s—f fan use, as it
vas tailor-made for the hobby. The idea was simple and unusuals Publishers published
when and what they desired, and paid the expenses of their own publications, making
the required number of copies, which were sent to the official mailing office, In
return, each member, at intervals, got a packet containing a copy of cach of the
efforts that had been sent the mailing bureau since the previous mailing,.-

Wollheim early began dawdling with the idea of a science fiction amateur press
association, but only on urging from Bill Miller, lichel, and others did he move to~
ward its accomplishment, Getting started was the big task, but Wollheim, more than
any other fan, was in a position to get it going in 2 hurry. Nevertheless, he found
the going. very:'difficult. Persuading fans to join up, pay the 50¢ dues, and then go
to the expense of making 50 copies of a magazine, for an infant organization, was
like persuading them to a tooth-pulling.

Natheless, by hook and crook and brute strength Wollheim rallied enough mater=-
ial to put out a fair—sized mailing; much of it, of course, iiichcl-Wollheim special
publications, broadsides for new members, and left-over copies of magazines, such as
the 14jimags, previously for sale,

The first mailing; going to prospects as well as members, brot in a goodly flood
of applications, raising the rolls to over twenty, Another large block held back only
until it was wade clear that they did not have to publish anything for the FAPA —-—
any fan activity during the preceding year qualified a person for membership,

Thereafter applications continued in a more or less steady stream until, by mid-
1938, the full quota of 50 was filled, and further applicants began to be put on the
waiting list, to be given places as members might vacete them,

The FAPA mailings were important becsuse they rewmoved from editors the obliga-
tion to turn out something that subscribers would pay for., The many publishers made
sincere efforts to turn out magazines as good, on a small scale, as the subscription
fan magazines, the actual compulsion was absent, and an editor, If he wished to
brave adverse comment, could devote his entire magazine bo attacks on other fans,
sociological declamations, purely personal opinions of hardly any 1nterest to anyone,
or very rotien amateur science fiction. s



MICHELISHM AND THE THIRD CONVENTION

Ethiopia was conquered; civil war was raging in Spein between Right and Left;
Jaran pressed its invasion of China, PFarticularly in Communist groups thruout the
country, anti-Fascists were saying, "Why can't we do something? Isn't there some way
we can fight for what we believe in?" And that urge was subconsciously afflicting
Michely Wollheim, Pohl, Lowndes, Gillespie, and other Red fans as strongly as it hit
thelr comrades who knew not science~fiction.

As fans, they were used to diverting their energies into their hobby, and it was
in the fan field that they found an outlet to their desire to fight for their convice-
tions. Here they were, all science fiction fans as well as Young Communists. There
was Rothman in Philadelphia, a fan with socialist leanings. In England Novae Terrae
SFA organ, carried world—conscious articles every issue. McPhail and Speer, out in
Oklahoma, had been exchanging the Insurgent Epistle and the Loyalist lione. Fans
were interested in such things; here was a group of intelligent young men who needed
only to be shown the Communist program to become its advocates and defenders against
fascism, Not until this idea was clearly established in their minds did they call
upon past experience for their arguments —— the alleged Gernsbaclk delusion that the
purpose of science—~fiction was to create scientists —- which the collapse of the IS4
disproved ~— when actually it had only resulted in creating dreamers, idealists —-
whose dreams turned to economic and political problems,

These thoughts they discussed among themselves, but scarcely a whisper of them
leaked out before they were ready to release them. Wollheim had asked for time, at
the Philadelphia Convention, to read a speech written by Michel, who, owing to a
speech impediment, would not have been able to deliver it effectively. Bui the fact
that Daw read the speech, and then, alone, defended it, led many fans to suspect that
the article was more Wollheim's work than he would admit, and that the movement was
termed ’'Michelism' only because 'Wollheimism! would have sounded like self-praise,

The gathering was utterly unprepared for it all, There was a long and rather
rambling discourse upon Fascist aggression, the purpose of science—fiction, and other
unclear things, concluding with & resolution which, had it been read first, might
have enabled the listeners to follow the speech. The resolution proposed to put the
Convention on record as favoring & scientific—socialist world state, and opposing
military ideclogies and 'barbarism! in all its forms. It was so worded that reject~
ing it would be difficult, as placing the rejecters in an unfavorable light, but —
accept it? VWhat had it to do with stf? Still, standing alone, few people would find
much fault with it,

But a very great number found fault with such a subject being int roduced into
a gathering of science-fiction fans. Unprepared as they were, no very intelligent
opposition was put up, but personal enemies of the Wollheim, such as Sykora, led an
arguing opposition which tangled the debate down till it was wrangling about possibi-
lities of a World State.

Finally, a vote was taken, Of those who voted, twelve opposed the resolution.
Eight, who had previously been lined up to vote for it, did so ("0 noble eight{ O
thoughtless twelvel' quoth Wollheim later)., Iany of those present, including most
of the adults, did not vote,

From a historical viewpoint, this resolution threw whatever else happened at the
convention into the shade, in its lasting effects, but, as we shall see, one other 1nr
portant result grew out of the gathering -~ the Wollheim-leskowitz feud.

LATER DEVELOPLENT OF MICHELISM

The period of secrecy for the ichelists was over; now they discharged all their
accumulated broadsides thru every available channel, and for months they had the ar-
gument to themselves. In accounts of the Convention, in the SFFan and the SFCollec—
tor (this was before Baltadonis and Wollheim became enemies), Wollheim took a great
deal of space to praise the new movement.



= In an ill-starred article for HWowae .Terrae,; Wollheim committed the program to
advocacy of support for the Commnist International.

Unfortunately for them, too, was tne formation of the Gomrmittee for the Politi-
cal Advancement of Science Fiction, which,-it appears, never got Lo be officially
going. Two issues of their publication, tne Science Fiction Advance. ('vance!) vere
publishsd, full of angles on 2nd repetition of their ideology. The CPASF was cor—
posed of the lew York group of Woung Communist Leaguers, plus Richard Wilson for
reporter, as editor of the weékly Science~Fiction llews Ietter., The fact tiat the
other members were Young Communists all, their flagrant advocacy of Commmmnism. and
Wollheim's Novae Terraec article convineced the great majority of fans that the object
of the movement was to Corumunistize fandcm. The initials CPASF were interpreted
iCommunist Farty's Agitators in Scienti~Fandom', and Baltadonis cartoons  thus
depicted them -— very uwnflatteringly.

Lonetheless, during these months the Michelists made a few half-conversions.
Most unexpected of these was Wollheim's iapprocherent with Ackermen. fome kind of
a feud had long existed between tnem, apparently over nothiang more serious than Ack-
erman’s advocacy of the internationalanguepe Esperanto, 2nd ais bent toward playing
with words, as in puns and scientificombinations, Ackerman, like Rothpan and others,
had socialist leanings, and was willing to be a fellow-traveller with the Michelists
and extend thex 2id.

The leading English readily accepted the appclation of Michelists, tho they were
far from advocating the Communist prograzm., wnd their pages vere laid open to Michslism

Despite all this, the wmovement couldn’t seem %o get going, and by spring, 1958,
opposition began to take form. Speer; ihe pernaps as socielistically inclined as any,
elected te defend Fascism in some of its aspects and, gradually becoming better ac—
guainted with Communism and Communist strategy, adopted harrying tactics-in his FAPA
publications, correspondence, and slsewhere. In the Los Angeles publication, Imagi-
nation!, Frederick Shroyer haphazardly derfesd the 2llegations of tne Michelists, and
for a few issues a hot exchange of articlec tooli place between him and Wollheim,
others joining in. Rothman, tho friendly with the Michelists, preferred to raisec ob-
jections to many of their statements, and cccupied 2 no-mon's—land all his own,

Then the second type of opposition became more vocal, with articles denouncing
the introduction of 'politics!' intc ‘'stf!, publishad in magazines of Taurasi, Losko-
witz, &ca _

We can now trace the various points of departure frow the slender line of Mi-
chelist reasoning. In the first place, several fans refused to tale them seriocusly.
There is so much of mimic serioucnsss, insincere feuds, in fandom, that they looked
upon Michelism as an invention Tor the purpose of keeping Wollheim in the public eye,
Second, the largest grouv, perhaps half of fendom &t that time, questioned the ag—
sumption that fandom wust needs have any ocher purpose than the amusement derived
from it, Those who did not Iully =ccent tnis nevertheless had their assurance weak-
ened, and encountering more ilawe further along the iichzlist line, dropped the more
readily. Another not incorigiderable bloc granted that fandom might have an object
beyond that., but claiwed that it was success in the professional field bye and bye,
self-expression, or “the encouraging of fans to pursue scientific careers or perhaps
just to teach them more science, in cugar-coated fomm, than the average wan knew,
Even among those who sccepted the view that science~-rTiction must help create a hetter
world, there were meny who did not subscribe to the declaration that the only j.sti-
fiction for the activities of fandom was working for a scientific-socialist world
~state, And of those that did, souwic so disliked the picheliat methods and Wollheim
personally that they refused to cooperate, lany who believed in Michelist ideas
rejected the hope that fandom could de onyihing toward furthering them.

At times the Michelists seemed to be saying that their only objective was to
awaken interest in things sociological. Woilheim made a belated effort to relax the
restrictions scmewhat when, in an article in the deluxe SFA quarterly, Tomorrow, he
stated that the lines had been extendsd to those fans who worked for progress in any

W



accept Communism as yet. But the damage had been done, and by fall, 1938, it was
felt that Michelism, tho it had lefi a permanent marl upon fandom, was a thing of
the past,-and had feiled to attein its objectives. The old guard of the iichelists,
refusing to admit defeat, continued to plug away.

IPO

Less important than the FAPA, but still significant of the Second Fandom, was
the Olilahoma Institute of Priwvate Opinion, which set out to find how fans felt on
various questions of the day.

As the nawe indicates, it was a takeoff from the American Institure of Public
-Opinion (the Gallup Poll), The idea grew out of Speer's curiosity about the average
age of fans, and he bad given it considerable thought when he remarked to Wiggins,

-his prineipal corrsspohdent at~the time, Why doesn't someone start an International
Institute of Private Opinion to find out what fans think on such matters? Wiggins
failed to react, but next lstiter Speer included a depiction of the make-up of a

=~ eard in suvch a questionaire. OFW replisd that he would baclk him to the limit if he
should wish to try the trick.

The ballots were to "~ mailed out with the SFFan, but at this point Wiggins wade
the: first of his bewildering series of changes of address; as the first questions

“were to conccrn ths posscibility of a fantasy federation, and the Third Convention
loomed neavr, 8pesr purchased hekto and peneil, ran off some dim cards, included
stamps for return stuck in slite in the cards (a trick tested with Wilson), and sent
them out to around thirty scientifictionists, bringing the number up to 40 thru
personal correspondence, Thereafter all cards were wailed with SFF (save a month or
two when SFF's circulation went below 40), and the number of cards sent was held at
40 except on one or two occasions, when 41 slipped by.

Faturally, returns on the first poll were rather swall, many thinking it a
practical joke. but the results were printed in SFFan and a new batch of cards dis-
tributed; and with choice of better gquestions as a result of fans votes on what to
ask, the popularity of the poll increased, the number of replies rising from around
15 at first to around 30 toward the last (there were twelve polls in all, extending
over a period of nsarly two years). Speer attempted to get cards especially to those
in the habit of answering, but Wiggins gave little cooperation along that line,

In the first poll, sent out by himself, Speer had sought to obtain a balance be-
tween top-flight fans, run of the mill, and borderliners, but when the poll went un—
der SFF this was no longer possiblej the geographicsl breakdowns, based on postmarks,
proved fairly significant, With the decline of the SFFan in the esteean of the non-
Wollheimists, the group covered became less truly representative, and returns on
several questions less trustworthy.

Several of the results on questions stand out. The ratings of favoriie fan ma-
gazines, and favorite professional wmagazines, tho of no peruanent interest, were en-—
joyed at the time, and showed SFFan leading the fan megazines, and Astounding way out
ahead of the other pro's. On the first poll asizing that the three 'top' fans be nam—
ed, \ollheim's vosition was shown by nis gaining first place with well over twice the
points of his nearest rival, and all down the line, ratings showed the general opinion
of fans at the time with regard to leading fans. The question all were waiting for
was Michelism, but as this was to be presented at the same time as the religious
questicn, Speer found it advisable for several reasons to delay a good many months
before presenting them, and by the time they were aslted, the liichelist vote was in-—
finitesimal. 'The ags of fans was found to cluster around 18 years; in nationality,

.German bleood held a plurality, with Italian, Jewish, and Russian far down the line,

~gontrary to what the fan's names might lead one to expect; Anglo—Saxon was strong.

Not very succesesful atteumpts were made to get definitions of !science fiction! and
'real fans's Leading fan artists and writers were named,

The last four polls, certain earlier questions were re-—asked to determine the
shif'ts of opinion, but thne changs in SFF's constituency relative to fandom 'as a whole
rendered them of questionable value, Wollheim continued as 'op! fan by a narrow



margin.

= Along the same lines as the IPO were questions of the Novae Terrae Fanel of
Crities, which ran several questionnaires of about 20 questions each. ther simi-—
lar institutions that can hardly be called imitations were the PSFS inquisition into
the best stf author of 1938, and surveys by the weeklies SFNL and Le Vombiteur re
favorite fantasy films, and best—remembered stf tales.

ghughu AND FOOFOO

This world—shaking conflict must be looked upon as @ Second Fandom counterpart
of the First Staple War; indeed, ghughu is probably the thing Wollheim began working
on at the conclusion of that war. (Some of the fighters apply the Staple War rules
regardin: capitalization of the opposition's name — ghughu:FooFoo for this vuriter.)

ghughu was a burlesque on religion, the combination ‘'gh! being frequently ap-
plied in such words as ghod and demighod, gholy ghrail, etc. the cult worships ghughu
wo, they claim, is wollheim, FooFooists maintain that the real ghughu is a beetle~
bodied monster living on the planet vulcan, and Wollheim but his tool. Their organi-
zation is essentially ecclesiastical, with high priest john b michel at its head,
and the general title for lower members archbishop for their respective cities.

Where more than one is in the sawme c¢city, other titles come into play, such as arch-
deacon infernal of all ghu, ghuardian of the gholy ghrail, saint, etc.

FooFoo had Its Origin in the Use of That Syllatle by The Prophet Bill Holwman,
in His comic page, !Smokey Stover' and His daily cartoons for newspapers thruout the
country. Schoolchildren took to making up foo proverbs ('foo! is also 2 common noun)
of their own, and the West Coast punsters were not exempt. Iary Corrine Gray, known
as Pago, established the Order of FooFoo with herself as Hi Priestess and Ackerman
her Right—Hand i&ne The idea having independehtly occurred to Speer, Ackerman put
him in touch with Pogo, and he was forthwith dubbed Royal General of FooFoo and also
referred to as the Left—Hand Man. Ilater, a Midl—jian was appointed, also Handi~}Mziden
and Handi—-Man to the Hi Priestess. Iater titles conferred by the Royal General in
the Hi Priestess' name, and eventually eternally confirmed by a printed perumanent
membership card signed and countersigned, were such as Grand Vizier, Chief Scientist,
Poetess laureate, and enigmatic ones like Proselytus Prime, Sideralis Beta, Vanday
Qon, otc.

As can be seen, the titles are more those of a military monarchy than of a
church, and FooFoo is more a Burlesque on ghu rather than a Burlesque on that which
ghudom mimics.

No more than did the staple orgenizations, did either of these groups gain a
great number of aclknowledged members (tho ghudom claims that all who have ever heard
of ghughu are thenceforth purple-souled and saved despite themselves, and Foomen
claim for their rank and file all who speak foo proverbs), but since, unlike the
staplists, they have never come to a showdown, the division promises to be 2 more or
less permanent tradition in fandom. It cuts across other allegiances, and is never
taken seriously. I&ny people regard it as simply silly.(3)

fention might be made here of other moclt organizations which appeared from time
to time, There were the Vombi, an unofficial group who went around saying "It's
utterly Vombish", and explaining the root 'vomb! in such ways as, "If that chair
you're sitiing in turned into a stack of Bar—0 at 15¢ for two cans, that would be
Vombish"e There was the Loyal and Benevolent Protective Order of Wollheim Stooges,
which apparently had as its aim the discrediting of the term 'stooge! by pretending
that it was all absolutely true; their ranks were theoretically open to all who had
ever disagreed with Will Sykorz, Robert G Thompson, DTm, tried to form a Temponau-—
tical Society and was opposed bysthe Anti-Temponautical Society; both proposed publi-~
cations but it seems that neither ever saw print ('temponautical'! means 'time—

(3) Rosconians, for instance.
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travelling!). And Bob Tucker achieved some early success with / WAFFF{ /, the mean=
ing of tue initials of which is known only to mewbers; who must qualify with a proof
that the world is flat.

THE ATHEISM ISSUE

Especially in view of our examination of ghughu, it is high time we looked at
the fan ettitude on religion. Many theistic fans joined ghughu without lmcwing what
it was, and tho they subsequently repudiated it. their souls were said to still be
dyed a deep purple,

Yhen the November, 1957, Cosiic Tales carried, as what was to be the last of
Wollheim's Phantaflexion colums, sn article later reprinted in the first Science
Fietion Advance as 'Scisnce Fiction and Religion', it seemed that another bombshell
had been dropped into fandom from the hand of the genial W. Soume nonths later ap-
peared 'snent Atheism and Stf! in Imaginationl, wiicti debated the possibly question-—
begging proposition that scientifictionists were scientifictionists because they were
atheists, rather than athelsts because they were scientifictionists, as Wollheim ar-
gued. ‘'Among Our Kems' in the same publication ('¥adge'), frequehtly had the infor-
mation, ‘Atheist! sandwiched into some obscure place. It became customary for new
correspondents to inquirc each others'! religious stands, or to state them without
inquiry, as a navural part ol getiing acquainted.

In the old days of the first and second periods of professional science fiction,
the readers' columns had frequently blazed in debates on atheism, but not since fan-
dom began had the question come up as being in any way connected with the hobby.

Curiously, it never became & red-hot issue. DMcPhail broke with Wollheim over
the reprint of the article in Vance, where he read it for the first time, but the
general sentiment seemed to be to avoid religious controversies before fandom as a
vhole, as being unpleasant and getting nowhere. Then, too, the issue was in part
smothered by the greater iichelist controversy —— there is a limit, even for the ra-
bid fan, to the number of things he can get steamed up about at any one time,

But perhaps the most important reason for the flat—falling of the atheism issue
was lack of interest —- lack of oppositiond Wollheim, an avowed agnostic, made a
gesture toward obtaining religious support for Michelism, paralleling the simultan-
gous program of the Communists, but did not follow it up, other than to enjoin a-
gainst purely destructive criticiem of church beliefs., The only prominent fans known
to acknowledge church beliefs were Catholic Baltadonis and Episcopalian icPhail,
tho doubtless there were others. When the IPO got around to putting the question,
agnosticism and kindred showed a definite, tho not overwvhelming, majority, with
many of those on the other side of the line doubtful, tongue—-in-—cheek, or indifferent.

The most vociferous anti-religionist was Frederick Shroyer of Los A, who author-—
ed 'Anent Atheism and Stf'. A 'particularly effective piece of god-busting'! was re-
jected by the LASFL board of censors as 'too hot'!, but some copies were run off, and
snatched up a5 collectors!' items.

In defense of religion little showed up. .Who all brot the pressure on Cosmic
Tales to discontinue the Phantaflexion is a mystery. Chester Foin, just then appear-
ing on the horizon, attacked Wollheim bitterly, and the W came back with a defense.
Many fanz were more or less on the fence, Other than this, there was practically
nothing of the religious side till McPhail wrote the Progressive platform.

There wasn't enough opposition to give any tarill from attaclding the churchmen,
So atheism was taken pretty much for granted, and fandom roclketed merrily on its way.
But there is no guarantee that the controversy may not blaze forth again.

THE FIRST MONTHS OF 1958

Being now appraised of the more important and distinctive institutions of the
Second Fandom, we ecan pick up the thread of our story.

The Third Convention had been in Qctober, and was followed, thruout November and
December, with accounts of same. Under one of his pen names, to which was attached
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his real kandle, lioskowitz wrote an account for the SFFan. The explosion that fol-
lowed raised Sam to the top of the anti-Wollheimists because he was the greatest
object of vituperation. Wollheim was originally sore because ioskowitz, in contrast
with his own accounts, gave little space to the iichelist speech and argument, but
he found the account spotted with the inaccuracies always attendant upon haphazard
eyewitness accounts, and in some cases pointed to actually true accounts of incidents
vhich he had a false impression of. In his column Fanfarade in SFF, noted for at-
tacks on fans, he opened another ‘hymn of hate' campaign with the blanket allegation
that it was the sorriest piece of reporting he'd seen in years, and all too charac—
teristic of that type of fan who 'will not think's In the absence of specific cor—
rections, loskowitz defied him to find anything ‘'unaccurate' in the article. Woll-
heim obliged with & large—size mimeographe! supplement, mailed with SFF, which went
into great deta:l, uoskowitz replied with a similar—-sized hektoed supplement (both
of these also went out turu the FAPA) in his sloppiest style, denying he had been
wrong concerning most of the cases, as checked with other witnesses, and making light
of the remainder. The points of disagreement were indeed trivial, and meny readers
lost sight of their pertinence upon the original disagreement, personal attacks be-—
tween the coubatanis having cbscured the issue. There came the first wave of resent-
ment against cuch fouds. Wiggins closed SFF to the argument, and Lowndes published
The Vagrant for the FAPA. devoted entirely to a pseudo—-impartial reconsideration of
the whole matter. At this juncturs Speer threw himself into the fight. versus
Lowndes, but the original disagreement was lost sight of before long in the masses
of new subjects for bitterness.

By the spring of 1958 nearly everyone saw which way the wind was blowing.

There would be fights that summer, and wmore fights. Consequently, the early months
saw a great deal of jocleying for pceition and allies, and inter—fan correspondence
reached new heights of voluime and fervor. Adding to this was the plank in the CPASF
program calling for the greatest possible amount of personal contacts with fans,
thru correspondence, for promotion of their ideology.

Not all the activities of the early months were of a bitter nature, of course.
Fan magazines continued to pop up in thaet way they have, most new ones now in the
FAPA. WViggins announced Who's Who in Fandom, to sell for 20¢. Such departments as
Among Qur Mezme, As Others Sze Us, and Heet the Boys were popular in a fandom where
the chief intersst wag other fans, and he felt that such a work would be well receiv—
ed, He set the goal too high, however, demanding 50 biographies and 50 pledges of
purchase, and the project dragged along for months without this being reached.

With the TAPA functicning, with a good membership, an election was held :vound
year's end for officers to fill out the terms of those appointed by Michel ar: Holl-
heim, the original FAPA. There wae not much excitement: Wollheim was a cinch to keep
the presidency; there was little choice betwecn Michel (incumbent) and Pchl for Edi-
tor —— Pohl goe it ——; and if Bzlty wanted the Secretaryship, he could keep it, TFor
vice~president, incurbent iePhail came in ahead at the finish line. lMadle seemed to
detect som» incensistencies in the counting of the ballots.

Upon nis return to the fan field, Sykora had established the Scientific Cinena -
Club, with ths aim of maling e scientifiction movie, as the ISA had projected., The
Wollheim—-Michel group 'made their way into the club, and Sykora refusecd to stay in
when they were accepied, The group collapsed amidst much petty bickering. The
Queens STL, ceatering arcund Wilcon and Teurasi and including Sykora, accepted Fohl,
Willheim, and ifichel, and others of their clique, an action which paved the way for
e much more important schisu later in the year.

In Oklahowa, with Speer and iePhail living in the same town, there were hints of
0SA revival and golden hopes of a conference of fans from all {he southwestern states.
The Tri-Cities SFL of Tex2as, headed by newvly active fan Drle Hart, lasied a year,
with some successes and a rather large membership,



JUNE, 1958

The month of June in this year set a record for vital fan activities that- had
never been equalled before and probzbly will not be again for a long time to come.

Early in the month came the second half of the Third FAPA [Riling, almost’
simultanecusly with the Newark Convention. lLater, the FAPA election ballots were
mailed out, Toward the middle of tne month the Second British Convention was held,
And ‘o end the month came the. Fourth iRriling.

The Third Mailing was sentl out in two sections which amounted, except legally,
to two separate mailings, and a longer time clapsed between them than between the
second half and the Fourth Meiling. Mailing 3B marked the end of the first period
of the FAPA, when it struggled for existence. There were many fine little magazines
and in general the half-mailing was of great literary interest, but contained much
less controversial material than was to follow.

THE CONVENTICNS

The Newark Convention, officially the First National Science Fiction (or Fan-
tasy) Convention, and called the Fourth Eastern by 1ts enemies, was the first not
sponsored by an organization, tho Sykora and ioskowitz said something about Sykora's
Committee for ISA Reorganization and loskowitz' Unofficial Society for the Aid of
Fan iagazines in Need of Material (subject of trouble with DAV, who wanted a Manu-
script Bureau for the FAPA)., Put on entirely by Sykora and Sam, it was a surprise
to all, Advertising of the event doesn't seem to have been unusual. There were
poster announcements placed in a few libraries and around, and perhaps an announce—
ment or two in the professional magazines before it came off, but previous conven-
tions seem to have had nearly equel publicity. Evidently, it was that the tinme was
ripe for a really big affair. New Yorkers particularly were skeptical of the opti-
mistic preparations for an anticipated attendance of over a hundred; previous con—
ventions had not gone above 40, Wollheim ettacked its handling (Michelistic
speeches would be barred) in a pre~Convention Funfaronade columm, and Wilson, in
the News—Letter, was generous with slurs at its hopes. the beginning of the Wilson-
lioskowitz enmity, perhaps the most reasonless feud of the period,.

Despite all this, the real fans, of course, came, and so did the professional
8—f editors of the area —— and a veritable cloud of non-fan scientifictionists who
seemed to just 'happen'® in. The attendance, none frowm outside the eastern states,
grossed around 125 at its height.

This, however, was the chief and nearly the only success of the —ffair., The
usual talks and promisss by the pro editors are not to be counted as losses, but were
much the same as at preceding conventions, with perhaps stronger promises of support
for fan magazines etc which were half a year in being fulfilled —— but that is another
story.

The banquet fell flat due to miscalculation of the number to attend — there
-just ‘weren't enough eats to go around. The amusements were partly successful, partly
“not, and some entertainments prepared to bz presented were not given., Owing to
Baltadonis'! illness and inability to attend, Philadelphia's secret entertainment
(presumebly their s-f puppet show) had to be postponed till their annual Conference.

The Convention adjourned with the problem of the World S~F Convention even more
unsolved than before. The commitiee appointed at the last Philadelphia Convention
had done nothing in the interim, so Sykora, substituting as chaiman when Hoskowitz
found he couldn't handle the chair, appointed &4 new temporary committee, which was
in turn to choose a smaller permanent one, Trans ignorant of parliamentary law, ete,
thot Sykora had no right to appoint the committee. A pstition protesting the ap-
pointment was successful in securing signatures sven of some anti-Wollheimists,

The most vnusual feature of the Convention was the flood of special Cenvention
- publications, which were sold by the Convention committee. All publishers, both
those present and non-attendses, got full sets of the Convention megazines; in this



éié?thc Convention was participated in by fans unable to be thore, Ackerwan, Farsaci,
Marconcttc, and Speer and jiePhail jointly, having.published, and not able to attend.
Wollheim pointed out that all of the publishers of Convention publications werc mem—
bers of the FAPA. Exception was Nils Frome, Canandian, whose magazine arrived too
late., Oklahoma's was also late, but only by a hair., Besidcs thc publications ban-
dled by the committeco the CPASF ‘handed out Intermationale song sheects, exhortotions
to protest Thrilling Wonder's discharge of a CIO printer, and similar material,
which, it developed, practically ruinocd tho CPASF's prostige: CPAST is only Hichol-
istic organization; CPASF is Comuuniest; therefore, iichelism is Cownunisni.

Despitec its successes, there seemed to be something lacling from the Convention
-~ probably, unity, altho fans enjoy certain kinds of feuds. In marked contrast was
the Second British Convention of the SFA (the first had been called a Conferencc).
There wae no question such as the World Convention hanging over thiec assemblage, and
there werec no bitterly opposed factions such as marred the Newark affair. ILit:le
attention was paid to professional s~f, tho Fearn's talk in this direction arcused
considerable interest, There was soms discussion of SFA business, and thc new Con—
stitution was officially adopted (Los Angeles SFL-SFA cabled OK)e But most of the
speeches concerned the sociological interecst of British fandom. These were for the
time devoted to the almost—completed task of waking Britons to sociul and government-
al problems solution to which was necessary in tone search for Utopia. In following
months, when they took up the guestion of what these awaliencd fans were to do in
furtherance of their Utopias, there was a lowering of spirit and a surge of pessimism

But at the time of the Convention, the talks hit a very optimictic note. Fans
vere characterized as Seckers of Tomorrow, and some discussions, abstract enough not
to bear heavily on the corntemporary ism situation, discussed the attitude that
should be taken., The Britisi Convention indicated that among the somewhat more adult
fans of the tight little isle the sociologically inclined had won, and were in con-—
trol of British fandom.

THE FAPA CAMPATIGN

indle, $pecer, and Baltadonis had been in correspondence for some time over the
formation of an opposition party in the FAPA, with the result that the Mriling iana-~
ger vwas sent a leaflet announcing their candidacies for the various offices, calling
attention to somec infractions of the Constitution of the Association that Wollheim's
administration had been guilty of, and suggesting that voters see what the Other
Side eould do in the saddle,

Wollheim, apparently, found himself in a hole as time for the first annual elec-
tions drew near, Due to the constitutional provision that no person could hold the
same office twice in five years, it would be impossible for him to be re—clected
president. He would, therefore, run for Official Editor and kailing Menager, and
had little fear but that he would beat Iadle for the office, Doc Lowndes had a fair
chance at vice—president, against a cloud of younger, meinly New York, fans. For
the position of president, however, Wollheim found himself without a single candi-
date who could win, Michel, as the person he was closecst in contact with, was the
one he would like to have represent hiw in the president's chair, but Michel not
only was not prominent as an individual outside New York (all his activities having
been in conjunction with the overshadowing Wollheim), bul was somewhat unpopular as
the supposed author of the kichelist wovement, as attested by the wid-term olections.
Against Baltadonis, who stood second or third in prominence in fandom, he would have
little chance of being elected president, in the normal coursc of ceventss.

In:the Philadelphia group's innocent attempt to inject into the FAPA the light
politics that enlivered other amateur press groups, Wollheim imagined an attempt to
- get control and close the FAPA to all but straight fan and stf nmaterial, With that
hyper-suspicion common to leftists, he envisioned an attempt to exercise censorship
over the mailings, putting an end to idichelistic discussians therecin. And he feared
that if Speer were successful in gaining the vice-presidency, which was the 'supreme
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court !y this censorship would be upheld. Ealtadonis up to this time had not come out
openly against Wollheim, but the W knew him to be opposed to the CPASFers, and fore--
saw that iihe break would become important.

Michéliem now weant everything to hime This Madle~Baltadonis-Bpeer group must
be -defeated at all costs, So he turned loose with every piece of artillery at his
command . P pE e
Baltadonis is.well lmown for his slowmess about answering mail, Wollheim, some
months before, had made a complaint about this in & private letter to MePhail; but

saw no sufficient reason for bringing it beforc the entirs Association. dJust pre-
ceding the time of the Newark Convention, Beltadonis had been too ill to attend to
his work as well as usual, and had aot delegated the duty to anyone else. And, to
complete the picture. according to the postmarks Michel would fail to mail letters
until days or a weelr after they were wiitten., All this contributed to poor connec—
tions between tne Secretary-Treasurer's office at Philadelphia and the mailing bureau
in New York. Wollheim, probably ecxzaggerating, said the New York end was bankrupt
from hon-receipt of reimbursements from the treasury. This, and a general charge
that he had 'just'® 'discovered an attempt on the part of the Philadelphia party to
sabotage the FAPA, was put into & mimeographed ‘Open Letter's An example of its
convincing air is "Baltadenis takes nis time about notifying us of new members, but
in the meantime we take the licks”,

The second hali cf the Third Mailing had just been sent out; there was little
material on bhand for a new mailing except some iiichelist shects. But the Constitu-~
tion required tnat the ballots go out thres weeks before July 1. This deadline had
already been passed when Wollheim decided to send the ballots out by themselves in-
stead of with a wailing., But with them went the Open Letter.

Besides charges against Baltadonis, his chief opponent, Wollheim accused Madle
of sabotaging FAPA outside its pages —- apparently referring to an anonymous article,
which Midle disclaimed writing., in Foskowitz' magazine Hellios, burlesquing Wollheim's
column Fanfaronade, and attaclzing nim personally, including his conduct of the half-
term FAPA election. Sam Moslowits was the third candidate for president, having
been reported by Taurasi as desiring to run, tho he actually had no intention of op—
posing his friend Baltadonis. Vorrying little about Moskowitz, Wollheim dismissed
him with the accusation of participating in the ladle crime by publishing the arti-
cle. The fourth candidate for president, Olon F Wiggins, was a friend of Wollheim,
and had made such an infinitesimal showing in the mid-term elections that he was .
passed over in silence,.

Tho the Open Letter was devoted primarily to attacks on Baltadonis, almest all
the Michel-Wollheim election material in the Fourth Mailing, and therc was plenty of
it, was taken up with accusing Speer of being a Fascist., Speer had on several oc—
casions defended the acts of the Fascist nations, and opposed Communism, but had
repeatedly said his support of the Fascist nations was only partial, and, far from
desiring a fascist America, he supportcd the ralher socialistic program of the Demo-
“cratic New Deal. Whether they could have missed this, both in publications and in
correspondence between Spser and theumselves, the ichelists took no note of it in
their FAPA campaign, referring %o him as an ‘'avowed?® fascist (he had facetiously
taken the middle initial 'f?, which was interpreted as meaning !fascist!), and drew
bloody pictures of an enemy of Demoecracy in FAPA office (altho, to safeguard them—
selves from sentiment against iichelism, they had s2id in the Open Letter that poli-
tics should play no part in the election). The contradictory nature and emphasis of
the Open Letter gnd the Mailing material is probably due to a difference in the time
they were written but just how is not clear.

The eclection campaign thus consisted almost eniirely of attacks on one's oppo—
nents rather than recitation of one's own gualifications. On the positive side,
Michel pledged continuance of Wollheim's type of adwinistration, including free press
no censorship, and constitutional government., Philadelphia promised harmony.

.



24 THE CRUCIAL PERIOD

The Comet group was stunned by thie barrage. What in the world? they wondered.
What's got into Doh? All this talk about censorship -— has one of the others really
advocated such a thing? Sabotage the FAPA? What sense would there be in us doing
that? Holy Cow!

They mede some inefiectual attempts to remedy the troubles loskowitz headed
off as many votes as he could toward Baltadonis, at the same time that Sykora hastily
issued an unauthorized mimeoed sheet in support of Sam, and, to a lesser extent, of
Madle. A few cards were dropped by the Cometeers to individuals who possibly would
not know vhat was happening. But, due partly to being meiled later than the date
set by the Constitution, there had been on the ballots a request that ihey be return-—
ed immediately. DMost of them were in before the Fourth iriling went out, carrying
Comet 's pitiful little announcement, and the masses of incumbents' literature., After
the results of the vote were announced, the SFFan appeared with a Fanfarade
written before the election, and intended to appear before, which continued the at-
tacks on FAPA anti-Wollheimists,

~ There was little that Speer, Baltadonis, and iadle could do to change the re-
sults of their opponents! actions, and they didn't do all that they could have. For
the most part, they simply sat and waited and chewed their fingernails.

MePhail appeared to Speer in Oklahoma City, plunging him into deepest gloom
with the statement that he had voted against the Philadelphia ticket, despite his
endorsement of Baltadonis for president before the fight got so hot. Not even all
the PSFS would vote the straight ticket, Every little indication was seized upon as
perhaps showing how the broader current was running. Baltadonis, before the votes
were counted, started a check-up to see if the count was honest, but not enough
FAPAers were willing to tell how they voted to make this effective,

Regardless of what the returns might be, Speer moved to line up opinion against
the methods of the Wollheim group, asking some of his correspondents if they would
support a petition of protest, provided the petition didn't call for a new election,
Receiving uniformly favorable answers, he drew up such a petition, based on his own
observations and inforiation from the Philly group and Dick Wilson, but his moving
to Washington/DC delayed circulation thereof,

A week after July 1 when they were supposed to be counted, the ballots began
to be counted and checked by various members of the counting committee, to determine
the final vote, some counts having been made and standings made lknown before all the
votes were in, lichel came out with more voies - than Baltadonis and Moskowitz com-—
bineds Due to disgust at both sides, some five votes had gone to Wiggins. Wollheim
had twice as many as Madle, Lowndes shaded into the vice—presidency over Speer and
Wilson, who tied for second place., Taurasi was practically undisputed for the Sec—
retary-Treasurer's job, carried that easily, It had been a complete victory for the
Michelists,

THE UNDERTOW

But it was a pyrrhic victory, for of that day was come a kingdom's ruin.

The general run of the FAPA does not seecm to have become angered, at first,
over the unfairness of Wollheim's last-minute accusations in the eletion, but after
some four weeks had passed, definite feeling against the administration set in. No
one wanted another election, but it was felt that the tactics had been unfair. Per—
haps the circulation of Speer's petition, setting forth in definite form the various
transgressions, had something to do with solidifying feeling, tho it was not finally
published in the official organ till the next spring, A general growing dislike of
the Wollheim 'dictatorship! was probably a more important cause.

But there wére more concrete things behind the detraction from Wollheim's pres=
tige, perhaps the most important of which was the break-up of the second Greater New
York SFL chapter, new name for the Queens SFL. There was preliminary trouble when
the Red group, with sympathizers among the Queens fans, such as Wilson, wanted to
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send a science fiction delegate to the Youth Congress. As the resolution provided
that all members must contribute toward his expenses, Taurasi, as chairman, refused
to allow a voie on it as being unconstitutional, He was impeached (charges brought)
but before the next meeting, when the trial was to be held, support for the Woll-
heim men fell away, and the matter was dropped.

When the Wollheim clique came intc the QSFL, it put Sykora in an awkward posi-
tion, for, in the case cf the Cinema Club, he had refused to be in the same club
with them. While he didn't actually resign from the QSFL/GNYSFL, he attended few
meetings, and his dues fell into arrears. Wollheim and Pohl moved that he be ex—
pelled for non-payument of dues and nonaittendance, but it seems there was constitu~—
tional provision that the accused must be present in cases of expulsion, Taurasi,
as cheirman, refused to allow the show to go on, and was again impeached, and this
time removed from the chairmanship, tho by the rules of the Science Fiction League,
he retained the Directorship, as the member with the lowest-numbered SFL certifi-
cate of the lot. He chose, however, to resign completely, and exerted some influ-
ence on other Queens members, not including Vilson. Sykora took the matter to
Thrilling Yonder Stories, sponsor of the SFL, who decided to dissolve the chapter
and grant new charters only on condition Sylora and Wollheim never be in the same
groun.,

Thus broke Taurasi with Wollheim, and it was more important than Wollheim had
imagined, Taurasi, in the Transition, had, with Thompson and Gillespie, fommed
United Publications. When Gillespie left for more vital things, Taurasi-Thompson
Publications quiclkly turned into Cosmi. Publications, with lioskowitz, Kuslan, and
several Borough of Queens fans joining. Then Cosmic reached out even further, and
even had some connections with Green Jester Publications of the Leeds, England, SFLe
But their crowning victory was Wiggins'! Galactic Publications, including the field-—
leading Science Fiction Fan. Teurasi, for his part, had established Fantasy-News,
which forged ahead of the other weekly, Wilson's, in circulation. So when Wollheim
antagonized Taurasi, it was the signal for a very large number of fans to turn cold
toward the V.

Speer was not in Washington long, making side-visits to Conover, Gillespie,
and others, before he arranged for a trip to Philadelphia, which coincided with
Wilson's vacation sojourn there. Wilson, long considered in the Wollheim orbit, at
this gathering with the Philadelphia Scicecnce Fiction Socicty stated himself as
siding with them on Michelism, FAPA politics, and other issues. Tho nothing very
concrete came of this, it indicated another weakening of the Wollheim group's grip
on fandom; and all the PSFS and Wilson added their names to the Petition of Repri-
mand, the list of signers of which presently grew to include more than half the
total FAPA membership, including many strict neutrals, such as lMcPhail, Swisher,
and Farsaci.

THE SITUATION IN THE WEST

In the Los Angeles SFI~SFA wasz previewed the coming struggle among fans ag a
whole, like a Spanish Civil War of ideas as to the object of fandon,

After Shroyer and Wollheim and the various accessories had exchanged a blasi
or two each way, the arguments broke down mainly into repetition and restatement,
as those things will, and a howl was raised, not only among the subscribers, but
also within the LASFLs The situation there was a peculiar one, ag the leading
fans of the group, Forrest J Ackerman and liyrtle R Douglas (‘'iorojo!), were inclin-
ed toward sociological discussions of a Michelistic nature, whereas the wajority of
the whole meimbership was opposed to such things, The result was a disunity of
feeling not present in other fan groups, but the LASFL spirit was too strong for
it to be at any time threatened with dissolution,

At any rate, the anti-controversialists presently got the upper hand, and es-
tablished a board of censors Lo keep controversial material out of Imaginationl
There seems to be some confusion, however, as to their actual instructions in the
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mattery for Ackprman told Wollheim that well-written lMichelist writings would not be
barred, and the board of ccnsors included T Brucc Yerke, who is scarcely one to de—
sirc a lid on controversy.

And of course, Madge's most popular feature, Voice of the Imagi-llation, was
pretty much laid open to eny kind of discussions among the readers.

Charlic Hornig, one-time od of Wonder Storics, gucst-cdited an lssue of the
madgazine, putting into it all his ideas for 1mprovoment. The result was at first
a divided opinion, but presently thore wae a very definite vote for a return to the
ladge of simplifyd spelng, Ackcrmancse, scientificombinations, and a Voice of the
ImagiaNation running letters in the sequence received, with editorial comments parens
thesized, The cffect of Hornig's fiasco was to cndecar the old Madge in the hearts
of many fans who had formerly been very critical of her.

Very shortly after her return to her old dress, however, iadge went into a
state of suspended animetion. Forrie the J, who had a disproportionately large part
in the work connected with publication, became cmployed with the Government and no
longer had time to work on the magazine, and the others couldn't carry on without
him, Iater Ackerman is suppossd to have lost his job, but there was no attempt to
revive Imigination!

After Fadge's demise -~ or suspension of animation, if you will —- Los Angeles
published as much material, probably, as a monthly Imagination! would have carried,
but because each group publishes thc lind of material it dedires, and much of it is
not.charged for, further clash over what should and shouldn't be published was
" avoided,

Then came Technocracy. ‘hen the facts about it began to be eirculated, it was
received with astounding enthusiasm by Angelenoes from all camps, and shortly they
sct out to campaign fandom for the coming of the  Technate,

TiE ORDER BEGINS TO CRUBLE

At the same timec that Speer's petition was helping build up sentiment against
Wollheim, it was by no means maling him morec popular. People were getiing tired of
. this constant wrangling.

' The next Mailing of the FAPA carried voluminous rcfutation by the Philadelphi-
‘ang and allies of the charges ageinst them, and, mailed in a separate envelope, sev-—
eral 1¢, 1d, and 5¢ printed pamphlets on matters sociological, by the CPASF, the
Leeds SFL, and Speer. FAPA members rose up in wrath when they saw the postage that
had been expended on this envelope, out of the FAPA treasury, on material which many
thot out of placc in the FAPA.

But perhaps the most curious development was that Wollheim and lichel made no
further attempts to defend their charges (and have not, to this writing), and, in-
stead, made an unsuccessful play for support from those who desired an end to con-
troversy., OSpeer and the Cometecrs were 2ll primed for some fine sarcasms aimed at
such method of evading the burden of proof of the election accusations, but found
themselves utterly alone.s Their former allies, the Flushing=lewark axis, were lcad-
ing the center group that desired an end to controversy. The Wollheim clique refused
to fignt. Independents, Dale Hart excepted, felt much 2s did the Cosmics. Under
urging from their friends, the defeated ones agreed to reduce, but not entirely do
away with, their replies to Wollheim and iiichel's inferences ("their hands are not
clean”, etec)s But circumstances unforseen intervened to prevent even this.

keanwhile, the whole political situation in the FAPA was changinge. HMcPhail was
reported attempting to form a Center Perty with Wiggins, which it was thot might
hold the balance of power between the two extreme groups. Wiggins, for some reasch,
held back, not desirous of setting up anything in opposition to Wollheim, and the
plan fell thru. When the 1939 clections appearcd on the horizon, however, MHeFhail
joined with Taurasi and iarconette in Srming the National Progressives, an anti-
controversialist, nationalistic group, which was thrown into a turmoil by applicua-
tion for admission by Wollheim's group, on the Progressives' terms. Other definite
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Tho not yet acting upon his observations, Speer foresaw that a new kind of fan-
dom was coming into being. His prophecics won @ contest conducted by the ipdgicians,
and received some notoreity, Their essence was that there would be a trecumendous in—
flux of new fans (aftervards termed 'the barbarian invasion') as a result of ihe
cooperation of the professional magnzine editors, whose (the barbarians') influence
would be felt after the World Convention in 1939, meldng fandom a more dignified
place, with a less spontancous air, and a relaxing of controversy. He was wrong in
his placing of the time, for beforc the end of 1938, the Second Fandom had passed .
into the Second Transition, which this history treats as continuing to the time of
the World Convention.

THE DECLINE AIID FALL OF WOLLHEIM

We have already scen the sentiment setting in against Wollheim, and, separately,
against the kind of fandom in which he held dominance. Despite this, however, he
was:still in control of three of the four FAPA offices, writing for the yet-leading
fan megazine of the time, and still aclmowledged as the most important fan by a wma-—
jority of his contemporaries,

When Rothwan planned the 1938 Philadelphia Conference, he had hoped to include
a discussion on the purpose of science-—fiction, by two rivals in the professional
field, and Wollheim and Sykora. Wollheim, on the plaint that three of the speakers
were to be anti-ificnelist, declined the invitetion. As a result, the Philadelphia
Conference assembled one bright autumn day (while the garbage men were on strike)
without Wollheim or any of his first-line lieutenants, There were several present
who wight have sided with him had he been there, but, under the existing circum—
stances, went along with the majority, who despised or ignored him. The discussion
was carried thru without anyone to represent the lichelist views on the purpose of
" science—fiction, and at the buffet supper afterwards all present drank the toast,
"Gentlemen, down with Wollheim}"

To the amazement of all, the coup de grace was administered by Wollheim himself,
In a long paragreph of various news items in the NL, reporter Pohl announced,.QUAD-
RUMVIRATE QUITS. The reason given was rather hezy. Wollheim had become disgusted
with fandom, discouraged at the results of his efforts to give it a real meaning,
and was therefore ceasing his activities in the FAPA, his regular writing and pub-
1ishing, tho he would continue to issue occasionals and take part in the meetings of
the Futurian Society of New York, which was the Wollheim half of the GNYSFL. Pohl,
Michel, and Lowndes were quitting with hiu.

Months later, more detailed explanations were given, Wollheim, in the Science
Fiction Fan, told how fans had refused to face his arguments, and instead of answer—
ing them, had atitacked him. To be longer classed with such a group were a discredit.

Lowndes, in his FAPA megazine, explained thot he quit as vice—president because
he could not have been an impartial judge in disputes, and as long as his group re-
mained in office, the minority who had opposed them would flll the milings with vie-
lification, charges, etc. '

Wollheim formally resigned; Lowndes took his place and .appointed Wiggins vice~
president; Lowndes then resigned, with the others, and Wiggins appointed 2 new slate.
of officers, following Wollheim's suggestions, larconette as vice=president and Rothw
man as Official Editor. For once, the clique had carried out things in gaod
legal form, =

But the sins of the fathers descended upon Wiggins. Wollheim had made to break
with him for publishing a certain long article by MHoskowitz. Wiggins closed the
pages of the SFFan to lioskowilz and any other writers who would be engaged in dispu-
tation of Wollheim's vicws. in the interest of peace, and Wollheim returned. Cosmic
publications thercupon expelled Wiggins. Around year's end Wiggins also expressed a
disgust with fandom and intention to get out, but nothing came of this, Wiggins wes
now definitely in the VWollheim orbit, and favoring Michelism, He went even beyond



2& : _
them in upholding the Wollheimrdominated comnitiee's right to put on the World Con-
vention.when they had already abdicated, In a short time, Wigglus became easily the
best—-hated man in fandom,

THE CHANGING TENDENCY AKONG FAN MAGAZINES

The first newcomers were Harry \larner, Jr, and Jim Avery. All during the Se-
cond Fandom, of course, there had been a few new ones drifting in all the time, but
the almost total lack of contact between the fan world and the professional magazines
with their wider circulations mede such neophytes few. Dale Hort definitely belongs
to the Second Fandom, But, tho they were almost 'old timers' by the time the full
rush of new fans arrived, Warner and Avery belonged to the new day. They appeared
rather without warning, dropping postecards to various fans, soliciting material for
their proposed hektographed magpzine, Spaceways. Warner was to do the typing, in
Hagerstown, Md, and Avery the hektoing, in Skowhegan, Me. It was ultimately +to
the good of Spaceways that the hekto broke down and Warner was forced to purchase a
mimeograph. In the more distinguished mimeo format, Spaceways was immediately in
the top rank,

Under the influence of support from the pro magazines for fandom, and a widsr
appeal in fan magazine material, meny new names began to show up 1in reports of the
meetings of the new Gueens SFL (phenomenally successful reincarnation of the Taurasi
branch of the GNY fission), cradited for items in Nell, in readers! departments of
fan magazines, and elsewhere, tho but a comparative few of these have become ‘active!
fans at this writing. There were several feminines among the newcomers. In the
past, girl fans had usually been sisters or cousins of the male fans, and these neo-
phytes, largely in Qusens, were not exceptions. One amusing exception to this rule
was Peggy Gillespie, who, it finally leaked out, was not Jack Gillespie's sister, but
the family cat, with Dick Wilson and ammteur astronomer Abe Oshinsky doing the ghost-
writinge. : '

Besides the new fans, quite a few of the men prominent in the First Fandom re—
appeared, some, such as Ray Falmer, as successes in the pro field (at the same time
that many newer fans were scoring successes as authors), others, like Bob Tucker, as
active fans. Bob had a letter published in Brass Tacks, and apparsntly was imnedi-
ately deluged with letters asking him to return to fandom. He did so, lining up es-
pecially with Warner, Avery, and Wiggins, and began turning out reams of humorous and
unhumorous publications, Some of these returns of the oldsters began as early as the
Newark Convention, but few became as active again @s Tucker,

The boys were getting older, too. Early in 1933 fans had been vastly surprised
to hear of the birth of Wiggins' second daughter, Bob Tucker had a family. Ackerman
proudly announced he'd come of voting age and registered as a Socialist. Leslie
Perri, illustratriz for Pohl's Iind of Man and Lowndes' Le Vombiteur, etc, and Fred
Pohl began to be mentioned as possibly fandom's first matrimonial match; altho some
married couples had afterwards begun work in the fan field together, such as the RD
Swishers, whose S-F Check-List undertook to list all fanmags actually published or
even proposed, _

And 2t the same time that some old-timers were returning, certain of the promi-
nent men of the Second Mandom were forced to reduce their activities, The results
of Ackerman's employment have already been mentioned. Osheroff was forced to com—
pletely discontinue his, probably duc to parental pressure, and Taurasi took over his
Fantasy Scout as one cf the myriad supplements to Fantasy News. Wollheim's retire-
ment has been dealt with. Speer, on a Thanksgiving trip to visit Kuslan in Connec—
ticut and return via Nell's first birthday party (she passed away a half year later,
and Wilson began issuing Eszcape), ran his-car into a telephone pole, and the result—
ing financial burden; parental pressue, and loss of typewriter in the shuffle forced
him to cut his activities to a minimum. Baltadonis, attending college, had practic—
ally no time for fan activities any more. Ted Carnell, high~ranking British fan, an-
nounced that after the 1959 British Convention he would have to give up most of his
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fan activity —— reason: newly married, Claire P Beck, the gloomy heruit of Lakeport,
Calif, hitch—hiked to New York to visit, where he fell in witn iAchel's crowd; after
his return he onnounced an end to the SFCritic, and lapsed,

The change was rcflected in the fan magazines. Spaceways was the trail-
blazer, as its pages were filled with gossip about forthcoming science-fiction,
short science stories by both amateurs and professional writers, and almost no !fan'
material such as characterized the Second Fandom. Its editorial policy of no con-
troversial material on politics, religion, ete (jeered at by the submerged liberals)
- was quickly picked up by new and renascent fan magazines throughout the country.
Fantascience Digest, Madle at the helm, rising to the fore with ths SFCollector's
virtusl disappearance, went into mimeoed format and took Fantasy Magazine as its
ideal. Bob Tucker, a member of Cosmic Publications now, issued a yearbook listing
all stf stories in the stf mags and Argosy during 1938. Imagination!'s mimeographed
format was widely copied, but by magazines of an entirely different type in inter-
est. Gossip about collectors! items, pro mag line-up, author interviews, observa-
tions on the flood of new professional s-f wagazines that gave such an impetus to
the change in fandom, wesre the order of the day, @and discussion about sociological
systems, religion, etc, rigorously tabooed in most of the leading fan magazines.

The old-line fans now justified their cloims to the title of ‘'science fiction!
fans by showing that they had not forgotten when they had once lmown about it, nor
lost contact. There was almost a feeling of relief as they turned to something they
could be sure they werc good in, Practlcallv no one attempted to buck the tide com—
pletely; even the SFFan began featuring more articles on stf books, etc, to pad out
the material written mostly by the Quadrumvirate, which consisted of monotonous re—
petitions of the idchelist theory thinly veiled as biographies and exchanges of com-
pliments.

'"PThe official organ of the mutual admiration scciety of Wolllheim and Company!
the new British school described the SFFan. For in Britain, too, @ new race had
arisens. Disgusted with the lack of appreciation given Novae Terrae by lethargic
Britishers and Americans, Hanson had finally given it up, and by the time of the
1939 British Convention, the SFA monthly organ was Satecllite, a humorous magazine
modelled along American lines by the new English fans,

Even that stronghold of subversive propaganda, the FAPA, came thoroly under the
dominance of the new order. Controversial material dwindled to fractional propor-
tions; strong literary efforts were put forward, the 8Swisher Check—lList, iske's
CHAOS, Speer's Sustaining Program, Michel's Futurart, ILA's Sweetness and Light,
and so far, far into the night. A definite date for mailings was established under
Rothman, till he moved to Washington/DC to worlk.

NEW FANDOM'S STRUGGLE FOR RECOGNITION

Another powerful factor in the influx of new fans and the spreading of tran-
quility over fandom was the necessity to work together for and take part in the
World Science-Fiction Convention.

t will be recalled that the 1937 Convention in Philadelphia app01nted a com-
mittee in which the Wollheim clique was predominant to handle this affair. Owing to
this committee's lack of activity and the unpopularity of Wollheim with many fans,
arrangenents were made at the Sykora—dominated Newark conclave for a new committee,
The successful circulation of the petition of protest, signed by so mwany of his fri-
ends, convinced Sykora that ne had acted wrongly in that case, but rather than
yield to the Wollheim committee, he and Woskowitz, plus Taurasi, agein took the law
into their owm hands and formed New Fandom, an organization whose primary purpose
and raison d'etre was the sponsoring of the World Convention as a gigantic affair,

In this they ran counter to the desires of Olon F Wiggins, who felt that none
but dyed-in—the-~wool fans, whom he counted at onc time as numbering about fifty,
should be admitted., Wiggins feared that accepting help from the professional maga-—
zines would result in fandom's losing its independence. He was alwost the only one
who held such opinions, however; and the genersl attitude was: Wiggins? That old
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gﬂi? He's the guy that sold out to Wollheim,

New Fandom was a heterogenous Frankenstein's creation, the corc of which was
the Science Fiction Advancement Association, an unimportznt hold-over from the First
Transition. To this ioekowitz added his manuscript bureau and other odds aand ends
possessed by the Triumvirs, such as the magazine Helios,; were announced as formally
going into the pot to meke New Fandom. All subscribers to Helios were temporarily
meubers of New Feandom. but 2 dollar dues was requived for full membership. All wenr
bers of the SFAA, includiig Don Wollheim, found themselves, by the magic of former
president Raymond van Houten, New Fandomites., The name was derived from MHoskowitz!
observation that a new order was coming into being in fandom, and he hopec thatl some
day this would be the long-souzht organization whose boundarics should coincide with
fandom's.

Its adninistration was most peculiar, as the members had no check on the acts
of its leaders, except the possibility that they wight turn from the organization
and renounce its leadsrship. This check, whils effective in larger matters, couldn't
work to prevent the employing of tactics in minor affairs that the majority of its
members didn't like, or the making of such blanket stelements as that New Fandom
opposes all isms, The only office was the appointive onc of Secretary and General
Manager, held by iloskowitz., He, Taurasi, and Syllora, and tc a lesser degree the
rest of the QSFL and van Houten, controlled the organizotion's destinies.

Taturally, with such a genesis and such @ nature; the club was wide open to
attack, and only the earlier discrediting of the Wollheim group saved New Fandonm
from an early extinction. At the Philadelphia Conference of September, 1938, much
dubiousness was expressed over the success of this 'benevolent dictatorsnip' (Liosko-
witz had used the term 'democratic dictatorship!, comparing it to a professional
magazine, wnich must respect the wishes of the readers, tho they have no direét con-
trol over its menageuent).

The absence of the Moslkowitz—~hating group from the Conference, however, caused
those present to give a rather passive acquiescence to New Fandom's assumption of
leadership. Speer proposed a motion which did no more than recognize New Fandom's
primcy, and it was passed the way uwost motions are passed at friendly, half-informal
gatherings, without opposition, tho many didn't vote for it.

The wording of the resolution was so clumsy and hazy that it was quickly for-
gotten, and news reports from the Tausasi-iioskowitz group magnified it into a blan-
ket approval of anything New Fandom might do, At the same time, word wen. around
that, in some way, New Fandom had gotten the support of fandom behind it.

That was all that fandom was waiting for. Iic one wanted to join a club that
had every chance of folding up, but once it was told that it was going to be success—
ful, the conditions requisite for its success toolc form. At the same time that the
100% fans were giving it their support. the professional magazines began to put for-
ward their promised support of the WSFC, publishing letters and announcements for
fans and scientifictionists desiring to attend to get in touch with roskowitz.

Also, soon after, appearad the first issuc of the official wagazine, New Fandom,
whose freedom from the usual Taurasi-ioskowitz errors of language, and general ex—
cellence of wake~up and content, won grudging admiration even from Sam's foe VWilsons

Thus the new heads of the fan world came into their own. Heart and soul of
this new group was Taurasi's weekly Fantesy-News. The magazinewspaper had been be-
gun simply to fill out unexpired subscriptions to Taurasi—Thompson's Cosmic Teles
when it was turncd over to the Kuslans, but Fanny's succecss had been so phenomenal
that it quickly toolk the leed over Nell in general opinion, appearing mimeographed
long before the latter did (the era of hektcgraphed magazines was passing), at a
lower price, and usually with more pages, The content was designed to appeal to
borderline fans who were interested more in the reading of seience fiction than in
the deep—dyed fan activities. TFrequently more than half of the content was written
by koskowitz. In all cases the King's English was murdered, to such an extent in
rany cases that the meaning was not clear, and the viewpoint was narrow, but Start-
ling Stories reviewed, with nothing but praise, Fantasy-lews, every month — a



2/

thing done for no other fan mmgazines Apparently, there was a working agreement
with Weisinger for beinging fandom back into the fold.

Just when the revolution occurred cannot be definitely determinec. Up to the
FAPA election, the Wollheim group had been the aclnowledged heads of the fan world,
despite their minority-in many matters. Sometime between the close of the FAPA
campeign and the Philadelphia Conference, the absolute viewpoint changed, and VWoll-
heim and Wiggins were the 'rebels' instead of those who -opposed them. The W's
attacks at last built up an overwhelming opposition to him, which ‘assumed' itself
into power, once united,

By the spring of 1959, Wiggins wos practically the only hold-out. When Wilson
and Moskowitz endsd their feud, the former expressed, none to enthusiastically, his
baclding of New Fandom's leadership of the convention. Wollheim, iichel, and Pohl
acquiesced while growling puns like 'New Fan-dump' and ‘'New Fan-dumb', and Lowndes
gaid that in many ways he favored New Fandom's integration of the fan werld, if for
no other reason than that it would more quiclily bring fans to the end of the trail
of their present activities, so they would have tu turn to iMichelism (and indeed,
many very a&ctive fans began to desire to reduce their activity and lead normal
lives)., Ackerman; somewh2t tongue-in-cheekly, joined New Fandom. There was even &
move, which didn't get very far, to re-merge the Quesns SFL and the Futurian Society
of New York, the Wilson-Wollheim—Kornbluth NY faction.

Early in June, the long—~delayed 0SA Powwow was held, and two=thirds of those
present expressed the intention of atiending the WSFC (Louis Clark, Oklahoman in
vashington/DC also was expecting to go, and iiles iicPhail, cousin of the iic)s Dan
MePhail, tho financially able, wasn't able to leave his job, the same thing that
held back Tucker, Avery, ‘and many morce. Others present at the Powwow were Jack
Speer, on vacation from DC, and Walter Sullivan, sometime of Queens, plus such as—
tral beings as the Invieible ian, Injun Joe, lawrence Paschall, Walter Jackson, and
John A. Bristol.

THE REACTION AGAINST REACTION

From much of the foregoing, it may be justly supposed that the retirement of
many fans, including the Wollheim clique, was not as complete as had been at first
thot —-—~ and intended.

Indeed, one member of the Quadrumvirate, Lowndes, after resigning his FAPA
of fices became even more active, with the publication of a hektographed weekly of
opinion, comment, poetry, and whatnot, termed Le Vombiteur, or, following the vogue
for pet nawmes, Levy.

In late May, Wilson, Wollheim, and iichel toured the East in the first-named?s
car, Mrine, Canada, Chicago, and Washington their periphery, visiting fans all
along the way. Giliespie and Pohl planned a hitchhike to Washington to visit Roth-—
man, for whom Pohl had bsen selling stories to the pro's, and Jack Speer, Pohl's
rival for FAPA vice—president.

In this campaign, Rothman and Taurasi stood opposed for president, and both-
mde mistakes which resulted in ballots being sent out to inactive members as well
as active, tho prohibited by constitutional amendment, and the keiling was long de-
layed in being sent oute A good, old~fashioned mess resulted.

' Meanwhile, Pohl was busy trying to build up an alternative organization to New
Fandom, in the Futurian Federation of the World, but even his comrades knew not
whether to take the effort seriously, so queer did some aspectis of it seem,

But Pohl got some support, and the significant thing is that it included loyal
New Fandomites Warner and Avery. In other dircctions, too, there were signs of
pulling away from the Moskowitz cligue. Bob Tucker, tho a mewber of Cosmic Publica-
tions and New Fandom, established for use of himself, Avery, and some other North
Centralites a Vulcan ikanuseript Bureau, in competition to New Fandom's, before all
their publications were combined into the omnibus magazine, Nove. Besides the Futur—
ian Federation support, Avery and idiske and others had other dealings with the mem-
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bers of the Wollheim group, but there secmed little possibility that that clique

would head the new opposition building up against the uhtra—classicists of New Fan-
dom,

Only for a brief period in the fall had Cosmic been in the Center —- now they
were definitely one extreme, and between them and the old Quadrumvirate at the other
.was a broad, hazy center group, fading out on both sides from those who had only one
or two bones to pick with iHoskowitz, as Bob imdle, to +those, like Dick Wilson, who
varied from the Vollhci: line only in a few matiers, DNevertheless, into this cate-
gory come a good many of the new fans, tho of course the majority have gone under
the leadership of Newark—Queens,

Another exception to the prevailing trend was the rising popularity of fan fie-
tion —— fiction in which the principal characters are fans —-— either synthetic, type
characters, ‘or actual personages, Cosmic Tales, under Kuslan, was foremost in this;
and 'Mickey! also calls to mind another exception to the main current. Tho the
leading fan magnzines were practically all of the 'Fantasy iagozine! type, in the
second level were many of the 1933, 'fanny! kind.

All of which indicates that the reaction will not be permitted to go to sucb
great extremes —— The Third Fandom will not be 1935 all over again.

Washington/DC
Jun29/F39

MOTIVATIONS RESEARCHED (1)

Someone the other day asked me why all the nude and semi-nude women in FASQUE,
the ecdysiast's fanzine and where I got them. Humph! I looked wisely at him and
said, I like women, I also, perhaps unnaturally, like nude women. 8o I put as
many as I like in }hsque.

Yeah, but where do you get 'em,

Mostly from my imagination, sometimes from drawings done in life class. A few
times from scenes in the street or a movies. Actually it is easier to draw them nude
than fully clothed, And more fun. '

But they're sc naked!

liudes not naked. There's a subtle difference., Generally speaking a model is
nude before a class and a girl is naked in bed. Or is that a two-valued orientation?

There's nothing wrong with nudity. iost people do or would enjoy mudity if it
. were not for the unfortunate social connotation. It is always in that period be-
tween the novelty and shock of a nel (old) idea, such as the increased nudity on
our beaches, and the full and passive acceptance of that idea that chaos reigns,
The simple and ready to mind examples of the Sennctt Bathing Girls, their costumes,
the publlc reaction as contrasted to any beach today. Don't get me wrong, I'm nct
a "nudist®...

I think there is nothing wrong with nudity. Proper upbringing in sex education,
woral and mental training and general public acceptonce would do wonders. The main
trouble, beyond public apathy toward newness and the sacred stupidities of their sex
education, is who has been brought up so correctly that he may correctly teach
others? I certainly haven't, have you?

- — — Bill Rotsler



The pointcd ona cxnlicit cowmwunicacion of prosc has its parallcl in
the cartoon —- w¢ll, in illustraiion too, but goncrally the illustration
docs not camwnicatc scomctning the artist originatcd —— and logically
thisc should bc almost a universal form of visual art in FaPA. Tt docsn't
quitc rcach that overwihcliming proportion,..pcrhaps beceausc most of us
cimply don't »roducc visual art, and thosc who do arc usually good cnough
to try worc ambitious things...but it is ccriainly prcdominant.

tc sclect @ couplc of cxamples of cartoon from our past: Jack
P
ic

Speer's sticli-Tigurcs and the ioonralkers' caricaturcs of fan typcs.



Jack Speer describes his sheets of stick-men doing
varied things as "in the style of American Legion
cartoonist Wallgren', but in fact his page-packing
technique is true Primitivism -~- take a look at a
collection of eariy newspaper cartoons and note the
similarities: want of dominating themes or figures,
disdain for perspective, and a compulsive tendency
to fill every sguare inch with scmething worth
attention. This evolved into the modern editorial
cartoon along the same path we've laid out Speer's
work to illustrate: the interlocked full page of
cartoon broke up into a congeries of individual
incidents, which first became isolated and then
stood alocne.

In the tagged cartoons, these are the more cryptic
individuals:

F is Jack F Speer. JVB is John V.
Baltadonis; JVI, Taurasi; JBM, John B. Michel.
More obscure souls are RBC, Dick Crain; RGT,
Robert G. Thompson; WSS, Will Sykora; Azyg,
Azygous. You probably guessed such folk as
AW Art Widner; HFF, Hoy Fing Pong; RWL, Lowndes;
CyK, Kornbluth; and McPh{zil)...possibly even
VanH{outen). And shame on you for ever if you
have to be told who MAR({othman}, El(mer FPerdue},
SaMoskowitz), and DAW{ollheim) sre.
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MEET TH GANG

The oonrakcrs! SVERTNESS 4D LIGHT, in its armory of poisoncd daris,
numbcred a particularly cffective scrics of caricaturcs by Shroycr, kooncy,
Fadglkins, and fubttncr. (Ycp, that Xuttncr.) Strictly, the drawings arc
carioons, while thc accompanying captions add thc caricaturc quality of
"exaggorating the characteristics of a pcrson or type", but what the hell,
Charlic., iobst of thesc have/nad individual rcfcrents which we refrain
from identifying, though thosc ablc to do so may qualify for a 25,000
avard.

This is Rosenwald Horsebitten

He is known throughout all fandom

As The Fan who has written

More letters to magazines

Than any other fan

Who writes letters

To magazines

What does Rosenwald say in his letters?
He says: "Gee! Terrible! Space is Black!
Perfectale!l"

In other words dear reader

Rosenwald says nothing

But editors like Rosenwald's letter
They often fill the awkward space
Between the "Rupture" ad

And the "Raise Giant Frogs" offer

This is a science fiction reader

He is very young

He gets very mad sometimes

Because authors write about sex
Sex makes him feel awful funny

He doesn't know what it's all about
But he knows its bad. '
YThen he is o0ld enough to shave

He will probably like sex

Right now he should read

The "Bobbsy Twin" books

And also Mr. Alger's stuff
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This is Rasputin Nero Creep

He broods over Frogs and Puddles

The World is a Big Puddle

Also the World has got Hitler and Stalin
And Benny

But Science Fiction is a Small Puddle
All one needs is a lMimeograph

To nurture a Dictator Complex

However, Frogs eventually Croak

English is passe

Says our Babble-Boy

And he proceeds to

Gurgle funny words

(Looking exceedingly wise)
Which end in "jo" and "plup"
Someday he will learn to speak
Right now he is best let alone

This is Horatio If, Thirkbwoddy

He is slightly lacking in musculature

His gluteus maximus is calloused

By long hours spen! sitting

Reading Science Fiction

And Thoughtful Books on Fictionized Science
Naturally he feels the Literary Life
Is Ultima Thule

To be attained only by the Brainy Few
His magnificent cranium

Contains

& large soggy mass

Of Suppressed Desires

The existence of which, however

He will not admit even to himself

He is protected by strong armor of self-esteem

and his strength is as the strength of ten because his heart is pure




This is a parlor pink

He has read a book by lMr. Marx

He talks about the "working class"
(But he doesn't work at all
Because his poppa supports him)

He wants a revolution

That will take all the money

From the capitalists

(Except his poppa's money)

This is Diego Picasso Montenegro
He illustrates fan magazines
And privy walls

The artistic impulse
Cannot be suppressed
Neither can fan magazines

Or fans

411 is illusion

This is Ophelia Punk

She is cute
She writes cute letters
To Bditors

Oh God




"On Wednesday, May 31, 1950, I drove into a service station on
Carson Street for gas about 1:30 P.M. 1 was just getting out of the
car when the attendant pointed up and said 'Hey, look at thati’® At
first we thought ‘that’ was a kite or a ballioon, but the lstter are
erratic and aimless in their actions, and there was nothing aimless
gbout 'that’. When we first saw it it was hengirng motionless at
considerable height and distance. Several times is dropped verti-
cally and stopped abruptly, much like an elevator. Presently it
took off in & direction away from us with such terrific accelera-
tion that it was cut of sight in sbout three seconds.

"!That' presented an elliptical outline with the long axis
vertical. It was black or some dark color and no traces of pro-
pellors or wings could be seen. It is quite possible that it is
disk-shaped, but to me it looked more like a football than any-~
thing else.

"Don't ask me for further details. I could embroider this
yarn, I suppose, and I have no objections to a good hoax, but I have
reported above exactly what I saw and no more. The surface of the
thing did appea?_élightly mottled, possibly indicating markings or
windows or something, but that'‘s all I can say.

"Maybe they belong to the U.S. Government, vhich has repeatedly
denied any connection with them. Maybe they belong to some other
Terran power, or perhaps they come from Mars or one of the other
planets of the solar system. Science-fiction fans will not entirely
reject the idea that they may be from some extra-solar civilization.
When they can show such tremendous speed within Earth's atmosphere,
who can say what they can or cannot do in empty space?

"1 don’t know whom they belong to or where they come from, but
I know for certain thet the so-called *flying saucers' are no myth.
For, believe it or not, I heve seen one with my own eyes, and it
was unlike arything else I have ever seen.”

-~- Bill Danner, in LARK for Mailing 78.
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We have a special institution alwmost peculiar to FAPA;
that product of group vitality and individual inertia
called the Blitzkrieg.

"A Blitzkrieg", defines Speer, “is a special exertion
by some fans to overcome the failure of others to do
their duty®. The duty in our case is that of
Getting the Mailing out on time, and here’s how it
was done...



IT STARTED LIKE THIS:--

(In the beginning there could be no such thing as a true or
sercon Blitzkrieg, for FAPA had no deadlines to overshoot. Indeed, when the idea
was brought up Our Founder put it down severely:)

THIS ELECTION

As John Baltadonis says in his election leaflet, the political fight is hotter.
That is about the only completely correct statement made by him. The heat of the
election will be remembered from the President's Open Letter to all members...

Now in the election leaflet put out by JVB{altadonis]'s semi-fascist party
(Jack Speer, an avowed fascist, has been accepted by his running-mates), certain
things are charged against my administration. I shall take up those charges.

MATLINGS:- The idea of having a deadline meiling, or a monthly or bi-monthky mailing,
is all very well. I favor having mailings as often as the receipt of material and
money can permit it. In the past this has been the habit of the mailer. If bundles
were slow or "late', it was due to the slowness in building up enough material to
permit a mailing. Yet the club, a brand-new one with two or three members in August,
was in my administration still active enough to have what amounts to five mailings,
each progressively bigger and better. The drean of a deadline for mailings is a
fantasy that has been current in amateur journalism for sixty years and NEVER REA-
LIZED. It is utterly unworkable and has proven so every time the National, the Uni-
ted or other Amateur Press Associations have attempted it. Several times these or-
ganizations have been bankrupted and placed heavily in debt when attempts of this
sort were made. Amateur journalism just won 't and doesn't work that way. And cer-
tainly not for such a group as fantasy amateurs -- whose experience when under finan-
cial obligations with subscription magazines -- has been that no one ever expects to

B B Ten maenzineson” Tl --- Don Wollheim, in THE F.A.P.A.FAN #
+ 44+t FrF A+

(An Unruly Element kept plugging for regularity, and eventually things began to
move their way, beginning with the first actual fan visit whose purpose was to stir
an inactive official to life:)

THE PRESIDENT'S MESSAGE

Scattered throughout this mailing you will find indications of what has been go-
ing on for the past several months, and explaining what has happened to the December
mailing. To sum up, and put everything into one sentence, this 1s what has happened:
The new officers were not able to obtain the club records and funds from ex-secretary
Taurasi until the President went up to New York to get them himself.

The club accounts are in pretty bad sktape; there have been no notification of
membership expirations for the past six months. We are starting with practically
no money in the treasury...I would suggest the following idea to be inserted in the
revised constitution...: after each election, the old set of officers will continue
in office until the first mailing following the election has been completed...Inau-
gurations and readjustments can all take place in the September wmailing under the -
directions of the old officers. It will also help obviate the p0551b111ty of any
such mixup as has Jjust taken place. :

I think that now the FAPA can now continue as if nothing has happened.
~-- Milton A. Rothman, in the FA V3N2.

+++++++++++++

(Life is full of these little delusions. Next we hear from Milty, he's pub-
lishing an account of the first and eponymic:)



It is narrated of a certain
occurence that befell once;
a rather curious tale of
lethargy in high places;

of revolution, of anarchy,
and of other matters, of
wnich it would be wiser not
to bs too specific...

But let us for the moment
eachew our admittedly
artificial manner of speech
and of thot: —— that in-
deed curious style, where-—
in the infrequent sentence
that does not begin with a
connective and end with a
plurality of dots coumes eas
a positive shock to the
readeresee
Once, there was

an organization, somewhat
familiarly krown as the
FAPA. A most curious or-
ganization indeed, compos-—
ed of some fifty individu-
als of anarcnistic procli-
vities of mind; all with
but one thing in common --
that they had once read
and enjoyed fantasy fice
tion, Miny of them had
ceased reading the mater—
ial in question entirely;
others, driven by an un-
realized conditioning,
earnestly endeavored to
read all published fantasy
~— but that, if one way
turn a phrase rather neat-
1y, is neither here nor
there.

These fifty individu-
" als, then, driven by moti-
vations few bothered Lo un-—
derstand, banded together
in & consumer co—operative
of sorts (we say consumer
co—operative because there
exists a most justifiable
phobia against the phrase
communist—~state) for their

The tale is told, as El-
mer and Cabell would ex-
press it, of three who de-—
scended upon the sleepy
townn of Philadelphia to
perform the gruesome task
of issuing the long overdue
June FAPA mailing.

It began the week before,
when Jacl: Speer, Elmer Fer-
due, and rilty were snscon-
secd In Jack's room, wonder—
ing what to do about the
FAPA, ilty was President
then, and as such had some
sort of silly responsibili=-
ty connected with it. Well,
he said, let's go up to

Philly and either make th:se

guys there get busy, or put
it out ourselves., 1I'll see
if I can obtain the frater-
nal car, Jack put in, and
since Elmer was there, Mil-
ty went the limit and said
well, the three of us can
drive up Saturday after
work and stay at my house
overnight.

Saturday at 1 PM, Elmer
and Milty waited outside
Mlty's office for almost
a half hour, wondering what
had happened to Jack, until
finally a most swank lercu-
ry convertible coupe rolled
into their astounded vision.
Jack was driving. Milty
gasped at the thought of
riding in such luxury.

Soon the three were on
their way, past red and
green lights, hot dog
stands, billboards, and the
rest of the lovely scenery
of laryland. At Milty's
request, they drove up by
war of route one, because
ilty had gone that way by
Greyhound bus innumerable
times, but it had been al-
ways at night, and he had

The drive up was.very
nice, Ve passed thru
small tovm after small
town —-- places you never
heard of, but which were
long before you were and
in which people live and
carry on guite natural
existenees of which. you
hear nothing. Summer was
at its height, and cne
could almost get patriotic
over the woods and templed
hills. Our Wyoming com-
rade haa a ready smile for
Rothman every time he
called some knoll a moun—
taine.

And after we got to
Philly, Milt had Speer
drive around awhile in the
residential section toward
the edge of town, just to
prove that all Fhiladel-
phia wasn't semi-slums like
Kensington, where the
Philly fans center. And
afterwards, with a sensi-
tiveness to variations
guite beyond our blunt
perceptions, he indicated
various sectione of the
semi~slum area as "lower
midcle class","middle
lower class", etc.

So at
length our battle-wagon
drew up before thie Rothman
doorstep —— across the
street from it, anyway --
and we went.in, Concern-
ing Mrs., Rothman's affec-
tionate greeting, Speer
later accused Lilt of
having no more sentiment
than an old dish rag, to
vhich Gregor countered
that his motner was senti-
mental enough for the whole
family.

We pariook of some
sustenance, and.not long



own protection, and
greater mutual back-pat-
tings and self-commenda—
tion on their acclaimed
altruisies.. '
Yet there is
one prime prerequisite of
a society ~— even of a
basically anarchistic
one, &s the present --
and that is a govern—
ment. And the tale

would necessarily go on
to tell of how officers
were in due course elec—
ted, and of how for a
reasonably great per-
iod of time these offi-
cers fulfilled their
duties, both faithfully
and tolerably well....,

Came the decline. We
are informed, upon rea-
sonably reliable au~
thority, that an organi-
zation may not remain
static, but must per-
force evolve or degener—
ate. The FAPA, if we
my refer to it in the
vernacular, would not
Progress... .

The elected
officers, to be concise
(2 quality which we con-—
sider particularly meri-
torious) failed to per-
form the duties which
they had, by assuming
office, indicated their
willingness to performe..
and it was but natural.

.The basis whereupon was
erected the society was
essentially anarchistic;
and the natural procli-
vities of these elescted
officers soon showed
themselves, And the
elected officers, nota-
bly a certain pair,
Mssrs. Agnew and Madle,
let their dilatorativity
grow to such a length as
to, eventually, grow
unbearable to the members.

never seen Conowingo Dam,
So they passed across Cono—
wingo Dam, and Hilto tool
pictures and was very happye.

They entered Philedelphia
by the back way, so that Jack
and Elmer would see the nicer
sections of town. They did-
n't believe there were any.
Then iilty got them lost,
and they missed the best
stuff,

So after wending devious
routes thru Ph. ladelphia,
they arrived at the Rotuman
residence, where supper was
supped, and they sat around
for a while reading the pa-
pers and playiag the plano.

Then into the car again,
and over to the slums to sece
if Baltadonis was in., Balta-
donis was in New York. So
over to ladle'!'s, and Robert
A, was there, After sundry
small talk, the matter of
business was gotten dowvn to.
Agnew, Iadle informsd us, had
all the FAPA material at his
home, and Agnew was up at a
summer camp of some religi-
ous organization at Beaver
College, and would not be
back until the next night.

Horrible situation. They
had to get the stuff, we had
to get tie stuff, They had
to mimeograph the Fantasy
Amateur. Did Mrdle have
stencils. DNo, ¥adle did not
have stencils, and it was
about 10 PM so they vould not
buy any., And they had fore
gotten to bring stencils. So
the FA could not be done,

end the mailing could not be -

put together that day, as
they had so determinedly de-
termined, Bul, if they
could raid the Agnew house-—
hold, they could carry the
loot back to Washington and
get the mailing out from
there,

No, ladle put his foot
dovme No raiding.

Thery they had to capture

53
after betook oursclves to—
ward Belgrade, stopping
outside the Frankford Ave—
nue Cafe en route while
Rothman and Perdue invaded
it in unsuccesgful search
for the Baltadrnis, Iadle
however, was in his place,
and we entered and sat a
round discussing trivia
for a miiute or so, then
broke forth with our main
subject. Madle generously
took all the blame on Ag—
newis and Balty's should-
ers., Perdue was helpful
with outward support for
Iadle, but otherwise spoke
little. Rothman carried
the thread of the conver-
se, with Speer putting in
remarks like his ‘dogged
"Well, letlz get going to
Agnew's," Juffus also
unloaded the story about
the philosopher -— Soc—
rates or somebody: =~ who,
being asked whet was the
main requisite of an ora=
tor (complete gentleman)
answered, "Action", and
being inquired what next
after that was most impor—
tant, replied, "Action,"
and upon query the third
time as to what then was
next most vital, answered
yet agein, “Action". Roth—
man wvac verv dramatic when
he said with a2 sustained
sigh, "Well, you work 7
hours a dey and then you
go to school for two or
three hours more, and afw
ter that you go home and .
study like the devil, and
you find time somehow to
put out a magazine in two
nights to be in time for
the mailing, and then the
mailing never comes out
because someone doesn!t
care enough about it to
spend an afternoon getting
it ready." BT

It took ladle
some time tc realize that



Came the revolt. The tale
would be most woefully in-
complete were it to ne=
glect mention of that
“triumvirate which, acting
from the best of conceiva-
ble motives, performed an
aot by ordinary intoler-
able...these three, iir.
Perdue, ilr, Speer, and
Rothman, decided to take
matters in hand, ‘ihich
seemed to them a desidera-—
fum of the first water;
and it is not good te let
that whicli one desidsrates
go unfulfilledeea.

And so
these three motored to
Philadelphia (a rether
large slum, we feel it in~
cumbent upon us to adduce,
wherein dwelt the two
officers who had failed
in their duties.) 4nd
they, by means which we
need not go into here, obw
tained the requisites,
And, returning home, they
performed that which was
needful.

Thus the tale con=-
cludes.

But we feel that
perhaps certain of you
who read this would be
more interested in the
trivia associated there-
with than in the motiva-~
tion thereof. For them, we
adduce that which follows

We should in particu-—

lar like to extend our
gratitude to a certain El-
mer -Perdue, who was +to a
large degree responsible
for the success of the
blitz. It was he who in—
sisted, when his fellow
conspirators virtually
funnelled barrels of cold
vater on his suggestion
of personally visiting iir.
Agnew; and it was at his
(instipgation? -~ Transla=
tor)(The three lines —-—
eight words -~ following

Agnew and obtain his permis-
sion to remove the FAPA rma-
terial. Agnew was in that
canp, What kind of camp,

. vhet kind of religious or-

ganization, where it was in
Beaver College, exactly where
Beaver College was, how we

could find him that late at

night? Nobody knew. Milty
began to sink into the
depths of defeat, He pic—
tured the camp as a row of
tents somewhere on the vast
¢gollege campus. But Jack
said:

"Where is Beaver College?"
Somewhere about 10 miles
from Philly in the neighbor-
hood of Willow Grove Park, a
large amusement parke. Only
10 miles, Jack screamed —-
what are we waiting for?
For, after all, they had al=
ready come 135 miles, what
was 10 more miles. So off
they went, despite Kpdle's
openly expressed doubt, and
Milty's silent pessimism. Ve
can't find Agnew, iadle kept
saying. The camp will be
all closed for the night.
Everybody will be asleep. It
will be 11:30 when we get
there.

But off we went, with Hilty
directing them merrily to
Jenldnstown, which was the
only correct directions he
gave during his office as
navigator of the entire
Blitzkrieg. In Jenkinstown .
Milty leaned out of the win-
dow and agsked a iarine who
was standing nearby, which-
way Beaver College., It
turned out that Beaver Coll-
ege had two locations. So
the larine, with a leer in
his eyes, directed us to the
girls' dormitory.

We turned to the left,
then to the left again, asked
another person standing there
with apparently nothing else
to do, and lo and behold,
Beaver College was right
there. We. got out, locked

we were considering him a
villain in the piece,
Heck, he got no coopera-—
tion —— the other fellows
didn't care a darn about
it ~— he was tired of hav-
ing to carry the whole
load for.Philadelphia —-
nobody got together the
PSFS meetings any more —-—
Fantascience Digest hadn't
been out in wmpty—ump
months —=— Nobody was in-
terested in the FAPA any
Hore ==
Rothman was ready
to admit defeat, "This is
the second time I've but-
ted my head against a
stone wall in fandom." (I
forget what the other one
vas)e It's hopeless —-
Not
so--Speer. "Do you have the
material here for the
eiling?" Over &t Agnew's.,
"Do you have the dope. here
that we could get out the
FA on?" He had the re-
cords. "Got any stencils?
We can stencil the thing
here and then publish it..
in Washington." Tot
enough, "Any stores open
yet?"
~ Aw, what the heck,
Rob- Bays, leave it to me.
I'1l get the mailing out!
I'1) take the stuff over
to Agnew!s some afternoon
and we'lll put it out.

' We
waited two months for you,
Milty says. Perdue fa-
vors getlting something
done tonight. Agnew, we
have been told, is out of

towm. Out at a church

camp. Outside Philadel—
phia. Hours out. Is Ag-
new's-house open? No his

folks have all gone out
to the camp too, and won't
be back till around iid—
nite. We might wait till
then and try to catch
them, somebody suggests.
But we feel like action.



~rather popular) and, so
" great became his craving,

his are indecipherable —-—
Trang.) ...Carie blanche
for the (abstractance?)
lead, in a manner of speak-
ing, been (again three
Mo S e X, TS ~— LB
decipherable) ...guiding
light end spirit behind

the obteinure thereof...

We were particularly aummz~
ed at pany things: -- at
Mr. Madle (the lMr. is
courtesy only)'s positive
alacrity as he bounded to
where Mr. Perdue, on the
living room couch, quite
casually brought out a
sack of Bull Durham, and
prcffered to the said Mr.
Perdue a tailor--made cig-
arette; and we got one

of a laugh out of the way
Milty and Madle, both
native Philadelphians,

got lost on the return
trip, so that a certain
beaver skin hanging in a
hole in the wall was pass—
ed three times; and of how
Milty, who is possessed

of a rather childish mind,
(childish mind occupies
one line of script —-
translator) was adamnt

on his desire to ride the
roller-coaster (a form

of armsement at one time

that on the return trip
from Beaver College, he
intentionally misdirected
the rather inex—Speer- '
ienced driver so that the
(invaders?) ended up at
the local amusement cen=-

ter, and became®beauti~

fully lost en route home-
ward; and of how much Mrs.
Rothman, (parent of the
Rothman man~child) enjoy-
ed the playing of Mr,
Perdue the morning the
wayfarers rested, tired
but successful, in the
Rothman menage before con-
tinuing with their quest;

. without a casualty.
_.. turning several corners,

the car, and walked down the
hill, entering a large gate.
all was dark. Our forces de-—
ployed, Elmer and Speer going
ahead with Madle and Milty
making up a doubtful rear
guard, Thus we charged a-—
cross two lawne and a tennis
court. No opposition. Then
the sound of singing voices,
ah. Rounding two corners of
a large building, -— we seen
to have entered the back
yard, we came across & door,
which we entered, which was
logical, considering that
that is what doors are for.
The singing was in here,
and by the sound of the mu~
sic, this is what we were
looking for, Hymns. An
ecclesiastical appearing
young man with a blue ribbon
on hig lapel entered, and
Elmer asked ‘where we could
find Jack Agnew. Agnew was
singing hymns. We'll wait.
The joint closes in twenty
minutes. We only have to
see Jack for a few minutes.
And so we did. Obtaining
carte blanche to do anything
we wanted with the mailing,
which was perfectly lovely.
- Going back was when things
starteds On the way up we
had arrowed unerringly to
our mark and won our battle
After

starting back, we came across
a peculiarly arched stone
gateway, whereupon Milty
announces that that waa what
he had been looking for all
the time coming up, and they
had feund the rear gate in-
stead. 8o we rode and rode,
and after about fifteen min-
utes of devious wanderings
in the intense darkness
found ourselves back before
that arcnway. Four minds
sped with ghastly thought to
that story in Unkmown about
the roads leading to Roume,
Again we tried. Miles and
miles of winding roads, then

"Let's go to Agnew's",
Speer suggests, "and see
if we can't get it some
way."

At length the thing
has been talked out, and
we pile into the Panzer—
kampfwagen with Rob and
head for this church camp.
Rob would rather weld go
out to an amusement park
which lies in the same
direction., But we are
adamant, and drive on,
swapping slurs at religi-
on.

Rob begins to be awed
by our wild Bohemian from
the Stagebrush State. And
so time passes and our
Mercury bores thru the
night and we reach the
locality and inguire our
vay to Beaver College,
where the encampment is
being held.

Parking some
blocks before we should,
we further inquire to the
college. We approach it
from the wrong side, stum—
bling thru some private
yards before we burst thru
2 hedge onto the campus
and, spread out in a skir-—
mish line, approach the
boys' building. Unable
to gain entrance from the
back, we swing around the
side and move up the long
veranda to the regular
entrance,

In the lobby,
seeing no one, we gpread
out to search, and all
but Speer waylaid ap Epis-
copalian who has just come
in, and are told that ev-
erybody is at a meeting
right now: Somehow word
is sent that we want to
see Agnew as soon as the
meeting is over, and we
sit around in the lobby
looking at the clock and
exchanging remarks on the
historicness of the occa-
sion.



and of the pause in the
local necking spot after
seeing Agnew, where ladle
chisled Kr, Perdue's ciga-
rettes the while Mr, Per-
due brot Madle under his
influence; and of Agnew's
borrowing two dollars from
ladle for the avowed pur-—
pose of issuing the wmail-
ing, and of our collective
rather malicious thot that
these two dollars is stan—
dard purchasec price for
quite a different sort of
comnodity; and of our a-—
musement at reading a pair
of Mr. Miske's letters 1o
the defaulters, wherein
Mre. Micke was so evidently
angered that the type-
writer stuttered; and of
the journey homeward, in
imminent peril thruout;
and of how tool with the
length of Mr. Agnew's hair
was Ir. Perdue; and in
particular we enjoyed the
vay ou- slide whistle did
yeoman duty on the trip,
with ¥r. Perdue playing
nuiierous choruses of the
blues, our Milty perform-
ing more than a few off-
key renditions of the more
erudite classiczal,....

Ve
had intended to continue
beyond this part, but Ml-
ty, who will publish this,
has been watching rather
dourly, and muttering in
his beard about the high
cost of stencils, so we
close,
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lights ahead and the sound of

a roller coaster, and we were -

in Willow Grove Park. Yippee
gaid Mlty, let's go riding.
o, the three screamed., Turn
back, turn back. 8o baclt we
turned, taldng tne wrong road,
and finding ourselves again by
the arched gateway, Screaning
and tearing of hair and mut-
tering of witcheraft.

More miles and lo, that
tremendous mass on the hill
is the new Central High

School. Now (ilty knows where
he is. But he had visited

the school once only, and
had gotten lost in doing so,
80 ve now remained horribly
lost. We finally got pretiy
darn tired of it, and then
there was civilization and a
car track, and all to do was
to ask a person in which di-
rection was Phniladelphia and
there it was, big as life and
twice as smelly.

Who was sleepy? It was only
about 1 AM, so we sat in the
park for an hour or so, prac-—
ticing operating the semi-re-
mote controlled spotlight on
the car, pretending it was a
ray projector, and demolishing
various lartians who happened
to wander into the vicinity,
and talking about all sorts
of things,

Then to bed, and to awaken
next morning.

It was with a sense of op—
timism that we started the
Sunday morning. The princi-
ple for which we had blitz-
krieged had becen won, against
an array of impossibilities
which had seemed impossible.
With only the vaguest idea of

where he was, we had found Jack Agnew,

Now all to do was to get the mailing out.

It only took

a few minutes to drive over, get iadle, then drive over
to Agnew's, break in, and pick up the junk pile on his
table, vasually reading Agnew's correspondence in the

meantime,
unadulterated,

Burray, victory was ours, complete, total, and
So we celebrated by spending a few hours

in a lightning trip thru the Franklin Institute where our
childish minds reveled in playing with gadgets and push-

Agnew, said ladle, is
generally agnostic in

his beliefs, but attend-
ed the camp to please

his mother, and with the
understanding he'd get

to go to Chiczgo. His
mother was trying to dis~
courage his fan interest.

ind now appears Agnevw in
the flesh and hair, say-
ing he wasn't at a meet-
ing at all and hi, fel-
lows. ©Oh, so sweet and
cherubically innocent.
Rothman is worldng his
never~effective glare,
Speer wastes little time
in couing to the point.
"Will you give us per-
mission to get out the
stuff from your place
and put out the iaile
ing?"® Why, sure, says
the Official Editor, as
tho that were understood
all the time. And he is
very cooperative in
telling us where to find
all the stuff and in-
forming us of the fel-
lows that have filed for
office, and everything.
So, waking sure that the
ground nhad been covered,
we aeparved with the
traditional "See you in
Chicago,"

/e depart, and
drive back the umore
direct route. There,
says iilt, indicating a
circular archway in a
high wall, that we had
noticed on the wey out,
is where we should have
turned off. We roll on,
Rothman calling right
turns and left turns and
so on. Suddenly, there
before us loome the self-
same door in the wall,
With snorts of exaspera-—
tion for our pilot, we
again head toward the
center of town. Kadle



ing buttons,

Then we had to go back to Madlc's housc
to get the memborship list. Madle, inci-
dentally, had becn sitting in Jack's car
listening to the bascball game whilec we
had becn in the musceum. Then when we went
to -start the car theo battery was.dead.
‘VMadle had.becn rcading Milty's ¥ag —— the
onc dedicatcd to hating Milty. :It was
practically with tears in his eycs that he
said he liked it. Such sympathy was ovcr-
whelming.,

As & whole we drove 270 miles between DC
and Philly, and around a hundred miles
round and round Philly. '

Oh well, we went back to Washington.
That about sums up the way we felt at the
time. We werc as physically tired then as
we are now of writing this and you arc of
recading it. The homec trip was pretty mor-
bid, as we were down in the dumps duc to
weariness, All that kept us buoyed up at
all was Elmer tooting his slide whistle
at the pretty girls we passed, We listen—
ed to Walt Winchell on the way, cussed him
-out in seven different languages, and all
three of us broke out simultaneously with
the remarlk that Winchell reminded us of

dske in certain ways.

All that remains to be told is the
vellous psychic phenomenon that took place
on the way home, We had come up by route
one, which lies to the north of the new
dual highway which is now the preferred
route. Going back we decided to take the
dual highway. In Wilmington, MMilty, who
was navigating, threw us off the course
by a wrong turn, so that we came out of
Wilmington on & minor road that wound
pleasantly through lovely farms, taking us
over to route one, which route we did not
want to take., 8o at first opportunity we
made a left turn, but not until we had
passed the intersection. Some unknown
force wanted us to go on to route one, but
we werc stubborn and continued to the -~
double highway. So when we got there we
found that road construction was under wvay
which blocked us for an hour.

mnar-
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is not much help., Rothman is cven worse.
Je wander endlessly thru a maze, and all
to once we again see —— the door in the
walll jlioans, Shrieks, Recollections
of "All Roads", in the then—current Unk.
lore wanderirg, Lost again. Finally,
gas rumning even lower, we stop the car
and get out to set our comrse by the
stars. Ursa iajor and Polaris show North
wvhere east or west was alleged to bec,

But at last we feel located —— Milty
does, anyhow — and drive on cautiously.
The spotlite is invaluable in picking out
street signs and frightening Philadel-
phians in their boudoirs. But when we
find ourselves approaching that amuse—
ment park, heading away from town, we are
ready to drop the pilot. The car is
parked halfway up an alley driveway while
fans got out and quiz bystanders. Now at
last we arc oriented, we say, and then
again we pass ~— the door in the walll

Well, after that I think we found our way
back pretiy quickly. I may have put one
too many doors in the wall in there any-
how, but you understand itis in the in-
terest of literary effectiveness.

From
dovntown we headed out into the park and
presently stopped on a shoulder beside
the drive and while Speer tested the
spotlite'’s range, and signalled lars
with it, or directed it into the back
seat, we talked of many things. Surpris-
ingly little dirty stuff. We even dis-
cussed science fiction and —— of all
things! ~—- science. (Speer is making a
study of the philosophical implications
of quantum mechanics and had Rothman ex-—
plain the thing to him.)

Homeward then,
unloading Madle on the way, and the two
FooFooists bunked in & room on the third
floor of the Rothman mansion, and the ex—~
archbishop of philadelphia, we assume,
slept somewhere, Next morning after a
late breakfast we _sat around and read
the Sunday paper to pieces, entertained
the while by boogie-woogie and classical,
while Speer fretted with impatience to
get the stuff from Agnew,

Shortly before

noon, we picked up Madle and he led us to Agnew's place, which we could have gotten
into the nite before had we tried, and we barged upstairs and got everything except

the Mailing money and: read all Agnew's mail..

While we were loading the car Mrs Ag-
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ﬁéh showed up and went out of her way to siy that she didn't think tne PSFS would be
seeing wuch of Jack anymore. She was convinced he was cured, and one versea in the
ways of parental-intcrference could have predicted that, tho not out of fandom, Ag-
new would be considerably less active in the future, _

Frow Agneu's we stopped by ia-
dle's and went up to his room to get the records &c, and saw vhere the Madle chil—
dren's brains had gone —— didn't know before that Rob had an elder brother, Charlie.

"That afternoon we celebrated by going thru the Franklin Institute while iradle sat out
in the car listening to ball gaimes till the battery ran down, Our Vashingtonward
route was a devious one, and we uere on the road late enuf to hear hate—~hymner Vin-
chell, at whom wo sworc . twice as fiercely as at the Sunday evening traffic on a -four-
lane hiway of which two lanes were under repair. I

h Explicit.

"(BLITZKRIEG was a one~shoi published by ifilton A Rothman for the occasion.)

(Less connected records of the guasi-Interregnum of Winter 1944-45 were wmade, In
HORIZONS VO3, iarch 1945, Farry VWiarnecr observeds)

Truly, the ways of the Futurians and partner in crime larry Shaw are strange and
wondrous. They successfully sponsor a constitutional change to alter the mailing
dates. Having proceeded to change the December mailing to January, they proceed to
iczsue after all a mailing the first week in December (which they call for uo good
reeson a November mailing), then fail to put out a mailing in January altogether,

The various officials concerned gave tongue in the Fi VEH3, April 1945
g g P

(AL ASHLEY:) On January 30, 1945, larry Shaw, C.E., resigned. Fresident Lowndes ac-—
cepted his resignation and appointed William lYatson to succeed him for
the balance of the term. Watson accepted.

On Januvary 51, 1945, Robert W, Lowndes, the president, resigned., 4n urgent plea
that he reconsider and withdraw the resignation was rejected, whereupon it was rejec—
ted by myself, automatically waking me the presidentes.

It appears to me that the V-F is supposed to take over the prexy's job as just
another of his duties in the event the presidency is vacated. He doesn't vacate the
vice—presidency, because hc is still responsible for carrying out the other duties of
the V=P, He cannot resign the V-P office and, as president, appoint another member to
fill the vacancy thus created, for his position as president vanishes when he ceases
to be vice-president,

On the other hand, this places the officer in the position of both administering
the organization, and ruling on the validity of his own acts —— far too dictatorial a
possibility to be cowfortable.

So there I am} Lowndes has graciously placed the tail of the tiger in my hand,
and darned if I can figure out how to let go.

(LARRY SHAW:) As no onc needs to be told, section B of the 30th FAPA mailing was more
i than slightly delayed. This is not a new situation in FAPA; larry
Shaw is not the only official editor who sterted out with virtuous intents of punctu-~
ality, then was unable to fulfill them., However, since an issue seems to have been
made about this particular delayed mailing, it seems wise to review the entire situa-
tion at this time (iarch 2nd).
The mailing was held up, in the mail, three times. The first two delays were

relatively ordinary and minor ones; for these, ex-president Lowndes accepts full re-



gponsibility. Lok

At the second Saturdey in June, when the mailing was due to go out, certain re-
ports had not come in. Lowndes asked Shaw to nold up the mailing over ths weekend.
The Slan Shack publicoticns were very late; hod the railing gone out on time, none
would have been included., However, Shaw received a special delivery letter from Ash-
ley, advising him that the 83 publications, a sizeable bundle, were in route., Lowndes
tnersfore aslzed Shaw to hold the m2iling until they arrived.

It was felt Lhat FAPA members would rather wait a fsw days more for their mail-
ingxthan receive a mailing without the 88 magazines, which would necessiteie either
another suppleuwentary meiling, or a thres~months' wait befors these mage were distri-
buteds By the time the delayed publications had arrived the wailing was a good two
weeks late,

The final delay was something, however, for which neitler Shaw nor Lowmdes ac—
cepts responsibility, It is the duty of the secretary-treasursr to Transipglt necessary
funds to the OF so that the mailings czn be sent outs. This Schwartz failed to doj
Shaw made every effort to contact Schwartz, but Suddsy couldn't be found, and no one
mew wnere he was or vhen he wmight be expected to return to the scene,

At this tiue, none of the Fuiurians were in a position, financislly, to put forth
the necessary cash. Shaw was betwsen jobs, iichel was sick., Lowndsc had been under a
doctor's care for some time, and while willing to forward funds; could not do so for
ceveral deys., Lowndes finally did procure funds which e offersd to Shaw Ior the pur-
pose of putting out the mailing, but by that time Shaw had rccieved a loan froum
EZEEvans., (e one requested this loan; Evans generously volunteered the money from
the HFFF to FAPA for the express purpose of putting the wailing out right away.) Shaw
sent tue mailing out thoreaftcr at the earliest possible moment, though because of his
working hours and the closing time of the post ofiice, he could only do so with about
a dozen or so bundles per evening,

A,Le Schwartz, FaPA's secreciary—~itrsasurcr, is not, nor has he ever been, a Futur—-
ian. Nor was he the Futurians' candidate for the ofiffice to which he waes electeds lione
of them voted for him. Until the time he momentarily vanished, however, ne had cooper-
ated fully with the other ii.Y, officers. At er L

The Venguard Amateur Fress Association was in birth at the time of this delay in
FAPA's mailing, Since the members desired no antagonism with FAFA, those Vanguardifs
who were also FAPA uembers were particularly anxious that FAPA business be expedited
without delay. However, circumstances beyond control frusirated their desire. Lowndes
resigned from the FAPA presidency mainly because he felt it unbecomlnL that he func-
tion as chief of both organizations, and he frankly found the new club more worth his
while, :

Hembers of Vanguard have repeatsdly stated that they favor the- co—ekl”*ﬂnco of
the two apas and want to see both org:nizations successful, There is certainly no
factuel basis for the contention that FAPA was the subject of a nlot on the part of
any menber or meubers of the Vanguard Awateur Press asscciationess

Taere's not auch to add to the above. Through the ¢fforte of L.k, Chauvenet, a
reeting was held in which Don and Elsie ‘ollheim, ke Fern, Iangley Searles, the
Chauvenets and myself took part. Fractically everything to which Fern objected in his
report was clcared up to the satisfaction of all concerned., Fern and Searles still

held that the izembership should have been notified -of the delay in the mailing; this
may be true, out none of us ever suspecied at the time that the malllng was going to
be dslayed more thon a few days. o one is asiing anyons else %o withdraw the char-
ges; with such an abundance of confusion in all quarterc, it would have been Burpris-
ing if suspicions of some sort did not develop. However, iike could have .had the
facts in the case at any time siuply by getting in touch with ue and asling a few
simple questions. This he did not do. In transmitiing his own ideas to ashley a
great deal of confusion was added to that alread; ezisting, and things ended up in a
very sorry state inaeed.



&0

(Thanks are due to IHarry Varncr for hunting dowm the precbdlné paceages. He ile
luminates the last paragraph with a side commcnt' "By hunclné hard enough, T could
have coime up with a priass picce of invoccive, ldike Fern's ‘eithor Bling ior Idiot',
a scathing denunciction of the Puturisns and their motives in quitting FAPA OleCl&l-
dom at thot time, 3ut it was at least partially erronecus, as I recall, and I cantt
see that any useful purpose can be serveu now by .cutting deeper into thc old wounds;
rubbing salt on them in this wederate way is nearly as much furne"s :

This is the snd of the line, Cheech Beldone"

T T e e

(Although the Little Interregnum didn't require outside intervention to straight-
en things out, the title of Rotnmar's one~shot had firuly emplaced 2 comion noun/verb
in the fan vocabulary., But the scene of action shifted from the clammy fogs of the
Northeast section of ths country to California, thz land of...oh, you lmow th= line,

In fact, the OE wac out west for seven years ruanning; twelvs if you count linnesota
ag a western state by the cverything-beyond-lichigan rulec, Iowever, a more intercst-—-
ing record was also to be established., Elmer Perdue was in on all of the FAPA blitz-
kriege in the first ten years of our existence, bul his purtlclpatlon in the third
ons was somedele less Heroic than in the others:)

FADA F0RsYEE

e |
- I wish to swear publlcly on a gtacik of Sh&ng:;—L’Affalres.that the events de-
picted here are not fictional, nor are the characters represented herein fictidénal.
In point of fact, this is not.a fictional account, .It is all fact., It all happened
substantially as reported here; this is a true and complete account, as I remember
it, of the evening of August 1l and subsequent events involving the getting out of
the last miling. (4) If anything, the high points of the story have been toned down
a little for our family readersnlp.

BUrb.

FAPA FOREVER: seebeing the story of how the last mailing came out
By CHARLES BURBEE

I thOUght you might be interested in knowing just what and who and such were in—
volved in the getting “out of the last mailing., Of course, Elmer had set the deadline
for material at July 26, Believing him to be speaking truth, the LASFS boys who are’
members vere batting away madly at the mimeograph., Hart, Evans, Willmorth, and Ack—
erman gave the LASFS mimeograph quite a workout the Thursday and Friday preceding the
deadline date, which fell on a Saturday. laney had gotten his mag in before (about
two weeks), and I did not have mine done yet, being pretty sure that Elmer would not
be on time, I had some other things I wanted to do, and I did them, and still had
plenty of time to get out my mog,

. As Elmer told you in last mailing's Amateur, laney
and I, armed with a letter from Milty; went up to his place and quizzed him about the
miling. He showed us three cut stencils and seemed to be very sincere about getting
the mriling out that very evening. We didn't quite believe this, but we did give him
a sccond chance before we decided to blitzkrieg the boye. This was Saturday.

’ : lionday I
called Elmer up, asked him how he was cominge He said he was cutting stencils on the
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Amateur. I asked him if he had the mailing assembled. He said nos Well, of course,
I badn't given him Burblings yet, but that shouldn't have held ‘him up. At any rate,
I said I would be over about 9 pm, at which time he said he'd be through stencil-
ling. I said I'd drive him over to the LASFS clubroom where he could run off the
Amateur. I'd help him, after I'd gotten sowe Shangri-L'Affaires lettering—guide
work ofit of the way. He said OK. About 8:30 he called me back and told me to bring
four or five stencils because Betty (his wife) had torn up three cut stencils. I
did so, arriving there about 9. I found Elmer in his shirtsleeves, busily cutting
stencils, as I walked into the room in which they live, Betty was lying on the bed,
her face covered from the world, in a semi—foetal position. I said hello to her.
No answer. I thought she was asleep. Elmer grected me vociferously, and, by the
glean in his eyes, I could see the boy was wined up. He was cutiing stencils madly.
He placated me with the mailing, of which he had assembled one full assortment, and
I immediately went through them looking for my name, Betty was absolutely silent,
and she'd scrt of slipped from my mind when Elmer got up and went across the room
for a bottle of wine., Quick as a flash the inert woman was on her feet and had
reached the botile before Elmer could get there. Then started a family quarrel a-
bout who had bought the bottle and who had drunk most of it, etc.
Thus awakendd,
Betty began to clamor for more wine. They begged me as a "friend" and "a good fri-
end" and "a true friend" to go buy them more wine. I declined but was finally per-
suaded to do it, That was my mistake of the evening. I drove Betty out to get wine
and bought 2 fifths of Padre Port and 2 bottles of Acme Beer (the beer, as they said,
was for me,) When we got back Betiy insisted I drink my beer at once. Among the
litter on the table she found a glass with a scum of old milk in the bottom and hand-
ed it to me.,
"This is hardly what I'd call a clean glass," I #aid in my typically

diploratic fashiona -

"You don't wind a little milk, do you?" asked Betty, wide-eyed,

"I don't care for milk much," I said. "Not this way."

"Well," she said, "I'll drink out of it. Here, you take this glass. This is a
clean one., It's only had orange juice in it."

God forgive me, I took the glass,
which seemed not too dirty, and as I opened the bottle I had to pour Betty a glass—
ful which was, as she said, "To wash the taste of wine out of my mouth."

She asked
then if I liked powtry. I said no. So she said she would read me a poem I would
like. I declined with thanks, 8o she said, "Oh, but you'd like this one," "No,"

I said, "I don't like poetry. Especially fan poetry, which practically always
StinkSn"

"You'll like this one," she said.

"No, I'd rather not hear it. I don't like poetry,"

"I'11 read it to you,"

She had a copy of onec of Dmrle Hart's mags, tihen I saw
that it was inevitable, I had to give in and enjoy it. I said I would read the poem
myself, and toolk the mag and read this sonnet by Sidney Johnson. I said I didn't
like it too well,

"What kind of fellow is Sidney Johnson?" she asked.

"I don't know," I said, "I've never heard of him before,"

"How old is he?" shzs asked.

"I don™t know, I don't even know the man. Never heard of him in my life."

"Do you think he has a fine mind?" R

"Well, that's hard to say, from reading one sonnet and that not a very good one"
"What kind of a fellow is he?"

"WhO?"

"Sidney Johnson"

"oh," I said, "you mean Sidney Johnson!"



"Yes," she said., "What kind of zZ2llow is he?"®
"Oh," I said, "he's not a bad fellow —~— now, I guess,”
"How o0ld is he?"
"Thirty—eight."
"How do you know?" asked Betty.
"His brother told me."
"Who's his brother?" . : i
"Why, Johan P. Johnson. Teaches English at IACC. Used to be a great friend of
mine o ’
_ "Are you sure he's )87"
"Well, that's just @ guess. He might be 42,"
"oh no!l.. He's not more than 40!"
"lell," I said, casting a -sidelong glance at my host, busily cutting stencils
a yard or so away,."I don!t{ see why it matters,"”
"It matbers a great deal," declared Elmer's bride., "I may want to marry him

" some day."

"Ohs " Well, I guess he's around 42,"

"You said 38."

"So I did."

"Come on, Burbee, give a glrl a break. He's 38, isn't he?"

"iell11lll, come to “hink of it, he is."

"That- isn't too old, is it?"

"I guess not."

"Tell me about him —- what is his philoscphy?"

"He had a strange philosophy. I guess he was a blaek sheeps Of course all my
information is 7 years old, so he might have changed and be entirely different now, "

~ "What did he do?"

"Oh, the family educated him., Brought him up to be a dentist. Paid some %2000
to teach him the dental profession. After graduation he went into the business and
after three years of work he'd paid them back and saved up quite a sum of money. So
he thought he would take a little vacation. He went all over the world,"

. "Where did he go?®

"He wound up in India, where he ran out of money and he-got a job of some sort.
Maybe it was in Tibet —— I never listened very well when Johan. told me about R

"Johan," murrured Betty, "who is that?"

"Phat's his brother who teaches English at LACC.".

"oh, and how did he lmow all this?"

"well, afier all, even black sheep write letters home now and then., He wasnlt

completely estranged, you know,'

"And how long did he stay away?"

"Eight years.®

-"But how old is he now?" "38." "aire you sure?"

#"Well, not positive. Let me see; I will figurd it out. He got out of college

“‘at._the age : of 22, vwas a dentist for 35 years, was gene for 8 years, and uhat was |

years ago —— that makes him 40,"

"Oh noll .

"Well," I said, "I happen to lmow he is 38, so my figures are wrong; They were
only approximate, anyhow. Ah, yes," I added reflectively, "he thought he would take

..& little vacation and so he went to Paris." I drank a little beer. "And how long

was he gone?"

"8 vears," Betty 1auwhed. "He sounds like quite a guy. What does he look like?"

"Well, I never saw him,' e :

"Yes, but was he tall, dark, blond, or what?"

"I don't lmow." .

"He's tall, isn't he"

"ell, yes, now that you mention it. I‘d say he was about 73 inches tall,
welghed about 170 pounds of lean, hard sinew.”
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"I thought so," said Betty.

"Had a2 lot of s»range experiences in India, Once, while climbing up a rickety
tope ladder while ascending liount Kachima in southern India —— right near Tibet, you
know —- he made the mistake of looking down. The lines of pcrspective pulled him
down to the wvalley floor, three thousand feet straight dowm. He lost his head. He
clung weakly to the rope and messed himself. Yes, he clung uhere, weaker than beer
with ice in it and messed himself. Said he almost died there,"

Woihy," snid Betty, "none of that shows in his poetry."

"Ves, that I nust admire him for," I said, "4 man like that, who knows at least
fifteen native dialects, refrains from putting one word in a poem. That shows great
restraint, which is the basis of artistry. Of course, there is a bit of Urdu pailo-
sophy in lines 8 and 9, but it is all to the good."”

%I didn't notice that," said Betty. "I haven!t read as much as you have."

By and by Elmer finished cutting stencils. He showed me the "cut stencils"
Betty had turne "They" were one stencil, uncut, wrinkled but not torn.
' "Let's go %o
the Half World," I said., "Ifve got some 1etter1ng guide work I want to do. Then
I'11 help you with the Amatsur,

"Coming along, honey?" said Elmer to Betiy.

"o," she said.

"Oh come on," he said. "No use staying around here. Come on along."
"No," she said, "I donftt want to."

"411 right then, honey," he sa1d. A moment passed. Betity said: "Trying to run
out on me, huh?" '

"Wo," said Elmer. "I asked you to come along."
"You gave up mighty easy when I said no."

"I thought you didn't want to go."

"You kmow damn well I'm going."

"Jell, ] asked you to come along."

"You were trying to run out on me."

Eventually they began to run out of words,.
Elmer stacked up the stuff he wanted to take -- ink, envelopes, stencils, peper.
Then he got up, went over to the bed, pulled out a suitcase, threw the suitcase on
the bed and opened ite It was full of sandwiches. He offered me one., I declined,
but found it in my band anyway, I started to eat it. It was soggy as lard., I said
it was too soggy. Elmer looked at me in amazement. "But Betiy made it herselfi" he
exclaimed,
I, Finally, with beer, wine, sandwiches, ink, emvelopes, stencils, paper, and
potato chips, we left the room, descending the side entrance, & rickety wooden stair-
way down the side of the house, and as we passed the lower window, a shrewish voice
from inside begen to shoul about people who raised hell at all hours of the night.
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"Jhat could possibly be wrong with her?" asked Elmer, "It's only 10:30, and
we weren't maling much noise,"
"Just before Burbee came I was screaming., You were choking me half to deaths"
"hy shouldn't I? You bit me. ' In-ithree places,"

"ot hard. Not one of them drew blood."

"You bit me three times,"
Ve got to the club with practically no mishap except
for the spilling of a cup or so of wine on the floor of my ancient car.

As soon a3
we got in I put on stencil number one and began to remember how the LASFS mimeo
workeds, After a time I got it run off, While I was rumnning it off, Elmer went over
next door to Kyrtle's (iyrtle Douglas! house, in which live the Ashleys, Jack Wie-
denbeck, Myrtle's son Virgil and Walt Liebscher),

' When he returned, Betty said: "Did
you tell iyrtle I looked a frignt and didn't want to come over but would if she
wanted we to?"

"Yes hone," said Elmer,
"And what did she say?"

"She scid it was all right. She was just going to bed. 8aid you could come
over but she wes just going to bed,"

"Did she thank you for the present?"

"Yes, and she s2id Virgil would thank you too when he.saw you again,"
"Midn't she say she wanted me to come over?"

"She said you could come if you wanted to but.she is just going to bed."
"Then she docsn't wamt me. I won't goe"

"Aw, go on over to see pyrtle,vhoney."

"No, she doesn't want to see me," ‘

"Sure she does. She wants to see you."

What about?"

"She'd just like to see you if you feel like dropping overs, You could meet her
cousin., Very lovely girl. You could see her cousin,"

"Did she say she wanted to see me about something?"
"o, she said she'!d be glad to see you if you wanted to drop over,"
"But she's going to bed,"

So Elmer begail to run off a stencil, having all sorts of trouble getting start-
ed, staggering around quite 2 bite I was over in the corner, doing lettering—guide



work on Shangri-L'affaires stencils.
"Take me home Burbee," said Betty. "You can come baclk."

Mio," said I. "I came here to do lettering-guide work and I'm just stariing. If

T leave here now T won't come bacl.”

" she ordered, "You can come back,"

YTale me homs,
T went on with the lettering-guide work.
"Give me the keys, Elmer,"® she said. "I'm going home."

' said Elmer.

"Av, stay arouna awhile honey,'
"Itm tired, I'm bored. You're just running that machine and I have nothing to do.”

"You wani something to read? We have books here. You have potato chips and
sandwiches to eat and a jug and beer to drink."

"Phat's Burbeel!s beer." She took a drink from the bottle.
"hy don‘t you go over and sesc Myrtle?"

"She doesn’t want to see me,"

"Go over and see Kyrtle."

"I don't want to."

"Aw, go on over, honey, and sec iyrile,"

"She's gone to bed."

"No she hasn't. She asked me to tell you to come on over,"

"That's a damned lie, Elmer, You told me she was going to bed and now you
bell me diffevent.”

"You could ses her cousin, Very lovely girl."
"I don't care, I caught you lying o me. Give me the key., I'm going home,"

Mo answer. ©BShe repcated this request or order three or four wore times before
Edmer finally said, "Will you let we in when I get home?"

"Why? Where do you want to sleep?"
"I want to sleep home honey," said Elmer.

"You want to sleep home. You want to sleep home., You don't care if I have a
place to sleep or not. You want to sleep home, Give me the key, Elmer, I'm going
home, "

"Will you let me in when I come home?"

"I think you'd better give me the key."
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"ill you let me in when I coms homd% I don't want to sleep on the floor out in
the hallway again,"

"Miil1l you give me that key?"

T

"o Honey."

"All right, then, I'11l take it." She made a grab for his hip pocket
and got a good handhold., He pulled away and started to stagger, She began to swing
around with him, And there they were, Betty hanging onto hisz hip pocket, Elmer
swinging on a long circle, both staggering in unbelievable fashion. Betiy was shout-
ing: "Stop pulling. You'll tear your pocket and that'll cost you 75¢£."

. i T "Let it," said
Elmer,

Around and around swung Elmer, like a2 dead cat on a string, a smile on his face;
no expression on Betty's face, unless it was & grim smile, After a while, having
rolled a cigarette, I szaid: "Elmer, goi a‘match?"

"Yes, ioyer," he said as he swung

'-'past, and proceeded to pull out a book of matches, He carefully and deliberately

opened the flap, fumbling madly as he did so, going round and round the while,
"oh,just
‘throw me +he mtches," I said.

"No," he said, "I'1l pick out the one I want you to
use.," BEventually he did so, isolating it on the outside ofthe closed flap, I lit my
cigarette and waited for him to come round again so I could give the matches back to
him. But he never did complete that circle. Betty pulled him off balance and he fell
against the mimeo table, He began to choke her. I went back to uy lettering-—guide
work for Shangri-L'Affaires. (l0¢ per single copy, 35/25¢, 6/50¢).

After a time things
were abnormal again, Elmsr was back at the mimeo and Betty was sitting watching him,
"You may think he's calm and quiet, but he's not," she said. "He's hit me in
every conceivable place: in cthe stomach, in the breasts, in the backe. Once he ldcked

me out of bed, right onto the floor. And he's even kicked me in the taile That's
the worst thing 2 man can do — kick a woman in the tail. You kicked we in the tail,
Elmer," ' :

Elmer swung around from the mimeo. "But not tonight."
"o, but you have kiclked me in the tail."

"But not tonight. Remember that, Not tonight.”
"Bu?bee," said Betty, "How many children have you got?"
"He has five children,” said Elmer.

"Is that right, Burbee?"

"Wiell," I said, ] guess that's about right. Let's see, one each by two girls I
should have married, and three by Isabelle,"

"You're married to her, aren't you?"
"In the sight of God, yes."

"But what about these other girls? Why did you get thew pregnant?”
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"oh, I don't lmow. I thought it would be a good joke, I guess.’

T caﬂ't-unddrstand a man who willi do that,"

We1l," T said, "women ars protty hard to understand, too. For example, waen I
brought -home a girl I had got pregnant, Isabelle refused to take her in. I merely
wanted to take care of the girl while she was that way, but Isabelle wouldn't hear of
it., That seewe lik:s a very strange attitude for o woman to take against a member of
her own sex." 5 ad ' '

"But why did you get her that way?"

"Ooh, I was thinking of something else at the time. You lknow how 1t is. But hell,
Sidney Johnson had fifteen children, so I'm a piker baside ke

"I thought you said he was single.”

Mell he was. He had five or six native wives. But you can't expect a native
marriege to hold in the courts of this country.”

"IEO s n

said Betty, "I slppose not."

Then Elmer swung away from the mimeograph and
fell to the floore. asmong crud sheets and automatic slipsheet cards lay the Official
Editor of FAPA, senseless, unmovings

"Is he dead?" cried Betty.
"only socialiyl" I
answercd,

On the floor lay the Official Editor of FAPA. COne stencil ke had run off,
and the floor was strewn with crud sheets. But the Official Editor was not aware of
the crud sheets., On the floor he lay, oblivious to all but the numbing influence of
wine in his cells.

He lay there, and all over the nation and England and Canada, Fapa
. members gnashed their teeth and nervously wondered where the mailing wvas. And on the
floor lay the Official Editor of FAPA, senseless, lifeless, inert. Onc stencil run
offs They were wondering where the mailing was ana why it hadn't come out, and the
Official Editor of FAPA, duly elected by his constituents, lay stone senseless on the
floor.
Betty went over to him. "Get up Elmer," she said. "Get up. We're going home,'
He didn't wove, "Burbee," she said, "sse if you can got him up."
"Let him lie there,"
I said. "It does my heart good to sece a fellow Fapa member at recposes”
; "But he's just
1ying there and I want to go home, Get him up, Burbee." :
, Ulet him lie," I said, "He
my need the rest." So I went over to the mimeograph. I checked the sheets he had
run, the one stencil. He had run off 75 sheets, insisting that this was th= ideal
number of copies., I ran through thems. Offset, pages. half printed, semi-black pages
due to the roller's being inked. I sorted out the blemished sheets and-found
only 20 out of the 75 could be used. I ran off the additional 55, turned the page
over and ran off the next page. Then I ran off two morc stencils. After each sten-
¢il, Beity, who was sitting beside the unrun staclk of stencile, would say, "Are you
finished, lir. Burbee?" :
L And I would patiently answer "ilo. I still have to run those
stencilz on the chair beside yous." So I'd run off one and every time I stopped to
eplenish the paper supply or souwething she'd say, "Are you finished ir. Burbee?" Af-
ter the fourth stencil or so, I got disgusted with it all, "I'm through," I said.
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"I'm going to get out of here, I'll drive you home and Elmer if he can be moved."

So I
tried to awalien Elmer. Two hotfoots did not uake him stir. Waile we were trying to
1ift him onto a chair, a car went past the opcon clubhouse door. It stopped up the
street and backed up in a hurry. Curious onlookers peered from its windows., Inspir—
ed, I said, "y God, it's -the cops!l"™ The scnscless, inert, lifelest body in my arms
jerked into sentience. .Elmer strcightened, started to get up, looked out the door,
saw not.cops but curious onlookers and immediately became inert, lifeless, senseless
OlNCE NIOTre,

After a time he mumbled something and pulled a piece of paper from his pocl-
ete I read it. It seemed to be a pricelist of dishes, I put it bacli in his pocket.
I shook him and shook him, telling him repeatedly to get up if he wanted to be diiven
home, At last he half opened his eyes and words tumbled from his lips. "Fuggem all,™
he said. "Fuggem, every one." later, when he was sitting up, I let go of him, This
man, who found himself utterly without muscles to even try to stand unaided, kept his
balance neatly on the chair. He began to pull chairs into position for .sleeping pur-—
poses. "Did he run off 75 copies of each stencil?" he aslieds "I didn't finish," I
saide "I'm'going home." Ml
I began to load stuff into the car, preparing Yo leave. As I
came bacl: from one trip I saw Betty ldcking Bluer in the ribs with clinical savagery.
He roused from his coma and struck at her swiftly. She jumped back out of range ex-
pertly after being hit only twice. (later she told me she had been "prodding him
gently with my toe and he siruck me like a maduans") _

Elmer flopped down again on his
line of chairs.., Betiy pulled out the chair on which his head rested, and the Official
Editor of FAPA lay there, head strained back in mid-air, mewling gutturally like some—
thing out of Lovecraft. He pulled the chair backe She pulled it awry again and he
lay there, mewling gutturally once more, "I'd better get the key," she said. She got
its M"I'll leave him his benny," she snid. So we went out of the LASFS clubroom,
leaving the Official Laitor of FAPA alone with his five or six run—-off pages, stencils,
paper, ink, and his benzedrine., Ve drove away from that placé. Vhen we had gotien
two miles away, Betty said, "Drive back. I want to leave him a jar of wine, He'll
need.it when he wales up."

¥ "1111l let you off here if you want to go back," I said.
"Right now I'm on my way home. I intend to drive you home and go home myself." She
decided against poing back by streetcar, ) ]

"o you think Tlmer has a fine mind?" she asked me,
Migll, yes and no," I saide

"What do you mean by yes and noi"

Mlell, from somé points of view he has and from other points of visw the issue
is in doubt."

- Mjell, what do the other members think of him%"
"I never heard them say.™
"Y&d lﬁe:.n hel's verboten%"
"Not necessarily,"”

"ell, I was wondering if he had a fine mind, He's always tolling me he has,

and. I've -been wondgring what the rest of you think,"



. . P - o - |
After a time, she said, "Do you think Elmer is a genius?

we ol e e e s e
Epilogue

Tuesday night I called up Slanshacl: to inquire about Elmer. It scems he was
around, having just come in to borrow a pair of pliers to open a can of ink with, so
I spoke to him. Said he'd slept in the clubroom till 6, had gone homs to get a coat
and had gone to work., Now he had come directly from work and was winding up the mimec
_work.. Had two stencils to go. So I was happy. IHe also said I had a lot of apologies
coming to me for the way I had been imposed on. I agreed with him. Thursday night
(iug. 14) at 6 he called me up. "ou'lve got to get out the wailing,” he said.

"That ts
fine," I said, and waited for the punch line, because this was obviously a gag. 3But
he was serious. Said Detty's mother had died and he had taken days off from work and
they were leaving at once, I said in that case I'd be glad to get the mailing out.
"How about express charges?" I wanted to lmow. "I have no money for this.”

"lail it,"
scid Elmer Perdue, the Official Editor. "There is nothing unmailsble in the lot."
Some of you might read that statement over again. I'll write it here for you. "There
is nothing unmailcble in the lot." Read that and ponder on it, Croutch, Dunkelberger,
Hart. "But," I said, "with that writing in the Amateur, the mailing will have to go
first—-class, at 3¢ an ounce,.”

"o," said Elmer, "that is a dedieation to a book and
does not come under the classification of written matter."

"But the Amateur isn't a booke. It's only a magazine by a stretch of the imagina-
tion, n

"ipil it," said Flmer. "Get the woney from Ackerman.®
"ire you leaving towm?" I asked.

"I haven't time to talk to you," said Elmer. ™le're leaving right away." He'd
told me how to comec get the stuff —— somebody'd let we in.

At 6330 he called againe He
told me nobody'd be in the rooming house to let me in, so I could enter by finding the
key on the window ledge and would find the entire mailing (rother, the 49 envelopes
he'd prepared) and on top would be the Amateur and the ballots. again I asked him
where he was going and so forth but he cut me off.

So in about 45 minutes I left and
drove over to Elmer's place, which is about 3 miles from here. I got in, found the
stuff on the landing, hauled it away and drove to the Half World, where a meeting was
scheduled (it beinz Thursday). I picked out the Amateurs for the localites and later
saw that they were delivered. In Slanshaclk I spoke to Myrtle Douglas., She mentioned
Zlmer and told me that he and Betty wers not lezving town. They'd decided they could-—
n't mke it. "ihy," . said, "that's a late development -— when did you hear about it%"

"4t 6:30, when he called," she said.

"6:304" I said. "Why-that's when he called
me and told we for the second time he wouldn't be around and I'd have to get the mail-
ing out. And I stayed around the house for 45 minutes, and got to his house and no=
body was there, and no note was there telling me not to bothers.."

For some inexplicable
reason I got disgusted with it all. 8o the mailings sat in my car and went to work
with me and back Friday. And Saturday, F. Towmer lancy, who felt he had done nothing
so far to help, said he would get the mailing out, so he took the stuff from my car to
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his car (we work in the same chop so it was all easy) and he said he would get wmoney
from Ackernman Thursday 21 August and probably mail the 'stuff Saturday 23 august. g mm.,

("FAPA Forever" was published by Andy Anderson as HALF-LENGTH ARTICLES NUIBER ONE.)

(All good Fancyclopedia readerc, which is to say everybody who'!"s really quali-
fied to call themselvesforn, will reccail that in the enu 'y for BLLITZKRTEG I announced
that Burbee and lzney had run for OE eftervard under 4Get The izilings Out On Timelf
slogans, with such effect that no Blitzkriege had been nccessary from that day to
publication-date of Cy<.

(Well, I was literally right: Fancyclopedia II came out in August 1958. As to
the Mailing for August 1958...well, this is the President's message from the Novem—
ber issue of the FANTASY AFATEUR: by Bill Evans:)

The last mailing produced onc of tne biggest snafus in FAPA history, Through a
_foul—up of arrangcmcnuu Jed Aihitef bad made.at his Baltimore nddress, mumercus bun—
dles didn't get delivered. 1In all-faiiness 4o Ted,; he thought he had things arran-—
ged to hold bundles for pickup at the post office; his new MNew York.address .became
definite too latc to notify members, However, had Ted carried through on plans that
he told us -— Pavlat, Eney, and me —- most of the confusion could have becn avoided.
At a USFA meeting early in July, Ted produced a copy of Gambit 52, in which he said
that his address in Baltimébre would be good until the first of Mgust, and suggest-
ing that bundles that would arrive after that time be sent to either Favlat or me.
This he was going to send out "the next day"™. I was not until the first Sunday in
August that we learned the issuec had not been sent out; we had been worried about
the non-receipt, but ascumed that the copies we got by hand took the place of any

wail copies. I was a lititle worried about the lack of packages or letiers relating
to, ae was Boba lhen we learned that no notice had been sent, we werc annoyed, but
White assured us that he had things arranged =— he still had the mail box at the

‘Baltimore address, and had not filed a change of address, so that any paclmges would
be held for him. t the time of the assembly, .at Pavliat'ls this times bhe had  .checked
the Baltimore address aad the post office that morning —— about noou, actually ——
and therec was only a notice of Ryan's Bandwagon at the RailEx, where ths office was
closed, This was duly noted:in the FA, and credit was allowsd under sestion 3.2 of
the constitution. We were worried, and commented on, the abschce of various 1o, ga—~
zines that were expected —— Hevelin and Reeburn were especially mentioned, as their
me.gazines contained renewal credits. All scemed well, thc- The wailing was mailed,

The ®ky fell a week later. Pavlat received a letter from Ted in Ilew York that
11l fanzines haca been forwerded frowm Baltimore, after the cdeadline, Iu & nurber of
cases —— no details available as yet —— there was forwarding postage due. At that
time Ted said they were assembled and ready for mailing, and would be mailed asz a
postmailing "in about a weelr," Thie was on August 22, At that time Bob issued the
postrailed card "So Your Fanzine ifissed the iailing", By Detention time. they had
not been mailed; at the con Ted assured Pavlat that they were only waiting postage
money ~— which was the first I had heard .from Ted about this (5) — and, so 1 sent
the 15 shown in Ellik's report. Thet would heve been about Sept 15, Still no mail-
ing, Finally, on September 27, Pavlat and I, together with John Imgnus and spouce,
and an innocently visiting Phil Castora, went to New York for the weekend, mawnly to
capture the missing bundles and mail them, By a clever trick, Ted avoided us; he

(5) Bill was Secretary—Treasurer & should have.been the recipient of pestage requests.
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chose that week~end to drive to Falls Church —=— without mailings, which could have
been loft with one of the local fans, if he was unable to get them out -- and we
were unable to complote our task. We did have @& nice time in Kew York, tho. After
that, we felt the magazines might as well be held until the next mailing, and Bob
proposed to pick +thewm up on uis way to Cambridge. The ensrgetics of our new OE,
though, interceded, and as the Official Newscard shows, the missing bundles were
rescued.

.{The Official Newscard was this, sent out October 13:)

The rcmaining wagazines from mlg, 88 have been extracted {rom the clutches of
the delinquent LOE and have besen mailed this very afternoon. This is not an eumpty
promise but a statement of fact: they are actually in the wail, The reason for
miling them now instead of holdlng themn for the J0th mlg is that both I and Ian
McPhail were waiting for the missing mags to arrive to finish mailing comuments on
mlg 33. From the lack of -any fmz conteining mailing comments from any othor members
I assume that others have the same idea. This is to let you know in time to plan
your publishing schedule; the 109.pagee I mailed today are oificially part of the
. 88th rmailing, not a postuniling, Comments or this.matsrial should be included with

your regular klz comns nts on the Augustimlg. The late bundle should reach all but
.Qverseas meuberu 1n tig: for coument in bhb SOLL mlg, whose deadline is 14 November.
"~ a & j young, OE

(Accompanying the section of the mailing that was rescued was fuller Hewss)

iHgrege of Dlitzkriznl

After returning from the vetention I fell into bed with a week—long cold., Then
I was healthy for a weel, strangely enougl; then came another cold as a result of
standing out in the rain looking for the eclipse., So when the word came that Earle
(Abominable Snowman) was having a party Saturday night, I dida't really expect to
go. But it was our last chance to sece "Horror of Dracula" (which turned out to be
a pretty abominable movie), so I dragged myself out into the cold outdoors once a-
gain. After coughing my way through the movie, I walked with the rest of Cambridge
fandom to Zarleds place, where I coughed my way through the party. ibout iwo a.m.
tne party was breaking up and I was preparing to go home. A couple of people wan—
dered in just as I was about to wander out, and there was a gquicl: conversation with
Farle which seemed to have something to do with Lzoing to New York™, Well, going to
New York is a comwon obsession or pastime arcund Harvard so I paid 1nttlc attention
to these people. After all, why should i be interested in Foing to New York?

"You're going-to Wew York," said a stern voice behind me. Being both tired,
sick, and full of etharol, I said something llke "Huh?" and Jean efplalneu. I would
go to New York and RECAPTURE THE LOST MAILING! "But but," I said, "you mean now?
Jithout any warning? With no toothbrush?" Gl

"They're le ving Right Now," she said., "Hurry upl"

Two minutes later, there I was, on uy way to New York. Earle, seized with the
samc impetuous impulse, was there too. I hadn't the slightest icdea ‘who the people
in the front seat were, except that ons of them had been along on our ill-fated’
eclipse .expedition. -

If I hadn't been too tired to care, I would have felt I was being Shanghaied.

At eight in the morning we werc driving around Sheridan Square and asking "How
do we get to Christopher Street?" Ten minutes later Earle and I were climbing up
the stal ISeeeUP LhEsesUPaeelUpesalipesstincas,stairs...to the thite's apartment, Ghod.
they live on the top floor. I banged on the door., I lmocked on the door. I pound-



cd on the door. I listcnecd, :

"I hoar somconc coming," I whispecred to Earle. Tho door opencd a crack to re-
veal a half-dresscd, becardcd focec., You don't often seec a half-dresscd facc, cven
without a board.

"Nemesis is herc," I croaked, and collapscd on the floor.

"You can havc an old matiress," said Ted. Ve accepted.

"Say," I scid, "hedn't we better tell the guys in the car that we can stay hcre,
and arrange to get picked up again?" Earlc nodded. Hec looked at mec. I looked at him,
He looked worse than I felt, so I got up sadly and went back down the stairs...and
down the stairs...and......s

Eventually I got to the car. They said they'd be back to pick us up about "3 or
4 this afternoon,"

It's now 5:15. If I cver get back to Cambridge, I.will have Saved the lailing,
thoof,

I didn't realize that being OE was so much work.

——— Andy Young

Andy may havc had trouble getting upse.upe...thec...stairs...to our apartment, but
we don't live on the top floor. Actually, we live on the fifth floor of a six—story
building -- only it's called the fourth floor. It secoms that therc's some sort of
law in NYC that buildings of over a ccrtain nuwmber of stories must have elevators, so
the clever landlords =- who certainly don't want to put in an elevator unless they
have to =— get around this by calling the second or third floor the "first floor" and
going up from there,

Earle just came back. He set out this afternoon to see "The Threepenny Opera'
which is playing in a little off-broadway theatrc half a block down Christopher (it's
been playing there for over five years). But he didn't see Threepenny after all —-

- instecad he wont to "Our Town" which was also playing nearby., Said it was a great per—
formance.

This afternoon we and paster Scientist Young uncovered such secrsts of the uni-
verse as:

1. Delicious French Toast can be made with hot dog rolls.
2, The way to vipe out the world's roach population is to catch all the malec
roaches you can, sterilize them, and sct them fres again,
2a., Ve tentatively decided that roaches are monogainous.
-3, Je couldn't figure out if wax is heavier than alcohol.

--- Sylvia
Let's put out a one-shot fanzine!l —=— Ted
=" * # * * * *

All the foregoing, with the cxception of the heading, was cut at the Whites' this
(Sunday Oct. 11) afternoon. I have now returned to Cambridge, and it is exactly mid-
night. Sylvia was forced to break off her section by the arrival of our ride, punctu-
ally at 6 p.m. She may be pardoned for her typos; she was sick. It seems to be the

latest fad, being sick...
The Whites still have the advance postage sent them for this

section; they spent it on groceries. It is hoped this will be cleared up before
Mlgo 89 .

(e wasnit. In a flier accompanying & postmailing to M89 the Youngs explained
.what happencd next:)



Stand by for REPERCUSSIONS™

«sobeing a summary oi the fed White situation up to today, 7 December 1959..sit
could be subtitled Bcho of Blitzkrieg, or Erggbnisse der Sternentwicklung.....

Synopsiss During wy Blitz visit to New York, Ted White told me that (being broke) he
had spent the $l0 advance on the postage of the late section of Nlge 6 on food. He
said that he'd be having a check from Playboy or Rogue within a week or two, and that
the money would be paid bacl: soon, or beforc FAPAcon time at least. He would, if suf-
ficiently rich, be up for ithe FAPAcon; if only moderately well off, he would go to the
conference in Philadelphia that weekend., I had the impression that FAPA's monsy would
be returned .before Ted would consider going to Philadelphia. - ]

Came the FiAPicon. Came a phone call from the celebrants at, Philadelphia, among
vwhose joyous number was Ted lhite., Came no word frow Ellik saving that the woney had
been repaid, Came the typing of the Constitution, wherein is a clause sajing i ¥l
absence of a farmal controversy, each ofiicer may decide for himself doubtful points
concerning his duties,” Came the thought: it would b= but poetic justice to delay
Ted's meiling until che debt is repaid, just as he delayed the last half of the 38th
miling...

Now read on,

Message included with the checlt from Ron Zllik, FAPA Secretary-Treasurer, to pay
for the postage on Mlg. 89:
: 2% Nov. 59 ; h
White has NOT paid the 10.00., Excellent idea, holding his. bundle. He will
probably complain, .
=== Jei

Undated lecter to Larry Starlk from Ted White, received herc several days agos

PS To the Youngs: Just received the FA in a separate envelope. What happened to
the miling? Are we Unfit, or somwsthing? Yes, we received extra copies on all the
starred postmailinrs —- thot Sylvia'd said so. Received Pil from Graham some time af-
ter the Detention, along with an apolomstic note... :

Postcard postmarlied 7 pu Dec 5, received ﬂoday, from Ted White:

I trust you are aware of the fact that you are illegally withholding our mailing.
You have no authority to wake such a decision, which is bagfcally up to either the Sec-
Treas or iLhe President. :

Since we are scraping along on a marginal existence at the wo-
ment, you have effectively deprivsd us of tns mailing -~ as you were well aware. It's
a scummy practice on your part -- and unconstitutional as well.

St i 2 sk ? i i, 71, Blf:f,.~;;hen, I suppose you
¥ pholuing some sort of FAPAn spirit in xicking Ted White When He's Down,
Hve fun, : .
Ted Ee. White

That is the sum total of incoming wail on the subject, No other compléints have
been received. Perhaps there is at this very moment a grass—roots tidal wave (Block
that metaphori) of support for Ted White, about to sweep me frow office and speed'Ted's
mailing to hir....but I have no knowledge of it so far. And I suspect that there are
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at least ecleven moubers who would not choose to join such a moveiient,
It seems to me that it is in the interest of PAPA for me to hold up the Uhites!
mailing until they pay the {lO. If they are living such a hand-to-mouth ecxistence —-
which I believe they probably arc, judging by what I saw during the Blitz -- then I anm
" doing no one a favor if I send them the mailing and distract them frow the problem of
earning wmoney. I know myself how easy it is te sit around for a couple of doys read-
ing the railing instead of working, and this particular mailing, with its 621 pages,
is extra treacherous in that respect. Ted is, I thinl, more likely to have the 10
if I don't distract bim with such a pile of reading matter, And I hope he is also
more lilkely to send the ,10 if it is the only way he con get his mailing.

Besideca, I recad in FABAC that he is effectively giving up fandon and beeconing a
profecsional writer. ‘ihy, than, should he complain so strenuously at not receiving a
bundle of fanzines? ~— but this is a minor quibble. I don't sec why we should send
Ted White his wailing until he paye bacl this sum, which amounts to five years! dues
at the present rates. Notice that I have net dropped him frow the wembership list —-
that 1s indeed a job for the §-T ~~ although it is a possibility worth considering if
the moncy is not repaid by some fixed date, such as the next miling date. (The Cult
recently went through a difficult time over a rather similar ratter =— a member failed
to fulfill hie obligation but was given an indefinite pardon, with the result that an
essgentially dend member was carried along for months,)

Anyway, there's iy side of the matter. Ted will get his mailing when one of the

other officers rules that he should get it. I hopo I'll be told by Ellil, with the
report that the woney is back; but if the President or Veep orders me to do so, I'1ll
‘send the mailing off without delay.
It scems to we that Ted's only recourse now is to appeal to the Veep., as I say,
I've presented my side here; so as soon as Ted presenis his side to Phyllis, we can
get a ruling. '
—- Andy.

(FAPA's membcrship rcacted about as you'd cxpoet to this developmeit, and White
took the fcud outside for support, In THE BAREAN +Bs Ron Ellik summed the casc up
in & comment to Flf Busby:)

Undoubtedly you noticed- the come—downance FAPA rcccived at the hands of its
ex—0OE Ted White in the recent (;22-1) issuc of VOID. Our outlook is warped bcsause
we think repayment of a debt is more important than the off-staving of the woll
from the White door; we have a twistcd sensc of values because we woulc zother see
our officers dic of malnutrition and not be ablc to attend Detentions and Philly-
cons than lot 2 debt of ten dollars go unpaid. I felt terrible while rcading this,
Buz, honecsi, and I think somc FAPAn, preferably an officcr, should draft a petiticn
to be signcd by the rest of the club and prcscnted to White, craving his pardon fov
the improper su;gestion that the money bo repaid., It could be tossed off on a lazyr
aftcrnoon this fall by onc of our older members with a sense of history -~ I'd
nomina e Perduc, who could add a dash of the old—world charm of Baxter Strcet to
the composition —- and be made very brief to leave room for signatures. Onc or tw?
whereas's and a couplc of depcndent clauses, a few 374's or 50,(95) and it could all
lead up to,

YTHEREFORE, bec it resolved by the undersignsd majority of the membership
of the Fantasy Amateur Press Association that we do humbly beg the forgiveness
of the above~mentioned delinquent officer and promise never again Lo mention the
subject except to ask now and then why Ted E, Vhite, former- and ngver—again-
officor of FAPA, docen't gct a job."

Does that sound all right, Buz? Would it salve your conscicnee £s it coes minc?

(95) A furrin SAPS—type jokc. "374" is comm fault.
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I belicve any rcader will be ablc to figure out the purposc,
theme, and tcchnique of Ah Sweet Idiocy by reading it, if he is
With It at all. And if he is 70t with It he will not be in FAPA,
of cdursc. i

(n the gucstion why 4dh Sweet Ialocy is a sirong contcnder for
rccognition as thc most important singlc fan publication ever writ-
ten, howcver, wo can do with a few words of cnlargcment. Though
lancy had, well befors beginning ASI, gonc in for plain spcech
and explicit rcoporting, this was the masterpicce of that genre;
the onc work which irrevocably incoiporated the realistic school
of non-fiction into thc tradition of fan writing. Before Laney,
therc had been snarly noises about rudeness, hints of scandals,
vrunken Onc-Shots, oven vhispers of Namcless and Sinister Quirks
of Charactor, It was FTL who made it a point ta describe these
events in Bechaviorist dectail, Some of the results madc unpleasant
reading -- espccially to the nice-nclly firzetion, who adhered o
the doctrine that making fusscs was Not Fannish -~ but thesy dis-

~. may'd fuggheads, silencecd fools, and plcas'd good honest men; they

' drove some thoroughly nasty charactsrs away from active fanning,
and brought some adolcscents to'a sharp awareness of their conduct.
In large part, fandou is & much healthicr placc becausc the Lanecy

! 4radition operatcs.

A word on an allied question: whethcr the wemoirs arec, speci-
fically, unfair to thec LASFS. Unfortunately, I can't tell you.
The tradition Spoer tags as Forstoism -~ absolute silence about
club schisms =~ still holds in LA, o8 I found out during the re-
scarch for Fancyclopecdia II. The general initial request for his-
torical data brought no res ult; a spccific request to Li for
counter—lancy 1nformau10n b~ougat no result; the post-publication
requcst for corrcctions brought no zcstlt. Third time pays for all,
as the hobbits say; without further ado, we conduct you to the dec-
finitive history of the Insurgent Vars in Los Angeles,

—-= Dick Ency
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When an individual announces that he is through with fandom, that
he is guitting the Tield; and then implements his withdrawal by pro-
ducing what is probably the largest one man project in fandom's en-
tire history, it is evident that he owes someone an explanation of

uch contuzadictory conduct.

My motivation for writing these memoirs
was a decidadly mixed one. Very probably the strongest single incen-
tive was to Try to explain to myself the inexplicable, to resolve if
possible Zn my own mind the reasons which caused me to get so deeply
involved in the amazing havpenings which this book chronicles. Once
the scales had completely fallen from my eyes and I saw fandom with
pitiless objective clarity, I looked back upon Laney the fan with much
the same sense of disbelief that a civilized man would feel upon being
thrust suddenly race to face with a Yahoo. Why did this earlier Laney
disregard thz mountain of evidence to the contrary and persist for
years in considering fandom to be a group of wonderful, intelligent,
worthwnile, and integrated people; to be an instrumentality for his
own recdcemption and aavancement? LVhy did he stay embroiled in the cess
pool that is the LASFS? VWhy did he permit himself to associate with
psychic misf'its and social outcasts of every description -- thieves,
truznts, dead-besats, psycho-pathic drinkers, communists, crackpots,
homosexuals ~-- because they were fans and belonged to the LASKFS? Why
did he squander untold hours and days and weeks of his best energies
toward the advancement of this outre microcosmos? Why indeed? The
answering of these and similar questions very shortly became one of
my most crying needs. *

At the time I wrote the main body of these me-
moirs in the winter and spring of 1946-47, I was driving out to Covi-
na to see Cecile between three and four times a weelk. That is nearly
an hour's drive, and on those long lonely return trips I used to stew
at a great rate as to the whys and wherefores of my sojourn in fandom.
Fron stewing it was but a short step to recalling whole episodes and
the recalling merged readily into exhaustive critical analysis. 0

ne
night, it occurred to me that if I were to start setting down my re-
collections it might help my self-analysis, would certainly give me
something to keep me at home and away from money-spending temptations
on the nights I a&id not head Covina-wards. And it always had seemed
silly to me to write anything on paper when it is just as easy to put
it on stencils.

So I tackled Forrest J Ackerman, outlined a 75-80
page brochure of memoirs, and suggested that if the Fantasy Foundation
cared to furnish the supplies they could have the profits. We both
remembered the $100 plus net profit on Speer's FANCYCLOPLDIA, so it
was not difficult to get this backing. The only difference in opin-
ion between us was that I wanted enough copies so I could put it in
FAPA whilc Ackic wanted them all for sale. The final agreement (un-

til Ackermen renigged as I shall describe subsequéntly) was that I
"would rua off 1/5 copies, keeping ten for my own use, and all proceeds
from the remainder would go to the Foundation, which in turn agreed
to absorb cvery nenny of the expense of production. :

' The casual reader
will naturally assume that the writing and publishing of a book such

= P LEERRE



as this igs a monstrous task. dIn-a- sense it is. It must be remembered,
ho-ever, thst I had heen a fan. The body of this bnok wss written on
the stehcils. in somewhat less time than Laney the fan would® have de-
voted to ‘his correshonience dvrinz 'the s-me len~th: of time...something
like four:te sever hrurs per “eek., I invariabtly spent lionday evenings
on it, and ataout tvo ~thirds of tha time Friday evenirgs as well. 4
workinr evening ran from abrut 6:30 until about 9:00 or 9:30. This
regime folloved for not qulte five months resulted in 120 pages of
text.

Dack to motlvatwons.
’ I had never really seen fandom as it is
until I startnd ny crltlcal analyses of it, It was patent to me thst
I'd never have been a very active fan if I'd been able to see both
fandom- and myself in an objective light. It naturally enough follows
that T tegan te wonder just hc™ many oth=r fans would remain in the
field if they ran head on into a revelation. ©So there was a certain
amount of altruism involved. In® furtherance of this aim, I early re-
solved not to snare myself in the least; t. set down just what happen-
ed as accurately as nossible regordless of that ind of a braying
Jackass it might make the Fan Laney. Perhans, I reasoned, if I use
myself as a horrible examnle it may heln some of the other fans to see
the 1ight, and analyse their o~ n »narticination in the mlcrocosmos. an
objective and factual asnalysis of this nature is apt to chill one's 1n*
terest in fandom very ruthlessly.

20 there has teen no intentional
elision or omission, On the contrary, I have tried to set down every-
thing just evsctly as it happened, This of course makes some of the
actors in the narrative considera'ly less than sunermen. And I have
tried to hol? down editorializing to a minimum. My aim has been to set
down what happened and let the reader draw his own conclusions. Viith
the excention of several digressions as te my own underlying motiva-
tions at' different times, I believe I've usually succeeded in this =
aim. :

One motivation that I've not as yet touched on is a strong de-
sire to expose the Lanol'S, There is something about this group -- with
its banality, futility, and domwnrisht viciousness -- that affects many
people most unfavoratly. Those ™ho have little bnrevious involvement
with fandom and hence no roots in the field simwly turn and run, fade- -
out of the picture, Lstablished fans who get to see the LASFS as g
is react'in one of three ways. 4 few will do as I did for years, de-
liber-tely close their syes and ignore the club's worthless vileness.
The less aggressive tyves will quit the ciub, and in many cases fandom
itself; they will scorn and ~esnise the LASFS but will not as a rule
take any overt steps against the groun, though chortling gleefully
when a Yerke or a Lanev starts waving hls shillelagh. These are people
like Liebscher or V.iedenbeck or Burbee. "An aggressive person who has
gotten deenly involved in fandom will tend to so lose his sense of
perspective as to regard the destructior of the LASFS as almost a duty
to hlS 1ntear1ty and self-respect. It is mighty hard to justify to
one's self one's participation-in a fandom which boasts the LASFS as a
Shangri La utopia. Among those who have at various times felt very
strongly that the LASFS should be destroyed are Yerlke, Bronson, Ashley,
and Laney.

Despite this motivation on my part, my memoirs are not fab-
ricated, ‘or exaggerated or slanted. I coul? wrlte pages of invective,
and thev would not be nearly so much of a body blow to the LASFS as the
obgectlve ticking off of the daily hanpenings arount the Bixelstrasse,
the good along —ith the bad.

= Ll ==



The writing ol the mewoirs themselves was concluded in June 1947.
I let them lie 'fallow for two or three months and then commenced
reading them over with a view to correcting the more glaring errors.
It was possible to make many corrections directly on the stencils,
but subsequent information on one matter requires an additional foot-
note. . . -
This is the strange case of E. Everett Lvans. This individual
went to prison on a morals charge —hile president of the NFFF, and
information emanating from the midwest indicated that he had been
called to the colors for top-secret navy work.® The truth of the sto-
ry very shortly leaked out, and I, among many others, was utterly re-
volted at the hypocrisy involved. My disgust was not abated by the
subsequent appearance of Lvans' magazine, The Timebinder, with its
quaintly homespun, love-thy-brother, philosophy. On him it just did-
n't look good, this air of sanctity and Christ-like patience and pose
of moral rectitude. On him it stank to high heaven of the most. bla-
tant kind of hypocrisy.

So I was pretty avidly anti-Lvans. (In jus-
tice to him, it is only fair to point out that he claims to have been
framed, and, more to the point, that I have never seen him do anything
or hears him say anything which could point even remotely to any taint
of homosexuzlity on his mrt -- on the contrary he appears far nore mas-
culine than most cf the LASFS members, including some known hetero-
sexuals.) Nu e

But there were still plenty of objective grounds for tak-
ing a dim view of the gentleman, particularly that hypocrisy. ©So'a
couple of us started working along a line of attack desighed to put
Evans on such a spot that his past, would out publicly, with the idea
both of showing him up for what he is and of making the LASI'S a bit
too hot, to hold him. A clean-up squad, in other words. :

' ' The:end re<"
sult of our maneuvers was that Evans largely vindicated himself, .-

; . ' i S At 7
the LASFS meeting of September 11, 1947, Evans was so maneuvered into
the open that he admitted -publicly his incarceration and what it was
for, though maintaining his insistence that he was framed. -He went -
on to point out that he meant to guit both the NFFF presidency and
fandom at that time, but that he was talked into reconsidering, and ..
that the statement to the NFFF on his behalf was prepared without his
knowledge until after the event. An individual was present who was
an actor in these matters; he backed Evans up, testified as to the
truth of this statewent. - : ; sy

1l : In other words, Evans was made the victim
of a stupendous double-cross. An alibi was prepared for him by his
midwestern associates, an alibi which committed LEvans most thoroughly.
Then these associates, or some of them, apparently worked overtime
spreading the rumor  of where Evans actually was and why., Lvans was
still in prison when I first heard of 'it, so it is evident that sha-
dowy but unequivocal statements were circulating long before Evans
got out and started telling about it himself, as he 1s reputed to
have done in private cohversations. :
o Yihat a way to ruin someone -- fix
him up with a public alibi and then tear it down privately:

: . For sone
time I seriously considered suppressing all mention of Evans' mishaps
from the memoirs, but thorough consideration not only pointed out that
he was still the same as always but also drove home the fact that his
having been made the recipient of some thoroughly despicable treatment
did not in the least palliate his numerous shortcomings. After all,
- iii --



though he did Dropnse-to do the rizht thing and QUlu fandom: - and the
NFFF rather than te manufacture a-dying alibi, he was not at all reluc~
taHt to use-the alibi once it had been set for’ him, The difference be-
tween a deliberate hypocrite and a fortitirus hypocrlte is only one of
" degree, not of kind,

(It may be 'w.ndered what I think Lvans -should have
done. 'He should have been honest . lie should have issued a statement
¢ telling fandom what had hap.ene? to him, giving heavy stress to his
~“c¢laim of having been framed, and asked a vote of confidence in the LFIT.
It-is not..atb: all unlikely that fandom-as a whole would have sympathized
“with him-and sustaine? him; had they cast him out he would at least have
had the inner satisfaction of -having acted honestly and honorably, of
having acted in complete accord with the nhi loqophlc orecepts which he
pretends to espouse.)
E I believe. that these additional remarks give the
‘Evans cazse the overall truthful accurs cy ‘which I have striven for
throughcut these memoirs. “

~==00000---

The actual publication of this volume has been fraught with difficul-
ties. As was nointed out in Fali-DaliGO #16, the LASFS allowed Daugherty
to ban me from using the club mimeograph. So then Burbee and I worked
out a deal for me to borrow -Rotsler's mimeograph. This machine proved
unvworkahble. After a deal of custing around, I flnally traded my OUTSID-
LR for A1 Ashley's mimeograph, an ink- smea;eﬁ relic of another era. If
you are not readlnv ‘this, it-means that the ex-Ashley mAmeograph didn't
work elther and ‘I threv the steicily in the incinerator;

o : ‘Then, on 10 Nov.
47, Ackerman wrote me as follows‘*"” ‘

"T am perbonally refunding to the Foun-
dation the money 1t has laid out so far on the .project:: oeveral suppor-
ters have counselled that, despita 1ts total lacl of intention, inevi--
table mention of boundatLon roney usedt for the productlon of the Memolrs
might be misinterpreted by enemies to méan approbationm of a document
-which in all probability the-Foundation would. frown upon: “4s’ you. know, T
was thinking only of a means by which the tleasurv might profit. After
I see the TLHM, it nrobally WLll make me unhapby .-to contemplate that ny
money made 1ssuance of the item possible., But between throwing mud at
the Foundation and at thdat leading .paranoid/schizoid (take your choice)
FJAckerman, fandom has had more practice throwing mud.at me..." etc. He
also digd not W1sh hlS name used as sponsor, so I won't,

: . Viell, T was qulte
w1111ng to do all this work for- nothing-aid lﬂt the PoundatLon ‘have the
pfofit. I am not willing to do this work for Ackerman or any other in-
dividual. Consequently, I shall reimburse icle rman for the money he -has
advanced -(as an instrumentality of the Foundation) and publish the book
for my.. ovn inscrutable ends and -profit if any.

0ddly enough, this Founda-
tion W1thdrawal merely underlines what I said along about page 128 about
the Foundation and its futility as it is presently being operated. What
is that sum of nearly $400 for, Lr. Ackerman?

---00000---
Well, that about winds us up. At this writing, my only fan interest
is FAPA -- I may be active in that group fer years yet and I may not.

As long as I still feel the yen for occasional vritten self expression,
I'11 probatly be around. But not as an active fan, no sir!

Francis T. Laney
February 5, 1948
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The Golden Dawn

ok ok kokdokdok kX
) Unlike most reminiscing fans, I am unable to point with pride
to a long, pre-fan acquaintance with fantasy My reading tastes_have
always -been quite catholic, .and during the days that my confemporar-
ies-were going quietly herserk over Gernsback and Sloane, I was quite
happily reading and collecting a much more varied bunch of stuff, LAt
that time, my chief fictional interest centered around seafaring R
tales, and these were but second choice reading as. compared with non-
fiction dealing with such things as naval history, zoology, enbomolo-
gy, psychology, eugenics, and the American Civil War . .
- - There was a_,ﬁ
falnt amount of fantasy present, however. When I was very 11ttle I
read and reread nearly all of fhe 0z books,.and _along abouf 1925,
when I was eleven years old, I was completely . swept off my feet’ bV
Thomas Janvier's In.the Qargasso Sea, the Moscow Public .Library copy'.
of which I must have read at least a dozen times. I can also recall.
reading one installment of Ray Cummings' Into the Fourth Dimension in
a stray copy of Science and Invention which my father had brought
home for some of the shop notes. Jdekyll and HVde and. "The Phantom-.
Rickshaw' were also in my bookcase, though neither of them held a
particularly high spot in my esteem.

-In the fall of 1929, I.start-
ed my junior year in high school, I was given the opportunlty to take
journalism, a course which was ordinarily limited to seniors. Very
quickly, I developed a deep interest in writing generally and in the.
school paper in particular, a trend which led me to editorial writer,
feature writer, copy editor,. and fﬂnally, in my.senior year, to the..
editorship of the paper. Sixteen issues were- published under nmy .
aegis, and while they strike me today as being .excessively lousy, -
even for high school papers, there can be no doubt that the. tra1n1ng
I received at that time made fan journalism possible for ;me. [The,’ T
teacher, -Mary E,S. Fox, not only ironed the more obvious flaws out
of. my writing, but through a most unusually sympathetic approach’
gave me what will probably alwavs bhe an abldlng interest in wr1tlng
and publishing.

. From 1931 until 1936, nothing happened to me Whlch
even remotely could he said to lead toward fannish paths. I com- .,
pleted my University course, stepped out into the world as a young
would-be adult, and finally got a job. My interests at this time ;
.centered entirely around drinking and datwng, though I did a certain,
amount of reading, most of my time and energy was spent trlpping
joyously down the rosebud trail. I averaged perhaps two evenings a.
month at home -~ the.rest of the time 1 was chasing.

Sometime in the
..middle part of 1936, a girl piano player in a Lewiston, Idaho tavern
introduced me to Duane Rimel., Both of them were quite drunk at the .
time, as was I, Neither Duane nor I made any especial impression
on each other at the time, though from then on we moved in much the
same crowd, and gradually hecame better acquainted. I can recall on-
ly one Rimel-esque anecdote definitely dating from this period -= a‘pi-
nochle party which ‘Duane and his gal friend punctuated with too much
beer, with the result. that my first wife and I had to. take care .of.
them,

i il

u

During my assoc1at10n, off and on,_wlth Duane, T had gradually

- - - . ~
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become awsre of the fact that he had not only written but s0ld some
stories to some magazine, but I more or less brushed the idea -off,

In 1939, after my dlvorce, I had blossomed out with a new record play- -
er and a number of Louis Armstrong records. One Saturday afternoon,
I ran into Duane in a beer parlor, the record under my arm attracted
~his attention (WHAT, IS THIS THING 'C4LLED SVING and JERPERS CRLEPERS

. by Louis Armstrong), and the upshot of it all was that we went up to
my--apartment and had our first joint bash. From then on, we were in-
" créasingly friendly, but Stlll gomehow the -matter of wrlteng was
never mentioned. i+

As a reault of 'remarrying in. 1939, I moved into a

small house in-Clarkston; Washington, and, for-the first time since I

Ieft home in 1935 had enough roon ,for oome “of my books. TVihen Duane
saw ‘them, he was- 1mnedT§te1y ‘sent (ny tastes by this time having ex-
panded to cover realism in the novel) and he delivered me quite a mon-
ologue on his aspirations as a writer, his sales to WEIRD TALES :and
FUTURE, and his correspondence with several successful writers,:most
notably an H. P. Lovecraft. I was considerably amused by Duane s awe
as he. spoke of HPLj; I'd nhever heard of the fellow, and anyway figured
that no pulp maga21ne wrlter could be much good,

- Not. too long after
this, Duane informed me. that some small midrest publishing houseswas
bringing out a collection of Lovecraft! 8 StOTlEo, and, that he wanted
me to read them. (I had previously read the January or February 1939
WT with a Rimel story in.it, andihad been utterly unimpressed. ).
due season, he reverently brought over his copy of the then new OUT-
SIDER &4ND OTHLRS, and.left it with me. It sat around the house for
several daysy, but finally I decided. I had better glance at it- enough
‘to ‘seem to have read 1t, and return it te Duane with thanks. I opened
the book pretty much at random, leafed back to the beginning of the
story I'd opened to, and started skimming through it.. That story.
held me more than any single-yarn I had-ever read and when I.came to
the'denouement I was really sent;, "The Thing on the Doorstep" is not
really a very. good tale --:too melodramatic and " overdone and completely
<latkihg in characterization.-=rbut it Tocked me that n*ght from top to
bottom. T read HPL that.night until after threé in the morping; and
did:not- really stop untll I had ‘read that book through and through

-At this %ime, Duane's enthusiasm was more or less latent ‘but I was

80 ‘edmpletely sent that. he began ito-perk up right away. Yee he had

lots more’stories in the same veim -~ a whole closet 'full: of WT, yes,

he was “$tiTh writing away merrily; no, He Had scarcely any of..the

books ‘HPL mentiofed in ”Supernatural Horror in Literature", but HPL
ﬂhad loaned'Him many .of .them fin some sort of circulating library deal,

5 I lmmedlately made up. an alphabetical’ bibliography of the stuff, lléted

thereln and headed for Spokane and Clark's ©01d Book Store. The reé=

sultant’ loot, which included a VOlume of Blerce,.set both of us off

all the more., ~ :

Say, had I ever .seen-a fan maga21ner> hhat the hell was

that? Very shortly I found myself with the loan of a complete file

of Fantasy Fan, a handful of Fantasy Magazines, and (most important,

since it was still being published) several copies of Polaris. My

god, I thought, something like this would be fun, but right about

that time the ”r1t1ng bug bit me very badly, and it took me several

months to work it out of my system. (The less said about the stories

I wrote at this time, the better. There were about equally inspired by

HPL and Blerce, and the best one -- terrible though it is -- appeared

eventually in the first issue of Acolyte. The others have long since

met the cremation they so richly deserved.)

e



L ctanought vJery ser.ously about sending a subscription to Po-
laris, which I regarded as a likely outlet for my stories, bhut my in-
terest nretty much waned when I learned that Paul Freehafer, in com-
mon with other fan publishers, did not pay for material. (A1l right,
lavgh, damn you!)

One of the really hig events of 1940 was my dis-
covery of Abe Merritt, FACE IN THE ABYSS and SNAKE MOTHER appeared
wellnigh simultaneously in FFM and FN; Duane brought over his copies,
and, after he had left, I started reading them. Meanwhile, nature
called me, and I carried the darned magazines into the bathroom with
me. Utterly oblivious to where I was and what I was doing, I sat
there on that WC nearly all night, utterly lost in Graydon's weird
adventures. W%When I finally finished SNAKE MOTHER, the spell broke,

I tried to stand up, and was so cramped and cold that my legs would
not support me. I collapsed into a heap, and lay there on the floor
laughing at myself for being such a damned fool., But I'd give a lot
today if I could find any story that would hit me as hard as those
two did.

So 1940 faded into 1941. Despite an increasing preoccupa-
tion with fantasy, my life at the time was thoroughly normal and en-
joyable. Jackie and 1 got along famously, we were both very much
wrapped up in the infant Sandy (then less than a year old), we went
dancing frequently, played many evenings of pinochle with other
young couples, drove the car a great deal, and otherwise lived like
human beings. I spent perhaps two evenings a week monkeying around
with fantasy, and oftentimes not even that.

February 1, 1941 Duane
and I, in the course of gathering up his girl rriend for a party to
be held at my house, got intc the way of a wild driver. The result-
ing crash demolished my Chrysler, and put me hors de combat for over
two months. Duane was at that time leading pretty much the garret
dweller's life, working like a dog with his writing, and picking up
his living paaying the piano around town. Vhen I became somewhat
convalescent, I spent many of my afternoons with him, and bit by bit
borrowed and read all his WT (a run 90% complete from 1928 through
1940), Had it not been for the wreck, I daresay I would have escaped
fandom altogether, but we were stony broke and without a car until
the insurance company paid off, so I fell deeper into the morass of
fantasy, and also cultivated much more of a habit of staying at home.
The roots of the breakup of my second marriage were very likely plan-
ted at this time: since Jackie did not share my interest in the fan-
tasy we gradually bhegan to grow apart somewhat.

In September 1941,
we bought a new house (the once-familiar 720 Tenth St. Address) and
the moving in, remodelling, and what not momentarily gave us a common
focus once again. Duane and I averaged pnerhaps three sessions a
month, playing records and discussing fantasy. On my infrequent
trips to the city, I still tried to pick up fantasy in the used book
places, but it didn't mean much to me any more, though I used part of
the settlement from the insurance company to buy the OUTSIDER. el

er
a year and a hdlf of good intentions, I finally committed my first
acts as an overt fan, sending Paul Freehafer a subscription to POLAR-
IS and Art Joquel 30¢ for three of the pamphlets he'd advertised
therein, This was in late December 1941. Joquel promptly sent me
SUN T(R)AILS, which was utterly incomprehensible to me, dealing large-
1ly as it did with the Horanig/Pogo fracas: and eventually refunded my
dimes one by one. Freehafer was slower about replying, but finally
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sent me a very friendly note, in which he regretted that POLARIS had
become defunct, but suggested that I send the subscription and a
poem which I'd also sent him, to a Harry Jenkins, who had taken the
magazine over. Under separate cover, he sent me the last three is-
sues of POLARIS; I'd seen them before, but was of course pleased to
have conies of my own.

After the delay of several weeks, 1 sent the
poem to Jenkins, and rather to my surprise got a virtually return
mail reply, which praised the poem quite unwarrantedly and guaranteed
its publicatioin. In April 194z I received the one dJdenkins issue of
POLARIS, containing my poem, together with JINA #2, and a copy of FAN
EDITOR AxD JOURLALIST. I immediately answered at some length, but
was given the o0ld brush-off treatment by Jenkins, and lapsed back in-
to normalcy.

¥ About the only fanning that I did for the next several
months was reading Rimel's set of EKE4DER AND COLLECTOR. They gave
me a very high opinion of H.C. Koenig, which better acquaintance has
only “strengthened, His attitude toward ethics in fan publishing al-
so had a very strong effect on the editorial poliey of THE ACULYTL,
if I mayv get ahead of myself for a moment.

S B This would be a pretty

good place to veer momentarily, and sketch in some information on
Rimel, since he is such an important character in these memoilrs,
Duane Weldon Rimel (pronounced rye'-mel) is the son of Asotin County
probate ‘judee P,G. Rimel, and was raised in the-hamlet of asotin,
Viashineton., -He'is a brawny fellow, 6' tall and weighing 190 pounds,
but His éntire life has 'been colored by recurrent inflamatory rheuma-
tism, which fir st struck him in his early teens, and which has pretty
much kept him from the active physical life., A4bout simultaneously
with his first semi-invalidism, he became very closely associated
with another 4sotin youth, Franklin Lee Baldwin, who at the time
was actively reading and collecting fantasy, corresponding with H.P,
Lovecraft and other fantasy names of the early 30's., Duane straight-
way got into the Lovecraft circle, and soon both of them were active-
1y eontributing to FANTASY Fali, FALTaSY HMAGAZIINE, and others. To
bind them still closer, they mere both crazy about jazz, esmecially
the piano of Barl Hines, %“hen Lovecraft died in early 1937, Baldwin’
was heartbroken, and dropped out of fantasy altogether. Duane was
also deeply affected, but chose rather to carry on as an Acolyte,
having hit WEIRD TALES for the first time in the last issue that
Lovecraft saw, "Though he sold a few stories, and devoted the bulk
of his time to writing, he made a passable living playing piano,
mostly around Lewiston and Clarkston, and later as a repor ter for
the Clarkston Heraad, for which he conducted a scientifictional
‘meekly column (Twenty Years from Today) for over two years. Through
his membership in the American Federation of Musicians, he became
active in the Lewiston Central Labor Council, and even%ually climbed
across the bar he had leaned on so often. He's heen a bartender
for about four years now, is still writing (as witness his sale of
detective books both here and in England), and eventually hopes to
become a full-time writer. He's married ha;pily, and has a small
-child. ;

gam: Duane has one of the most attractive personalities I've ever
encountered. He couples the insight and sensitivity of the intro-
vert, with the bonhomhie of the born mixer. A brilliant raconteur,
he is the life of any party, yet has the depth to hold up his end
of any serious discussion. He's always well-dressed, and meticulous-
ly groomed; and being an unusually handsome fellow, used to be a de-
vil with the ladies in his bachelor days. He 1s deeply interested

e



v oo oot nil gonzz of nerspective as to bury
himself in it. All in all, he is the sort of fellow fandom needs
more of, and, perhaps, ould have if fandom but offered this type of
man any%hing worthy o% his serious attention.

R P L A el
AN AT ST Tt TS . 7 Rt SRS

. : ol _ At this point, we'll
verr back to June 1942, and the next of the series of accidents or
what not that kept pushing me into fandom. At that time, I was enm-
ployed in the invoicing department of Potlatch Forests in Lewiston,
and, being bucking for promotion, had made it a point to learn every
other job in the department. A reorganization of the office moved
the big electric Ditto machine into our department, and more or less
as a joke, my boss told me I'd better learn how to run that too. I
d4id, and just about the time I rolled the first page out of it I was
struck with its possibilities for publishing a fanzine, I immediate-
ly inguired into the possibilities of converting it to my own use,
and found that no one had the faintest objection, so long as I paid
for materials used, and did all the work on my own tine.

. Coincident-
ally with all this, Jackie was pregnhant with the child Quiggie, and
" I had a good deal of time on my hands in the evenings, since she was
not very well, and found it necessary to retire very early. Another
push toward fandom. [ ’

Duane and I talked over the Ditto possibilities,
and decided we'd try our hand at a fan magazine, It was easy for him
to get into that mood, since he and Lovecralt had almost founded one
back in 1935, and had been stopped only by Duane's inability to get
the o0ld press he had been promised by a former printer in Asotin. 7

e
had absolutely nothing to go on but our enthusiasm. Duane's contacts
in the field had virtually lapsed, but we went through his old corres-
pondence and jotted down all the acddresses we could find. In going
through his stuff, we found poems by Richard Ely Morse and Lionel
Dilbeck which had been submitted for the HPL/Rimel effort seven years
previously, and were also struck by the possibility of excerpting
_from the Lovecraft letters. This material, plus a story by Duane
“and the best of my own abortive efforts, gave us enough for part of

an issue. '
' ' Most of the letters we wrote to Duane's old list were un-
answered. Hornig wished us luck. Koenig regretted his inability to
contribute anything, since he was as usual swamped, but offered to
"assist in the distribution. Emil Petaja (whom Rimel had met person-
" ally a few vears previously) sent us a story; and Nils Frome, a Ca-
nadian who has been in and out of fandom for the past fifteen years,
sent us a letter which I attempted to work .over into an article. He
also gave me the address of Les Croutch, who became my second fan
correspondent, sending me LIGHT for August 1942.

/ ; ¢ Duane and I spent
a good part of our spare time fhat swamer typing merrily away on
Ditto carbons I had snaffled at the office. He typed his own story,
and designed and drew the cover heading; I made up the masters for
the rest of the stuff, and gave it what arrangement it had. As the
magazine grew, we saw that we could never afford to put out another
issue free, and I didn't want to take a chance on selling copies,
since it would just get me in dutch at the office if it were discov-
ered. So we decided to make just the single issue and quit.

The

iasters were all typed up by the middle of August, but it was not until
the Labor Day weekend that I slipped down and spent a Sunday running
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. spread out on for assembling.

off and assembling 120 copies i1n the deserted office. The entire job
took only .a little more than seven hours, since the machine was a

" fast electric model in tip-top condition, required no fedious slip-

sheeting, and the office afforded almost limitless table space to

Looking at this first issue from the

”; vantage point of 1947, I find it difficult to understand our bhound-

less enthusiasm over it. Rimelfs long poem, "Dreams of Yith", and
the two-plus pages of Lovecraft letter excerpts are the only items

~which would have bheen thoroughly acceptable in the later issues, tho

perhaps one or two of the poems might have heen usable as filler. Of
amusement value only, in light of subsequent developments, is my

"editorial, which employs the most extreme of the notorious Laney

purple verbizge in decrying, of all things, fan feuds:

I have been
asked several times as to the origin of the magazine's title, particu-
larly by nersons who did not see the earlier issues with the mast-head
dedication to H.P. Lovecraft. My inability to think un suitable
titles is notorious, as witness the many nictures I've published with
the banal caption, "A Drawing", and so it mas Duane who christened it.
I never did care much for the title, "The Acolyte", but bel ng unable
to suggest a better one, let it ride. Through all of THE ACOLYTE's
14 issues, this title, with its strong connotation that the magazine
was strictly from Lovecraft, was a constant handicap; but by the time
I reglized this fact, the magazine had developed enough prestige so
that I hesi tated to make a change.

: Viell, there we were, with 120
magazines bravely decked out in gaudy orange covers. The stack
looked mountainous to both of us, particularly in light of the fact
that our mailing list consisted oZ only 13 people, several of whom

‘were not fand by any stretch of the imagination. We simply did not

have any acquaintance with the field. Under previous arrangements
with Croutch and Koenig, we sent 35 copies to each of them. Koenig

.sent his to the more prominent FAPA members, while Croutch distributed

Yis to the LIGHT mailing list, thereby giving ACOLYTE a North of the

"' Border complexion that it did not wholly lose until it moved to Los

Angeles.
Our brief span as publishers having been run, we thought,

_we settled back and commenced waiting for the avalanche of response.

Vihen a month had passed with no particular notice having been taken,
we were both heartily disgusted and through with the field. (Do all
new editors expect 100% response to their sleazy first issues?)

) This
account would stop right here, had it not been for the malignant fate
that seemed hellbent on pushing me into fandom.
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A Fan Is Born
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. 'About the first letter I received about THE ACOLYTE was from
- C. M. Brewster, an associate professor of chemistry at State College
of Washinptbn, and a long term friend. He complimented the issue,
and zdded oomph to his remarks by mentioning that he had a disused

. mimeogranh in his basement and urging me.fo come up to Pullman and

.. haul it away. Well, what would vou have done? So did I.

4 My dire
fate was further abetted hy the war. Lewiston/Clarkston is pretty
much a company town, and a Weyerhauser company town at that. With
shipyvards and aircraft factories out on the coast getting into high
".gear, vractically all the less rooted people nossessing any initia-
tive were seizing the opportunity. to get out of the dead-end one in-
dustry town setup an? go =here they cnuld get ahead a little. The
army gobbled up many of our friends; the coast got the rest of them
-~ and almnst before Jackie and I realized it we were almost alone.
By December 1942, even Duane had left Lo go to Pendleton, Oregon.

S50 instead of friends dropping in every evening or so, we commenced
. hitting weeks on end when no one came to see us and wme vent nowhere.
Yet it happened so. gradually that it was a fait accompli before I
realized it, particularly with the comnensatory emergence into fandom.
By that time, my head was turned. Like a fool, I took fandom serious-
ly, foun® it difficult to manifest genuine interest in much of any-
thing else, and if they can »nin the situation onto any one cause, my
two little girls can blame fandom for the fact that they 4o not have
_ two parents and the normal -home 1life which is their right,

e . But this
_Zaoas not tell of the birth of ACOLYTB 1nto a regular periodical. As
““soon as I got the mimeogranh, Duane and I held an exhaustive pow-wow
and set up the editorial pOllCV vhlch with one change, was adhered
el throu:hout the 1life of the maga21ne e were gulded chiefly by
Lovecraft's letters to Duane, though the various remarks by H.C.

. Xoenig in four years of READukR AND COLLLCTOR definitely influenced
"us,.and we moreover ‘tended definitely to.pattern ACOLYTL after THE
FPANTASY FAN. Tloskowitz, unless he has already done so in a yet un-
publwshed installment, should really modify his remarks which lead
one to believe that flrst fandom disanpeared, except for "later rap-
nrochements', with the death of -FANTASY MAGAZINE. THE ACOLYTE,

. which certaLmly was a strong influence in the -fandom .of the mlddle

.. forties, stemmed directly from first fandom, without benefit of any
'“1nteimed1atp steps.

From H.P. Lovecraft, as expressed in his letters
_to Rimel, came the two cardinal tenets of ACOLYTE'S policy: the fur-
“‘nishing of a medium for the publication of artistic and literate

". attempts of fantastic self-expression (and an eschewment of the pulp

_maoazwnes) and the fostering of a literate approach to fantasy
thvough the writing and publishing of serious criticism (as opposed

f'_to mere syncotTC reviews).

: jo 9 1 hoenlg, largely through indirect
Temarks in “"Hoist With Their Own Petard”,. was responsible for. ACO-
LYTE'*'s adherance to a rigid publicati on schedule coupled with as
prompt as possible: answering of 211 mail, and for our policy of
publishing nothing whatever dealing llth Fans and fanﬂom, the studied
elimination of juvenility even at.the expense of a friendly atmosphere.
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From THE FANTASY FAN, ACOLYTE derived the idea of having re-
gular columns (even going so far as to revive one of TFF's own columns
complete with its regular editor), of going all out for professional
contributions, and of attempting {0 knit its more devout readers and
contributors into a fandom within fandom.

Contrary to popular be-
lief, THEL ACOLYTE was never intended as being an organ for the aggran-
dizement of H, P. Lovecraft. This is the last thing Lovecraft him-
self would have wanted., The dedication to HPL's memory was intended
solely as an attempt to give HPL our own idea of what a fantasy fan
magazine should be like. It was quietly dropped after the fifth
issue, since it was being so widely misinterpreted. THE ACOLYTE
followed pretty closely FANTASY FAN's o0ld policy of publishing arti-
but restricting fiction and verse to pure fantasy and weird only.

This was done chiefly because we felt that amateur attempts at science
fiction were too likely to be modelled after cheap pulp stories, while
pure fantasy and weird had a reascnably good chance of being influe
enced by more literate material. When I finally realized that I just
couldn't get enough articles on science-fiction to give a balanced
magazine, the masthead was expanded to mention that sub-division of
fantasy snrecifically.
> The only major change ever made in THE ACOLYTE's
editorial nolicy may be directly attributed to A, Langley Searles and
his superb FANTASY COMMENTATOR, and it was made during the height of
my feud with Searles. Both Russell and I (look at me get ahead of
myself, mentioning a character I've not even introduced yet!) decided
that ACOLYTE was markedly inferior to FANTASY COMMENTATOR, chiefly
because the free use of fiction tended to crowd out articles, and
quietly adopted Searles' no fiction policy, modifying it only to the
extent that-we were willing to include stories which we felt were
very close to being of book grade. We did not, however, renounce
certain previous commitments; and as a result the change did not be-
come fully evident before the magazine finally suspended. Had ACO-
LYTE continued publication, it would by now (February 1947) consist
entirely of articles, departments, and verse; the latter being used
only as fillers at the bottoms of pages.

Ve may have been "mouldy
figs"; our first fandom affiliations may have put us somewhat in the
light of dawn-age barbarians invading the modern civilized world;
but modern fandom must not have been as much affected by Moskowitz,
Wollheim, and the others of the 1938-41 period as these gentlemen
might have wished. Judging both from subscription requests and polls
the fan of the mid forties apparently lilked THE ACOLYTE pretty well.
(My-chest-is getting sore; let's change the subject, huh?)

' : Immedi-
ately after Duane and I had made our plans for the continuance of
the magazine, I remembered Jenkins' FAN EDITOR AND PUBLISHER. I dug
it out, and sent a medium-long letter, plus a copy of the first ACO-
LYTE, to nearly every publisher listed therein. This was the bee
ginning of my nersonal nolicy, continued until I moved to LA in Oc-
tober 1943, of writing a letter to every fan whose address I could
get, sending a sample ACOLYTE and urging both a subscription and
material. I never followed up the pro magazine reader columns very
much, but the then current WI gave me Manly Banister, who had just
hit the mag for his first pro sale, and who was for about a year and
a half one of my most stimulating and enjoyable correspondents, And
a cony of the Canadian UNCANNY TALES which Croutech had sent me netted
Barbara Bovard. 4lso at about this time I commenced corresponding
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“wath Nanek (Virginia andel'soid), viio 4o L3 LiME WasS niieing othe PP
reader column guite regularly with Merritt-inswired verse.

' The inten-
sive letter-writing campaign shortly bore fruit. Harry Warner sent
me the last three issues of the just-folded SPACEWAYS, together with
a most helpful letter of comment and suggestions -- the start of an in-
tensive correspondence which has continued to the present time. War-
ner is easily the Samuel Pepys of fandom. No one else can take the
trivia of his daily 1life and turn them into a fascinatingly readable
-letter. Harry has always been one of my major influences in fan-
dom, and usually one of the more restraining ones. Though I've never
had the pleasure of meeting him in the flesh, through his letters and
other »ritings he has made himself much more real to me than many in-
dividuals with whom I've associated daily.

Phil Bronson had published

the last Minneapolis issue of THL FANTASITE at about this time, and
had sent a copy in exchange for the ACOLYTE sent him by Koenig. An
advertisement in it listed several back issues, including the bulky
annish which T still consider to be the greatest single fanzine issue
of all time, and my receipt of these really threw me over the brink.
I promptly became a FANTASITE fan, and shortly had struck up a very
enjoyable correspondence with Bronson which continued until I moved
to Los Angeles. -
At this point, Forrest J Ackerman also hove on the
scene, so far as I was concerned. He was one of the few active fans
of 1942 who was known to Rimel and myself, but we tended to regard
him with a jaundiced eye due to the Ackerman/Lovecraft-Smith feud
in the "Boiling Point" column of FANTASY FAN., (This feud had arisen
out of an intemperate attack by the teen-aged 4e upon some story of
Clark Ashton Smith's. Lovecraft rather unworthily came back with an
even more intemperate rejoinder, and after a couple of exchanges, the
boiling point was considerably exceeded. Rimel of course had sided
with HPL, and I tended to do the same, though not without deprecating
she intemperance of some of Lovecraft's remarks at Acle rman. It
was from events leading out of this ruckus that H.C. Koenig christ-
ened 4e “Balloon-Pants".) The anti-Acle rman feeling in Eastern Wash-
ington had also been considerably fanned by FJA's dealings with Lee
Baldwin, Back in 1934, Lee had been collecting photos of fantasy
celebrities, and had written Aclerman for a snapshot. Forry had re-
plied that he did not send pictures of himself as a rule, but that
he would be happy to sell Lee an autographed picture of himself for
10¢! A1l these events taken together caused us to regard Acle rman
rather lightly, so we made no effort to get his address, figuring
that he was so well known that probably both Croutch and Koenig would
send him the first ACOLYTE, and if they didn't it would make no real
difference anyway. The guy was so well known that neither sent him
a copy, figuring that we must have done so ourselves. So it was that
the then #1 fan failed to get the first issue. Viouldbe #1 fans might
ponder on the drawbacks of Farme.

In early October 1942 came a most
amazing letter from Ackerman himself. He opened it with a play on,
words carrying the thought that since we loved Lovecraft we must hate
him, since he had once feuded with HPL, and that we had slighted him
horribly by not sending him ACOLYTE and he being the #1 face too,
but that.we were undouttedly too intelligent to bite off our noses to
spite our faces by not dealing with him, since he had more Lovecraft
stuff for sale than any man alive. The remainder of the page and a
half single spaced letter was a listing of HPLiana, at characterisiic
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Rimel tended to get angry ahcut the whole thing, but I laugh-
ed Wim out of -it. Fortunately for the peace of fandom, -vhich other-
vise might have been plunged irrevocably into War, a letter orf mine
to Bovard had crossed the one from Ackerman to me. In it, I had com-
mented sympathetically with his five page dirge in connactlon wIrEn
army 1life, and had asked her to show 1t to him, since I did not have
his address. 5o I wrote him a chiding, if amused, letter, ordered
some stuff, and all was well, Out of it all came a large bundle of
LASFS material (free, too, bless his heart), and my tirst VOM, #25. .

: a0
October came also the first recruvuit to what was later to be the Aco-
lyte gang.. Fortunately for THE ACULYTE, I have never held truck with
craphologlsts, or else I would have 1anorod the sprawled, almost
childish handwriting on the note which came from Toronto, requesting
that a copy of THE A4COLYTE be sent to Harold Wakefield, & almost ig-
nored it as it was, but finally sent the last available copy to the
man who for my money is one of the four or five top experts on fantasy
and the. weird, There'll be more about this lad in the next chapter.

We received letters from a number of other people in October and Ho-
vember -of 1942, but the ones I have named are the only ones that jump
readily to mpmory in 1947 There was a delirious quality to this mail
that no fan mail since has held for me; I was woefully ignorant
of the- fleld so every letter was an unknown quantity. For =2ll I
knew, the auy might really be somebody, or he might be some crank.
So vhat was there to do but follow them all up? I imagine I must
have asked nearly every one of these people for material and/or a sub-
scription.
As time drew on, I saw that the second ACOLYTE must be
started at once, if 1t were to appear in December, Material was at a
premium, as a quick glance at the magazine clearly shors. I had
prodded Croutch intc doing a column, which dragged on for four 1ssues.
Rimel had, by main brute strength gotten Baldwin to do a revived .
"Within the Circle". Banister had sent us a story which at least was
long. bBut there was no article, and nothing in sight. Rimel and I
had .often spoken of compiling a glossary of the Cthulhu Mythos, and
it oeccurred to me that I might be able to toss something together that
would get by. OSo I ripped into TIHL OUToIDLR AND OTHLRS, noting down
every entity and pnlace name together with descriptive data. The whole
job, including alphabetizing the glossary and stencilling it took only
twa weeks,. and I am still surprised that someone hadn't done it long
before. It was surely a cheap and easy way to make a reputation,
~though this asnect of it did not occur to me until much later. If it
had, I doubt if I'd have done the article at all, because it is em-
barrassing to me to be cited as an authority on Lovecraft, and asked
to- give offhand remarks and definitions about the mythos when in ac-
tuvality I know much less about it than most Lovecraft followers. All
I did was to turn out an article for a deadline, and I Xk arned just
about as much about the subject matter as a mundane Jjournalist will
learn atout some topic he does for the Sunday suvplement.
et “With this
~second issue, I set up the publishing schedule that was adhered to
rigidly throughout all. the Clarkston issues, and was aimed at here in
2iLA, The only way to Peen a regular maga71ne from becuning an impossw
ible burden, I reasoned, is to do it in small, regular’ gobs. So I.
divided up the three months between issues: flrst six weeks, corres-
pondence only, with emphasis on securing material., Next thirty days,
cut one stencil per evening, come hell or high water, but never more
than one -~ and cut it hefore doing anything else, so as to be as fresh
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as possible for it.: This left me plenty of time for other things I
might want -to do. Next two weeks, run off two ‘stencils an evening,
but devote one of the two Sundays to running at . least six, so as to
leave an evening or so free for assembly, addressing, and wrapping.
For a fanzine of 150 circulation or so, I can sill recommend this
schedule highly, since the chief bugaboo of subscription publishing
is putting everything off until: the last minute, then doing so nmuch
as to get a belly full. The four Clarkston subscription issues of
THE aCOLYTE, each scheduled for the 15th of its month of publication,
were never mailed to subscribers and exchangers. later than the morn-
ing of the 15th,.and on one occasion-as early as:the 13th. :

& : : The sche-
dule, however, almost hit a-snag when-I tackled the mimeographing of
the first issue. The mimeograph, I discovered when it was too late,
was €0 0ld as to be unfit for:modern stencils, since it required the
top line to be a full inch higher than I could put it. Matters were
further: complicated by a hardened roller, which I did not diagnose
for two more issues. By dint of endless experimenting, I finally
found a spot just barely within reach of the pickup which would still
get all of the print on two sheets out of three. Under such condie
tions, the 'second issue was {inally sweated out, though there were
only 94 usable copies out of an attempted 125. If I'd had any sense,
I'd have given the whole thing up as a bad job, but I'm a 'stubborn
character, and besides, -the bug had bitten me -~ hard.

. , One other major,
from a fan point of viev, event (oh gawd! Dunkese!) of the fall and
early winter of 1942 was my discovery of magazine science fiction.

I had scorned it, in common with all pulp magazines, all my life, and
when I finally relaxed my standards and started collecting and reading
WT and FFM, I suppose I reacted against the other pulps all the more.
This attitude was further . abetted by Rimel, who has never cared nuch
for science fiction. But my very deep admiration for FANTASITE, led
me to'wonder about these ‘magazines which were being so detailedly re-
viewed in a magazine so otherwise admirsble.
“a B ] S50 I started browsing
the news stands, buying one each of the titles as I discovered them.
AMAZING, FANTASLTIC aDVEWTURLL, TuS, and CaPTAIll FUTURE were bought
onceé and tossed in the furnace. But I found a mine of information
in the fanzine column of STARTLING, and gradually got. so I liked even
the stories. ASTONISHING and SUPER-SCILENCL knocked me out,. eolder
than a fish., ASTOUNDING I left wuntil last, since it was not displayed
among the other pulps, but I went overboard for it when I finally
discovered it. A girl at the office introduced me to UNKNOWN, giving
me the August 1942 issue with Fritz Lieber's "Hill and the Hole" in
it, but apart from that story and one or two others, I never cared
for UNK until. I started getting hold of the earlieTr numbers. 3
. : o Ay :
- second daughter, later kmown -to fandom as "The Child Quiggie'™, was
born about half way through the wreparations for. the second AéOLYTE.
The stretch of about four months, centered around Quiggie's birth on
November 11, 1942, during which her mother was for the most part too
much under the weather to be of much company, saw me get mighty deep
" into fandom. I am restless, -and possessed of a driving energy which
simply does not permit me to relax and take life easy. At the time
I figured that fandom was a good outlet for my energy, that it would
keep me from wandering around and getting into woman trouble or
spending a bunch of money some other way.
I did not realize then the
1] ==



1ns;d10usness of it all. In the first place, I nalvply believed that
fans were people nretty much like myself, or Rimel, or Edwards, cor
Baldwin, -It never occurred to me that most fans are neurotic messes,:
seeking in fandom the fulfillment their botched natures m event their
seizing out.of life. Fans are almays at their best in 1etters, and
I took them at their self-stated value. Secondly, my friends were
all gone: no one was left in Lewiston-Clarkston that I cared anything
much -about -associating with, i
Vorst of all, I dld not know myself. I
had a dead-end, low-paid job, secured in the depth of demression, and
I'd:-.latched onto it with all the tenacity of a limpet. Events had
never given me much confidence in myself. -- indeed had had much the oppo-
site effect -- so there I was, kidding myself along with a structure of
compensations and evasions of fact similar to that used by the TIME-
BINDER crowd, My-intelligence, such as it is, told me with a clarion
call that 1'd better get out of. that rut and get a high-paying war
job. But emotionally I was incapable of it. 1In plain English, I
had neither the guts to get out of an impossible situation, nor the
intelligence to analyse it and see hat was wrong. So there I was,
not exactly unhappy since evasions and compensations usually sugar—
coat our ills, but discontented with a malaise I scarcely reeognlzed
con501ously. :
All of a sudden, boom! I was getting dozens of letters,
friendly and well-expressed, prﬂiglng my efforts (success where I'd
been a failure), typewriter acquaintances ripening almost overnight .
into fast frlends (this to a la? whose friends had all I ft town, and
who felt hims elf too much tied down by family obllgatlons to go out
.and do things in the evening), and something definitely fascinating
angd, apparently constructive to occupy the long, boresome evenings. -
% i
have never 1n my llfe gone qulte so far overboard for anything as I
did for fandom. . At first I left the bulk of my free time free, but
even after she'd recovered from having Quiggie, Jackie no longer
seemed to care.about enjoying life, and had adopted a somber and joy-
less attitude towards everything which made attempts at recreation
unpleasant and the necessary chores around the house and yard almost
unbearatle.  Well, there was plenty of fanning to be done, and 1mner-
ceptibly:-it took up more .and. more ¢f my time. I realized that our
marrlaﬁe, despite the. two children, was shot —-- yet I recoiled from do-
ing anything drastic about dit, and had no success in constructive
attempts. to bring. things onto’ a more pleasant plane for both of us.
(Very . likely, the mass psychosis of war, which in 1942 and 1943 did
not ‘look.very: hopeful -for anything or anyope, had a marked effect on
both of .us.) .
. llell, that's all water under the bridse. The fact ré-.
mains. that for what I hone is the last time in my life, I made an
eva51ve, -escapist adjustment to a situation. I took some thing which.
at its strongest should be no more than a desultorily followed hobby,
and made of ‘it.almost a full-time Job If the truth were known, I
am . willing .to wager that at least 50% of the more prominent fans are
acgtive in. fandom for the _same basic reasons I was -- evasion and com-
pensatlon...
By February or March of 1943, I was for all practlcal pur-

poses a tbtal fan, heart and soul.
: » *
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CHAPTER THRLE
~000- _
The Acolyte Gang

Ao okskskedorokR kokskk

o +Since practically my erntire pre-Los Angeles fan life centered
around THE ACOLYTE, arnd since the neople I encountered in fandom were
THL 4COLYTE, it seems eminently locical to describe the palimy days of
the mag321ne'in terms of the veople mho made it nossible. Palmy days!
llake no mistake about it, the first si> issues of THE 4COLYTE were: the
ones that really meant SUmethlng to -me; though the material in them

was for the most nart far superior, the last eight issuea'wern‘the un- .-

inspired product of a meaningless habit, derending almost 100% on the
momentum ACQLYTE Had picKed up during hy year as a total fan.

: . liost
important of The Acolyte Gang was, of course, Duane Rimel. Thourzh he
tool no-more than a nominal part 1n tae majority ot issuves, he was
definitely the one to whom I turned to discuss matters of policy and
editing, even after he had left Clarkston and move to Pendleton.

Hi
Lee Bal#imwin did not appear on the scene until December 1942, and made. .
no more than three or four trips to visit me durinz 1943, Neverthe-
less, ‘he was a major inrluence on a4CULYTE, and not just because he
was my only "in-the-flezh" fan for nearly a year. He was indefatie-
gable in-seeking out new contacts for us, particularly among the pro-
fessional authors, and was directly. resnon51ble for aCOLYTL's contacts
with Derleth and the Wandreis. His enthusiasm and candidly intelli-
gent criticism were vorth far more than his generous encouraginz.
Lee, born Franklin Lee Rald8win, comes. about as near to being my ideal .
fan as anyone could, He is anothe? ot those all too rare individuals
wHo can take his faniiing or leave it, vhose interest in the t'ield is -
that of the intellis ently desultory howbylst, and who does riot use
his fanning as a subgtitute or comncnsat¢on for something else, Lee.
was raised, in the hamlet of 4sotin, ashington,.and was actively -
reading AMAZ NG &s early as .1926., collecting it and other fantastic
literature, and genrally making a huisance ot himself writing to- -
professional authors for autogfaphs and such., His correspondence
with H. PF. Lovecraft commenced in 1931 and continued very actively .
until “the latter's death in 1937, "at which time the heart-broken
Baldwin forsook fantasy altogether until THL ACOLYTE dragged him :
back inte fandom five and .a -half years later. Coincidentally, he was
sturlylng.piano, and supported himself for several years durins the
micd-thirties vrlaying in dance bands aud taverns-all through the Paci-
fic North West., (He is one of the three best white boogle~woog1e
men I have ever hezrd, and since the other two are Joe Sullivan and
the late Bob Zurke,. thls is not ungzererous vraise. "Had he cared to
do so, he could easily have made -a hame for himself in Jazz, ) Bald-
wints 11v1n9 comes out of the bakery: bv51ness, and he is ‘def'initely
a successful man from the mundane voint of view, heing foreman of
the 1argest bakery in Central Idaho. . . .2
‘In physical appearance, he is <
short and slender, with pale complexicn and dark wavy hair, and has .
the scrt .of good looks one 1s wont to associate with Poe's heroes.
Upon meetinz him, one is immediately struck by his sharply inquisi--
tive eyes, his rapid-fire convérsation, and his darper vivaeity.
Baldwin's only apparent abnormality is hlo unbelievable canacity for
food. . I remember one occasion "hen he and Hrs, Baldwin came down to
spend tne weebend with us. On the way out to the house, Lee stopped
at a restaurant and put away a full order of chili and beans. An
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hour later, he performed doughtily at the Laney dinner table, eating
half again as much as anyone else.at the table. By 9:00 that evening
he commenced mentioning bheing hungry, and by 10:30 had me downtown
in a cafe, where he topped his evening's eating by polishing off a
teabone steak smothered with eggs, a full order of french fries, a
full order of salad, a piece of pie, and an antire silex full of
coffee. I tried to keen him company, but failed miserably from the
. gastronomic point of view and was reduced to merely marvelling at
such mighty feats of trenchermanship. T still don't see how the
man manages to be only 5'8" tall and hold his weight at about 135.
If I ate that much I'd look like a garter-snale that had swallowed

a chipmunk.

In addition to heing one of the best men I know to dis-
cuss fantasy with, Lee's nmusical tastes are impeecable. Well, at
least they coincide with my own even closer than do Perdue's. Lee
has cne of the best record collections in fandom, including a copy
(on either original label or reptint) of every side ever made by
Earl Hines. For straight bull-festing apart from fantasy and jazz,
Baldwin is the full equal of Al Ashley. All in all, I'd say that
Franklin Lee Baldwin is right in there.
’ No mention of Baldwin is
complete without bringing in his wife, Evelyn. She is her husband's
full equal as a stimulatin. and informed conversstionalist, and nmore-
over possesses one of the most beautiful personalities I ever have
encountered anywhere. :
Dwight "Whitey" Ldwards was the only other
fan I met in person until I headed for Los Angeles. He was an ex-fan
whose fantasy 1lnterests had pretty much crystallized in 1937 or 1938,
and whose contacts with outside fandom had venished entirely when
Standard took over the Gernsbacl: WONDER, He had been a charter mem-
ber and prime mover in SFL Chapter #2 in Lewiston, Idaho (other chief
members were Stuart Ayres, Lee Baldwin, and Duane Rimel, though there
were three or four others). Edwards still read T%WS, and cne or two
other pros, and browsed considerably in his collection of bound ex-
cerpts from WT, Amazing, Wonder, and Argosy of the period 1925-37..

He also had most of Merritt in hook form and perhaps 50 other fantas-
tic books, together with sets of FANTASY FAN and FANTASY MAGAZINE,
I am inclined to believe that he would have become active once nore,
except that he moved to Seattle to go to work in the navy yard, and
I gradually lost touch with him. Had he re-entered fandom, he would
have been one of our more notable artists; I still remember with
envy anh entire apple-box filled with unpnblished Edwards originals,
many of which compared most favorably with pulp pen-and-inks. Ed-
wards is tall, blonde, balding -- a good mixer, married, and makes his
living as a master machinist.

The first out-of-town recruit to the
real inner circle of THE ACOLYTE was harold V.akefield of Toronto. .
Though I corresponded very actively with Harold for more than four
years, I never did find out much about him personally, except that
his "Little-Known Fantaisistes" column was tough going for him, and
usually came forth by his locking himself in his room with a pint of
whiskey and finishing both of them about simultaneously. Van Vogt
has told me: that Harold 1s quiet and retiring, and spends his
infrequent sallies into Toronto fandom with his nose in a book. Be
all this as it may, Harold is one of the hest informed men along the
line of book fantasy. He has no time for scientifiction, but has
about the best collection of weird and pure fantasy in Canada. It
has moreover been my experience that his critical opinion is unusually
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sound. HNot only was his regularly appearing column one of ACOLYTE's
very best features, but his limitless enthusiasm had more than a 1it-
tle to do with lreeping the magazine going, particularly a fter I 'had
come to Los Angeles and become increasingly fed up both with ACOLYTE
and fandom. : :

Freehafer did not acknowledge .the first couple of 4CO-
LYTES until January or February of 1943. When he did so, he sent a
subscription for himself and another for a Pvt 1/¢c R.A. Hoffman at
Camp Beale, mentioning in passing that Hoffman was a good man to dis-
cuss fantasy with, and was rather lonely and unhappy in the army. So
i sent Bob the customary come-on letter and shortly found myself in-
undated with the most lengthy correspondence I have ever had., At the
Time, his army job was strictly gold-brick (secretary to the division-
al chaplain) and as far as I can tell he spent most of his time dur-
ing the spring and summer of 1943 writing to me and drawing stuff for
ACOLYTE, The drawings were not only stencilled at Camp Beale,
they were actually run off there. Our correspondence very quickly
got out of all bounds; there being many weeks that we'd each send the
other as many as four long letters. This friendship, alas, did not
survive a personal meeting as well as might have been hoped -~ though
Bob and I have never quarrelled and have always been on the best of
terms, ™e very quickly found that we did not have a great deal in
common, particularly after I lost most of my interest in fantasy.
OQur correspondence there in 1943 was just one of those things, but it
was a dilly while 1t lasted.

Bob Hoffman (or RAH as he prefers to be
called) has always had too much sense to allow himself to be dragged
very deep into fandom, His ruling passion is classical musie, and
his musical studies both at USC and under well-known Hollywood fi-
gures is calculated to land him in the musical end of the motion pic-
ture industry. Bob has the largest symphonic record collection of
any LASFSer, and in addition collects sound tracks, motion picture
music, Cole Porter, and other similar stuff. He is totally non-hep.
His interest in fantasy is a sideline, as is his artwork of various
kinds, but he has a very fine collection of the sturf that makes
fans go mad when they view it at Ackerman's. Bob is a good conver-
sationalist and a good mixer; it is too bad he is such an esthete!
But esthete or no, he was a prime mover in THL ACOLYTE from the mo-
ment he first hove on the scene until Uncle finally sent him overseas.

I imagine Bill Evans really ought to be numbered among The Acolyte
Geng, since he was one of my earliest correspondents, was one of

the most regular during the Clarkston dsy s, and worked so much with
us along bibliographical lines. Another favorite during mid-1943

was Art Saha, with whom I had a protracted and fervid argumentive
discussion on fantasy, part of which landed in ACOLYTE's le tter sec-
tion. But I'11l give these two the works later -on, when I tell. about .
meeting them- personally. :

Two Canadians were also strong influences
oh the 1943 ACOLYTE: John Hollis Mason and Norman V. Lamb. Mason.
wrote me a series of most marvellous and provocative letters mostly
consisting of brilliant criticism and discussion of the stories in
the Campbell magazines. Fandom lost a lot of its savor for me when
llason requested me (in mid-1944) not to send him any more letters or
fanzines, because his fanning was interfering too much with his mun-
dane 1life and the only way he could cut it out was to avoid exposure.
Lamb is one of these long-time hook and magazine collectors who has
been bitten badly by the bibliographical urge. He was a major influ-
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ence in that he expanded so much my knowledge of fantasy authors ahd
titles; in addition, he and I did a great deal of magazine and book
trading. Our. relatlons were rather abfuubly severed in late 1943
Wher .the Canadian army bent him overseas. 24
These ten'fans ‘plus Warner
and Bronson made up ACOLYTE's "inner circle. The Acolyte gang actual+
ly hHad no organized existence as such save in my own mind, but I did
think of them in those terms until I left Clarkston. 1
i : : i The year .of 1943
was up until early October a very fannish one for me. As.I have inti-
mated earlier in-these memoirs, I had become in most ways a total fan
by February, but I was benighted enough to like it. In the first
place I was getting ego-boo by the barrel-full, and my preoccupatlon
with whet I was doing kept me quite contentedly snuggled up in cotton
batting, drowning out the still small voices which even then nibbled
at my sub~conscious telling me to get to hell out of that dead-end
job set- -up, to get out and make some civilized IZriends, to lead the
life of 'a human being instead of spending night after night in my
den, pounding on a typewriter or twisting a m’meowraah crank. In the
second place, I seriously and honestly believed fans to be an extra-
ordinarily gifted and worthwhile group of people, and fandom itself
to have extrgordinary possibilities and potentialities as a force to
build up and and improve the persons participating in it. Despite the
avalanche of evidence to the contrary, it was not until the spring of
194¢ that:I finally completely recognized the fallacy of these two un-
founded beliefs.

My violent reversal of stand in regards to fannish
philosophy is not so difficult to understand when one considers the
false impression of fandom I had built up in Clarkston., I was a
"purist fan" simply because I felt the persons like Jack Speer whose
prime interests in the field no longer centered around fantasy and
stf mere weakening fandom by dragging in extraneous factors. Since I
actively maintained my definitely non-fah interest in jazz even when
I was a total fan of the deepest totality, and yet did not find i
needful to drag it into fandom, I could not see why these other peo-
ple ‘could not do the same. I don't know why I was so totally unable
to see the ineonsistancy between fandom's professed aims and ideals
and the antics of people in the field. Part of it was probably due
to the fact that nearly every one of my chief intimates was .a fantasy/
stf enthusiast first and a fan second, but most of it undoubtedly ;
was due to the non-recognition which per;orce goes hand in hand with
any evasive psychological adjustment.

Well, anyway.

The first big
event of 1943 cane for me shortly after the publication ¢f the third
ACOLYTE. Baldwin had gotten extra copies of "it and #2 for use in
his proselyting campaign, and sent them to August Derleth, the two
issues in one envelope. One day I came home for lunch and found.s
red ‘hot letter from Little Augie, criticizing the devil out of Rimel's
story in the third issue, and lambasting me in no uncertain terms :
for allowlng it to-be published. Derleth's point was that the Cthu-
lhu Mythos was at best a difficult thing "to use adroitly, and that
no one who was not a top flight writer should try to use it, both
because such a one could not expect to make a saleable’ sL01y thus,
and because inept use of the mythos tended to cheapen Lovecraft's
memory. Well, well, I was a bit niffed about 'it, but comforted my- .
self with thlnklng how mad all this ”ould make - leel. So I went
back to work. _

: When I went home thag nloht found the afternoon -
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delivery had brought another letter from Derleth. I must admit I had
quite a .chip on my shoulder when I opened it, figuring that he had
thought of something else rough to say. But when I did open it, I al-
most fainted. Derleth nraised my Cthulhu Mythos article except for
my suggestion that it be used to guide new writers who wanted to use
it in their stories, mentioned that he had ccnsidered such a compil-
ation himself but had never gotten around to it, and aslked me if I
would be willing to augment and rewrite it for the second Arkham
House Lovecraft volume.
: Pl This was the one time in my fan life that I
really went goshwowoboyoboy., I'll bet Derleth never in his life got
quite as incoherent a letter as the one I sent him telling him I'd
love to do the article for him.

-¥hen I came somewhat to earth, I
realized that I'd need some help. So I induced Baldwin to loan me
his file of WEIRD TALES (I already was storing Rimel's for him) and
asked Derleth if he could help me out on certain of the stories which
were still unavailable to me. His help was prompt and generous, not
only did he send me detailed notes on several tales which I did not
have at hand, but he also sent me the carbons of the totally unpub- .
lished "Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath". I set to work, and read ex-
haustively everything by HPL and Clark Ashton Smith, making copious
notes from. scratch. Notcontent with this, I skimmed every issue of
VWIT in the house (1925 to date) and read carefully anything that seem-
ed to have a bearing on the research. During this time, I corres-
ponded-extensively with Derleth, and somehow or other got him inocu-
lated with the mythos bug too, for one day he sent me a bulky enve-
lope with the carbons of two new Lovecraftian stories he had just sold
to WT, mentioning that my compilation had showed that no fire entity
had yet appeared so he had created Cthugha. (I was thrilled to death.)

Somehow, I managed to keep my correspondence perking at full blast.
during the five or six weeks I was working on the mythology essay,
even answering all my mail by return mail. But one day I realized
an ACOLYTE deadline was staring me in the face, though the article
for Derleth was not beyond the notation stage. I went to work then;
and finally turned out the final draft for Derleth in a continuous
seventeen hour session.at the typewriter one Saturday night. I slept
most of that Suhday, then tackled the next ACOLYTE that night, turn-
ing the entire issue out in less than a month. It came out on time,
but my stint took something out of me.

ot In the first place, my ana-
lytical reading and rereading of those Cthulhuian tales ruined them -
for me permanently. Those stories depend wholly on atmosphere, and
once that is dissected it ceases to exist. I've not enjoyed any
Lovecraftian tale since that summer, and my pleasure in other welrds
has been little more than perfunctory since that time. Secondly,
the ravid pace of getting out the fourth ACOLYTE on schedule got me
very much fed up with the magazine., Even to my amnion enflimed eyes, .
fan publishing began to look remarkably like an old man of the seas

So I attempted to break loose a little. But Jackie, I discovered
when I attempted to associate with her, had become even more dour and
joyless than ever. Had she cared enough for marriage and so on to
make even the slightest effort right at that time, I probably could
have pulled out of fandom quite easily. After a couple of weeks
of rebuffs, I slipped back into the .morass. That's the trauble
with fact evasions and compensations -- they're too easy to fall into.
X =4 7L :



If one has' the"old side-stepplng habit, he Jjust runs-and buries his

head when treouble approaches, and probably ends up with his troubles
aggraVated, if postponed a b1t Had I the proper adjustment, so 1

could have faced  facts squarely and acted on them accordlngiy, i

would have done something about my marriage right then in 1943 -- elther
glven it up as a bad job (probably that) or nlanned a systematic cam-
paign to try to'nut it back on its feet. But it was so much easier

to evade the issue, and slump back into fandom with the rest of the
escapists. : : . g e
* Inside of a month, I'd forgottén the whole thing -- rather
pushed 1t down into the same limbo that the TIMEBINDER crowd uses as

a locker for inconvenient facts.

By the time the 5th ACOLYTE rolled
out of the Clarkston post office, the magazine was really in the
groove., ~Or so it seemed at the time. Enough first class meterial
for another issue of the same size was on hand waiting stencilling
for the sixth issue, my year-long campaign had begun to bear fruit
what with an avalanche of subscription renewals and the beginnings .
of a trickle of usable and unsolicited material. I had gotten that
0ld clunker of a mimeograph licked, and no longer had much trouble
with technical details, It was not difficult, either, to ignore my
increasing boredom with ACOLYTE when I was gettlng so much praise,
and when I could see improvement from issue to issue, DBesides, "hat
an escape. No draft to worry about. No financial worries. No matri-
monial worrles. Ah, sweet fandom. OSweet escape., Sweet idiocy!

Tho
my chlef preoccupation during the Clarkston days was THE- ACOLYTE it
Tfound other facets of fandom guite interesting from time to tlme..,My
acqualntance with VOM commenced with issue #25, and I found partici-
pation in the "forum" quite pleasant, though some of the more juvenile
effusions were difficult to ratlonallse with my conception of fandom.
The chlef_lastlng effect the 1942 and 1943 VOMs had on me was to sad-
dle me with a wholly unjustified dislike of Jack Speer. He made some
remarks about girls smoking 01garettes and chewing gum, 1lmplying that
such women were bags and unworthy of Speer. Or so L took it. When
I asked Bronson about this "callow youth'" and found out that Speer
was considered one of fandom's Great Minds, I was stunred, I still
don't see why I should have resented all thlS SO much, particularly
when a rereading shows me that I intensified Speer's attltude far be-
yond what he sald or 1m011ed But I did.

dnother trend in 1942_and

1943, loglcal.enough when one.considers the Lovecraftian tinge to my
background, was for re to try to interest mundane ajay in fan-
tasy publishing. This led to my digging out all of HPL's friends
who were still in ayjay (notably Reinhart Kleiner and V. Paul Cook),
JOlnlng NAPA ~and taking considerable time in surveying the better
ayljay magaz1nes. Since the good ones do not usually ‘appear in the
bundles, but must be wangled 1nd1v1dually, this took considerable .
doing. 'I did not totally give up on ‘this until late august. During
the time I was in NAPA I indulged in a spat with Tim Thrift which did
not praove anything excent that neither of us were capable of a logical
uninsulting argument, got a passel of desirable HPLiana from Cook and
Edkins and Barlow, and had a brief argument with. Burton Crane. -This
Iy itedl dlg 1ater. &

. In.December of 1942, I learned of FAPA through a no-
tice in FFF anﬁ wrote to Chauvenet, " then the. secretary-treasurer,
I waited on the outside most 1mpat1ently for six months, being kept
from resigning from the list only Eﬁ the. combined efforts of Bronson,:



Gergen, and Varner. (Gergen was a young but apparently brilliant chap
who-flashed across the fan scene momentarily in 1942 as a member of
the MFS, published a bit in FAPA, two issues of a subzine called TY-
CHO, and then quit fandom very suddenly.in early 1943.) Anyway, I
finally got.in through a most amusing fluke, though I did not learn

of the flukishness until later. At this time, Elmer Perdue was vice
president and Chauvenet secretary-treasurer. Elmer sent Chauvenet

his dues, but.in some way LRC overlooked them, dropped Elmer -for non-
payment of dues, and notified me that I was in. After the group was
committed as far as I was concerned, Chauvenet discovered his error;
but it was too late, and the FAPA constitution took one of its beatings
by the roster's carrying a 5lst member, me. ;

‘ § When I received the noti-
fication from Chauvenet, I airmailed him a note inquiring if I would
perhaps have time to get a magazine into the coming mailing, my first
as a member. He wired me in reply, and through-some skullduggery
therée in Lewiston, the telegram was delivered to the office. Vie were
almost completely idle at the moment, due to the mills' being on
strike, so I wangled permission to dash home, jot down Ashley's add-
ress, and grab a partially written article I had kicking around. I
got back to the office at about 2:30, finished the article (an essay
on the possibility of a fanzine anthology), typed it off on ditto
masters, ran it off on the company time, and airmailed the edition
to Ashley with company stamps. Thus was born FAN-DANGO.

- My fir st
mailing (that for June 1943) arrived about a week later. In retro-
spect, it is chiefly notable for eontaining the first major expo-
sition of the Slan Center idea, something for which I went completely
overboard, as might have been exnected from the erroneous and over-
idealized concept I had at that time of fans and fandom. ™My rather
detailed entry into this discussion started me off on my friendship
with Al Ashley, who is one of my favorite people even if he is a
heel. And the mailing as a ™whole so0ld me on FAPA,

In the latter
part of the summer, a pecullar combination of circumstances made it
possible for me to help Tucker scoop fandom with one of 1943's hot-
“test pleces of news, the demise of UNKNOWN, John Hollis Mason saw
a letter at Van Vogt's, in which Campbell told him that UNKNOWN was
finished. He went home feeling .pretty blue about the discontinuance
of his favorite magazine, so wrote me a letter crying about it. I
got it one noon, so at the office dashed off a note to the then new
FANEWSCARD with the gory details, catching Tucker, as chance would
have it, just béfore his deadline. Looking back at it, it- seems
screwy that an isclated fan from the hinterland would be able to
make a scoop like this. And looking back at this paragraph it seems
even more screwy that I should waste 13 or 14 lines telling about it,
but the incident has been on my mind. for two pages and I suppose it
might as well be told. :
' From the vantage noint of 1947, I cannot
heln chuckling every time I remember how I helped Walt Dunkelberger,

the lard bucket that walks like a man, to get started in fandom.
Little did I know! An early summer issue of FANTASY FICTION FIELD
mentioned that there was this character in Dakota who published an
amateur magazine for boys in the service, who was buying vastly from
Unger, and who looked like such a good bet to get into fandom. So I
wrote the guy the customary come-on letter and mailed an ACOLYTE to
"him., It led into quite a correspondence. Ve even got so far as con-
sidering the joint publication of an ACOLYTL-type fanzine, with Dunk
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doing the work and me furnishing contacts, advice, and some material.
The magazine fell through when Dunlz, tynically, took umbrage at some-
thing someone said to him. I belleve ho"ever, that I was Dunkel-
~-berger's first ' fan correspondent apart from Julie Ungér. (Well, this
‘is. attemotlng to be realistic; I'll give you the bad with the good )

‘"1th another correspondent from this period I- actually did collaborate.
Roscoe erght 17 years old at the time, was nosing arounc the fringes
of fandom in earlj 1943, and since he 11ved in my neighboring state
of. Oregon, I took unusual pains to bring him into the field. When he
. finally overcame His initial bashfulness, he became a most prolific
correspondent, writing me extremely long letters in a handwriting
. worse even than my own, send1ng me short stories for criticism (as if
- I knew anything atout wri iting!), and so on. When I discovered that

he intended to publish a fanzine without possessing even a typewriter,
.. I.couldn't resist offering to help, becaise I knew just about what

: some of the more supercilious fans would say if they collided head-on
with Roscoe's chirography and I didn't want a friend of mine to take
that much of a beating until I was reasonably certain he could take
.it without being hurt. The result was the fir st issue of VISIOHN,
Roscoe also illustrated Rimel's long poem "Dreams of Yith" with a full
page ink drawing for each stanza so that I could publish it in FAPA.
The draw1ngs were made directly with Ditto ink, and while lacking a
bit in technlque certalnly captured the atmosphere and splr"t of. the
poem.

The summer of 1943 saw the peal of ny correspondence with Li-

lith Lorraine, a Texan who had taken her interest in poetry and made

a very good thing out of it by establishing an organization called
the Avalon Poetry Shrine. Avalon accepted memberships from poets.
and_would-be poéts, offering perscnal criticism and help to the mem-
bers, assistance in getting nublished, and so on. The group pub-
‘lished a very good poetry magazine of their own, but the chief .attrac-
tign-to me was Lilith herself, an extraordinarily brilliant and stimu-
lating correspondent, and a fantasv lover from way back, with four
published stories to her credit dating from back in the Gernsback
days. She contributed several of ACOLYTE's best poens, gave the mage
azine most of its poetical contacts, and kept me in a constant di- .
ther with her talk of a printed, semi-professional fantasy magazine,
something which I hoped THE ACOLYTE might develop into. Lilith al-

so published a'critical essay of mine dealing with fantastic verse. -
In many ways it was quite cderivative from Lovecraft, but at least

it gave fantasy a plug in a medium that had not heard much of it up
until that time. _ :
N, George Ebey and Bill Watson swam into my ken in
mid<1943, -Ebey was the same supercilious #nd amusing characteér then
that he 1is now, though perhaps a little less pollshed but Watson
mas then at the height of his peak as a boy .wonder. Both of them .
were. (and are) ‘good eggs, ‘though at. times a bit trying to people who
take themselves or fandom seriously. Watson's letters were especially
interesting tc me, and I was unable to realize that this mature and
witty person was only 16 years cld.

Andy. Anderson has told me since
that. 1t was my letter-writing that definitely pulled him into fandom,
so’ I suppose I should mention that he became a major: correspondent
of mine in the summer of 1943, and that his letters were definitely
among those I looked forward to, though I must confess I no longer
remember much of what passed in them.

As soon as T discovered maga- -
zine :stf in late 1942, I became obsessed with the idea of building
Lo ' S s ...



up complete files of the better ones, but of course ran head-on into
the drawbacks of my isolate” location. I found a few fairly recent
ones here and there in Spokane, zot several Aunlicate Gernsbacks
from Lhitey Ldrmrds, =nd when 'atson discovered . I had read no Hein-
lein he most gener ously sent e a large box of ASTOUNDINGs for which
‘he never mould accept recomnense,
ety But my real windfall came from
Russell Chauvenet. In one of his many butterfly incarnations, the
oupa nffered me his entire nrozine collection for cnly $20.00 I'OB
Clarkston. I was short of money at the moment, but snapped it up any-
way, pfaying nartly in cash, partly in non-fantasy non-fiction, and
partly by giving him one of my two contributor's copies of »LYOLD THE
WALL OF SLEEP, I was so excited that I forgot all about Clarkston's
having no freight office (the entire county is without railroads) so
caused the Chauvenets considerable difficulty. VWhen the four or
five packing cases of magazines arrived, I was in seventh heaven... Not
only mere there few gavs, but thare was atfad of desirable duplicates,
and. I:8ti11 remember how evcitedly I collated, repaired, sorted,: and
arranged- these magazines on my shelves, ThlS vas just dbout the last
major piece of fanning I did in Clarkston.

The fifth ACOLYTE had come
_qut Septémber 15, and so I had settled down to the interim activities;
7in this case, the preparation of the third FAWN-DANGG and a veritable =
orgy of nrozine reading. Aclerman hisself was no more of a total fan
then that I was.
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CHAPTER FOUR

: 0--0-0
The Odyssey of the Weird Willys
gestesfe esfeaesideseol gRole Aok ool sk ook sk ks A s

As September 1943 faded into October, old total fan Laney
had very few redeeming features, I did a certain amount of diaper
changing and other services for the Child Quiggie, played records now
and then, did occasional chorse around the house and yard, and occa-
sionally was unable to avoid social contact with the Great Unwashed.
But the only non-fan activity that really meant anything to me any
more was the nightly sessions with Sandy, then 3% years old. We
would play vigorously for half an hour or so, then taper off with a
big sing-song of Mother Goese rhymes and svitable childish songs,
rocking like mad in a big platform rocker. Then I'd put her to bed,
and head straight to my den, for another orgy of fanning.

\ I was so
deeply involved in my escape pattern, that it was very seldom I con-
sciously missed the companionship of marriage, the pleasures of
friendship; only rarely that I was momentarily disturbed by the un-
desirable factors of my job, or Ly the still unoptimistic probable

. outcome of the war. Fandom was All, Of course there was a strong
subconscious unrest, which would have broken out and led me to posi-
tive and cornstructive action if I'd let it, but the soporific of fan-
dom was so strong that this disquiet very ravely reached the level of
consciousness,

That is the insidious and rotten thing about fandom.

Just the same as any other evasive compensation, it fetters its par-
ticipants, and does them positive harm. A head-on and hon-evasive
ad justment is by no means easy to make, but through ivs accomplishr
ment lies a person's only hope of attaining genuine happiness and
security.

No doubt you are tired of my @ eaching. So am I, But the
chief reason I am %riting these memoirs is to try to get you, and you,
and you to face your own personal problems like men instead of 1like
fans, get out of the drugging microcosm, and triumph over whatever
is keeping you in fandom.

These memoirs are meant as an object les-
son. That's the only reason iI'm writing them.
i ode ke

October 3, 1943 saw my little drzam world blown sky-high. A
new directive from the Viar Manpower Commission removed the entire
office force where I worked from the 1list of essential jobs. In typi-
cal blg business fashion, this knowledve was supposed to be kept from
us, but one of the minor executives had a sense of fair play, and

"accidentally" allowed the directive to circulate through the office.

Vwhen I saw it, I like to exploded. Everything I'd been evading and
sidestepping rose up three times as strongly as it ever had been be-
fore. Our economic situation was precarious enough in the face of
rising prices and a growing family; under GI allotments we would have
lost our house and everything else. The job was no good anyway, but
now it ~id not even carry draft deferment. And for a variety of pro-
bably invalid reasons which I*11 not bother you with, I had a dread
of army service which was almost an olisession,

Bzfore I had allowed
myself to drift imperceptibly into fandom, I had been capable of
reasonably positive actions, and long-dormant habit patterns sprang
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to life on the instant. That evening i talked the whole matter out
with Jackie, decided to take off, and made preliminary plans. The
next day 1 skipped work, talled to my draft board, got a Jjob release. .
from-the War Manpower Comm1551on, and then went up to the .office and; -
told them I was on my. way., but would work two or.three weeks while

I was getting ready to leave. They were furious. about it, particular-
ly when I spent most of that two weeks urging -the other. members -of '
the. force to do as I was doing.

' ] ; Preparation for leaving was no light
job. he owned. our own house, and it was indescribably full of this .-
and that. W¥While the bulk of the furniture was earmarked.for sale
there remained my. home workshop, books, records, and gobs of other
stuff which had to be packed for storage and eventual shipment, sold,
packed for immediate shlnment or .otherwise handled. The house it-
self had to be sold. My teeth ‘needed some immediate attention. =My
car,. a-1938 Willys sedan, was in bad mechanical condition and requ1red
a: complete overhaul plus new tires. Gasoline rations had to be gotten.,

Not'the least of the problems was where to go. I wanted .a job which :
would not only be gilt-edged draft deferment, but which would ecarry -
definite postwar possibilities. This 1nd1cated a big city, as .did
my wish to get out from under the company town setup. I didn't want -
to go somewhere that would offer me.a choice between only one or two 4
prospective employers. . Five suitable cities were within. striking dis-
tance: Spokane, Seattle, Portland, San Francisco, and Los .Angeles..- ]
I would have gladly enough moved the 110 miles to Spokane .and called.
it good since we would have been able to save all our stuff and also
avoid, worklng over the car. Jackie vetoed this, said she hated the
place, and urged Seattle or Portland, both of which I disliked “for . .
various reasons (in-laws living there, too heavy a devendence on Shlp’
yards, lousy weather, and other factoers). This boiled it down to a.
choice between Frisco and LA, So the final decision was for me. to )
head: to California alone, aiming for Los.Angeles, but laying over.in .«
Frisco long enough to study the employment and living possibilities
of. the Bay Area. If San Francisco did not suit, then it had to be
Los Angeles. - b 3 or G 2er & -
I decided to go -to Los Angeles anyway, sime I could
get -enough gas for the trip, and compare the two c1t1es -=50 1 made;\
afiangements accordingly. It occurred to me almost at once -that if.. T
I worked out my itinerary carefully I ought to be able -to: mooch over-
night lodging and meals from fans along the route.  So:l wrate to! e
Roseoe Wright, Bill Watson, George Ebey, and Andy Anderson. Knowing i
that LA was in the midst of a housing shortage, I asked both Phil:: :
Bronson and Paul Freehafer if there was any chance on. belng put uph
by some club member for a week or so. nn*
i Most fan actlvity wa's of ne~
ce531ty shelved 1mmed1ately, but I did- have two irons in the fire. Jg
that had to be handled somewsy. Bill Evans and I had been worklng :
for nearly a year on a bibliography of H.P. Lovecraft which had ad-
vanced to such a point that my share of it would be discharged if I
cut one stencil. As good as done. And.I had written, on Ditto mas- ;;
ters, five pages of comment on the last FAPA mailing which I knew -:
would be lost if I did not run them off bhefore 1 left So I flnlshed
up the third FAN-DANGO on the company time.

€ L3 (_', 2
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. OtherW1se iy buckled dovm -
to work. At first I missed the customary fan activity somewhat Bt 2
the relief of actually doing something for a change, and the iun of
making the necessary personal contacts to get things I needed very
shortly shoved fandom into the bagkground. I was still a fan, yes,
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but for the first time since I got so deeply involved in the micro-
cosm I realized how deep I was in, what I was losing thereby, and how
much nicer it would be to keep fandom as the hobby it should be, ra-
thet than almost a full-time job. Unfortunately, my burst of clarity
did not extend to showing me WHY I had gotten in so deep.

By dint of
working night and day, three weeks to the day from the moment I saw
the WMC directive the house was sold, vacated, and a rebuilt Willys
loadéd to the greaning point with my records and a basic minimum out-
fit for me was sitting in fromt of the house ready to go. dJackie and
the children were to go to her parents for a couple or three months,
until I could get a pnlace. A4nd I had accumulated myself a passenger,
a friend of Rimel's named Aaron Shearer. Aaron had no interest in
fantasy or fandom, but he was a crackerjack guitar man, and shared
our jazz interest strongly.

One utterly mad stroke of luck had be~ . -
fallen me during the three weeks of preparatlon Yhile dashing about
the rain-swept: streets of Lewiston trying to expedite the motor over-
haul and the tire retreading, I happened to spy a cigarette-shaped
object lying in a puddle of muddy water. Something about it took my
eye, and I picked it up, dashed into a nearby hotel, locked myself in
a toilet-stall, and 1nvestigafed The soggy wad turned out to he a
tlghtly rolled sheaf of greenbacks ~- $385 worth, including the first
$100 bill I had ever seen -~ and not a scrap of identification. No
use advertising it, though I did watch the Lost and Found closely.

It was probably lost by some lumberjack in town on a drunken tear.
Whoever lost it did not miss it enough to advertise, so I was "in".. ..
Actually, it was a bad “thing to happen, since it made me feel ent*re-
ly too prosperous, and led me to spend a whole lot more money on the
trip and shortly after than I should have., But it still was a stab.

So with a pocketful of money, I chugged out of town on October 25,
1943. The car was so heavily loaded that the rear fenders scraped on’
the tires with every hard jolt, and even with the rebuilt meotor most

hills were a strain and required going into second gear. Aaron and -

I decided  that 35 miles an hour was enough, what with a five year old

car wearing all five of its original tlres. The new treads. did not .

restore the rotten casings.

Our first stop was to be Portland, Oregon,
where non-fan friends had agreed to park us. Fifty miles short of
town, the clutch went out, and I still don‘t see how we got into.
town under our own power, what of it we could still get to the wheels.
I was ffantic. The car “as too badly crippled to try to find our.
friends' house with it, so we shoved it in a garage and went to a
hotel for an unscheduled two day stopover. "Three weeks, anyway",
the mechanic told me: but I handed him an inspired line of bull about
how much the war effort depended on our being in Los Angeles by No-
vember 5 (using a fictitious yarn about my connection with Lockheed,
and an equally fictitious one about Aaron's connection with Navy re-~
cruiting which we backed up with his honorable discharge papers from
the Navy) So the man fixed us up anywayo Synthetic taurine excre-
tia is often a great help to one. ' -
i While in Portland, I discovered a

fabulous cache of stfzines in a store but a half-block from our hotel.
The place had a special room stacked ceiling high with virtually. mint
copies of mearly every issue of every magazine. The biggest -haul was
a mint set of AMAZING QUARTERLY for 1928, 1929, 1930, and 1931; though
I also bought largely of 1937 and earlien ASTAUNDINGS and campleted
my file of WONDER. This jis the best magazine store I ever found: in
nearly every instance I had from three to ten fine to mint copies of
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each issue from which I could make my selection. Bill Evens, who ¥kx
knows the plaece well, has since told me that it had gone to the dogs
by the time I found it.' Cthulhu knows what it must have been'when
Bill first hit it .>‘-._ s i e
With the car finally fixed, we pulled out of Port-
land en route to Toledo, a dross-roads settlement ‘near which lived
Rosco 7right. This necessitated a fifty mile detour out of Corvallis,
where Aaron had proposed to stay the night. ~ Being near a big army
post, the town was so. packed that he couldn't get a room, so reluc-
tantly he headed Roscowards with me. : '

(I might veer to say that Milsy
Rothmen was stationed just out of Corvallis at this time, but we were
unable to make connections with him since he was at the moment alert-
ed for one of his many moves.) '

' Toledo, we found, is situatéd high in
the coast range, over an execrably steep road, which practically tore
the guts out of the overburdened Willys. After hours of climbing, we
hit heavy fog which further slovwed us, emnd it was c¢lose to 9:00 PW
when we finally arrived at the Wright farmhouse, or rather at the
bese of it., (The house 1s 50 feet over from the road and about 25
feet up from 1it,) 2 lit,
It was nice and warm in the car, but the icy blast
when we opened the door nearly laid us out. But at the top of the
hill was a short, stocky young man who was almost incoherent with ex-
citement. Almost his first words were to warn us to say nothing
about our religious beliefs, because all fans &re atheists end his
folks are hyper-religious (Seventh Day idventist) and never the twain
shall meet; also, would we oblige him by attending the nightly family
prayer meeting and Bible study if we were asked, 'Je assured him we
would do mothing to abuse his hospitelity, and dashed into the house
hoping to get warnm. ;
The house turned out to be one of the coldest
buildings I've ever been in. It is strictly piloneer, built loosely
of unplaned rough boards, and was not designed for effete urbanites.
48 rearly as I can deduce, the place is a homestead, probably sub-
marginal, and is attractive to Rosco's parents chiefly because, they
ere the pioneering type born i fifty a seventy-five years ‘too late,
4 hilly and rocky farm such as this certainly cannot bring in much
income, and the isolation (six miles from a village cross-roads)
would be bad enough for me even Wwith a car, and would be impossible
without one. Yet the Wrights did not even have a truck, and were
dependent on ‘a neighbor for transportation and heuling., I daresay
that the early settlers of the west must have lived much -as the
Arights were. .
" " I do not mean to seem disparaging. The house, though
primitive, was comfortable enough in & spartan sort of way; and the
hospitality was far more genuine than what one usually meets., But
the gep between this homestead cebin with its pot-bellied old heater,.
and my accustomed surroundings wes eimply too much to bridge comfor-
tably in 'a single evening. Very shortly I went out to the car &and
got every extra coet and sweater I could in order to bear the temper-
ature Rosco was taking in his shirt-sleeves, '

! Rosco's father is &
virile old man in his late sixties or early seventies, and his mother
is a woman perhaps 38 or 40, work-worn and quiet. There are siblings
galore, ranging down to a little toddler searecly older than Quiggie.
The fumily life wae of a patriarchal nature and epparently centered
chiefly around giving glory fto God. Other activities were for the
most -part bent on wresting an existenoce from a most unpromising en-



vironment.

Rosco had an attic rcom of his own, to which we shortly
repaired. Two of the Wwindows were croken out, &nd the fog-laden icy.
air coming in threugh them.had a rough effeot:en my:tendencies to °
bronchitis. I couldn't help wondering why Roseo had not'-boarded up
the empty sash with some of the dozens :of boards stacked;under the
eaves, and why he had not taken some more of them and built some
shelving, since his.collection was stacked .it the bodies or:twq gi-
ganpic old baby buggies, and in apple boxes. -I am-afraid I wag rude
enough to mention this, — : 4 : :

: Rosco was about ‘the -hardiest character I have
ever met, for while asaron and I shook as though with ague even though
we were bundled up like mummies, Rosco sat there in his shirt-sleeves
gnd stocking feet. Though he was biue with cold, he seemed comfort-
able enough. % ¥ _¥ SN e S S ‘
.And I, at least, soon got so deep in corversatiom that
I more or less forgot how cold I was. I told Rosco most of the stuffl
contained in these memoirs up to now, and also dragged some of the _
more get-at-sble stuff out of the car to show him. He showed ‘me gobs
of his drawings, his collection (which was better than mine at the
time), and a bunch of other stuff; told me of his aspirations as a
writer/artist; and did a certain amount of stewing over the imminence
of being drafted. 'Then' I found out that he had net only never been
to Portland {not more then 175 miles away) but hed never even been 4
to Corvallis (& mere 35 or 40 miles) I realised that the draft could
easily be the meking of him. (It was, too; the Rosco Fright who
wore uniform around LA a year later was a far different men from the
boy we met that night in Qregon. The only thing unchenged was that
Rosco then and now is a swell person, vital, sincere, friendly, and
a8 lot of fun.) B :
Te talked until 2:00°'in the morning, breaking our -
stint only to go downstairs for the religious meeting which turned
out to consist of the reading of what seemed to me an irrelivant
chapter of the Bible, totally without comment, and rather long vocal
prayers, I felt &t the time that Mr. Jright was the religious mem-
ber of the household, gnd thet he had trained his family to be more
or less aoquiescent, but I may have been wrong. In any event, ‘it was
evident that Rosco's father disapproved of his drawing and writing
Quite strongly, and that his mother probably made it possible.,” Mr.
Wright seemed to be a man to whom religion was the only actuality,
and he coupled this attitude with & very forficeful and unyielding
personality. : s ¢ : : .

A% six the next morning, Rosco routed us out of bed,
we h&d breakfast at 6:20, and &ll had left the housé by seven-~the
Wrights golng in a truck with some neighbors to th'e county seat
twelve miles away, and we heading back towards Corvallis and th
highwey. :

+ The frigid evening shortly had its repercussions; by noon ;
my volce was utterly lost, and I could speak only -in a ‘hoarse whisper.
I was moreover so racked with deep bronchial coughing that I was uneble
to drive. I weas frantic., Not only was I afraid of getting sick ‘in
this unfamiliar country (there isn't & town of more than 10,000 be-
tween Corvallis and San Francisco) and goilng broke waiting to recover,
but I had a definite date to meet Bob Hoffman and go meet Clerk Ash-
ton Swith on N.vember 1. .

, _ A druggist fixed me up with some throat
tablets which gradually brought me out of it, but I was a pretty sick
lad for a couple of days. iaron did moest of the: driving, though, and
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the easy stages of the next two days had me OK by October 30, when we
laid over -in the sun at Chico. John Cunningham was stationed there
at the time, but we didn't bother--spending several hours ‘looking
through' second hand stores and getting a number of very desirable
records. A4round sundown we finally arrived at Camp Beele,. headquert-'
ers of RAHoffmen and the 13th irmored Division.

Bob had. reserved a
room for us in the guest barracks; we had considerable’ difficulty lo-
cating both it and Hoffman, but finally made the grade.  The three of
us chatted for a while, then Aaron heard music coming from somewhere -
and went to investigate. Bob and I adjourned to his barracks, where
my civvies brought me the biggest barrage of whistles and catcalle 1
ever had in my life. I managed to weather the¢ storm, though, and
soon found myself in. the middle of a big conflab with his cell-mates
all of whom went to great lengths telling me to stay out of the srmy.
In mid-evening, Bob recollected that he had prepared some Hoffmania
for THE 4COLYTE, so we adjorned to the chaplain's office and spent
nearly an hour looking at the crlfanac Bob had been doing on army
tinme.

It being closing time at the Post Library, we went thlther to
mset one of the librariane, an attractive but plump girl whose name
I no longer recall, but who had been subscribing to THE ACOLYTE with
coneiderable interest and had been having big bull sessions of a fen-
tastic nature with Rah. We collected her and walked through-a big
recreation hell where a dance was in progress. Struck by a-certain
familiarity in the solo guitar, I moved where I could see, and sure
enough, his civvies sticking out like & sore thumb, there was my boy -
Aaron sitting in with a 15 piece GI swing band and heving the time of
his life.

Bob, the girl, and I went to the parlor of the visitors'
barracks and spent the rest of the evening talking about fantasy,
arguing about music, and generally conflabbing. In the course of all
this, Bob and I perfected our plans to vieit Clark rshton Smith the
next day, and the session closed on & high note of excitement.

7Te had
to wait until noon the next day for Rah to clear himself with Uncle,
but the time passed very quickly when we got to watching -2 bunch of
tanks maneuvering. The Weird Willyes creaked and we moaned when Rah
finally squeezed into the front seat with us, for he is what might
well be described as a Plump Boy, &nd that tiny cer was plenty full
to start with---but the couple of hours drive to Auburn passed very-
quickly, despite a lousy road that knocked another couple of thousand
miles of 7W's 1ife.

Smith live a couple of miles out of town, and
is at least a qguarter of a mile .rom the nearest road:.- So we parked
on the edge of a dirt cow-track, end started walking through what
Hoffmen insigts is the fabulous Forest of Averoigne, actually the
remains of an orchard abandoned to the wilderness. Smith's cabin,

a weather-beaten two room shack, sits well away from the trees in

the midst of a rocky and desolate pasture. On approaching it, one
is struck equally by its forlorn loneliness and by the beautifully
built rock wall Smith has built around his dooryard.

I had of course
heard a great deal about Clark Ashton Smith, and seen many pictures '
of him, but none of this had prepared me adeQuately for the man him-
self. He is tall and slender but well-made, and has a much more
striking and messive head than his: pictures indicate. On the occa-
sion of our visit he wore dark slacks with a light sport coat and of
course his omnipresent beret; triviel, perhaps, to mention the man's
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clothes, but it seemed vaguely incongruous to find the man who had
written the sort of thing he has,dressed.like any, college student.
And even more incongruous was it to discover, with a “touch ‘of pleased
surprise, that the man I had thought of. as aged ;and ‘vibrant with a
knowledge not of.this world was instead as youthful as any of us,
Smith is extremely shy at first, but as he . graduadlly comes to feel
that he is among friends who will not ridicule his mode of life and
hhought, he unbends, and becomes one af the most gracious hosts and .
entertaining wvonversationalists I have ever known. =
- ' A dr - We spent ‘the af-
ternoon drinking wine, telking, end being .shown Smith's collection.
His books, a choice and varied lot, including many surpassingly
_beautiful illustrated editions, are very much worth ‘examining, but
. the real stab came from the surprisingly large quantity of artwork,
mostly the creation of Smith himself. His sculpturesg, using the
small boulders picked up in his yard, are somewhét known to fantasy
lovers, several of them baving been shom on the dust jacket of :
LOST 7ORLDS @nd in the illustrations in MARGINALTA., There were far
more of them, however, than I had imagined--at least & hundred.
1 ) : E . But
the high point of the afternoon game‘when Smith brought out a stack
of originel drawings and paintings at least two feet thick. Perhaps
25 or 30 of them were commercially published omes,: including the
originels of most of Smith's drawings from WEIRD TALES, and the Fin-
lay original from "The Thing on the Doorstep". (This last, incident-
ally, is by far the best Finlay pen-and-ink I have ever seen. IMade
before Virgil started drawing to size, it measures something like
two by three feet, and has a mellowed beauty encountered but rarely
among magagzine illustrations.) There were also several early Boks,
including & couple of wonderful unpublished ones, and an unpublished
Roy Hunt drawing of Tsathoggua. . _ a
Smith's own drawings and paintings,
every one of them unpublished, made up the rest of the stack. '  No-
thing of his that has been published gives any inkling of the man's
stature as an artist. 1In technique, of course, he lacks a good deal,
being ,entirely: self-taught. But he more than makes up for it with
subtle and bizarre ideas, by a surprisingly good sense of form and
structure, and ebove all by his unconventional and often superlative
use of color. Most of the paintings are done in showcard paint, or
- something very much like it; they tend to be garish, but yet there is
.& certain use of restraint that mekes even the most unrestrained ones
gquite acceptable., DPerhaps twenty show entities from the Cthulhu My~
thos; the remainder are extraterrestrial landscapes, divided about
equally between non-human architecture and alien plant life,
N ;. ' ' of the
conversétion I no longer remember much. Unforgettable, though, was
Smith's impressive recitation of a medisval formula to raise the
Devil, The afternoon was just guttering away into. twilight, leaving
the room in-a hazy half darkness; between the look in Saith's pele
- eyes, the overtones in his voice, and his porerful delivery, I must
admit that the chills were really going to town playing hide-and-
seek along my backbone. Materialist that I am, I was actually re-
lieved when Smith paused and remarked that he wouldn't repeat  the
spell a thiré time, for fear it would work! Then he laughed and the
-Spell broke. But the man has dramatic porers:;which I believe might
. have made him femougs as an actor had he followed that art.
¢ REAL oo W : ' ¥ -~ Fith the
onset of darknese, we went into town for- dinner, taking Smith to &
Chiinese restaurant he had recommended. : Our entry took on the air of
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a triumphel procession when we encountered the Auburnites, rearly &ll
of vhom greeted Smith warmly by name. It was pleasant to see that he
is so well thought of by his fellow. townsman, a type of recognltion
not always given to creative artists. *
b Smith had a date -at 8:00,

we left him downtown and headed the Weird 7illys towards' the Golden
Gate, .- His parting sally was unforgettable. Aaron was riding -high on
a fresh fruit kick, and just as we were leaving he dashed into an
open market and bought a large sack of grapes. Smith looked -at him
with an air of profound disbelief, turned to me and whispered, "That
may be all right, but personally I .prefer the finished product i
had been planning, happily, to have the Hoffmaniac drive us into San

rancisco, feeling thet we needed a bit of rest. Imagine our stiunned
surprise when we discovered that this non-commissioned officer in an
armored division was totally unable to drive any kind of self-pro-
pelled vehicle! In vain we pointed out the intimate family relation-
ship between the Teird Tillys and a Jeep; he informed us, smugly,
that he had flunked a Jjeep driving examination and by army order was
not permitted to take the wheel of any automobile, truck, or such.

Aaron being exshusted from the disproportianate share of driving he
had done through southern Oregon and northern Culifornia, it looked
as though I was elected. The Weird Willys chose that opportunity to
go very, very sour on us. The lightts faded out into faint ghosts of
themselves, the motor began to miss and clank, and to top it off, I
shortly discovered that we had no brakes left. The drive, through
utterly wild Saturday night traffic, was a nightmare; we were unable
to maintain enough speed to keep out of peoples’ way, end were more-
over blinded every thme we met another car.

But we finally rolled in-
to Osxland shortly after one in the morning, after a long conversction
about the possibilities of a weird session at the Pacificon put Aaron
to sleep., Hoffman suggested that we drive out to Tom Tright's house.
I had plenty of misgivings about pushing doorbells at that hour, but
Rah egged me on. The fragile little fellow who minced to the door
didn't like the idea at all, and was at first even less cordial than
I would have been under analogous circumstances. But Rah finally
talked his wey in and we phoned George Ebey, who had been expecting
us ‘but had given up. He hed room for two, he said, but Tom, finally
awake, had become more hospitable and invited Aaron to stay with him.

When we got out to Reinhart Drive, we found a delightfully zany house-
hold, George's mother end & friend had just returned from working
swing shift, coffee was brewing, end a disjointed conversation sprang
up. At flrst acquaintance, George was a bit disappointing, acting
adolescent as all get out, and it was not until I met him on subse-
quent occasions here in Loq Angeles thet I realised he is one of the
better characters I met through fandom,

Mre., ®Ebey walked all over
him for not having made us up a clean bed, but we were too tired to
give a damn--even when he teld us with hlgh glee that Degler had
slept there and the reason he hadn't changed it was that he was sav-
ing 1t for us. The bed was vile. When we saw it, we immediately
decided not to undress, and as an additional precaution sleep between
the top sheet and the blanket The pillows we covered with an old
blanket out of the car. I was convinced Degler must heve kept a sow
and litter for bed partners, but George swore this was not the case.
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Since “this 'is - the first time Degler raises his stupid Tface

in these memédrs, perhaps I should .backtrack a bit. Shortly before I
started packing, I received from T. 'Bruce Yerke his 1nitia1 letter of
inquiry d4bout Claude Degler/Don Pogers,; in which he was attempting to
asseble data for his report on the Cosmic Circle. Amugingly, this .
was the. first I had ever heard of Degler, but I answered, and empha-
sized that any use of my name or that of THE ACOLYTE was totally un-’
authorized, that I hadn't given Degler permission to use it, and if
he was as desgribed I never would. Shortly thereafter I got the FAPA
mailing with the first COSMIC CIRCLE COMMENTATOR, and practically
blew a' fuse laughing over it. As I thought the matter over, I saw’
that rubbish like that eould only serve to give fandom a black eye,
and hecame increasingly angry ahout it, but finally decided the best
counter~attack would be heavy-handed satire. (Widner and Kepner also -
f&lt this way, judging from the three take-offs in the next mailing!)
Then about midway through my packing, Yerke's report finally came. I
read it, and without failing to notice Bruce's tendency towgrds one-
sidedness realised that he had more than proved his point. From then
on out, I was thoroughly .anti-Degler, and when I saw that utterly
vile bed I became slightly bitter about the whole thing. You must re-
member that I still held very high ideas of fandom, and that nothing
even remotely resembling Clod could well be imagined as fitting into
fandom as T vigualised it. ; ‘

G ' ell, back to QOakland. The next morning,
after meeting George's sister and baby and devouring a big bait of
finnan haddy, we drove over to Wright's to pick up Aaron. There we
ran into the contretemps of having four people to fit into a car that
was 80 loaded that it would barely hold three. Since George knew pub-
lic transportation, I suggested that he end Aaron ride the streetcar,
and let RAH and myself meet them et Bill Vatson's. Though he could
see for himself that four people could not possibly get into the putt-
putt, he chose to take this as a personal insult, and stalked of T
down the street muttering angrily to himself. We did not see him
again until the next yearin Los Angeles. '

Not without cussing him a
bit, we left Tom Wright's and headed across the Bay Bridge into San
Frencisco. (The hazy reference in that last sentence is to Ebey, not
Aright! Ah, this composing on the stencil:) The ecar was acting -
worse and worse, but we made it--and, through a mixture of fool's
luck and Aaron's alert eyes, spotted a hotel with e Vacancy sign and
knocked off & big room with twin beds. I plunked the car in & parking
garage, and started to walk the six blocks to 1299 California Street,
and {7illie Watson, If I'd realised it was six blocks up, as well as
ever, ‘I probably would have .driven. -

: Anyvay, in due season I arrived,
and was met by a most door-filling character. Bill Watson is a big
fellow, sendy end freckled but good looking, poised, slow-talking,
and probably packs around 195 pounds on hi¢ six feet of lazy carcase.
I had knowm, of course, that he-was only 16, but nothing in either
his appearance or actions gave the faintest hint that Wwillie was not
at least 25. ' His affectation of boredom is & bit too obvious, and -
he might be criticised for tending to be a little too much the esthete,
but all in all I'd say Bill Watson %2 one of the five or six best men
I met through fandom. A brilliantly entertaining talker, mature and
sophisticated--certainly a stimulating companion with whom to spend
an afternoon or a month. 7

Sitting in a corner, with his nose deep in
a book, was en owlish looking character in the blues of the merchant
marine., It turned out to be my old pen-pal Art Saha, from Hibbing,
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Minnesota, who was stopping over in Frisco gfter his first voyage.
Saha was'a pretty constant companion during the time I was in Frisco,
but somehow he managed to-get in my hair something scandalous; chief-
i think, because he had such unbelievable naivette. When “he came
to Los Angeles a year and & half later he was totally changed from
the bumpkin with alfalfa in his.pants that haunted - me in the Bay Area.

During the three days I spent- in San Francisco I had three or four
big sessione with Jatson, few details of which I can remember, except
that he. showed me the bulk of the first diaeblerie, and a good part of
the second one. I also did a good amount of book and magazine store
heunting, usually with Saha; and ‘got en unbelievable quantity of good
stuff at give-away pirices, including a whole stack of absclutely mint
1929 end 1930 AMAZIIGE at a dime a copw.

I did no job-hunting what-
ever, s1nce the raw damp air had set my bronchitis off but good.
Nearly every time I stepped outdoors, I was bent double with agonised
coughing, which 6n three or four occasions led to my losing my last
meal into the gutter--and all this decspite generally sunny weather.
It was obvious that I could never live in the Bay Area; in fact I'd
not have stayed three days except that the car was in. the shop that
long. Hed it not been. for the god-awful climate, I would heve stayed
regardless of LA, since T was sick to death of driving that pile of
junk, and also had heard a good deal of disquieting. information &bout
the LASFS from ‘Tatson--but I couldn't help thinking about that vaunt-
ed southern Californisa’ weather.-

: One very interestlng evening came
when I had a big record session with Bill and Edith bart of Oakland.
I had traded records with them through THE RECORD CHaNGER, and had
dropred them a note suggesting a bash if I had time on my way. down
the coast. Saha more or less invited himself along, but I fear he
had a boring time. The Darts are both jazz purists of the mouldy
fig variety, as might be dedueed from the fact that he - is the drummer
in La Watters Yerba Buena Jazz Band, and I found their dogmatism a
bit emusing. But they are swell peOple very much wrapped up in each
other and in their joint record collection, and they showed me one
of the most enjoyable evenings I have ever spent.

Bright and early
Yedne sday morning, November 3, we found that the Teird Villys was
ready to roll, so in deference to my cough we he&ded down the coast
towards Pismo Beach, & resort tovn noted for its twin biological pro-
ducts: shellfish and Andy Aaderson. The trip down was uneventful,
except for the giimpses we got of the shipyards, and the covey of
blimps which played tag with us for an hour or =o.

We arrived in

Pismo and found Andy to be a gigantic young men with big knobby
wrists end ankles, & shock of curly blonde hair, end a stentorian
voice. His mother, whom we saw only briefly, is extremely attractive,
and very young looking to have whelped such & massive giant, I etill
feel bad about usurping her bedroom, but she fnsisted that she'd al-
ready made gyrangements to stay aeross the street with some relatives,
that we were tired, we needed the rest, and we were going to sleep
there; that was &ll there vas to it. I chatted with andy for a
couple of hours, examined preliminary csheets of the then new CINTAURI,
and when I found ho# poorly he was fixed for stfzines sold him a big
stack for %5.00. (A good £40.00 worth according to Garage prices.)
Pretty soon though, I got so sleepy I couldn't continue, so we hit
the sack with a crash and got a much needed rest. For me, it was
the first night unbroken by. protracted coughing for more than a week.
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The next morning we fixed breakfast ourselves, lirs. Anderson not yet
having returned, and I got somewhat better acqueinted with Andy, be-
ing wide enough awake so that I could see him. He seemed swell, and
subsequent encounters have only confirmed this impression.

+ Joty = Towards
noon, we headed down the line to Las Angeles, but had no more than
begun enjoying the. drive when the Veird T1{11¥8 .once more went tempera-
mental on us. We maneged to nurse it quite. closé to town (somewhere
out on Ventura.Blvd.) but surrendered and put it into a shop for &
whilc, We got fast and cheap service, but a new generater was indi-
cated, and my failure to get one at the time was largely respondible
for my being carless for a couple of months in early 1944, Such a
pile of junk! <

I had figured out from a map how to get to Fesul Free-
hafert's apartment (2225 Ocean View Ave.) and felt rather elated that
we hit thie rather hard to find address with no false moves, the
first time during the entire trip that previous astrogation paid. off
without either.meking inouiries or getting lost. .
: But it did little
good; rreehafer not being home. “7e held « concultation went to &n
early dinner, and returned to & still empty apartment. So in the
hope of getting a lead I called up the LASTS. A booming voice nearly
knocked the receiver out of my hand, &nd turned out to be Arthur
Louils Joquel II in one of his wmore expan51ve moods. Yes, yes, Free-
hafer would certainly be in later in the evening sinde’ he had to pre-
gide at the meeting; who was this?; oh yes, Wwe are expecting you;
come on down; this is meeting night..,.. : -
Well, 1 was much more in
the mood for bed than & club meeting, but I was supposed to stay with
Freehafer until I got established, and Aaron had to go @owntown &ny-
%ay to locate himself @& room, so off we went. I v&as just at the
point of entering fandom's self-styled Shangri-La.
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CHAPTER FIVE
=000~

Utopia Tn Shangri—La-
O K o 3¢k % Mk REBERERK Xk

It was on November 4, 1943 that I made my first peesonal con-
tact with the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society, and I encountered
the club &t one of its all-time highs both in mewmbership and activity.
Nevertheless, as will shortly appear, the LASFS left a great deal to
be desired. Even on that night, certain features of the group left
me with & slightly unpleasant taste in my mouth. But I'm getting
ahead of myself.

We drove up at about 6:30, and found the clubroom
in the sole possession of a thirty-ish looking man considerably in-
clined to embonpoint. - It turned out to be Joguel, the one man in fan-
dom whose normal speaking. voice c¢an drown out Andy Anderson. He
greeted us cordially, explained that a large number of the members
were even then about to arrive from their dinner at & nearby cafe,

and we commenced a desultory conversation. Aaron very shortly left
to find a room, and I began roesming around the room, examining the
originals, which were the first I had seen except for the ones at
Smith J S. s

Then as rnow, the LASFS occupied the 14x16' storeroom in the
Wellman Apartments, with & street entrance at 6374 South Bixel. The
room is a blend of pigsty &nd monk's cell, When I firet saw it, it
was even worse than it is now, since many of the members were using
the place as an office, and their personal papers and oth<2r impedi-
menta were strewn around in careless abandon. There was an austere
and extremely dirty couch in one corner, and a rickety old sguare
table covered with typewriters and loose papers, - A large mimeograph
sat on an upended fibre barrel, and another similar barrel was packed
to the bursting point with wastepaper. A couple or three ramshackle
home-made bookcases filled.with tattered magazines, and 25 or 30 un-
comfortaeble folding chairs comprised the remainder of the furnishings.
The shortcomings of the room and contents were made even more apparent
by the pitiless glare of six or eight naked light bulbs =et in ‘sock-
ets around the wall. The floor wes a welter of cigerette butts ‘and
other trash, not the least of which was the filthiest and most badly
vorn out rug I have ever seen.

I had of course followed with great
interest the accounts in SHANGRI L'AYFFAIRES and elsewhere of the LASFS
und its new clubroom, but the Utopian atmosphere of these accounts
certainly had not prepared me for such a hole. I had imagined that
& clubroom such as this would have indirect lights (probably from a
couple of cheep floorlamps), & number of second-hand but comfortable
easy chairs and davenports, desks and/or tables, an old radio, feci-
lities for drinks soft and otherwise, a neatly filed library, and
some sort of workroom for mimeogrephing. Above all, I had assumed
thet the place would be reasonably clean, and mee t certainly designed
for comfortable sitting and talking, reading, a&nd other activities.

My disappointment must have been fairly obvious, for Joquel exnlained
that the club was =till uncleaned from a halloweecn party held the pre-
ceding Saturday, ‘Our conversétion had nearly died out whemn the place
was suddenly invaded by a horde of noisy people. I cannot remember
exactly who came first, or indeed much of anything about the next few
minutes except that a whirling dervish which I later learned was named
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Walter J. Deugherty commenced laying about him with a broom as one
possessed, and a quietly smiling chap who I recognised from his pic-
turcs as Phil Bronson told me not to mind, that the fellow frequently
suffered from these outbreaks of frenetic energy when he had or

thought he hed an audience, 4 _
' The next half hour was pretty much of &

medhouse; I met 25 or more people, tried to. remember who all of them
were, and at the same time was gquite astonished that most of them
cseemed ramiliar with THE ACOLYTE. (At the time Freehafer, Bronson,
Ackerman, and Burbee were the only Fangelenos on the meiling list--
and nore of the 1943 membere had ever heard of Burbee, who was carry-
ing on a "ne-man fandom of his own.) I took it for granted that I
was being introduced to everyone, not learning until later that only
known fans would be greeted by these people by anything more cordial
than complete non-recognition. mo S - 6, :
' Eventually the neeting came to order,
and I commenced giving away to complete perplexity., Yerke, who has

a metal-on-metal voice anyway, read a new constitution .which seemed
chiefly aimed &t keeping out new members--I didn't know whether to go
or stay, but Phil pooh-poohed my wonderment and said it was all gimed
2t Degler, 1I% went on and on &nd on, & document captble of handling

& gigantic group, and subseguent arguments and quarrels about the
wording took nearly as long as the original reading. Then Paul Free-
hafer read @& resignation from his post as director effective two weeks
from that night. Then, as though I had not already tried every possi-
ble contortion trying to sit comfartebly on a ¢lub cheir, 'felter J.
Daugh=rty was struck by one of his famous projects. He must have
spent at least three-guarters of an hour remodelling the clubroom,
building lockers and other furniture. As he talked, he ran about the
room like one possessed, waving his arms, carpentering end hammering
in frenetic blind pantomine, climbing over people and moving them

out of the way of his mad giratione, and building up to an impassioned
stark height of exestacy. An authorization for him to proceed with

an -initial appropriation of $25.00 was quickly passed by ‘the club,

but so far as I know nothing more ever came of this. Just another
Daugherty project. | '

Finally, after about two and a half hours of the
hardest sitting one can imagine, the meeting adjourmed, I was ready
to give the club a brush-off, but in the post-meeting milling around
and talking I shortly realised that meny of these people were well
worth knowing. T hesitated, and hesitating, was lost. '

—n gt R . 3 Eventually,
Aaron wandered back, remarked that he'd gotten a room down the street,
and commenced talking to Freehafer and me. He asked iff there was
eny good Juzz nearby, and Paul mentioned that ¥Wingy Mennone wae play-
ing Jjust domn -the street and wouldn't we like to go? e would, and
SO0 would Walter J. Daugherty. So.the four of ue piled into Paul's
1939 Plymouth coupe and drove the seven or eight blocks to the Club
Bebalu, where 'Tingy played all that winter, and where I spent a vast
amount of time listening to him. Daugherty, on getting him away from
an audience, secmed like a swell fellow; Frechafer weas as genisl a
host as one could ask for; and all four of us had a very good time.
giggg:rgywinv;tid me to stay with him until I got settled; but - 1'd

pited Frechaferts invitsati . ke
declined with thanks. s e plark~ton, TN

_ “hen Peul and I finall ot to a
atiny one-room-and-kitchenette affair, I askeg ﬁim if tg: 2§u§tﬁzgtél-
way§ that had, and he mentioned ites flews that had not @lready been
eprerent to me, but pointed out that there were in his opinion enough
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redeeming features to counteract them. I then asked why he had re-
signed as director, and he explained that-it was due to his health.
The conversation went on for some time, and I decided that the club
was probably worth belonging to after all,. since I could use the mime-
ograph (an esutomatic one), and could if need be store a good deal of
my stuff in the clubroom. Tbis in addition to getting acquainted with
gome Of the more worthwhile members, of which Frechafer told me there
were several. -
Before telling of the eventes of LASTS life in late 1943
and early 1944, perhape I should describe the membership of the soci-
ety at that time. These vignettes of course are derived from my totael
knowledge of the person in guestion, and do not pretend to be first-
meeting impressions.

The director, the late Paul Treehafer, was one
of the most sunny natures I've ever encountered, His health was atro-. .
cious, and his personal arpearence shovwed it, but though doomed from
childhood to a very short life, he had resolved to make the best of
it and live it fully. In this he was certainly successful. A gradu-
ate of Cal-Tech, he was making $300 & month doing research chemistry
in connection with rocket fuels; spending the money entertaining =a
fairly wide circle of congenial friends and@ surrounding himself with
the appurtenances of a cultured life, Peaults chief recreational in-
terests centered sround music and the arts; he was & constant attender
of the symphony, the ballet, the opera, the better class of plays--
and had the most comprehensive record collection I haeve ever seen -
(comprising, I would judge, at least 500 albums). His books were of
amazing variety, and were no mere facade, as a few evenings with him -
would abundantly show. Paul was one of the most erudite persons I
have ever known, and moreover was completely without pedantry or. in- ..
tellectual snobbery. His interest in fantasy was still strong, though
he had branched .far afield from this major interest of his adolescence.
I believe that his reason for remaining active in the LASFS was three-
fold: his interest and friendship with such members as Yerke, Hoffman,
Bronson, Russell, and ackermen; a certain nostalgic attachment for
the group with which he found his first friendships vwhen he moved
from Idaho to California to attend Cal Tech; and a feeling that some
day the club might realise 1ts vast potentialities. Certainly one is
justified in wondering why such & man as Freehafer, head and shoulders
above the ma jority of the members, should elect to waste his time
with such a group. As a person, Paul vas universally liked, admiregd, -
and respected. He was not at all good-looking, but his quick, shy
smile was most engaging end infectious; his quiet wit was sharp end
brilliant without being barbed, and his general friendlineses and good
nature made him the sort of persan everyone could not help but like.

The secretary of the LASFS in late 1943 was the redoubtable T. Bruce
Yerke. Bruce is one of the most brilliant alumni fandom can cleaim,
and it is certain that both fandom and the LASTS were. heayy losers
when Yerke moved on to greener pastures. He was and i& &  difficult
person, hot and quick of temper, and possessed of a savage sarcasm
and impatience with mediocrity; this did not endear him to the more
muddle-headed members of the society. Yerke is rather unique in

that he grev up in fandom, discovering iLckermen and through him the
c¢lub when he was only 13 years ‘old. He promptly went owverboard for .
the idea, and although his interest in fanmtasy had pretty much faded -
out by the time he was 16, he found sufficient- stimulation both in

the affairs of the club itself and in the expanding minds of a few of
the members to warrant his cotinuing activity. At the time T met-
him, Bruce had grown completely beyond most of the members and knew
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it; yet the habits of nearly seven years kept him spending & sizeable
hunk of his spare time around the club ahd it s members. He saw the
need of breaking loose, yet found this very difficult to do; and the
peculiarly restricted rma ture of his eerly growing up (ie.in fandom)
had not only left him with some emazing blind spots but mede the exact
meens of brBaking awey rather unclear to him. He had s strong tenden-
cy to try by sheer brute force to drag the unwilling fens up to his
own intellectual level, and upon meeting failure was both perplexed
end angry. Bruce was not qQuite 21 vhen I met him, but looked to be
at least 35--short, stocky, and about half beld-heeded. Klany of the
members tended to regard him with awe not unmixed with terror, due to
his often outrageous practical jokes (ws when he -wrupped the sleeping
Bronson in old newspapers and set fire to them); his boisterous end
sometimes boorish menners, his pronounced intolerance, the brutulity
of his flaying tongue, end the split second reactions of an extraordi-
nerily incisive and brilliant mind. I regarded Yerke as en extremely
desiroble and stimulating associate, whose chief fault was a tendency
towards intellectual snobbery and an occasional bit of bluffing as to
the extent of his attainments, particularly in the languages. However,
it is so diffiohkt to judge Bruce as a young man in his early 20's,
since both his looks end actions &re those of a man 15 or 20 years
older, ond many of his more annoying actions and traits are perfectly
understandable &nd acceptable if one can remember that the perpetra-
tor is not the 35 to 40 years 0ld he usually seems to be.
‘Myrtle R.

Douglas, then known as Morojo, was the club's treasurer. She is very
short, and in my opinion, very pretty. Since she herselfl hes listed
it publicly, I'il mention in passing that she is much older than most
of the club members, having been born in 1904, She has led a fairly
tough life, hes beecn married and divorced twice, and the scramble of
raising a strapping son and supporting herself has left her singular-
ly without the ability to enjoy herself freely and casually, though
others enjoy her company tremendously. Her chief interest in the
club was her interest with Forrest J Lckerman, with whom she kept
company for several years, and I hope he fully realises the extent
of her services to him--keeping the club on a smooth financial keel
throughout mget of her membership, doing most of the drudgery of VOM
and other Ackerman projects, and keeping the wolvee from yapping
about his heels in a score of other ways. Myrtle has an inquiring
mind which is somevhat hampered by a too-conventional education, end
thus is sometimes & sucker for something the least bit on the crack-
pot side. She is, hovever, anfl accomplished and stimulating conver-
sationalist, and ie well worth knowing from the intellectual point
of view. And beneath that occasionally austere facade, there is one
of the most kind heerted persons in Los ingeles, as plenty of club
members past end present could testify. She 1s the first persom
most of the older members think of when they are in trouble, and
in this selfish civilizetion people like that are rare.

Forrest J
Ackermen is a household name in fandom, but you have to live around
the LASFS quite @ lot to know him, really know him. In connection
with someone else, Don Wollheim once spoke of the "necessary mono-
maniac”, end that is Forry. Hec hes made an adjustment to life which
postulates that fandom is xha 1ife, and with one or two very minor
lapses has lived that 1Ife from about 1930 until the presént time.
Tell, it's his life, and probably from the want of enything to con-
trast it with he seems to derive & reasomable amount of satisfaction
therefrom. His interests are excessively narrow; being limited to
stf and fantasy, fandom, stf and fantasy, and fendom, with & rather
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8light side-interest in the motion picture. He also has a fabulous
collection of photos of nude women, and enlargements of certain por-
tions thereof. But I believe I'm safe in saying that 954 of Acker-
man's interest in life--vocational and avocational--centers around
stf, fantasy and fandom. He loves to be with fans, has certain ra-
ther closely derined standards which he feels fans should live up to,
and is rather deeply hurt when they fail to live up to this code. He
is not always-successful in hiding his feelings along this line. He
imagines himself to be a poor speaker in public, not realising how
well he can telk to an informal group; this of course makes him a
poor speaker in open meeting, particularly if the subject is somewhat
controvergial. Thus he has developed a technique of seldom showing
his true feelings at the time a question comes up, and usually going
along with the majority. His true feelings often do not come to
light for months. One would not think offhand that such a person
could be a leader, but nevertheless, Forry is the true leader of the
LASTS and don't let anyone tekl you differently. Forry's leadership
might be termed the domineering of extreme passgivity--it is a far

cry from the tactics of the outspoken and aggressive Yerke or the sly
connivings and subtle sophistries of an Ashley--but it has moulded
the LASFS almost from its inception, and no doubt will continue to do
so, In the first place, Forry has a most winning npersonality, and al
ways commands a block of votes among the less politically minded mem-
bers. Then it must be remembered that he has missed not more than

a hel f dozen meetings in eleven. yeare, while at least 300 people have
been in and out of the c¢lub during that time. His star is now and
then on the wane, when somé particularly eggressive director and his
supporters get in the daddle, but though perhaps momentarily vexed

he knows that they will move on sooner or later, that the things they
have done or tried to do will soon be as though never thought of, and
that Forryt's Club, the LASFS, will be back on the same plodding vath,
with the same mores -and traditions, that he has more or less uncon-
gciously set for it. Whatever the reason,for his ascendency, it is
an eyeopeper to compare the c¢lub with Ackerman, and see how much they
are alike,

Right here I'd like to interject the remark that I like
Forrest J Ackermen immensely. I mey have been harsh with him in that
last paragraph, and I may get rough with him again before I'm through
with these memoirs, but I don't went ‘him or anyone else to feel that
I have any feeling towards him other than that of friendship. The
fact that so hypercriticel a person as myself can like & man with
whom so much is wrong should be a pretty strong indication that this
man has a tremendous number of good features in order to counteract
the bad ones., I do think Ackerman would be, once he was over the
hump of making such & drastic change, a far happier man if he quit
fandom to quite an extent and lived a more mundane life. T think
that there is en awful lot of wman being squandered on fandom out there
at 2364. But it is his life and I recognise his right' to use it &s
he sees fit, even if my attempt at reelistic and factual reporting
may treat it roughly now and then.

_ Phil Bronson was one of the club's
leading members back in 1943, . He was still publishing the #1 fanzine,
THE FANTASITE, was active in FAPA, and had peen a leading light in
the MFS. He had also been one of my favorite correspondents, so I
was extremely anxious to get personally acquainted with him. ©Phil in
person was somewhat of a disappointment, though this is partly due to
the fact that I probably had expected too much. .He.was & lazy cuss,
full of a sort of ennui and welt-schmerz which made him & most aggra-
vating. companion for me with my violent runnings in circles. He had
also an irritating tendency towards intellectual snobbery, and a ten-
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tendency to imitate Yerke: in weys}%hich he 'simply did not heve the
depth to ocarry it off successfully. He suffered somevhat from too
cloistered and fannish an adolescence, first in the MFS and then here,
On the other hand, Phil was generally light hesarted and-ogreeable,
wityy, and easy to get along with., He was good looking, well groomed,
and was able to go places in public without committing zny of the
gaucheries to which so .many fans are prone. By &nd lerge;, he was a
good man, and I . have hated to see him drift out of my ken,

" Walter J.
Daugherty is a swell guy who has a very few faults which taken to-’
gether have made him my chief sparring partner all through the time
I've been around the LASFS. In the first place, Walt takes himself
very seriously, and hes great difficulty in taking criticism. He is
also one of the few really aggresesive members of the society, and is.
not noted for tact nearly so much as he is for going off -the handle.
over qomethmgfof minor import. He has & peculiarly constituted ner-
vous pystem in which nearly &ll the synapses discharge at once 'vwith
an effect exhausting to both Walt and his associates. (This manifests
itself most notaebly in. the Daugherty projects, in which some usually
good idea is built up and up and up and up into a glowing cloud struc-
ture. Usually nearly:. all of the. available energy is discharged thru
the speech centers, and nothing more comes of it.) These projects
make Walt a wearing member to have around; he is aggressive enough to
get and keep the floor for long XXmEx periods of time; one knows from
past experimnce that nothing much is likely to come of them; yet the
origipator is so thin-skinned that he is prone to taeke even mild sug-
gestions as personally antagonistic opposition, and we are off but
good., An illuminating side-light on Deugherty is the fact that I.
found that the only way.to be sure of killing eff a Daugherty project
guickly was to let it .die-out from lack of opposition. Daugherty is
really pretty much out of place in fandom, having but very shallow
intellectual interests and -but & comparatively slight interest 'in
fantasy, .but nevertheless found enough satisfaction in the LASFS to
etick around it for nearly seven years. On the credit side,-he is
definitely fun on a mundane party .(not a club party where he tends to
crowd the intorverts out of the picture and put on & one man show),
is good looking despite a growing hald spot and bad pock-marks, and
is a veritable demon with the ladies. He tops it off by being easily
the best ballroom dancer I have ever seen in action, even if he does
like to show off his medals and loving cups. He and I have feuded
with great vigor for years; I understand that he hates my guts some-
thing fierce; but I regret to say that I cannot return this favor.
I just find myself opposed to most of the things he wantes to do in
fendom, and through a penchant for shooting off my mouth have often
drifted into spearheading the anti-Daughe rty faction.

Lora Crozetti
was a gal somewhat past the first bloom of youthful beauty who found
the club a part-time outlet.while her husband was overseas. She was
too sensitive herself to be as outspoken as_sghe often was, and by no
means was an easy person to get along with. Nevertheless, she was &
spasmodically active member who could perhaps have been of consider-
able value to the club had any sizeable number of the members made
any effort whatsoever to make her stay with us pleasant. As it was,
Crozetti-baiting proved & major sport around the LASFS; I'w not sur-
prised she is no longer in the club.

Sophie van Doorn end ada Char-
les rounded out the feminine contingent. Both of them were women who
spent considerable time attending various small clubs of intellectual
pretensions and lecture groups, neither were ever more than semi-ac-
tive in the L4SFS, and graduslly dropped away altogether due to the
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club's failure to offer anything of interest in lieu of its chronie
preoccupation with itself and its internecine quarrels.

4 ver e
young boy, eglender and delicate, vho had a not inconsiderable Zrtist-
ic ability was Roneld Clyne, who was around the club a great deal un-
til the feud broke out. His chief .interest 'in fentasy was art, and
I still remember how persistent he was when someone had an original
or illustrated edition which struck his fancy. He would run the per-
gson wild making offer after offer, eventually running the price up
to a fabulous emount, particularly if it was a trade desl, He was
very generous with his own ertwork, but publishing it was not alwayse
much fun, since Ron was & perfectionist to end all perfectionists,
and would think nothing of making some hapless editor have a (lyne
drawing re-lithogrephed if he fancied he saw a slight blemish in it,
Ron was too single-mindedly wrarped up in his artistic aspirations to
be as good an all-around associate as some of the others, but he was
a very smart kid and very likely will make & good name for himeself in
commercial art.

Alva Rogers wﬁs our other artist; possessed of as
much telent as Clyne, he lacked that old urge which kept Clyne plug-
ging aewey at the drawing boerd, and moreover had so many other in-
terests that his time suffered from dispersion. Stocky, slow-moving,
and slow of speech, Alve has ¢arrotty hair =z d a brick-red fece, is
lazy and likeaeblse., He is muck more mundane than most other fans I've

met, end teken by and large wss about my favorite associate until he
went completely overboard for the Communist Party in mid-1945. His

outstanding characteristic is his extreme reluctance to stay out of
an easy cheir for any protracted period of time, like half an hour,
Llva, I might add, has one of the solidest.end comprehensive know-
ledges of magazine stf of anywme I've known. His presence around the
club was on 2ll counts a merkal ascet,.

‘ ¢. J. Fern, Jr--Mike--can on-
ly be characterized as a card. I doubt if the world has ever seen
snyone remotely like Mike. Physicelly he 1s short and squetty, with
extremely myopic eyes ensconced behind inch-thick lenses, and sandy
hair of the lank consistency of piano wire. His personality is some-
thing 'to behold. In the first jlace he is almost completely self-
centered, and poesessed of & power of concentration impossible to
describe. (I remember one occas\on when Mike, reading the current
ASTOUN DING, started to sit down gnd became engrossed in the story
before he quite reached the chair. He stopped right there, in mid-
sit so as to speak, with a couple of inches between him and the
seat. Someone walked over and pulled out the chair, and he must
have remained poised in mid-air in a sitting position for at least
four minutes before we could restrail our mirth no longer and the
hysterical roar of laughter aroused iim.) Almost totally lacking
in self-consciousness, Mike would do some of the damndest things in
public. I recall one time in the restaurant llike was sitting by me
and suddenly started pounding his head with his fist--thweck, thwack,
thwack. "My god, Mike," I gasped, what's the matter?" It appeared
that he had heard that incipient hic@ughe could be arrested by
striking the inside of the wrist against & hard surface. Going to
a meal with Mike was a constant fight if he had any sart of reading
matter along; he would not only forget to eat, but would apparently
forget everything but his magazine. His concentration mede him very
absent-minded at times, and the same joneentration coupled with his
marked unawereness both of himself an! associates made him dbreath-
tekingly rude at times. Don't get thp idea that Mike is a screwball.
The little guy is smart as a whip, @ glutton fxmm for work (unless it
gets in the way of his absent-mindednegs), about the best promoter
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ever to hit the club, and the kind of guy who uncomplainingly did most
of the chores of routine drudgery on @&ny of the projects on which he
was .engaged., It is amazing how much Mike permitted his friends to use
him as a convenience--particularly in running errends, Another thing
which endeared lMike to me from the first is that he is even a worse
trouble-maker then I am; as a team we were something for stirring up
a fuss. Mike had about the broadest interests of anyone in the club
except perhaps Yerke and Freehafer, and certainly the most insatiable
thirst for knowledge. An example of this last is the way he went af-
ter my record collection. Jazz meent nothing to him particularly, but -
here was an opportunity to hear the highlighte of a well-balanced
collection and try. to find out what mede it tick, so Mike set to work
playing my records and asking all sarts of searching questions about
them. I wasn't thoroughly aware that he was pumping me until later.
Since Mike went at everything in a similar menner, it is easy to see
why he is so well able to hold up his end of a discussion about almost
anything under the sun. The guy has a brilliant mind, and if he can
learn to subjugate his tendency to insult people unlntentionally, and
can curb his big stunt of coming calling at some of the most awkward
and weird times (like the time he came calling at midnight, bringing
a friend who wanted to use my mimeograph!) the lad is going to go far.

Merlin W. Brown was Mlke's closest associate when I arrived in LA. .AD
attempt to give a complete vignette of Mel is & hopeless task, parti-
cularly if the finished product 1s to be compared with Yerke's brilli-
ant and witty analyeis. ("Merlin Brown: Paragon of Patticularity"™ in
the ;2 FAN SLANTS.) Mel's chiefest characteristics might he listed:
extreme nervousness, appelling slcvenliness of both person and living
quarters, completely loyal and unreasoning friendship, completely
uncompromlsing and unreasoning bitter hatreds, wild generosity, com-
pletely unexpected lightaning-fast reversals of plan and intention,
strong class consciousness from the working-men's point of view, and
above 2ll a rather unchenueled yearning for erudition and culture.
Taken by and large, Mel is a swell guy, whose minor idiosyncracies

and whims are _asily enough overshadoied by hls notable good points,
Nevertheless he is @ mest difficult person to get along with (even I
who was f£or a long time his best friend finally fell out with him

over communism), and he often embarrasses the thinner skinned of his
associates, as much with his unwarranted gnerosity with money and

goods as by anything else,
Attempting to limn & word picture of

James Lynn (Dirty 01d) Kepner is fraught with difficulties if it is

to be libel-free and still conscientiously factual. Jimmy is a tall
and delicate young mAan, very frail and effeminate, who is cursed

with an almost impossible block which keeps him from making up his
mind about anything very often. Jimmy capn see both sides of every
question with almost equal clarity, and in his efforts to be impartial
and factual jumps from one side to the other with astounding eace &and
frequency. He .is a great one for crusading, & militant idealist one
might say, but his great difficulty in taking and maintaining a posi-
tive stand ofiten vitiates his genuine effectiveness as a proselyter.
The prime example of all this occurred whén I was director of the
LASFS in mid-1945; Kepner took the floor to make a motion on something
or other, stated the mot ion very hezily, and without relinquishing

the floor asked permission to explain wheat he mednt. I naturally
wanted to know what he was driving at, so let him go on; he commenced
telking about his motion &nd promoting for it very strongly, but
gradually began seeing the other side and to the astonishment of even
those of us who knew him so well he ended up talking most strongly
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against his own motion. I listened in growing amazement, glanced about
the room and noticed most of the members snickering, so banged the ga-
vel and told Xepner he was out of order. .He was momentarily furious,
particularly when I told him that he was talking.against his own mo-
tion. He denied this emphatically, and so complete had been his mid-
talk chenge of mind that he had extreme difficulty in believing that
he had reversed even when everyone in the room agreed with me that he
had, gepner has & much better than average mind that seldom comes
close to its potentialities simply due to this inebility to channel

it in any one direation. Personelly, Jimmy is extremely likeable;
friendly, and good companye--although his tendency to blow first one
way and then another can get highly irritating if one is in his com-
pany a good deal. Still, striking a balance on the lad will end up
with a favorable picture.

; The scholar of the LASFS of course was the
redoubtable Samuel Davenport Russell, a completely wonderful person.
Sam is a beautiful example of the 1-1-6 cerebrotonic. His continued
popularity around the LASFS is largely due to his polite silence in
the face of the club's banalitieg--if the club fuzzleheads could read
Russell's mind they would recoil as from a Yerke or a Ianey. Polite,
that is one of Sam's outstanding traits--a genial, easy-going polite-
ness and courtesy. %uiet and unassuming, he seldom speaks up in meet-
ings, but no discussion takes plaece long in his presence before his
eyes light up, and in his precise way he takes the ball and starts
for a touchdovwn. I have yet to see the discussion in which Sam was
not able to ¢ontribute as much or more than anyone else present. The
breadth of his knowledge and interests is breathtaking, and not a lit-
tle discouraging to those of us who find other interests interfering
with their pursuit of erudition. It wight be said that Sam is & bit
one-sided, since his avocational rounds center about the libraries
to a very large extent; on the other hand his adjustment to life is so
obviously satisfactory to him, and so adult, that it is plain that he
is of a scholarly bent from free choice rather than as an escape from
life. After a session with the LASFS' little escapists and frustrates,
an evening with Sam is like a summer trip to the mountains after a
week out in the desert. The mant's head is loaded with facts which he
presents with devastating logic; yet he ie rarely if ever pedantic,
and his sparklingly dry humor and twinkling grin round him off as a
Jewel which someday is going to get tired of the arid barnyard at
8374 South Bixel. ' Bud &t the club sometimes is, the time I've spent
there is admost repaid by the fact that through the club I have added
thies prince of gecod fellowes to my circle of friends.

: 0f a totally
different temperement, but in his own way a swell fellow is Eadie
Choumberlain, & good-looking, stocky fellow with & notable inebility
to handle his liquor, but nevertheless a pleasant companion who is
possessed of considerably more defpth then is apparent at first., =d
stands out in my mind chiefly from a long and probing discussion he
and I once had down in my Georgia Street shack, in which he used me
as gn audience upon which to unburden some woes. Thue I lecarned a
good deal about some of the difficulties of his adolescence, and of
his attempts (which my own observation shows me are largely succes
ful) to rise above them. I consider that Eddie has surmounted far
greater psychic hendicaps than those whieh have made life-long im-
possibles out of many fans, and this most certainly recuired a high
order of both courage and applied intelligence. Though Eddie and I
do not have an especial lot in common, he commands my sincere respect;
something whioch I muet admit T give but charily. He's one of the few
fans I have met who really tries to improve himself as a person.
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Though not a Fangeleno, strictly speaking, Michi-dogfan Dal-
van Coger was pretty much of a LASFS- regular on the weekends of_late
1943. There is a guy I could stand knowing .a lot better. Dal is
in many weys an Alva Rogers without the interest or telent for illus-
trating. Much more mundane and. practicael than the typical fan, Dal's
ruddy face and friendly grin were alweys welcome.

' 7ell, that about

covers the LASFS membership ‘in late 1943 as it comes to mind here in
March 1947. Of course there were a number of.others who were in end
out of the scene from time to time. I might mention in passing EWing
Brown, of whom I remember nothing more than the name and a faintly
distasteful {aend unremembered) connotation in aeonnection with him;
Arden "Buns" Benson, another of the MFS expatriates, who wes almost
completely .out of the pioture when I arrived, and who has always im-
pressed me as being one of the many normal people who quickly lose
interest in fandom as soon as they see what a bunch of jerks most
fans are; and a character named Vic clark, of whose distasteful ac-
tions and habits I shall say more later on. 1 - -

And of cour se the most
prominent member of the LaSFS as of November 1943 was the Ghost of
Claude Degler. :

7ell, let's ses. Before I got side-tracked writing

these vignettes of the club membership, I hed gotten myself through
my first LASIS wmeeting, which came rather close also to being my
last., Back to the narrative of events....

' Being tired from the trip,
I spent several days and evenings doing not much of anything except
trying to get rid of my cough in the luscious Los Angeles sunshine,
which amazingly enough actually ceme up to chamber of commerce stan-
dards during my first.two or three weeks here, and browsing around
the city. s _
. One of the first things I did was to look up Bob Hoffman's
mother, who turnmed out to be strictly wonderful---young, clever, en-
thusiastic, good-looking, and super-friendly. Not only did she help#
me a lot with my house-hunting, but she even let me unload the Weird
Hillys - into her c¢ellar, and kept most of my stuff for me until I had
& place to take it. ; : !
I spent a goodly part of those first few days
rummaeg ing in the book stores--alone at first, and later with Free-
hafer and/or Rogers. I also very shortly learned that someone of
other was in the clubroom nearly every hour of the day and night; be-
ing essentially of a gregarious nature, this led .to my svending .an
increasing emount of time there. ; it %t
' So many of the members lived right
there in the neighborhood; Brown and Kepner seross -the street at 628,
Morojo next door at 643, Daugherty three blocks down the street, and
Fern a ten minute walk away, Yerke, Bronson, Chamberlain, Benson,
Russell, aud Freehafer used the place a great deal as & meeting point
to rally ‘around a party to go to the theater or symphony; and Acker-
men ocommuted nearly every night from Fart MacArthur, often spending
the night next door on Morojo's and her cousin's guest couch. Then
not only did many of the members work screwy shifts, but then as al-
ways fens were notable for absentecism, skipping work at any time
for any reason or nmsne, In those first threec months, I doubt if I
ever spent more then an hour in the clubroom without being joined by
one or more other members. The evenings especially saw the premises
crowded; meny of the members were actively engaged in publicshing,
kept their typewriters and other equipment right there in the room;
there was usuglly someone reading something out of the club library;

i S o



and of course the wsuel droppings in and out. o R
Since such a large
proportion of the LASFS regulars at this time were active fans, rather
than hengers-on, the club made a definite appeal to me, despite its
obvious flaws and drawbacks. +Jhile it is true enough that one does
not ‘tursn out &s much output when working in & distracting group as he
woulé alone, there is much to be =aid for working with and in a group.
Suppose the old output of balderdash does fall off a little; as long
as one is enjoying himself what difference does it make?

After the
first few days, I commenced job-hunting and house-hunting about simul-
teneously. The elub, with its large backlog of stay-at-home intpo-
verte made an excellent foil for the extraverted way I was spending
my deys; and it was not until I hed gotten settled in & job that I
found the companionship of the fans palling on me. By December 1, I
had discovered that not more than one or tvwo were willing to go any-
where outside of the restricted rabbit-run around the Bixelstrasse,
and were llkewise presentable enough so that I was willing to be seen
with them in public. Naturally enough, I commenced & certain amount
of non-fan night life--I'd have just as soon had fans as my companions,
but if they didn't want to come along (or failed to meet my not very.
high standards) I went anyway. This is trivial to mention, except
that it was one of the first factors that disgusted me v ith the club.
Rimel and Baldwin, by whom I tended to judge all fang, were much less
one-sided, .

ind my disgust and discontent with the LASFS grew apace
as I learned more of the club's affairs--disgust with the club itself
and more or less contempt for various of the members,

‘ One of these
maetters was the Affair of the Buming Bibles, with its .ftermath of
censorship. Aekerman, as is well known, is a militant atheist. He.
was manifesting this belief by getting hold of all the religious lit-
erature he conveniently could with the ideca of keeping it out of the
hands of possible converts, wvas particularly concentrating on the
vcst pocket Bibles being distributed at Fort MacArthur for the troops.
(one man egainst the American Bible Society!) Anyway, it seems :that
on at least oue occasion, Ackerman and one or two others held a pub-
lic Bible-burning on the pavement in front of the clubroom. In a
column in the first FAN SLANTS, Xepner had artlessly told of this
performence, and in doing so had set off an explosion, lMost parti-
cularly hed Yerke and Daugherty hit the ceiling, and demanded a cen-
sorship of this column, holding that it tended to hold the club in
disrepute, and take away from the artificially built up myth of Shan-
gri-Le. {(If the truth hurts the club, so be it; better to &act in &
way one is not ashamed to have made public was my own attitude.) And,
typically, Xepner backed down more or less against Brown's vishes,
and permitted the shaking of the big stick to intimidate him and emas-
culaté his column.

Then therc was the Affair of the Stolen aArtwork.
Ronald Clyne, it seems, had had ¢ number of originale he wished to
publish through fen channels, and had invited all of the publishing
members of the LASFS to come to-his house one evening at 8:00 and he
would make an equitable division. Bronson, Brown, Xepner, and Acker-
man missed Daugherty; went on without him; only to find, upon their
arrival, that he hed not only sneaked out to Clvne's ahead of them,
but had hogged every originel that Clyne had. Daugherty was not pub-
lishing at the time, other than verbally.

Behoees of the expulsion of

Mre. Henry Hasse, v ith the resultant resignation of her husband and
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Bill end Peggy Crawford were still rocking around the place. Mrs
Hasse, the former Dorothy Finn, had, it seems, threateéned to break up
. ‘the. club; however, 'it was not unapparent that ‘many of her objections
to the group were only too firmly founded on fact, and it did not
seem to mé that the group wanted to do anything about removing these
flaws. .
Lz . The lack of solidarity among the membershlp was utterly beyond
behlef Absent members were discussed more with license than with
frecedom--and it did not take too long for one to get heartily tired
of hearing this anvil chorus. A month of it left one very well in-
formed as to which members were sodomists, impotents, alcoholics,
manic. depressives, phalilic succubi, communists, mesturbators, overt
devil. worshippers, lesbians, and other quiant formq of life. 0ddly
encugh, it did not reguire more than &n elementery ability to count
"~ to become aware that the freaks were definitely in the ascendency.
This sad’lessons in the Facts of Fan Life was sharply pointed up by
the. parade of homosexusls confstantly being dredged up in Pershing
Squere and brought around the club by one of the residents at 628.

And of course to cap the whole sordid story was L'Affaire Degler. I
never met Degler personally (though I slept in his bed at Ebey's), but
during my first 6 weeks in Utopia, I became much better acquainted
with Clod than with any other member of the club. TI'll try to summi-
rise it all briefly. On his nation-wide tour of fandom, the comic
coordinator arrived in Los ingeles in the early summer, moved in on
Kepner, and immediately commenced propegandizing hie Cosmic Circle,
particularly among Brown, Fern, and Kepner--all of whom joined. He
ealso started using the club publishing equipment to turn out a flood
of propsganda--the revoltingness of which is pretty well known. At
first, the more intelligent fens largely ignored him--cll except Ack-
erman, who joined the Cosmic Circle. Meny objected to Clod's extreme
filth of person (he arrived in Los Anceles wearing a dirty and sweat-
stained shirt which he wore every day without washing for around four
months, and finally donned once again, dirt, stink, and all, when he
left: town in mid-October) but they mere ly ignomed him.

Then one night,
Yerke heppened to pick up a copy of COSMIC CIRCLE COMMEN TATOR, end the
row was-on, but gcod. Bruce hit the ceiling, and, backed by Bronson,
Daugherty, and others, demanded that Degler be expelled and tiat hiq
publications be confiscated. The more moderate members tended to be-
lieve Degler's fabulous claims as to the size of his organization,
and felt it would be better to capture it by infiltration, teke it
away from Clod, and set it up as & successor to the then moribund
NFFF. This did not set well with-Daugherty, who of course wes NFFF
from top to bottom; but it did calm Yerke down sufficiently to cause
him to send out a questionairre, aimed at finding out just how wmuch
the Ccemic Circle emounted to, and just how many of the name fans
Degler claimed as supporters were actually in favor of it.

In the
month following, row followed row almost daily, as various of the mem-
bers got into savege arguments with Degler. Brown, Kepner, and TFern
disowned the-Cosmic Circle during this time--leaving it with two local
members, Degler end AcKerman. As evidence came in, much of it direct-
ly from the Chief Cosman's own writings and remarks, the anti-Degler
group became larger and learger, and when Yerke finally published his
definitive REPORT TO FANDOM ON THE COSMIC CIRCLE they made &n all-out,
full-scale attempt to oust Degler from the LASFS. AncG hell broke
loose in Shangri-la.

In the first place, the club constitution had no
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provision for the expulsion of members for any cause whatsoever. Aud

to meke matters more difficult, the progressive element ran headlong
into Forrest'J Ackerman's deep and abiding principle that the LASFS
and fandom should be a refuge for anyone who claimed an interest in
scientifiction or fantasy, end who wished to escape from the world or
from his own shortcomings. Aud many members supported Ackerman unre-
servedly--some through personal friendship, some because they were
peace-loving outer-circle readers of stf who had not been bothered by
Degler and did not believe in arguments, and, I fear, not a few be-
cause they too were more or less misfits and feared to set a precedent
: by which they too might -some day be expelled.

A wonth-long deadlock
ensued. Uanable to get rid of Degler by constitutional means, and un-
able to force a constitutional amendment, Yerke and others tried per-
sonal intimidation. From all accounts, Degler's one good point is
thet he .stuck by his guns and refused to be run out.

Yerke finally
delivered an ultimatum that if Degler ever set foot in the club agein
except on Thursday nights he personally would throw him out. He was
heartily backed by Bronson, Daugherty, Fern, Brown and others. Kep-
ner, typicelly, had taken up for the under dog, and was pro-Degler
at this time. Matters came to & head one S.nday shortly after this
when Yerke, out at Sante Monica, phoned the club only to have Degler
answer the phone, The progressives boiled into town, augmenting their
forces acs they came, and found Degler alone in the clubroom. Yerke
started to lay hends on Degler, and was struck down by a heart attack
brought on by heat and excitement. Daugherty and Bronson, in comic
opera tradition, almost came to blows with each other in. quarrelling
over which was to have the honor and pleasure of throwing Degler out
of the premises; in the resulting turmoil, Degler slipped away. Some
of the members went next door to get Morojo, and cauzht her red-handed
in the act of taking 310.00 from Degler in payment for a life member-
ship in the LASFS. '

Freehafer was chiefly instrumental in quieting
everyone down enough to get them to sit down and talk it over. This
was done in & series of meetings, during wh ich Yerke, Bronson, and
Daugherty were several times on the point of resigning from the LASFS.
But the hot-heads were gradually méllified, particularly in light of
the fact that Degler left town never to return. (Kepner rode u» to
Frisco with the fellow, and came back more bitterly anti-Degler then
all the rest put together.)

These conciliation meetings resulted in
the writing and adoption of a new constitution for the club, with
stringent restrictions .on new members, and the formation of a cludb
within the club--The Rentpayers' Committee--which Wwould' have juris-
diction over the club premises at all times except during the actuel
Thursday night meetings. This group consisted of thé mare active
membere, who carried keys to the clubroom and paid extra dues of %1
per month and up for thas privilege. .- . )

: But theé Degler mese left the
club deeply split down the middle, a legacy of ill-feeling that has
never entirely left it, even today. It also left most of the members
utterly obssessed with the subject of Degler. I heard little else
dur ing the first few weeks I was here. It horrified me to find & sup-
posedly healthy organism which had no provision made for disposing of
its waste-products; my high ideals for fandom were also outraged by
the fact that enyone would support anyone so likely to bring all fan-
dom into disrepute.

Kepner, I discovered, .had two large boxes of Deg-
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ler's personal effects in his closet, which he was supposed to ehip
back to Newcastle. “Then I learned that severel members had missed
things during Degler's stay, I suggested that his stuff be gone thru
before it was sent--and offered wyself as an agent, since I was the
only person there who had not been in the Great CO°m10 war -of the pre-
vious month, and hence could be.considered relatively neutral. Kep-
ner demurred violently, but of course gave in--being easy to talk out
of anything.

So he and I went at. it one afternoon. I ncarly fainted
at the stench that came out of these boxes, & reek coming from some
indescrivably filthy olothing which wee packed in the boxes. (I fished
the stuff out with a btent wire--andi I'm not at all squeamish, either.)
We found & miscellaneous bunch of stuff obviously mieappropriated from
the club and various members; we elso found a huge mases of undistri-
buted Cosmic Circle literature. I immediately demanded that this be
destroyed--with the idea of crippling his propaganda cempain. Kepner
of course was too idealistic, but I got good enough support from
Yerke, Bronson, Daugherty and Brown to prevent the stuff'se being sent,
(We leter made up sets of this undistributed me terial and sent it out
in the lL.os Angeles post-mailing W the December 1943 FAPA mailing, as
documentary evidence to support our demand- that Degler be expelled
from FAPA.)

Meanwhile, I'd located & room at the Lee Hotel .(8th and
Figueroe) and moved out of TFreehafer's crowded little apartment. I
shortly secured permission from the club to use the premises as &an
office, keeping my locked footlocker and typewriter in the room at
all times, and spending most of my evenings there. I worked the
night-shift for awhile in the latter part of November end early rert
of December, which caused me to miss a great deal of club act1V1ty,
and thus kept my disgust with the group from coming to a head as soon
as it otherwise would have.v
The jaw of even a hardened fan 11ke Ack-
ermean dropped when he saw the extent of my unanswered correspondence,
and the way that letters kept pouring in four, five, egix and even
eight a day even though I was writing none in reply. I set to work
end mimeographed a form letter to use in reply, typing brief notes
on some answeving the most urgent matters, I had figured.that this
would choke off my correspondence for a while and give me a chance .
to get out the 6th ACOLYTE. Huh! A1l my efforts did was to touch off
a veriteble deluge of mail; I shortly saw that I could answer the mail
and drop THE ACOLYTE, or 1et the mail go to hell. .I decided easily
enough that THE ACOLYTE was more important--but my respect for fan-
dom took another dive when I sew the crase way in which so many paltry
characters seemed insistent that I correspond with them at fabulous
length, regardless of other comittments, and regardless of the fact
that I now got all the fan talk I wanted face to~-face, and only“wanted
to correspond to further ACOLYTE.
Durlng the time I worked nights, I
had Saturday nights off, and at first these wére made the occasion
for some ripping all-night bull~-fests. -Since.these generally ended
up et my room down at the Lee, they were known as the Lee-Cons. Kep-
ner and Rogers were the most reguler attenders, next to Dal Coger,
Paul Freehafer, and Bob Hoffman. Dal Coger was responsible for my
initial aversion to the NFFF, of which I had heard scarcely anything .
while up at Clarkston. Its president, I learned from Slan Shacker
Coger, was E., Everett Evahs, who, supposedly was engaged in .secret
navy work stemming from his experlences in” JorlLd War I and was being
held pretty much incommunicado. Evans, according to Coger, hal only
been a ship's musician during his long lavy service, and, ‘instead of
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serving his country, asg/the published repont in BANFIRE stated’ he was

serving time the igen State Penitenznzy for homosexunl y- Now
I eve no aveysion tg heriosexuals as s dch\ If the alqze, I)am
only tow happy to>let Them alﬁne. /heartl esp dich
esty of sejding uider false, colors,\ is of gb i hook

to the bottom{ I 'felt thet’ sinecs EV ret&%c 9amed & ha Been f;amed

he would ‘have\gbne much better o, tel! /the tTu n rust to/the
tolerant mercy his felloy fanz/ I Qny/Cas}? &/sordid Bit of
deceit’ nernnnently soured ue Yon ’Ever Evans, the re when

he begah publiShing his salgfipmonlous TIUEBINDER] and gave/me & bitter
distrust'/of the NFEF which qu'hot at ‘all lescsopned as T got better ac-
qufanted w1th NF¥Pt s leading Los Angeles disciple, Waltdr J. Daugherty .

My afternoons, particularly on Saturdays, were spent in book and mga-
zine hunting. Oune amsing episode ccoured at ¢ e well-knowm Holly-
wood bookshop; I I'rd gme there with Ronald Clyne, who had gone imme-
diately to the back of the store while I had stopped to broswe at a
front table. A clammy hand was laid on my erm, and, startled, I looked
into the rolling eyes of one of the fruitiest fruits that ever got
blown, from & tree or elsewhere. "Who is youah fwiend?" he lisped.
"Huh?" from me, "Who is youah young fwiend?" the fairy repeated.

"0h, he's just a kId I came in here with; why?" mOh-h-h: He's such
& bee-ootiful boy-y-y!" came the trilling response. Since this EEX
character was one of the clerks in the store, it may well be imagined
that I never went there again with Ron! (So far as I znow, Ron is OKj;
he can't help it if he's good looking!)

The bookhunting spree came to
en abrupt halt a few Saturdays later when I totted up after a jaunt
with Rogers and discovered to my horror I'd spent nearly $25.00 in
a single afternoon. (Of course I had a two-foot stack of WEIRD TLLES
and a mint copy of the last issue of THRILL BOOK, but even sgo....) I
told the people at the club that wine, women and song were & lot more
fun and a hell of a lot cheaper--and proceeded hitting the Zenda and
other spot® on my Saturday nights. 1y tendency to cut loose was all
the more augmented by the fact that I was having the first of a terri-
fic series of battles through the mails with my dear wife, who. seemed
to feel that the housing shortage was something I hud invented to
plague her, and was kicking me in the teeth right at the time I needed
a modicum of consideration and loyalty. -
At about this time, an amus-
ing passage occured between Yerke and Ackermen ome Saturday night.
The clubroom was very well filled with fans, most of whom were doing
crifdna¢c to beat the band. At about 8:00 o'clock, Yerke put on his
coat, said good night, and started for the door. 8Bruce, where are
you going?t said the Ack. 20h, I have a date.® %You mean you'd
leave & roomful of fans to go out on a date?8 demended Ackerman with
a strong note of disbelief and disapproval in his voice. "Oh yes,
hadn't you heard? I'm a pervert. I go out with women!"

_ I whopped
with the rest, end dismissed the whole thing as a gag. However, I
was stunned and not a little hurt to discover the change in Ackerman's
attitude towards me when I myself commenced missing -the Bixel stye
from time to time to go dancing. Though he said nothing overt, he
made it very plain that he disapproved, and in divers weays he made,
his disepproval evident if not obvious. At the tdme I ignored it ell,
though it added to my discontent with the club. ' ,

Shortly before I ar-

rived in Los Angeles, Ron Clyne had met zlbert de Pina, a Hollywood
script writer who was knocking off scientifiction for PLANET on the

o B



side. ZXarly-in my acquaintence with Ron, he suggested that I come
out to de Pin&its with him, and eventuelly I got around tq.spo doing.
De Pin&g turned out to be an extremely ebullient’ indiv;dual not with- -
out a esertain patina of Hollywoodishmess, but nevertheless &, genlal =
host, stimuleting conversationalist, and all-round good fellow. He
seemed particularly struck with the possibllxties of the LASFS a&s a
retreat for Hollywood rcharacters, and we had many conversations along
this line. According to de Pina, a surprlélngly large proportion of
the people in the film - industry, 1nclud1ng such top- <flighters as 0li-
via de'Hevilland, read the better science-fiction magazines regularly;
in addition-he felt that emong this group thére’ was sufflclent deémand -
for ' a relatively unpublicised retreat where they "could dodge their
public that the LASTFS could quite conceivably be of interest to them.

Both Ron- and I told him at considerable length what sort of hog-wallow
the physical plent of the club usually was, warned him of the weirdly
impossible individuals who made up & good part of the membership, but
he persisted. He pointed out that we'd have to get a clubroom in,
Hollywood or the :San Fernando Valley, and fix it up somewhat more ci-
vilizedly then we had described the blub as being;-on the other hand,
he also pointed out that it was a pretty good gamble, that .he was al-
most convinced that he could get us enough interested and 1ntere=ting
members out of the film colony to repay our efforis meny ¢ imes, tHat-
if they did come in they could certainly be expected to. pay most of"
the freight, and that even if his plan failed altogether the’ clup
would still gain through having =e0ured more sultable surroundlngs.

Well. De Pina's scheme sounded rather fantastic, yet there was no
question whatever ebout him, or his connections: (which were well docu-
mented by his fabulously interesting scrapbooks---I myself £dw his
copy of -his $250:a week contract as a seript.writer which had been ‘in
effect at the time he was drafted), or his sincere interest in stf---
which he continued to write as a hobby long after he had been =1gned
up at the fabulous figure of £750 a week.

Jhile I could see’ po sible
drawbacks to the scheme, I most certainly talked it up around the
club--~-and my growing disgust. with-the LASFS got still. another boost
from the way the paople received it. Iiike Fern was about the only
member outside of Ron Clyne who liked it at all; Mel Browm, forgett-
ing that it was only a scheme to talk about, went off into a veri-
table tantrum &nd said he'd resign if any of those people tried to
get in the LASFS. DaughePty was firmly opposed---after all, he ves
only a stand-in. -Ackerman characteristically said 1little, but indi-
cated that such a move was contrary to the spirit end traditions of
the LASFS. And S0 Ofide.. 0ddly "enough, the poorer integrated &an’
individual member was with life, the more bitterly he objected to
de Pina's scheme; eWen though .it must be remembered that I d4id not
even bring it up officially, .but merely talked it over with. some of
the members., It vas from this episode- that I firet got. .my belief.
that to most of its members the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society
was no more than an escape from reality and an attempted escape from
themselves and their own woeful shortcomings, a belief which qubse-
quent experience has only confirmed. .
Iy report baC& to de Plna, “odd-
ly enough, did not deter his interest in the LASFS. ?inally one
Sunday evening, I took him over to the clubroom, much againet my bet-
ter judgement. The room was occupied by Ackerman, Morojo, Tern, and’
Brow. "hen we entered, Brown looked up, droprped what he was doing,
crowded past us and left before he could be introduced Fern went on
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though.it

reading, acknowledging .the introduction with a barely perceptible
grunt. Ackerman and Morojo were mimeéogrephing VOi; they did acknow-
ledge the introduction, though coldly and with obvious lack of enthu-
siasm, then immediately turned their backs pointedly and.went on with
the mimeographing. Shaking with rage, I showed de Pina a.chair, tried
to entertain him with notable lack of success, and watched him spend
half an hour trying to be friendly. Everything he said just floated
out a ways, then dropped with 2 soggy splat on the filthy floor. If
a direct enswer was imperative, morojo or Ackermen would usually
mutter & constrained monosyllable. At no time did they stop their
feverish miweographing, except when de Pina expressed & wish to buy

a cortein issue of UMNKINOWMI and Ackerman stopped long enough to hunt
it up for him and pocket the money, TFinally, de Pina left; I accom-
penisd him to the door and offered to drop him, but he reminded me
that he had an appointment at the Biltmore (eight or nine blocks down
the street) and that the walk would do him good.

. I went back into
the club and proceeded to stand things on end. I was so angry I could
hardly talk, but I managed to indicate what I thought of this rank
boorishness. Mike I forgave up to & point vhen he claimed that he
had been so deep in his reading he did not realise whet wes going on;
something that was characteristic of him, though a trait difficult to
condone. Ackermen muttered something about, uAfter all, he'd just
had & few stories in PLANET; who was de Pina, anyway?#; I blew my top
et the boy, pointing out that this made no difference, that the men
was as much e fan &s anyone present, was this club open to fens or
wasn't it, and so on-~well interlarded with choice Anglo-Saxon re-~
maTrks of dubious semantic bearing on the dispute. ALckerman subsided.
Myrtle quite huffily pointed out that it was the only night the duo
could work on VOM for a week, and that they were too busy; I blazed
back that perhaps VOM was not of quite such cosmic importance as its
editors liked to imagine, and besides there was such a thing as com-
mon courtesy. Browg came back in time to get a tongue-lashing from
me. Later he told me that the Ack-ojo bloc in the club had decided
to cold shoulder de Pina if he ever came around, for fear the members
might try to teke up his scheme of LASTS expansion, but I heve never
been able either to prove or disprove this statenent.

I shouldn't
have permitted all this to affect me as it did, but I never felt the
same about de Pina after this, felt vaguely humiliated over the whole
mess, and gradually ceased visiting him. He was as good a sport
ebout it as one could imagine, but I never could quite look him in
the eye after exposing him to such an uncalled for series of snubs,

Needless to say, this episode fanned my discontent with the LASTS to
open revolt, and set me to making political plans for the first time;
partly with the idea of revenge (I hate to admit it) but mostly with
the idea that with a bit of support I might be able to lead the club
into a somewhat less revolting groove.

I did not see de Pina for over
a week after this, but when I saw him next it was under pretty excit-
ing circumstances. An Earl Carrol girl, June Harris, had had a long
fan letter in the then-current PLANET; de Pine mentioned that she had
suggested he bring a couple of friends to Christmas dinner, and won-
dered if Clyne and I would like to be those two. (I nearly walked
through the phone saying ye®!) Ag an aside, I should mention that
Daugherty like to fused his Jets when he saw June's letter in PLANET,
immediately dashed off a letter to her in which he mentioned he wes
connected with Wurner Brothers, and in his excitement sent the letter
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airmail special delivery though it only had to go from one substation
of the Los Angeles post office to another, a bit of asesinity which
occasioned much merriment around the club. “Aayway, Ron and I went out
to de Pina's and dhortly after he took us to June Harris'. .I o long- |
er recall who all was there except that it was a- small gathering and -
everyone had & very good time. In the course of things, June discov-
ered I velonged to the LA4STS, aend mentioned having received .2 letter
fron some starry-eyed boy (yes, thatt's whHat she called him) that had
perplexed her. She got it out, end read passages which brought good
lJaughter from the people around the table, as did that airmail angle;
finally asking me if I <mew the fellow (.11ghtly, T said) e«nd what

was his connection wiih Jarner Brothers., 2I'w not entirely sure,2 I
said, “but I think he's just a stand-in for someone.® WThereupon, June
tore up the letter. (My telling of this episode around the club some-
how did not amuse Deugherty as much @< it did some of the others, but
then, I've never claimed to be a very good raconteur.) June was tall
and rav1shing, a very smart girl, and possescted of much more mind ; .
than most women I've talked with. Sure, I talked science- -fiction and»‘
fantasy with her; after all, that was my speed, end mink-coated beau-
ties with brand new Buick convertables are deflnitely not. . Christmas
dinner with an Earl Carroll girl! Yes, I'm afrald I wes a blt awed,

Apart from the regular fan gatherings, I also got in on a.couple ‘of
other social events in late 1943 thdt perhaps should be mentioned. -
Lora Crozetti had several of us, including Brown,-  Xepner, and muselfl,
for a luscious home-cooked Thanhsgiving dinner; and Morojo took &.
number of us to an exclusive Italian restdurant in-Hollywood :for -
Christmas Eve dinner, one of the few times that Ackerman hes ever
eaten out without going to Clifton's,

JButiah must veer away and plck
up the politiceal: developements of November and December 1943 .in Shen-
gri-La. At that time,.the ¢lub hed only one elected officer, the di--
rcetor (actually president), who eppointed the secretary and treasur-
er, plus any other officers he might wish, such as librarien., These,
plus the chhlrman of the Rent Payers' COmmittee, formed &n executive
committee which under the constitution had a&lmost unlimited powers,
though at the time I came to LA they did. not avail themselves of them
to any great extent,

Frechafertc resignation es director necessitated
the election of a pro tem director to fill out the balance of his one
year term which was to expire December 31, 1943, Walter J. Daughe rty,
in one of his frequent political moods, spent a great deal of time. - .
outlining to &ll who would listen his proposed pletform; oddly enough,
no one would nominate him, so he weas unable to run for the office.
Jimmy Kepner end Buns Benson were nominated; when Kepner was elected,
I was astounded when Buns and his supporters (Bronson, Chamberlin,
Yerke, eand one or two others) got up and walked out of the club. Kep-.
ner seemed stunned, but rallied enough to appoint Lora Crozetti as

secretary (she did not attend a single meeting in that capacity; some-

thing of a record for an officer even in the LASFS) and continue Moro-.
jo as treasurer. : »
This walkout was iollowed in a very few days by

some very bitterly worded resignations from Yerke, Bronescn, and others.
At the time I did not know enough ebout the club to realise how well .
founded their strictures were, so tended to oppose them. Another
fector was my very slight acquaintence with the gentelmmn in question; .
this mass resignation oecuring only three weeks after I arrived in -
town. So particularly when the first ENANVE . cane out, with its poor-
1ly worked out Bronsonlan attack on nev fans, I was for & short time
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quite strongly anti-Knenve, It must be remembered that the Xnanve
resignation occured but three vweeks after my arrival in Los Angeles,
and that I had but little chence to become wekl acqudinted with the
"genizl knaves® during this time; also that my being around the cludb
go much tended to give me for a short time the club's viewpoint.

One
result of all this was my faux pas with Lionel Innman. A%t the time
the :'1 KNANVE came out, I wrote a red-hot article attacking Bronson
extravagantly, gigned it as director of the LASFS, and submitted it
to VULCAN (which Phil had particularly singled out for criticism) for
publication. By the time the article appeered, the feud hed broken
viide open, I was an Quteider end on good terms vwith Bronson. So I
cent Innman &n equally red-hot retraction, attacking Ackerman end the
LASFS as wildly as I'd previously attacked Bronson. At about this
time, VULCAN went on &an irreguler bacis and I greduslly forgot all
ghout this erticle, only to have it come out about two weeks after
I was once more beck in the LASFS. I believe that in this vVULcaN/
Bronson episode I did the most thorough job of making en =zss of my-
self that I ever did :anywhere. If I weren't trying to write & fact-
uel and realistic account, I'd be only too happy to suppress all men-
tion of 1it.

A person standing on the.outside might heve jumped to
the conclusion thet the LASFS, after the resignation of the Knanves,
would heve been a pretty much united group. How wrong he would have
been! There were at least three distinct cleavage lines, marked by
extreme hostility, which divided the membership into overlepping
groups.

Most importent was the strong anti-Daugherty feeling. Liel
Bromn spearhesded this, having conceived a violent hatred of "JD over
the Affeir of the Stolen Artwork, which weas not in the least abeted
by Daugherty's being teken on the staff of FiN SLANTS as. the only con-
dit ion by which Daugherty would permit Brown to use any of Clyne's
artwork. This situation came to a head in early December when Daugh-
erty jumped Brown for running off & Clyne illustretion on the wrong
color of paper, and the resulting ruckus nearly brought the two to
fisticuffs, I htd to lead Mel outside and reecson with him for nearly
an.hour to calm him down. Deugherty was also cordially despised by
gsome of the members who resented his .grabbing the floor for ego-boo
purposes, was held in slight regard by most of the more intelligent
members who recented -hie strident floorgrebbing tactice on the grounds
that they detrscted from the intellectuslity of the club. At the
time I vas on good terms with Falt, and zctually liked him & good
deal, despite the feact that I tendcd to regard his tendency towards
self-glorification as rather amusing.

Secondly, there was a marked
anti-homosexusl feeling held by seversl members, It must be remem-
bered that .the club had from two tofour active homosexueals in its
membership at all times, that one of the most active members of the
club wvasB also.its most vocal homosexual, and that he was continually
brlnglng .other fags around .the club.

The lest cleavage line was that
between hLckerman and the rest of the club. Ackermen was riding ex-
tremely high on his "fandom is all” philosophy, and wae not only ex-
pressing strong opinions against various members who chose to vary
their crifanac by music, the theater, sex, liguor, or anything else
(usuglly behind their backs) but was developlng a most exasperating
hebit of hending "delinquent” fanes prim little notes of rebuke in
which he chided them for going to the symphony, or shooting e¢raps in
the club room, or going dancing, or taxing ua drink.
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Despite the swirling tides of an tagonisms, the LASTS was
rolling along quite merrily. Kepnetr, in' his capacity of director,
instituted & very successful series of discussion meetings, at which
business was held at a minimum. ‘His technicue wes excellent. He him-
self would prepare an introduction, end would proceed to lecture the
club on the chosen topic, expressing himself as extremely as possible.
The moment one of his outrageously unsapporteble statements would
set.someone off, Kepner would subside; and would resume’ talking only
as it was necessary to keep the discussion moving along. Right at
the point when the bullfest was at its height, with two or three in-
dividuals clamoring at once for the right to be heard, he would ad-
journ the meeting, which would immedietely break up into several
viclently arguing groups.

. I got transferred to the day-shift in ear-
ly December, &nd very quickly got e belly-ful of the club. In typi-
cal Laney fashion, I commenced shooting off my mouth as to what was
wrong with the LASFS, and before I kmew it had outmaneuvered myself
into a position where I had to put up or shut up. Unfortunately for
my own tranquility, I am not the shutting-up“type.

Brown and Fern be-
came angered at Kepner over some of the non-fan friends he xept bring-
ing around the club, and came to me with the request that I run for
director with their support. I turned this offer down, pointing out
that I'd not been around the club long enough to get elected, and
that I bad enough to do without taking on a task which I «new regret-
fully I'd be sucker enough to take seriously. But they kept after me.
Then one evening in mid-December, Welt Duugherty button-holed me on
the way back to dinner, asked where we could go for a private talk.

I led him to my car, where he told me that he thought my ldeas would
never take, that they were too close to his own ideas with which he
had taken the directorship in 1940, -but thet he felt about the same
way, and that if I'd accept, he intended"to nominate me for director.
We telked the matter over, counting noses and votes, and I came to
the conclusion that I could probably run a pretty good raece at that.
Between my reluctance to back down on my severe strictures on the
club and Falt's persuamive tongue I gave my consent. ¥ -

L2 This led to &n
idiotic contretemps. I immediately told Brown and Fern what I'd de-

cided, only to have Brown blow! his top and tell me that if I let

Daugherty nominate me he not only would not support me but he would
fight me with all he had. Fern backed him up. This attitude really
got up the Laney irish, and led to a six weeks rupture between myself
and Brown, since I told him off but good. :

Kepner was nominated agains
me, but after talking over my platform with him he expressed a wish
to withdraw. I tried to talk him out of it, but he did. Ackermen and
Morojo talked him into reopening his nomlnation and this action was
the first thing that set me veering towards the side-of the Kmnves,
since Yerke had bluntly pointed out that the Ackojo block, as-he call-
ed it, stood entirely for neutrelity, banality, and the stEtus quo-=
I'd not believed it, but this action so clearly proved the truth of
this one statement that it set me off reconsidering the entire Knanve
matter, something one could not do objectlvely without being turned
against the LASFS.

My platform might be of incidental interest: (1)
Unite all Los ingeles fandom under the banner of the LAS®S. (This
was worded around the club in such wise as to lead Ackojo to believe
I would oppose any further attempts &t ousters (such as the Degler
ruckus); actually meant that I intended to try to get. the Xnanves
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back into the c¢lub).  .(2) Continue Kepnerts discusesion meetings. (3)
Clean up the club and-its membership both phmsically.and psychologi-
cally. (Yes I wéas ngive, wasn't I? But I've always hed a strong yen
for improving myself and ironing out my own .many mental kinks; my big
error was in presuming others around the club had any.similer motiva-
tion.) (4) Get out an.issue of SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES, which had been in
& disgusting state of suspended animation for nearly six months.

] ; In
the course of my political maneuverings, I approached Kepner, and sug-
gested that if he felt my ideas on uniting the LASTS and the manves
- were eny good (he did) that it might help unite the ¢lub if he and I
made a reciprocal agreement that whichever one was elected director
would appoint the other secretary, which of course was the #2 pfficer
of the club., The effect of this of course was to guarantee the club
a 'reasonably non-partisan slate of officers, a coalition cabinet, so
as to speak. XKepner accepted this deal. :
i On the night of the ekction
I happened to sit next to Kepner. As the ballots were being passed
around, he lesned over to me and said, vaire you going to be a gentle-
maen and vote for me, or a heel end vote for yourself?" ."™thy, d4id you
ever heer of a2 Laney being a gentleman?" I tossed back. Of course
voted for Kepner. The ballot was & tie. 'Walter J. Daugherty wes ex-
tremely onnoyed, since as teller he had to pass cut & new cet of bal-
lots. We voted the second time, and it was still a tie. Walter J.
Daugherty hit the ceiling, accused the club of mec king fun of him dby
deliberately tying up the vote, demanded that either Kepner or I with-
draw from the race, and in general put on a typical Desugherty display,
incluaing the customary threat to resign from the club. Kepner leaned
over to me and suggested that we break the tie by decidéng between us
wiich one was to be director. I said, "OK, I've been voting for you;
I'11l chenge and vote for myself." "My God," Jimmy scresmed, "I've
been voting for me too!"™ The club howled. It ended up that both Kep-
ner eand I voted for Laney, so I appointed him secretary, &s previously
agreed, continued Myrtle in office as treasurer, and adjourned the
meeting. 1943 was over in Shangri-La.

I scem somehow to have missed
the exhumation of Charles Edward Burbee Jr., so before closing this
chapter, I'd better backtrack. Both .indy Anderson and I had corres-
ponded at some length with Burbee in my pre~LASFS days; when he drop-
ped into town during the Christmas holidays he suggested we look the
guy up. The idea of a mystery man who wrote long letters to fan edi-
tors, subscribed to all fanzines, yet apparently had never been around
the LASFS appealed to Kepners imagination, €o the three of us grabbed
a streetmap, and drove out to Burbee's house. He was most friendly,
made vastly with the beer and whiskey, and explained that he had gone
to the club ebout eight months previously, had welked into a roomful
of people who ignored him for half &n hour, end had finelly left in
disgust. (This was and is the L.iSFS' most annoying feature--the rude
way in which vieitors are deliberately ignored and mede to feel as un-
wWelcome &s possible unless they are either known fans or are sponsored
by some eggressive member who will force the club to recognise them.)
We secured a promise from Burbee to try again, and left after a most
lovely four or five hour bullfest.

So I guess it is time for a vign-
2tte of Burbee, the guy who for & long time was my best friend in fan-
dom. Physicelly he is tall end slender, with a leonine heed wobbling
on a pipestem neck, bushy curly dark hair, swarthy features, and a
pronouncedly Mexican cast of features (which no doubt steme from the
fact thet he is of English extraction.) He is very much murried to a
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somewhat shrewish wife and an indeterminete number of children. Bur-
bee is not worried about matters of child-raising--he counts noses at
night, and if there are less than three he says, "Oh well,” and statts
another one that night. He is very easy-going, rather vain in some
respects, and smooths his passageway.through life Jith a.sense of hu-
mor that cen be called nothing less than unique. - Hé is lots-of fun,
but never appears to take anything seriously, a factor-which at tlmes
can be annoying. He is_also the dirtiest telking men I have ever
known. But he is a good egg, even if he 1s motivated only by & pro-
found jealousy of Al Ashley's superior mind. (¥When I get to Ashley,
I intend to say: Al is a good egg, even if he is motivated only by
a profound jealousy of Chas. Burbee's superior mind. This maey be a
peculiaer form of symniosis.). At any rate, neither Al nor chas eé&n
taix to me for ten minutes without commencing to run down the other,
so I believe I am juctified in presuming there ics some sort of obscure
attraction here. Burbee, despite his easy-going ways, can be a very
difficult person, but is well worthy of cultivation, particularly if
you are bawdy-minded, for the guy is " the best off-¢olor raconteur I -
have ever known., Hic interest in fandom and fantasy is resding with-
out collecting and publishing without ego boo (excevt of course for
Charles Edward Burbee). Alter-interests include beer, bawdy reminis-
censes, tinkering with radios and other eound equipment, and record
collecting.

Another arr1Val on the December 1945 scene was Jules La-
zar, a hefty young jesish boy from Bos ton and the Strangers' Club.
He was tall, hegvily built, and strong as a bull. He &id not fit
very well into the club, belng prone to take offense where none was
intended, and through being essentially unintereeted in fandom, yet
just enough intorverted so that he found difficulty in qtaymg away
from the easy @ssociations of the club. T alsays rather liked Jules
until his tendency to shove people around after -a couple of drinks.
became too pronounced. Since he was only 18 or 17 at the time he was
in LA, I have little doubt but what he has grown into & pretty nice
fellow. Certainly there was room Tor improvemenm.

: . Oh boy.  The next.

chapter will be about the feud. Hold onto your hats, folks! '
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CHAPTER SIX
-000-

Thunder Over Daradise
ooRROKROROR  dkokok okl sk

With m K election to the directorship of the LaSPFS, the stor-
my affairs of the club became ay own peculiar responniblliﬁy, or so

I felt at the time., I had criticised the club savagely though-con-
structively; here I had been given the driver's seat, end so it secem-
ed up to me to try to do something about the conditions which T hrd
deplored.

Trouble broke out almost ut once. .
My first ruckus of 1944
wae with Jalter J. Daugherty over my membership in the National Fan-
tasy Fan Fzderation. Everett had come out of durance vile in late
1943 and had commenced his strong membership drive; his bosom buddy
Daugherty seemed to. regard it of prime importance that &1l members of
the LASFS join the NFFF, "Los ingeles 100% behind the NFFF,"™ was an
oft-reiterated cry about this time. Well, I heartily deeplee thise
sort of imitation chsmber of comrerce qtuff Why. should we be 1007
behind anything? What had the NFFF ever done to warrant our support-
in it? ([t epparently was just another new attempt of the cosmic Cir-
cle type of mind to get & lot of free ego-boo. A1l I did wes to esk
a few.seerching and honcst questions Daugherty answered my three
chief objections most unsatlsfactorily we should be 100% behind the
NFFF because it wes the nationel, the LATIONAL, fan orgenizetion. It
wes not new, either; wes establlehed in 1941.. 0K, vhat had it done
in the past 2% to 3 yeers? Uh, uell...fandom did not cooperate; the
presidsnt was culled .awey to the service of his country (!); well, -
uh, well my god Laney it is the NATIQI:L fon orgenization and the
LASFS should be 100% behind it.

So I turned it down cold. Daugherty
told me if I couldn't ariford it right then he'd put up the dollar,
and it made me pretty thoroughly disgusted to be so totally unable to
get across my point that I saw no need for the NFFF, and that I felt
it should: probe itself before I joined.

So lkir. D. sent in & dollar
in my name anyway, over my flat refusal to join, I did not mince
words when I found out about it, but finelly allowed that the pres-
tige of the LASTFS demanded that it#s director belong to the NFFF, so
I paid over my dollar and slid back behind the sophistry: that lLaney
the fan was not a mexber of the MNFFF but Leney the director of the
LaSFS wes., But it strained the eir between Daugherty and myself no
end.,

(0ddly enough, neither at this time nor any other time during
the feud, did anyone tell Daugherty thet his idol was in the c¢link
on a morals rap. We didn't want to hurt Davghe rty. He did not lcam
of this until Al ishley told him ebout it in the fall-of 1945.)

The
next fuss, coming almost 51multnneou°ly with the NFFF embroglio, con-
cerned & fenne named Patti Grey Jood, & cousin or something of lioro-
jJots who had for several years been more or lass active in fandom un-
der the name of Pogo. She had been a member of the LLSFS fop seversal
yeers, had merried @ club member (Russ Wood), znd moved to San Pedro.
Now her husband had gone in the Navy, she wes going to-live with Mo-
rojo, end she wanted to rejoin the LASFS. But it seoms that she had
had some sort of major quarrel with Ackermen, part of shich is € met-
ter of public record in 1942 FAPA mailings ana part of thich I never



did find out enything about. The upsehdt of it all was that Ackerman
flatly refused to have her in the club. ' Quite frankly, this burned
me up. Pogo was & member of FAPA, had published two fanzines under
her own power and three or four jointly with her husband; her stuff
did not rate especially well either in quelity or quentity, but it
wasn't so far below averege but what it could be r¢ed with more or.
less interest; I felt that the élub needed members, perticularly femi-
nine ones, and that Ackerman had no business whatever to try to keep
anyone out of the club, particulerly in light of his assiduous foster-
ing of Clod Degler. ki ol S ruidt g _
' Nearly ell of.us applied@ the pressure pretty . -
hard, end Ackerman, &ppalled at the apparent loss of the estesm of
most of the club, rather grudgingly permitted her to join. . (His meth-
od of keeping her out wes to state -that he ‘personally would boycott
her in every way, refusing to speak to ‘her or ‘acknowledge her presence .
if she rejoined. - Pogo naturally enough did rnot wish to rejoin. under
such conditions.) This whole thing coured me pretty completely on
Ackermen for e while, and:my disgusy with the lad was not decreased
by the comic opera bust-up with Morojo with the contradictory post
cards which occured at the same time. (Ackerman broke. off with Moro-
jo because she wanted to csmoke. in.the clubroom, sent '‘out:about S0
postcards to fandom announcing the split-up--then had to send out..
enother postal a day later when .Morojo gave in 'on the smoking,)
- - Any_
wey, Pogo Joined the club, 80,1 suppose a vignette is in .order. -She
is a rather large woman--not fat, but tell, big-boned, and well-built;
carriess 140 pounds in a manner that mekes them look like 120. Shz2'is
brunette, pretty good looking, and noteble for an air of vague help-
lsssness which largely stems from myopia ‘and is not at &ll reflective
of a rather self-sufficient and comretant personality. Her interest
in fandom was almost entirely limited to the people in fandom, rather
than in fantesy, stf, or other facets of the field; and she was far .
more interested in going dencing than in sitting around the turgid.
atmosphere Oof the club. -
The first three or four meetings of my term
ren rather smoothly. The Kecner-led discussions featured them, and
for the most part I did feirly well in keening business {or quasgi-
business)off the floor. This-was pretty hard on some of the hays . .
like Daugherty, whose chief pleasure seemed to be getting the floor .
and holding forth for half .an hour on how dirty the club room was.or .
something else of egual moment--but it did tend to make the meetings
of more interest, particularly to the outer-circle members who after .
all did not care a faint damn who got his ego boo and how, but, were
more interested in serious diseussions. : g '
_ But what business there was.
turned- out to be red-hot. “uen the Knanves resigned from the club, .
Yerke had reteined his title of Honorary Secretary, and early in nmy -
term of office approached the LASFS with. the idea'of being confirmed
&g an honorary member. Since the club had permitted Biuce to use the
title “"honorary secretary" repeatedly in club publications, it seemed
to me a foregone conclusion that the group would acknowledge the ho-
nor. Ackerman, iorojo, and Deugherty had a fit--claimed he had never
been made an honorary member, and that he had never even been made
honorary secretary, though it developed that he had held thet office
for over five years. An attempt to check the conflicting claims by
referring to the minutes merely showed that certain sets of minutes
were lacking altogether. It could hawe been carelessness, but at the
tlme I felt they had been deliberately extracted and destroyed. I
still think so, though I haven't a shred of proof. The affair came
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to a head at dinner one night before the regular meeting. Accusations
of tampering with the minutes were being hurled pretty freely, and
Ackerman, who apparently felt very deeply against Yerke, seemed to
think that some of us wanted to destroy the club by permitting T.
Bruce Yerke to belong te it. It was all very assinine, but feelirng
was rising very hiegh. Wishing to preserve a modicum of peace in the
club (after all, I'd been director only tvo weeke) I suggested to the
arguing parties that the whole Yerke matter be turned over to'me, and
that I would make a constitutional interpretetion.on the strength of
which the matter might be decided. 0ddly enough, this tceemed saties-
factory to most of them, Of course my line of thought wes pretty
obvious; Yerke himseif had written the club constitution no more than
three months previously, and I was certain .that he had provided for
himeself therein. Unfortunately he had neglected to do so; though I
epent most of the evening studying the document 'I could find no pre-
text on vhich I eould announce Bruce &s an honorary member., £o of
course I had to rule tiat the constitution did not provide for hono-
rary officers; however, I pointed cut, it would be & fine gesture if
we were to grant Bruce'an honorery membership,®since he has served as
an orficer of the“club for years and moreover is one of the few local
fans #ho has any sort of reputation ovtside Los Zngeles.® This made
isckermen very angry; "Give him an honorary membership? why, he hms
insulted the club!"

My personel affairs struck a nadir in mid-Janu-
ary. In the first place, I was rather dissatisfied with my job at
the time, yet could not as yet figure any angles to get around the
war manpower -commision and moke a change, particulerly in light of my
rather shaky standing with ay draft board. Secondly, the quéarrel be-
tween myself and Jackie had become terribly bitter---she seemed to
hold me persanally respone ible for the housing shortage, reved and
raved because I had not rented & house &nd sent for her (though she -
steadfastly refused to allow me to buy & house at swollen wartime
prices--nearly 407% of what & house would cost todsy in 1947), demand-
ed that I come back immedictely end go to work for Boeing (and live
with my in-lavis), end so on. ell, the 'Teird 7illys was done, finish-
ed. It would still hobble around town after a fashion, but both it
and its tires were too fer gone to take off on a trip. snd I most
certainly did not intend to spend the furaniture money for a dubious
used car which might turn out to be even worse., To lend greater imme-
diecy to the situation, my room at the Lee was becoméng impossible---
the hotel was trying to put me out (so they could make more money on
the room by renting it by the night) and had manctged to make it dnin-
habitable--through rancacking my dresser daily vhile I was at work
and leaving my clean clothes strewn all over the room, unlocking my
door and leaving it standing open, not permitting me visitors, and =o
on. To top it off, I still had that bronchiel cough which had been
chronic since early October; I felt lousy physically, and missed
enough work to cut my eernings away down--this of course lecding to
a certain amount of psychological upset and worry which wes not in
the least abated by the letters my supposed helpmate was knocking me
over with once or twice & week. I mention @ll this simply to point
out that I was not myself during those first few weeks of 1944, and
thet these other conditions undoubtedly contributed to my getting so
bitterly involved in the feud. Imcgine it, here I was caught in a
situation in which I could see no avenue of satisfactory escape, yet
one tiny facet of it (the club) most definitely was suseptible to be-
ing worked on.

It was in the middle of my depressed period that T
brought out the "drunken" FAN-DANGO which caused so much unfavoreble
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comment for the next year or so. The Sunday of January 16, 1944 s=aw
me confronted with & FaPA deadline, a date with Pogo, and & bottle of
rum., I started the afternoon cutting stencils furiously to try to
get most of them done before my date; -being in the dumps anyway start-
ed sampling my bottle, and first thing I knew all my disgust with life
in general and the LASFS in perticular sterted pouring out of that
machine. Somewhere along the line I knocked off, went on my date, and
came back around midnight gloriously potted. Kepher was there and
wanted company, since he intended to miwmeogreph all night, so I went
back at it with more force than judgement. On looking. over that once
notorious issue; I find myself in heerty accord with nearly everything
T said., The trouble was that I did not substantiate my remerks (tak-
inzg my proofs for granted without realising that most fans ideclise
boch the LASFS and fandom) and that my languege occasionelly got just
a chade vulger.
ilong about this time I hed discovered that Pogo in-
tended to divorce her husbend, and commenced taking her out quite a
bit, seeking in her and one or two other girls a bit of compensation
for my own stormy matrimonial situation. And this brouzht me headon
into collision with Ackermean. Certainly I was around the club a num-
ber of times when I hed been drinking. So were a lot of others, As
long as I could carry my liquor (which I definitely could and can 4o)
I couldn't see that it was anyone's business but my own, and I not
only resented the fact of meddling on Ackemen's part, but even more
his refusal to tell me off like € men and his cons tant circulating of
lurid and unfounded tales about me, tales which came back to me &al-
most deily at about that time.
Also, when I commenced dating three
to five nights a week, Ackerman and some of his friends begen howling
thet I was neglecting the club, forgetting that I was still spending
more time around the sacred stye than eny director since excert AclBer-
man himself. Though I find myself unable to remember specific in-
stances, I still recall vividly how bitterly I lashed out, "Was this
place ¢ mele nunnery, and had I taken some perverted vow of chastity
and self~-denial?2, when all this finally came to my - attention once
too often.
The drinking situetion came to & head in nid-January. Po-
£0 and I had decided to use the clubroom and Lilke Fern's radio as a
spot in which I could teach her to dance; I had pert of s bottle of
rum, perhaps two-thirds of a pint. We waited until the fans had left,
then went over and spent perhaps an hour dancing and telking and tak-
ing an occacional short nip. Kepner dropped in and also picked up
some dancing lessons by remote control. (No, Burbez, I didn't dunce
with him.) About 11:30 the radio went sour, we talked for a. while
and then decided to play pinochle, which we did until cbout 2;00. We
€till hed somg of the rum left when we adjourned, so it is »nretty evi-
dent no one was more thun faintly heppy; and we slso tidied up the
club, leaving it necter than it hed been when we entercd it. “
The
next evening all hell broke loose. Daugherty and Acicermen both jump-
ed me for turning the club into a whorehouse, holding a drunken party,
and destroying the members' property. I gave right back with as good
as I got, and it was @ honey of & fuss. From here on out, it was open
war between Ackerman and Daugherty ageinst me, ‘
I finally had gotten
my bellyful of both the Lee Hotel and my dear wife's fantastic refu-
sal to face the facts on housing., I decided to l&y off work and hunt
full time for a rentel. Then I finelly saw that such did not exist,
but that there were & number of cheeply available store-buildings,
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many ecuipped so as to be converteble into housing with little or mno
effort, I <ecided to make & comprimise, rent and furnish a store (af-
ter ell, I had to buy furniture anywey and had the money for thet pur-
pose), then sell Juckie on the idea of buying & hduse. !
; Very shortly

I had located a former vegetable market, located at 1104 South Georgia.
It was horribly filthy, having been empty since its Jap tenants had
been put in a concentration camp in early 1942, and was in & tough

part of town; on the other haend it was filled with shelving, had a
small separate room in back, a toilet room, & sink with running cold
water, and several gas outlets, Tuae lendlord agrecd to give me a

gas hotplate on which to heat water end permission to do anything to
the shelves I wanted to. So I rented it for $£00.00 e month, bought

& bedroom set and: e living room set, and moved in. Jules Lizar help-
ed me move &and do the heavier lifting, and one weekend of really hard
work saw me titted up with a really nice apartment. I tore out eall
but two sections of the shelves, rebuilt these into &n "L", using the
leg (backed with the corrugated board off my mattress box) as a parti-
tion., Thils gave me a three room suite: 20x30' iiving room, 20x18Y
bedroom {containing the sink and hotplate as well), 12x12' utility
room (.hich later was fitted up as a publishing workroom) wnd of
course the toilet room back in the far corner., That was the once-fe-
mous Fran Suack. It had its flaws, notably the tendancy for sireet
dirt to blow in under the door, and the inconvenience of having to
bathe out of a small pan. But I uad @ broom and was not afraid to

use it, and you'u be surprised to know how much bath water cen be

made out of a gallon of furiously boiling wuter,

The second meeting
of my directorship, I ennounced that since I could find no qualified
person willing to take over the e¢ditorship of SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES to
replace Phil Bronson, the club would devote the last meeting of each
month to getting out a jointly published issue. I asked for a show
of hends to see who was willing to do what, and very shortly had a
pretty good issue lined up. Daugherty ceme in shortly after this,
and immediaetely had a fit, cleiming that joint nublicshing hed been
tried before (under hies a@egis) and hed feiled abysmally. "It can't be
done." Ackerman, under this prodding, allowed that he was afraid of
being stuck with all the work.

Since everything I had yet suggested,
since uy election, had been greetsd not only by this Daugherty "can't
be done" sound-off, but by appercntly sustained attempts- to-discour-
age anyone who might want to try it anyway, I called Daugherty on it
right out loud, accusing him pointblank of trying to sabotage my at-
tenpts to do enything with the club end suggesting that his possible
motive might be that he did not want to see anyone succecd where he
had failed., Somehow, Daugherty's and my relations took @ turn for
the worsc about this time,

: But the membership went on anyvay, writing
and stencilling for SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES. I wrote & two page article
entitled, "Knenveism: A Boon for Fankind?", in which I analysed the
first issue of THE XNANVE, and suggested possibilities for the group,
likening them to the alumni associations in mundane ayjay. The tone
of this article was on the whole rather friendly towards the Zneanves,
though it wes not without a certain emount of sarcastic undertones,
and wondered out loud if they'd be big enough to rise to their oppor-
tunities. Ackerman, incensed by the #1 KINVEZ, wrote a really.rugged
article called "Knanve is a Louse, by 1. Sprague de¢ Campfollower" in
which he stuck his usually retrscted neck out just as far as it would
reach, and put out & pretty sharp personal attack on Yerke and Bronson
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Among other things, it stated that Bronson and Yerke had stated that
they would walk across the street rather than speak to Ray Bradbury,
that Yerke was rejected from the army as a manic-depressive, and 8
number of other items which would be hard to prove. (Yerxe, for exa-
mple, was put in 4-F on account of hypertension,) Forry showed the
article to me, and asked me what I thought of it. Jell, I knew very
little of the facts of Yerke's seven year sojourn in the ¢lub, so I
told Ackie that if he were reasonably sure of his facts I thought it
was QK. I figured it would get & rise out of the Knanves, that “they
probably would answer it, and that in the course of the resultlng
controversy the truth would probebly come out. And I didn't care a
rap who ended up with a tarnished reputation.

~In due season, the lact
meeting of January ‘rolled around the meeting at which we were to pub-
lish SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES. I had done a considerable amount. of advance
planning, assigned Kzown anc Fern {(both -sheky typists) to the mimeo-
graph, and had-arranged thet some stencils were already cut for them *
to start in on. Before the meeting, I went next door to Pogo's, got
to talking, and let the’ time for starting the meeting roll past. It
made no difference, really; everyone kmnew what was plenned and that
there was to be no formal meetlng other than a call to order, reading
of minutes, and adjournment; and the secretary (Kepner) was supposed
to preside in the absence of the director., For some reason, Kepner
could not bring himself to call the meeting to order, &and & number of
the people (notably Joquel) got. extremely angry because I was not A
present, Joquel had a tantrum and stormed out of the club, and short-
ly I got a phone callfrom Fern, who alsoiseemed in evil. mood. I :
asked if the meeting had started,'found it hadn't, and told Fern to
tell Kepner to call it to order end get it over with, that I'd be
over as soon as I finished nmy drink. A few moments- 1ater TFern came
into the apertment without knocking and walked right down my threat,
I blew up at him, told him I didn't intend to preside, that Xepner
had certain definite duties in my absence, and that I would come over -
as soon as the club was ready to start publishing. Following which,
I shoved him out the door and slammed 1t on hin, and went back in for
another drink.

I arrived at the club, finally, juct as Kepner was
adjourning the meeting, doled out as 81gnment° tothe few who did not
already know what to do, and commenced stencilling my own -article.

I cut the two stencils, checked to see that everyone had sonething
to do, and took Pogo, around the corner for a short drink. Everyone
seemed furious at me. I got back, found little had been. done in my
absence except cuss me, but I merely gat down and composed an editor-
ial on the stencil., I got it finished all but two or three lines,
was called across the room to settle the order in which certain-un--
foreseeh itemg 7ould fit into the iddue, looked around and saw that
everyone ‘hed a half an hour of work while I had perhaps two minutes,
g0 took Pogo around the corner again for another drink..

7hen I ceame
back, the etmosphere was pretty tense. Mel remarked he needed a sten-
cil to run off, so I sat down to finish mine only to discover thet
Lckerman had finlehed it in & most inesulting #way. I blew up sbout it,
end the-meeting ended up in a savage cuarrel. ' Ackermsn, 3rown, Tern,
and Daugherty (the latter having just dropped in) waded into me for
neglecting my duty; I came right back to point out that I had written
and stencilled three pages out of a twelve page issue, had coprdinated
the work, that I was only one-fifteenth of the people present but
hed done a uarter of the actual work, and what did they expect for
two bits., I further gave dckerman - the tongue-lacshing of his career
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for sabotaging my stencil. The uééhot of it all was that we did not
quite finish. the iesub, having,'as“I recall, 10 of the 12 pages done.

The next day &t work, I thought the whole thlng over, realiced that
while I probably ehou].d have made :a point of belng 'on hand every se-
cond there was nothing to make such a fuse about, since &after all I
hed done my part of it (if I was that much faster a typist that I
could go out for a while too that was just the reward of ‘genius(?t!)
or something) and that enyone would resent being ‘gent for. in so in-
sulting a fashion when' there was no need to send for him at all. On
the other hand I realised that I had never had any serious trouble
with enyone while I was merely a member of the club, and it occured
to, me' that T'¢ better give the club back to the nitwits- and confine
my fanning to publishing ‘THE ACOLYTE. So that night I'wrote out &
resignetion as director, which I thenceforth carried in my pocket,
‘with the resolution to use it the moment another fuss came over the
horizon.
: But that was on ¥Friday.

s - Sunday the whole complexion of the
brewing feud changed sherply.’' Alemg about noon I was puttering around
Fran ShacX when there came & rap at the door and there were Phil Bron-
son, Buns BesBon, and Bruce Yerke. Yerke was at the point of a tem-
rer tentrum over Ackerman's "Knanve ‘I x4 Louse" which the three had
Just read, and peremptorily demended that I suppress the article., I
told him I was double-daimed if I'd be intimidated, particularly in
my own house, that I took orders from no one on club affaire, but I
would be only too happy to talk to him about it if he could present
his case civilly. He more or less subsided, grumbling like a bear,
and Bronson took the conversationgl ball, from time to time subduing
Yerke. Benson throughout the afternoon said little or nothing.

It
seemed that all of them had taken violent excention to the article,
particularly on certain points which they assured mée were totally un-
fectual, and that they Telt sckerman's characteristic ducking behind
& pseudonym would make the publishing of it an officisl sent iment of
the club,

1 pointed out that Ackemen had submitted the erticle to
me in aedvance, that I had told him it would be OK if he were' resson-
ably sure of his fécts and that since it was e tently impossible for
me to have witnessed most of the stuff the article was talking about
I could do little but teke TForry's word. .However, I pointed out that
the pages of SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES were open for a rebuttal, thet if
necessary I would mimeogravh the Enenve's article myself, and that
I was quite willing to put it right in the same issue &as "Xnanve IS
A Louse" and let fandom as 2 whole pass judgement on who 'was truthful.

Yerke looxked very much startled. &Just where do you stand between
the club angd us?s -
: R, ! ¥I'm trying to be neutral, but I'm getting sick of
some of the stuff that goes on around the LASF3%, I replied, &nd went
on to tell of the various troubles’ I'd had, and of my intention to
resign es ‘director. I got out the resignation and hended it to Thil.

He reca it over, burst out leughing, and remarked thet it read like
Yerke hed written it. 8My god! Are you one of us?u

So we settled
down for an afternoon of converseétion which definitely wes the turn-
ing point of the feud. I did my best to talk the Knanves into re-
Joining; pointing out that four more votes would control the club,
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end that if we could only maintein political control for &: while we
could probebly raise the standards of the club sufficiently to make
it an organization worth belounging to. Bronson &t length seemed will-
ing to rejoin, Benson said he wanted no further yart of fandom, and
Yerke seemed wavering but more or less unwilling to back down on his
previous resignation unless the club could make some concession. :

: We
commenced comparing notes on the LASFS during the past two months, and
very shortly discovered thet both Ackerman and Deugherty led done
everything they could both to turn all club members against the Knan-
ves end to convince the Xnanves that the club was united ageinst them.
Before long we had wcrked out a nesbulous sort of pact; Bronson was to
rejoin the L4STS. for voting purposes and -attempt to bring Ciamberlain
in with him, Yocrke was to remain outside the club but it was vaguely -
understood that if the matter of his honorary membership were to be
settled one way or znother he would rejoin' and teke over the secretary
job once more, with Xepner being kicked upstairs to & post &s program
director. At the same time, he made it plain that he was dubious as
to the possibility of the club emounting to anything, and that he felt
& separate group, minus Ackermsen, Dsugherty, llorojo, Crozetti, &nd
one or two others, would be the best ultimate solution to the problem.
of having an adult and intellectual fen cludb in Los Angeles. : ’
i At ebout
this point in the conversation, I remembered my aenti-Bronson blast I'd
sent to Innman, Gulp! So I told them sbout it, hended Phil the car-
bon, and dashed off an airmail note telling Innmen to kill the arti-
cle. (Our comparing of notes hed shown beyond a shadow of a doubt
that I had largely based my article on erroneous conclisions.) Phil
was pretty angry over the carbon, but Yerke exploded into gargantuan
leughter when he read it, reminded Phil of a letter they had received
on the same subject from Art Sehnert, and shortly we were all friends.

Late in the afternoon, the Xnenves headed towards the c¢lub with the
éntention of talking iAckerman into withdrawing his article. He with-
rew it. '

The next evening, I learned of this, and was stunned. In
the first place, this necessitated rerunning over hald of SHANGRI
LiAFFAIRES, end for no good reason that I could see, In the second
DIECE. . « . i
URegardless of what the Knanves said or did not say yester-
day, that artiocle is either more or less true, or more or less falee,
If it is more or less true, then your withdrawing it under pressure
brends you as a coward. If it is more or less false, then your writ-
ing it at all brands you e@s & liar. C(Cen't you say something reason-
ably objective to me, that will give me an excuse to preserve a good
opinion of yous: Lin g :
Forrest J Ackerman said nothing. :

x5 8Then as far as
I'm concerned, you are a lying and cowardly son of & bitch;® T said
coldly, and walked out of the cIub. - -
The feud was on. . ra,
- " Two days later,
on Jednesday, Fern and Brown came to me, apologised for their part in
the row with me et the publishing session, pointed out that they were
sick of the club in general and Ackerman in particular, end could T
as director use a couple of new henchman who were willing to vote to
expell Ackerman from the club. s

I welcomed their support, naturally,
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but pointed out that I wanted & more or less united club, that Acker-
men wWas easily the most interested fan in tovwn, and that he belonged
in the c¢lub. I went on to say that I felt he was riding entirely too
high, that his self-righteowness was driving the better class of mem-
bers out of the c¢lub, and that he most certainly needed a shaking
down.
athy don't we just suspend his honorary membership for 30 or
60 days with the idea of handing him, with a jolt, the factual pic-
ture of what he is doing to the club, which we all know he thinks so
much of?® Of course I didn't know Ackerman as well then as I do to-
day, or I never would have made such a suggestion., I wrongly supposed
that he would be shocked into examining objectively his relstions with
the nluvb, see for hiiaself how his @actions were alienating =o many of
the members, and mend his ways somewhat
The next night, Bronson re-
joined the club, and I appointed him to the executive coumittee as a
member at large, and called & meeting of the group to be held in Po-
go's apertment for a half hour before the meeting. Xnowing that ijo-
rojo would not countenance ony disciplinary ection directed at Forry,
I did not inform her of the meeting, which of course was & grave er-
ror in poltical tactics, as wedl cs ethics, But I wuas afraid that
she would talk the other members of the executive committee around
against me, and thet she would thus nullify the effect of what I in-
tended to spring ¢s & surprise. The only way around it would have
been to dismiss her #as treasurer, something I did not feel justified
in doing without cause, particularly in light of her long service in
that office. \
Present at the committee meeting were Jimmy Kepner, sec-
retary; Mel Brown, librarian; Mike Fern and Phil Bronson, members-at-
lerge; end Pogo as an interested bystander., Now Kepner had been my
chiefest supporter through the entire month previous, but when it
came to actuclly implementing some of the things we'd 'heen talking
about he hud one of his fregusnt chang eg of heart and flatly refused
to have anything to do with it, adding that he intended to get Forry
and Morojo and run me out of office. I asked for and received his
resignation as secretary, on the grounds that my administration hed
to be united &nd that if it did something the club didn't like they
could get a new administration in which Kepner, no doubt, would find
a place, He immedietely left the meeting and went tattling to Acker-
men end the club. I appointed Iicl Brown decretary, and we fell to
discussing the ickerman ouster. Cold feet becamne in evidence at once,
particularly from Pogo. I cmphasiezed that the last thing I wented
was for Ackerman to lcave the elub, that all I wanted was dleciplin-
ary ‘action to try to dbring him to hi csences a little, and that T
felt it would do the trick if we, the executive committee were to
vote unanimously that we felt his honorary membership should be sus-
pended for thirty deys, saying why of course, and that we should
couple this cnnouncement with some remark from me ste&ting thet I felt
the matter had gone far enough to open someone's eyes, and announce
that I should like to hear a motion to table this report for a period
of thirty days. Ve so &afreed, and went over to the club.

Kepner hed
reelly stood them on their ears, and the place was buzzing like a hor-
nets' nest. 4and by no means was the sentiment all pro-ackerman, eithe:
Torry gave me & look that I will never forget--a half-hurt half-angry
stare--and never looked directly at me &gain until the feud was over.
(Nor did he speck to me again for three months.) I called the meeting
to order, ran through the prescribed ritual of minutes and treessurer's
report, aﬂnounced that Brovn had replaced Kepner as secretary. Moro-
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jo had passed Pogo & note, requesting to talk with me; I saw 1it, and
declared a recess for a second meeting of the executive committee,
including Morojo. She did her level best to talk me out of my idess,
but failed to get very far because she insisted on getting off on =&
tengent explaining why kAckerman was more worthy of being #1 fen then
Tucker, who had just succeeded to thet position. She and I agreed,
however, that Forry wae badly in need of psychiatric care, that he
was e rming the club with his fanatical puritenism and other actione,
but disagreed violently on whet to do gbout it. She emphasized that
if the club suspended Torry he would commit suicide, a possibility
that had never occurred to me since T could not envision anyone be-
coming wrapped up in Tandom to that extent. Finelly, we decided to
let the metter rock aiong (after all, Forry had been given emple evi-
dence that his ways were offensive to a sizeable portion of the mem-
bers-«which was 8ll I had ever intended to do)... fo we went back, I
called the meeting back to order, remarked that everyone knew what
hzd been discussed earlier in the evening, thenk's to the ®loyal co-
operation of my lete secretary®, that the only intention was to show
someone that his attitudes and actions around the ¢club needed a cer-
tein emount of attention, and thot the matter was dropped. I adjourn-
ed the meeting, but then made a side-remark that if we were going to
purge enyone, it would be a good idec to start in with Walter J. Dou-
gherty. 1I then went over to Ackerman, and tried to tell him the un-
derlying idees of the apparent attempt at an ouster, but he turned
hies back and refused to listen.

So the next day, before going to the
Bixelstresse, I wrote ickermen a friendly enough letter, in which I
set forth the things he had refused to let me tell him the night be-
fore. When I arrived et the clubroom, I walked into an embroglio de
luxe. Welter J. Duugherty, who had not been present at the meeting
the night before, had heard that I suggested purging him, and for
some recson 4id not seem to like it, He 1lit into me snd I 1lit right
back. In response to his remariks I told him just precisely why I con-
sidered him to be & liability to the club: h.s utter intractebility,
his complete lack of reliability, his floor-hogging, his apparently
deliberate attempts to sabotage everything that was not emblazoned
with the neme of Dgugherty end the complete lack of accomplishments
(other than on & verbel level) of anything that wes emblazoned with
the name of Deugherty. Oh, it was a honey of a spat! I daresay ten
people set quiet a8 mice in thet room while we had it out. I expected
him to take a poke at me eny moment; it was running through .the back
of my mind thet I shouldn't get into & fist fight with him because
I'd be giving eway twenty-five pounds (FTL, 155.1bs; WJD, 180 1lbs);
at the same time I was ma2d clear through with am inner fury that wes
like icy fire, and I was damned if I'd back down a fraction. No :
blows were struck, as it turned out, but it was mighty near to it
more than once. In retrospect, I've felt that I gave & definitive
statement of the case against Daugherty that night--at least, every-
o?e present except Ackerman has been strongly anti-Daugherty ever
since,

. Right at this point in the feud, I realised that I had gone
far too far to think of backing down, yet realised with a sudden
burst of clarity that my following, such as it was, was in the first
place elmost entirely losing interest in fandom, and secondly was too
lacking in common interests to make an enduring sdeparate club, I
finally came up with en idea for & club within the club which, it
seemed to me, would guarantee political control (thus preventing &
few of us from being suddenly expelled if the Ackojo block chould
ever get the upper hand) and at the same time try to 1ift the club to
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a higher intellectual level, despite the hard feelings which, I felt,
aould gradually die out if we could avoid any further hostilities for
a few months and couple this interegnum with an attempt at & construc-
tive program,

I went so far as to draft a rough charter, in which I
gave & few of the possibilities @s a basis for discussion. 7T called
the group "The Outsiders and Others”, and set it up as an honorary
politicel organization, semi-secret in nature, whose avowed purpose
was to build up the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society through both
example and precept. Even to tnlc very day (April 1947) the LASFS:
has suffered acutely from a general low level of membership standards
and a preoccupation with political wrangling in pregerence to con-
structive activity. Since the club claims to take to its bosom enyone
professing an interest in fantasy, it is a lodestone to crackpots and
psychiatric freaks of all descriptions, and the presence of so many
of these impossibles tends constantly to drive away the few worthwhile
people which the group attrects. A reasonably mature end intelligent
person very shortly finds greener pastures than the LASFS unlese he
heppens to be deeply involved in fan publishing or to a lesser extent
collecting, but the fuzzleheads, soci@lly inacceptable almost anywhere
else, not only find themselves welcomed by the club byt find enough
other impossibles to associate with that driving them out is almost
impossible, 4nd the preoccupation with its own inner affairs, which
can never be of other thanm clinical interest to the newer nmember, pre-
vents the club’'s having anything remotely resembling an intellectually
stimulating plane of activity save in spurts; if for no other reason
then because the constant grind of intrigue and counter-intrigue and
the long and deadly business meetings consume all the time &nd energy
available to the group.

Through the establ ishment of the Qutsiders
I proposed to cope vith both these me jor problems. The group, as I
enviesioned it, was to be invitational and highly selective, with &
unanimous ballot re¢uired for admission. Since we would refuse to
accept the more dubious specimens, their inability to get into the
inner eircle would tend to drive them away, and our being united would
meke it possible to expell the more thick-skinned ones In short, I
wentsd to substitute the cold shoulder for the glad hand, and reserve
our hospitality for worthwhile people, instead of wasting it on the
misfits, crackpots, and impossibleec.

Since the club revolved so ex-
clusively around its ovin politice, I proposed making the Qutesiders a
political mechine to end &ll political machines, take and keep poli-
tical control of the club, and then atteapt to focus the meetings on
some thing worthwhile for a change. Previous attempts at discussion
meet inge frequently ran foul of someone's desire to get the floor
and, through lack of intellectuasl depth sufficient to present esnything
of interest, talk about the c¢lub's already too much talked of affairs,
I wanted constitutional changes put through which would force all
club business to be submitted in writing and passed on by the execu-
tive committee before being allowable on the floor. This would eli-
minate 90% of the business I have seen brought up in the LLSFS be-
tween 1943 and 1947, because so0 little of it is really business; most
of it is just Daugherty or someone like that trying to get some ego-
boo. I wanted extreme powers wested in the director, under the theo-
ry thet he should perform much as & city wmanager, discharging most of
his duties without & lot of time-wasting pzlaver, and being subjcct
to recull or impecachment 1f he got out of hend. I wanted more strin-
gent controls over the recruiting of new members, with 2 reasonable
probationary period so that we could spot the worst cuses before we
o BT e



saddled ourselves with them. : :

* : il pronoced to ever01°e gnd maintain
this control through the use of block voting in all electione and club
business. Whenever necessary, The Qutesiders would meet and discus
any proposed piece of business or select the next group of offlcerq or
do whatever else was needful. Among ourselves we would use completely
democratic methods, with full and free discuésion, then vote. Each
OQutsider was to pledge himself to vote in the ensuing LASTS meeting
the way the majority of Outsiders had voted in their own meeting. 1In
this way control of the LASFS would be child's play, since we would
have had at most times a bloe of 10 to 12 votes to cast en masese in
a club of 20 to 25 members, some of whom would be sure to vote our
way Jjust on the intrinsic merits of the matter under consideration.

It may be wondered why I kept harping =o much on pdditical control of
the LiSFS, but it must be remembered that without .this control there
was no way of keeping .the less worthwhile things from coming on the
floor and consuming.en entire meeting, nor was ‘there any means of
trying to build up a qualltative membershdp. -
In the form I have just
descrlbed, The Outsideis never existed. YeTks opposed it because he
felt that we would do better: to get clear out and away from the club
and meke @& fresh, clean start.: Kepner and one or two- others had their
idealism outraged by the -realism of the bloc voting and other points.
Hovever, .the real-death :blow to the club-W1thin the-club oame in the
rushing events of the next few days. " .
Immediately followzng the abor-
tive discimlinary action aimed at Ackerman, Jules Lazat sought me out
and was going to knock my block off for taklng overt action against
Forry. The best my occa51onal ly glib tongue could do was to calm him
down & little; he was compleiely ‘unable to see any reeson why we had
attempted to set Forry down a noteh. Two or three days later, Jules
and one or .¢wo others had & crap game in the clubroom; Ackerman got
wind of it, and handed Jules one of those prlmly stuffy 1ittle notes
of rebuke he was so free with in those days. Lazar hit the ceiling

as though he had just attained critical mess.

0f more practical im-

portance, he came to me, apologised for wantlnq to knock my block off,
and gave me the most extreme anti-Ackermen lecture of the whole feud.

He added that his vote was strictly anti-Ackerman from then on, and
that he alse hegld the proxy of Alva Rogers, .who had Just left town

and returned to his parents' home in San Diego. (It .ight be added
that Rogers had given this proxy to Jules with verbal instructions to
use it as Ackerman directed, not reclising that Jules wés .going to
change sides.)

Well, this gave us two more votes I counted them over
in my mind and nearly fainted vhen I saw that we could for -the first
time in the feud probably carry a two-thirds majority vote. So at the
next meeting, I instituted a motion to eledt T. Bruce Yerke to hofo-
rary membershlip in the LASFS. Apart from Bronson, who made the motion
for me, ¥ took no one into my confidence as to what I intended trying;
and in fact set up as a smoke screen the discussion among the Outsi-
ders of what we could do to »uin the LASFS Just before we resigned--
fuch as sénd the -entire treasury to Ziff-Duvis for long term subseri-
ptions in the clubs nams, or elect Wglter J. Daurherty director, or
perform some other helnous plece of =abotage. 4

It appeared that 14 per-
sons qualified.to vote: attended the meeting. Lazar submitted the pro-
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Xy of Llva Rogers, but it was with a sudden sense of misgiving that T
heard Ackerman submit the proxy of Juhn M. Cunningham, & character
whose army career had carried him briefly through Shengri Le but logg
enough for him to part with ten bucks for a life membership in the
LASFS., (The category of life mewber, and the dues for it, were easily
decided when Cunningham asked about becoming a life member and the
club discovered he had ten dollars.) It was pretty obvious that if
Ackerman were going to write to every fan who had ever been & member
of the LASTS and tell them s few carefully censored and misleading
half-truthes -he could.get enough proxy votes to run the club by him-
self, even ‘though he turned every fan actually on the scene totally
against him. The idea of challenging Cunningham's proxy flashed into
my mind, but I quickly sew that it was more important to try to get
Yerke's honorary membership (with the consequent return of Bruce to
the club), and that it would be easy enough for us to quash thie pro-
xy idea if we had the two-thirds majorlty vote in hand, since we could
even amend the constitution with that.

I asked if there was any dis-
cussion on the motion to grant T. Bruce Yerke an honorary meubership,
looking directly at Ackerman as I did so. There was a short silence.
Finally someone called for the question. T appointed a couple of non-
voters to act as tellers, and stupidly declared & recess while they
passed out the ballots., Even more stupidly, I neglected to watch
them like kewk=x=c & hawk, and was stunned when they announced the re-
sult of the vote before I had called the meeting back in order. The
vote was 11 for and S against, giving Bruce hie two-thirdes me jority
by & margin of one vote. I knew that this ballot would certainly be
challenged, since it took place while the club was in recess, and tho
Wwe :probably could have bulled it through (such as by my clasiming to
have reopened the meeting) it seemed evident that the motion would
carry, and it seemed far better to have it abeolutely in order. So
I apologised to the club, explained what had happened, and requested
& new ballot.

As these new ballots were being p:ssed out, Ackerman
got to hie feet and said, #If T. Bruce Yerke 1s given an honorary mem-
bership in this club, I sh=ll feel that all honorary memberships are
without honor.2 : .
The result of the new ballot was an 8 to 8 tie.

‘ I
was completely stunned by this reversal. I ehan't meke any comments
on the tactics Ackerman used, except that their success showed me be-
yond controverting that there wes no use trying to do anything with
the olub as long as one member could sway that many votes with so
little effort; particulerly when that same member's actions were near-
ly all in direct opposition to making the club into an adult group,
and when he could get proxy votes right and left,

T suddenly remem-
bered the resignation as director which I had written & couple of
weeks nreviously, and the next thing I knew I was reeding it. Bur-
bee made his long promicsed visit to the club just in the middle of
the recital  and he has told e since that he ecould nct understand why
e vhole roomful of people would sit guietly and -hear themselves torn
apart so insultingly without doing domething about it.

_ This resig-
nation caught everyons by surprise, including me. It elevated Mel
Brown to the director's post, and the meeting fell into chaog for a
few minutes while he wee getting the feel of things. T went over to
the typewriter and wrote out a brief resignetion of my membership in
the LASTFS, dating it to take effect two weeks hence *thereby giving
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myself a chance to wind up the 6th ACOLYTE), shoved it to Pogo. the
immedistely signed it too, passed it to Bronson who slgged it ang
passed it on, and the next thing I knew it wes circulating among all
the Outsiders, ull of whom signed it except lMel Brown. It;flnally
came back to me, I asked and received the floor,.and read it. el
then stunned us by pulling a paper out of his pocket and.readlng to
the group & resignetion of his own, & two pasge affair which for sheer
vitriol has never been approached by enything else I've.ever rgad any-
where. o : "
Yelter J. Daugherty, after a whisnered consultation with ack-
erman, took the floor and demanded thet the resignations be made effec-
tive immediately. Thie was refused by us. - He then demanded that we
be kept out of the clubroom, on the ¢tround. that we would destroy the
mimeogreph and other club property. This insulting remark led to
some very bitter discusesion, at the end of which & motion granting
2tall recigning members the full end free use of the club and its pro-
perties until their. resignations actually took effectl was carried by
an 11 to 4 vote. : : X

. This motion was implemented by Morojo the very rext
day, when on her own authority, &nd ‘in direct ‘violation of the vote
of the club, she had the lock changed on the door, thereby. Keeping
resigning members from using their keys. (This didn't bother us much,
since Brown and Fern talked Xepner out of ‘his key for & short time--
long enough to have some duplicates made for those of the Qutsiders
who wan ted them®) : wdlt Ry TeRRe T

Mel then remarked that since. the club lacked &

director, the floor was open for nominations. (I'll skip the maze of
constitutionalities which first tend to show that an electien that .
night was illegal and leter indicete that it was. in order. .You read-
ers who have not been around the LASFS will just have to take my word
as to the astounding complexity of the organic law for this group of
18 or 20 people.) I immediately grsbbed the floor and said, #Since
Wwe have Just been accused of wishing to wreck the club, I'd esbout as
goon have the game as the name. Since the worst piece of sabotage I
can think of at the moment is to saddle the club with an incompetant
director, I'd like to nomine&te the maen whom I feel is most cepable of
maeking this club even worse than it is now---Yalter J. Daugherty.s

Phil Bronson and others then commenced-togsing in nopinations until
nearly everyone present was nominated. 'Then the victims of this merry
prank had gotten their names withdrewn, Walter J. Daugherty: and I
found ourselves standing alone .to be voted on. {I've aliays been huge-
ly amused to think that Daugherty wanted to be director so badly that
he accepted a nomination even from me end in such language.) The
poor visitors we had used before found themselves again. passing out
ballots. (Boy, they must heve just loved that meeting!). As they
called the votes aloud, nearly everyone 'in the room kevt a telly.
Laney, Laney, Laney, Daugherty, Liney, Daugherty.....I took the lead
from the beginning and held it the vhole way. Deugherty was white
with rage, but the laet vote was for Daugherty and brought it into
a tie: 8 to 8. ;
One or two other pieces of business were then tried,
but ended in that same futile 8 to 8 desdlock. Finelly Kepner took
the floor, stated thet his resignastion had never been gccepted in due
form as prescribed by the constitution, and claimed -the directorship.
Mel looked blank, but I rushed to the gep, withdrew my own resignation
on the same grounds, and found myself once mare director of the dear
old LLSFS. Strictly comic opere, vasn't it? But all I did was to ad-
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journ the meeting and go home., 7 did not attend another meeting of
the LASFS until I rejoined the club the following -summer, though I did
spend a considerable amount of time around- the cludb finlshinp up the
ACOLYTE stencils which I'd previously cut with a sna01np that made
them runnable only on the club mimeograph:

And of course the quarrel
beticen Ackerman and myself reached the stage of sheer:idioey long be-
fore I finished up the last stencili: Sinde I was seeing a great deal .
of Pogo at this time and Ackermear of course was keeping conpany with .
Morojo; he and I managed to run into each other at least once a day,
either at the club or in lyrtle cnd Pogo's arartment. But Ackerman
positively refused to sreak to me. This of course made sence, but it
did not make sense for him to hand me ¢ long and vitriolic letter al-
most every time he saw me. Since he would not talk to me, I fell in-
to the lEbit of answering these letters, stopping only when I left
the club ne ighborhood for good a couple of weeks later. He continued
to send me weirdly conceived letters, clippings, and postcardes for a
few weeks after that, but after I nad failed to answer three or four
of them in a row he stopped. ‘But it didn't. take me long to learn that
I could make Forry horribly uncomfortable by tossing succinct rcmarks
at him; I regret to ‘say that [ was not ahove this sort of childich-
ness. :

Also during the post-club pre-Outsider interregnum I had @ most
amus ing brush with one of the club queers, & cheracter who from spon-
ging off one of the residents at 628 had taken to hanging eround the
club. . The moment the fruit saw Ackermen, he fell madly in love with
4s). Ackie, with his all-inclusive brother love for anyone supposed
to be & fan, probably did not even realise thet the guy was a fairy,
and most certeinly did not reslise thet he, Forrest J Ackerman, was
the object of the nence's unrecquited yearnings. He saw in:this pan-
sy an industrioues new fan, sincere, unassuming, and worthy. The poor
swicsh spent the next three or four weeks drawing for VOM, cutting sten-
cils for 1t and SHAGGY, end even running the mimeograph for Ackerman.
He finally gave up and commenced trying to moke some of the others of
ws. I was alone in the club one afternoon, trying to finish up my
ACOLYTE work, when I smelled an overpoiering whiff of very cheap per-
fume. Turning eround, I saw this dear fruit standing clear across
the room from me. He immedietely commenced a gambit, which I cruelly
ecged on until he was thoroughly committed---then burst out at him
with a full-voiced roar of the well-known Laney lcugh, & reaction
which caused him to leave looking, believe it or not, rather deeply
hurt. Faugh! - .-
The last three or four days of February-found me in
»ed, sicker then a horse. Several of us had spent Sunday afternoon |
at Paul Freehafer's apartment, playing records and drinking a little
wine. Pogo &nd I had been inv1ted to visit de Pina; when Alva Rogers .
heard of this and wanted to go, we décided to take him along. About
hel fwey between Paul's apartment and Hollywood, we were struck by one
of La's femous cloudbursts, this one leced with heil and driven by a
high wind. With two windows broken out of.the Teird Willye, it took
perhaps 30 seconds for us to become soaked to the skin; yet we were
marooned in the car by the swirling water which was running six in-
ches deep over most of the sidewalks. So we kept on to Hollywood,
caXled de Pine and explained we were too nearly drovmed to come on
out, went to The Streets of P.ris for & short, warming drink, and
back to LA. This exposurc touched off my blonchitls but good end
I made up my mind to spend the next few days trying to throw it off
altogether, resting, baking in front of the fire, and so on. Except
for a couple of trips to the corner grocery, I spent three days and
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s absolutely alone.
ekl ¥ During that time, I did a whole lot of hard
and often unpleasant thinking, made myself face a number of facts I'd
done my level-best to:avoid. I realised that my besetting curse was
e lack of confidence -in myself, coupled with a hitherto unrealised
oedipism, and that my tendencies towards introversion would always
rob me of the better things in life unless I forced myself to overcome
them. TFor the first time I realised, with a start, how seriously fan-
dom wes hampering me in leading the sort of life I wanteéd to lead, and
yet, at the same time, I thought I could see ways in which I could
make fandom serve me as & stepping stone to new contacts and new con-
fidence., (Most of these ideas turned out, on being practised, to be
utter poppycock--probably merely indicdtdve of my narrow escape from
being completely submerged in the microcosmos.) The c¢hief results of
this painful session with myself were, so far as these memoirs is con-
cerned, a resolution to ease out of. fendom and & determination to try
“to replace the semblence of success that had greeted THE ACOLYTE with
an attempt to succeed-in something more mundané and worthwhile. My
@&termina tion to quit fandom was seriously weeskened By 'thé reservation
that I should fulfull all my existing commitmentd, but at least it
gave me something to -strive towards. -Aud the total results of this
big session with myself have done me dasting good; though I strayed
from the straight and narrow and fell back into fandom more than .once
since that time, on the whole I have managed to keep forging ahead
bit by bit towards the goal I then set myself of adulthood. I don't
mow ‘how he'll like it, but since that time I have concistently used
Forrest J Ackerman as my personal bug-a-boo: "There, but fdr keeping
trying, goes FTL", or samething like that. - After all, Ackermen- is my
superior in every native ability. that matters, except in physical
strength (ubout equal).end manuasl dexterity (I think I*'ve got him
skinned in this one).. e are near enough the same age to give point
to the comparison. 4iud, thcugh I admit it with extreme reluctance,
I-have been as deep or deeper in fandom and similar escapes as acker-
man., He just hasn't made himself look at the handwriting on the wall
as yet. . ~ e o' -y

A ' l sk o ok 3k koK 2 . e : '.
Don't get the- idea that January and February was. all child-
ish feuding, as far as.I was concerned. During those two months, I
fipished up the #6 ACOLYTE, the issue which T consider to be the best
of all fourteen. And I made some personal contacts, strictly thrmousgh
fandom and THE ACOLYTE, which made my resolutions to ‘quit pretty  mubh
of a dead letter for. some time.- % Ny . A o
e Mike Fern, an aggressive little-dev-
il if there ever was one, made it & habit to look up £ny of the great
end near great that he could screpe out an excuse for meeting.  Thus
it was, while in San Francisco, he dug out a gehtlemen named yilliam
A. P. White, who is better known to you under his psuedonyms of. H. H.
Holmes and Anthony Boucher. They corresponded to some extent later,
and, unbeknownst to me, Mike gave him a big build-up.on THE AGCOLYTE.
Tony shortly expressed.& wish to be sent a complete file up to date;
I sent him the five issues and forgot about it. = :

. One day in late feb-
ruary, I received a bulky envelope from Boucher, containing no less
than five unpublished short-shorts (three of which were .as good or
better than any of his stories in UNKNOWN), end a medium long, brilli-
ant letter of comment on the five. ACOLYTES. 'Needless to say,. I was
thrilled half to death, and coumenced a spasmodic correspondence with
Boucher. His next letter took up the matter of Craig Rice and a fried
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of hers named Jy F, McComas~--both, said Boucher, were great admirers
of Lovecraft; Rice, though a highly successful who-dunnit author, hed
been unable to hit with fantasies, though the failure to do so dis-
tressed her: and severcl of these people and their friends were some-
what interestBd in forming & Lovecraft club similar in concept to the
Baker Street Irregulars.
Of courcse Craig Rice was not the name in

1944 that she is in 1947, but she was still definitely Big-time in
anyone's language; while I em not & celebrity .chuser by any means, it
may well be imaginfed that I lost no time following this up. She was
the personification of cordiclity, urged me to come out to Santa Moni-
ca any Sunday afternoon and see her,

So it was that I spent several
-Sundays a&s a guest of Craig Rice, in resal life Mrs. Lawrence Lipton.
The Liptons, it developed, held open-houses nearly every Sunday, nd
the assorted collection of people that dropped in and out wes as in-
teresting and stimulating &s it was heterogeneous. Most were writers,
musiciens, cinema directors and technicians, and others of artistic
testesr-~but you never xnew, until you got to talking with an indi-
vidual,who or what you had stumbled into. One thing, though, I never
met a bore or an unintersting person out there--the Liptons were ex-
ceedingly gifted collectors of people. '

T cén no longer remember one
vicit from enother, nor even how many there were (between three and
five). But when I went I'd arrive about one in the afternnon and
stay until nesrly midnight. It was at Craig Ricess that I met J. Frang
cis McComas, Mr. and Mrs. Cleve Cartmill, and Mr. and Mrs. Fritz Lei-
ber Jr. I believe that sums up the Fantasy celebrities.

' Some vign-
ettes ere perheps in order,

Craig Rice is a woman in her ecrly for-
ties, attractive enough and friendly to a fault. She is ctpable of
any kiné of |conversetion one can imagine, though her best facets eare
literary criticism and writing shop-talk, and rapid-fire badinege.
She has & fine sense of the dramatic, and plays excellent pieno, both
boogie-woogie and bar-room. All in all, she was a terrific hostess.

Her husbend, Lewrence Lipton, is & novelist in his owrn right; is
short, dark4 debonneire, and full of fun. One of his chief interests
in life is meking phonograph records; he has file after file full of
acetates, add what a gamut of sound they cover. Radio shows, news-
shots of famous events, dubbings of hundreds of unobtainable commer-
cial and not so commerciel records, originals of Denny Xaye at the
Lipton's, Meade Lux Lewis beating out boogie on the Lipton pieno,
trick combinations (such as Shostakovitch and Raymond Scott dubbed
together in‘an utterly spine-tingling fantasy)....well, just name 1t.
If it can be put on & record Larry probably has it ten-deep.

T did
not get parficularly well acqueinted with the Cartmills. They had
happened to drop into the club during one of our most furious brawls;
we recognised each other; I shied away from him because I was ashamed
of the compény he had seen me with before; he shied away from me Jjust
as any intelligent end informed person would shy awey from & Kknown
member of the LASFS.

J. Francis "Mick" McComas is & big, jolly, roly-
poly Irishman, with a rich booming voice, and a terrific personallty.
He 1= more a salecsman and promoter than a creative artist (west-coast
representative of Random House), though he has written successfully
under pen-names, and is an editor of no small qualifications {cf. AD-
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S S £ teristic
VENTURES IN TIME AND SPACE). But his most no;iceable charac
is a jole de vivre that just doesn't quit. Mick has read ASTOUNDING
for several years, and also has a very nice ¢oll§ct19n of faptastlc
books--but fantasy plays only a minor point in’ his l;fe,_as it should.

Fritz Leiber Jr. is one of the most interesting men T have ever met.
Tall, rather heavy, with dark bushy hair and his fathgr's leonine
head, he is as fine a figure of a man as one can imagine; aqd his
quiet, rather slow, speech is paeked with interesting experiences,
valid literary criticisms, and everything else needful to make Leiber
into one of the finest conversationslists in the fantasy  field. He
end I struck it off very well from the first; he had been one of HPL's
last correspondents, and with Derleth and one or two others‘was one
of the tiny handful of HPL's old friends who was really trying to
keep the Lovecraft fires burning as it were. From Lovecraft we grad-
vally came to discuss other things. In passing, I might mention that
Leiber, more than any other person, was responéible for the last 8
issues of THE ACOLYTE; he kept handing me such superlative meterial,
much, of it written especially for THE ACCLYTE, that no matter how en-
nuied I felt at publishing a fanzine I felt almost & compulsion to
bring out another issue, just to feature the Leiber contribution. Vo-
cally 2t least, ACQLYTE'S readers never appreciated Leiber as much as
I felt they should have. . ™ i =R ' '

iy -7 ' 'On different occasions Sam Russell and Pogo
accompenied me to the Liptons'. All these soirees were rather simi-
lar, except of course for the conversations. The pattern centered
around & profuce use of liquor--everyone present having entree to
the refrigerator and .passing around drinks to all present whenever
someone. got dry, & practice which often led to'one's having two or
three drinks in front of himself simultaneously. I never saw anyone
get out of line from drinking out there, but on the other hand the
amount. of booze flowing around the place made it really rugged for
me, since I was .supposed to be working reguler hours, vhile few of
the others were. These parties used liquor in the way I've always
felt the stuff was designed to be uUsed: as an ine-breaker end tongue-
lossener; and such was.the high level of most of the conversation
that partaeking in it burned up most of the elcolol as fast as it was
drunk. ' ' :

The best discussion I recall at the moment was an afternoon
gpent psychoanalyzing Lovecraft, his methods and his stories, and
later branching out through a psycHognalysis of various members of
the Lovecraft circle, to an attempted psychoanalycis of the whole fan-
tasy field~--fantasy, its psyrchological anpeal. 4 riumber of people
partook of this session, chiefly Rice, Léney, Russell, and Leiber,
but it eventually ended ‘up as a duodlogue between Leiber dnd PRussell
which I would have dearly loved to hade had transcribed for publi-
cation. '

The Lipton home was loaded with phonographs, et least three
of them, and every room had stacks of records somewhere in it. The
Liptons seemed most interested in humorous recordings, something T
ngver cared too much for, but there was also a lovely lot of jazz,
including a stack of rare Besgie Smiths and a flock of luggsys, and T
caw to it that' I got loose in these more than once. Of interest, per-
haps, is the fact that I never did hear any symphony out there, ex-
cept for the fragment of Shostakovitch blended with Raymond Scott.

_ i Ii
had in my possession Duane Rimel's ‘series of 36 letters from Lovecraft;
these T loaned to Craig for source material for some Lovecraft arti-
cle she contemplated at the time for SATURDAY REVITV OF LITERATYURE.
Sie in turn loaned me various books.
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In addition to the phonographs, there was a good deal of other music
around the Liptons'. Craig played the piano a great deal, as did
many of the other gzuests, and there was also a certain amount of
ginging. I recall with especial relish the time that Craig impro-
vised a little song Tor everjone present, and the half-pleased, half-
embarrasgsed expr6351on ol Sam Russell when he suddenly realised that
one of these sonzs was not only for and about him, but that it summed
him up perlectly, thouzh Craig had only lImown him for a couple of
hours.

I've often rezretted that I drifted away from these bashes,
but at the time my reasons for so doing seemed perfectly valid. 1In
the first place,I inveriably slept throuvn ny alarm and missed work
the next day, w1th a resulting hole in my paycheck., (Not that these
soirees were such drunken brawls as all thet, but it must be remembered
that they were not only an hour or more from town, but that they were
beinzy held by people who could, and probably did, sleep until noon
the next day.) The other reason was that I be*an to feel somewhat
like a sponzer going out there so much, what with drinks and eats in
such profusion; I bezan to doubt if I had any businessg trying to
associate with people so far beyond me financially; and to top it off
began to wonder just what I could contribute to such gatherings to
warrant my presence. Well, anywey, I left before I wore out my wel-
come entirely, and those sessions are something I'd not have misgsed
for anything. I met some brilliant people, and had some delightful
Sundays--what more could one ask?
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CHAPTER SEVEN

-000-
: On the Outside Looking In
g SEE 36363F  dEdRdbdRaede IR G

The mass regizgnations from the Los Anzeles Science Fantasy
Society took place so suddenly that we were not prepared Tor them.
Though another organization had been discussed, it was the club-within-
a-club idea, and nothinzg had come cf it. Yerke gathered with several
of us the Saturday followinz the resiznations, we went out to dinner
en masse, and empowered Bruce to write z letier te fandom oa the sub-
ject of tne resiznations. :
At this time, Mel Brown's apartment was a
scene of heavy publishinz activity; the Knanves having moved Bronson's
mimeogravh there and beiny busily enzaged in turning out the #2 KNAN-
VE and what developed to be the last issue of Bronson's FANTASITE,
then the #1 fanzine. 8o we retired to the top floor of 628, and Yer-
ke turned out a roush draft which we 2ll approved and sizned; most of
us then went about our affairs leavinz Yerke, Fern, Brown and one or
two others to turn it out anc¢ mail it in an edition of about 80 copies.
(An amusin: sidelizht to this letter is Chamberlain's siznature; he
at first refused to sizn 'it, then changed ais mind after it was all
mimeographed, and had to sizn each copy with a pen.)

Durinz the next
couple of weeks, most of us were just resting from fanning and feuding,
tnoush we came to discuss the formation of a club at greater and great-
er lenzth. Since Yerke at the time was workinz nights for North Am-
erican Aviation in the photogravnic department, one of our first acts
was to set aside each Saturdey evenin: as a dinner meetins orf the as
yet unnamed new club, this beinx the one evening that Yerke could
meet with us. These dinner meestinzs were held at Freed's Coffee Shop
at 6th and St. Paul, and continued rezularly until Yerke resizned
from the group.

My old title for the club-within-the-club seemed pe-
culiarly appropriate for our new =roup, since we all Telt very stronzg-
ly that we had been turned away from the LASFS for dering to question
the mores of the group ancd of Forrest J Ackerman. The Outsiders. It
was not long before fandom began to hear about us.

Our orizinal ros-
ter consisted of the three surviving Knanves: T. Bruce Yerke, Pailip
P. Bronson, and Edwin Chamberlain (Benson was never an Ouisider); two
members of the LASFS: Paul Freehafer and 3Samuel D. Russell; and those
of us who had resigned from the club: Francis T. Laney, Pozo, Merlin
W. Browm, 8. J. Fern Jr., and Jules Lazar---with a former member of the
LASFS, Jack Rhodes, very shortly joininzg us on the recominendation of
Bronson and Yerke,

1 suppose & viznetie 1g in order for Rhodes.

He was older than most of us, about 36, I imegine; was married, had
four children, and mizht best be degcribed as a chronically dissatis-
fled person, His earnzst adopltion of Alfred Nock and other promul-
gators of vitrliol and pessimism made him a sincularly depressing com-—
penion much of the time, thoush he was otherwise widely read, and was
gifted with occasicnel bits of puckish humor, Very quiet, very ger-
ioug, Jack had little interest in fantasy or fandom, and did not stay
with us lonz, verticularly after The Outsiders became committed to a
larze publishins proxram,

Just before my viz aich spell and tainking
segsion in the latter part of February, The Outlsiders had its first
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full-scale business meeting which, in common with almost all our se-
ious meetinzs, was hel at Fran Shack on a Thursday nicght. (Our
first decision of policy had been to make our meetinzs conflict with
those of the LASFS so as to force local fans as well as visitors to
make a choice between the two =zroups.)

All of us except Yerke attend-
ed this first meetiny, 2nd the contrast between it and any LASFS meet-
iny I've esver seen Sblll estounds me every time I think of it. Though
tnls meeting set up a2ll of the aroups policieg and most of the means
of implementing them, with some very sharp differences of opinion
arising from time to time, there was no zavel, no chairman, no for-
melity. We were a group of friends sitting around talking things over;
we did not have any Daugherties to assuags and to give ezo boo to, nor
did we have any Aclzermans to coddle and cater to. Everyone spoke his
mind freely, everythinz that was brouzht up got discussed enough but
not too much, and when a c¢iven item seemed worked out Phil or I would
write it up in a few terse sentences, read them, and inouire if this
suited the pleasure of all present.

In addition to setting up our
constructive policy, the zroup had just received an almost unforgive-
able letter from Ackerman, and it resulted in our dropping our ori-
ginal intention of letting the LASF3 alone and decidinz to attack the
club as much as possible. (The letter summed up the affairs of the
past month or so, bandied around the word "treason'", implied that the
writer intended to run all of us out of fandom, and closed with the
utterly gratuitous remarl that our only activity would probably con-
sist of fgettin~s drunk and takin: turns in publicly copulating with
Pogol, Needless to say, several te:pers zot lost over that remark,
and it was decided that those of us with any amount of correspondence
would undertake a polison pen c2 paizn azainst the LASFS, in wailch e
would simply tell the truth about Ackc“wu; and the club; that we
would make a point of tryinz to zet natiscnal newszine coverasge of our
activity and thus try to overshadow the LASFS, and that we would con-
tinue THE KMANVE as a2 satirical nolitical fanzine.

The Outsiders de-
cided that the Tfocus of the zroup was to e half social and helf se-
rious; that the social w»ortion of our activities should consist of
gradually larger dinner meetings which eventually would feature stim-
ulating outside spealers and of Fran Shack soirees patterned frankly
after those out at Craig Rice's; and that the serious portion of our
activities would revolve around writing and publishing

Our great
reison d'etre was to be "Project M", a sinister soundin- desiznation
which once caused the handful of rcmaining LASFSers to waste a gob of
time in fruitless speculations. It had occured to Bronson and myself
that all of the worthwhile Los Anzeles publishers and writers with
the exception of Ackerman were members of our zroup. This of course
wa.s bc’ore the rise of Charles Edward Burbee, and during one of Kep-
ner's frecuent interludes durin~ which he hed guit publishing. We
Tizured out the amounts of work that wag Deinz: lavished on our separ-
ate ma~azines: FAN SLANTS, FANTASITE, and ACOLYTE 5 eéramined our back-
loss of material and our potcntlalltles Tor gpttlng oore rrood material;
and realised that if we were willing to assess ourselves 5 00 a month
aplcce, we rould have enouzh moaey to try a semi-pro prinucd Tanzine.

his was Project M. Ye zave it this cryntic desisnation, and
hound ourselves to secrecy, hecause we did not want any inkling of
our intentions to lealk omt. If it fell throush, we &id not wish
to be accused of fosterinz a Dauzherty project. And if it succeeded,
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e Telt that the presenting of & coancrete accomplishment would pretty
rniich "make" The Outsiders, and thet the element of surprise would do
xiich to make the magezine successful. OCne arows tired of reading

s> owinz advertisements that never pan out.

! B To make certain that Pro-
fecet M would have the best available material and editing, we azreed
to abandon all fanzines other thain limited editions circulatinz exclu-
cively in FAPA (with the proviso that ecach editor mizht finish the
issue on which he was workinz at the time), and that all writings of
anty Outgider be submitted Tirst to Project M.
: Project M was to be =2
somewhat zlorified ACOLYTE, but was to include scientiiiction, and

a2 limited amount of the bhetter type of stefnistic material featured

by FANTASITZ. Brongon ané I were to be co-editors, and Sam Rusgsell

was to be literary editor, but with powsrs waich virtually made him
editor-in-chief so fas as selection of meiterial was concerned.

Pro-
ject M occupied most of our time for the Tirst month. It took sever-
al svenings to work out the details of the publishing azreement, to
decide on policies, and to zo throuth some of the material we then
had on hand (most of it out of ACOLYTEZ's backlog). Mike Fern wvas ap-
pointed business mana:er, and spent many nours cenvessini back-street
print shops, finelly comin: up with a fantastically low bid Ifrom a
rather large shop which weas willinz to do the work at cost if we
could et the paper, since the menagement wes having difficulty find-
inT enouzh paper to keep even a skeleton crew occupied and feared
that its business micht fall by the wayside altozether. The paper
of course recuired a priority, so Mike promptly stunned us all by
wanzlint an allocation for several times as nuch paper as we would have
needed. By the niddle of March, we nad Project M well under con-
vrol, with the first issue pretty much fi-ured out.

But at this point
we found ourselves conifrontcd with a FAPA mailing. And since we had
orizinally decided to permit oursslves to keep up FAPA activity, Pro-
ject M was tewporarily shelved in order that we might pour some stuff
into FAPA.

The last, and in some ways the most important, Tacet of
cur publishine prozram was to be THE INANVE. We designed it as our
vrgen to fandom, and intended it to carry out its orizinel policy of
exposing and attacking steinistic abuses, satirizins tahe foibles of
randcm, and serving as 2 organ for the occasional ventinz of spleen.

30 there we were, the fan club that was the new hope of Los Anzeles.
Huniph!

The Outsifers as a group carried the sceds of its own demise
from the very beginning., In the first place, the majority of us were
for one reason or another heartily siclz of fandamand all fandom im-
plies. Secondly, there was no comion bond of interest amonz all of
us. Brown, Russell, Frechafcr, and I were still quite deeply inter-
ested in fantagy itself--colleectinz it, writing about it, talking
about writing about it, and even readinxz the stuif. Yerke, Bronson,
Freshafer, and to 2 lesser extent Brown and Russell were deeply in-
terested in classical musiec., Yerke, Russell, Freehafer, Rhodes,
Fern, and I were interesicd in various cultural subjects; all of those
nzmed knew enou~h about some of these subjects to talk about them;
others professed an interest, but rezrettably their knowledge did not
compare with their volubility. Lazar, Pozo, and I liked to zo out
sccially with members of the opposite sex--some of the others talked
a lot about it. And so on. There wasrno clearcut, positive .inter-
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€est waich bound all of us tozsther. T
which has hampered the LASFS Tor =s lont =2s I have known the group--
lack of a commnon feocus. And we, being LASFS alumni, carried this
laclz right into the Ouisidsrs with us. e were bound together by a
common motive--anzer at Aclerman, Dauzherty, and the LASFS--but this
was bound to evaporate in a short time. Third, the stronz: attitude
held azainst newer fans by Yerle, Bronson, Russell, and to o lesser
extent myself kept us Irom meakin:g any sustaincd or successful effort
to attract the younzger new arrivels away from the LASFS as fast as
they showed up--sometiing we could very eaglily have done had we made
up our minds to.

3ut we didn't do so hadly in the short time we were
functioning. Our first socizl event wag a2 house-waraming of Fran
Shack, neld on ay 30th birthday, March 11, 1944. It wes nothing more
than a drunken riot, but it definitely was the most rousing pariy I
ever sawv in fandom. The invitations -rere worded urging attenders to
brinz Ihottles and babes; neither is required thouzh both are
requestedl, and resulted in = full-sirength zatherinz of Outsiders,
most of them with bottleg and szeveral with wonen. As the drinks be-~
zan to take eifect, morec and more oif the misfits began to forzet how
introverted they were--first thinz you lnew peonle were dancing, neck-
inz, zoinz in twosomes to be alone Tor a while, and generally cutting
up. Through the entire brawl, Yerke remained relatively sober, and
took a series of photographs which can only be cdescribed as clasgsic,

Some things toolk place wnich showed that The Outsiders, alas, were
not much hetter than the despised LASFS. Brovn spent the evening
poutinz in a corner readinzy Stapledon. Fern started the same way,
but shortly found himself tendinzy the phonozreph. Lazar zot too much
to drink and shoved some of the veovnle around, called me a Toul name
when somecone jogzed my e€lhow and made me spatter a drink on himj; I
threw the whole glass at him and a fizht was prevented only hy some
remarkably quick action on the part of others. Bronson passed out
with a cigarette burainzg in his mouth, crumpled it into the daveno
and nearly asphyxiated from the stranzling fumes when the upholstery
started tc smoulder. But all in 211 it was quite a party--all sood
clean fun; thank zod I don't have to have that much good clean fun
every nightl!

Also in March, either just before or just arlter the
housewarming, the ubiquitous Mike Fern promoted us en arrangcment
with the Carolina Pines, a swenk catery in Hollywood, whereby we
could hold dimner mectin~zs there and at the same time have free use
of a most attractive two room upstairs meeting place. We held sev-
ersl meetin<s there, after some of which we adjourned to Jack Rhodes'
nearpy home for a party.

But at about the time of the Fran Shnack
Warninz, I myself was forced to strike the first blow at the Outsiders.
Evening after eveninz pessed, but every eveninz at least one fen
would come stragzling in, and often-times not went to leave even
when I pointed out that I had a date or was otaerwise not at home. I
found it necessary to promulcate a rule--no visiting except on Tues-
deys and Thursdays, except by spccizl arrangement, This did not sit
very well with some of the ~sroup, even thoush Fran Shack was my ovn
place, 2nd I was supporting it entirely with my owm money.

: The next
ritt in The Outsiders came when Jimmy Kepner made another of his fa-
mous reversals of opinion, and expressed o wish to become an Outslder,
T opposed his bheinz admitted, because I felt him to be untrustworthy;
on beinz voted down, I made it a voint to treat him es cordilally as
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aouzih 2o 26 hagpened. ot so Lazar, wio resigned irom the Out-
lers in
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Lazar's resisgnation, however, was not to be won-
dered at. He h=ad already gotten the zroup into a peck of trouble with
2. very ill-timed =2nd poorly considered letter in which he told of the
bPlowup in the LASFS, and clted as one of the chief reasons the fact
that overt homosexuelity was runninzg rife in the club, and that Kep-
ner was one of ths chief homosexuals. Thisg letter he mailed to Julius
Unzer, cditor of FANTAZSY FICTION rIZLD; Unzer sent the letter on 1o
Walt Dunkelberger, wao was publishing FFF for him; Dunkelberger sten-
cilled -the letter verbatim and published it without deletions, an zct
of stupidity which soured me Tor a2ll time on both Unger and Dunkel-
berger, who after all sre grown men chronologically and should have
knovm better. «Kepner and the LASFS were outraged. We in The Outsi-
ders were beside ourselves. Regardless of the truta in the Lazar
letter, it put us on an awful spot, and morcover gave The Qutsiders a
black eye walch we never culte lived dowvm. We promptly disavowed the
letter, read the riot act to Unzer =nd Dunkelbergecr and ot a profuse
public apology from all concerncd. It wes rizht at this time that
Kepner expressed a wish to join The Outsiders, and Yerke, that astute
politician, saw that by tekinz Kepner a3 a member we could really im-
plement our disavowzl of Lazar. So we admitted D O K to our ranks.

Paul Freehafer had been & doomed man almost from birth, suffering
from & chronic heart condition which could never be cured. We all
knew that Paul was in poor health, but few ol us recalised how poor,
since Frechafer had resolutely set out to make the mosi of what life
he hed, and had done so so well that it was Qifficult to think of
nim as an invalid. Paul caught a2 bad cold in ths same rain-hail out-
break that put me out of circulation for tarece days. He found him-
self uneble to throw it off, and took a lecave of absence from his
job with the idea of zoinyg home to Idaho to rest for a few months.
The Saturdey nizht following the housewarming, Paul met with us for
ine lest time. A week later, he passed away quietly in his sleep,
having lived just lonzg enough to et home.

When we heard of Paul's

death we were both stunned and crushed. In the first place, Paul
Freehafer was at 2ll odds the best beloved of the entire local group;
friendly, cheerful, tolerant--totally ebove all rifts and guarrels;
a well-~integrated and brilliant a2dult who was almost entirely free of
the maladjustments and adolescencics so characteristic ol most of the
other localites. And sccondly, none of us were quite able to adjust
to the Tact that Paul was gone,

It was indecd in a sobcr mood that
we brouzht out Yerlke's eulozy for Paul, an essay which I believe is
one of the finest pleces of writinz fandom hag ever produced. Ve
mailed it to nearly all the fans on our mailing 1list.

But i% was
with bitter fury that we learned of the LASFS' reaction to Paul's
death. The club mourned nis pnagsing sincerely; I did not believe it
at the time but n~ave since come to rsalize it. But it came to us
very,.very straizht that the first action of Dausgherty and Ackermen,
upon receivinz the tclegram from Idaho, was to 30 right up to Paul's
apartment and try to talk his roommate out of Paul's collection, for
the then nebulous Foundetion. Waen I heard of this I went completely
berserk--shouls and vulturcs were the mildest epithets I could turn
out--I started walking the half-mile to the club with the intention
of beatinz Ackerman into a red mush. Somevherc alonz the way, the
realication struck me, for the firgt time, that Paul was really dead.
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I burst into unceoanirollable tsars, and somewhere alonz Bixel between
8th znd 9th had one of the darnedest crics you can imagine, finally
alleowing mysclf, spent and trembllng, to be taken back home by the
Out51ders who were with me, 2nd who had been trottlng 2lons with me
trying in vain to calm me down (so they told me; I'd not sven known
they were there).

Perhaps some of you are smiling because FTL sounds
like such an emotional dope. Well, perhaps he ig. But I thougnt the
world of Paul, and his death was one of the hardest things I've ever
had to take. Tl

The Outsicders did not feel happy about the memorial

brochure put out by the LASFS, holding it to be cheap, tawdry, and
in utter violation of nearly every precept of zood taste. I just re-
read it, 2nd now, three years later, it looks even worse to me than
it did then, particularly Ackerman's sidetracking himself into what
is 2lmost 2 defense of atheism.

The memorial edition of SHANGRI L'-
AFFATRES made us even angrier. It bore a lithographed portrait of
Paul, which was fine--but on the hack ol the picture, the pettinsss
of the LASFS could not bear to sec all that blank space, so they had
smeared on three of the wmost atrociously horrible poems in the his-
tory of fandom. Furportedly memorials to Frechafer, they werc written
by people 1like Cunningham and Daniels (thc latter of whom had never
even seen Paul), and morcover wers srotesquely lacking in both taste
and literary merit. e weren't the only ones who were annoyed; Art
Joguel, who had been one of the mainstays of the post-Outsider LASFS,
had been editor of this issue of SHAGGY. Both the picture and the
poems were inserted without hils knowledge, and he quit both the edi-
torship and the club as a result.

Paul's death could, conceivably
have brouzht the warring factions togcther. As it was, it alienated
The Outsiders still further from the LASFS.

Early in The Outsiders'
carcer, an aftermath of the last bitter fighting in the club brought
ug one of the funniest lstterz I have ever seen. When Ackeriman com-
menced his collection of vrovics, I at first tried to match it. Am-
ong otners I appnroached was the same Joain M. Cunningham whose proxy
Ackermen had actually voted at the meeting whers we all resisgned.
Cunningham made a lightning-fast reversal of form, wrote to the club
oancelling his proxy and raisina the devil with Aclierman for asking
for it in the first place, a2nd sent a new proxy to me. Someone
around the LASFS3 eviﬁcptly didn't 1like this, for just about the time
we'd forcotten 211 about the proxics came 2 most official sounding
letter in duplicate to LAS®S and Cutsicers from Cunningham. He used
official army forms, officilal army-style rhetoric, and made with a
beautiful gob of unintcnded humor. Cussing both Lancy, Ackerman,
Outsi“ers, and LASFS with God-~like abandon in his well-known inco-
herent stylc cunnincham outdid himsclf with the punch-line: LI am
therefore of my owm free will resisgning my life membership in the
LASFS at the request of Walter J. Daugherty.t

In mid-March I had a

spat with Pogo, whom I had been buzzing quitec consistently for a
while, takinz her dancinz 2nd what-not; and we quit dating each other.
Rather to our surprise, Pogo quit the Outsicders almost at once. She
has since gotten her divorce, remarried, and apparently zotten into
a satisfactory life-zroove which has no reference to fandom. DMore
fans should do the same.

Also in mid-March, Yerke startled us by
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askinz ug if wec would be willing to publish his memoirs Tfor him. He
had for some recson stazrted reminiscinz to himself jof his seven years
in the LASFS, had actually written down portions of the first section,
and felt an urge to continue 1if publication would be guaranteed in ad-
vance. Not only did we know that Yerke's memoirs would be onc of fan-
dom's best pleces of folk-lore, but we also recalised that if Yerks
told the truth about the LASFS it would damn the sroup with anyone

who rcad them. So our =answer was obvious. It was decided that Yerke
would stencil the memoirs, that the group would run taem off, and that
they would be submitted to FAPA under the franks of Bronson, Brown,
and myself. He promised four booklsts of approximately 30 pages, but
only the first was ever completed, since Bruce dropped the project a
couple of months later when he finelly quit fandom entirely.

The res-
ponsibility of zetting thecse produced, =2nd of trying to zet some of
our other proposed publishing completed, weighed rather heavily on me.
I suzaested to the zroup that we suspend work on Project M for the
nonce--it had about reached 2 stasis anyway--and institute a month-
long program of publishinzg, during the course of which we would not
only brinzt out the first volume of MEMCIRS OF A SUPERFLUOUS FAN, but
2 third issue of THE XNANVE, and as much FAPA material as possible.
This w2s auickly azreed to.

Our equipment was meager as compared to
that of the LASFS, but we did have the manpower to make the most of
it. My old LCSmith was the only typewriter regularly at our disposal;
a2lthouzh Brown's rented Underwood occasionally made the trek to 1104
and Phil's portable was therec 2bout half the time. So most of the
stencils were cut away from Fran Shack, though of course a zood deal
was done on publishing nights. Among us we found we had four letter-
ing guides, though we sgorely missed the LASFS Speedoscope. And there
were two mimeographs--junk heaps in comparison with the fTlossy auto-
matic machine at the club--but in good enouzh working order: my old
original machine from Clarkston, & 19056 model Dick; and Phil Bronson's
little Sears Rocbuck Jjob from Minneapolis and the MF3S. Both were
hand-crank, hand-feced models, and required two persons for most effi-
cient operation, one turninzg the crank and the other slip-sneeting.

It was evident a2lmost immediately that these sessions would have to
be organised, so I took matters into my own hands and put a2 stop to
the old LASFS custom of everyone doint hils own worlk, We went cooper-
ative altogether; stencils to be run off were turned over to me, and
I not only doled them out to the mimeozravhers, but pretiy much boss-
ed the whole show, suzgestin- needful tasks to unoccupicd Cutsiders
and talking steps to assure, ~s much as possible, an even flow of sten-
cils. It worked like a2 charwm. Most of the time there were four
people actually mimeographing, one person de-slippinz, one or two
cutting stencils, and one or two lendinx moral support by talking,
playing records,: or what not. ™We chanzecd off often enouzh as not to
get tired of the same o0ld drudgery, and we still found encugn fun in
each other's company that we found the same eveninz of fun we had al-
ways had was turning out an iaposing stack of completed pages that

we scarcely realised we had dons, so busily were we talking and jok-
ing and cutting up.

The #3 ENANVE was the first item put out under
the ncw prozram. Most of it was written, stencilled, and run off on
a Sundcy and the following Saturday nizht. When the bunch left about
midnisht, two pazes had yet to be run off, and dike Fern and I, having
& midniaht snack, suddenly decided to z0 back to Fran Shack and fini-
sh it off., We worked on the fool thinsg until 4:00 in the morning.
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But that was the only one of the publishing sessions which went to

any extreme; as o rule they were ¢onfined to Tuesday end Thursday
evenints; commencing about 7:00 and lasting until 11:30 or 12:00. And
thess scssions certainly paid off; from them came not only this ons
issue of THE INANVE, but over 130 pazes of FAPA material, and nearly
all of the #7 ACOLYTE. Since they lastced only 2 couple of months in
all, one has only to compare these recsults with the averaze two months
output of the LASFS in order to find another of the meny thinzs wrong
with the club., Publishing is usu2lly drudsery, but group publishing
is fun--no matter what you are putting out; and any group wishing to
éstablish 2 common focus c2n by adoptinz 2 group publishinz program
not only accomplish this aim but in eddition add mightily to both the
quantity ~nd quality of contemporary fan publishing.

In the latter
part of March, the feudinz factions werc treatecd to a protracted visit
from a Chicago fan, Frankie Robinson. Frank is chiefly notable for
the possession of the most fantastic eyebrows in the world. At the
time of his visit here he was just short of 18, had never becn awvay
from home very much, and found the streain of the two factions vyinz
with each other to attract him a Hit too much for his poise. He ended
up rather sadly disillusioned with fandom, having stayed with Yerke,
that mester of intrizue ~nd innuendo, that fountain head of desvastat-
inz gossip. Frank's experiences with the LASFS were not happy; he
met them all at their worst thc anignht he was in town fresh off the
train when Yerke and I in a moment of madness invited the LASFS to
come out to Bronson's with the Outsiders ond have 2 joint welcoming
party. Ackerman sat on the davenport and pouted, sayinz scarcely a
dozen words 21l cvening; and Dausherty sot into a three way verbal
battle with Bronson and me which surpsssed even the epic row Daugherty
and I had had that night in the club. Neecdless to say, Franlkie was
revolted; and his subseouent cxperiences with some of us went far to
sour him on the Outsiders as well,

It mizht be of passing interest to
back-track at this point, and say a2 few words about the LASFS during
the spring of 1944. In the first plsce, the feud utterly shattered
the club. Despite Daugherty's and Ackermnan's valiant efforts to zet
fandom to thini all was well with the LASFS, a moment's glance at the
darlkz window would have told the true story. Before the feud, the
room was packed cvery night, with various members working and publish-
ing, some reading, and a helf? dozen others droppinz in and out during
the evening. On meeting nights, 25 to 30 people usually showed up;
thoush many were visitors. After the inception of The Outsiders, the
club wes almost invariably dark cxcept on Thursdays; for a time Ack-
craan tried to hold the Ffort alonc, but between the echoinz silences
of the descrted room and the frequent hcelzling from Outsiders as they
walked past the club on their way from the strect-car to my place,
Forry very sortly tool to doin~ his fanning in a more secluded spot.
And the meetings had dropped off to nearly nothing. Dausherty was
dircctor, the newcomer Burbee had becn saddled with both the secretary
ship and the editorship of SHAGGY, Morojc was treasurcr, and Ackerman
wes chicf mourner. Crozetti came to most of the meetinzs with her
five year old daushter whe also joined the club as the old guard strove
valiantly to increase the rosgter. And there was onc ncw member who
stuclk, Glen Daniels, a friend of Kepner's who shortly became coeditor
2f Crozetti's VENUS. Kepner pulled out of the club a month after the
feud, utterly fed un with Daugherty. And, rumor has it, there were
s few casusl dropper-inaners, who came once or twicc, saw the LASFS
wag moribund, and moved to greener pasturcs,

After Kepner hed joined
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the Outsiders, he cuickly became onc ol the most 2ctive of the zroup,
particularly in the publishiny sessions. He was nct at all qulet
about compariny our activity with the inanities of the dyinz club, so
very shortly both Daniels and Crozetti expressed a wish to joln the
Qutsiders. Yerke, Bronson, and others opposed the membership of both
of thesc individuals--wnaich of course wag perfectly within their
rights--but made the mistnke of peremptorily telling me not to allow
these twe at Fran Shack. Well, now. I pronptly announced that the
Tuesday nizht sessions were open to everyone, LASFS and Outsiders a-
like, and only the Thursdey nicht sessiong were limited stretly to
the Outsiders. This considersably wezkencd our homogeniousness.

At
about this time, Burbee became quite friendly with the Outsiders,
spendinz as much time with us =8 2t the LASFS, and even having all of
us to dinner at his house to celzbrate Yerke's birthday in mid-April.
This last furnished me with my favorite 3. Davenport Russell anecdote.
Yerke, always a brilliant conversationalist, was outdoinz himself that
day, and 2 terrific discussion wos in full cry. I kept noticinz Sam,
gitting zcross the room from me. He a2t first tried to read, but Bur-
bee's two-year-old daughter kept pezterins him so finally he gave up
and lifted the 1ittle girl intol his lap; whers he neld her, talking
quietly to her and very obviously mokinzg a terrific hit. Bhe lay
baclt in his arms, looking up 2t him with her heart in her eyes, hanz-
iny on every word. Sam in turn was looking down on her most affect-
jonately, tallking toher, talking.... Suddenly a silence fell on the
other conversation, snd Sem's fl=at voice cut throuzh it: "Cthulhu.
Yoxz-Sothoth. MNyarlathooen..." (i!) ‘

Burbee never joincd the Outsi-
ders, thoush we considered him as =2 member, (Our orzanization was so
completely informzl and nebulous a2t 21l times that this sort of thing
could happen with the zreatest of case.)

But the brave little group
was founderinz. Mike Fern, one of our nainstays, left us early in
April to zo to New York, where he manazed to meke himself quite un-~
popular with his lack o7 tact and his inquisitiveness end his free
comments on different ones. (A rumor came back to me a year or so
later that I had financed his trip in order to spy on the Futurilans.
If anyone has positive information on the orizgin of this idea, he will
confer a great favor on me by droppinz me 2 note 2bout it; something
tells me that the inside story on this one would make priceless read-
ing). Jack Rhodes left us about the same time, tired of us =2s nmost
of us were of him. Yerke was obviously approachin: a crisis--he had
broken lcosec from onc fan club only to find himsel! floundering in
the sawme kind of morass he had tricd to escepe--and his irritability
and obvious dissatisfaction witha the group had rcecpercussions with
Bronson, who fell into a sort of listlessness, characterised by an
Ashley-like unwillinsness to do anythinz more drastic than just sit-
tinz around talking. And Eddie Chamberlain had zonc into the United
States Navy by the ené of April.

By May 1lst, the Outsiders consisted
of Yerke, Bronson, Laney, Russell, Brown, Kepner, anéd the znomolous
Charlcecs Edward Burbee Jr. Thouzh this was not the strony group with
wnich we had started, it still possessed a certein arount of potenti-
al. Yerke, Russell, and I wanted to re-commencc work on Projsct M.
Kepner and Brown had zotten off onto 2 socially-conscious tancsnt
which eventually culminated in their joining the communist party; Bur-
bee at this time was just feelinz his way into the editorship of
SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES 2nd had no time for other commitments.

A number
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of factors csmme up that had ©o he handl:sd 2t cnce. In its six
issues up to that time, THE ACOLYTE h=d been promnt =2s clockwork, and
its contacts with the pro world seemcd to me lorgely to decpend on
this promptness and regularity. An issue was due June 15; either it
had to start by May 5, or Project M h=ad to get for enough along so
hat I could depend on it to take ACOLYTE's place. ™e had thce mater-
ial for Project M, but it was all ACOLYTE materizl except for & short
story Ycrke had written for us. Bromson Doth failed to turn over his
back loz ané refused to do any worlz. "Aw, let's just sit back end
blow smoke rinss," he used to say when we'd suzzest doing something.
I had no intention of publishing an ambitious mazazine single-handed,
and in fact in the 5th issuc had announced 2 curtailed circulation
and a decreased number of issues per year.

A week or so of Bronson-
ian lotus eatinzg, led me to approach Sam Russcll, and ask him if he
would be co-editor of ACQLVTE, with & 50-50 split on both work snd
finances. (This last meant nothing, since the magazine had been
slizhtly @more than breakini even since its 4th issue.) "I a2m com-
mitted to Projecct M,% said Russell.

!Suppose ACOLYTE withdraws from
Project M?&
USince Project M, basically, is THE ACOLYTE, in that
case I1'd be only too pleased to step in and help it out,t
Thot tore
it. I gave Projcet M. to Bronson, with my complimentsg, and 3DR and 1
picked out the material for the 7 ACOLYTE that very night.
hen
Yerke, still working on his night shift, heard of this developenent
he had a. fit. Under date of May 15, 1944, he wrote The Outsiders a
letter of resiznation. In it, he assalled us savegely for our short-
cominzs, particularly beratin~e Bronson. Phil was crushed, for he had
always maintained a semi-heroworship for Bruce, and Yerke had in thais
letter flayed him unmercifully. This letter was thec cnd of both
Yerke =2nd Bronson in fandom. Yerke n~d some spagnodic dealinzs with
Bill Watson thet summer, and Bronson, more from hebit than anytining
elsc, kept coming around for a couple of weeks--but neither of themn
ever azein did anything of a fan anture. An amusing sidelizht on
Yerke's letter of resiznation and rcnuncistion was that he called our
roll, so as to speak, describiny to sach of us 1is personzl habits
and peculisrities waich made him impossible to mssociate with. Only
SDRussell zot a2 clecan bill of health. Bu , oddly, with the exception
of Brucc's remsrks about Mel Browm's unkemptncss, every sinzle one of
hesec accusations apnlicd to Yerke with as gzreat forec a2s it did to
the person he was condcmning for 1t.

N T
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But the Outsiders no lonzer
existed, cxcept as a name., Mid-May of 1944 saw the LASFS with four
or five members and The Outsiders with about the same. Neltiher group
had eny longer sufficient momentum to expand itself. If Los Angeles
was to have o fan club, it was pretty evident to me that the two
factions would have to combine, and fast.

A certain amount of inter-
mingling was alrecady in evidence. Crozettl and Danlels did a good
deal of work on VENUS at Fran Shack with Outsider equipment, and
since Denicls had 2lso become co-editor of Brown's FAN SLANTS ond
Kepner's TOWARD TOMORROW, a zood deal of work on these two Outsider
fenzines was performed in the LASFS clubroom. Aclkerman still refused
to speak to me, and there was considerable resentment between various
Outsiders and Welter J. Daucherty, but by and large the zroups seemed
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drifting towards a mersger,

I commenced angling around, trying to
work out some sort of truce with Ackerman., Walter J. Daugherty step-
ped into 2 role of peecemaker, tellinz us how implacable Ackerman was
towards us and telling Ackermen how these overtures of friendship
merely presaged some sort of Trojain horse deal. I dated Myrtle a
time or so, and in the course of talking things over with her saw that
she would eventu=zlly cause the hatchet to be buried.

Matters could

ave drifted on, except that Lora Crozettl, the very evening after
Brown, Kepner, and I had spent 2 couple of hours helping her run off
VENUS, took the floor in the LASFS, told the club that the room had
been so full of Outsiders she couldn't work, 2nd demanded that the club
ban =211 Qutsiders from its premises, under pein of haoving them thrown
in the pokey for trespassing., Director Walter J. Dougherty allowed
such & motion to pass, . appointed Burbce to come down =~nd tell us
about it, then c2me dovm himself =2nd did not allow Burbee to more
then say hello as the Great Deaugherty read the riot act. I tried to
talk to the fellow in a conciliatory f~shion, despite some rouzh re-
merks from a rather intoxicated Bronson, who quit fandom completely
when it hecame evident that Brown, Kepner, and I werc and had bcen
dickering with the LASFS.

This last week of May wasg devoted mostly
to negotiations of one sort and another. The recconcilliation was fi-
nzlly implemented by Morojo, who talked Ackerman around into seeing
both the neced for a merger and the ~dvigability of letting bygones be
bygones. The feud was closed despite Walter J. Deugherty's efforts
as a pecaccrnaker, when one Sunday morning, o nervously doubtful For-
rest J. Ackerman tapped diffidently on Fran Shack's door until =2 dumb-
founded Francis T. Laney opened it and peered sleepily out at him.

But that, and the happenings that led from this surprise visit, be-
long in the next chapter.
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CHAPTER EIHT
-000-
Cn the Inside Looking Out
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Such“haq been thg powver of the Shangri-Le propaganda, the
?gsigélmgﬁi?gggkiﬁflhpsh—n%sh publigity po}icy, which gave 2 cover-up
t (F) tailings of the LASFS and its members, that fandom
g§n?rally haed not completely adjusted to the idea that there was a
rift when lo! all was nezce once more. Or was it?

In any event, near-
ly all e§tab;ished fans maintained 2 strict neutrality. %arryqsﬁaifer
Raym??d ﬁasplngton, and Claude Degler publically sided with Ackerman
an@ ?ae'cluo; Shaw especinlly ran the matter into the ground. He was
publishing a Qewszine called NEBULAH with an occasional supplement
called BEULAH'S SCRAPBOOK in which he ran editorials, feature storiesg,
and other material which was not suitable for the terse, factual news
sheet that NEBULAH tried to he. In BEULAH'S SCRAPBOOK, Shaw ran a
long and biased letter from Ackerman, ziving his side of the feud.
This was of course all right, but Shaw, removed from us geographically
Dy more then 2000 mileg and s»ealzin-. from the depths of a profound ig-
norance of the situation, wrote an ecually long editorial teking sides
with Ackernan. Fern and I promotly wrote seimi-official letters to
Shaw, talzing issus with his lack of neutrality, and I wrote an offi-
cial account of The Outsiders up to thet time and sent it to him for
publication. Through some sort of odd coincidence, Shew quit the news-
zine field zlmost at once--blaming a variety of factors for it, but
we always felt that it was because he was unwillinz to be impartial.
The Futurians, notebly Wollheim, tool sides with us privately, obut
maintained public neutrality. The rest of fandom wrote letters of in-
quiry, raised an occasional eyebrow, but were otherwise unaffected.

Jack Speer haprvened to talke a poll of the top 15 fans in the spring
of 1944, with the idea of seein- how what he called expert opinion
correlated with that of the <eneral fan public as reflected in Widner's
compilation. Since Brongon and I were both in this list, we decided

1t would be fun to omit Aclkeraan from our ton ten voting,

and both vote Tor him as the worst Ten of the year. This of course
ruined Forry's standinz in Speer's poll. 8o in some distorted poll

fizures, the feud was reflected nationally.
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But apart from what I've
just mentioned, the only effects of the Big Fuss were strictly local.

Fededededtat

One of the Tirst thinzgs the LASFS did after we resianed was to
write and adopt a mnew constitution., It was written largely by Walter
J. Dausherty, and was chiefly almed at keepinzg the Outsiders outl and
preventing a recurrance of the feud. Since much had been made of the
fact that T hed been in the club only a counle of months before I
started criticiging it (as i7 one had to eat an entire egz to know
that it was rotten) the Daugherty constitution provided a threemontn .
probationary pericd for new menbers, during vwhich time they-w?re re-
quired to attend 75% of a2ll club meetinzs and were not perm1tye§ to
vote. (Acer=an, I am told, had wvanted 2 gpecial clause redulring
giy months of this probatior Ffor any Tormer aember of the club who
wished to rejoin, but Freehafer tallied him out of this.) The Dgugnj
erty constitution otherwise prcttyp?uch continueé the old orzenization



--rent payers’ committee, executive committee, and so on--except 1iv
sdded one of the most pernicious dictatorial arrancements I have ever
seen in an organization, the Governing Body. This group was a self-
perpetuating, self-elected committee of up to five members, serving
for 1ife. Their control over the club was absoclute. They could set
aside any vote of the club, even & unanimous vote:;: they could set
aside any election o7 officers, they could suspend or depose any offi-
cer elected or otherwise, thsey could expell any member. Any ol these
actionsg could bhe talken; nothinzt could be done about them. As orizi-
nally constituted, the Goveraias Body wag not cuite szo bad, .since it
had the well-1iksd andéd halanced Treehaler on it, and o couple of oth-
ers neving encuxh emoticnal stability to give a certain amount of as-
surance that these extreordinary nowerg wovld nct be called upon ex-
cebt in time of ~reat emerzency. (Ori~inal wembershiv of the Gover-
ning Body: Forrest J Ackerman, Walter J. Daugherty, Myrtle R. Douzlas,
Arthur Louis Joguel II, and Paul Frechafer.

But PFreehafer died only
a weell or so0 after the committee was sel up. And at ebout the same
time, Joquel quit the club in 2 huff over the mishendlinz of Frecha-
fer's picture in SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES, leaviny a three-man governing
body: Aclermen, Douclas, and Dauznerty. Iliyrtle was CK. She is level
headed and kind-hearted enou-i so thet ehe can be trusted with thls
kinc or extreme power, But 21l that Dauzherty needed to do to rule
the club te suit his whim was to sway Ackernan (and Ackerman is not,
shell we say, unswayable) and there he was. The minute I heard of
this setup I smelled a rat, and when he exnlained to me that the GB
lay quiesgcent unless it was needed, somethins still smelled bad.

So
the earlicr part of our nezotiations with the LASFS were largely con-
Tined to tryinc to work around the Governins Body sstup. It must be
remembered that Ackerman wag still not spealking to me, and that it
looked probable that we would have to be admitted over Ze's objection.
At the same time, we were unwilling to come bdack if there was any
nint of surrender about our action--it merely seemed desirable that
Los Anzeleg continue to have a fan club, and obvious that ten members
in ‘one club miztht conceivably have a chance of accomplishineg something
vhile two separate clubs of four or Jive were certain to founder ior
zood, and soon, It had been arranced thet Myrtle, in her capacity as
a member of the Governing Body, would favor our readmittance under
some sort of peace treaty which would demand no apolozies or retrac-
tions from either side, and walch would waive either the requirement
of attendiny meetinzs or the reguiresent of the three month probation-
ary period. In his role a3 Peacemaker,: Dauzherty had gone so far
pPlayinz both ends against the middle that we Telt he would have con-
siderable difficulty in voting azgeinst our readmittance--thouzh then
as nov, Daugherty was unpredictanle.

Forry's early morning visit to
Fran Shack chanzged the entire ovicture. Myritle finally talked him in-
to cominz down and discussini tne matter personally. I had had a very
rough Saturday night, and when the first Sunday in June 1944 was her-
alded by a licht but persistant tappninz on Fran Shack door my Tirst
thouzht was to kick someone's teil clecar across the street for waking
me up at 9:00 AM. When I saw it was Ackerman, I nearly swconed with
surprise, but I invited him in and excused mysel? while I doused my
face with cold water and 1it a cizarette in an attendt to zct partial-
1y awake. When I caine back iInto thse front room, For'ry was browsing
along my bookshelves with every air of surprise--he had reiterated so
often that I was a fake fan that e had. come to helieve it himself
and walking into what wag at that time 2 first class Fantasy and stf
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collection upset his notlions consideranvly.

We sat down and comrenced
talking, asking each other ahout various things that had happened in
the past rew months, ozscasionally tryinz to explain our motivations to
eacin other. In the course of a two hour ccanversation we zot onto a
more “riendly wnasis than we had ever been hefore--particularly when it
came home to both of us that we had each separately beed Lrying to
carry a club on our shoulders. I reassured him thaet there was nothing
political about returninz to the LASFS; he reassured me that we ncecd -
not Iear the Governing Body.

' So the following Thursday, Browm, Keprer,
and I rejoined the LASFS--not without e considerable amount of balking
from Mel Brown, who is almost unable to baclk down on anythlnq e has
ever sald, or do enything thet looks as though he mizht be backing
dovmi. However, he had already azreed to rejoin the LADFS under terrs
wnicih Kepner 1nd I were willing to accept, so0 he ceme alonz. But the
end of the Outsiders really ended Mel Browm in fandom. He took a1 zc-
tive wart in the LASFS throuzh most of the time following, but dropred
all his publisning and most of his collecting.

My chief motivation in
rejoininy the club has not as yet been touched on. I had finally es-
tablished what looked to be an entente cordiale with my wife, and it
wag evident that Fran Sheck's days were numbered., Tais bein; the case
I was Taced with the problem of either joining the club, or folding
THE ACOLYTE, since 1t was very unlikely that I'd much longer have
room Tor a mimeosraph of my own. My increasinz contacts with the bet-
ter clags of fantasy lovers and the suroprisinzy amount of first class
materials continually being subnitted to A OLYTE Py Leiber and others
mzde me very reluctant to suspend the magazine, particularly now that
I had Russell for a co-cditor. And, despite my resolutions of a Tew
weelks previously, I was having greac difficulty in quitting Tandom
in the Tace of 2ll this zood material, a2 fast zrowina interest in
FAPA, and a still unsatisicctory job coupled with a considerable
amount of wnatholozlcal seli-doudting,

2d nally cotten Jackie to
see that perhaps the housinz shortaze rca ly cx_scc6 “that I had not
just made it up 28 an excuse notv T na for an d she had agreed
to come to Los Anceles without Sandy and Quizs leavinyg tunem with
my mother in Idsho, stay at Fran Shaclz for a IAllP, and nunt for
housinag on a full-time basis. I agrecd to zo back up North if she
was unsuccessful; she had azreed to do a2 whole-hearted Jjob of looliinz.
She still seemed to think we could get a rental.

But her trip needed
money, and it secmed highly desirable to me that I spend as much tims
around the club and away from money-spendinz temptations as I could.
So, once bhack into the LASFS, I moved my typewriter and trunk of im-
mediately needed papers to the club, and shortly fell back into the
habit of spendinx a good part of my spare time there.

Aclzerman came
in with me, anéd it was not lon~ before the LASFS had an approximation
of its pre-feud hey-dey, with & number of people in the place every
evening. Alve Rozers had just come baclk to LA from San Diezo, Daugih-
erty was feverishly active at the time, and Brown, Kepner, Daniecls,
and to a lesser exteat Jrozetti spent 2 zood deal of time around the
club on non-meeting nizhts.

A vignette of Glenn Daniels is in order.
He was sghort, slender, ugly, and vivacious--definitely a boon compan-
ion type of person desnits the odditv of his sexual tastes. His chief
motivation apnarently was scxuel, but e wes an interested and uanln-
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hibited conversationalist, snd wes almost as great a doer of fanzine
and other drudgery for peovnle ag Mike Fern. From tne national point
of view, his activity in fandom wasg reflected only in 2 pile of mime-
ography and stencil-cuttinz for VENUS, TC7ARD TCHORROW, and FAN SLAXTS
but locally he was one of the most eactive members oi the LASFS from
about March until August 1944,

The new entente cordiale with Acker-
men wasg implemented by Moth of us in various ways. I cominenced writ-
int e good deal for VOM and even mimeoxraphed one issue for Forry; I
invited him to my place as an "accidental" dropper-inner the nizht
Fritz Leiber came over to see ay collection and talk fantasy (an eve-
ning which Ackerman reported for me in an article for FAN-DANGO); and
I was enabled to see a revivael of METROPOLIS as Ze's zuest.

The Lei-
ber visit occurred just before Fritz left town to take over a good
editorial job in Caicazo, and was just anotner of those Hizx bullfests
that is stimulatinzg at the time, but of which little stays with one
28 specific inpregsions of that specific event. I remember how I
Xept tryin~s to keep the conversation steered into fantastic channels
because I had noticed how completely lost Forry seemed to be if any-
thineg outgide this one narrcw field was mentioned; and how nature
took its course, and Fritz and I <ot wound up on literature zenerally.
And I especially renember geeint Leibher to nis bus, and how we loped
back and forth for over an hour hetween Cth and Olympic, just missing
a bus on each street, until finally we subsided, pantinz, on Olympic
ané¢ talked far into the wee smnall hours until an owl bus came bumb-
linz alonz. I've not seen Leiber since.

The showinz of METROPOLIS
wes held at the Academy of Motion Picture Aris and Sciences' little
theater located far up in an oper-air arcade which opens off Holly-
wood Blvd. just east of the Pickwick Bookshovn. It was part of their
regularly scheduled prozram, to which they solcd season tickets at
515.00 each. I would not have been able to o, except that Myrtle
had elready seen the picture a couwnle of times, anc she and Forry
asked me to use her ticlet. The »nicture itself was mediocre, 1T inter-
estinz, It is replete with very brilliantly concelved sets ond spe-
cial eifects, but the overdone namaincss of the acting proved such a
major drawvack that the picture as a whole wag stupid. Individual
scenes, nowever, made it worthwhile, and then of course the hiz attra-
ction was Fritz Lang himself, who took the floor after the showingz
end answered questions and talXed Tor well over an hour. At first he
stayed pretty close to METRCPQOLIS, but before long was tallking about
his experiences in leaving Germeny, and eventually was discussinz the
broad Tield of cinematic art from the point of view of the director.
Good ligtening indeed . An amusing gidelisht wag the country bumpkin
awe with waich I regerded Lenz's monocle, and the way it stayed in
place despite ihe extreme animation of its wearer's features.

About
the chilef social activity of the LASFS during the sprinz and summer
of 1944 was miniature golf, There was 2 course located two blocks
from the club at 5th and Beaudry, and nearly all the members except
Aclkerman, liyrtle, Crozetti, and Burbee spent at least five evenings
a week there. Particularly afier Brown began clashing again with the
club, the golf course proved an invaluable place to work off hig
stea”, thouszh playing 36 holes with el required 2 mighty degree of
fortitude. His always zreat nervousness became hucgely intensified,
and he would rage, swear, prence up and down, throw anis club, chew
his finger, and in general bshave like 2 maniac., I still think half
the zolfers on the course that sumzer went ore to see Mel's perfor-
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mance, than to play zolf thewmselves.

Two or three weeks after we rejoined the club, Ackerman re-
cecived a letter from Donald A. Wollheim which utterly soured me on
the Futurians in =zeneral and Wollheim in particular. It wasn't very
lonz, but it attacked me pretty strongly personelly, told Ackcrman
that my only purpose in rejoinin< "the LASFS wes to destroy the cludb
utterly, and belaboring him in'mno uncertain terms for letting me back
in, closed by urging nim to throw me out. Wnat precise purvose Woll-
heim might heve had in mind escapes me entirely; he is lnowvn to have
been bitterly inimical to Los Angeles fandom and particularly Acker-
~man, and perhaps he may have thouszht that by stirring up the feud
" once again he could destroy the LASFS. As it turned out, Ackerman
showed me the letter, and nothing came of it except to turn me very
bitterly against the Futurians, whom T had previously known scarcely
at all,

Though I was heartily sick ol feuding and club politics, it
was not lonz hefore I was once more embroiled up to my ears in a row
with Walter J. Daugherty. he club wes in sorry straits financially,
and various plans were beinc discussed to increase thsz revenue with-
out turning the club into an insupportable burden for its handful of
membsrs. Since this discussion was taking place on a non-meeting
niznt, I did not sec any reason way my »einc cdisenfranchised should
prevent my talling part in it; particularly since ay chief reason for
rejoining had been to use the mimsograph, somethin: I obviously could
not convenlently do if we found ourselves unable to support the club-
room, 4e, Myrtle, and others liked some of my ideas--particularly
one aimed directly at the peovle who lzent personal property in the
club for their own personal uge--and aslked me to incormorate them
in a bylaw amendment for them o bring up at the ensuing meeting. I
did so; the Bylaw passed in the abseince of Walter J. Daugherty, who
just didn't henren to be there; and Tfrom then on the three individuals
who maintalined personal property for their own use in the club had to
pay e minimum of %3.00 a month key rent rather than the former rate
of $1.00., Aclkermen, Deuzherty, and I were the only ones who came un-
der this heading.

It so fell out that on the ensuing Sunday, Daugher-
ty called the club to see if. anyone was there, and I happened to an-
swer the pnone. He wanted someone to help him brinz in a large buf-
Tet, which his landlady had ziven him, and which he wanted to store
his supplics in. Sure, I was willing to help him, but in passing, I
mentioned that it would cost him 3 a2 month rent if he kept 1t in the
club, due to this new bylaw, I told him this, and the fellow practi-
cally wallked throuazih the nhone. Five minutes later he was in the
clubroon, shaking with rage, and foaming at the mouth about my having
Iingulted aim, havinz seized control of the club, havinz consgpired to
make his membershin imbessible, and god knows what else. It was not
long before I hacd enouzh of this, and I told him off but zood, ahd we
were off. Bellowing something about the zoverning hody, hne dashed
of f after Myrtle and Forry, and wasted ncarly their entire day
trying to havc the Outsiders evicted from the club. I went on half-
heartedly cranking out ACOLYTT with Mel's help, expecting any minute
that we would be expelled, Tor having incurred Lord Walter's displea-
sure, Ackerman and Morojo, however, refused to act against me, After
2ll, I'd only ©0ld him of an action of the club--of an action on waich
I couldn't even vote--and it is difficult to sec how Daugherty could
Justify his reaction. After some three hours of Governing Bocy deli-
berations, Nyrtle cane over and told me of her desire to keep the
peace in the club, and that Walter would be willing to rorgive and Ior-
get if I would writec out an apology to aim. Waat an apology that was .
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The old LOSmuith virtuelly smoksd.as I expressed myselfl ln blaziag
sentences studded with four-lctter words of Anglo-Saxon derivation,
none of which werec usedé in a masochistic fashion. =“There's my apolo-
2y to that basterd,® I snarled, and thrust the paper on Myrtle.

She
read it, and turned Taintly pink. 20h, but this will never do. It
will just make him angrier.!

He can shove it up his =-- if he doesz-
n't like it in his face,! I remarked. IThat's my last word on the
subject. Do you want my resignation from the club?i
%0h, no.t

She
left the room, and about 6:00 o'clock reapreared with Ackerman, hav-
ing pacified¢ Walter J. Daucherty in something like seven hours.

When
I next saw this mercurilal gentleman, he scemed to have Torgotten the
whole thing, and was happy as a lark as he bubbled with plans for the
next Dausherty Project, 2 portfolio of caricatures of fansg drawn by
Virgil Partch.

But I realised that in order to stzy in the club at
all, I was zoinz to have to take part in politics. As the group was
constituted under that pernicious GFoverning Body setun, the only way
one could get alonr with Daucgherty was to lzecep a wedae driven between
him and Ackerman. I expounded this idea strongsly for the next few
weeks, and pointed out that if we oncec caucht Aclrerman rizht after
Daucgherty had made him eanzry (something that happened from time to
time) we'd not only fix Mr. D's cookie, but would be able to toss out
the entire governing body idea in toto. (¥We did, too.)

The FAPA
clection for the 1944-45 fiscal year took place at about this time,
and Al Ashley, that caffeine soaked politico, had in appointinz the
ballot countinz commnittee blithely iznorszd the feud, =2and appointed
a non-partisan board with Dauzherty as chairman, and Brovn and Bron-
son as assistants. This led directly to another mess. In the Tirst
place, Daugnerty did not read of hie appointment, and Ashley, unable
to imagine another fan who would not read breathlessly cevery word in
the official organ, had not notified him by mail. In the second
place, Brown and Dauzherty on a committee worked tozgether about ag
well as Molotov and Senator Tait. And worst of all, Bromnson not only
lived 18 miles from the club neighborhocod, but had no phone and had
definitely quit fandom. Poor old Walter J. Dauzaerty had 2 hell of
a time, which was not cspecially helped by his native inclination to
procrastinate. Before the ballot countinz delays were over, a feud
had sprung up between Dausherty and Larry Shaw (that's one I loved;
no matter who ot the worst of it, I liked it fine.) and FAPA had
ground 2lmost to a full halt. I finally wrote to Ashlecy about it.
I1'd struck up cuite 2 correspondence with Sultan, arising out of the
letter he wrote me about the drunken FAN-DANGO of 2 few months before,
I'd been impressed by his extreme fairness and couriesy, particularly
as contrasted by the reception that issue got from FAPA as a whole,
and very shortly he had me hizghly interested in FAPA, both from the
point of view of the contents of the mallings, a2nd as an arena for
the practising of organizational politics, something I tend to enjoy
as an end in themselves. I happencd to mention, with the idea of
knifing Daugherty a little, that he had totally disregarded the se-
crecy of the bellot, 2nd had made a tabulation of who had votesd and
now. Al was overjoyed, mede 2o few anti-Puturian remarks which of
course fell on fertile soil, and agked me to get these results for
him, So I did. I mention this episode, since it was the first stir-

MGG



ring of the sbortive group later Lo be known as the 0 0 D, Crder of
Dagomn.

Due to the three-month's probationary period before persons
Joining the LASFS were permitted to vote, and the extremely small size
of “the club at this time, it was not long before the futility of all
LASFS meetings wes starkly underlined. The typical LASFS meetinsg in
June and July 1944 was attended by from O to 12 people, of whom some-
times as many as four were elicible to vote. But traditionalist Acker-
man, reigning as director for a three month term, never thouzht to try
turning the club away from its habitual bumbling rut of business meet-
ings, and some rars scenes arose irom tuils. It made no dirference if
a person were eligible to vote: if he had something to szay and suffi-
cient aggressiveness toc get up and say it he cculd hold the rloor for
hours. But when the time came to vote on whatever wag at hand, only
a very rew could or would erercise a Tranchise. I'll give two examples
wiich illustrate the two types of things thet habitually happened to
club business during thls nadecap summer, I might add that virtually
evervthineg that came up was dilsposed of in one of these two ways.

One
night, in connection with a discussion on improvins club finances, we
discovered thet the club was holdinz the sack for over ,;50.00 worth
of mimeographine supplies wihich had been uged by different members
wno had subsequently left the club withoult payinzg their bills, I got
the floor, sugzested that the club drop its reguireaent of using club
Materials on the club mimeograph, allow any member to use any supplies
he wished ag long as he paid the club a comnission on their value to
pay for the use of the mimeozraph, that all club supplies be locked in
the closet, and that they be issued under a cash only arrangement on
whatever nizhts Ackerman might choose tTo be there and act/as stock
clerk., I dilatecd on the advantages of this scheme until I becan to
run out of breath, pointed out that I was unable to vote, and conse-
quently could not put tnis into the form of a motion, and would some~
one else please do so. There wes a prolonced silence as the notorious
apathy inherent in the LASFS rose to new heights, I sat down mildly
disgusted, and after a lonz and embarrased delay, director Ackerman
carried the meeting on to something else. The payoff came about two
weeks later when I discovered to my utter amazement that the club was
operating under my scneme and had been dolnT so ever since I had men-
tioned 1it. M"What the hell...?" I asked Ackerman. %Well, it was
brought up in a club meecting,f he said. Yowoo—o 2222mm—mee =L, I re-
plied with my chin hanging down on my chest. &Well, no one seemed to
say anything about it,% said Forry, %so I presumed it had been passed.d
Comment by me at this late date would be superfluous.

The other way
business was disvosed of wss even worse. Not only was Morojo on the
threshold of her permanent snlit-up with Ackerman, but she was in
very poor health; came only to the early portion of the meeting long
enouzh to collect any money she could and read her treasurer's report,
and then left for the evening. Walter J. Dausgherty, as ever (even
when director) only ceme to about two meetings in five. Daniels and
Rogers were both in arrears with their dues, and hence could not vote.
This left the rezular voting members limited to director Ackerman,
Burbee, and Crozetti. Since the latter two did not like each other
very wecll, they habitually voted on opposite sides of whatever came
up, regardless of the topic's intrinsic merits. The height of this
folly came up one sultry July nisght when 13 persons, includingz visiting
San Frenciscans Ebey and Tatson, speant nearly two hours wrangling
over some now forzotten townic, finally ~ot it to a vote, and (yesi)
Crozetti voted yes, Burbee voted no, 2n¢ Ackerman, characteristically,
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1 duty as

refused to cagt tus deciding vote, altaouznh 1t was alg clea
as waste the lantire

chairman to do so. The net result, of courﬂe, wa,
evening.

: My wife, Jaclie, had arrived in Los Angeles early in July,
and spent most of that month on a full-time housc-hunt. Giving up on
reantels, she Tinally consented to our buying, and very shortly we had
a house. During this month, she naturally saw a zo00d deal of the
LASFS, and this added another source of trouble Tor our already tot-
tering marriage, since thers were few of the local misTits whom she
could tolerate. 1I'd been around them so long that I'd gotten used to
them, scercely realisinz myself how bad most of them were. Had aer
manner of attack been less dictatorial and less "You do my way or else
..." I undoubtedly would have quit fandom completecly in late 1944;

the thin~s cghe saild about the club and its members were only too true,
but I could see no futurs in permitting myself to be led around by

the nose.

The chief wovthvhile Los Angeles cctivity in mid-1944 was
the publication of Jack Speer's mammoth FANCYCLOPEDIA, =2 scholarly
ﬂnd cntertaining encyclopedia which not only save definitions and

ackaround for all terms and words with fannish connotations, but in
pa351ng gave a considerable glimpse into stefnistic nistory. Jack
had sgpent over two years writini and recvising and sendinz the maau-
script around to various elder fans, had then stencilled it and turn-
ed it over to Phil Bronson to publish for him, Phil went a2ll out for
lotus-eating, but did turn publishinz permission over to the Outsiders,
wio even weni so far as to buy some of the peaper for it just before
the final disbandinz and resumption of LA3SFS membership. In the
meantine, Speer, understandably miffed over the protracted delay in
publication, had zotten after the NFIF, under whose ausplces Bronson
was supposed to have been workino, and Evans had re-assigned the job
to "alter J. Dauzherty, who amazingly allowed the LASFS to take it
el So we spent & full month mimeographing, usinz three machines:
the club's old autom2tic ABDiclt, my old ACOLYTE machine, and alter
J. Daucherty's flossy new Niaﬁare. The NFFF is civen a lot of unde-
served ego-boo by heing S“OUH as publisher; Forrest J. Ackerman pub-
lished it, furnishing 95% of the incentive and well over half the ac-
tual work. He worked pretty much alone the lines of an Outsider pub-
lighinz sessions, and ti finished results ghow that e¢ven the LASFS
can do something worthwhﬁlc if a certain modicum of intelligent direc-
tion and channeling is «iven to thc club's potential.

Walter J. Dau-

cherty had an acute outbreak of projectomania in June and July 1944,
starting new magazines and brochurecs by the dozen. Most never zot
beyond the talk stage, and all were so declayed in publication that
their eventual publication was greeted only by amused surprise on the
part of loccl fandom. The second edition of Daugherty's DIRECTORY OF
FANDOM came out first; he compiled & vast array of names and addresses,
stencilled them, and ran them off like a2 house afire., For over thres
months, the completed directory gathered dust and obsolescence around
the club because Walter J. Dausherty could not figure out a cover
that suited him., Yo wonder 1t was so out of date wnen hs finally
sent it out., Stray pages turned out at this time for various other
short-1lived projects appeared in FAN at various times durinz the
next year and & half; some of the gtuff, I believe, never did gset pub-
lished.

In her column in SHANGRI L'AFFAIRTS, Lora Crozettl very apt-
ly took to descrlbln the rooming house at o2c South Bixel as the"Bi-
xel Fairy Palace" ?From Novenber 1943 until now (April 1947 this
ouilding has ﬂlways had at leasgt one, 2nd somctimes as many as four,
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members of the LASFS wiho wers also 2ctively overt homosexuals). CAny-~
way, this waz too much for some of the alate oncs, who frantically
rusned into print with a new name for their house of assignation: Ten-
dril Towers. Burbee and I took areat zlce in makinz up new allitera-
tive take-offs on this ecuphemism--most are now forgotten or unprint-
abnle—--but I still rcemember Goosey-butt Grotto with a certain amount
of relish. (Lest I seem to be casting slurs, perhaps I should point
out that the Bixel Fairy Palace hag always hed heterosexual LASFS men-
bers living there too.)

As the summer of 1944 wore along, I recceived
a letter from Mick McComas that went far to thrust me back into fan-
dom. This note mentionecd that the Random House GREAT TALES OF TERROR
AND THE SUPERMATURAL had -just topned the 50,000 mark in salecs, that
McComas and a friend had bcen cominizsioned to compile a companion vol-
une dbT science-fiction, and could I help them any? This led to a big
segsion with lMelomas and his co-cditer, Ray Heally, as an upshot of
which I agreed to do a vagt amount of »reliminary scoutiny and story
recomitending., The Tirst thing I d4id was to monopolise a club meeting,
asking .the members to sugziest suitahlc stories, look them up in the
club library, and tell me where they could be found. I sat there typ-
inz 1like mad and ending up with two sincle-spaced pages of story re-
commendstiong, During the next year end a half, I must have had at
lcast ten long sessions with McComas and Hez2lly, some of which I will
describs in their chronological nlace in these memolrs.

Jaclzie re-
turneé to the North in early August, to sweat out the eviction fime
zranted the tenants of our new houss; I sat tight in Fren Saack, try-
ing to aveoid srendins money andé as 2 result beccoming more deeply in-
volved in thc club for a while, brin~inz out gobs of crud---ACOLYTE,
FAN-DAYGO, and independent writings., It saved money, since I was do-
ing no collecting to speall of, but getting deeply enmeshed in the
LASFS once morec was a very bad thint Tor me otherwise, and I've often
regretted it. But in addition to the immensely excitinz collaboration
with Heally and McComas, and the ever increasinz rlow of good meter-
ial for THE ACOLYTE, Tony Boucher stunned me with the first of two
hizhly enthusiastic reviews of THT ACOLYTT in his bool column in the
SAN FRANCI3CCO CHRONICLE. This one scuib brought ACOLYTE no less than
25 cash subscriptions, and the ezo-boo involved was a bit more than
my equilibrium could stand. I began to have visions of buildinz ACO-
LYTE into & genuine semi-pro, and goinz on from taere into profession-
al editinzg--a harmless enough will-o-th~wisgp to chizse 1f one does not
take it too seriously. I'm afrsid I too% it too seriously for a2 while
though--never stopping to think that I was making more money on my
job than I could hope to get as one of the legser editors, and that T
am temperamentally unsulted to tackle publishinz except as a hobby.
(I.e. why take the fun out of = hobby by makinz a2 job out of it?)

Early Aucust saw a major political uphe=aval in the LASFS. It had
once more become time for a new director tc be elected. Morojo an-
nounced that she would positively reiuse to be ireasurer again (having
served continuously since mid-1937), =2nd a wave of consternation ran
through the two or three voting members vo took the club seriously
as they realiged that they hed no one available to ftnke over thae Job,
Finelly (and I've always thouzht it was at Morojo's suzzestion) Ack-
erman and Daugnerty came to me 2and aslked if T wers willing to be trea-
surer of the LASFS.

Lgan't,! I said. “I'm not eligible either to
vote or to hold office, and won't be for another month.®
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Yoll,® said D, ugherty, Ywe can waive that about holding or-
fice.t e 1! 5
L¥ou mean you are willing to walve the rest of my probation-
ary period?f '
10h no,% said Talt, Ryou won't be e le to vote, but you
can have the job if you take it, and d’“course you can keep the job
alfter your nrobationary period 1is over.-
Lithat the hell do you think
T am? If I can be trusted vwi th the club's money I can be trusted w th
the other privileges of membership., And furtheriore, Brown an@ Kep-
ner came bacl: into the club with me, and I'll consicer no special con-
sideration that does not apnly to them as well.% _
L7e can't do that,=

Mjell, I don't want the job anyway. I told you when I came kacl: in
the club that I was throuzh with & ub politics, What!s the matter;
can't you find some public sgpirited fan like Ackerman and Daugherty
vho is willing to sacrifice the i ny amount of time the treasurer's
job requires?=
Lo, 4
LIf you need a treasurer bad enough to restore
all of us Outsiders to full memberd iv now, I'm willing to talie the
job just to do you and the club a favor,t
The result o all this was
a Torgone conclusion; while Walter J. Dgugherty had a few minor Tits,
the Governing Body gave the executive committee permission to waive
the three-months probationary period for Brown, Kepner, and myself---
this alter only seven weeks of novitiate, And it is noteworthy -that
this three-months probation was thereafter honored only in the breach
-w-until I became director again and chose to apnly it in one or two
ins tances as a politicallmove. (The best way to kill a bad law is
to enforce it rigidly.)
So Morojo found herself elected director,
Alva Rogers was secretary, and I was treasurer., Something about the
idea of the arch-Outsider in gontrol of the LASFS funds seven weeks
after his return to the club, and moreover by the request of Walter J.
Daucgherty, has always struck me as being rather & nny.
Morojo's
term of office was short, and anything but sweet. Walter J. Daugherty
had taken to collecting mimeogranhs--I think he had some idea of using
the clubroom as an office for a comnercial mimeographing service--
enyway he very shortly owned two late-model, fully automatic Wiag-
aras, a post card machine, some sort of broken down standard mimeo-
graph which I never saw out of its box, the Phil Bronson machine,
330,00 worth of stylii and lettering cuides, and the c abinet from
an old table radio. (I never did fizure out what that last was for,)

Anyway, in light of Daugherty'!s mimeographical resowr ces, it was not
odd that the executive comnittee & ortly got in the mood to buy one
of the NWiagaras, particularly when the club machine brole down., We
voted to do so, against Myrtle's protest. She went ahead the next
dgy and had ;25,00 worth of worls done to the old machine. We decid-
ed to sell it to Daugherty anyway, and turn it in on a reconéitioned
Niagara, with automatic paper feed, inking, and slipsheeter. Iliyrtle
chose to tale this as a personal affront and resigned her gavel, af-
serving for only about a weeli. . (I've always thouzht she was just
looking for an out anyway, since she very shortly made her final
break with Ackerman, quit being Morojo, and became, as now, Myrtle R,
Douglas, an extremely inactive member o the club.)
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Thisg resgiznation elevated Alva Rogers to the post of direc-
tor, and he replaced himsell as secretary by appointing Walter J.
Daugherty, About the only niece of business transacted during Alva's
term was to elect liyrtle an honorary member d the society. Other-
wise the group bumbled along, held a few entertaining discussions,
and that was about all, _

Sometime during the latter nart of the summer,

Bob Hoffman came to tovn to spend a protracted furlough. Paul Free-
hafer had left his entire’'collection to Bob, with the proviso that
Bob nass on any of it he did not personally want in any way he wished.
Bob decided to give all this stufll to me; including a number of pro-
zines, a rat bundle of fan photos, and a very fine collection of fan-
zines. The bulli of Paul's collection turned out to have been in Idaho;
and I'll never forgzet the amazemert with which we unpacliied the gigan-
tic boxes of stuffl which his sister sent to us. Paul!s collection was
the nucleus of my collection of fanzines, and since 19l) T have kXep ©
constantly eixpanding it until it is, in my opinion, one of the four
or Tive best such collections in captivity--containing as it does al-
most all major fanzines Trom 1930 throuzh 1946 in complete files, and
large quantities of the lesser items, It is the one portion of my
fan /fantasy collection that I have not discarded or weeded out; so
far as I mow now, I will probably keep it always--nartly because I
cnjoy browsing in old fanzines, partly because fanzines tend to bring
back to me memories of bthe more nleasant part of my fanning, and not
a little becausc the collection, started as it was, is in a sense a
memorial to Paul Freenafer, :
Considerably publicised by the club in
194}, was the acquisition, on a loan basis, of Donald iJarren Bratton's
fantasy file and bibliography. Don Bratton is a pleasant but quiet
young ciap in his early twenties, notable for rosy checks and a deep,
if not vociferous, interest in the bibliographical side of Tantagy.
The file, contained in a large oak card case of some Fifty or sixty
drawers 1is an attempt at a comnlete cross-indexed file o all fantasy
everywnere, is nowherc near complebe, but even so contains thousands
of cards, and has proven nighly useful to many of us. The f le, and
its makking and augmenting, is Don's chief intercst in fandom.

Another
character who came on the scene in 19HM and was for a time the club
librarian was Leonard Golding Pruyn. He was a peculiar person, un-
knowable to the nth degree, and was of so hyper-refincd a nature that
the casual conversations of the nore virile members shortly caused
him to drift away.

0f a wore sturdy naturc among 19.)i's members was
Captain Vern Glasser, USA--a glib and handsome lNew York lawyer who
found himself on the coast for a few months, who had »ead stf for
many years, and who heard of the club through Rae Sischo, a girl who
happened to work for Reed!'s Litho Company (the concern which turms
out most LASPS lithograprhy. Vern was in his element when it came to
bullfesting; he had the actual experience as well as the background
of reading to back him up; and sessions with him were amonz the chief
highlights of the latter part of the year. He Taded out of the pic-
ture when the ariay transferred him clscwhere,

And in the early fall
of 191 I got a letter from Art Saha, announcing that he felt he had
done his »it in the war after having served over a ycar in the US
Maritime Service (after all, the zuy was lL-F), had rctired from the
sea, and was undecided what to do next, except that his hometown of
Hibbing, IMinnesota no longer apncaled., So I tossed him off a note
telling him that he!'d just as well come to LA for a while and geta
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bCllyfull ol the LA3FS. Ile did and he adid, The Sam who arrived in

. October 194l was a far cry frowm the gawking bumpkin I'd met in Fris-

co the year belfore; the rough edges were knocked off, and here was a
voised and pcrsonable guy who very shortly was one d the more desir-
able members of the club, R

The latter part of 19WJL saw me get into a
most denlorable feud with A, Langley Scarles of Hew York City, publi-
sher ol the scholarly and erudite FANTASY COMNITENTATOR. This was just
one ol those things. I had had a certain amount of desultory corres-
pondence with Searles--vherein nearly cvery thing he said to me was
couched in such words as to make me furious, and anparently my own
remarks to him acted much the same. But nothing camc of -this defi-
nite antagonism between us until he got the idea my friends and I in-
tended to steal his bibliography of fantastic books, which at the
time was running spasmodically as a supplement te FFF, This misunder-
standing arosc when, arising out of a sugcestion by Tony Bouchcer in
the SHAGGY letter section, a shortlived "Great Bib" movoment arose,
in tho course of which some of ug volunteered to heln Searles with

‘his existing bibliography. Secarlecs apnarently felt that he was doing

all .right on his own hook, with a coincident wonder as to vhere all
this proffercd help was during the carlicr stagcs of his rescarch;

he refused the offer in such way as to make me mad; somec of us deci-
ded to put ocut a bibliogravhy of our own and announccd this intcntion
in TEEX ACOLYTE; Searles thrcatencd to sue for infringcament; I blew up
cditorially in ACOLVTE; Scarlcs demanded a withdrawal of the editori-
a2l under thrcat of suing me for libel; I found on sccond glancc that
I would not be able to prove some of my allegations (under California
law the truth is a defensce against libel); and eventually made a ra-
ther grudging apology. Sam Russcll acted as pecaccmaker, and gctually
got a short-lived, friendly corrcspondence going between Scarles ad
myself--but a plan for Scarles and I to swap contributions for cach
other!s magazines fell through when Secarles failed to write an arti-
cle for THE ACOLYTZE (I did two for Searles, both of vhich he publish-
cd, )

The fuss with Scarles was considerably augmented by the stand
he took in FAPA over the inclusion of certain matter which he consi-
dered to bc obscenc--Langley having stated noint-blank that he was
tired of the wrangling of the members over this matter, and the rext
time he saw something he did not like he was zoing to turn it over to
the post of'ficc department., While I usually admire dircct action, on
the other hand I have always been one to over-react towards anything
which smacks of a restriction on personal liberties. And by the H me
the [ASFS FAPA members had gotten done Iricking Scarles! thrcat around,
nearly all werc rcady to boil him in oil--PForrest J. Ackerman going
so far as to writc a really nasty pcrsonal attack, in which he refer-
ed to Scarles as a "white Jap”; the FAPA publication of vhich led %o
a permanent rift betwesn Scarlecs and Ackerman.

The FAPA elcction of
194} had scen the 757 triumph of a Puturian slate of officers, rid rg
high in an atteapt to regain their former prestige in fandom (or for
some reason I don't know)--anyway, Futurian Doc Lowndes was elected
president, and Futurian yes-men Suddsy Schwartz and Larry Shaw were
eleccted secretyry~treasurer and of ficial editor respectively. The
old Futurian loader, Donald A. Wollheim, was nosed out of the vice-
presidency by Al Ashley--a circumstance which srortly led to © rouble
in FAPA. The first act of the Futurians was to jam through, without
warning, an clection of @ nstitutional amendments--somec of vhich mmn de
sensc, and some of which secmed to cover or be canable of covering
something else, I didn't like the suddenness of the election, which
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eflectively prevented <discussion, uer did I have any rcason to love the
Futurians personally; so I drew up a »etition of protest, zot it sign-
ed by nearly all locel Fans, and mailed it to the membership. The pe-
tition discussed each proposed amendment in detail, usually disfavorab-
ly, chided the Futurian administration for its railroadish tactics,

and urged the wmembers to reject all amendments. (All amendments were
passed excevnt Tor one which pnroposed to prohibit discussion of racinl
prejudice.)

But thouch the petition did not appreciably affect the
eclection, it led directly to two results of major ismportance as they
affected my subsequent fan carcer,

. Jininy Kevner was one d the sign-
ers, and almost immediately he was subjected to a strong barrage of
letters from Wollheim and perhaps others, urging him to change his
mind. TIe actually wanted to »ut out another local letter to fandom,
or rather FAPA, withdrawin-c his signature from the petition and urg-
ing the adoption of the amendments. I tal ked him out of this, but
it was not long before the Tendril Towers bunch had swung en masse to
the Futurian camp, a uo,e which considerably complicated the political
situation bothh in the LASFS and in FAPA.

01 more importance, it 1led
directly into a political hookup between myself and AL Ashley--who by
then was up to nis ears in waging internecine warfare with the Putu-
rians, a warfare which for the me b nart was unpublic, but which
bore frult in such leaflets as THESE ANAZING AMENDMENTS and THE PRECI-
PITANT, -

I'd already interested myself in FAPA politics. At the time
I arrived in Los Angzeles, Clod Degler was still a member of FAPA, and
it seemed to several of us that it would be highly expedient to expel
him, Our first attempt came out as a signed petition dated in Decem=
ber 193, urging the officers of FAPA to take some action. Al Ashley,
in his typical let-somebody-clse-do~the-dirty-worl: fashion, fluffed
this off; mentioning, however, a constitutional expedient which might
be used ror the expulsion, Bronson and I promptly took this up, filed
the necessary plece of ¥ gislation, and were gratified to see it pass-
ed in the 19ﬁh Fapa election, althouzh by a very narrow margin.

I was,
however, highly disgusted with the shilly-shallyinz attitude manifested
by so many members of FAPA, and by the actual antagonism which this
ouster aroused in certain gquarters. Discussing the matter wi th Bill
Watson, we gradually got the idea of forming a FAPA political party
(vhich never received a name more dignified than Ypotty"); aiming it
directly at the conservatives in FAPA., ‘Jatson was to Tile for Offi-
cial mditor, and I for scecretary-treasurer., We got Bob Tucker talked
into running for vice-president, and asked D. B. Thompson to file for
president; however, Don shied off fast, explaining that he wanted no
part of organizational politics. As second choice, we approached
lorm Stanley, and he accepted the bid, though la ter he withdrew.

We
had a number of ideas we wished to try out. At that time, FAPA was
stifled by non-productive wmembers, yet boasted an imposing waiting
list--we wanted to tighten up membership requirements both quantita-
tively and qualitatively so as to zet rid of the dead wood and get
the new prospects adnitted to membership before they got tired of
waiting and lost interest altogether. Most of our proposed legisla-
tion centereda round this onc aim, though we did have other nropossgls
which I have by now forgotten.

The nolitical rapprochement with Al
Ashley led to complications, since by the time it happened Watson had
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definitely aligned himsell with theFuturians and Al had reached the
point of almost open feuding with them. DBut in October 19hlL, the
voint at which this chapter is supposed to break o f, the potty con-
sisted on candidates Stank y, Tucker, Laney and Jatson--with loyal su-

pporters Thompson and Ashley. ‘ )
In connection with my attaclts on Degler,

I got into a rather amusin? fracasw ith Raymond YWashington, the one
reoutable fan who continusd to supwort Degler a fter all the restv ol
established fandom had turned against him. Being right on the spot
and knowin~ what Degler wag, I felt rather strongly about Jashington's
misguided loyalty in sticking to Degler, and demanded in one of ny an-
ti-Degler petitions to FAPA that Raym be directedeither tg sever con-
nections with Degler or resign from FAPA. This did not sit well§v1ph
most Fans, including many of Degler's strongest opponents, nor did it
sit well with Washington. But Raymond wouldn't fight tack, and it
rather amnoyed me that my blood-and-guts facet had grown so znemid
that I couldn't get a risc out of someone with it. (i!!) So I pro-
ceeded to snipe at Raymond every time I got the chance, trying the
rather Hearstian tactic of discrcditting him by coupling him in the
public mind with something distasteful. Since Raymond was a year or
so younger than the gencral run of fandom, I commenced referring to
him as "Young Washington', dismissing everything he said as being too
puerile to be worthy of attention. (It wasn't of course, but it made
an amusing line to take, particularly as I imagined at t he time with
a certain amount of justification that this psychology was working
with quite a few fans,) So this sort of thing went on for months, in
VO, in FAPA, and in my corrcspondence. And never a peep from RW,

Then, like a veritable bombshell, Raymond ashington bl w up in my
face, sending an open letter about me to the LASFS., Oh it was a hon-
ey--took me around and around--and incidentally was the most effcctive
piece of attacl work I saw in half a decade of fanning and feuding.
The other members of the club hgad alrcady read it when I arrived and
werc sitting around in pleased anticipation waiting for me to explode,
I read it, was disappointed to find Raymond going 211 out for a form
of idealistic unreality that I have always deplored as being impragc-
tical, and sorry ©o see that he had a number of totally erroneous
ideas about me (as for example that I bore him malice, when all T was
doirg was having fun sniping); but at the same time was delighted to
get a risc out of him. The LASFS was audibly disg nointed as I sat
down and wrotc Raymond a long conciliatory lotter which ecventual 1y
icd to a protracted correspondence that I at lcast found highly plca-
surable., ' .

But my big time in fandom was about oven My family was to
arrive around llovember 1, and we were to move out away fomm the club
neighborhood to the house at 1005 Jest 35th Place. Fran Shack was
qbout to fold up and vanish; I offered it to the LASFS for the samc
230.00 a month I was paying, it bd ng about thrcc timcs as bie as the
clubroom, and fitted up with a toik t and cooking facilitics to boot--
but it was too far away for the timid provincials of Bixel Stroot who
after all, being emissarics of the futur~ and supcrmen onc and all
could hardly be expected to wander soven blocks out of their hd itual
orbit--¢ven to got a nice new clubroom,

—— . | liy plans had not contemnlated
malking my family live in the store, but a delay in getting the tenants
out of thg housge dumped us all risht there., It was a horrible place
for the kids--no yard, no nothing--and as a rcsult Jaclkic and I took
them away as mucp as we could, It scomed natural to gravitate toward
the LASFS, and the childron made such a hit with local Tandom that it
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proved a hard havlt to brcalis I had ratiher cxpccved the LASES to ob-
ject to Sandy and Quiggzic, but instcad the whole membership fussed ovoer
the 1ittle girls something scandalous. Sandy, who was then L, very
shortly found hersclf cranliing the mimeograph from timec to time, running
errands for the meowmbers, going out to play miniature golf vi th them,
and in general fitting in like she was one of them. Quigazic had her
choice of a half-dozen laps to sit in, peoplec to carry her piggy-

back., And both of them had a big time looliing at thce picturcs in the
club's magazines, drawing and doodling on the crud sheets lying around,
going out to dinner with local f andom, or what havc you. I did not re-
gard the rclationship as particularly wholesome for thc children, but
for the two wecks it didn't hurt them, and it was amazing to scc how
reputcd child-haters lilke PForry allowcd Sandy and NQuigzic to lcad them
around by thec nosc,

I was still treasurer of thec LASFS:; I intended to
serve out my terim and then ccasc activity in the LASFS--dropping in
maybc oncc a month--and confining my fan activity to a decrcasing out-
put of ACOLYTEZ and FAN-DANGO=--viith an cventual cessation of activity
altogether~-probably by the cend of 195,

e moved out of Iran Shack
in carly Novomber of 19hli, and off I went, not without a nostalgic
lettor to Tucker about the end of an cra as it were, to what I thought
would be the beginning of the end.
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CHARTER IX
~000~
Ebb-~Tide

TR np ae sk

The first two or thrce weeks after I'd moved into my new
house¢ wore almost totally lacking in fan activity, as I workgd away
gotbing moved in, continucd gettinz rc-acquainted with wy children,
and wnat not, About all I did was to writc two or threo letters To
Ashley and Tucker concerning the FAPA nolitical situation, though I
did hove THE ACOLYTZ in the back of my mind, and intended to get to
vork shortly on anothor issus. My interest in fandom, however, was
definitely waning. )

It was given , powerful Tillip one day in the
latter part of November 194). when I returncd from work to £ ind wait-
ing for me on envelope bearing the return address of the Hotel Stil-
well, o local hostelry. Oponing it, I was stunncd to find a note
from A. E. van Vogt, announcing that he had just concluded a permancnt
move from Toronto to Los Angelcs, that he wes very aanxious to moet
me, and would I plcasce get in touch with him., I was knocked over,
Back in 1942 I'd sotten van'!s oddrcss from Johnny Mason, and had sent
him an ACOLYT&. He'd written a nice, and publishable, letver of com-
ment, and I'd continucd to scnd -him ACOLYTRE without cver hcaring from
him ~rgain. But I had a very high opinion of thc man, both from hia.
published storics and from the glowing accounts KMason had given me of
him, and it was with high cxcitcment that I drovec downtown to mect him
at his hotel.

Alfred E. van Vogt turnecd out to be tall and skinny--
with the samc grasshopnerish build as Bob Tucker (or mysclf for that
matter)--has a rather high forehcad, straight dark hair, and is bubb=-
ling over with a vivacity which is sometimes hidden by a supcrficial
shyncss. At the time I mot him, hc worc a rather old-fashioned pair
of pinc-necz with a ribbon dangling over one car as an anchor, but the
salubriousncss of the local climate soon causcd him to toss these ar-
tificialities to one side. I believe we were both rathcer ill at casc
during much of this [lirst mceting--I know I was. But therc werc so
many things to tallk about--thc world is van's oyster, and he can tall
about most phases of it, particularly the morc obscurc oncs, cndlcssly
ond fascinatingly, I found wmyself lilzing him cnormously, and subsc-
quent mecetings with him have only strengtheoned this foeling.

When I
told the peoplce at the LASFS that I had just had an cvening's scssion
with A. E. van Vogt theoy thought I was pulling a hoax. But hc has
been around the club so much since that he is almes t taken for granted:
he's cortainly spent morce time around the place bthan my other pro
author., (Why, god only knows})

Another cxtremely worthwhile person
came on the scene for the first timc in the tail cnd of 19Ll: WNWicsson
Himmel, I never did know just how he got hooked upw ith the club, but
he is quite a fait accompli novertholess. A police reporter for sev-
cral ycars, he has worked for the LOS ANGTLES DAILY IE73S, THT LOS AN~
GELES TIMES, THEZ SAN FRANCISCO CHROVICLE, and is at prcsont a Hearst
hatchetman with the LOS ANGELES EVIENIG HTRALD. IHerc is a lad who
spins the pretticst line of bull I cver encountored, who had boeon miz-
ced up in practically cvery big murder or julcy scx cascthat hes hit
LA for the past four or five years. Talking to Himmel is morc fun
than read ng Raymond Chandler, In apncarance, Nicsson is theo Typical
colleze half-back, thouzh his chicl athletic sport, asidc from torea-

= 100 e



dor vork, 1ls bendin: the elbow, lils linterest in stlantasy 1s almost
nil, but he evidently enjoys associating with many of the fans, judging
from the amount of it he coes. An ornament to the LA3SFS, even if no
one outside of LA ever did hear of himn,

Having gotten pretty much set-
tled in our house, we decided to throw a housewarming party on the last
weekend of Ilovember. I wag humiliated to discover, with rather of a
start, that I had been sticking so close around the LASFS since early
summmer that I!'d practically gotten out of touch with any non-fan acgquai
ntances., But the brawl (and it was that, believe me!) did have about
every LASFS member, plus a couple of girls from work and some others,
Even Jalter J. Daugherty attended--he and I got along fine, but his
girl friend Tillie got into a ruckus with Jackie which nearly led to
blows .

1

Two things made the party notable. In the first place, it was
the debut of A, E. van Vogt and his wife (E. Mayne Hull). I had mis-
givings as t o how well respectable people 1like them would fit in with
such a commotion, but as it turned out they secmed to enjoy themselves.
I particularly remember van backed into a corner of the dining room,
hemmed into this culdesac by half a dozen yapning fans,

ke il ol
thing--Forrest J Ackerman had decided to prove to himsell that he was
right in frowning on the use of alcoholic beverages, and showed up
with a pint. I had intended to mix his drinls personally, to mate sure
that he did not get too stiff--having some vague 1dea that if he were
properly guided-guarded he might find the release of a moderate amount
of alcohol sufficiently desirable to wish to try it again, However,
someone (Rae Sischo, I believe) started mixing doubles and gave one to
the Ack., He sat there looking like the wrath of God, and waiting for
something horrible to happen. It commenced to hit him a little, the
old frogen repression started to slough off, and first thing you knew,
the boy was having a good time. Ther, all of a sudden, he realised
that he felt the ligquor, and collapsed moaning in a heap, spendinz the
remalinder of the evening stretched out on the bed., lost of us felt at
the time that the deal was pretty much put on, but of course we may
have been mistal:en, At any event, he proved to himself that liquor
and Acks didn't mix--which was about gll he had in mind,

I left my owm
party quite early to accomplish the dual purpose of taking van and
llayne back to their hotel, and ziving some fresh air to the excessively
intoxicated Burbee and Saha. We got involved in a couple of bars, £ rom
the restroom of one of which we had a hell of a time dragging the re-
gurgitating Burbee, who quietly passed out in the car. Saha got in
the back seat by himsellf, and I started buzzing out towards the house,
Art made some plecascd remark to the effect that he had at last gotten
hims elf a room in Tondril Towers, goshwowbovoboy, and was shortly to
move in. Little realising how much hetd take it to heart, I remarked
casually that of course he knew that all the fans in TT were fruits,
anc that of course he'd have to pass a novitiate of promiscuity vith
all of them before being allowed to settle on any one or two of the
boys, that they made all the new tenants kiclk through to them in all
sorts of fascinating ways.... (So far as I know, that was just a gag--
the place has had somc heterosexual inmates!) DBut Saha really hit
the ceiling; by God they weren't going to do that to him het'd show them
by God just let one of those fruits try anything...and so on., So I
told him what one of the Tendril Towers fruits had actually said about
Saha'!s moist, ruby-red lips--and Art went postively berserk, getting
into such a screaning frenzy that I overshot 35th Place and was clear
down past EZxposition before I realised it. I cannot recall ever havi ng
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kidded anyone with such spectacular success.

In the LASFS itself, a
-political farce was enacted in mid-November, when director Alva Rogers
finally realised that he had not only served out the balance of liyrtle!
term, but had gone six weeks into the next three months term without
calling an election. I immediately proposed that he be nominated and
elected by acclaim--havinz been a very cood director--but he demurred
and nominated Walter J. D.ugherty. I nominated Alva anyway, but was
astounded when ilel Brown lecaned over to me and told me that by god I
had to run for director or he and Kepner would quit the club. Having
no wish to be left alone in the LASFS with my ACOLYTE publishing at
the mercy of Walter J. Daugherty, and figuring that I had about as
much chance of being elected as Joe Stalin has of becoming president
of the TWAM, I said YSure, go ahead.f So lMel nominated me. 14
Well, T
had fully intended to drop LASIS activity for the most part ass oon
as I was finished with my terin as treasurer, tut, I thought, if it
would Xkeep liel and Jimmy in line, I'd be willing enough to be a for-
lorn hope, particularly since there was no chance ol getting this
heagdache wished off on me anyway. Bland optimist!

When the ballots
were passed around, I got to thinking that it would be cruel to have
just one vote for Laney (figuring that Kepner would vote for Rogers)
so I voted for myself so as to have two votes to bring up the rear of
the election retvurns with. (Never end a scentence with with,)

The
final results: Laney 3, Rogers 2, Daugherty 2, So single-~handed and
without the aid of Walter J. Daugherty I elected myself to te director,.
And was I stunned at this outcome! I had no prospective officers in
mind, no program, no nothing, On the spur of the moment, I appointed
Saha secretary and Kepner treasurer, and told the people that I'd try
to have some sort of »nrosram outlined in the next week or so, that I
had not expected or intended to be clected, but that I was too weak
to go against this great and overpowering popular mandate.

So Decem~
ber 1 found me director for four months (the balance of the split
term plus the first three-months term ol 19&5). 0ddly enough, if I'd
not resigned during the feud, I would have been director anyway, since
my election in 1943 under the old constitution was for a full year.
Ain't fan politics silly? :

The rext evont of the winter was onc from
which local fandom has never quite recovered, the advent of Elmer Ben-
ton Perdue, formerly of Washinzton, Wyoming, and other places, and
an active stefnist Irom the time of the Chicon on, He had announced
in FAPA that he had been declared insane, that he was coming somewhere
for psychiatric treatments, and that he had a prescription D r benzed-
Trine sulfate to tide him over until he could be nlaced under psychia-
tric care. I for onc was anxious to meet him; since he was asbout the
only other fan who shared my interest in jazz, and when I received a
card from him announcing that he was coming to LA, I was guitc agog
at the prospect of meeting this character,

‘ “ As it turncd out, he arri-
vea one evening when a group of us were partd ing of the hospitality
of the Burbees: Jackie and the kids, lie, Saha, Kepner, and perhaps
others. A phone call came from lMyrtle that Elmcr had arrived, and
shortly he broke in upon us in all his weird srandeur. He was hisher
than a kite on benny, had driven non-ston from Wyoming alone, and was
apparently at the point of physical collapse, As his footstops were
heard on the stairs, le quickly put a recording of Tlmer's own piano
Playing on the phonograph. &Jesus, what stink={inger piano, 4 blurted
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Fimor as he staggersd through the dodr, not petlising that 1t wes his
owvn planistics he was hearing,

I suppose a vignette is iIn order, but
I hate to tackle it, Elmer Perdue 1s such a character that it would
be casy to fill a dozen pages with fantastically unbelievable descrip-
tions end anccdotes., And too it may not be strictly accurate, for Zl-
mer has, superficially at lcast, chanzed a lot since he commenced
courtins Betty Browder, who is now llrs. Perdue., But I knew him be st
in 1915 and 196, when he was a2 very regular visitor at my housc, and
when we spent dogens and dozens of hours together playing records and
talking of this and that, mostly of jazz.

Physically he is pretty
much of o chunk, rather tall and heavy sct, and prctty generally hus-
ky. He has a swarthy, scamed complexion--looks a couplc of decades
older than his 25 or 206 yoars--wears his lanky dark hair about four
inches loager than it ncoeds to be, and usually in thosc days his
¢clothes not only looked as though they had been slent in, they had,

He is a long way from beinz insanc as he almost proudly claimed him-
self to be, though hc does have quite a fow gquirks orf one sort and
another., Howcver, he is one of the most ocxhibitionistic persons I
ever cncountered, and takes such a lkeen delight in acting batty that
it is highly difficult to tell just what is put on and what isn't,
Leavinz some of the more dubious antics out of the picturc and trying
to consicder Elmer objectively, thorc arc one or two things that stand
out. For one thing, his drinkine during much of 1945 and 19h6 was
definitely bordering at lcast on the psychopathic, and causcd both
him and his friends a lot of trouble. It irritated me to such an ex-
tont that I was forccd to tell him, in mid-19),5, to ctay away from me
unlcss he was sober. He had used my housc as a pass.ng out ground
just oncec too often, and I cnjoyced his company too miich to be willing
to put up with him when he was so sodden as to be unable to focus,
Because Blmer is definitely a brilliant chap, possossed of depth and
background and a kecn analytical ability which combiile to maie him a
most stimulating companion. He could hardly be said to suffcr from
delusions of grandecur, yct when he ~cts on what Burbec and I call his
Homo Supecrior facet he is not casy to tolerate. (But: he can be backsad
off this groove quite casily if you know how to do it.) TLet us say
that he h-s an exceptionally high opinion of himself and lect it go at
that. And I have more than oncc wished that he coulc be morc at cqsc
with casual feminine acquaintances, quit calling then "matam" at covery
other brcath, and talk morc as he docs with a bunch cf the fellows,
when his conversation is usually worth listening to--whether you arc
looking for wit and humor or scrious discussion, When Tlmor cets
rcally amuscd about something, he tends to lapse dangerously ncar hys-
teria-~in fact I mysclf havc sccen him rofuse to finish rcading somc-
thing ol Burbeec's until he gets under control.

Yiell maybe I'm mde ing
my boy sound unproposscossing. And in lots of ways he dcfinitcly is.
On the other hand, Elimer is onc of the thrce or four fans with whom I
always would like to bc on good terms, regardless of my own activity
in the ficld. He has morc wrong with him than a lot of us, yet on
the other hand hc has cnough zood points to malke him come ouv on the
credit side despitc his faults--and that is something I can honestly
say about very fow of the other LASFS adherents.

By Decciber 190,
the Battle Creck-Dloomington-Los Anccles oxis had its plans for the
anschluss of FAPA wcll in hand. Our front was a nebulous group which
we intended to call the Freedom Party. This group wes to include all
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FAPA members sympathetic to our overall program, which in;}udgd steng-
thened activity requircments both qualitatively and quentitatively,
FAPA sponsorship of important joinl »ublishing projcctg such as a fan-
zine anthologics, and otheor thinvs of constructive worth. Poll?lcally,
we -stood in direct opposition to the Futurians and others whg.mlght at
any time wish to use FAPA as an arcna for playing powor pollcie s, e
who might perform of ficial dutics inefficiently.

Backing up the free-
dom Party, was a sccret and self-perpetuating group known as the Order
of Dagon., Founders consisted of Al Ashley, Bob Tucker, and mysclf.
This group proposed to imploment the Freedom Party by the use of block
voting in all FAPA clections, and through the intelligent wiclding of
a bleck of 10 or 12 votes control cvery FAPA clection. All Freedom
Party candidates for officc wore also to come from Dagon mombers, who
were bound not only to vote cn massc in FAPA but also inthecir own
party caucuscs. Since Dagon wos to remain contircly sceret, the effect
publicly would be of frec clections, but in actuality we in®tonded to
take FAPA over and run it progressively and dynamically, and thus preo-
vent it from falling into intcrregnums, spasms of delayed mailings,
and other disruptive contretemps. Ashley, Tucker, and myself cach
had an A list of prospective Dagon mombers, thosc whom we felt wore
definitely ripe for Dagonhood--as woll as a B list ol qucstionables
and a C .list of doubtfuls and impossibles. Tho combined A list of
Ashley and Tucker consisted of: Walt Licbscher, Jack Wiedenbeck, Ollie
Saari, Paul Spencer, Milt Rothman, and Les Croutch, (This list is
talkken from a letter from Bob Tucker to Ashlev and Lancy dated Febru-
ary lh, IQAS.) I don't know which of thosc wore actually apwnroached,
but I know that somc of them arc, and that some d themn accepted.

My
own listv consistecd of Forrest J Aclrerman, Jlmer Perduc, [1ike Fern, v
and Les Croutch--2ll of whom I & vroached, anc¢ all of whom joined the
Order of Dagon. Inthc clection of 19&5, Ackerman and Perduc both
voted accordinz to Dagon orders, zivinzg Bob Tucker the vice-presiden-
cy over Harry JVarncr who otherwicsc would have had it--sincc these two
compriscd Tucker's margin of victory, and their vote was gotten through
Dagon--Ackerman in fact changin~ his vote when rcminded of Dazon,
(How do you idecalists like that one?) (And I'm sorry, Harry--but the
vice~president, with his power of madiin~ constitutional interprctations,
is in many vays FAPA's most important officer--he had to be a Dagonite,
particularly sincc you arc lmown to be too 1dealistic te play the kind
of politics wec woerc, rcgardlcoss of how jusvifiable the cnds in viow,)
Hillic Vatson having definitely allied himsclf with tho Puburians, we
threw him off the ticket, telling him why; since Ashloy was inclisible
to run agein for editor, I chanzcd to that job and slated Al as sccy~
treasurer, The rcest of the slate still consisted of Morm 3tm loy £ or
president .nd Bob Tucker for Vicc-president., Stanley lmoevw nothine of
Daszon, but was acceptable to us both for his fine rcputation in 4P A
and because he scomed sympathetic with our program as we'd outlined
it to him,

Right around New Yearts, Stanloey wrote wme alcttor ih
which he mentioncd that he'd just discovercd Russcll Chauvenct inta -
ded to run for president, and thet he'd not run against him and con-
scquently was backing out, (As it later fcll out, Chauvenct quit fan-
dom before the cleetion, and Stanley not only ran but was clceted, )
But rignt at that timc I was finding wysolf very much cramped for
sparc time, was trying to cut down on fan activity, and when I thoucht
of how much time Dagon had alrcady taken I boilcd over and withdrow
from the slatc mysclf--rotaining howoycr an.active intcrust in Dagon
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Itsall.
It was not difficult to zot diszusted with FAPA anyway. 1In
tho first place, the Puturion aduinistration was rapldly zetting the
group into a jam from which it has ncver ontirely rccoverced., Suddsy
Schwatz, the sccy-trcas, was to say the lcast beiny carcless with the
FAPA Tunds, and messing u»n hiz office in other ways as well. And the
Futurians had also put out an illegal surnrisc mailing (betwoen mail-
ing cates) which had annoyod scveral of the mombers for various rcasons,
I was cspecially irked, becausc this mailing included an incomplcte
PAN-DANGO., (I was at thc time talting a music poll of PAPA, and
duc o my move had boen unable to preparce thoe post card ballots at the
time I sent in FAN-DAVGO itsclf to get rid of it, As a rcsult of the
prematurc mailing, I was forced to preparc a sapplomentary FAIT-DANMD
to cxnlain the card. While I was at it I asked the Futurians point
blank why thcy scemcd to be ihimical to the ILASFS, but was neover given
any rcnly cxcent for somc ncbulous remarks by Doc Lowndes which actu-
ally said littlc or nothing.,)

In the scecond place, I was gotting somec
pretty rough trecatment in the mailing comments. liy "drunken” FAN-DAN-
G0 of a ycar prcvious had said bluntly, too bluntly perhaps, that fans
wore pretby much impossible, moorly adjusted, and that what most fans
nceded more than anything clse was a normal scx 1life. (Now, threc
years and morc later, I still fceol the same way about it, though I do
deplorc the faults of the FAN-DANGO in qucstion: a certaln crudity of
diction, and a failurc to substantiatc my charges duc to my imagining
that cveryonce was awarc of the underlying facts about fans and fandom, )
In any casc, for onc rcason ant anothcr, FAPA didn't like it. In some
instancecs, I imagine I hit too closc to unpleasant truths certain of

he members were trying to avoild noticing about thomsclves. And so I
camc in for a good hauling over the coals. lorcover, since I am con-
stitutionally unablc to lct somconce c¢lsc got in thce last word, I was
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having a hard timc gotting the acrimonius little wrangle cholicd off,

So I decided to zive FAPA a rest, missing two mailings.

My a vailable
sparc timc was further curtallced by my rather abortive cnrolling in a
LaSallc coursc in higher accountancy. I had donc & fice worlk before
the war, and fearced that I'd have to roturn to this sort of misery
after the war, and wantcd to get cnouch training so as %o be ablc to
approach vhc kind of noncy that a man can make working in a shop. So,
grumbling half-hecarted protocsts at thoe cruclty of 1ife, I comunenced
working toward a CPA degrce. (I dropped the coursce in late 1945, af-
ter having discoverod that I had rcasonably good chances of staving on
in shop work as long as I wantod to.)

In between times of worliing on
that accurscd corrcspondence coursc and d inz odd bits of carpentry
around thc housc, I put out a rather hglf-hcarted ACOLYTE (:29) but it
meant very 1little to me--I was just putting it out becausc i1t was
checaper to continuc than to stopn and have to refund 350.00 or so of
outstanding subscriptions all in onc chunk,

But fandom was shoved
down my throat to a farc-yc-well wheon, in latc Jamuary 1945, Jadcic
dceided to talic a job for a while in order to build us up a small nest
cgy for arter the war., She went to work as a cocktail waitrcss in a
nearby nightclub, and very shortly was dragging down moroc moincy in
tips than I couléd bring home workins for a living. The job was supp-
oscd to be tomporary, but she keot on at it until our bustup--the -
contacts and what not she was maliing »roving too plk asant to her for
her to terminate. Well anyway, fcoling that I should try to help all
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in the bullding up of theé necst “GEs SO I commgneccd staying home every
evening taking carc of Sandy ano Quigsic so as to awad ohylnﬁ olff el @i
child carc at a bucl an hour, nrough lack of anythins clsc to do, I
comincnecd worlzinz morc and morc w1th fandomn--at flfst putting a great
deal of time on the ACOLYTE, and then, as that pallced morc and mory,
OCCHleﬂ” myscl? with nolitical shenanigans of ong sort and another 3
(Well, after all I could scarccly play rocords all cvening cvery nlghu.)

Hot without misgivings I commenced taliing Sandy and Quiggic to the
club mcetings--they scemed to have a good time and not to bothor the
members too much so this becamc a regular practise. The two little
zirls misscd only tDPuO or four mcctings of the LASFS during the Tirst
¢ight months of 19 15--in fact I rcmember one mecting which consisted
of Sandy, ﬂulrﬁlo, Ackerman, and mysclf, The club meotings on Thurs-
day nights gradually became my only outing cxcept for going to work--
othecr nlthuo I sat tight at home, usually alonc, playlnﬁ with the kids
until it was their be dtldp, and then bancing out crifanac with in-
crcasing diszust. As Jackic and I commenced overtly bredk ing up, I
saw loss and lgss of her--evon on her nlghto off--often going for 3
and Il days at a strctch without even sccing her to pealk to hecr.  But
this 18 not & chronicle of an unsuccessful marriag

The nccessity of
taring carc of the children made it elmost immossible for mc to do any
mimeographing at the club, so it occurcd to me that porhaps I could
arrangc to talke the club moachine artto the housc  ceortain specificd
occasions. (I no longor had a mimcogranh of my own, havinz given my
old machinc to tho LASFS to be used as a partial payment on the new
club machinc,)

So one cvening I sprang a proposition of the members,
pointing out to thom the obvious impossibility of my tating carc of
S&Q at the club if I were going to mimcogr-ph, indicatine that the
machine was out of use most of the time anyway, and rcquesting per-
mission to borrow it for onc wcoek overy throc months, I asked that no
discussion be held on this nroposal, but that it be considerced by them
curinz the censuing wock, so that they could talk aboub it in my ab-
scnce, and that I would brinz it up for a votc the Followviing weck--
going on to point out what a poor preccodent it was to set, that as
dircctor I rcally was opwoscd to it, but that I saw no other possi-
bility of continuing ACOLYTZ. Actually, I was half hoping they'd re
fusc permission--becausce that would choke off ACOLYTE oncec and for all,
and I was getting increasingly sick of the magazinc.

But the LASFS
gracilously granted permission, anc¢ I found myscli with full permission
to take the machinc as rcquestced, provided that I fitted in my sched-
ule with those of other mombers Jho wmight ncced to use it about the
samc time I would. This arvangoment led to a well-nich chronic war
with Walter J, Daugherty, who s-ored o take the granting of this per-
mission as a personal insult,

Until &, Everctt Lv~n“ arrivced on the
local scence in the late sunnicy of l9¢5 and calmed Yalter down a little
Daungherty and I indulzed in open war--with most of the incidents ro-
volvinz around tho mimeograph. This all camc to a hpnd in the late
summer, when the machine broke a spring the day I was totalze it and
Daugherty bought onec out of his own pockect. He announood that he was
retaining title to this soring, that any LASFS member might borrow 1t
from him but me, that my we:lz to hav. the mincorranh would soon be
passed, anc that alter that time I'd have to wait throc months befora
I could ask to borrow the machine again., I arrived on the scenc late
Saturday afternoon, after all mimcosrgph supnly shops werc closed, to
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CULrTOR Uhc mechine under ay agrecment only to run ianto this situation.
When I cot to the club, Ackerman was finishing up an issue of VOM, the
machine was purring along nicely, and of course I had no inkling of any-
thing untoward., I told the Ack not to hurry, that I didn't mind walt-
inz on.him, and commenced chatting with the various people who happened
to be in the clubroom. Ackerman looked i1l at ease, finally to1ld me
he had something private to tell me, and took me out of the room. When
he told me about the svring and the rest of the sordid story I really
hit the ceiling, raving about 1t for nearly an hour, D[verett Evans,
who had just arrived in town X It looking perturbed, I later learned
that he tried to buy the spring off Daugherty, and that Daugherty re-
fused to s211 it to him because he was afraid Iverett might let me use
the mimeozranh. Iverett then went dovn town, andof course found all
the lknown mimeograph shops closed for the day, but did locats a sprimg
of sorts which hes bousgint and brou-ht home only to find that it could
not be made to £fit., 3Zverett then got after Daugherty azain, who final-
ly agreed to donate the sprins to the LASF3 il a panel of members (whom
Daugherty named at the time) agreed that he was in the wrong., They
did so unanimously, the sprinz and the mimeogrop h were on the way to
the weird Jillys within ten minutes, and the largest battlzs d the
Great Mimeogranh Jar between Dauzherty and myss 17 was @RACTRS

The first
hallf of 19h5 saw the LASFS faltering into what apneared to be an € most
certaln demise., Not only were the members apathetic as always, and
bitterly at odds with one another over this and that, but the total
number had shrunk to a mere ten or twelve, threec of whom worked nizhts
in the same war »lant (Burbce, Perdue, Kevner). ‘'hen this a tuation
was btonped by an increase in the club's rental from ;20.00 per month to
530,00, the group found itself within a hairs breadth of vanishing,

It
may well be 1magined then, that my terms as director (there were four
of them in 19h)) gave little opportunity of presenting a dynamic pro-
gram of accomplishiient, but were mostly swent in a bitter last ditch
struggle to scrape up the next month's rent and to try to keep the
staggering soclety together. Being director was especially frustrating,
not only because the members were more willing to grumble about the
club's ebbing lortunes than to get in and do anythinz about it, but
due to the horrible vicious circle which brousht to naught every
thing that was done. UWhat the club needed, of course, was members-—-
and in one way anc another a number of likely prosnects passead flect-
ingly through the local picture. Having rnore members would of course
both made the club more nearly solvsnt and improved the interest level
of the meetings, most of which were shot through with ennui and bore-
dome or else frittered away in an acid battle between a couple of angry
neurotics., DBut in order to hold n:>w members it was necessary to pepv
up the meetings, something that nroved impossible to do in the face of
the LASF3! notorious anathy, a posec of boredom with it all which makes
the liveliest efforts at intrcducing something worthwhile fall flat.

Several newcomers came on the scene during the first half of 1945, and
some of these staycd around longz cenouzh to rate vignettes,

The most
active was CGerald Hewett, a bright-eyed thirteen-year-old to end all
bright-eyed-thirteen-ycar-olds. Gerald was shor®, slencer, noisy, and
exciteable~-and his fourteen years of 1lifc hacd not given him either
the poise or the background to make a success of associating with so
many peonle who were so much older, hen he first hove on the scene,
he was smitten by the most violant case of hero worship I have ever
seen, the worshippee beinz Ackerman, who was excessively embarrassed
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at the rapt wvay in vhich Gerry woula spend evening alter evening watch-
ing lle!'s every movement almost with awe, and the broathless manner 1n
vhich the kid huns on his most casual words. I imagine Forry suspect~
6d he was being kidded. As Gerry got better acquainted with the club,
he passed throuzh a short period of beinz a useiul member (during
which time he was pro-tem editor of SHAGGY) but shortly turned hoodlum.
After several months of makine himsclf increasingly disliked by the
club, Hewett finally resigned and moved on towards greener pastures,

He was very Tortunate to get out of the club when he did, as he thus
avoided the pitfalls of being a fan, and has now a reasonably zood
chance of livinz a normal adolescence and growing up into an integrat-
ed man. ,

Portly, jolly Bob Bradford--an ex-llarine of about 35--came on
the scene about February 1915, never became especially active in the
club but still drops around from time to time. He's just an ordinary
civilised man, with no inteorest in fandom, but with a yen for reading
stf and gettinzg into bull fests., He's a good man to go on a beerbust
with, and a good man to tallk with, Zverybody likes Bob, and for some
inexplicable reason he secms to like almost all of the club members.

In one day of February 1945, I got subscriptions from two hitherto un-
known localites who had read of THT ACCLYTZ in STARTLIFG. I wrote
come-ons to both of them and bhoth Joined the LASFS. ILloyd Casebeer,

a pleasant, intelligent chap in his late Torties came around for se-
veral mectings, but soon got fed up with the hurly-burly of inane fu-
tility characteriseing the club., That he rctaincd an interest in fan-
tasy is shown by the fact that he renewed his ACOLVYTE subscription
nearly a year after any of us last saw him personally.

Pete Grailnger
was my other recrult, and he is still an occasional dronwner-inner,
though his chiosf pleasurcs are intellectual & scussions with Ashley,
Burbee, van Vozt, Wiedenbeck, and othors of our local braintrust, and
the playing of a wicked gamc of chess. Pete ig tall, dark, and slen-
der; looks a good deal like Bob Tucker; and in fact misght be describ-
ed as a Tucker with brains. ((Hiya, Boob?)) He is vory quict and re-
served on {irst acquaintance, but amonz those he feels arzs his friends
is noted for a scintillating wit and vivacious conversation.

A hand-
ful of other new faces showed up during the first half of 45, but
none of the rest stuck around lonz enough to ratc a mention., After
all, you don't have to cat a whole egg to tell if it is rotten, and
one or two mecctings of the LASFS arc cnouzh for most pcople.

Despite
the struggle to maintain bare cxistence, my administration attempted
a certain amount of permancntly constructive business.

g { The first
bit of accouwplishiment was the enginecring of a deal with Elmer Perdue,
under which the LASFS took over the custody of his printing press
and type. Both were too badly battered to be of maximun utilization,
but neverthcless made an exccllent nucleus for what could have beon
rathor cheaply developed into a first class amateur printing plant,
The whole idea gradually fecll into disropute and the press and its
appurtonanecg were Iinally moved out to Art Joquel's--duc mostly to
the lack of interest with which LASFS members collectively scem to
grect anything which confronts then., ,

) ) ) Discovering that the publicity
dircctor of tho National Amatcur Press Association was an Angcleno,
two or threcc of us =ot the idea of vorking with the HAPA tof orm a
local amatcur press club, which couldpsharo cXncinsces on our clubroom
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in exchange if'or the use oi 1t and its eguipment. Uo merger with HAPA
was conbtemvlated, but rather the formation of a sister . ganization,
which mizht have the use of the clubroom a maximum of one evenin® a

n
weelr Tor mectinzs, and the members of which might use the clubroom on
non-meetins nizhts on the same basis as members of the LASKFS,

Though
it Hhad somewhat fallen into obsolascence under the Dauszherty and suc-
ceeding administraticns, the rent payers committee as origcinally set
up by Yerke to be usel in keening Deglers out of the clubroom as much
as possible still existed. We revamped the setup, wording the rent
nayers! document (a constitution of sorts) so that members ol as many
clubs as the rent payers wished to include might join the comuittee,
rezardless of afllfiliation with the LASFS, Iflone of us were astute erough
nolitically to sez what this <did both to the LASFS and the infamous
coverning body--~in elffect 1t turned the clubroom and all its contents
over to the jurisdiction of the rent payers comniittee at all times
except When the LASFS was actually in session on Thursday nights.
The LASPS, in other words, became a mere apnurtenance of the rent pay-
ers committee, existing in the clubroom only on sufferance--anc excepnt
on Thursday nizhts the LAS®3, for all nractical purposes, ceased to ex-
ist and was sup»nlanted by this committee. Sounds metaphysical, but in
actuality 1t was an overthrow of the Daucherty faction in the club,
since the ~overnins body no lonzuer had control ol anything except for
a briefl time once & week, and anyone cculd joln the rentpayers without
being a member of the club itself, It left Daugherty holdin~ an eug-
shell from which all the contents had bein removed,

In early 1945, one
of VWAPA's top men, Burton Crane of Vew Jersey, was in and around LA for
a couple of weeks in connection with his preliminary training for the
08S. Crane had published, in ecarly 19!.3, a brief castigation ol FAPA
and fancom in one of his NAPA publications, ant¢ in my earnest way I had
written him a letter taking issue with several of his allezations, sent
him an ACOLYTZ, anc given him a few selected fanzsine »ublishers to con-
tact, I!'d forgotten all about it when about a year later came a most
cordial anc interesting letter Troim Crane, telling me that het!d looked
into fandom more in detail, had found it of considerably norc worth
than he had imazined, anc mentioning his intention of taliing a minor
part in it for a while. Very shortly we had worked up one of the best
corresponcences I have ever hac, so I was highly excited when word
camie that BDurton was in towvn,

Burton Crane ig one of the very feow in-
dividuals I have met who way richtfully be described by the word fabu-
lous. The fabulous Burton Crane., Here is a tall, rather athletic man
who very »robably is in his late forties but who has that ageless an-
proach to life which makes him it in with any zroup, of any aze. He
is handsome, though baldin~, has one ol those rich voices which is res-
onant without bein- booming, and g personality which wmust be encountered
to be believed, Winnin~, cnalytic, witty, sympathetic, natively
brilliant, Burton Crane ig a man who has been evervwhere and done every-
thing--and who can a»warently do almost anythine with near-championsiip
slkill, He is probably the nearest thing to a ~enius that I have ever =

encountered in the flesh, casily the best intezrated, most adult per-

son I have met., Je is by »nrofession a newspavner man, but he has also

met success as a playwricht, as a magazine author, and as a rmsician.

If he cared to comnuercialise his hobby of fine printinc he could very

easily maeke his mark as a 20th century Aldus, He spent many years in

Japan 1n the twenties and carly thirties, s»weaks the lancuaze well and
idiomatically, and is delinitely qualifiable as an exvmert on the Land

of the Risinz Sun., At present he 1s in charge of the New York Times
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orfice in Tokyo. DLuringz hls previous incarnation in 1lippon, Crane was
one of Columbia's top recordinz stars., DBilled as tae Japanese Maurice
Chevalier, he waxed several dozen sides ol American hit parade'tunes -
sung in Japanese. And what a voice thgt-mgn has! Soine of us vere gut
ot my house talking abcut this and that, his recordine career came in-
to the conversation, and without warning he threw back his heac and
cormenced sincinz the Japanese lyrics to WALKIN' MY BABY BACK [OMI.
I'd rather listen to Crane than Crosby anyday, and that isn't just
idle flattery either; if I thought his singing stank I'd say so.

' Any -
way, Crane, in his magnetic way, did a lot towards helping the LA Am-
ateur Press Club ~et orzanised, and ~ot us acquainted with TJesley
Porter, a local advertising man who was at that time the publicity di-
rector of NAPA. Porter turned out to be a typical business man of the
better class--a zood egg and all that, but with a tendency towards be-
ing somewhat the bigshot executive type.
' After so much piddling along,
the LASFS finally held a mecting at which all local amateur journal-
ists werc asked to be present; we knocked ourselves out sending mimeo-~
granhed letters to everyone wnho had belonzed locally to NAPA, AAPA, or
UAPA in the preceding decade--getting Tor our pains a turnout of six,
The groupn scemed rather enthusiastic abouvt organizing, and sharing
our clubroom, but through sowme sort of sinsular coincidence the ama-
teurs dronped the LA3IS like a hot potato immediately followins their
second meeting, which was held at Cliftont!s and at which lalter J.
Daugherty was prescnt,

Perdue, Laney, and others of us werc incensed,
felt that Daugherty had sabotaged the club due to his lknown islile
of the administration. Still, there was nothing on which to accuse
him., The upshot of it all was that I <ot Crane to look into the mat-
ter a little by letter, he did so and reported back that as far as he
could learn Daucherty was innocent of any double-dealing, Cranet's
viord was zood enouzh for me--so I have written the matter off as
a singular. coincidence and nothing more, thouszh one or two others are
not as sure.

The eventual upshot was that the LAAPC quickly cot on
its feet as a growing organigzation,and that nothins came of the club-
room sharin~ i.ea, though a meetinz was held at my house as late as
Sentember 19h in which o me last negotiations were made., Poor Porter;
the conflab was interrupted by the advent of the Ashleys and menage
an hour after they pit Ios Angeles for the Cirst time--~he strove man-
fully but I am afraid had rather a rouinous evening. But I'm cetting
ahead of wmyself,

Apart from the attenpt at amalzamation with the ama-
teurs, the only other constructive business attemmted durin~s the first
half of the ycar was to set up a series of planned pro-rams, set up
in 12~weel series, and nublicised throuzh mimcozravhed letters This
abttempt didn't do very well--too much apathy on the part of both the
club and the scheduled attractions. Notable cefanlters werc Alva Ro-
gers, who played hooky from his own talk on prozine 1llustrators, and
Wa}?er J. Daugherty who failod to show up for a lentern-slide lecture
until after the meeting was adjourned and I had left the premises,
explained that he had delayed so as to avoid havint to show them to
mf{-and then nroceeded to show them to the handful of »® ple who were
§u111 at the club., I zave two or threc talks, mostly of a Lovecraft-
lan nature; Samuel D. Russell zave us a memorable series on witcheralt;
put the star was none other than Ackerman, Always d ependable, lie
pyqved ab}e to Zive a good and interestinz talk on a moments noﬁice,
and was the only Tactor that kent the whole procram idca alive at all,
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As gpriang vore along into the swumer, word reached lho toc
that . Everett Evans was on hls wav, to join our giddyqthrong. Th
expected arrival left me with mixed feelings. Inﬁthe f}rst piece, my
very low opinion of Evans (due to the hypocricy with which he dlsguls—
ed his penitentiary sentence as secret war service) had not becen in the
least enhanced by the dectailed anti-Evans letters I had rcceived from
various Slan Shackers and other midwestorners, nor did I particularly
care for the closc liason renhted to exist between ZEvans and Yolter J.
Daugherty., (One of the most amusing thin—s that hapnened duringz the
avans NFF administration was the resignation of Talter J. Daugherty
from the board of directors, Daugherty, as always, threatenecd to re-
sign’ about sowmething, Everctt soft-soaped him into reconsidering, add-
ing that he continued in office as president largely becausc of the
fine support he was receiving from Daugherty and that il Daugherty re-
signed frowm the board he, EZE, would have to resign the presidency,

So Daugherty reconsidered, Then later on something elsc came un, and
Walter J. Daugherty resigned once more, thinking that Zverett would do
so too, or at least hinting in that direction in his conversation at
the club and telling us what Everett had said before. 3o B, BEverett
Evans accepted Mr. Daugherty'!s resignation, and merrily continued to
be president.,) So, I reasoned, maybe this liason isn't as close as
one might think, And, on the favorable side, it seemed to mec 'hat I
was in a very minute minority in disliking Evans; practically all of
fandom seemed to hold him in high esteem., Well, I thougzht, maybe I

am wrong,., The man rmust have something on the credit side, or fewer
people would lilte him., And, partly in support of this theory, I found
myselfl enjoying a correspondence I'd gotten into with Evercits,
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I made
up my mind that I should try to welcome Everett Evans to the LASES
just as though he were the best of freinds, and that I should attcmt
to .withhold judgement on him until I'd h~d an ovportunity to know him
personally, This led to my having to s wim against the current; many
of the club members, including several who fell all over Zverctt when
he did arrive, rcegarding his advent in a rather dim way.

At about
this time we were having a great deal of trouble with Daugherty, and
ore day to my amazciment I found a letter from Daugherty to Evans put
up on the club bulletin bosrd, in which BEverett was warned notv 4o have
much to do with the LASFS and to realisc that he'!d do better to have
himself a two-man fandom with Daugherty, or words to that general ef-
fect. This irked me, and siezing on the opportunity to answer it as
an open letter I knocked off a five or six poger to Zvans in Fabttle
Creek listing the latest halfl dozen things Daugherty had donec to earn
him our ecexeccration, and urging Svans to mect us hinsell rather than
trying to judge the club through Daucherty!s eyes,

When he finally
arrived, it was maneuvered so that few of the members zot ©to seec him
for a day or so, except for two or threc of the Tendril Towers
boys who crashed the welcomirg party. I didn't see him for nearly a
weelt, But he turned out to be a rather personable individual, tall,
thin as a lath, closc-cropped grizzled hair and moustache, and an odd
froggy voice., He tends to be on the wishy-washy side as a conversa-
tionalist, seldom coming out straight from the shoulder and liable to
believe too much of what he rcads, but is by no means uncenjoyable as
a companion, If hefd just toss away that pose of saintly paticnce
and relax into being one of the boys, he'd be a zood egg; and as it
is he'!s not such a bad one,

_ I was going to tell about the time that
kvorett and I went bookhunting and he erascd the price of s beolz,
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marking it down rrom ,2.15 to 1,15, but if I 4id people might think
that he does not follow the teachings of Our Lord, Jesus Christ, in
whom he believes, so I won't mention it. B3ince I was the on}y witness )
and I have resolved to keep my mouth shut about it, this matter rests
between Everett and hilis God, B

It was at about. this time (June or July
191i5) that the club underwent a machiavellian coup dtetat, for which
Daugherty adnarcntly blamcd me, but which actually not only came as
a complete surprisc to me but deflated wmy office of cirecctor to a mere
nothing., ‘ .
= 1y chief sunvmort was coming from the neutrals plus the Tene
dril Towers gang, ~nd I Tell out violently with these latter or er the
matter of comaunism, Brown, Saha, Rogers, and Kepner all wont vio-
lently red--and while I did wmy best to hold my tonzgue, I'in afrald they
learncd my opinion of communism, and of American communists as dupes
who have surrenderced their rizht to intellisent analytical discrimi-
nation and choosc instcad to prate the ready-made crcdocs ol the party
line. As all newer communist converts, these boys had it lilze it was
religion, and wy failinz to abandon my faintly left-of-center liberal-
ism cooled our friendship considcrably, ;
So onc day the boys ot to-
gether, and using the rent payers document as a pretext, tossed out
the noisome foverning body sct-up for good, zetting the governing bo-
dy's conscnt to its own demisc by promising Ackerman somcthing abdut
the Foundation, riding in a new constitution which reduced the dircc-
tor to a mere gavel-wicldinz figurchead, and vested the real power in
the chairman of the rent payers, el Brown., I was morc amused than
anything clse, particularly wvhen I discovered Daugherty thou:ht I had
cngincercd this deal,

The communists and their fellow travelcrs had
at this timc a rival club--the Futurian Society ol Los Anzeles. ' I can
tell little about this group, since I was not invited to join., Bur-
bee was invited, but lauzhed at them. Perdue, my only informant on
The group, told me that it was no better than the LASFS, if indecéd as
good, It existed for only a very fow months, and ¢ied quictly when
the commnunists moved to lMew Yorl in the fall of lQhS.

V-J day found
me drinking a bottle of libcrated German champagne with Bob Hoffman,
and laushing at the cxcited way all the fans were actins as thouch
they theomselves, through the rcading of a wminority sroup of chean maz-
azines and the participating in the dubious activities of a craclipot
hobby group, had brought about this somewhat dubious scicntific dis-
COVEIY. .

The end of the war showed mo a possibl: end to my efforts as
director., (I had morc or leoss vowed to try to hold the club torether
until thc boys camc back from the wars, and then sten down to rola- °
tive inactivilty.) Ttalso drovped in my lap the problem of the Paci-
ficon, originally slated for Los Angeles in 19/12, and put in cold
storage duc to the war, '

The Pacificon was a knotty problea, and one
vhich I found myself unable to solve. Originally, the chairman had
been Valter J. Daugherty, but I rcgorded his loadership with grave
dgubts, particularly in light of the Tact that Yerke had told me in
minute detail of how luckily Daugherty and the LASFS were rescuecd
from the dsbacle of another Daugherty project by the outbroalk of wan
Agcordlng to Yerle, Daucherty had done nothinr cxcept quarrcl with
his commit?ee, put out some publicity, and talk as thouzh the o nven-
tlonhworo in the baz. I would have liked very much to put the con-
vention into somecone clse's hands, but was stymied in this both by
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Jl:ic complete laclk of any other prossective convention director and by
the obvious difficulty of shunting D-ugherty out of the pnicture il he
still wanted the job, which, it develowned shortly; he still did,

At
the first LASFS meeting following V~J dgy, Daugherty got wound up on
the subject, talked for something over an hour on how he had not «sot-
ten cooperation in 19&2/&2, and that he would not take the job excepnt
under his own terms, which chiefly meant that he was ©vo have the say
on everythinz (his famous veto power) and that the committee was to be
advisory only. It all seemed silly, but the club gave 1t to him unan-
imously, except for Zlmer Perdue, He then asked for volunteers to the
committee, a group which scemed to change compositione very time it
met or Daugherty had abrainstorm. I do remember positively that I
volunteered and was accepted, as were Aclterman and Andy Anderson. And
since the {irst committee meeting was held in Zverett!s apartment, he
mist have been onn it too. But this can just as well go in the next
chapter.

Late August 1915 found me in a detestable rut. Jad:zie was
working at the night club and I was stayinc home with the kids, The
marriage had gone all to pleces, but I was sticliinz around chiefly
for the sake of Sandy and Juigagie, but partly because I thouzht that
since the sl tuation was dissaticflactory to Jaclkie as well as myself
there was a reasonably good chance that time wmicht tend towards hed irg
the breach. This is not a discourseon my marriags by any wmem s, but
it is germane to this account to noint out that I had driifted into a
situation where I had practica 1y all the disadvantages of both marri -
age and bachelorhood, and mizhty few of the advantares of either., Fan-
dom beint at hanc, I naturally flung myself into it frenetically as an
atterpt to keep my evenin<ts from bein~w quite as blealr as they would
heve been otherwise. But it meant nothinz to me in itself any more,

I contined ACOLYTE nartly from force of habit and vartly pecause T
hesitated to refund all those subscrintions (by then 75 or 380 worth)
when I could put out another issue for scarcely morc than the wmoney
coming in between issues, Sirc e Brown, Rocers, et al had gonc commu-
nistic they didn't come around much any more; Burbee was in the army,
and about my only rezular visitors were Perdue and Andy Anderson. It
was, frankly, a hell of an existence, and before long I was casting
about tryinz to Tigurc ways to s tir up some excitement in fandom--
anything to bred&k the deadly monotony.

If any change had come in my
domestic situation in the summer or early fall of 1945, I would have
dropped fandom cold, overnight and wi thout a particle of regret, Feel-
ina that way about it, it is not ¢ifficult to see wihy I shortly became
embroile ¢ in a series of hectic squabbles.

But a turning point was at
hanq. Two not dissimilar characters, Jacl: Speer and Al Ashley, quite
unwittingly shot my fan interest into an Indian summer, perhaps aided
a little bit by Talt Liebscher. But that goes in the roxt chapter.




CHAPTER X
=000«

ly virtually waned interest in fandom was revived by t wo peo-~
ple, Jack Speer and Al Ashley. Al of course had been a cor?e§pondent
of mine, and hac also been a fellow conspirator in FAPA politics, so
when he moved to Los Anpeles it was just a question of carrying on a
previously established friendship. ‘

Put Jack Speer was something else,

I had first heard of him early in my fan career when I was disfavor-
ably impressed by a letter of his in the first VOII I ever saw, in
which he enveiched acainst women smoking and chewinz cum. After It
intc FAPA I of course saw more and more of his writings, but between
their air of almost pontifical authority and Jack's tendency towards
prudishness I came morc and more to form a vasue antipathy tovards the
Hily Macnified /B, "This crystalised when I came to LA and met Mel
Brown, who heartily cdespised Jacli, probably because Speer cleans his
fin~ernails once in a while, I was fertile zround for the planting of
anti-Speer seced, andé iel did a thoroush sowinz., So I came to s»at
with Speer from time to time in PATA, particularly over the matter of
racial prejudices. Then when I discovered the awe with wihlch Phil
Brownson recarded Speer, it amused me to snine at Speer, both verbd ly
and in print, simply because it @ot Ph 1l's coat for me to talke not-
shots-at Jaclzs In time, this had zZrown into an incinient feud, with
Spcer and me indul~ing in some rather acrimonious fencing in VOI, 7 & A,
and even SHAGGY.

But in the meantime I had acquired vastly of badk
issuc Speer publicationsg, and one day o mmenced readin” them. Speer
sounded nontifical as ever, malzin~ his points with aponderous find -
ity which macde then sound like the definitive sumnation of a1 lmow-
ledige. DBut on reading a sizeable chunk of Speer I also discovered
that he is eminently readable--somothin~ that can be said for few fan
writers~-and also that he usud 1y has somsthing interesting to say.
I'd been oo busy pickine out thin-s to snipe at to realise all this.

Along about this time, I reccived the first STZFIIZIS, and was @ ore-
mously well impressed by its ncat succintness, its journalistic style,
an¢ its hearty neutrality (which se ans that Speer always tends to
make nasty cracks at the same lmind of people I do). It made a lovely
contrast to any of the other newszines. 30 I dropped Speer a note
and some: news, and shortly a rather wary correspondence sprang up,

Then, along in September 1905, Jacl Speer paid a short visit to Los
Angeles, and I was dumbfouncded to find that I liked him as a person,
He has a highly orizinal sense of hunor which scarcely shows in his
writing--rather, which is Tar more nrominent in his persona than in
his written output. And my icdeas about his pontifications faded into
surprised mist when I listened to his rapic-Tire whimsical natter,
noted the falnt suggestion of a stammuer, and saw how undormatic he
actually is,

The customary vignette: Jack Speer is a little guy,
slender and vivacious, with sandy hair and very far complexion, and
gives the lmpression of a small dynamo with the aovernor reinoved ani-
mating a widget consistin. largely of piano wires and steel snrinags,
I've me? very fow weople who have the annarent energy, voth nhysigd
and mental , Dossesscd by Speer. Conversing with him 1s not unlike
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fencing without corks, but it's fun. The ch?ef cha?actgris?ig of.his
personality is a whimsical puckishness; he might, with Just%flcatlon,
alme t be reforred to as a wuckhead., A staunch ally or a bitter enemy,
he steers a pretty consistent course through Doth life and fandonm, and
can be expected to be one of the few really prominent fans who will
make his mark in the macrocosmos,

His arrival coincided quite closely
with that of the Slan Shackers, within 2l hours in fact. AlmAshLay,
who, I understand, was once exnelled from the Los Angeles Science fan-
tasy Society for failin~ to »ay his dues, had in his »re-Los Angeles
incarnation sot himsell up as the chiel Tactobumn of a cross between
a boarding house and a becdlam, filling a large house in Battle Creek
Michizan with a number of other fans as nermancnt residents, 1 d e
even 1arger number of transients. Called Slan Shack, this venture
probably 'ras to bolster Ashley's atavistic ego v th an illusion that
he was the 01d llan of some cave-dwelling tribe of prchistorics; the
group had also, throuzh hcavy activity, made a most enviable mark in
the fan world,

Ashley and his nmenace had spoken for a couple of yrcars
of movins out to Los Anzeles, had induced Bob Tucker, at heavy expense
to himselfl, to ~ive theun an annual farcwell party for some yecars, and
had even zone so Tar as to set at least a dozen Definite Dates of Ar-
rival. Ve in Los Anzeles of course disregarded the date in September
1915 which was supposed to herald the arrival of these people, holdirg
it to be just another aberration. Imagine our surprise when a carload
of Michiganders actually pulled into town! It was loaded down W th
Al and Abby Lu Ashley, Abby's daighter Toople, Jack Wiedenbeck, Walt
Liebscher, and Black Flame (a younz cocker bitch).

Al Ashley is a per-
son that cannot be described in a printable vignette if one is to zet
the true savor of the man who keens Brazil progperous, Physically he
is minuscule--about 5'3", but his well-muscled and husky--a balding
brunette wiro intends to liv ¢ to be 150 years old, and who probably
will, since nothinz any of us have ever seen him do is likely to burn
up any creat amount of energy. IHe is a nice, unscrupulous, tough-
ninded individual that I immediately liked enormously; he has managed
to live a normal life; and he is thec best bull-shooter in Los Angeles,
It has boen said of him that he has an IQ of 19l--simple juztice make s
me point out that he has ncver made this claim for himself., On the
other hand, he has ncver denied it, and he certainly looksg smuz when
someone mentions those three fascinctinz fipsurssin his prosence. Al
is a man who found many pos<ibilities in fandom, ep lorediost of them
to his heart's content, and is now drifting out of the field. It took
but a very few wecks of the LASFS to 1les ¢ Tor Al his illusions of fa -
dom and malzc him just @ other trouble malter lilkc myself. Ie is a mas-
ter at intrigue, a zossin fromw av baclz, and can be depended on to
know just who is queer and how and when, Widely read, and with ane x-
plorinz trend of mind, he can usually be denended on for a stimilating
eveninz of conversation,

His wife, Abby Lu, is an attractive rod head
who has little if any interecst in Ffandom, but who is not unamused by
some of the wierder antics induled in by the Slans.

) 5 ! Jaclt Jeidenbeck
1s one ol the nicest guys I've ever known., Generous, kindhearted,
stimulating, he has been an intimate buddy of Ashley's for many vears.
He's had no use for fandom for yecars, but still occasionally does a
bit of artwork for somconc., A drafltsman by profession, he has done
commercial sculpture, and is at vresent writing a novel. Jack is

quicet and retiring, has never mixed mu%hwmith the LASF3 ( for which he
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can scarcely be blamed), but i1s a most stimulating person to be arouna
and is definitely one of the few people around the Bixelstrasse whose
acauaintance is worth cultivating,
: Walt Liebscher is a onc-time fan
big-shot, noted equally for Tuckercsque and Tuckerisque hwzor and for
serious bibliosranhical doinzs--both in the fields of colleccting and
publishing, He still collects anc rsads book Tantasy, I unaqrftand,
But has otherwise drovned all Tan activity; having dlscovereg far
greener pasturcs, which of courss is not difficult to do. His rather
marked inferiority complex 1s the lcast justiiied one I've ever sgen,
and it is to bec honed he will outgrow it., Walt is sood-lookingz, bub-
bling over with wit; the lifc-of-the-party typc, he can ?eg}ly go
places if he just zcts ovsr the 1cCca he docosn't have what 1t takes,

He has it to burn. This boy could very easily malc himsclf a not of
money as an catertaincr--contrary to some opinions ho is not a very
rood musician, but he has facile finvors on the piano, his playing may
tend towards frothinecss but it is definitely the kind of 838 the general
public likes, he has no sinzin’ voice but he lknows how to »ut over a
comic sonz, he has inventiveoness and originality, and he has that

touch that szlls a crowd. As a bar-room cntertaincr he is just the
sort of muy that could maliz a pils of monsy as a rfeatured cct at the
Florentine Gardens or soric such placo, and I doubt if he'd have to
play in cheap joints like the HangoverClub very lonz before he made

the big time. Why he wastea his talent on his friends, Lord knows.

Anyway, the simultancous arrival of all these people coincid ng with
the wecclend on which I met Speer for th: first time broutht me out of
it with a snap. Very shortly I was 7oin; bookhuntin~ with the Slan
Shaclers, malzin, pol.tical plans with Spcer and Ashlsy, roviving iy
interest in FAPA, and soin~ to worlk on THT ACOLYTTE with the {first
real enthusiasm I had ~iven that maczazine since carly 19hl, Here,
for a change, were weconle., I don't mean to sav that Speer or the Slan
Shaclkers arc faultless, or that they arc necessarily the bast inte-
grated peonle in the world--certainly all of them have their fault s
and failinzs and minor maladjustments. DBut thes: are people, honest-
to~-god normal ncople, andto find that there actually werc moe fans
besides Baldwin and Rimel and onc or two others vho werc not ncurotic
impossiblzs was wonderful., Heroc, at long last, were the kind of people
had once in my naive enthusiasm thoutht all fans to be.

The chief
club activity of the late sumacr and fall of 10W5 was. the Pacificen,
Anc it was nothins but a peck of trowbls, At the first committee
mecting, a good dcal was decided--the date was tentatively set for
the week of July h, 19&6, and it was deccided to invite A. B, van
Vogt to be the zuest-ol-honor., Dauzherty ontlined many of his nlans
for 1942, indicating what ol the nrevious worl: he thourht could be
salvaged, digcusscd publicity, ané¢ announccd to his committee that he
would have a “acificon News in the mail within two wseks. He asked
?hat no }oak of nlans bec made, since he wanted to have first scoop
in Pacificon News--but I was sendin< ncws to Spocr in a day or so,
vas naturally rather enthusiastic about the onvention, and so told
Speer all about the meeting., It just didn't occur to mc to toll him
not to pr1n§ 1t-~-in the first »nlace I knew that all he would do would
b? to 3%29 it a barey intoregtswhotting outline, seconcly I feclt that
the Pacificon could not be ziven enoush publicity anyway, and third,
thou;h I should have known Dausherty bettor, he was so nlausible in
h1§ entihusiasm that I actually thousht he would ot the PACIFICOI IT5HS
out rlgpt_away. As it turnod out, Sncer's barec Saragraph wvas the
only nublicity thec Pacificon raoceived Far a goodlmany weelks,
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Mhat a Tuariousz bturmoll this innocuous paragra h in 3TEFITTS
croaved!l The next clubd mecetinyg after the roleasc anpncared, Dauzherty,
hig facc as ~rave as thouth his mothor had died, callecd me away from
the clubdroom agd told me to como to a committee meeting in Zversttls
anartmen t. Andy Anderson an¢ I wont over only to find 3Ivans sitting

bhere with tnat same CGeath-in-the-family cxmression, and Ackorman just
sitting thcro. I 728 hanled the issuce of STIMIZI3 and told to road it,
I could nothing wronz, but acting 1n°t1n0u1velv to avoié a row

o w2

sald somc tHi 7 to ths off foct thet Snoor must have violated a conficdence,
and¢ that I'd brin: thco carbon of nyy lutbOf the next tims I came. Il've
rogretted having salc thisg, but at thoe Gwmc I ~nraed Daucherty wvoula

L 1
have cooled off ¢nouzh to liston to reason. put the follow corcncad
to rave and rave--the nublicity for tho Pacilficon was wreclied, forcver
and beyond repailr, thers woull be ne surorisc cffect, thore wonld
Do no nows alfter tn_s on: rslzasc B causce renctition would be avoidedin
ordar to mak: a successful advortisins campalzn,..and othor cqually
stupic rantings. (Avoid of renctition in advc;tlsln' is no '.doubt
rosponsible for the wide wublic lqowloufo of such things as: "It Ploats”
“LSHEMTT, YAslk the Man who Owns One'', ztec.l) Tverctt, wearing blc bast

stulffed owl oxprocssion, agrecsd OOlbdﬂly vith all tq1~ just as if it
mcant something.

But this one littlec &pisode completcly ruincc the
publicity Tfor the Pacificon, just as Dauchorty said that it would.
waltcer J. Daugherty did not procducc or allow to he nroduccd an issue
of PACINICOUTYS for at lcast sizx wmonths, and then just thoe s ngle is-
sue. Jalter J. Daughert rofusod to [ ive Pacificon publicity to the
#1 and 2 Tanzincs of 19016, ACOLYTZE ané SIANGRI-L'AFFAIRES. . (Thore
was a blurb in ACOLYTE but I mado it up mysecll, largely out ofl whole
cloth, sincc cven I, a member of the comnittee, know little o nothing
about the Pacificon until the month bofors the coavention.) To my
knowledge, the only nublicity gilven the Pacificon until far too late
to do the coavention any gool was the onc issuoc of PACIFICOITTIS, one

ather wmcaninzless lithosranhed noster produced by Goldstone, a cor-
tain amount of haphazard and unapncalin~ coverage in FANTIS, and vhat
bootlegrod information could he ~iven Jaclk Spcoer for STIFNITS, In
short, “altor J. Dausherty cot his baclk un over nothingz, and used a
prematurc news rclcoass scen by 50 peonle as aprotext to Sbnd out no
rcal Pacificon vublicity. It is small woncer that only a handful of
non-Cal ifornians atteonded thhis wouldbe Yorld Convention.,

I shallro

frain from c alling Daughorty!s actions in this wmatbter juvenile, I
doubt that any seven ycar old would rcfusc for lont to nlay with his
new clectric train just bocausc someonc ol ¢ nlayed with it first,

A
fellow traveleor of Dausierty's, Walter Dunkelborger of Fargo, North
Dakota, shortly coowncrated to malic this utteorly nicayune issuc of
the promaturce news rclcasc into a cause ccleobre. Dunkelboerger was at
the time having hingelf a foud with Jack Speor, and it was not long
before this imtter of Pacilicon nows ''as gottlnﬁ a-teikeld I'c DilEbaie
bDunkelberger'!s news masazine, T FANEIS. Matorial printed by Dunk-
clborger at that timo was controversial, anc, I folt, showed me not
only in an unfavorable but in a1 untruc 17'1t. Sinc ¢ Dunkelboergser
had been onc of my carlisst fan correspondonts and I had always boon
onf riendly torms with tho fellow, it m: vor oce 1“rud to mes thak s
vould not print my sids of thos tOLY Jut he ddn't. And as issuc
after issuc of FAT S took my nam: in' vain more and morc, with no
tracc of anyvthing from my 31C of’ uH* s torw, I became incroasingly ox-
asperated, cnding un with a hall-Tormed notion of loadine for hoar,
All this hclped the Pacificon a lot,
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In the meantime, the LA3FS seemed to be tearing on signs of
life, as new faces and returned veterans appeared to be on the »remises.,
One of the first arrivals was Bdythe DTide of Palo Alto, a rather hand-
some young lady who through her VOM-publicised romance ''ith Aclierman
received more notoriety and less fame than she deserved. Tigrina, as
she preferred to be called, took a genuine interest in weirc fiction
and cinema, was a not incompetant poet, and, in a nedantic sort of
long-winded way, a pretty good fan writer. She was rather short, neat-
lv built and pretty, and with a vhoopinz lanch which sounetimes embor-
assed her a little. Zveryone arounc the club secemed to lilie Tigrina,
and she managzed to stay around for closc to two years without becoming
embroiled in any fusses, apart from one mewmorable occasion when 3,
Tvorett Ivans unadvisedly patted Tigrina's little posterior one nicht
alter the necting, and came within a hairsbreadth of having his face
slapped as T told him of{ in a way that I hugely loved. Right there
in the clubroom, too,.

Sometime dvrins the spring or swamer of 195,
Andy Anderson, who has previously been cescribed, moved to Los Anzeles
in order to attend SC. He has »retiy :mch dronned both fandm and
the club, but was wmoderately active as ons ol the more desirable LASF3
members for around a year,

One & the first returnin. veterans vas

Russell J. Iodgkins, an old-tiwme ueimber of the club who hac been dircec-
tor back in 1937 and 1938, had pretty