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Elmer and I once dreamed up the ldea for & super fapamag.
We were riding from the Half World one night on the now-extinct
(iqlLos Angeles) "sow-belly" center-entrance streetcars.

. VWe dreamed up & mag th.t would surpass anything ever seen
in fapa or anywhere else. It was a mag that would cause wonderful
laughter. It was a4 mag that wes full of pure Perdue and unalloyed
Burbee. Now, you may wonder what the means, and for that matter,
s0 do I right now. - Bat at the time %@iseemed superb.

Of course this meg weuld have;demanded more work than either
of us is stupid enough to take on, SO this mag 1is of fered in its
sheslfursry vfoi e %

The "How It Began" sketches are Elmer's idea. 4n original
idea which he sometimes admits stealing from some magszine that
was. published in the mid-twenties. DlMaybe he has improved on the

Sérm 1dga, 'and maybe ‘not. Maybe I have and magbe I haven't, too.
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. w: Since the:Sketches are his idea, he should*have writtenithe
introdustions,put since he just gave.me his four-elite-tyved

= B mid

stencilstand: I see no introductory  paragraph anywhere, L-suppose

. W

I will-have to write the. introducti on;.

It seemS that according to the Elmurmurian Theory, all that
has happened has already happened. That seems wrong, d'ocsn*t Lk
That is bedansé it is.wroag. = -iddouis - o ghs f o o

‘You' get the idea, thoikh.- These sketches are the true
stories of the origins of certain popular sayingsnow rampant. in
the langunage. We:haye .all used these idiomatic expressions and
perhaps wondered a 1itt e where they came from. Udti'l now, no
one could say for sure. And now Elmer and I have come along.

: 'Lf%ydg“tuﬁd the-pager:gou will see the serieg:stering you in
‘wthe face:r Arter Elmerts -four pages 1 will take over with some
~ sketches of my own. Liaybe some of you have secret knowledre of
: ;hqwfsomeIS§y{’;§“Weré stdirted. - If «oj you ought~td ovublish them
co Ly yodr own.magsﬂbecauéé"iﬁ you serid¥them:ito us we'll just lose
C.them, or’ thr ow them &ivay.. ’f*“,‘,_ FREEE S0

The publishing of this series gives us' an example of why it
is more profitable t9 join fapa than to buy. &a Euncyclppedia
Britannica. Offhand, L can't think of any other examples.

Plip the page, then, and learn "How Tt Began".... -
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Hgw It began.... The Perdue Section

Onco upon a timec, thorc was a happy trio. Not too happy, tho; Just two
of the. aforcsaid trio worc haoppys Thoir namos were Anthony and Cloopatra.
The third was not altogothor happy:; his namo was Caosar. Anthony and Cloo
wero happily schmooing on the banks of tho Nilo ono day, whon a morc or lecss
oxhaustod runnor carc scooting up to thom aond pantcd to the moro or loss
oxhaustod Cloo, to wit: '

Miistross, the groat Cacsar conoth!™

At this, Clco bocano vory miffedes With a dospairing ory, sho soized an
-asp from a convoniontly placod baskot of fruit, and moaning in orotic ploas-
urc, accoptcd tho kiss of doathe With an oxpandod sonso of the momcnt to bo
 capturod, she foll into Anthonyt's outstrotchod arms, noaning in anguish as
tho poison sccpod thru her no-doubt beautiful veins,

Anthony askcd crushingly:
"Coro, come, Cleo; whatts biting you & now?"

~=provwritc of on anccdoto vagucly
renorbored from o 1925 Lifc.
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" Thig givos onc furiously to thinke. Was thorc indecd a groat civilization
at onc timo, a civilization whose solo artifacts now arc thc ncaningloss intcr=
joctions found in politc convorsation? Procisoly as the "Jiminy Cristmas" o
and "By Jiminy" of thc small boy may bc tracod back to the "By Gemini" oath
usad by thc Roman soldiocr during tho cccupation of Bngland? I an positive that
it is so; I hear no voiccs yot, but in droams cones thc sonsc of omnipotonce,
and tho thoro knowlodgo of tho truc origin of nany phrascs. Liston, and lecarn:

& ok K ok ok ok ok ok Ok %k

- A super spacoship was throbbing thru space, thc mastor pilot unorringly
finding tho thin lino of no-gravity botwoon opposing planot massos. Mutan
Mion, at the controls, was suddenly intorrupod by a broathloss s/2c, who
shoutcd:

UMnstor, o ravoning Deto is on us in coll C4l+1"
"Disintograte hin, fooll"

"o can't, mastor. Wo'vo alrcady disintogratcd hinm, and tho ravoning
cloctron=cloud, still possossod of intolligoneo, still assailoth the mene*

"Hrrm," hmrmed Mutan Mion. “As you know, tho so-callod push betwoen air
snd a vacuunm is not a push at all, but a suction. I romember a voico I hoard,
from Richard S. Shavor, that assurcd no it was so. Go, slave; don a spacc
suit, and opon tho porthole in ccll C41+4. The suction of spacoc will draw out
this dcgoncratc Doros” _ ;

"I hoar, O groat lutan Mion, and will oboyo™

Tho slave cl appod two hands to his forechoad, knolt,and ran toward the
door. hiEs ' '

"In other words," shoutod Mutan Mion at his disappoaring back, "Go and
blow it out jrour hatche"
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- ./ .Mapy and variod.aro the tales rolating to the 1ifo,the loves, and the
;. 19xploits of onc Conan,,the Cimmerian,  Rbforenco,is madg;to virtually any
_Assue of Woird: Talps,botwoen 1931 and 1936 for furthcer data on the Conan
4+ .gaga. -Anuntold tale is that which rolatos to:his passing; a talc that
+-game ke me through dovious channcls, and thot is rotale-od to you for your
wg?p;ggsu:c;andquification;,, AR ¢ <INM o 1 e N SNarg
“"For Gonan was an omperore. "Unoasy licth thc hcad that hath a crowm,"
said onc Jack shortly aftoer a fabulous advonturc he had with a maid known as
. Jills .:r4And ho was, so:right, baby! Thus too with Conan, inthosg uneasy days
... when .1ife and 1iv§ﬁ§'wéro_trogsurcs to bo zoalously ¢1aspcd,1hs a lovor

,.omiraps his mistrgsSees.. . . s

- - And.Conan, though, he knew it not, had just causc.for worry. A: protondor

" to.tho throno had.copraliiod about hingoll a group of spirators; botwoon thom
thoy had” dreamod .up, o modus oporandi guarantoed te. pnd in tho.dthth of Conan.

. Gonan, you soe,wa§.the croation of a Southorjier; and in’ednsoguence all his
intinatos, frionds; mistrossog,.and.concubinocs, wore’ whito Nordics.. (Correc-
tion-~ono black lcman, o girl from Kothjo And unapprofichablecs The assassine
ation had to;bo porforncd ;paappthor fashione=through the sorvant loopholc.

P T Py SRV & SROT BET ¥ it B O I R e e T e
Conan was the crecation'of a Southorn huthor; Conen's sorvitors wore all
gigantic black mon. And onc of thon--Doo3i Wooji Washington by nhmo--was
sworn Ante. tho plot. . Conan would .sunbatho. that, aftorpoon, attended. by his
scrvants} prath§ily 2lond ond prastically. unguardeds. DogJji Wooji.would pick
upa scimitar from tho kitchon (whoro it was usod as o carving kniffo--steors
wP§@fs§99r§_in\&p@m;days),(§}ga}wonyq &hggngppyop, And gcgqp}tgtc Conane
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A11 was in recadincss. The conspirators werc in a castlo hbhrd by the
castlo of. Gonangssharing turns. gt tho. telescope (apachronisn). as thoy watchod
the fascistic ovorlord napping,caressod by tho sun's soft warmth and by a new
skullery meid. D. We Washington, the gigantic blackamoor, appoarced through a
trap-door, nakod 50§Qi¥@h_in.han¢p¢;;-~-;A; et _

The Princc, protonder to the throno, who had tho toloscope at the time,
hisscd happily to the otherss

ot g “boys! Suro looks 1iko the Jig?s up with Conan nowt"

20 .*****_’,“.*-*_***;
" Undbr the sproading chpstnut treo | U UL
" Lay a drunkon'roportor. for Hoarstj St
] Séroaning ‘in shHamo, |
"Communismts to blamc?t *
When ho found that his gggggt_had;burst.

'f;f; e fL;EfﬂBoqjamin Perduos
Utidor' the' sproading chostnut treo - : i
< AN f'Tﬁbro_lax.tho'villago Crozottip Y
1599 o1 " Igngring tho hump

; . Of fpt on hor rump
Shc was boasﬁingjof‘posing;er.Pctﬁ#.

e U e il el TR 3). el peg e Ashibon, Kepyet, PG
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80 the great Cacsar, chlcf of tho Holy Roman Enplro, had many, many irons
in the flro. - & plodsantipastime, that, considoring that thd:fucl was«freco
(the populaco tThinking it wont to foed tho gacrod flafo and th warn the 1ittle
tootsibd! ' of tho 1ittlo vostal’ virging) 'and that ‘his chicf industry was tho
nanufacturc of %allow kondloss’ #£11 thd.packinghousc fat, ;ald rtho waste fats
and ¥ils "so painstakingly gatherod by the‘housowivos,-cndod up- at: the groat
Cacsarf®s tallow factory. Thithor, too, wont many corpscs for i loss lagiti=
mato industry; to furnish human fat for tho Witches and warlocks to use in
mak1ng hands of gioryu AR L . o
) Janteis

Tho: groat Caosar noturnb@Jsadlyifron the Nilo, anlotwiso moditating on
sllngs onfarrows; and dn &i8én of troubles. At his roar, six stelwart Nubians
bore tho bodics of faithlcss Anthony and faithlcss Cloopatra. Thot Cacsar:

o e ladicandld shEl¥ bo: ded.v.sympathetic magicessnge it to light ny way
to “loyos. sbottor than stdrs that shino abovdss.sympathotic.seso 1 can't got
#id of hor huheseothis?1l mako hor faithlossessloso kér: that woy...good man
Cacsar, cavo conume e syes ;111X havétthe eandlomdkor dnscribo the basc w1th in
foc 31gno vincos...and shaIl we mékd ﬁho hoo signo phdlIic...maybo... -

g Loaving tho nighty tohis. lochérous thohs, and romomborlng that Jamcs
Joyco did it oh so much bottor, tho seceno shifts to the factory, and to the

foremail, _who argues with Caosﬁ??JU M L RELC SRS
'.".JIL' P ‘\. o 5 v
h'Shca's too- boaub:ful!ﬁ’And t& ctdpvo hor up; to mcbt theffat horrors
Such boauty,fbh Caosar ‘tgHoutdvbe prOBOrVOd foroﬁer. Beus - s o
ik e S ¢ : ¥

Cacsar spoko. “and” havihg spokeny” briofly, powcrfully, laconically,
v1olont1y, turncd and lofte

P\ . . . A g . .
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Thc candlc was nado; but bhru aﬂ mvorsight, hi$ parting Words woro'
1ncisod- gt A AR Py _ ¢
' !""" L Gt H oA SR 5 PR 1 R e TR L s
"Ronder unto Cacsar tho things that aro Caosar's. ltel s e wn Basend
i R R R B L ¢ B R RS I
3 . 7 ¢ to
And havo you ovor hoard tho tqlo of how Fritz tho Lang visitod Forrost
the J°? .

Itts a sad talc indced. For Rorrost, as you know, was goirg stoady with
a damozol yclopt Tigrina, a vivacious littlc minx whosc oydontlty is a docp
dark scerct. And Fritzio ngkod in dhticlpatlng a plossant ovening talking
books and stef and nonsons'o=-a quitc qiict ovening dcvotod to the boosting of
the alrcady adcquately inflated pgg‘pf onoc- Lang. o

Little did ho ¥mow, - Whétiever hetd rcach for o book from tho casc and
begin skimming thru it, ho'd find his hair rufflod from tho roar, or his hat
knocked off, by thd aforcsaid young ‘lass. Ho!d lay a book down,goto tho bath-
roome Whon ho returncd, the book would coyly be hinding behind T. Or shetd
interrupt a dcop decp discu331on on tho* relatlvo gonius of Kostkos and Wintor-
botham with a sad pout, wanting to ¥now wHéthor thoy still! loved her. Tho
Martini that Acky dished up for his gucste-§Hotd snoa¥ed so much salt into it
whilo tho Js wasn't looking, that Fritz cSuldn't’ finfsh tho drink. All in all,
as he lator said, a most ungdtisPactory dvoiing, e

Fritzioc and I had &°bit off'a.chht~nbout it tho noxt day, when he visited



rme at Universal City whorc M. ,Ge, and M wore filming my life story--the "Lifo
and Times ofEe Bonjomin Porducs" (Dontt miss it, by tho way--Lcst Weekond
canft comparc)e And you should havo soon tho lugubrious. cxprossion an his
faco as hc sadly confidod: - :

"You know, it could havo boon so nico. But.roally, you conldntt soo
the Forrost for tho toaso.® o3 o - '

ok koK Kk ok ok ok

Intriguo, warfaro; battle, murdor, and sudden doath, with the soudd of
trumpets ringing in your carse.esthc placc, Earthts ompty womb, whence came
the Moon ocons 'ogome. The dramatis porsonac, thoso familiar to you from the
Moon Poole=Larry OtKocofo and Goodwin; Yolara, Lekla, Lugur; the Silent Onos
and Nak, king of tho Akka. - - : sy

Groat indcod Was the batrachian Nak of tho Akka. Strong and glorying
in his strongth; yct humble withal and so ooager to be of sorvico to’those
primatcs he lovods A charactor,this boing; it is to be regretted that Harritt
did not pull a Staplodon on hime But I digross.

The war was raging fast and furiously. The forcos of Yolara and Lugur,
under “tho aegis of the ShiningOno, werc trampling down the wcak opposition of
the Silont Ones. While Lakla tho handmaiden watchod inhorror, barc broast
trombling . as tho it wished to hide from the sight of the goro, Nak foll in
the battlo; bleoding torrents thru the raw ugly stump that used to be his
lof't arm. ; : a,

Larry O'Koefc stood gazing lustfully thru his visidn-glassos at tho
beautiful figuro of Yolara., His strong right arm cncircled the waist of Lakla,
his vicarion. Sho moancd softly: :

« "Larry, darlint, lot me go to him."

"o, mavourncon," ho ropliods "I love you, I love only you; I could not
stand tho Parting, Honey of the Wild Booss™ He cursed mildly under -his broath
"as Lugur moved bofore the- gleanming black-haired boauty of Yolara.

"But, bolovod, Nak is my friond; I know him whon ho was but a pollywogs
we grow up togothor. Liston, can't you heap him calling mo?"

And indced, tho booning voico of Nak of the Akka could bo hoard throbbing
gutturally from tho battlofiold.

"Nay, thou whosc cyos aro like forest pools at dawm. I lovo you too much
to let you take thc riske™ Under his broath ho added, "Why doosntt tho god
damn bastard got out of tho way? Jooz, what a piceo!"

"larry, darlin', bolovod?" Thus Lakla tho handhaiden. "May I not hoar
his last words, boar his mossago to his family?"

"Tho holl with him!"™ burst out Larry. Lot him croak."

Bk k ok ok ok ok k Kk k

This spaco is just long onough to mention tho Zamonhof banquot, whore
Perley Parker Christionson, Councilman of the 9th district, City of Los Angecles,
told of singing "Silent Night, Holy Night" in Esporanto before thc biggost
dcpartmeont store horeeeand I burst out laughing from a momory of the nmagician
with night-blindnoss-=whoso physician prescribod injcctions of prestidigitalise



How It Began.... The Burbee Section
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Jﬂ the d;mHQawq‘qgcles thhs scene repeet itself from even more
shadowy vistas of the past, and will repest Lﬁ$elf Egaln and again
till the Bomb falls.

Fortestsd- Ackerman,. no peripdwas, approaching the vicinity of
the fabulous Garage, fantastlcally”Tbaded with: fantastic magazines
and books. With hlm was Tigrlna—-no period either--burdened with
similar esoteric literature. *° g

Due to the 100~ olarized lenses of his zoot-shaped glasses,
thik Dawha- Aqkerman' {a” dgt - $eea ¢mall obstruction:in his:path., He
struek it with . his?ﬂbot“ gbfdlsplaCLng s center ofFravity that
he crashed;to thé pavemeqx S“atterlng eSCQpe llterature over a
great area. iz

Tigrina, a worried look on her face, cried” "Forry, ‘are: yOu'”
hor 2" owe s 20 et s R SAgERe . T o el LA

BIA uSLng onky two:punsg.-ig. hls reply, answexed cnat he a sus-
tained not 5o -mach as & mMinor oontusxon.

$one e ..,__t.:,.
"Oh, that's fine!" beamed:;T.: "Ng.skin Offsmysﬂnka :r--r=f
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O baronﬁwés‘awaztxng theﬂblrth of his. chiid. HLS brother*
wes %elpxng+him ppqs the hervous ndardiawsy Lo They&ch@wed fihgernails
in shifts. ~ The'door Wéild odcHEstohal s open™4nd * deWIfe dr goetor
would pass through. S

The «baron, W@s.eonstantly‘speculatlng on the COpditlon OHINIES
Jwife and-the probable. sex, of, the . Ohlld.:;lhe baron‘ﬁ'bﬂother-p_de
the proper remarks. A4

At length, after the noises from the dellvery room had sub—
sided, there came & high, thin dgyion-the &ir.; sv~iiw i

"It's over!" signed the baron. '

The bar@h bk brother agreed tH’t.Lt ;musSt begn oo ol

“Quitera® tlme paesed 2nd” do one'’‘entered or left fﬁe room. Bager
to see his cdlid the ‘paron ‘Froeked and called out: to: see the baby.

At length a doctor came, Wlth the ting SQualang form in his arms,
swaddled in & sheet. : pugt

"Well!" szid the barof, T'Le‘c me see him’ Et is g boy, e 't it e

.The doctor nodded and hesitantly unwrapped the child.

It was different, to say the least. It was covered with a fine
brown fur and sported a still-damp caudal appendage 12 inches "16ng.

: "Well +'1l besarmonkey's uncle, ,"'; sald the bharon's brother

e L
o S find

B ool *‘ ”‘“*?‘ s S0 1"ﬁ':"_ i
. ) 46 i L Qu I\ . g 4 . ‘.

It began with the ecgentric man qamed Smlth who hdd recently
veen deprived of his father, by the Dark ‘Angel . "IAvan -exceds 01
Smith-patriotism, he had 5 'Form letter printed &nd sent 5,000 -
copies of the Hhewe-of hig father efdeqth te,all the SmLth 8 in the
land, feeling that the clan should be aware ‘that” ﬁhey numbered one
less. The train that carried the.bag logded with the form le tters
was held up by a gang of bandits. They took all the mail bags wlth
them to paw throhgh htdtheﬁr Le bsure. -after hvang gotten the main
Swa’g. PAR i HIC Sty Al Poned cmae 1 ey i
95 The+band f wﬁ% ﬁh eﬁvapé& I fle @¥irig through the Smith hag
openeﬁqand read qome gdrtm of %he lEﬁtens hefnre it seeﬂed lntO his

Bl o e
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head that they were all the same. The general tone of the letters
was extremely depressing and dampened his gpirits quite:s bit. 4s
he pushed the bag aside he sald, "Ihat's a ead sack of chits.®

3SR N e TRAT K

He woke to an incredible sight, 'this man of the wonderful lost
civilization whose remarks are preserved to this day in the speech
of the man in the street---he was lying in a giant arena and a
deadly game was being played there...he realized siekeningly that
he had a terrible part in the game.  He remembered it all now.

He'd jerked back from the microscope, amazed at what he had
séen. Bvidence of high intelligence in the lower forms of life.
Organization! Scarlet arachnids, playling a game remarkably like
soccer, with an aphid as the ball! He jerked.back from that
stupendous sight in astonished unbelief, and his head struck the
switch of the new mass-reducer he'd invented but & half-hour pre-
vious~-he saw the room, the fixtures, mounting toward the zenith
with dizzying speed. He knew he was being shrunk; he fell across
e stable. : o -

# He woke to find himself in that grim arena, the. playing-fie ld
of the scarlet arachnids. The aphid was .dead now, a pulby mess,
discarded at the sidelines. As the opposing teams riashed down on
him with blinding speed he knew he was the new balli ' And before
they savagely pounced on him he had just time b tErua oot A
be kicked: to death by little red spiders:"

" ek R o 3k Rk 3K

'I had another one but I-dunno, it might give you the right
idea about me. Your micht think I have a dirty mind or some thing.

Lord, what lousy paper this is. 1 just yan off Elmer's stuff
and the offset is so bad that I should have-slipsheeted the pages.
Some of that stuff is almost illegible. This is unforgivable.s

¥x*¥$i¥¥¥¥*$%$¥k¥$¥$¥ﬁ¥¥¥¥%¥h¥¥¥¥¥¥¥¥$¥%xmaf*$*¥h$¥»$¥¥*$*¥**$$¥*¥

It's time now for some more revelatory material about Al
Ashley. T will bang out two’ or maybe three articles this ‘time,
depdning (that word can be = degiphered if you try) on how long
they run. T

Might -ag well start off with the first one, thiensss al i ok

_ AL ASHIEY, ELFIN EDISON .

Some of you may have heard'of Al Ashley's hobby. As stated ig
a8 fan publication (which I published nyself j--the Pacificon Combo-
zine edition of Shangri-L'Affaires, .1 ashley's hobby, as stated by
Ty B YEN. o TR Y 1o :

1 believed this'statement when I stenciled it from Sneary's
manuseript. I believed it later on when Al Ashley told me the same
~thing with his mouth .

About 18 months égc'this man told me of the mimeograph he had




designed. In his head, of course. It was to have the best features
of all the mimeographs that have ever been built, plus a few 1deas
e 'd added from Lis vast store of knowledge. All bad feeatures vere
to be scientifically eliminated.

'In fact, szid Al, it will be the god demnedest mimeogradh you
ever saw. He wriggled with joy.

Will it have moving parts? I asked.

A startled look came into his eyes and for a time his brain
lumbered on in silence, and then he finally said, res, I guess it
will. Why, sure it will.

Well, then, I said, what is so special about this'mimeograph?

It will have nothing but good features, s«id Al, warming up
again. BSeems to me it could be portable. Fold up into a little
square no larger than a portable typewriter. That'd be a handy
feature if you moved around a lot. s

I looked at il Ashley in amazement. I believed he meant it.
I had faith in the man, much as you may have had-~--before you started
.reading this series.

iRl 5T éaid, I don't see how you're going to do that.

Al Smiied tblerantly. Lots of technological developments have
been made since before the war, he said. It's a simple matter of
good engineering. I can design anything.

- Yeah, I said, but will the finished machine work Like\tive
drawing says it should? P

Why, sure, said Al.

But how, I said, ace you going to ‘iron out the'Bugs that crop
up unless you build a model Ffirst?

All the bugs are taken out in the drafting stege, said Al.
I once designed a gun that used dry ice as a oropellant. That
would've worked if I'd built it.

Perfectly, you mean, with no flaws anywhere? I asked.
That's right, said Al. Why not?

I doubt that, [ said. (Some of my blind faith was ebbing away ).
I doubt it like hell. Oh well. 'hen are you going to build T
mimeograph?

One of these days, said Al Any time now.
That was 16 months ago, or longer.
The other day he began to explain to me a complicated machine

which had any number of gears, plus some relays. None of the gears
secmed to mesh with any other gears (in the drawing he had made) and

-y



none of the relays had coanections of any sort.. The lettering work,
though, was excellent. I naturally wanted t o knov what it was all
about.

Well, said Al, it's a device I've designed to measure time.

You mean 2 clock. 3ut that's been invented. By Joseph J
R N AR SIS R

You bastard, said Al. MNow look, don't be silly. This machine
has' a’definite purpose, beyond that of a clock. You see, the sub ject
sits here in front of it =nd I askk him a psychological guestion.

Then he answers. Oh, somethine like a word association test. This
machine measures the numbher of seconds and fractions of seconds that
it takes him to answer. Ihen he answers, I nress a button and the
mechine records 1it.

God, Al, I said. You've got something stupendous here. I can
see millions in it. Ia fact, somebody's already made the money.
You've invented a stop watch. Somebody has already done thii sy, s

This isn't a stop watch, said Al, after some thought. Thig is
8 machine for measuring short intervals of time. 3By using this
machine people can learn to think faster.

[}

Oh, Tes=lids

It beats a stop watch, said al, because it teaches people to
Hlthle Raisters

Well, I said, your results are going to be somewhat off the
beam because with you pushing the button, the time intervals will
heifar too long:. FeB

Besides, I said, I saw a machine in .a psychology class many
years ago. A little magne tized disc rotated ahove another little
magnetized dise. ~ The subject, ordered to react to a given stimalus,
pressed a hutton which stonped the discs. The stimulus, a I hEaes
a sound, energized the discs, which hegan to rotate at a given
speed. The pressing of the hutton stopped them instantly. By _
looking at the position in which they stopped, you could read the
time in haondredths of a second off the scribed lines on the discs.
A super stop watch. Thot seems better than your machine, with you
pushing the hutton.

Thaet machine you describe is no good, said Al. It just
measures short intervals of time. Iy machine teaches people to
think faster.

Mieis 1 c - Saddi.

1'1l1l show you another machine I made, said al.

You mean you actually made it?

I mean the drawing, said al. And he showed me a drawing of a
very long rod on the end of which was a turntahle like on a phono-




* graph. Lt seecmed to be powered by friction drive off a roller which
fook its motive force from & singularly stupid looking gear. Of
bearings. :
- What the hell is this? I asked.

This is a machine to rotate spiral discs for the purpose of
hypnosis. I am going to manufacture them and sell them to all the
hypnotists in the city, said Al.

Well; Al, I-°satd, somebody has heat you to the gun again.
What do you mean by again? said Al.
Well, this is a phonograph turntable such as may be ‘found on a
phonograph. You lay a disc, or record, on it and it rotates at 78
e LS.

Oh no, said Al.- This'is entirely dif ferent , because it is
built specially to play discs on.

Bl o oaie . YOl have-somelof these spiral dises, haven't you?
sSure, suré, Syl Adlze

And where do you play them?

On the phonograph, said Al.

Well, then, I said.

Stgei = sure, "oe 1d: 2 AT hut this mechine is especially designed
@ pgibine P purpose. :

You mean it goes round and round, I said. Is that it?

No, ho, satd'al. - Forione thing, this machine will run verti-
cally as'well as horizontally.

And what else?

Well, that's all, but th.t's an exclusive feature.

You may have something there, 1 said. But a large mirror
over a phonograph turntable at an angle of 45 degrees will give you
a vertical image of the turntad’le.

Tet st n'o- goi0d, ~Sald; ks

Why not?

Why, said -Al, supposc you have a dise on which the snirals go
inside out. In the mi-ror that would be reversed. They would be
going outside in.

No ‘they won't, I said.

Yes they will, said al.



Al;, 1 said. Al, .Listed to me, Al. An inslde-out spiral will
2180 be inside out in the mirror. The only difference will be in the
direction of rotation. The phono turntable will be going clockwise
and its reflection will go counter-clockwise.

Oh no it won't, said Al.
Oh yes it will.

So he sat there and thought and thought. At last he shook his
head. No, he said. I don't visualize that. You may be right. Let
it go.

You can prove it with a mirror rieht now, I said.

I don't have to, said Al. 3esides, this machine I've designed .
eliminates the use of mirrors. You don't need mirrors with this
machine because it's been specially built to operate vertically.

I said, What would happen if you were to turn a phonograprh on
its side? A small one, that is, like you have. You could turn a
table model like that easy.

No, sai@ Al. Their specifications do not call for that. What
is needed is a special machine like the one I've designed.

Well, Al, I said. You may be right.

This has been a brief glimpse into the life and times of a busy
inventor as he drecdges up old and new laws of Nature and twists them
expertly into novel and bizarre machines such as ston watches, mimeo-
graphs and turntables that go round and round.

But Elmer did write an introductibn to the series. I didn't see’it.

AL ASHIEY, DISTINGUISHZD NOVELIST

It began when Jack Wiedenbeck started a novel. He began it
some time ago and has been hammering away at it daily for a couple
of months. He has niled up a tremendous stack of mss.

When I exclaimed at this cxample of” industry and zeal, Al

Ashley looked at me closely. He said, in a confidential sort g
way: I'm writing a novel too.

What kind of novel, I asked.
Ch, a novel.
Is it that one about the psychological invasion?

Bhs 5D, -aa Ld = Al

Is it the one where all six murderers are cexposed and it burns



out: 'in the end that they're all innocent?
B s 0, 9sa Tar AL ,
Well, what's it about?
It's something new, sald Al.

But what's the plbt? Is it a fantasy? A historical romance?
A whodunit? A Western?

No, no, said Al.

Hell, Al, I.said. You're not writing a novel. You're just
saying that because Jack Wiedenbeck is writing a novel. You're just
trying to steal the spotlight from him, that's all.

No, said Al. TI'm really writing a povel.

Well,. if you are, I said, it's just hecause Jack Wiedenbeck is
writing a novel. It's just a case of monkey see monkey do.

Oh no, said Al. I had this idea a long time ago, long before
Jack ever got the idea he would write a novel.

- 1 )

It's just a case of monkey see monkey do, Al, B e

e M isn't said Al. I had this idea a long time ago.

It's a case of monkey seé_monkey do. |

No, said Al, and perhaps there Was'a wee spark of ire in his
eyes bchind his bifocals as he said it. No, he said, it is an ideoa

I had a_long time ago. In fact, I've got it finished, which is
moré than you can say for Jack:s novel. '= 77 |

Incrcdulous, I asked, You mean, it's all down on paper?

Oh, no, said Al. I mean I've got it all finished. Flotted.
Written out. It's in my head. All I need to do is transfer it to

parer.

Oh, I said. You've finished it. All the hard part is done.
The rest is just a matter of copylng.

Well, I might rewrlte a little as I put it on paper, said Al.

So you are now claiming priority in this matter over dack
Wie denbeck on these grounds,.

Why sure, said Al. After all, I had this 1idea i S e T B T
I might have mentioned it to Jack and that might have given him the
idea.

I see, 1 said.

A few months later I asked him about the novel. I asked how
it was coming alonz. There was a long pause while his brain got



'
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into gear on the subject.’ He made some sort of noncommittal answer
that I can't remember now. It was obvious that the sihject no longer
held any intcrest for him. Having written the novel--in his hcad--«
he lost his enthusiasm for the matter. I imapihe he went through the
whole publishing process, also in his head. Yes; I puess he digd.

Al Ashley, then, hds written a novel. It ls either in its third
million or just rounding off its second million copies, It is being
spiritedly bid for by five major motion picture companies and will
soon sell to one of them for & sum in excess of a half million doll-
ars.. It has been translated into fifty-four languages, with spcecial
editions, in Braille. .This single novel has made Al Ashley rich,.
famous, and distinguished. The literary world is at his feet.

But none of this has changed him a bit. He is still the same
sweet simple fellow we all knew and loved.

AT AShTcy claims actilvity credit for The use of his name in this series.

YOU BASTARD, SAID AL ASHIEY

You bastard, said Al Ashley. These words of his, so much at
vaeriance with his generally genial attltude, iting in my head like a
mad doorbell. ‘At odd hours during the day I seem to hear his soft
voice saying: You bastard. He says it with a smile because he has
a sense of humor (in spite of what people may say) and often knows
what is goinz on even if it sometimes secms that his brain is four
measurcs behind. He is forced by the propriety of sclf-esteem, to

vocalize himself in this dreadful epithet.

He alway# hds a distinct and excellent reason for expressing
himself thus. It is not to be thought that Al Ashley greets people
4t his door with this expression or that he can be depended unon to0
repcat it at odd intervals in a normal conversation. I have merely
stripped the phrase of its context. As such it cannot stand alone
and have anythinge but an esoteric meaning. So in the following
pages I will outline a few of the many situations and remarks that
have caused Al Ashley to give rise to this epithet.

For a time it was a humorous thing from Al Ashley's point of
view to bring out '"falsies" and wear them around the house outside
of his shirt while visitors were present. The falsies and Al's
elfish smile would naturally, as he expected, rouse comment from the
onlookers. "My God, Al, someane would be sure to say, -what the hell
are those? And Al would answer smilingly say, Can't you see? And
someone would say: Yeah, hut whose are they? And Al would eagerly
say: Oh, they belong t0 E--v--- . . This was his punch line, because
O 's homosexual tendences are well known in the inner circle.

One evening, as Al Ashley was sporting these  things around in
view of a half dozen or more people, I said, Al, why are you wearing




those crazy thing's--are they yours?. Hell no, ‘he said, they belong
to B--=-~-~ s ell; el said, I'm inclined to doubt that. You say they
belong to him but I've never seen:him wearing. them. On the other
hand ['ve seen you with them on a dozen times. You wear them so
much, Al, I think they're yours.

You bastard, said Al Ashley.
20=

el Ashley's researches into the sex lives of the various fans
hé knows is something amounting to a passion. Al has a long list
(in" his head) of all the homos in local fandom and. suspects at least
90% of the rest. With very litt le encouragement he can be brought
out on the subject, declaiming this person and that person, and
declaring ethers under a cloud of suspicion. His theme is that
nearly everybody is queer and he's pretty disgusted with them all.

- -+ At .one of these declamatory sessions somebody remarked thut
~ KT seemed pretty sure of his facts. They asked him how he could be
so sure that nearly everybody was queer. I have definite proof, said
Al. And then the redoubtable F Towner Laney said I think you say
people are queer just out of spite. You're trying to get even with
them because you can't get into their pants.

You bastard, said Al Ashley.
=0

Al Ashley's attitude toward work is the usual one. He hates it.
But instead of goine ahead and working anyhow he simply does not
work at all. al Ashley has been out of work since November 1946.
feople are always discussing this, since it is obvious that he is
not liviang on the income from a trust fund. Some people are even
mad about it because there he is, sitting serenely in absolute idle-
ness, yet plentifully supplied with the good things of life, whiech,
SO Are-ifoodi; ol e Lakiron - oner the head (under which to drink
coffee), and plenty of restful, K innocent &lumber (such as comes to
infants and saints) after which one may drink much coffee. In waln
we recount to him the sad story of the grasshopper and the ant, out
of our great smugness. Al ashley likes t'6 l¥sten -to the story be-
cause it is a fantasy, what with insects talking and all. But that
is as far as it goes. Remarks on his idle state bring a pleasant
smile to his genial face as he sits there like an idol carved from
steak. But once F Towner Lancy Said to him: Al, you've been out of
work nine months--now either gzive bhirth to that bahy or get a job.

You bastard, said Al Ashley.

g

Oncc he was dcmonstrating how hard it was for two people to
pull his clenched hands apart. Condra on onée side and Wiedenbeck
on the other were pulling with most of their strength, with no
success. When they had given up, Condra remarked that Al Ashley,
for his size, was deceptively strong. As Al swelled up I said: He
ought to be strong, he's heen saving his strength for the last nine
months. :

You bastard, shid Al Ashley.



Since he prides himself on his bargaining ability and his flair
for findine bargains, it was not surprizing to find him at his home
one evening going around to each and every visitor, calling attention
to his new brown sweater and telling them how he 'd bought this high
class plece of merchandise for only S8c. The visitor, bound by the
rigid rules of hospitality, would make some polite remark. Al would
move to the next viectim and repeat the spiel. When he came to me and
went through his formula I looked closely at the sweater, felt the

.material ai said sagely: But Al,_what did you'do with the potatoes

that came in it?

You bastard, séid-Al.AshLej.‘

i

About ten minutes later he was“teliihg.a new vietim abowt the.

wonderful Ashley flair for finding bargains. I insinuated myself
_into ‘the conversation by remarking: Why, that's the very sweater I

gave last week to the Salvation Army:
You bastard, said Al Ashley.
. .

Another time, Al Ashley and others sat drearily contemplating
each other in the LaS#S clubroom just after the regular Thursday
night meeting. It is’always difficult to tell when a meeting is in
session or not, ‘since nothing happens in either circumstance. Laney,

.on-'his way out, turned at the door and said: Good night, people.

Arid goodnight, Al. .Though this is a 'standard phrase around the Half
World, and often was used on Kepner, thus: Hellc men, and you too,
Kepner--Al Ashley was somehow moved to utter the now classic phrase:
You bastard. 3

B0

Perhaps the chief joy of Al Ashley's life is retelling the
story of how he defended his battered honor against the unsubtle
blandishments of his friend E------ (owner of the falsies). One
evening he was, as usual, telling the story, and we were all listen-
ing, as usual, with great personal joy. .50, said Al, he asked me
to give it to him this way. whea I said no, he asked if he could
do it to me. Then he said he didn't like it this other way very
miuch but would be willing to do it that way if I insisted. I said
no. So he argued with me. He said howv did I know I wounlén't like
it if I hadn’'t tried it? -He-said if I tried it, just once, I might
‘Pind out how wonderful it was. He saild it was glorious between two
men and I certainly was missing a lot if I'd never tried it. He
seid I owed it to myself to give it a try.

Al, I said, he used the wrong approach. He used the argument-
ative approach. The intcllectual approach. He should have just
quietly taken you into his arms and kissed all your fears away.

You bastard, said Al Ashley.







