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Rich brown was an unshakably loyal friend,
an exemplary human being and one of the best
damn fans of his era. He touched many lives, in-
variably for the good, including mine.

Rich wasn't the first fan | met and, even at the
time, not the biggest BNF who had deigned to ac-
knowledge my existence. Y et from the moment |
met him, he exercised a powerful, positive influ-
ence on me as a human, awriter and a fan.

Without taking away from the many others
who have taught me and helped me and nurtured
me on a human level, rich did alot of the “hands
on” work that helped transform me from a mouthy
and insecure teenager into the semi-suave, rea-
sonably well-integrated and moderately successful
adult | became.

Even before | met him, or even knew who he
was, rich brown played a pivota role in my life as
afan. After Lenny Bailes and | published Cursed
#1 in March 1963 in a successful effort to find
Fandom, | spent the next year trying to learn about
the haobby. | joined the N3F, went to ESFA and
Lunarians, attended first Lunacon ’ 73 and then
Discon | (the 1963 worldcon) and generaly
searched for... something.

Emboldened by contact with Frank Wil-
lemczyk in N’ APA (the N3F apa), | wrote to Ted
White to ask for an invitation to visit the Fano-
clasts. That was pretty ballsy for a Long Island
high schooler and Ted, probably rightly, was
about to consign my post card to the trash can
when rich brown and Mike Mclnerney, visiting
Ted at the time, convinced him to give the brash
kid a chance.

When | actualy went to Ted's Brooklyn apart-
ment for one of the Fanoclasts' Friday- night gath-
ering, rich was the friendliest and most approach-
able fan | met. I'd like to think he sized me up as
good raw material, but whatever it was, we be-

came friends amost immediately.

Rich shepherded me through that meeting, pled
my case for admission with the other Fanoclasts
and quickly took over my fannish education. He
told me anecdotes based on his personal experi-
ences and his knowledge of fanhistory, explained
things | didn’t understand, and shared insights that
were well beyond my powers of perception at that
time.

Rich and Mike were co- hosting FISTFA on
aternate Fridays to Fanoclasts meetings. With
their encouragement, | began going to the open,
informal club. Meetings ran late, but rich encour-
aged me to stay even later. I'd read his fanzines as
he fed me stories and factoids about the fans asso-
ciated with that particular zine. Between fanzines,
we talked about Fandom and about Real Life.

In away, rich was like an older brother. | kind
of idolized Ted White when | was a teenager and,
as | matured, came to think of him as a beloved
fannish Uncle, but rich was more like the guy who
took me places and showed me things.

Though rich is best-known in Fandom for his
fanhistorical essays and blazing polemics, he also
had aterrific sense of humor. | know this, because
he always thought | was funny.

He was a master of the deadpan put-on. He had
an awesome talent for gradually leading me down
the path from reality to ridiculous paranoia and
fantasy so adroitly that | would often make the
journey before | even realized I'd put the first foot
on that yellow brick road.

His best was the gradual revelation that there is
a Fandom beyond ours. Little by little, sometimes
by subtle indirection, rich disclosed this greatest
secret of the microcosm. When gresat fans leave
our ken, either by gafia or death, they are, in rea-
ity, graduating to a “higher Fandom.” This net-
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work of ober-fans guides our fannish destinies and
shapes our hobby.

He drove me crazy with that one. His sincerity
and conviction, trained on my sensitive neofannish
psyche for 12 hours or so in arow, could over-
come skepticism and circumvent good sense.

It was only when he told me that he had been
to ameeting and Certain Gafiated Fans had pushed
for my admission to Super Fandom that | finally
concluded he was kidding. | mean, how great
could they be if they wanted a neo like me?

| never actualy called rich brown “Dr. Gafia,”
except when | first gave him the nickname. He was
Dr. Gafia on paper, including the cover of Quip #1,
but | always addressed him as “rich.” | may have
been secretly afraid that calling him “Dr. Gafia’
would touch off exactly the situation | so much
wanted to avoid.

In away, | dubbed him “Dr. Gafia’ in self de-
fense. His periodic gafiations scared the crap out
of me and pinning a nickname to this recurring
phenomenon made it seem a little more bearable.

The urge to gafiate, by which rich meant some-
thing more drastic than dropping out of FAPA or
skipping the worldcon, overtook rich periodically,
generally at times of great emotional stress and life
upheaval.

Rich started in very modest circumstances and
worked his life up in many ways through a combi-
nation of dogged determination and natural talent.
He seldom talked about his South Pasadena child-
hood, though it evidently wasn't a very pleasant or
nurturing environment. Y et rich completed high
school, got additional training in the air Force and,
through his experience in Fandom, made himself
into a fine writer, editor and journalist.

Rich never had it easy and, sometimes, the ob-
stacles seemed insurmountable and the reversesin
fortune amost unbearable. This sometimes led to
one of rich’s dramatic declarations of gafia. Sud-
denly, he would announce that he was quitting
Fandom ,divesting himself of his fanzine collec-
tion and other mementos of the microcosm and
moving to some far-off place.

These mercuria moods would terrify me. Not
only did | identify with rich’s struggle, but he was
both a close friend and my fannish guide. There's
no question that, overall, Ted White is my fannish

mentor, the fan who has inspired me to do what-
ever it isthat I’ ve done in the hobby. Rich brown
watched over me in a more personal way. | spent
more time with him than any of the other Fano-
clasts after | joined the group in April, 1964 and
came to think of him as an older brother.

Every Declaration of Gafiation hurled me into
atailspin. | couldn’t accept the idea that rich was
about to vanish from my life. My persuasive pow-
ers probably weren't what they are today, but |
used everything | had to argue, cgjole and con-
vince rich that he should reconsider his (obviously)
rash decision.

Besides that feeling of impending abandon-
ment, | had an additional burden of guilt. Rich al-
lows accompanied his Gafia announcement with a
fire sale of old and rare fanzines. His attitude to-
ward his hoard of fannish treasures would shift
dramatically. He couldn’'t get rid of them fast
enough — and his low prices insured that fans
would snap them up in a matter of minutes.

One Friday evening in the mid-1960’s found
me sitting with rich in the living room of the apart-
ment he and Mike Mclnerney shared, trying to
convince him not to sell his fanzines, especialy his
professionally bound copy of the FAPA 100"
mailing post-mailings, including Ah, Sweet Idiocy!
and the Spaceways anthology. It was a beautiful
thing in its white hardcover binding and | tried to
sal rich on the idea of keeping it even if he let go
of alot of lesser fanzines.

He was unmoved by my neofannish eloquence.
Almost worse, he insisted that | should buy it,
since he knew it was something that | very much
wanted to have. | did my best to resist this tempta-
tion and held out grimly until rich played his trump
card. He pointed out that fans would soon be arriv-
ing for that night’s FISTFA meeting. He threst-
ened that, if | didn’t buy it, he would sell it for an
even lower price to one of the fuggheads that clung
to the fringes of the informal, open club.

So | bought the volume for something like $5,
aridiculoudly low price even then, but only after |
told rich that he could buy back the volume at the
same price if he should ever change his mind.

| kept that book near the door in our Brooklyn
Heights apartment for 19 years, in a sSimilar posi-
tion at Toner Hall for over a decade and now in the
hallway of the Launch Pad since our move. At
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first, | kept it there in case rich should ever knock  Fandom. It would be nice to think of him benignly

on the door and want his bound volume. nudging Core Fandom towards its next Golden

After | returned to Fandom in late 1989, rich Age. | guess I'll have to settle for a mental image
assured me that he would never want to take it of him at the Enchanted Convention, sitting in an
away at that late date. | left it in what has become  endless room party next to Terry Carr with Bur-
a position of honor, a personal fannish tradition. bee, Rotder, Laney and Perdue on one hand and
It's still there now. My fondest hope is that rich Willis, Shaw, White, Clark and Harris on the
will show up to claimiit. other.

What a pity rich was kidding about the Over — Arnie Katz

The Obituary

Thanks largely to the Herculean efforts of Dan Joy, The Washington Post ran an obituary for rich
brown on August 1. Although a Post reporter wrote the actual piece, Dan Joy provided the newspa-
per with al the pertinent information. It’s far from complete, as will happen with obituaries, but it is
fitting that rich brown’s passing be recognized in this manner.

Rich Brown
Writer, Editor

Rich Brown, 64, an Arlington resident who held wriing and editing jobs and was in-
volved in editing and publishing science fiction fanzines, died July 6 at Virginia Hospi-
tal Center in Arlington. He had complications from bowe surgery in May.

In the early 1960s, Mr. Brown began editing or publishing at least a dozen fanzines,
including Beardmutterings. The content ranged from persona essays to whimsical
pieces about science fiction fandom. He was a so involved in fanzine organizations.

He was born in Pasadena, Calif., and served in the Air Force from 1958 to 1962. He
then was a New Y ork-based editor for the Daily Bond Buyer, among other publications.

He settled in the Washington area in the mid-1970s and briefly worked as a reporter
for Reuters and an editor at Air Force Times,

In the 1980s and 1990s he was a temp and then specia assistant at Sallie Mae, the
student loan organization. In the late 1990s, he was briefly an editor and writer at Col-
lectingChannel.com.

His marriage to Colleen Woo Brown ended in divorce.

Survivors include a daughter, Alicia Brown of Manassas.

Dam Jow
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“You were his best friend, Ted,” Alicia Brown
said to me. Colleen Stockmann, rich’s previous
wife and Alicia’' s mother, told me the same thing.

| never felt that. Which isto say, “best friend”
seems to me avery arbitrary term, and one which
did not agree with my perceptions. Rich and |
were very close, yes. But our relationship was
more fraternal — we were like brothers. Sometimes
we got angry with each other. Occasionaly we
sguabbled. But we were aways there for each
other. We could attack each other, but if someone
else attacked one of us, the other always leapt to
his defense.

When | think of rich’s close friends, | think of a
number of people with whom he hung out. | think
of Mike Mclnerney, with whom rich shared an
apartment for several yearsin New York City in
the ‘60s. They shared more than an apartment for
atime, when Cindy Heap was having a relation-
ship with them both.

And | think of Arnie Katz, who hung out a great
deal with rich and Colleen in the late *60s, and
whose relationship with Joyce more or less began
in rich and Colleen’s Brooklyn apartment.

As a matter of fact, I’'m reminded of when Arnie
offered rich ajob in Las Vegas, in the mid-90s.
Rich accepted it and began preparations for the
move. Then one day he showed up at my house,
tears running down hisface. “l can't doit,” he
sobbed. “I can't leave thisarea. There’stoo much
of me invested here, now.” | think he was refer-
ring to his daughter, with whom he was always
close — they read books to each other, starting
when she was quite young, and never stopped —
but he was probably aso referring to his friends,
myself among them. | hadn’t tried to talk rich out
of the move, but | was sdlfishly glad that he
changed his mind.

When Dan Joy moved back to this area (after an
absence of over a decade), several things hap-
pened. One of them was that he and | got back
together, transcribed a lot of old cassettes of his
music onto CD, and formed a new band together.
Another was that Dan started getting together with
rich on Sundays to watch tapes and DV Ds from
rich’s vast library of old moviesand TV shows.
I’d say Dan and rich were pretty close friends.

Then there's Olivia Stockmann, Alicia s half-
sister. Whilerich and Colleen had divorced more
than 25 years ago, and Colleen eventually remar-
ried, they never severed their “family” ties. Col-
leen has had my daughter and myself over for
Christmas Eve every year since the end of the
“70s, and rich was there every year aswell. When
Colleen married Leonard, and they had a daughter,
Olivia, rich became the girl’ s kinda-uncle. Olivia
isnow in her teens, and has been taking ballet les-
sons for years (she's tall and dlender). It wasrich
who every weekday would pick her up from
school, take her over to his apartment to watch
Buffy on tape, and then to her ballet lesson.

But the guy | want to tell you about is Harlan
Forbes. Despite the name, he was not a fan.

In June, 1999, on a Saturday in the late after-
noon, | was waiting for rich to show up. We were
going to go out to see a movie and then dinner.
Rich was running late. At loose ends and prowling
my yard, | noticed not for the first time the ginkgo
tree growing under an azalea bush. | decided to
transplant it while | waited for rich. This impul-
sive decision on my part was afoolish one. With-
out any forethought or preparation, | took a shovel
down to the front of my property and climbed up
onto the low stone wall which separated my prop-
erty from the sidewalk. The wall was covered
with English ivy vines. | caught one of my feet in
the vines, lost my balance, and fell, out into the
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street. My hip hit the curb
and broke.

| ended up in the hospital
— the same onerich wasin
on his hospital stays —and
then for aweek of rehab in
aplace called Manor Care.
Rich came and visited
every day, and after the
first visit, he brought with
him a deck of cards— two
double-deck pinochle, a less.
game Linda Blanchard had
taught us both. Two-handed is a bit of ajoke —
you can look at the displayed dummies and your
own hand and figure out what’s in your opponent’s
hand — but for alight, quick game of a couple
hands it suffices.

At Manor Care we had the use of alounge with a
large round table and a half dozen chairs (but | was
in awheelchair, of course), and that’s where we'd
play our nightly games.

And one of the other guys in the lounge some
nights would be Harlan Forbes.

I’d first noticed Harlan when I'd gone to Physi-
ca Therapy and he'd also been there. Hisleft leg
had been amputated at the knee. He seemed to me
to have alot of courage and good humor. In the
lounge he wheeled up to the table and asked us
about the game we were playing. We explained it
to him and asked him if he’'d like to join us (three-
handed is more fun and partnership is best). He
did.

Harlan was aman in his late 40s or early 50s
who had led an active life —tennis every day — un-
til ayear earlier, when he had been hit hard by dia-
betes. In ashort period of time hislife had been
turned upside down. He had recently lost his leg,
and he had a shunt in his left arm for regular kid-
ney dialysis. He had advanced neuropathy.

He was an engaging guy who could tell good
stories, and he picked up the game fast and began
playing it with us nightly. Then | was released. |
was enormously grateful to be getting back home
at last, but sorry to say goodbye to Harlan.

It was rich who suggested that we could join
Harlan on Saturday nights for cards. And so we
did, rich driving me over with my crutches, me

) Rich brown and Ted Johnstone (David McDaniel),
pinochle decks, actually, for  shown as part of a 1956 cover of Cry of the Name-

finding awheelchair in
Manor Care's lobby, and
then taking the elevator up
to the third floor (rehab), to
join Harlan in the lounge at
the big round table. We
started doing this at the end
of June.

By the early fall
Harlan was having trouble
holding his cards. The neu-
ropathy had reached his |eft
hand and he could no longer
feel anything with that hand.
Indeed, he was starting to lose joints from the fin-
gers of hisleft hand after it had gotten caught in
the spokes of his wheelchair.

Rich came up with a clever, elegant solution. In
athrift store he found an old fan — no jokes,
please. When folded up, it was about 18 inches
long and more than an inch of folds thick. When
you held the open end shut with a rubber band,
you could easy stick cards in the folds of the fan,
while it sat on the table. This alowed Harlan to
keep his cards displayed for his view.

It wasin early January that Harlan told us that
his neuropathy was “complete” and he could no
longer feel anything in hisbody. | wish I’d been
perceptive enough to understand what that meant.
A week later Harlan was dead.

Rich and | went to his “viewing.” There we met
his family. We'd aready met both his son and his
daughter, who had visited him occasiondlly at
Manor Care. But we met for the first time his
mother and father, elderly people who expressed
considerable gratitude to us for having been
Harlan's “best friends’ during his last half-year of
life.

“He talked so much about you, and how much he
looked forward to seeing you, Saturday nights,”
his mother told us.

Rich said, “Well, we needed someone to play
cards with, you know,” but we were both touched
by the family’s gratitude.

That was rich brown for you. He was my friend
and his death leaves my life alot emptier. And
right now that hurts.

—Ted White
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When arriving in Falls Church in 1974, there
were just two fannish doorsteps that welcomed my
arrival. Thefirst, naturally, was Ted White's an-
cestral home on North Tuckahoe Street and the
other, about a mile away, was the home of rich
brown and his family on Linden Lane. (To be
honest, there was also Goose Shit Farm, briefly the
home of John D. Berry and Terry Hughes, where
you always had to pay attention to where you were
walking — which made its doorstep alot less wel-
coming than the others. And alot smellier, too.)
Each household opened their doors to me and
made me fedl at home, and yet they were so very
different. And yet they were somehow the same.

Ted' s house was the nexus of al activity. Eve-
rything happened there. AMAZING and FAN-
TASTIC were produced there. Everybody’s fan-
zines were printed and collated there. All the wild
parties and the heavy debates took place there.
Ted and Robin’s driveway was always full of VW
buses and vans and loud music filled the air like
the constant aroma of honeysuckle. There were
always people coming and going at all hours,
bringing with them new friends and new intoxi-
cants. The place vibrated with life.

Over on Linden Lane it was quieter and more
conventional. From the outside it looked like
every other suburban ranch house on the block. If
you peeked in the picture window you might see a
few adults watching TV or sitting down to a meal
or agame of cards. Decorated with afew pieces
of conventional modern furniture, it seemed al-
most dull when compared with the interior at
Tuckahoe Street. There were no ornate pump or-

gans, or piles of LPs stacked in the corner, or
shelves overflowing with books. And yet it too
vibrated, but at a lower frequency. More like a
hum than a buzz.

Lifein Falls Church Fandom — or Fabulous
False Crutch Fandom, as we sometimes called it —
revolved around these two houses. Communal
meals were often shared at one house or the other.
On any given evening you might find the Whites
and the Browns together, sharing food with the
rest of us detached and footloose fanboys. There
was John D. Berry, Terry Hughes and his brother
Craig, Ed Smith, and Richard Snead. Sometimes
the crowd included Brad Balfour, or Michagl Dob-
son. Other timeslocals like Michael and Edie
Naly joined us, and, of course, let’s not forget
your humble narrator. Thankfully nobody ever
complained if | didn’t have any money to contrib-
ute or didn’t bring a dish to share. Nobody kept
track of who brought what; it was a family thing
and we became like afamily. One big hungry
family.

At Ted's house the meals usually featured the
bounty of the family’s large vegetable garden and
aromatic goodies that came from Robin’s oven.
At rich’s house it was often spaghetti or the notori-
ous beattles for the best killer chili recipe, with Col-
leen and John each trying to permanently burn out
the other’ staste buds. | remember several occa-
sionswhen | ate food that was so spicy that it
would totally wipe out my palate by the second
spoonful, yet was aways just too tasty to stop
shoveling it in. Eventually atruce was called in
the Chili Wars when one pot’ s contents got so ex-
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cruciating that they had to finally set it aside to be
used as seasoning in the next week’s batch, instead
of actually consuming it by itself.

These were big, noisy occasions. Music played
and conversations competed for attention in every
corner. The sound of voices raised in laughter and
exultation could be deafening. In fact, the only
time it was quiet was when it was time to eat and
then it would be quiet as a church -- the silence
broken only by the pathetic cries of chili-induced
pain.

On occasion | was lucky enough to spend some
solitary time on Linden Lane. Colleen would be
off on some adventure with Terry or John, little
Aliciain tow, and rich and | would kick back and
relax. Brief lullsin the fannish storm, as it were.
One lazy Saturday afternoon, rich and | decided to
take some acid and watch the classic film, “King
Kong,” on television. Neither of ushad seenitin
years and | remember our giggling conversation
about the primitive animation and the corny close-
ups of the giant ape’ s face. We even discussed the
legendary scene where Kong removes Fay Wray’s
dressin afit of impish curiosity and lamented that
neither of us had ever seen it, having been edited
out of the film years earlier. It was a crime, we
agreed, that awork of art should be censored so
crasdy. It was also acrime, we agreed, that nel-
ther of us had ever had the chance to see Ms. Wray
nekkid.

“Gee whiz,” rich lamented. “Even Kong got to
see her bazooms... Why can’t we?’

By the time the great ape was being shot by the
circling planes we were both in tears. As his rag-
doll body fell from the great pinnacle of the Em-
pire State Building we sat in stunned silence, try-
ing to stifle our sobs as he hit each of the build-
ing’s terraces on hisway down. Such cruelty.
Such sadness. Asthe credits began to roll, we
both agreed that we would never again watch this
wretched film. We would never again condone the
kind of heartless murder that we had just wit-
nessed. Never again, we vowed.

But then rich began to giggle and lean towards
me. “Never again,” he said, taking me into his
confidence. “Unless, of course, they show the ver-
sion with her bazooms.” Beforelong | was once
again wiping tears from my eyes, but now they
were tears of gslly joy.

Damn, that was good acid.

Rich brown loved to laugh. He was one of the
best audiences I’ ve ever known. | aways knew
that | could get alaugh out of rich, no matter what
| showed him. Sometimes it was a cartoon and
other times it was something I’d written. He'd al-
ways laugh until he had trouble breathing. He
would sputter and gasp like he was about to pass
out. Sometimes, if I’d done something that | knew
was only marginaly funny, I'd try and show it to
him before | showed it to anybody else. Getting
one of his Bust A Gut reactions made it easier to
then show the piece to Ted or somebody else who
might not be so generous with their laughter. It
made it easier to accept the truth.

| always thought that rich actually wanted to
like whatever | was showing him, but | never
thought he was giving me afreeride. Hewas al-
ways honest in his criticism, but would also take
the time to look for something in the article that he
genuinely liked or actually thought was amusing.
Even if the article was shit, he would usualy find
the one or two good turns of a phrase or a joke that
would make him laugh out loud. But if something
was funny, he would laugh until he was gasping
and wheezing. That’s when | knew I’d done good.

The hardest | ever saw rich laugh was on an-
other of those lazy afternoons on Linden Lane.
We had no classic movies to watch on that particu-
lar day, nor were there any good drugs around for
our amusement — just the regular kind. As| re-
member it now, Colleen and Alicia were out for
the day and rich and | were home aone, probably
watching TV, or sitting around reading, or maybe
even watching TV while sitting around reading —
or, in my case, sketching.

After awhile, rich looked up from the fanzine
he’ d been looking at and asked me what | was
drawing. | showed him a couple of doodles|’d
done of fat, little aliens in different poses. One
had a gun and the other was standing at attention,
his arm cocked in a salute.

“That one looks like Judy- Lynn Benjamin,” rich
said, pointing to the second of the grotesque draw-
ings. | could see the vague resemblance and added
a bouffant hair-do, a matronly dress, a huge lip-
sticked mouth, and a copy of GALAXY under her
arm. rich looked at the improvements and started
to laugh. There was a distinct twinkle in his eyes.
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“Why is she rubbing her
forehead?’ he asked, refer-
ring to what had once been
the salute.

“1 don’t know,” | answered
hesitantly. “Why is she rub-
bing her forehead, rich?’

“Because she just walked
into the coffee table,” he
sputtered, alluding to Judy-
Lynn's legendary lack of stat-

ure. Then we laughed for ten  rich brown chats with Ross Chamberlain.

minutes. Ten minutes of to-

tally unhinged silliness. Rich laughed and gasped
and coughed and sputtered until he could no
longer sit up. Tears ran down his face. Tearsran
down my face. It was so unexpected. It was o
wrong. It was so funny.

That was the day that rich and | created “The
Judy-Lynn Benjamin Joke Book.” It was about a
dozen — ahem — half-size pages of drawings and
“jokes’ that kept us laughing all afternoon. It was
-- without adoubt -- the foulest, the cruelest, the
crudest, and the dumbest object | have ever been
associated with. And, of course, one of the funni-
est things I’ ve ever been a part of aswell.

Upon its completion, rich and | made a pact
with each other that nobody should ever see the
one and only copy of the book. | offered to de-
stroy it on the spot in his fireplace, but he told me
he'd hold on to it for safekeeping. After that, |
didn’'t see it again for more than ten years.

By the mid-1980s, rich was living with usin a
big house that we had rented near the National
Z0oo, in Washington, DC. It was a huge old place.
Lynn and | lived on the second floor and rich and
Dan Joy lived on the third floor. One afternoon,
while | was sitting in the kitchen, rich walked in
and handed me an envelope. It was smudged and
had been folded repeatedly over time.

“It's your turn now,” he said, without further
explanation. “You can take care of it for afew
years.”

“What isit?’ | asked him, holding it by the
grungy corner of the envelope.

He raised his hand and pretended to rub his
forehead. “The Judy-Lynn Benjamin Joke Book,”
he replied with asmirk. | was utterly surprised.

“Did you read it?" | asked him as he started go-

ing back upstairs.

“No, | couldn’t bring
myself to even look at it,” he
shouted from the second floor
landing. “I recommend you

- do the same,” he added as he
F h continued up the stairs and
“=7= out of earshot.

In 2005, nearly 20
years later, | once again found
the envelope containing “ The
Judy-Lynn Benjamin Joke
Book” among the papers |
was packing for our move to Portland. And like
rich, I couldn’t bring myself to open it up and actu-
ally read the stupid thing. | knew it would be
nothing but an embarrassment. | knew it wouldn't
be even remotely funny, but | still couldn’t bring
myself to throw it away. | had the perfect opportu-
nity, but | just couldn’t do it. 1t meant too much.

It represented a time and a place that was, despite
everything, specia to me and special to rich —even
though we both knew, in redlity, that there was ab-
solutely nothing specia about it a all. Neverthe-
less, it was, as Sam Spade said of the Maltese Fal-
con, “The things that dreams are made of.”

The last time | saw rich was at our Going Away
party in March of last year. | mentioned to him
that | had found our Little Secret envelope and he
just rolled his eyes and shook hishead. A little
grimace crossed his lips. “The next time| find that
thing,” | scolded myself out loud, “1 swear it is go-
ing right in the trash.”

A few minutes later, | glanced across the room
and noticed rich looking right at me. Our eyes
locked for a moment and he dowly and deliber-
ately reached up and rubbed his forehead in mock
pain and began to laugh. | waggled my finger at
him, like you would at a mischievous child. He
just grinned back defiantly.

| never saw or spoke to him again. | till have
“The Judy-Lynn Benjamin Joke Book” in a box
somewhere to remind me of our lazy afternoons on
Linden Lane.

“Do you think you' I ever open the envelope?’
Lynn asked me after reading these recollections.

“l don't have to,” | replied, touching my fore-
head. “I’ve got it al right up here.”

— Dan Steffan
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¢ Started with & Lot

| received avery unusua letter of comment from
rich brown in response to the first fanzine | ever wrote:
rich thought | was a hoax perpetrated by Teresa and
Patrick Nielsen Hayden, when the truth was that | was
part of asmall group of sf fans who'd been recruited to
help collate a fanthology, and 1'd been wooed by the
camaraderie of fandom, and the elegance of Eric
Mayer's piece on the birth of his child and the death of
John Lennon.

I'd come alittle late in life to fandom, or so it felt to
me there in my ancient late 20s, so rich was fooled by
the fact that | could write better than your average
hopel ess neo, but at the same time I'd run afoul of my
attempt to kluge a word processor out of Basic lan-
guage "lprint" commands and cassette tape storage sys
tem, so that my final product was less than ele-
gant. The combination was too much for rich; he was
convinced | was afictional fan.

It didn't take too long for him to realize | was a
genuine, flawed human, through letters and exchanges
of fanzines and finally meeting at a convention. And |
fell for hiswit and charm in print and in person.

Eventualy that resulted in us deciding to movein
together, a small feat of geographical relocation involv-
ing me giving up my Washington (state) for his Wash-
ington (D.C.).

He accompanied me on the long drive across coun-
try, hauling a stuffed U-Haul behind my straining old
hippie van, teaching me how to back it up without jack-
knifing it, which came to be quite a useful skill when
he allowed me to waylay him into the hinterlands of
North Dakota, looking for awriter and local historian
I'd had a correspondence with, down blue highways
that turned into dirt roads that became impassable --
ever try to do a 3-point turn with atrailer behind you?
And visiting friends along the way -- we had agrand
time.

A tribute like this should have lots of funny stories

challenged Ted White to run a better convention and he
and rich somehow turned this around to me wanting to
(and volunteering to) run the next one in the vicinity of
Fdls Church.

How the man could be courting me but side with
his best friend and still win my heart speaksto his
charm. And he was deeply charming in a unique way,
never failing to laugh at his own foibles, and to make
you laugh at your own.

Once we arrived on the east coast, rich gave up his
apartment and sprung for ahouse in the burbs, in lovely
rural Woodbridge, where we had parties and pinochle
games, and long commutes into and back from the city
during which we'd read to each other, mostly fanzines.

We went to conventions, dined out and home-
cooked in, and played more cards, and rich taught me a
great deal about writing and about fannish history. To
this day when | get up from my comfy chair and find,
on my return, that it is occupied by my cat, | comment
that he is "the reincarnation of a Fanoclast.”

| say thisto myself or whomever is around and no
one gets the joke but me and | aways fedl I'm sharing it
with rich "the old jokes are the best" brown.

It was an unfortunate thing that the house with the
two of usin it became a bit overcrowded with the spir-
its of other fans involved in the brouhaha of the day. |
don't think that's what broke rich and | up -- | think we
weren't well suited to live together -- but it hastened the
end. | left D.C. after lessthan ayear, but brought away
new friends in Georgette Heyer, and archy and mehita-
bel, among others.

We stayed in touch, though with long gaps between
our conversations, it never felt as though we lost any of
the affection we'd shared since that first letter of com-
ment, and it seemed as if hardly any time was passing.

That's what fooled me, | guess, into believing heldd
always be there, that when | had time again after my
kids were grown, we could pick up our friendship right

to tell, but for the most part, the ones | recall from more where we left off.

than twenty years ago are too private to share. The
most amazing (public) incident | recal from al those
years ago was when we were at the first Corflu and |

— Linda Blanchard

Linele

Jlanchare



| Rememlver e

When | arrived in New Y ork on Friday July 17,
1970, | was fit and ready, and prepared to conquer
my new world. Heck, | had a Cashier’s Check for
$200 in my pocket — that was just about 200 per-
cent more than | had when | arrived in Hollywood
in 1961. And that had been a snap: | walked down
Hollywood Blvd. ‘til | saw a Help Wanted sign in
the window of a cafe, started waiting tables that
afternoon, and that night used my tipsto rent a
room in asmall hotel just off Hollywood on Wil-
shire Blvd.

There had been alot of trauma, leaving St. Louis
— pain and tears and more anguish than | careto
discuss. | cried myself sick on the flight. But when
| landed, | dried my eyes, and looked at the bright
New Y ork skyline, towers and spires glistening in
the sunshine, and | knew | was seeing a new life

It was Friday, and | was at least eight years past
my table-waiting days, so there'd be no quick em-
ployment and instant cash from tips. Not this time.
| figured it might take several days to get a pay-
check and be firmly on my feet.

| had no idea. | hadn’t even imagined how much
difference there’ d be between New Y ork and Hol-
lywood.

| did have an ace-in-the-hole. 1'd been in an apa
with rich brown and his then-wife Colleen, and
when they’d learned my intent to moveto NYC,
they’ d sent a cheery note saying “Come stay with
us while you get your feet under you.” So, al-
though | was homeless and broke (though | hadn’t
yet realized that last part) | did have plans.

As| sat in the taxicab that took me to Brooklyn,
my spirits rose to meet the horizon. | vowed to
swallow sadness, |eave regrets unvoiced, and open
my heart to the new world | was entering.

When the luggage was dragged up to the fourth
floor walkup, it was Colleen who welcomed me. It
was the first time we'd met, and | instantly liked

the sprightly young woman. She was full of cheer
and hospitality, wreathed with smiles, and quick to
put me at ease on the sofain the living room. We
stacked the suitcases against the wall, to be joined
the next day by my large wooden trunk- like box of
household goods that rich and Arnie manhandled
up the stairs. Altogether, it was quite a stack of
stuff, a messy wall in their otherwise neat room.

When rich got home from work that afternoon, |
liked him too. Energetic, optimistic, an easy con-
versationalist — my confidence leapt just being
around this pair. And when | explained to them,
over Colleen’s delicious dinner, that | expected to
be out of their way by the next weekend, | didn’t
even mark the shadow of doubt that flickered
across rich’sface. “You're welcome for aslong as
it takes,” he assured me.

Monday, | was up-and-at-‘em. | rode the subway
with rich into the Wall Street District. He wished
me luck and went to his office, and | went to the
Fanning Employment Agency. They were dlick,
and | was sharp — they sent me on two interviews;
| was offered both positions, and by mid-afternoon
| was hired by an insurance agency in a gleaming
tower that overlooked the beautiful East River
with aview of Brooklyn beyond. The money was-
n't bad — more than | had been making in St. Louis
—and I'd start work the very next day. | felt pretty
good about things when | went back to the
Brown'’s apartment that afternoon.

But, there was one hitch — | wouldn’t receive my
first paycheck for three weeks. Berkshire Life In-
surance Company, Westwood Agency, paid bi-
weekly, with one pay period hold back. | was start-
ing mid-pay period, so when | did get my first
check, it would only be for the four days of my
first week, and then another two weeks to get a full
check.

No problem — | had that Cashier’s Check. I'd
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open my checking account with it, and
there’ d be the subway, and lunch, and
rent, and grocery money to get me
through.

It was the lady at Chemical Bank who
explained things to me. “That’'s a Cash-
ier's Check from out-of-state,” she
snapped, clearly indicating this was only
one step above a counterfeit note. “You
won't be able to draw funds against it for
one month.”

“But...but...it'sa Cashier’s Check!” |
sputtered, still deluded by the thought
that was As Good As Cash. She ex-
plained to me that, although it doesn’t
happen often, it IS possible for someone
to put a Stop Pay on Cashier’s Checks. And it was
just Too Bad, but | was Out of Luck.

| had twenty bucks or so in cash. That would just
about pay my subway fares ‘til | got my first
check. Skipping lunches was no big deal; | seldom
ate anyhow. But | couldn’t get a place to stay, and
| couldn’t even help out with afew dollars to the
Browns for groceries. | was truly down and out in
Gotham City.

We don’t really measure the kindness of strang-
ers until we put them to the test. The Browns did-
n't lift an eyebrow when | told them my situation.
Colleen stacked the boxes and suitcases a little
more neatly in the corner of the living room, and
gave me a plate of chicken. And rich just grinned
and said, “We'll enjoy having you with us!” Their
toddler, Alicia, played happily on the floor, ignor-
ing my clutter, and offering me a generous supply
of baby hugs and kisses.

Time passed. | tried to fit into their lives as best |
could. | gradually learned my own way to the sub-
way. | learned to look forward to Sunday morning
trips to the corner bakery for buttered rolls. | en-
joyed fan meetings at their house — the Brooklyn
Insurgents were a new club then, and | enjoyed
meeting people who had mostly just been names to
me before — Ross Chamberlain, Steve Stiles, Bruce
Telzer....rich and Colleen were in one of their in-
frequent spats with Ted and Robin White, so they
were not around. Arnie usually took me out some-
where, exploring the city, on weekends, giving the
Browns a little time to themselves.

Eventually, | got my first paycheck, and pretty

soon after that, | had access to the $200 I'd
brought to the city with me. | thought the Brown’'s
ordeal would be ended. Arnie went with meto a

real estate agency, and then | got my next shock.

They only had one apartment that was near my
price range. It was in Brooklyn Heights — that was
good, near a subway, good neighborhood, walking
distance of groceries, etc. — but it was $275. | had
been paying $85 for my St. Louis apartment; | was
only earning $150 per week before withholdings;
this was a great deal more than | expected. But
everyone assured me it wasn't bad for New Y ork,
and apartments were very scarce, and I’d be afool
tolet it get away. So, | agreed.

Then | learned | had to come up with three times
that amount. “First month, last month, and one
month’s security deposit.” An overwhelming
amount of money. And, according to al my
friends, absolutely typical.

By that time, Arnie and | were thick as thieves.
He was coming up to the end of his lease period
with Andy Porter at the apartment they shared, so
he gave Andy notice he'd be leaving, and agreed
to move in with me. There was still a big problem
— between us, we didn’t have anywhere near the
amount of money we needed, nor any furniture,
nor money to turn on the utilities. So he got aloan
from his parents for the amount we needed to get
us in the door.

Another shock. The apartment wouldn’t be avail-
able to us until October 1, a month away. When |
got back to the Brown’s place and told them the
problem, Colleen let an involuntary sigh escape
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her lips, but never said another word about it. And
rich, prince among fan men, just smiled and said,
“We'll enjoy having you with us.”

Time does pass slowly, when your suitcases and
boxes are cluttering up another family’sliving
room, when you are eating another family’s food
every day, when you are fully aware of just how In
The Way you are, intruding on another family’s
life. Not that they ever spoke of it, but | knew |
was burdening them. By this point, | was able to
kick in some dollars toward the groceries, and |
tried to stay away from the apartment as much as
possible to give them space. But, basicaly, | was
there, under their feet and on their sofa most of the
time.

But time passed, and in fact, those were pleasant
days. Colleen was a great cook — | quit taking am-
phetamines, and began to gain weight. Aliciawas a
charming child, and rich was endlessly kind and
pleasant. When moving day finally came, | know
they were glad to be rid of me and my clutter, but
they actually had the grace to say they’d miss me,
so sincerely that | believed them. What great peo-
ple they werel How wonderfully they treated me!

WEéll, the rest is history. Arni€’'s family gathered
up furniture — a table from Cousin Mike, some
kitchen chairs that Cousin Rita reupholstered for
us in bright blue plastic. His parents gave us a bu-
reau and a couple of desks, then contributed two
plastic love seats, with end tables and lamps for the
living room. Aunt Mina bought us a mattress and
frame. We had a home,

Early that winter, we saw the Browns very often.
Arnie and rich were doing Focal Point (the newsz-
ine) so got together frequently for work sessions.
They were till holding Insurgents meetings at
their house, so we went there often. After awhile,
they had reconciled their differences with the
Whites, so | finally got to attend Fanoclast meet-
ings at Ted and Robin’s apartment.

But, there were changes. | think it was that win-
ter, or maybe the next spring, when Ted and Robin
moved to Falls Church, VA. Steve Stiles took over
the Fanoclasts, and soon he married Gail. And
around the same time, Joe Staton moved to New
York, and stayed with the Browns for his settling
in period.

It was strange about Joe. He and Arnie were the
best of fan friends by mail, and through their brief

convention meetings. But proximity destroyed it;
they were oil and water. Joe was obviously disap-
pointed with Arnie in person, and they quickly
fell out of contact.

Gradualy, Arnie and rich had afalling out.
First we only saw rich occasionaly, for work ses-
sions on Focal Point and the Bob Shaw Fund,
then less often, then he turned FP over to Arnie
to do aone, and then we didn’t see them at all.
We had dinner with rich & Colleen at the Boston
Worldcon, when we took out Bob Shaw. It was
gaa, and full of friendliness, but afterward, the
relationship just didn’t continue. Took years for
me to find out what went wrong there.

It wasn't too long after that rich and Colleen
went to Falls Church, too. We spent pleasant
time with the Falls Church crew when we went to
the Worldcon in D.C., in 1973 or so. | don't
think | ever saw Colleen again, or Robin, after
that weekend.

And | don’t think | saw rich brown again until
after Arnie and | returned from our long gafia-
tion, in the early 1990s. Just about the first thing
Arnie did, after he decided to go back into fan-
dom, was attempt to straighten out his problems
with Ted, and then with rich.

By the time we saw each other again for the
first time, rich and Arnie had hammered out their
differences. And when | greeted rich, it was just
like that arrival day in New York, so many years
before — same big smile, friendly laugh, big bear
hug. | can honestly say that a cross word never
passed between rich and me at any time; he was
the same wonderful person that had taken mein
when | was homeless, and just as easy to like.

| guess, if pressed, I'd have to say that rich
brown is the greatest Insurgent fan there's ever
been. He had absolutely no patience with fugg-
headedness, and he absolutely couldn’t compro-
mise with truth. Naturaly, this led him into some
monumental arguments, especially when fandom
went electronic.

And he was a formidable opponent to wrong
thinking. He wouldn't back down, not if faced by
atank — or, as sometimes happened, with an en-
tire corps of fuggheaded tank-fans determined to
mow him down with rhetoric. He had a great
memory for facts, and tireless energy for replying
to attackers. It was aways a joy to watch him
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defend fannish righteousness, stand up again mun-
dane attitudes, and put to rest fuggheads of all de-
scription.

| got into the habit of following these battles
fairly closely. If hereally seemed beleaguered, it
was my great pleasure to throw my sword into the
fray on his side. I'm not the talented debater that
he was, yet | loved to support him. We used to
laugh together about me being his Guardian-at-
Arms, ready to defend him in any argument. He
said he liked that....and | liked being on the side of
the angels, which is where he aways seemed to be.

Did I love rich brown? Well what do you think!
He and Colleen took me in when | was homeless,
and selflessly fed and housed me when | would
have been on the street. They were endlessly, and

unfailingly kind to me. In the past 15 or so years,
since | returned to fandom, rich brown was always
afaithful friend. Plus, he'sahell of alot of fun to
party with.

Arnie and | tried several timesto get him to
move out here so we could look after him — but
rich didn’t want to leave Virginia, his daughter, his
friends, his very dear companions there. 1I’'m glad
for them that he stayed with them, and | just wish
Falls Church had been nearer. | wish | had the
power to fold the space from here to there.

Now there'sarea painin my heart, and aterri-
ble sense of great loss. My world became a lot
smaller when he left.

-- Joyce Katz

Recalling riclh

Like so many others, | never had the pleasure of meeting rich brown in person. Our friendship
thrived through emails and the ocassional late- night chat sessions only.

When | first "discovered" fandom had an active, online presence and joined the Timebinders, it was
rich brown and Gary Farber who first took me under their virtual wings and made me feel most wel-
come. | was delighted that two such fen would take an interest in me, and looked forward to every

email correspondence.

Communicating with rich was a peculiar delight. Despite the fact that he lived in a time zone three
hours earlier than mine, he was frequently online and ready to chat even at the latest of hours. And it
didn't take long to realize that rich either had a cat who liked to walk on his keyboard or a
problem with narcolepsy. | felt awkward the first time the subject came up, but rich was always in

great humor about it.

When | wanted to contribute something back to the fandom I so loved, rich helped out by making
his fan terms available for me to put online (atask | have sadly not maintained, but now, with this grim

reminder, will take up once again).

Rich made my life a brighter one, and I'm not sure | can think of much else to say about him. 1
treasured our friendship, and | think I'm a better person for having known him however briefly and at
whatever distance. | have no doubt that rich is looking down on us al now, wondering what all the
fuss is about since he's having himself the grandest convention of al, with all the grand fen who have
gone before. | just hope he saves a place for me. — Roxanne Mills
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Im Caplital Letters

When | heard of rich brown's death | was
shocked but not surprised as | knew he had been
very sick since Memorial Day and in the hospital.
Still he beat cancer afew years ago and | had
hoped and prayed that he would fight this off too.
Alas, that didn't happen this time.

| went to work that day, but couldn't concentrate
as | was too shaken up by the loss. When | got
home that night | happened to look in the mirror
where | saw my reflection looking back at me, but
| wasn't alone. | clearly could seerich there too as
| felt his influence on me continuing strongly till
to thisday. We were about the same height, build
and age. We both had beards and we have been
best friends for 47 years now. No actualy, not just
best friends, he was the "older" brother that | never
had. He is till there.

Back in 1959 when | first got into fandom, the
very first fanzine | recelved was Cry of the Name-
less. Rich was one of the mainstays of the letter-
column there. 1'm sure he kept his CRY
"Letterhack Club" card until hisdeath. The zany
lettercol was addicting and silly and very passion-
ate. We became correspondents then. He used to
send me 10 to 15 page long letters, maybe once a
week, and | tried to keep up with him and respond
inkind.

Rich became my advisor, telling me which fan-
zines to send sticky quarters and what apas or cons
were about and gave tireless help with info on how
to publish fanzines. He explained hecto, ditto,
mimeo and suggested sources where | might find
supplies.

He was maybe a year older but had been in
fandom a couple years before | started so he was
guite a good native guide and generous with his
knowledge to arank neo like me. I'm pretty sure
he was in the USAF at that time stationed at Tyn-
dal AFB in Florida

| remember rich telling how when he tried to
enlist in USAF he was a bit underweight so he
went home and did the banana diet, which con-
sisted of eating dozens of bananas a day and noth-
ing else until he went back , got reweighed and
was inducted.

rich sent me several contributions to my earli-
est fanzines that he had intended to publish him-
salf, including a David R Bunch story, a David H
Keller review and several "Les Norris' illustra-
tions. | wound up using them in HKLPLOD my
first genzine. Thanks, rich.

Later we both wound up in NY C around 1963
or 64. We were roommates at my first apt on East
4th St after Earl Evers moved out. FISTFA
(Faanish Insurgent ScienTiFictional Association)
had recently been started by Earl and myself. Rich
became a very gracious cohost. It was about this
time when | awoke one night to hear laughter
coming from the other room. | asked what is up
and found rich and another fan smoking a funny
cigarette and laughing their head off. So | began
to smoke pot for the first time and started laughing
too. Later on we experimented wiith peyote (you
could buy the buttons mail order from this placein
Texas!) And aso hash, LSD, STP, and even dried
banana peels. We read the literatue Doors Of Per-
ception, anything by Leary, or Metzger. We lived
on the Lower East Side by ghod and we were par-
taking of the prevailing neighborhood ethos. The
peyote tasted awful but we dliced it into thin pieces
and baked them dowly in the oven creating peyote
chips (unsalted of course). | wandered around the
New Y ork Worlds Fair with a pocketful of chips
eating some at every water fountain | passed.

| recall that rich and | took turns on our first
LSD trips, reading to each other from Tibetan
Book Of The Dead, casting | Ching hexagrams
using the yarror stalks, and keeping the KLH HiFi

Mike Melnerney
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record player playing Japanes Bhuddist chants us-
ing wooden percussion and gongs banging in hyp-
notic rhythum. After 4-5 hours of that, we
thought we were being amazingly brave to wak 2
blocks away from the Apt to buy a tunafish sand-
wich at the local deli. That wasan AMAZING
tuna fish sandwich.

Meanwhile we began coediting the first incar-
nation of FOCAL POINT the biweekly(usually)
faanish newszine. Thislasted alittle more than a
year and included a few actualy news scoops such
as about the new paperback edition of The Lord Of
The Rings being pubbed by Ace Books. Our apt
had been burgularized twice and someone had sto-
len our typewriter and tv set. rich started writing
jokingly that Bruce Pelz was afraid of newszine
competition and had flown in from LA just to put
us out of business. Most of the imputus and hu-
mor of FOCAL POINT came fromrich. | was
more laid back, leave it to the deadline, not as
funny. He had the good sense of humor and the
energy and after he felt he couldn't continue | tried
to go on aone but only managed to put out a cou-
ple of issues alone. It just wasn't the same.

I got my own apt and rich got his. We were
still friends but needed some space.

Somewhere in this blur of activity were 2 cross
country trips with the Fanoclast contingent, and
NY CON 3 and APA F anf FISTFA and FANO-
CLASTS and much of that has been written about
aready.

rich and | became roomates once more when |
moved to 2 apts on West 16th between 7th and
8th. Ted White knocked down awall between the
two places creating one large living room and
FISTFA continued onward still alternating with
FANOCLASTS. | moved to San Francisco in 1969
and rich moved to DC area.

Throughout the years rich has always been very
helpfful, supportive and just plain there whenever |
needed him, just like the big brother ought to be. |
know he visited me in the 1970's in San Francisco,
and | saw him at several Corflusincluding Corflu
Vegas. | had the pleasure of printing stories and
articles by him in my FAPAzine NUMBER ONE.
When | ran for DUFF he volunteered to be my
"campaign man” and did a great job although |
didn't win | think we put a scare in my opponent
though! | wish | could have spent more time with

him during the last 20 years, but we never lost
touch especially since email and elists.

I'm not very good at dates, or exact details but |
am sure of 47 years of friendship and | feel adeep
sense of loss. Others can tell you more of rich's
accomplishments which include membership in
many apas including CRAP, SAPS, FAPA, N'APA
and APA F and publishing fanzines such as POOR
RICHARD'SALMANAC, FOCAL POINT
(newszine with Mike Mclnerney) FOCAL
POINT (genzine with ARNIE KATZ) BASURA
(perzine).

Others can tell you how for many yearsrich ran
mailing lists for more than dozen fan editors and
their zines including WARHOON. He kept track
of who was supposed to get the zines and printed
mailing labels at cost or maybe for free. | would
also mention his editorship of half a dozen local
Brookly area newspapers which he did for Roy
Lindberg who | met at gjay convention and intro-
duced him to when | realized | couldn't do THAT
job.

rich brown cared about fandom. He could stir
up controversy with his abundance of passion, and
dedication to faanish ways, as he saw them. | was
very proud of him even when | felt to mysdlf, rich
you are going on and on too much on this subject.
Summarize please! So he was too verbose too but
it was in his nature. Remember those 15 page sin-
gle spaced letters that | mentioned him writing to
this neofan back in 1959. He just needed a bit of
editing isal I'm saying | wish to ghod | till had
those letters today. | wish we still had rich brown
today. But hislegacy isstill with us. His attempts
to clarify fan terms, his encouragent of University
collections of fanzines, are till felt in fandom.
He chose lower case for his name but if anyone
deserves ALL CAPSitisrich.

RICH BROWN RIP

— Mike Mclnerney

Watch for more specia fanzines in honor of
rich brown, including an anthology of his fan-
writing and an issue of ConfuSon to our late
comrade.
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Sest Mam

Rich brown and | were roughly the same age
when we first met in New York --1 wish | could
remember the exact circumstances, no doubt at a
con. | do remember, however, when | first noticed
rich --in 1957, in the pages of Cry of the Name-
less, (Seattle fandom's ideal fanzine for teenagers),
where we were both dedicated CRY |etterhacks.
One early issue (#121) featured a photo of rich
looking somewhat like a 1950s jd. Soon we were
exchanging letters, recognizing that we were
members of the same tribe.

But | do remember the early days at East Filth
street, the pad he shared with Mike Mclnerney
(one of the most grungy apartment buildings I've
ever seen), the great nights at FISTFA, and at the
Fanoclasts, the enthusiasms, conversations, and
laughs we used to have, rich and | playing chessin
The Village, much to the scorn of a snotty little
chess brat. Toking up for the first time together
(we were the muggles pioneers in those days in
N.Y. fandom) as a somewhat dubious Mike
looked on, hanging shyly back in the doorframe.

An "intervention" for Frank Willimcyzck (poor
Frank! --one of the first of usto die). How ear-
nest we were, trying to persuade him to get on
the wagon, but it didn't work.

The entire evening we spent plotting out the
Marvel comic to end all Marvel comics: Marvel
Superheroes Versus God. A truly cosmic con-
cept --which we neglected to write down. | do
remember that Thor would take on Jesus (well,
that's obvious), Angel versus Gabriel, Odin
against Jehovah, but don't recall how we worked
Spidey in that scenerio....

Spinning out more fantasies, there was our mu-
tual Ayn Rand phase (blush!), which I'm
guessing was in late '64, frequently reciting in
unison The John Galt oath over on East Filth,
half comically, half seriously. We both wised up
to what was wrong with Objectivism within a
few months, but at the time the whole Individ-
ual/Artiste versus Repressive Leveling Society
struck a responsive chord in our idedistic youth-
ful hearts. Plus there was the never trust Author-
ity & Organized religion thing,
which certainly stuck with us.

When Colin Cameron (who
also knew rich) and | were sta-
tioned at Ft. Eustis together, we
learned that Cindy Heap had bro-
ken off with rich and we imag-
ined our poor friend deeply down
in the basement at Heartbreak
Hotel. So we phoned him for the
morale boost we were sure he
needed --he was out, but Colleen
answered the phone. Suddenly we
knew we didn't have to worry
about "poor"” rich anymore. We
left the phone booth, grinning.

With rich and Colleen
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Here's part of acomic strip ("FAN MUSCLEGUY!") | did -- no longer know when-- '96?-- or for who): It was based on a
report that rich had ripped up an issue of Habakkuk (presumably because Donaho had edited aletter of rich'sin away that
altered its meaning). rich istalking to Walter Milesin the last panel. — Steve Stiles

eventually married and in Bay Ridge, their apart-
ment soon became a social center for a wide vari-
ety of mutual and future friends. Resulting in
many fine evenings as we were aso al more or
less getting into the new rock n' roll together, at a
time when fabulous early groups were breaking
new ground with albums that would become leg-
endary ----listening to "Tommy" for the first time
together!

Going bananas over The Firesign Thesater at the
brown's apartment. Watching the moon landing
together. Having my appendix burst there.

In 1970 rich was the Best Man at my wedding.
We were both in a state of nervousness before the
ceremony (those Ethical
Culture weddings can be -
very intimidating!) and, hav- s
ing found a pack of ciga
rettes in the dressing room
(we had both given up
smoking months earlier), we
both lit up. Moments later
we were confronted with my
future mother in law: "You
boys have been smoking,
haven't you?' Sheepishly we k%
owned up to our lapse.
Months later | learned that

Gale's mother thought that rich and | had gone
through the ceremony stoned. (Perhaps | should
have been, but so few of us are precognitive.)
Mrs. Burnick also thought that joints came men-
tholated with filters.

But, with whatever regrets | have with that wed-
ding, | have no regrets about rich brown as Best
Man. He was made for the part. It was entirely
appropriate.

Rich, "Dr. Gafia," was areal asset to fanzine
fandom, as witness, for example, his articles on
Trufen.net. And I'm sure that Arnie and/or Ted
will give afuller accounting of his fannish accom-
plishments. But more than that, rich was areal
mensch, with a big heart
and a soul to match. It was
rich who | could come to,
not just for the pleasure of
his company, but when |
was in trouble, or in doubt;
or needed advice, because
he was a man who | could
trust in every way. He was a
friend. He mattered. He was
absolutely unique. | will
miss him for my duration.

So will alot of others.
-- Steve Stiles
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D @Ganfia’s Dictionary

| never really knew rich brown in anything “Dr.Gafia’s Fan Terms’ explicitly states “Fancy
like the way that most of the other contributorsto 11l itisn't,” but it served much the same purpose
this issue will have done. But | just wanted to for me.
mention the importance — to me, at any rate — of Actually, aswell asits use as a reference for
rich’s“Dr. Gafia's Fan Terms,” as available on specific queries, “Dr. Gafia's Fan Terms’ also
the internet a http://fanac.org/ serves equally well as an introduction to the cul-
Fannish_Reference Works/Fan_terms/. ture of science fiction fandom, as something that

[ronically, rich himself, in what proved to be  has built up over the years. Reading “Dr. Gafia's
his last article on the trufen.net website, identi- Fan Terms,” you come away with an image of fans
fied the importance of awork like this when he and fandom as a group of intelligent, funny and
wrote “Dick Eney's Fancyclopedia |l was pub- interesting people, whom you wanted to be with
lished in 1959, just afew years after | entered and be like. Even if they did get into feuds with

fandom in 1956, and | read it _ each other from time to time.

cover to cover upon receipt. It e T So, on behalf of not just my-
was great -- no longer having to sdlf, but thousands of mute inglori-
ask, one thing at atime, when- ous neos over the years, thanks to
ever | came across anythingin a rich for “Dr. Gafia s Fan Terms’ —
fanzine that puzzled me (as | fre- and here's hoping that this work will
quently did), but having it all continue to be available and cared
pretty much laid out before me -- for going forwards.

and in aphabetical order, too!” |
note that rich’s introduction to

A |

5 fas WY | — Peter Sullivan

4 B
Here' s a sample entry from the dictionary rich has compiled online:

AH! SWEET IDIOCY!

Title of Francis Towner Laney’s 130pp fannish memoirs (or “ME-moirs,” as he called them), written
in the late 1940s, in which he detailed his fan career up to 1946 and the Pacificon, excoriated a num-
ber of individuals in fandom in general (and LASFS in particular) for their pomposity and too-serious
attitudes toward the microcosm, declared himself to be an amateur journalist rather than a fan, and
explained what had caused him to become (along with his friend Charles Burbee) an Insurgent, mov-
ing from a sercon philosophy of FIAWOL to become the foremost exponent of the fannish philoso-
phy FIJAGH [see these two terms; Laney is credited with coining the latter]. AS provoked immedi-
ate pro-and-con comment in the microcosm itself; some disputed the facts and others the propriety of
describing the LASFS as a nest of ineffectuals, homosexuals and fuggheads (which term Laney aso
coined). Today people frown on the cruelty of his gay-baiting but it is generally agreed that, this
aside, FTL had an uncomfortable amount of truth and right on his side.

Reitel; @mmﬂﬂﬁwam




My [Frienel ricl

How do | put the rich brown | knew for over
forty yearsinto just a few lines?

It'simpossible!

| wanted it to be dramatic, poetic, full of emotion
and fervor. | wanted it to be a masterpiece. But it
can't be done. I’veworked at thisfor days, but
I’'m till not satisfied — it would take another forty
yearsto doit right!

S0 hereitis:

It was like the proverbial breath of fresh air
when, in the early 1960s, rich brown walked into
Vick Mimeograph and introduced himself. He
was a teenager, stationed at nearby Tyndall Field.
The Willis Campaign and confusion were things of
the past, but he remembered them well, and | was
once more interested in fandom. We hit it off im-
mediately. He had an exploring mind and a sharp
wit which held nothing sacred — except, in afash-
ion, fandom. He could be kind and gentle and
thoughtful but, if you were having trouble getting
his point, he could be quite persistent to the point
of agitation. He could shovel words on you until
you gave up.

My wife Suzanne and | were deep into Little
Theatre, and rich caught the
bug immediately. Hewasin
quite afew of our plays
(doing great, of course) in-
cluding “Visit To A Small
Planet”, which was fitting.

He and afriend — usualy
Norm Metcalf — would spend
weekends at our house, hap-
pily devouring whatever form
of meals Suzanne could whip
up. With our finances, it was
often no more than dried lima
beans, cooked with tomatoes,
and corn bread, but hein-

sisted it was delightful after eating in the Tyndall
mess hall.

And we talked.

There was also an intensity to rich, and buried
anger best illustrated by the results of Suzanne's
first pregnancy. She had premature twins and they
didn’t last twenty-four hours. When he called and
got the news, rich cursed and violently slammed
hisfist into the wall, bruising his knuckles.

Histimein our area was enjoyed greatly but, as
is the way with the military, rich eventually was
transferred. We swapped many letters afterwards
(not email; this was before that.) Eventually he
was discharged and settled in New Y ork.

In the 1990s, | met him at a Tropicon. As some
may not know, he was skinny as ateen. When |
met him at Tropicon as an adult, he had grown
hefty. | didn’t even recognize him until he spoke
to me. The face, while rounder, was till rich
brown — especially when he grinned! None of it

affected hismind. In ways, he remained a sharp-
witted teen al hislife. He was atrue friend, as
well as one of the trufen.

Fandom will miss his analytic ability and sense
of humor.

| will remember his crea-
tivity and capability to take an
ordinary story and twist it to
something new and exciting.

Perhaps, in death, he will
meet up with many fannish
legends, as well as Suzanne.
In his own way, he loved her
asmuch as | did.

Adjusting to the world
without rich brown will take
some doing. The full extent
of his passing hasn't redlly hit
me yet; with luck, it never
will. — Shelby Vick . .

Shellby Viclk



rarewell to & [Famn

| usually try to strike a cheery note of fannish sillinessin my locs, but | know that this time I'm
not going to make it. Since Ted posted the news about rich, I've been trying to put it together in my
mind.

It was one of those pieces of news that |eft me blubbering into my keyboard. The first such was
when Roy Tackett left the party, then Howard Devore, and others that | am leaving out. But rich
seemed too much in the center of things to leave us just yet. | only knew him through Trufen, which is
enough to make me glad that that bit of eectronic fandom is there. He was among the first to greet me
and make me fedl like one of the group when I showed up on that list afew years ago. His name had
stuck in my mind from some time before the long gafiathat | had from the late sixties until | came back
to fandom afew years ago. | may have first become aware of him from the "Clubhouse" column, or
from some of hisfiction in the White Amazing, or some way that | have forgotten, but no one needed
to explain who he was. Somehow, | knew that rich was the quintessential science fiction person. And
he was cheerful, friendly, and willing to talk about Things That Mattered with an obscure new
guy. He did have atendency to run on when he was seeking justice in one cause or another, and to
seek resolutions to issues that most of us would have let go before putting another few thousand words
into it. But even while he was doing that, | felt that he had a fannish lightness of spirit that sought only
the same in return. In other words, it seemed to me that even through his sometimes overly lengthy and
perhaps heavyhanded argumentation, he kept his shieldayuma ready to hand. If you were to pin me to
the wall and command me to be dead earnest, | would have to allow that | don't really believe in an af-
terlife: what we have here on Earth is it, and the best we can do is make it good. But we are science
fiction fans, and we are good at suspending disbelief. | would like to think that rich is somewhere, get-
ting together with those folks who have gone before, and ironing out the last details of the panel on fan
history, before the rest of us show up and start asking questions that will be argued long into the night.
But, most of dl, | wish that he hadn't left so soon — Jack Calvert

Jaek Callver:
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Vegas Fandom Weekly #82, Volume 2 Number 29, August 8, 2006, iswritten and produced by Arnie Katz (909
Eugene Cernan St., Las Vegas, NV 89145; Email: crossfired@cox.net; phone: 702-648-5677).

Special Thanksto Roxanne Gibbs (many things), Bill Burns (posting), David Gordon (Futurists liaison), Alan White
(arty fella), Bill Mills (technical advisor) and Joyce Katz (proofreading and So Much More).
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VFW isfree by request— and you may get it anyway. It can be downloaded at the SNAFFU site and at efanzines.com.
Only my heart is breaking during the production of this fanzine.

Thisissueis dedicated to the memory of richard wayne brown, who set me on the fannish path that led to its existence.

Member: fwa Supporter: AFAL Believer: United Fans of Vegas
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Golden Halls of Mirth

Let me breath trufannish air again,
Where there's no lack or dearth;
Let usdrink in praise of the Good Old Days
And the Golden Halls of Mirth.

We rot in the molds of fan clubs,
we retch at their tainted breaths;
Foul are their fuggheaded fanzines,
Calling for trufandom's death.

We've tried each new convention hall
And reckoned their true worth;
Take us back again to the homes of fen
And the cold gold Halls of Mirth.

The turning pressis calling
Fansmen back to their ways.
All fans! Stand by! Returning!
Back to by-gone days.

Out ride the sons of Fandom,
To drive their thundering words;
Up leaps the race of Fansmen,
Above the common herds --

We pray for one last fanning
At the cons that gave us birth;

To rest ourselves on those moldy shelves
At the Golden Halls of Mirth.

.. .We pray for one last reading

Of the zines that we gave birth;
Let us look again on the Home of Fen

And its Golden Halls of Mirth.

rich brown and Paul Stansberry, "The Golden Halls of Mirth," Dafoe,
1960; revised by rich brown, 1965; from Algol #10, September 1965
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