
I WENT TO 
LOS ALTOS 
AND FOUND GOD 

A nonvention, tor those who don't know, is an unpro
graaa~d gathering tor tans unable or unwilling to ttend 
the World Convention . Bonvention 6 was held over the 
Labor Da7 weekend at Ed and Jessie Clinton's house in 
Loa Altos. It was a blast. · 

!l'he part7 unotticiall7 started, quietly enough, 
7rida7 night atter the Little Ken's meeting, which 
vaa also held at the Clinton'•· A tent had been set 

? 

up in the 7ard as •onvention headquarters for blondes, 
brunettes, and redhead• (teaale). The intormation as to 
whoa the tent belonged vas declared claaeitied. Only 
those {teaale) who !lad a "need to know" could tind out. 

Bd'a tape recorder was pressed into s~rvice to record 
nonhighlights aD4 ao-esaagea to LAB1'S. Vh7 this was 
aeceaaar7, I do,n't know; aoat ot those at the party were 
either pNaent or toraer aeabera ot LASJ'S. In tact, I 
may have been the onl7 nonLASJ'Ser there. 

I have onl7 a haz7 recollection ot the ending ot that 
tirat night as I had been iabibing a laxative called 
acreririver. (That daaaed orange Juice!) All that I 
can recall 1• Jessie inveigling ae into aa early aorn
iq paiatiq ••••ion in Bd'• study with :14 crapped out 
oa the couch mbliq critical reaarka ia"bia sleep. 
( .'fraaala·tioa: at,:,or.) 

'!Jae aezt afteraeoa,. people . s\arte4 arriving tor the 
•••· Arter a sllor1: talkreat, in wallte4 the tu guest 
of lloaor--Goa. God, , ia hi• aor1:al incarnatioa a• Blaer 
Per&••, 1-e4ia1:e17 Sl'abbe& a beer, took oft his clothe•, 
aa4 4omae4 a :,air of bathiDC trallka. '1'.bis was a sight 
••ltelin~le to lle1ao14. Go4 ia a lar1• aaa in several 
41reetioas. ~o to:, , if oft, be iasiste4 oa abowiag ever
..... Us; to Zia, ltea,tlf'lll aavel. (ne theol.on ot 
'Ulia eTerYllelaa ae.) . 
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God in fact had passed a mirac le to arrive. 1'he 
night before he had made a rrangements with the Yellow 
Cab Company to pick him up a t 7:30 a .m. and deliver 
him to the railway depot . 'rur ns out they failed to 
make the pickup; and after God ha d shouted enough, 
the Yellow Cab Company graciously(?) took him free 
to the airport , gave him f ree a first-class fanJet 
ticket to San Franc isco , and inv i ted him to aake use 
of th& peninsul a cab s ervices to reach the Konvention 
from the ai r por t--at t heir e xpense . llo s pe s Clintonius 
picked him up ins t ead. Al l weekend God kept chortling, 
"God(?) b l ess Yel low Cab . Only way to flyt" 

Then there ver e tvo d eaf fan s there , Barry Ki ller 
a nd Sam Walters. S8lll i s a natural comic . When e v e ry
one vas at least high--let's face it, everyone vas 
d runk, inc l uding Sam--he decided t o teach Jess ie hov 
to talk in sign langua ge . He to l d he r to copy his mo
tions. It 1•, of course, impo ssible to d escribe ade
quately what happened. They pantomimed tvo hunt ers 
waking up, donning their clothes, eating b r eakfast, 
bunting for deer, and shooting (with a lever-act ion ri
fle ). By this time, everyone was bowling with- laughter 
at Sam's antics and at Jessie's confused attempts to 
fo llow him i n detail. But nov--the guns misfire and 
the deer chargest Sam tells Jessie to throw her gun 
avay, grab her knife, and stab and back at the deer. 
Sov get the p i c ture: we vere all drunk and laughing 
like mad, inc luding J essie; Jessie and Sam kept hack
ing at that poor deer; and Sam began backing toward 
the door . 1'inall7 he said, "Man, this is too auch for 
aet " and bolted r'rom the room, leaving Jessie alone 
vith flailing illlagi nary knife and invisible mutilated 
deer. 'l'hen, after we had fina lly stopped laughing and 
regained some composure, Sam caae running back in and 
set us off again: "Did you k i 11 it 'l " he asked her. 
Neanvhile, Calvi n De-on had slept through all of this 
on the study f ~oo~, so Ed put a sign on hia: "Dead 
deer." 

Sui's contr1b•t1ons to the genera l pleas ant 141007 
vere a .. berle••· Por example, later in t he eveniq 
he asked Jeaaie vhere Barry vaa. Jessie said that he 
vaa 1a the v.c. Saa went and baiaged oa t he John 4oor; 
vhio• is proof tllat he va• aighty drunk, beoa•s• •arr7 
is Ids &ear 1na44~. P1Mll7, ta1l.1ng to get through to 
krrF. he re~,u,ae4 aal. aake4 Jessie to go 1a an4 ••• if 
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it vae !arry in there, becau se he didn' t want to do it 
himself--there might be a female in there! (I don ' t 
knov whether Jessie complied or not.) 

Still later, it was time for Ed to contrib~te , a JJ. 
unwittingly. Announc ing indignant l y that he was e o j.n r, 
to bed, he vanished. About an hour later Je ssie di s 
covered he wasn't in bed after all. She and Miri Kni ght 
initiated a search party. You guessed it. He was 
sleeping, all right--in the can. 

'l'he next morning, everyone left over from the night 
before found themselves suffering from an obscure dis
ease known as the Madagascar Madness. Around noon we 
all vent to Stickney's for b reakfast. (Does anyone re
alize hov horrible that name sounds when one is hung 
over7) 'l'he party picked up again in the late afternoon 
vith the rearrival of the Rolfes and others. 
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Sunday afternoon Warner -van Lorne, pro guest of honor, 
spake, launching the Amalgamated Society for Sane Ulter 
ior Propriety (ASSUP) to aid in the clothe-all-animals 
aovement. It vas received vith a somewhat mixed reacti
on. 

Sunday- evening was somewhat quieter than Saturday had 
been, vith vord games and cards predominating. Monday 
vaa much the same. Every-one seemed to feel that this 
vaa the va7 to end it all, a sort of relaxed tapering 
off. Pinally, having held on to the bitter end , the 
Rolfes and I left. Quiet descended over the Clinton 
pad. 

And the last one up, there? God, in a dirty- bath
robe. 
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CAST or 
CHARACTERS 

AND 

Homo Sapiens Hospes Clintonius Ed : vho s leeps in 
strange places 

Jessie Clinton: who wanted her drink 

Marv Bowen: who purred 

Alva Rogers: who d idn't know Rick Sneary 

Sidonie Rogers: vho gave her call name to a cat 

Robert Buechley: who was bitter 

Felice Rolfe: whom God thought beautiful 

J oe Rolfe: who kne w a limerick 

George Sackman : who wasn ' t himself 

Calvin Demmon: who was g l ad he left Los Angeles 

J erry Knight: wh o thought it vas a tunny kind of 
quiet Sunday evening 

Miriam Knight: vho had the kind o f hiccoughs the 
Pope died of 

Barry Mille r: vho a dmired Mi ss March 

Robert Christenbe r ry: vho admir ed s ome slides of a 
certain nude woman 

Dick Ellingt on: who b rou gh t the watermelon 

Pat Ellington: to whom God b umped His forehe a d 

Paul Healy: who was late 

Robert Healy: who likes Beethoven 

Shutupsid: vho likes shoulders 

Kiss March, Playmate: vho worried Alva 

Saa Walters: who was the deeralayer 

Go4: vho passed a airacle to coae to the Bonvention 

'foll7 OU.nton: vho caae home again 

•• Bolle: vho ran ava.7 

Poo:,ale Bllington: who was a good girl 

a. ..... BoUe: vJao va• 1,11:let 
ao1> Liclltm: wJao aeTer talked :politics 



A1ex •rataaa: who alept a11 over the p1ace 

Doa ~itch: who waa L.A. tanio• 

Yalerie Lang4oa: wko walked baretoot through a 
car,et 

Blaer Perdue: vho was a cardsharp 

!\ro Boraea: vho• Kiri Knight watched from a car 

Warner van Lorne: who tounded ASSUP 

!'he Los Altos Police: who picked up one ot the 
peats 

Mark Ba1pern: vho didn't play the game 

llartia Billik: vho tound fandoa 

Bo~ Ketcalt: who vas Boticelli's grandfather 

Aaaorted Waitresses, Restauranteurs, Orocer)'llleD, and 
SaleDen; A Microphone Which Bad Brandy Poured into 
I t; A Rocking Chair Which Suffered; A Typewriter Which 
Was Sacrificed tor Sonic Purity; A Tent Which Drooped; 
A Tape Recorder; and Assorted Tables, Chairs, Automo
ld l e a , aad Decks ot Cards. 

FUN ! 

JOIN 

WES TE RC ON XVI 

Send$ 1.0 0 to BAYCON 
113 Ardmor e Rd 
Ber keley Cal i f 
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