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The new year has brought many things -- New Year's Resolutions, income tax returns,
and Granfalloon's 4th Annish. I've done nothing "special" to mark this Grannish,
but I hope you feel that a "normal" issue of Gf is special by itself.

The Hugo nomination ballot also comes out in January, so it once again is time to
discuss my ideas of SF achievement. As you'll see on the enclosed ballot, the

LA committee has decided to expand the nominations from the usual one per category
to five in the three fiction categories and three in other categories. This seems
like a very good idea. I asked Jerry Lapidus for his feelings about the procedure,
since Jerry publishes an annual compilation of the Hugo Legal Rules. He says:

"Although no special motion was passed in Boston, I have seen mention of this
plan several times. Personally, I feel the idea is an excellent one. The
committee is completely within the rules in expanding nominations under rule
2,14, which states: ‘'Nominations and voting: Selection of nominees for the final
award voting shall be done by a poll conducted by the convention committee under
rules determined by the committee...” 1In this field, it is often very difficult
to determine one best nominee. Trying to decide on the best single novel, best
single artist, best s. single magazine can be vitually impossible in many cases.
Occasionally, a single work will dominate, but more often there are several good
ones. This rule will allow people to nominate more than one work, in cases where
they feel there may be other worthy nominees.

"There are times when a couple of obvious nominees dominate the voting, but where
less flashy contenders may actually be just as good. If everyone has to, as under
the past system, decide on just one single nominee, these worthy, but less obvious,
nominees may be lost in the shuffle -- for example in 1968, when "Aye and Gommorah"
and "I Have No Mouth" garnered so many nominations that only one other candidate was
on the final ballot.

"Basically, I feel this system will allow each person nominating to have a greater
voice in choosing the final nominees which make the ballot. The final works and
individuals should be considerably more representative of the tastes of at least
the nominators, if not fandom, than under the current system. Of course, the pro-
cedure means more work for the committees, but if they don't object, I certainly
won't either.”
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I also asked Mike Glicksohn what he thought. Mike points out that: "This system
may also help eliminate some of the effects of block voting. If 300 people nominate
in a fannish category, thea the final ballot will be made up from perhaps 900 actual
nominations. A block of 60 votes for some obscure west coast writer won't loom quite
as large out of 900 nominations as it would out of 300. Among informed voters, the
system could also eliminate the chance of a nominee getting on the ballot with only

a handful of votes just because the top four candidates in the category took up the
great majority of the nominations. And, of course, it makes the voter's job easier
since he no longer has to try and choose between widely different types of nominees
which happen to be eligible in the same category. I know it's taken a load off my
mind in every one of the fannish categories!"

I agree with both Mike and Jerry. It is also nice not to have to practically

flip a coin in the case of some categories where there are lots of equally talented
people running. I've always thought that it is perhaps a greater honor for someone
to win a nominatior rather than the Hugo itself. Choosing just one person out of

a field of five is often purely arbitrary. I just filled out the LOCUS poll, and had
difficulty limiting myself to only five fan writers. I put down five, but if I had
to do it again, without looking, I probably would put down a different order, or
perhaps a completely different five. (See page 38 for letter from L.A. Con Committee)

BEST NOVEL: Since the only prozines I've been reading lately have been AMAZING and
FANTASTIC, most of the eligible novels I've read appeared there. My two favorites
are THE DRAMATURGES OF YAN by John Brunner and A TIME OF CHANGES by Robert Silverberg,
I was also impressed by Poul Anderson's THE BYWORLDER and Farmer's TO YOUR SCATTERED
BODIES GO. Jerry Lapidus liked FURTHEST, THE WORLD INSIDE, and LATHE OF HEAVEN—all
of which I read and enjoyed, but did not think of Hugo caliber. DRAGONQUEST was gocd.

BEST SHORT STORY and BEST NOVELLA: I haven't read any short fiction which really
impressed me, but Jerry recommends '"Queen of Air'" by Anderson in F&SF, "All the Lost
Wars at Once'" by George Effinger in UNIVERSE 1, and "Corpse' by Harlan Ellison in
FESF.

BEST DRAMATIC PRESENTATION; Although I have not yet seen A CLOCKWORK ORANGE, every

rave review I've read indicates that this adaption of Anthony Burgess's novel deserves

inda bushyager
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a nomination, and will probably win
the Hugo. I also feel that the
ANDROMEDA STRAIN, THX-1138, and the
Firesign Theater's new album I THINK
WE'RE ALL B0OZ0S ON THIS BUS are
worthy of nomination. None of the
individual NIGHT GALLERY episodes
or made-for-TV movies impressed
me. A definite contender for next
year, however, will be THE PEOPLE,
based on Zenna Henderson's short
stories.

BEST PROFESSIONAL ARTIST: Kelly
| Freas had a very good year and Jeff
Jones and Mike Hinge also did some
impressive work. I don't think
Jack Gaughan's work was nearly as
good as it has been in past years,
and I'm not certain that the
Dillons work appeared on any Ace

BEST PRO MAGAZINE: As I mention-
ed, AMAZING and FANTASTIC are the
two pro mags I constantly read.
These two should definitely be on
the ballot, with FANTASTIC edging
out AMAZING to win. FE&SF was also
quite good, as was ORBIT.

BEST AMATEUR MAGAZINE: 1I'm pro-
bably much better informed in
what's happening in the fan world
than the pro world, and as a
result, I find myself faced with
all too many good choices. ENERGU-
MEN maintained its high standard
of excellence, and thus is my Hugo
choice. I also feel GRANFALLOON

is worthy of a nomination this year,
The four issues which appeared in
1371 were about the best I‘'ve done.

FOCAL POINT had an extremely good year, with the best fannish writing around, and
some really excellent cartoons by Kinney, Stiles, and Chamberlain. Unfortunately,
OUTWORLDS and SPECULATION had fewer issues in 1971 than in 19703 although the

issues which did appear were good, I don't feel either deserves a nomination.

SPEC's place as the best sercon/SF discussion magazine was taken by SF COMMENTARY.
This Australian zine should also make the ballot. LOCUS continues to do a fine job
as a newszine, but I don't feel it should win the award two years in a row. But with
its huge circulation, I feel certain that LOCUS will again make the ballot, and may
very well win. I'd rate the top zines as Nerg, SFC, FP, and Gf. Honorable mentions
go to TOMORROW AND... for all-around excellence, PHANTASMICOM for fine book reviews
and writing (but downgrading for lack of layout and artwork), and to POTLATCH for
fine writing and Joyce Katz's editorials. One brownie point to THE ESSENCE for the
year's best failure -- Jay Zaremba triesa lot, but doesn't always succeed.

!

specials. Szafran had some great covers,
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BEST FAN WRITER: The embarrassment of choice! Last year seemed to lack fan writers,
but this year is chock full. Rosemary Ullyot, Terry Carr, Sandra Miesel, and Arnie
Katz are the definite top choices. They all write so well, I really can't choose
between them for top place. They should all win. Second place seems to be a tie
between Joyce Katz, Jerry Lapidus, Bruce Gillespie, and Mike Glicksohn. I know the
nomination ballot is limited to 5, but can't we squeeze a few more in? And what
about Harry Warner Jr.? All those fan history columns? Those letters? Wow! As
Harry mentions in his LoC, he hasn't withdrawn his name.

Last year I was really mad to discover that Dick Geis won as- best fan writer. Dick
wrote very funny editorials, it's true, but one little editorial in each ish of SFR
doesn't really qualify him as a fan WRITER. Dick was an editor, and possibly deserv-
ed an award for best fanzine, but not for fan writer. If Charlie Brown gets nomin-
ated as a fan writer this year, over talent as specified above, I'll be mad again.
Charlie is a good editor, but how much writing does it take to churn out a newszine?
Charlie merely takes the news items he receives and prints them. He works hard at
it, he gets it out on time, but he basically only has to edit the material he re-
ceives. Also, Dena Brown probably does more work than Charlie on the zine now.

And as per last year, Liz Fishman and Tom Digby may write beawtifully, but I still
haven't seen much of their work. We come to that old quality versus quantity item
again, but I can't help but feel that the "best" award should go to someone whose
work has appeared in general fandom, not just in an apa or one fanzine. I know I'm
a bit stubborn on this. But that is my opinion, and I know that many of you feel
I'm wrong. Still, damn it, there are only five places on that nomination ballot,
and I'd rather see the
votes go to Rosemary,
Terry, Sandra, Arnie,
Joyce, Jerry, or Harry,
who write just as well
as Liz or Tom, but who
spread their work around
to many fanzines, and
who do twice as much
of !

BEST FAN ARTIST: Good
Grief! Who do I choose?
Grant Canfield has done
the most impressive work
of the year. But Bill
Rotsler, Steve Fabian, Tim
Kirk, Mike Gilbert, and
Alicia Austin were all in
there again. Jay Kinney
did lots of wonderful
cartoons. And Steve Stiles
draws beautifully too.

The top five? (hear me
grind my teeth) Grant,
Bill, Steve, Tim, and Jay.
Kind of arbitrary, but
definite.

SPECIAL AWARDS: To Terry
Carr for the Ace Specials and
to Lin Carter for the Ballan-
tine Adult Fantasy books.
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PARDON ME, MADAM ~

I probably could not be considered a very fannish fan. The fans I actually know in
person could be counted on the fingers of one hand Plus one. One of the fans I do
know is John D. Berry, who recently moved to San Francisco. One day I found a note
on my door, written on the back of a San Francisco Municipal Railway streetcar
transfer. It read: 'GRANT CANFIELD, HELLO. YOU KNOW WE LIVE ONLY A FEW BLOCKS
APART? THOUGIT I'D LOOK YOU UP, BUT NO ANSWER. WHY DON'T YOU DROP BY? JOHN D, BERRY,
625 SCOTT, #607, S.F. (567-3775).

I didn't drop by, but I did phone him, explaining that the reason that there was no
one here when he came by was that Cathy and I both work. That was a concept which
struck immediate terror in his student heart -- and which, incidentally, still
strikes terror in mine, being only rather recently separated from the academic
womb myself.

Eventually we got together. He came to visit us one evening. We were both at home,
which is not an uncommon occurrence, since Cathy and I are both television addicts

of the first order. As I matter of fact, I recollect that we were watching the 115th
rerun of "The Trouble with Tribbles" on STAR TREK when John dropped by. John in-
formed us that he and another San Francisco fan, Calvin Demmon, had plans to begin
publishing a four-page weekly fannish fanzine called HOT SHIT, with a "rather select"
mailing list of around 60. When he said that the method of reproduction had not




YOUR REJECTION SLIP IS SHOWING!

been determined, Cathy told him that she had access at her office to the biggest,
best, and most expensive Xerox machine made, and she would be happy to run off HOT
SHIT for them. At first John demurred, because he didn't want to get Cathy into any
trouble at her job, but she finally convinced him that it would be no trouble at all.
And it would be free.

That last was a rather convincing argument. John said, "Far out!" Or words to that
effect.

That brings us to the 2nd of the few fans I know in person, Calvin Demmon. The
following Monday, Calvin came by with John. With them was the first issue of HOT
SHIT. The next day Cathy ran it off in fifteen minutes on the xerox.

With no guarantee that it can go on forever, this publishing arrangement has been
maintained ever since. At this writing, HOT SHIT is five issues old, all of them
xeroxed by my sneaky wife. For security reasons, her egoboo in HOT SHIT has been as
"Anonymous Staff Printing Person;" and I beseech you, dear fannish reader, not to
blow her cover.

WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY GRANT CANFIELD
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So for several weeks now I've been seeing John Berry and Calvin Demmon on Monday nights,
when they come over to pick up the 60 xXerox copies. Our conversations over coke and
coffee on these evenings have constituted the bulk of my fannish activity during this
period -- other than, of course, my by now fairly routine submissions of fan artwork

to fanzines I enjoy. Discussion topics have been diverse. One night the topic was
"San Francisco, With Special Attention to the Phenomenon of the Cable Car." John has
been in the city for only a matter of months, and Calvin has been here a year, so

Cathy and I, with a residency of almost two years, were the 0ld-Timers. Especially
interesting to John was the story of the Cable Car Nymphomaniac.

(I can't leave you hanging on that one. '"The Cable Car Nymphomaniac" was the headline
copy used by the local newspapers in their reporting of the pretty girl in her twenties
~ who, in 1964, was involved in an accident with a runaway cable car. She sustained
head injuries which, as she claimed in her 1969 half-million-dollar suit against the
Muni Railway, caused her to become a nymphomaniac. She took on, she claimed, '300
or more'" different men a year, none of whom was Bill Rotsler. Reasonably enough, she
underwent exhaustive analysis. Many of her...uh...suitors testified in her...uh...
behalf. She won her suit, although the settlement was somewhat less than she
asked. For talking purposes, I seem to recall that she was awarded something in the
neighborhood of $100,000, which is a pretty classy neighborhood.)

(

\

Another evening, the topic of discussion
was Rejection Slips, which may or may
not have any relevance to the Cable

Car Nymphomaniac, you'll have to ask her
shrink. John and Calvin, both aspiring
writers, told of their favorite reject-
tion slips, generally those with a
personal touch, such as a handwritten
note from an actual human person,
saying, '"Nice try!" or "Almost but not
quite!" or encouraging words to that
effect. And I showed them my collection
of rejection slips.

Before you ask, no, I am not an
aspiring writer. I aspire, but I am an
aspiring cartoonist. Specifically, I
am an aspiring gag cartoonist. The
"gag cartoon" is the captioned
(generally) black-and-white (generally)
cartoon which appears reduced to a

J?- quarter-page in the back pages of

| PLAYBOY or THE NEW YORKER, or, on
another level, SWINGER or JAGUAR or
ARMY LAFFS.

THE POWER oF THE Such cartoons are drawn as "roughs"

. on 8 1/2 by 11 white typing paper,
. ' 25# bond, in any medium, and submitted
i in batches to the Cartoon Editors of
the various professional magazine

markets. Payment for accepted gag
~cartoons ranges from $5 (for ARMY LAFFS

- -
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and that ilk) to $300 (PLAYBOY) per black-and-white cartoon, on up to $500 and up
for ' full-page color cartoons in PLAYBOY. Which means that your favorite PLAYBOY
regulars, like Sokol and Interlandi and Gahan Wilson, are pulling down some pretty
respectable loot for their work. That's only right. They deserve it.

I've been an Aspiring Gag Cartoonist for six months at this writing. In that period
I've thought up and executed (perhaps a poor choice of words) some 60 cartoons.

Some of these have been pretty bad, but some of them, I'm forced to admit immodestly,
have been pretty damn good. Each of them has been submitted to a number of markets.
And, naturally, that means I've been collecting rejection slips on a regular basis
during that six month period. This would be very discouraging to a weaker person,
but somehow I maintain a modicum of confidence. Here -- are you ready for the cat-
alog? -- are the rejection slips I have pasted to my file cabinet so far: PLAYBOY,
CAVALIER, NATIONAL LAMPOON, AMERICAN LEGION MAGAZINE, THE SATURDAY EVENING POST,

GEM & SWINGER, LAFF-A-MINUTE, FLING, TV GUIDE, JAGUAR & STUD, SATURDAY REVIEW,
PARADE, COSMOPOLITAN, GOOD HOUSEKEEPING, TRUE, LOS ANGELES MAGAZINE, and TRUE DETEC-
TIVE...some of these more than once.

Now, with a fair degree of credibility based on personal experience, I think I'm
qualified to make a rather remarkable observation about rejection slips: They really
do make you feel rejected. At the same time, they're so goddamned infuriating,

they bolster my determination to show those ignorant Cartoon Editors that they've
been passing up the greatest discovery since Charles Rodriguez. This determination
to stick-to-it also has its roots, I might add, in another salient fact: I'm not
overly fond of my job. Soon after dropping out of architecture school in my final
semester, and getting married, and moving to San Francisco, I vowed that I was not
going to spend the rest of my life as an architect, or even as an architectural
draftsman, which is what I really am, since I have no degree. So I began looking
around for an Alternative. At first I played around with Being a Writer, and started
on my Great Semi-Autobiographical Novel ("Semi-" because I was changing all my
friends' names). The working title, Garbage, turned out, however, to be aptly des-
criptive, so I shelved the project somewhere in the middle of Chapter Eleven. (I
still intend to write it some day, because I feel I am such a fascinating person,

but I suppose it will have to wait until I can give it a bit loftier perspective.)
Finally I narrowed my choice of Occupational Alternatives down to Being a Cartoonist.
This Alternative has been, as I said, six months in construction. And after six
months, I'm beginning to feel rejected.

But I am still confident! I haven't been a complete failure!
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The winds of fate are beginning to blow in my favor. Because of my regular submis-
sions, certain editors are not rejecting my stuff immediately but are holding them
past the Hold Date for further consideration. That may not seem like much to you,
but to me it means I no longer have the feeling that everything I send out has a

big rubber band attached to it so it will bounce back quickly. And now the rejec-
tion slips are getting more personal and more encouraging. And recently, I have even
received a few tentative acceptances! I say '‘tentative" because they involve the
magazines GEM and SWINGER and LOS ANGELES MAGAZINE, all of which are markets that
pay upon publication rather than upon acceptance. They are "holding" my "accepted"
cartoons, but they still have the option to reject them later.

My sneakiest acceptance recently occurred when I conned Alpajpuri into
using one of my SF-oriented cartoons in a "special fanzine supplement" of BULLFROG
INFORMATION SERVICE, a semi-professional alternative-life-styles magazine published
in Eugene, Oregon. Paj works for BULLFROG as a Contributing Editor.

Bringing us finally to the point of this otherwise pointless essay -- namely, the
commercial.

John Berry and Calvin Demmon tell me that the hardest part of writing fiction is
Getting the Idea. Likewise, to me, the hardest part of gag cartooning is Coming Up
with the Gags. I can do the drawings well enough, and I believe I'm even getting
better in that department. But it's damned hard for one person to keep coming up
with one funny gag after another. Most professional cartoonists use professional
gagwriters, which is where You come in.

It strikes me that fandom is full of funny people -- let me rephrase that: Fandom
is full of people with good senses ef humor. Therefore, I take it upon myself to
enlist all you funny fans as My Gagwriters. If you think of a funny idea for a
cartoon, send it to me. If I use your idea, and if the cartoon sells, I'll pay

you the standard gagwriter's commission, which is 25% of the sale price of the
cartoon. You can write your gag idea in a letter to me, or on a 3x5 card, or on an
old hockey puck you have lyimg around, I don't care. I'll do all the bookkeeping.
And I assure you, I Can Be Trusted (heh heh heh).

You never know when a funny inspiration will strike you, so get in the habit of
carrying around a piece of paper or a small notebook to write on, and always keep
this address handy:

Grant Canfield
28 Atalaya Terrace
San Francisco, Calif. 94117

Remember, it is now your solemn fannish duty to do what you can to keep me from feel-
ing rejected.

(Grant just wrote and added that: "Since I wrote I've sold a few more ocartoons -- to
NUGGET, GIRL TALK MABAZINE, LOS ANGELES MAGAZINE, and GEM/SWINGER. I alse recetved a
letter from Michelle Urry, the Cartoon Editor of PLAYBOY. She just wanted to encourage
me to keep it up, that as soon as I hit the right gag I'd be selling to FLAYBOY -- but

not yet.)




CHATELAINE

BY SANDRA MIESEL

itllustrated by Ross Chamberlain

Some fans are made; others are born. Our childrepn can fit into both categories.
Although long avid SF readers, we hadn't discovered fandom at the time Chirp was
born. But if she missed the pre- and neonatal conditioning ordinarily enjoyed by fan-
nish off-spring, SF influence was nevertheless present from the beginning. I knitted
no bootees or tiny sweaters during pregnancy. Ah, no. Fritz Leiber's GREEN MILLEN-
IUM inspired the embroidering of a pair of green pussycats which still decorate
Chirp's room.

But once the fanzines poured in, that child was as hooked as we were. Then as now

she paged through our magazines and books, as intoxicated with print as with pictures.

When she was two I wrote John Schoenherr a fan letter on her behalf and I still
chuckle at a candid photo of her, aged three, clutching an ORBIT in her paws. Then
she developed a disconcerting tendre for Harlan simply from his pictures.

Not content with chattering about her 'friend-man,"
Chirp longed to fly to Los Angeles and bring him home.
Last Christmas she begged me to send him a fruitcake
(in vain). When I returned home from PgHLANGE II_

she excitedly asked: ''Mommy, did you see Harlan?
What color are his eyes and what does he do with his
power?"

However there's nothing exclusive about her affec-
tions. She's also cast her velvety eyes at

Bruce Coulson and vowed to kiss, cuddle, and

pull the bones out of Mike Glicksohn.

She once startled us by declaring

she liked Ted White. Write what

she says on the wind; write
it on the rushing waves.

There is even more reason
to expect Mite and Peter
to develop the same keen
interest. They were
prenatally influenced -
in that direction -- I
read SF in the labor

room while waiting for
them to be born.
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Some people rhapsodize over childbirth: Bill Wolfenbarger's piece in OUTWORLDS last
year for example. But since few of you Gentle Readers are parents yourselves, you
might find a matter-of-fact viewpoint diverting. Our two younger children arrived
under "natural" conditions but more by accident than intent. I'd had a local -

with Chirp and was satisfied, but Mite and Peter came too abruptly for med-
ication to be administered. With or without any anaethesia, I strongly recommend
being awake. Otherwise one misses that totally characteristic first expression on
the newborn infant's face. We will always remember Chirp's imperious glare, Peter's
amazement, and Mite's fright. (It must be appalling being a baby girl and looking
like Scipio Africanus.) I say '"we" because John was there. too, of course. since
hospitals now recognize that the husband ought to be present for solace, service, and
especially companionship.

I'd never make a cult of natural childbirth, but learning about physiology, hospital
procedures, and excercises in advance would be genuinely helpful to any expectant
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couple. One seldom mentioned advantage of this technique is the expansive feeling of
well-being it leaves afterwards: no letdown as the anaesthetic fades, no side-effects.
I had to watch two women suffer agonizing postpartum headaches from routine saddle-
blocks. (These reactions are uncommon but can continue for weeks after delivery.)

Far better to endure a few minutes' pain and have done with it, I thought, as I sat
up in the recovery room surveying bleary prostrate forms around me. It's hard to say
which was the most welcome then, a bath, eating after a day's fast (the labor rooms
were cunningly situated to catch aromas from the hospital kitchen), or the bliss of
sleeping flat on the mattress once more. One's husband can be a great support just
by being there. Labor is one of life's more tedious occupations. It lasted six
hours with Chirp, comparatively fast for a first child, but that seemed an intermin-
able time measured off watching the second hand sweep round and round the wall clock.
John tried to amuse me by disclosing that a group of sea otters is properly called

a pod. But not even the image of sleek lutrine oarsmen sculling along in a colossal
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green pea pod could fill all the hours. So I resolved to bring some reading matter
along on subsequent occasions. The second time around we chose Andre Norton's TIME
TRADERS and Alexei Panshin's RITE OF PASSAGE. Quick-reading John finished both of
these before Mite appeared and dashed into the hospital gift shop for the non-fiction
BROKEN SEAL by Ladislas Farago. (We didn't notice the connotations of these partic-
ular titles until my mother pointed them out.) Reading kept me so pleasantly relaxed
I had to strain to notice contractions. Moreover, sitting up with knees bent proved
to be a more comforatable position than lying down. To their credit, none of the
medical staff remarked on our odd pastime.

On the third venture we took Chad Oliver's SHADOWS IN THE SUN, and for sentiment,
Panshin's STARWELL. The psychological effects were again excellent, and Peter was

born even more easily than Mite. One month later this provided a unique conversa-
tional opener at St. Louiscon. "Oh, Mr. Panshin," I exclaimed, "I read your books
while in labor with my last two children, and they're better than Demerol."

NOT Now/
I'VE GOT JUST
TRREE PAGES

TOo GO TO
TRE END.../

Alex blinked his lovely warm eyes. "Would you mind repeating that for my wife?"
Cory was wholly unperturbed.

Perhaps these experiences should have been commemorated in a more permanent form
than in a fanzine column, but somehow "Mia Havero Miesel" and "Anthony Villiers
Miesel" did not seem sufficiently... euphonious.

In talking with Alex at Noreascon he mentioned that he'd heard of another woman put-
ting RITE OF PASSAGE to the same use and wondered what its special appeal might be,
other than the sex of the leading character. I replied that it was a particularly
wholesome and humane novel, engrossing without any anxious or offensive features.
Now, if he could just communicate this to the medical profession....
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Take away those hot fudge sundaes. Remove those deep dish apple pies from my sight.
fiide the oreo cream sandwich cookies. I'm on a diet again. This surprises me a 11t-
tle, because I thought I had put the world of diets behind me for good. !

About two and a half years ago, around the time of the 1969 Lunacon, I went on a diet.
This was probably a good idea, as' I weighed perilously close to 240 1lbs. Even spread
over my long 6'3" frame, that's considerably more than I should have weighed.

While I acknowledged at the time that I would feel better and live longer if I were
more svelte, the real energizer was my desire to get some new clothes. All the best
hippy clothes stores ("boutiques" to you) had waist sizes up to 30" and shirt gizes

up to large. I had ballooned to a 3§ waist and needed an extra-large shirt to be
really comfortable. It always annoyed me that if I wepe built like a fireplug, as
wide as I was tall, they could have fit me, as long as T wasn't a six-footer. Do they
think all hip people are midgets or something?
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I restructured my diet, watched my food intake, and by the end of summer I had reach-
ed my goal of about 195 1lbs. I splurged on some clothes and emerged in butterfly
elegance after my inforced pupa-hood. But the best part was that I was consci-
encious in keeping the weight off. By Lunacon 1970, I was still comfortably below
the Sinister Barrier of 200 1lbs.

In July, 1970, I left the cloistered halls of Brooklyn College Graduate School and
got my present job with QUICK FROZEN FOODS Magazine. I started to eat more, partly
because my mind was constantly on food all day, and partly because there were more
opportunities to eat than there had been at school. My weight inched up as my snack-
ing increased, but I managed to get it right off each time. It was a tussle, but I
seemed to be winning the fight.

Then in October, Joyce and I decided to move in together. After transfering all our
worldly possessions to the Livingston Street place, we went out and bought a few of
the "frills" that make gracious living possible in our modern age. Like lightbulbs.
And dinner plates. They were some dishes, too, let me tell you. Each plate was at
least one-third larger than the standard size. I remember the first meal Joyce served
on the new dishes. It was a typical meal -- a hamburger steak, a baked potato, and
some green beans.

"Gee, it looks so small," Joyce said as she placed it in front of me. It did look
small, with the hamburger clinging to the rim of the plate. It took me five minutes
to find the potato, hidden as it was by so much surrounding white space. As I have
always liked white space, I didn't give the matter any additional thought. I should
have.

I reckoned without Joyce. I believe she is destined to publish one of those cramped
and marginless fanzines for which British fandom is justly famous. Subsequent meals
found food covering every available inch of space on the plate.

Meals one-third larger immediately went to work to make the slim Arnie Katz just a
memory .

We also discovered that Brooklyn Heights has a marvelous cake and cookie bakery, Sin-
clair's. The road to hell is definitely paved with Sinclair's rainbow cookies. We
ate lots of rainbow cookies.

Joyce was taking lessons which eventually resulted in her becoming a nominal Jew.

She was doing this to keep peace in the family (partially over my objection). She
claimed it didn't affect her, but all of a sudden she began picking up little shticks
that definitely didn't originate with the Indians. I am reasonably sure that, after
a dinner, including dessert, squaws don't say, "Why don't you have three more ham-
burgers, To Wash It Down."

So now we're on diets. White spaces are frequently seen on our plates. We have
become strangers to the local bakery. We drink water to "Wash It Down." Why, I
have even given up my beloved Pepsi, may Ted White preserve me, in favor of two-
calorie-to-the-can Tabs.

If I could only stop the inhuman fiends who pump Essence of Corn Beef Sandwich into
the ventilating systems of mid-town Manhattan stores.
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CorrLu CoOKERY

by Linda Bushyager

Recently I have read much in fanzines
about food, such as Joyce Katz's fabu-
lous faanish dinners and Mike Glicksohn's
tunafish sandwiches. Since fans seem to
be Almost as addicted to food as to fanac,
\Granfalloon will be carrying a regular-
cooking column in the tradition of the
Gulping Gormet and the Fat Chef.
Although future columns will be written
by various fans, I chose to write the
first column myself. My reason was a
good one: nobody else submitted a col-
umn.

Trufannish cuisine must include three
ingrediants: fur from your Silverberg
cat and corflu and ink from your mimeo-
graphing hands. If you do not have a
Bob-cat, ordinary cat fur, boa con-
strictor scales, or the like may be
substituted.

‘Try not to carry your fannish cooking
to extremes. But if you insist upon
using your mimeo drum as a pot, please
clean it thoroughly before running off
the next issue.

Bardly Ever Fail Fudge (Foo Foo Fudge)

Melt chocolate and and other ingrediants.

2 cups sugar : Cook together for 8 minutes after it comes

1/4 1b. butter to a boil(mix continually so it doesn't

4 squares Baker's bitter chocolate burn). Add 4 tbsps. marshmello whip and

1l can pet or carnation condensed milk 1l tsp. vanilla. Beat well until very thick.
(3/4 cup) Add 3/4 cup chopped nuts. Pour into

buttered pan 8 x 8 in, square.

However you'll generally have to ignore the 8 minute instruction and cook for about
twice that to get the fudge to thicken. Refrigeration will also thicken the fudge.
Beware of overcooking or the sugar will begin to carmelize.
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Dale's Pork Flange

Dale DiNucci (whomyou may remember as the Shy Young Thing at NyCon, Pittsburgh's
fake-fan, the editor of TRIBES who still owes you a copy, or our former house-
mate) has a habit of concocting fast, delicious meals by mixing together a few
common ingrediants. Since we don't know what to call these dishes, we call

them flanges, which as every fan knows, is a word used in the same sense as thing-a-
ma-bob, and whatyamacallit.

Take one package of pork chops (center cut are the best, but any kind will do)
(by a package I mean one containing 6-8 center cut port chops), cut the meat
from the bones and fat and brown in butter or margarine with one small onion
(chopped). Add one can of stewed tomatoes. Simmer for about an hour, or to
tenderness desired. Serve over rice. Serves two.

Dale's Chicken Flange

All flanges should be cooked to taste.
If you are a big eater add more pork

chops or tomatoes to the above. If you
hate onions, eliminate them. For

chicken flange, use as much chicken LANED ??\?E?\
as you normally eat (I usually figure WAS RONGS
V NQV WNOW

1/4-1/2 chicken per person).

Bake chicken as you would normally.

I usually toss the chicken into a
corningware casserole dish with some
margarine and bake for an hour at

850°: If you don't know how to

bake chicken and this instruction does
not help you, consult a cooking book
(and I suggest you buy one right away,
you need one!). Salt and pepper chicker

After about an hour the chicken should
be nicely browned (woops, don't forget
to turn the chicken over once or twice).
Add a can of cream of chicken soup

(use one can for every 1-2 servings),
and stir with the juices and margarine.
Cook an additional 10 minutes, until
the gravy is hot.

Now pour the chicken and gravy mixture
over rice or mashed potatoes. (I prefer
rice).

If you like these flange dinners, try
experimenting with your own. Toss a
can of golden mushroom soup, barbeCue
sauce, or the like over some meat. Pray.
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Pittsburgh Blog

There are many variations on this fannish punch: Canadians use fruit cocktail; Minn-
eapolis fans use Hawaiian Punch, lemonade, and limeade; Columbus fans toss in grain
alcohol instead of vodka and dry ice for effect. But one thing is true of all the
blogs -- blog is much more potent than it tastes. So avoid the temptation to drink
when collating or running off a fanzine, or you'll end up with blank pages, upside-
down illos. or mispelled names (such as your own). Who me? Drink blog when working
on Gf? Ghu forbid! I get high enough on those corflu fumes!

So take a fifth of vodka, two quarts of ginger ale, a bottle of cranberry juice (small),
2 small cans of frozen orange juice, 2 cans frozen grape juice, and ice. Add more
vodka, etc. to taste. Garnish with slices of limes, lemons, and oranges.

Nuclear Fiza

Invented by Tom Hadley at the Philcon I, the Fizz soon became the fannish mixed drink,
although you don't hear too much about it now. Take 1 1/2 shot gin, 1 shot cointreau,
1 shot lemon or lime juice (and a lemon-xime mixture is even better), 2 shots soda,

2 or three drops bitters. If you like them sweet, add more cointreau, and vary the
amount of soda to taste. Karen Anderson's custom of putting vegetable coloring in it
as a warning measure is well advised. Variations include vodka instead of gin, making
a Nuclear Fuze; vodka and gin, a Nuclear Fuzz.
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Matao Ball Soup and Stewed Chicken

Have you noticed that three-quarters of fandom is Jewish? So it seems appropriate

to give the recipe for matzo ball soup (or knoedelac, as my Jewish mother calls it
[and as I've probably mispelled it]). If you have never tasted any, try some, you'll
like it!

First buy a stewing chicken. I usually just buy a fryer, because it is cheaper, but
if you can tell the difference between stewing and frying chickens, you may want to
purchase the correct type. Also buy a package of chicken fat or a jar of pre-rendered
chicken fat. If you live in a non-Jewish area, as I do, you may have difficulty
locating separate chicken fat. So you can cut the fat from chickens you buy and

save it until you need it, or use butter or margarine instead. To render the fat,
cook it over medium heat until the fat liquefies. You'll need 1/3 cup of the fat

to make the matzo balls.

Now cut the chicken into pieces and place in a large pot with a lid along with water,
onion, celery, and carrots (cut in chunks). Salt and pepper. Cook for an hour at
boiling, but without boiling over! Skim off the junk that forms at the top (mostly
foam). Then you can either remove the chicken and prepare it for stewed chicken or
remove it to cut it into small pieces and add back to the soup. For the former, take
the chickenami place it in a baking dish, season, cover with fried onions, and bake
for one and a half hours until brown. If you prefer just having chicken soup, let
the chicken cool, and then remove the bones and skin (throw it away, don't feed it
to your cat, chicken bones can splinter, give them a bit of the meat instead if you
are an inveterate cat-table-scrap-feeder). Cut up the chicken meat and return it to
the soup. Now add chicken bouillon cubes to the soup to taste.

While the chicken is cooking in the oven or cooling, make the matzo balls. Beat

4 eggs. Add 1 cup matzo meal, 1/2 cup of the newly made soup (strained), 1/3 cup of
the melted chicken fat, 1 tsp salt, a dash pepper. Mix. Place the batter in the
refrigerator for at least 20 minutes. When the batter can be handled without run-
ning through your fingers (it still won't be as solid as cookie dough) attempt to
roll it into one-inch balls. Place in boiling soup. Place lid on the soup (turn
down the heat, or it will overflow) and cook for 20 minutes at about medium heat.
Whatever you do, don't 1lift the lid to look at the balls. Just leave the 1lid on,
and let the balls do their thing.

In some cases, what the balls do can be unexpected. For instance, the last time I
made this soup I opened the lid after 20 minutes to discover giant matzo balls! For
some reason the matzo balls had doubled from their normal size. They were huge. In-
stead of giving each person one or two, I had to cut them in half..  And wow, they
were light and fluffy, yes sir. I was afraid they were about ready to take to the
ceiling. When I served them to Ginjer Buchanan, Jerry Kaufman, Eli Cohen, Ted
Greenstone, and Jeannie DiModica, who had come to help me run off Granny, they all
began remarking about that Alka Seltzer commercial, you know, the ''giant dumpling"
one. But fortunately, they did taste good.

So I can't guarantee any of the above recipes. I've made all of them, and they all
can be quite good. But remember: 'The best made pans of wives and fen go oft ablaze."

Please feel free to submit favorite recipes and complete columns to Granny's Cookbook.
Humorous anecdotes are very welcome. I'd enjoy receiving columns from male fans to
disprove my theory that most men can't cook because they've been taught that it is
impossible for men to cook (well, at least one man I know feels this way -- Ron)!




Richard Delap reviews THE LIGHT FANTASTIC: SCIENCE FICTION CLASSICS FROM THE MAINSTREAM
edited by Harry Harrison, Scribners, 1971, $5.95, 216 pp.

James Blish introduces this collection with "The Function of Science Fiction." He of-
fers an intellectual hash that is interesting in spite of sometimes torturous and

silly linkages. Blish bounces like a rubber ball between obvious, but undernoted
evaluations: '"...new writers raised in this school /the pulps/ d1d learn one art which
is almost extinct in mainsteam fiction today: tight plottlng -- and an oddly
condescending pretentiousness when discussing the meaning of story. This preface

does set a proper tone for Mr. Harrison's choice of SF culled from areas outside the
insular genre world. SF readers should be familiar with at least part of these stories,
which have popped in and out of SF and semi-SF collections for years, while main-
stream readers will find good examples of the field from writers (such as Graham
Greene, E. M. Forster, and John Cheever) whose fame needs no special annotations.

It is difficult to judge a book of this sort completely fairly. On the one hand, the
SF reviewer is tempted to demand a level of unfailing excellence from all "intruding"
writers, a hard-headed critical demand seldom made so conscientiously of works from
within the field. Mainstream reviewers, too, are likely to hinge on the word
"Classics" to demand qualities throughout that very few anthologies can possess with-
out resorting to the regrouping of already much-heralded and familiar inclusions.

In the end, I believe the editor has done a credible job with this book. A few of the
stories are really excellent, most are at least good, and two are below par --

at least for authors who possess a reputable body of work which would include them

in almost any list of important authors.
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One story which rightly deserves the '"classic" label, E. M. Forster's "The Machine
Stops" is a bit dated only in the physical details (it was first published in 1928)
of speculation on a future humanity individually isolated in underground compartments.
Their creativity has been reduced to distorting history into fantasy, and they wor-
ship the world-spanning machine that fulfills most needs of this degenerating society.
As men depend ever more on the machine to handle the details of a crowded world
(Forster's stable population allows children only to fill vacancies left by deaths),
it is even easier to see this creeping approach of a physical, psychological, and
philosophical disaster.

John Cheever's '"The Enormous Radio," written just as television began to change our
entertainment habits, also undoubtedly deserves the classic designation. It says
something which likely could not be-said today, for if television were the central
element in this tale of a radio which p1cks up the conversations in neighboring apart-
ments and allows its owners to listen in, the effect would border on voyeurism and
the plight of the central characters would become tasteless and unsympathetic to the
reader. The comments on the human tendency to self-delusion are so terrifyingly
accurate that few will avoid those cold shudders of recognition -- and that, happily,
is why we need stories as beautifully rcvealing as this, to show us ourselves.

In a very disturbing story of telepathy between young twin brothers, ‘'The End of the
Party," Graham Greene is interested both in the effects upon the boys of their spec-
cial talent and the effect upon the reader in discovering how far this talent actually
reaches. As Blish says, the story is SF, but it is no less a horror story for that,
and a fine one too.

Jorge Luis Borges is one of the most powerful writers today, whole influence is sure
to be remembered and felt long after the majority of his contemporaries have crumbled.
"The Circular Ruins' is a speculative myth that fits into the SF genre by the elastic-
ity of the genre's definition. It tells of man's creation, of God's creation, and
slyly suggests in the end a never-ending chain of creation. No ponderous theorizing
here; just simple, well-constructed, human drama.

C. S. Lewis' "The Shoddy Lands" is a well-known piece about seeing the world around
us through another's eyes; and Anthony Burgess' '"The Muse" displays the wry, acid
satirical wit (for which he has been justly acclaimed by the mainstream) in a story
with an SF slant on the much-discussed, much-cussed question: did Shakespeare
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