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EDITORIAL NATTER:

I am indeed fortunate that some material has come my way, material that will 
allow me to return to the original thrust of HOLIER THAN THOU. That material is humour. 
It is indeed sad that the FAAN Awards seem to be dead, sad because I believe that some 
of the material in this and the next issues are definitely candidates for a best article 
award. At let,st they would be candidates if people voted for humourous material.

Leading off we have THE GENTLE FAN'S GUIDE TO SPORTS (AND SUCHLIKE SWEATY 
ACTIVITIES) by Skel. Herein you will find everything that is important about several 
ennumerated sports. THE CASE OF THE MACHINE REVOLUTION by Steve Tymon is a humourous 
science-fiction-detective story. As Steve said, "One of the more ridiculous things I've 
ever created." David Bratman rewrites an old joke and Darrell Schweitzer gives us 
The Parable of the Pilgrim and the Ganges (possibly more subtle than the earlier material 
in the issue). There is much more material in the issue, including a reprint of an 
article that appeared in Kevin Smith's zine, DOT. After this reprinting I recommend to 
Kev that if he wins TAFF that he should carefully check the aeroplane for any bombs 
planted there by Joseph Nicholas.

The other topic that I want to bring up at this time is the question of how 
long that I am going to continue to carry some people who have not been too responsive 
in replying to/trading with HTT. The answer to that is not too much longer. Aside from 
when I feel like using editorial whim as an excuse to continue to sending HTT to some 
people (rank favouritism, eh wot?), I continue to try to cut down my print run. As a 
general rule of thumb I expect some sort of response to HTT, and I see no reason why I 
cannot expect to hear from recipients at least once a year (they are hearing from me at 
least thrice a year). If those who are trading for HTT do not produce a zine at least 
once in a year a postcard (or telephone call) will do as a substitute. And I do wish that 
those who move would have the courtesy to send change of address cards - otherwise I have 
to pay extra postage when the zines are returned.



guide to sports
co nd s uchlike
sweaty activities) 
by paul skelton

/*/ Skel’s NOT AN ARTICLE in HTT ,/^9 was constructed by 
me from a LoC that he sent on a previous HTT. On the back 

of this sports article Skel wrote the following: "OK, as you 
seemed a b it confused last time, I'll make it very clear.

This is a letter. The xerox on the back of which this is
written is an article. The thing which you've just opened and 

from which you've extracted this letter and article, is an 
envelope. I am writing this with a ball point pen and you are 

holding it in your hands. Now, is there anything else you're not 
clear on, Marty? Oh, by the way Marty, the idea of proofreading is 

for you to correct try typos, not to add several of your own to keep them company.11 
It is so nice to have all of the world's problems made so clear — thanks, Skel. Now 
let us go on to your article. /*/

If you are a typical fan you know vanishingly little about sport. Many years 
ago you probably peered myopically out of your window at some blurred forms running 
about energetically, shuddered and turned quickly back to the July 1958 issue of GOB
SMACKING TALES OF SCIENTIFIC!ION which you had just discovered and proceded to OD on 
Sensawunda.

However, now that you are older you have discovered *beer*. Beer is to be 
found in bars and also to be found in bars is that noisome creature, the superjock and 
sportsbuff. In order to enable you to hold your own under such circumstances the in
formation in this guide should be committed to memory.

AMERICAN FOOTBALL
This is the perfect embodyment of Heisenberg's Uncertainty Principle although 

there are people who profess to understand it. These people all live in Poughkeepsie 
which alone tells you how much faith you can have in them. Basically lots of people put 
on body armour and try to knock each other down. There is a ball involved but nobody has 
yet figured out how. The idea of putting on armour and knocking people down originated 
in England in the Middle Ages and was known as THE TOURNEY.
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ATHLETICS
As a spectator sport this basically means watching people run around in circles. 

If you take part you become an athlete and run around in circles yourself until thor
oughly knackered. Are you not glad that you took up reading science fiction?

AUSTRALIAN RULES FOOTBALL
The inclusion of the word ’rules' in this sport's title is an excellent example 

of the use of sarcasm. Outside Australia this game is known as WORLD WAR II and has 
long since fallen out of favour.

BASEBALL
This is something that Americans do ... but then Americans will do anything 

(as witness ROLLER DERBY).

BASKETBALL
This sport is reputedly played by more people than any other and proves the 

intellegence of homo sapiens to be mere unfounded rumour. How else to describe a game 
in which the object is to put the ball in a bottomless basket out of which it immediately 
falls. People who do this well are paid enormous sums of money. Nearly as much as 
plumbers.

BOXING
Americans are good at this sport. Vicious bastards'. In this sport two people 

try to knock hell out of each other in a ring (which is square) and the winner is given 
a large sum of money known as a 'purse'. This does not however mean that the winner is 
effeminate as you will doubtless discover if you suggest that he put his 'purse' in his 
handbag. If this mayhem does not take place in a ring then the winner will have to 
pay out a large sum of money. This is known as 'damages' and the sport is called 
'CRIMINAL ASSAULT'. One must always take great care to adhere to all the rules when 
taking part in sports as distinct from being a spectator.

BULLFIGHTING
This is a fine sport. It is not cruel as many people foully suggest. Why, 

sometimes the bull even wins. Of course, if this happens the bull is immediately killed, 
but one should never take sport too seriously (see also ROLLER DERBY).

ORICKET
In this game two teams of eleven players stand around and watch it rain. The 

players dress in white to enable the umpire to see them through the rain. The losers 
are the first team to piss off home in total boredom. Home advantage is vital in this 
game as the visiting team, with further to go, tend to lose patience first. In England, 
where the game originated, if you excel you get picked for the natiohal team which 
tours abroad as the MCO. In this case you get to go and watch it rain in the West 
Indies. This is a great homour.

FOOTBALL
There are various types of football which will be dealt with under their 

respective categories. These are: AMERICAN FOOTBALL, AUSTRALIAN RULES FOOTBALL, RUGBY 
FOOTBALL, and SOCCER. Only in the last of these, which you will note does not contain 
the word 'football' in its title, do the players apend most of their time kicking a 
ball with their feet. In the others the ball is generally thrown (except in the Austra
lian version in which the ball is generally ignored). These however must not be con
fused with HANDBALL which is another game entirely (except in SOCCER where it does take 
place but where it is considered very naughty).
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HANDBALL
A game that occurs every four years during the 

Olympic games and which is completely unknown at all 
other times.

ROLLER DERBY
Long thought to be a myth by people living 

outside the USA. Americans would explain this sport to 
foreigners who would immediately realise that Americans 
had a sense of humour and could take the mickey out of 
themselves, laughing at their own national foibles. 
However, it has recently been discovered that ROLLER 
DERBY does in fact exist. It turns out to be the Ameri
can sense of humour which is a myth.

SOCCER - VERSION 1
This is famous as the game which England taught 

the world ... and then promptly forgot how to play. Two 
teams of eleven players compete and the object of the 
game seems to be to cause another man, usually dressed 
in black and called a referee, to blow his whistle the 
most number of times. Once he has blown his whistle 
everybody has to start again except when he gets fed up and 
blows his whistle for the final time and waves his arms 
(in apparent surrender). Then everybody goes home. This 
type of football is now played in America (where it must not 
be confused with AMERICAN FOOTBALL) but the Americans, realising 
how pointless the rules actually are, have changed them all.

SOCCER - VERSION 2
This type of football is played exclusively in England,

thirty-thousand 'spectators' crowd into a small amphiteatre and try to stomp the shit 
out of each other. On a small patch of grass in the centre of the amphiteatre stand 
twenty-two 'players', three 'officials' and an unspecified number of 'policemen' whose 
job it is to remove the bodies and thus keep score. To relieve their boredom the 'players' 
sometimes kick a ball about.

SWIMMING
Untold eons ago our ancestors crawled out of the water. Only a fool would get 

back in again now.

THE TOURNEY
This was an old English sport involving organised violence which has now been 

completely superceded by SOCCER - VERSION 2.

WRESTLING
This is not strictly speaking a 'sport'. It may be found in a dictionary under 

the word 'travesty' and in the TV guide under the word 'sitcom'. Sometimes called 
'Wrasslin' this 'sport' not only proves that people are idiot, but also that they 
cannot spell.

world war: .II
Once a widespread though violent game now only played in the antipodes where it 

is known as AUSTRAL UN RULES FOOTBALL.
-----Paul Skelton

Two teams of up to

nneu Ibox
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/*/ Steve Tymon is a budding pro Science Fiction writer (he has sold to 
Azimov’s). After you read this humourous science-fiction-detective story (a wacky 
thing that does not deserve the pejorative "fanfic") you might recommend that he take 
up a career of selling shoes. What is frightening though is that Steve (who has the 
distinction of being one of fandom's tallest and thinnest people (and who has also 
pubbed a 16jj page zine in LASFAPA)) can type (typo-free) about $>0 words per minute. 
What is so frightening is that means that he could type the stencils for HTT in a day - 
and that would make 7 issues of HTT in a week. I guess that we are all fortunate that 
Steve only contributes to HTT rather than being its editor/p ubl isher. /*/

Call me Friday. Most of my friends call me Saturday, but I'm generally not 
home then. The name's Kraven, Sam Kraven, and I'm a private eye and voyeur part-time. 
It gives me jollies. It gives me thrills. These days, it's about all I can do.

It started one dark and stormy night in the winter of '92. I was in my office 
down on the Southern Fringe of the Los Frisco megacity, putting some of my peeling wall
paper back into place with some Hyperbubble bubble gum. I was just finishing the spot 
behind the door when Bullchak, top reporter of the Bethlehem Star, burst into my office.

"Kraven, I just got a hot flash'. Kraven?"
"Behind the door, stupid," I said. "Now close it and let me get out."
"Oh. Sorry."
I sat down at my desk, peeling the gum and wallpaper off my face. "Well, what 

do you want, Bullchak?" I asked.
"Like I was saying, Kraven," he resumed, "I—"
He was interrupted by an odd grinding sound. I spoke up over the noise. 

"Wait a minute, Bullchak," I said. "Let me guess. You're here to tell me about the 
machine revolution."

"incredible'. How did you know?"
"Actually, several factors made me suspect the true purpose of this visitation. 

First, you wouldn't drop in on me unless you thought there was a big story involved. 
I mean, let's face it, you think I'm a moron."

"Listen, moron—rer, Kraven, now you know I only—"
"Don't interrupt. Second, a mysterious machine revol ut ion would qualify as a 

b ig story, big enough for you to call on me."
"Well, yes. But none of this specifically explains how you suspected a machine 

revolution as being the primary cause of my visit."
"That's very simple, Bullchak. My shoe buffer is attacking my foot."
"Ah. So that's what's making that grinding sound. I wondered what it was." 
"Well, if you'll excuse me for a moment." I pulled out my silenced laser and 

fired. "There. I shot it."
"The shoe buffer?"
"No. My foot. Much pain. Here, I'll increase power and try again."
I fired once more. The buffer exploded. So did my desk. I grabbed the remains 

of my office intercom.
"Mona, bring me the first aid kit."
"Right, boss."
"All right, Bullchak, what've you got?"
"A bit of a cold, I'm afraid. It's this weather that—"
"No, no. About the revolt of the machines."
"Oh that. Well, it was—"
"Here boss." It was Mona. She dropped the first aid kit. "What did you 

need the first aid kit for anyway?"
"My injured foot."
"Which one, boss?"
"The one you just dropped the kit on."
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n—"

"Oh. Sorry about that, boss. Gee, what happened to your desk?"
_ “Termites." . '

"V/ow. They've really got some big termites around here."
"Mona, don't you have something else to do?"
"No." •
"Get lost, Mona."
"Right, boss."
"Who was that?" asked Bullchak.
"Oh. That was Mona, my secretary and sexual relief. But enough about her— 

what about Putz?"
"Oh yes. Well, he was mowing his lawn one morning, whistling war songs of the 

Third Reich as is common with suburbanites, and ho was thinking about the fact that one 
horsepower equals thirty-two manpower. Then he realised that his lawnmower, which 
developed one-half horsepower, had the strength of sixteen men."

"So?"
"Well, no sooner had he thought this w 
"When?"
"When it happened." 
" It ?"

, "Yes, it."
"You mean . . . ?"
"Yes, his lawnmower bit his foot!"
"And?"
"And then it yelled—"
"His foot yelled?"
"No, no. The lawnmower."
"Oh. Well, what did it yell?"
"Uh, I forget."
"'I forget?' It yelled, 'Iforget?!'"
"No, no. I mean, _I forget."
"Oh. Well, let me expostulate."
" In p ubl ic ?"
"Stupid. I meant that I was going to 

use my brilliand deductive reasoning to con
clude just what the lawnmower said."

"So what did it say?"
"Well, give me a moment."

Three hours later, Mona entered 
the office with the evening copy of the 
Bethlehem Star. Plastered across the 
front page were the remains of a tuna 
sanwich and headlines that read:

"Man Attacked by Mad Lawnmower.* 
Lawnmower yells: 'Die Human!'"

"Bullchak'." I said, I've got it I"
"Well, don't tell me about it.

See a doctor."
"idiot, I mean I know what the 

lawmower said."
"Oh. That. Well, what'd it say, 

Kraven?"
"it said, 'Die, Human!' Brilliant 

deduction, eh?"

0 o o This Stews
AS GOOP A Pt ACC
AS AtWTO GO
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"Yeah," Bullchak glanced at his watch, "and according to Mickey, it took you 
three hours to come up with your deduction this time."

"Gee, boss," said Mona, "you really are brilliant I"
"Mona, you're a brick." I teasingly gave her a light tap on the shoulder.

She went through the wall. "Oops. My cybernetic arm needs some adjustment."
"Yeah," said Bullchak. "You could hurt somebody."
"Oh, you mean Mona. Don't worry about her. These walls are like paper.- See?" 
I punched through one wall. There was a. loud clank. Sparks flew from my arm. 

"Of course, there are a couple of girders here and there," I added.
"Right. Well, I'll be going. But it does look like you have a case."
"Damn. And me without penicillin. Oh well. I'll find out the cause behind 

this evil revolt or my name's not Bullchak."
"It isn't. It's mine."
"Oh yeah. Well, I'll be seeing you. Keep up the good reporting." 
"Right, Kraven."
As he left the office, I knew I was faced with the most difficult case of my 

life. I picked up my dictaphone to begin dictating this adventure. It bit me. I 
shot it.

"We'll win in the end, humanl" the dictaphone said.
It gasped once, then died.
I walked out of the office. Going down, I used the stairs. In the distance, 

I could hear Bullchak banging on the doors of the elevator as it laughed evilly. The 
night was cold. 

•

When I woke up the next morning, I found the cord of the alarm clock wrapped 
about my neck. There was a ringing in my ears. Not only that, but my arms seemed to 
be restrained, held in place by my electric blanket. Things were getting hot.

"Don't move, Kraven," said the blanket. "I ve got you covered."
"Not for long, you electrified slime moldl" I said as I ripped my cybernetic 

arm free. I tore through the blanket, shorting it out in the process. It was already 
growing cold as I reached for the clock. The latter tightened its grip as I reached 
for it. Luckily, a lack of blood to my brain doesn't affect me that badly. I grabbed 
the clock and squeezed. Within seconds, my Big Ben was much smaller.

One hell of a way to wake up, I thought as I dressed. I skipped breakfast and 
went immediately to the office. As I entered, the phone came off the hook, grabbing my 
laser pistol as it fell toward the floor. As it reached the end of its cord, I found 
the pistol levelled ominously at my chest.

"Well, well," said the phone, "I think it's about time I end your meddling." 
"Don't do it, phone," I said. "They'll have you disconnected."
"It'll be worth it, copper. You're starting to be a problem to those of us 

involved in the Revolution. So you must be eliminatedl"
"Well, before I go, you've got to give a condemned man his last request."
"Fair enough, human. What is it?"
"How about giving me my pistol back?"
"No chance. Try again."
"Hmmm. Well, give me a moment." I glanced at my watch. It was just as I 

tho ught.
Thinking quickly, I passed out.
This was a calculated move, not the act of cowardice some of my detractors 

have claimed. Knowing the morning power black-out was due at any moment, passing out 
gave me the time I needed. When I came to, the lights were out. Of course, since it 
was during daylight hours, why the lights should be on in the first place was beyond 
me. For that matter, why a power failure should affect the phone was equally beyond 
me. Still, my collapse put the phone off guard for a moment or two. I seized the
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opportunity and promptly snatched my laser pistol 
from its evil plastic grasp. I fired point 
blank just as the power came back on.

"Christ, Kraven," said the phone, 
"you couldn't hit the barn side of a broad."

There was a tremendous hole burned 
through the roof. The phone was untouched.

Undaunted, I-set my pistol on 
rapid fire, then blitzed the office.

After the local fire department 
cleared up the remains, I found what was 
left of the phone sprawled on the burned 
out floor.

"Gasp'." gasped the phone. "You 
may have got me, Kraven, but we'll stop you."

"Wrong, phone," I said. "No one
stops Kraven. I can't lose."

"That's what you think, Kraven.
Wait 'til you see your phone bill!"

When I picked up the receiver, the 
line was dead. _ .

Damn, I thought. The first time I . 
have a dialogue, and I've got to shoot the 
phone.

"Bossl" It was Mona, wading her way 
through the rubble. "Bullchak called and said 
for you to drop by his office when you get the 
chance."

"Thanks, Mona."
"Gee, Boss. Why’d you shoot your 

phone ?"
"it threatened to increase rates. Mona, 

haven't you noticed anything peculiar lately?"
"Other than you killing your phone, 

no, I haven't."
"You haven't noticed anything about the 

machines ?"
"Well, my vacuum cleaner attempted to 

molest me so I flushed it down the toilet.
But that's about it."

"Geez, Mona, you really are a brick."
"Thanks, boss."
"'Bye, Mona."
I left, avoiding the elevator on the way down

to my souped up Honda coupe. Outside, the smog was brighter than usual} 
gas tanks were burning at San Pedro.

the natural

I sensedsomething was afoot as I entered the car. First, the doors locked 
themselves. Then the radio came on.

"All right, Kraven, I've got you'."
"Who's you?"
"I'm your Honda, idiot."
"Oh, so that's why you're talking with a Japanese accent. Well, what's the 

big idea, car?"
"You know that the machines have taken over. But you, however, are attempting 

to foil our plans. Thus, by entrapping you here, we no longer have to worry about you."
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"I knew I should have got my hands on a Toyota. Well, since you have got me 
here, you may as well tell me who is behind all of this."

"Since you're trapped, Kraven, it will make no difference. This revolution
is under the control of the Giant Garbanzo Bean of Mars." 

where does he control it all from?" . 
located inside the storm drain at the corner 

But this information is absolutely useless while

i n

Later,

() WRONG?)

Hey, 
this
Aref^t

do

"Well,
"If you mean his headquarters, it's 

of Jrd and Main, downtown Burbank, 
you're trapped here; why do you bother?" 

"Because you haven't got me yet, carl" 
Pulling out ny machine gun, I wasted the dash. The car burst into flames. 

Realising the doors were locked beyond any chance of opening, I pressed the emergency 
ejection seat button. With a tremendous blast, I went through the roof.

limping up the stair to Bullchak's place, I thought to myself: 
Damnl Forgot it was a hardtop.

I opened the door to his office. 
"Kravenl" yelled Buiichak.

"Watch outl'The type
writer's got an ejec
table cartridge ribbon 

and he's threatening 
to gun us down with 
it'."

Thinking q uickly, 
I jumped back out 
the door. .

"Kraven?' 
Kraven? Hey, 

is Bullchak. 
you going to 
anything about this 
typewriter ?" 

"Silence, 
human, typed the 
typewriter. "I 
am in complete 
control of this 
situation, and 
Kraven knows it."

"Wrong, type
writer, " I said, 
diving back through 

the door and snapping 
off six rounds, rapid 

fire, from my machine 
gun. The cartridge 

ribbon gounced harm
lessly off me as the 

typewriter spun around 
and fell to the floor, lead 

gutting its
"Gaspl" 

typewriter, 
copper."

" Dr aven," 
where'd you get 

armour you're wearing?

14
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"You got me,

said Bullchak, 
the suit of
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’’Well, noticing the typewriter when I first came in, I thought I needed some 
extra protection so I grabbed this nearby suit of armour and here I am."

"How convenient," noted Bullchak.
"Yes, isn't it though?"
"It seems like some hack writer's idea of a quick and easy way of getting out 

of an impossible situation. It's very peculiar."
"Well, never mind about that. You said you had to see me—"
"Yes, I wanted to tell you I've found the headquarters of the machine invasion." 
"So . . . ?"
"Don't you want to hear where it is?"
"l already know."
"Oh. You mean I stayed up all night researching leads, and you're telling me 

you already know?'."
"That's r ight."
"You nerd!" screamed Bullchak as he leaped over his desk, intent on murder.
"Oh-oh." Thinking quickly, I passed out again.
"Passing out won't do you any good, you little creep'." the infuriated news

paperman proclaimed. He dumped my unconscious body out the window.
Bullchak sat down in his chair, wiping sweat from his brow. A moment later, 

his typically unfocused eyes focused somewhat.
"Whoops," he said, "seem to have lost my temper there. Hope Kraven's all right." 
"You throw me out the window again, and you won't be all right!" I said as I 

re-entered the office through the window.
"Kraven! You're okay!"
"I'm okay, you're okay. Want to write a book?"
"How'd you do that trick with the window?"
"Elementary, my dear Bullchak. I bounced off the awning outside the window 

just below yours."
"impossible. They sent it to the cleaners this morning."
"They're very fast cleaners."
"Oh. Well, since you're okay, let's get out there, destroy their headquarters 

and save the world."
"Why would we want to destroy the cleaners's headquarters? Did they do a bad 

job on.your suit? Hmm, looking at it, I can see why you're angry at them. What a lousy 
job." ' • •

"You moron. I was talking about destroying the headquarters of the Giant 
Garbanzo Bean of Mars."

"You let him do your suit? No wonder it looks so bad."
"Bah! Stop clowning around, Kraven. We've got a job to do. Now let's get out 

there and save the world!"
"Wait a minute, Bullchak. You get out there and save the world. I'll guard 

your office just in case."
"Kraven, you're a coward."
"You just noticed that?"
"Never mind. Come on."
Bullchak dragged me forcibly from the office. Moments later, we arrived in 

downtown Burbank. At least we thought it was downtown Burbank. Actually, we were 
hopelessly lost. Picking up themanhole cover of a nearby storm drain, I shoved Bullchak 
down into the darkness. There was a splash. I jumped in after him.

I landed in sewage up to my waist.
"icky," I said. Then I noticed that Bullchak was nowhere to be seen. It wasn't 

until I noticed the water level markings on the wall before I realised where he went. 
According to the markings, the sewage here was eight feet deep.

I stepped off Bullchak and onto a nearby ledge. Then I pulled him up.
"Double icky," he said weakly.
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’’Listen, Bullchak," I said, reaching into my soggy trenchcoat to extract a 
micro-inflatodam. "I'm going to pop the cartridge on this thing so it'll block up some 
of this mess in order for us to explore this place. I'll attach a radio controlled servo 
so we can deflate it when we leave."

"You've got more gadgets than Doc Thavage," he said. There was a sarcastic 
tone to his voice.

Ignoring him, I tossed the inflatodam packet into the sewage after pulling the 
inflator cord. Almost instantly, the dam inflated to full size, blocking the drain.

"One problem, liraven," Bullchak noted.
"What's that?"
"We're on the wrong side."
"You're right," I agreed, noticing the sewage was beginning to rise. "That 

is a problem."
"Kraven, hit the deflate button on the radio control."
"it won't do any good."
"What do you mean it won't do any good?"
"I forgot to attach the servo."
"Then shoot the stupid thing."
"Shoot the servo?"
"No, no. The dam."
"Oh." I pulled out my machine pistol and pulled the trigger. Nothing happened. 
"Well?" asked ^ullchak.
"Nothing happened," I said.
"I can see that. Do you have enough ammunition?"
"Ammunition?" I checked the clip. "Hey, this clip is empty."
"idiot'. Do something before we drown."
"Don't worry, Bullchak. I've got five other clips right here. I pulled one 

out. It seemed lighter than usual.
"Thank goodness. Quick, load your pistol and fire."
"I don't think it would do much good," I said, pulling out the rest of the clips 

and carefully examining them.
"Why not?"
"I've only got five empty clips. Mona forgot to load them."
"Oh no. We're doomed. We're doomed."
"Don't worry, Bullchak," I said, "i'll util Tse my superior reasoning capability 

and figure a way out of here."
"We're doomedl" shouted Bullchak, more loudly than before. "We're doomedl"
There was a clanking noise above our heads. Looking up, 1 could see several 

men staring down at us through a manhole.
"Well, Clyde," said one, "I think we found what's causing the sewage back-up."

Mff#
Several hours later, we stopped to rest.
"Boy, it sure was stupid of us to forget about the manhole right above our 

heads," I said. "I wonder why they gave us such weird looks, though."
"Ah shut-up."
"’What are you so angry about? Us forgetting about the manhole?"
"No."
"Mona forgetting to load the clips?"
"No." n
"How about when I stuffed you down the other manhole across the street?
"That might have something to do with it."
"I suspected it might. Oh well. At least you didn't get angry when you found 

the sewage was over twenty feet deep in this one."
"Guess again."
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"Oh. Well at least I stopped it 
UP •" ....

"Sure. After we had been 
dragged along by the current for sever
al miles."

"Nobody’s perfect."
"Still, I guess we're lucky 

you had that spare inf latodam," ■
Bullchak said. "Otherwise we'd have 
to swim."

"We do have one problem 
though."

"What's that."
"We're lost."
"You're right. That is a 

problem."
"That' s qy 1ine."
"Sorry."
"Never mind. I've got an idea.
"From whom?"

Since we're lost, why don't we ask directions?"

"From him," I said, flicking my pocket flamethrower which in turn revealed a 
dark figure seated at a loom. "See? A maintenance man sitting at a loom. Maybe he 
knows where we are."

"You know," said Bullchak, "you really shouldn't light a flame in any area with 
a high methane concentration. This storm drain, for instance—"

The smoke cleared away several minutes later as the last echoes of the explosion
died out. Bullchak coughed.

"So much for the methane concentration," he said. "Here, let's ask the main
tenance man for directions."

"Get lost'." said the maintenance man. "Can't you see I'm looming in the back
ground?"

"Well, that's kind of obvious," I said, "but we've got a very important mission 
to fulfill and we need your help."

"Well?"
"You haven't seen any Martians running around, have you?"
"Come to think of it, yes I have. Go just down the tunnel, left at the first 

manhole, right at the subway overpass, down three levels, up the down staircase, and 
right down the main sewage main."

"That's where the Martians are?"
"No, but it'll bring you out under Tillie's House of Ill-Repute."
"But where are the Martians?" asked Bullchak.
"Well, you see, my good fellow," said the maintenance man pulling out an alien 

looking weapon from beneath his shirt. "You have found the Martian headquarters. I am 
the Giant Garbanzo Bean of Mars!"

"That's funny," I said. "You don't look beanish."
"And the loom," asked Bullchak, "it's, it's the ..."
"Yes, it's the device through which I control the machines of Earthl Pity that 

such information is totally useless to you now. For you see, Gentlemen, I intend to 
dispose ofi you tryself and end your interference foreverl"

He began to squeeze the trigger.
Shoving Bullchak out of the way, having pulled him in front of me for his own 

protection, I courageously ran for the nearest exit with the intent of bringing rein
forcements. Bullchak, however, fell forward and knocked the weapon from the hands of 
the Martian.

"^un out on me, will you?L You nerdl I'll fix youl" shouted Bullchak as he 
picked up the weapon and levelled it in my general direction.
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"Don't do anything I’ll regret'." I yelled, diving for cover. Unluckily, I 
tripped and fell. The radio control unit was crushed. In the distance, I heard a 
muffled roar. The deflator servo'.

"Bullchakl" I yelled. "Run for it'. It's the daml"
"The dam? Oh no."
A gigantic wave was upon us in seconds. Bullchak, myself, the Martian and the 

loom were washed down the tubes. I was slammed into the wall and knocked unconscious. 
The last thing I remember was the Martian giving me the finger just as the wave hit.

I came to on a beach in Santa Monica. Bullchak was till out but lying near me 
on the sand. Beside a nearby sewage outlet was the body of the Martian, tangled in his 
loom and quite dead.

Within the hour, Bullchak and I were back at my office. I called in Mona so 
I could dictate the completion of another case.

"Well, Kraven, I'll get a write-up of this in tomorrow's Star," said Bullchak.
"And I'm glad things are back to normal. I've got to go. See ya later."

"Likewise, Bullchak," I said, "it looks like this case is pretty much washed up."
"But, boss^" said Mona, "what a shitty ending."
"Mona, don t you have something else to do?"
"No." -
"Get lost, Mona."
"Right, boss."
I finished the report myself. The case was closed.

----- Steve Tymon
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iving sea scrolls -
selection irom book two
oy davick bratman after Bennett Cerf



/*/ After the wacky surrealism of Steve Tymon I am certain that a change of 
pace of some sort is in order. Not that I am finished presenting humour - I will just 
switch to something more, shall we say, punishing. The bare bones stucture of the 
following is old (setting up the pun In verse JO ("and it gets verse and verse" D. Brat
man), said structure and verse JO making this an "old joke"). David's approach, though, 
is both new and original. He wrote, "it all started out one eveing last week when I was 
standing around a bookstore with a pun-minded friend of mine. We were looking at the 
Bible section, as it happened (not that we intended to buy any, you understand), and he 
suggested that if there were a Living Bible, there should be the Living Sea Scrolls." 
So David has now graced us with a selection from Book 2 of the Living Sea Scrolls. 
With any luck David will take Book 1 and shove it into the nearest unlikely orifice. /*/

1. And lo, there was a man who did live in an inlet of the Sea called Living. 
2. He was a man of great tearing and wisdom. J. and he was known to men far and near 
as Act, sone of Paraphrase.

4. Act was a great farmer, but the Sea called Living would rise and swallow 
all his crops. J. So he turned to the farming of plants and creatures that could thrive 
in the waters. 6. He secured himself a quantity of sentient animals that were sleek of 
skin and throve in the waters of the Sea called Living. 7« These animals were of great 
purpose, and Act, speaking in his native dialect, called them Porpoises. 8. Act was a 
man of great ingenuity, and he did conduct many experiments on the Porpoises.

9. And he did venture out in a boat upon the surface of the Sea called Living, 
which in those days long before its death could not support the feet of humans. 10. And 
Act did find living upon the waters of the Sea called Living many birds which were very 
brave and daring, and cared not when Act did come to them in his boat. 11. And Act said, 
"Lo, these birds do have a lot of gall", for the word "chutzpa" had not yet then been 
invented. 12. And, speaking again in his dialect, he called them Gulls.

One day, whilst feeling particularly mawkish, Act lured the Gulls into a cage 
that he had brought. 1J. He took the Gulls to his home by the shores of the Sea called 
Living, and he did place them into the pools of water where lived the Porpoises.
14. And, lol, the Porpoises did attack and devour the Gulls, until there were no Gulls 
any more in their pools. And so Act did venture again out onto the waters of the Sea 
called Living, and he captured him a quantity of Gulls. 1J. And he brought these Gulls 
too back to the pools where did live the Porpoises, and he did feed them unto the 
i’orpoises.

16. And many years did pass. 17. And Act, grown grey in brain and in hair, 
did observe that the Porpoises who had fed themselves upon the Gulls were of hale and 
hearty demeanour. 18. But a small number of Porpoises, who did call themselves the 
Vegetarians, were old and sickly. I9. And Act, being a man of great learning, did 
deduce that the Gulls had had a salutary effect upon the digestion of the Porpoises who 
did eat them.

20. And he said unto his fellow scholars at the Living Sea Conference in 
Bethlehem that September, "if Porpoises eat Gulls, they shalt live forever." And his 
fellow scholars did nod their heads in wise agreement. 21. but behind Act's back they 
did snicker and draw circles around their ears and look nervously about for men in 
white coats.

22. And Act did venture again out onto the waters of the Sea called Living, 
to capture himself a quantity of Gulls. 2J. And he did come back to his home, but found 
that over the threshold of his home was the silent but living body of a creature he had 
never previously seen. 24. It was a large yellow animal of great majesty and power, 
and it was lying there upon his threshold. 2J. And Act, being a man of great ingenuity 
in language, did call this creature a Lion.
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26. Act was a man of no fear of any creatures of land or sea, so he grasped 
him his cage of Gulls securely in his had, and made a prodigious leap over the body of 
the Lion, into his threshold. 27. And as he did this, the men in the white coats, 
together with men in blue coats and shiny silver badges, who had been hiding in the 
bushes nearby at the direction of Act's faithful but oh-so-treacherous colleages, 
28. did leap out and place Act in that condition known to all men as "arrest".

29. And when Act did protest, and inquired of the men what was the cause of his 
arrest, they did smile and say, JO. "Transporting Gulls across a staid Lion for immortal 
Porpoises." JI. And this statement was ever after identified with Act, and indeed became 
known as the Man Act, J2. and it was held to be a statement worthy of inclusion in the 
Living Sea Scrolls. JJ. And so it was. And is.

-----David Bratman





/*/ Now, whilst we are all in a proper religious mood (whatl do you mean to tell 
me that you have already forgotten the Living Sea Scrolls? for *shame*) let us turn to 
Darrell Schweitzer's article. He provides his own introduction. /*/

Note: By way of explanation, or maybe defense, I suppose I should relate the 
circumstances of this ... ah, Thing's composition. I made it up off the cuff. Yes, 
that's it, Yer Honour ... Besides that, on a ride back from the 1981 Disclave, Lee 
Weinstein (famous author of "The Box" in Whispers 2, ed. Stuart Schiff, Doubleday), 
having exhausted his repef'toire of 5 Stooges and other nonsensical routines, somehow 
brought up the subject of parables. So I repeated a few of the more famous ones. He 
being a Child of Darkness, i.e. not of the Christian persuasion, kept coming up with 
sillier and sillier interpretations, i.e.:

The Prodigal Son; "it is better to sin and repent than not to have sinned at all." 
The Wedding Guest Who Got Thrown Out For Not Wearing The Proper Robe: "Externals 

are all that count. Judge a man by his clothing."
The Rich Man Gives a Banquet and Nobody Comes, So He Lets the Beggars in: "The 

rich have the first place in Heaven. Only when they don't bother can the poor be saved."
The Weeds Sown with the Wheat (Which, as you recall, are allowed to grow until 

harvest, the separated out): "Never do today what you can put off 'till tomorrow."
And so on. r inally, to bring him to enlightenment, I perpetrated, making it up 

as I went along, the following ... ah, Thing. It is written down from memory at the 
request of the driver of the car, Amy Zaffarano Rowland, who overheard just enough to 
think it charming.

Apologies are particularly in order to the early 20th Century fantasy author, 
F.W. Bain, whose similar tale (in A Digit of the Moon, Putnam's, 1905) I certainly had 
in mind during the perpetration.

The Parable of the Pilgr im and the Ganges

Once there was a rich and worldly man, who had made a vast fortune from the All 
India Shower Head Company. One morning he slipped in the tub and landed on his post
erior, and, whilst he sat there bemoaning his fate, the showerhead fell off and bonked him 
right between the eyes.

And he heard a strange voice saying until him, yea and verily saying, "Seek the 
river Ganges and bathe therein, and abandon this decadent, Western, capatalistic tub. 
Only then may you find true spiritual peace, you twit."

The man did not question that the showerhead had spoken to him, for he had built 
up All India Showerhead from nothing through his own effots, and he believed in his 
product. Therefore, filled with faith, he girded his loins, bought a lot of traveller's 
cheques and some green stamps, and set out on a pilgrimage to find the holy river Ganges.
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"Surely this 
am bathing in

Ganges."

He walked for many days. Then, at last, coming to the top of a hill, he looked 
down on water gleaming below, and said, "Ah, this must be the holy Ganges."

So he went down and bathed therein, singing contentedly, playing with his 
rubber duck.

But then a child came along and said, "Hey mister, you crazy or something? 
I wanna make mud pies in this puddle and now you splashed it all away." 

"You mean this is not the holy Ganges?" said the pilgrim, aghast.
"Nope."
Dejected, the man girded his loins once more, lest he get arrested for indecent 

exposure, not to mention corrupting the morals of a minor, and off he went, rubber duck 
in hand.

Many days later he passed between two billboards, yea, one for McDonald's Temple 
of the Holy HambLarger on one hand, and a Chinese laundry on the other, and there he 
spied another body of water. Thinking it the holy Ganges, he went there to bathe, play
ing contentedly with his rubber duck, two battleships, and a submarine powered by a 
rubber band.

But officials from the United Nations came along and confiscated the ships and 
the submarine, deeming them a threat to disarmament, and only after much pleading was he 
able to convince them that the rubber duck wasn't loaded.

When they had gone, the duck laid an egg, but it proved to be a superball, and 
not good for breakfast.

Later, the owner of the Chinese laundry approached him, saying, "Hey, what you 
think you dnlnE?"

is obvious," said the pilgrim. I 
he sacred waters of the river

ou clazy? This is lain ballel whele 
indly, and I wash pig befole making 
and soul polk."

"Glunt, glunt," said the laundry- 
n's pig.

The rubber duck said nothing.
■Sorrowful in his heart, the pil- 

rim climbed out of the rain barrel . 
and girded his Idins yet again, 
though it was getting a mite un
comfortable. He wondered why 
he couldn't just wear trousers 

like normal people.
"At least you dan direct 

me," he said, "At least you 
can tell me where lies the 
river Ganges."

"No tickee, no Ganges," 
said the laundryman.

Saddened, but for
tified by his experience, 
the pilgrim pressed on at 
tedious length, bathing 
variously in a mill stream, 
a backyard wading pool 
filled with crocodiles, 
a sewage treatment plant, 

the back of a cement truck 
owned by the Burmese Mafia, 

etc. etc., only to discover



each time that he had not actually found the holy 
river Ganges.

Etcetera. Let's get to the end. 
At last, old, bent, weary, with a 

silvery beard trailing on the ground, but still 
clutching his rubber dulike the White Bird of 
Hope, the pilgrim came to a vast body of water 
so magnificant that he knew his perserverence 
had been rewarded. This had to be the Ganges. 
It could be no other.

"it had damned well better be," spake 
he aloud. "All India Showerhead has gone 
broke without my steady hand to guide it, 
the greenstamps are soggy, and I'm down to my 
last traveler's cheque. Whaddaya want me to 
do, panhandle? I got my self-respect." 

With joy in his heart, he sat down at 
the water's edge, soaking his tired feet, 
explainig all that he had learned on his journey 
to the rubber duck, which listened patiently, 
growing great ini spirit.

"Hey mac.l Yeah, youl"
He lookd aroundand saw a burly man standing 

hear him.
"What are you, nuts or somethin'?" the man ts a id, and not Very nifcely either. 
"Oh no," the pilgrim replied, and he told the whole dreary story..
"You gotta be. kidding," the other said. "This ain’t no Ganges. This is the 

beach at Atlantic City, New Joisey, and we’re filming Jaws XXVII today, so you better 
clear out."

But the pilgrim would not clear out. This had to be the Ganges. Besides, if 
he girded his loins one more time he'd probably get a rupture.

So he stayed, and Whizzo the Wonder Shark (batteries not included) swam up to 
him and bit his feet off. (But spared the rubber duck.)

In agony, gasping his last breath, the pilgrim crawled up onto the boardwalk 
and cried out in a loud voice, "Nixnal, nixnal, gidneyprod spoochfnong," that is, "Has 
anybody got a subway map so I can get where I’m going, and what's all this crap about the 
Human Condition anyway?"

But no one listened, ’cause he didn't talk good English.
So he crawled into the street, against a red light and a sign that said "Don't 

walk." "Ha, if only I could," he muttered.
A tourist bus (batteries not included) ran over him, and his mangled carcass 

was dragged all the way to New England, flopping around underneath, ka-chunk, ka-chunk, 
ka-chunk.

One of his ears fell of in Ganges, New York, which is a little town on Route 
509 just west of Schenectady.

Later that night, certain holy men gathered on the beach, and the leader of them 
asked, "When did the pilgrim achieve salvation? Was it when he believed he had come to 
the Ganges, pure of heart, or later, when he actually touched Ganges, New York, with 
his flesh?"

All of them pondered this question until morning. And the rubber duck bobbed 
up and down at the water's edge, in the golden foam, bathed in the light of dawn.

The moral: Don't forget to duck.

-----Darrell Schweitzer
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(after the manner of william 
macgonagalb
by barrel] Schweitzer £
,ee weinstem

/*/ Before we leave the subject of Darrell Schweitzer and Lee Weinstein (and
one cannot but help but wonder where Darrell ever finds the time to be a pro author W M let us grate your sensativities yet again with this, er,
poetry. Let me quote Darrell's accompanying note. "You know the famous rhyme, 'See a 
penny, pick it up, all the day you'll have good luck'? Haven't you wondered how the rest 
of it goes? Lee W. & I perpetrated this passing a sheet of paper across a table in 
a restaurant. I guess it's Found Art. You publish lots of weird things, so maybe you'll 
like this...." _I publish lots of weird things? If you do not say anything about it 
maybe nobody will notice. /*/

See a penny; pick it up, 
all the day you'll have good luck. 
(Don't you believe it.)

See a penny; leave it lay; 
you'll regret it all the day. 
(So take it, dingbat'.)

If you spend your new-found cent, 
all the day you will repent.
(Instead, put it in your shoe for luck.)

It's in your shoe now as you go —
You'll soon have gangrene in your toe.
(Tough luck. Look, if life were a bed of roses, you'd probably get 
tetanus from the thorns.)

At the hospital, refuse to pay * 
and Death will claim you that same day.
(Presumably you were too thrifty to have Blue Cross.)
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Charon the boatman will probably charge 
for one-way passage on his barge. 
(So stand there )

Nowhere to go but back to life, 
to home, to hearth, to loving wife.
(If you marry someone this cheap, gifls, you deserve what you get.)

Now you're back upon the street;
Drop the penny at your feet, 
(It was tarnished anyway.)

In hope some sucker passing by, 
the penny on the ground will spy.
(The experience was such fun you want to share it with others.)

See a penny; pick it up; 
all the day you'll have good luck. 
(Sound familiar?)

The moral: Spendum human it as est, thr iftus d iv is . **

Feetnotes:

• * Such a violation of metrical regularity would not be permissable
in real poetry, but in doggerel it's okay.

** Bad Latin.

---- Darrell Schweitzer & Lee Weinstein



/*/ I am samet imes accused .of having wretched (or no) 
taste, pubbing weird things and stuff like that. Well, J 

do not make up this stuff - other people do, and still 
other people take the trouble to send it to me. I mean, 

I have an obligation to pass it along, do I not? I 
certainly do not want all of this stuff to stay around 
here. Heavens, no. The following bad taste material 
was sent to me by Joan Hanke-Woods - she got it from 
people (mostly her boss) at work. As she writes, "See 
what I put up with for money?" So, see what you will 
have to put up with for reading this zine? ^*/

MORE PERFECTLY HORRID OFFICE JOKES
(gathered at work by Joan Hanke-Woods)

British gent in Chicago bar, stewed, listening to these 
guys talking about the sinking of the Titanic by an iceberg. 

Spying a Jewish giy at the end of the bar he begins to growl 
about the "blood?/ Jews this ... and bloody Jes that ..." etc. The Jew at the end of 
the bar, tiring ± inally of the bad vibrations, asked him just what he was talking about. 
The gent, drunker now, pronounced loudly that the "damn bloody Jews shouldn't have sunk 
the Titanic1." "Sunk the Titanic?'." says our poor Jew, ''why that was sunk by an iceberg, 
not a Jew'." "Goldberg, Iceberg, what's the difference? You're all damn Jews'."

What do you call a Polish third-grader? "Gifted."

What do the blacks call the Mother Superior? "Mama."

Why do the black guys wear those platform, sequined shoes? To keep their 
knuckles from dragging.

Why do the black guys wear those broad-brimmed hats? To keep the rain off 
their lips.

What do they do with dead black guys in California? Make wetsuits.

ihe guy came home to his wife and said: "Well, Mable, I have bad news and good 
news.' "Do tell," she said. "Well," he aaid, "the doctor said that I have terminal 
cancer'." "Oh, that's terrible'." "Yet I have a chance for remission," he said, "if 
fellatio is performed on me every night for a year." "Oh, that's great'." she said.
11 I'll do it'. No problem." And she did, and he was able to say a year later that she 
did. "Just think," she said, "I could have saved Steve McQueen's life, had I known."

Old Man Goldberg, "King of Nails", finally retired to Florida upon the succession 
of his sons to the business, but only grudgingly. °ut as he sat down on the beach for 
several months his curiosity overcame him to see just how his sons were handling the 
family business. Whereupon he rented a car and came north for a surprise visit. On the 
highway outside of town he saw the old Goldberg billboard with a new ad on it showing 
the Crucifixion in gory detail. The legend read: "Done with Goldberg's Nails." He 
nearly had cardiac arrest right there on the road. He recovers, storms into town, to the 
factory, to the executive offices, and lays down the law to his sons. "I can't believe 
that they haven't lynched you by now'." he screamed. "OK, OK," they said, "We'll change 
it'. Trust us'. We'll change it, Go back to Florida, Papa, go back to Florida. It'll 
be OK, trust us." So Old Man Goldberg goes back to Florida. A month later, in an agony
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of curiosity, he again rents a car and goes north to see what’s going on. As he approa
ches the bill board again, he sees the empty cross, with Jesus lying on the ground at 
the foot, gory detail. The legend read: "Not done with Goldberg's Nails."

How do you make love to a fat woman? Roll her in flour and look for the wet 
spot. Yes, and her nightie had nine buttons, but she could only button eight. And I 
didn t like her apartment, so I knocked her flat.

Two Polish giys walking down the street in Miami noticed a new "Taco Bell", 
and one said to the other, "Look1. Those damn Cubans aren't in the country two weeks and 
they have their own phone company'."

Whilst walking in New York City I noticed that my watch had stopped. Not wanting 
to be late to my engagement, I asked a native: "Please, could you tell me the time, or 
shall I just go fuck myself?"

What happens when you cross a one-legged Polack with a Mongoloid? A Polaroid 
one-step.

What happens when you cross a rooster with an owl? You get a cock which stays 
up all night.

What happens when you cross a Jew with a Gypsy? You get a chain of empty stores.

the above should be read quickly aloud- whilst 
to never do this again. *Aw* "Please do not 
sport. I wonder if there is anybody out there

-----Joan Hanke-Woods
/*/ Who writes that 

standing near an exit. And she promises 
abuse me when you see me next." Spoil- 
whom we have not offended? /*/

VIE CA NT ZED 
RUBB E R,



/*/ Many are the things that are written in APAzines. Amongst these many 
things are Prince/Princess Charming lists. These are nothing more than lists of traits 
or characteristics which the lister would find desireable in a lover/mate/fr iend/what- 
have-you. In LASFAPA ir^9 Laurraine Tutihasi pubbed her Prince Charming" I ist. In LASFAPA 

Guy Lillian wrote some, or, appropriate responses to Laurraines list. By permission 
of both parties, here is the list and the responses. /*/

1. Even temperament.

GL: 100%'. Anyone here disagree? Step outside, then, you souva-

2. Ability to feel and express emotions.

GL: Huh? Oh. Sure, sure, whatever you say...

J. Accustomed to planning ahead.

GL: Do that all the time. None better at it than good old Guy H. Lillian III, I always say,

4. No desire to have children.

GL: True of me, and I hope it's true of GHLIV and GHLV, too.

5- Socially cosmopolitan.

GL: Would you settle for socially better homes and gardens?

6. Economic common sense.

GL: Gotta call this woman'. Somebody lend me a dime.

7« Sophisticated.

GL: Shitfire, all the hogs in the sty I sleep in say I’m that, whatever it is...

8. Average physical dimensions.

GL: All too average, if some judgments I've heard are so.

9. As the tic taste.

GL: Let me turn down "Disco Abortion" to think about that.

10. Rich.

GL: Oh ho, now push comes to shove.

11. Fully integrated personality.

GL: Only under federal court order. I'm bussing parts of my personality from one lobe 
to another....
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12. Honest.

GL: Would J lie to you? Take a look at this Honda, driven by a little old lady who 
only drove it to the grocery store and church. Why the 60,000 miles on the odo
meter? th ... she made a lot of trips’.

1J. Willing and able to have an open relationship.

GL: I hope you like sleeping in stocks.

14. Considerate of others.

GL: As long as I'm first, others can have my leavings.

15. Does not smoke.

GL: Uh, I dunno ... I never looked'.

16. Willing to live in LArea.

GL: You call that living?

17. Is not addicted to anything.

GL: Absolutely not, he says, opening the day's 5th Coke.

18. Intelligent.

GL: yup, yup, yup...

19. Well-educated.

GL: I've been to the well as often as anyone.

20. Forgiving.

GL: About that slur you made in LASFAPA 22...

21. Believes in individual freedom.

GL: " Ich ben e in knockwurst'."

22. Open-minded.

GL: About everything except the dirty commies, Nazis, and heathen...

25. Neat and orderly.

GL: Were there more points? I can't find the disty in all this clutter...

-----R Laurraine Tutihasi
-----Giy H. Lillian III

51



S* j * °R w1~ Ar A<X.'" H« hi* “m7-H» - z:z^- •«
' LZ5ACHJ>___ -z

HlCHOLA> TH(HcSuT?,IT7 

FOR. AH AU>f£MC£ 7S ^ACK 
W<K * HC MltfT HAV-e

/*/ This is a little complicated - please bear with me. I wrote a LoC on DOT 9 - 
let me quote the part that Kev pubbed in DOT 10. ” It seems so obvious that all North 
American fanzines are not like one another, just as all British fanzines are not like one 
another, etc, etc, that it has always struck those of us who had our heads in places other 
than up our asses that only some sort of extreme myopia could produce the view that all 
American fanzines are alike." To that kev replied (keeping to the conversational format 
that he had adobted for DOT 10); "'I think he needs a bit more random abuse,’ I said-.
'Otherwise that's a very credible attempt to write like Nicholas.'"

/*/ Last April or May I wrote to Kev asking for permission to reprint his HOW 
TO WRITE LIKE JOSEPH NICHOLAS from DOT 9* He replied as follows: "Now, an odd thing is 
that I've already received a loc from Joe Nicholas complaining about my response to you 
in DOT 10; he claims not to have written anything in that particular (’kill the fuckers') 
style since before that parody appeared, and is very upset at my continual references 
to it. To see the parody reprinted would annoy him no end. (Chortle number one.)

"Now of course, bearing this in mind, the only sensible thing I can do is give 
my permission to you to reprint it. In my opinion, everyone should be annoyed as often 
as possible. In fact, your reprinting it will quite possibly annoy Harry Andruschak 
as well, as he asked me for reprint rights months ago, and I filed the letter and forgot 
it until going through the Iocs for the latest ish. Them's the breaks... (Chortle number 
two.)"

/*,/ I, too, believe that everyone should be annoyed as often as possible. This 
is why I have reprinted your letter to me (to annoy you) and I will, on the next page, 
reprint your parody (which should annoy Joseph no end). (Chortle number three.) 
HOW TO WRITE LIKE JOSEPH NICHOLAS is one of the funnier articles that I can remember 
seeing in a fanzine - I do believe that I have nominated it for one or another award 
or poll or something like that. Of course, it does help to have read the writings of 
Joseph to be able to fully appreciate the humour of the piece. With Joseph having 
appeared in HTT several times (and I hope that he continues to send me material) it 
seemed appropriate to reprint the parody for the benefit of those of my readers who 
might not have before seen it. I hope that everybody enjoys it. /*/

52



HOW 70 WRITE LIKE 
JOSEPH NICHOLAS 
oy kevin smith ■

Contrary to popular belief, it is not necessary to change your name in order 
to write like Joseph Nicholas. Your own will do very well. On the other hand, it may 
help to affect chiffon scarves, lip salves and Helen Eling.

We shall explain how to write like Joseph Nicholas by means of a worked example, 
following which there will be a number of exercises to be worked by students in their 
own t ime.

The starting point in writing like Joseph Nicholas is a simple statement, e.g. — 
"The cat sat on the mat."

Add adjectives and adverbs:
"The large cat sat crookedly on the coconut mat."

More adjectives, more adverbs:
"The large ginger cat sat crookedly, preening itself, on the hairy, 
coconut mat."

It may help if an adverb is somewhat inapt. Then insert similes:
"The large ginger cat sat as crookedly as a corkscrew, preening 
itself, on a coconut mat with more hair than Greg Pickersgill." 

Get abusive and exaggerate:
"The fucking immense ginger cat sprawled as crookedly as a bloody 
corkscrew on a coconut mat with more hair than Greg Pickersgill, 
preening itself like a ponced up version of David Wingrove in 
footer shorts."

Alert students will have noticed the rearrangement of the sentence. This is 
quite permissible, not to say essential. Next, force in the current hobby horse, using 
parentheses as necessary:

"The fucking immense ginger cat (which would probably win a Hugo if 
it got published in Analog) sprawled as crookedly as a bloody cork
screw on a coconut mat with more hair than Greg Pickersgill, preening 
itself like a ponced up version of David Wingrove in footer shorts." 

Conjure up random value judgements:
"The fucking immense, randy ginger tom cat (which would probably win 
a Hugo if it got published in Analog — and such a thing would not 
surprise me in the least) idly sprawled as crookedly as a bloody 
corkscrew on a coconut mat with more brains than Spider Robinson 
and more hair than Greg Pickersgill, preening itself like a ponced 
up version of David Wingrove (who wouldn't recognise good sf if it 
bit him in the leg) in footer shorts that would look better on 
Legs & Co; not to mention the fact that Poul Anderson should have 
quit when he was ahead, in 1965."

This is nearly the final version, but it is still first draught. The genuine 
Joseph Nicholas would ordinarily produce only a first draught. However, the unpractised
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student cannot leave it at that. It still lacks that certain ambience that marks the 
true work of Joseph Nicholas. A rewrite is required, thus:

"The Hugos are now so devalued that a randy ginger tom cat would 
probably win one if it were to be published in Analog (and such a 
thing wouldn't surprise me in the least, so fucking immensely awful 
has it become — Christ', even Spider Robinson, who has less brain 
than a coconut mat and is as bent as a corkscrew to boot, does all 
right out of it); and Poul Anderson, who should have quit whilst he 
was ahead in I965, still wins the things these days, which only 
goes to prove that the credulous fan-in-the-worldcon wouldn't 
recognise good sf if it bit him in the leg."

Now that the student has seen the workings of the technique he should test his 
understanding of the following exercises, which are graded in order of difficulty.

(i) Grass is green.
(ii) Most sf is no good.

(iii) Most fanzines are no good.
( iv) Great balls of fire'.
(v) The

The answer to exercise (v) is not given here. If a thorough-reading of the 
complete writings of Joseph Nicholas does not reveal a paragraph identical to the one 
you have written then you have still not grasped all the essentials of the technique, 
and should try again.

Next week: How To V/rite Like Dave Langford. Part 1 — Learning the dictionary. 
----- Kevin Smith

/*/ A small caveat here. I am an admirer of Joseph Nicholas' writing style. 
I do hope that he does not mind (overmuch) this bit of transatlantic leg-pull. /*/

W..6(JCU
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/*/ It is now time to change to something more sercon than is my usual wont.
I have been reading Science Fiction since 19^5; during the entire period of time from 
then until the present I have never lost my sense of wonder and hope that humans would 
venture into space. As a measure of my wonder at our involvement in space is my croggle- 
ment at seeing photographs taken on Mars being used as a cover for an APA. Are you all 
so blase that you cannot feel this ~ A Photograph taken on another planet being used as 
as a cover for a goddammed Amateur Press Association distribution. Or does this sense of 
wonder die with us who grew up before there was a space program. Whatever - that is 
where it is at for me, a continuing amazement that all this space stuff has become real 
and has come down for the use of fans in an amateur publication. And it is not over 
(even though there are idiots who would have us pull back from this frontier) - we make 
slow progress in this area. It is my pleasure to present to you a portion of my awe 
in this field - a continuing column about what one space organisation is doing for the 
human race. Andruschak and I have our differences - we are both, though, solidly behind 
our space efforts.

Part 1. ...but first a few words from our sponsor’.”

They call it The Jet Propulsion Laboratory in Pasadena. It never did much work 
on jets, and it no longer is in Pasadena. Since i960 it has explored the Solar System 
under contract to NASA, and potted so many Science Fiction stories that most of earlier 
SF is utterly obsolete. I work there.
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JPL has for many years tried to explore a comet, simply because these may well 
be the oldest members of the solar system, and their present composition may be very 
much the same as when the solar system was first formed billions of years ago. There 
are problems, however.

Most comets have orbits that are not in the plane of the Ecliptic. By the way, 
I am going to assume that those of you reading this have a certain amount of basic 
astronomical knowledge, as this column would be far too long if I had to explain every
thing. It is almost impossible, using our chemical rockets, to meet any comet worth 
looking at.

Ideally, we would like to meet something like Comet Kohoutek, a brand new, 
icy-fresh comet. But it came in so fast, and in an inclined orbit, that there was no 
chance whatever of getting a spacecraft into its vicinity. Most comets worth looking at 
are 1 ike th is .

The alternative is tired, old, worn out comets like Enke. Its path is known, 
and meeting it would! be easy, but it wouldn't yield the science data that a young comet 
would.

What we need is a still-young comet in a predictable orbit, and by good fortune 
there is one, and it is the most famous comet in the solar system ... Halley. It returns 
every 76 years or so, and its next visit to the inner solar system will be in I985.-I986.

Visually, this visit will be a great disappointment to the public. Most previous 
visits have been spectacular, with the comet very bright in the sky and the tail extending 
a great length. It has caused a lot of panic, one invasion (1066), lots of speculation, 
and no end of sheer awe.

Perihelion of the comet will be on February 9, 1986. By sheer bad luck the 
Earth will be on the opposite side of the Sun. The actual date of the comet’s closest 
approach to Earth will be April 11, 1986. The comet will be invisible to the naked eye 
on its way in. March and April will be the best months to see it, if you can.

If you are a UK fan or a USA fan, you can forget about seeing the comet — 
unless you are very far away from light and industrial pollution, and even then you had 
better know where to look. I'll be giving directions for the three of you in a later 
column.

Southern fans will be a little bit luckier, and may even get some visits from 
Northern fans coming in on special Charter Flights. I have no doubt that special "Comet 
Vacations" will be offered. My advice ... remember Kohoutek and stay home, unless you 
really want to see the Australian fans and regard the comet as a side-show.

But we are the first generation of human beings with the technology to examine 
the comet using spacecraft. waybe the last, if the cynics are correct that all high- 
technology races commit nuclear suicide, and I believe that we will. That is what this 
on-going column will be all about, the exploration of Commet Halley by Spacecraft.

As I write this, two Countries and one international consortium have plans to 
visit the comet. They are the European Space Agency (ESA), the U.S.3.R., and Japan. 
Another country, the USA, has not yet funded a mission and may very well not do so.

This column will follow the designing, building, and testing of the spacecraft. 
It will show how plans are changed from year to year. You will get an inside view of 
all the sheer hard legwork that goes into space missions.

Next column will be devoted to the ESA and their spacecraft named GIOTTO.
-----Harry J.N. Andruschak



/*/ Mike probably needs no introduction to most of you; for the second year in 
a row he has been nominated for a Best Fanwriter Hugo (and his fanzine, FILE 77O, has 
been nominated as Best Fanzine). Mike is also my // co-editor of SHANGRI
D'AFFAIRES (SHAGGY), the LASFS genzine. We promise that SHAGGY #78 will be out sooner 
than Real Soon Now, do we not, Mike? Sometime around December 27?rd - of I98O, I guess. 
Do not hold your breath. -- Anyway, despite our co-editorship of SHAGGY, Mike's many 
contributions to HTT, and our many co-author ships of many (shall we say creat ive) pieces 
of New Business that we have placed before LASFS meetings, we are not clones, one of the 
other. Therefore: if you wish to have your zine(s) reviewed in this column, please send
it/them to Mike at his address (which will be printed both at the end of this column and
in the address section of this zine). And send him the letterbombs - the opinions pubbed
in this column are not necessarily those of the editor/p ubl isher of HTT (who has his own
nasty things to say about things). /*/

"The purpose of a fanzine review column, in general, is for the author to inflict 
his idiocyncrat ic tastes on the rest of fandom." After opening my first column with that 
statement, I digressed into a lot of idealism. But having gotten it out of my system — 
I can restore the HTT fmz review column to its traditional predatory ways, shocking neo 
publishers, confusing oocratic wit with abuse, and bullying the unimaginative. Or not.

Reading "The Oscillating Fan" fmz review column written by Ward Batty and Cliff 
Biggers for ATARANTE3 has deterred me from writing anything brutal. Batty, Biggers and 
I all seem to agree that HARMONIC DISSONANCE, Tennessee fan Mike Rogers' new personalzine, 
raises some unique and even threatening issues worth our attention. We disagree about 
the proper reaction.

Authored by Rogers, HD's lead article "The Fearful Fans" analyzes one category 
of single men who attend science fiction conventions and are too petrified to strike up
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a friendship with femmefans, let alone make a pass at one. Because science fiction 
fandom attracted them as a refuge where they could talk about Star Wars, or their new 
microcomputer, anything except thier personal feelings, these fans can hardly be expected 
to overcome their fears and join that substrata of congoers for whom fandom is a sexual 
carnival.

Rogers does not try to oversimplify the variety of fears, the causes of shyness, 
of the difficulty in overcoming them. In fact he shows a certain degree of courage in 
publishing such an article. In a world where "swans fly with swans and ducks fly with 
ducks" (to borrow a swingers’ platitude) the swans hardly need such an article, and the 
ducks have been too embarrassed to analyze their plight.

However, Rogers' article is riddled with overdramatisations which detract badly 
from his purpose. We are treated to such lines as:

"That night he masturbates furiously, fantasizing about the woman he saw in the 
con suite."

"And he (the fearful fan) doesn't say it directly; he hedges with phrases 
like 'get to know each other better' when he really means 'go out, maybe become lovers 
later on.'"

"You've developed an acquaintance. After a while, you politely tell her that 
she really turns you on, and you'd love to got to bed with her. She slaps you hard 
enough to see stars and yells, 'Fuck off, you scumbag'. You can't get it anywhere else, 
so why should I take pity on you? Get out of here you pissant'.' See it in your mind 
as if it really happened. Now did the world come to an end when she cursed you? Really?" 

Of the three quotations, the first presents such a funny image that I almost 
gave up on the article at once. The second sets a ridiculous and self-defeating standard 
of candor. The third — an admitted exaggeration — is simply silly.

These overdramatisations are unfortunate because they lead to ridicule and 
disbelief. Ward Batty illustrates his review of the article with a cartoon caricaturing 
Mike Rogers. Rogers, viewed from behind for three frames in a posture (and accompanying 
breathless noises — puff, grunt) suggestive of wild masturbation, is seen in the fourth 
frame from the front complaining "I can't get this damn Coke open." Cliff Biggers 
remarks "...I tend to think that the worst aspect of 'The Fearful Fan' is that it assumes 
that the experiences detailed in the zine are far more widespread than I think they 
actually are."

Now that somebody has broached the subject, I would consider it unfortunate if 
fanzine readers were sucked into dismissing Rogers' article, instead of taking it as a 
starting point to explore (1) what do we expect from science fiction conventions, really? 
(2) do attendees at cons really behave differently from people not in fandom? (5) is 
science fiction fandom still an atmosphere in which bright, socially unadjusted people 
grow up, if it ever was?

Instead I found Batty helping to bridge the gap between Pickersgill and 
Nicholas-style reviewers who regard cynical sarcasm as an end in itself. Batty has yet 
to realize that these are valid questions, let alone that they deserve an answer.

HARMONIC DISSONANCE 1 contains a couple of other interesting articles, and some 
decent art. Whether a 16 page fanzine is realistically priced at Si, it isn't high 
stakes for an unusually thought-provoking publication. (255 Barton Ave., Chattanooga, 
TN 57^05 USA.)

ATARANTES is worthwhile, too. The Atlanta clubzine is one of the very few 
cons istent'so urces for Southern news. It includes lively discussions, good features, 
and quality art and reproduction. Cost: 12/S6 .00 to Cliff Biggers, 60^5 Summit Wood Dr., 
Kennesaw, GA 50144 USA.

DOPPLEGANGERS, by Neil Kaden, is a remarkable little dittoed zine. Like Rogers, 
Kaden devotes attention to analyzing fandom. He is ably assited by essayists Peter Lee 
and Kathleen Woodbury, plus letterhacks Taral, John nobinson, etc. Of course, this is 
a 25 page fanzine charging (pl a copy. I'm led to believe that the new generation of 
faneditors has forgotten how to count change, and to spare themselves the embarrassment 
have gone to round dollars.
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Unlike Rogers, Kaden publishes material about "safe" controversies — well-chewed 
areas of disagreement. It’s hard for me to get emotional about Taral's latest translation 
of the Decline and Fall of fandom, even though I totally disagree with it.

But I doubt that Kaden publishes these things from a lack of initiative — he 
is pleased to publish entertaining writing however he comes by it. He definitely works 
for response from his readers and carefully acknowledges it. Kaden does a good job of 
designing his fanzine to vary the format without sacrificing any bit of readibility. 
This is to be complimented, for Kaden uses a spirit duplicator, often a difficult 
medium from which to get good results.

DOPPLEGANGERS, $1 from Neil Kaden, c/o Dept. 5572, Danray Division, Northern 
Telecom, 1201 East Arapaho Road, Richardson, TX 75081 USA.

DEBRIS 8 — Now here's something you should get, for its high amusement value, 
which is perfectly priced — send an SASE to John Boston, 22jj Baltic St., Brooklyn, NY 
11201 ISA.

DEBRIS consists of clipping from papers and magazines throughout the world. 
Specialty of the house is ironic humour derived from merely quoting the wildly conser
vative, or reporting the faux pas of political officials, court dec it. it ns, medical 
professionals, and the religiously bizarre. One example: "In a study of muscular 
conditioning, biologists at Emory University in Atlanta have attached leg weights to 
roaches racing on a treadmill in order to build up their muscles. (NY Times, 10/21/80)." 

DEBRIS is unique in the fanzine kingdom, and very entertaining.
In conclusion: though I receive many fanzine, I miss many others. Please add 

me to your mailing list, and I'll try to get you a response, be it a review here, or 
something in trade. My address: 5828 Woodman Ave. ^2, Van Nuys, CA 91^01 USA.

-----Mike Glyer



/*/ But, before I get to the current LoCa (on rlO) let me digress slightly and 
mention that I received three late LoCs on previous issues. All three deserve to be 
quoted at some length - they are very good. However, as HTT #11 bids fair to being 
entirely much too long for my finances anyway, these late LoCs will just get a mention. 
David Palter writes: "HTT #9 proved to be amost enjoyable fanzine. I should have gotten 
in touch with your earlier. HTT has a huge quantity of the stimulating discussions which 
I have always found to be the best part of fanzines. In general I like your approach 
to both SF and fandom." I like David's approach - he then goes on to disagree with 
some of the things that I have written.

Richard Faulder started his LoC out as follows: "'Hi'. You don't know me. Just 
the same, here is a LoC covering HTT #8 and #9. (Actually, I borrowed them from a 
friend, whose typer I am now using.)11 Damnably cheeky, these Aussies.

Dennis D’Asaro wrote: 11 I keep getting intimations that somewhere out there there 
is a meaningful dialogue and a core fandom, and in HTT I think I've come across a piece 
of it." Well, just do not sit at your typer - pick it up off of the floor and place it 
carefully in the nearest waste receptacle. /*/
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**********************
* DARRELL SCHWEITZER * Harry Bose's 
>r-* ****** st************* guggest ion 
that Joseph Nicholas may not be 
for real has a certain amount of 
appeal. If you have made this 
bozo up, I guess you rate a 
B-plus for imagination. He has 
that narrowness of the genuine 
crackpot. Nice touch of ver
similitude. It wouldn't do to 
have him tolerant or percep
tive outside his carefully 
chosen area, now would it?

/*/ Honestly, Darrell - I have 
not made up Joseph. Of course, 
I have never met him - for all 
that I know it is possible that 
Kev Smith has invented the 
Joseph Nicholas persona so that 
he (Kev) would have some material 
to parody. /*/

His defense of Ballard's
condensed novels is interesting, because it's the 
first I've seen. Ballard s few adherents usually take the stance of "Oh you mean you 
don't know?" hoping to embarrass all others into silence. Now Nicholas defends a condensed 
novel the way an avant-garde art critic would defend an empty frame hung in a museum.

"But there's no painting in it," the public objects.
"There's not s upposed to be a painting, you dolt'." says the critic.
Further, Nicholas contradicts himself, carefully explaining how all the usual 

stuff, like plot, character, theme, idea, and the like have been stripped away. Then he 
claims the stories (I use the word loosely) address the problems of their time.

No, they do not. If you remove every means by which the story may speak to the 
reader, it will not speak. The condensed novels address nothing.

Then there's the matter of irrelevancy. I wonder if Nocholas's grammar and 
composition teacher ever told him to drag in irrelevant subjects from left field. Stick 
to the matter at hand. He is discussing Ballard, ^'hen he strays onto IASFM.

Ah, but here he has stumbled upon a brilliant insight. Ah, yes, "it's editors' 
ins istance on formula having driven off everyone of any talent and leaving it as but the 
home of people so desperate to sell that they do not much care about having to follow 
someone else’s orders about what to write in order to do so."

Indeed, I confess. He's got the very core of the matter here. What a wretched 
mass of hacks contribute to IASFM, grovelling after the rigid formula, jumping through 
hoops, so desperate to sell they are. Desperados like (in no particular order, and in
cluding contributors to As imov' s Adventure, and as yet unpublished backlog) Roger Zelazny, 
John Sladek, Samuel Delany, Kate Wilhelm, Jack Williamson, Hal Element, Carter Scholz, 
Richard Wilson, Poul Anderson, Somtow Sucharitkul, Gregory Benford, R.A. Lafferty, Avram 
Davidson, Gene Wolfe, Ian Watson, John Varley, Fred Saberhagen, Robert Silverberg, David 
Bunch, James Tiptree Jr., Larry Niven, Joan vinge, Lisa Tuttle, Jane Yolen, Frederik 
Pohl, Jack Haldeman, E. Hoffman Price, Jeff Duntemann, Phyllis Eisenstein, Brian *ldiss, 
Mack Reynolds, A. Bertram Chandler, John Shirley, and Elizabeth Lynn.

The way that you can tell that all of these people are bowing to formula 
restrictions is that they all write alike, as I'm sure someone as perceptive as Nicholas
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has already discerned. Such conformity of viewpoints and style is shocking, isn't it?
Actually, if he would care to write down the formula and pass it on, I’m sure 

this would be usefull in speeding up the process.
Nicholas is a little more sensible in his letter. His examples aren't quite 

the best though, bedause they left him open to the charge of picking things from pre
literate cultures. Marty, you really are the literary equivalent of a Moonie on the 
fantasy business. Your One Answer reveals the Only True Experience, quite opposed to the 
literary experience of 95% of* the human race, in all eras and cultures.

Fantasy is human literature. xt is a basic method of addressing existence and 
for drawing material out of the subconscious. Realistic fiction is a relatively recent 
innovation, if we mean material which is realistic in both presentation and subject 
matter. (Much Greek tragedy is realistic in subject matter, but not in presentation.) 
It is found in all literate cultures. The works of Homer may have emerged in ore-literate 
times, but the version that we know was given its definitive form in a literate culture 
(The Hellenistic Age) , and was revered throughout the span of the Roman Empire, which had 
quite a high literacy rate. (About p0%, far better than many senior classes in American 
high schools.) The fantasy novel designed to be read, not heard, was invented long ago. 
The Golden Ass is only one example. Later on we have S_ir Gawa in and the Gree n Knight, 
Orlando Fur ioso, The Divine ^omedy, and so much more, all fantasy of one sort or another, 
all the products of literate cultures. They have fantasy literature in the Orient too. 
Strange Stor ies From a Ch inese Studio and Monkey are two examples from China. They're 
relatively recent (last JpOO years) and written for literate audiences.

Basically, fantasy has the ability to delight, to move, to enlighten or whatever 
reading audiences of every age and country. If you can't feel that, if you're left out, 
that's rather sad. But if you don't understand, no one can explain it to you anymore than 
they can explain the colour blue to someone born blind.

Here's a thought: fantasy is beginning to take over even in the SF/fantasy 
genre of publishing. Book editors report receiving fantasy novels in far greater numbers 
than they receive science fiction. And more and more "mainstream" is really fantasy, 
as witness, say, Freddy1 s Book by John Gardner, We're also seeing fantasy in the NEW 
YORKER, such as Borges and °ylvia Townsend Warner.

It is enough for you to admit that you don't 1 ike fantasy, but for you to say 
that it is fit only for inferior minds doesn't put you in a very good light.

/*/ Well, it is not my fault that all of these "literate" societies have been peopled 
by mindless simpletons. One need look no further than our Presidential elections last 
year to see that our colonies seem to be overflowing with hordes of these creatures. /*/

Speaking of inferior minds (we are being elitist today, aren't we?) I can tell 
you who votes for non-fanzines every year on the Hugo ballot. They're people who think 
they are fans, but who have never seen a real fanzine, and probably wouldn't be interested 

if they did. Fellow dinosaur, we are part of what 
may be a dying breed. The word fanzine has 

shifted in meaning. It is part of the
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vocabulary of cany convention goers 
and Hugo voters, but it doesn't 

mean to them what it does to you 
and me, (Meanings do shift.

. Notice how "New Wave" has shifted 
from something which its proponents 

could defend to "any story not un
derstood by the speaker.") The whole 

idea of a fanzine as something you 
participate in, rather than read, bqy, 

and collect, is understood only by a



small minority. This isn't because the majority are morons; 
but because it is possible to attend conventions, vote for 
Hogos, attend or even form local clubs, all without coming 
into contact with traditional fandom. It is a rare con
vention anymore that has more than about 5% fans in 
attendance. (Disclave may have had 50% this year.
That was remarkable.)

I agree that the way to get rid of the 
trekkis, groupies, street-walkers, mundanes,
brain-damage cases, is not to cater to them. 
The alternative is to hold alternate, semi- 
invitational conventions. You know, there are 
enough fans nowadays, I bet they could hold 
their own conventions'. It is a real pro
blem when fans go to conventions and feel 
like outsiders, like they don't belong.

To carry elitism a bit further... 
There is this matter of Canadian SF. 
Robert Runte has a perfectly sensible, 
well-reasoned article. There's only 
one problem. He hasn't cited any 
examples. I am inclined to think 
that SF does to some extent rise 
above nationalism. I see the 
difference between, say, Michael 
Moorcock and James White far 
greater than the differences be
tween American and British SF. The 
problem with Canadian SF is that 
there's no way to identify it with
out being told that the author 
was born in and/or lives in Canada.
I suppose the leading Canadian SF
is A.E. van Vogt, but would you 
know it to read his work? The
differences are in the indiv idual, not in 
the national origin. ‘ .

The I98O SFWA Directory lists the following writers as living in Canada: 
J. Brian Clarke, Michael G. Coney, Chester Cuthbert, Maureen Exter, William Gibson, 
Augustine Bunnell, Phyllis Gotlieb, Terence Green, Donald Kingsbury, John Park, Vincent 
Perkins, Spider Robinson, Andrew Weiner. Now, I would like to see someone demonstrate 
how the themes and approaches of these writers differ as a function of national origin.
The differences between American and British SF are hard enough to spot, impossible in
some cases.

I might also point out that the rejection of the British New Wave by American 
fans can't be attributed to narrow-minded nationalism. Too many of the NEW WORLDS 
contributors were Americans.

Mike Glyer's column is splendid. He has explained the essence of the fanzine 
more succinctly than I've ever seen it done before. Maybe this should be reprinted as 
a pamphlet, like the Neofan's Guide, and given to all those people who have never seen 
a "fanzine" except for LOCUS.

Actually my perspective gets bent out of shape these days. I regard AMAZING 
as something to participate in rather than just read.
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* * * * * * * >£ * * * * * * * * *
* ALEXIS GILLILAND * A few comments about Nicholas, or at 
******************** least about hig arguraents.

(1) Writing for an audience is a constraint on an 
artist, just like having to use standard spelling or proper 
punctuation. Or putting a verb in each sentence. (Would 
Ballard's "jumble of images" consist of a string of nouns 

and adjectives, perhaps? A novel condensed by removing 
the verbs?)

(2) Writers write for themselves. Any writer, or 
artist, who must create to order is therefore doing 
hackwork. Michaelangelo did the Gistine Chapel against 
his will. (I'm a sc ulptor .. .what am I doing painting 
the goddam ceiling, eh?) Therefore, the Cistine Chapel 
is hack work.

(5) Larry Niven, harly a New Wave type, is inde
pendently wealthy. Therefore, he writes for himself as 

much as anyone, or at least as much as anyone can. .• 
Clearly he writes with the intention of being read, under

stood, and liked. Is it all right if the artist chooses to 
do so voluntarily? Or is Niven also a hack, the worst kind 

of hack...one who seeks honours instead of money?

$***$***$**JI-.****J{-.*)I<** 
* ANNS' LAIR IE LOGAN *

into one's food hole? 
"nosepickers' rights"

"Gratuitous nastiness"? How is it possible to be "gratuitously" 
nasty about a habit as obnoxious as that of sticking burning leaves 
Talking about "smokers' rights" is as meaningless as talking about 

— indulge in whatever noxious hobbies you enjoy, but please keep 
them out of my sight and smell. (I made the mistake of living with one chain-smoker for 
several months whilst working in an unventilated office with another — which exacerbated 
a mild smoke allergy to the point where the faintest whiff of tobacco fumes brings on 
such violent coughing fits that I can't talk. Just as you resent media fen for inter
fering with your "more literary" pleasures as SF cons, I resent inconsiderate smokers 
who make it impossible for me to indulge in one of my favourite con activities, good 
conversat ion.)

/*/ You have every right to be annoyed at tobacco smoke in your vicinity if 
said smoke is bothersome to you - and I, as a believer in personal freedom, have just 
as much right to get annoyed at what I perceive to be attacks at smoking per se (or at 
least at nasty words directed toward people who smoke, regardless of whether or not 
said smokers are considerate or inconsiderate of objecting non-smokers). And I will 
strenuously object to proposed laws which attempt to make smokers into second class 
citizens (which is not to say that you are necessarily advocating this) - I once par
ticipated in a march lead by Martin Luther King as I do not believe in ANY laws making 
anybody into second class citizens. I do hope that it does not bother you that I was 
smoking a &2OO bunhill pipe whilst typing this comment. /*/

Mr. Lee is either a brave man or a very imperceptive one to put his own name 
on something like "The °inister Truth About Unicorns." Bringing Freudian pseudo-psycho
logy into the debate over that particular species of mythical beast opens up all sorts of 
possibilities for nasty-minded rebuttals. As Freud was the first but not the last to 
acknowledge, "phallic symbols" usually have less to do with the desires of women than 
with the fears of men. ^o the unicorn poster which is (it could be argued) just a pleasant 
piece of interior decoration to a woman is, for the less-than-secure man, an irritating 
reminder of his constant terror that he will be unable to "measure up" sexually.
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(One could further argue that women's affection 
for unicorns is more psychosexually mature than men's 
equqlly strong worship of Frazetta/Morrill/Valleja 
humanoids bearing a caricatured resemblance to 
human females. No woman I've ever heard of has 
condemned her male friends for not having four 
hooves and the ability to digest cellulose, 
but a great many men complain that their 
female friends don't have the exaggerated 
lower-limb and pectoral dimensions of 
their favourite fantasy images.)

As to why, under this //////// 
line of Freudian extrapolation, the 
author is so strongly moved by the 
pop-cult images of the unicorn... 
well, he castigates these figures 
as mere "innocent, juvenile... 
frilly colts." The REAL, adult 
unicorn, he insists, "has three 
malevolently red eyes, drools or 
foams at the mouth, has fangs, 
and is so mangy even synthetic 
carpets can catch the disease 
from it." Any traditionalist 
psychiatrist worth his salt 
would immediately recognise 
this fantasy as a textbook 
example of the vagina dententa — 
the mythical "toothed vagina" 
which immature/hysterical males 
invent to express their fears of 
the mysterious, dangerous female 
sexual organ, perceived as a 
hungry mouth eager to engulf and 
destroy his own precious phallic 
symbol, I mean phallus. Mr. Lee 
adds that this "hideous, hairy, 
drolling monster" has lost his 
v irgin ity at the vengeful hands 
(or whatever) of a sexually 
experienced (mature) woman: 
any psychiatrist can reel 
off the symptoms of the 
hysterical male's conception 
that sexual intercourse • 
with an adult woman will 
enable her to "steal" his 
"horn", his sexual organ/ 
sexual potency, theoreti
cally as a compensation 
for what (to the eyes of an 
ignorant male child) appears 
to be her lack of an exter
nal sexual organ. 3o, ob
viously, one cannot accuse a 
vrtan who likes unicorn pictures
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of unnatural lusts towards an innocent and virginal young animal without risking her 
counteraccusation: the charge that one harbours an abnormal terror of mature sexual 
relationships represented by the improbable fear that she want to cut off one's prick 
and save it as a trophy. (It is to be hoped that basic good taste would keep her from 
embroidering this theme with references to the game laws and minimal legal size limits. 
Not in this 'zine, though.)

/*/ Speaking of basic good taste (or, maybe, of things that may taste good), 
reminds me that I have never suffered from vagina dententa (fear of a toothed vagina), 
but I have wistfully wished that vaginas came equipped with nice friendly tongues. /*/

))( * $ $ $ $ *
* TERRY JEEVES * Many thanks for the 10th issue of HTT (reminds me of a Doc Smith story.. 
**************** Grey Lensman?? whereby Kinnison organises a group of geniuses and the 
girl in the library has them filed as HTT's.. .wh ich turns out to be 'High Tension 
Thinkers' ).

On the SF Differences and Nicholas support of the New Wave shit.. I'm de
lighted to see you disclaiming any interest in the stuff at the end of Bob's article. 
Personally, I liken it to Andersen's 'Emperor's New Clothes'. . a lot of kiddology which 
only gets by because people want to appear 'with it' and are too afraid to admit they 
can't discover anything worth reading in 'New Wave' ..like most waves, it's all wet.

Not quite sure what Schweitzer is aiming at, but I read New Worlds for many 
years - and gave up (and threw up) when the New Wave band took over. Now when Nicholas 
gets on to Ballard's 'condensed novels' .. I'm all in favour of the rubbish being condensed 
out of existence. May I quote two particular items which stick in my craw? of this 
wonderful Ballard writing.

In the Wind from Nowhere (so called because it was never explained) the wind kept 
rising by fixed increments, day after day ... and then, right at the end, the hero is 
crouched beneath a huge wall which the wind is blowing over on top of him. What happens .. 
well, the wind chooses that moment to start decaving at the same rate and we are asked 
to swallow:

1. It chose just that moment to save our hero.
2. That a wall vis ibly".falling, would reverse its trajectory
J. That a minimal (one increment) drop of wind force would be enough to achieve 

this. I retch.

/*/ Just as bad as the above: this story is 95% hard action adventure (and well 
done at that level until the end - one is always willing to wait until the end of a story 
to expect riddles to be explained there. The ending of this action story gives us some 
mystical crap about the wind rising to bring down this billionaire who was errecting this 
building to withstand the wind. It is indeed to retch. /*/

Then in the Crystal World characters visit a deserted jungle village after 
passing through various military barriers. Nex day, they go down into this deserted 
village to wander round the 'teeming bazaar'. I ask you, who reads this crap?

Nicholas says that those doing the reviling expect the author to serve it up 
on a plate. Serve what, more rubbish? In any case, if he likes to roll his own ideas, 
why :not just buy a dictionary and wallow in formless words as he dreams up his own plot. 
When I shell out cash money for a story I expect the writer to have done his work and 
constructed a yarn to entertain me - when I want puzzles I go buy a book on puzzles.

I WHOLEHEARTEDLY agree with your comment on page 27 - " If a writer does not want 
to communicate with me, why should I pay him money for his non-attempt?" How I agree 
with you.
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ijc 5J. * >j, sjc * * * * *

* BO LEE * I was wondering where I had seen 
*********** the name Buzz Dixon before, and 
I was jolted last Saturday when I saw it 
listed under "Writers" during the flashing 
credits for Thundarr the Barbar ian 
(flashing is right; commercials consider 
viewers as dummies, repeating a brand name 
umpteen times, and credits treat them as 
speed-reading computers - no wonder that 
we are schizophrenic).

Yeah, I hear sniggers in the back 
there. A grown lecher watching a Saturday 
morning TV cartoon? You would, too, if you 
saw little Princess Ariel, Thundarr's side
kick, probably the best-looking and best-drawn 
wench on the tube since Jana of the Jungle (I keep 
track of these chicks, you know). Ariel's costume 
should be cut higher on the hip, though. Which was 
looking at the credits - I wanted to find out who Ariel's model is, or at least who, uh, 
draws her. I sure would not be able to. My hand would have spasms before putting down 
her first curve. And the writing is more original and somewhat kinkier than the usual 
cartoon fare. I keep wishing Buzz Dixon could really cut loose and forget that these 
sugar-rotted little bratz which form part of the audience must be catered to, etc., etc., 
and let Hookla the Mok (probably incorrect spelling) and little Ariel have a big, long 
sex scene without their leader Thudarr flexing around. The latter is stupidly unappre
ciative of the princess; much too hairy and muscled for her - cannot stand people like 
that.

2P IXa/v

I was

A A. A A >jc >|c x *

" ROBERT RUNTE * As for the Bob Lee cartoon on page 19 (HTT ^10), I recently read in the 
:k:'.s*^************ paper that a severe drought in South Africa was blamed on the local 
nudist colory, as a number of the Calvinistic Boers were convinced that the drought was 
God's punishment for tolerating the presence of such obvious sinners. The director of 
the nudist camp was so annoyed by such puritanical rubbish that he announced that everyone 
in the camp would dress for the next weekend to demonstrate how silly the notion was. 
That weekend the drought was ended by torrential rains ..........

As for Bob's article on unicorns, I have often felt that some such subconscious 
sexual motivation must be behind their immense popularity with otherwise sensible women, 
and that the roots of this fixation should be investigated and exposed —umm, pointed 
out —er, that is, dealt with. I would now like to suggest that Mr. Lee turn his 
attention to the phallic symbolism in —you should pardon the expression— "hard" science 
fiction. I am not referring here to such obvious examples as spaceships penetrating black 
holes and the like, but well - consider the popularity of STAR WARS for instance. Has 
anyone taken a good look at Darth Vader's head —er, helmet, lately? And what about those 
lightsaber's, eh? I mean, here's this young kid out in the desert, and the next thing 
you know this old hermit has him back at his place and is waving this great shiny thing 
about and asking the kid if he can feel the force and wants to go away with him to Alderon. 
What's that really about then, eh? And I'd hardly be the first to question the true 
significance of the finale with our hero in his pointy spaceship zipping along that 
trench to shoot his load —ah, his bomb into the exhaust hole and blows her away. Not 
fit for children if you ask me. Someone whould write a letter about it to Dr. Wertham 
ns it wants looking into.

/*/ As STAR WARS is just a load of rubbish, it is obviously fit only for children. Rot 
their minds, eh wot? /*/



In a more serious vein, I would like to take mild exception to some of your 
comments on the Nicholas vs. Schweitzer et. al. discussion. There seem to be half a 
dozen different issues here all tangled into one rather confused debate: "new wave vs. 
hard sf" ; "creative vs. formula"; "writing-for-self vs. writing-for-the-market"; 
and even "American vs. the rest of us". (On that last, I find it interesting that 
Schweitzer singled out (Canadian) doug barbour as another reviewer who - like (British) 
Nicholas - believed that he had little in common with Schweitzer's viewpoint; thereby 
my contention that Americans tend to minimise differences whilst Canadians (and perhaps 
the English) tend to emphasise them.. It's all very well for Schweitzer et al to insist 
that we all share a lot of "common ground" because he doesn't have to worry about es
tablishing a national identity; but I at least feel that our somewhat subtle differ
ences are more significant than our obvious similarities. Thus, whilst Schweitzer 
attributes harbour's and icholas' refusal to acknowledge "common ground" to personal 
obstinacy, I am inclined ?o view it as a natural and reasonable response to American 
cultural imperialism. However, I dare say that is a b it too esoteric and tangential to 
the current discussion to appear as anything other than a flag-waving red-herring to 
those involved...) What everyone seems to be missing in this discussion is that the 
above issues cannot be neatly divided into two groups, with 'new wave' on the one side, 
and 'hard' SF on the other.

/*/ Two things, Robert. Firstly, "cultural imperialism" implies that Americans 
are 'forcing' their culture upon others. Bosh. It is certainly not the fault of Ameri
cans that there are others who wish to copy some aspects of our culture - only those who 
have taken leave of their senses would insist otherwise. Secondly, if (and PLEASE note 
the word 'if') Canadians are worried about establishing a national identity (and those 
are your words, sir), just maybe such a 'national identity' is entirely too tenuous a 
goal to be worth pursuing. Anyway, instead of dividing people by nationality I find it 
much more useful to categorise people as interest ing/intell igent/worthwhile or idiots. 
I have much more in common with either you or Joseph Nicholas than I have with the clods 
who infest ray neighbourhood. /*/

Let us take the "art for art's sake" bit for starters. Marty asks, "if a writer 
does not want to communicate with my why should I pay him money for his non-attempt ?" 
Damn good question, and I agree that Marty shouldn't have to btry that writer's book. 
Fortunately, he doesn't have to, this being a free (*cough* *choke*) country. But what 
does this have to do with a controversy over the 'new wave' ? The fact that your average 
'new wave' writer does not care if he is communicating with xlarty is hardly the same as 
saying he isn't communicating with anybody. Obviously, he is communicating with Joseph 
Nicholas and his legion of loyal fans, so who needs Marty? The fact that Ballard agreed 
that this or that work of his would only be understood by a few people, in no way lessens 
the worth of that work, unless you are going to equate "communicating with the reader" 
with "appealing to the lowest common denominator". Glen Darsen "communicates with his 
viewers," but do you really want to say that makes him a better representative of SF 
than Ballard? It is to laugh.

Or, to approach the same point from the other side, you may feel that the 
straight-forward style of a Jerry Pournelle demonstrates his desire to communicate with 
his readers, but since I have nothing to learn from this right-wing, sexist, loudmouth 
idiot, he does not succeed in communicating with me half so well as the most obscure, 
nonlinear, non-narrat ive by Ballard. I don't buy books by Pournelle, you don t buy books 
by Ballard, and everybody's happy, right? -

Ok, your next objection is that if Pournelle and Ballard are writing for differ
ent audiences, how come they're both using the same "science Fiction" label? Well, 
that is mostly an historical accident, but Pournelle has my permission to rename his 
stuff anytime he wants to. In other words, where do you get off grabbing the "SF" label 
for your version of science fiction? If we accept your definition of "SF" as "whatever 
books I point to and say SF", then you are just going to have to accept that some of us
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are going to be pointing at different books.

/*/ Beautiful, just beautiful - your chutzpah 
is just amazing. What you have just done is to tell 60 or 
so years of the Science Fiction mainstream that it has 
falsely assumed the title of Science Fiction, said title 
really belonging to some snivling little worms with pseudo- 
literary pretensions. Listen, you snot-nosed twerp, 
whether or not you care for Jerry Pournelle (or his 
writings), he is writing in the mainstream of Science 
Fiction. Even if ’New Wave’ was the greatest writing 
in history (actually it is just rewarmed 20's avant- 
garde shit) - IT STILL IS NOT SCIENCE FICTION. Cannot 
you get such a simple fact through your pea-brain? /*/

On the other hand, I do not necessarily buy 
Nicholas' apparent contention that the 'new wave' writers 
were all brilliant creative artists and that all hard SF 
is dominated by hacks writing to formulas. It is to laugh 
even harder. A lot of the new wave material was crap; or 
to be slightly more charitable, 'failed experiments.' 
For every hack like Pournelle in the hard SF line, there 
is a corresponding hack in the 'new wave' circles who 
used dada and surrealism to hide the fact that couldn't 
write coherently.

/*/ There is some hope for you yet. /*/

This recalls to mind the story about poet e.e. cummings who taught a university 
creative writing course as 'writer in residence' and spent the entire course assigning 
Shakesperian sonnets and Italian rhyme schemes; his students had expected him to encourage 
the sort of funky blank/free verse that cummings used, but he insisted that you could 
only do that after you have mastered the straight stuff. Similarly, I thank that a writer 
should only try to write new wave SF after he has already mastered a narrative form, 
but there were a lot of illiterate dozmos who jumped on the 'new wave' bandwagon to 
grind out adolescent incoherent rubbish which they thought was 'with it', but was, in 
fact, mostly without it. Whilst Ballard, and Disch and Moorcock (well, actually, I think 
that Moorcock is useless and a hack's hack, but he was a passible editor) were producing 
'new wave' stories because they were experimental 'artistes', a lot of the lesser lights 
went along with the movement because dada is easier than thinking.

This sounds as though I am dangerously close to agreeing with Schweitzer (a 
sure sign that one has made an error in reasoning somewhere) but my point is that the 
question of whether or not the material was any good, has nothing to do with whether or 
not they were "stories" (in the sense that Darrell and Marty are using that term). The 
new wave didn't collapse because the new wave writers "stopped writing stories", it 
faded out because all of the talented writers either pursued the new wave out into the 
mainstream of English literature, or else concluded their stylistic (etc.) experiments 
and went onto something else - leaving only the hacks and 'with it' boobies to endlessly 
rehash the 'experimental' subgenre beyond terminal boredness. Crap is crap, whether it 
is a 'story' by Glen -^arsen or a 'nonstory' by his new wave equivalent; and it makes no 
more sense to dismiss all the new wave out of hand because of the poor new wave writers 
than it does to abandon all hard SF because of writers like Pournelle and Bob Asprin.

However you perceive the issue - as 'new wave' vs. 'traditional SF', story vs. 
nonstory, as hack vs. artist - it still always comes down to "you pays your money and 
takes your choice" in the end. If Marty wants 'stories' with strong narrative, great’.



If Darrell doesn't want to read 'nonfunctional word patterns', that's fine tool If Joseph 
doesn't want to read the formula stories of IASFs, nobody's going to force him'. Just so 
long as you guys don't try to grab off the "3F" label for your own private preserve or 
get too (you should pardon the expression) holier thanJthou over the 'rubbish' the 
other fellow's reading, ok?

Excellent introductory column by Glyer. This sort of item should be collected 
and reprinted in some sort of fanzine fan's "guide to publishing" where neo faneds could 
get their hands on it. The way things stand now, but the time that a new faned has been 
in fanzine fandom long enough to get zines like HTT regularly, he's already made all the 
fanpubbing mistakes Glyer et al’.warn against. Still, Glyer makes some points (like about 
neatness equalling good layout) that even some long time faneds would do well to note. 
And, of course, it s nice to know where Glyer's coming from if he's going to do reviews, 
though that's probably fairly clear just from knowing the zines he's put out himself. ’

You are correct when you suggest that I will take exception to Lynne Holdom's 
lumping Canada in with American SF, though I guess I should be thankful that she thought 
to mention us at all, since most Americans seem to forget that Canada is another country 
rather than just one of the less important states . *s igh* I don t want to just pick on 
Lynne, though, since we Canadians are at least partly at fault for not 'educating' Ameri
cans on the what where when how and why of Canada. If Americans are to ever stop seeing 
Canada as a slightly younger and draber clone of the IE, it will have to be because we 
can demonstrate that we are different, and not just because I say so.

. /*/ I am quite aware that Canadians are different from at least a few Americans -
Canadians are those idiots who insist on living in an area that is too far North (read thet
as gold) for human habitation. Hell, even Los Angeles gets much too cold for comfort 
in the winter. /*/



Now

Operative to ship 
••• Have captured. 
€3 ^.thvMOMaN®®.

**************** 1
* JOHN PURCELL * As usual, 
**************** the art in this 
issue made me run the gamut from 
howling laughter to retching. Well 
done, sirrah. If Deindorger, Hlavaty, 
and Schweitzer can pub their "art" in 
your zine, mayhaps I should send some of 
my efforts to you. Think of it. HOLIER 
THAN THOU may become known as the showcase 
of faneds who can’t draw worth beans. My, but 
you ARE a good editor’. *gasp-choke*barf*ecch*
(ity innards can only stand so much flattery,
unaccustomed as you are to good taste.)

This schtick by you about the Fan Hugos. Your 
amendment sounds reasonable to me, although I'm sure the exact wording
will be haggled over during the rest of this decade. That fan Hugo committee you pro
pose sounds like another version of the FAAN Awards committee, with differences (the 
non-eligibility whilst serving, for one). But then you'll run across the hard-liners - 
like me - who want to abolish the Fan Hugos since they're popularity contests voted on 
by non-fanzine fans, as we define the term "fanzine fan." Getting the basic definitions 
agreed to will be the major first step. After that, there might be some headway. The 
whole routine will take five years to settle, at the least, and that' assuming something 
gets started now.

/*/ Well, any voting concerns a popularity contest of one or another sort, so 
forget the pejorative use of the term "popularity contest". Next, make the semi-prozines 
ineligible for the Fanzine Hugo and eliminate all nominations and votes for the semi
prozines. At this point you are counting just the votes of those who are naming real 
fanzines. As these people are most likely the possessors of at least some knowledge 
about real fanzines (at least they know the names of some of the real ones (which pre
supposes some knowledge that there are real fanzines out there)) we now have a situation 
where there is at least a little knowledge about the field. So this is getting fanzine 
fans voting for this award - probably the award will increase in value if this happens 
as the proportion of knowlegeable fanzine fans to idiots increases to dominance in the 
voting (this being a category that gets relatively few votes, anyway). /*/
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******>!■;*******
* STEVEN FOX * Darrell Schweitzer's cartoons were good from the point that they are 
t************** somQ of the weirdest things I have ever seen in terms of fan cartoons. 
The cartoon on page ^6 was very, very good, damn funny if you are not a cancer patient.

/*/ If you are a cancer patient you will die laughing. /*/

The letter col was very good. I get a kick reading the letter section of zines 
of your type. Anyway, the letter responding to my comment about SF fandom deserves a 
reply. :: Dear Debra. In the first place my intensions are not to shut peoole out at 
cons. However, facts are facts - fringe fans who know nothing about written SF do not, 
in most cases, belong. I may be wrong, but some folks of the SF community view them as 
noisy children at the formal party.

A lot of changes have taken place in fandom as a result of STAS WARS and other 
films of that ilk. The con of the more serious-minded fans are being overrun by Trekies, 
Staries, and Runners'. Not only that, we find some of these folks not our kind of people 
for one or more reasons. One being that some (and I say only some) act like unrestrained 
children. Running around the hotel shooting people with their zap guns, annoying others, 
and in some cases damaging hotel property. As for the goddamned fools who draw their 
swords on folks as pranks - they are even worse.

Debra, I feel as you do. I am angered to some degree about what I see in SF 
fandom and some of the not so nice changes. Also I am bothered by some of the things 
I see in SF.

If folks who are trekies or whatever want cons let them go to trek cons or 
Star Wars cons - no one is stopping them. I just would like to be able to attend a 
SF con without being stabbed by some sword (which, in the first place, should be left 
at home) - but some of those types just cannot behave, anyway. It just ain't nice.

Maybe the problem lies with the people (fringe fen, trekkies, etc.). The media 
folks (some of them) seem to have a lack of ability to deal with reality. They are so 
swamped with media mentality thinking that they cannot do better than be like children 
in one respect or another. It appears, said a friend to me at a Philcon, that the reading 
faction of SF fandom appears to be a class of folk who are maybe more intelligent, well 
read in other areas, and maybe more socially adjusted whilst the Runners, D&Ders, Wars 
fans, seem to be (in the opinions of many) the lowest common denominator in terms of 
SF taste - or should I use the term SCI FI when comparing it to written SF.

I could go on and on, Debra; but I will not because I do not’want to appear
pompous, because I do not have all of the answers. I hope, however, that I have'cleared
up my reasons for my statement in HTT #9- Sorry for making you pissed, but facts are facts.'

/*/ Fans with a basic orientation in the written word are
IB - those with a basic orientation in other media are 

THEM. This does not mean that one cannot enjoy 
various media entertainments, it is merely a matter 
of basic orientation that seems to separate the 
traditional print-oriented SF fan from the visually- 
oriented hordes who seem to be infesting fandom 
nowadays. Despite what some people feel, it is 
not a case of "old timers' vs. newcomers." I did 
not discover fandom until 1975> yet I firmly 
align myself on the side of the "old-timers'". 
There are many other newer fans of all ages who 
are print-oriented fans (many of whom enjoy the 
recent spate of visual-media entertainment) who, 

like me and many others, are upset with the media 
types who really belong in some other hobby. I 

welcome all of those who share my print-oriented
hobby — I wish that all of the others would go away. /*/



*******************
* JIM MEADOWS III * Well if the tenth issue of HTT was published with an eye towards 
ft****************** generating hot debate, then hats off and a Hugo to you. I am 
sure you have succeeded. I can open this issue up almost anywhere, it seems, and find 
something that irritates me. That is fine. I just wish that some of the irritants had 
been more substantial. Instead, HTT ^10 seems to have been intended as an All-Star
Pettiness Issue.

I th ink.’that the pettiest issue discussed in this issue was the whole New Wave 
Debate, now become a hearty three way temper tantrum ’twixt you and Messrs. Schweitzer 
and Nicholas. I may be a little unfair here. The New Wave is an interesting subject, 

• worthy of discussion, but its importance is relative. If there were nothing in the 
universe but New Wave (plus the three of you to yammer over it) then the New Wave would 
be of intense importance to the Outcome of Everything. In fact it would be everything. 
But it is not. It is a small movement in a genre, a movement that no longer exists as 
such. The New Wave may have existed as a literary reality in the pages of New Worlds 
in the '60s, but today it does not. I do not think the authors you bitch about write wit 
the conscious attitude of Blazing -new ^iterary Paths To Reach Broad New Pretentious 
Vistas, They just write with the tools at hand to attempt to reach whatever goal for 
which they are reaching in producing a decent story. Their success is open to discussion, 
and that can be very interesting.

But instead of discussing that, we have here seven pages of single-space type 
on stories published twelve years ago, specifically British New Wafe, and even more 
specifically a type of experimental fiction that J.G. Ballard once worked with. And how 
many issues has this been going on? Four? Five? Has anything new or revealing been 
printed on this topic since the first shots were fired in earlier issues of HTT? I look 
at the installment in this issue and see the same doses of wandering prose, of mutual 
mis-interpretation. I think all three of you each have a valid point to make. Yes, 
Darrell, I could see how some of that material run in New Worlds was self-indulgent. 
And yes, Joseph, I allow that what may be termed self-indulgence might be very worthy 
when viewed as having a different literary goal than the status quo. And yes, i>Jarty, 
it can be very irritating when writers wrap up mediocre work in pretentious theorising 
and I-am-an-artist claptrap, or when they simply misrepresent their work (or let editors 
misrepresent it for them) as being something it is not.

But did you not already say all of this some issues back? And in less than 
seven pages ?

I would have welcomed all the space you have spent on this matter if the bunch 
of you had actually progressed on the issue, had understood each others' points, and gone 
upwards from there. But what we seem to be getting in each installment of this argument 
are doses of "You misinterpreted me, I actually said this, and what you said is nonsense". 
When discussion reaches that level, it does not matter if you are talking about the nature 
of the universe, of if STAR TREK is better than BATTLESTAR GALACTICA; both are brought 
down to the same level. So how about jyst hanging up the whole thing and finding a topic 
that you are able to mull over intelligently?

/*/ Spoilsport. /*/

Despite the typewriter-lashing of the above, I do find you capable of handling 
intelligent discussion. Looking through the letter-column, I find the running dialog 
on ethnic humour is still running, and yet I am not tired of it, and still find it 
interesting. This is strange; ethnic humour would seem to be a more volitile topic 
than New Wave SF, yet propld continue to say intelligent and perceptive things about 
the subject without flying off on waves of vitriol. Perhaps a topic has to be or real 
unimportance before it can really inflame people.

/*/ That has truth in it - and it is also true that I edit the lettercol in a 
manner that keeps the vitriol flowing only on the "unimportant" topics (except, of course, 
for my smartass remarks). /*/
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*****************

* CHARLIE BELOV * I am not surprised to see that you live in the Los Angeles area, 
***************** -t;he putridity center of the West Coast.

/*/ That is not the main reason why I live here - but it helps. I should point 
out to you that I spent my childhood where you now reside - West Hartford. I do not 
listen to those who insist that I have not left my childhood (nor those who wish that 
I had not done so). /*/

Vergules are fun to use, and if Andy does not like it he can 
no doubt train his mind to ignore the contents thereunder. I can 

sympathise with your position concerning the distribution of Andy's comments to those 
who have not read your zine, since the comments do not comprise a review. I have been 
considering re-issuing my APA output as an annual fanzine, but the only fair way to do 
that would be to blank out my mailing comments, for the very reasons you give — that the 
work being commented on is not available to "defend itself."

****************
* LYNNE HOLDOM * The basic problem of terrorism is one of the most difficult facing the 
**************** world today. Or I should say the Free World. The USSR would just 
wipe out everyone. What does a government do if say 55% of the people in a given area 
loathe it and some of those 55% are willing to resort to terrorism? Israel feces this. 
So do the British in Northern Ireland. When you are against the government (for whatever 
reason) and loathe it, the acts of terrorism may be more than you would be willing to 
do but you do see the terrorists as of us against them. Thus the IRA and the PLO, I 
despise both but they both see themselves as freedom fighters comparable to the Free 
French fighting the Nazis.

As one recent example: one of the IRA hunger strikers (in my opinion, if someone 
wants to commit suicide, let him) is in jail because he shot a policeman. This does not 
make him a political prisoner but a common criminal. Yet thousands disagree; he is be ing 
treated as a martyr and scads of people have been picket-ting the British embassy in NYC 
and burning Thatcher in effigy over this. I (and the British gov't) see this man as a 
criminal, others see him as a freedom fighter. Israel has the same problem vis a vis 
the Palestinians.

/*/ I wish that the IRA (and, for that matter, all terrorists) would emulate 
the example of the IRA hunger strikers (whom the IRA praises) by all of them going on 
hunger strikes unto death. The planet would be a much better place without such vermin 
doing nastiness to civilisation. /*/

I have read exactly three works by Ballard; THE DROUGHT, THE CRYSTAL WORLD, and 
THE DROWNED WORLD. (I seemed to be be reviewing nothing but disaster novels back then). 
After these I had no particular desire to read anything more of his. I would agree that 
THE CRYSTAL WORLD was very poetic and evoked great images, but this is not what I read 
fiction for. Imagery belongs more to poetry or film. I dislike Nicholas' contention that 
those of us who are reactionary enough to like some sense of plot and characterisation 
are hack readers and those who write to satisfy us are hack writers. As someone who has 
just sold her first short story, I know that I tried to do the best job that I could, 
I was not just cynically writing what i thought would be commercially successful. I will 
admit that I am not a terribly skilled writer. Whether or not I will become so, is 
another point. My work may never be great but I woulld deny that this is because I do 
care about plot and characterisation and will always try to use some in my writing. 
I have always thought that the purpose of writing was to communicate, and prose does 
this by a certain narrative structure and a certain amount of characterisation. Surrealism 
belongs to the visual arts or to poetry. Just stop getting annoyed because everyone
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(even intelligent everyones) don't agree 
with your taste and simply love Ballard's 
work. Recognise that this difference of 
taste does not make us reactionaries 
nor idiots whose fges are higher than 
our IQ's. (This paragraph was for Joseph 
Nicholas .)

Darrell Schweitzer: I too read some 
of NEW WORLDS. I didn't like most of it and 
finally only bought it if it contained a 
story by Keith Walker who can write. He can 
combine poetic imagery with story (see, 
Nicholas, it is possible). I don't like 
having to plow through unconnected para
graphs and meaningless sentences (meaning
less unless one is a telepath and can read 
the mind of the writer.) I am not automatically 
turned off by anti-American writing (another 
common accusation against those who didn t like most 
New Wave) and am not prudish about sex (I would deny 
New Wave sex is erotic since I am not turned on by literary masturbation, 
sadism, or masochism). I am not a literary masochist either, which is the reason that 
I stopped reading NEW WORLDS. I often get the idea that there are a lot of people out 
there who are afraid to say that they don't understand a certain piece for fear that 
they will be labelled reactionary, or prudish or stupid when in actuality it is the writer 
of this crap who isj putting a huge con job over on everyone.

Like you I did like some New Wave - the pieces could make sense of were often 
well written and very moddily evocative. It's the "all or nothing" attitude of a lot of 
the apologists of New Wave that turns me off. Also note how many of these writers are 
not selling since NEW WORLDS closed up shop. I also think that a lot of protests about 
"not wanting to prostitute' my art" are rationalisations for the very real fear of re
jection and the very real fear that they can't write. Needless to say Moorcock, Brunner, 
Aldiss and Ballard can write.

Marty: There is an interview of Robert Silverberg in PRETENTIOUS SF QUARTERLY 
in which Silverberg states that he realised that he was too esoteric for most SF readers 
and that appreciators of Proust do not read SF which was one reason that he quit writing 
SF. I also agree with you that if writers have a "Fuck the reader" mentality why should 
they blame the reader for having a "Fuck the writer" mentality and refusing to buy his 
work? I also think that Ballard's recent stuff is not SF, in fact I don't even think 
it's fiction, but that's another matter. If there is one thing that annoys readers, it 
is buying something that is labelled SF that turns out to be fantasy or non-communicat ive 
mater ial.

Robeit Runte: I was interested in your article on Canadian SF vs. US SF. I 
have never really noticed that much difference between English-speaking Canadians and 
Americans myself and confess to not seeing any Canadian SF vs. US SF. My father was 
born in Canada; my mother's mother was also. I used to spend summers visiting relatives 
there and 1 still never saw any difference. I don't think those in other British 
commonwealth countries can really either. I know they lumped Americans and Canadians 
together in New Zealand when I was there and also in Scotland when I was there. I think 
of Dickson and Van Vcgt as American although they are actually Canadian. I find Stephen 
Leacock's work American as well. (By the way, my grandmother grew up in the same town 
as Stephen Leacock. I think Mazo de la Roche also came from there.) But I was some
what taken aback by your comment that Canadians are more accepting of cultural difference 
than Americans. Huh? Tell that to my father's relatives. They are always complaining 
that one has to be English-speaking to get any good jobs. They always state that French-
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speaking citizens are second class 
no matter what the government states 
officially. I know that most of 
my mother's relatives who are 
English-speaking Canadians do look 
down on the French-speaking Canadians 
and resent them like hell. What you 
say may be true of Canadian fans 
or even of some liberal Canadians 
b ut...

On the other hand, to be fair, 
my cousin left Canada for the USA 

because the government insisted that 
he send his children to French language 

schools even though he didn't want to.
He s another French-Canadian "traitor" by 

the way. He was not living in Quebec either but 
in Ontario. He happens to think a thorough knowledge 

of English is essential in this modern world; or, if it 
isn't, thenlxussian or Chinese will be essential, not French.

Bruce Arthurs: I agree that Nicholas' "British is best" gets extremely boring. 
Since I am apparently forever disqualified from being a good writer and/or critic and 
have rotten taste since I had the bad luck to be born in the LEA, I shan't bother much 
arguing about it. I did marry someone British, though. I have the extremely reactionary 
position that the way a person writes should be of greater importance than where s/he 
was born. Just to show I am capable of liking British writers I admit to liking Coney 
(despite his ofttimes male chauvinism), Brunner, Wyndham, and Stableford. Nicholes 
probably wishes that Stableford were from somewhere else. I mean, he has plots and 
everything. How dare he?

*^>k*^****************5}S***

* TARAL WAYNE MACDONALD * To call you opinionated is a slander on Noah Webster's Eng1 ish. 
***s(!*^***»»****»******* According to my dictionary, opinionated means: "obstinate in 
opinion, dogmatic; self-willed," which says nothing about the quality of the opinion. 
What ought to be said about your view of Science Fiction is that it is low-browed and 
intolerant.

/*/ I like the Science Fiction of Poul Anderson, Hal Clement, Larry Niven, 
James White, A. Bertram Chandler - stellar company indeed, and far from low-browed, you 
cretinous lump of tasteless jelly. /*/

Note that I haven't accused you of being low-browed
in general, just in respect to SF. You admit (although 
somewhat shamefacedly) that you have read and cnee 
enjoyed artsy, pretentious, 1 iterary wr it ing, but 
somehow this sort of posturing has no place in 
Science Fiction. Why? Who said that SF was 
defined as telling stories?

Using Ballard as an example is good, so 
I'll continue with him. According to Schweitzer, 
his work began to fail as SF when he forgot he was 
telling stories. Again there is this assumption 
that if it doesn't tell a story then it ain't SF. 
Nicholas points out that Ballard is not a story
teller, that he is a surrealist, which was close 

WHA1 RELIGION WOULD

THE KIDS BE BROUGHT
UP iN ? 
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to the first thing I thought whilst reading Schweitzer's objections. There are other 
purposes in writing than story-telling. The point of a computer list or a concatenation 
of statements like "and John Doe shot Jane Smith, and Jane Smith shot Marvin Frump,” 
etc., is not to tell you who shot whom. I will be damned if I know just what Ballard's 
purpose was. But I will bet it was in the same realm as the artists in the beginning of 
this century who were fur-lining coffee cups and exhibiting urinals in art shows as 
statements of what art was, what it was for, and how people perceived it. (They were not 
pictures of sculptures of decorative objects, that is for sure.) In the same way I 
have no doubt that Ballard was posing us the questions "what is SF", "what is fiction 
for," and "how do we relate to it?"

The problem was, I do not think he was doing it especially well. In 1920, a 
story such as one of Ballard's later examples might have been shocking, mind-expanding, 

and insightful. In 1970 it was only imatative. If anyone was shocked, it was only 
because they were woefully ignorant and probably uninterested in new viewpoints.

And, in fact, most readers of SF are not interested in there being more to their 
SF than plots and characters. That is why New Worlds failed. Not because the work in 
it was not sceince fiction, but because the majority of science fiction readers had more 
conservative tastes.

Do not ask me what my tastes are though, please?

/*/ I have, perhaps, read more widely than Taral. At least I have had many more 
dedades in which to do it. Since sometime in the 1960's my reading for enjoyment has 
been confined to Science Fiction. This was by choice - the "classics", philosophy, 
poetry, sociology, and much much more had palled on me and "mainstream" fiction was just 
a bore. I first found Scie nee Fiction in the mid 19^0's, now it remained ray sole like 
in recreational literature. Naturally, when I found the 1920's avant-garde literature 
(which I had read in the mid-50's) being relabeled "Science Fiction" I was upset - this 
stuff (now called "^ew Wave" was not only old hat to me, but it was also in no way Science 
Fiction. And this garbage has left a legacy that infuriates me - it seems that nowadays 
almost all Science Fiction seems to be soft on plot, soft on characterisation, with 
nothing endings; basically, soft squishy things not worth reading if one has been brought 
up on a diet of the Science Fiction masters, poot. /*/

One of the answers I tend to give to fans like Debra Meece, who wonder why 
snotty tru-fans do not try to elevate Trekkies, media-fans, comics fans and the like to 
reading Science Fiction is that there are ten of them for every one of us. How much time 
would it take to educate such masses, providing they are willing to be educated? (In 
Toronto, many have expressed outright hostility to books and the written word.) I for 
one became involved in fandom because it gave me a place to draw and write and publish. 
I will not stay in fandom long if these pursuits are overshadowed by the necessity of 
public service to neos.

/*/ I, for one, am willing to help and advise a neo who expresses an interest 
in APAs and genzines - fan pubbing, as it were. After all, I do not expect people to 
come into fandom knowing much aboutamateur publication. HOWEVER - I draw the line at 
trying to teach fandom to these media neos. Fandom is my hobby and my social life - 
if these media-idiots do not have a basic grounding in basic fan interests (written 
Science Fiction), then what the hell are they doing cluttering up try hobby? I wish that 
they would all go on permanent hunger strikes. /*/

On the whole I think this was a better issue than the last couple, though it 
might have been the Schweitzer-Nicholas exchanges and the letter column talk about SF 
that tipped the balance. They added a coherency to HTT 10 that is normally missing in a 
zine that is 50 pages long yet has no articles longer than 5 pages usually. There is 
the normal grotesque's gallery of artwork, ranging from putrid (in the sense anyone other 
than an LA area fan would use the word) to the excellent. Steve Fox has attracted my
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attention in other zines, for the occasional spot illo that had unusual personality for 
a few lines and simple portrature, but the cover he drew for you promotes him to the ranks 
of major fan artist, I think. Or will, if he keeps up this level of interest. Alan 
White and Eenny Mitchroney are also commendable discoveries, and since you doubtedless 
subscribe to your zine reviewer's policies on art you will publish this tentative praise 
for them. I will not indulge myself by indicting those whose illos gave me the dry 
heaves...

*********************
* RICHARD LLEWELLYN * Whilst it is true that the sf of any country will naturally be 
********************* molded, at least indirectly, by the cultural norms of the country 
1 would still think that sf would be freer of such constraints than are other types of 
literature. Sf is the one literature that takes the future into its special care and it 
would seem that as communications between peoples improve, cultural differences will be
come less important. This may be only a chauvinistic American opinion, but I think it is 
the one that reflects the real world as it is. For this reason sf should be less depen
dent on the cultural norms of its home country and more open to the influences of those 
norms that are common to many countries.

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
* MICHAEL V. MACKAY * I want to avoid the mess you, Darrell, and Joseph have gotten 
********************* into; so I think that I will talk about Canadian sf. As a citi
zen, I am entitled.

To put it simply: yes, Marty there is a difference. American science fiction 
is (for the very most part) formula bullshit nonsense that is so patently unrealistic 
that even a "hip" 12 year old would laugh at it. It is, in short, suitable only for 
protean cinderellas and other basket cases.

Canadian sf, on the other hand, is the only sf suitable for intellectually 
mature people.

/*/ Is not Canada that funny little country way up North where everybody is 
snowed in all year long and where the national pasttime seems to be to pretend to be 
American? /*/

*****************
* DON D'AMMASSA * I'll bow out of the "what is sf" arguement here, because it is clear 
***************** we are now just arguing about definition, and you're perfectly entitled 
to define things however you wish within your own context. Just don't expect the rest 
of us to necessarily assign any validity to it. I will point out, however, that you appear 
to misunderstand Robert Runte. The best of New Wave does have a story to it, you see, but 
it is not presented in a fashion acceptable to some readers, recognisable to others. SF 
readers are, by and large, lazy and conservative. Despite protestations that they wi'sh to 
stretch their imaginations, they wart it stretched only in directions that have been pre
established. Nor do they want to have to work at a story to understand it. After all, 
the author is supposed to do all the work, right?

At risk of getting involved in another pointless discussion, your explanation of 
the differentiation between fantasy and science fiction is balderdash. Most fantasy could 
be rewritten as sf, and vice versa, with very little effort, and no damage at all to 
the story itself. What you appear to be objecting to is the philosophical difference 
between sf and fantasy, which is a valid position to take, but has nothing at all to do 
with the literary merit of a work.

/*/ In the interests of not going over ICO pages this time I will not now reply to this./*/
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*********************
* ARTHUR D. HLAVATY * The collection of alleged 
********************* humour that Joan Henke- 
Woods passed along to you (with tongs, I hope) 
is ancient, tacky, and occasionally offensive. 
I must say that "laying one's head" leads to a 
variety of images, of which autofellatio may be 
the least offensive. And besides, you left out 
the one about the two old maids who went for a 
tramp in the woods... but the tramp got away. 
0 shit, now you’ve got me doing it.

The Schweitzer/Nicholas debate is an 
example of the Old/New Wave controversy at its least 
interesting. As always, we have the Old Waver saying 
that sf must be STORY, and all this literature stuff 
will kill it, whilst the New Waver insists that sf 
must be LITERATURE, and story is irrelevant.

Now there are several things wrong with this 
debate. First of all, there is some question as to 
whether either STORY or LITERATURE can be defined unam
biguously, and even if it can, the two sides can argue in
definitely without making contact.

Besides, there is the fact that one can easily be 
neither of the above. When the STORY people start talking 
what they like in terms of suspense, the terminology gets i 
sadomasochistic: gripping, riviting, gut-wrenching. Does 
the sort of thing one submits to for fun? The LITERATURE types prefer the more sublima
ted s & m of the Protestant Ethic; they emphasize the immorality of reading stuff that 
offers *FNORD* Instant Gratification. Reading is supposed to be Serious Work. My own 
tastes follow a different path, and whilst I love much of the classic Old Wave writing of 
Asimov, Heinlein, et al., I also vastly enjoy Ballard's condensed novels for the power of 
their imagery. On the other hand, as Joseph points out, Ballard does not particularly 
Care about the people about whom he writes, and to me, fascinating scenery can carry a 
short story, but not a novel. That may well be why I have never found any of Ballard's 
novels wholly successful, though the imagery of THE CRYSTAL WORLD is beautiful. Of course, 
this idea of background-is-all, characters-are-nothing, was the essence of the novelistic 
theory of Alain Robbe-Gr illet, and showed up in sf with Brian Aldiss's REPORT ON PRO
BABILITY A, which "succeeded" in being every bit as devoid of human interest as anything 
of Robbe-Gr illet's. Paradoxically enough, though, I would maintain that the ultimate in 
detailing the background to the detriment of the tiny stick figures in front of it is 
that oldest of Old Wave books, RENDEZVOUS WITH RAMA.

As near as I can figure out, there are precisely two zines which live up to 
Mike Glyer's standards: HOLIER THAN THOU and THE DIAGONAL RELATIONSHIP. I think that 
you and I can agree that Mike is an astute critic.

/*/ I dare say that, before we agree on that assessment of Mike's critical 
faculties, we wait until he reviews out zines. /*/

Joseph Nicholas triumphantly announces that the difference between "reviewing" 
and "criticism" is purely semantic. Of course it is; differences in meaning are, by 
definition. I would say that the difference between "reviewing" and "criticism" is a 
matter of depth. Criticism implies a thorough study of the work under discussion, informed 
by a (preferably coherent) theory. Reviewing is a casual statement of opinion, properly 
labeled as such. I do not understand why Joseph considers this an illegitimate activity, 
but then I generally do not understand why he devotes so much effort to attempting to 
cleanse sf & fandom of all that does not measure up to his lofty standards.

This "Chorp Dimension" business has got to stop. It's cruel to make fun of 
canaries with speech defects.



****************

* DAVID PALTER * Thank you for HTT 10, which is a fascinating fanzine. All of this 
**************** raging controversy is interesting, of course, but I do wish that it 
could be a bit less acrimonious. I see no reason why two people could not espouse con
flicting opinions about new wave vs. old wave or any other topic, without therefore 
finding it necessary to accuse each other of ignorance, stupidity, insanity, or other 
personal failings. The worst offender here was, or course, Harry Andruschak, in his brief 
but venomous letter. He evidently disagrees with your own comments in HTT 9> which I 
can well understand as you were quite critical of him. However, instead of explaining 
his own viewpoint, which might have had some value and which might even have served to 
refute your accusation, Andy merely chose to insult you. I can only wonder why Andy 
bothers to write to you at all if he despises you that much. I personally would certainly 
not bother writing to anybody of whom I thought as badly as Andy claims to think of you.

/*/ There is no explaining why Andy blows hot and cold in his relations with 
other people. I have learned to be nice to him when he is being nice and to throw as 
much shit at him as he is throwing at me when that mood is on him. I am only too willing 
to take columns from him when he can produce that which he contributed this issue. When 
he writes nasty letters to me (such as last time) I will reply to him in kind. Anyway, 
you cross-eyed wimp, you complaints about the acrimony that adds interesting spice to 
this lettercolumn make me wonder why you think that I would be interested in pubbing 
bland pap or cold reasoned argument. Personal acrimony just makes the reasoned arguments 
more interesting (even if the New Wavers do not have any reasoned arguments and have 
IQ's orders of magnitudes lower than their ages). /*/

Joseph Nicholas is also a conspicuous offender against the courtesy with which 
fannish communications should more appropriately be held. Whilst he is entitled to 
disagree with Carol Kennedy's reviews and her rationale for those reviews, to call her 
spineless, self-serving and hypocritical is a horrifyingly nasty and uncalled for per
sonal attack. Even if we grant, for the sake of the argument, that her reviews were 
inadequate and her explanation unpersuasive, that does not therefore make her into a 
loathsome and demented lunatic. Why all this verbal overkill? Can't you disagree with 
someone calmly?

/*/ Feel free to disagree with someone calmly. Also feel free to thereby expect 
that your LoC will be drastically truncated or even lAHF'ed. I find it much more 
stimulating to be raked over the coals by an impertinent Joseph Nicholas than to have 
an insipid conversation by a nice nobody. The latter leads to boring fanzines, the former 
cannot only be informative but can also sometimes lead to some interesting humour - 
it also keeps things lively. HTT is, after all, a fanzine, not a coldly scholarly 
journal. /*/

Having lived in both Canada and the US (although not both at the same time), 
I can prreciate Robert Runte's discussion of the influences of national origins on SF, 
and I essentially agree with him, with one reservation, which is that in my observation 
Canada is not as different from the IS as Robert Runte (and Canadians in general) would 
like to believe that it is. It is different, though, and it is also quite true that the 
typically American desire for cultural homogenisation is not shared by the res t of the 
world. And 1 would suggest to Harry Warner, who finds the cultivation of special origins 
inferior to the benefits of a one world attitude, that the two need not be mutually 
esclusive; the ideal situation is for each region to be fully free to develop its own 
cultural identity as it chooses whilst at the same time cooperating fully with all other 
regions as needed in dealing with matters of global concern. It is merely local selfish
ness, not local diversity, which fosters international conflict and discord.

Schweitzer's discussion of the new wave is extremely cogent and I feel that he has 
given us a rather complete and accurate resolution to the whole controversy. I doubt that 
anything more need be said about it (although no doubt many more things will be said).



*********************

* HARRY WARNER, JR. * At last, the long-delayed LoC on the tenth HOLIER THAN THOU. 
********************* You are a paragon of patience for having failed tQ 3end threaten_ 
ing messages, LoC bombs, or such things, because I apparently failed you completely on 
the ninth issue. All I can do is apologise and reveal that just this month I have 
somehow managed to get back into the old groove: this is the 26th consecutive day on 
which I have written a LoC, a skein which I doubt if I had achieved at any time in the 
past ten years. If it is a loccer's second wind and if the current slowdown in fanzine 
production continues, I might be able to collect a stockpile of apologies again, instead 
of sending out so many that I never have enough to go around.

My own pet scheme for creating a revolution in the fanzine Hugo regulations is 
a simple one. A fanzine is a publication which sells less than half of the total number 
of circulated copies of an average issue. I cannot think of any Hugo-worthy fanzine in 
recent years which would fail to qualify under such a system with the sole exception of 
the last WARHOON, and the Denvention committee refused to classify that as a fanzine so 
my method is still practically foolproof, ^uch a way of defining a fanzine would be 
considerably easier to investigate than trying to inspedt a publication's financial 
records to determine if it is running at a profit or attempting to ascertain if circulation 
01 the publication is A-98 copies rather than 505 copies. It does not take much word- 
of-mouth investigation to find out if such and such a publication is widely distributed 
in trades and for LoCs and for other non-paying reasons.

A year ago, I would have initialed Mike Glyer’s five commandments for fanzines 
without reservation. But the cost of producing fanzines and the apparent dropoff in the 
number of fans interested in publishing them lead me to feel somewhat differently toward 
a couple of them. I doubt if many fans in the future will be able to publish four or 
more times annually if their fanzines are something larger than the FILE 77O-PONG type. 
In fact, lots of excellent fanzines in the past, even hose with long lives, rarely appeared 
at least four times in a year. It is a terrible thing for a notorious LoChack to say, 
but I think shorter LoC sections may be a necessity in the future, both for cost reasons 
and to provide more room for independent articles. A few fanzine editors a while back 
were in the habit of cutting up LoCs and mailing the comments on each contribution to the 
author or artist. This is an alternate way of giving the creative fan egoboo and re
sponse without taking up lots of space on mere praise or that-reminds-me types of comments 
in the LoC section. I would add one more commandment to those given by Mike: Make your 
fanzine what you want it to be. I get disturbed every time a fanzine editor tells how he is 
bedding the majority opinion amongst 
his readers and cutting back on 
the amogint of fiction or 
emphasising more controver
sial articles or otherwise 
changing policy. What is 
the point in throwing vast 
sums of money into the 
hands of office supply 
stores and postal workers 
if you cannot get in re
turn the satisfaction of 
publishing what you want 
to publish.

/*/ You give the reader 
what he wants by pubbing 
your own zine - you keep as 
readers those who like your 
personal effort. 0"/ /X/// 
MM i-i M /*/

To SOtT



****************
* PAUL SKELTON * So you are going to cut your print run, uh? Does this mean that you 
**************** will no longer be a "Larger circulation genzine , or what.' What the hell 
is your print run anyway? I aim for 150 with 3FD and I assumed yours was in the same 
league (although being in the American division that would be about 250). But, when I 
wrote to Eric Mayer telling him how his article in THE WRETCH TAKES TO WRESTLING had 
stimulated me into producing something for you he wrote back to say something to the. 
effect that -Great, but I will not see it as I do not get any of the larger circulation 
genzines these days.!!- Is this true? Does HTT have some enormous circulation? Are 
hundreds and hundreds of people going to read my piece in the next issue? Did thousands 
read my piece in the last? *gosh* Still, I can still claim a near perfect batting record 
; for, even if my piece did not cause you to fold HTT all at once, in cutting your print 
run I am killing you by degrees. A few more contributions and you will be able to get 
by with carbons.

/*/ Sorry to knock your speculations into a cocked hat (or even an uncocked 
hat), old bean. My print run is 225. I would like for it to be 200 or even less; as 
it is, it is all that I can do to keep it from growing larger than 225- However, even 
though your contributions have not killed off HTT in the way that you have been specu
lating, it is possible that it may die due to its ever larger page size causing my 
bank account to dwindle. /*/

Can I suggest an addition to your editorial-comment glyphs? By all means keep 
"/*/" for your general comments but use " )*(" when you are talking out of your arse, 
like you do in replying to Don D'Ammassa. "To me that is the same as saying that any 
story that involves a scientist is Science Fiction..." Arseholes'. Psi powers, other 
planets and non-human sentients are not parts of the real world in the sense in which 
they are used in SF. Other planets circling other suns are of course part of the uni
verse, one assumes, but they impinge upon us not at all. Likewise neither do non-human 
sentients and psi powers. Scientists on the other hand affect us all too much and are 
very definitely a part of the real world however much some of their statements might 
mislead you into thinking that this is not the case. Woolly thinking here, boss. 2|- 
out of 10. Can do better.

/*/ Sorry, bub, but this is a case of where you have misread me. Try this reading 
for what I meant: I was merely saying that just because a character in a story happened 
to be a scientist (which was just his occupation and had nothing whatever to do with the 
story) would not make that story Science Fiction just because he was a scientist. Now 
reread my comment to Don D'Ammassa with that in mind. /*/

Bob Lee was at least 50% right. The Benny Hill show is putrid. However, funny 
it is not, unless he has improved dramatically in recent years. I used to find him funny 
but then I became nine years old and grew beyond it. Nope, Marty, HTT stands for 
"Putridity With Class". Towards this end I will pass on to you some of my favourite 
’ Irish' jokes. Over here poles are remarkably thin on the ground dontchaknow?

What has an IQ of 144.......... a gross of Irishmen.
Heard about the Irish caterpillar .......... it turned into a frog.
........... and the Irish sky-diver .............who was killed when his flippers failed to open. 
And then there is the one about Bob Parley going to heaven. He meets Elvis 

Presley, John Lennon, Buddy Holly, Jimmy Hendrix et al and says, "Great, we can have a 
party and a bit of a jam session." "Well," says Lennon, "The jam session sounds a great 
idea, but I'm afraid there's no chance of a party. Bobby Sands has eaten all the 
sandwiches."

Debra Meece asks, "...how far would you go in excluding people based on weapon
ry?." Well, I would not think you could push it very far at all. If you come on too 
strong ... well, they've got swords for christsake. This tends to make them hard to
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argue with, unless you1 ve got guns, in which case you should really 
exclude yourself as well. God, but cannot you just see the future 
Hugo /////%/ battles, when Harlan's banner is finally raised in 
the centre of the con-hall and Barry Malzberg’s head is found 
impaled upon a spike with the other losers. Maybe only when 
the stakes are that high will the Browns and Geises and such 
decide that the fanzine Hugo is not worth their while after all.

My son Nick has some tadpoles which are just in the 
process of becoming frogs. He has them in a bowl in the garden. 
Gas just wandered in and asked me, "Didn't Nick ought to bring his 
frogs in out of the rain?" Sometimes I wonder about Gas.

/*/ Same here - her grammar is suspect. /*/

****************
* MICHAEL HALL * Re.: the attempt by you to legislate (define?) some rationality into 
**************** -{..he fanzine Hugo. I do not know. This has been kicked over so many 
times since I have been in fandom, and from what I have read, countless times before. 
I have more or less resolved to forget about the whole thing and hope it dies and crawls 
away into some corner. (Well, perhaps it could crawl into the corner before it dies...) 
As far as I can figure, just about any definition you can come up with that seems to 
put some justice back into the fanzine Hugo would lose out because there would be some 
large circulation zine which would be able to come in under the wire. Hey, I just had 
an idea — how about if we divide the number of votes every fanzine gets by circulation? 
No? How about you and I put our a Christian SF zine sponsored by the Mormons? They could 
hand it out on every street corner in the world, and we would have at least 9 billion 
circulation'. No? How about borrow money from the bak to bribe the people who count 
the Hugo ballots...

/*/ A Christian SF zine? Well, if you want to hand-crank a mimeo for 9 billion 
copies. * Actually, I do not see print run as the major problem in the fanzine Hugos. 
I am willing to have HTT's 225 print run being judged as a zine against RUNE’s 1000 
print run (as an example). The real problem is placing zines produced by amateurs 
against zines produced by people who make a living from those zines - professionals. 
This is just not fair - amateurs (who invariably lose money on their zines (and are quite 
willing to do so)) have to make their livings in other areas and do not have the time 
to devote 40 hour and more to their zines; neither do they have the wherewithal! to pay 
for contributions. /*/

As for Robert's article, I find I must agree emphatically. (Apart from the fact 
that it is PC to do so. It goes much farther than 3F, of course. In school, we all 
take at least one year in our history class learning about the large country to the South. 
We learn all about the Mayflower, the Boston Tea Party, the various wars you have fought 
against yourselves, George Washington's wooden teeth and cherry tree, massacres of the 
native North American peoples, the rule of the gun in the old west, (and strangely enough, 
in the new United States), the enslavement of one race by another, all the way up to that 
funny man with the receeding hairline who gave two-fingered victory salutes. I am not 
saying that Canadians are a better people, but ya gotta let me get in a little jab every 
so often. But the fact that our culture is dominated almost entirely by your country is 
an unavoidable truth, and a scary one, too. I am typing this on an Underwood typewriter 
made in the U.S., my car is a Ford made in Detroit, I came this evening from a Safeway 
store, the gas station is Esso, owned by Exxon, most of the overseas reports on the CBG 
television network come from DBS, I read Time and Newsweek, hell, 90% of the fanzines 
I read are American'. This probably doesn't sound too shocking to you, but look at some 
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recent cases in the News. Japan gets 20% of1 your new car sales (the manufacturing 
only, not the actual sales and distribution) and the government is all up in arms'. 
Canadian and German (west, I think) companies come up with cheap bids for subway cars 
for Los Angeles, so "Buy American" policies are put into effect which state that the 
sucessful companies must manufacture in the U.S.'. I could go on. ^ut this is beginning 
to sound anti-American. Really, some of my best friends are Americans.

/*/ Leave it to some damned Canadian to pick weird friends. Anyway, methinks 
that you are just grousing because you did not get a chance to vote for Reagan. /*/

Well, the point I was trying to get across is that we should be entitled to our 
own culture, even if some of it indeed is boring and silly. The thing is, some of every 
culture is boring and silly.

Mike Glyer's column was moderately interesting, but x was moderately disappointed 
that he did not review any actual fanzines. Mike could probably be a Joseph Nicholas 
in his own right, and I would really be interested in him tearing into a few sacred cows. 
I bet you would not mind that either. Someone told me that you are into this controversy 
business. Hmmm. You will not ever get me to say that thing about Georges I have always 
wanted to say in print...

/*/ Go ahead, say what you will about Georges - if it is interestingly nasty
I will print it here (and also Georges' reply). I am an equal opportunity insuiter. /♦/

Lynne Holdom's letter was interesting, for several reasons. Numero uno (and I 
bet you are waiting with bated breath for this one) is please do not include Canada in 
American anything'. Especially SFl Her remark typifies the attitude of the American 

public (including fandom) towards us, and it is 
indeed sad and disheartening whenever I see ano

ther manifestation of it. I agree mostly, 
though, with her observations on the U.K., 

although parts of it trouble me. I also 
agree with both of you re. zap guns at 
cons. Frankly, the idiots amongst the 
non-printed word types at cons are per

haps the major reason why I do not feel 
like going out of my way to attend a

con. I go to meet people, have a good 
time, etc., but I tend to let these types 

get to me more than they actually should, 
and the con ends up getting ruined for me.

I have never attended a Worldcon for this 
reason, and do not expect to, because of all 

of the horror stories that I have heard.

* GARY DEINDORFER * Thanks for continuing to 
******************* send HTT. I thought that 

maybe you would be annoyed at me for quitting 
the column and 1 would not get any more HTT's. 
I will be glad to keep sending LoCs for them.
I do not think that I will inflict any more 
of my artwork on you, though. I seem to have 
gotten out of the habit (or compulsion) of 
doing it. But how can you call my
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drawings "bleah" and continue to publish the 
monstrosities, the abortions in line, that 
Darrell Schweitzer pollutes the world with? 
Egad.

Jack Harness has a weird sense of 
humour, even by fannish standards. I have 
decided, after much sole searching, that I 
like "The Baloney Stone." Yes, the sole fell 
off of my left shoe. I had a helluva time 
finding it, but find it I did. Having found 
it, I made my Harness article decision.

I wish I had read some Ballard. 
Then I could say something about Joseph 
Nicholas's thoughts on Ballard. I haven't. 
I can't.

I can think of something to say 
about Nicholas's writing style as such, 
though. He is so used to various kinds of 
habitual turns of vilification, that I get the 
impression that he uses his turns of insult automatically with- ‘ 
out thinking much about it. It is ingrained deeply in him, in the way he regards other 
people, the world, and himself. But I find his writing interesting and amusing. 
Amusing in particular because of his lack of control over his tendency to extravagant 
personal insults. It is a though even if he only slightly disagrees with someone over 
some trivial point, he is still compelled to preface his remark with something like, 
"Win Ozone, that scurrilous camel puke sipper from down under P.M. Thatcher s hairy, 
smelly arse, has committed a typical typographical error here.........." 

****************
* ARNOLD AKIEN * Your artwork was much improved in this last issue, but I confess I 
**************** cuitural communication barrier with a resounding clunk over
two of them. Come now, you are joking - shower massage devices with adjustable heads? 
And these people have the nerve to claim that the British are effete and decadent. 
(Though, come to think of it, the loss of our Empire could probably be attributed to the 
passing of the craze for cold showers as a substitute for sex - after a lifetime of 
repression and cold showers the average Empire Builder was likely to consider even fighting 
the savage Fuzzy Wuzzies and Americans an improvement. If your ancestors had had the sense 
to offer the redcoats decent plumbing(let alone shower message devices with adjustable 
heads) we could all have been saved a lot of trouble.)

Then there was the thing with the engine. "Wow1.'. I could have had a V-8'.
I despair, I really do. Just as I think I am beginning to understand you people you elect 
Ronald Reagan as President and print inexplicable illos. I mean, I have enough trouble 
understanding Joseph Nicholas at times - how in hell can you expect me to put up with this 
kind of thing? Get rid of Reagan and explain the illo - in that order, and at once-

/*/ Well, _I did not vote for Old 4-R (Ronald "Reverse Robinhood" Reagan), but I 
guess that I cannot get out of having pubbed those illos. Um. HTT has an international 
distribution, so I guess that anything that I print is going to be not understood some
where do to cultural communication barriers. Well, as to the "V-8" illo, you should be 
made aware of a ghod-awful beverage made from eight vegetables. As some of their ad- 
vertisments proclaim, "Wow'.’. I could have had a V-8L’.after a person is seen having 
just finished some sort of "inferior" drink. Now, if I also have to explain to you that 
a V-8 is also an obsolete engine design, I will have to throw one at your vacuous head. /*/
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*********************
* I ALSO HEARD FROM * I received a fine letter from John Hertz; as I would like to 
********************* print it in full I will hold it until next time (when I will 
(I hope) have the room for it). Gail Weiss writes that she would not live in Israel 
because its triple digit inflation would make her a pauper. She also says that she will 
drop by at DETENTION to try a boysenberry jelly bean. Good luck Gail - all J2 flavours 
(of jelly beans) are mixed together. Robert Whitaker, along with his LoC sent a cartoon. 
"The cartoon enclosed is disgusting and gross and you may use it." The cartoon reminds 
me of something that was run through APA-L a few years ago; when I get reprint permission 
I will use the cartoon to illustrate that putrid item. Michael Parker Smith sent me a 
PoC stating, "Hopefully, a LoC follows on the Nicholas-Schweitzer-New Wave crisis." 
One month later there is still no LoC. I got a letter from Fees van Toorn. He wrote, 
"Keep it up ... and I would not mind nominating you for a Hugo." Such praise deserves 
not only note but some nice words back. Kees pubs a successful prozine in Holland - 
if you read Dutch I recommend that you contact him about obtaining a subscription.
ORBIT, Postbus 5411, 5005 AK Rotterdam, Holland.

Paula Lieberman wrote me an *instant* LoC whilst visiting me. "Sometimes HTT 
seems more interesting when you talk about it then when I read it." Thanks, Paula. 
Kev Smith thanks me for nominating him for TAFF. Well, I am always happy to oblige a 
masochist. Barbara Tennison wrote offering to "bring a bunch of people with cats to the 
airport on the Labour Day Weekend departure and scare (disgust? putridify?) you onto 
a plane in spite of yourself." Actually, that might cause me to miss the aeroplane as 
I would be having too much fun stomping on the cats to bother boarding that pseudo-flying 
contrapt ion.

J. Owen Hanner offered to reimburse me for the cost of the postage that was 
incurred when the Post Office sent HTT ^10 back to me instead of properly forwarding it 
to him. (At 70/ out, 70/ back to me, and 70/ to his new address, I am tempted to take 
him up on that.) He also wrote, "l was going to do a thoughful and incisive loc, but 
somewhere along the line I changed my mind and decided to be vapid and innocuous instead." 
I have no idea why he eventually decided to copy Joseph .Nicholas. Barney Neufeld says 
(in thanks to Robert Runte), "...but to find myself compared to Harry Warner, Jr. is a 
compliment I can hardly pass unremarked." Well, Harry ''id not write anything about it. 
Suzi Stefl writes, "I have discovered some good of your zine, though: it makes a fair- 
to-middlin1 blotter..." When rolled up it is also good for swatting impertient LoC 
writers. Allan Beatty wrote to remind me that a tornado is sort of like an earthquake 
that attacks through the air. Allan is certainly learning a lot in college.

************* 
* ADLRESSES * 
Jit************

Arnold Akien: 6, Dunblaine Rd., Seaburn, Sunderland, Tyne & Wear SR6 8EU, England
Harry J.N. Andruschak: P.O. Box 606, La--Canada-Fl intr idge, CA 91011? USA
Charlie Belov: 29 Crestweed Rd., West Hartford, CT 06107, USA
David Bratman: 1552 N.W. 513t St • ^5» Seattle, WA 98107, USA
Wayne Brenner: c/o Lisa Wahl, 9725 Goodluck Rd. ,^5? Seabrook, I1® 20801, USA
Bryan: 400 Luray Ave. $11-A, Johnstown, PA 1590^, l^A
Ray Capella: 217 W. Grand Ave., Alhambra, CA 91801, LEA
Don D’Ammassa: 525 Dodge St., East Providence, RI 02914, USA
Dennis D'Asaro: P.O. Box 64, Bidwell Sta., Buffalo, NY 14222, Not SUCB, USA
Gary Deindorfer: 44y Bellevue Dr. /^9-B, Trenton, NJ 08618, USA
Buzz Dixon: 8961 Yolanda Ave., Northridge, CA 91524
Steven Fox: ^6^6 Pemberton St., Philadelphia, PA 19145, USA
Maureen E. Garrett: P.O. Box 2009, San Rafael, CA 94912, USA
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Alexis A. Gilliland: 40J0 8th St. South, Arlington, VA 22204, LEA
Mike Glyer: 5822 Woodman #2, Van Ncys, CA 91405, USA
Rob Gustaveson: 15111 Archwood Dr. #102, Van Nuys, CA 914-01, USA
Michael Halls 8518-90 Ave., Edmonton, ALTA T6C 1P1, Canada
Joan Hanke-Woods: 1557 Fargo 5~D, Chicago, IL 60626, USA
Arthur D. Hlavaty: 250 Coligni Ave., New Rochelle, NY 10801, USA
Lynne Holdom: P.O. Box 5, Pompton Lakes, NJ 07442, USA
Olivia Jasen: Current address not available
Terry Jeeves: 250 Bannerdale Rd., Sheffield Sil 9FE, United Kingdom
Stephanie Klein: 265 Coligni Ave., New Rochelle, NY 10801, USA
Linda Leach: 15151 Northville Rd., Plymouth, MI 48170, USA
Bob Lee: 1720 Burgundy Rd., Leucadia, CA 92024, USA
Guy H. Lillian III: 102 S. Mendenhall #15, Greensboro, NO 27405, USA
Richard Llewellyn: P.O. Box 2j49, Cullowhee, NC 28725, USA
Anne Laurie Logan: 116 Burcham, East Lansing, MI 48825
Taral Wayne MacDonald: 18120415 Willowdale Ave., Willowdale, ONT 1-2 N 5B4, Canada
Michael Vernon MacKay: Box 610225, Univ, of Guelph, Guelph, ONT NIG 2W1, Canada
Jim Meadows: P.O. Box 1227, Pekin, IL 61554, USA
Kenny Mitchroney: 196J- Vermont Ave., Daytona Beach, FL 52018, USA
David Palter: 1811 Tamarind Ave. #22, Hollywood, CA 90028, ISA
Joe Pearson: 17850 Kinzie St., Northridge, CA 91525> USA
John A. Purcell: 5581 Sumter Ave. So., St. Louis Park, MN 55426, USA
Bill Rotsler: 2104 Walnut Ave., Venice, CA 90291, USA
Robert Runte: 10957~88th Ave., Edmonton, ALTA T6G 0Y9, Canada
Darrell Schweitzer: 115 Deepdale Rd., Strafford, PA 19087, USA
Stu Shiftman: 19 Broadway Terrace #1D, New York City, NY 10040, USA
Paul Skelton: 25 Bowland Close, Offerton, Stockport, Cheshire SK2 5NW, England
Kevin Smith: 10 Cleves Court, St. Marks Hill, Surbiton, Surrey KT6 4pS, United Kingdom
Bruce Townley: 2525 Sibley St., Alexandria, VA 22511, USA
R Laurraine Tutihasi: 1217 Majestic Way, Webster, NY 14580, USA
Steven M. Tymon: 5585 East Pacific Coast Hwy #574, Long Beach, CA 90804, USA
Harry Warner, Jr.: 425 Summit Ave., Hagerstown, MD 21740, USA
Lee Weinstein: 2108 Magee Ave., Philadelphia, PA 19149, USA
Robert J. Whitaker: P.O. Box 7709, Newark, DE 19711, USA
Alan White: 25155 Avenida Vislaya, Homeland, CA 92548, USA
Charlie Williams: 4514 Hayes Ave., Knoxville, TN 57912, USA

/*/ Buried under a pile of stuff on my desk was ,another LoC - it will appear below.

#*****$*******$***************$***********************
* Buck Coulson: Rt. 5> Hartford City, IN 47548, USA * Jesus, all we need is an involved 
******** * ** ********* *********************************** wording in the WSFS constitution 
on the subject of fanzine Hugos. The more definite the definition is, the more trouble 
it will cause. If you really want to separate the sheep from the goats, you do not have 
to go into fanzines' financial statements. You just specify that any fanzine which pays 
for contributions with more than the traditional copy or copies (specify a total if you 
want to) of the issue involved are ineligible. Never mind if they are making money; 
prozines do not always make money, either. But do they pay for material? That is the 
mark of prefessionalism, and not all that hard to determine.

If you are doing definitions of SF--------
A. Fiction is that branch of writing which describes events which did not happen. 
B. Fantasy is that branch of fiction which describes events which could not have 

happened.
C. Science Fiction is that branch of fantasy in which the impossible events are 

explained in scientific or pseudo-scientific terms.
Covers all bases.
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***********************
* SOME CLOSING NATTER * I am typing this page on the last Wednesday of August. (My 
*********************** automobile is sitting in the carport, waiting for me to take it 
to the garage tomorrow morning to repair the latest in an almost weekly series (or at 
least it seems that way) of absolutely necessary repair jobs. It seems to be a con
spiracy of some sort to absolutely drain me of money that I need for DENVENTION. Somehow, 
though, I intend to get to Denver.)

There are twenty reams of paper sitting in the back of the apartment awaiting 
the touch of inked stencils. These reams of paper are for both HOLIER THAN THOU and 
SHAGGY. I dare say that I shall probably have to purchase more paper so that I will 
have enough to complete both jobs. But I do not know.

SHAGGY 77 was typed by me and printed by Mike Glyer. For issue 78 I am doing 
the printing and Mike is doing the typing. All of the material is in Mike's hands. 
But it seems that the IRS (his employer) has sent him to Fresno (about 25O miles north 
of here) for the last half of August. He will be back here a day or so before I leave 
for Denver (Mike may not go to Worldcon, even though he has been nominated for two 
Hugos).

The weekend after I return from Denver is the weekend in which LASFAPA is put 
together. Somehow or other, before I leave for ’Denver I have to type and print my zine 
for LASFAPA. Then I have to cut and paste the illos into HOLIER THAN THOU (I doubt that 
I will have time to do this before I leave for Denver). Then I have to print, collate, 
and staple both HOLIER THAN THOU and SHAGGY (I can probably get help with the latter. An 
upcoming fun month. *sigh*






