


Idea #4Wondering why?

____I don’t know. Do you?

/___You pub your ish!

____You’re in it

____You don’t even like 
Diet Cokes.

____You sent a LoC to Idea, 
BEDEC, and/or SFFY.

____You helped paint 
Toad Hall .

____What’s essential, you 
cannot see...

____You’re an official friend 
of Toad Had.

<■'__ I hope you’re coming
to (or you’re at) Corflu, 
Minicon, BaggieCon, 
and/or MagiCon.

_ __ I don’t know, maybe it 
was the roses...

____You’re Lee Hoffman.

____You show me yours.

____It seemed like the 
thing to do.

------’Cause way down 
yonder in tall grass, 
there’s an little bitty 
woman called 
Sassafras...

____I put you on the mailing 
list way back. Send a 
LoC if you want #5.
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Correction!
Reed Waller illustrated Jack Targonski’s article, “The little Music 
Party That Smoked” in Idea #3. This correction was hand-written on 
the contents page of most copies, but I missed a few of the early ones. 
Sorry, Reed!

| Idea Volume 2, Number 4 February 1992 Geri Sullivan, Editor

Copyright 1992 by Geri Fitzgerald Sullivan, Minneapolis, Minnesota, USA Ail rights revert to the
J contributors upon publication.

I A SMOTHRA publication. Member fwa. Active supporter of the Minnesota Fanzine Recovery Act

2



Editorial

“I’m at Picas and Points, I can be there in 10 minutes.’* I hung up the phone 
and headed west on 1494, towards Karen Melby’s office. Karen is one of my 
clients atTPF&C, a human resources consulting firm. Their office is just off 
Normandale Blvd, south of 494 — “across the street,” if you will, from the 
Radisson Hotel South, home to Minicon, ReinCONation, and Minn-stf pool parties.

As I drove down the highway last Friday, my mind turned to Idea, and my 
aSr-yet-unwritten editorial. For the last year, most of my ideas (and waking hours) 
have gone into developing communication materials for clients like Karen. Indeed, 
I spent most of last week designing a tabloid publication to tell Land O’Lakes 
employees about new’ investment plans. It was more fun than most, in part because 
Jeff was working with me (he did the graphics; I did the design and layout), in part 
because it was a new format, and in large part because I didn’t have three other 
crises to juggle at the same time. It even looked like I’d have a free weekend and 
a couple of days this week to work on Idea. What a concept

“If s dearly time for a new Idea,” I thought, then looked for room to merge 
into the right lane in time to catch the Prairie Lakes Drive exit I shook my head, 
startled. What was I doing driving to NCS? I haven’t worked there since the last 
Idea came out more than two years ago!

Well, thafs a slight exaggeration. NCS is one of my clients, but I only 
get to the Prairie Lakes office once eveiy couple of months, rather than 
making the drive daily as I once did.

My meeting with Karen went well, once I got there. She 
loves the design, loves the graphics, loves the layout Better yet, 
most of my business meetings go like that these days.

Perhaps you see why I love running PROmote Communications, even the "h if s left little time for 
fanac during the last year or two. And what did I do with the seconds and minutes, the bits of time I was 
able to carve out of the 24-hour-a-day business of business-building? Well, they went into a couple of 
other fannish publications you might have heard of. In March, 1991,1 published Beyond the Enchanted 
Duplicator...To the Enchanted Convention (BEDEC), written by Walt Willis and James White, and 
illustrated by Stu Shiftman. (Standard edition: $6; Autographed, 2-color mimeo Collector’s Edition: $15. 
From me.) Then, in November 1991, Jeff and I published the 9th issue of Lee Hoffman’s Science-Fiction 
Five-Yearly (5-color mimeo, a few copies are still available from us for The Usual). I made it to a 
convention or two... pretty much finished painting Toad Hall... and there was also design, layout, and 
a fair bit of photography for a 4-color (offset) book of sculpture photographs. It was my first project 
toward repaying Charley Oswald, NCS Chairman and CEO, who helped me get PROmote started. Oh, 
yes, I got a bit of sleep, too. I’ve vowed to get more in ’92.

If s good to be back with Idea. I hope you enjoy it, and that I’ve another to send your way by MagiCon.

Available for the usual from: 
Geri Sullivan 
Toad Hall 
3444 Blaisdell Ave. S. 
Minneapolis MN 
55408-4315 
U.SA 
612/825-3558 
612/825-0136 (FAX)

Contributors:
Michael Butler, P.O. Box 160726, Cupertino CA 950164)726
Ken Fletcher, 2808 Harriet Ave. S.» Minneapolis MN 55408
Rob Hansen, 144 Plashet Grove, East Ham, London E6 1AB U.K.
Chuck Harris, 32 Lake Crescent, Daventry, Northants, NN11 5EB U.K.
Bill Rotsler, 17909 Lull St Reseda, CA 91335
Jeff Schalles, 3444 Blaisdell Ave. S., Minneapolis MN 554084315
Stu Shiftman, 8618 linden Ave. N., Seattle WA 98103
Taral, 1812415 Willowdale Ave., Willowdale, Ontario M2N 5B4 CANADA
Glenn Tenhoff, 5645 Green Circle Drive, #209, Minnetonka MN 55434
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I miss fresh smelling moist salt air from Long Island Sound late at night walking from the Queens subway. 
More than two years have gone by since I wrote my “New York-to-Wimpy Zone” travel and moving essay 
for Idea. I still miss New York’s Chinatown (and an unknown-in-Minnesota dish called chow fim). I miss 
CBGB’s, newsstands and good cheap pizza by the slice, St Mark’s Place, driving over big weird old 
bridges like the Bayonne Skyway, visiting once and future faneds in their plush publishing offices. No 
more wild ho t late nights drumming in cheap rocked out beer soaked practice studios, playing with Josh 
and the War Pigs at a place called The Dive. Josh now lives atop a mountain in the Adirondacks pubbing 
a local rock tabloid.The Dive is now a parking lot I even fondly remember Fanoclasts gatherings at Stu 
Shiftman's and later at Use Eisenberg’s. I don’t miss cockroaches, late-night subway platforms, driving *'T 
dawn around the streets of Queens looking for a parking space. Or most of the Lunarians.

Two weeks after I arrived in Minnesota with my life-in-a-Ryder-truck, I flew back to New York to look 
for my car. I had to say absolute final “yes-I’rn-razfty-leaving” good-bys to a few friends, empty out the 
Savage Rock Photos post office box, take a few last pictures. My 70 Chevelle leaked 5 quarts of crankcase 
oil along the Pennsylvania Turnpike (sorry, environment), but responded well to oilpan bolt tightening and 
Permatex at my parents’ house, in Pittsburgh. You can’t go home again, but you can still leave oil stains on 
your dad’s garage floor.

I did family visits, looked up old friends, had a look at my old post-college neighborhood, East 
Liberty/Shadyside, Pittsburgh’s East and West Villages. Then I headed north for a college reunion on 
a farm north of Grove City. The timing was great Many of us hadn’t seen each other since 1975, some of 
us still had long hair. Ben had driven from Dayton in a Chevy 13 years older than mine. I tried some back 
roads I used to know to get there and got good and lost Instead I somehow I found myself at the big rocks 
in the State Game Lands where I’d met my power animal, a mountain lion, one night long ago.

When 1finally arrived I found a note saying everyone was swimming at the strip mines. They came 
back and found me replacing my sparkplugs. We spent the next hour drinking beer and sticking our heads 
under car hoods. Ben’s engine was cleaner but mine was a lot bigger we concluded. Everyone seemed 
pretty happy with their lives, no one seemed to have been adversely mutated by the massive doses of 
lysergic acid diethylamide we took 17 years before. It was almost too cosmic for me to go through all of this 
while on my way to a new life in Minnesota, touching all the bases, running for home.

So here I am. I’ve found the rock ’n roll scene here isn’t quite what I had in mind. I may have to 
change the mime of my business. There’s bars and bands all right, lots of them, with weird names and arty 
posters stuck up on all the best utility poles in Uptown. But I find that many of the mundane rockers, 
artists, musicians and their hangerson up here are isolated, nihilistic, apolitical Worse than the usual 
suspects, I mean. The Minnesota rockers I’ve met through my punk friend from work unanimously 
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chain-smoke cigarettes, laughed at me for wearing a hat into the C.C. Club one night when it was 
40° below, have permanent bronchitis, don’t want to hear that they need to move to LA or NYC for a while. 
Weird small town stuff.

The bars close at 1:00 A.M. up here. Not only do they literally throw you out but they turn up the 
lights 15 minutes before and yell at you like you’re stupid. In Pennsylvania, they stop selling drinks at 
2:00 A.M., in New York at 4, but you can usually sit around drinking your last one while die bartenders 
dean up. Not here. This means there’s a nightly highway horror show as all the drunks pile into their 
rusty beaters and simultaneously race for home. Everyone drives like they’re in Cairo up here anyway, foot 
to the floor, running stopsigns and redlights, making rights on red without stopping or even slowing down 
much. And Fm talking about the balding hippies in old Volvos with Deadhead stickers! The Type A drivers 
are far worse.

But this isn't what’s on my mind, what Fm trying to write about here. My never-ending lifework, the 
search for transcendence, is. Sometimes it just hits me over the head, giving me a warm, clear, light- 
diffused image, a swelled chest, a new idea. Other 
times I can arrange for things to happen, place 
myself in surroundings like ones that have worked 
in the past, like the Lake Poets, like wandering the 
meadow in Wordsworth’s “The Prelude.” Finding 
spots of time in the world where I can sit and think 
cleariy. I even found a few such cosmic places in the 
heart of New York itself, bicycling amidst junkyards 
by the East River, watching tugboats go by, gazing 
across at Manhattan. Looking down a sidewalk grate 
amidst the skyscrapers and seeing a sunken mini
forest of weeds and junk trees. And there’s always 
tiie Staten Island ferry at 4:30 am.

I like to find places that haven’t yet been 
stomped on by the Wise Use fascists, or spots that 
have had a century or so to recover from clear- 
cutting. There were reforested state game lands in 
Pennsylvania where I camped in the summer, cliffs 
above the Potomac River a few minutes north of the 
upper beltway bridge where I could be all alone on a 
weekday evening. I found satori on hot summer 
nights sitting on the edge of the stone portico at the 
back of the Lincoln Memorial, legs dangling over the 
stonework, smelling the old swamps back there, 
watching planes land at National.! know a little yoga, 
a bit about breathing, some relaxing tricks. And I
know I need to get away from home once in a while to shed distractions.

So here I am, in Minnesota, in a nice little house with my cats and my books and stereo and a dark
room in the basement I can set my drums up if I feel like it, though I don’t often feel like it I live with 
someone who understands and respects creativity and who likes to go camping just as much as I do, 
probably for more or less the same reasons, dwelling on the whichness of what

Here in Minnesota there are still vast areas of green. Much is farmland, most of the rest is in its 
second or third growth of trees or grass. One thing I’d been trying to find was a real prairie. There is a 
conserved patch in Western Pennsylvania, the eastern-most couple of acres ever found. A guy named 
Jennings bought it long ago and kept it from development I’ve been there. But I wanted to see where 
the buffalo roamed. One day an article in the paper caught my eye about this dangerous little jog that 
Route 62, the Crosstown, makes, to avoid tearing up a preserved patch of unplowed prairie. I thought Fd 
just head out one day, drive west on the Crosstown, find a place to pull over, go visit this thing.



Time went by and I found a good job setting type on the nightshift in a small studio. I also soon found 
myself literally up to my elbows in Toad Hall, Geri Sullivan (Girl Homeowner)’s wonderful little wooden 
house, now my home also, which apparently had been nearly eaten by the squirrels. The usual Sears

Roebuck All-American thing to do is to cover everything 
over with aluminum siding. Geri and I don’t feel that is 
what you do with an antique wooden house. What we’ve 
done instead has been to tear off large sections of bad 
wood, hunt down replacement moldings from lumber
yards, and put it all back together with a spiff coat erf 
paint It’s hard to find lumber that fits, though, 2x4’s got 
smaller — twice — since this place was built You have 
to get bigger timbers and cut them down.

B»-* I still had this itch to track down that bit of 
prairie the Crosstown. I decided that this search 
would be tiie theme of my next installment for Idea, and 
told Geri, so she would be reassured that I was, indeed, 
actually writing it And then it happened, we were 
returning from the airport and Geri shook me to my very 
soul with the announcement that the ratty little patch of 
weeds with the chainlink fence around it a mile west of 
the airport was, indeed, it. Not what I thought it would 
look like, nowhere near where I thought it would be.

Then, reading about Wirth Park, the oldest 
regional park, just west of Minneapolis, I found some 
vague references to a couple of acres of prairie acquired 
in the 1960’s. They were tacked onto the western border,

behind the golf course. All right, I’ll go find that instead. Following the cross country ski trails, Geri and I 
found a hilltop clearing with little Park Ranger signs identifying various clumps of vegetation. Surrounded 
by railyards, suburban homes, a golf course, bounded on the west side by Twin Lake, the local nude 
beach. Not exactly secret or private, but still a couple acres of real prairie!

I go 'back occasionally. It has its moments. It’s not the most wonderful wilderness around, but it’s 
what I’ve found so far. 01 keep looking: that’s half the fun.

"Stencil duplicating today is the most popular method of making many copies of 
typewritten matter in the modern office. It is the process in which a plastic-coated sheet, 
called the stencil, when typed, forms an image through which ink can be pressed so that 
any number of copies from one only to several thousands can be 'run off' on a stencil 
duplicator, easily, quickly, and inexpensively. It is a basic office procedure. Typists in 
training learn to use stencils at the same time as they learn to type. It is so commonplace, 
and the stencil duplicator so familiar a piece of office equipment, that it is difficult to 
believe there could ever have been anything exciting or dramatic about it. Nevertheless 
the invention and development of the stencil process during the last quarter of the 
nineteenth century and its adoption by the commercial world of that time was an event 
of the great importance in the history of the office."

From the Introduction to
THE ORIGIN OF STENCIL DUPLICATING

W.B. Proudfoot
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The (keening of Fandom
by Chuck Harris
Eight inches of snow fell on me last night It is still fluttering down as I type, and shows no sign of stop
ping. In Minneapolis, where they get twenty times this amount every winter they would shrug off my 
blizzard as no more than a heavy frost Their farmers would be out ploughing God’s frozen bounty into the 
prairie before it evaporates or runs off. Here toe schools close, toe motorway is impassable, toe whole 
country grinds to a halt and I sit here bereft of incoming mail, newspapers, and fresh milk for my Rice 
Krispies.

And, the terrible thing is, I suspect it’s all my own fault Well, NEARLY all my own fault with, maybe, 
just a smidgen down to Geri Sullivan....

When we were staying with Geri after Corflu she turned me Green. Not you understand, a heavily 
pigmented verdant green. More of a wishy washy eau di nil perhaps, but still greenish. Geri, who we love 
dearly, cares for toe planet She sorts the garbage, saves the’ Coke cans, and teaches by example. She is 
into Global Wanning and would dearly love to heal the holes in toe ozone layer over the South Pole.

So ok, when we persuaded her to visit us, we changed our lifestyle. We had all the fervour of the 
newly converted, and we wanted to impress her. Nevermore would a single solitary molecule of CO2or 
methane pollute toe Harris bit of the atmosphere. We bought a zillion new ozone-friendly aerosols, some 
special soap powder for toe laundry, expensive loo goo for toe lavatory bowls, and peat moss for the 
garden instead of horse manure. No expense was spared. Instead of our old solitary garbage bin we 
bought three... count ’em... three new ones — 
paper, bottles (that was the biggest one), alumin 
cans, and unrecycleable rubbish.

(And then watched in horror when toe 
collectors emptied them indiscriminately into th< 
same compactor.)

But we really tried,........and when she
arrived we basked just a little in Geri’s approval.

But, what we never did realise though was 
that everyone else in fandom was trying, too. 
Personally we didn’t hanker in the least for an 
orange grove in toe back garden, or a rain 
forest on the golf course. All we really wanted 
was a sort of status quo — a temperate climate 
warm in summer and cool in winter — but 
what we got was an ecology pushed into 
reverse. The new Ice Age cometh, and any 
minute now polar bears will roam the streets 
of London and Belfast again.

You’d be astonished at the places you 
can get chilblains.

We think we have suffered enough. 
It’s time to leap off toe Green bandwagon.
Joseph Nicholas and Judith Hanna may scorn me, but this may be our very last chance to boost the
emission of greenhouse gases and stimulate global warming.

Yes, stimulate. Right now you can stop hoarding all those lovely chlorofluorocarbons; have an orgy 
with all those old hairspray aerosols; bum up all toose expanded polystyrene containers you get from toe 
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takeaway shop; smash in the back of your refrigerator and release all that lovely CFC which, in turn, will 
make entry windows for ultraviolet to seep in to give you a golden tan and ripen your strawberries two 
weeks earlier.

You know it makes sense. >
And methane; we really need all that methane lurking in your alimentary canal. The Boston baked 

beans could be: the Saviour of Mankind together with a midden and a flock of eweser-friendly flatulent 
sheep in the back garden.

And, most of all, we need YOU as a carbon dioxide producer. Don’t hesitate now. Corral the sheep to 
one side and build on the lawn the biggest damn bonfire you ever did see. Almost anything you can think 
of is chonk full of carbon dioxide — the carpets, the furniture, the dog... even... burn, baby, bum.

And, as a caring, sentient human being you owe the race one last duty. Weight for weight, paper is 
the best CO2 producer of them all.

Strike the match. light the pyre. Perhaps you should start ceremoniously with Fahrenheit 451... 
see the little flames dancing across each page ...then the prozine files, Analog, Galaxy,... even ...may 
ghod forgive you, and, in time, I hope to do so, too... the Vargo Station Magazine, Volume 1, Number 3 ... 
all the pbs... the Sector General set rejected by eight TAFF auctioneers... all the hardcover collection ... 
and then... courage my friend, there will be an end to this suffering — all those fenzines you’ve hoarded 
for a lifetime. Yes, ALL of them; it’s too late to hold back now.... The SAPS and FAPA mailings, VOM, 
Pulp, Hyphen, Void... hallowed names like drumbeats in a dirge... weep a little, die a little as you throw 
The Enchanted Duplicator into the flames, but don’t falter now. The torch is handed down to you. 
Remember the: grim finality of the immortal words of our Robert Bloch.

“Trufen the world, Ignite.”

The Single-Issue Voter
How many Baby Seals

died for that eyeshadow?

We'll never know for sure

because Nixon burned the tapes

But at least Carl Sagan

and the Legion of Explicitly-Concerned

Congressmen's Wives

can agree on one thing:

Mars belongs to all mankind

and we can't make the payments

by Michael Butler
©1990
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by Geri Sullivan
Bisexual Lives, Off Pink Cooperative, Off Pink Publishing, ISBN 0951310305,1988

Bom in the UK#?, Rob Hansen, 144 Plashet Grove, East Ham, London, E6 LAB, U.K.

Coventry Cathedral, Jarrold Colour Publications, 1986

A Child’s Garden of Olaf#3, Ken Cheslin, 10 Coney Green, Stourbridge, West Midlands, DY8 ILA, 
U.K., 1989

Cracken At Critical, Brian W. Aldiss, Kerosina. Books, ISBN 0948893109.1987

Do-It-Yourself Brain Surgery and Other Home Skills, Stewart Cowley, Frederick Muller Limited, 
ISBN 0584979730,1981

Delia Smith’s Complete Illustrated Cookery Course, Delia Smith, BBC Books, ISBN 0563214546,1989

Fanzines in Theory and Practice, D. West, 48 Norman St, Bingley, W. Yorks, BD16 4JT, U.K, 1984

The Magic of the Past, Brian W. Aldiss, Kerosina Books, ISBN 0948893125,1987

Magna Carta, G.R.C. Davis, The British Library, 1977

Q23 (Dear Arf), Chuck Harris, 32 Lake Crescent, Daventry, Northants, NN115EB, U.K, 1989

The Tower of London, Peter Hammond, Department of the Environment, 1989

The Unconquered Country, Geoff Ryman, Unwin Paperbacks, ISBN 0048233145,1986

Vegetables From Small Gardens, Joy Larkcom, Faber and Faber, ISBN 0-571-13664-8,1986

The Warrior Who Carried Life, Geoff Ryman, Unwin Paperbacks, ISBN 0048242661,1985

Warwick Castle, Paul Barker, Warwick Castle Ltd., 1987

Trust me, this short reading list does have a common theme. Besides being an eclectic collection, c id 
thereby worthy of discussion in this column, these books, booklets, and fanzines found their wary across 
the Atlantic Ocean in my luggage when I returned from a three-week trip to England in 1989. Their 
combined weight contributed a hefty 20% to my total baggage — bags that also included three casks of 
Tullamore Dew, a brass toad, an alabaster dish, and a box full of blessedly light-weight albeit fragile 
Christmas ornaments from Harrods.

While in England and Ireland I also had the opportunity to read, or at least look at, a great many 
other interesting books, and to contemplate the role of reading in fannish lives.
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Even though I would have never made the trip if I wasn’t a compulsive reader, I was less than grateful 
for my addiction during the first hours after my arrival. I’d never been abroad before, and the filters that 
have developed over 35 years of American travel were blown away. I had to Look at Everything. I found 
myself reading every traffic sign, every billboard, each and every shop sign, and most of the license plates 
between London’s Gatwick airport and Chuck and Sue Harris’ home in Daventry. As the miles rolled by, 
my stomach began to do the same. I can read while riding on American interstate highways—well, the 
smooth ones, at least—but reading while traveling along curving English roadways, with numerous 
slow-downs at rotaries, left me distinctly queasy.

Lucidly, Chuck’s Q23 proved to be an effective antidote. The fanzine contains his entire report from 
his trip to America in the Spring of ’89, written in the form of a letter to Ari - Arthur Thomson. I’d read 
over half of it in draft form, and had been anxiously awaiting the end for a month or more. I delayed 
gratification long enough to help staple the remaining issues, then claimed my own and went off to read it 
before taking a brief nap. Dear surpassed even its early promise. I marveled at Chuck’s pacing and the 
deft humor with which he handled the days and events that live fondly in my memory. If you haven’t yet 
read Chuck’s report, drop me a fine - a few copies of Q23 are still available.

I picked up Vegetables From Small Gardens at Rhyton Gardens, which serves as headquarters for 
the National Centre for Organic Gardening. Jeff is interested in high-yield gardening techniques and this 
“guide to intensive cultivation” was likely to please him. The book is divided into two parts. The first 
covers general principles, the second has instructions for growing specific vegetables. I hesitate to sound 
like Jon Singer (he does it so much better himself), but I was as fascinated by the cover stock as by the 
contents. English and Irish paper products are different than American paper products. From book covers 
to paper sacks to toilet paper: everything feels different Vegetables From Small Gardens is a tactile 
delight It is covered in a coated stock, at least a 100# cover, with a ultra-smooth matte finish. The interior 
pages are toothier, with a felt finish and what looks to be a moderate to high acid content

On the way home from one of our daily expeditions to places such as Rhyton Gardens, Coventry 
Cathedral, and Stratford-on-Avon, we stopped at Sainsbury’s market for groceries. I read with some 
amazement the low prices on many of the foodstuffs, and several product labels as well. The filters hadn’t 
yet re-established themselves and I was still reading everything I possibly could. I was most fascinated by 
Aqua Libra: “A sparkling herbal fruit drink that helps restore alkaline balance.” It Is a Swiss product and 
contains spariding spring water, passionfruit juice, apple juice (from concentrate), fruit and vegetable 
extracts: sesame, melon, sunflower, tarragon, and Siberian ginseng. I regularly check the shelves of 
Byerly’s, Minneapolis’ “food museum” but Aqua Libra has yet to make its way here. Rather surprising, for 
it is very tasty , and Byerly’s regularly stocks an enormous variety of interesting beverages.

Walter and Madeleine Willis’ home - Strathclyde - in Donaghadee, N. Ireland, was a reader’s heaven. 
Books everywhere, with window seats and fireplaces to read them by. When I complimented Madeleine on 
dessert toe first evening I was there, she pulled out her well-worn copy of Mrs. Beeton’s Household 
Management to show me the recipe for Eve’s Pudding. It is also called Apple Sponge or Apple Pudding 
and has sliced apples and a cake topping. The recipe calls for

3 oz. butter
3 oz. caster sugar
3 oz. flour
2 eggs
Almond or vanilla essence

Madeleine uses 1 egg and amounts of the dry ingredients equal to the 
egg’s volume. You fir st slice apples (sour or tart apples are best) and 
put them in a buttered dish. Beat the butter and sugar ’til thick and 
creamy, add the yolks, and stir in the flour. Whisk the whites stiffly, 
stir them lightly in, and flavour to taste. Bake in a moderately hot 
oven for 25-30 minutes.
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Mrs. Beeton’s Household Management is “A Complete Cookery Book” with sections on house
hold work, servant’s duties, labour-saving, laundry work, etiquette, marketing, carving and trussing, the 
art of “using-up,” table decoration, the home doctor, the nursery, lire home lawyer, et cetera. Madeleine’s 
copy is the “new edition” published by Ward, Lock, & Co., London & Melbourne, sometime after WWI, 
most likely in the 1920s. I looked in used bookstores for a copy to bring home, to no avail.

Walter and Madeleine pulled out another invaluable reference: the Home Lover’s Encyclopedia. It 
is a single volume running over LOGO pages. I’ve already written a bit about the book in "Through Bright
est Fandom, with Knife, Fork, and Spoon,” which Arnie Katz is kindly serializing in Folly. The Home 
Lover’s Encyclopedia provides descriptions of dog breeds and specific attributes that make certain 
breeds good around the house (the Aberdeen Terrier is good for ratting). Compete instructions for 
popular games are included, as are specific first aid techniques (“Adder Bites and How to Treat”).

The photographer in me was quite interested to read of Pyro or Pyrogallofc listed as being more 
widely used than any other photographic developer, with recipes for Pyro-Ammonia, Pyro-Caustic Soda, 
Pyro-Metol, Pyro Stock Solution (10%) and Alkali Stock Solution.

A description of French Polishing took up a page or more. I gave brief thought to writing it all down, 
for it promised to give a hard, ultra high gloss protective finish similar to the one my dining room table 
had before I innocently ruined it while try ing to repair a cloudy spot.
But I gave it up as a task for a professional, or at least someone with 
far more experience than this well-intentioned homeowner. So I 
continued reading, on through “Quadrille: The Dance.” v yi

The book ends with listings for Yard, the Measure; Yew, the
Wood; Yorkshire, the Terrier; Yo-Yo; and Zinc. I still can’t decide
if Fd love or hate the job of determining topics to be covered by a \ dSljW
modem edition of this masterpiece. For now, it remains yet another L
out-of-print book for your shopping list—so long as I find my 7
copy first!

It seemed there were books and fanzines in every room at 
Strathclyde. I read fanzines over breakfasts, including many from 
Australia and Japan (the fanzines, not the food). There were refer
ence books devoted to topics imaginable and unimaginable in the sunroom and den, and a built-in book
shelf in the bathroom. It was there that I discovered Shaiyn McCrumb’s Bimbo's of the Death Sun.

I dreamed of spending months there — not specifically in the bathroom with the bimbo’s, but at 
Strathclyde—reading, learning the many ways of Madeleine’s hospitality and friendship, getting to know 
Carol, and going for walks with Max and Walter. Max is Walter and Madeleine’s golden retriever, and 
there’s no accounting for why I put his name ahead of Walter’s.

Back in England, I picked up several books during my visit to London. Vim) Clarke presented me 
with Do-It-Yourself Brain Surgery at the end of the KTF (Kent True Fandom) meeting he hosted. The 
cover promises such schemes as home cloning, breeding combat hamsters, and instructions for knitting 
a 3D Mona Lisa. It also warns “this book can seriously damage your health.”

Speaking of Vim), his is another home I’d love to read my way through, presuming I had the years 
necessary to do it right Of particular interest is his fanzine library. In the few hours I was there, Vim) 
handed me dozens of fannish classics to look at Soon my lap was stacked as high as his shelves.

Rob Hansen and Avedon Carol have a typically fannish home, shelves full of books science fictional 
and much more. Upon my arrival there, Rob gave me his just-finished apazine, Bon in the UK, and an 
issue of Pulp, I believe. Both are currently buried in my “to be filed” piles of fanzines (“they’re in a box 
someplace... arrrghl”), so I can’t provide publication specifics, but I do remember reading about Rob’s 
earlier years in Wales before I fell asleep. Nice.

Before venturing out for tire day, Avedon and I consulted a guide to London bookstores thoughtfully 
left for future visitors by Stu Shiftman. We made a point of stopping at a few of the bookstores listed while 



exploring the city. I picked up Bixsexual Lives for Elise Matthesen at Silver Moon, a feminist bookstore. 
Elise had already read it, so I ended up keeping it

It is comprised of a number of essays from bisexuals, tilling of their growing up, coming out, and 
other ways in which they discovered their bisexuality or how to deal with the world in light of their sexual 
preference. I was struck by the amount of pain and rejection the writers experienced, and marvelled that 
people are able to develop healthy sexual relationships in spite of society’s cruelty.

We stopped in a bookstore devoted to architecture (I think, or was it photography?), and a large, 
general bookstore whose name I forget It was there that I discovered a copy of Delia Smith’s Complete 
Cookery Course. But I didn’t buy it thinking of the luggage Fd have to haul through London train 
stations on my return to Daventry. The copy I found in Daventry was a newer edition. It cost more and 
weighs more. Sigh.

Besides being Chuck and Sue’s, and Walter and Madeleine’s favorite cookbook, and therefore a 
fitting souvenir of my trip, I was charmed by the section on vegetarian cooking. Delia writes, “Vegetarians 
themselves have been known to make rash claims, such as that vegetarians are slimmer, healthier, and 
less aggressive: than carnivores. Rubbish.” After debunking myths and discussing proteins, Delia closes 
her introduction by saying.

“But it is not the purpose of this chapter to covert anyone to vegetarianism, nor indeed to perpetuate 
the unnecessaiy distinctions between “us’ and ‘them.’ It is intended to offer a collection of delicious 
meatless main courses, which are both interesting and easy on the pocket”

She goes on to do precisely that Each recipe has a brief introduction, adding to the personal appeal 
of the book. I was pleasantly surprised to find the introduction to sauteed mixed vegetables:

“Kate Bush - whose performances both singing and dancing project a tremendous amount of energy 
- is a vegetarian. This recipe and the two that follow it are some of her favourites. They were devised by 
her sister-in-law Judith and make up a complete meal. It has become a firm favourite for supper in my 
home.” The other two recipes are for cucumber and yoghurt salad, and toasted sesame and sunflower 
seeds.

I have one caveat for the amateur baker who picks up a copy of Delia Smith’s or, for that matter, 
any Brit cookbook. Ingredients are measured by weight, not volume. Shortly after my return, I consulted 
Delia, who obligingly provided a recipe for American brownies. I was struck at the perversity of following 
a British recipe for an American dessert, especially after reading her introduction:

“Brownies are squidgy, nutty chocolate bars; they are not cakes and therefore do not have the 
texture of a cake. They are supposed to be moist and chewy, but because of their moistness people tend 
to think they haven’t cooked them long enough. So if this appeals to you, and you want to be really self- 
indulgent, here goes.”

I thought I was following the recipe, measuring out 4 oz. butter, 8 oz. sugar (that’s a cup, right? 
Wrong!), and 2 oz. flour. A quarter cup didn’t seem like much flour as indeed it wasn’t, especially in light
of the two eggs, melted chocolate, and 
other ingredients I added. Those were 
the gooiest bro wnies I’ve ever cooked. 
I laughed at my ignorance, and now pull 
out the gram scale whenever Delia comes 
down from the shelf.

Back in London, Avedon and I also 
stopped in at Forbidden Planet, a large sf 
bookstore. I asked her to guide me to 
good British authors and she suggested 
Geoff Ryman, among others. I picked up 
The Unconquered Country and The 
Warrior Who Carried Life, and read the 
first on the train between London and 
Daventry. A side benefit emerged the
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next weekend, when I discovered that Ryman was guest of honour at Novacon, the convention I attended 
in Birmingham.

Ryman’s novella is compelling, and certainly earned the World Fantasy Award it won in 1985. In his 
afterword, Ryman wrote:

“All our words have worn out Democracy, freedom, socialism, economics. They’ve aH become 
kitsch. They summon up kitsch images. I saw the courts at work and decided that for a while at least, I can 
cleave to that word justice. It can only be maintained in an artificial environment ~ in a courtroom powerful 
enough to preserve its independence, or in a history that with accumulating details sets the record 
straight, or in a history’s bastard child, fiction.

“I wrote this story because it didn’t seem just that we could talk about America’s agony in South East 
Asia without trying to imagine the agony of the people who live there. And their joys.”

His novella does precisely that And people call sf/fantasy escapist literature.

I won the Aldiss books in a “Spoken Books for the Blind” raffle at Novacon. They came in a custom 
slipcase, with each volume autographed. This hardbound collector’s edition sold for £35. Not bad for a 
£1 raffle ticket Chuck teased me about choosing them over The Book of the Dead, with its graphic 
violence and sex. I’m embarrassed to confess that the books are still on my “to-be-read” shelf. I expect IH 
epjoy them eventually.

D. West was at Novaconl9. We met and played a telling game of one-upsmanship. I first heard about 
his article “Performance” at Corflu 3.1 find the concept of ‘Cafe Fandom’ both false and shallow, but 
enough people were talking about it that my curiosity was aroused. Thus I welcomed the chance to borrow 
Chude Harris’ copy of West’s Fanzines in Theory and Practice. Reading “Performance” and the other 
pieces did little to change my mind, but it was interesting to study West’s style and technique. I shall be 
sorry to return the fanzine when I visit Chuck this March

I also met Ken Cheslin at Novacon. We traded fanzines and, eventually, letters of comment This 
developed into a pleasant correspondence, which I have fallen behind on. I no doubt received other 
fanzines at Novacon, but my memory isn’t up to the task of remembering which of my Brit fanzines 
followed me home from that trip.

The booklets were souvenirs of visits to various British landmarks and tourist attractions. I 
appreciate them fortheir pictures and memory-jogging information. You no doubt have picked up one 
or two similar booklets in your travels.

In closing, I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised that so many of my memories of England and Ireland 
are somehow connected with reading and with books. It may have been Minn-stf Music that got me into 
fandom, but without a love of reading I wouldn’t still be here. I suspect the same is true of you. Histori
cally, fans are readers. Sure, we watch tv and enjoy movies. But we love reading. We love books. We’re an 
eclectic bunch, too, with reading habits reaching far beyond even the wildest imaginations of our favorite 
sf/fantasy authors.

So, while I’m combing English and Irish bookstores in March, looking for a used copy of The Home 
Laver’s Encyclopedia, Til be keeping an eye open for other fascinating books, including those on the 
sf/fantasy shelves. Then I’ll pack them up and MAIL them back to Minnesota!

Jeff, on interior decorating £ la Toad Hall:

"Those shelves are going to come down — that means everything — the money dish, 
the frogs, the kaleidoscopes, the earthquake, the rats, and the Berlin Wall — it's all 
got to come down."

8/7/91
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The scoreboard told you all you needed to know about the quality of the snooker being 
played. It read 50-43 and there were still red balls on the table. Most of them, in fact 
Sighting along his cue, Jimmy White lined up the next red - and missed. He not only 
missed the red he also almost missed the white, the tip of his cue giving it a glancing 
blow that caused it to trickle an inch or so to the right I smiled. What I was watching 
was the annual match between James White and Norman Shorrock, both of whom 
have poor eyesight, and it was the profusion of such fouls that had led to the high 
scores. We were all at NOVACON 21, at The Post House Hotel (formerly The 
Excelsior) near Birmingham International Airport and I was on the adjacent snooker 
table. I played games against Bob Shaw and Martin Smith and, amazingly, lost to both. 
This was particularly galling in the case of Martin. Though he soon built up a 
commanding lead, it was obvious that he didn’t really know how the game should 
be played.

“You ought to be ashamed,” I told him, “that you came by most of your points 
because your opponent is playing like a cretin.” He just laughed.

Avedon was also in the snooker room, sitting in the window seats and talking to 
Harry Bond, who was making his first public appearance since moving up to Stoke and 
in with Joy Hibbert and Dave Rowley some months earlier. He was telling Avedon 
about his parents, and made a major revelation.

“You’re Jewish?!” I heard her say in astonishment
“Hey, Rob,” she shouted across the room, “Hany’s father waited ’til he was fifteen 

to tell him he was Jewish!”
“That’s nothing,” I shot back, “I was sixteen before I found Out we were goyim.”
When Martin finished me off, still showing a lamentable lack of contrition, I went 

out into the bar and sat and chatted for a while with Dave Mooring and Sarah Dibb. 
Dave had done a couple of wonderful illustrations for Pulp #19 and, having wrestled 
with a recalcitrant Gestetner over much of the preceding fortnight, I was able to give 
him a freshly-printed copy. Michael Ashley joined us and handed me a copy of the 
latest issue of his fanzine, Saliromania, which contained a letter from Lucy Huntzinger 
explaining how Martin Smith had failed to get laid at the 1990 CORFLU in New York. 
Once again Lucy had got it wrong, so there and then I decided to write a LoC to 
Saliromania refuting the vile slur on the reputation of British fandom’s leading 
toy-boy. Borrowing a sheet of paper from Dave, I wrote something along the 
following lines:

‘Lucy is wrong. After the convention a woman I met at CORFLU took me home 
with her and spent the next three days screwing my tiny brains out’

I signed Martin’s name to this and handed it to Ashley, feeling good. I had 
protected my friend’s newly-acquired reputation as a stud, set the record straight, and 
was secure in the knowledge that I had done exactly what Martin would have wanted 
me to. I looked forward to his thanks.

Martin, Avedon and I had been among the first arrivals when we got to the hotel 
late on Friday afternoon. By the evening the place had filled up considerably and I 
found myself chatting with Pam Wells. We were discussing Harry Bell, a former beau 
of Pam's and the man with the longest tongue in fandom. With my very own eyes, I’d 
seen him lick his own nose and - his party piece - slowly reveal the tongue until it was 
hanging there, like a kipper necktie. I smiled as I recalled this. Not so Pam, who 
thought I was pulling her leg and would not be convinced otherwise. Then Linda 
Krawecke happened by.

by Rob Hansen
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“Hey, Linda! Who's got the longest tongue in fandom?” I asked her.
“Harry Bell,” she replied without hesitation.
“He never showed it to me when we were together,” said Pam, as outraged as only someone who has 

let opportunity slip through their thighs can be.
The always-debonair Tony Berry sat with us, somewhat the worse for drink and wearing a French 

army uniform circa 1790 (don’t ask).
“I don’t like Harry Bell,” he declared. We were astonished.
“But everyone likes Harry Bell!” we. protested. It did no good. Then Tony revealed what it was he had 

against Hany Bell, and we all fell about laughing.
“What I’m unhappy about,” said Tony, “is all this stuff about him moving in with Joy Hibbert”
Don’t every change, Tony. Later that same evening, Hany Bond was seen in the bar wrestling on the 

floor with the famous author Robert Holdstock.
“He’s a teddy bear!” Rob was shouting, “A great big macho teddy bear!”
I worry about Holdstock sometimes.

Following the convention Marlin would become embroiled in nameless perversions involving the 
Civil Sendee but for now he was prowling the hotel hungrily, filled with a great lust for sex and 
Kentucky Fried Chicken, and with little chance of finding either. This was, after all, a British convention, 
one with no female fans visiting from Down Under or from North America, and one uniquely ill-suited to 
people who like eating.

The Post House/Excelsior’s major drawback as a convention hotel lies in the fact that it's miles from 
anywhere, which means that you largely have to depend on the hotel when it comes to food. The food 
served in the bar was both inadequate and ludicrously over-priced (and I speak as someone used to 
London prices). It cost an arm, a leg, and a major organ for something that couldn’t be considered more 
than an appetiser. On the Friday night, Harry Bond drove Martin and me to a fish and chip shop a mile or 
two from the hotel and we feasted on greasy kebabs, but it was hardly an adequate solution to the food 
situation. On more than one occasion during the weekend I was to find myself getting hungry with no 
simple and affordable way of remedying that condition.

Difficulties with food formed something of a motif at this convention, and for many people Saturday 
started with a wait of up to an hour to be served breakfast in the hotel dining room. Myself, I got lucky, 
and afterwards spent much of the morni ng with Chuck Harris, who was visiting the con for a few hours. 
In the late afternoon, I wandered into the TAFF auction and was just in time to witness an extraordinary 
spectacle. European TAFF Administrator Pam Wells was auctioning off a box of exotic American condoms, 
one condom at a time. Remarkably, these were going for two to three pounds each. Even more remark
ably, and I am not malting this up, the person buying thenwill was Martin Smith.

IS



Tm told there’s no condom dispenser in the gent’s lavatory,” said Pam. “So what does it mean when 
Martin Smith is buying up all the condoms in the hotel?”

What indeed? I had my own suspicions.
“Martin,” I said, “you’re as pissed as a fait, aren’t you?”
“No Fm not!” he responded indignantly, and indeed he did appear to be having less trouble keeping 

his eyes focussed than he usually does. 'Then it came to me.
“Of course! This is your way of advertising what a stud you are to the women in the audience and 

letting them know that you’re equipped and ready.”
"That's not it at all I just collect condoms.” He was serious.
“You’re not going to keep them in an album, are you?” I asked him, “Because that isn’t what I meant 

when I told you that condoms were for mounting.”
"You bastard!” said Martin Smith.
Having disposed of the individual condoms, Pam proceeded to auction off the box they came in.
“You have to bid for this, Martin,” she told him, “You need something to put all those condoms in.”
“And something to put them on,” I only just stopped myself from blurting out The line would have 

gotten a cheap laugh at Martin’s expense, and as such been unfair. No, with his welfare ever uppermost in 
my thoughts, I was aiming for quality laughter at his expense. Only the best is good enough for my buddy 
Martin.

Shaking my head, I moved on to the main bar and sat with Linda Krawecke, Abi Frost and Joseph 
Nicholas. Despite his earlier confident prediction of remaining sober all convention, Joseph was obviously 
well-stewed. Linda leaned across to me and whispered conspiratorially that she and Abi had taken a 
collection, one enthusiastically contributed to by everyone they’d approached, in order to buy booze and 
get Joseph drunk. On starting to feel groggy Joseph had switched from beer to orange juice, never 
realising that the orange drinks his 
ministering angels had been fetching 
him were mostly vodka.

To the uninitiated it might have 
looked as though Linda and Abi were 
performing a dastardly deed but in 
fact they were actively resurrecting a 
Fine Old Fannish Tradition. Back in 
the late 1970s, whenever he had 
drunk too much and fallen asleep 
(as he frequently did back then), the 
fun-loving fans of the day would 
create graffiti on Joseph’s face with 
felt-tips, crayons, and whatever else 
came to hand. Photographs would of 
course be taken, and some of these 
later turned up in places such as the 
cover of Steve Higgins’ Perihelion #3 
(1979). This fine old tradition faded 
away when Joseph got together with 
the woefully teetotal Judith Hanna, 
who wouldn’t let us decorate her 
unconscious spouse and so brought 
about the decline of British fandom. 
A whole generation of fannidi artists 
and writers got started in fandom by 
drawing and writing on Joseph 
Nicholas, but then Judith arrived on
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these shores and in one fell swoop closed down this vital training ground for future talent The results can 
be seen all about one in British fandom today. You should be ashamed of yourself, Judith Hanna.

Fortunately for lovers of tradition, art enthusiasts, and possibly for the future of fandom-as-we-know- 
it, Judith wasn’t at NOVACON.

Pam Wells came into the bar at just about the point Joseph fell asleep. I told her what was about 
to happen.

“Oh, goody,” she said, delightedly, “This hasn’t happened since before I came into fandom.*
It was happening now. Felt-tips, make-up, and crayons were produced and Joseph had soon been 

painted after the fashion of a New York subway car. Joseph was transformed into a work of art, but such 
art is ephemeral so, regrettably, photographs had to be taken. I will consider it my duty to look at them 
as soon as they’re available.

Surprisingly, Joseph seemed remarkably chipper the next morning. I told him about Martin corner
ing the market it condoms at the TAFF auction, at which Martin got a little defensive.

"You always carry a condom!” he accused.
“Of course I do,” I replied, “because, as a former Boy Scout, I believe in being prepared. Fm sure 

you’ve found yourself in a situation where you’re chatting up a woman and the vibes are definitely 
favourable. AH it needs is a little something extra to impress her, something to show her what a funny yet 
sensitive guy you are. Where would you be at such a moment without something to pull over your head?*

Its little tips like these from their elders that mean so much to younger men. By such methods do we 
pass on our wisdom, easing the awkwardness they often feel with women and so adding to the sum total of 
human happiness. Martin looked suitably impressed and I’m sure hell use this invaluable and proven 
technique with the very next woman he meets. _____________________________________________

When hunger struck, Martin, Joseph and I |_94 Bill board, southwestern Michigan:
found ourselves, inevitably, trudging through ' 
both the cold November air and piles of wet Tootsies .
leaves in order to once again sample the delights | Next Exit
of greasy kebab at the fish and chip shop. The _
last time I brought my own food to a convention W0l*lll oeeii* m fe»OSJSy FOOtl I
was during my days as an impoverished neo in *----------------------------------------------------------------------------'
the late 1970s, but if we return to the Excelsior for NOVACON 22 then scrawling on Joseph’s face won’t be 
the only tradition from that dear, departed decade that makes a comeback.

The three of us had decided to travel back to London together (Avedon had left the previous after
noon in order to attend some political event) but before leaving we went along to Pam’s talk on her TAFF 
trip. Pam is a pretty good speaker, and certainly a lot more confident on a stage by herself than Fve ever
been. She was asked what the major difference between British and American conventions was.

"They drink a lot less and screw a lot more,” she replied.
Of course they do. American conventions are equipped with cheap food and condom dispensers. But 

then again, would you rather be having sex or be somewhere that offers you snooker matches between the 
partially-sighted, wrestling in the bar, the fine old fannish art of Nicholas Decorating, hunger, Tony Berry, 
and the spectacle of some idiot frantically buying up all the condoms in the hotel?

Yeah, me too. ■

"Stencil duplicating came into being with the invention of the instruments for writing 
on ... sheets of waxed paper and perforating them. The real breakthrough came with 
David Gestetner's invention of a toothed wheelpen for writing on waxed stencils and 
with his recognising the value of Japanese paper as a base tissue for making them.*

THE ORIGIN OF STENCIL DUPLICATING
W.B. Proudfoot



Park and LoC it...
Walter Willis 
32 Warren Road 
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I liked Idea #3 even 
more than #2. I don’t 
understand the cover, but I 
don’t mind, pleased to have 
contributed an esoteric 
allusion of my own inside.

Jeffs account of his 
journey was fascinating in

itself and well written, but it also had a mythic quality 
for an inhabitant of a small island. The idea of 
moving house 1500 miles by putting all ones belong
ings in a truck and just driving there..at’s fabulous to 
someone who lives in an island only 100 miles from 
coast to coast Conversely it must have seemed to 
you that everything here is all squinched together: or 
at least it would have until you found out for yourself 
that there is room to move about here.

That was a good idea by Elise Krueger, and 
nicely done.

David Emerson’s Pizza Dinner was one of those 
things that have do be done some time, I suppose, 
like climbing Everest or landing on the Moon. But I 
am now left with this nightmare vision of a Leaning 
Tower of Pizza. It is leaning towards the Tower to 
the Moon made out of beer' cans by Berkeley fandom 
some years ago. Obviously for stability there will 
have to be a third tower somewhere in the South. 
Any ideas?

In return, I can offer some illumination on the 
matter of baps. This is a word used in Scotland and 
Northern Ireland to describe any soft bread roll. We 
refer to hamburger baps, rather than buns, buns 
being to us more like a sort of what we call a cookie. 
Of course, I know you lot think a cookie is a biscuit, 
which... HELP! Anyway I know a lot about baps, 
thanks no doubt to my Baptist upbringing. There is a 
very old song used by children in Belfast in street 
games, the refrain of which goes, “My Aunt Jane, She 
called me in. She gave me tea out of her wee tin; Half 
a bap, with sugar on top, and three black lumps out of 
her wee shop. ” A black lump was a kind of boiled 
sweet (candy to you), like a bullseye or a brandy ball.

I also liked Targonski and Hansen, and the 
readers’ letters among which Mike Glicksohn shone 
again.

I hardly dare inform you that fewer than two miles 
from Toad Hall is a restaurant regularly cited as 
having "Best Pizza in the Twin Cities" — its name

The Leaning Tower of Pizza. Spicy dreams... As 
for the third tower, if it's in the South, and goes to 
the Earth's satellite, it's obviously made of Moon 
Pies.— gfs
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You’re probably 
long gone for Europe by 
the time this reaches 
the Twin Cities. You’ll 
be different from other 
traveling fans by not 
going to Egypt It 

seems as if every other fanzine I've received during 
the past few months has contained a report of 
another fan’s visit to Egypt. Next thing we know, 
they’ll be building a beercan pyramid to the Moon.

I’m sorry to learn about your recent problems, 
big and small. I’ve had a few of the lesser ones 
myself in recent years, like the broken water line. I 
hope your plumbers didn’t leave anything embarrass
ing as mine did in their wake. After they made 
repairs, they restored the dirt and sod to the part of 
my lawn they’d dug up but they left a mound about 
seven feet long and a couple of feet wide which 
looked exactly as if someone had been buried there. 
For the next two or three years, every time the 
newspapers reported a local man or woman, missing, 
I expected police to come around and demand to 
know if I’d murdered the absent citizen and buried 
him there. 1

I don’t think Hagerstown’s city officials have 
legal power to force such things as gutter repairs or 
painting. But they did give me a citation once. It 
informed me: “Smoke coming out of rear.” I didn’t 
know if I should contact the fire department or a 
physician. Investigations revealed that the city had 
rented a machine that injected smoke clouds into the 
sewer lines, and had looked for places where smoke 
was visible in back yards signifying a break in a 
sewer line. This was hard on me because geography 
prevents power machinery from getting into my back 
yard and it turned out to be very difficult to find 
anyone who would search the exact site of the break 
with a shovel powered by muscle.

Jeffs moving account was amusing but it also left 
me a bit sad, thinking back to the good old days 
when I could have gotten all my possessions into a 



truck, in order to transfer them to a new address. 
Now fd need to be careful io choose a new home that 
was near a railroad siding.

As Fve written in previous Iocs, my erstwhile 
occupation as a fan historian seems like a puny and 
tentative one, compared with the care and energy 
Rob Hansen is putting into the occupation. doing all 
that research on mundane matters for fuller under
standing of how fandom functioned. It’s hard to 
guess what might have happened if the United 
Kingdom had lost the Battle of Britain. The United 
States was so committed to opposing the Axis by late 
1940 that it might very possibly iiave gotten into 
World War Two even if German occupied the British 
Isles. I suspect that the war might have continued 
much longer than 1945, if that had happened, and 
quite possibly it could have turned into the sort of 
decades-long gradual collapse of civilization that 
some authorities had thought another world war 
would create before it actually started.

David Romm is too late with his idea that the 
United States should conquer Canada. H.L, Mencken 
advanced that proposal quite a few decades ago. And 
even he wasn’t the first. I've run across late 19th 
century sources that seemed convinced the United 
States would eventually expand to cover all of North 
America.

Once again, you’ve achieved very readable and 
good-looking typography with computer equipment, 
something not every fanzine editor manages to do. I 
hope your new job will include access to equipment 
equally good.

No apparent corpses in our front yard, thank good
ness. They even managed to replace the sidewalk.

Ah, yes, I'm in luck with my new "employer" — 
I have 24-hour access to a better, faster desktop 
publishing system with bunches o'fonts and a 
fannishly-memorable production facility just three 
floors down. —gfs

Teddy Harm 
P.O. Box 905 
Euless, TX 76039
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The illo on page 13 
was a first for me. Reed 
Waller people with clothes 
on, Wow!

Who drew the 
matchhead cartoon on

page 17? I loved it. Was "Glenn Tenhoff, masthead 
artist” a misprint?

I read your year in review on the back cover 
and am confused. If you moved to Seattle as you 
mentioned, why is your address still Minneapolis?

Beast, 

Glenn i.§ the artist whose talents you see reflected in 
the Eclectic Reader masthead, however the funny 
and talented Dan Steffan drew the fillo matchhead 
cartoon, as listed in the "additional artists.* Thank 
goodness it wasn't a misprint; the one artist's credit 
screw-up was dreadful enough...

Hah, the former powers-that-be merely told the 
CEO that Jeff and I were moving to Seattle to cover 
for the fact they were laying me off, which didn't go 
along with the man's express interests. Since they 
weren't all-powerful, we're still here, as planned. 
See my editorial for more info on the curious nature 
of corporate brinksmanship. — gf$

jack Targonski’s 
article on the Little Music 
Party That Smoked was 
the one that really got my 
pulse racing. I’m envious. 
Lord I am. To have been 
there and to have felt the

Craig Hilton
PO Box 630
Collie
Western Australia, 6225
AUSTRALIA
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----------- -- --------------- atmosphere — tire music, 
that is, not the smoke. One day, maybe, well have 
one of those evenings at our place. That’s my notion 
of partying — not bopping mindlessly at a disco with 
an uncommunicating collection of other people.

Curious how people interpret communication.
Some people express the same complaint — lack of 
communication — about music parties like the one 
Jack details. You obviously sense the communication 
that occurred there, but you don't have to pick on 
dancing to prove your point — I've communicated 
plenty on the dance floor. Like any successful party, 
it takes the right people, and the right mood. — gfs

I I MTUll W M-WK. ■II.*’ I Ml W > M 1

Jeff, on publishing BEDEC:

"I just finished corfluing the Spirit of Fandom.
It doesn't get any better than this.*

3/2/91



K.M.P. Cheslm 
10, Coney Green 
Stourbridge
West Midlands DY81LA 
ENGLAND
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The shading on your 
cover reminds me of 
years past when Atom 
used to use various sorts 
of “frosted” glass to do 
the shading on his hand 
cut wax stencils. Merely 
musing, but I did wonder

what Tom Grewe used there.
The only lists I make are fists of books I’ve read 

or want to get, and shopping lists...no, I tell a lie, I do 
make lists of jobs Fve got to do at home or at work... 
but I don’t think I’m obsessed by them...I hope.... i 
also write down things I want to remember. This 
does not work exactly. Some of them do work, but 
other fists get sort of mislaid and when I later find 
them they are out of date, or entirely mysterious... 
or both.

Adventures in the Wimpy Zone: I sometimes 
regret never having lived where there were fans close 
at hand. Oh, there was a time in the early '60s when I 
got a good few visitors, but that wasn’t the same, 
living at home, and I did toy with the idea of moving 
up to London, the fannish Mecca.

A Pizza Dinner... there’s an amusing sign at 
Knutsford on the M6,20/30 miles north of Brum, 
(er. the original Birmingham...well, more or less 
original) where the exit from the car park make to the 
motorway is signposted WAY OUT BIRMINGHAM. 
There is also the local estate agent... er,now what 
does that translate to in Americanese. Realtor?... 
named SwindelL.and the solicitors in the firm of 
Dolittle and Dally.

Rob Hansen’s bit was more in my fine. I was a 
toddler in 1940. We lived in Birmingham, then. I 
remember the sound of sirens, aircraft engines, and 
the cellar roof shaking down its dust, a naked swing
ing lightbulb, as the bombs dropped around the 
electric substation across the road. Most of my male 
relatives were conscripted, and at least my sister , 
worked in a munitions factory, whereas before the 
war she had worked in the jewelry quarter. My 
ambition, when I was a bit older and could articulate, 
was to be a Spitfire pilot...another ambition, possibly 
my first come to think of it., .that I never fulfilled.

Marigolds always remind me of THE war and my 
granny. My old gran, the Chesfin one, was about 

three foot two find weighed about 65 pounds when I 
knew her (maybe a slight exaggeration). Gran 
managed to sur vive the war though living in the 
middle of Brum. She did get bombed out three 
times. Two old ladies she knew used to hide, one 
under die kitchen table and one under the stairs. 
After one raid, the under-tiie-kiichen-table-one found 
the other one dead, struck by a bomb that didn’t 
explode.

“But the marigolds” do I hear you exclaim 
impatiently? Ait the Marigolds. At the last house, in 
Wiggin Street, right opposite a gigantic factory 
complex, a canal junction, and an important railway 
line...ghod knows how she managed to pick such a 
place, a prime bomber target I should have 
thought..she had this Anderson shelter. This was a 
structure not a great bit larger than your average dog 
kennel, made of ixdted-together corrugated iron 
sheets and covered with earth about two feet deep on 
top. And this shelter was smothered in marigolds, 
seeds of which we took to our own garden around 
1947 and the resulting plants spreading so that they

took years to eradicate. Whenever I see marigolds 1 
think of gran, and Wiggin Street, and the shelter....

We had a-gigantic shelter when we lived in 
Stourbridge town in the ’40s. Actually, it wasn’t "our” 
shelter but was a community shelter which was 
either dug out under the houses, or was made out of 
the cellars which already existed there. It was never 
used as far as I know, except that we used to climb 
over the gate and explore it by candlelight. It was to 
us a sort of Aladdin’s cave, a labyrinth of wooden 
bunks and benches, and large pillows of strange 
white fungus used to grow on the walls and roof. Hie 
entrance was all you could see, sloping up from 
under the back of the house, which wasn’t a house 
exactly, it was a shop fronting on the High Street, and 
we lived in rooms over it. My sister Audrey and I 
used to slide down the concrete roof of this thing, 
until one day Audrey slid down and put her hands 
through the window on the bottom facing wall. I 
wrapped her up in a tablecloth and flagged down a 
car which took her to the load hospital. Exactly how 
I explained this to mom when she came home, I can’t 
remember.



Maureen’s work making munitions resulted in 
the police raiding our flat The silly sod brought 
home samples of her work you see, and we kids, 
me and Audrey, played with them up on the roof. 
Someone must have seen us and reported us, perhaps 
as German saboteurs?, and the cops swooped. As 
far as I know, nothing happened except that the 
(dud-uncharged) bits of shells, bombs, and grenades 
were taken away.

Apathy re politics: Here 1 wonder if it’s apatliy or 
a result of years of being beaten down by Maggie. 
Sometimes I get the feeling that the mass of people 
can be compared very closely with those masses of 
shuffling workers we see in Metropolis, that grand old 
film which it was once traditional and mandatory to 
show at British conventions.

Anyway, enjoyed the zine. Tlianks,

kench.

"I just do it by hand,* Tom reports. "You do three 
lines, connect three lines, draw four lines ... it's like 
playing with Lincoln Logs, you just kind of stack 
them up.* Ah, artists.

As you can no doubt tell, I enjoyed your remi
nisces of the war years. Funny how kids will be kids, 
no matter the culture, no matter the circumstances. 
Your adventures in the Stourbridge shelter remind me 
of similar adventures in the storm sewer system 
beneath my home town. And of hiding my arm for 
weeks after falling onto a board with four nails while 
playing in the yard of an unoccupied house — 
territory specifically forbidden by my relatively-
lenient parents. — gfs

DavE Romm 
3308 Stevens Ave. S. 
Minneapolis, MN 55408
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Who are “the fan 
writers of america (fwa)" 
and why can’t they afford 
capital letters?

Are you going to issue 
“Official Friend of Toad

Hall" certificates? Buttons? Pinky rings? Just asking.
Jeff Schalles’ account of his life and move to Mpls 

are not atypical for immigrants. Quite a few Minn- 
STFers (and a heavy proportion of the fanzine 
editors) discovered fandom elsewhere, found that 
they liked being around fans and then opted to move 
here. I hope Jeff stays, and that the title of his article 
implies that Part Two will be more stories of his life 
in Mpls and not that Part Two will be the account of 
his next move to someplace even more wimpy.

I enjoyed reading David Emerson’s article. 
However, it didn’t make me hungry. That’s a critical 
flaw in a food story. Maybe it was the thought of 
pizza without anchovies, 'shudder*

Capturing the sense of a party — any party, but 
especially a music party — is extremely difficult

Jack Targonski did a superb job. I was one of the 
many people who were there for a short while and 
then had to leave because of the smoke. I know the 
bonding power of drugs, especially one as addictive 
as nicotine, but if you really want to know what to do 
for an encore, you could all quit Is it selfish to want 
to keep all the musicians healthy so they can do this 
for a long, long time? (live fast die young and leave 
calluses on your fingers ..)

Coming out of High School, I realized that there 
were vast areas of recent history that I knew nothing 
about I don’t particularly blame the teachers; when 
you have only a few hours a week in one school year 
to cover World History, a lot of areas are going to get 
cursory treatment. I didn’t take much History in 
college; there was too much other neat stuff to find 
out about. Still, there are thousands of books on 
thousands of subjects I want to know about. I rely 
on people like Rob Hansen to filter my reading. I 
learned more from his brief reviews of books on 
Britain’s involvement in WWII than in several of 
the tv documentaries on the battles of the war. 
Thank you.

Glenn Tenhoffs art is good enough to merit 
Serious Criticism. I’m glad he got the egoboo he 
deserved for the cover of #1 and liked my analysis 
that it contrasts Innocence and Evil. I notice he 
returns to a similar theme with the illo on page 8. It 
clearly shows his concern about the fight between 
Good and Evil. In the forefront the entire street is 
dominated by a huge spotlight, obviously an allegori
cal symbol for The Forces Of Good. The words 
closest to The Light have to do with sustenance: food. 
The very essence of life itself. Farther down the 
road is a sign one cannot read: perhaps important, 
but less so than the all-import aspect of Goodness. 
As you get farther from The Light, the city becomes 
Dark; dirty and polluted, perhaps with factories of 
mindless workers doing the will of their masters who 
remain pale in their dank, dusty, towers. An obvious 
allegorical symbol for The Forces Of Evil The 
composition is reminiscent of Utrillo’s Notre Dame 
de Clignancourt (1912) and Chagall’s The Fiddler 
(1911-1914), among others. Glenn’s choice to refer to 
works painted on the eve of The Great War clearly 
indicates his view that a major conflict between the 
primal forces is brewing. However, the composition 
between this work and the other two is reversed, 
lending an ominous portent to the outcome. This 
untitled illustration is a major work, fraught with 
multi-layered undertones, at once both joyous and 
foreboding. But I digress.

To answer Tom Whitmore: There are many 
definitions of ‘degree’ which might pertain to the 
discredited expression “to a large degree" and he 
fails to acknowledge most of them, including the one 
you cited. The “tens of thousands of bachelors, 
masters and doctors" degrees may vary in academic 
achievement and prestige, but they are all about the 
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same size. The frame is standardized and everything. 
Indeed, a Targe* degree is for show only, probably 
only awarded by fly-by-night correspondence schools 
or Jim and Tammy divinity schools. Since you, I and 
I’m sure Tom are in favor of striving for academic 
excellence over descending to quackery, I will stand 
by my statement in Idea #2. “DavE Room” indeed.

Is that Mitch’s signature on page 27 or did you 
write them all in?

TTFN,
You-KnowWho

I doubt we'll have Official Friend of Toad Hall 
paraphernalia anytime soon. But you may be 
required to adopt a toad or frog when we move to 
a new abode. Just in case you (and others) don't 
know, Official Friends of Toad Hall are those who 
have signed the Toad Hall Register.

Typo, typo, who's got the typo?
Yep, Mitchell Pockrandt signed them all. We 

noticed I'd neglected to drop his signature in after the 
page was printed and he decided it would be a fun 
mind-twist to do them by hand. This time around, f'm 
including only the signature you put in the computer 
file containing your LoC. Gee, Dave, thanks to your 
teasing anonymity, I actually had to read your letter 
before including it here. After two years, the "who* 
far out-weighed the *you-know.” Not that the two 
years was your fault, mind you. -gfs

It was a fun cover. 
Dance is the spice of life. 
(I wonder what the condi
ment is.)

Bozo fun 
from Elise. 
I didn’t even 

know about the Prairie Fan Compan
ion until it was over. My loss.

Who would have thought there were 
so many varieties of flat-round-bready- 
things-with-stuff-on-top? Would it be (i 
possible to do a pizza fanzine? You could 
use round sheets of rice paper and arrange 
the articles and art in topping fashion: a 
delicious (or maybe half-baked) Idea.

That music party was indeed hot’ I 
usually wander in and out of music rooms, 
but I was riveted for four hours in that party 
until the cake cutting break, when the music 
stopped long enough to let me go and check 
out the rest of the con. I was impressed! 
Reed’s accompanying art was great, too!

Ruth Anderson 
771 Warsaw 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 
CANADA R3M1B7
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Robert Lichtman
P.O. Box 30
Glen Ellen, CA 95442
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Fandom is fortunate to 
be graced with two lengthy 
Jeff Schaltes articles in less 
than a year. First his piece 
in the last Trap Door and 
now this one. Jeff’s descrip
tion of what was in his 

vehicle reminded me of my own move, in early 1965, 
from my parent's home in Los Angeles to a new 
home in the Bay Area. My vehicle of that era, an 
enormous Oldsmobile 98, limped slowly up Highway 
101 that day, laden to the gills with books and 
fanzines. My clothes and other personal belongings 
were stuffed into the angular corners not lending 
themselves to being filled with books and fanzines. 
So, Jeff, is there real rock ‘n roll there?

It was pleasing to see the batch of Rotsler 
artwork illustrating Jeff’s piece. Too little of this side 
of Rotsler’s work appears in fanzines, despite the 
volume of his stuff that still does make it into print I 
have probably a 20-year supply of his noncartoon 
artwork between what he sent me directly and what I 
inherited as part of Terry Carr’s fanart files. My zines 
for SAPS and FAPA are done in the half-letter size 
format and I use Bill’s scenery such as you used here 
for covers.

Elise Krueger’s piece was a delight something in 
its overall style reminded me of past writing such as 
LeeH and Walt on Proxyboo Ltd.

I hardly ever go out for pizza, but neither do I 
make it from scratch at home either. The haute 
epicures of Idea’s readership should skip this para
graph, but what I do when I want pizza is Embellish 
My Own. Using a take&bake pizza ($2) from the 
local Albertson’s supermarket while preheating the 

oven to 425° I cut up various addi
tional toppings and add them to the 
base. My current favorites include 
fresh mushrooms, chopped olives, 
green onions, crushed jalapeno 
pepper (looks like crushed red 
pepper but it’s green}, garlic powder, 
and a spritz of olive oil to enrich the 
mixture. I might crumble some 
oregano and basil over it too, if I’m 
in the mood. Since September, I’ve 
actually had the old apartment to 
myself. Not having someone around 
to cook for, and to whose tastes I 
have to cater a little, I have become 
quite casual about sit down meals 
and tend to have a moderate one and 
then snack during the evening. 
Currently I’m in true pigout mode 
following the attainment of Sercon, 
and am alternating between 
Australian candied ginger, chocolate 
raspberry sticks, and a chunk of 
Callebaut’s bittersweet chocolate.
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Knowledge of this latter is a recent occurrence; 
Frank Robinson turned Carol Carr and me on to it 
when he last visited us in Oakland. Frank’s source is 
some store in San Francisco, but Carol and I have 
found it available at, interestingly, a natural foods 
store in Emeryville. It comes in 500 gram bars and is 
absolutely the best dark chocolate I’ve ever encoun
tered. All this is by way of saying I did enjoy David 
Emerson’s article on pizza.

Rob’s piece made me think back to a walk we 
took together during the convention in Jersey. Part 
of it included a visit to an Occupation Museum where 
we saw quite a number of displays on the German 
occupation of the Channel Islands. I recall Rob 
saying something at the time about his interest in 
WW2 being renewed during his working on the fan 
history. It pleases me to see that, apparently, he 
plans to write even more about world events and 
British fan involvement in the peace movement over 
the years into the someday-final version of the 
history, prior to book publication.

Best wishes

Ah, you discovered the secret to avoiding foe edito
rial knife; mention chocolate! I'm not surprised you 
find good (no, the besd chocolate at a natural foods 
store. The East Calhoun Co-op, the closest co-bp to 
Toad Hall, carries Wilbur's chocolate drops. What I 
want to know is your source for the chocolate 
raspberry sticks. They sound heavenly.

Rob has since finished Then #2, covering British 
fandom in the 1950s and Then #3, covering the 
1960s. He must be putting all the energy that he 
once spent on foe dance floor into this project; he's 
now working on Then #4. — gfs

PaulValcour
351-C Craig Henry Dr. 
Nepean, Ontario 
CANADA K2G 4K9
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Idea #2 and #3 are 
arguably the very best 
fanzines Fve read in the 
last couple of years. Jeffs 
cartoons are funny. 
Everyone else’s illos were 
good. Pasternak’s piece 

blew me away. My two favourite articles were David 
Emerson’s “A Pizza Dinner Without Pizza" and Jack 
Targonski’s “The little Music Party That Smoked." 
Both appealed to the senses, and my idea of pleasur
able fannish activity.

But then again, there was Dave Clement’s 
illuminating “The Humdrum Life of Dave Fan," or 
Berlien’s provocative “Taking a Hint* Having guest 
writers do “The Eclectic Reader" is a novel idea (for 
a fanzine.) Both Glicksohn and Hansen were good 
choices. Heck, I even enjoyed reading the LoC’s and 
your responses. Because it has been awhile since 
Idea #3 came out I shan’t go in depth on any of the 
articles or letters, but suffice it to say, you could 
hardly have done any better.

Since bumping into you atTropicon 7 (and 
joining Corflu 6 as a supporting member), I’ve 
received a fair number of fanzines. Long Distance 
Voyeur #1 is evidence of that. I am eager to hear what 
you think of it. I had a lot of fun writing it My request 
for LoC’s, written articles and art (...oh Jeff, please) 
is genuine. Of course, I am prepared to have to earn 
credibility and worthiness before established fan 
writers and artists would consider submitting 
material to Long Distance Voyeur.

Gosh. Glad you like it. I think, though, that you're 
missing out on other great fanzines, like Dick and 
Nicki Lynch's Mimosa and Robert Lichtman's Trap 
Door. These are two of my favorites. I'm glad to hear 
you've gotten into fanzines; your CUFF travel report 
was great. (I did send you a letter, didn't l?l?)

Idea is fortunate to have a variety of excellent 
contributing writers and artists. While living with one 
of them never hurts, I have a few suggestions for you 
and other aspiring faneds. First, respond to everything 
contributors submit Let them know that you received 
it, if you plan to use it, when you expect to publish, 
etc. Then, when your publication is delayed, as most 
present-day fanzines seem to be (with the exception 
of Arnie Katz's Folly and the fanzines mentioned 
above), keep in touch with your contributors. Don't 
leave them hanging for months and years, wondering 
why they made foe effort in the first place.

Next, you're the editor — be one. If you see 
room for improvement, suggest it. Treat contributors 
and contributions respectfully. Make sure you've got 
the final ok for foe copy and art you print Proofread. 
Provide the best layout and repro you can. It should 



reflect your own fannish sensibilities. Don't be afraid 
to experiment, but remember that your goal is to 
make your contributors look good. Then readers will 
send you LoCs like the one you sent me.

Last, but most important, give feedback! Return 
art_disks, and other materials in good condition. 
Send at least one contributor's copy, and a second if 
you can spare it. If it's going to be a long time before 
your next issue comes out, copy relevant portions 
from LoCs and send them to your authors/artists. This 
last comes from Willis Himself, who knows better 
than most the importance of feedback.

I hope these suggestions aren't overly obvious, 
and that the fans who know that I don't always 
practice what I preach will chortle knowingly rather 
than gagging over these remarks. Good luck. And 
have fun! — gfs

Glenn Tenhoff 
5645 Green Circle Drive 
#209
Minnetonka, MN 55343
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You and your con
tributors are doing too 
good a job. How many 
times cars one write... it 
looks great, this issue is 
even better than the last 
Then proceed with: Loved 

the cover, really liked the first article, page #7 was 
wonderful, etc., more explications, etc...

At one point I thought of approaching this LoC 
from the opposite direction and write about the 
things I disliked, but “Hi, found a misspelling, good
bye” seemed a little short Guess you’ll just have to 
settle for a longer LoC full of kudos and egoboo.

Loved the Cover, really liked the... no, seriously, 
Tom Grewe’s cover illustration was great, having as 
much charm as the song that inspired it Perhaps 
Dale Marxen’s song now has even more charm 
thanks to Tom.

Tom’s illustration, on a more practical note, also 
tickled my noodle and reminded me of that often 
forgotten fact of life: “when dancing with bears, one 
has to watch one’s feet."

Of the remaining illustrations in this issue, they 
all were great [Glenn inserted an illustrated frog note 
at this point: "Of 
course, being the 
shy person that he 
is, this glowing 
compliment 
doesn't include his 
own art work. At 
least not yet. You 
never know what 
the critics will have 
to say."]

The first tiling I 
do with any fanzine is page 
through and look at all of the art, 
picking out, in some subconscious way, my favorite 

illustration for that issuer usually before reading any 
of the articles. This time it was tough. I had to read 
the whole zine before finally settling on a tie between 
Dan Steffan's cartoon on page 17: “I’m feeling burned 
out today’ and the combination of Alexis Gilliland’s 
slavery cartoon with Jeffs character on page 24. Of 
course, everyone else came in a close second and the 
cover art became a separate category completely.

I enjoyed reading all of the articles and letters in 
this issue. With that said, one or two comments on a 
few of them....

Jeffs lead article was a nice fill-in-the-blanks 
piece. Tell him not to worry, there is Rock 'n Roll in 
Minne-brrr-sota.

Having been involved with both the pizza dinner 
and the article I’ll just say I hope everyone enjoys 
reading about the dinner as much as I enjoyed 
attending. (Thanks, David, for a great evening.)

My congratulations to Ruth Anderson for writing 
a terrific first LoC. It warms the cockles of my heart 
knowing there is someone else out there wondering 
what to write and how to write it Someone else 
discovering the exhilaration and terror of finding 
something you’ve committed to paper, mass pro
duced, distributed, and exposed to comment.

I’m a little surprised, considering the implications 
Ruth raised in her letter, that writing LoC’s and 
reading the letter columns is one of the things I like 
most about fanzines. I'm still undecided about my 
motivations. Am I writing for the exhilaration of 
seeing my name in print, to receive glowing 
comments regarding my contributions, or for an 
excuse to write letters? I know' it's not just to receive 
the next issue.

Before I forget, has a new Canadian tradition 
been created with Ruth’s inspiration of using the dual 
story line technique for a third time within the pages 
of Idea!

Having been saddled with a head cold at Minicon 
last year, thus avoiding smoke-filled rooms, I found 
Jack’s article about the invitational music party very 
interesting. Now I not only know what I missed, I 
also know the party wasn’t a success. It was a BIG! 
success. Three cheers for the Moron Havanapple 
Choir.

I’m aware of, or guessed at, most of the unpleas
ant sentiments Jack mentioned at the beginning of 
his article. Having been part of the music circle at 
Minicon ’88,1 know those sentiments were well 
founded. There was a lot of smoke, the circle did get 
very large, and the listening crowd even larger. That 
the MHChoir should attempt to improve the situation 
in ’89, by forming a smaller circle in another location, 
seems quite reasonable to me. That these individuals 
be labeled rude or snobbish for this effort, quite 
unreasonable. Perhaps if attendance by the audience 
had also been by invitation, a case for snobbishness 
could be made, but the only restriction on the 
audience was the size of the suite.



Controlling the size of the music circle by 
invitation also seems reasonable (both music rooms 
off the consuite were still available to any musician 
wishing to use them). Being one of those musicians 
with a questionable degree of skill, I find it quite 
natural that the HMChoir, in order to have a smaller 
circle, for a musk: party in a private suite, would fill 
its musical roster with familiar musicians, of a similar 
caliber, who would complement and inspire one 
another. The term elitist probably fits here, but I 
think anything else would have meant picking names 
out of a fish bowl. You may disagree with the 
MHChojr’s choice of musicians or the criteria they 
used to choose them, but you can’t disagree with the 
fact that it was their party and they had the right to 
conduct it as they saw fit

Well, I see my two cents worth has multiplied to 
a dollar twenty-two, and that it’s been spent on a 
member of the HMChoir who, I suspect, is in agree
ment with my views, but there is one aspect of Jack’s 
article I haven’t addressed: smoking and music 
parties.

This burning issue has been going on for some 
time, and I have no answer to resolve this contro
versy, but I have sensed an unexpressed attitude, 
which I do not agree with, that “the musicians are 
there for the entertainment of the audience the 
music creates.”

Since the majority of the musicians that the 
people want to hear play, judged by the crowds, 
smoke, it’s reasonable to expect a smoky atmo
sphere. It’s also reasonable that some people will 
dislike this aspect of a music party. Being a non
smoker myself, I understand their disapproval and 
support their right to wish things were different. But 
I cannot support the attitude that the musicians are 
there to provide entertainment and, therefore, they 
should continue playing, but everyone, musicians and 
audience alike, should discontinue smoking.

The musicians within a music circle are there to 
attend the function; they have paid to be there. The 
musicians are not there to provide entertainment, 
they’re there, like everyone else, to have a good time. 
We're fortunate that their method of expressing a 
good time involves playing music, which most find 
entertaining. That for many this pursuit of a good 
time also includes having a smoke, while in the 
smoking music room, is a simple fact of the situation. 
It is unfortunate that because of the smoke, certain 
individuals must restrict their attendance, or abstain 
altogether, but their situation doesn’t change the fact 
that those smoking musicians, and the crowd they 
attract, are not there to insure the non-smokers’ good 
time.

WeH, with that said, and the soap box pushed 
back into its dusty corner, I find myself staring at the 
first sentence of the fast paragraph and stuck for an 
ending.

GoshWow! A non-smoking "barred" musician jumps 
to the defense of the smoke-snobs who venture out 
on the limb of social correctness in an attempt to 
maximize their enjoyment of Minicon. Your 
comments are a welcome breathe of fresh air in the 
morass of convention smoking controversies. The 
only "solution” I see is the evolution of cigarettes to 
the point where sidestream smoke doesn' t exist. 
While they're at it, perhaps the tobacco companies 
will develop attractive, tasty products that carry no 
health hazards. Then people, including loved ones, 
could enjoy their smokes without harm, i mean, if 
we’re going to dream, we might as well dream big, 
right?

The only thing I have to add to your comments 
about invitational music parties, or any invitational 
party for that matter, is that the choice of musician 
is difficult. Even narrowing the field to the "best" 
musicians/performers, or your "closest, most intimate 
friends," leaves the circle too big for comfort. Not 
that I'm complaining, mind you. Dems the breaks, 
kids. — gfs

Mike Glicksohn 
508 Windermere Av. 
Toronto, Ontario 
CANADA M6S3L6
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Your editorial comments 
certainly apply to me. I’ve 
been an inverate list maker 
for as long as I can recall. 
With New Year’s Eve just 
two days away I’ve been 
compiling a list of Things I

Regret Not Doing in 1989, for example. I’m deeply 
sorry that I never (a) forced myself to watch either 
“Star Trek: The New Generation" or “Married With 
Children,” (b) learned to enjoy milk rather than a 
good twelve year old single malt, (c) read airy of 
Kers Anthony’s undoubtedly great fantasy trilogies, 
or (d) convinced Harry Bond to write all my Iocs and 
sign my name to them. Oh well, at least I have some 
things to aim for in the decade to come.

Interesting travel piece by Jeff. Interesting 
because in my insular fannish fashion I didn’t know 



he’d moved into Toad Hall until 1 got a Christmas 
Card signed by both of you. I remember Jeff well 
from the Old Days: I never thought he could draw 
worth a damn but his ideas were good enough that I 
was happy to use him in four issues of Energutnen 
and I know for a feet he takes a damn good picture 
despite the limitations of the subject material I wish 
you guys luck: any force sufficiently great to compel 
a fen to undergo the trauma of packing up his/her 
collection and moving is probably strong enough to 
overcome the less significant obstacles that occasion
ally popup in our interpersonal relationships.

I was amused by Elise’s pastiche even though 
I’m one of the rare fans who’s never heard nor read 
anything by Keillor. I only recognized about half the 
references but the intent of the rest was clear even 
without the knowledge of the people involved and 
that’s good writing.

Although I’m about as interested in cooking as I 
am in the latest Piers Anthony trilogy of the week I 
enjoy eating and I enjoy interesting writing so David’s 
article was fun to read. (And the accompanying 
Tenhoff illustrations were, for me, the artistic high
lights of the issue.) As to a “bap” I’d guess it’s a 
moderately new form of British roll because I liadn’t 
encountered them either until my trip in *85 when 
they were being served in all the pubs I ate my 
numerous hmches in. (On different days, I hasten to 
add.) Baps come in different sizes but a typical one 
would be a six inch diameter circle about an inch 
thick. They’re sliced in two horizontally and stuffed 
with whatever food the diner would like to nosh on. 
Very tasty, too.

Not much I can say about the music party article. 
Occasionally I sit down for a few minutes and enjoy 
the music created by some of the talented fans I 
know but as a non-player and as a person who doesn’t 
know many songs well and can’t sing even when he 
does know the words, I tend to find filksings and 
music parties a little too non-participatory. Acting as 
an audience at a con for brief periods of time is fine 
but I wouldn’t want to do it for an entire night, not 
when there are other creative areas where I can 
actually take part in what’s taking place.

While reading Rob’s Eclectic Reader column I 
came to an abrupt halt in his paragraph about the 
BUF. Rob is probably unaware that in America BUF 
is used to describe a type of girlie magazine featuring 
nude pictures of very large breasted women and the 
initials stand for “Big Up Front’ For some reason I 
couldn’t get the image of naked 44DD British fascists 
marching through the streets of London out of my 
mind, which probably undercut the intent of Rob's 
article.

I recall my father (who barely made it out of 
Dunkirk) telling me they were so short of supplies 
that in the days after Dunkirk, while waiting for the 
anticipated German invasion that thankfully never 
came thanks to Hitler’s refusal to believe his own 

military advisors, he and his fellow soldiers went on 
watch carrying brooms because there were no rifles. 
Rob is right: it’s very scary how close the world came 
to being overrun by the Third Reich. Had Hitler not 
been a madman we might all be speaking German 
(and I doubt we’d be publishing or loccing fenzines’).

It strikes me that as fi ne a fanzine as Idea ought 
to have a snappier lettercol title than “Letters of 
Comment’ The cynical might propose Idealies, the 
erudite Ideation, but certainly there has to be a 
decent title out there somewhere, right, boss?

Gary’s observation that my column failed to 
mention South American or German authors was 
spot on. I should have recommended Martin 
Bormann’s autobiography, perhaps....

As the first anniversary of Free Trade hurtles 
down upon us the consensus seems to be that it’s 
been even more disastrous than its opponents 
predicted. Perhaps the solution (to turn David 
Romm’s suggestion around) is for Canada to invade 
the US and anticipate reparations afterwards. Only 
problem is, the way you lot have been losing your 
wars lately we’d probably win!

Jeffs cartoon in my loc was close: the formal 
name for the poker games I occasionally run as an 
official part of the con program is “The Joseph W. 
Haldeman Memorial Seminar on the Redistribution 
of Economic Resources by the Application of Statis
tics and Psychology” and it was those statistics I was 
referring to. Glyer doesn’t play poker; he plays 
LASFS poker which is an entirely different beast, 
much like some Saturday morning cartoons can be 
considered science fiction-forkids.

Gollee, as Jim Nabors was wont to say, I certainly 
appreciated the egoboo scattered throughout the 
Iocs. The double dose from this Willis fellow was 
nice...just as long as he stays around long enough to 
prove his comments can be trusted, that is.

I’m not sure why Ruth thinks that knowing a 
contributor “makes commenting a touchier task." 
Surely she’s not suggesting that some fans are thin- 
skinned or that other fens might be less than honest 
to spare a friend’s feelings? Only in Canada, you 
say. Pity.

Had I read the back cover before I wrote this loc 
I probably would have adopted a less flippant tone 
overall but I didn’t so I must settle for saying how 
sorry I was to read of your family tragedy. Thank
fully there seem to have been a lot of really positive 
things taking place in your life and while they can 
never make up for the loss at least they help keep 
things in balance. I extend my most sincere wishes 
that the new year will be filled with much happiness 
and contentment for you. And a new Idea to bring 
the rest of us our slices of your joy.

All very best wishes,
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Since it looks to be multiple choice, I'll go with (b). 
Not that you have to do it under ail circumstances, 
but it seems to be a useful survival tool, whereas I'm 
certain you can already live quite happily without 
Piers Anthony and without certain television 
programs as well. As for Harry, well, I haven't yet 
read enough of his Iocs to judge, but I'm rather 
hooked on yours.

All knowledge may well be contained in 
fandom, but this editor should have known about 
"common* uses of "BUF* before blithely printing 
Rob's use of the acronym. Now that I've started a 
business that includes editing, the acquisition of 
such knowledge ought to be tax-deductible. I 
somehow don't think the IRS would agree that mass 
pom purchases are legitimate business expenses in 
this case....

I agree with you about the lettercol... More 
ideas, anyone? Ideogeny? Ideologies?

Flippant, eh? You're right on the mark—the 
positive aspects of 1989 kept the year in some sort of 
balance. And fandom was at the root of everything 
positive that 1 mentioned. It's only fitting that I return 
that joy in whatever ways I can. Sorry this one took 
so long —gfs

Bob Berlien
4856 N. Oakley 
Chicago, IL 60625

Ms. Geri Sullivan 
Publisher/Editor 
Idea Fanzine and 
Sado-masochistic Smut Rag

Yes, Geri, we’ve all had those wonderful years 
when everything seemed like Oz and we wished the. 
good times would never end, but I was always told 
it was impolite to brag; better to keep the little 
moments of sheer joy to yourself and simply let the 
others reap the benefits of your rapturous mood.

Jeff (re rock ’n roll): Yes, but everything else is 
just a damned good hologram.

The recipes look pretty good, especially the 
spinach-feta number. Hint for serious carnivores: a 
well-seasoned road kill, trimmed to fit the pan, makes 
an excellent substitute for that worthless crust they 
keep giving you with your pizza. Lots of texture, 
crispy-chewy.

I’m proud that Elise Krueger and I have been 
mistaken for brother and sister; and since my 
father’s predilections were similar to mine, who 
knows? (And if so, how come you can sing on key?)

Jack Targonski seems to imply that Chicagoans 
are rude. Yeah? Well, fuck you, asshole.

Ill read the rest of Rob Hansen’s column real 
soon, I promise, ’cause I like war bobks, but Channel 
11 just finished all 700 episodes of World at War, and 
I’m a tad fried.

Love, 7

What are you complaining about, Bob? You got 
more than your share of my 1989 "rapture." Thanks, 
friend.

Jack doesn't imply Chicagoans are rude, he states 
it, and you go on to prove the point. Fuck you, too, 
Berlien. There, I did it, and in print, too. Am I now a ' 
graduate of the "Minneapolis Nice — Chicago 
Asshole" cultural exchange program? I'm going for 
my master's; it looks good on a resume and you 
never know when it might come in handy.

So, did you also catch Victory at Sea?
So, when 'ya gonna write some more smut, eh? 

It's cold up in this attic, not to mention this neck o' 
the woods. — gfs

Jeff, on home repairs:

"If I can take jpart with a putty knife, 
it's not wood anymore."

8/26/90
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We also heard from:
Jeanne Mealy, Peter Hentges, and Margo Bratton

I'd love to print their letters, too, but I've run out of 
pages before going over the next ounce. Ah, for the 
days of cheap postage!

"Much later, both writingand ruling wheel 
pens were made additionally in a series in 
which the pitch and shape of the teeth 
were varied to give such interesting and 
useful effects as dotted lines, broken lines, 
dot-dash and other patterns. They were 
called shading pens and were much used 
for drawing on stencils, especially fashion 
drawing and illustrating, and ornamenta
tion for direct mail advertising. The artistic 
skill with which these pens could be used 
in work of this kind has always com
manded admiration. Some of the effects 
were unique to this new medium."

THE ORIGIN OF 
STENCIL DUPLICATING

W.B. Proudfoot



Weatherball an emerald green, 

Forecast says no change foreseen. 

Weatherball as red as fire, 

Temperature is going higher. 

Weatherball as white as snow, 

Down the temperature will go. 

When colors blink in agitation 

There's going to be precipitation.

—The Original (?) 
Northwest Bancorporation/ 

Banco Weatherball verse


