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my fANZINE
AND WELCOME TO IT

"Houston keeps saying something about a
chameleon with the personality of a demented
fanzinel"

EDITORIAL = “ by Dave Locke

Welcome to this humble fanzine which may be the greatest thing since<Kbhoutek ;~

} Oh, what the hell. After ten issues, truth in advertising finally forces me to .
1 tell you that thds is not a humble fanzine, Everyone represented herein is as
big a Ham as there is,

Sigh, another image shot deﬁn the iubes.?

THANKS FOR THE MNEME

Let's call this an anniversary lissue, shall we? I've never published one of those
before, or if I have the fact has been hidden by the trap-doors.of my mind, The
first issue of AWRY was published January, 1972, which by radiocarbon dating
seems like only yestérday, therefore making this the 4th anniversary issue, even
though there were not three anniversary issues preceding it, Are you with me so .
far? Actually, publishing ten issues of a genzine is a new accomplishment for

. me, It ain't never happened before,

My first genzine, PHOENIX, sereeched through perhaps elght or nine issues back in
the early sixties before biting the dust with moist but swollen gums, PELF, ‘co-
edited with dashing Dave Hulan, was only a part-time genzine, At other times
PELF was an apazine, or a one-shot, or a handi-wipe, but it never saw ten issues
as a genzine even though it has overall seen twelve issues as of this writing.'

I will spare you a historical issue-by-issue reminiscence, but just for the fun"
‘of 1t I browsed through the gilant accumulation of material which was published in
these ten issues and drew up a list of favorite items within the categories which
you see spread out below you, In many cases trying to pick a favorite was de-
cidedly tough, where second and third place choices had barely a gnat's nose 1ead
in a fast photo finish, But anyway, here are my choices, ,

_ FAVORITE ISSUE: The one I'm working on at the time.
-Overall WRITING EXCELLENCE: .  Dean Grennell (cribit) |




FAVORITE ARTICLE: IN THEvCELTIC TWILIGHT, Tina Hensel Jones, in #l

FLVORITE COVER: Grant Canfield, for i#8

FAVORITE CONTROVERSIAL ITEM: THE STARS OUR DESTINATION?, Jackie Franke, in #h
FAVORITE LoC: Ed Cagle, in #7

FAVORITE ILIO: Logo for 60-WATT, by Jackie Franke

FAVORITE INTERLINO: Ed Cagle, in #7, page 35

FAVORITE EDITORIAL: The one I'm working on at the time,

Following this non-Australian balloting, I then went through the exercise of tabu-
lating published letter responses, Here are the results of that.

letters published no. of letterhacks the top ten
|

9 2 Franke, Glicksohn

8 1 Warner

7 1 Arthurs

6 T2 Bloch, D'Ammassa

5 b Hochberg, Eric Lindsay, Jodie

Offutt, Piper

b 9
3 12

2 18

1 35 - Total of 84 letterhacks

'Were I to maintain records of unpublished 1et£érs,‘which I do in a way, and had I
decided to include such statistics, I'd still be diddling around trying to write
this editorial and you wouldn't be reading it right now, As is, sanity prevailed,

and I am probably enjoying a cold drink while you are wasting your time reading
all these useless statistics, . .

I've enjoyed publishing these last ten issues, and someday I might even get out
another ten, I wouldn't bet any money on it, though.

So much for reminiscence,

QUOTE WITHOUT COMMENT, (though the strain is great)

"Dick has never been. thought of as a 'literary’ writer, So on the whole he is
simply not my dish,™ - --= Don Keller, in SCIENTIFRICTION #3

YOU CAN'T BE DAVE LOCKE, YOU DON'T SPEAK WITH AN ELITE TYPEFACE

I met a few new fan faces within recent times, This is an experience which seldo
fails to tickle the low end of my thermometer, because it .often takes quite an
exercise in mental gymnastics to reconcile the real body with the paper personal-
ity e X v .

But I guess I'm not ‘the only individual who can be amazed at having a mental image
" shattered before one's eyes, I met Mike Glicksohn at the Aussiecon Flight Party
the night before the. group departed for Australia, and of course I saw hinm at
NASFil after the flight returned, But the first encounter was quite interesting,

T had seen Susan Wood walking by, sald that I recognized her because I'd just re-
ceived two fanzines with her photograph on the covers, and introduced myself,
That's as much as I ever said to her, because of a sudden this little fellow
standing next to her started choking and pointing his finger at me,

| Tt turned out to be someone named Mike Glicksohn, who was having a terrible prob-
lem bz?ause he refused to believe that I was Dave Locke. "Dave Locke is 6 feet 3,
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doesn't wear a snirt} and has muscles all over the place," he insisted while still
pointing his finger, Immediately he flagged dbwn two or three passing LA fans an&
asked them if I were really Dave Locke and they all said no,

Finally I admitted that I was not really Dave Locke, but had said that I was mere-
1y to impress him, He seemed willing to accept this, but then I confided to him
'that I had always imagined Mike Glicksohn to be much shorter,

It was at thai point he believed I was really Dave Locke,,.
So much for 1mpressions formed from writing personalities,

Mike Glickschn will be pleased to know that I am not wearing a shirt as I type
this stencil,

WITH D.U.E, CONCERN

You'll note from the colophon that I support Disseminating Unpublished Egobeo,
and it may have occurred to you to ask what this is all about, ILet. memtsll_ypp
about D UE, . 4 nr

Ngt everyone publishes every comment in every LoC received, and depending upon
how long their blue pencil is they may even wind up printing only a small frac-
tion of it all, Beyond that, egoboo is generally the first thing to be edited
out,

It is my feeling that egoboo is what fanwriting and fan illustrating is all about,
Out there, hunched over typewriters and drawing boards are unpaid fanwriters and
fanartists who get nothing for their efforts except throwaway comments in a
lettercolumn, It seems negligent, somehow, that most of these throwaway comments
are read only by the faneditor and then thrown away,

. T" 770,
If you are a famwriter or artist, think about it, Wouldn't you like to sée aIl
of the comment that is made on your material?

I you are a faneditor, think about it,- Are you conscientious enough to appre—‘
ciate the thoughtfulness in giving your contributors all the feedback which s+
due them? You might not have thought about it before, Most of us haven't,’

But think about it now,

A LOCKE BY ANY OTHER NAME

Well, what do you know, someone finally came up with a new Joke about my name,
This wasn't easy. After 31- years of bumbling around this mortal.coil, encounter-
ing a now wit every thirty-two minutes who felt they had a frightfully original
remark to make concerning my last name, it isn't easy to approach the subaect with
any degree of enthusiasm, .

I recall being introduced to a gal, whose name escapes me (although it shouldn't),
and seeing her wave an outstretched hand in front of my face.as I _opened my mouth
preparatory to saying something innocuous such as "hello," With the hand still
waving in front of me, she said: “If you've got someﬁhing to:say: ~about - ny -name,
it better be good," When I told her ‘that my name was Locke (pronounced with a
silent "e", for those of you hiding away in the boonies), she relaxed somewhat and
-the juices of conversation were allowed to run free, But. I've always remembered.
her unqualified display of antagonism when confronted,ﬁiih sn introduction, and .
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' As time presses forward, crushing people with the routihe of their own existence,

" | diabolical man indeed; who came up with a new gag about my name and as an extra

"around me, I try to reach out and touch something new, and enmesh myself in the
‘experience of it, By doing this I can feel as though I am standing outside, away
from the smog, éScaping the crap and clatter which bores the shorts off of me in

felt that she would

. make a most spiteful

\ « enemy to those of a low

3 mean intelligence who
feel that they are.for-
ever a Captain Kirk who
is exploring territory
where no man has gone.
before, And I can em-
pathize with her feel-

~ ings, though I probably
wouldn't go so far as td
wipe out someone's facej|

Wl T _ an act which I felt she

Got any fresh ideas for gags about was prepared to carry

Locke's name?’ - through on,

So it was with a fresh sense of wonder that I was confronted by Cy Condra, a most

G2 e

£111ip he threw my first name into the gag for no extra charge, What happened
was that he presented me with the manuscript which you will find in this issue,
and on the envelope containing his article was the folldwing fiendish joke:

"Question: What do blrds of a feather
do together?
"Answer: Dave Locke,"
As Dean would say, a man who'd go this far would go even fdfpher.

Keep your eye on Cy Condra, He bears watching closely, For our own protection,

TOM SWIFT AND HIS ELECTRIC PINGPONG MACHINE

I occasionally feel the urge to break out of the smog of mundania which swirls

its never-ending sequence of reruns,

I'm not a thrillseeker, Small things can amuse me, I have been content to sit
alone in the darkness of the back yard and stare at the night sky, timebinding at
the fact that much of the light which reaches my eyes has been travelling through
space since long before I was born, I have spent hours with a month-old kitten,
watching its emotions alternate between love and a fighting spirit as it hesitates
in that inbetween-world of being a playful kitten and an aloof adult, And I can
find reasonable digression in a piece of escape literature which takes me beyond
the realm of what I am familiar with,

What, you may ask, does all of this drivvel have to do with pingpong machines, to
which I must 1dly explain that there is no other wealth of background which could
reasonably cast light upon my recent penchant for dropping an endless stream of
quarters into pinball and electronic games machines, I found them a frivolous
but amusing diversion, worthy of a modest investment of time and money,

Some of them require a fair amount of skill which needs to be developed over.ex;
tended pericds of play, or a natural ability which you either possess or don't
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 possess, and some require only a basic famlliarity w1th the machine in question,

| The auto racing games are a good example of the skill games, the shooting games a
good example of where natural ability is the requirement, and pinball a good ex-
ample of where basic familiarity with the equipment will show you thé very few in-
stances where you can exercise any control over the momentum of the game,

Cralg Miller and I spent about two hours in the San Fernando Valley at a Miniature
Golf/Pinball parlor, grundling from one electronic game to the other and dropping
quarters with all the fervor and fever-pitch of the mindless ones who frequent the
slot machines in las Vegas, We ran through about four bucks apiece, testing our
skills with electronic blips, squiggles, and bleeps.

My favorite game was the eight car auto-race, and this machine took up the mbst :
floor space of all the electronic paraphernalia, It was more or less a box, which
you could look down into to see the race course, Each side of the box had-a ’
steering wheel and accelerator for two people and, as I recall, the color of your.
steering wheel matched the color of your electronic "car", Eight people would
whip their cars around the course, trying to avoid the obstacles, trying to avoid :
going off the road, and trying to avoid each other, If you went off the road your
car spun around for a second or two, and became tremendously hard to accelerate
until you got it back on the track, If you hit another car, both cars spun out of
control until you could manage to fight them back into position or until you spun
off the road, " ‘ :

The most aggravatlng game I've encountered is the electronic pingpong, or: rather
that version of it which offers you the option of playing against another playex
or playing against the machine itself, I've yet to lose a game agalinst another
player, but I've yet to beat the machine, Craig tells me that. he knows of only
one person who has beaten the machine, and that's because he's a part-owner of" the
company that makes them, and has one in his house where he can fiddle with: it at
his leisure But I have my doubts...

At the Mann Theatres in Pasadena -- a walk-in movie house -- they fleece the crowd i
with four or five electronic games machines spotted in the lobby, --One of thém is
this pingpong game, and I've played it several times now, This one may be différ=|
ent than the others, although from an appearance standpoint it doesn't look it, *
but I've managed to0 convince myself that it can't be beaten, .

Tt seems that should you return the ball a set number of rallies, the machine.
stops its random programming of  bounce and speed and instead begins returning the
ball in a fixed pattern, The ball will bounce from your electronic "paddle" into “
one of the walls, rebound, off the wall to another wall, then to another wall, an@-
then back to your paddle,.endlessly, At one time I took my hand off the paddle °
control, smoked a cigarette, and drank a large Pepsi while waiting to see if the
| pattern would ever vary. It didn't, I then moved the paddle a fraction of an
inch, letting the ball hit a different section of it, The pattern didn't change.
After several minutes of experimentation I discovered that you could change the
pattern, depending on where the ball struck your paddle, but the best you could do
was to deviate from one boring fixed pattern to a second boring fixed pattern,
both of which brought the ball back to the same place on your side of the court.
There was no way the machine was going to lose that point, unless you could keep
everyone away from the area until it d1ed of a malfunction,

The only way to beat the machine, as I see it, is to score your point before the 1
machine tries to bore you to death, To accomplish that, you have to know the pro-
per time to hit the ball with the right or the left side of your paddle, and not
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! be cohteni to just keep the ball in play, A few more dollars and I may yet figure
it out, '

‘But I doubt it., Playing electronic games is something I've been doing so much OfT
it's beginning to feel like a part of my routine,,. ,

Timeiio move along to something else.
Does anyone out there know anything about brain surgery?

THE SHICK SHAVING EXPERIENCE: NOT ALL TRUTH IS IN FANZINES

' There is a little but well-known fanzine which has generated its flavor by pub-
Iishing little-known facts, writing about little-known subjects, and assuming
little-known viewpoints with regard to well-known topics, It is called TABEBUIAN,
which is almost as unpronounceable as Cagle's KNALHIOQUA, and is edited by Dave
and Mardee Jenrette of Miami, Florida.

I w111 never believe another word it tells me,

In "TABEBUIAN 24/25 .., Winter 1976 issue" they publish the following piece of
information,

"SHAVING CREAM IS PSYCHOLOGICAL, Next time you shave try this: wet your face
well:with water and shave with no soap or shaving cream, You'll get a nice,
smooth shave, You won't believe this until you try it, but a few of you will have
the courage to do so, and will make a pleasant discovery, HOW MANY OTHER PRODUCTS
THAT WE USE ARE PSYCHOLOGICAL?"

I've never been lacking in courage, only in energy and the ability to remember
that I wanted to do something, In this situation, however, I was reading TAB at
the breakfast table just prior to getting up for my shave-and-shower routine, so
the thought of shaving cream being psychological was fresh on my mind as I trotted
into the bathroom, .

I deliberately refrained from pressing the button on my hot lather machine, I
also refrained from washing my whiskers with soap and hot water, as is my usual
habit, Instead, I rinsed my face with hot water, rinsed my Shick razor with hot
water,; and then put razor and face together,

Have you ever seen an untrained dog on a leash? Have you seen someone pull on
the, leash and then watched the dog sit down and dig in, holding his position with
stiffened front legs pushing at a ninety-degree angle at the ground in front of
him? Have you ever watched a chef try to stuff a live lobster into a pot of
boiling water, with the lobster bra01ng its four claws on the rim of the pot whild
. the chef pushes down on the middle of its back? Have you ever run into a brick
wall and noticed how little it gave as the result -of your momentum?

The path which the razor travelled across my face could not be measured by any
micro-measuring instrument known to mankind, It bit into perhaps five whiskers,
and pulled them out by the roots,

Being rather displeased at the results of this experiment thus far, I again washed,
my face with hot water but added soap this time, I rinsed the soap away, rinsed
_the razor, and tried again, This time the razor hacked off perhaps four or six
-whiskers, and pulled out ten or fifteen,
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Not being at all happy, but unwilling to give up on the experiment until all
scientific avenues of approach had been trodden upon, I again washed my face with
soap and hot water and this time did not rinse the soap away, I once more rinsed
the razor and very cautiously tried it again, This time it started shaving, but
not very well and not without a great deal of pull and irritation,

After three or four swipes I rinsed the soap from my face and then lathered up.
At that point the razor glided across my face, scything through the whiskers with-
out reducing my face to more ruin than the ravages of time would normally ordain,

The conclusion which I have reached as the result of this experiment can be phra-
sed quite simply, Dave Jenrette's ideas about shaving cream are the biggest
truckload of horseshit to ever come off the farm, and if I had the ability to en-
force a punishment upon him for this blatant piece of nisinformation I would sen-
tence him to dry-shave for the next two months, using the same razor blade, but
not before Mardee had first shaved her legs with it “twice,

I'm not bitter about this, Dave, but I think your ideas are a bit fuzzy, Why
don't you shave them?

PARTYING IS SUCH SWEET SORROW: A DATE TO REMEMBER
I mised it in 1975, but I won't in 1976, Don't you, either,

All fanzine fandom should take heed, as Ifve discovered a trufannish anniversary
worth celebrating wherever two or more fans can get together anywhere on the face
of -the globe, What could be a better excuse for a fan party than to celebrate
the anniversary of the first typewriter? '

Although there were a number of Rube: Goldberg-type machines invented prior to it,
the first practical typewriter was invented by Chris Latham Sholes who called it
"The Typewriter" and was issued patent #79265 on June 23rd, 1868, It was manu-
factured by Remington, and the first one rolled off the line on September 12th,
1873 Mark that date,

In 1976, September 12th falls on a Sunday, so the anniversary of the first type-
writer can be celebrated with a Saturday night party and we can all give thanks
at midnight., Providing, of course, that we're still in a condition to do so at
that point, o : S .

Mark it on your calendars., Shun allwother obligations. "Be prepared to drink@f

COMING ATTRACTIONS -
What can I tell you for sure? Well, the cover will be by Bill Rotsler, dating

. | back to the time when he was doing the Monolith Of Infinity drawings., As many ‘of’

you riow,” Bill will often do variations on a theme, I saved this one, which I
feel is the best of the lot, rather than publishing it in the same time period as
,everyone else, Beyond that, I expect to have another I,M.,H.0, from Dean, and‘am

- hoping to bring Tina and EdCo out of fannish- retirement to continue their columns.

Milt is vastly tied up in convention -activities and in trying to squeeze -out -

© | another PASSING PARADE, so it may be a while before we can all thrill to moread-
|.ventures of unusual L,A, sex crimes, And, do you remember that Burbee'articlé )

I mentioned last issue? It's written, I've-seen it,. -However, I can't make heads

nor tails of it because it has more marginal notations than typewritten wordage.

Charlie promises to type up a final draft one of these days, providing he can de-

cipher his own handwriting when he finally gets around to it, That's the ‘breaks,
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Variation ‘Upon A Famlliar Theme

The sexual lusts of a cockroach
Are urgent, beyond all belief,

In fact; once, -in great desperation,
-One's libidinous itch brought him grief,

For the lady who caught his attention
Was not of his scuttling clan

And amour, with.a black widow spider,
Takes quite a bit out of a man,

--from THE TROLLS UNDER WHEATSTONE BRIDGE,
by Eldrin Fzot (Hundt & Pecque Publishing, 1949)

EVE - EMM - AITCH - OH .

FOOTNOTE TO FOREGOING

Which sounds as if it could be the spine-branding for one volume of a set of ex-
tremely thin encyclopedias, but it's not, Since writing the column for AWRY #9,
I happened to Le driving a carful (the Buick, at that) of family members upstate
40 sit in on a familial eisteddfod at Santa.Cruz; son Chuck was getting married,
if you must know, Some while before we got to.Camarillo -- famed in song and
legend as "Faroff, Exotic Camarillo," spawning-spot of C, William Rotsler -- we
passed the road sign marking the turnoff for Moorpark,

"And, as we all know;" I commented to no one in particular, "that's ‘kraproom,’
spelled backwards."

Cohsiderably to my astonlshment this triggered son Andy very near to the point
of terminal tizzy, Just as I commenced applying the brakes so as to administer
mouth to mouth respiration, he got his rictus unlocked, his features began to
fade their alarming eggplant sheen and he subsided into whoops of coarse mirth
that still were erupting now and then as we passed San Luis Obispo., I have sel-
dom encountered so remarkable a reaction to something I regarded as no more than
the merest tossaway line,

When we got to Santa Cruz, Andy proudly informed Chuck what Moorpark spells, back-
wards and we nearly had to call the rescue squad for Chuck, I had thought that
every sentlent soul in California -- and most of those in contiguous states --
was acquainted with this nomenclatural’ anomaly. I knew of it long before wetback-
ing it to California in '66, I think Rotsler mentioned it in a KTEIC MAGAZINE of
the mid- 50s but I'd hate to say for sure..

So, Just on the faint offchance that someone out there in.Awryland may not've got
the word, let it be read onto the great scroll Some day, who knows, you may be
able to milk another yuck out of it, :
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column by DEAN GRENNELL

HOWZAT AGAIN?

There used to be a cartoon series about the nearsighted MNr, Maggoo, suggesting
that visual impairment is not regarded universally as an unseemly topic for
mirth, Most other fleshly handicaps are viewed as considerably more sacrosanct,
at least by some viewers, Recently, thumbing through some issues of GRUE that,
if they were Irish whiskey, would qualify as liqueur grade on a basis of cumula-
tive age, I came upon an account of how radio WTMJ, in Milwaukee, had euphemized
a pop song of that era almost beyond recognition, Originally, the lyrics had
spoken of a happy pack of Southrons, cavorting in innocent revelry atop a levee
whilst waitin' for the Robert E, Lee, There was mention of people known as One-
Legged Joe, Ole Aunt Jemima "who is past 83," and, if dubious memory serves, Ole
Deacon Brown, I'm not going to go combing through old GRUES again in quest of the
precise wording because rueful experience says I'd get no more paper covered this
night, if I did so. They are like flypaper to my eyecojones, those gently yellow:
ing pages,

Those were the lyrics "most played on the coin-operated phonographs," to employ
the familiar phrase of the Hit Parade introduction (Snocky Lanson, where are you,
now that we need you?), But WTMJ's audience must've consisted in large measure
of cranky types who sat patiently, waiting for something to come through the
speaker: about which they could dot off an irate letter to the station management,

At any rate, WTMJ must have shopped around and found, or perhaps commissioned a
version sufficiently innocuous to pipe out over the airwaves, In it, One-Legged
Joe became Bow-Legged Joe, "Ole Aunt Jemima," came out, "And Aunt Jemima, who is
spry as can be," while Ole Deacon Brown retained his seniority, but not his hard-
earned title, being transmuted to Ole Captain Brown,

There was -- probably still is -- a song called -- ? -- ALL OF YOU, in which the
vocalist dwells with some savor upon the charms of his/her beloved, specifically,
"The east, west, north and the south of you," Some timid soul at WTMJ must have




really come unglued over the possibility that someone could take that the wrong
wey., After all; south being at the (if you'll excuse the expression) bottom of
the map.,. So they either chiseled it out of the record groove or erased it care-
fully from the tape, so that it came out a beat or so of total silence when you
. expected to hear south, It was sort of unnerving, really, and about as nasty an
effect as anything once could think of, imho, Faintly like reading an old Zane
Grey book and coming upon a reference to a c--ktail party. Honi soit qui mal y
pense and all that, -

But I've veered from the intended tack; sorry about that, What I started to talk
about was the potential humor in hearing loss, and there's more of it than you
might suspect; if you‘ve never been there, True, there's nothing terribly hilar-
ious in total loss of auditory impulses, but it can get sort of amusing when you
can hear just fine but can't recognize the furschlugginer words, a state of aff-
airs I've lived with for the past two or three decades,

I used to keep an assortment of moderately valuable items in my garage and one day]
a visiting uncle, peering about; remarked, "Man, if I had all this in my garage, °
I'd keep a government pension in it," Upon cross-examination, it came out that he
was referring to one of those guard dogs,; the nervous-looking black breed with

brown around the muzzles, Ifve thought of them as government pensions ever since,

| The thing you learn, quite early in the game, is to keep programming to scan each |
incoming batch of words with the question: What could they have said, that'd've
sounded like that, that’'d've made sense? Often, one guesses correctly, but by no
means unfailingly., Episodes in which I convulse or confound my contemporaries
with what was intended as a reasonable and responsive reply to the question I
thought they asked, but really didn't, are so depressingly commonplace that I
can't even recall a good, illustrative forinstance, But perhaps it helps tc¢ ex- :
1 plain, if not to justify, my admittedly obsessive preoccupation with paranomasia, .
- words that sound almost alike, -

It had been a couple of years since I'd had any dealings with MDs and I decided it
was time to go have another routine physical checkover, just to make sure some-
thing useful wasn't coming unwound and unsuspected, I arose at an indecent hour
and presented myself at the doctor's waiting room, His receptionist sent a ques-
tion wafting across the roomful of patient patients at me:

"Have you had a fleet enema?” I swear that's what it sounded like she asked me,

Automatically, lights flashed, buzzers buzzed and relays clanged home in the upper
left corner of my head where the action takes place, 'What could she have said,
et cetera, etc,, &?' It is not at all unlikely for enemas to be discussed with
clinical casualness in doctor's offices, but "fleet" enemas?? A super-fast one?
One somehow inexplicably connected with a vast armada of ships? What possible
other word? Bleat, sleet, cleat, meat (oh, no, not that), pleat, feet, feat, sw-
eet, street, heat, reet, beat, tweet ... I1'll spare you the total litany, Suffice
it to say, no possible permutation made the faintest pretense of sense,

Well, to shortcut a bit, I asked her to repeat and she did and it still camé thr-
L ough my grundled-up tympani as fleet enema. 5o I asked for a third repeat and a
fourth, No soap, no hope, no way. 5She, in the meantime, was turning an interest-
ing shade of pink about the face and the other waiters in the waiting rcom were
hard put to preserve théir air of cool detachment, Finally, I had what I believed
.to be a stroke of inspiration, ' '
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"I'm terribly sorry," I said, "but would you mind writing your question out on a
Piece of paper and, uhh, sort of show it to me?" She was glad to, She did it,
.She showed me the piece of paper and then, ladies and gentlemen, was when I knew
the meaning of true confusion, I couldn't decipher her handwriting, either!

About this time, to the vast relief of all concerned, the doctor intervened and
took me off.-to a cubicle to poke and prod and hook up diabolical gadgetry and ex-
plained that, since my last 10,000-mile check, they had gone to exploring the co-
lon in depth, He noted that they had discovered three pre-cancerous growths in
the past year and had eradicated them successfully and felt the effort was well
Justified, In order to do this properly, it was necessary to clear away ‘any im-
pediments to the. instrument's,K probe,unit and that involved,,.,  He handed me a
falr-sized cardboard :earton, One enema, to go, I thought, He suggested that I

. make another appointment and we would complete that ,.. uhh +». portion (I almost
said aspect) of the examination, I took my leave, turning thé carton over and

. over, peering at it in-a vain effort to puzzle out how. it-could be reéferred to as
- a fleet/sleep/sleck/bleep/creep/neap/freak/ .,; enema, N6 clue; not eéven a little
one,

: We;i, time came, time went, I passed my physical with flapping pennants, I will
spare. you the scatalogical details, so breathe easy, So far as modern medical

science can tell, I'm good for another year or so, which could mean another IMHO, |
possibly two, -

But the unsolved enigma continued to prey at the back of my mind, like a silkworm
gorging on mulberries, A fleet enema? A fleet enema? (Never look back: An
enema may be gaining on you!) e ' T o T |
" As oftens happens, the solution came along, effortlessly, unexpectedly, fortuit-
.ously, This very afternoon, in fact, I needed a cojone of string, so I stopped
:in at the Thrifty Drugs store in Cuppadrano Beach and went coursing up and down
.the aisles in quest of where they keep their string,

‘I didn't find it, of course, and had to go ask someone with a nametag for qounéel.
But, in my aimless wanderings, I came past a good-sized display of packaged re-
-1lief for the constipated (I almost said cummerbound), It was about four feet of

shelf.completely filled with cardboard cartons labelled Fleet Enema,

a proper name, Count Fleet, the racehorse; of course! No, I incline to doubt if
the pronto-peristalsis-packages are put up by a retired racehorse, though it would
be a heartening example of the free-enterprise system at work. o

The one possibility I never thought of considering, Fleet, with a capital eff, a1

All of which puts me to facing a whole new bucket of snakes, each time a dubious
pot of message comes in via the dinged drums, Suppose they really are saying what]
it sounds like they're saying, what then? Eh? S ' '

I'm going to have to ponder up a whole new approach to handling this possibility,
And just a small sobering question to all of you out there, (hopefully) convulsed

with mirth at the funny fellow's problems: Are you absolutely sure that your ears|
can distinguish between an f and an F:the first time you hear them? o .

It is fully as fruitless an endeavor as seriously attempting to tickle yourself,
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WHEN REALITY CREAKS

"Gosh. but ‘I feel full of pep and energy today," I commentedt "Betcha I could tunm
this drill over on my own power,"

So saying, I picked up a standard +" electric drill, grabbed its plug, inserted
the two prongs into my nostrils; pulled the trigger-switch and the drill went
'"Whzzt' and spun right merrily. :

My hapless audience wore the expression of one whose world is collapsing about
his ears, You could see the thought processes racing madly, After a bit, he
looked at the mad tangle of cords and other drills, lying on the cluttered work-
bench, and figured out how I'd done it, and felt a whole lot more secure,

What I'd done, of course, was to trace the cords in advance, making sure the
drill I picked up was ultimately plugged-in to a live socket, Whereupon, I Jjust
picked up that drill and any old other plug that was loose, Elementary,

There are practical jokes and then there are practical jokes, Ideally, imho,
they should cause the victim to have grave concerns about the reliability of his/
her faculties for a brief moment, but should cause no long-term anguish or dam-
age, If a jape results in injury to person or property, it is indefensible, or
so I sincerely believe,

The foregoing episode took place at an airbase in Tonopah, Nevada, circa early

1945, In the same place, about the same time, one of my cohorts pulled off a

jape I continue to admire in retrospect, One of the other guys was a 'backyard
soldier,' meaning that he'd imported his wife, rented a room in town and lived

off the base, He appeared each morning wearing lowcut, civilian shoes (a pre-

cious rarity in WW1) and carefully changed them to high-topped GI shoes for the
day's activities, changing back before: heading home in the.evening,

One night, he went to make the change-back to civvies and. found that his cherishec
pair of lowcuts had been anchored to the floor in a manner most savage and cruel,
A short length of two-by-four had been cut off and put over the toes of the shoes

and three huge spikes had been driven down through it: one through the toe of each

shoe and another, for good measure, through the plank and into the floor between
then, : o

The poor guy took on something fierce, He composed and delivered an extemporan-
eous speech on the heartless idiocy of practical jokers in general and the one
guilty of the atrocity at hand in particular, He waxed eloquently, magnificently
wroth, )

Finally, at an appropriate point in the diatribe, the instigator of it all could
bear it no longer. Grabbing a pinch-bar, he went over to the crucified lowcuts,
made a .scrawnching noise and handed the victim his adored footgear, absolutely
undamaged in any slightest degree,

What the fiend had done was to drive three spikes through the piece of two-by-four]
and had cut the projecting points of the outer two off at the bottom, flush with
the lower surface of the plank, with a hacksaw, leaving the spike in the center
intact, By driving it into the floor (which no one worried about), it was im~
possible to tell that all three spikes were not intact, with the outer two impal-
ing the hapless shoes, ) . A o : ‘ ' .
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which.no

The net upshot effect was masterful beyond describing, The victim had become the
victim of a victimless crime, as it were, and it left him whuffing ineffectually,
' still mad, but no longer with a suitable target for his condign ire, I do not
think I have ever seen another “person quite s0 completely at a loss for words,

I fell victim to a similar disjointing of reality, about then, though quite with-
out the intercession of human ‘agency, I was running the 45 pistol range that
day, when:a staff officer from thé base came ‘out to put in his qualification
shoot, Having no groups of studénts, I ran him through the course solo and help-
fully stood behind him, spotting his hits and telling him where each shot landed.
At thé ‘two distarices fired, 45 and 75 feet, a .45 hole in the white part of the
target is easy enough to see, given the sort of eyes I had at age 21 E

What happened was that the officer fired and must have socked one into- the black
of the central bullseye, where the sudden appearance of a hole wasn't all that.
clearly visible, Just at that precise instant, some species of huge, fat, desert
bug chose to make a landing upon the white, outer portion of the target I spott-
ed it and sang out, "a seven at ten o clock !

1 - Picture, if you will, my stark and utter dumbfoundment when the seven at 10:00
started moving with a mind of its own and became; within a short space of time, a
six at 11:00, then high noon, moving on down to disappear into the bullseye, which
was all black and composed of the eight-ring on inward, as treacherous memory de-
poses,

I can and duly do testify: It is a damned unnerving experience,

The years flicker past, WW2 subsided, I got discharged and, for a while, worked
as a heating sales engineer in Wisconsin with a wholesaler in that line of endea-
vor, They decided what they needed was a Dictaphone, so they bought one, It was
quite late in that particular year; which particular one, I've not the fogglest
lingering recollection, A long while back, settle for that?

I stopped back at the office one night to find that the Dictaphone had arrived, sqd
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