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DECISIONS,

p k£ ¢ I S I 0N S

I'm not certain how to put this: With your help I have talked myself
out of it. Or: With my help you have talked me out of it,

No matter. Regardless of how the credit (or blame) is apportioned,
the conclusion is that I have definitely abandoned that idea of a giant
super-special "Best of Don-o-Saur issue, That is, almost. That is, in
a way. That.is, I hope I have.

Actually, the response on the Don-o-Saur Bones concept was far from
unanimous: about evenly divided among those who responded to it at all,
And certainly some of-the letters endorsing the idea were almost irresist-
ably eloquent and persuasive, WWhat finally swayed me was not so much the
cogency and clear-eyed sanity of those who spoke against the plan as it
was a still small voice within me whispering -- (Rubbish! It was a loud,
clear voice, and it was booming) --: TOO DAMN MUCH WORK!!

However, . . .

Yeah, I seem as unable to turn my back on the project entirely as I
am to carry it out entirely. So, as with nearly everything I undertake,
I shall attempt a compromise. And if what I have in mind works out, the
compromise will take two forms. One of those, and the one most immediately
evident, will be a new department (starting this issue) to be called
Don-o-Saur Bones, It will consist of course of some choice item dug up
from some long buried but mercilessly unforgotten issue of Don-o-Saur
Coprolites. Most of these reprinted excerpts will be fairly short, if it
makes a difference,

The other form of the compromise will be a giant, super-special issue,
But not exactly, Anyway, it won't be enormously giant. I hope,

Probably it will emerge as another Don-o-Saur Supplement, if it
ever fully emerges into reality at all; and since it is something I do
want to do, the chances are that it will get done,.

It would be a sort of final tribute -- my own personal memorial --
to my sister, Polly Ryan, who died of cancer in October. It would con-
sist of a reprint (with some editorial revisions) of the reminiscent
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pieée I wrotc¢ about her last spring in DoS 40, along with one or two ex-
chandes of lectters between Polly and myself that preceded  the Don-o-Saur
story and another'exchaige that followed. In addition there would be
letters from DoS;readers, scme which have already been published but mostly
those that havern't been, This special Zssue would probably conclude with
the lettér from Howard teclling about Polly's death.
But this whole thing is very tentative. Your reactions and suggestions
are welcome, as always,

But I think I had better start worrying about this issue now and future
issues when and if I get to them. I have nct been too happy with my experi-
ment with bi-monthly publication, inasmuch as it turned out to be quarterly,
and I would like to get back to a more modest size and a regular monthly
schedule, But this is the issue that will determine whether that is even
feasible.,

So forward . . .

I have decided to introduce my new Don-o-Saur Bones feature early on
<o that you can see right away whether you like it or not. 1If you don't,
vou can probably talk me into dropping it; even if you do it will probably
be buried further back in the zine in future issues. (Or of course I may

decide that it isn't worthwhile and discontinue it all on my ownj.

The item that T have chosen to reprint as a starter can stand a few
words of explanztion, so I'll provide them:

The Christmas party is one of the more revered traditions of the Denver
Area Science Fiction Association, if not one of the oldest. (Understand,
these terms are purely relative; DASFA itself is still fairly young as SF
clubs go, its first meeting having becen held in December 1968, and it has
never had much reverence for anything). To the best of my recollection,
there was no party or any other kind of commemoration of DASFA's first
tLirthday, in 1969, and I find nothing in my DASFAX to indicate otherwise,
In fact the documentary evidence (and my memory) indicate ouite clearly
that the first Christmas party was in 1970, at the apartment of Judith
Brownlee. It was a good, uninhibited party that lasted until about 4 a.m.,
and the only person who got sick was Judy Tockman. (An almost un-noticed
tradition of DASFA Christmas parties is that someone always gets sick, but
it seems to be never the same person two years in a row, and it's seldom
nore than one nerson).

Judith's apartment was a bit cramped though not uncomfortably so, but
vie knew that more people would show up for the party the following year.
I don't recall exactly why I decided to volunteer the Thompson house for
the 1971 Christmas party. I was director of the club by then and probably
felt a certain sense of obligation. Anyway I had the party. It was great.
There must have been twice as many people as the year before, but there was
rlernty of room and only cne person got sick and no one got destructive,

One of the most popular aspects of the party was a room I had created
from the storage area in the basement. I found a lot of red cloth and rugs
¢nd drapes and cushions and constructed a small cave-like area, all in red
with low ceiling and dim lights and a record rlayer. In that first version
there wasn't room for more than six or eight people in there at a time.

The party was so successful that I decided to have it again the next
year. The following is reprinted from Don-o-Saur Coprolites 15, Dec. 1972,
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Know what {'ve been doing? You could easily guess if vou
real ly cared, but since you grotapnly don't, I'l| just have to
tell you, |'ve been getting ready for the Christmas party; and
itT's a good thing that school's out and |'m not working extra
this week at The Denvar Post, becaise cthervise | just wouldn't
have time to get it done. Oh, we'd still have the party; don't
worry about that, but | wouldn't have gotten ready for it. You
wouldn't notice the difference.

"Getting the house ready for the party" does not wean quite
the same thing to me as it means to you -- or so | suspect. 7o
you, mest likely, it means vacuuming, dusting, cleaning, and fthen
stocking up on drinks and editles. Right? Well, that's all part

of it for me too; but a very minor part, and | haven't gotten a-
round To any cf that stuff yet. (Not quite frue -- | have started
cleaning out the area that will be the "passion pit" or "opium den"

or whatever, and that involved some use of the vacuum cleaner).

But to me what "getTing ready for the party'" really means is
rearranging the hocks,

I've been involved in that task for the better part of three
days now (this is \lednesday evening, Dec. I'3), and I'm just in the
middle of it. Ccmplicating the job is the fact that I've set up
three new bookcases in the basement. They're good-sized units;
they form a six-foot-high partition between the piano room and the

storage room (or passion pit or whatever), Filling the shelves is
no problem; books have been piling up in my room and in my closet
for more than six months. | could easily scoop up all those loose

books and arrange them neatly in the new bcokcases.

But despite my aversion 1o
libraries, | have the soul of a
librarian —— well, in a manner
of speaking (no career |ib~
rarian, inspecting my accumu-
lation of books, woula accept
me into the fraternity, if
for no other reason than
That my cataloguing system
is virtually nonexistent).

But within limits | do
sfrive for a semblance of
order in arranging my
books, At its simplest
level this means put-
Ting them in alpha-
betical order accord-
ing to author,

(My daughtfer, a
supreme individualist,

Sauras

- 3-25-15
N2 :
S’
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arranges her bcoks in alphabetical order according fto title --
but !'d rather not talk about that . . . or even think about it).

Anyvay. My ulfimate aim is tc have nothing but SF, fantasy
and releated material irn my rcom., With fthe new bookcase space,
This looked |ika @ good opportfuinit, to get some of the history,
biography, religion, poetry and such out cf the room so | could
display that much more science fiction,

I also decided to set un a separate fentasy section -- and
that was probably my biggest mistake, because it irvolves some
terribly sticky decisions. For example:

L. Sprague de Camp wrote a lot of fantasy; he also wrote a
lot of straight science fiction. So, do | have deCamp's SF in
the SF section and his fantasy in the fantasy section, or should
I keep all his works together?

Notice |'m not asking what you would do; you would probably be
logical. But it bothers me to split up an author's works, so |
made an arbitrary decision that L. Sprague de Camp was primarily
a fantasy writer, so all of his books are on the fantasy shelf,
Including "A Gun for Dinosaur,"

One more example:

Michael Mcorcock has written much in the sword and sorcery field,
and has also written a lot of science fiction, both traditional and
new wave; so what do | do with him?

Notice, again, |'m not asking what you would do; you'd probably
be consistent and file Moorcock in the fantasy section with de
Camp. Not me, Much as it disturbs me fo split un an author's work,
I had to decide that Moorcock's Biack Corridor, Warlord of the Air

and Behcld the Man, for instance, would be jusl Tco blatantly out
of place with fantasy. So scme of Moorcock is with fantasy and
some with SF,

Ever read arything by Cnristopher Mortey? (No, actually |'m
not really changing the subject).

Morley was one of the more popular American writers during the
1930s, as well as one of the most highly acclaimed critically --
for a while. His most popular book was Kitty Foyle which was made
info a fremendously popular movie. Possitlv the critics became
embittered by his popular success and quit taltking about him, thus
contributing to his slide into obiivion. One of his most critical-
ly successful books was Tha Hauntec Bocokshop. There's a scene in
it where the book store owner is preparing a bedrcom for his new
employe, a lovely young lady (his niece?). He spends a few minutes
checking such things as clean sheets, fowels, closet space, etc.,
and Then an hour or so selecting the books that will go in the bed-
side book shelf. The girt, of course doesn't even notice there are
any books in the room,

| read that book a long, long, {-o-n-g time ago; { read it only
once, and | didn't keep the book, Yet l've never been able to forget
that episode, because | felt the booklover's disappointment and



chagrin so keenly, and | have found myself in so many almost identi-
cal situations since then, each tire feeling the same disappoinftment
and chagrin with undiminished keenress, ’

This tTime 1'm taking a precaution: I'm felling you about all
the time |'ve spent arranging the books. At least you won't have
any excuse for not appreciating them,

The party itself was pretty much a rerun of the year before: somewhat
bigger (more people anyway), but by this time we had built an addition onto
our living room, a room with a fireplace and a lot of book shelves and so
there was more room for the party to spread out, The passion pit or opium
den had been enlarged and again was a very popular attraction. {(And people
were kind enough to comment on the way I had rearranged all the books).

To tell the truth I had damn near knocked myself out getting the house
reacy for the party. I had spent most of my time reorganizing all my books
~nd magazines, leaving barely enough to do everything clse that needed to
-¢ done, Carolyn was working at the library and didn't have time to give
me much help, and she had little enthusiasm for the project anyway. Still
it was a good party, and I survived. I seem to remember playing chess
vith Ted Peak at around 4 a.m., and I know the sun was threatening to come
up before the last guests left, I didn't get to bed; I collapsed under
the canopies of cue red room (possibly even before everyone was gone) and
dozed fitfully for a few hours, then hopped up (not a very accurate verb)
and started cleaning house. And I muddled through my regular shift uat the
Rocky ilountain Mews that post-party Sunday afternoon and evening.

Maybe I should mention something, even though people who know me
already know this, as should most regular readers of DoS: I am an alco-
holic, which is to say that I don't drink. (ly theory is that everyone
is allotted a certain amount of liquor during his lifetime -- and the
theory is not altered by the fact tnat some people go through life drink-
ing no liquor; their shares are apporticsed among those who do -- and in
my 30s I exceeded my quota and consumed the lifetime shares of seven
teetotalers as well, so from the age of 39 on ((for almost exactly nine
years now, in fact) I have been a teetotaler myseif)). The fact that I
don't drink doesn't mean I don't get intoxicated, I just do it in differ-
ent ways. Since ny Army days (as I mentloned at some length in DoS 43, 1
have been able to get drunk by walking; I have always been able to get
wiped out by listening to music, but I don't let that happen very often;
fatigue is always a reliable intoxicant; I've gotten mildly high on pot
or hash a few times. Ordinarily at a party I don't need anything at all,
If it's a good party I get drunk on the party atmosphere.

For some weird reason I volunteered to have the Christmas party (by
this time it was being referred to by everyone as '"the Christmas orgy")
for a third year in a row, But I did remember how close I had come to
cbliteration through fatigue intoxication the year before and so I tried
> make things a little easier on myself this time, It didn't work. ily
idea was to have a "party-preparation party" to which anyone who was will-
ing would come and help me work for a few hours, after which we would all
1loll around and relax. I asked for volunteers. On the Thursday after-
noon before the Suturday party, a swarm of volunteers showed up, most of
whom, I quickly decided, had heard only the word "party'" in the invitation.
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Anyvway we ended up having a pleasant enough party, but not enough work got
done to make my idea worth while. So I was again almost exhausted before
the actual Christmas party began, and in addition this time I was feeling
a bit resentful for havirg had to do most cf the work myself,

However, the party went smoothly enough exicpt for one almost-un-
pleasantness that gave me an indescribable sinking feeling.

That Red Room -- the Passion Pit or Opium Den . . . well, after the
first year I for one quit calling it the Opium Den because I have an
aversion to names that are too descriptive. Not that there was actually
any opium being smoked there, but close enough. The atmosphere of the
room --the solid reds and the dim lights and the wild music and incense
and the low Lillowy ceiling -~ might have been deliterately designed to
encourage the use of mild opiates. I could deny that I had any such idea
in mind when I first set up the room, but who would believe me? And it
isn’t important anyway, At the first two parties the use of grass and
hash was cautious and discreet, and there were no complaints, if only
because just a few people knew about it,

At the third party, though , ., .

The dopers were among the earliest arrivals, and they headed straight
for the Red Room and established residency. Which night have been no
problem maybe except that naturally enough the other guests wanted to
inspect the room too.

I must pause here and say a few words about Chuck Hansen.

But many of you must know who Chuck Hansen is; some of you have known
him far longer than I have, Chuck is a card-carrying, patch-wearing mem-
ber of First Fandom., He was one of the founders of the Colorado Fantasy
Society, the sponsors of Denvention in 1941. Chuck is a professional
chemist, an amateur astronomer and an accormplished scholar in many fields.
He is a Sherlockian, a member of the Council of Four, publishers of THE
SCIENCE FICTIONAL SHERLOCK HOLKES. He is a Talbot llundy completist and
authority, and the same for Sax Rohmer and I really don't know how many
other authors. Chuck is a long-time member of FAPA. He is a collector
of objets d'art from the far corners of the world., He is a fgourmet and
a connoisseur and a menufacturer of mead, beer and fine wines. Chuck
was Seneschal of the Barony of Caerthe, Kingdom of Atenveldt (Society
for Creative Anachronism) during the period of Caerthe's most dramatic
and significant growth; and Chuck took over the post at a time when the
Denver SCA unit could just as easily have shriveled and died without the
unique corbiration of vigorous leadership and adroit diplomatic skills
that Chuck was able to apply.

If the foregoing rerarks tell as much about my regard for Chuck Han-
sen as they do about Chuck himself, it's partly because I intended it
that way. Chuck is one of my dearest friends in fandom and quite apart
from that he is a kind, warm, generous, gentlemanly person for whom I
have the utmost respect and admiration.

My proudest achievement while I was director of DASFA was that I was
accepted into membership in the Colorado Fantasy Society.
Before I started working weekends for the Rocky Mountain News I was

able to attend the regular Saturday night meetings of the CFS for a
vhile with a fair degree of regularity, which is when I really got to
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know Chuck and Roy Hunt and Dob Peterson and Emile Greenleaf; and by the
time I could no longer attend the CFS meetings because of my RMN sched-
ule, most of them had become regularly-attending members of DASFA (thus
ending an unfortunate rift in Denver fandom dating to Caz's founding

of DASFA).

On the night of the third Christmas party at my houée, Chuck was
one of those whose pure, simple curiosity led him to the Red Room.

Chuck found me in my den, on a swivel chair with a beautiful girl
in my lap, a cup of coffee in my hand, and the party swirling around me.
Chuck stood directly in front of me, In due time I ceased nuzzling
Carol Van Natta (for it was she, I'm pretty sure) and looked at him.
His voice was stern,

"Don, there's something I think you should know. The people in
that canopied room , ., . They're smoking, and it is not just tobacco.
It smells like marijuanal"

I nodded and shrugged, but couldn't think of anything to say.

Chuck said, "I think you ought to put a stop to it." And I still
couldn't think of a suitable comment.

"I do not approve of marijuana smoking,' Chuck said. "It is
illegal and it's dangerous."

And I think I finally said something like, "Yeah, well . . . "

"If you are going to permit it in your house," Chuck went on, "I
guess I'11 just have to be careful about coming to your parties. Be-
cause I don't want to be here when the place gets raided.”

Chuck turned and walked away, and that is when I felt that sinking
feeling, because I just knew that Chuck was leaving the party and that
his anger with me meant the end of a valued friendship.

My first impulse was to go throw all the dopers out of the house
immediately and tell them never to come back, but I realized how un-
fair that was. Not only had I given my clear permission, at least
by implication; under slightly different circumstances I would have
been in there sharing a toke with them.

So I didn't bother the dopers. I tried to pretend that nothing
had happened and that it was still a great party, I kept smiling,
not too difficult as long as I could cuddle Carol Van Natta, but
eventually she left my lap and from then on it was tougher,

Until, about an hour later, I happened to wander upstairs and into
the living room -- and there was Chuck Hansen, in 3 circle of Risk
players, deeply engrossed, on the very verge, it secemed, of gaining
control of all Europe. Chuck saw me and turned and grabbed my hand,
pumping it and greeting me as though he hadn't seen me for weeks.

Several weeks later, probably at the next DASFA meeting, I talked
to Chuck about the party and in my awkward, clumsy way tried to apolo-

gize. I told him I was glad he hadn't left the party because of the
pot smoking.

"I almost did," he said. "But when I got upstairs I decided I
could ignore it as long as it was in the basement, It was a good
party, I had a fine time,"

The next year however (1974), without giving any particular reason,
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I declined to serve as host for the annual orgy. I simply told DASFA
it was somcbody else's turn,

By doing that I almost missed out on the party entirely.

It was held at the apartment complex where Doug and Allie Bennett
were living -- in the recreation building, which was detached from
the living quarters so people could make all the noise they wanted,
and it was equipped with kitchen facilities and in fact just about
everything anybody would need for a party -- including a billiard
table in the basement, There was only one drawback from my point of
view , and that was that the party had to be switched to Friday night
because of a conflict with some other event that had already been booked
for Saturday.

As a matter of routine in my work schedule with the Rocky lountain
News, I have the third Saturday of each month off so I can attend DASFA
events, ‘So okay, as a part-time employe I can take any day off that I
want to, since I don't get paid if I don't work; or I could have very
easily arranged to get Friday off and work Saturday. But I don't like
to take advantage of my position at the News and more than I do all the
time anyway, what with taking whole months off in the middle of the
vacation season to go chasing off to Australia,

So I got to the 1974 DASFA Christmas party at about midnight, but
it wasn't too bad at all because I was greeted by a bevy of DASFA's
most delectable females, including Carol Van Natta, Thamzine Epperson,
Judy Tockman, Allie Bennett and two or three others. They had agreed
to feel sorry for me and as soon as I stepped inside the door they were
swarming over me with extremely passionate kisses and warm embraces.,
For a little while there I really thought that the fabled DASFA
Christmas orgy had become a reaiity. However the females had not de-
cided to be that sorry for me, and after that delightfully unexpected
welcome I found myself in the midst of what was essentially just another
DASFA dead dog party.

At 4 a.m. I was discussing fanzines with the Beetems.

I don't recall whether there were any members of the CFS at the
Bennctts Christmas party. Chuck ilansen wasn't, I'm quite sure.

Sometime around the middle of last year (1975), one afternoon while
Carolyn and I were poking around in the basement storage area, either
trying to find something or trying to find a vacant square foot of
space to store something. I gave a despairing glance around and made
a despairing comment, and Carolyn said, '"Well, we'll just have to have
the Christmas party again, That's the only way we ever seem to get
the house cleaned up,"

And so the Christmas party was here once again. Carolyn and I
spent a major portion of one day cleaning out that storage area and
hauling trash to the dump, Then I spent nearly a week rearranging
all my books and putting up additional shelves, and postponing all the
other necessary preparations just as long as possible. Which is why
I decided to reprint that thing from DoS C #15.

The party this year (last year, now) was a bit of a disappointment
to me in some ways, though it should not have been.

For one thing, virtually all of the beautiful girls, including
Carol Van Natta, were accompanied by protective boyfriends, and so I
spent virtually no time sitting around nuzzling and cuddling nubile
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maidens or voluntuous matrons. Weil, maybe a little time, but not much.
(Come to think of it, the most voluptucus matyor present, Stevie Barnes,
was not accomy« .. cd, and thouzh I kissad and cuwidled her some, I failed
to take full advantage of the opportunity. Senility, I guess).

Also, though I didn't count the nurber of guests rresent and had
no figures from previous years with which to make comparisons anyway,
it seemed to mc that there weren't quite as many people at this year's
party as there had lLeen before.

I wondered if maybe I had scared some people away who might other-
wise have showed up. That was nct at all what I had in mind (if any-
thing, I was hoping for the oppcsite effect) but in retrospect I can
sec how.my announcement-invitation in DASFAx could have had that result,
You see, I had not been able to attend the DASFA meetings for two months
in a row and thus had not had an opportunity to keep reminding people in
person that I was having tne Christmas party, and so to make up for
that lack cf communication I wanted something in DASFAx that would catch®
everyone's eye arnd serve as a forceful reminder of the December plans.
And since I am the editcr of DASPFAx, I am always able to implement any
ind of inspired brainstorm that I come up with,

Anyway, I headec the item about the Christmas party:
8L S ¢ PSR ey ¢ R ol s

with the word "orgy" in letters an inch hLigh.

There was some satisfaction in the apparent fact that everycne who
did attend the party seemed to have a good time, even though it wasn't
anywhere close to a real orgy.

It wasn't enough to offset the depression brought on by the fact
that no one from the CFS came to the party -- neither Bob Petersorn nor
Emile Greenleaf ror Roy Huut nor Chuck ilansen. Away in the back ¢f my
mind, a vicious veice was whispering: 'You sce? Chuck Hansen has de-
cided to be careful about coming to ycur parties after all, He knew
you'd be letting people smoke dope again.’

I tried of course to shrug off the voice, to disregard it, but the
feeling of mild denression that accompanied it persisted until just a
few days apo. Then I received a note from Bob Peterson, a sort of loc
cn DoS 43, but it included this paragraph:

Was sorry not fo have made your Christmas party, but a
trip To Boulder was planned by the CFS group, and we did not
know you were hosting the DASFA perty until the day before.
Wish you could make it to our Satuirday night sessions occas-
ionally -~ it has been a while,

That cheered me up. Sc¢ murch so that I've already decided to have
the Christmas party again next year (this yecar, I mean), and I'll try
to do things a little differentiy. 1711 keep reminding people all
vear about it., And then I'1l1 try te get DASFAX in the mail a little
earlier so it won't get tanpglizasd up and delayed in the other Christmas
mail, Ifaybe I'1ll refrain from calling it an orgy, at least in such
large type.

And maybe if I ban any kind of smoking ., . .
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MmUS | CAL IMNTE RS R R E - - In a manner of speaking

I mentioned that I can get drunk on music, adding that I try not to
let that happen too often, but in truth it has been happening more and
more often lately, Is there a technical term for one who uses music
as a substitute for drink, attempting to drown his sorrows and to es-
cape harsh reality in the flow of meledy instead of the flow of booze?
I could easily become such a creature, anyway, whether there's a word
for it or not; or perhaps I am already.

My daughter, Claudia, is attending school in Aberdeen, Scotland,
this year. Two years ago, for the DASFA Christmas orgy, I bought a
fairly expensive stereo record player to hook up in the Red Room; and
after the party I gave the record player to Claudia as a Christmas
present., (It secemed reasonable to test the thing thoroughly first).

As is well known, a deadly mold grows on unused record players, so to
forestall any such thing I took the phonograph from Claudia's room and
moved it downstairs to my room, to replace the 25-year-old Zenith mono
that I had been using. (There was nothing wrong with the Zenith except
that it could no longer handle a whole stack of records, dropping them
one at a time automatically; but the sound, even if not stereo and cer-
tainly not hi-fi, was quite adequate for ihe very limited amount of
listening that I did). I've gotten accustomed to the much higher

sound quality of the stereo ~- it still isn't true hi-fi (it's a Radio
Shack Perfection portable, if you want to know), but compared to the
old Zenith it's pretty damned hi-- and Claudia may have a fight on her
hands when she gets home and tries to recain possession of it.

Listen, I want to be honest: I don't want you to think that I know
anything about music. All three of my children are musically talented;
Bruce took violin lessons and he can play just about anything

with strings; Claudia plays the guitar and has an incredibly
pure ‘and lovely voice; Doug plays piano and trombone --
but I inherited none of their talent (though come to
think of it, it doesn't usually work that way any-
how, does it?)
My taste in music is just as uneducated and
suspect as is my taste in art. All I know is
what I like. And quite obviously, as re-
gards musical preference, I was born
into the wrong generation., Ilost
peopie my age, if they are not
Lawrcnce Walk or Guy Lumbago
freaks, are devotees of Duke
Eilington or any of the jazz
masters, most of whose names I
don't even know, OR, they dig

Charlie Pride and Vaylon Jennings.

(I don't know those names either, but

Jackie Ililles mentioned them in a
recent letter; I'll have much more to
say about Jackie in a little while).

So what ‘kind of music do I like.
Well, I like Bob Dylan, for starters,
And I'm glad you couldn't see the scorn
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to which I was subjected when I first started bringing home Dylan records,
more than ten years ago. No one objected strenuously to Odetta singing
Dylan, and everyone fully approved of Joan Baez singing Dylan -- but Dylan
singing Dylan? 1 was emphatically informed that Dylan's songs were nice
but that Dylan was a rotten singer. 1 kept playing the records anyway,
when no one else was around (though I have to admit that I have not fol-
lowed Dylan faithfully through all the twists and leaps of his career, He
almost lost me with JOHN WESLEY HARDING, and the albums that came after
that for a while didnt do much for me. I bought both DYLAN and SELF
PORTRAIT but wasn't much impressed by them, and I sXipped NASHVILLE SKY-
LINE and NEW MORNING. 1 became so indifferent, in fact, that I completely
missed BLONDE ON BLONDE and just recently discovered it, at about the same
time that 1 picked up BLOOD ON THE TRACKS. That's shameful. Both of those
are superb albums. To make up for my negligence 1 have been buying every-
thing of Dylan s, including the albums that [ consider decidedly inferior,
such as A RARE BATCH Of LITTLE WHITE WONDER and the PAT GARRETT & BILLY THE
KID sound track. As a result of this policy, | got DESIRE almost as soon
as it became available)

DESIRE: What an incredible album: 1 would say it is the greatest
album I have ever heard, hut the word “preat™ has lost all meaning, what
with every rock group :n existence producing an album or two or its
"greatest hits, DESIRE poes far beyond the merely great. Somcone needs
to invent a new superlative. Or perhaps Dylan has just invented a whole
new category of music for himselt.

But truly I am not qualified to discuss such matters on a judgemental
level. As 1 said, all I know is what I like, and 1 started out merely to
tell what kind of music | employ to become intoxicated on. The rest of
this page will consist of a listing of some ot the pgroups and i1ndividuals,
some of the individual albums, and some of the individual songs that I
have listened to most and enjoyed to most -- and have gotten highest on
in the past couple of months. (These arc somewhat in alphabetical order,
and I'm leaving out a lot that don't come to mind immediately):

Beethoven (NINE SYMPHUNIES, a seven-record set of the NBC Orchestra);
Bachman-Turner-Overdrive, llaydn (the Sturm and Drang Symphonies); Holst
(THE PLANETS); Joan Baez (but I don't have any of her really recent albums);
Judy Collins; Jim Croce (don-t have his latest yet); Crosby and Nash (WIND
ON THE WATER); Neil Diamond (HOT AUGUST NIGHT, “'Song Sung Blue" of course};
The Doors (several albums,6 the latest being ABSOLUTELY LIVE, but I much pre-
fer their earlier stuff, such as MORRISON HIOTEL) The Byrds (UNTITLED grates
on me, somehow; I like the early Byrds better), The Grateful Dead ('"Moun-
tains of the Moon" on AOXOMOXOA 1s an enduring favorite); Uriah Heep (I
really like THE MAGICIAN'S BIRTHDAY and DEMONS § WIZARDS; RETURN TO FANTASY
doesn't measure up); Jetfferson Airplane and J. Starshaip (1 like them all
the way); Elton John; Gordon Lightfoot (GORD'S GOLD s great, and "Minstrel
of the Dawn" is ve nice; H.P, Lovecraft (what ever became of them? I
have two of their albums, 1s that all they did?); Mamas § the Papas; Moody
Blues; Mclanie; Rolling Stones (but I1've made no attempt to keep up with
them, and I always liked the Beatles better, and 1've made no effort to
kcep up with the broken-up Beatles except McCartney, a little); Linda Ron-
stadt; Simon & Garfunkle {and auite a bit of Paul Simon by himself); Cat
Stevens; Santana; Stecleyc Span; James Taylor, .Jethro Tull, The Who;
Wishbone Ash; Neil Younp . . . That should give you the general idea.



HILLESIAN LAW NO. 1: You don't have to be male to be kicked in the baglls.

THOMPSONIAN COROLLARY TO HILLESIAN LAW NO. 1: You don't have to be female
to get your tit caught in the wringer.

R R A R L L B T L T O S O Gr P A N O I O S S G PR A

. « « and finally when the bottom fell out,
I became withdrawn.
The only thing I knew how to do
was to keep on keepin' on
Like a bird that flew
Tangled up in blue,

~-"Tangled Up In Blue"
Bob Dyian (BLOOD ON THE TRACKS)
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Of course I didn't really take Jackie Hilles to Australia with me, but
when I got back, in the first of many letters to Jackie, I told her about
the special sense in which I had taken her along.

Early last summer Bud Webster wrote to me from Richmond, Va., announcing
that Jackie Hilles was becoming or had become co-editor of his zine, LOG of
the STARSHIP ANIARA and asking me to send her a copy of DON-o-SAUR. So I did,
and not long afterward received a loc on DoS from that same Jackie Hilles,

It was an intelligent, literate, compassionate loc with some
thoughtful comments ahbout Poily and about the death of her
(Jackie's) prandmother. 1t was a nicc letter, and I in-
tended to use part of it in my next loc-col., But I must

add that the letter didn't do anything special to me.

But on the day before I left for Australia [ received a

copy of RAMBLINGS of the STARSHIP ANIARA, a five-page,
dittoed, actually rather cruddy-looking zine, with no

cover or anything. Something on that unadorned first page
snagged my eye and then my attention, and I glanced back
to the top of the pape and started reading from there, and
before 1 realized it, almost against my own volition, 1
found I had read the entire five pages and was back

at the beginning, re-reading parts of it. That

was an unusual sensation. [ get a lot of fan-

zines, and I try to at least skim all of them,

There are a few, damn few, that I try to read
thoroughly, but virtually none that I read

every word of (not since the first couple of

issues of the original REG anyway) In fact,

RotSA reminded me somewhat of REG, in spite

of the obvious differences between the writing
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styles, life styles and general outlook of the jaded, hard-
boiled 45-year-old Geis and the sweet and sensitive 20-year-
old Hilles. Both zines provided vivid, startling, almost
shocking glimpses into the innermost recesses of the lives
and minds of their editors., When I had finished reading that
first issue of REG, I really felt that I had met Geis and
had gotten acqualnted with him and knew him well enough to
write him a long letter -- which I did. I had exactly the
same feeling and the same impulsc to write after I finished
reading that first issue of RotSA, But I still had so many
things to do in preparation for the Australian trip that it was
impossible for me to write to Jackie just then.

So I took her to Australia with me.

No, but I took her RAMBLINGS with me, hoping to find time during the trip
to write to her, and hoping most fervently that a lot of other people would
respond to her appeal for contact with her readers, To my shame and sorrow,

I did not get a letter to her written during the trip, and by the time I got
home the impulse to do so had diminished considerably. But it was revived
almost immediately by RotSA 2, which was among the tons of mail waiting for

me when I got home from Australia. Again I unexpectedly read a zine straight
through, and again I wanted to loc, but this time I was saved by the necessity
of digging my way out from under all the things that had piled up in my ab-
sence; and again, with the passage of time, the pressure to write tapered off,
However . . . About the middle of September, before school had started, while
I was painfully, tediously trying to patch together some kind of trip and con
report for DoS 43 (I had almost abandoned any hopes 1'd had of making the
account coherent), yet another dittoed zine arrived from Richmond, Va. This
one was called HILLESIAN FIELDS No. 1. It wasn't really any more prepossessing
than the two issues of RotSA that I'd seen; in fact, if anything, the purple
ditto repro was more faded and uneven, making the whole thing more difficult
to read. But this issue was special,

It was dedicated to: Bud Webster, David Kirby, Don C. Thompson, Tim Marion
and Will Norris, i

I'm glad no one was watching me when I read that dedication, I'm sure I

ey, blushed.

Needless to say, I read every word of HF 1; and I
again found the writing so intelligent, meaningful,
provocative, revealing and downright enjoyable that

N .owy | experienced an almost physical need to respond.
3 And this time I actually did it., I in-
terrupted my work on DON-0-SAUR 43 in the
middle of a thought (well, so to speak) and
e wrote my first letter to Jackie Hilles, It
e was four pages long, single spaced and not
only was it an extended loc on RotSA and HF,
it covered (or touched upon) many other
subjects as well., I found, to my great sur-
prise, that I was able to write about things in

a letter to this girl that I'd never met but
ssmaepgg Tnevertheless already felt that I knew well,
s that I was unable to write about or never

seemed to get around to writing about in
DON-0-SAUR, and that was strange -- a com-
plete reversal of my normal attitude, After
all, I did DoS primarily because I had at

15
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first been able to write things in it that I never could in personal letters
no matter to whom, ’
Jackie's reply to my letter was very prompt and cordial, She offered to
regard me as a sort of father, big brother and all-purpose friend, That
letter was followed, before I had a chance to write back, by a hastily hand-
letten note apologizing for being presumptious, too assuming, I wrote back
just as hastily, assuring her that she was not being at all presumptious, I
offered myself as surrogate father, brothef:_ﬁhcle, cousin, or even grand-
father., But definitely as a friend. '

In my first letter to Jackie, I said "I think I love you." In the second
I said, "I love you,"
k % * * %

Those asterisks represent a long pause during which I was giving thoughtful
consideration to the feeling that I am on the verge of betraying confidences
and invading privacies -- and trying to decide what to do about it., In her
zines, Jackie is extraordinarily frank and open, totally honest, sometimes
revealing intimate details of her life and thoughts. It's that quality of
openness of course that attracted me so strongly to her in the first place,
When I decided to write about her I was assuming that because she had held so
little of herself back in her own writing, there would be no need for me to
exercise any reticence in what I said about her. But I find it isn't that
simple, When Jackie writes about herself, she makes the decisions about what
to say and what to conceal (if anything) and in what light to present her
revelations, But she has no control over what I might say, or how. It makes
a difference,

Therefore I'm not going to say anything about why I happened to make a
phone call to Jackie Hilles around the middle of October, except that it was
made at the suggestion of Bud Webster, and I was (and still am) chagrined that
I didn't think of it first, As I explained to Jackie in the letter I was
writing her at the time, it is somehow contrary to my nature to even think of
using a telephone as a means of communication when there is a typewriter with-
in reach, That was true at the time, Since then I have become a full-fledged
member of telephone fandom, and hour-long conversations with Jackie or Bud in
Richmond have lost their novelty, and a $50 monthly telephone bill doesn't
seem nearly as outrageous as it once did,

In that first telephone conversation with Jackie, she asked how Polly was,
and because I hadn't heard anything recently, I replied cheerfully, "Oh, she
could go on for years yet."

But that very evening we received news that Polly was very near the end,
and she died before I finished my letter to Jackie, and while I was still
struggling to finish DoS 43.

Jackie Hilles and Bud Webster were the first persons in fandom to learn
of Polly's death, They were also the first to see a copy of DON-o-SAUR 43,

Polly died the morning of Oct, 23 and I told about it in my letter to
Jackie, at the same time mentioning that a memorial service was planned for
Nov, 6, and that I was tentatively planning to attend, I also said that if
I got within a hundred miles of Richmond I would make every effort to meet
her and Bud, :

The logical connection between my remarks was crystal clear to me and it
just didn't occur to me that it might not be to Jackie. I had not said any-



thing about where the service would be, it occu?red to me later, and I ha? me?-
tioned Laramie in the same sentence,almost. So it was only qatuﬁal.th§t when
called Jackie very late Wednesday night (November 5) and Sald? This is Don .
Thompson. I'm in Vienna," her reply was a prolonged pause wblle she'wondereh
frantically whether I was going to explain what I was doing in Austria and why
I was calling ber,

Sensing her confusion (finally), I said, "Vienné, Virginia, Suburb of "
Washington, I'm here for my sister's memorial service. When can I see you?

The fact that my friendship with Jackie Hilles is still firmly in?agt and
thriving is a very touching tribute to her patience, tolgrance agd ah111t¥ to
forgive stupidity (if that is a virtue), because the serles.of.mlscues, mis-
understandings and misinterpretations that I was guilty of in its early stages
could have easily disillusioned a lesser mortal,

Not only had I failed to alert Jackie to the fact that I would soon be try-
ing to meet her, I failed now, in our Wednesday night telephone conversation,
to understand or properly interpret our agreement on when and how we were going
to meet, Well, I got the how all right, I think. We decided that I would catch
a bus to Fredericksburg, about half way between Vienna and Richmond, and she and
Bud would drive there and we would meet as early in the day as possible, What
I didn't get straight was what day we were talking about.

The service for Polly was Thursday night, and so I had decided long in ad-
vance that Friday would be the best day for me to sperd in fannish visiting;
and even though Jackie carefully explained that because of her school schedule,
Friday was almost impossible for her and that therefore we should try to make
it Thursday, somehiow when we hung up I was still thinking Friday.

And when Jaciie called me at the Wolf Trap Motel, where Carolyn and I were
staying, at 16:3C the next morning, to ask how soon I would be in Fredericks-
burg or whether T would be able to make it at all, I was only able to stammer
inarticulately, Jackie took charge,

"Bud and I will meet you at your motel at about 2 o'clock this afternoon."

I tried, weakly, to protest. "Oh, but I hate to make you do all the
driving, That's not fair."

"Yes it is., You can buy us dinner if you want to."

Well, I really couldr't think of any alternative arrangement, and so I
agreed,

In partial defense of my total incompetence at this time, I could mention
the fact that I was very tired as a result of pushing myself to my limit in
order to get that obstrecperous issue of DON-0-SAUR finished and run off and a
few copies collated to bring along on the trip. It's an exaggeration to say
that the most sleep I'd had all week was the napping I did on the plane ride
to Dulles -- but not much of an exaggeration, And even though I slept well
enough in the motel, I was still feeling more or less spacey all day Thursday,

But listen, {'m not offering that as either explanation for or exten-
uation of my behavior Thursday afternoon. I don't think it needs it,
Really, that Thursday afternoon was perfect. There's not a thing about
it T would change if I had the power; still, it's just as well that I don't
have any such pcwer hecause if I did I would be sorely tempted to extend
the afterncon in the direction of eternity, which could conceivably cut into
other enjoyable experiences.
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Both Bud and Jackie have written about our i i i i
- J meeting in their zines, so it
1s not as though, if the event should become a fannish legend, it woulé be lack-

ing in documentation, There's no real need for me to tell i
0 ab
want to, And so , ., , out At alse. But 1

' It was a soft, warm, gentle day, but I don't know if the sun was really as
br}ght as I rcmember it (nothing is so unreal, so difficult to imagine as some-
thlgg that really happened, and that's why people write fiction -- it is in-
variable more plausible and more meaningful than fact; so this probably didn't
bappen, because it is too rich, too fraught with significance, But I enjoy
imagining it),

I had gotten back to the motel from my brother-in-law's house in Oakton
just moments before 2 o'clock, and I ran up to my third-floor room and grabbed
the two copies of DON-o-SAUR that I had brought along especially for Bud and
Jackie, and then charged back downstairs and leaned against the front wall,
feeling warm but somehow apprehensive, Only a little. Not really worried that
they might not like me or that we might not have anything much to say to each
other, .Just mildly apprehensive,

They were a little late. I found out later it was because of a messy car
accident that Bud had witnessed and stopped for on his way to pick up Jackie.

I didn't even see their car drive up; but it was there, in the parking
lot when I turned my head, and I recognized Jackie at the wheel., (Did I for-
get to mention that Jackie had sent me a picture of herself? Of course. Any-
way, she had).

"Jackie, you're even more beautiful than your picture,” I said, and then
she was out of the car and in my arms and I was kissing her, holding her very
tight and close; and I'm not sure I would have ever let go of her, but I was
all the time aware of an enormous bear-like creature standing nearby, wearing
one of the broadest, warmest grins I'd ever seen-- and a Beethoven T-shirt.

I had rcasons for being glad to see Bud Webster, too, and so I released
Jackie and embraced and kissed Bud with almost equal fervor.

Then, with proper formality, I presented Jackie and Bud with their
copies of NoS, Jackic cpened hers, glanced at lloward's letter and rolled up
the zine apain quickly., '"I'1l1 read it later."

Jackie was dressed casually in loose bluc jeans and a blue blouse, In a

letter later, she explained that blue is her color of sadness and this was her
vay of expressing grief for Polly. Jackie sometimes signs her lctters ""Lady

Blue."
Where did the afternoon po? The details seem so mundane,

At my suggestion, we drove to the enormous shopping center a few miles
from the motel. We strolled through the malls arm-in-arm, with Jackie between
me and Bud at first; then Bud impulsively dropped Jackie's arm and trotted
around to my right side and linked arms with me, and I floated along then
between them, having never in my life felt more important,

We had lunch in the shopping center, at a little restaurant specializing
in crepes. I had insisted that we go to the most expensive place we could find.

"What's this insistence on some place expensive?' Bud asked.
"You drove a hundred miles to see me. I owe you a good dinner.,"

"That's nonsense, Anyway Jackie did the driving,"
"Let's find an expensive place to eat.,"
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Bud gnd Jackie assured me the crepes were delicious. I had some too, but
my taste in food is just as uneducated and suspect as is my taste in art and
music, The crepes seemed all right to me,

After lunch we drovc to Wolf Trap Park. Jackie drove; I sat in the front
scat with her; Bud served as official back seat driver. I understood during
that trip why Bud was letting Jackie drive his car (Jackie's had been damaged
in an accident a couple of seeks previously)., Being totally lost anyway, I
was relaxed, enjoying the scenery as we traversed narrow roads with the fol-
iage brushing the car windows, but both Bud and Jackie were intent on the™.
route, neither of them quite certain of the right way.

"Left here," Bud said as we approached a junction, and I thought Jackie
was going to heed the advice, but at the last second she swung the wheel sharp-
ly to the right, "I'll probably have to apologize, but I think it's this
way," she said, And a minute and a half later, with perfect aplomb, she
pulled into the Wolf Trap parking lot., I wanted to cheer, Bud is truly my
brother; I identify fully with his unerring instinct to turn the wrong way,
but my admiration for anyone with a reliable scnse of direction is unbounded.

We walked down broad concretc steps to the auditorium, and Bud and
Jackie told me the harrowing dctails of their one previous visit here (for
a Virgil Fox performance, I believe) but don‘t expect me to relay the ad-
venture .,

We stood at the back of the building, admiring its rustic grandeur and
talking of many things -- for maybe a long time, perhaps only for <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>