GO A R 1) g
“February 1969

God's-ounds,' but it hath been long since last I cut a
's;tencil | : . .
" Phe trouble isunmainly that preparing for a -tournament

is far less werk than publishing a fanzine, happens oftencr
than ‘FA24 deadlines, ard yields more lmmediate rewdards. I'm
coing to save my meabership (I nope) witn elght papges, gpalnly
of material not up ta professional level; 1in that -amount of
time and effort I could make o fine-lookingz dress out of the
green cotton damask curtains I plcked up at the Goodwill #wo
moanths ago, and then tomorrow afternoon I could wear 1t to
the party Randall Garrett 1s givimp for his brother. Or I
could taike some other szoecds I have to make Poul a new fight-
ing surcoat; if the weather is good they'll have broadsword
practice in the back yard. You sce, nedlevaldom is a way

D 16 . '

It's very sonod foxr istrid, thoush. Bot at the tournaments,
and at the less formal funétions like theatre parties (you
should have seen uad marcaing fifty stronz to The Lion in . in-
ter) and the Tuesday evening dance classes, thGre are quite
.a feu youngsters with in five or six ycars of her age., Or

even tén cr twelve years: her best zirlfriend is 26. . .

dot that medicvalcdom takes up all our time and attention.

Far from 1t1 there’s gardening -- well, there will be, when
we get some sunsuine ard things dry cut a little. Yes, and
there's talkirg-about-inc-weather. Heawy rains, hallstorms,
_temperatures down 5o 26 éegrees,
a snow flurry heretani a rosl
snovwéap cn .aount alalio. "1%s
the worsst wintur for o lung time.
And if yecu want to laugh at us
effete Cellfecsndans Zox making 2
fuss over a iitile ecld weather,
conslder the crors wircd cut -~
especlally wlth ihe ficoling of
Sherman Island. If they con't
rehuild the lcvees amd pump it
.adry, one of the bigcest tracts

of asparagus land in the country
will be lost under traniy fect
of water.

#% Karen indersox, 2 Las Palomas, Orinda California 94563 i




THZ PLACE WHERE IT ALWAYS RAINS

It had been a dry summer. Nobody could remember when
it had rained last. The Running Water was almost all run a-
way, and the bluejays sald that in a few more days 1t would
all be gone.

"There does it go, though%" Miggs asked, sitting on a
large.pebble and swinging his legs.

Slicky and Greedygut looked at each other and half-spread
their wings. What could you do with the People¥

"It just goes, that's all! said Slicky. "And it has to
rain 4o make more.." . .
"I know “that much,™ grumbled 1 wlggs " "But it must go

somewhere. There's Drobably a whole bdg.valley full of it."
"Or maybe it just soaks into the ground," said Mlggs'

brother Cob. "¥ou fellows can f1y. evervwhere, why havnn t you
gver found Suty! - :
<t "Because this -is our place: We don't go Lnto opher birds'
“blaees, and they'don't come into ours."_'
, ; iOh-—-“ gvnﬁed.MLgﬁs. "Hadn' t “they any - curlosify? BUt
then, - what coulid you do with birds%? They were just habfts’
wrapped up in jfeathers. .
“!Yippeet*rscreeched Greedygut. "There goes Tlppy witH
something to eat, ket's see what it isi" And the jays both took
off after the unfontunatn squirrel. :

1 (“.. .
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Mlggs and Cob suarBd into the Running Waters *”When iw's
all run away, what will we drink?" said Cob. .

- "gnee I cut a hole in'the big vine and some water came
out,".said Miggs. "But It didn't taste very good, and anyway
‘,tnere_wasﬁ't much."
© M"Uny don"t we.follow the water and see where it goes?:
At least we wouldn t get lost, like When Wwe followed the but-
terfly."

"Cob, you get the wildest ideas!" ;

KoY “QUell who Wanted ‘to follow the- butterfly if it wasn't
you”‘ _

: MNot Tt iI;inv said you could follow it if you wanxed
o, and you were crazy ehough to do 1it%t.

"Oh, look. liiggs, we wouldn't have.found the Runnlng Ha-
ter if we hadn't. Ve'd si{ill nave been dodging frogs 1n that
muddy cow-pond.

Hiyell . . "

By the time . iliggs got around to admlttlng he was glad
they had followed ths butter flv {¢a Monarch it had been, Splen-
did in sable and copper velvet, wearily ‘homing %o Kentuacky

. from the cypress w1nter—)anctuaries above the Paclfic. breakers)
-~ by the time Miggs admitied -that he was glad, Cob; had. darted
into their snug little home, tunneled inches deep‘under the

i moss-sided bank, lined all with spicebush ledves and thistle-

» down. GJoon e returned, dragglng behlnd hlm a felted- gossamer

.r/
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sack and carrying btoth tneir sticks on his shoulder. The x
sticks were fine stréng thinss they'd wrenched :from a light-
ning<splintered “tree and pollshed and pointed with 'loving care.
S5 070 "T have what's lefi of the dried sparrow-meat and that
bit of early grass=~seed., bui the beechnuts 'are too .neavy and
bestdes they're getuing ‘too withered to eat " Cob announced
Jauntily, * "So we'xne ready to go." wd

©iMiggs Loolked sadly at the fine home they had dug by the
Running, Waters They'd worked so hard to make it snug angd -
cosy! "I suppose we might as well go," he sighed. "The ho
place won't be much .good withocut the water." -

When ,they Xefi  the woods and. came into the meadow, they
.Were almost stificd by .the heat. The tall, musty-smelling
grass grew in the v2ryv edges of the water, and the bottom was
knobbly with -grass roots . and siithery with wmud. They found
that they had Lo hb‘d o0 sha thick grass-stalks with one hand
and 'press thelir.sticks intn the nud with the other in order
to keep their iootlag,

..+ After about an hour, they came to a clump of trees. They

aWere hot, tired, and covered wish half-dry mud. The bag of
prpv;sions was sSazked and  filthy, and they had taken turns
carrying it with such frequeant exchangés that both were hoping
that it would:.be droppod ard lost. ' "There must be an easier
way," said Cob as, shoy loy in the shade.

"What°" grumbﬂgc Mirgse s o0

V1. don!t krow,; L arish wWe were water—sklppers.

"Well, we aren’ t.'

Copb began pulling a grass -blade to pieces and throwing
the bilts 1ato .the water, They went away on top of -the water
like water-sklppcru. , ' : o I &

"I wish we could Iloat 1ile that. Then the water would
. take us wherever it's_runuing to."

e Myreld, we:ganihil se2id Miggs. "That's all there is: to
' ”No, wait,® Cob anove*ed. "Waybe we can. Sticks' float,
too, don't uhnv°”- : '

"Of course.”

"Woulén'th we floet 17 wo got-onto sticks?” 2
- "Wwe're too nezvy. We'd push sticks down findér the- water."

"Wo,. bus, Miggs, il we ~.oo]tc lots of cticks?  And 'we tied
them togetier with griss, in a bundle? . And we sat on top af
the bundle?" iy

"On, tgp.of a kundig.r sticks =iz = nm & s0a Maybe. Yes,
maybe We could atv thet, i Higzs agrzed.’

Miell, Tos'o o 141" God bo gza running back and forth
plcklng up tae biggest oticks he could earry and ‘dragging *
them to,z flat,sros close to the watpr.- Miggs did the same,
though not so eno“gu‘_C°lTr

"Look, here's scmeitiing even better,' called miggs.,

Cob -ran over 0 sece. It wag a huge plece of maple bark,
as wlde as they were toll ancd over twlce as long.
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* . "Miggs, you're a genius!" cried Cob.

‘T " "Huhe I just thought how much time it would save if we
didn't have to make grass ropes to tie up a bundle of sticks.
‘Come on, letfs drag it down to the water."

; The piece of bark was very thick and rough, and it took
them some time to get i% into the water. At last it was done.
They climbed aboard and pushed off from shore with their s=
sticks. (The sack of food remained on the bank. Each had
remembered it, thought the food was probably unfit to eat by
now, and resolved to wait till the other mentioned it.)

_ Down the Running Water ran the raft of bark. Out fron
the clump of trees, Zfhrough meadow again and toward more trees
far away on the horizon,
"This beats sloshing, doesn't 1t?" said Oob happily.
"Sure does," agreed Miggs, leaning over the side and ©
looking down through the sun- glonced water. "Hey, we'd
better keep ous sticks handy; the Water is trylng to push us
against the othr bank."

The sun hing low and deep-golden over the meadow; then
darkness gulped them as they slid under the eawes of theywood.
It was time to stop for the night, while they could still see
about themy -

"This rock looks likely, doesn't it?" said iliggs. Cob
agreed; theymaneuvered to shore and dragged the bark raft
out of the water. After a little looking around, they found

a likily spot and used their sticks to dig up a fat white grub.
The meat was sweei and tender -- much finer than the tough
0ld sparrow-meat they had abandoned. When they finished, 1t
was nearly full dark, and they made themselves a bed of dry
leaves. Almost at once they fell asleep.

Cob woke with delicious slowness. He rolled over in the
soft nest and craeksd his head against Miggs' hard skull.

"Sorry, Miggs!® he sang out. '"Come on, let's get up and
see if the Running Water is risen,"

"Huh!" 1uggs grunted, sitting up. '"Where are we?"

"Wherc -~ I thought we were still at home, I guess. But
we wenghtg slcep at the foot of a tree last night. But now
We o [}

"That's right." They surveyed the nestful of sleeping
squirrels. "Can't 3hey couvnty cn't they know we're not
theirs?" g

Cob looked over the edge of the nest., "It's a long way
down, I hope we don‘i have to take vp squirreling for a liv-

"We mignt convinge then for a while that we weren't big
enough to climb, but I don’t tllnk we'd do very well on a diet
‘of squirrel milk," sald Miggs.

"Me either.’

One of the pareat squirrels opened an eye., "Be quiet --
it isn't time to wake uo wat,"
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"Je don't belong herel Take us down to the ground!" cried

"Nonsense. GO to sleep with the other babies."

"But we aren't your babies!'We aren't squirrels at alll"
"Oh, husk., You'll wake your mother. Of course you're
our babies; I found you all sleeping together at the foot of
the tree and carried you up to bedwhen the moon set. - You can
just stay here till you can stay awake late enough-to "get to
bed by yourseltes." 4And the 'squirrel tucked his tail over
his eyes and went tack to sleep.

"So that's why," sald Cob. "He found his children asleep
by us, and the smell had gotten onto us enough that he thought
we must be his too." :

"We'll pave to find some way to get down by ourselves,"
Miggs said gloomily. "We should have stayed at homes™
=10 M"If .we'd ' stayed there five more days the Running Water
would be gone, and we'd have had to try to follow && on foot
Or did you Have some other idea for finging water?"?- - =

- "Dear me!" The other grown squitrel lifted her head.
"Wwhat &8 all this fuss? Why -- why, you two aren't children
of“ours at alli" . 3 v MLV

. "¥o, ma'am," said Cob, who could be polite when he felt
he was being treated reasonably. "I beliewve we must have been
carried up by mlstake last night." -
. o MI've told Flip again and -again that we have two twos of
childre, but he just can't understand. And, my goodness, you
don't -even look'like the children!" Like most squirrels,
Mrs«Blip knew "one" and "two" bBut had trouble with bigger
numbers, M ] ‘ : -t ;

"Woulkd you please take us down, ma'am?" ‘asked Miggs.

"Of course. It's no trouble at all." She caught nim-
by the neck, ran quickly down the troe with him, and fetched
. Cob in another moment. They thanked her and she returned to
her morning's sleep. : £ :

Cob and Miggs rubbed their necks. "She held us the best
she could, but we aren't baby squirrels," lMiggs commented.

"4t least we're down,' said Coh. "Let's find some break-
fast and push on." - ; '

The ants had already taken away the remains of the grub,
but they logated another and ate part of it for breakfasti

What was left they loaded onto the bark when the started off
again, .

1

Soon they noticed that the Running Jater was wider and
faster than it had been, and they no longer had to keep it
pushed away from the bank., They lay down and looked up at
the trees going by, immense distances overhead, or trailed
thelr hands and feet in the water. It had become deeper as
well, but was perfectly clear and they could see everything
on the bottom. There were many brightly~colored stones, and
sometimes where the sun flickered through the trees a stretch
of mica sand would flash like gold.




..They shot onto a 11 ttle pool where a dozen water-skippers
“were dancing. e
"Look!" called Cob. . "Je can go on top of the water too!l"
The water-skippers were not impressad. "Any little ant
‘can crawl oato a floating leaf," replied one, as rhey ~continued
~thelr minuet,
, _iMiggs chuckled. '"A waternsklppe“ saw an eagle. gaid the
water-skipper, 'T .have seen sparrows before.'"
The water-sklppers affected not to aear, but Cob and
mlggst noticed that some of them|@1soed a ‘few steps.

Another Running Water had come intd the pool as well
and when they ceme into the channel on the. other side the v
current was much faster, . The bark rocked .and spun 'in eddies,
and they had to be alert to keep it from being dashed agalnst
the bank ror agalnst the rocks.in tHe .streamiitself., BEverys
thing went past at breathtaking speed. . The Runnlng Water b

‘became no'wider now, but deeper, -and S0 turbulent they could
no longer see the bottom. The banks were becoming higher as
well. : fp ad '

Cob was beginnlng to be frightened. "Jihat if W& were
to falloff?" he said. "It's awfully fast and deep here."

"It.was your sille ides, grumbled Miggs. '"You've got
what you wanted, and don‘t blame . me if 1t's turning out dif-
ferent from what you thought.'" But liggs was frighténed too,
little though he was wWilling to adwit it to Cob. X

. Cob ‘held tightly to the edge of. the bark. He.wantéd to
close .his eyes, and at the same t "ime hé dldn t dare to.

"Listen!" said Miggs. "I hear rain."

"Rain?" Cob was panie-stricken.  "Can we live through
the rise after a rain? -Look --.look up! See how hligh the
grass 1s caught on the branches from flaood times!"

'But this rain is s%ill far in front of us," Miggs siad.
"The sun is still shining here. We can try to get to shore
and .climb up above *she h;ghﬁﬂater narksa"

They -tried; buw they coulf not Wawve reached hottom with
sticks thrice as long. and they could not make shift to scull
or paddle. The rain ~sound grew ever louder ahead, and they

- realized that they wer: complietely Helpless. When the rain
came and the Water flooded, when they were whirled under those
overhanging branches, theymust icling to ‘the imsecure bark.

But as they came closer to the sound. it seemed unlike
rain., It wgs strange .« o

"I knew vhat'c dh ‘forent!” cried Miggs. "It isn't hitting
and. Leaves. I dsn't recl ualn.at all, just something that

sounds like rain.” i 3

Cob -~ whosz eveszwe*e clep°d shut now ‘as he gripped:
the bark -- sgqueaked out, ”hen what is° 12 What can sound
like rain, vhen it isa't rainf’: o t '

"If you'd sit up and omen your eyes you mlght find out
as soon as I do,” Miggs spid unsympathetically. But I tell
you, it'! can't posolb;y be rain. I can see the sky far ahead
now and there aren’t any c¢louds at all,”



The current suddenly flung them past the wall of the
woodlend and into the open sunlight of a great pool. Their
bark moved slower and slower, and finally almost stopped.

The pool was enormous They had hever imagined there:could
be so much water in one place -- and clean water, too, not
like the muddy pond they had once shared with cows, ducks,

frogs, and- what was most frightening -- leeches, those savage
aquatic vampires. It had been with leeches in mind that they
had fashioned their splinter lances.

Clean water -- a workd of it! Full of enemnies, no doubt;
there would be competition for this paradise. But the clear
water would not hide those enemies. Competition for territory
and sustenance would be fought in open field.

. A world of water. On the side from which they hadeentered,
thick ‘woods. and a steep-shelved bank where edge after edge of
soft limestone showed like roughly-stacked cardboard. On the
far side, a rolling meadow of owl's-clover and rabbit's-foot
clover, yarrow with its fuzzy neamds, Queen-Anne'sikace and
goldenrod, ironweed and milkweed and thistles, wild black rasp-
berries, the many many grasses, and close to the groung the
pungent bergamot. But amidst 1t all, the water !

Harm shallows, where the tiniest insect-fry could swarm
over a floor off delicate beige-g6ld mud. Deep shadowy coves
where minnows drowsed invisible over drifts of dark dead leaves.
Bright riffles over stones, where it seemed that fireflies'
souls must be dancing, but it was bdnly the water leaping up
to renew itself in the sunlight. Slow dim reaches where the
caddis-worms in thelr mosaic-faced silk sleeping-bags winnowed
the current for anything that cotild be eaten, and that might
otherwise rot and beceme a blur in the transparent stream.

I*Miggs and Cob were hardly aware of this fabulous pool.
Por “there was a greater wondértto marvel at. It was the
rain--that was not rain.

. Upstream, there was a downpour such as no one had ever
seen. Not from the sky did it come, not from a high-puffead
cloud; but raining tirelessly over a cloud-white ledge of
limestone, the water fell as if it would never ston.

They gazed al the place where the water fell, not stop-
ping until thelrrbark ghounded in a current's eddy. They o
stepped onto the shore then, on. the soft gray-cardbard ledges
of the limestone, and went on staring.
. "A different kind of rain," said Miggs in a hushed voice.
~L.think if must rain this-way all rhe time, “to make this kind
of Running Water."

"It must," whispered Coh. -

"Let's live here,":said Miggs. "Let's always liwe here.
If that rain'- spot can kecp ‘going through such a dry spell,
this must be the best place to live in the whole wide world."

He was probhbiy right. - v




JOHNNY CORRIN

Jotnny Corrin went to space,
Golden fredles on his face,
Golden stripes upon his sleeve;
I saw Johnny Corrin leave.

Will and wisdom have designed
Toocls to see where eyes are bling,
Ships as strong as human mind. .
Men will seek until they find.

Jolnny Corrin flew a ship
Where the stars of winter dip,
. Where the stars of summer rise -=-
= -Outward Johnny Corrin flies.

Swirling stars a milkfoam way: |
Whispercrackling cosmic ray: =
Duskless night and ‘dawnless day:
lien have come and mean to stay.

- Johnny Corrin found a world --
Long blue rollers foamed and curled,
Tree and meadow met the sand.
This is Johnny Corrin's land. .
Charting scouts to dream and roam . |
Taste the stream and test the loam.
Homestead, market, civic dome ==
Men have made the stars their home,

Jolmny Corrin came to sarth, °
Named his world aand toid its worth;
~~-Take me where the waves run blue,
Johnny Corrin, home with you.

And if I'd spaced that properly on the page i1t would have T
finished off the eightth stencil.

I can always repeat myself: t6 wit, that this is a Goliard
whose serial number I don't feel like checking up on; and I am
Karen Anderson hoping to maintain my membership in FAPA.
Furthermore it is now 2:16 AM February 1st.



