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NEW CAT SAND #5 is published for tiae 131st mailing of the Fantasy
Amateur Press Asscclation, and fcr a .Small ”ircle of Friends. No
copies are for sale. Nec more cld Christmas Cards are wanted by the
Women's Missionary Society, we have more than enough, and it is
Copyright lMay 1970 by Calvin Demmon, 2338 Loma Vista Flace, Lcs
Angeles, California 90639. This is ¥FPresS* Publication #71. "Why,"
as Ray Nelson asks, "should the pleasures of folly be reserved for .
fools?" Read this. It may save the life of a child.
7 Fo¥ede e . drdett s icues e K s cdededearde i oo ke
STRIKE A BLOW FOR NON-VIOLENCE!
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ABSURCITY (Part I) This morning I was lecturing to my freshman
English class about the Absurd Novel. The
Abswrd Novel, I é&xplained, 1s not necessarily a statement about
Bad or Good. Catch-22 is just Absurd. Wars are Absurd. School 1is,
genuinely, Absurd., qe keep thinkimg that Absurdity 1s something to
be avoided, but it is Inevitable. For example, in Cateh-22, to say
that you Were sane was to te insane.,. That'a Absurd.
I had %o dismiss the class. Out in the hall, marching up and down,
were a2 couvle of hundred students, shouting "Strike Now! Shut 1t
Down! Strike Now! Shut it Downl!" in absurd protest to the abmurd
war in Vietnam (and Cambodia) and.the absurd deaths of four students
at XKent State in Chio. In Chios - What could be more absurd?
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Absurdity ic one of those wurds that becomes Absurd upon repstition.
It no longer-  look's right to me on this page. Those letters-~absurd--
don't look like_they spell anything. Those deaths at Xent State
don't spell anything, either. lragedy. Absurdity.

THOUGHTS ON LAST-MINUTE FAPA FANZINES I'm not the only one in
FAPA who is skuting along

on the thin: ice cf eight last-minute pages & year. Better fans
than me have been dclng it for years. This time, though, I serlously
considered not d01ng anythine at alle-~and dropping out of FAFA.
Here 1t 1is nowu 'what? three days to the deadline? and I have begun

: work on another FAPAzine, which I will
have to send by alr and by special
delivery to the Mailer, and which will
reach the FATA members that I care about
and those whom I do not know arnd those
whaose fanzireg I may not even read 1in
this mailing. And then I wlll have to




&1t down and send out coples of this fanzine to all the people who are
not in FAPA (some of them are not even fang) whom I care about wore
TRan I care about many FAPA members.

It's not easy making that admissiecn. I certainly don't want to hurt
anybody's feelings. Rut FAPA has just about ceased to have any mean-
ing for me. There was & time when I looked forward to the mailings;
now,and this isn't easy to admit either, I groan slightly when I get
them.s I know there are goinz to be about five or six things in the
malline that I will really like, and about four times that many things
that will hore me cr discust ma.

It mizht seem that I sheuld resirn, and let somebody from the walting
list come up and provide the New Elood that FAPA seems tc need. But
no. The truth is that in every walling there are five or six things
that turn me ons That's net too many. But itTS enous1 to keep me
arinding out my eight pages & year, especially since I know perfectly
well thet (fan editors all being crazy and disorzanized) I wouldn't
get those five or gix fenzines for mcre than a few months after my
name drepped off the FAPA regter., And FAPA clves me the excuse to
publish a fanzine every year, whether I really need to or not. &
slance at the calendar, a whiff of the old wimeo, and I'm off, That's
Wwhy I stay in FAPA,

I paid my income tax late, toec. Went down tc the Términal Annex Post
n2fice in Los Angeles at $:30 p.m. to get the thing postmarked by
midnight, There was a traffic jam around the post office for two
blocks in every direztion. Inside, people crowded around the benches
and tables usually used for addressing mail, with their bills and
receivnts for the year and thelr tax returns piled in front of them:
frowning, sweating, figuring. 1'd done my return at home, after a
couple of glasses of wine ir honor of the Government. I had to wailt
in a line to hand my envelope %o a postal clerk. It took me ten min-
utes to get cut of the parking lot.

That's the way I feel zbout FAPA. I put it off, always thinking that
perhaps I'll get killed or have a heart attack two weeks before the
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deadline and then I won't have to do ft. 3ut I'm still alive, and I'm
8til)l opting for society: +the Income Tax, and the Fantasy Amateur

Preas Associztion.,
i

"Leave slcw ~rowta tc the Scandinavians: you have only time to
explode." Vathaniel West.

et
MCRE TERMINAL ANNEX STORIES The Terminal Annex Fost Cffice in
(returning by request) Los Angeles 18 cld==kitty~cormer from

clvera Street, across froam the Miion
Staticn, just a little bit down from Felipe's Famous Frenth Dip Sfand=-
wiches. It is old, and 1t is bigz, with hich ceiliings and WPA murals,
and you can mall a-letter there at any time during the day or night
to. get the postmakk that you reed. In the daytime, there is a ‘cigar
stand inside the postoffice, run by a blind man whe knows the locaticn
of everything he sells without looking. He can't look. At nieht,
the Terminal Annex Post €ffice is a warm vlace to go if you are o0ld
and you haver't got any cther place to go, If you haven't any food,
and you can't get fifty cents frcm somebody for a room, or 75¢ for the
all-night movies, then you can hang arcund the Terminal Annex for a
while, anyway, addressing letters that you cannot afferd to send,
insvecting the stamp machines, tryinz to find somebody who will give
you fifty or seventy-five cents without screaming,if you bring the
subjJect up right,.

I haéd to geo to the Terminal Annex Post Cffice in the night a few weeks
acc for a reason that I cannot remember., Something needed a postmark,
rinht then, before midnight. 1Inside, a man who needed a shave and
hai some teeth missing and had his cuffs rolled up was sitting under
one of the tables that you use for addressing letters. He spotted me,
end I spotteéd him. I didn't have any money on me, and I felt a little
guilty abcut that, but I didn't look away. If you haven't cot any
money, you can at least not look away. I walked past him to the mail
gslot, then turned and came back towards him, towards the door. We
were still looking at each other. I m a soft touch. He was going to
agk me for fifty cents, and he wasn't poing to believe that I didn't
kave 1t I éid not look away. I was next to him, on my way to the
door, and T said "Hi," and he spoke.

"Boy," he said, "I wish I had your energy."
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MR, Demmon's
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"Heavens, the universe is in order." Allen Ginsberg
FRCNTIER MOUSE Cver a2t the Longhorn Cafe the mice were stirring

: things up. There was always that kind of trouble
en payday. Paula’'had her hands full, and Fred knew there'é-be hell
to pay that night. The last time the mice ot paid, about two or
three weeks age, they broke the mirrer behind the bar and pulled dewn
the chandeller that Fred had had shipned in on a sta~e frem Kanses
City. But the mice were zood customers and Fred didn't mind. 4nd
Faula really loved the mice and was zlad to see them have 2 zood tiume.
Ey eleven o'clock the place was really jumpinz. Ycu ecould hear the
nickelodlan playing clear down by the church, and you could hear the
mice singing and shouting and occasionally firing off a round or two
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into the ceiling, although Fred tried to make surel that everybody
checked all thelr guns at the door. But the mice were irrepressible.
The sheriff stayed in town Jjust in ease there was any trouble, a2nd he
was sitting down the street in his office playing sclitaire and
drinking whiskey.from a bottle. There wasn't anybody in jail yet but
he thouzht the place would prebably be full up come wmorning. At the
hotel the guests had boarded the place up tight in case things get
roughe All the lights and noise ceming frcu the Lenzhorn Cafe kept
people awake, thourh, and the mice had left their horses tied up out
in front and the horses were nervous teo, stamping and blewing. It
had Jjust about started to lock llke everything was golng to go aleng
without any incidents when. Frontier Mdouse rode up. He had been gons
fcr a long time, under mysterious circumstances, and Paula really
missed him. But Paula wasn't expecting him, and she was dancing with
another mouse. Frontier ouse saw all this from outside. He drew
his suns. He klcked his way in throush the swingsing doors, guns
blazing. Many mice fell, wounded, none seriously. Everybody else
ducked behind the bar and under tables. Nocbody was left standing but
Frontier Mouse and Paula and the mouse she was daneinz with, Even
though the music stopved he was still dancing. Paula was trying to
warn hjm, but he paid her no attention. Frontier louse motioned
Pzula out cf the way. She broke out of the mouse's embrace and




acizd ¢ffe That fool wmouse was still
deusing away. Frontier llouse shot him

DEDEFEDEDE
at clcse ranze, for foolinz around with

99 Nalire, Toomn
his girl. Sometody called Doc, but

when Dec Lot heredit wag too late, éﬁ Y““- )R , iy vae

Therc wasn't much else that happened 04 Ckaz. gAgon, 041 Axadl
that night. Freatier louse sald he was gﬂ S
glad to be bazk, and ordered drinks all g% Corw gl
arounce. Fred was zlad nobody had shot £ S A4 . f%
up the mirror. The Sheriff heard some ”
mice pounding on his door, saring that Wﬁ;’{fi *ngt‘g
Frontier iliouse had killed a mouse down &t the Longhern Cafe, but the
Sheriff pretended he didn't hear. Frontier liouse had cuite a rep-
utation, and he didn't cowe te town very cften. The Sheriff decided
Frontier louse could take care of hinself, Besides, everybody kngw
Paula was his ¢irl. The next day tlere was oulte an uprcar about the
incident, but by that time Fronrtier liouse had rode off azain, on
another missicn. As the sun rese, Faula missed him.
ik
You live with euphemisms lenz encurh, you %et used to them, swectle.
ki

WARRZY BRICK told me a strange story the other day. He had to zgo to

San Franciscc to make some arrangemauts about o job=-
Warren and Fnily are planning to wove North next year., At the last
moment, thouzrh, Warren's 1957 Buick gave up the <host, and, after
fusasinz around with ~sarazes and mechanics, Warren was fcrced to grab
& taxi and head for the Alrport. He bought a ticket and called Emlly
to tell her of his chance of plans.

She zaspeds "oh, Warren," she sobbed. "I didn't tell you, but I
édreamed last ni-ht that you tock a Dlane to San Francisco and it
crasned and you zot killed., Please don't fiyt"

wWworren arrued, but he was tired anyway, so ne ylelded. He would
“eturn hone and wait for the car to be repalred. He called his con-
act ir. San Franciscoc and made arrancements for a later mecting, then
he gscld his ticket back to the airline, making an elderly zentleman
waiting on "stand-by" very havpy. And he returned home safely.

The next day on the front page
of the L.A., Times he saw a
~o terrifying photo story. The
plane he had decided n?t to
e e take, because cf Enily's
AL "silly" dream, was Western
i Airlines!' millionth flisht to

SR San Franciscc, everybody cn
. ”u%?}” the plane had his money re-
funded, and an old man, whose

picture Warren of course
recoanized, had the lucky ticket number and won a free trip to
nurope and Asia, two cars, and a movic contract.
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& Bpeak, Good Sir, Azain To Me,
And Tell Me hat You 3ay,
And Stay for Dinner, Mincemeat Plie,
And Then, Please GC AWay.
(frew t&i gonze of Warren Brick)
v

Pear ["eredith,

It wae very fooligh of yocu te kill your father and then write tc ms
about 1t. Ey the time you get this note tae police will have been
rotified, I am sorry you felt tihe way you did about the cenary.
Your father and I always wanted you to have the begt, but not a
gcana ”y » -
= Lovc
X Mothcr.
Stk
Do I annoy you with ny posturin”s and intenations? Be thankful I
don't kill you.
ekt
THE WCRLD OF THE PISICHN Somebody .told me that the engine turns
over, but I lifted up tne hood and it
was Jjust shaking slightly from side to side, kind of tied cdown by a
lot cf straps and wires. Ne wonder the damn thine wouldn't zo, soame
fool khad tied it all up. Tals is zeinz to be a lct of work, but
nothirz I can't handle. In a few hours the enzine is completely free,
and when I start her up agaln she turns ever and over., I test drive
her and find I'm gettin- a smopther ride and betier mileaze. Cther
meterists are stalled at the curb, their engines stecming and sweating
tecause they can't turm ovaer. Somebod*'s srendineg a lot of time and
money sneakinz around at night fastening tnese engines down. I seem
tc be the only cne on the street who has figured ocut what 1s wreng.
A airl fla@s me down. She's late fer werk and frankly says, althouzh
she deesn't care fer my type, I can come over after werk if I'll £ix
her car., It's one of these big American jobs with eight pistons. g6 oo B
need her help. We unfasten the whcle engine so it can turn over but
new it wen't start; I can spin the engine over and over with my
hand but it wen't cateh. Must be a fuel line. I figzure ocut a way
tc eliminate a lot of the fuel line so the fuel runs faster and better,
but although it rung it coughs. A dirty piston, I have to tell her.
Ly thlis time she is frantic. Her boss is geing to kill her if she's
rot at work in five minutes. I'd give her a ride in my car but I
want to lick this problem first. We have to take cff the spark plugs
end climb down in each piston and clean them cut, that's the cnly
way, Naturally there's net much room down there so we both have to
take off our clothes. ~Lucky everybody else is stranded, even the
eors, I apparently am the only one whe knows how to fix a car any
mere, the things are so complicated, Iech piston reguires a different
special kind of work in there to make it right again. Ey the time
we get through with all eight pistons and put the spark pluzs back
cn we discover that we have worked so well together we are in leve.
She guits ‘her jobe e have two cars running now, and canmct decide
whether to open a gzarage cr start a taxl business. -
Wit
"ecoking back through the years, seeing both errors and trimphs in
their correct perspective, I feel I have enjcyed 1t all. The motor
trade has been, so far as I am concerned, a most interesting business.’
HeFoeS. Morgan )
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(Froam a letter to Allan Pozrund): A small side trip about cur *4v.
It mclted one nicht when we were watching it in bed and rilled the
covers up around our necks and accidentally covered up the vents in
the bagk of the tv. 4 puddle cf melted wax under the tv, and Brod-
erlck Crawfcerd dwindling to a det and vanishinz just ag he was abouah
to make hles last stend against the cops up in th® hills. Sc a ccuple
of weeks ago I tecok it to a tv repair shep fer an estimate, anitici-
ratinz my paycheck. Call back in two days, they said; I czlled back
znd they were very apoloretic. "Je were robbed last nizht. I'm
sorry, but ycur tv was stolen. They even tock the 25¢ items. We were
insured, don't werry, we wilil get you a brand new tv.'! 8o new Wilma
and I believe in God and zo tc Vespers eVery week, even though we
cften fall asleep and fall off the pews and that's very hard cn Wilma
because she's premnant, you Xknow.

(From a letter to Beb Lichtman): I don't think therc's much point in
arguing the virtues of the city vs the ccuntry or country vs ciiy

any mecre. The thing 1s I Jo understand wiay you like the country. I
8till like the city. I've been stoned in the city and the country &
dig the city better. Sirens and noise & 1ivht and smog don't freak
M -OL o a6, 0L Liery o diz ther. BSince I den't believe in any big absol-
ute scale cf right or wrong anyway, I think you've got to put it dcwn
to differernces in temperament or something. Bwsses & fire engines &
traffic lishts turn me on mere than trcut streams and deer &c.

That ‘s an actual fact, which I have mcasured extensively and founé te
be true. I'm a city-freak, that's all; I sct restless & bored in the
country, my brain gets fogged up: just as yours does in the city.
Well, you see, that's what makes the world so wonderful and holy:
total absurdity, such as this discussion we've been having for a year,

$e3e st
This 1s a government cf the pcorle--not cetsl
sEiciew
About, 50% of our mail says, "I could write llke you cnly better if I
hid the time." The other 50% never geis here.
ik
AB3URDITY (Part II) Wilma and Peter and I were driving home frem

my mother's house in Inglewood last Sunday
morning, at a little bit past midnight, in the black 1954 Morgan
Couve that I have had for nearly five years. We stopped at a red
light, and Peter dropped his bottle on the floor. Wilma reached
dowrnn to pick it up, adjusting Peter in her lap., A White 19¢€S
Thunderbird rammed into the back of the Morgan, went up and over,
ripping the convertible top off, pushing the topbars down, tearing
cff the windshield, crashed down on the hood in front, and stopped a
hundred feet ahead. We were drenched with zasoline., I got out,
pilled the top off of Wilma's head, and helped her oubt with Peter.
We are alive. The car was dsestroyed. Had Peter not dropped his
bottle, he and #Wilme micht be dead,

*Prest¥® 6 May 1970



