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POOR RICHARD'S ALMANAC #13, whlch happens to be the number of
thie particular issue, 1is edited by rich brown, ag 8lways, but
from 36th Tactical Fighter Wg, APO 132, NY, NY. Letters must
bear that address and also be eddressed as follows: A2C Richard
W. Brown, AF 19646261. BSorTy, pipple, but tha's how 1t goes.
Publisher is Bruce Pelz. Diatributed, despite what it says on
the cover, through the 93th FAPA mailing. Thls iassue 1a just &
vwee bit delayedo.
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“T7HE letter column in this 1s

e Vagi;; gzggginfff?fff“5 § sue -~ the first time such

Hiné;ilht on Fandom a column has appeered here
o A -- 18, if I may be permitted
call Ne Not Joe Doskes the expression, pretiy pilsa

peor. While this may Bit the

Journey To Mars

1iks tc take the space here to
Let;;;g“n Mareh.seessasssed sey that It 1ill Not Happen
&gain, and to explain why 1t
s oWriting resderscooell aball note
Bob Lichtman came thru
with a trufine letter -- and
art sredltes there are four other passable
- responses; five, if I can fil-
EOrEn Rabert s %}%?ﬁft gure & way to work in lHarry
rich brown Varner Jr's late, but other-
(lettering) wise fine, letter,
I sent ocut 25 coples of
g By DRSNS o the last PRA (outside of FAPA,
ggcover - Thomas Smith ¢hat is), 40 extra coples of
' #10, 40 coples of #1, g% CO=
ies of #9. The fact that 1
The poem on the bacover 18 p
vy oo farquis via rich brown had not previously sent out

eice ooviee, Jf Fks tnd e
TEN (& P ’ Ty T H ‘A€ etter @
CHNCINEINCINCINCINCINE toit: hove. may hve. had  BEIL

of a 1ot to do with the poor, quantively speaking, responce I
received,

I like to kmow whether people are reading my fanzines, or
not, That is, when they're readsbdle, I doe.

So forthwith (which is & pretty fancy word, I'm sure you
will agree) the followlng policy poes into effect for none
FAPAns: I will send 20 extra coples to the first 20 wlers and
others to friends and contrivutors. Those who respond == with
a fanzine, & letter, or even just & 1i°'l ol' poectsarcd, -~ will
continue to receive 1t. Those who don't, won't.

&
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editoriail (continued) 4

Sometimes, if I don’t watch mysa2lf real carefully, I find
that I fesl juasil exactly like Holden Caufield. I really de. I
mean, I feel just like I could think up sbout twelve million
things that really give me a cage of the running gripes. Little
things, agprevating thingsg miniscule; microscopic, infurilating
things. If you kmow what I mean. I mean, I really could.

Take, just for a grubby 'for instance,' soffee.

Now, it used to be that you drank coffee tc keep awake. I
medn, 1f you were going somewhere -= say, driving yourself =
and all of a sudden you felt pretty goddamn sleepv, or something
1like that, then all you had to do was to pull the hell over at
some way-gide restaurant and get a cup of coffes. You drink the
coffes, because the damn caffine in 1t stimulate the hell out of
youg 1t goee right out to your nerve ends and really lets you
know that you're alive and ewake. s what the hell it does.

1'd be willing to bet thast if 1t hadn't been for coffes,
there would have been a hell of & lot mors dead truck arivers.
(Amounsz other things.) They would have fallen esleep &t the
wheels of thelr trucks and crascked up. They would have been
splattered all over the road, all messy &nd gory and everything.

But coffee kept them alive; kept them from splattering all
over the road and getting 211 messy & etc. Coffee kept them a=
Wan o

In fact; now that I think it over, I°d even be able to bet
that coffee has saved more lives than Superman and Captain Mar-
ble and Batman combined., I really would.

But days, they've taken the caffine gut of coffee.
People want to be able to drink 1% and be able to go to sleep
right after thati. Which is pretty damm silly, if you want to
know the truth. It’s about as silly ae taking the alchhol out
of such horrible testing crap as Besr, Gin, and Rum. I meen,
without the alchohol, nobody would touch "emo. And without the
oaffine, you would think; I mean, you would propsbly think that
ne one would drink coffees, elther.

But 1t just ain't so, Dammit. For gggg damn resson, SoMe
people actually like the taste of coffee. d these people
want to have thelr cake and eat 1t, tco. Or, to get out of the
world of Little Mental Pictures, they want %o drink their cof-
fee and then be able to drop in the poddamn sack right away and
snore like a bat out of hell.

That's the whole trouble. You get something like coffee,
vhich has prob'ly saved more lives than Superman and Captain
Marble and Batman combined, and people just want to go to
sleepo

It's disgusting.

It really 1s.

*4

LOOK WHO®'S STEALING FROM BURBEE DEPT.:
"fAbout how many top leaders are there?‘’ Martin asked. 'You
want to tell us, siri I mean, top leaders. Inner circle.’
(eontinued on pp 20)




QUG
VADIS, by
Michael L. lMcluown
ROCKET

RANGER?

fﬁ ET me say here and now that I am not a
Fan -~ in any way. 1 am a Science
& Fiction Reader, and I have never had any
\\ particular contact with Fandom before. (I'm
just trying to clear the air before I start,
80 as not to cause any hard feeling -- I don'*t
mind arocusing strong feeling, but 1 hate to
{ be ignored.) I am neither a Science Fiction
jg Collector. I don’t go out of my way to get
/ ahold of particular stories or editions of
SFLit; I just read what I can get, when and
how I can (althourh I've almost been caught
occasionally) and I do read other things be
sides SF -~ the KAMA SUTRA, the Clavicule of
Solomon, Iittle Albert, the Red Book of Appin,
and such as that.

As you may gather, I have a certain in-
terest in Satanism, witchecraft, and related
subjects (we used to have a thaumaturgical
fan society in Salem, Mass., 6 but some oppres-
sor of minority groups by the name of Mather
closed it down - he got his on Black Sunday;
several of our witches were from Xoravia).
Also sex, which doesn't seem tc be thick e=
noush in SF for the readers of slicks. 1

& read Playboy and there’s a great amount of
good OF to be found there; but why not when
they pay the prices they do? 1 really en-

joyed Asimov's "Playboy and the Slime Ged." ¢Twas pretity sharp stuff.

Anyway, what got me to writing this article was the fact that one of my
spies went to the Pittcon last year and egave a quite enthusiastic report on
some of his conversations with varicus writers, editors, illustrators and such-
like, I was especially fascinated with this taped interview with Willy lLey.
Good thinkstuff.

30, here I sat at Tyndall, trying to figure a way to gafiate (see, I'm a
linzuist, too —- I also speak Russian) when I ranm into a fan known as Rig)
Braun. the Meekon, or one of the Wandering LASSS.

Within the first ten minutes of talking SF,  the name Bjo comes into the
conversation Now this is nct the first time 1 have run into the name My
spy at the Pittcon was telling me about self-same type; also movie shown along
with "The Mesquite Kid Rides Apain,' the Genie bit -~ you know, "Make me a Mar.
tini.," anyway. I'm starting to realize there is more to Fandom than merely the

idiocy of superannuated adolescence and retarded Hallowelenism, There is also

i
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beotiful weemin and sources of information I might be able to tap. Besides,
I'm one of these people whe bas a bone to pick with the worldd and T believe
there are kindred spirits to be found behind the Luck Rogers masks,

For instance, I am particularly fond of good (I eannct c¢mphasize the word
too stren-ly) SF and Fantasy Films, i.e., ‘The Terror of Dracwla,’ "The Curse
of the Wwerewolf.! "The 27th Day,! and a few other really top=notch, well-=dons
flicks that kept the story line and the tralition of the original details and-
seript. I have several beefs with Hollywood about tneir filming of horror
stories:

1, When will these people learn that a werewolf is @ man that turns ine
to a wolf not some sutant monstrosity that looks like both? .

%. +that old crumbling ghost-infested castles are dirty, nct sterils
creations with spotless floors and neatly-draped cobwebs!

3. that brontesaurus are not carniverous?

L, what a nineteenth-century laboratory looks like, even with apparati
for making people?

5. there are other ways to subdue a vampire than just a crucifix «- a

. rose, for instance, fastencd to the coffin will keep a vampire fie rising,
O

6. that pecple with good sense, especially beautiful he
take long evenin# strolls in vampire-infested territory,

7. that aliens mirkt just as conceivably be friendly and even handsome
eritturs,

8, it is quite possible that 2ist Century Man will not revert to Renais
sance dress:; —- and 1 could go on like this 211 day.

In England, where 1 once lived, there is a society which governs the publi.
cation and filwminr of mystery steri-s. and establishes a eriterion for the mystery
writers and publisher to follow; something to the effect that all fil=e must show
a logical and plausitie method of committing the crime, that the criminal nmust
not be revealed before the end, that no unnecessary or senseless trutality not in
keening with the story line may be shown. Of course, there are exceptions: mane
hunts histerical grimes. etc., but the general qualification has caused the
quality of the British mystery, 1lit., and flick to be somevhat above average.

I am informed that there is a group trying to make The Lord Of The nines
into a film., I have not read the book as of the moment and may never get to
it with all the otber readine that I have piled up alreadv, but 1 would like to
think I could take time out tn see the film and get a sood reproducticn of the
hook withant tle nanal Hollyweod distortion. Tt would e = . ood thing if there
were a group which could, speakine for the true SF peader, ccl.ector. fan, and
diseriminatins film viewer, control the quality of future ZF films asl ive the
average slob a clearer idea of what SF really is., His present conceptiun is
pretty tadly warped by such partage as {Teen-age Frankenstein,' 'I l'arried a
¥onster.?! ‘The lLeech-Woman 5 a@tc. ad nauseum,

Questions: liow can I get hold of Richard Matheson, the vampire expert?

Is Asimov really a human being?

IS Blish a sex-fiend or is it just his way of hidine the faet that he's
very shy? '

Thank you for listening to my tale of woe, rans, and kefore you wind up
your propellor teanies. the name is

nes, do not

~-MICHAEL L. McQUCWN
Box 283, L756AEGp
_ Tyndall AFE, Fla.
P.S. KNCW ANY GCCOD GAFIATION TRCENIGI'CS FROY THE YILITARY?
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"Iim gonna do my stuff for FAPA, and since you're an 0ld time fén I know
you'd love to do something for me, Of course. you haven't been in Fandom for
a long time, and mavbe you don't feel up to writing a little..."

The above quote should be justification for homocide, but sadly so, it
1enft. More happy friendships, boon companionships, just plain buddys have
come to riff because of that simple little quote.

Let me explain.

Active fan comes calling on old inactive, He has his arms laden with the
rood things of 1ife- Tre old 1ife that is. Beer, fanzines. beer, eics

ile sits himself down and slyly begins far afield. He regales you with
tales of loose women and red wine. He discusses everything under the sun ==
except fandom, He knows that you have been long in the boondocks and that
your mental tonsue hangith out.

Finally the thread will stand the strain no longer.

“Tell me, please tell me. Let me hear what I want to hear. Give me the
scoop! Oh please oh please what of FJA and is Laney still mad at fandom?
ces Space Warp still warp? Does Bl still stand for Beer Enterprises and
Moskowitz? I die for a word of the old liie. I thirst for a drop from the
fountain of true fandom == Give,"

ictive fan sinks into his seat and leers: From a tattered tattersal he
drags forth a pulpy wad of crud, Your eyes bulge, your breath comes short,
your hands shake, You swoon.

It's all there, The narcotic narvina. You sprain his wrist as you selze
upon the foul maggot-infested sheets. The lurid pics, the purple phrases; the
mispelled words. The surgested meanings, the high-flown verbage, it is all a
sct to your ardd aoml .

You are HCOKFD,

For what seems centuries you drink his beer, you read his fanzines. Then,
slowly, throurh the pink haze, a voice begins to touch your ear, The first
guoted phrase begins to make itself heard.

"Yhattaya mean maybe I donft feel up to writing something. Bell, I got &
million things., After readine this stuff I can see that fandom ain't what it
used to be, What these ruys are all sissy's. The dames sound like Dikes, There
5in’t no sex in SF anymore., W“here's the ruts? What's happened to the Old a8
tors? I guess 1911 have to de somethins for you, if this is what fanzines are
like today."

You go on and on and on. Then, slowly, you realize that Active Fan isn't
sayins anything. He merely sits and smiles., !e smiles and smiles and smiles.

Then you know you're HOCK iD,

Active Fan leaves you then, and the horrible trutn comes and sits on the arm
of your chair and it leers and leers and leers. It whispers o you that you
haven't a damn icdea in the world, You haven't gotten franticly fannish in years,
you are, in a word a jerk. You have committed yourself to a fan A fan is a
thine that never forrets. A fan is a subespecies of the human race that never
lets a promise (real or fancied) go unaccounted for. You must produce or all
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Fandom will know your perfidity.

It's easy. You got a million of fem. TYou tell yourself, and the horrible
truth fades laughing.

Let's see. 1°11 do a satire on Prozines after the manner of Chaz Burtee,
I'1]1 write an article on fanzines called "Through Barkest Drivel, with gun and
beer.can,;" T¢11 write a witty story about a fan who dies and has milliens hid-
den in the pages of old fanzines, I%11 write a nasty history of the local fan
club, I'11 write a double-meaning poem akout Lhe sex habits of fans, 1911,
Iv11, I°11

You are stumped,

You tear off to your tripewriter and you reel in a fresh sheet of paper,
You begin with a wild, locse. disjointed ramble into the perscnal habits of all
the o0ld fans you used to hate. You tear it up. You start again. You tear it
up. 7You start again. You...bul why go on?

So what? You'll do a picture story, after the manner of Briggs' ZAP, You
o TouErion ponol can e peane. s Temily Siiste SHly the seratcling of
The laughter = p s trutgl penci. and a small haunting laughter.

The days draw on and the nights grow cold and publication day is nigh, vYh&
to ?o? What to do? Simple., At last, the perfect solution, You got to Active
fan's home- You draw him aside. you clutch him fondly. you whisper in his ear,
you embrace in goodfellowship. and then you slip the knife in.

Thrice blessed is he who dispatchith a fan,

===Chick Derry, 1953

1p we

| Ga) w t Joe Doakes, call mz not o
| ({Reprinted from HAIR Vol. 1. ! G 3t
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U HE lazy sun hanging in the afternoon sky displayed no sigu of interest in the aci-
3 vities on the zirfield below, but gomething there was extremely interescting to
the throngs of people pushing themselves up as cloese as permitted by the host of guards
op duty. A slesk rocket~ship stood in the widdle of the field ready to be launched in-

to spaceac ; .

As the coremonies ended, the President bid farewell to the two young pilots, ‘lom
Barker and David Marks. UYhey climbed up the ramp, waved at the people and disc?-PPeared
through the port. In a few minutes the ship exploded into sudden action, leaving the
tarth behind,

"iell, " declared Tom, ™'he first flight from Larth to Mars is wdervay.”

nand until we get there," remarked David, "Nothing to do except talk, cat and
gleepo"

p“Ah, but who could ask for more?™ wighed Tom as he tilted his seat back to a more
confortable angle. "Let us eat, drink end be merry, for tomorTow...uh...tomorrow we
ghall resch liars."

"Yes," replied David, "where the slithy toves do gyre and gimble in the wabe."

"But only when it’s brillig, (What time is it?) But you kmow, the nicest thing
about being underway is getting a brezk from gl1 that dained studying.®

"Yesh, they sure can cram a lot intc a guy. (Fifteen after five.) Lverything
from abstract mathematics to philosophy."”

"And from Shakespeare to Superman.®

"AL, yves," sighed David, ™Irue, how true. 'The szkies are psinted with uanuamber'd
sparks; They are all fire and every onme doth shine; But there's but one imn all doth hold
his place.*”

"5t tu, Brute?®

“Yeah, letts eat."

fCon mucho gustol”

"A bunch of inot-hcles to you, too'"

They ats. They drank. They made Mary—-er, I mean merry,

"Ashal" David said with a very self-pleased smile, "That uge & good meal I fixed--"
Tom was chuckling, "What's so funny?"

"Ch, I was juet wondering what they'd think if I were to kill you,"

"Very funny," smneered David, "Think you can get a little witiisrp®

"Sure. How's this: suppose you were to kill me? Better?®

"Much better. Bub, just for kicks, let's live and let live a while longer,®

"*So-k with me. ‘Iwere to consider too curdiously %o consider so. What time ig it?®

"Six-thirty. Hey, look up ahead!®

"Well I'1l]l be & dirty bird!" ezclaimed Tom, ™A epace-riverd®

"Asaand you can't hardly get them no more. We'd betier put on our rain coats.?

/ JOURNEY TO 1ARS /
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JOURNEY TO KARS — ii

The space-river rushad toward the ship and poured over its air-tight water-
proof sikin. 'The two space navigators sat in their dry rain coats watching the
svirling water bub.ling ageinst the port windows. Javid bepan reciting:

“*Through the waves of Gitchee Gumee,
ihrough the shining [ig-Space water,
With the rocket's precious cargo,
dith the cargo — ‘om and David.'"

"Conrado," replied Tom, "Our armor all is strong, our cause the best; then
reason willa our hearts ahould be good."

*"(hat was a nasty word you used there, Yom."

"What? "

"y Reaeon‘ LR, )

"Oh, excuse me, ‘This fine old world of ourz is but a child."

"The river's all passed, Tom."

The men %Took off their dry rain coats and walked toward the lockers. Tom
stepped " the edge of his rain coat and fell flat on his tail.

"hice shot, Straight Aryow," laughed Devid. ;

"sh, go to hell.”

"Really‘?“

"Well, since you put it that way, let's both elimb up into the observation
done, "

“Callooh!"

They climbed up into the crystal-domed observatory and sat watching the
stars and worlds and all the thousands of things that £ill space.

"Look ahead, friend Tom. The red planet liars. We'll be there soon.

"Yes, Dave, very happy. Hey, look at the pig flying byt"

“Don't be silly. How can a pig fly?"

"I don't know. Ask the pig."

"Where did you hide whatever it is you've been drinking?®

"On the contrary, David, I was never more sober in my life.
flying by, cross my heart and bhope to dise."

k. You saw a flying pig., I suppose it had wings?"

"Yes, it diu. HMade of horsefeathers.”

"Horsefeathera! Well why didn't you say so? I thought you were going to
tell me they were made of pig feathers.®

“Certeinly not, You know there’s no such thing as pig feathers! And that
raeminds me, Yave, did you hear the one about moth ballg—-"

A sudden serioug, then sinister, expression crossed lavid's face.
ured and menacing tone he spoke to 'lom.

"The tive has come to talk of many things."

Ton's mouth hung agap. ‘hen in 2 hushed voice he asked, ™0f cabbages and

Lappy?"

I 33w a pig

In peay-

Kingg?"
David laughied wickcdly, then whispered loudly, "o, of lettuce and qusens.”
ﬂoh_?n
"eali, In our last game I had four queens, and you never did give me uy
lottuce.”
"Is that ail? Here's a tlree-dollar bill."
"Thanks, paio.”

It is not poscible to tell in worus of the beautiful region popvlarly but
inappropriately called "space." lere a:l the celestial multitudes reveal thame
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journey toc mars =- iii 11
selves in their full splendor, undimzd by the eternal haze possessed by planetary
atmospheres. The two young men sat in silence for a long time.
¥Isn't Polaris beautiful, Tom?"
"Yes beautiful. Dave,cc.
*As your bright and shiny spark,
Lights the traveler in the dark,
Thoush 1 know not what you are,
Twinkle, twinkle, little star,'"
Dav@&d smiled, them replied:
"tTuinkle. twinkle, little shtar,
Now I wonder wha' tyou are!
Aaall th! resht have thirdy=one
"Ceptin’ February, an® it don't.'"
"Dontt what?"
"Don'{ twinkle."
"You mean "doesn’t’,"

"Don't. doesn't, it's an elephant.”

"Dave, you're a perfect fool."

"Now, Tom, boy, I kncw you love me
and want to pay me a compliment, but you
know I'm not perfect. Rather, say we are
both very happy fools, We, and all the
stars.,.and happiness. Listen to the stars,
Tom, Isn't the music lovelyt"

2 "Yes, Dave, # perfect symphony con-
- taining only perfect chords."
They sat listening for a long time.
Then Tom yawned and said, "I guess we‘d
tetter go to bted."
They climbed out of the observatory
and went to bed. All was still and dark.
"Dave N "
"Yeah?"
"What time was it when you turned
out the light?"

1

‘&“@”&)"
5

"Ten "til eleven.,"

"Thanks. Pleasant dreams. "

"Same to you, ‘lom,"

The room was then very still. That was because there wasn't any noise.

It was morning by David's wateh only; outside, "space" was without day or nignt,
the stars still shone, “ars still glowed red ahead. Tom and David ate breakfast.
Later they played a game of handtall in the ship's gymnasium, followed by a game of
chess in the study- Then they went up into the observatory to watch the stars and
Mars and to talk.,

"The disk of 'ars is quite plain now."

"Yes, Tom, it won’t be long "til we get there,"

Tom sang: "Oh willow, titwillow, titwillow!"

"You sound like a rusty waterfall," laurhed David.

"Thanks,"

"You're welcome,"

"Ch willow, titwillow, tit-- what time is it?"

"Eleven o‘clock."

A meteorite rushed by, A few moments latei another whizzed Wery near the ob=
servatory,

"I wonder." mused Tom. "what would happen if an extra large meteorite, and may-
be composed to contramatter. say, should hit the dome.”
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"Now that's an optomist for you." A large meteorite zoomed directly overhead,
"Well, that's enough for me." blurted Dave, diving for the exit,

"I'm wid you. bhoy." yelled Tom, dashins behind him. The control room was
below the observatory, so it took practically no time at all for the men to gat
there,

"Better seal off the dome," called Tom as he turned on the video,

"Right." David replied, pushing a button on the instrument panel.,

The scene on the video showed they were in 2 large meteor swarm, but most of
the 'space-stones’ were very small. The sound of meteorites hamnering against the
crystal dome filled the room. That was bacause meteorites were hammering against
the crystal dome.

"Well nothing else we can do," said David, "We may as well feed our faces."

And once more they ate, drank, and, uh, made merry.

"This stuff tastes like masked potatoes and graveyv, Dave,"

"I'm not at all surprésed,”

"What is it. then?"

"Succotash,”

when the men finished eating, Tom checked the view plate. "Well," he announced,
"We'‘re out of the swarm.”

David flicked a few switches. tren, satisfied, said, "No damagre done to the
dome, We can go back up."

Unce ‘more the space travelers took their seats in the observatery and watched
the red world filling; the heavens ahead, The canals were very distinct now. and
they could see the tiny artian moons, Photos and Doimos, making their endless race
around their primary. Watching the scene, the two men drew the same conclusion:
they were nearing ars. And they were rirht, too.

As they kept gettine closer, they reachcd other cenclusions. Like, it was time
to start guiding the ship in to land on the rwiiv surface of the nearing planet, -o
they climbed down te the navigation room,

Guiding the ship into an ortit; they circled the planet again and again, until
thvir speed was reduced enourh to make the landing, Mars filled the entire scene
below the ship.,

"Big. ain't it, Tom?"

“Yeah. but not as big as the earth."

" Then Tom sang: Y 'Mid pleasures and palaces tho we may roam,
Be it ever so humble, there's no place 1like hom@,..' "

Down they guided the ship, Down to the shining Plalin of Nonsense. Down to the
fair city Illorical,

They landed on the landine field of the city. A huge crowd cathersd abtout the
shin, The two youne men appear:d and came triumphantly down the ramp,

"Welcome," the crowd shouted, "Welcome home from Harth!"

-=Dan Marsh, 159
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MIKE MCINERNsY comnents on #12¢ First chance I get to write a letter I1'11
write to 1ill kvans and get on the FAPA wl. °Till then, it is nice to
read a MAPAzine telling a new members thoughts after having seeated out The
Long Wait. st You know, of course, that iney could use the glogan bLECT-
RIC if he wanted to copy and change his pickname all at the same time, An
electron of itself left alone does no work on anything else, but electri-
city is one of the greatest sources of power around. 33 Iou say that
the only cartoons that end with "That's ALl Folks:" were the uugs sunny
cnes. Since Porky Pig is the character who says these immortal words
and since he appears in some that bugs doesn’t, isn't it more likely that
most, if not all, Porky Pig cartoons also end with these words? No? Yes.
s What position did Fancy II tske on the FANWISH II photocover?

But, Fike, Bugs bunny is the one that pulls down the screen (as 1 remember it)
that says "[hat's All Folks!™ So, I still contend it's Bugs. liowever, since
I am probably wrong wrong wrong (I usually am), we won't have a feud over it,
or anything. We might turn the subject over to XbRO, or some other New Fandom
fangzine, but we won't get into a feud over it. I mean, 1 could imagine it if
we did; I mean, everyone talding sides snd All Fandom Plunged Inte War, and fans
throwing around nasty insults and half of fandom gafiating with parting sbote
that say, "I don't give a damn if it's POGOS" and other cynical-type things.
And just when it locks like The ind Of Fandom As We Know It, some bright young
neofan cuggests that someone consult an authority. And this same bright
young fan sends out his fanzine wvith the anmnouncement that he's consulting
fandom's movie authority -— 4e Ackerman, And he prints Ackerman's answer, whic
tums cut to he "I don't know," and then everyiling gies to hell and thus,
2 hobby of some thirty years is destroyed. ¢: I ;uess we beiter not hava a
feud on that, hike. 3: Fancy II was being read by Trina Costelio when she
posad for the photocover of the Fannish II., Just her and the Faney II, 3¢
0h, yes = she was wearing a beanie.

Tes, really and truely, I got & #*p-o*c-Tro-c*A-R*d from the inventor of
that wozrd,” Lbk HOFMIAN: Much thenks for bundle fnz!

You're entirely welcone.

My suspicions that JEFF WANSHELL was a postcard-sending =———————— were

confimmed, because that's what he sent me:  Just a note to &) confirm
your susoicions; I gm & postecard-sending ——————-—; and b) to lset you
know that [ like your FAPAzine a lot." I mean, I really do. You know,
you've the kind of autbor who I'd like to call on the phone and have a
long ecnversation with, except 1°d probably talk about the damned N3F,
for Ghu's sake. I1'm not a very good conversationalist, you know. But
vhat I wanted to say is that it's FAPAtime pgain and I wanted to assure
you that 1°d like to keep on receiving PRA, and an even willing to go to
the lemgths of continuing to send my fanzine on an all-for-ail basis.
I really Gid and I really am. Y mean, I'm not shooting the old erap or
anything., You know. Sometimes I think that if it wasn't for THo CATCLuR
IN ihis RYE I'd never be able to write decent postcards... s: PS: Say;
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did you know that I‘m a hoax and you're a third of me? You learn something new
every day...it caue as quite a shock to ue,

That's redickledockle. I mean, it really is. I mecan, hoy, for GHisake, could
you be a hoax created by me and a couple other pipple (who, by the way?) when
our writing styles are 50 ghudamn different it's pitiful. I mean, it really

We both write pretty well -— I may that becauce I don't believe in any

of that false wuodesty crap - but there's a iig Difference that gnybody
could notice if they tried. I mean, I won't even point it out, its so ghudamn
gbvious and all, :: Sometimes I think that if it wasn't for ibk CAYLCUZR IN
The dYk I'd never be able to write decent answers to postcoards.

I thought ROUIN WOOD had gafiated, but I sent him a copy of the last PRA
because his story was in it, and he seys: Well, man — I was glad to dig your

fanzine -- good heavens, this is the 12th of the ALHANAC gerics? Man, have
I been out of it, Sut it looks like I may withdraw back into the shelterxing
arms of fandom once again (with a litile urging I may even start writing
tliings again, as 1've alrcady tried writing short stories while in this
rounchy outfit and failed miserably). I feel I could knock off a good one
or two right now, as 1've just pgotten back from a leave to fabulous northern
california., Actually I didn't do uuch ol a goddamn thing but loaf, but I
still got o feeling with it and once agsin in contact with Life end Real
People, at least for & little wiile. 23 1'1l have to admit I was a little
surprised to see this thing by me in /12, A 'clascic reprint'? Ian't this
getting carried away somewhat? 1 doubt 4if this thing will bring me a deluge of
letters and zines from people begging for material tho, as it was readable tais
time., Man, this was written in 56! In those days I dida't even have ths ox-
cuse of being crunk., What monster have I created? ¢: Actuaily I doubt if I
could write such senseless all-in-good-pointless-sha. gy-dog-type~fun stories
any more. No longer am I the unsuspicious happy little hillbilly, dedicated
to running around, having fun, and drinking Pepsi with the rest of humanity.
Somewhere along thne line I suddenly irealized that atomic fallout, mustard
gas, germ warfare, and inmumerable other things and such goodies are Real
Things., Hence, I became disillusioned with humanity. I have grown old. I
evea read a few books by Kercuac. 33 I may kiss the entire mess off, go
AWOL and retire into the hills to become a Druid Konk., 33 Well, at least,
in looking over this sine of yours, it ap:ears that thiz here rich brown

cat nas matured a little in the past few yesars. OSwinging. :: 4n I com-
pelled to comnent on Harry Warner Jr's bit on xmas cards? 1 mean; seeing

ag it was written in 58, vwhen I was no doubt graduating from high school,
perhaps even created at the moment I atood before the Good Parents {after
drinikd:> it up at the graduation orgzy) at the cercuony and delivered a
aypocritical speech about Dear Old lIS and liow Wonderful It Was and liow We
Are low Preparing Wo Take Qur rFlaces In This Great and Wonderful World and
All That Good BS. Han, that was & long itime agn. 1 could go on for pages
about xmzs cards, but I won't. A4s far as 1 can see them, they are a rea-
sonably good way, & socially accepted way, of getting in touch with someone
you haven't dug for many = moon. Otherwise, the hell with them, In fact, if
this comercialization of imas kecps up 1 may write a nasiy letter to the
Pope., If oniy I was a Catholic. If only the Pope could read. 1 wonder if
God talka Latin... 3: 1'd better quit knockin: religion. I often gev
carried away on that subject. Just read a ook on Zen, It almost makes
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sense. 1 maly read it again. Now that the Beats are gone and nearly ‘:j
forgotten it may even be Socially Acceptable to read about Zem, 1°d

like to get a good book on Druids, Jjust.sc I could bone up om the

subject. and bug these religious fanatics who keep telling me I'm omn

my way to hell.. s:. . Well, I believe I have said whatever I have said

so far, so 1 do believe 1 will pull it to a halt for the time being.

if you find time to drop a line or sine or something my way 1'd appre-

ciate it., Meanwhile, hang ever loosely, and as I said previousaly, I

am seriously considering returning to fandom. latter of fact, at this

moment I am actually smoking a cormcob pipe at tbis very moment,

Druidism is Nice, but Satanism is Detter. I mean, I1've had these religious
fanatie types  approach me and go into their long spiels and suchliks as
that; when I offhandly mention that I'm a Satanist and  they start to turn
on the scorn (or should I have spdlt that withoui an '5'7) 1 J.Oftl-y o=
Plys 'Well. at least with my religion, I'm sure where 1'm f20ing.co" 3 Ae
nother thing, too. A friend of ming works in finance here at Tyndall,
the place whers they punch dog-tags. _So 1 now have myself on2 which reads
“BROWN, RICHARD W., AF 19646261 159 0 P0S ICONOCLAST.®  As .you might i-
magine, this also causes Much Good Fum, 35 lovely water

Last, but far from least, we have a 1lengthy epistle from BOB LICHT:AN;
It's difficult for me to say what I intend to publish for FAPA when 1
first got on the waitlist. I reslly didn't give it much thought, be-
cause I started out #28 on the list and that was enough to put the gtall
on any long-range plans (if this gets printed, and someone who started
cut /44 or something like that on the waitlist reads it, I1'll bet he's
laughing like crasy). I mean, getting on the FAPA waitlisi was some-
thing that one did, and still does. Tou just had to, Oor;else — well,
or else you were out of a sort of fannish social security, naybe, I dun-
no, Anyway, I didn't have many ideas of publishing specifically for
FAPA whea 1 (ot on its waitlist. Hell, I wasn't even in SAPS vwhen 1
did it, and Psi-Fhi had only seen its first issue (remembver the Bottom
0f Page Ten, rich?) and the second was in the dummy stsges. ts Of
course, I did get ideas as I went along. For quite a while; well over
a year in fact, I had some idea about hitting every mailing with a
moderate-sized magazine, which was eround 20 pages in those days. 1 m
longer have such delusions of grandeur, though, Since early this year,
and with my change in attitude towards all of fandom, I doubt if I
will be as active in FAPA as I would have been, I sort of expect io
make two meilings a year, Sut I can't really say. It all depends on a
lot of willy tibings. I have some idea about quitting all my apas ex-
cept for FAPA, SAPS and UilPA, in waich case 1'd be able to do more for
FAPA, 1In fact, I gm going to quit N'APA-at the end of this year, Cult
by the end of this summer, and CRAP sometime in the near future (when
the blow-up comes, like), That leaves the Big Three I listed three
lines above, plus IPS0 which I am going to stick with for at least its
first year to see what it evolves into. I've already ceased my general
fanzine publishing and much of my leiterhacking to genzines. 1've cut
my correspondence by arcund 80%. In short, I'm sort of retiring to the
apas. 3t Why I am doing this is not too easy to say. I knmow, rich,
that from your writing in this PRA and elsewhere you must have had the
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same idea about fandom taat I did: that you would, by Roscoe, stay in lForever-
and-gver. 1 had that notion too., Dut face it: it's pretcy sick, sin't it?
Devoting oneself to the concept of "fandom" is about as sick as devoting one-
gelf to an “organizstion,™ and if fans put down the Organization Man why can't
they see thelr way clear to putting tiemselves down somewhat, too? I stay

in fandom now because, primarily, of my friends here. Also partly becanse

I'm interosted in amateur presc associations, and not just fannish ones (like,
by the time the next FAPA mailing coues out, I ought to be a member cf the
National Amateur Press Association), from a sociological and archivistic view-
point., 3: "My friends in fandom." \Who are they? This is sometiving that

I can't really say in print, especially since there's an offhand possibility
that you might print this. {Yes.) I%t's hard to differentiate between the peo~
ple vhor I honestly consider my frienius and those who are just interesting to
me because of their interests in fields that interest me., And if you're inter-
gctod in vhere I would put you, rich, I can't really say too well, 1 have s
fecling that if I knew you better 1'd either be one of your best friends

and you mine, or we would hate each others guts. From what I recall of your
past writings, we both seem to have been raised in the same sort of family.

My father is also a machinist, and I seem to recall you saving that your
father was, tco. We're both chickanshit about getting hurt, But you're prob-
ably not as chickenshit as me about fighting back, Only I'm not as ¢.s. about
it as I used to be, I've pained sore self-respect than I used to have, and this
makes a lot of difference in many aspects — I think. Our highschool lives
are epparently quite different in many respects; I was always a good student
in high school. But I did tend to sluff off more the further along I got. In
the first two years, I got top grades and hung cut with the boods, snd in toe
last two I got not-so-top grades (but still enough so that I graduated

vith an A~ average) and hung around with tae intslligentsia. I can still get
along with both, though the violence~-prone attitude of the hoods makes we
nervous. I can speak both their lancuages and can put on either pose. But
the real me is souewhere imbetweecn, snd I haven't quite managed to sort him
out so that 1 can describe hiu on puper. He was the person who wendered
around UCLA this semester, though: the person who found it easier to get
along with girls than either of his extremes. 7This real me showed up for a
tricf time when I was 15, but only in a transitory vay. Dut that leade to
sonethin in ny Deep, Dark Past that I'd rather not discuss in such a poo-~
sible wide eudience. 1: Hell, let me paregraph and finish up what I started
to talk about in that last paragreph before I go on. Namely that my friends
in fandom are there, but 1'm not about to set their names Jown here. They
know wio thne are, anyway. No¥ hack to what I was digressing on... $: HNo,

I won't o that either, not directly. The inhibitor has Just thlem over

and is wondering why the hell I just wrote all this. This is an interesting
line of thought in itself., uhy did I? I am, &s you point out impersonally

in your comment on Landwagon on page 11, an introvert. I would dare say

any of the stuff I've said hore I wouldn't say to a large group of people,

£?3 even if it were a large group of people whom I knew. I wouldn't say it to
the ascenbled members of SAPS, for instance, or even the ascembled members

of CRAP to nariow down the eige of the group, I have said all +his to #roupa
of two or three people at a time, people whom I kmew would Understand, Dut
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then, what I've done here is merely %o scratch the purface of the whole
truth ebout one Bob Lichtwman, There's an old saw and I know how people

are wont to put things like old saws down, but it goes "Honesty is the

Best Policy" and it's 1025 right, wmdkkue Hothing screwve you up with your
friends, those people you care about and uho care about you, than a lot

of lying, It gets you all backed up into a cormer that you can't get out
ofo But the old inhibitor does take over in situations when I'nm not
talldng or writing with my very dearest friends, Why shouldn't it? There
axe things aboul me that are none of most anyone's business, 33 If one is
to believe a particular achool of thought, there ig nothing wrong with
selfishness, According to this school of thoucht, whose tenets I do not

to the letter believe, all human action is motivated by selfishmess.

This I doubt vexry muchy because there are inmmerable ingtances where
hunan action is not motivated by selfishness. For instance, answering a
telephone when it ringse Or urinating. :: Reading back over all of this
letter again, I am struck suddenly by the fact that, to quote another old
line, I am all things to 2ll people, I suppose. I mean, gon't you find
yourself at times having to be a sort of actor to get along with poople?

I know that, for instance, I can't be myself with my fauily, because...well,
you knowo Like if I told them what I think of then at times, I would very
likely get booted oute I can't even be myself to all of fandom, though I
come protty close at times, especially in things like this letbero I can
be myself at college, but still with reservations, Perhaps the only 0Ofm
clusion to this is that there is no Real anyone, but I think not. It is
possibly to act completely according to one's natural patterns, when one is
with people who will do the same thing. I've not been in this situation as
often as I would like, and I wouldn't like to be im ity I think, 100 of
the time, but I would like to be in it more and I'm goinz to try to patiern
my life so that I can. 33 Art is eunotion, Before I stop woridng in the
advertising department of the Broadwey, vhich is my sumer job (I am a
proofrunner), I am going to ask the very lovely artist near ny desk whether
she still keeps thig maxim in nind, even though her workaday world is nothing
more than advertising art, 1ike designing Broadway adso I have a feeling
that ghe is rapidly getting the impression, because of the joe-job nature
of ny work, that I an a Qod, I am going to have to dispel that notion or
else I just won't feel right, What I vant to do this I don’t mowy, but she
secms like a Nice Woman, DBut romember art is emotion, Art contains love,
hate; fear, everything like that, Each painting is part of the artist and
only he/she can fully understand it, The painting that the art "critics"
pan unanimously may be the ariist's personal favorite, for these reasons,

I am at the point, now, where I am no longer sure what I'nm going to do about
fandom; I've already told a lot of people that I don't intend to gafiate —
but that was because I didn't want any of them asking me silly stupid questions
or trying to keep me from, I mean, I didn't want to go throush the whole con~
vention meeting people and having them say, "Why are you gafiating," or "Why
don't you put your gafiation where your mouth is?" or "Han, whatever you do,
don't gafiste - Fandom lleeds You.® It would have been rather sickening to
83y the least, and not allowable by the post-office to say the most, So in a
way, 1 guess we're both in the same a, up the same local tributary, without
sufficient meansg of propulsion, and/ﬁe each type ticket marked "One-Way to
Howhere.™ Where do we go from here? 3: Dut yes, I had the sane idea about
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fandon that you did; except that I would have sworn by FooFoo rather than Bos-
coe, And actually, our environments and especially our reactions to same are
closer connected than you possibly suspects Iy fathexr is a turret-lathe opora-
tor — & machinests He never went passed the eighth grade and my mother sur-
vived the tenth, Iy father is a tremendously honest man, with too many debts,
and a driving urge to Get Them All Paid, He is; I realize nov that I can step
back and try to judge him objectively, an admirable man for a laborer. Dut,

and this ien't widely known in fandom, I reacted to my enviromment the same way
-~ if recent reports are to be trusted — the same way you dide I doa't know
what your trouble was with your parents, Bob, but mine was the one that is com
mon with nost adolescence; I was growing up, and I was thinking over their heads,
and through fandom, I wes used to being treated as an equal regardless of ny

ages — I wanted a measurc of respect from my family, At least for my opinions

— because I was convinced (and still am) that I can think as good as elther

of them, if not better, because what they have in experience I have in concrete
knowledge of things as they be, I can see, now, that in some cases I was wrong
and they were right; but, with ny usual facility for rencmbering hagzy detail,

I can also remember instances when I was right when I had actually felt that I
might have been wrong. Time changes a lot of things = even people, 3: Before
I get to the blow-up, let me try to shiow one otner ginilarity — we wore close
in school, too. I mean, in what we did and how we reacted to it To begin with,
1 entered school already knowing how to ready print, and do simple arithmatic,

I was precoscious and knew it and felt proud of it, I was sidpped one grade,
early in grade school (I taink I spent half a year in second and half a year in
third, tho it might have been third&fourth—that'salongmbacktoh'y

to remember). I did perfect work all through grade-achools I got a long string
of E's(for Bxcellence; S was for Satisfactory; U was for Unsatisfactory)s And
even into Junior High I carried good grades easily. Dut alon; about eighth’ grade
Imetafewpeoplewhoweremarterthanl wagy and that ruined it all, Oh, my
630 could have taken the blow - I knew there were probably others wio knew g lot
more than I did about a lot of things, But from them I got a view of how the
other kids saw ne, They certainly weren't admired for thelr intelligonce; to hear
the other kids tell it, they got their good grades because they were sissys or
because they were teamcher's pete. S0 I becane a JD-type and picked up their st
Hitudes; I kept them from the Sth until my senior year in High School, During
that timey; I never opened a school booke. I Failed Cexman and Geonietry, but coasted
through the other subjects. In oy senior Yyear I started hanging around with a
fe'zofﬁmintelligum-l’mxlsm .forone—and,lﬁmyou.starﬂ.ng

came out with a B~ average - exactly one grade point below you — whi '

bade 4nd I graduated at 16, 32 Bub then camo p& g mygp’ inmt;achf::; :ftoo
itike Deckingerts LOCUS, Idon'trananberthsmmhurofthsiamm, but it was the
one that had a letter by me in it widch wenty "Although T am an Atheist myself, I
do not agree with ™(I forget who it wus that I didn't agree vith), Iy mother

then (because she couldn't handle me) betweem my father and myself ‘
up with the torn pages of Decldinger's HOCUS lying around me zsthe.b:ndthroomI endedﬂoor.
I was bleeding, but that vaon't unusual — add, as I 83y, hadn't been for some
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time. The important thing was the HOCUS, or seemed to be. It
wasn't a particularly fine igsue, and what I had written had not
besn an example of my finest literary talents -- but it had been
(as I put it to myself) A Part Of Me, & work of my art, crude &s
it may have beenji 1t expressed my feelings; it contined part of
ne, and the tearinr up of that fanzine was 1ike tearing me in
half...or so I felt. I knew that there was atill a few weeks

of school left, but I went to my room, picked up a cocat, return-
ed to the bathroom and set about makin~ & 1ittle nolse., I turn-
ed on the shower; smuck back to my room, a&nd went out the bhack
door. I stayed with & friend -~ tho a non=famnish friend, 1t
was, in my case = that my parents didn’t wnow. I finished
school, and joined the Alr Force. I had been away from home
neerly two months; and in the process turned 17 == I returned
only to get them to sign & release to let me In the Air Force,
which they did. :: UWhy have you said the things you have sald
here, and why have I said the things I°ve sald here? A good
question, buddys I'm not sure that there'’s a zgood answer., There
are 211 gorts of answers, but probably fione of them are any good.
1'11 keep in the first person. Perhaps it'as catharasis. Per-
haps I'm erying ocut, Know Me! Perhaps, as Bob Coulson suggestes,
I'm like 8 lot of other fans; mentaly cripple. Perhaps it's
merely Something To Fill Up Space And Get FAPA Credit. Perhaps.
Or it might be something elee. It might be thet I'm trying to
find out who I am. It might be that I°'d rather write that than
something else. It might be that I jJust like to string words
together and see what comes out of theme It might. It could

be any of these, or all of them, or a comblnatlon of thems 1t
could be none of them. Quien 3abe? And the o0ld inhibltor comes
in, nerhaps, because we want to present only our good sldes,
Teeling that to present anything we consider really had would
let us know that the Imege we hold of ourselves (dammit, how did
I pet into thle ‘we’ business -= I've gaid I'd keep 1t in first
peraon, becauge that's all I can reslly speak for anyway) 48 no-
thing more than an Imsge, and that we (read: I) fall short of 1it.
There was & tims when I did not have an inhibitor =- remember
the editorial in PRA #7, Bob? == but that time 1s long since
past. It is no more. Xaput. Gone, like. 3 If selfishness is
not the motivation for answering & phone or urination, what 18%
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editorial (contimed) 20

"sAbout three thousend,’ said the Great Judge.

"i7hey must have a headquarters,’ saild Marin, in that ur-
ging tone. ‘A center through which communication 1s ocarried on.
You want ¢0 tell us,'

T don't imow where it 1s.'

"Marin drew baok., He was disappointed. But after & moment
he thought, Only three thousand. That's no 20 many."

--AsE. Vvan Vogt, he Mind Gere
&%

I really like to think of myself as more of a pcet than a
ariter. Reall¥a I realize, however, that I'm not & very good
poet == there’s an example of that in Cry ¥gmglg§§ 2
few issues back == but there was once a mgzﬁggg coneidered
myself good enough to try to smulate the l1life and poetry of
Don Marquis. '

I have long since given up the idesa,

I realize that I will never be the peot that Marquis was,
anymore than I'll ever be, say, the artist that Rotsler is. I
use the comparison between Rotsler &ad Marquis, and I think it
fitss 1t looks so damn easy, butc.. Vell, try it yourself some
time, It seems soO L PR

Maybe it is simple. It probably 1s, if you're a Marquis
or a Rotsler; if, however, you heppen to bs rich brown (which
is my unfortunate plight), you end up with & bunch of aquiggly

ines that 0 o \ ook e 8light—
da, DS Zu agk WE: MTEAC 95 L6t e o

1like oon, Or some @ pangs and sOrrows
%Ihave s%%n /on these words of dubious intent/trying to write

and think and see/what this sad world holds for me/and then you
find you oannot f£ind/just exactly what you had in mind/0, weary
me/My soul on fire in righteous ire/don’t query me/or ye shall
feel mine mightiest fire."”

Not only does this sound horrible, I realize, but it does-
n't !’% anything, 1t doesn’t soan, it doesn't make sense, it
doesn stay in the same tense, it doesn’t even very goocd.

And the thing 1s, friend, when Oscar Wilde (who was & pret-
ty damn good poet himself, irrecardless of his sexual prectices)
gaid that %a poet spends half a day putting & comme into his
poem,; and the rest of the day and half the night taking it back
out,* he didn't say the half of 1t! When you kcep coming up
with orap like the above after about the thirtieth draft, it's
time to ocall it a day; time, in fact, to decide tnat you didn't
want t0 be a goddamn poet apyway. Which is what they call ra-
tionalization.

I wanted %c be like Don Marguis; I gave up the ides.

I 414 s datch of archy parcdies (which were practiocally
word-for-word trenslations into the fannish vein) called Icho-
bodinge, for Bruce Pelz. He might even have one in this mail-
ing, for all T know. Some of them ~= mostly the ones that were
practically literal translations == were rather good, poetry-

wise. I have four ‘chapters' of & "book" entitled “The Olde
Soake’s 11istory Of TFandom. It 18, however, more than slighte

1y 1libelous in acme ceses, still not too well written, and lack-
inz & lot of the Marquis wit because, by their very nature, they
required a lot of originality in thelr translations. One of
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these days, I keep telling mysell == like, when I Gel Organlzed,
Real Soon Now, e%{c. == I may try to re-write them; or at least
try to do something on that line;, and maybe even run it through
here, Right up the fannish flag=pole, to sse if they show their
fannish colorsc..

But the thing is, I haven't got the time to be & poet, I'm
too lazy, T haven®t got the stamina or strength or fortitute or
vocabulary to be & poet; I haven’t even got the gutse.

I wanted to be a poet, just like Don Marquis, btut I cave
up the idea. None of the above, however, has the slightest
thing to do with why I gave up trying to emulata him.

You see, by my imitation of Marquis, I had something morg
in mind. I wes, indeed, thinking on & grander ecale than pere
haps you might have thought; more on the line of trying to live
a 1ife that was exactly like his. Detall for detalll

In order to understand thie completely, you have to rea-
lize that I em a great believer in cyles. The way I sec® things |
is this: nothing is reelly new, and all things fell in cyles,
which 18 just like ‘oycles® only without the esscond ‘s.’ Every- !
thing that I do, a8 far a8 I oan see - or that you do, for that
matier =- has been done before by someons else because he or she
hag fallen into the s&me cyocle you (or I) have.

There are big cycles {in which world events follow) and 1lit
=tle cycles (in which perscnal evente follow), Just ask Robert ¥
Ao Heinlein, or some other immenant scientist, if you don’t be-
lieve me, Thers are algo motorsycles and bleyelee, but they
don't enter in here allo We'll ignore them completely.

Everything which has happened to you hes happened to some-
one else before and will happen to someone else again. There is
no new expserience, only new personal experience. (We might even
say that experience is & subjective, rather than objective thing
-~ gxcept that we don't want to jump into & pubject with wild a-
bandon, now do we?) For instence: eating crab may be & new ex-
perience for you, but there are some people who have esaten oraeb
& thousand times. Having sex may be a new expsarience to you,
but there are soms people who have had sex & thousand times.
Shooting yourself may he a new experience to you, but there are
20mMe@ PBOoon

oooW0ll, that shoot the hell out of that ioglc.

But you know what I mean, I think.

Anyway, I planning on folling Don Marquis®' 1ife to the
hilt because, since I felt that 1life runs in oyries and that
people are just doing the same thing over and over again (being
born, growing up, eating, sleeping, hobbying, working, having
sex (which might, depending upon the case 2t hand, be conaldered
either working or hobbying), Striving Toward A Coal(which is the
English word for Jail), Seerching For Truth, dylng, and other
droll things), I thought it might te best if my life fell into
the pattern of someone who's 1life deserved being patterned af-
ter...1if you're still with me. I might not wrlte &s well, but
I ooculd work at the same place, eat at the same places, do the

same ggrt of thing.

ut I got hung up and had to let the idea slip through my
fingers. 1t just so happened that, right at the heighth of my
enthuelasm for following through with this project, I remembered
that Don Marquis started out archy and several other things in
his column in the Chicapge Daily Suns and that may well have bheen
fine for Marquis, but it knocked the props right out from under
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my Big Scheme. I mean, couldn‘t you just imagine me going out
on am assignment for the aboveandpasipagementioned newspaper;
going, say, to someone's doorj knocking; walting patiently; and,
when the ococupant arrivesa me introducing nmyself by saying, "I'm
rich brown, fron the » 297

I keep thinking stiould pattern my life after ggggﬁodye
is the thing. 3allinger, maybe. Or Walt Willlis. Or kesph
ere. Or Harlan Ellison.

&%

I make no clalme toward being & Big Nams Fan, or anything,
beceuse I know I’m definately noti thias is definately
Falae Modesty, elther, becsuse if I were I would certelniy let
you know 1t. But the thing is, lately, requests for material
writien by me has been, for some unknown reason, going up.

Thesa requests rangs from the bacover's of some fanzines
with the little // cheoked that is beside the words, 178 1ike
you to oontribute to my fanzine," to letters from neofan's
saying real egoboosting things ilke, "You’re one of the best
fanzine writer'‘s apround, up there with Willls and Boggs and
Rapp and Deckinger and 1'd certain really would indeed truely
like to see something by you in my fanzine, so why don't you
contribute?” This amazes me,; especially the latter, because
just a few years ago I was writing letterz like that myselfo

But in either case, I usually don't contribute. And it's
not out of snovbishness, I assure you. I'm about the most umne
snobbish guy you could ever find, really. (Just remember that,
you grubby little neofan.)

No, you see. I really do have my reasons. In the Tirst
oase, I'm always just & bit afreid that that 1little tic the fan
editor made have been made by acclidente If you want to
know, I keep thinking that he probably meant to put it down in
the /7that comes right after thatj the one that reads, "You
orumb, unless you do something I'm going to kick you the hell
off my mailing list. SEND MONEY!" In such a case I'm afreld
that i I contribute I'1l get & letter back saying, "Thanks
for the extra slip-sheets. Tell you what: I'll send you the
next i{ssues of =wem= if you promise not to econtribute,” or
something to that effect. Things like that, as you might guess,
tend to deflate one‘s ego just & bll.

It 48 in the second case that I really feel that I am a
bind.

I mean, here 1s someone I hardly even Imow, Baylng nlce
things to me, and expecting & half-way decent plece of mater—
ial, ¥¥¥9 I don't know, but I have my suppositions. The first
possibility is that some fan has used my name in connectlon with
some BIIF’s, in & purely humorous manner, nuch 28 I used the name
Harlan Ellison aboves; and this poor neo, unfortunately, will get
the butt of the joke only. Or, more possibly, thias neo doesn‘t
know that most of the stuff that I have had printed in the fan
press of any worth {which he might have stumbled on) are worthe
while almost solely due to the fact that it was printed by a
Good Editor, 1o, someone who could revise 1like mad whenever I
went astrayo
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And so, &8s I say, and regardless of the reasons, here isa
this fellow telling me I'm one of the best writers in fandom.
It's a nice boost to my ego, I have to admit, but I keep look~-
ing up the mountainside of fandom with my telescope and noting
that above me ths slopes are many-peopled: Willis, Berry, Boggs,
carr, Ellik, Durbee, Johnstcone, Lichtman, Breen, Pelz, Niremburg
Donahoe, Fitoch, Lewis...Mike Deokinger?

St111, T tell myself (sometimes) (translations usually), my
judgement of my works don‘t necessarilly count. For all I kmow,
this character; neo or not, just mirht be rischt. Perhaps, I
hear nmyself whispering, I really elong Up There with Willis
and Berry and Carr and Burbee and Ellik and all those.

From there, I go on. Perhaps, in me, there lles dormant a
telent that will dwarf them all! Indeed, I am probably the most
fabulous writer (fannish or othervise) of all time! It just
might be that I have Salinger and Miller and Rimbaud and Marquis
and Kerouac &ll beaten, with one hand tled behind my back. For
all I really lmow, this neofan mey have the rare perceptivity to
recognize that I am a potentlal Shakesphere, needed only & little
encouragement to start me on my way toward writing something
that will knock the sky right off the world...

I think 4this and keep richt on thinking 1t. Until I sit
down and try to write. And even I'm pretty sure I can at
least give Miller and Kerouac a run for their money.

I work feverishly, whenever I workj I orucify myself {to my
typer, spilling hot blood and guts, tearz and more tears over
each sweatlily constructed (one might even say tiered) page.

And then I read it over to myself.

Brother, there's nothing more dﬂgfgnaing than seeing the
world's greatcst writer turning out tripe.

It's really quite depressing, you can bellieve me.

And so, as I've already sald, I usually don't bother to
contribute to the neofan, elther.

And the things that I've written? Well, usually they go
into the wastebasket. But sometimes...well, scmetimes I hang
onto them just so that I can use them for coritical evaluation;
you know, 8o that I ¢an have a ready-reference file of crud to
compare with some neotan's first effort so thet I won't tear
into him too badly. And then, occassiontlly, I save them and
make editorial material for my fanzineBcc.

*

In 1line with the above == or, rather, exactly 180° out
of phase with what I have saild there == I have declded that
I would be perfectly willing to contribute material of mine
to other fanzines...provided they are willling to pay me what
it is worth to me.

I have been thinking about this for quite some time, ac-
tually, and 1 have been thinkins about the kind of things
which I am willing to write for money, and most especially I
have been thinking about the kind and amount of money it
would take to make me wWrite them.

After considerable due delibveration, I have decided that
I'm actually willing to write damn near apything, provided I
get paid enough for it == deep down inside I'm not an artist
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but & hacko

And having decided that, I have becn preparing a price
1ist, It is not yet complete, but I'll glve you what I have
worked out so fare.

For articles dealing prominantly with sglence fictlion,
not too well thought out, $§5. For articles gealing prominant-
1y with soience fiction, well dooumented, 425, For articles
dealing with seience fiction, in which I actually have to haeve
read the books, magazines, or storles I am talking ahout/criti-

For articles tearing into the personal habtlts of & welle
¥nown fan, $45. For articles tearins into the personal hablits
of a well=imow fan, yourcholce of fan, $145. Noies For artlcies
tearing into the personal hebits of Dean Grermell, #3500 %gg
the prenmium on & life-insurance policy to covexr my death by
ghooting, of up %o {10,000,

For articles on old comlc books, my cholece of comic DOOK,
8503 your oholce of comic bock, §1753 if I must actually 1ike
the comic book, $1150.

For articles ln which I agree with Dick Lupoff, Bob Leman
or Richard Bergeron, $1500.

For a charge of only $25 each, I will say gomething funny
ebout John Y. Campbell, ANALOG=ASTOUNDING, Pslonilcs, Dianetlcs,
the Heironymous Machine, the Desn Drive, Horace Goldy GALAXY,
galaxy art, The Shaver lMysterles, The Fan Trephles, or the N3F;
in any of the above ariloles.

For the low price of only 875, I°'1ll erib gags from Willla,
Barry, Carr, snd Bemnnett Cerf for the abovementioned articles.

For only 5§35, I°11 load the thing with Burbee quotes. How-
ever, 1'11 oharge $10,00C if I have to use the line, "Thet's Not
Too Many.® §$10,000. That's Not Toc Many.

Special: For articles tearing into the perscnal habits of
Dean Grennell because he doesn®t like old comic books or doesn’t
agree with Lupoff, Leman or Bergeron, w/plenty page cribbed in
all above manners and including a usage of Thet's Kot Too Many,
etc., (15,000, But do hurry == the supply is limlted.

For humorous stfsy stories, $1.00 & worde For stralcht si,
42000 for the firet thousend worda, {500 for each additionel fif-
t¥o Minimum of 2000 worde.

For humcrous faasn fiction, £50. For humorous fasan fic-
tion on the John Berry line, $150.

For gerious faasan fiction, I charge by the type. With old
fan & tired, showing the sadness of gafla(guarenteed to leave
tears in your readers eyes), $853 showing his Inabllity to Cope
With Life, #1253 showing his disillusliorment of fandom, Y o1
showing him finding millions in the pages cf old fanzines,

48003 having the money turn out to be confederate moneys £1000,
For storiss about neofan’s who are immedlately BNF*s, the
charge is $12,000 per page. For stories about extremely &g-
tive fans giving up iendom in disgust, §73(thie, you will note,
18 quite cleose to 0ld Fangshowing his disillusionment of fane
dom, but slirhtly under-played; hence; the reduction in rate)j
For stories about fans who are Burnt Out, also guarenteed to
give & good pull at the heart-strings, $115. BStories about fan-
dom as we 'mow 1t cominr o an end cost only $25...a word.
Stories in which your nane is mentloned prominantly, showing
you to be & Fine Fellow, $500. Storles in which you & your
group of personal friends are shown to be fine fellows, the
bi~gest W"'s fin fandom, the ruiding lirhts, ete., $35,000.
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Stories in which you and/or your friends are mentioned, but
where how 1 show you is & matter of my persunal cholcey $75.

For stfsy poems, predominantly mentioning the Star's and
Man's Soul(if ’Eternal! soul, price is increased by $25), reale
1y not very good, $15; actually pretty falr, $39.95; good, §50.

ror fannish poems, rather humcrous, $253 for serious fan-
nish poems, £35; for fannlsh poems tranglated from mundane po-
etry(archy, Gilbert & Sullivan, etc.), £19.50 while the supply
lastseo

As an added attraction, on fazan-fiction; for only {75 each
I will throw in a sexy femme-fan, or & drunken BNF, or include a
lurid ecene from & fannish orgy, le, conventlon.

I am waiting with expectant expectatlon for your orders.

4

This 1s about the messed-uppedest (1f I may be permitted
the New tord for the occaselon{ jeoue of PRA I have ever had the
fun to put out. I want 1t fully understood that any and all de-
fects in this 4ssue are All My Fault. This includes such things
&8 losing the title page to Chiek Derry's bit {so for your in-
formation, the whole title was, §1§ggiggg'gg Fandon OR Thru The

Re

Atggég Are Via Trigycle, Beling ections On ih {_Lg&fg%ﬂi?u
1o the detcrioration of certaln master-setsi and all tha alls
between. This issus isn't even ostentaciously colorful, like it
sald on Lhe cover, except, perhaps, on the cover; and this is be-
cauge I lost all of my color units before I got around to pute

ting everything on master. Ah weel, &h weel., You have my &p-

pologies, my sympathy, my fanzine.
-=rich brown, 1962

A LATE LETT-R FROM HARRY WARNER JR THAT WOULDN'T FIT THE LETTERCOL
unfortunately won't be printed here, either, because
T just discovered that I can't find i1t. Typleal rich
brown inefficiency.
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"For I have loved this earth,

Its rocks and its grasses and
its fleshoes

I heve stood solid on its cbld hills,
a silhouette against the dawn,

I have made a black shadow at noon,

And I have held wonderful women in mine
grms under the passionate stars —

And still I thirst, I thirst, I thirst
for Tifel®

==don marquis
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