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1. ..1 sat down at a typer with blank stencils and mind
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dusg W G- ing zine Lo bhe credlbsa to Robert Pavian 6001
BYE- , U,qusvti s, Marylandg for FAPA

metehiess zlme tothe crediti of Robart Briggs 5503

this
ave._, S5.0.. #ashington, D.C. for SAPS

calfornia here HE comes

Hew can you rscommnend & wan {perdon, Fan) lllks Frank
Lorinof 5 Calfornla fendom? They have no conception of
shiat 4 True Blder 18 )liks, so any effort to write s des
epription ia doomed to failure, Just let us say thet (el-

Tornia’sa gaiz is Washington's unreplecables loss, No natte:
how a=any fans a2y come Or Now many may go, Frank will
ALweys saand out among The Flders &s one helluve fine Fan.
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ﬂ’ an eight shest one-shot to drove to sll 2n’ sundry that weliz

doasn't forget 1t'3 own.
pubilshsed by trne partislly revived szkterminator press on
July 28th 1954



RAEBIT COORIES

Alice made 8 rabbit cockies
with some ot her gingerbread dough.

She uvsed raisins for ayes..
How many raising did she need?

COLOR THE RABBIT COOKIES LIGHT BROWN.
MAKE THE EYES DARK BROWN.
WRITE THE NUMBERS THAT ARE NOT HERE:

5 6 3 2 7
+  +7 + +  +4 + o+

mepriomy

& .08 88 8 2

My nome is i S

17
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4y Uraw four pictures to match the labels.
Color ¢ll the picturzs. :
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It'e aymbolic; you understend?

I was just sitting thers. Minding my own business
and drinking my beer.

He comea in He's got hls hand in his coat pocket.
He spots me and comes over, sliding Iinto the opposite sest
eal-like.

"Proubles, Friend?”

Be shakes his head up and down end hls sour express-
ion changes not st all.

He holds um two fingers to 8 passing trick in a whitse
uniform and she wiggles toward the bar

The number in white returna with two foaming glasses
and slarm them down I have to cdig as he doesn't take
his khand from his pocket

The skirt scoops up the change and with u bachkward
atap poses a moment Ste poses nice Then she swings a
round house end clouts me one on the noggln.

"What the hali %

"You was thinking," snaps the white doll end twitches
her form between the tables.

"A true alen-type mind," he observes,

"A true type." I admit.

Weo drink our beer It'a symbolic.

1419 aymbolic,” hs says. Hs downs another deep
guip. With an airy wavs of his beer giass {sudsing ms thoro-
ugihly) he croaks sadly "It's symbolic."

*T get slugged for thinking whet every right thinking
red biocded young man would think, and it's symbolic?"

MSYMBOLIC,"™ he says "caps, ses?"”

1 saw,

"It*s symbolic of the times.™"

"You mean mind-reading stacked auper women are among
ust™

"Smolbobic is & bedbug,™ he guotes cryptlcly

We bow ocur hesds the required minute, When 1 1look
up he ig wiping foam from his mouth and both glasses are
empty. I bsgin to suspect

He silences me with a gentle hand wave. Also hls other
hend thrusts forewsrd in hls pocket suggestively.

1 put up two fingers, digging a2ll the while

Woll=filled uniform depogits the brews with accostumed
slopping over end I dive for the far corner of the booth
She turns to ge &nd I streighten up Itis 8 copy of GALAXY
she clobhberes me with thnis time My own copy The latsast
COpy A beer sodder copy.

"It'e symbolic," he ssys, and pats the trim buttocks
fatherly. She swiles on him kindly snd departs with a re
sounding beck hand to my already weaving hkead

It's no use, She uses Radar and I btegin to hatwh
another lump



“On symbols of fate," he mouths softliy.

I lock up.

Entering the door ls a tattered wretch., BRis filithy
rage hang in stinking festoons. He crawls to the bar and
whep thie trim-trick siaps his clawlng hands withthe sodden
bar-rag he thrusts his fece into them and greecdily licks
his fingers,

Moanlng and beeching he crawls along the floor, flogged
gll the while by the beauty in white He eyss flaming, her
busom heavling.

He stands away from the booth, and holding up his cne
hand, commands softly, "Succor. Succor for the wretsh ®

The tomatoe falls back and the miserable rabble scurrias
into the night%

He seats himself again, 1 evade his careless hand
by guizkly shoving my beer under the table. He maXes &
gosture with hia band in his pocket, but sits, filnally, with
a long sigh.

"It's symbolic.®

f‘.Uh'?

"Pandom is golng to heli,™ he says finally.

"It has gcne to hell," I correct him,

"Mo. 1% 1s only just going. Wnat has gone before
1s as nothing."

" I fail to comprehend,”™ I quickly drink my beer as
I see he has finished his

"] shall take precious time tc sxplain. PFirst. 72"

He polnts to the empty glasses.

I give the expensive victory sign and remembering
past performances maks a dive for the ¥en's Room- 1 terry
a respectatls time and emerge proud of my tactical soility

I get smacked in the eye with & thrown slice of sofgy
crange from a used Tom Collina,

The dream in white is glaring fifty callbers my way.

I slink into the booth. With all my speed 1 notics
my glass is short an inch of awber while his 1s briming.

Chug-a-lug?"

"Don e w

it 18, we sre. I order again. This time I romain
Stoic- 1 escape wlth only dribblets of spittle and a
ringing in my emrs.

Perhaps she is beglinning to see my true, shining nsture
through the rough exterior?

"She hates Fans," he says, "It's symbolic."

"Everybody hatas Fans," I rejoln wittily,"it's ths
fashion.," :

"Itt's symbolic,"

tor once I got to agres with him.

"1 am sad," he says, "because the night Is fliled
with symbols Fandtm 13 paasing strsnge. There are new
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and wonderous faces on the land."
I gol agrsee ageln. I leooked 1n the alley and he was
right. There wers s lot of new faces lylng in bthe gutter.
"You have the soul of a4 slob," he chastlises me, His
hand makes a movement withip the pocket and I order agsin,
Cowering as 1 am I get only a view from the cleavege

to the thighs, But it's nice. She doesn't even spit this
time.-

It's symbolic,

g ¢
"The symbels of dissoultion ars sown upon the land this
nlght., True fangé. BElders are fall ing by the wayside.
BRF'a are going down ln defeat. Horror, destruction, death
of civilization, ss we know it is written in the symbols ™

I am silent.

"This night I tell you will go down in the pages of
"THE IMMORTAL STORM" brazoned in blood. The portent that
is rife tonight will acho through the ages for all time."

"Amen"

"pigt" He denounces me.

I grunt. Anything to be oblliging.

He splts mnd with a gesture of finality draws his
hand from his pocket. He slamm down &n object and strides
frem the jeint. p

I pick up the diadem., It 13 an ©ld "Bui" cap and
incribed thereon are the wordas:

R:" I\'; E‘h

Great tears well up in my eyes and I fall foreward
gobbing. How true his words were, Oh, cruel fate. For
ncw 4 know the horrieble truth.

Cnly cne fan ever ingcribed on the caps of the desd
scldlers he hlmself had kllled. And I remembar that fate
fully night wheao he made his solemen ecath,

"ynhen at last I lay aside the mantle of Pandom, When
my chores in the sasred flelde are down, when I drink my
lest nut brown ale in the true Eldsr mannsr, theu, and only
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then will 1 change the inscription.” And &s hs had made
this sou} shattering vow he deftly cut his oryptic sign
on the cap of ancther departed Pabst Then he had bade us
all be of good cheer and Ho Borget the times that would come
But I knew then, knew 1t with a sesring to the heart
Xike heartburn, that someday I must look upon a token such
as I held now,
I knew all wes logt for always before when I had turned
& beer cap ovser to ses the welcome mark of it's guzzler I
had beheld:

F 3 Kﬂ

It's gymbolic; you understand?

I drag nmy head out of the puddle of stele beer and
revive at the sight of a Breah brew, sparkiing, and bub-
ling before me. 1 come alive like a goosed panther. There
cppesite me, knockere and all, is whitie I smlle brotherly
and sha2 shoves me backward with:

"Quite staring down my dresa. Slob. Give me the facts
kid. I want the straight dope, and no kindergerden wrestling
get me?"

I didn't but I pewed under the table in an attempt.

"Gives®

1 gave,

"Kerkhof is outward bound baby. Get this straight!T
Mickey 3plllened it to her, "he a gone kid. Ons cold cat
from this night on. If he sin?t blown this burg by morning
they'll used his scrubby hide for a hatch cover on the garbags
scoow bafore the sun seta, That the fects ¥id. Let:'s grapplie ™

"Sheer offi" She waves a beer bottle and I am treated
Yo more hilly scensry than four chorus lines.

I 911 back nursing my broken jaw and remsmbering
the landscape.

"HJow ycu know all this? Level with me," 3he turned
shy suddenly, "and maybe I1°ll level with you, tall, dark,
and soggy.”

"The Pinger tole me,™ I say fast like, bew®teen gubis
cf besr. "You saw him hers, He gave me the sign. Frank's
& real gone boy. They gave him s fareweli »arty, The EldGars
don't spend money for nothing. I1f they give & guy a fare=
well party be better damn site be farewellling to soumewhars

"How come you know so much, "

"Simple,"” I 22y and make & grab for her left meumary
gland. 1 got = scarms to prove 1 touch skin, too.

"How, simple," she smiles coldly and grinds the broken
beer bottle deeper: ]
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"Like candy from a brat,” I say, "I‘'m an ®ider ™
She rlouts me like crazy, four, five timesa. 1 go cut
Trom that :plece to where i1it'a dark all the tlne.

Itts symbolie,

““When I come to the angle has raplaced her beer bnttle
wlith a gin rickey and I am on 2 lounge, with dlm iighbs and
sloppy muaic and the doll 1s wearlng a cloud of cigarst
awoke for a housecoat,

1 come allve fast,

"Fasy Slen,” she shoves me down snd lesn way over
te kiss me on the forshead I get loat in the surplus
uddersa,

"I1'm sorry I hadda clout you, baby, dput I had reasons,

*Tt's symbolic,"” she murmmers softly.

3he glves me the story.

*] meet this tired Tom onse nipght a&nd he’s 8 nice
kid and 1 llke him OK and he don‘t try to rip my clicthes
of{ or nothing and I get friendly end he taiks real alsegant
spd smooth. He gives me the pitch about spacaships and
supermen and BSJ and whatnot. Welli I get pretty impresssd
and I take the lug homa We pet a littlie and btnen all &t
cnce he tells me I got Engrems {Csuss I 1insist on 2 certain
pracaution) end right away I got %o bs mudited. Well I‘il
tell gou I got to looking foreward to them audlting asesslioas
and the moure of em the better. Then 3uddenly I show up at
his place one day {or one Aand he's Flown the huten. There
gin't so much 38 5 dirty sock to show ha axisted I smell



a rat and zight sway [ hurry to a I'risend of mine undé sure
enough that damn snyrem we been auditling is dus to hs born
in sboub five meoattg, Thet's why I couldn'®t stand the sight
of po crusmy fen. SQea?®

I =saw.

"Rut iust She same I ogot e soft spet in my hassrt for
that 308. Christ? bhow hse could auditi?

"itv's symbolic,™ I ssy wlth a sigh.

LEL 3
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I snap out the light sad greb two handfuls of flesb.
411 things muet come tc sn end, but to do 30, there got teo
be & baginning,
Then euddsniy out of the dark she said, "Your right,
iiks & spuse shipi?

it is
L5's symholic, you undershband?®¥v?
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Tie foregoing is dedlcated with effaction o Frankiln
Tarkhof who sanagsd to bP a aynbol to a lct of peopls,
Parcicularly the brewlng indestry, tc whom Frenk appsarsc

% ayanol off what They wished aill ths psople In the world
were iike, And o his friande and fellow Blders, whos still
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Z2ontt patisve thit he doesn‘t havs ¥two stamachs.
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FRUIT AND FRUIT JUICES

Fresh Orange Juice 10¢  Slice Orange  10¢
Tomate Juice 10¢  Applzsauce 10¢

BREAKFAST COMBINATIONS
Including Breakfast Rolls or Toast
Coffes or Milk

Please
Order by
Number

1. Cereal {with Half & Half) Breakfast
Rolls or Toast, Coffes or Milk....., 35¢

2. Two BEggs, Any Style, Fried Potatoes....... 43¢
3. Ham or Bacon, Two Eggs, Fried Potatoes.... 60¢
4. Two Eggs and Pork Sausage, Fried Potatoga. 60¢
5. One Egg and Pork Chop, Fried Potatoes..... 50¢
&. Fried Ham or Bacon, Fried Potatoes........ 55¢
7. Fried Calf's Liver, Bacon, Fried Potatces. 65¢
&. Two Thuringer Bratwurst, Fried Pctatoes... 53¢
¢. German Egg Pancake, Sausage, Applesauce... 50¢
10. German Egg Pancake, Syrup, Applesauce..... GO¢

FLAVORFUL CEREALS

With Half and Half 20¢ Plain 15¢ With Cream 25¢
Corn ¥lakes Brsn Flakes Rice Flakes
Shrgdded Whaat Puffed Wheat
Wkols Bran All Bran Pep
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" Words of wilsdom, bSeeth, that lg «-
Out of ths cavitles they figz.
Slurery, slimy, slinky sleogons
l{e pour out into our brogans. 1
Biithering, bubbling basterds blinkin’ 3
What the hell aboub we're thiankin? A
We don't know -- ugh, ugn, ugh, ugh, uzh:
Whlle there's beer =~-- chug, chuges-ivg, lugl '
1l [ - 1
Wili] i T~ L. et b Al



