/’__\
5
£
u
n
put
”it:y

E S
G
0
N
T
-
Y




TABLE OF CONTENTS

At the Sien of the Adisbst...editorizl perorationS..eveesecsesessl
©KYum

How I Cleaned Up in Education...Don D'AMMasSSB..eicesscasscscsessll

™e Handily-Pleyed "Belchester”...Erik BucK.eceseseeeeseosasenesllt

The QWERTYUICP Cookbook...Sam Iong at alid..cieiceesscesnscssesal’d
A Ionrevian Bestiarv...S.L.
T!‘le -"1ince'..OlQ|....'C'..III"..il'.'.‘...l...l"..‘l..!l.l..."16

HCHTTEEB T E LY Jo iaidnn™s 70 cfi¥eroimipse /ot Ohalne 1 b oha aTai o Sou e ot kol Shaests . o acvbe acdie AR T
Tos OriA"Yan | CdysseV. fidna BLLsh Bt gillEt ] fe s Seit o s%elsioisie oha ovs vfogsnpronetisd)
(i_Cher CONTupiiVRIE S S e I o B oW ose oM e o p7s o 6%s, cia® b Sainp dagle, o3 w2 D
TIW, the lettercol....;.........................................35

At the Simm of the Adigbat, rePrisSC.ccesecccesssscscssrosssensssith
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Welcome to GUNPUTTY 1, the fanzine of Mines Fandom. GP is published by Samuel S Long,
Box LOu6, Patrick AFB, Fla 32925 USA, at the Osteen University Press. GP supports
TAFF, DUFF, Britain in '79, FLAW (Front for the Liberation of Aasrdvarks and Wombats),
and numerous other ghood and worthy fannish causes. The editor wishes to apolgize

in advance for any typos, misspellings, or grammstical errors , as well as any short-
comings in the repro or in the zine itself, that msy sppear in this fanzine.

The edi-
tor wishes to thank: the contributors and LoCers €or their articles, artwork, and let-
ters; Joe and Nita CGreen and their Apollo-=Soyuz launchcon guests; my "Longcheon"
guests; end the concommittees and attendees of BYOBCON, RIVERCON, and FANFAIR, for
meking this summer a very fannish and en)oyable one for him,

No price is guoted for
GUNPUTTY. It is available for LoC, trade, contrib, or show of interest; and a very
few will be given out at the editor's whim. Note to showers-of-interest: a quarter
or two, or the equivalent in US stamps would he appreciated. No back numbers are av-
ailable. Note to all readers: You must respond (LoC, trade zine, or similar) to be
assured of remaining on the Osteen University Press mailinglist. This is OUP Pub 19.

AT THE SIGN OF THE ADIABAT

The Hornblower Arms is a sign of the
Adiabat, being owned by Belchester Brew=-
ery, wvho use the adiabatic formula,
d9=0,. as their trademark, The pub is a
new one, built in 1965 in the housing
estate of Chandlersfield about a quarter-
mile outside Belchester on the Ompington
road, The arms are those of Admiral of
the Fleet Horatio, Lord Hornblower, GCB
(1776-1857), viz., Per fess wavy argent
and azure, three huntinghorns counter-
changed. The wavy partition suggests
the gea, the horns sllude to his name

(2 process known as "canting arms"), and
the fact that they're hunting horns al=-
ludes to Admiral Hornblower's reputation
s a hunter of enemy ships. The shield
is surmounted by a viscount's coronet,
and an helm befitting his degree., Upon
s wreath of his colors (silver and blue)
is his Crest: A huntinghorn argent. The
supporters he is entitled to as a peer
are two (Napoleonic War) sailors with
straw hatz, ~ait: Juwmerz, z2ud Llue trousers., His shield is encircled with the colar
of 8 Knight Grand Cross of the Most Honourable Order of the Bath. Admiral Lord Horn=-
Blower is best known to us today thru the biographies of him written by C.S.Forester
and C.N.Parkinson. There is in fact a local connection between Lord Hornblower ané
Jolchester, and it is this: Lord Hornblower was a Kentish landowner, and as such a
grower of hops and apples, and he sold .considerable amounta of hoth to Messrs B. Rob-
inson & Sons, the predecessors of Belchester Breweries, for the meking of beer and
cider. Several of his lorxkhip's letters to Master Brewer Robinson were found in the
company archives and are now on display in the pub's saloon bar. [The actuil inn-
8izn is much better doné thon my drawing of it, for I'm not that good an artist=-sl]
The present (6th) Lord Hornmblower lives in South Africa, but when he comes to Englard
(as he does about once & year), he always comes eround for a drink on his way to visit
his daughter, the Hon Mrs Rachel Gowers, whose husband & a Flight Lieutenant at RAF
Scumthorpe some 30 miles awey in north Wontshire, .

§ VAN NN NN AN NN AN

he o

BercresTeR. BREWERY iy

3

=

L




2

Here i1s the story of how this fanzine cot its title, Iest vear, while I was reading
the chapter "Incarnate Human Gods" in Sir James Frazer's The Golden Bough, I ran
across this remarkeble parecranh:

At Chinchvad, a small town sbout ten mlles from Poons in Western India, there
lives a family of whom one in each reneration is believed by a large proportion
of the Mahrattes to be an incarnation of the elephant-headed god Gunputty. That
celebrated deity was first made flesh sbout the year 1640 in the person of a
Brahman of Poona, by name “ooraba Gosseyn, whao sousght to work out his salvation
by abstinence, mortification, and prayer. His piety had its reward. The god
himself apneared to him in & vision of the night and oromised that a pvortion of
his, that is, of Gunputty's holy spirit should abide with him and with his seed
even to the seventh generation. The divine promise was fulfilled. Seven suc=-
cessive incarnations, transmitted from father to son, manifested the light

of Gunputty to a dark world. The last of the direct line, a heavy=-looking god
with very weak eyes, died in the vear 1810. Bu* the cause of truth was too
sacred, and the value of the church vroperty too considersble, to allow the
Brahmaens to contempiate with equanimity the unspeakable loss that would be sus-
tained by a world which knew not Gunnutty. Accordingly they sought and

found & holy vessel in whom the divine spirit of the master had revelased it~
self snew, and the revelation has been happily continued in an unbroken suc-
cession of vessels from that time to this. But a mysterious law of spritual
economy, whose operation in the history of religion we may deplore though we
cannot alter, has decreed that the miracles wrought by the god-man in these
degeneraté days cennot commare with those which were wrought by his predeces-
sors in days gone by; and it is even revorted that the only sisn vouchsafed by
him to the present generation of viners is the miracle of feeding the multi-
tude whom he annually entertains to dinner at Chinchvad. [Ttalics mine--SL]

The story is an entertaining one in its own right, =25 I'm sure vou'll agree; but what
struck me more than the story was that ahsurd name, Gunputty. Cunputty. GCunputty.
Sounds like some notion that a maker of firearms would use in his shon, analacous
in name and perhaps in function, to llbrary paste. Or maybe some sort of plastic
explosive, like suncotton or punvowde

Or whetever. The name stuck with me, tho,
So absurd yet rcrave, arresting, vet unremarkeble. I letter the name in several
scripts to see how it wuld look writ larse., Very well. But it wouldn't go away.
Finally I said, "Look here, Q8% been promised as such, but Just as I was ohsessed by
Qwertyuiop before I took it as the title of my zine, so am I ohbsessed by you, Gun=-
putty. So I'll pub my next fanzine with vour name as its title. Now will you give
me peace?" And so it was that QO became GUNPUTTY 1 instead=--and I regeined my mental
equilibriunm,

For CGumputty is not just a semi-random collection of letters like gwert-
yuiop. No, Gunputty is a very god, and quite a powerful one too, in his ovm land
south of Bombay. He is the Hindu (or, as Sir James used to write it, Hindoo) god of
good fortune, invoked at the beginning of all enterprises--including, of course, this
fanzine, According to some, he is the son of Vishnu, but Pauline Palmer, that notable
Bellingham femfan and editress of WILD FENNEL, who 1s well read in Hindu mythology,
gives him as the son of Siva. ©She writes:

GUNPUTTY, more rightly Ganapati, also known as Canesa [sometimes written ° :
Ganeshe ], king-of-the-elders and first among the great, is the patron of 1lit-
erature and of schools, and is actually one of the more populer Hindu deities.

fianapati is considered to be the son of Siva, although his mother Parvati (Lady-
of-the=Mountain [-="Muse” in Greek-sl], Siva's consort, an obviously liberated
lady, created him herself from "the dew of her body mingled with dust” to guard
the door one day while she was hathing and the servants were all out, Unfortun=-
ately, Siva ceme along and Ganapati, followineg orders not to let anyone in, would
not let him enter. In the bettls that followed, his fGanapati's] head was cut off.
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Siva, to comfort Parvati in her grief at the loss of her son, severed the head
of the first living thing to wander by, and joined it to Ganepati's body. Hence
he has the head of an elephant.

A great deal of symbolism has been derived from
this combination of man and elephant, but primarily it's taken as the merging of
the microcosm (men) with the macrocosum (meture cum elephant),

Ganapatl has, as
do a number of Hindu gods, four arms. He has only one tusk, his trunk is always
shown as crooked, never just hanging down sraight, and his belly is fat. Most odd
of all, he rides on a mouse. The print I have shows his head as being bright
pink, and his body as = pale, WASP-ish flesh color, in spite of the fact that the
Ganapati Upanisad says "his limbs ars painted with red sandal paste." It also de-
seribes him as being dressed in red,

"Unfailing, merciful, the oripin of the worlds
he appears at the beginning of creation,
alone, beyond Nature, bevond the Cosmic Person.”
Ganapati Upanisad

It also says that two of his hands hold a noose and a hook while the other two
show the gestures of removing fear and granting boons. Alain Danielou, in Hindu
Polytheism {Pantheon Books, 1964) says, "To catch delusion (moha) the enemy of
all seekers, he holds the noose, The
driving hook is the insigne of the ruler
of the universe, and the hand granting
boons shows him as the fulfiller of de-
sires. The hand sllaying fear shows
that Ganapati is beyond the realm of
time, of death, to which 2ll fear ner-
tains."

Larousse clains that "His steed
is nothing but a rat, a contemptuous
form bestowed by him on a demon he had
vanquished," but Danielou, basing his
interpretation on the Sri Bhacr=vat tate
tva, which seys, saznong other things,
"The mouse is his vehiecle, glorious for
21l to behold", exnlains Ganapati as th=
"Iouse Rider" (the Vedas refer to him
this way sometimes) because "the mouse
is the master of the inside of every-
thing., The all-pervading Atman is th:
mouse that lives in the hole called I=..
tellect, within the heart of every be.
ing. It is the resal enjoyer of the
nleasures of 2ll creatures."

Genapatih
belly is fat because all manifestation
is contained therein (and Ganapati him-
gelf isn't contained by anvone or any-
thing). It's also fat to provide for
one of the great legends about him, tel-
ling why he has only one tusk and why there are moonless nights.

Jt seems that «
once, after stuffing himself on offerings, Ganapati took a ride on his mouse as a

means of aiding his digestion, It was a lovely moonlit night, but all of a sudden
his mouse was frightened by a huge snake in the road ahead of them. The mouse
shied and Ganapati fell off, landing on his turmmy, which==being so full--burst
open, Of course, being a god, this didn't bother Hm much--he just wrapped the
snake about his middle and forced it to mend him, which it did.
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So having literally pulled himself back together again, Ganapati prepared to

" continue his ride. But echoing across-the sky came the sound of loud, riotous
laughter, and turning, he saw that the moon was jeering at him. This mede Gana=
rati so furious that he broke off one of his tusks and thruew it at the moon,
uttering a curse which took its light away. So it is thet to this very day
there are nights .during which the moon casts no light at all,

And once again
the gods are shown to have humen emotions. Although I grant most of us mere -
mortals can't rip off a tusk and/or cast such e potent spell, Nor can I even
figure out how to cleverly work in one more aquote, one that I fefuse to leave
ovt, so I'll just tak it on non-sequitur fashion at the end, from verse 51,
Kalidesa's "The Cloud Messenger":

"Thy forepart pendant sidelong in the heavens like a sky-elephant,.."

% % ¥ % ¥ ¥ % ¥ X ¥

Pauline has an Indian print that includes Cunputty among its subjects, and she
describes him in great detail; and suggests that I get him to manifest himself and .- -
help me put out my zine. Not a bad ideal, actually...he could crank and slipsheet
and collate and staple all at the same time....

You may have noticed that Harry =~ .
Bell's cover shows Gunputty with both tusks. There are two explansations for this:
One is that he is being drawn as he was before his Ride descriyed sbove took place;
end the other is that my Gunputiy is a two-gun putty, or rather s two-tusk Ganapati
in defiance of Hindu orthodoxy. For I'm sure that the Hindu holy books have contre-
dictions and mistakes in them like the Bible and the Iliad do.

3 So now you know more
about Genapati, er, Gunputty, than you ever wanted to know...or have you? It's not
every fanzine that's #dd got s whole Upanishad nemed after it.... But anywsy...you
remember those sugrestive bumperstickers I mentioned lastish? Such as "Weathermen do
it with Crystal Balls'? Well, I've had some more suggested to me, both stfnal and
mundane, and here are a few: ©Slang do it mindfully...TarZen swings...Frankenstein
does it monstrously, Telzy does it wth remote conty 1...creatures in FTL ships jump
to it...Ralph 124C lLl+ does it by shorthand...Thr Illustrated Man does it with pic-
tures...Gilbert Gosseyn [any relation to Gunputty's Cosseyn above?] goes TBEZ when
he does it...Dr Jekyll does it by baring his Hyde..snd Alidoes it with mirrors...

[all from Ed Connor]....lawyers do it briefly...bureasucrats do it in quadruplicate...
telephone operators do it person-to-person...High Wire artists do it VERY CAREFULLY...
Masseuses rub it...water ski-ers are kinky--they do it with a rope...rugby players do
it with leather balls,..we don't even need to mention how reer admirals do it...
bad typists do it x-cellently...[from Pauline Palmer]....
' My question, "Who are the
Nine Worthies of the World?" didn't get much responsz. Only a couple of people men-
tioned it in their LoCs. Nevertheless, I don't want to leave you in suspense, SO
for your edification and enjoyment is William Caxton's listing from the preface to
his first printing of Sir Thomas Malory's Le Morte D’Arthur, Everyman's Library ed-
ition:
[1]t is notoriously known through the universal world that there be nine worthy
and best that ever were, that is to wit three paynims, three Jews, and three
Christian men. As for the paynims...tofore the Incarnstion of Christ,...the
first [is] Hector of Troy,...the second Alexander the Great, and the third Julius
Caesar, Emperor of Rome. And as for the three Jews vwhich also were tofore the
Incarnation of Our Lord,...the first was Duke Joshua which brought the children
of Israel into the land of behest; the second David, King of Jerusslem; and the
third Judas Maccebseuz. And sith the said Incarration have been three noble
Christian men stalled and admitted through the universal world into the number
of the nine best and worthy, of whom the first was the noble Arthur... The second
was Charlemagne or Charles the Great...; and the third and last was Godfrey of
Bouillon {the leader of the First Crusede in 1096].
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Bruce Pelz was the only person to name the Nine Worthies of the World in an IoC. He
nemed them correctly, and then roes on to confound me by glving the names of the Nine
Worthies of Iondon, viz, Sir Wm Walworth, Sir Henry Pritchard, Sir Wm Sevenoke, Sir
Thos White, Sir John Bonham, Christopher Croker, Sir John Hawkwood, Sir Hugh Calveley,
and Sir Henry Maleverer=-without telline me what they are Vorthy for. Terry Hughes is
surprised that I didn't ask for the names of the Seven Against Thebes, Well, Terry,
they wee Adrastus, AmphBraus, Capaneus, Hinpomedon, Tydeus, Parthenonaeus, and Poly-
= nices, They all foursht and died in an unsuccessful sttempt to put
A MJ/i’ lit; Polynices on the Theban throné after the expulsion of Oedinus.
which "o & And not a single vperson nemed the Seven Hills of Rome, Deadly
) Sins, Cardinal Virtues, or Pleiades. Iere they are: Hills=—=
Sum bf’-‘:z;\—\ Capitoline, Palatine, Esquiline, Zventine, Viminal, Quirinsl, and
€S Caelisn, Sins: Gluttony, anger, pride, lust, envy, sloth, and
3+b}e_ ~y covetousness, Virtues: three theological ones, faith, hoone, and
charity; and four natursl ones, prudence, justice, temperance,
Q\\ and fortitude. Pleiads: 'aia, Electra, Taysete, Celaeno, Alcy=
one, and Merome, daughters of Atlas and Pleione. Only six
<(:i23 Pleiads sre visihble as stars; the missing one is either Mer-
\’ N Oone or Electra. GUNPUTTY, the educational fanzine,

: Any mores
unfinished business? Ah yes, FANLAND, the fannish-stfnsal
amusement park hesed varuely on Disneyland, draw a number of

corments. Terry Jeeves suzsests that amons the attractions
should be a Ride on Courtnzy's Boat and a real Bheercan Tower
to the Moon. Paul Skelton suggests a Trip thru the Martian

Labyrinths 3 la John Carter in The Cods of Mars, and a funhouse

Rendezvous with Rema---you know, the rotating tunnel bit. Pauline

Palmar suggests a Tunnel-of-Love ride thru the giant trees of

1, Disch's The Genocicrs, ~=d an cagoinz sudierce-narticipation Bug

Jack Barron TV show taped live on location in the park daily. Skel

suggests s Deathworld-3-tyme MMighty Cliffride. There will of .

course be lots of stfnal/fannish souvenirs., Small globes or meps

mounted or printed unside dovm--inverted worlds. Souvenir trib
bles for trekkies, and life-size Barbarella dolls for Dirty 01d

Fen, suggests Pauline, Sonvenir Glicksohn hats, maybe? Runestaff

walking sticks., Kuddly Kzin instead of teddybears. dJugs of Jim

Beam with a mechanism in them that says "Smoooth" when the jug is

nicked up. Strap-on Dorsai fins for young fannish swirmmers. One

ardent feminist among Q's readsrs surgested that pictures of John

. Norman end/or Tarl Cabot he placed in the parks tdlet bhowls,

- == I must sav that would be s~oing a bit far, but there is a pre=

ot el cedent for »nuttin~ such pictures in the bottoms of souvenir
chamberpots, for durine the Napoleonic Wars.in Britain, you
could buy chamberpots with Bonasarte's nicture in them. Sirmiler vettery with the face
chaneged accordinz to the political or other views of the nurchaser was no doubt availe
able from the distant past wuntil the chambarnct becsme obsolete in this century, tho
since I'm no expert on =ntiques, [ can't swear to any excent Napolsonk case. Another
end finsl souvenir susggestion is bumperstickers of 2 fannish sort, including the "so-
and-so does it suchlike-and-suchlike" ones I mentioned earlier; which gives me a chance

to include = couple from B.T.Jeeves. Esq that got left out of the listing on page h:

Heisenberg does it uncertainly...lawyers do it distortedly...Einstein does it with gra~

NALIT

«».ond SF awthors do it write. I must admit that, because I'm a weatherman
myself, I often have difficulty "accepting" the meteorology that appears from time to
time in SF, Nevertheless, like a good SF fan, I can usually "suspend disbelief" con-
cerning mogt vheno--an {sg; FTL drives) so that Ien enjoy the story. One thing that

my mind will not accept, tho, is the "droobleberry Jrice from Larry Niven's Ringworld.

Please, you fannish gardeners, horticulturalists, Iarry, somebody, pleasse someone in-

vent or hybridize a droobleberry so's I can read Niven in peace. Boyser did it; vhy

can't we do it for drooble? 4£rd even Brad, Rodd-n, and the two Johns while we're at ‘it?
¥ Rudolf Boysen, fl.ca. 1923, Developed the DRoysenberrv.
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2t the risk, perhaps, of destroving a les=nd, I've decided (::>+<::>
to "demytholosize" the Osteen ythos and so nerhans elucid- s Erg

ate some of the rore ohscure and nuzzlins referencas in
this fanzine.

To the right is the seal of Osteen Uni-~
versity, the world's only fannish institute of
higher learning. ILike Oxford University, which
it resembles in many ways, it was never founded,
but sort of grew—-only in this case from a fam-
iy joke,

Osteen exists., It is a small set-
tlement on a sandy ridge ghove the siwamps of
the mighty St Johns River, about 8 miles
noriheast of Sanford, Florida, on State Road
W15; and its chief claim to faim is that my
~ather lived there for about five y=ars when
he was g kid-=almost 50 vears ago now. The
house whzra he lived still stands bv the noy-

Aisuc=2d Florida East Coast Eailway
tracks. Osteen was then, as it is
now, a rural, Spanish-moss-covered

T~ckwater of ‘2 few hundred souls,

But my father, who has a
gift for humorous axagseretion, daims that it is the
i2tropolis of the Hew South, a CGrowing, Vigorous Com-

monity, %2 %e, and used to retouch thes ew York Times
color sunplemants on Florlda to thet effect and send
+hem to his sister, sayins, "See what the old »nlace
has bacoma?" My brother snd I got into the act, and by
the early '60s, the Ostzen My:thos besan to take its present

Torm. We claimed thaet Csteen was indeed your thriving city, so

-mch so tha there was 12al% of removin~ the state capital from Tela-

hassee to Osteen. The town's hevspaper, The Osteen Intelligencer,

corrles gll the good comic strins and none of the bad ones. The
J3teen,Cow Creek & Semsula Railroad's vast marshalling yards are
just east of the city. [Cow Creek is a tribusary of the mighty
St Johns, about 10 miles east, and Samsulo is a village ghout
15 miles north--and the OCC&SRR actually axists as the family's
name for my father's model railroad lsyout.] Ostezn International

Airport 1is an old abandoned eirfield near Osceocla, ahout 5 miles southeast, on the

chores of Lake Harney., As far as I cen tell, the field 1s being uced as a sanitary

iandfill. But in the Mythos it has a tower, a VORTAC. aon identifior (0ST). multiole

I1Ss, and all the thines that a first-rank interndional airport should have. That

noteshle Aussiefan, Robin Johnson, vsed to iive in Tingewick, in Buckirnghemshire, snd

hehind his house there is an old ahendoned WWII eirstrin like Osteen's, which we named

Tinzewick Internstionsl; and now there is--in theorv ot least--s fannish air service

on Air Yarbroursh hetween Osteen and Tingewiclk. Grahsm Yarbrough is an old hiszhschool

friend of mine who owms his own Piner Cherolkess 180,

There are many remarkable things

in Osteen--at least in the "Wwthos--~but none more rororikable than the Unlversity., I
don't remember exactly whan the University was added to the Mythos. hut I believe it
was before I started QWERTYUIOP, When T started nmubdine, I cast arovnd for a name for
my publishine house, and Osteen University Press suscested itsel? immediately. And
thaat is how Osteen became fannish.

The University remains feaniah bzcause I have taken
o ar the Mythos now and have seen to it t™at all the rombers of th2 university are . .o°
fans, except for my father, who is Chencellor, a cereronial and hconorary rost. I am
the Vice-Chancellor, which means T actually run the vlacs a2nd have Power--to gopoint
ztaff and grant dearees, &c. Osteen is the only tniversity thral awards MFL and DFle=-

57

Zimuer and Doctor of Fannish Letters--—degrees. Tans may be awad<l rrofessorships, if
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they desire. There's no pay sttached to professorial positions, but then, there are
no duties either. The university is collegiate, like Oxford; chief among the colleges
are St Ompa's, St Fanthony's, end Judas., The colleges are located on a wooded hill
about 1/4 mile northwest of the city. Together wiil. myself as Vice-Chancellor, the
Heads of the Colleges form the Abdominal Council, similar to Oxford's Hebdomadal
Council, Osteen's council is so named because the council's chamber is dominated by
a statue of an immersely fat Cunputty.

The arms of the University are as follows:
Azure (blue} on a fess argent (silver, whil=) between three nranges slipped proper,
an open book inscribed Poeta fit non nascitur, thz: is, "Poets are m~de not bmrn."
The inscription is a quotastion fiom Lewis Carroll--an Oxford man. The propeller-
hzanie surrounting the seal forms part of tha crest of the Universty.

Osteen's . 2

“"totem animal" is the mince, and its athletic teams are called the Trufen. In this
regard it resembles my cwn alma mater, Horth Carolina, wvhose totem 45 a ram, but
whoszs teams are the Tarheels. Athletic endevor is mostly confinzd to fennish games
like ghoodminton and tiddledywinizs and fencineg.

Separate from the University but
clesely associated with it 1s the Osteen Acedemy of Arts an? Sciences, of which the
Vice=Chancellor is ex officin President. Fellows of the Academy are appointed by the
President with the consent of the incumbent Icllows:; accordingly an FOAAS is next to
an FRS (Fellow of the Royal Society) in academic elout.

The Sign of the Adiabat is
rort of the Osteen 'ythos. Somewhers in western Fngland, north of Trollope's Bar-
chester, are the Two Counties of Wontshire and FHosushire (Wonts & Nosus), with their
respective chief towns of Ompington and Belchecter. RAI Scumthorpe in the North
Wonts ¥orrs has already been mentioned, and Troutbridg:, afterw hich the Royal Navy
Trigate of Navy Lark fame was named, is in the south of Nosus. Ompton, Motts, Scun-
thorpe, and Trowbridge, Wilts, are real places; and I believe thers is a Belchester
idouse in the North somewhere.....,.but that is as cloce as rundane toponymy comes to
the fannish. Belchester is famed as the cradle of fandom, for it was there in 1698
that a printer who was a devotee of the "phantasticall literature" of the time .
printed what one might call the first fanzines for himself and his like-minded
“riends. The inspiration for Belchester end the Two Counties came from a BBC comedy
radio program , Stop Messing About, that was on in the late '60s., Details of the hig=
tory and legends of the area were described in detail in QWERTYUIOP 2.

The last part
of the Osteen Mythos is the mighty St Johns River. The epithet "mshty" was sranted
to this lazy river for contrariness. The source of the St Johns is Lake Hellen (or
Felen) Blazes, a few miles southwsst of Melbourne--gay fifteen miles from my house.
Farther cown the river is Leke Harney; and then Lake Monroe, upon whose south shore
is Sanford (where my father spent the rest of his boyhood), and on whose north shore
is the town of Enterprise, after which the Starship was named, ™ (inent) =nace-
neval architect who designed it was from there. TFarther n~
ne=ar Palatka, the St Johns passes by the orenre grove
once owned by tha corpossr N=llun, =4 so to
Jacksonvi%le
and the \
BEBL Lo .




A very recent addition tc the Osteen *fyvthos (it dates

“rom vhen my father ceme down for a visit this past

Nctoher) is the villase of Iemen Bluff, a counle of

~iles SE of Osteen, on the michty St Johns. There

‘s g hluff there, and Jesve's elimbzrs are nracticing
ar an agsanlt om it. Iemon Bluff is Csteen's resort
srea, and s aumber of University nrofessors have
countrv cottaces there., [The H1Uff is all o° 5ft
mien.] Onz thine T noticed ahout tha mighty St
Joans =t Iemon Bln“ef and at elsawhere alons its
enurse, is that for =2 river that rises only 15t
or so sbove sea lzvel, it flows ewful fest--four
or five knots in »l-ces, I estimete.
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Mme of the deli~sits of livin~ in Florida (and par-
/' ticularly livine alone the bheach) is the parade
5f bikini-clad lssses one sees. The two-niec.
“athing suit is bv no means new--we see them pore-
“raved on 200-year-cld Romen vaintines and mosaiecg=-
Out the modern bikiani is fairly recent, deting from
the late 'h0s. It took its name from the Pacific is-
land of Bikini in the Yarshall chain, which was' the
iite of & series of American atomic bhomb tests after
‘orld War Two. The bikini was supoosed to have an
.£fect on the male psyche rather like the Romb. (A
n=2ighborines island, Eniwetok, was also the site of
nucl ° tz3ts, hut to'd vent o go around wesrine an eniwetok?) The "monokini" has
not, unfortunately, gainad a oreat deal of accepntsnce alons the Florfla cer® (Florida
wrides itself on its "family" resort arsas, you see), hut some topless hathine does
mo on in the Cocoa Beach ares (gbout 10 miles north of wiere I live) from time to time.
And speaking of tonlessness, one thine that's alwaz seemed to me to be a pure waste
of enercy and material is the "top" on a rivl-child's swimsuit, A =ood friend of mine
has a five-year-ad deurhter who wears a two-piece swimsult, even tho she has no more
need of a top than her father does, and -on't for another Tive or seven years or so.
Yet such is custom...but then again, it wrasn't th-t lon~ ero that m2n were supvosed
to cover their breasts when swvirmine,

Srimsuits themselves ara g relatively recent
innovation. Until the early 1800s, when the seacids hecame feshionable, one usually
went swimmine nekad. With fashionableness, howzver, camz nruderv and the great all-
envelopines bathing costumes of the Victerien era. It was only well after World War
One that swimmine dress attained envthine like its »nresent brevity. We're not quite
full-cirels, tho, *=cause skinny-7iopine in »ubliec is still frovmed upon in most
places. One place, thn, vhere the o0ld custom remained thru the Victorian period to
the present day is Parson's Pleasurz, a nzxt of the Cherwell River in Oxford set aside
by ancient custom for nude bathing by men. Women nunting or paddling on the river
were (ara) supposed to take thz charnel thest go2s hehind a screenins fence, They
don't always do so eny more, but the swimmers dont arrear to mind., There was a sim-
ilar swimming hole for women,called Dame's Dclight, a little way downstream, but (I
blush to admit) I don't know very rmuch shout it, or vhether it iz still in oneration.

The beach across the mwad from my flat is a public one, so wehn I 7o to *t, I modestly
attire myself in an ordinarv pair of trunks. Trom sbout December to April, the water
is generallv too chilly for comfortable svirming, tho some hardy surfboard riders can
be found doing their thing on all but the roughest dsvs gll year round, often wearing
wetsuits to keen warm. (Yes, it can ret cold in ¥ rida-=the mldest temmerature in
these parts is about 27°TF [-3°C], and termeratures in the 30s are not uncommon on win-
ter nights.’' The surfing is moderately oood alons this stretch of the coast, but the
skin-diving's not good &t all--the water's too murky. You've ~ot tc ro some 50 miles
south, nast Vero Beach, to 7et to water clear enoush for really rood skin-~divineg.
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A pair of trunks is all I wear in the water, but it's not all I
wear to the beach. The summer sun in these latitudes is very
powerful: it cen make the sand almost too hot to walk on, and
can give you a bad sunburn in half an hour if you're not care ™,
So I wear a pair of flivnflop (zoris) to protect:my fcaot, 3n-
glasses to counter the zlare, a canvas hat to <k~~~
my brow, and my shamma, or Ethiopian tora,
around my shoulders to prevent sunburn. Thr
shamma, the national sarment of Ethiopia, iz
8 souvenir of ry vacstion trip to that countixr
in 19723 it is a loosely woven piece of cloth'g
(homespun, I think) about a meter wide and !
two meters long, that rurasl Ethiopians wear
like a shawl. I use it in the same office,
gince it is light, does not nick up sand like a towrel
would, and is thin and locsely woven enough to let me tan
thick enough to keep me from burnine.

I know the power of th.
sun, Once during my Ethiopian trip, I sat with my richt arm out
the window of the Land Rover nezarly all day. The next day, I had _
an oval burned spot on my upper arm some 10cm long by 6em wide. It wasn't narticulzrly
painful, but it was badly blistered, and it took thr=e weeks to hesal. I sti’l hev=s a
patch of frekles on that arm to remind me of the event. So, knowing the power of the
sun, I avoid overexposure to it, I rarely go shirtless except at the beach, and so
my shoulders, back, chest, and upper arms are consid=rgbly lighter than my lower arms,
face, neck, and lags.

I'm an informal dregser. In summer, I wear sandals, socks,
shorts, and a shirt; and in winter, jJeans, hushpuppies, and a sweater, I wear an under=-
shirt even in summer because 1t sbsorbs sweat likz a wick and allows it to evaporate
fastar,thus cooling me more efficiently., The pumping action of an un-tucked-in outer
shirt flapping as I move increases the cooling effect. ©Socks act as wicks too, and
keep the feet cooler, drier, and l=2ss odiferous. Also, I dislike the feel of shoe-
leather on my hare feet, !

Ona sartorial characteristic my Heinleinimn nameseks and I
ghare ig, that we both like skirts., Both meaninegs. Iazarus preferred kilts to trou-
sers because 1t's eagkr to concesl and get at a weapon in a kilt. True enough, but
my rzasons ere more pacific: I find trousers uncomfortable for lounsing.  In the pri-
vacy of my flat, I often strip down to a terrycloth bath kilt or a dressing gown or
even less for sitting and readings, or listening to music, or doineg fanaec. The fact
that I keep the air conditionine st a rather hirh tempersture (for economy--in winter,
I keep the heat low) encouranmes casual semi-nudity on my part. I must add that there
is no transvestism in this: the bath kilt, the robes, etec, are all men's styles, bought
in the men's depertment of the store, cut for a mala fisure. I have no desire to wear
women's clothzs. Neither do I appear in public in skirts., Kilts ars still very much
the Scots folk-costume to Americens, snd custom dictates that Americsn men wear some
sort of trousers in public, be the trousers short, long, or mid-length. Besides, the
Scots kilt is made of thbk wool and is designed for a climeste rmch cooler than Flori-
da's.

Kilts, warm tho they mey be, are draftier than trousers, and this may be a gen-
etic advantage of sorts to Scots. The cooler, freec-swinsing gonads of a kilted Scot
will tend to produce more and healthier sperm than thosz of an Englishman sll hot and
bothered in his Marks and Sparks Y-fronts. Also, fallout will tend to fall out of a
kilt rather than collecting in a crotech and irradiating ths balls at short range, to
the possible detriment of a man's future offspring. Here one may answer the old ques-
tion: What does a Scotsman weer under his kilt. The answer is: Anything he damn well
pleases. Soms wear nothing, + some wear ordinary underwear, and some wear tartan
shorts, Curiously enough, the Roman legionarles, who were also kilted, commonly wore
calf-length breeches under their tunics and armor; howevar, long after the fall of
Rome, breeches or trousers in civilian life were the mark of a barberian or of low
social chssy and even today, cesremonial drzss is often in the form of skirts and robes.
(As in priestly vestments, judges' robes, college cowns, fannish costumes....)
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Scotland's kilted Highland reciments have heen justly famous for centuries, end until
recently, they went into battle in their kilts. But they found in the Boer war that
to be pinned d-m by accurate el:my musketry in & desert or veldt renders a kilted
soldier liable to- very painful sunburrs on thes backs of his kneeg. The mud and the
trenches of World War One did the rest, and so ever since early World War Two, High-
~nders have gone into action in ordinary trousered battledress--tho with their pipers
.«d tamoshanters. The pipers still play tunes like "The Swine of the Xilt" and "The
Kilt is My Delipght", tho, and the day-to-day uniform is still the kilt. (Not all
Scots regiments wear kilts: Lowland regiments weer tartan trews or trousers, the Sents
Guar '3 wear the same trousers as the other Guards regiments, and, since the kilt is
not suited for r’ding hors:3 77 the Royal Scots Greys, S.-iland's only cavalry reg=
iment, have 'always worn trousers.)
"0 Kaftan, My Kaffan", Longfellow should have
written. It's extremely difficult to find a men's robe that goes below the knees.
This is fine in summer, but in drafty winter, I like to have somethinr to cover my -
legs. I have an ankle-length terrycloth robe that's almost in tatters now, I've worn
it so much. Where will I find an:':2? At a raasonable price?
A1l this is not to ssy
I disdain trousers. I dten lounge in a loosz-cut pair of pajama bottoms, and a well-
fitting pair of breeches--shorts, jeans, swimtrunks, whatever, is a delipht to wear.
But, style be damned, they must he cut full, and the tisght fit demanded by modern fash=-
ion irks me exceedingly. You sse, I'm rather short and stocky. I have short legs
(29 inch inseam), and I'm rather platypygous, which is to say, rather broad ascross the
butt. TIt's hard to find a pair of jeans or trousers that's short enough in the.leg but
wide enough around the bottom--agnd not so wide in the waist that they fall off.

Mil-
itary uniforms are cut full, thenk goodness, for until recently they were my day-to=-
day wear. I buy my shorts from a mail-order house that specializes in outdoorwear,
for T've found that ordinary "store-houchten" Bermuda shorts are too tight around the
thishs and bottoms for me, and also too long. I prefer safari-type shorts with mid-
length legs and wide bottoms. I found while I was living in Enslnad that British-
made trousers fit me bettr than American-made ones: the cut was better,

I have a cou=
ple of suits, but I've never had occasion to wesr them much. In most cases, I prefer
slacks and a sportcoat. I hate ties, and avold wearinz them whenever possible. In
this regard I was lucky to be posted to Florida by the Air Force, for down here we can
wear the summer uniform g1l y=ar long. The uniform .is a pair of dark blue trousers and
a light Mlue open-necked short-sleeve shirt--with no tie. The Air Force does, or did,
have a uniform of tan bermuda shorts and a tan open-necked shirt, but I've only seen
it once, and I never purchased it, You had to wear knee-lenght socks, which kindof
destroyed the advantase of shorts, When I can do so, then, I avoid wearing ties, and
weer a turtleneck instead, which is an acceptable substitute in all bhut the suffiest
places.,

I don't particularly care for hats either, at least not felt ones. They take
up too much g8pace and are fragile and easily messed up. So instesd I wear a canvas
safari hat to keep the sun out of my eves and the reain off my face; but when the sun's
not shining snd it's not raining, I don't wear a hat at =211, In winter, tho, esvecially
in colder climates, I wear s hat to keep my head warm, for even tho I've a thick thatch
of hair, my head can still get cold; in such cases, I often wear a tamoshanter with a
red pompon on top. When I owned an MG Midmet sportscsr , I wore a tamoshanter to keep
my hair from blowing about then I had the ton down.

In peneral, I've found that I Foun't
"wear" clothes well. I can never look natty, spiffy, sharp, even if I did keep up
with fashion. My figure won't allow it. So I orefer comfort to style, and let it te,
I try to keep my clothes clenr and in good repair, tho. T don't go in for mod stuff
or leather or denim, or platform shoes, or wide bellhottoms, or the New Raggedness,
or things like that. Uncomfortable,

Nor do I myself zo in for long hair. IVe always

kepy my heir somewhat short by tolayb standards, and not altomether because the Air
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Force insisted I keep it short, I've let it rrow somewhat since I left the Air Force
at the end of last June, but I doubt that I'll let it get down to my shoulders. It's
not straisht, but rather curly, and would end up looking like a tangle rather than a
smooth coif like Peter Ezg Roberts has, I have a hard enourh time keeping it controled
as it is: the only time it looks nest is when I've just washed it. Short hair has
manifold adventages: it is easier to care for, tends to lock neater, and does not pro-
vide a handle for mugéers (Alexender the Great had his men go into battle cleen-shaven
and newly-barbered, so thet thz enemv wouldn't be ghle to grab them by the beard or
: “-ir and cut their throsts). If it's short
enough-=0r nonaxistent--it need not be combed
-» brushed, On the other hand, long hair
is more sraceful, and the care and
. orooming of the head is a well-
AFORTRESS NAS ¥nown social act among primates
BREASTWORKS :nd man. And haircuts are get-
ting damnably expensive, I'm
n-t particularly self-.- ‘nscious
-bout my short hair when amons

fans, tho fans (rmzis fans, I
iean) are a rather hirsute
7anch. I'm not particulary
effected by long halr or lack
of it on others either, tho

v father, like many men of his

2cneratlion, dislikes long hair
r~eedinsly, and wants me to get my
™ ir cut, even tho, as many fans

% cons this summer will testify,

i 's not a sreat deal lonser than
i~ Torce Resulations require, I
d-n't mind long hair on others so

~uzh as unkermpt lone hair. I'm
2 believer in thes virtues of

. shamoo (and real poo),brush

2ad comb--plus some Jjudicious

s~rissor-work and razor-work from
time tp time. Many of your so=-
2alled "longheir wierdo freaks"
~onld use & haircut and a shave,
tho not to bootcamp standards.
2ather to whare it better sults

“helr face. I might be able to

Iaprove my appesrance with a b

£ Ddiord--it would hide my receding
~in-=but I have no plans to
, . arow one any time in the near
Trtre=atisyire so mich trouhls $o grow. On the other hand, I dislike ag-
w2 3ively short haircuts or flattops. I like the freedom men have these days to wear
their hair the way 1% suits them, I know a number of men on vhom longer hair and/or
a8 beard has greatly improvgd their locks. I have seen 2 photo of Mike Glicksohn be-
fore he grew his famcus chink-whiskers; but I shall have to wait to see whether Old
Bill Bowers's new beerd suits him,

WHATS THE DIFFERENCE
- BETWEEN A ForT AND

BJu-T N ITS
AN AMJFM BusBY

: By the way, have you ever wondered what hapoened to
the great beards of she Victorian and E2vardisn eras? World War One was as hard on
beards as it wes on kilts, but Robert Graves nnd Alnn Hodee, in their book The Long
Weekend, 2 sort of history of the interwar period, attribute the disappearance of fac-
ial hair to "...the sudden craze for 'Beaver'.,,. Two or more people walking down a
street would play e twenty-point game of reaver-countine. The first to cry 'Beaver!
at the sizht of n beard won a point, but whi‘e heards (knowm as bolar beavers') and
other distinguished sorts had hisher values." T:arded men mot tired of beins mocked
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in that fashion, and so, Graves writes, "when the growing scarcity of beavers ended
the gamé in 1924, King George, distinguished foreigners, and a few Chelsea Pensioners
were for some years the only bearded men left in Grest Britein.”" Just how the word
"beaver" got transferred from men's beards to women's pubic hair, I don't know, tho
Chaucer noticed a rsemblance in "The Miller's Tale." GUNPUTTY, the literate fanzine,
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I want to thank sll the faneds who sent me zines in the last eight months. It would
take me pages to list them all, all the hundred-odd zines you've sent, faneds; and
anyhow I've LoC'd all but o few of the zines I've received, either in a letter or on

a poctsard; and, as GUNPUTTY is availeble £r trade, nearly all the faneds who sent me
zines will get a copy of thish. So I will confine mv fanzine reviews to a mention of
a few zines that struck me ss being of particular excellence or interest., First and
foremost, I daresay, is Bill Bowers's OUTYORLDS, which needs no introduction from me.
It's one of the few offsetzines that "feels" 1like a mimeo'd zine, and to us tradit.on-
alists, mimeo is the medium. Fred Haskell's RUNE, the 00 of the Minneapolis group,

i3 = »=r~ ~vemple of a clubzine that's interestinv to non=-clubiembers too, that is,

; thet is & successful genzine as well. Jerry Kauf-
: - man and Suzle Tompkins's THE SPANISH INQUISI [ION
Do )/OU r-%i dropped unexpectedly thru my postbox the other
wek, Everything ahout this zine is first-class;
2long with Linda Bushyager's GRANFALLOON, it's one
~ " the top zines in the East. Donn Brazier's TITLE
=8 been described as a one-men aps; every issue is

"completely different", as has been said in another
connection., Don Thompson's DON-O=-SAUR is one of
the best personalzines around., Frank Denton's
zires ASH-WINCG and ROGUE RAVEN run him close, tho,
Dave % 'lardee Jenrette's TABEBUIAN hes been, and
will no doubt continue to be, one of the most off=-
Yeat zines in fandom, as well as one of the most
interesting, Among British fanzines that I get
‘m2se days, ERG stands at the fore, thc it's thin

s>radays. Terry Jeeves pubs it; and he and Eric

Ta2rteliffe have revived TRIODE, to the delight of
ostalgla fans. Peter Roberts's EGG is still the

~2eanish fanzine, but KNOCKERS FROM NEPTUNE by the

‘aarae, Mike and Pat, is crazier, Rob Jackson has
“aken over MAYA, and made it fasnish, with sercon
~its--a nice mixture. I rustn't forget Mike Glyers
TPTLHENSILE, or Victoria Vayne's SIMULACRUM, or Mike

Jorra's RANDOM, or the Fantome itself, Ed Connor's
20°IUS TRIP LIBRARY/SCIENCE FICTION ECHO. Or Don
D'/ mmassa's MYTHOLOGIES, the passionate fanzine.

il o L R et )

Titawige I won't say a orest deal about the books
T'ys read recently, but T will say a few words.
Niven & Pournelle's The Mote in God's Eye impressed
o rsry much, but I'm not sure it's s classic., Nive-
s is one of my favorite writers, tho. Hal Clement
is rieven: Ocean on Top is not nearly as good as
~“ose to Critical, which is in turn inf:rior to his
classic, Mission of Gravity. But I waxed enthusiastic over the late James Blish's
A Case of Conscience. Leonard Wolf's The Annotated Dracula,even with S#tty, lacks a
good bit, both of notes and of critique. But R.L.Weber's anthology A Random Walk in
Science is a faenish delight. Ursula Le !uin's The Disposessed, The Lathe of Heaven,
and The Left Hand of Darkness, like Gene Wolfe's The Fifth Head of Cerberus, were slow
books, but the effect in all was overpowering; Dis deserved its Hugo.

Then wlny Jon'l’jbu
3:!‘

I
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Yoy .Eﬁis Yuma, Arizona, in the weather code, and this part of the .
zine is for fans whose "Sensa Yuma" matches their "Sensa Wonda".
One such fan is Don D'Ammassa, thet indefatigeble reviewer of

well-known and obscure SF and writers. In this little story, Don tells US.ass

Ve

DO TR BN AN Few oSS T ISl BRE

JeLeanep

UP IN EDUCATIO A Altho T had been reading SF for four

e years when I became a freshman at Michigan

State University, I hadn't encountered or=-

ranized fandom at all. I'd only been there

a few months, hovwever, tefore I was

4 U recruited into APA-L5 and the world of

~——/ fanzines. This presented me with a pro-

Hem. By zoing without haircuts, snacks, and

other pleasures, my $7.00 ver week allowance was
sufficient to buy all of the new paperback SF and
prozinss as they came out. But if I was going to
publish fanzines, I would either have to skimp on
reading matter or find an alternate source of in=-

( come, Since I've been a completist ever since I

o bought my first SF novel, I opted for the latter,

i

!

I  MSU provided jobs for anyone willing to take them,
[l but you had to take the job provided. I was ziven
'I the opportunity to be Sunday janitor in a men's
! dormitory. The problem with Sunday morning is that
/ 1t inevitably follows Saturday night, and a Saturday
nicht in a freshman men's dorm is frequently one enor-
mous drinking session. Consequently, my first duty
on Sunday morning was to walk thru all the corridors,
pouring raw emmonis on the visible residue of those
freshmen who had exceeded their limits with disasterous
results,
After three weeks of this, I began muttering

ander. my breath, and occasionally out loud. The local residents overheard me, and a
nlot was launched. I would walk down the corridor, wet-mopping as I went., When I
would turn around, someone would have ermptied clgarette ashes onto the wet floor.

It didn't take too ruch of this to get my back un, I bezen inserting pencils between

the

door and the jamb of the offending rooms, immrisonine the residents until they

were rescued by friends, or tied sheets together and descended the outer wall of the
building. The battle escalated.

One Sunday, I moved into onea of the carpeted lounges,

grabbed the two nearest wastebaskets, and started for the trashbins, Suddenly my
pants began to cling to my legs, I investigated. My belligerent friends had punched
a series of holes around the bottom rim of each wastebasket. Then they had filled

~ an AW Root Beer container with urine, turned it upside down onto the bottom of the
basket, and covered it with paper. Until the basket was disturted, everything was
fine, but when I raised it,the container overturned and urine spewed onto rug, walls,

and

me.
I pencilled the entire floor into their rooms, locked the lounge with my

master key, and stormed out.

The following Sunday, I tried to enter the lounge again.

I couldn't. With admirsble cooperation and team spirit, the entire floor had appar-
ently teamed up to crumple pieces of newspaper and fill the lounge from floor to ceil-

ing.

I spent an extra hour without »ay carting it all to the trash bins.
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Undaunted but crafty, I bided my time. At 2:00 AM the followinz Sunday morning, I
vacuunied the corridor on that floor. Then I did it agein at 3:30, and again at 5:00.
When my normal work shift started at T7:00, I left the vacuum running thruout the morn-
ing. Victory seemed within my gresp.

Thet weekend passed without incident. But the
following Sunday, when I trundled out my vecuum cleaner, it slecshed.

That's vight,
sloshed. Not only had they filled it completely with water, they had thrown several
handsful of wheat inside. In some places it had sprouted, in others, merely bloated.
But it entirely filled the inside of the clesner with a vegetsble mass impossible to
extract,

I conceded defeat, I nosted an official surrender on the bulletin board.
I told the university (volitely) what they could do with their job., Then I waited for
the weekend to start waging war against the poor slob that cleaned my dormitory on
Sunday mornings.

$2bzbzdzdzdzdzdzdodbodadodobodobobobodobadodododobodobododadodabodobododadodobadodod

From the magazine Aviation Week & Smace Technology, T Anril '75:

"[The US] Air Force is studyine ... mossible notential alternate fuel sources
for aircraft as a result of the Middle East oil ecrisis in 1973 and decliningz
worldwide reserves. Optional sources being investigated fincludel a fuel derived
from coel shale, USAF estimates that a...coal fuel system [for large aircraft
could be availsble! within 10 yeans." P Aad

THE HANDILY-PLAYED “RELCHESTER” 2k

The. original "Belchester" was conveived in 1938 as a W
Wi W
i i B A AT i
K fil ‘

specification for an offensive aircraft with ex-

tremely low petrol consumption for use in the ;

event that U-boats shauld succeed in orevents -

ing the bringing in of fuel, the prototype

airframe was converted to use the Bristle-

Sickly "Civet" engine, a 2300 litre single-

cylinder powerplant that burned coal-gas

ingstead of petrol. %
The bomb bay was occu-

pied by the coal-gas generating plant, so N

that the bomb load was reduced to two M 23

frapmentation grenades or one bundle of propva-

ganda leaflets; however, it was expected that

the flisht eneineer would shake the grate n»

over zneny cities, releasing a shower of in-

candescent clinkers for incindiary effect.

heavyish bomber,. Ih response to an Air Ministry nfn Wj
it ‘r”';« il ”

.

' Th=
Civet-nowered Belcheste» was readed for its : :é
first flieht in December 19h1l, but test flishte
were delayed by an unofficial strike arising fvor
a dispute as to whether aircrew should join the International Brotherhood of 3toizrs
end Gasifiers or the Benevolent Society of Aerial Mechaniclans.

With the winning of
the battle of the Atlantic in 1943, work on the Belchester was stopped, and the sole
prototype was scrapped in late 1945, One of the mipghty engines was rescued almost
complete, however, and may be viewed at the Tate Gallery. Certain wing panels are
believed to have found their way into the roofing of a ecouncil estate in the Wontshire
village of Pithing-in-the-Soupe.

Reprinted from OWERTYUIOP 5
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The QeeBtiop Cookscok,

Not recipes rmis time, but rather a stfnal menu, made with the help of B.T.Jeeves,
Eric Bentcliffe, John Brunner, AYES, Pauline Palmer, Mike Glicksohn, Judy Blish,,

and many others. 2dditions to tie menu are invited; I'1] géfserialize them...Sle..
©0e0000§ § § § vaocnen§ § § §coooooo§ § § §oscooncos § § § §§55 §5§6§ 558§ § § § §oocoao§ § § §oomucoco§ § § § cocacoes

S£OUPS...by Campbell's ¥ROM THE BMAKERY VEGETASLES
R OR B % ey < AT
Bligeuits Hericcts Harrison
MAIN DISCHES Roadsmust Rolls Brunncr Beans
' Bread Parks + H. Beans Piper
Boeuf & Ben Cake Wilhelm . Tres loveeraft
H.G.Wells Rarebit Bill%Marv Buns Joseph Greens
Beans % Frankes Cole Shaw
Harry Wieners plus Eepgs POHLTRY Conan the Cob
Robert Hindloin i S : Corn Bluth
From-the Brazier : Dave Quail with Wollnwuts
Joanneburgers Poulet Anderson CONDIMENTS
Silverburegers Moorcoq au Vin
Varthe Steaks Aylesbury Duck Savage Gordon Dijon Mustard
(all served with ‘Glicksoan Marenso Hoyle & Vinegar dressing
French Friersons or _ Damson Khight Jam
Bouncine Potatoes) FISH FROM MEMISON
Chili cor Carnell FOR BREAKFAST
fndy Porterhouse Steak Lemon Sol' & riz
Michaeel Coney Island Hotdogs Kilgore Trout Jodle Omlette...
Truffle with Tribbles Sturgeon Rowe or how sbout our special
Ron Goulash Hal Clament Chowder Breakfast of Champignons
Spam Lundwall del Raie & l'estére --von is gut, two is
Cagles % lockes . better....
TO DRINK Jellied Elis Coh&ne
Fish & Chips Delany DESSERT
Geis Tes
L.S.deCamp Coffee Ice cream: three flavorg—=-
AnneMe Coffee ' Roddenberry, Bradberry,
Clockwork Orange Squash Johnberry
Bulmer Cider Sam !Mousse Kowitz
‘Stanislaw Lemonade A.E. Flan Vogt
U.K. L.e Guinness Stout Frank Sherbert
“Wines from Jacaues Vins, Iarryni Vins, Charlie Brownies
and Baum Weins GMBH Tarzanofthe Crapes
léibersfraumilch Lorna Dune Cookies
TedkJim White Wines Currant Duff of Snace
Arthur C, Claret Pears Anthony
Rosé (for ecclesiastics) Arbrosia Bierce
Drv Sack Asimov Sherry Lime Jello

P SOOI QD> K> <> K> &> K> KSILKPLED @5 <> <> <O T OI> <X E> <> <>
Also...Ann Cassercle...Foo "“un-Chees...fppelbaum Sauce...Carrots...Bell Peppers...

Mary Legg of Lamb...Romm % Coce-Cola...Tolki-en-the-Hole...Edgar Rice .
K¥ispies...Ghost Toasties...Timeenoughfor Loaf...Hecto=flavored gelatinzg......
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Naturwissenschaft Department

A I—QN q ev r ﬁ M By Noufeison Duski, PhD, FOAAS, Professor Emeritus

of Natural Science, Osteen University,

AAAAAANAAANANANALLS A AAL _
(f1is iz a revised an? updated version of an article published ¥u Professor Duski in
OWERTYUIOP A, The Mince is (steen University's mascot, anl =7 med *+n *ha chod Cha,)

| H E M l NC E Mm(_e (aﬁerm.emu%

T JGICE (from Latin minutus, small) is a medium- 195
sized rodent that bears a resemblance to both the
common American chipmunk and the gray squirrel.
Minces average sbout LOcm long, about half of
which is théir large bushy tail, and have a de’-
inite purplish tinge to their fur. There are
several species, of which Mincieus aycielius
is by far the most common. It is identifie? ‘
bv the two white strives om its back. In : \Qasn"‘

many locations, however, a variety of M. ai-
cielius with dark fur and yellowish strlpen
has superseded the normal animals. Some in-
vestigators consider the dark varietv a new
species and have named it M, escieliusl, A larre species with no stripes was discov-
ered in North Carolina a few years ago, hut no sightings have been bheen recorded for
it since 1067. It is called ™. alonzonius, and is shout 60cm long including tail?
Fossils of a very large specles, . immensius, have heen found in Gerhany; it was
about the size of a large beaverl, There are a numher of small mince-like animals

that are not true minces, altho they are related. The Cornish nasty is one such;
another, rather more famous, is the so-called "Mull mince" or False Haggis (see below),
Tound in the Hifhlands of Scotland.

The Greek vhilosovher Isonoxes, who lived in the
lith century BCE, wes the first person to describe the mince in detail, He gives as
their honme, Scythla to the rorth of the Black Sea, This is still their habitat, tho
they are becoming rarer., Aleksandr Borodin, who was a naturalist as well as a chem=-
ist and composer, studied the mince In the last century; he gives their range as from
the Ukrsine to Iske Baikal, but adds that they are most common east of the Caspian
Sea, On the Steppes of Cvntral Asig® Minces were introduced into North Americs in
ubout 1885, with some success, and they are now common in the uninhabited regions of
the Great Plains.

Minces ere communal animals, Like prarie doss, they live in bur-
rows. Their diet consists mainly of berries, herbs, natursl fruits, and organically
growm vegetables. They are moderately active in wirter (i.e., they do nd hibernate)
and,. store food in their burrows. Their enemies are the usual plains predators-—-
nawks, wolves, coyotes, etc. Minces appear to be fascinated by trains; their burrows
are often n=zar railway cuttings, and they will sit at the mouths of their holes and
chew on their supper as they watch the trains go by.

! Iike most rodents, they are pro=-
lific. Substantial numbers are trapned each year, not for their fur, which is of 1lit-
tle commercial value, but for their flesh, which hes a peculiar taste to it. It was
cnce 2 game dish, but nowsdays the meat is dried, ground, and used as flavoring in a
modern dish that tastess very much like-its namesake, Mince Mest.

*N Duski, Proc.0AAS., v.9,nr Lk, 1973, "A new species of Mince?"

L.Atkins, Melikhaphkhaz “ (Zugzvancs Pubs: Chapel Hill, 1966), p. 21ff.
39.Lone, in Proc.0AAS.,v.2,nr 6, 1956, places . immensius in the Mesopaeic Period.
“L.Borodin, Mints (The Mince), Akad.Izdet., Moscow, 1870, rev. 1887.
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THE HAGGIS

A1l menner of legends have cropped up in the last two
centuries sbout the Hargis and its »mture, and it is
difficult even todey to find out the truth shout this
most interesting of Scottish birds. For the hageis is a
bird, and not, as some would have one believe, a small fur-
ry animal, and most definitely not the innards of a sheep.

The Ha% 1S
@Rer €lgin1788)

The hagpis-bird is peculiar to the Scottish Mishlands. (Thz
ostrich would be neculisr to the Hishlands, but the has~is
actually lives there.) There is only one spacies; it's Ia%ir ,
name is Stomdcovis scotia. The earliest rzcorded referenc: ﬁk}“!$§akL1-/AI\MM

to the hagegls is in Edwin de Burgh's Historie of the Kings 3 ) B oA

of Scots, published in Iondon in 15983 it is thourht thet Shakosnesr: 7ot some of hig
background material for Macheth from this book. De Bursh writes as follows (v.68):

The haggiss-brid is about the bignesse of a smaal ~oose or large
nen, and it habiteth ve high Landes of Scotland, Its colour is
dark broun, and it flyeth with preet difficultie. It feedeth vp=-

- on the bugges and berrys that grow upon ye hillsides. Yt is not
often seen, but some clans-men hunt it for food, most oft in'win-
ter when it cometh dowm out of the hilles from the snnuue, for then
is yt easier to hunt.

(It should not be surprising that the first reference to the hargis should be so late,
for the Scottish Hishlands were were considered strange and in™ospitahle places, in=-
habited by mere savages, for the beter part of the next two hundred years.) The last
printed reference to the haggis-bird until 1970 was in Andrew Elgin's Birds of Scot-
land, published in Edinburgh in 1788, from which our illo is adapted., Elgin observes:

The haggis is shout the size of a »lump chicken. It is found mostly

in the western Highlands and the Hebrides, where it lives in the heather,
Its brown colour is excellent dissuise, When surprised, it jumms up in
the gir and flies awkwardly downhill. Its fi=sh is of a delicate flavour
and is much sought after by Highlanders, so much so that it mirsht well be
colled the national dish of the Hi%hlands, like the frog-legs of France
or the Beefstesk of Encland. (2. 115)

And that is all we hear abont the real hagsis for almost 200 years. We will come
back to this point later.

The haeggis is a very wary hird; it is difficult to gzet
within 30 meters of one without disturting it and csusing it to break cover with a
great leap Into the air on its powerful lers, Its wesk winegs do not support it wvery
well, and it flutters unsteadily down the hillside to (usually) a crash landing, but
safe in any event. Now 30 meters is a little outside cffective shotgun range, thank-
fully for the bird, but that does not really matter, as heggises are not hunted with
guns anyway. Instead, the old method, used in the Highlends from time immemorial, is
still in use.

It seems that the haggis 1s hyonotized by bagpipe music, and they have .
been known to stand and listen to the pives for hours. The Scot uses this character=-
istic when he goes hunting. H= walks thru the heather, his claymore in his hand, ac-
companied by a piper. The haggis, entranced by the strains of, say, "Sir Colin Camp-
bells Farewell to Crimea" or some other stirring pipe tune, will lie covered in the
heather until the Scot 1s within a meter or two of it. Then, waking from its trance
and realizing that danger is nzar, it will break cover and jump into the air. Where-
at the Scot will swing his claymore and cut the bird's head off as it rises. The




Scot and the piper then take the bird home, pluck it, clean it, skin it, boil thk
meat in Just a little water, and take the bones out. The skin is then stuffed with
the mest and liver, plus spices, oatmeal, broth, and onions...plus a tot of vhisky
(for the haggis, the Scot, and the miper). The sewn-up skin is then warmed in the
oven until e Sassenach comes for supper, whereupon the haggis is brought out with
full fanfeir, pipes and all. The Sassenach, of course, is told that the haggis is
sheep's innards, and won't have any, contenting himself with a lambchop. The Scot
and the piper enjoy their favorite dish (which tastes like, well, haggis; the roasted
bird tastes like pheasant), and the fact that they've fooled another one of those
bloody Englishmen.

It is my belief (tho I have no documentery evidence to prove it)
that soon after the publicatbn of Elgin's book, Scots noted that Scotland was jecoming
"faghionable": Scotomania didn't really catch on for another 30 years, when George
IV visited his northern capital for the first time, and from then it continued unsgb-
eted thruout the Victorian period; but the Scots are a very perceptive people, and
saw the trend very early on. They did not went their cuisine ruined by foreign (and
especiglly Enrlish) cooks, so they quietly sunpressed all mention of hagsis-birds and
passed around the sheep's-innards story to nut Southerners off--a tactic which was
guite successful. Only now is the real truth coming out once more., Just think, if
the Scots had made up a similar legend about their whisky ("Och, made frae horse's
piss, it is!"), they'd be the only ones drinking Scotch today.

A word about fake
hagaisses., Mr Alexander MacLean, in his The Haggis (A.MacL.Press Agency, Main St,
Tobermory, Isle of Mull, Arsyllshire, Scotland, 1970, 17pp) has once again tried to
pull the wool over Southerners' eyes by descrlbing the hagpris as a small furry ani-
mel. Mr MacLean knows gquite well what a resl haggis is; what he is describing is
in fact the so-called "Mull mince", Pseudomincieus scotorum v. rull, which is close=
1y related to the true mince, but does not have the true mince's bushy tail. About
a dozen subspecies of P. scotorum are found in various parts of western Scotland.

If you should be traveling in Scotland, and order a haggmis in a restaurant, insist
that it be a real haggis, and not one of these Mull minces done up in a plastic bag,
Mull minces make good eating, to be sure, but they are not haggisses, and you should
not allow yourself to be fooled. Be especially careful in Tobermory. Some people
will tell you that heggisses (and even minces) have one leg (or legs) longer than
the other so they can stand straight on hillsides, This is pure fable. There is
only one animal so constructed, and that is the sidehill loper, found only in the
Ozark mountains of the US. Hegpisses' (and minces') legzs are of the same size on
the left and right sides of their bodies, and don't let anyone tell you otherwis,

——— O — — . _—— . —— — ——— — ——— T — —| | o ———— N — " v = —
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QUESTIONS...for the fen, The largest flving birds now livine, -nemely .eagles and con-
dors, are hard put to 1lifPt more than three or four kiles in welcht How big were

the great Easles of Middle-Earth, vhich were avparently sble to 1ift hobbits, who,
being 1/2 as tall as a man, would weich 1/23 or 1/%h as much, or, say, 10 to 15
kilog=--and Dwarves, which were more like more like 3/} human heirht and would so

have weight L0 to 50 kilos, rourhly? (Gendalfh ghost or wraith would have weighed
almost nothine, so Gwaihir would have no trouble lifting it. Tha Nazeuls' steeds
sppear to have been nterodactyls., Not long ago, it was announced that the fossil
remains of a gigantic pterodactyl, with winespread of some 50ft (15m), were discovered
in Texas. It would seen that the Nazguls' ' steeds were about this size. How nuch
weight could the fossil onterodactyl carry? If we knew, we could deduce the weight of
a Ringwralth--and it must have some weight, for otherwise it couldn't swing a sword

or a mace. [/ Why on earth would a dwarf want to haul a bass fiddle around the
Shire, especilally if he were on his way &n a Quest? (Dwalin & Balin in The Hobbit.,
Actually, theilr viols would have been more cello=-sized, but a cello is a bulky instru-
ment-—and so is a large viol,) Also, did the Lwarves leave th=ir instruments at Bil=-
bo's? // What Heppersl to the Paths of the Dead after Ararorn rode theml Was the
passage blocked by or.did it cease to be hauted and become a thorofare between Rohan
and the Morthond valley? // Did a Salic law obtain in Gondor? It did not in Numenor.
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This faaasanish skit was written by the cest and performed at the 1974 British Easter
convention, TYNECON, at the Royal Station Hntel, Newcastle, where it was a great suc-
cess, TO.0Z was first published in Waldsmar Kummins's fanzine MUNICH ROUND UP 133
(June/July 'T4) in English and in a very funny (to me at least) Germsn translation.

The CAST, in order of appsarance, are s follows;

DOROTHY Wendy FEllis (Cruttenden)
GLTNDA, the Ghood Witch Ina Shorrock

SCARECROW Brian Hemmton

TIN FANSMAN Rob Holdstock

COWARDLY LION Arthur Cruttenden
WICKED WITCH REPORTER Anne McCaflfrey

SOLDIER Pete Weston

WIZARD James Blich

Munchkins, forest, stc  Judy Blish and fndrew Stephenson
A R N A R e e
Qverture, from the film...during which the Yellow Brick Poad is unrolled down the
length of the con h=11. WICXED WITCH runs nast, cacklino evilly, flashes flashgun

at audieznce, and vanishes.

Enter DOROTHY, lookinc bewildered. hollimr a baskat snd a dog. She takes a few hesi-
tant steps forsward. She gspeaks:

DOROTHY: Where am I? What a strange place.

Enter GITTDA from the back of the audience. She 'is dressed in a St Fantony costure
and sword and carries a St Fanterny *totem object in lizu of a wand,

GLINDA: Welcome, my dear, to the wonderful land of Ozimove-Cz for short. Are
you enjoying the conventloh.

DCROTHY: T don't quite know. This is ny first. It's all so Astounding, a whole
New World.

GLIIDA: (sweetly) All you need is a sense of wonder.

DOROTHY: That's what brcught me here. It was like s whirlwind--but it's all too
much. I think I'd hetter po home.

GLIIDA: Where is your home?

DOROTHY: Welwyn Garden City.
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GLINDA: Is that the name of a star? Well, you can't get back the way you came,..

Maybe the Wizard of Oz cen help you
MUNCHKINS: The Wizard! Goshwow! Wizard! Bovoboﬂ
DLROTHY: The Wizard? How do I find him?
GLINDA: (nointing with StF totem nbject) Just follow the yellow brick road.
DOROTHY: But... \
GLINDA has disappeared bhack into crowd. DOROTHY starts to walk down the road.

DOROTHY: (repeating as if it were an incantation) Follow the yellow brick road...
follow the vellow brick road.... (She advances slowly, as the music fades
away, leaving the Munchlkins at the startino noint. 2About 10ft or so down
the road she sees the SCARECROW and stops. The SCARECROW is standing by the
roadside with one arm at shoulder level, in which he is holding a fanzine
labelled SERCONZINE nn one side and FA2ZNZINE on the other; one of these
covers is visible to each half of the audience. DORCIHY speaks to him:

Now vwhich way do I go?

SCARECROW: Sometimes I think this is the right way. (He drops arm
transfers propzine to other hand, raises tnat one so labels
are reversed to the audience.) Sometimes T.think that is the
right way. (Drops both arms to his side.) (Plaintively) I
wish I could make un my mind.

DOROTHY: I'm on my way to see the Wizard of Oz, Maybe he cuuld
sort you out.

SCARECROW: Do you think he might? Oh, please, car
I go with you?

DORCraHY: Oh, yes, I would like some companv,

As they start off, and thruout, SCARECRCH should
stumble frequently, baao at the knees, vheraun-»
DOROTHY should haul him up acain by the conllc-,

SCARECROW: The thine is, a fanzine
should be Sisgnificant.

DOROTHY: (bafflad) Oh.
SCARF?ROW:. Or not.

They start off, trying to match steps,
and sing a line of the song, "We're
Off to See the Wizard." About 12ft
further on, the TIN FANSMAN is standirn-
by the road, rusting. He holds - dud-
licator crank.

DORQOTHY: (stopping) Oh, look!
Another strange person.

SCARECROW: It's a fan editor.
A fan made out of tin!

ﬁ“%_‘;‘_ 1 : 4’-““"‘ L e \\5

TIN MAN: (squeaking) Gestetne-
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DOROTHY inspects TIN FANSMAN, takes bottle of Newcastle Brown Ale from basket, and
"oils" him,

TIN MAN: (moving stiffly) Oh, thank youl I've geen standing here rusting since
my last issue.

SCARECROW: (to DOROTHY) Typical, typical. They all do that, (To TIN MAN) Why?

. EIEJMAN: Somehow the heart seems to have gone out of publishing for me., There's
acmething...lacking,

DOROTEY: . A spare vart?

SCARECROW: No, He needs egoboo. Maybe the Wizard can help him,

DOROTHY: Come along, We're (all join) off to see the wizard, the wonderful wizard
of Oz... (Linking arms, thay move off slowly under the forest, represented
by overhead branches -held by crew. BDORCTHY 1noks scared, as do others, and
speaks:) I don't like this forest. It's dark and creepy.

SOARECROW: T wonder if there are eny wild animals. Like Vugs,

ITIN_MAN: And dragons,

. DOROTEY: And, end BEMa?

ALL: ‘Coshwow!  (chs2%ifg) Vugs and dragons and BF's, Goshwow! Vugs and...

]

*t>r LION, roaring. He leaps out from behind tree.
LION: GRRRRAFFS! Autographs! BNFs! Autographs! EJFs!
éll recoil and push him away. He bursts into tears.
é;gy; What did you have to o and push me for? I only wanted your autographs!
DOROTHY: But you called us something terrible,
ézgﬁj (still snivelling) All I said was BNFs. Aren't you BNF3?
SCARECROW: We're new here ourselves.

TIN MEN: You're nothins but a bully. And stop sniffling or we'll think you're

—— —

a coward as well,

LION: (sobs) I am a coward. I can't help it. I'm not brave enough to speak to
real BNFs, I'm afraid of 'em,

+SCARECROW: You'd better come with us.

TIN MAN: Maybe the Wizard can give you courage. (They start on, and reach the
area in front of the stage,)

DOROTHY: Oh, there's the Wizard's Pelace! Come on! (They rum in place a few
t steps. Enter WICKED WITCH, smoking heavily, cackling with lawhter, brand=
ishing the microphone of her cassette recorder as if it were a deadly weapon.)

{H: Not so fast, not so fast! You will spare me a moment of your time...
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DOROTHY: But we want to see the Wizard.

WITCH: (evilly, always) Not until you answer a few questions for the Mundane
Press. Heh heh, well, well, what have we here? What are you got up as,
Death of Grass?

SCARECROW: UheooUhsess
WITCH: Tell me first, where do you get 2ll those crazy ideas?
SCARECROW: (humbly, hesitant) Uh, the same place I get the clever ones.,

WITCH: (smiling in evil satisfaction; it is just as she thought) And you... (she
walks all around the LION, who turns nervously to face.her, so that the
effect is that she is chasing his tail, Or he is.) Don't tell me, let me
guess, A giant tribble. (suddenly) So, you don't believe in flying saucers?

LION: Yipe! Where, where? (He cowers under DOROTHY's skirt as WIECH hurls
plastic saucer at him. WITCH turns to TIN MAN, who is so rattled, he rattles,

WITCH: And you, there, Stainless Steel Rat's Revenge, now that they've landed on
the Moon, whet are you goinr to write about, hey?

TIN MAN: Oh, about e stencil a day, I reckon.

WITCH: Agareh, - ~r
they're obses-
sional. And now
for you, my
oretty, heh heh,
(she rubs hands,

makes ruch play

3 with recorder) Why

do you come to

these things?

~

DORCTHY: (very sin-
cerely) I was carried
eway by a sense of won=.:
der.

YITCH: {~":rieking)
‘earh, aasagh, who
would have thought an
honest answer would de-
stroy my beautiful sar=-
2‘ness? Oh, oh! (she
™ 1ts away or flees, but
‘ewes her recorder and
- oonical hat of newspaper
baiind. DOROTHY picks
un hat, wondering. She
lonks al ner companions and the audi-
ence.

> DOROTHY: All of a sudden you don't
e grissr seem s0 strange.

;k DOROTHY, LION, SCARECROW, TIN MAN now
% T approach the screens on stage. Suspense
rusic,
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ALL: Halloo! Hallo!

SOLDIER puts head out between screens. He has a long green beard,
SOLDIER: What do you want?
ALL: We've come to see the Wizard.

SOLDIER: The Wizard? See the Wizard? The Wizard never sees anybody...(after=-
thought) ...unless he's thad a drink, and then he sees them twice.

DOROTHY: Oh, please, we've come such a long way....

SOLDIER: Humph! 1I'll see if he's in. (He retreats behind screens, clumps off,
hat above curtains, alumps back, and re-emerges.) A1l right, he'll see
you==but be careful., (Screens are opened, revealing a large head apparently

floating on a throne, all green. Green lamps flank the throne. )

WIZARD: (amplified and reverberated) 1 am the Great and Terrible Wizard of First
Fandom. Who Are ¥ou? /nd rhet is That Hat?

DOROTHY curtsys * and places hat on stage,
DOROTHY: Please sir, it's the hat of the Wicked Witch Reporter.
WIZARD: Humpzh, Yesterday's edition., Pretty o0ld hat.
SCARECROW: (reminiscently) We annihilsted her.

WIZARD: ' (loud and a little nervous) You liquidated her, 4id you? Nothing left
but the hat? What do you want from me? ;

SCARECROW: I want to make up my mind, please.
TIN MAN: I want some egoboo for my fanzine.
LION: I want the nerve to ask BNFs for their autogrrraphs. Maybe even pryros.

WIZARD: (shocked) The Great and Terrible Wizard of First Fandom has spoken! Go
away and come again tomorrow.

TIN MAN: (with feeling) What? And get all this gear on again?

LION: But I want to get autosraphs tonisht.

DQROTHY: (about to cry) And I want to go home....
TIW MAN rushes tn stare with crank upraised, threatenincs, Others follow and break up
nr push aside the creat mask. Astonished and furionus noises from all, WIZARD makes
ineffectual defensive ~estures,

SCARECROW: (angrily) Why, he's only a mockup!

TII MAN: Just as I thousht, a fakefan all the way through.

DOROTHY: (disappointed and indignant) You're s very bad fan.,

WIZARD: Oh, no, my dear, I'm a very good fan. I'm just a very bad writer.

ALL: Now I'll never get——-ry mind made upe-=egoboo autographs=e==out of here.
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WIZARD: Oh yes, you will

ALL: (as in a panto show; audience joins in) Oh no, we won't

WIZARD: Oh yes, you will...

ALL: Oh no, we went....

WIZARD: Now you, Scarecrow, you can't decide
whether you want to be Sercon of Faanish.: Why
be all one or tha other? There's plenty of
room in fandom for a whole spectrum. (He un-
folds a propzine, which is indeed a spectrum.
SCARECROW jumps for joy, wobbles, shows un-
folded spectrumzine to all.) AnB you, Tin
Editor, you want egoboo. What you need is a
LOC., (He hands TIN MAN a card with a picture
of a padlock nn it. TIN MAN looks at it doubt=
fully.

TIN MAN: What's this for?

WIZ.RD: Open it. Go on, open it. (TIYV MAN un-
folds card, revealing a gigantic letter of com~
ment, decorated. TIN MAN bangs self on chest,

- and emits a Tarzan victory cry. WIZARD speaks:
It's from Jimmy Ballard.... And for you, Lion,
The Great and Terrible...oh well, 0Z himself

. *as been waiting for this moment. (hands LION

> ~-rd arfdd a pen) Please, oh mighty Lion, may
I “ave your eutograph? (LION, oreatly

o Sl nleased, inscribes the card %r, which

j;_au__iféﬁ”_' "'TZARD places in the hatband of his

. top hat B la the Mad Hatter. Overcome,
the LION rlances. Then all stop auc Burn tow~x3i DOROTHY.

TIN MAN: What about Dorothy?
DORCTHY: I don't guess you have anything for me.

" WIZARD: My desar, you don't need anything from me eny more. Do you still want to
go home, really? -

DOROTHY: (a little hesitant) I think I do.

WIZARD: (placing arm around her shoulder, he points to the people he names) Home
is here, where the fans are gethered, Cuddly fans, like Rob Holdstock; biblio-
biblioph~bib'bock-loving fans like Arthur Cruttenden; one-shot fans like
Peter Weston; intellectual fans like Ben Jackson; secret extroverts like Brian
Heampton; scalecovered fans like Anne McCaffrey; saintly (?) fans like Ine
Shorrock; Star Trek fans like James Blish; and neo fans like Wendy Ellis.
(He crowns her ceremoniously with a propeller beanie.)

DCROTHY: I think maybe I do feel at home now! (she is a 1little surprised at this)
WIZARD: And there's one more thing I can give you all. (They attend eaderly)
These will admit you--(he hands out bottles nf the appropriate drink, i.e.,
Courage beer, oilcans, Black Label, Vurmuzz, etc, to all)--and the ROOM PARTY
is in...(whispers).
E = N Al )

A1l exit, wavin~ bnnze. Musical clmnsinc while crew tack up credits sign.
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I almost named this column Sealongchbyobriverwindyconfanfair...but I Ji‘m'%, T
have been to those six fannish get-togethers this year, tho, and
here I'1ll tell you about them, My comments on Rivercon and Fan-
Fair ITII will be rather short, because I've written conreps on
them for other zines and don't wish to reneat myself tno much.

- 55969055980 095562906600098954965009090060085525454905509056654948

Tirst, SEACON, the British Eastercon, held this year in the De
Vere Hotel, Coventry, right next door to the famous cathedral.

T The Con began for me sbout Mrsday noon, when Ames (Z2Andrew
Stephenson) arrived in his new Mini to drive us to Coventry.
It had been snowing all mornin~, and Ames had got his drivers 77
licence only a few weeks before.... But there was no problem:

Ames is 8 good driver, and once we got down off the Chilterns,
road conditions improved areastly. We arrived in Coventry sbout 1500, »nd fcund a

few fens already in attendance, The hotel is comfortable, but s bit stark, and was

) i both expensive and cheap. For example, the grill had a good
selection of omlettes and other light meals at reasonable
prices (60p-F1--$1.40-$2.40), and surprisingly good, too;
but beer in the main bar was 26p (61¢) a vint, about 25%
higher than normsl pub prices,

06 6 b ' { But the bar was not opend

‘fhen Andrew and I arrived, so we walted for that auspicious
avent to happen, chastted with other early arrivals, and watched
the snowshowers thru the big vpicture window in the lounge,
o I hended out some of the copies of QWERTYUIOP 8 that I'd
brought with me for the purpose. I had tea with Swedish
fen Lers Strandbers and Kjell Borgstr¥m, and talked srith
: “eter Egg Roberts, Rob Holdstock, Brian Hampton, Leroy Kettle,
M end otlers, ILeter on in the bar, a familiar hat caught my
T e eye, and I turned and looked, and there to my zreat sure
prise and delicht were Mike Glicks~hn and Sheryl Birkhead., I
firured out at the con why _ike wears his hat, and the reason is, without it, he temnds
to fade into the background., Mike was in zood form .all weekend, dbut Sheryl wasn't
feeling well and this, plus her naturally shy and retiring disnosition, meant that
her friends didn't see much of her durine the con, which is a pity, becauseére's a
delightful person. Later on, I chatted with the collected Northumberfen, Harry &
Irene Bell, Rob Jackson, and Ian Wms, especially, Ian shares with Mike and me the ’
distinction of being among the shortest ren in fandom-—-Mike and I are 5ft 8in, and =
Ian is 5ft 6. But he looks so much shorter....

-
. 7

¥ Fridey wes the first day of the con. The morning'é program was heavily sercon,
so I listened to it with only one ear and mostly laoked around.for fannish friends,
I spotted 1/2r & Wendy Cruttenden (See the "TO OZ" skit elsewheére in this zine), the
newlyweds, but unfortunately the other fannish newlyweds of British fendom, Margaret
and "Gray Boak" weren't able to be there. Other folk comfhf 'in Friday included B,T,
. Jeeves, Esq; the Presfords, who'are running the 1976 Eastercen in Manchester; that
egregious country gentlemen, John Brunner; Bob Shaw the fan and pro,.who left his
¢ pat;wngéithern Ireland for England, but who is still one of the most delightful folk
*y T I know; natty Sam Lundwallj the Pardeaux; Hartley Son of Patter; Pauline Dungate;
Hazle Reynolds; Bill & Mary Burns; Jim White; Peter Spec Weston, and on...and cn.,.
Everyone was having & ¢ood time, but theérd was & slight subduedness sbout th:: ._rowds,
I really can't put my fidger or it, but I'd say the chilly demp weather put . =!'ght
- dammer qn_fpstivities.; But only very slight, The weather cailised.other problems, thg.
+
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The hotel was well carpeted, and, beings new, was well-heated too--conditions conducive
to the ‘generation of static electricity. 'y rhod, how conducivel!- Jeeves's illo
helow accuratelyfdepicts the usual fate of an unwary fan vho neglected to earth/
rround himself ftequently as he walked dovm the hall. Svarks were flyins everywhere.
Two meople shaking hands would shock eech other, and I experienced shocks when a

spark would fly between my elbow and someone else's as we passed in a doorway. I
didn't suffer as much from the electricity as some others,tho,-because I kept & coin
or a key in my hand as I walked snd earthed myself frequently at lishtswitches, door=-
knobs, stair rails, and hestinz fixtures.

7  Sunday was another somewhet slov day. I alternated betwen the bar and the con hell,
ns I did Saturdey (hzha! thought I'd left Saturdey out, didn't you?) But there were
some pgood program items, such as Tom Shivovey's talk, asnd Bob Shew's funny speech.

A very zood thine was Woody All--'s Sleeper, which was shown Saturday night to the
dalisht of all present. Speaking of films, Kittenfonig- =32 = Tornih £il» anic

that was shown at the con. Mhy chod, how zhastl¥

-=but how fannish end funny. Another excellent
vrogram item was Peter Egg Foberts's fanzine
vwel, held in the downstairs lounze, and

vary well attended. TItwes rather like prec-
ching to the converted, tho, because some- S
thing like two-thirds of the people were by
successful faneds themselves already.
Put it was a good discussion anyway--I
know that, because it seemed to be ovar K
©00 soon., Saturdey nicht's fanecy-dres- \
ball was short, but the costumes were 1
go0d, ‘'and the winners suitably rewarded \1é§
vith bottles of booze. Jan Finder sacri-
ficed the most for his prize: he shaved off :
his beard and peinted hiself all over from he~d
to foot in-all colors,

Brian Burress was -
221ling his mest »nies as usual. Each one
came with an A>"hur Negus Certificate of "~
tiquity. I saw. for the firs time in my fec.-
rish 1ife, fans actually eating those meat nies-=a Lunch ¢F "=+ Pan, T e~ 2 dh0to
5P Pzte Weston just after he'd taken & bitc, &3 an expressici o 'yeoggh" ias passing
over his face. [I must in all fairness sav that Brian's meat pies are in fact fresh--
bat the{'re the sort of pies you rmet in British Rail buffet cars, so you have been
arned.

Sunday was noteable for the Banquet, which was rather a surprise. The food
a8 Lozty and seri=d in larse enough nortions to be satisfying. GoH Harry Harrison
rave an hilarious talk gbout hcir half of prodom nearly sot wiped out in Buenos /fires.
’wards were given out, and everybody hed a sood time.

9 Monday was the day of sood-byes., I left about noon whth Terry Jeeves, to spend a
2w days in Sheffield. I'll. return to that later.

7 I'm now going to Just natter on about thines that interested me, in no particular
chrorological order. I'll begin with Saturday night's entertainment. Tynecon, last
year, had a discothé&que, but Seacon did them one better and had a live band, courtesy
of Gray Charnock, concommittee member and suitarist. The band was a good one, too,-”
I'm no connoisseur of combos, but I thought these chans were right good. They were
loud, of course, but not deafeningly so, and they were tuneful--a virtue rare in
these cacophonous days. They weren't as fraanish as Discon's pive % drum corps, but
wait until Briteln in '79==we'll have the nipe band of the Scots Guards!

e And while
we're on music, I've noticed that British fen don't go in for much filksinsging at cons,
I wonder why? Csn someone =:)71-'n this to ma?

Y
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1 Pete Weston was in good form thruout the con. He won the SF quiz and a potful of
other fennish awards at the Banguet, and he'd been TAFF representative just six
months before. I think he must have thought he was back at Discon during one of the
room parties. He got up and had us toast the Queen, es he did in DC, and started up
a Bob Tucker "Smoooooth" ritual with a bottle of “anaedian Club, altho the only peonle
in hte room who knew what he was on sbout were Mike Glicksohn and me. Bob would have
fainted to see his ritual being done with anythine other than Jim Beam; however, as I
shall describe later, Guinness has been decreed "smoooth", and will now suffice in

* places vhere bourbon is hard to come by. Pete was toastmaster at the Banquet too,
and did a good Job of 1it, and a fannish. Now, if only he'd put SPECULATION out azaln...
I must say, tho, that Pete's done a lot for British fandom and deserved all his swards,

“

1 Harry Harrison, the Pro GOH,..what cen one say?! I can only describe him as "inde=
scribable”. I ate lunch with him and his wife and three or four other people one
afternoon, and quite an experience it was, He's s fascinating character--and what a
character he 1sl!

7. It was with pleasure that I saw Jim and Judy Blish arrive Saturdasy. Jim was °
looking much better after his operation the previous autunn: less gaunt and more ac-
tive. I stopped by the Blish's house outside Henley about a fortnight after the con,
and found Judy hard at work redecorating. Curtains were up, and sbove them-="Space
pelmets", I remarked, and almost got run out of the house. No, actually, we had a
good chat on many subjects and ransacked the Larousgiz Gastronomigque for additions to
the Qwertyuiop Cookbook. AMAlas, in a little over four months, Jim was dead of cancer:
a great loss to fandom and to SF, But he was in good spirits st Seacon,

T There was a large cotingent of foreign fans,i.:., no% from Britain or North Anerics,
Whitaker's Almanac and The Statesman's Yearbook both divide the world into Great Brit-
ain, the Commonwealth, Ireland, the United States, and "foreign countries". There
wwere fen from Sweden, France, Germeny, Belgium, Holland, Italy, and two or three
other countries. I had an interesting conversation in French with the Parisian pro
Pierre Barbet and Mme Barbet; and tried my German on Waldemar Kumming and Holger ‘Mll-
ler. Fannish nationalities can pet complicated: Alan Stewart and Jeke Grigg are Brit-
ish fen, but both have German wives and live in Germany. Ksarel Thole, the artish, is
Dutch, but lives in Italy. Bill Burns and Eddie Jones are hoth British fen, both

have American wives who are also fen, but Bill and Mary live in New York, and Eddie
and Marsha live in England. There was one American soldier stationed in Germany who
came to the con. He wes brought to me, and I introduced him to the German fans. He
was a neo. JAnother Americen fan was a student in London; he was also a neo, and Mary
Burns and I spent a couple of hours, from about 0100 to about 0300 one night, telling
him ebout fandom. I don't know whether we enlirhtened the poor chap or mixed him

up, but we had a good time, and he bought, Closer to home, Scots fans were more in
evidence this year than heretofore; one of them, a Glaswegian who signs himself "Bob
Shaw {(no relation)" , quite a good chap, actually, told me thht Scotland would' like

to put on an Esstercon soon.

9 Speeking of Eddie Jones and Karel Thole, a goodly number of their works were on
display in the art show,along with those of other fannish artists like Ames. 'Twas
8 good art show, tho a little cramped. A room hed been set aside for "fandom" too,
and in it were sample copies of various zines, fannish photos and photo albums, and
other bits and pieces of fannish or faanish origin. The room was small and out=of=
the-way, but it was fairly popular and quite a good idea, actuelly. Various fannish
program items were held there.

9§ There were people whom I misged et the con. Anne McCaffrey wasn't there, nor was
M ary Legg, or "Gray Bozk" , or Archie and Beryl Mercer, or Joe Patrizio, 'And there
were people there who haven't appeared in my narrative but whom I was especially gled
to see: Eric and Beryl Bentcliffe, Mervyn Barrett, Vera Johnson, Ethel Lindsay, Dave

Kyle, Dave Rowe, Bob & Mary Smith, Vernon Brown, Gerbish, and mav others.
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T Myverdict on Seacon was that it was a very rood con, but lacked, somehow, the
"snark" that made Tynecon such so memoreble, and so much fun,

7. After Seascon, I went a=visitine, I satayed in thz Crurbline Jeeves Manslon in
Sheffield for a counle of desys, talkine SF and fandom with Terry. We 414 some fan=
art for one another, toured sround the Pegk District, end recovered from the rigors
of the con., From Sheffield, I went to Mancha2ster, vhere Eric Bentcliffe met my train,
and I stayed a couple of days with hirm and Beryl and their remarkable (tharz's no
other word for Bz) daughter Iindsey. Between Eric's archives and memory, and Terrv's,
I learned & great deal sbout 50's and 60's fandom, snl I read old TRIODES and ERA4,
snd Eric't TAFF report, and some SF, Eric took me touring, too, out to the great
Jodell Bank radio telescope which is not quite visible from his Mouse. A most enjoy=-
able time, and the weather was fair too, tho cold still. From Holmes Chapel in Chesh-
ire I took the train to Redruth in Cornwell, to spend the weekend after the con with
Archie and Beryl Mercer. This was another chance to learn about early fandom, or
rather, earlier fandom, than I was acquainted with, Archie and Beryl are quite 1lit=-
erally fafia, but they are not gafia. I mean, altho they're far geographically from
the centers of fannish activity in Britain, they are still moderately active in fanac
still, nublishing zines and corresponding. I only wish fandom saw and read more from
these fascinating peopla. Archie took me out to Land's End; I've been to John O S
Groats, so I've covered the countrv, so to speak. Sunday afternoon, Archie's brother
Sam ceme around with his familv for a visit. Sam's as bad a punster as Archie and I
are, so we had a merry time that evening . Monday morning I caught the train Dback to
London, and went from there to Huntinrdon, where I svent the night st Darroll and Ro
Pardoe's, talking sbout fandom and heraldrv snd musiec and =211 kinds of things, I was
very intrizued hy their orcan--z modern version of a medieval organ, ebout as ble as
8 typevriter, with a bellowrs in the hack that yournull ocut and let fall back, durines
which time you e¢an play e surnrisingly lares number of bars of the cheerful higsh notes,
From Huntinedon, it was off to Newcastle and the house of Hanmy and Irene Bell, I pob=
ped in on & Gannetfandom meetine in Sunderland, agreatly to the surprise of the Gannet-
fen. Once asain I want to praise Newcestle as the eity of rood beer and hospitable
fen, TFrom Geordieland it was back to London an” then to Henley, where I was staying
with & non-fannish friend of mine in the Thames Vellev. I sang with my madrieal sroun
and visited o0ld friends and neighbors, and 4id some fannish visitineg too--to Ames's,
and the Blish's, and to Pamela Boal's, vho wasn't at Coventry, and to whom Ames and I
told a long involved tale shout the con. All too soon, it was time to return to Flor-
ida, X pity, because between the con an? vigtng my fennish friends, I had one hell of
a time in England this year.
™2 next major fannish activity was my Ionechcon, put on in conjunction
--ith Joe Green's vre~launch festivities at the time of the Apollo-
\ “oyuz lunch in mid-July. Tive fans showed up for my "do", viz, Bill
\\;) and Mary Burns, Paula Lieberman, Mike Glickschn and Sheryl Birkhead.
"ie and Shervl had press passes; Paula, Bill, and Marr
\vjr"j{ I o0k out on a friend's sailing cruiser to watch the

<:;,/” =" 1-unch. We got a rather late start on the day of
th: launch, and didn't get very close, but we had =
v =204 time nonetheless, and were probably more com=
fsrhable than we would have been ashore.
Monday eve=
n*w~ before the launch, a8ll six of us went up to Jo=2
fr22n's for his eget-together, 'Twas a zood pary:
v {iovAv Dickson, Poul & Karen Anderson, the Fresases,
"%-in, Freff, nn Cass, Rusty Hevelin, Astrid An-

“a-gan, the Miegels, and others ware there, Ster-
" ing Lanier had brought some of his STFnal
s = X

(A -=stinrs, But the surprise guest was the e
-rarr ruch unlooked-for Arthur C. Clarke.
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So it was that I got to meet ACC for the first time. He hed to leave the party early,
tho, to the sorrow of the fen nresent, bhut, it seemsg, his ride didn't come by. I
volunteered to take him back to his rfotel in rmy car, and was accebted, and so it was
that I was able to have Clarke "all to =yself", so to speak, for the better part of
an hour. He's a fascinating chavp, and we had a szood conversation. If he'd've been
able to stay longer, I'd have got hinm out to the Cane to launch a weather rocket; hut,
alas, he could not gpy. I found out *1"%t, besides inventin~ the corunications satel-
lite, he was instrumental in cetting weather satellites developed too; that, tho the
Ramens do everything in threes, ACC doesn't; and that, even tho the astronomers in
RwR were working their way thru the Hindu pantheon in naming asteroids, the book never
even got close  to being called Get-together with Gunputty.
: Tuesday was a perfect

day for a launch, and the launch was in fact perfec:. Our voyage wasn't, tho, because
we had trouble with the auxiliary outboard; but we had fun anyway. We had tea, beer,
waternmelon, sandwiches, and wine to eat ané drink, and a begutiful day to sail in,
That evening we all went to the Ping Pouz motel, where a nurber of fen end pros were
staying, for another party. 'Twas good fun all around, save that when Gordy and Poul
got singing together without having lubricated their ' laryn=zes right, it was rather
hard on the old ears. But someone handed them esach a drink and the singing got nmore
in tune.

Wednesday morning, I fought ry wey to waleful -ess to find my friemd Jerry
Ashman on the phone. Would anv of my guests like to core out to launch a rzathsr
rocket ? Everybody was still lving all flaked out. Well, would they like
to corie out and watch Gordy launch one later? Paula said yes, so scon
wa were on our way to the Cape. Joe, Gordy, Plly Freas, her daughter,
and daughter's friend were waiting for ne, so I distributed badges
and led the way to the launch site. Gordy was fascinated by every-
thing, including the weesther shop where I used to w-rk, We got hi
out to the pad, set him dowm at the launch console, and...well, yo1
should have seen the grin on his face whan he flinped that switch
snd whoosh! up in a blast of smolke and fleme went the meirocket,
You micht think that Gordy, who has sent rockets across the galaxy
in his tales, wouldn't be much irmressed by a mere weather rocket.
But by ghu, he was fascineted. /s Paula remarked, he looked like a
little boy again when he pressed that switch. {So, two days later,
did Kelly Freas, when Jerry had him out to launch one, ]

That after-
noon, Paula, myself, Joe, Gordy, and Ann Cass went down to the verv
tip end of douth Merritt Island to gite Gordy a chance to "kick
his dragon in the teil", It seems that & Mr Mark, who owns the
end of the island, had a great long conerete drsgeon built at the
point. It's some 50 or more feet long and has = gigantic head that lifts-seme 20 .
feet sbove the water and is all befanged =nd bescaled, For 4th July, Mr Mark hed a
propane torch installed in the rmonster's mouth so that it appzered to breatle fire.
Anyhow, the five of us gained entrance to the beastie (thanks to Ann's beguiling )
~ and Gordy gave it & solid thurmp with his foot, which moment was captured on film for
posterity. He 4idn't in fact kick it in the rump, but rather on onz of its dorsal
fins.

Later we went out to Joe's again, this time with Dorothea and Jerry Askman.
Jerry's been reading SF for nigh on 20 years, but he'l never met any writers excepvt
Joe. He was sbsolutely fascinated. Launching mere rockets is nothing to him, but
sending one across the galaxy is, and you could see the "goshwow" gleam in his eye
as he met Poul snd Kelly and Sterling.

This, the last night of thaz Lonschcon, was
the last of Joe Oreen's famous parties for a lonz time to come. Reason? No more
manned launches, at least not until the Swpace Shuttle four or five years fronm nov.
'"Tuas 8 good time, tho, and a pood, ney, sreat set of parties, and I had a zreat time
et them. Thanks, Joe,

The next day, Thurcdey, I wes off to BYOBCON in Kansas City.
Paula and I drove her car streight thru, Trom about 0800 Thurdey until noon Friday.
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The drive was long and tiring, but without a sreat deal of ineident. We were both
rather tired when we arrived. But it was worth the long sleepless, unconfortable
miles. BYOBCON was, like its GoH, Bob Bloch, superb.

After 1I'd got my room, taken
a shower, and rested a bit, I went downstairs to the huckster room,-wvhich was the onlvy
conevent open slready. There were Mike and Shervl, who had left the day before us,
Vardebob, the Bushyszers, Harlan Son of Ellis, Bloch, and Bob Tucker (inter alia, of
course). Most of these folk I'd met only once, at Discon, so it was exceedingly
gratifying to be recognized and greeted with smiles. I was especially moved/flabber-
gasted by the way Tucker recoznized me and hurried over to shake ry hand, sayins what
a good time we'd have on the flisht to Australia. I was sorry to have to disabuse him,
but I wasn't golns to Australia since I didn't have a job lined up for when I got
beck., But we had a cood talk, groened at each other's nuns, and watched people come
in. (I zuess I've fannishly "arrived": Bob Tucker is stealing jokes from me.)

I ate
dinner that evenins with Ron and Linda Bushyamer, and was confirmed in my opinion tht,
tho Linda shines fannishly brighter fian Ron, they form a double star with emphasis on
star: a complementary psir of oreat fannish worth-ship. But voor ol' Linda, If I may

Thoice, which Linda found much to her liking

i nd very smoocooth, Before long, she was, to
: use the Shakespearian phrase, Titus Androni-
i ¢ ——_,_,——fﬁ“i; cus, and altogether delightfully full of gig-
dv » E ~€5,
fv,ﬂﬂ APF“: - 4 Speaking of the 0ld Smoooothie him-
A Dﬂ)’ K@‘«VS ~elf, I brought along some Guinness (or, fan=-
THE 'DOC'mp\ ni-hly, G_Iluinness) to the con, and gave ane

: Y -~ttle to Mike G., dnd one to Bob, telling

Awdy — +"im that he'd have to learn to like it (fdr
IP Nﬂ\ED “% is an acquired taste) since they drink it
RAGﬂiT- in Australia as well as Britain and Ireland.

He took a swig, swallowed it, grinned, and
said "Smoooooth", so we passed the bottle
2 e around and raised our right arms, and cried,

"Smooomooooococoooth!" for the first time ever
2 a potable that was not Jim Beam. Fannish history was
~ade thet night. The next eveninm, Mark Aronson save nme a
m2%tle of Guinness: one of the best gifts I've ever been
~iven,
3 I believe I was talkine to Jackie Trenke and her hus-
band Fridey evenins when Harlan Fllison told us that he'd talked to
Jinm and July Blizh less than a fortnight before and that Jim wasn't expected to live

out the surmer. In the event, it was less than two weeks. It was the first I'd heard, °

and you remerber he was looking rmuch better st Seacon....

Programming started Friday
evening, with a fannish Jeapardy geme that was quite a success. Phr1lis Eisenstein
eventually won. I'd have prefemed a "College Bowl"-tyne gane myself, but...the Jz0-
pardy game was rather ingenious. Harlan did some dramstic readings both Friday and
Seturday. He does this sort of thing well, putting his whole self into his reading,
and I enjoyed the stories I listened to, Later, it was the Tucker Going-away Party,

a great success, with filksinging, snoffing, fanning, and drinking,

Saturdey morning, I
bregkfasted with Gordy and Ann Cass. Poor ol' Gordy was hoarse as a horse after a
very rough week, but he was still going on about his rocket launch. The hotd Grill,
by the way, has a Maxfield Parrish mural in it, but I've never been gble to find it
listed in any Parrish reference work., Later that morning, we found that the con was
sharing the hotel with e gzung=ho=God bunch of evangelists (who left us strictly alone)
and a convention of beer-can collectors. What s highly fannish circumstance! A nmumber
of fen were intrigued by candom, and at least one canfan was also a reader of ST'; we
sold him a ¥Windycon rembership. One single rare can went for $120 . And they throw
the beer away for the sake of thecan! Here is a place for fannish-cannish cooperation

-
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and detente., We'll erpty all the cans they supply. "And people think we [SF fans]
are crazy," someone remarked. I spent most of Saturdar morning walking off the dis-
sipations of the night before, rather as Field Marshal Bllicher walked off the effects
of a night of carousing at an Oxford college with a stroll around Christ Church Mea-
dows. Joni Stopa's costume panel was excellent, and Linda's fanzine panel 'was rather
good. Thet afternoon, tho, Linda dragooned me into writing for the one-shot she was
putting out. There were articles by Imsog (Glickson), Salo (me), and Bilbo (Bowers),
among others, and & Tim Kirk illo drawm on stencil. Spesking of Bill Bowerc. this was
t:+ Tirst time I'd met him, -and we becer’: insta~ Triindg, "iter i weld knovn each
other for years. And speaking of Tim Kirk, he wasn't much in ev.idence at the con-=he
is so quiet and shy that he'd slip away without his fannish friends' realizing. But =@
he was trapped Sundsy morning at Brunch, for he was at the head table . Lo, they
brought out s gift for him, a sreat green 6-foot tell dragon-doll in commemoration of
his samrian fennish artwork.,. The beast was bisger thon he was, end he was flabber-
ge<ted by it. I save it a surreptitbus kick for Gordy.
Richard Delans talk show
£- orday evening was good, funny, and enjoveble, with James Gunn, Bobs Tucker an?
Bloch, and Harlan on the stage. But the parties that eve-in- --
were great. I sang filksongs, madrigals; talked,;''Smooon-
othed", and generally had a good and fannish time at t*.
roomparties. Sunday came all too soon.
Mainly be-
cause I didn't get to bed until O0430. But I got u»
for breekfast, this time with Leigh Couch and fnn
Cass . Most of the rest of the day, I just wander-
ed about, peering in from time to time on the Mid-
Americon busincss meeting. After the official end
of the con, I went out to the concommittee's dead-
dog party in the southern part of towm, which was
somevhet subdued--everybody was sxhausted--but whizh
was fun nevertheless, The beer was good, the pizza
moderate, and the company excellent. But evirv-
one was fagged out by 2100, so a few of us
. came back to the conhotel for the in-~hous:
dead-dog party, which was by way of beinc
a real hard-core fannish "do"--only thos-
#ins not yet gone asnd hardy enough to stay
up were there, and they were playing a zame of "strip hangmen” when I arrivad. The
game went on until about 0300, when everybody but Jack Chalker was starkers, At the
end, there were two femfen and four fen, plus three or four spectators. The players
never asked usspectators to take off our clothes, tho if they had, I would havej so
I retained my clothes. When the game ended, the nlayers just reached for their clothes
and put them bhack on. No posing for photos or anvthing. Pitvy. But 'twas a fannish
ending to o fannish con. Late Monday morning I got a plane back to Florida.

GAF1A
Aw RY

My opin-
ion of this con was-=is=-very high. It was a damn good con, well-run, with very few
hitches, The rooms were a bit dear, but the indigencus and locel food was quite pal=-
atable and not overoriced. The fannish commany was excellent a spirit of friendli-
ness permeated the con, and I enjoyed myself hegrtily. There was an ambience shout
the con, & friendliness already alluded to, thet made it for me the best con of the
summer . _

Next weekend was Rivercon in Louisville, the DeepSouthCon. I've written an
conrep for Neshville fandom on this con, so I won't cover it in ddmil. But it was sood
to see Kelly egain, who told me all ahout his rocket lsunchj; and GoH Phil Farmer, vho
gave an excellent and funny talk on Kilgore Trout, and promised the third Riverworld
book early next year. I met the redoutable Buck and Juanit® Coulson for the first
time; sang numerous filksongs with them and others (also a few madrigals with Binker
Hughes® got dragooned into the SFPA one-shot; talked with Sandra Miesel on Byzantine
history, and with her elder daughter on fairy stories; missed seeing Muhammad Ali,
otherwise known as Gaseous Cassius; enjoyed the beer:; enjoyed the buffet banguet
even tho I had to wait an hour to get served; and marveled at fanspeak spoken with
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2 southern drawl. The con was a rood one and much fun, but it lacked the atmosvhere
of BYOBCON. It seerad more "straight", more "untisht": there were fewer untra'd feme
fen at Rivercon than at Byob. But Southern fen are friendly, the con was s success,
anl I'm very glad I went.

From Louisville, I caursht a ride to Bowline Greern, tempor-
ary abode of Mike Glysr, whose invitation to stop by I took him un on. I spent two
deys there, meeting some of “Mike's fellow orad studznts in the Popular Culture depart-
ment, most of whom were Tannish-in-essence if not in fact. Tuesday evening, about 8
of us drove dovm to New Rierel, sbout !0 miles SE of Bowling Green, whare th2re's an
excellent little folksy barbequeue restaurant.

Wednesday I toock a bus to Toronto via
Toledo and Detroit, on ry way to FAN FATR IIT that weekend; and I arrived there that
evening. Toronto fandom is a friendly and hos»itabhla fandom, as I found when Bob
Wilson and Janet Small put me up that svenine, all because they'd read my zine at
Victorie Vayne's, Thursday I Mped Victoria and othar committee mermbers set up oper=-
ations in the conhotel, Fricay was the first day of the con, and I bustled about as
a "go-fer" for some little time, until about mid-afternoon. Then I started watching
people arrive. I saw a worrled-looking Cordy Dickson, and asked him if he had any
news on Jim Blish. Yes, he sald, Jim died just a couvle of days before. That evening,
at a room congreration--not enourh people vet to call it a party--someone brought
out a bottle of very good Courvoisier VSOP brandy, end Gordy and I .end two or three
others drank to Jim's memory. (My chronology sot mixed up: this was Thursday eve-
ning. Sorry)

The con was somewhat underprogrammed, and some of the talks and semi-
nars were in out-of-the-way vplaces likz the consuite, but in general the con was well=-
run and things went fairly smoothly. There were some hitches, tho, like the hours'
delay for the Masquerade (small but good) and the lack of any real events Friday eve-
ning. The concommittee had not planned a partv Friday, but they were convinced that
one was necessary, and duly nut one on--a right rood one, too. People and events:

Jay Kay Klein, fotografer, filksineer,and fan; the excellent oupnet theater vworkshop;
Cantain Georere's Whizzbengs end the oreinal "Superman"; people wearins "I am a clone of
Cy Cheuvin" baderes, and Cy bogrling at my badee, vhich said "Cy Cheuvin is a clong of
mel!"; five hundred fans trere fewer than three hundred had been expected; Taral Wayne
YacDonald tryinge to keen up with things—--usuallv successfully,but not always; Lester
and Judr-Iynn del Rev, nro GoHs; Hal Clement; a fen-pubbing panel chaired by Mike
Glicksohn, with =yself, Bill Bowers, and /Andy Porter helping ruide the discussion-- I
was flattered to be amonr such feneds; the lime jello at the Bangust--nobody's letting
Joe Haldeman forget:; talkine with Joe and Gay at Mike's after the conj; darting into

a conroom and findinz it full of filksinsine fen, with Gordy and Jav Kay leading the
groun, and darting back out apain because I wasn't in good voice; sitting in the con-
suite Sundasy evenin~ singing Tom Iehrer and Flanders & Swann songs with a most con-
genisl bunch of fans, all of us high on one another's company; getting dragooned into
yet another one-shot; findins a New Encland fan party that was completely "dry"--only
soft drinks cn ice-—and findine it one of the hest roowparties of the conj the Phil
Foglio slideshow, one of ths most hilarious bits of faasenish entertaiment that I've
ever seen; the :~motimn on Saturdasy night as someone, we don't know who, kept turning
in fire alarms, which caused consternation among the fire brigade, the hotel manage-
men, and the fans, but which ccrmotion finally died down without sny real after-
effects; Leah Zeldes; Sheryl Smith; the incredible heat; and one loudmouthed chap

siTho claimed thet the craters on the moon and Mars were caused by an interstellar war,

Despite the problems of the con, which can be laid to the inexperience of the cormit=
tee, and which in any cas2 were not serious, FAN FAIR was a big success, fannishly
speaking. The friendliness and hospitableness of Toronto fandom, plus the g od esnd
high spirits of the attendees, meant that the con had that "spark" that I noticed at
BYOBCON, and I had a great time,

But in a sense, the best time I had in Canada was
after the con, when Mike Glicksohn, the Haldemans, Jay Kay, and I sat up in Gordy's
room singing filksongs and talking SF until wey late,

Ghad, whet a month! When I got
home from Toronto, I lay down and slept for nesrly twelve hours.
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The last con I attended this sesson was WINDYCON in Chicaro the first weekend in

October, I: was ean excellent cony, and I enjoyed myself thoroly. The westher was

. excellent: mild and bree2ve-warmer, in fact, than I expected--and slmost cloudless.
Md the meteorological attributes transferred themselves to the con, Mild: 1t was
a pesceful con with a lot of quiet conversstion, and little noisiness. Breezy: many
of the attendees were veteran consoers and well knotm to one another, and informality
abounded==which star.‘ed at least onz newcomer, but more shout that later. Cloudless,
almost: the con was well-planned and went off well, but there were a few problems -
chief amons which was the small, rather crmmped hotel. The hotel staff were good; it
is the ohysical size and layout of the hotel that I mean. Too, more fans came than
were expected--some 600, in fact=-and this comnlicated matters a bit. But I enjoyed
it from the moment I registered on Friday ntil I bsasde farewell to the last fans on
Monday afternoon.

T srrived sbout 1430 on Friday afternoon, and found the con already
coing strons, I saw meny old fannish frl nds, and made some new ones. Chief among -
these latter were Denis Quane, editor of NOTES FROM THE CHEMISTRY DEPARTMENT, of whom
and whose zine I'd heard a ~reat deal, but whom I'd not met. He's short and round=--
not your tyvical chemistry-professor imese--and it was exceedingly flettering to
see that he was as plzased to meet me as I was to mees him. Similarly with Rick
Sternbach, whose work I greatly admire., We met in the foyer of a roomparty, looked
at each other's nametag, and said almost simultanesously, "Hey, I've been wanting to
méet youl" I talked at length with him and Asenath Hammond=-Sternbach, and ons of our
subjects was names. Asenath is an unusual name--ané€ Zamuel's not all that common, at
least among fans-~but il.:e Samuel it is Biblical: we read in the Llst chapter of the
Book of Genesis that Asenath the daughter of Potiphar was the wife of Joseph son of
Jacob alias Israel. I heve an aunt named Vitres (usually called "Ve") and a -ousin
named Protus, but where these nemes come from I don't know. And another person I was:ice
zlad to meet was Gene Wolfe.

Friday night, the Miesels, the Freases, Larry Propp, and
I went to The Bakery, a restaurant so posh that they didn't use menus, but so sure
of its poshness that it required neither coat nor tie of its patrons. The food was
excellent and sbundent, but a hit expensive ($12 for a five-course meal). "We all’’
oronounced the dinme? = succsss, tho. Saturdey nirsht, s dozen of us descended on a
Chinese rzstarant sbout six blocks from the hotel, and had an excellent and supersbun=-
dant meal for about "8 apiece. You couldn't ¢all the menu echt Chinese, tho: one of
the selections was called "Betty Ford's Choice" and there werza a number of very un-
Chinese names of dishes scattered sbout: but the food was vervy gocd,

I brought 2 neo
to the con. A collese friend of mine lives in Chicaro, or rather in its suburd of
Yorton Grove; he read science fietion, so I to0ld him to come on down. His name is
Dick Henderson, but I've called him "Son of Hender" ever since our f.:shman year at
Chapel Hill. He's crown used to the nicknsme: he once introduced his father to me as
"Homder", He came down Saturday afternoon, resistered, and pinned on his nametag,

vhich I'4 Iascribed "Jon 2 7o »", somewhat to his chagrin, and saw the
n=n, His mind was croggled.

e I intro-
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N




3k

Other people I saw st the con were Old Bill Bowers, who's actually not three years
older than I amj Larry Downes, everywherej lLeah Zeldes, who manages to look elegant
even in bluejeans; Joe and Gay Haldeman, to whom I gave a poster; Gordy Dickson,
looking distracted; Keith Laumer, in somewhat of a bad temper; Victoria Vayne, who

is one of the most polynymous femfen ever; Ctein, bearded and equible; Applesusan, who
sold me a CONFUSION T=shirt; Joan Bowers, redhead; Ann Cass, survivor of the exped-
ition to Dragon Point related earlier, and fandom's tallsst femfan; Sheryl Smith, all
in her usual brocade; Rusty "Dad" Hevelin and Bob "Son" Tucker, back from Australia
with hilarious tales of the Worldcon; Miks Glicksohn and Sheryl Birkhead, also back
from Austrglis with more adventures; George Martin, Hugo winner, who received his
rocketship at the Brunch-Banguet; Bob Passovoy, MD, the toastmaster, who ought to get
togetter with Rob Jackson the British medicine-fan, and start Medicapaj; the Couches,
come from St loils, thelr car, which broke down on them on the way to BYOBCON, having
been repeired; Ed Zdrojewski, the younsfan Mary Burns end I talked to at SEACON (see
the third page of the conrep), now back from England; %le Coulsons; hé -Frankes; the
Eisensteins, and many others.

Prosram hich moints included a slidzs show of Aussi=con
pictures; Great Hoaxes of the Western World, a panel chaired by Bob Tucker; and the
Masquerade, which was an improrptu affair., Tha Channukah Chighlanders piped folk in,
and ths contestants displayed their efforts. Here's w:at happend: when you signed up
for the masquerade, you were given a paper bag with some material and bi#s end pieces
in 1t, and with that, plus your normal bageapge——stuff that you1 could be expected to
take to a con if you weren't ming to have a costuma=--plus the contents of your roomn,
you were supposed to make your costume, The orsanizers included a sewing service and
mekeup in their preparstions; and the resulting costumes were in general quite good,
One girl wrapped her plastic dropcloth around herself in strategic places, got some
fdl and made s headdress, and sppeared as Gillian Boerdman as a stripper from SIFL,
Another used a wig and a bent coathanger and paper to become an inhabitant of the
planet Beaver (if I remember correctly), by appropriate placing of a tail and thes
wig fore and aft. One fan, using thes styrofoam icebucket from hls room as a helmet,
made up an elaborate outfit that would have done well at a Worldcon masquerade., It
was a very good show, end shows a great deal.of inventiveness on the part of the par-
ticipants.

The roomparties were good. Ro Nagey had a lightshow set up i. his roonm.
A Lissajous=linked laser made strange figures on the wall, while jazz-rock played on
a cassette. The consuite was crowded, but the bheer was inexhaus:tible, At the dead-
.dog party Sundey, we sat and watched Monty Python, but the stsg_.: was conversation at
other parties. There was a good bit of Smoooothing, but I didn't run across much filk-
singing, tho there was some going on. We talked about Bill Bowers's new bsard, Imsog's
not having his slouch het, Aussiecon, ST (yes), drink (Son of Hender was nonplussed
when Tucker passed him the Beam for & Smoooth), fans, fandom, snd all the things fans
do talk sbout at cons. The Brunch/Banquet was zood if = bit dear, but the associated
speeches were mercifully short. I was awake at 1100 £ nday morning, but not everyone
else appeared to be so.

I give WINDYCON a top=-cless rating for enjoyment, and I hope

the one next year will be as good. This ends my series of conraeps for this ish.

ANV NN NN

As yor will have gathered, I like to go to conventions, and I like to tell people
about the ones I've been to. I like to read conrepa too, both of cons I've been to
(to see what others thought of them) and of ones I haven’t (to see what they were
like.) I'd 1like therefore to encourage readers to send conreps for publication in
GUHPUTTY, either separately or interleaved with my corments. (T am not, tho, inter=
ested in how drunk you got. Tell me vhat hesppened at the con, who was there, etc,
and your impressions.)

A great deal of this multiconrep wes composed on stencil, or
taken direct or slightly revised from the notes I took .at the cons, for *he seke of
spontaneity, so please forgive its unpolished style.
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\1ich, being Sindarin for "letters", denotes the lettercol, containing comments on QB8....
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In the last few years, I've become less a British fan and more a Commonwealth fan,
having close fannish-friendly ties nnt only with British fandom, but also with Aus=
tralian and Canadian fandom as well. Here, for example, is an InC from that notable
Zoronto femfan,...

e I R A ———— —

I thoroushly enjoyed QWERTYUIOP 8 from cover to cover. Fannish type fanzines are
the kind I think I like most to see, and I enjoy reading about and getting to know
other feans this way, I rerard the personzl, fannish zine as a sort of extended let-
ter, Your long editorial chit-chat, for example...it's the sort of thing I hope to
do myself someday in my own zine. And con reports, also, bring back memories. I
didn't know the people you mentioned gt DISCON, since I was only recently graduated
from being a raw neo then, but I've read about most of them since then, and so almost
feel I know them.

Mike Gorra has to be exaggerating in his bidding war article, but
there is enough truth behind what he says to get me bugged. I'm a pretty firm be-
liever in the idea that e school is a place to learn, not a sports arena; and 1
don't like the idea of luring lunkheaded types just to play football. If they have
a mind and can henefit from the education, fine--nothing wrong with sports for exer-
cise and fun, But, in USA much more thsn in Canada, universities take their football
and other sports so seriousiy.

And a few words about Mike Glicksohn. He,..sometimes
comes over to use my typer [2 Selectric II with all the trimmings. Mine's an old
I-rmodel...s1l]. [Glenerally I open my door to his knock, to find Mike standing there
with chot gld8s in one hahd and hib flask in pocket. Once another friend who got
to my place at the same time was surprised by Mike down in the lobby walting for the
elevator with his shot glasg—-=full--in hand. He must walk down the street this way.
And my spsrtment building is very establishment, full of middle-aged business exec=-
utive types. At any rate, the page 11 illo fits exactly.

lLast Sundey {27 IV 75]
Fragedy struck Mike—he prepered a thermos of notebles to bring alongz to the OSFiC
meeting at which he was to speak of the club's origins- and he put the thermos in his
fridge. When he next opened the fridge, the flask ended up on the floor, shattered,
the potables irretrieveble. That day, when I ran into Mike at the subway station,
he looked as tho he'd just lost his best friend.

Mike in his letter claims he'd
have difficulty writing even one page on the origins of the Ontario SF Club (OSFiC).
It so happens that, only scant months ago, he wrote not one but THREE entire pages,
for the club newszine, on the origins.... But Mike...is good fun to have around at
my get-togethers and he's given me lots of valuable help in getting my own fanzines
coing., [He's al] good person to know.

%X R XX R R E R R
I'll agree with that. Mike's one of my closest fannish friends, and his LoC follows.
Psst, don't tell anybody, but that flask contained tea.) Victoria's zine is named
STMULACRUM; I recommend it: it's fannish, funny, and well-produced.
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I've Just taken a much-need break from an Incredibly busy schedule to read and enjoy
Q8 and the tatty old double sf novels you sent me. Really enjoyed @8 and his bat :
tered Aces, and even tho I'm far too tired to be punny, I wented to drop vyou a line
to .
tell you that, So I judt did. e
; ‘ In all cirrusness, April has been a mind-numtingly
hectic month, and the joy of reading Q was ruch apprecieted. As usual, I burst out
lauching several times, both at the clever lines and at your droll (and troll) car-
toons. I also aporecisted the cleverness of many of the things you wrote, and the
wvit (as opposed to humor) of much of what you had to say. Q may be slight, and some
may review F~u as having too much fun from too little substance, but Q8 fitted my
needs perfectly., and I'm happy to be a part and a consumer of it. (But if you call
me Sohn of Glick one more time in print, guy, the next rocket you launch is going
right up your arsehole and thru your colons;: and believe me, when it gets thru its
-pessage it'll have rectum.) [Right. That nickname's been struck from the list...
" but I have another in the wings....sl
If I hadn't gotten fifty fanzines (fifty! can
that be normal?) during...April, and if going to England just:to surprise the hell
out of you at SEACON hadn't put me so far behind in my correspondence that I'm still
not caught up, I might try to loc this fanzine properly. As it is, I think I'm going
to be campbelled to just admit that I liked it, and let it go at that. There are
dozens of opportunities to pun in and on the issue, but my mind just isn't up to it,
I'nm gofrayed. :
23 With all the great long cartoons inside, the cover by Bell is still
the. clapper on the zine., And the written (or writ-eight, since that's all there are
in the toc) contributions are amusing, interesting, and enjoyable.
e85 ' ' And while there's
still a golf between us, and we're g fairway apart in many respects, I'm eagle to
please you, and apologize for this response being below par and containing a hole in
ons.. 6
M W RN T B e T
The Aot represents the hole in the letter....Ynu're one of the fore-most letterhacks
in fandom, Mike, and your letters fit your personality to a tee. Tell me, tho, do
vou make rough drafts of your letters? Or do you putter around and write them, so to
speak, directly on stencil? I'll hazard a cuess it's the latter=--and immediately re-
tire to the 19th hole, lest my readers lynch us both.
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Don D'Ammasse 19-hnqell Dr, East Providelce, RI 0291k
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T just sat down aad read throush OWERTYUIOP (what esn easy title to type), stifling

laughter every vage or two. I have to stifle, you see, because I'm sitting at my

desk at work, and ry secretaries might not understand how their hnss .can possibly be

chuckling secretively into his maners when business is so bed. [.x:in' fanac on com
 pany tire, en?] Cne rust keen up the appearance of scbrizty at all costs.

I'm inord-
inately fond of puns (many say it is impossible to be anythine but inordinate in re-
lation to nuns) an? other word nlays, so such thinvs as Inflated Titles gdweys amuse
me. Pekhaps you should emulate FRSF and have 2 contest each issue.

' Mike Gorra's
 pixze wes one of his better efforts. TIt's nice tr 3:e that he dozsn't spend all his
time trying to revive the fandom of a decads 2r two argo.

iefedatoteltatalotetetotntotototototototatatotatetototatotatstotototetotetodintatateted
- I ALSO HEARD FROM: Poul Anderson, who enjoyed the spy-story in Q; Robin Johnson, with
info on Aussie Holidays; Mike Kring, who 'lows ti.t hie was once a jock like Mike Gorra;
and Steve Beatty, who says he's not relsted to Admiral Iord Beatty.
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T-0T Wayme Faconald 12BL York 1i11s R, apt 10, Dou Mills, Ont M3A 122
Iave you ever noticed howthen you read s fanzine vou have all sorts of things to say
in response to this fugshead's loc and “at moron's article, and that cretin's #dik
Ydtid]l fenfie? £Lrd you notice all thosz little blurrs and secratches and spots and
things in the repro? Two days later, wvhen you sit dowm to loc sald zine, nothing
comes to mind. The zine is a total blank in yvour memsry. You have to read it all
over again. It gets to he work! This is how it works for me, whether the zine is
CUTWORLIDS, QWERTYUIOP, or CRUDFAN NUMBER ¥. (Notice how I've subtly rated the qual-
ity of Q in that precedins sentence.) [Yeah, I notice....]

: Your dither gbout scien=-
“ific notation and prefixes reminds me that They (government, natch) are instituting
the metric system north of the horder. I find this f'n2., I can think metric if need
be, and with practise can think in it as easily =s non-metric. Msny people, however,
den't seem to like the idea. It might forecz them to learn something new. ...one per-
sonr I know is so bad she can't even work out decimal weights on her groceries. ©She
has no [°] trouble working out her change even tho decimal coinage has been used in
Conade since the Conraderstion (or maybe even before). It is obvious that she won't
learn, which is a vhole different thing than can™=. I'm against Hertzes and Peascals
and such honorific terminology too. Seience should be =asy to unders-and. Inventing
terms with opaque meanings makes thines difficult for scientist and laymasn alike,

Mo sareson writh 2 minimel. amount of =ducation should be gble to identify a eyele/sec.
Calling it a hertz mives no ¢l to its mesning. And science phil-
osophers bemoan the fact tmt science is becomine esoteric even

-~ono discivlines! No wonder.

English muffins aren't BEaglish?
211, crurpets are, I know, and that serves to introduce a
65{5 “ittle anecdotz,... We used to havs & merber of OSFiC who
*as not exactly a neo, but some different species of nurd
~"topether. It was customary in those days to unoficially
meet at the Royal Ontario Museum for lunch and discussion.
Voung Peter van Bork met an English crumpet =c the ROM
“or the first time, and had to have on2, once the smon=-
-2y looking pastry had been exnlained tc him, When he
rzturned to the tahle with his treast, we noticed that he
hadnit to-7: ! 0 i, uad elready huttered them, and was prepared to begin eating.
"Peter," one of us began to point out his oversight, "You should ¢ozXk them first, or
they'll taste like rubber gaskets." After a brief foray to the toastx, he returned
again, There was a falnt discoloring of the upper surfeces of thz crumpet that might
have been from toasting or might have been dust. "Those aren't coocked!" "Yes they
are!” he insisted, and wouldn't budse from his sead under threat or guile. /n attempt
so wrestle them from him failed also, He ate them that way, for all practiecal pur
voses raw., I wouldn't be surprised if he never ate anothzr. And crumpets are so
socd. .. [ OWERTYUTIOP /GUNPUTTY~~the culinary fanzine....)
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Greatly enjoyed the QWERTYUIOP 8, "Better than = noke in the eyz with a sharp stick",
as my friend Jim would ssy--I was smaz=d to find the same sayin~ in "Beetle Baily"
-nd an svant-garde novel by Barthelme, both in the same week~-I have yet to under-

2nd a saying I heard from some technlicians at the wind-tunnel a few y28rs ago=-
"Ha talks lik2 a men with a paper sss.”

J You =re risht gbout medisval music. Iow way,

-f course, to know exactly what it resally did sound like, but I have a Pro Musica
re=creation of the 12th century PLAY O DANIZL. A really fobulous sound, but much
different from anything modern. But to ro from the sublime to the ridiculous, you
don't know what filksingine is until you'va heard Ceorss Wells and me sines "The
Gresn Hills of Earth" to the tune of the Cocn Cola jingle... Or the "Ode to Joy"
misic... Or the tune to "Oh Susannah"... feorge will aven do it to the tune of




38

"Ghost Riders in the Sky", but I wouldn't sink so low....

Terry Jeeves probably
never had any lced tea that was properly nregared--the commercial product as served
in restaurants always tastes to me like it has soem in it. But if it is brewed
strong and well-sweetened bafore the ice is added, it's quite good,

And here is Jeeves himself,

e — ——— T — N —— —— —— — — — — ————— — — ——— — — —
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A lovely cover, keen gettineg 'em like this for full marks, Sadly, a quick butcher's
at the AA book reveals no othar "BI™" placas, altho a gazete.. may do so. [It so
happens I have one to hand. There's Bemersyde, in Berwickshire, as in Field Marshal
Lord Haig of, and Bempton in the East Riding, righ* near Flamb zcugh Head.)

[Brian]
Hammton's nroblem of the fried =gz reminds me of Leacock's character, who, terrified
by bank protoc: >, desires to drsw cash from the ten dollers and three cents (or such-
like) he has just deposited. In panic, he writes a check for ths full amound he
has jJust paid in, and asked how he wanted the ten, revlies, "In tens," "And the three
cents?" "In cents" replies the wight. Maybe Brian should have answered the query
as to what kind of fried epsz he wanted by saying, "A fried one."

May I say an addit-
ional word on "going down to London. [But it's 'up)} T>rry. One goes :z to Iondon.)
This has been used because for centuries London has been regarlad as bei:z the sgbe-
solute depths of depravity. Naturally, when you descend to such depths...you go
down. Hence you always .= down to Iondon, no matter where you start. This sounds
so logical it might almost be true.

Oh, yes, and what IOC would be complete without
a i :’erence to "Iced Tea"? Therefore, iced tea.,.thus meking the ICT complete.

Fnother cormenter on fried eacgs is

— o —— —— —— — — — o — ————— —— ———— —— — — — —

[When in England for SEACON] the Enmlish
fried =2:05 I had were mersly sunny side up f(
(not busted) and the closest thing I found ;{(\
to our Enzlish muffin was a crumpe.. Said L)
crumpet tasted like a beehive version of €
an underdone English muffin, end I still
have no idea how thz honeycomb texturs
is arrived at. Chewy, etc--heavy, but
I still enjoyed it.

Hey, don't knock
McDoneld's. I happen to like the food,
but found a Wimpyburser was pushing pal- \ //
etability Just a little bit TOO far. L T
S5till and all, I won't judee hastily--~I7%
allow Wimpys another half dozen stomach
aches THEN I1'll say McD heats them out. LV ES
T2a? I like hot tea with milk and cold
tea with lemon-~-nevar vice versa--snd in the UG, tea with milk i:s the excaption ra
rather than the rule. In fact, right hers in my desk drawer I have instant iced tea
[Ycchsome stuff--vile..sI] mix with lemon, teabags, end dried milk, so I'm all set
no matter which I choose. Oh yeah, thers's also the ep’ Somz of gourmet delight--
instant coffee. [Instant coffee can be palatable,but instant tea has never turned
me on at all, and I'll drink it only as a last resort, I brew my tea with teabags
instead, by the gallon. Had enouch there, Terry? GUNPUTTY, thz thirst-gquenching
fanzine that gives you breakfast too. ]




This fan has'tan unusual address, and tells us about it. Here's 39

Twenty=five end a half is a nice, strange street; it's only five short blocks lone.
It w«<s caused by railiroad tracks and by differsnt sections of the clty being laid
out and built et different times. The real screwiness is caused by sections being
laid out without checking to see whethar it correlates with the others. The section
I live in is on the west side of a major dividing highway. The east section was
laid out first. When this side was done, all the east-west streets were offset from
their counterparts on the other side of the highway. Now exvansion on this side of
the highway started northwa.u from one of the main hkhways. The boundary to the
north is a set of reilroad tracks; you can't build too close to them. When the
builders finally got to the north end, they found thers wasn't =snough room to make a
whole block, so they made a hglf., The street might have been?25th if the layout hed
been correlated., There are compensations, It's interesting to watch the change in
peoples expressions when you tell them you live on half a street,

I don't have sym=-
phonic dreams; T seem to have literate ones. I never remember the story when I wake
up, but the impressions I always remember are that the story was » coherent, logic=
ally pro-’2ssing plot, not a strine of incidents connected by rationel snd/or non-
retional means, They also seem to have contained long conversations of what I remem=
ber to be realistic and involved dialogue.

I'm in a quandry. The first few times
I saw "LoC/loc", I wasn't even sure what it meant. Now that I know that it is what
you're reading now, I'm still not sure how to pronounce it. I've always pronounced
it as one syllsble, but from your use of the article "an", you pronounce each letter
separately. Which is more understood in fandom when spoken. [Good question. Iots
of fans say "lock", including Mik2 Glicksohn, who asked me the same question, hut
many also .say "ell-oh-see", espzcially when they want to avoid confusion. Trisyl-
. labic LoC is fairly common in Britain, where I joined fandom; and since I write LoC
not loc, I tend to think of them as separate letters. Awright readers, here's your
chance: in ynur LoC--or loc--state your preferences on this subject. |

I must ad-

mit that I do enjoy your sense of humor, both for visual and verbal puns, MMy favo-
rite this issue was the "Secret Agent Fan" shagey dog story, even tho I missed it
the first time.

BRI R AR R R R A A A R R R R N A R N RN E R TR ARAR S AR T
VY A few short notes

Bruce D, Arthurs: You heve an incredible talent for producing pun after pun
something I hardly ever seem to be able to do. It seems that the best puns (or the
worst, depending on your viewpoint) are the ones that make you go "GROANNNNNNNI"
rather than just a simple "hahs" You have a 2oodly share of GROANNNNNN!'s in Q8.
I enjoyed it highly. (920 N 82nd St H=-201 Scottsdale, Ariz 85257)

Dom Markstein: A mood reason for Americsn newspapers not to use dlacrities
and the like is that they simply aren't set up to do t-em as a regular thing, and
Tor speciel ones like when they mention foreisn words, they don't have something like
a typ "~yrt whexre they can backspace and stick a “,%,”, or what have you in-=the
type is set in hct metal that would require considerable hand work to alter. You'll
notice that they also don't underline, adn quite a few don't use italics. When I
worked for one, I got several nasty glances when I pointed out that my little type=-
writer could do things their huge linotypes couldn't. (Box 53112, New Orleans, La
70153) +Yeah, but with more and more papers usinr photoraphic methods these days,
that problem no longer obtains, I'd%e thought. ]

Mike Gorra: ...enjoyed every pame of it, Q was a light, fun-to-read zine,
and, as most of my loccers tell me, there ain't too much you can say about a well-
written fannish piece. ...will try to write a better loc next time. [Ioo:: to't]
(Mike's a Amherst now, but his home address is 199 Great Neck, Waterford, Conn06385.)

' ATAVATATATA
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I think you would be the first to admit that vou are ineclined to overdo puns, so
I give you fill merks for AWERTYUIOP 8's cover, an amusine, simple ideg’ well-exe=
cuted, Full marks to Harry Bell-=that's the cutest (in the nlce English sense of
the word, not the less flatterines Amerimn usace) BEM I've seen for ages.
. On the

subject of spelling: if a "foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds",
by inference I must have a mind of cimantlec orovortions. Seriously, tho, by bitter
experience I know that the vegaries of Enslish spellinz can be a most effective gag.
Educationslists have for some time realisl that the greatest aid to learning is inter=-
est in the subject. Who can care (minutely let alone passionately enough to work )
about the subject of their or there? Self-preservation 1isht induce one to learn
the rules that can apply, if only there was a losical, let alone interestins, reason
for the myriad exceptions. I found etymolory an interesting approach to this vex-
atious subject=-~interesting but not particularly kh-1nful. Too many English wvords ere
so -far removed from their root, not to mention apnlying the logical buildup from the
root will sll too frequently produce an incorrect spelling. Then there is the infin-
ite variety of .r¢-unciations, subject not only to rerional but also fashionsble dif-
ferences, so that if one attempts to solve the spellins problem by writing words pho=-
netically there is still risk of being misunderstood. I can understand older people
being somewhat bigoted on the subject of spelling (tho I wonder if the drumming-in
of spelling in prewar primary schools drummed out the love of the English langsuege)
but am surprised to find young monle egqually bigoted.

"What to Say ihen the Analyst
Comes" appesled to my "sensa yuma" ereatly. ILet us have more articles thatcl.ow how
to defeat one of THEMY, whatever catesory THEY may fall into.

Who is this subversive
person I find hesdins your lettercol? Tce coffee! Reasonable licencing laws! Sir,
the British character is founded on a mass of inconveniences. Cooling drinks in hot
weather, insulated homes keeving out drafts [sic] and dsrp, a trassport system that
could cope writh th. vasaries of British weather, sbove all beins able to get alcoho=

lic beverszces -7i21n —cst fancied, would destroy that well-knowm British forti-

tude, at the very least it would render the majoritv of
13 speechless. What point would there be in talking

-nut the weather vhen the means to counter its effects

SNy (> dull the sensibilities to them) are readily and

\\\\*\h ~armanently available?

— e — —— — — — —— ——— — — — — — — — — —
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“TERTYUIOP 8 is a clever cocoon with its
TY/7;} creature-meker ceusht up tight inside. It's re:w-
4 7ealing to see your mind exposed. I suspected you
were brisht and punctilious, but you sare...extravagant,

Nowhere in fandom have I come across such dense (first

~zanine, of course) ye% enlivening prose. Hey, I even er’ -red
your conreport; it was your off-beat corments that no other reports had that kent me
hanging on. Every piece by Gorra that I've read In recent zines is quite enjoyable.
£11 in all, it's a fascinating read: variety with a 73 =mp of humor in a literate
form., Congrastulastions. [Thanks, Gil. 2h 'pershistes that, as we say down here in
Florida.

Gunputty! for roodness sake! I love it! [the nare...T hopa you like the zine,] I
met Brian Hampton in Nashville. I remember him telking ebout the starp machines,
He also spoke ofhhow much alike so ruch of America is--Holiday Inns and McDonalds
anywhere you ro. He zlso mentioned the size of the country, I think there is a ™
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connection between the two. We move around our huee country so much, leaving roots
and bresking family ties, probably to a greater axtent than in any other country,

I wouldn't be surprised if the good old Mow-rd Jobnson, Holiday , Convenient or
T/11 Foods eren't a way of making us feel at home as we move from place to place,

I-like and enJoy the r.tural, easy way vou write. I shall look for Montaigne at the
library and I may dip into Frazer--I know he's on andy's shelves somplace,
[GurPUTTY, the natural, organic fr---»imge Fanzine. Thanks, Jodie, for your good
word=-you're a dab hand at easy fannish writinc yourself, |

No fanzine is complete without an LoC fror the onz and only...

Harry "Henk" Varner __ 123 Surmit_Ave, Hemesrstovn, “d _2L780_

Montaisne wobebly deserves the credit you give him es one of the oldtime fans who
were ov’'ted from The Immortal Storm. 3But you should also be careful not to over-
look one of your namesakes, food old Sam Penys. Ile rust be the only pre-twentieth-
century individual who riveled some fans in the art of going into the most minute
detail imaginable about daily life in the first person singular. Of course, you
~could arcue thst Samuel doesn't count becsus= he didn't publish his diary thru FAPA
or any other fannish medium. Bubt I've Leen readinz Hobert Lewis Stevenson's essay
on Pepys, and Stevenson contends that the old fellow was writing for publication.
Otherwise, he arrues, why didn’t Penvs destroy what he had written long before his
death, after circumstances forced him to give up [keeping a)} diary which could have
caused him untold embarassment if someone hod “cund it 2nd deeciphered it during his
lifetime? [Pepys lived until 1703; he could have joined the first apa, vhich was
formed 'in Belchester and London in 1693, so say: COsteen University historian Ber-
trand Bétdt; but he was rld and blind; 7:'s not surprising he didn't join. Ie may
never have heard of it.] :
Is Crlando close to that circus-orienited amusement park
t-.t's being built within ebout an hour's dvive of Disaeyland? [Yes.] The Fine
brothen, who owvn Ringling-Barnur-Bailey., vced to live in Hagerstown. Circus fandom
is very similar in certain ways to science fiction fandom, Iwve attended a circus-

. fandem worldcon and many local meetings, read cireus fanzines, and evenwon the

equivalent of a curcus Furo for a newspasnar colura I rrote. _

: It's ton bad that the
old way of abbreviating scientifiction hasg grovm alwmost obsolete. If 1t were still
customary, there would be ne problem in finding a vpatron ssint for us: eir 'y St F
with no period, something like Forrest J Ackermen's full middle name, [I° .. about
St Asaph, a Welsh saint whose name 1is pronounced SF? There's a town named after
him=-city, rather: it's the seat of a hishnp--in north Wales. His feast day iz 11
May, and he lived in the 6th century.]

: John Gruber's Harers-Town Town and Countrv
Almanack, which is sold all over the northcast =iud maybe even further afield, still
runs dates by both the Cld Style and the more zonerally accepted modern way of dating
things. I wes comparing the most recent edition with the one published six decades
ago ond I noticed by -the sunrise and sunset gebistics thet there are ncir about ten
minutez" more time Wween thcse two events right thronsh the year then there were
in the 1910s. I thousht st the time that re2lly znould write to the T avel Observ-
atory, just in case they haven't noticad the trouad, aad never got around to it. I
assumed at first that the rotation of'he escrth was slowing, . 20 realized that if
this vere so, Johnny Carson wouldn't be coming cn the air at 11330 year after year.
Then T realized the most probable explanation: the certh is becoming flat at a3 slow
rate. [The actual reason is probably o slichtly different *:finition of sunrise
and sunset. But this might - acconnt Tor it: the cun moves its own angular Aia-
meter in 2 minutes, sc that the maximum erpected difference between <° .. lun. of
SR and S5 would be 4 minutes...but the cu» deesn': rice straight up. That may be
it--is there an astronomer in the readershipn?]

Je reacted 2bout the same way to

Discon IT, judging by your conrawmort. I shore 7our doubtt sbout the reality of SCA
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performances of music. But I decubt if anyone today can be sure how medieval mu-ie
waz -,y ., ored., Heck, people ars arguing over such voints as how Paderewski
played the plano, and we have phonosraph records by him. (Some clasim he »played dif-
ferently in the studio or the recordine process distorted what he was doing or he
caanged 1is style after he bepan meking records.) How can anyone be sure how music
wes performed much longer ago? Did they play instruments whils the singing was in
progress or Just bafore and after stanzas? Was therz any harmony? How was the rhy-
thm contrived? Do the pitchh symbols that were written down indicate exasctly how the
misical line went up and dowm or was it just the bare bonas of the melodr that the
singer varied? Was there just one way of performine a composition or did the method
vary from one town to another beec wise of cormunications difficulties? You asked :
sbout & real space opera., The one you heard bout may have been Blomdahl's Aniara,
It occurs on a spaceship that is running ut of control. Columbia raleased a two-
record set of excerpts from it yeard aro which didn't sell w2ll enourh to stay in
print and it now costs from #50 un from second=hand record dealers, I belonged :to
the Columbis Record Club st the time, ordered it, sot two conies by mistake, and nat=-
ur2lly returned the duplication, to my later sorrow,

I like” Brien Hampton's little
traveloz., Mike forra's esssy was verv z2musing, a 4 I have doubts as to how badly
exaggersted it is, the way thinss are poing in intercolleciats s'hletics.

Tha news=-
pavers for which I work don't even have +»e / in their typ=setting resources, and
this can cause nroblems when vou qutoe in a news story the exact text of a legal “oc=-
ument. Louls Russel Chauvenet, 2 nsow-rafieted fan, used to try to solve onz acmat
problem on English-lenruame typewriters by us® - iha parenthesis marks like this:
€ and ¢ [for £ and 2], It looks odd at first but it cnn be useful if you're trying
to persuade a French fan that you really do understand the variety of ways the e
comes in his hanguaee . I share your dismay over the bad writing snd bad spelling
in newspapers. But did you ever read manuscripts from the 19th century, like old
letters, dzeds, wills, and so on? Those 0ld boys could produce illiteracies just
as frequently and far-out as anything which comes out of the school system today.

4 few words now from tha Far Northwast, fron...

——— — ——— ————— — — ————— ——— — — ——f—

—— — — — ——— — — o ——— e e S m— m— e — — — — —

e

A thoroughly enjoyable issue... Your corment ebout Montaipne's Essays--that faneds
are probably the heirs of his literary tradition--is right on and makes an excellent
point. It did remind me that once somewhere a fan mentioned that if James Thurber
were lilving now, he'd be a creat fanwriter (artist, too, actually, but that wasn't
mentioned that I recall). Your saying that the Essays were in a sense the first
perszine also made me thing of Brian Aldiss's nonfiction hook, The Shape of Further
Things, which was to me like resding ones long, fescinatine and exceptionally well-
written perszinz., Anyone who hasn't read this book should really try to get hold of
a copy, whether or not they care fr> Aldiss's fiction. I seldom proselytize about
things I've resd, but this is as-ecial @wze and I really recommeni it. *(end of
plug)*

The nature shows on TV really are quite often of wvery high quelity. We re=
centlv watched one =bout Australisn critters which included some fegcinating shots
of the birth of a beby (fetus, really) kangaroo, complete with interior pouch views
of the tiny thinez nursine. Imagine--to ninples, each one of a2 different flavor!
Croggline indeed—-ain't nature prand? This some nrocoram also provided one of the
rare occasions upon which I wish for a color TV: it showed a Tasmanian devil, but I
didn't get to see it turn red with anger. And besides that, it didn't look at all
like the one in those 0ld Burs Bunny cartooias....

T rezlly enjoyed "Briar and the
Bus",, me egg episode reminded me of the time I wented en egg-burger for breakfast
while traveling in Cannuu. Egp-burger-—s hemburpger “-24h 211 the usual trimmines
plus a herd-fried egg slapped on where the cheese usuelly is --were standard late-
morning-after fare areound where I was living ot the time, but in this particular
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esteblishment had not the faintest iden what T w2s te2lking about. You'd think
that 1t would be a fairly sirmle thin~ to understand, once exnlained, but I ~uess
the idea of nputtine an eze inside 2 bun =2long with a few assorted othar coodies
nretty well crogrled them because I end . up pettineg e regular hamburser with a
not=quite=hard frisd epg on the side. DNot to mention the look from the waitress
when she nut thls on my talbe, that kent me from eskineg her why it didn't come all
preassenbled. [GUJIPUTTY, the fanzinz of the Foo larketing Board...Peter Rokerts'd
better watch out.... )

I enjoy music of all tvves and I freguently dream musical
dreams., Since dreams are penerelly (I think) a nrocess of assimilatineg facta, im=
nressions, fears, events, €c, stored in the brain, it's not surpr. sing that some= >
times musicael memories/impressions misht surface thru dreaming. The thing that
puzzles me most is thet the scores and songs I hear in dreams ar never actually
real pieces of musiec. Always, as you say with yours, they ere tyrically somethinge-
typically pop but never lMeCartney, tywmbally baroque hut never Vivaldi, Just similar.
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More Shorts from ...

Paula Lizkerman: Mike Gorra's cot to be wrone. MIT doesn't have a football
team! Caltech, tho.... (¢, o 34 Crestfield Ln, Ieominster, ™ass 01153)

®d Cernor: Maimificent cover by Harry Bell. ...I'm amainst the metric sys-
tem being allowed to take over completely. I object to anythine other than the
English system in "everyday life" since it's much more practical then the grotesque
metric system.... Tallons, enfants du systdme rdtriqua...to 1905 North Gale,
Peoria, Illinois £160")

Bric Lindsay: If we only get abhout the same vacation time as the Romans st
. the time of Caesar then we heven't made much of an advance in all that time. (5 =~
Hillerest Ave, Fanlconbridge, NSV 2776)

Paul Skalten: I was pvother Surpriced to read thst we do not have any more
deys off than the average Roman, That's damn little progress in two thousand yesars.
One imagines that the working week is getting smaller and holidays increasine in pro-

-m~v+ion to automation. One tends tn forget that the Romans had labor-saving devices
a0, or "slaves" as we choose to call them,
“2re has been a very interesting program
‘= T hare which succeeded in bringine
+5 1if: the wey the Romans lived. 211
it basically was was a chap in the
studio talking about things, a few
*=its and pieces , including a renu-
Z7e nair of Roman knickers which he
+ook great delight in showing to us.
e thing was, the bloke was really
itally interested in his subject
md didn't fzel that hit had to he
-adz to sz2em complicated so that
rou'd know how clever he was, What
2, hloody interesting subject "His-
“o*y" could bz in school if only
*h> sods who teach it would ...for-
~at shout dates and battlas anA
Ze’ious shit likz that. Wiat asbout

i ting things like whether thev

; n.d nay tollets at Caichen-Itza?

°5 Bowland Close, O“fertnn, Stock-
2ort, Chos SK? 5yW)




4L

—————— — ———— — —— — — —— — ——— — —

It's nice to see s conrenort about the Washinoton DC Worldcor that dses not =0

on and on sbout the size of the thins., Such repetition in report after report. fsic]
I believe thet any worldecon renort of the vmast few years have thre> thinecs in common,
In any of them yon will find references to the lar~e size of the membership, com-
nlelnts gbout the food, and a number of names dropped. So I thank you for not bitch-
ing abect tie size. [T hone, then, that yon don't mind the "name-dronwing” in thish's
conreps. I've tried not €9 oo nome. trlthout anos’ reason: usuilly T've added a de-
soriotion of the persen =nd/sr his/har activitiag--to add verisimilitude. ]

Instead
of complaining about the US newspaperz n.: using accent merks, ete, you should be
overjoyed., I mean, they do enourh damarce with the misspellines of our native Ameri-
can language. Just think what they could 4o to Iithusnian!

Tt's nice to see so many
handeut illos. It is not a dead art after all. [Mo indesuk 2Zsk Ed Connor and Terry
Jeeves=-=and Jinm Cawthorne=--whether they think the hand-cutting art is lost. 211 of
Ed's and riost of Terry's zineart is handcut. In this ish, there'’s both electrosten
and handcut. In one case there's a combination :the Cyclops looking at the poster—-
one is handcut, the other, with a different proclama*tion, is electro'd.] Your ren-
derings in terms of cartoons were adequate and the punchlines groansbly good, I like
your witing style, it is comfortable and relaxed.  No hype, no aggrevated awkwardness.
Aren't you happy to 2- last g#~. 2 l.c which doesn't comment at lenpth about the Brit-
ish feel to your fanzine? [Well, in a way, yes. I'm still very much a British fan,
but I'm becoming more and more an Pmerican fan as I read more North Zmerican zines,
got to N.,A. cons, and meet more N.,A. fen. I'm at home in both fandoms, and, Ghu
willing, I'1ll continue to be.]

N AN T : YA
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I also heard from (renrise): Bruce Pelz, who discussed ekenames; Don ILundry, who en-
joyed Q7; Mae Strelkov, who nattered, rud who liked the cover and i*ts bridege so much
that she did a painting of it, o rather a hec:H: and Jo=2 Green, who pot a chuckle out
of the cartoon aimed in his direction. Thanks to on= and all....

D N T T e e e o B o e e S =
vgUv - AT THE SIGN OF THE ADIABAT, reprise

I have expenied my meilinglist for this issue. I will "ensmall" it for nextish. To
be sure of GP2 you rust a) LoC (the =~ 'ast way of getting on the mailinglist), or b)
send me a copy of your zine (a pood way of getting on; and I almost always LoC), or

c) send art, articles, verse (not fanpoetry, but funny, light verse), faaaanfiction
(but orobably not fanfiction, unless it's verv good), conreps, and so forth, or d)
otherwise show interest. In articles, I look for lightness of touch, general inter-
est, and fannishnessy and I particularly like personal adventures or misadventures,
out-of-the way knowledge either gcientific, stfnal, or historical, pieces with scrh=
isticeted humor, and, of course, punny stories. In fenart, I tend to prefer filler=-
illo size mostly, with some half-page. I like cartoons, as you have seen, cariceature,
faaanish ert, and (you artist/writers) illustrations that go along with text or are
otherwise ‘appropriate to it. Artwork should beelectrostencilable; but if it's hand-
cu’t able, so much the better. I will edit articles, etc, as necessary, but where the
editing/revriting is more than correctinc spelling or other small items, I will check
with the author before I print it. I am not a sercon fan, but I will publish sercon
articles if they're .0t too onpressively so. Artwork and manuscripts will be returned
upon request. I'm not too hot on book or zine reviews unless they are out of the or-
dinary--either the book/z1' = 7. *+™~ review, But remember--GUNPUTTY is s licht, good-
humored fanzine simed at SF fans, and is meant to entertain, enlighten, and divert,

So much for GUNPUTTY's editorial nolicy.
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By the way, I will be happy to do erticles or artwork for other faneds upon request,
and my fee is cheap: 2 copy of the zine and a drink at a con sometime. But I'm not
normally a self=starting fanwriter--send some suggested tonics along with your request,

onENENZIZAENENE e

tmverd, “annishlv, As I type this nage, it comes to my mind that we "set the clocks
back" tonght, it beint the time to chunge from Eastern Daylight Time (b hours behind
creenvich) to Tastern Standard Time (5 hours behind Greenwich)., Two AM Sunday morn-
ing becomes one AM (EST), which means tha* the local bars, which close at 0200, will
be able to stay onen encther hour, to the svident delicht of thai~ =" “-=-tier patrons.
The chanpeover doesn't hother me at all: I keep mr watch set

on Greenwich Megt Time all the time anvway, so all I have ,fQQN

to do is remember to subtrac® the »roner number of hour<. 15;:

It takes only a little while to remember to do this, be-

fore it becomes perfectly natural. Cf course, there
can be proble s. Once I set -y alarm clock on GMT, bhut

s Arﬂ"

left the alarm on EST, suoh that it went off 5 hours .“’ (ﬂw
early. It was dark outside, for it was ridwinter, and

I was not completely slert--who is on a winter rornin-=?° % ‘@7 }I
—=30 I zot up and padd=sd dowvn the hall to the 3 / \\
hall to tie bathroom with my shaver and tooth- inf
brush. When I got back to my rocn (this was H"

wien I was in collere), my roommates, who'd
woken up too, laughed a.2d lauched at me, until
I figured out why, apologir>d for waking them,
reset my clock, and went back to bed. I nick=-
up the GMT" habit from my father, who picked It
up vhile he was o navigator in World War II Ix
“the Air Force. I was confirmed in it when I
Yecame a weatherman, bzcause like navigation
and aviation, weather forecasting iz done on
T and the charts are dated in it. So when-
ever I travel, I don't change my watch; I jJust
add or subtract the proper number of hours,
This will do in most places, but not in all.
Some localities don't have standard times, or don't subtracs
or add integral hours. UNewfoundland, for exampnle, is R hours 30 r*~ -5 behind
Greenwich, or an hour and a half ghead of “ttawra., Surinam (f;;;erly Dut ch Guisna he-
tween Brazil an® Venezuela in South America) is similarv =3h37 : on Greenwich, but its
neisghbor, Guyena (formerly British Guiana) is -2hlSm, Rarstonra and the Cook Islands
in the Pacific are -10h30m. There are manvy places in she Eastern Hemisphere that are
‘hours and a helf fast on Greenwich. Iran is +°h30m. Afohanistan is +hh30m. Indis
is +5h30m, as ere Ceylon and many islands in the Indien Ocean., Burms is +6h30m; May-
lasie, +7Th30m, and Australia's Northern Territory snd South Australia states are
+0h30m, Sundry Pacific islands are even farther-and-e-ialf ghesd, an?d one, Chatham
I-land, located east of 180° but west of the Internaticnal Date Line, is +12hh5m -
ehead of Greenwvich! Intesgral numbers of “ours are eas - to add or subtract in one's
head, but I'm afraid tat if I went to one of these off-hour nlaces, Id find it hard

to avoid resetting my watch. Especiallvy in a place like Surinam or Guyana or Chatham
Islend, ﬁlme zones—~standard time zones, that is--are wziven letters as well as names,
and they are consecutively . = -7, GWT is Zulu or 7 time; EST is Romeo or R time;

.C8T is Sierra or S5 time, and .o on. [GMI+l, that is, Central European Time or British
Standard (Surmer) Time, is A, +2 is B, and so on arovnd, - ~mittine J. GMI-1 is N -

v, GMP=2, O time, and so on around, M and Y -~~~ L= 4 & ti=~ cx Jdifferent dates
being centered on 180°.] One place that does not :av- = Otandard Time is Saudi Arab:
ia. Another is the US station at the South Pole in Antarctica. It has no longitude,
so 1t has no standard time. So-they simplv choose one that's convenient and uée it.

)
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Loyal readers of QWERTYUIOP may be somewhat surprised not to find "Parodies lost &
Parodies Regained" in this issue. The reason is, I've no new parody to include.

But I have not been idle in this repard, as readers of Mike Clyer's SCIENTIFRICTION
will know. In place of the usual parody, however, I have a filksong in parodic style
(which is almost a definition of filksong anyway), which I wrote at FAN FAIR in Tore
onto, and which I call "Fannish Marching Song, or, Stouthearted Fen", sung to the
well=known tune.,

Give me some fen who are stout-hearted fen

Who will fight for ST they adore~——

Start me with ten vho are stout=hearted fen,

And I'11 soon give you ten thousand more, Ol

Shoulder to shoulder and bolder and bolder

They gror as thev zo to the bar!

Thern there's nothing in the world can halt or mar a con
When stout-=hearted fen can drink tosether until dawn!

“ike Glicksohn sugsmests "stout-drinking", which is good, especially if there's Guinw
ness to hand, which is unfortunately not the case in the US very often, but is the
norm at British cons and get-togethers, One more reason why Britain's fine in 'TO.
Which brings up the subject of beers and such like. I've lost some of my dislike
for Americen beer in the last year or so, but I still ruch prefer the real stuff.
I found that Canadian b:ers are hetter than their south-of-the-border rivals, and I
found that local brews ae better than the national brands: so this summer's con-going
wes not a waste of time. Unfortunately, Just about the only beers you can get down
here in Tlorida are the national brands—--Budweiser, Pabst, Schlitz, %c--which are all
brewed to mass tastes and are therefore testeless and bland, A pity. But the lore
of names of beer is interesting. Budweiser means "from Budwei®, now Ceské Bud&jovice
in Bohemia south of Prague. Pilsner originally came from Pils, now Plzefi, also in
Bohemia. Pabst is the same as Papst, pope. Lager refers to the fact that the beer
is laid by, sso_ed for a whilz (ILager=storehouse). Busch is bush; Stroh's is straw's,
WILLAF/14/MULTéF¢. Heinekin is "Little Henry". L8wenbriu (pronounced Lurvenbroy, not
Lowenbrow) is Iion Brew. Schlitz is slit or trousar fly. And Meta (an excellent
Ethiopian beer) is table mountain or mesa.

T ———
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As you should x..ow, I left the Air
F-rce at the end of June end am now
e civilian again., I still keep my
PO hox at the hase, tho, because a)
T haven't moved, b) the base is an open
one so I have no trouble getting on it
end to the post office, and c¢) the box
is an ordinery rented box, not onz is-
sued me by the AF, for the PO is an ord-
inary public one, not an AF installation
1ike the APOs en? FPOs, If/when I move,
1'1]1 send out lots of CoAs.

I'm presently
takine a course at Florida Institute of Technology, in Melbourne, about 10 miles away
from my flat, and will take more courses next ywar, in a pmwrem leeding to an MS in
_ Environmental Enrineerine. ' poing to school may put a crimp in my conegoing for
some time; but I hope not. Trouble is, Florida's so far from any fannish metiropolises
and con-sites——except Qrlaado in 'T7. There'll doubtless be side-trins to the Cape
before, during, and after the con; and I will give guided tours of Osteen if enough
people would «ike, for Osteen's "just up the road", so to speak. Not that there's
gll .that much to see, but you might like to mail some cards from the Osteen Post
Office....not to mention nearby Enterprise, after which the starship was named.
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And now for the last Pase, where I wrap up the fanzine, cather loose ends, and pray
for IoCs.

I should hardly need to remind my “annish friends that the "one hell of a time" I had
at and after Seacon (page 28) was one hell of a anod time....

The Pesch illo on nare 2L, in the Oz skit, was unblushin~ly lifted €‘rom Waldemar Kum-
mine's MUNICH ROUND UP 133, to whom, and to which, thanks. And to Helmut--excellent.

On page 27, I mentioned that Pete Weston had won a number of fannish awards at Seacon,
but I didn't specify them. The chiefmost was the Doc Wier Award for services to fan-
dom.,

I teke this opportunity to wish my readers Chappy Channuksh, MMerry Chritmas, and a
Fannish New Year 1975.

And I'd like to announce my enpgagement to British femfan Mary Reed. We plan to marry
in England over Easter, and perhaps honeymoon at Mancon. -

I should have included in my dissertaiion on clothing that thet I don't 7o in for loud
clothes or wierd colors, but prefer somewhat muted huse, and simple, bold patterns,

or else just plain color with no pattern, Also, one thing I dislike intensely, but
which seems to be the custom here in Florida, is the wearings of white shoes with "
ordinary colored trousers. To my mind, white shoea should he worn with vhite trousers.
Also...vhatever happened to the cape? We gee that noble garmat in vmeriod plays mnd
films, ‘hut hardly anyvhere else, I suppose one regson for its passing is that, while
vou cen »ut the reins of e hors2 insides the cape, vou cennot put the steering wheel of
a car in a similar »osition without eettine tan~led un. But still....

Nextishe. owill b2 out In a few months. I menerslly think of two issues a year, so
there's plenty of time to get contribs in., Chief among artilces already in the works
for CP? 1s James Blish's inaugral speech before the Ostzen Academy of Arts and Sciences,
on the occasion of his induction as a Fellow. Plus other fannish natter too, natch,

‘™is stencil is being cut 18 XI 75, Sir ¥W.S.Gilberts(of G&S) birthday. This mode of
writing dates, incidentelly, eliminates any possiblity of confusion between the US
clvilian manner, the US military manner, and Europesn usage. In America one writes
11/6/75 for the eighth of November, A military man would write it 8 Nov 75. In .
Britain or on the Continent, one writes 8/11/75. The military mode is obvious, but
the two civilien modes are easily confused. So simply put the month in Roman
numerals, And I wish the rest of the'US and not just the military would adopt the 2L-
hour clock. There's much less chance of confusion.,

The rest of this page is left for you to doodle on, And so ends GUNPUTTY 1, Write!




