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It would be cxcecdingly nicc of ycu to reward ne for ny cf-
forts in onc »f thc following ways (if you do a good Job of it, I
night oven relent and scnd soncbody clsc your copy of the 3rd 1sh)
Writc a long lcetter of konnent
Writc a hort letter of komnnent
rite soncthing brilliantly fonnish, or arow scnething narvellou
Send nc yeur own fanzine, oven thecugh it's better than nine
Revicw ROCK. and tell your rcadors thﬁt it costs $10 and's worth it
Revicew ROCK. and tell the truth, tho ncbbe not the whole truth
Renain such a Good ilan that I'Y1ll hove to soend you ROCK., but
At loast let nec Pnow you‘re alive
Of coursec, you'rc in S“PS vou're cxecused from the first
twe (and conc tﬂ thlnk cf it, you! 11 nave to get ROCK., anyway, un-
$11 I got clected 0Z), but y“u rc quitc welcome to do the others.
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MEET = AUTHOR

Yes, here's your chancc to get to Imow the authors and 1llus-
trators that arc fcaturcd in ROCLE. Iany of you rcadcrs havc asked
for featurcs such as this just likc your favoritc SC1cntifiction naga-
zincg have! J4nd in their owm words, your fa voritcs talk to you.

LLAORRY ETONGE

"Encloscd is a contribution, as you asked.
When I rceccived your letter I irnnmcdiatcely sct
nysclf to the task of writing & ncw nastcrpicec
of humor., . couplc of wecks latcr, it was tinc
for Ixans at school, so0o I found I had not thc !
tinc for such things. Last night, tho, I dctor-
- minced I would sct to with a will, and as I
sprawlcd in front of thce tclecvision an ideca be-
gan to rumblc through ny nighty brancs: So right
after suppcr I cravkd up into the attic to look
for ny typer. It found, I sct tc work with a
vengeance. 1 put the paper in the typcr, and
scon ny fovercd hands worc pounding out rcans
of na rvcllous prosc, at their full 10 words-por-ninutce. "Goldminc
Guns" I wrotc, thiqLing "Spiondid!™ That complctcd, I took a welle-
dcscrved rost, satisficd with ny cfforts thus far, for, as wc all
know, thec titlc is the nost iunort"rt part of the story, and if I
had writtcn soncthing like, "The Iiystcrious Goldninec," it night tend
to brand nc unineginative, likc thc titlcst of SUPER SCIENCE."

DALAN ‘ L DK INS

"I grin likc an idiot."
wa L 4 NDREVWS

"I an offendcd. You have

comc to Birminghan, BUT you have
not so nuch as cvcen-callecd nc.

androws Now this docsn t ncan that whon ™ - «dlking
: you get to B'han that you arc to :
stcp out of your car and call lustily, "Hey, al!" You have to sort

of cstablish a rapport by using a thing called a tcelcphonc. 4ll kid-
ding asidc, Es, I would cnjoy scein~ you whcn you ncxt bop into this
cilty-abodc; I ncan likec, do you dlg ny wail, nen? BEven if you can't
gtay long it would bc nicc to scc you and chut for awhile, Think of
the narvclous things we could do. You could try to stcal ny naga-
zincs...and lect it be known that I an the procud owner of a complcte,
good-condition scot of FAIOUS FLITASTIC MYSTERILS and FANT.LSTIC NO-
VELS, plus varlous othcr samplings of nags. Wc could slandcr Mcyers,
Pclz, and glorify .ndrcws, and you can stand in nutcd awc staring
at ny nap of thc lfoon and thoen bec moved to utter in your cherminb
fmshlon thcso words 'Golly, sir, wow. Gecc, wow, golly, sir, "
Y'all cone, '



This is a heftier issue thoan the first, which is a step in
the right direction, in ny immodest cpinion, Unfortunately, you
nay note that outside contributors arc present once again to £ill
up. spacc I could otherwise be using for discuscions of Monism, ny
favorite sports cars, the girls I know, the nusic I'n listening
to ("You're Right, I'n Left, She's Gone,” by Elvis, to satisfy you
conpletists; %ust before it was Lanza's "Drink, Drink, Drink," and
next will be "Sexy Ways" by the Iidnighters; alfter that, nebbe an
.albun, nebbe the sane three agrin, nebbe nothing), what I had for
lunch, 4nd such. But ya knoéw how it is. When. you have a fabulous
World Reknowned fanzine like ROCK., alla tine people send in their
little writings (though Ghed knows that people that heve friz hate
to sce such things cone in), and I don't want to reject 2ll of 'en.

and with, luck, this deplorablce trend nay result in the con-
plete custing of Jdans fron the zine, so kecp it up. For page cre-
dit, I con always write lMeycrs a long letter on LGHLST.

You may have noticed thoat 4l andrews in the wondorful "Moot
the Asuthor™ section ("...just like your favorite scicntifiction
nagazines havel') issued an invitation to call hin the noxt tine I
canc to Birminghan., Vell, Dear Readers, I did Just that, .4nd he
gaid Cone On Cut to the House for It Is Kot Far., I shen't borec you
with the sad story of ny trip cut., BSuffice tc say that about an
hour and o half later I was led to the Andrews household by Ll's
brother after stopping at a phone bocoth and screaning for help. I
didn't have long to stay thon, ny tour of Birminghan hoving con-
suncd nost of the aftcernoon hours, but enjoyed the time I did sal-
vage, And I procured fren the half-hidden hillside mansion of
the Sndrews clan (upcn investigoation it turns cut that they're quite
wecll-to-do, being in the Mad Scientist trade, and hence able to
afford the profusion of babbling, hunch-backed manservants that
ushered nc up nouldy stairecases to Al's private tower) a rotting,
nolded .. M. . Ronuscript never before published, which is in this
issuec.

Thursday, March 5 (day after tomorrow, at this writing, tho
distant past as you read), I venture once morc. This tinc I'nm
going to New York City agein. <« nceting with the fabled .dkins-
Pearson conbine is in the tentative plan. Ilayhap next issue 1
shall rceveal their pervertced Big City ways.

Den't jump on Andrews, Adkins, or Stone for the guotces ac-
credited then on the "Mcet the auther® page, nlease. I did quite
a job there of out-of-context-ing 'on. .

Marty Pahls didn't quitc make 1t with the sccond installment
of his days with the Bhcy Sprouts, porhaps partially becausc of the
rather early deadline I imposcd (and after giving hin only o vaguc
idea that there would be onc), perhaps becausc he didn't feel like
writing it. But he'll be bock next ish, I fear, sinco hc's tough
to get rid of, ' -

Credits for this tinmc arcund: Will lieyers is still ny ablc
publisher, letterer, oand art-stencillcr, cven 1T he docs writc lies.
irt by Adans (1, 3, 4, 8, 11, 12, 22, 25, 27, 28), iAdkins (4, 6,

7), Bournc (21), Paysen (8, 26, 28, 29), and Poersen (16), I think,

.
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"Oﬁ;kﬁower ié gone, our la;tﬁmoment drﬁws-néaf;
W ride & closed orbit of desth. | DAINIS
To yeu who may find us','we.give'you to hear . BISENICKS

Our lest will, with our final breath:"

T HREE TESTAMENTS

—

"It's cold in this orbit so far from the sun
Where comes to en end our patrol,
Please take me away, let the voyage be done,

And let the sun's blaze free my soul g

_ : . ml — S 4&1‘
. . IIQ ':' :
Illustrated By "I yesrned to go Farthward to end my career, A ‘

> 2

o To plot my lest orbit for home; .. i
DAN I pray, teke me back to the land I held dear, -

A D K' N S Thet I maey be one with the loam.'ﬂ,': (
—_—

AN [ —_—)

e N————
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} "Must voyeging stop when & man's life is done?

I, pleneteer, ask you to send

—

My earthly form outward, escaping the sun,

To fly to eternity's end."

2L A — P

Three dead men we found on that cold ball of stone,
These messages were in their ship,
We heoded their wishes; now none is alone,

Forgotten, where ended their trip.

Fulfilled is the dreem we had let become dim.

One dead men has brought -

it ebout;
No ster ship will 1ift but

as tridbute to him
Who wished for a trip

far-and-out.

s




© HOPPOKALORIC

Time to once more get this foul show on the road, methinks.
I'm all set and ready to blast away with Hippi, too, eacent that I
don't have any idea where the 46th Spectator is, and will hence not
know whether all the other zines are still here, But I can start,
and perhaps Spec will soon come back to the famed Den of IniquitiEs,
dragging its tail behind it.

Reaching ny hand. bravely into the stack, I find that ny left
pinky 1s gilven a flerce bite by a creature that turns out to be

FLABBERGASTING ' ' BRTOSKEY
Thanks very very much, Tosk, for the old FLABs and other such
. stuff you senu along. Vuaatb I ve read of them have been heartily en~
joyed., S
Garcone muct be stopped. It's not so bad when he draws male
SAPS peoples, since they can- be easily replaced, but drawing the
other kind should be ruled out. Finally the creature has stepped
irrevocably beyond the bounds of decent behaviour,

Nice defense of your matuematical stand, there, lad., You evi-
dently weren't as far up the creek as I had you nictured before. In
the future I shall know better than to vorry about whether the Tosk
can protect himself, Did you and Carrzan of the APAs have any real-
1y bloody feuds I ghould have wiinessed?

I don't like tae way you and Garcone pronounce "Garcone," I
pronounce it Gar-kone, And I don't make mistakes.

To the right plizz note a Deep
Symbolic Illustration showing the SADPS
reaction to the aforementioned Llsnro-
nounced nonster. 7

I'm alnost nositive that veeble- L ,
fetzer was used a good bit 1n IAD., It %g%g | W
was in the lettercols some, anvwaj. A )

"Blood Shall Be liine" va.s an en- ( &;%359
joyahle little enic. I haven't responded to FAPA in a long time,
If ny tine hasp % run out, I may go ahead and weoly. It looks a
1ittle like 1t'll take dight or ten years to work up the walting
list, anyway, so I have blenuy of time to change ny mind.

Fine zine, Tosk, though not as kommentable as the monster in
the 45th nlg, even consﬁdcring the differencc 1n size. One of the
most enjoyable in the batch, comes Commendation of the Is,

CREGEP VALLY VEBIR

Speed 0 me In the finest tradition of a linute lian, Good
Weber, the CREZP wilth the first evic of Scames. I will live 1n
complete miscry until this filerce beast is in ny possession.,

I'm not Squink Blog! Honest, Buz, I readily admit that I'm
John Berry and Walt Willis and Druce Pelz and Bill -ever° and Zlinor
Busby and even Les Gerber. And I recadily admlt that I'm a figment
of the imagination of Terry Cary ;ublisning Giant. But I'm not the
dread Squink Blog. I beg thee to believe ne,



Is there any way at a2ll to convince you it's vile not to tum o
out huge witty masterpieces every mailimg? That you manage always
entertains me, which makes the loss greater.

COLLECTOR THE BIG HSART

By gholly I love the TFuturian Society's constitution. It
sounds far too faanish to have come out of New York, vhich has alla
time sounded to me like a Qlace vhere faans can't sit, Anyway, a
little group around nere I'm a uembcr of (non sf, of cuss) has been
needing a constitution, and maybe we'll be able to adant this one to
fit our needs,

The various convention (past and future and including fringe
convention notes) views interested me quite a bit, but I find them
unlrommentable,

I enjoyed you thls time, but you, too, suffer from Yeberitis,

WANSBURROWINGS NGUWANSBURROW

I find that "Battle of the Ghods" stinks. (4n original Is
Adams Scathing.)

Good sentiments on the bacover, kind sire, Anybody lnovw how
much more the Berry fund needs?

RETRO F, I‘»Z. BUSBY
I sometines like Glenn iiller, too, mostly vhen I'm in a mis-
erable enough mood not to feel cool, Then I feel happy I like any-

thing from Bo Diddley to Thelonious uonk, and the like., ‘Then I'm
feeling thoughtful I dig classics. Ilever can I stomach mood music,

That was the main battlefield of the Willis/Carr fl&nt? Iy~
hap FAPA?

Your line on Rav Nelson is fine. But I generally do say,
"Man, that's rebellion. Not in mundane words, but I think that's
the general tinge of my laughter, disgust, and Admiration for Ray.

I enjoy going Lo drive-ins more than dowmiovn theatres most-
1y because of the added benefit of getting to smoke. (A%t other
times I prefer them because booze and wlmmen are also closer at
hand.) I am, however, cautious to avoid drive-ins when attending a
film I want to admire for music or various sound effects. Ghod but
the local drive-ins have lousy spealkers,

"lMars Is llonotonocus’ seems fine in snots, but overall doesn' t
impress me as beinz Bradburyish enough. "The Twelve Days of Fanmas"
is a beautiful work, though, and ends a Yorthy Zine in good style

YCLEPED _ WALT COSLET

Three of these creatures with stranoe titles stare at me.

I used to miss school as often as I could get away with it
with my folks, Now I'm vile ecnough to skip and go off boozing and
catching up on my sleep, whlch but for a Huntsville High e enotlon
privilege I would do regularly. Anybody in the school who's neither
absent nor tardy for a semester can exemplt one exam of his ch01cc,
if he has at least a "C’ in it. It's pasty that there aren't exemp-
tions awarded here to students with an average in a subject ol sone
svecified norm. I think I could get away with an average of about
one exam per semester that way, insﬁead of one exemniion ner.

Time to dig out one of my three remaining stencils, methinks,




{®; VONSET RAY SCHAFFER

Not a bad idea for a cult there. Drinking, smoking, 1lstenins
to music, putt ng out and receiving fanzines, and thinking are per-
missable, aren't they? But not rcouired Good cult, Only no buck
to you for writing about it, That's what I've been living for 173
years, and shall continue living as long as nossible,

Good kommentary on the Light That Zmits Colored Beams., It
sounds like a marvelous dcvice,

OUTSIDERS WRAI EBEALLARD

It has generallj been »nretty warnm around here lately -~ ridi-
culouslv warym for December and January and February, and at times
I've been wishing I once more had ny putt-putt machine to run around
on., Ther're dangerous, I suppose, but riding a motoreycle out across
varm nighways is a fine exverience,

You sound like about the same kind of baseball player I am,
Back in my Junior High days I batted something a bit over ,450, but
only got to play because I was one of the two people on the team
that ever got any hits. We only won one game; with a good balance
I wouldn't have been of any use, As it was, I was placed in right
field where I couldn't accomplish much to tne detriment of the tean,
The coach knew I couldn't field, but he didn't like baseball (used
to mumble to us to hurry up and get beat so he could go home) and
didn't seem to understand how the game worked very well, So after
he found out I could hilt, he decided I nust be the greatcst nlayer
on the team, and experimented with ne in practices at catcher,
first base, and shortston. I can do a passablc job at either of the a
first two wnen there' s nobody clse \illinb to try, but I just wasn't
built like a shortstop, which became avpvarent to all, After that
it became a custonm for the others on the tean to answer, vnen asgked
vhat position I »layed, to the confusion of most, Clcan ~un, "

THE SPLLEOBIN BAD BRUCZ PELZ

Let's get 2% out of the way first: I protest "The Charge of
the Anti-ROCK. Brxgade very much, You know you don't mean vhat you
say. R & B isn't all that oad Ray Charles is a fine jazzman. Joe
Turner 1s the only decent blues singer arouad. DBo Diddley plays a
fine guitar. And anyway, I like rock 'a' roll,

I still haven't gotten anybody to pick out "Green Hills of
Earth"™ (by Bruce Pelz and Robert Heinlein, the famed P&H team that
turns out the best space opera) on a plammer machine, but someday I
will., Honest,

I like King's cover depiction of Manyoya. It fits.

Reproduction is fine with this new machine., SpBem 2 is the
boest looking Pelzine to date WWuh room to spare,

Tell me more about the "complete listing of that comic inves-
tigating committee." The Congressional 1nve5uigatjon? Can I get a
copy? .

I just read a Saturday Review movie criticism article by, I
think, some fellow named Aﬂ’”ht vhat mourned the loss of the old
Disney. I mourn, too. It's t11e for UPA t6 come out with some fea-
ture lengih stuff. How many of you out there in fanzine land saw
their version of "The Telltale Heart," with James liason narrating?
'Tuas fabulous, All of which means that I agreec with thee re Disney.




I've been getting VIZUS AND KOMIENTS, too, and ]
circulating it around the coolcr characters of school
for 1aughs. liostly I like tue 1little zine »retty well,
laughing at »oparts of it, aﬂrecing ith other parts. The
artwcle they did on DaCILWS S belng splashed with fire
nhoscs scclcd to me to be about as funny a writing as I've
come across. It read like baroay on radicalisnm of all
sorts. I, Leman, you coulda't write anything to mak
this one look ridiculous, It has already taken advan-
tage of every opening. 4Ll about "screaming irate pawms of the
state" meeting their match in brave crusaders parading signs bearing
their nessage, such as "'Humans Unite for Peace' and "IBnd the lis-
siles Race —— Not the Humen Race' and others of similar tone,”

After having read your short fiction I couldn't stand the idea
of trying to go into your serial.

injoyed this SpBem cquite a bit more than the first one, possi-
bly because it was good to my eyes instead of bad to them,. '

FENDINIZIN ELINOR BUSBY

There doesn't seem to be anything here for me to get a good
grip on, Noted, then. Also enjoyed, especially the Lancy excerpt
at the end.

I'm really sorry, Amelia. This ig Too Good not to get any
komment, especially when you welcome me as an ol' kommentater, I'm
just all foul inside, I guess,

TEDDY BZAR ROGER SINS

I kinda enjoyed you this time, though your closing remark to
Buz leaves a Vile Tastc. Your first fable, re autos, didn't »point
out a very obscure moral, but the style was good. I liked the sec—
ond fable more. In the particular case in question, I had the idea
that the big stink was over the fact that some of the kats passing
out bet sheets werc participants in the contests being gambled, But
that docsn't narticularly matter, since I agree that lawmakcrs are
often inconsistent.

Now just stop being a Hasty and turn out a big long zine all
chock full of komment and wit and picrcing insight,

GHU SAPLEMENT ' JOHN DAVIS

Pirst on SPIC's listing, I sce. Generally (like when there
isn't a late-arrival from the mailing before), about how long ahead
of deadline does the Tirst zine come in? I was awfully surprised to
see ROCK. 1 listed so high. I didn't send lieyers the stencils until
December 22. He nust be a Fast Vorker.

Recently I've becen dipning back into the 0z books, and still
find them charming, but of course lacking in the adventure that used
to impress ne as their 86111ng point. Also in my Back To Cuildhood
campalign, I've read two true lltcrarv classics of humor, Carroll's
Alice in Jonderland and Belloc's Cautionary Tales for thdeea The
former should be familiar to everybodr. The latter is a masterful
collection of kiddy stories of the tragic ends of brats that misbe-
heved., It's brilliant, I tell you, brilliant.

Your poetry is, I supposc, oretiwy awful stuff -- it drins
all over the floor, and I suspect the nmeter of being non-existent. I




ggar that I like it, though. I'm sonething of a slushy romantic type
when it comes to thinking of somé of the Wumnerful Girls I've dated.
Sniffle. And the best of all possible worlds scems to be 4C0O and
gome miles away in norinern Florida, Therefore right aftcr gradua-
tion I shall bop down Lo said locale, Yes.

SAPS will hate you, John Davis, for your zine gave nc three
stepping-stones from which %to bound into the blogranhy portion, also
knovn as the Adams Discusscs iIls Favorite Subject Depariment.

CHARLAR ' MFLETSCHMAL
Erceedingly evil of you to flirt with minimum requirements,

BRONC SVA FPIRGSTONZ

No flirtation with sald rule here, for vhich I say that you
are an Honorable Person. And that's probably about the last good
word I'll manage to utter on BROIC this time around. Aside from the
healthy size, I don't like anything clse the zine offers,

The rest of it rcads lilkc a "Mystic" without the personals
column, And that just doesn't apneal to ne,

Lots of mlg komments, only thcy read the same vay, Lots of
articles and cexcerpts, only tacy make me 1ill,

NEZMATODE

Another Adams Symbolic Illuse
tretion, unfortunately, 1s planning
to occupy the space to the right. Ye
bewars, Bob Leman, for it illustrates O~
Rich Browm coming up after your first S——
SAPS cffering, brandishing a fierce
dissenting opinion, and looking to all '
the world like IErroll Flymn Cuban Free- - —
dom Fighter. “-j%}b

You really frighten me. I just don't know when Jou're ser-
ious and when you have your dammed tongue in your darmed cheek., 1
don't believe the propaganda going around that freind Ilervil is real,
But. I most certainly doubt. everything elsc you say or refute,

I think the safcst course for me to follow will be to laugh
gaily at cverything You write and say yessir that fella sure does
write fine stuff don't he? and act like I Understand. ‘

Thls is a magnificent zinc, but hard to komment upon, more
or less. For one thing, the items I fceel like talking about scem
to have been covered completely., For another, I'm weary of commend-
ing (and thus far, it seems, wary of condemning). Particularly an-
preciated at this corner are the komments on "configurations of likes
and dislikes"™ and the section devoted to The licaning of Dreams and
the little saga of your RETRO's trip to a club meeting.

But until you say that you made them up I shall staunchly
suspect each of being a fabrication, a farce, and a foul lie,

Now, as the Adans Symbolic Illustration did foracast, comes a

DISSENTING QPINION ' RICH BROWH

This is a mighty full twvo »ages, lad, And you, if I may ven-'
ture an cpinion that may dissent, and may not, come through sounding
like the fabled Richi Browm of o0l1d, a torm walch to my mind, epito-
mizes the IZternal Neofan (an idea bused on nearsay). Fie. '
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Anyway, you do come in pretty strong for Rike. That scems an °
honorable enough intention, except that I can't sec that Leman did
anything to Rike with his writings that nced yelling about. NMaybe,
on the other hand, Bob was attacking RUR and Rike, but it just didn't
impress mc that way.

I think I'1ll take a long stride back behind the rocks and sce
what happens.

THE GRIPES OF RAPT ART RAPP

Intercsting formula for finding the size of mailings., But In
another fifty-five mailings we'll be some three hundred pages in the
red., Got a new factor left over for figuring the Far Future?
) I really don't think that Negroes arc so scorned down herc as
you might think. Today I rcad about a Birmingham Ncws investigation
‘that showcd that out of 67 (I think) counties in the statc, they
couild find only two that showed any definite possibilitlcs of chcat-
ing on the voting bit. But the News is, I'll admit, a Big Southern
Papcr, so the count might not be fair., But from my own view of things,
at lcast covering thc local sccnc pretty well, therc really docsn't
scom to be all the predjudicc abounding that therc's supposed to be.
The raccs are scparatc, but the Negro racc isn't hated, or plummcted
with stonecs,

I like you more In raoding GefR the sccond timec around than
the first, methinks. '

MAIZE-TAC ED COX

I used to wateh "You Asked for It" every now and then, myself,
until I tuned in one day to scc what they had to say about jazz. I
discovercd that Jack Smith the Grinning Fool had taken over, Ghu.
He had grinnin' niggers (scusc mc therce, broad-ninded SAPS) marching
around New Orelans procleiming dat dis is mah music and Ah growed up
listening to it and Ah loves 1it. Then hce cnded up with Louis Arm-
strong giving one of his typically ycchy kommentarics on jazz., When
he plays hot old-timey trumpct or sings, I can stand Louils. When he
‘babblcs inancly as a spokcesman for jezz, hc makes mec 1ll.

California must be a bad placc, JAround herc I gencrally stick
to bheer, which can bc procurcd almest anywhcre by as nasty looking a
feclla as Bs. But when visiting Now Orlcans (New Yecars, 1958) and Neow
York City (most recently, August 1958), I have found that almost any-
thing is avalilablc without any questilion or identification if I go to
_the trouble of wearing a suit and tic, 1like,

"The standard ratc of so much por page" intrigucs nc., I mecan,
if Rich docsn't want your cxtra zincs, I do; but this is a hell of a
figure to throw around as thc pricc on them, dontcha think?

Intercsting, this zinc,

NANDU NAN GERDING

Religion should be more ceniralized? Ilay nay, not so. The
churchcs should finally do a rcally Good Jdct by disbanding themsclves.,
A person shouldn't be indoctrinated with a rsligion., He should de-
cide completely for himsclf what to beliceve., Unfortunately, a cou-
ple of gencratlons after the installation of this plan, those with
similar belicls would be banding togethor in an attcapt to convince
the roest of the world that they had the Only Truth.




]4 Well, well, well, I scem to have made it to page six of tho
maliling kommoent scction and on through into page seven. I have ful-
filled nmy Obligation. The rest of this issuc will consist of Purely
Sadistic Torture. Nine zincs to go, I calculate, and upon leaving
NANDU we comc upon L - :

MEGANOTES IIEGAN STUREK

Not quite.as intercsting to mec this time as last., Tell us
morc about the tcaching trade. The littlec storics concerning your
travels don't scem to go anywhorce. (Purcly Sadistic, like I said.)

But I still 1like your flowing stylec, MIGLNOTIS makcs for ecasy
reading, though it's ccrtainly a long way from being Ghreat.

SATEVEGHOST ' ROBERT LEE
Thesce mlg komments you've turned out arce obscurc croatures.
The repro and surrounding illos warrant more effort in thc text.

- POT POURRI GOON BLIELRY
: Those last few mlg komments of minc wcre pretty lousy cxam-
ples of How To Do Better, worcn't they? Sorry, Nan, legan, Robert;
with POT I plan to do better. Onward.

Nonono. You mustn't conform in the matter of cutting out non-
SAP matcrial., Heaven forbid,

ly stack of ROCK. 1 sat around a long time walting for its
non-SAP distribution, and I almost deeided against sending them out
at all., I fell in love with thoem. Shows what lousy romantic tastec
I have, (Are you out therc, Cecilia? Just joking, like haha funnie
Es he wright funnie fanzine make poeple alla time laughf haha funnie.)

Fifty poges of Berry mlg komment sounds fine, IHostly fine be-
causc I suspcct that many times during the kommentary you would be
lecd off the egoboo track (most of all. in the mlg komments I dislike
the brief onces that do nothing but montion the cditor and zinc and
say that 1t was/wesn't enjoyed -- in the futurc I might try leaving
out the itcms I don't have anything of intcrcst /fat least to mg/ to
say) into the land of Berry Factual .dventures., Only you don't have
fifty pages of mlg komment this issuc, and promisc not to have fifty
in the futurc. Fic.

: Your talc of visiting thce Rushen Lbboy wasn't bad, but in-
prcssced mc as being a leetlc bit polntlcess. _

How about pulling a Pclz for us, John, and compiling a biblio
of Atom and Willis appcarances in British prozines? Sure you want
to., For 8.PS. .4nd for EBSHOND 4DALIS, the Zsmond JLdams, Yes,

POT is, withoud doubt, one of thc fincst of B.iPSzincs.

IGNLTZ NANCY SHALRE

Ouch! "...math is claimcd to be the most realistic ((mater-
121)) scicnce in existence." Zh? Toskoy, who claim that? I not
claim., I not think you claim. Nancy, who claim? Looking at your
qucstions concerning "zoro" and "ebsolute limit" from my position of
a genius without much formal cducation in such matters, it sccnms that
the latter torm necds clarification, In sonc scts, zcro is an abso-
lute 1imit. But it isn't an absolutc absolutc limit, - Therc arc scts
and thore arc scts, so to speak, Dach scet has to have limits, and In
theso limits arc absolutc in theoir scts. Offhand, I can't think of an



absolutc absolute limit onc could put into math.

BOG OT PIFFZR ]5

"GPGODSICCVCb has had almost uncountable lyrlcs, hgsn t 1t?
I've run into four or iive scts, mysclf, and certalnly haven '%{ gone
oyt of my way locking for then,

BOG is a Good Zinc. But don't crowd so nucl konment into S0
littlc space. You know, like fuller omments make for coolcer reading.

I'm pretty surpriscd at you. I thought you must be a protty
sharp fella, writing for Soamcs and turning out finc matcrial and all.
But I scc that you make the crror so common around S.PS of spclling

komment with a "e%. Goodncss!

AGHLST BILL MNEYERS

First I think I'll get through the mlg komments, then turn to
the nasty task of disproving your Vilc Remarks of Slander.

This is ROCX. Vol. 2 for the simplc rcason that Vol. 1 is ny
contribution to the fantastic Cult of Ivil, the Carbon Reproduccd.
Amateur Prcss, along with Mcycers, Pclz, and Glenn King.

A TALE OF TWO INTITimS., Bah, You write and say ".h'n conmin'
visit you' and bop in and take advantage of my wondcrful hosplt“llty
and cordially jokc with mc about the idca of your writing a "Clayfoot
County" typc thing, then hurry homne and do just that, FPhoo, You
must bc rotton inside, Bill licycrs, totally rottcen.

Michacl Scfton is & fricndly, quict 1ittlc creaturc who has
nonc of thc cvil traits attributcd ninm in this cplc. Pat Rigg is a
music man, and being thus, has no intcerest in the worldly and sinful
actions hcycrs has flcndlsnly fabricatcd to roprescent him., Ebi Ball
is no riverboat ganmbler. He's a thoughtful JLryan youth who carcs
not for filthy capitalistic gambling. Hc spends his waking hours
idealistically drcaning of placing thc Mastcr Roacc in command, the
position this clean-living individual fccls is its Destiny. Jnd
surcly all of you out therc in Fanzinc Land have come to know and
love young Bs .idoms for his moderate, scronc ways. Heycrs' wholc
rcport consists of atrocious lics, unfoundcd hallucinations of a
Sick IMind, and dcfinitc attcompts at defiling the rceputation of onc
of the really Outstand Young ilen of Our .age, Hodest Es adams. I
cast thec a pox, Will Iicycrs, Be uscd by 1t in good falth,

Vorst of 211, hc has takeon a wonderful Light-hcartod Illus-
tration benignly given him by Zs, and horribly twisted its purposc
to his owm. I onlv hope thot the Roal Life Lrtwork on the page cle-
verly titled "horc was nouwcd by you honorable folk, But cven here
this wicked beast has beoen at work, He has uscd Faulty Mimcograph
Work to partially hidec ny glorious countcnoncc; ond into ny unspoiled
mouth he has dravn a horrid nicotinc cigarctte. Oh, goodncss., Ly
fears arc that some of you, being nalve typcs, may with this addi-
tional push, bclicve tho La%nlsh jests I have boon Lcklng vheon act-
ing as though I snoked (an Unholy Thought, for vwhich I'm now getting
ny reward). Jand this samc fooar persists in the natter of d%lnglng,
which I have jJoshed about in ny fun-loving wa and wihich Iicycrs has
porvertcd, But as I rcassurc you, and rcmlpd you that I .n But Scven-
tcen Yoars Gld, you will scc that I spcak with no forked tonguc.

In short this nagazine, oGHLST, consists of unspeakable
filth, ¢Ch most rcvercd OLs, the Buz and Elinor, in tnc fuiurc plcase
chcek morc closcly the inconing nagazincs, that thero will not in the




mailings any repecat of this incident,

ROCK -+ - ES 4DLMS
Layout and repro turned out bcttcr than I thought they would,
Both can be improved, though, and mayhap this time they will be. And
nayhap not. Onc never can tell at this stage. ’ :
- Mostly I apologizc to Iarty Pahls for having his eplc of Bhoy:
Scouting illegibly tiztled, and for typo-in§ one of his punchlines,
cleverly inserting “shisper" for "whisper. '
In other words, noted.

SPECT..TOR ' THE WEE FOLK

are there any extra bundles avallable from the Officce of the
OgrE prior to the forty-fifth? Or from anybody?

Vhat say we got cnergetic and bop off on a Hit the Fiftieth
campaign? Evcrybody, likc try to got soncthing into the glorious
nlg de SAPS #50, at least for o tokon appearancc.

Hope the report that you're gafiating is now outdated, oh
Stoncd Barncs. Good to scc the finc ROCK, contribber Larry also
Stoncd getting invited, too. Ye with us, lad?

‘Impececable, that SPECTLTOR.

illo by Pearson \
I think “/§~:L/

\_‘»— —
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by &lfrced MeCoy androws

I took a long pull on the brandy. With me it's usually ryc,
but Scott's liquor is good stuff.

"Jc1l, it's all washed up, Scott," I told the cx-inspcctor of
Homocide. ‘

"Intorcsting casc, Johnny?" hec asked.

"fcll, I got a by—llno out of it, which isn't bad when you con-
sidcr that I havcp t bcen with this rao g but a ycar. Then you'rc a
rcportcr you rcport but as for giving you a by-linc, thcy'rc protty
stingy with ‘en."

Scott hcld up his glass, testing thc brandy against the light,
then lopocd his head to t’nt 1noulsit1vc slant.

"Tell ne about the casc, Johnny."

I looked at Scott and 1au0hcd hc was rcetircd after twenty
years scrvicc, but he still had to kccp a finger in the pic, His
hair was whitc and his tall franc was beginning to give way to the
casc of flesh, but he had onc cf thc keencst ninds that cver touched
the tangle of mREdcr. I had only known hin for a fow nonths, but he
vas the kind of ™ gmuy you liked right away; blg, casy, and snmart as
hell.

"ycll, Scott, thc guy was a nut; stuck a shiv in thrce dancs
in a month‘s tinc. Claincd soncthing insidc madc hln do it; sonc
spirit noving hin onj; somnc denon duqnlﬁg his lifc. 4 recal pSJChO.
But he's the 1lad that'll fry and not his drcancd-up dcmon.

"ho knows, Jehnny, naybce that spirit-insidc wasn't Jjust
drea1cd~up. :

Oh Jejale on Inspcctor, don't tcll ne you deal in neccromancy
as wcll ms crinct"
"o, not cxactly, Johnny, but there ¢ rc sonc strangc cascs,
Did you ever hear of & Dr, Charlcs Dorrcn?"

I ran thc nanc through the beliquorcd filcs of ny nind, but
found nothing, so I gavc thce Inspcetor a ncgative syllable wrapnced
in a brandicd beclch.

You can find thec story on hll in your norguc, but wait a nin-
utc and I'll show you soncthing.”

The good Inspcctor hecaved himsclf out of: ﬂls chailr and went to
runnaging through o bookeasc, stocked with cvcryUﬁnﬁ fron larcus
aurclius to hichy Spillaince, The scorch turncd out to be for o
snall, grecen-leather backed diary that had been hiding behind the
stout front of Lristotlc. )

"Yere, Johnny, rcad this; it isn 't vory long," hc said.

I oponcd it up and took o look., It sturtcd of f with Jjust &

datc and rcad:

Junc 4th., I an going to kill her,




l8 It locks rother strangc oncce you put it down on papcr, It
nakcs one wonder wherc the spark of nurder begins in the trek
of yoears wc call 1lifc; or before thc spark, when nurder is
nicrc-cnbers naking thoir. cohcsive crawl toward that oncncss
which in tinc will spring into'a tall, slonder flano of white
and fatal hecat., But a idan is but a niccc of ncntal inagory
walking in tnc linits of -Tinc, and so he camnot fully nor faith-
fully analyzc his frontie and foolish steps. Who can sct a
datc at its start? It bégan horc and therc and cvcrywhorc, slow-
ly and all at once. I an going to kill her; how, I don't exact-
1y know, but the whispy outlinc of decath l1s sccn, and I. shall
fit her flcsh into that cneorging franc,

Junc Tth., Thc dceision was nade threc days ago, or was it
threc ycars, or thrcec ccnturics; at any ratc, thce dceision is
nadc, There have been no schenoes carcfully woven then in frus-
tration torn back to threoads, no plans swoctly laid then ripned
up in anger likec roils gonc astray, Iy nind just waited until
it canc. I was in ny study rcading on old caschbook of gonc
ycars back when I saw that German word, Doppclsacnger. an odd-
looking word, sonchow absurdly grotcsque like a handful of let-
tors thrown heltor-skcltcr into a straight linc to nake a word
of no nmcaning, but oncc I saw it I kncw how I was golng to kill
her, It was likec an old and faniliar odor that ocnvelops you in
its wisc and dusty cloak. Likc a wonan's body known intimatcly;
rough and snooth, hot and cosl, hard and soft. You know its
overy part; how to touch it, how to nove it, how to timc it; but
to others it is a nystory. "Tt's stronge. I saw the word, and
thoere wo  the vwholec thing; completc and solved. No running of
the treacherous lincs of plans and schencs, just kill, thcn spemk
the magic word ond the air is frco of aoubts. »

I have a pationt in five ninutes. I 11 writc again, lator,

“Junc 9th., VWhy do I write this? hy thc nalzing of this
nacabre journal? No onc will cver rcad it for it is doonecd to
decstructicn at its complction. Why thon? Is it that Ego and
his blond-brothecr, Libido, wish to scc thc frults of thelr urges
sct down in thc babbling hand of lian? The Id4, Zgo, and Libido,
thosc parts of lan which have ncver really boon found; but it is
upon thesc labcls of our supposcd invisible parts that wc lay
our truc and terriblc thoughts and actions. Yect I an thc solc
ercator of the death to come; I an the truc author of this lo-
thal play. I know thc characters cof ny play, the plot, the
motivatlon, and that most final clinmax which will cnd 1t. This
is not o whinsical pgrody, it is 2o scrious play, not on o stage,
but on Lif¢ itsclf. '

Mcoct Mertha Dorren, a wonan closce onto the fiftyeycar
nork in 1life, She is going to dic in the last scenc; she 1ls be-
ing grooncd for death in cvery sccnc, I meve them to that ond,
Martha Dorren was narricd when she was thirty-five., Her hus-
band, six yeors younger than she, was ready for o brilliant ca-
rccr as o pnsychiatrist. Fcur ycars of pro-~licd, by the hardest;
and two yecars of lled, slaving at night to pay for the brain-
crushing study of the day. Then two ycars of intcrne in a huge




house of groans and noans with long hours and 1little pay. Work- {9
ing his passagc to Zuropce to cull as nuch knowledge as hc could

in a ycar from the nasters. therc, then rctching and sweating his

way back across thc occan., Elcven . ycars and now he was rcady --

-- and flat brokc. But then therc was Martha, vho canc-along ---
with noney. Love? VWell, hc narricd her, Fiftecn ycears of

cnough noncy and success canc ---- and also, canc Myra.

June 1l2th. The Doppclgacnger danglecs in the fovercd nist
of expmectant dcath like a frantic spcctrec, but thec tinc for it
is not yet. Comparison is a dangerous thing. Martha was safe
for fifteen ycars. She was ny wife, she controlled thc noncy and
shc had clecverly contrived the rut-of-lifc from which I was not
to risc, cxcept by her leave. 4Lt thirty-five she was in the
grcedy heat of the hunt for matrinony, but cold and shrewd in her
parsinony. I borrowcd her noncy, a great deal of it, to start
ny practicc and to build a clinic, but I also let her forge a
chain of legal dccuncnts thot now hold sway on the financial rc-—
turns. Diveorcce? Ycs, but with her lcaving —--- alive, othcr
things would ge; things I want. But she was safc, until Myra.

Myre, a tall, full goddcss of soft warnth and hard, hungry
heat. 4 golden-haircd goddess, gelden like sonc nystic sands,
i wonan, warn and smooth with a nad ripencss that crics to be tak-
cn, Yecs, comparison is a dangorous thing. Martha, thir and dry.
«+ hypochondriac in love with her malfunctioning kidncy, surround-
c¢d by her hundred lovers, bottles, boxcs, pills, and tonics,
Comparison is a dcadly thing.

Junc 1l7th. Martha is going to comnit suicide.

Doppelgacnger is the Gornen torn given to a particular psy-
chic diseasc, and ncans "double-walker". 4 person afflicted with
1t believes that he is being followed and hounded by another pcre-
son, sonctinces identical to himsclf in apnearancc, aside fron
the actual cascs on rccerd it is found in our litcraturce in abun-
dancc, Poc, Wildc, Docstocvskl, and othcrs havce used it many -
tines, Don Juan becing a classic cxample., This "other person”,
of coursc, does not actually exist; it is a fixation of thc alter-
cgo, but it is frighteningly rcal to him who is haunted by this
devil-sclf., The "other sclf" scems to be trying in diversc ways
to thwart, neddlec in, and changce or dcestroy thc life or social
position of the afflicted porson., Thce sensc of rcality is un-
belicvably strong in this psychic complex, sincc it is accompa-
nicd by frcquent hallucinaticns of the other-sclf. Doppclgaen-
ger can be the ocutgrowth of untrcated Harcisn or of hypochendria,
which 1s rcally just ancther fornm of sclf-lcve, The Doppcelgacn-
ger-conplex is indecd dangorous. The pcerson is in direct con-
flict with this othor-sclf, and this can lcad to sclf-criticisn,
sclf-rivalry, self-fighting-sclf, and unlcss put under trcat-
nent, to self-killing-sclf., Cascs arc on rccord showlng that a
person in a rage against the hatcd cther-sclf has attagked it
with a weapon, and in so doing has .toaken his own life.

Mertha has an cxtrence Doppelgacnger-complex., and if she
is decad, who can doubt my word? I an a rcespccted doctor of psy-
chiatry; I an hcer husband., Who would dcubt ny word? That ny




QCDVdfe 1s a hypochondriac 1s an cstablighed and truc fact, and 1s
known to her fricnds., I will tcll the authoritics, with grief,
that ny wifce suffcered fron cxtrene hypochondria, her friends
supporting this, and that this affliction had developed into a '
dangcrous Doppclgﬂcngcr conplex. 4nd although she was under ny
treatnent she slipped away fron the housc onc night, and in a
physical attaclk upon this strong and sceningly-rcal "other-self"
she had destroyed her ovm lifc by her own hands. 4ny psychia«
trist called in to give his opinion will agrcc; all the cvidence
will point that way. Yes, tragic indced, but clecarly a casc of
sulcide under cxtreme insanity.

Stops of the spectre quicken as the fingers of hate pluck
the strings of death,

June 22nd. I've found the spot. It is a small hill about
& nile fromn the housc., Very sccludcd' surrounded by trccs., In-
sommia, which plays cupid to Martha's love for her sick-self,
kceps her up until the oa rly rnorning hours. I'll suggest a drive
to relax her, then drive to the hill, Our housc 1s alnogt alone
in 1ts arca “nd therc arec back-ways to the hill, I shall take '
a long, sharp pcir of scissors with me, I shall walk back -«-=
alone, . ‘ _

~ Junc 26th.
Martha dlcd this norning at 2 4.M. It was a long walk

- back.

"Huh protty Sh“rp guy; he had all the angles figured. Did
he got away with it, Inspcctor?"

"Legally, yes. An inquest was held and two psychiﬂtrlsts sup-
ported his Deppelgacnger-complex as definitely possible, in view of
the testimony of threc of her intimate friends that she was an oX-
trone hypochondriac. Therc was no physical cvidencc to suggest - foul
play, and the position of thc wcund indicated it could haveo bcen
self- inflictcd _

™ialt & ninute,  He said he was going to destroy this little
journal of his whoen he finished it. VWhy didn't he?"

"I don't know, Johnny. laybe he intended to add some nore to
it, or perhmps, he just put it in a drawcr, locked it up, and forgot
about it. That's vhere I found it, in a locked drawer in his dcsk, "

~1’Ioll look, Scott, it's a prctty interecsting littlc docunent,
and I would imaglne they brbuﬁnt hin to trial on the strcnﬂth of 1it.
Yet I don't quite scc how 1t tirs in with any denons.”

He flowed sonc norc brandy in our glasscs, then looked at ne
in a funny kind of viay waen he soozc.

"There wasn't any tr¢%l « wock after the inquest Dr, thrles_
Dorren was found nurdcrod :

"By whon?"

"Well, o couple, who were friends of the Dorrens, were driving
by his housc at 2 4L They werc coning home from a late party, and
they said they saw a wonan standing on Dorrcn s porch ringing nls
door—bcll He was klllcd around 2 “.h. .

Umnm, Myra?"
Io, it scemrs that thc suicide story didn't set too well with
Myra, and shec ditched the doctor and latched onto sone othor guy. We
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checked her out carcefully and shc had an alibi that you couldn't dent
with a pncunatic drill. Mo, it wasn't Myra, Thc couple that saw the
wonan also saw her foce clearly in the light of thc porchlanp; she
turncd her face toward then when they drove by. Tkey sworc it was
Marthe Dorren.” S

"Hig wifc! Bu shc was. dead.” _

"Charlcs Dorren was stabbed in the back, Johnny ---- with a
pair of long, sharp scissors. Recnember what Dorren said about those
parts of Man that have never rcally becen found, thosc parts that we
nercly label so we will have a tern of rcfcrencc., Perhaps, it isn't
cnough to kill the visible, perhaps —--- the double still walks,"

CHORNFTHREGET

- Finish this statement in four words or less: "Henry Fonda, .
star of stage and scrcon, ........' Bill Pcarson can't compete. As

you know, ho's o rowdy. (There, Sota Billl)
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iz-ig new world of westcrn cntertainment awaits those who love Adult
Westerns cach a*tcrnoon vhen old cowboy novics are shown. Like
this onc, starring Texas " Arizona, and his sidckick, "Stupid.”

CD(D[LDMDW“:% GURND

The novie bcglns with Tex and Stupid riaing down the trail to-
gother{ singing, -Tox'is riding a huge whitc horsc ("hite Cloud™);
Stupid's horse ("Flecabag") is brovm and black and white, and dirty.
Stupid is also dirty, and beardcd, and stoop-shouldercd, and shabby,
His hat is covered with Brilliantinc stains and has holcs in it. He
chews tobacco constantly, but ncever spits. He smells, Tox, on the
other nand, is tall, with a whitc ton-gallon hat which sweeps up and
back to a rounded point. He 1s squarc-jawed, stecly-cycd, and curly-
haired., He is wecaring furry chaps, a whitc shirt with cmbosscd recd,
green, and bluc flowcr designs on it; a long sllk bandanna, twin
guns with rcal whitc ivory handlcs,and white buck cowboy boots with
long Jingly spurs. Hec sits up straight in thc saddlc, nonchalantly
holding the rcins in his whito-gloged hands,

ai-— el W)

TEX & STUPID (singing, to the accompaniment of irizons Slinm and his
Western Rhythm Boys): O how I niss my homc on the parayrce,..Boen
away too long from thc cows and thc gals...and when I get back to nmy
home on the parayrcc...(Toex sings in a finc, strong voice; Stupid
sings off-key, in a2 crackecd voicc, and constﬂntly licks his lips.)
TEX: I can hardly wait to got bacL to Gun City. My friend the shor-
iff will be glad to scc me. Ho thoro, Thite Gloud Boy.
STUPID: Hycehycchyce, and I'll bet thc sheriff's daughtcr will be
glad to scc you, Tex. (Sidles over and clbows Tex in the ribs. Tox
blushcs furiously and novcs
slightly upwind,

o possc from town rides.
up in a cloud of dust. They
forn a circlc around thc two,
guns 1n hand. The deputy in
charge, a belligerent and un-

/f\ %%& plcasant typc, rides up to Téx,
RS who has his hands in the air.
' DEPUTY: Therc's becen a lot of
rustlin' and stagc-robbin' herd
PATERY latecly, and you two strangcers
7 look mighty suspicious to us.
You had bettcer comc into town
Tex without any trouble. Stupid

TZX: w11 right, boys. Take ne
to Shoriff Goodman, (They ride off, accompanicd by a mass chorus of
coconut shclls,)

The scenc shifts to the shoriff's office, whore sits Shoriff
Goodnan, the heart-of-gold lavwnan whosc Job it is to kcoep law and
order in Gun City. Thc door buraus open and in walk the possc and
Tex, folloucd by Stupid, who hovers near the doorwny. The nonbers of -

.....
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the possc drag their fcot (scrapc—scrmpe), while Tex stceps in smertlciq
spurs Jingling.

TEX: Vhy, hullo, sheriff, won't you tcll these men who I am so they
can spend their tins catching real crininals? Hceh hceh heh.

SHERIFF: Why...uth,..=> don't belisve I recall ever having...

T2X: Sure. Remcmber how great a fricnd you werc to me when I was a
boy. You and ny Lethcr wcerce likc brothers --— surcly you remncrber

Big Jim Arizona.,..

SHERIFF: Why, shorc, I rcnember. How've you been, son? Why dian't
you say you were Tex arizona. We've hC“rd a lot about you in this
town. Say, maybc you cen help us. We've had o lot of trouble with
cattle rustlers around hcore -- they've stolen cvery singlc cow in the
arca, changecd brands, and shipped them off to market, The ranchers
arc bezinning to get little worried -- they've nothing to do now
that they have nc cattle cxcept raisc potatocs, and the cowhands rc-
fusc to work in thc fields.

TEX: Hmm., You say all the ranchcrs have been ole%ncd out?

SHERITF: “11 excent Clay licBig. His herd hasn't been touched. Clay
is this town's nost rcsocctcd cltizen, and his rarch is the biggcest
around herc, We don't think it's susplclous his ranch hasn't been
touched because cveryonc respccts him. He's had an Eastern cducation
and hc can read and writc. I don't thlnk much of the no-good bunch

he has working for him, though. They're mcean and causc a lot of trou-
ble around town. 'Spccially that no-good sidewindcr, Jack Black. Him
and then othcr varnmints from the Circlc IleB arc ”1ways riding into
town, shootlng up the placc and getting in fights, I wouldn't be sur-
priscd if they're bchind all the stage robbcrlcs we've been having
latcly. ZEvery tinc a2 stage lcaves town they follow it, and rcturn
latcr flashing eround . 1ot of moncy It's mighty susp101ous if you
ask nc.

At this moment, in rushcs the sheriff's daughter, larylou, to
tell her fathor about a ruckus which Jack Black and his boys are cau~
31ng in the Silver Dollar So.loonn

LRYLOU: thhcr, do somcthing. Or that bunch will tcar the wholc
town apart, likc they did last week! They've alrcady donolished the
Last Chgnce and now they've moved to the Silver Dollar,

SHERIFF : Marylou, this is Tex Arizona, He's come to help nc take
carc of the rustling and goings-—-on around herc.
MLRYLOU: 7ell, that's all very well, but what are you going to do?
TEX (rcp1101ng his hat upon his hcma, as, spurs ajingle, hc walks out
of the room): Let nc take care of it, sheriff. C%non, Stupid.

ek

Tex and Stupild push their way through the swinging doors of the
Silver Dollar Saloon and walk over to the bar. 4 brawl is in progrcss
in onc¢ corncr. The participonts arc smashing chalrs, tablcs and bot-
tles on ecach other, although no cne appcors to be suffering any inju-
rics.

BLRKBEP: VWhat'll it be, nister? '
TEX (looking around hims Uh, ginger alc, a 1ittlc glmss, please,

+t this nmonent onc of Jack Blbck s boys picks up an old pros-
pector and hurls him across the roo Hc snashes into the huge nir-
ror bchind thc bar and slidcs onuo tho floor. He is dazcd and rum-
pled, but undamaged., Tex springs over the boar and kncels beside the
old-tincr, forcing him to talc a big slug of ginger alc,




%’EX: It's okay, old-tinmer, VWho did it?

The prospector staggoers to his focoet and points out Jack Black
hinmsclf as thce hombre who tried to do hin in. Tex springs once again
over the bar and aprroaches Black slowly fronm behind. He is talking
in a loud voice to whe nen sitiing at the table with him. They are
Smoking and Partaking of Spirits,

JuCK: JLnal, that Clay MeBig wouldn't darce fire ne. Why, if I cver
t0ld sone of the things I've got on him, his rcputation in this town
would be ruined.

TEX (thoughtfully considering these words, and naking a mental note
to ray a visit to Ir, lMcBig): 4rec you thc varmint that started a
fight with that Innccont old man over therec?

Jack Black stands up, butting his cigarelio on the surface of
the shiny tablc, Hz 1s dressed all in black, wcears a battecred and
stcined ten-gallon sombrero, and has a permanent five-o'clock sha-
dow. His shirt is undone, recvealing a halry chest, and his fingocr-
nails arc dirty. EHe spits on the floor and then hits Tex a roesound-
ing blow on his chin. Undanaged, Tex punches hin back, knocking hinm
four fecot backwards over thec tablc., Sonbrero askew, Jack grabs a
nearby overturncd chailr and smashcs it over Tex's head., Splinters
spray in all dircctions as Tex rcels (slightly) under the blow.

Jack then picks up a table and hurls it at Tex, who ducks., The table
sails across thc roon and snashes into a row of bottles bchind the
bar. Tex advances on Jack and hits hin on the jaw, knockling off his
hat and tearing his shirt, Jack hits Tex foul, then on the Jaw,
knocking hin through the window and into the street, He Jjunmps through
the window aftcr hin and attcempts to slash his face with a ginger-
alc bottle., Tox punches hinm in the stomach with an cchoing "thok!",
knocking hin Into the watcring trough. Jack gcets up and limps back
into thc bar, nuttering to hinsclf. Tex brushcs hinsclf off (unnce-
cssarily) and follows. The prospcctor nccts hin at the door.
OLD~TIMER: Thanks, young feller. That Jack Black is 2 rough cus-
tomer, I'm not so surc he was the onc who hit mc, but he dcserves
what you gave him, Panhandlc's n'name, and I'n working on a surc
thing up in the hills. It's the "lother Lodc" of the old Lost Mine,
and 1f sonmebody would only grubstake nc,..

Tex agrees to grubstake Panhandlce's venturc, and Stupld gocs to
the livery stable to get their hoiges.

The way to the Lost Minc lceads past the Circle McB. ranch, and
as they ride by, with Panhandlc talking cxcitedly about his fabulous
find, they arc overhecard by one of Clay MeBig's nen. He immediately
rushcs up to the nansion-~like ranch-housc to tell MeBig,

Tex and his fricnds arrive at the nine; as they ontcr, Panhan-
dle continuecs to talk of the richncss of his diggings, and as well
to rceall dlvers incidents from his past. Those drolleries arc ro-
gretably cut from the television showing to fit the onoc-hour time
lirit, They enter the minec,

TEX: What's that? I hoar a noisc outside.
VOiCE: That's right, nister, but you won't have to worry about hear-
ing noiscs any nore, soon,

In%o thec ninc walks the owncr of that volce, Clay McBig. With
hin arc scveral of his gunnen, including Jack Black,

McRB1G (%o Tox): You the hombre that's been causing troublc with ny
boys, hwrc?




. ‘ v o
TEX: I'vc come to clean -up this town, and you're first on ny list, -~
Mr, McBig. It scencd nighty queer to ne that your ranch was un-
touched by the rustlers, and fronm what I overheard Jack say about you
in thc saloon, I figgor...

McBIG (who we sco, o8 our cycs becong accustoned to the gloon, 1s we
wcll-dressed, with o ncat coat and string-tlc; black hat and thin
noustache, The cxperienccd wey he clenches his cigorcllo betweon his
shiny "Painlcss Parkers” shows his supcerior Eastorn background.):
Well, sincc you won't be telling anybody about 1t, whore you're go-
ing, I night as well adnit it. JXJ/H Y&EYiE déf¥éyl/ 1 had Jack and
the boys pull all thosc holdups and rustlc all thosc cattle, to help
pay for their Charlcs Jdtlas courscs. But you'll never live to tell
about it, where you're going. dre we rcady, boys?

Jack and the boys haul in a casket of dynanitc with an cight
foot long fusc, which they light. Thoy procced to bind the three
frionds with dirty, Brilliantinc-stained ropc., They then rush out of
the nine, nount their horscs, and klop off.

Tex imnmcdiatcely bezins to work on nis ropes, kceping an cye on
the slowly-sputtcring fusc.

o fow ninutes later, Jack Black limps back lnto the cave, and
with a sly wink, cuts about scven inchces off the fusc and rclights
the tiny piccc left, Then he, too, rides off. Tex continucs to
struggle with his bonds, but in vain, for thc kej explodes vehenent-~
1y, showecring all manncr of dust and rock and raftcrs upon then.
Fortunately, one of thc raftcrs lands right bchind Tex, and he nan-
ages to free himsclf by cutting the ropc on o nail, He gets up,
brushes hinsclf off, ond gocs over to frec Stupld. They begin scarche
ing around for Panhandlc, but arc intcrruptcd by thc sound of coco-
“nut shells., They walk out of the cave (the blast having failed to

scal the entrance), to be net by Sheriff Goodmen, his daughter, and
the possec, with McBig and his honmbres in tow,
SHERIFF: Ve saw Black riding away fron the cave to Join McBi$ and
the rest, and then we hecard the blast. L1l right boys, toke "cn
away.

He and Morylou both dismount.

TEL: Well, shoriff, I guess that takes carc of that,
MARYLOU: J4rc you all right, Tox?
TEX (blushing): JAw, shucks, na'an, I'n okay.

The old prospector concs rushing out of the cave, with huge
nuggcts of gold in his hands, . S
PANHLNDLE: Look. Goldl Thc blast uncovered the lother Lode! Wo're
rich, - ' .
TEX:. Congratulations, Panhandlc, you decserve 1it, .
PLNALNDLE: But aren't you going to take a sharc for grubstaking ne?
TEX: ©No, I rcckon Stupid and I will bc noving along now. So long, -
Panhandlc. So long, Sheriff, 8o long, Marylou. C'oon, Stupid. Ho
therc, Whitc Cloud Boy. - : _

.. The two ridc off, singing.
Onward, toward thc horizon they
go, but slowly, cver hoping that
the Author will conc up with a
very clever punchlince to cnd the
story.

LLRRY STONE
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. RUMBLINGS .

Being the lettercol, niorc or less,
And you'll note that for it I heve
prrocurcd another Symbolic Illustra-
tion to add Mcaning to the title,
this cne being fron the pen of Geod
Doug Payson, who has scen fit that
I bc permitted to blacken his nane
.#}ﬂ by adorning ROCK. with nany of his -:i,a-iasi
S 7y rarc gers, The poor feool. He may @ W& N
dﬂ% ‘ \j§ %%? think that hc's saving the world g%hﬁgﬁﬁ,, NI
f 1&w¢,<£i§%§ '44¢ﬁ;from ~dans, but fear not: there "%ﬁé@%&kg RS
- T w111l be both Adans and Payson clut- oy X)
tering up thesc pages. Such is life, if you'll forgive ny being a
Dcop Thinking Philcsophic type for a nmonent, there. and now while
we're all in this thoughtful frane of nind, let's turn to letters.

AL ANDREMS, 1659 Lakewood Drive, Bilrminghan ¢, &le,
Dear &s, o o
I received ROCK today (well, the pricst sald scnething like
this would happon if we didn't have the housc blcsscd.,)., Thanks a
1ot for the zine.. Bill sends ric his &GHAST fren tinme to time, but
since his is sclcely dovoted to conmnents I just refusc to comnoent on
corments, which tears hinm up all inside. HMay I say that to ne ROCK
(at lcast this ish) woas a picce of sheer delight and good fun.

Marty Pahls! "The Lights in tho Forcst arc Trccs" was cortain-
1y hunorcously writton with a slashing hand of satirc, yet I hope Mr,
Pahls is not Just using this writing-bit to dcfanc his cnenics.....
although this sort of blowing-off 1s prcforablce to dynaniting, or
shot<gunning. But I sort of wender what the Olc Debil Sowcr would

ave to say for himsclf. I'n not against hanging the men, you undor-
stand, but I would Jjust likc to hear hin scrcam his lmnocence first,

The "Johnny lMath Camper” had a fine first stonza, but sort of
dogoncrated into rothor tripish cursing. I don't nind an author curs~
ing, but I cxpect hin to do it out of necccssity of stery, cleverncss
of hunor, or plain damn art.

Noticing your unashancd confcession that you had purchased a
Littlc Richard albun, I an roninded of scomething a fricnd of nine in
Swedon wrotc ne. He sald, "Sweden has to its own Little Richard; he
is called Littlc Gorhard." Sort of breaks onc up. '

/I think T disagrcc rc¢ "Johnny Math Camper," The third stan-

. gza runs neck and ncck with the first for ny personal favorites, and
the foul cursing in it scoms tc ne for “eloverncss of humor." Sort
of an about-facc fron thc stylec of the first two stanzas, 1liké._/

LAR' STONE, 1308 5th sve., Now Vesininster, B. C., Canada

iou know, I nay take up Lstrology as a hobby. What do you



think of it? Oh, scoff if you wish, for up until last weck I was anf27
unbelieveor also. Bubt new I firnly belicve that the Stars are there
to act as our dally guides. The Stars arc Wisc, you know, They sit
away up therc in the air end lock at cverything that happens, and
that's how they Know Thing I knmow that is truc becausc I rcad it
in “strology Horoscope lio cazinc.

I'd like to hcmr what your opinions on tho subjcct arc, though
I don't iuaglne you've °ctu°11y given it nuch serious thought. The
Stars Know, y'know..

I foel that you' e brou"ht up an 1nportent quecstion hcre

Mr., Stonc. 4t present I shan't givc ny personal opinion, though mt
o lmtc“ datc I may concern ny Editerial with this inportant issuc and
why it’s being kopt hidden fron the “ucric o public, But now all you
~other. rcadcrs scnd in your vicws. I'm surc you all agree that such
rnattors as Astrolegy, being of a naturc that would intcrcst scicnti-
flctlion rcadcrs, ccrtmlnlj should bec discusscd in fanzinecs,

ALAN DODD, 77 Stanstcad Rd., Hoddcsdon, Herts., anglan
No. T rcecord hcrc at the nonont is Lonniec Donncgnn s DOES YOUR
CHEVING GUM LOW ITS FLLVOUR ON THu BiEDPOST OVE «IuHT?

COLIN CAMERON, 2561 Ridgcviow Dr., San Dicgo 5, C%llf

The cover on RuCL. #1 brings to nmind fond ncnorics of Harvoy
Kurtznan and the 0ld EC gang, plus a fcv not—-go-fond once of Lrnold
Roth, You possib;y could have uscd a thickecr stylus on it, but I
supposc you'll lcarn all the tricks of ninco publishing in tine. Pos-
sibly in spacc,_also. [/ Iton #1 in thc Mcyers Gots His for Slander-
ing Es cht..._.]

another individual who gocs in for scoveral different typos

of nusic. I enjoy westorn, hvllbllly, progrcssive and nodern jazz,
classical, swing, bop, rock 'n' roll, and several others----2ll to
diffcreont and varying degrecs, -1 nlght add, Onc thing that bugs noe
is the tyno of person who belicves in, supports, praiscs, and holds
as the 'onc truc-ghod' onc typc of music, and cophatically denics
the cxistence of any other type. This can be oxpanded to include
othor concepts than nusic, .

Nothing grcat, this JOHINNY HuTH CulMPER, but it "I dig.

BILL LOUDIN 3224 Veslcyan JLve,, Rockford, Ill.
i'n just nc, big plain, fat o0ld nec at
the nenent. ic, thc outeast of all soci~

cty, larpc or svall, confernist cr non- ‘
confornist, fat or thin. //,,’*"T”—“hhﬁj“\\\\\x
But thanks to you, I nay be mblc
4 7 Cema e

to-dig ny way cutbt of tais Vallcy of |

Tcars., 1 rceccived your loud and roucous . /j
zinc,; or whatcver it is called in S.uPS, ‘
only tcday, but it has stirred nc out

- of nv slecep and told nc to watch out,

or I'11l be ruaning into nore School- ]

wrought cvils oeforc I have half . a T— 77
//&

chance tc reinstate nmyscli into whatever

I was once 1n., 4and despite the fact

that I'nm nysclf unawarc of whot fandon

(with its £APS, convontioncering, witch cults, and evil littlc ol'!




schoemcs) 1is about or is trying tc prove, I anm once
again fairly anxious to learn. If I'n not ridden
cut of fandom on a (WHATEVER YOU GUYS USE) for the
nerc suggcstion, I may try to join up with it, sone
day, upon & pessible coning of agc on ny part.

BOB LICHTMAN, 6137 S. Croft .ve., L. &. 56, Calif,

Hust ask a very important question: how do you
nenage to sncak ROCK. thru the mall at 2¢ postage?
What class do you scnd it: 10th? Tell ne, tell ne;
I want to send ny zines at such o low tributce to
Surmcrficld.

I laugh fit to bust at thec typo on page six
which quotec is: "Prctty geod zine, finc bacover,
and disgusting number of tpycs abounding..." ' Is,

you Just opcned yourself up for all sort of comments frenm Rich, who
will probably pounce at this opopcrtiunity. I can scc it already, a
special zine called TPYO in which Browvm brings ycu down from cvery
possiblc anglc about this typo. Hoo!

Your nmailing comnents arce ncre of a biography of you than mail-
ing connents. If nore werc donc like this, the Goon would have 1lit-
tle gripc coning. In fact, I rcccived PP4 from hin and he has
changed his nind about MC's., 4t this ratc, you alncst think that
John is a hoax and Dianc is deing all the writing.

/ Honest, gong, that "tpyo" bit was intcentional. Honest. I
was Starting a Traditicn, but now it's ruined., 'I had tc losc sight

- of ny goal and defend nyself. Phoo, I den't hdve any strongth of
character,

MARTY PAHLS, 720 Stinaff S5t., Kcnt, Ohlo

Cover was oné of the nost enjoyable I've
gcen, Oh so Kurtzmanish, Contonts was well-han-
dled, I necan, peoplec got to scc the title of ny
article.

Yeur zinc recads like an s adans lcttcer.
Dunno whether you wanted it sc. I gucss so. You
have an ininitablc style.,
Adans aucceeds ... with thce sole help of his un-
nistakcable style which nay scncday rcach the lev-
¢l of Inimitable., 4t the noment, the hunor is

rather forced., -- Bill Meycrs in SPECTRE.

LARS BOURHE, 24364 Portland St., Bugenc, Orcgon \ \\\\
sulfice 1t to say that I liked ROCK, but //

darnnit don't print that., I'n suppcsed to give you /

soric cogent criticisns and commentary as to why ﬁfz:ﬁ;,/ !

it wns gocd, or perhaps to talk about socmcothing en- T

tirelyv or alnost entircly unconnccicd with ROCK but which has inter-

cst and is intelligent. Wan gives a darm (aside fron yourself, that

is) if T think ROCK bops along at & nice pacc? It's not what I

think it 1s that counts but vkat I think is goed about it, and there
o7 have ne. I con't think of one intelligeont rcason why ROCK is



intrinsically gocd, I form ny opinion purcly from a por- 'N%‘f”‘ Qg
sonal standpoint, I like your writing and I like lorty WUy
Pahls' writing, but only because I have o scnsc of hunor e
that goes for this typc iten, I couldn't nake any , ™~
judgenent from a purcly critical standpoint...so suf- N

fice 1t to say thot I liked ROCK, s2y, purcly appre- : Kﬁé&g,
ciatod ROCK and statc that it decsn't leave the bad /)ﬁ’

aftertaste (like snoking the wrong cigs or scroung- \\ o
ing out thc wreong broad) that nany fanzincs do of ,T\)\ i £§i
late. \‘j, i
/1 would hove 1liked to have gotten this R
entirc slice of Bournc into ROCK. unexpurga- ) , F* -
tod, but 8APS is, as othors have mentlonecd, C
o fanily organization, and the above para- i ﬁg;)?( M\/\\
granh seeﬂed to about all that would fit very ‘ \"‘ };;:/:;’
well, Maybe I could have cdited in famlly R i 7 A
words, but everybody would have known th“ 1 4
Larry Bournc wvasn't the one spikking. o\ | e
wouldn t be & feclla, for instancc who' d )
"have lousecd up the gonerator,” Indced not,
He would have MAK“d it up.
I think I like you norc when you'rec

n_your lighthcartced faanish noncnts than when you f21l into BRIL-
LIG s slicc~of«-lifc cpisodes, lad. Why, you alnost scen wholesomc._7

2
and yot nore lottcrs appcarcd, Like fron Bill Pearson, who
wondercd whyfc o rasecal of ny calibre docsn't have 2 goneranl-zine.

Well, I tecll yo bﬂy ~-- this is about as general "s I can get. BS4PS

liable to toss me out for being so general, but I hope not, since I

necd the noiling deadlincs to kecp ne w~rkinr in ny petty poce fron

day tc day. On the othoer hand, Dan Adkins scomed to think it gener-
al cnough to warrant o revicw 1n onc of hils innunerablé colurms.

Don Durward spckc Quixoticly, or so sald his lctterhead, but
he also spoke cgobooishly., Unfortunately, over half the sgoboo went
to ny contributcrs instond of to #MEE%, so I disregard hin,

Mike Britt thinks I cuss too nuch., How the dorm hell yo like
that? Darmed ridiculcus, Bill Trottcer runs o wild littlc school
nagozine and writcs ncvels and gets his photo in the Charlotte paper
and gcts interviewed by Honlitor and will probably zct throvmn out of

the country.
' Doinis Blsenicks doncnstratcs bettcer taste thoan the rest ---
he docsn't like ny humeor much., .Jand I suspccet John Bensen of feeling
the sanc, but he was too sly tc do nwuch komnent.

Doug Payson, ROCK.'s sccond string nrtist foolishly thought
his cwvm work to be the best in the first ish's rt departnent. But
a8 anvonc can scc by the pilcturc above, he's not exceoptionally sharp.

Thot scons to conic to o~ total cf sixtcen letters and such., 4
couplc of then weren't cxactly on ROCK., ncbbe, but they'll do. 4nd
qultc o fow nore should have boen tossed cut of the house for spcll-
ing "RCCK." as "ROCK", an unforgiveablc sin.

3ut thnnks to 2ll yc non-SAPS who took onough pity to write
about tnc humblec ~-no, thinking back to ROCK. 1, we'd better say
poehty-- offering of o first-attcenpt neo. BSnifflc. Xinda gects a fcl-
1o, Jike woy down in the gut, Now cverybody write again. Hurry.




Bring Berry ito Dctroit,

ROCK.
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