
C-roat the and, warm the lire
is near 7012 desire (Sec ’julda)



Why is a bundle bee striped
Is he a marked-man like a biped
Who resides in a cell
Because he didn’t act very well?
Is the coat on his back
A gold-braided saque
Or yellow with patches of black?

(This is a SF Fansine)

I would like to meet a wild.
Thou^j reasonable crocodile, 
I would like a friendly session 
On him and his profession.
A get-together chunnjy—
But NOT chummy
Enough for nis tumy!

, « natural bom publisher.
(I an not a _JT)Set,
« C«t3 ne

I’ll go and take a

/hence goes Mr. Cottontail 
As he bobbles down the trail? 
Ooes he to a summit meeting, 
Ct to an outlaw carrot eating? 
Lee that labbit on his toes 
With his twitchy-itchy nose 
Makin" surveys through my rows!

(kw. that’s better.)

I would like a concise outline
Of the roar of a lion.
Doos it come from the bottom level 
Of the hairy devil. 
Or is it all
In his gall?

(Turn Page)



I have an inferiority cor.pless 
And, so far as I can see, 
I have no way of getting hin 
To get aany fron ne.

I uould give "y id instructions 
To rid no of this cad. 
If I vere not half persuaded 
lie’s not altogether bad,

"or this lessor-feeling concept 
Joes all the chores for ne. 
Takes up the trivial natters 
And lots ry soul go free.

lie docan’t rsind the pots and cans 
’Yor stacks of dirty dishes;
For these inferior duties 
Juit his inferior vishos*

Then let hia be, and let Mn toUt 
Ky other self and I
7111 float upon a mocjwspun cloud 
Across a star-done sky.

(This is a Fr.nslne)

Published
Loubel 'Joed 
^"ir 'lout© 
DeTuniak Springs 
Iflorida
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(Marc sr j fit to malco a poem 
about the bed—and possibly 
tables and chairs, that 
crawled about in our house 
because our floors are not 
level)

(This ig the doc)

I have a little trundle bed
That coes in and out with me, 
But what can be the use of THAT 
Is more than I can see!

I itch in all my head of hair.
I itch in both ny knees.

I notice that my doy hAs 
Ceased to scratbh, ’cause

It follows me around the house 
And sometimes up the STAIRS! 
S’pose the Table takes this up, 
Followed by the CHAIRS??

Marc

I’VE GOT ALL HSR FLEAS!

Bob Farnham



Fire Fly is a positive ruy 
UWi a built-in electric supply.

He is wirsd with a fixture
Of volts for his fixture 

That give?! bin a flare on the fly.

(WW

That a wnder is a role 
In his undercover hole. 
Begotten on the nezzanine 
Of a subterranean scheme*

9m in a velvet suit, 
i^ed on a tangy root; 
^isciplinod by the snout 
To build froevrays round about.

With horsy hands contriving 
And homy snout pile driving. 
He can excavate extensions 
Of fantastic dimensions.

And, gotog over under ranges. 
Slant clover^leuf e^taigosl 
Thus he wrestles all his wits 
Bidding for frino benefits.

I feel sr futll? to look up a vord for r ^UiT:/ 
And find it isn’t the word I con use for the telling.

I want to know are permits nocessusy
For an Ant in her itinerary?
And, does sM fight for townships and plots,
Or doos she Iny out her lots
By ear
•Just anyrrhero?

Dose sho look for bench aarte and stakes. 
Fit io the plat the designs she nakes? 
Or is she not stupid eriough to draw plans 
Jhcm *?ho ‘"wches to confiscate laals?



Of the matter in a nulo.
What makes him a lo 
'• o disable
With such accurate air;
A man at the end of a hame?

*

A tomato worm * 3 a scurvy er entire 
Raving no redeeming feature*
He spends his days and nights seducing 

tomatoes from producing.
A gaudy thing in garden green 
With horn behind and legs between 
The horn and his intake machine*



Ze h ve rc . 4m’t jIU'. any of then.
I !i- t hr:; : * of r^cutv./s oo rnwh person* 
ality. Tho 0oe> q" the fall: of woo io Little Ceascr. 
Ho follovs us around everywhere *mt Won’t be picked up, 
/e call jin Little Cossar Iwuao ho walks away from 

you exactly like r^rrd G. LobLnnon with a clear in his 
rx’vtr. rerki^or is Uio x*t ••fo varts to bo picked up, 
and who hac h-d c.relal foedinc jrtviloGes since he 
we t;x> weeks old t^cn bo t^t Mi neck broken, or bont. 
He also dofMnds assistance on and off the roost— not 
because ho needs it now but because he -ot used to it 
that wsy and can*t adjust to nozrol chicken behavior. 
Babe is ik.bo because ha homed in on Hcrkiwr’s racket 
of boinc put up and down on the roost. Gmensleevos is 
Ceoentloovos, not because ho io a Husioion, but because 
ho • helped voody mint the Croon Door.

('<Ri y'U have a real our "rise t)

I H T a 0 U C I S fl



z
my fan

by

Warfield Wood

I am married to a Fan,
A scientific-Fiction Fan, 

Who does round-robins; fanzines boo;
Jho gets far-in© s and reads them through.

Who writes fantastic poems, then draws
Creatures that don’t conform bo laws

That regulate my prosaic life—-—-
I’VE GOT A SCIENCE-FICTION WIFEI

The many fans Loubel may quote,
Or read me things that they have wrote, 

Each has a family, I recall——-
Someone who loves them over all—

A wife, a husband, dad, or one
Who places them above the sun.

Do these grand, long-suffering folks
Also laugh at Fanzine jokes?

Groan at Fan Club fueds, and shout
When they see what Fandom’s all about?

My heart goes out to those brave. 
Dear ones who always can behave 

With proper enthusiastic cheers
When their own Fan quotes the Seers

On Fandom’s role, which freely strains 
Even a computer’s brains——

In proving how to live on Mars
Or get transported to the Stars.

Ah, to the Fans I must admit
A twinge of envy I often get 

Because you have a lot of fun
Writing, reading, getting One

Or Two good letters every day
From other Fans who always say: 

"Between you and me there are no bars”.
Fans, you truly ARE: THE STARS!
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