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Bane is edited by Vic Ryan, 2160 Sylvan Road, Springfield,
Illinois. This is the seventh issue, dated August, 1962.
Available for worthwhile comments, most fanzines in trade,
contributions of material or artwork and subscriptions at
25¢ per issue;, or a’‘dollar for the year's output, includ-
ing, the Anniversary Issue. The above address is good until
mid-Septeiuber, at whiech time the editorial staff takes off
for Evanston again, address unknown at time of mblication.
All letters to this magazine are subject to publication w-
less specified otherwise. _
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"If I were faced today with the decision my ancestors faced --
become a Christian or die -- I would pick a church fast. There is
nothing to offend me in the modern church. The minister gives a
sermon on juvenile delinguency one week, reviews a movie next
week, then everyone goes downstairs snd plays bingo. The first
part of a church they build nowadays is the kitchen. Five hundred
years from now people will dig up these churches, find the steam
tables and wonder what kind of sacrifices we perforued."

----- Harry Golden
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A FASCIST A DAY FRQ! ALL OVER: Any fan
editor

becomes accustomed to receiving all sorts
of odd materials with the letters that
come his way, but some casual enclosures
from Fred Galvin struck me as being par-
ticularly fascinating. Somewhere Fred
came across some literature of the ‘meri-
can National Party, an a-borning group with
a not-so-novel Mission but a way of get-
ting down to business that can best be des-
cribed as "different," The ANP's actions
revolve about the theme "Death to Com~
munism,” with the philosophy that Good
Inds always justify their divergent Means.

Just what does the ANP do? Some of its
actions seem innocuous enough, such as the
publication of an official organ, The
Attack; street meetings to protest a
rally on the part of the staff members
of the Communist weekly, The Worker;
protestations about foreign aid ear-marked
for Yugoslavia and Poland (picturing such
aid as handing bullets to pistol-packers); and actions designed to save the HCUA
and the McCarran Act. Their fervency is astonishing: they will speak on the
streets of New York without regard for the weather; they will defend the HCUA
without regard for the evidence,

Some of the ANP's actions are somewhat more surprising. One might judge
from their literature that the OAS is America's only friend abroad. Thke party
lobbies for the testing and building of bigger and 'dirtier" bombs ("Are we
afraid, when the time comes, we might kill too many Commie rats?"), an immediate
naval blockade of Cuba, and a similarly prompt declaration of war against the
Soviet Union. There must be an end to coexistence; we must fight while we can
still win.

Now, I can hardly think of a more worthwhile cause than the defeat of Com-
munism (with Both a large and a small "c"), but I don't think I'll ever be lured
into accepting a cure only slightly less noisome than the disease. As Larry
McCombs points out in this 1ss ue's lettercolumn, such right-wing bravado is
nothing more than a simple manifestation of a national fear. This is only too
evident in the plea that we fight while we can still win; the modern achievments
of the Soviet Union make it only too evident that we might not always have a
monopoly on winning,

Fred has suggested that the initials might denote a connection with the
American Nazi Party, since, in addition, there are strong similarities in tac-
tics and even "emblems". This can't be ruled out; the word "Nazi'" carries under-
standably repulsive connotations, while "National" is vague enough to apply
to baseball, football and basketball leagues. Another suggestion put forth is
that the Party's actions might be simple farce, the organization itself simple
satire on the part of some radical group.

If only everything in the world were as clear~cut as the American National
Party might conceivably lead one to believel If only we were white and they
black, with no stripes, no polka-dots, no grays. I'd certainly like to see a
world with only "conscientious" neutrals, not those parasites who take the gifts
of both camps, promising eventual committment but never delivering. Sueh coun-
tries are often vital sources of materials necessary to us in both peace and war;
we must "court" them. However, technology is a remarkable thing indeed; it holds
the promise that synthetics may some day make us self-sufficient. A sharply divided
worid would be in better shape for comprviiise than a factional ized omne,




JUST OLD~FASHIONED: It was a year ago that Tucker, writing in ""Beard Mum-

blings," suggested that modern-day fandom, perhaps the
most affluent ever, was ready for the comeback of a once dearly-beloved instie
tution -- the congratulatory message. The fanzine of yesteryear was thought to
be incomplete if the Anniversary Issue didn't sport at least a handful of mes-
sages from well-wishers,

The next Bane is the Anniversary Issue, and your contributions to aid in
the reconstruction of this hoary relic are solicited. For paltry sums, proper
communiques may be placed in the forthcoming issue. Ten cents entitles you to
a half-line (boxed) declaring your love/hate/what-have-you for any individual
or institution other than Mrs., Moskowitz; an additonal nickel allows your .
thoughts to span the line, At three cents per word (rounded, for convenience, to
the nearest nickel) you may express your heart-felt congratulations on the oc-
casion,

A great opportunity to revive an old and dear con game.

SOME NEWS NOTES: This uproar about the Supreme Court!s "prayer ruling" is ra-

ther startling. One might think that our highest tribunal had
just condemned every newborn child to a life of agnoticism or atheism., It was
just recently that the Court handed down the ruling in Baker vs. Carr, which
ruled that the judiciary may intervene in state reapportionment if the state
legislatures are lax in so doing. This has some obviously far-reaching ramifica-
tions, but the case received very little notice in the Northern press.

Beside this ruling =-- one which delves rather deeply into the very substan-
tive issue of Federalism -- a decision that merely upholds the meaning of the
First Amendment to the Constitution seems paltry indeed. Some sort of vast move-
ment of public indignation and congressional band-wagon-jumping has duped the
American people into thinking this a vital issue of owr times, It simply isn't,
The ruling coes not outlaw prayer in public schools, though it well might; it
simply decided a simple case where a state administrative agency had created an
"official" prayer. The decision has nothing to & with the motto "In God We
Trust" that's stamped onto coins; just where this particular bit of nonsense
started is vague, but it appears fairly wide-spread. And finally, it does not
mean in itself that we are no longer a "relig ious nation," but rather that
there are at least a few people who are both vigilant for transgressiop and tol-
erant of religious differences and indifferences,

Sweden's socialistic state -- as mentioned in the last two lettercolumns --
may be repugnant to me as a dyed-in-the-wool capitalist, but I'll certainly have
to elevate my opinion of that country's national common sense if Mrs. Sherri
Finkbine is granted permission for the abortion she desires. It's difficult these
days to separate fact and fancy over the drug thalidomide, but one thing is
clear: Mr, and Mrs, Finkbine have decided that the odds any child she might
bear would have deformed limbs are so great that bringing any swh child into
the world is simply not worth the risk. This may or may not be sound reasoning,
but the Finkbines are reasonable, mature adults who've apparently concurred
completely on the matter, It's rather a black mark on the United States that
Mrs, Finkbine can't have a therapeutic abortion here; apparently mental anguish
isn't considered as dangerous a deterrent to a woman's pregnancy as an excep-
tionally small pelvis, or similar complications.

So, the people with the convictions and the resources go abroad, while here
in the U.S. laws exist that allow unwilling people only two alternatives: the
bearing of an unwanted child that!ll never have the proper atmosphere of love
and affection, or the payment of exhorbitant fees for jillegal abortions that are
often fatal.
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«+oAND A BOOK REVIEW: It's to Clifford Simak's credit that he's written a book

which deals successfully with the exploration of the
farthest worlds of the Universe, yet opens: "Finally there came a time when Man
was ready to admit,that he was barred from space." This is the tone of Time Is
the Simplest Thing, which begins with this note of despair, injects immediately
The exception that forms the crux of the book and concludes with cautious op-
timism. The book itself is very much like van Vogt's Slan; its protagonist is a
character with abnormal powers -- yet he is hunted by his own; there is a race of
persecuted and misunterstood humans who are normal in every way save some frighte-
ening psionic talent.

While Man apparently couldn't withstand the rigors of space, his mind could,
and an organization dubbed "Fishhook" took advantage of this fact., The central
character -- a man named Blaine -- is an employ of Fishhook, and a "parrie", or
"paranormal", With the aid of an all-purpose exploratory device, his conscious-
ness is pro jected to the cormers of the Universe, where data is gathered, often
leading to the marketing of alien products on Earth.

Despite the introduction of all sorts of beneficial products, Fishhook is
feared by the general populace, since much of its activities must naturally be
shrouded in secrecy. Thus when Blaine encounters an alien creature that "trades"
minds with him, he finds that he must avoid both a world of superstitious Terres-
trials and the agents of Fishhook who have discovered his "going alien". The
presence of the alien fixtures in Blaine!s mind is more a technical aid than a
vital part of the story, but Simak's description of the '"feeling" is superlative:
"He sought for it again and he could not find it, but he did find traces of it;
he found the spoor of it, tiny, muddy footprints that went across his brainj; he
found bits and pieces that it had left behind -- strange, chaotic memories and
straws of exotic, dis=-
connected information
that floated like flecks
of jetsam in a frothy tide,"

Time Is %he Simplest
Thing is a book with a mod-
icun of annoying failures
and a sampling of notable
successes. The book abounds
with secret agents who turn
up only to direct the plot
to those places to which
it must turm; the goal of
physical transportation
to the stars comes ludi-
crously easily -- Blaine
merely wishes to find a
warm world in which he may
escape the cold of Earth,

Yet the novel!s spec-
ulations on the nature of
time are worthwhile indeed:
"This was the past and it
was the dead past...there
was no life here., Life must
occupy but a single point
in time, and as time moved
forward, life moved with
it. And so was gone...any
dream that man might have
had of visiting the past
"Sure I love you, but damn it, and living in the action

Sturgeon's speaking downstairs!" and thought...of men who'd
long been dust.™




This year has been a slim one for major works of science fiction, so perhaps
this novel will be considered among them. Popular or not, and accurate or not,
it's a readable exercise that strays pleasantly from the normal convention and
thought about the fourth dimension.

WE'VE MADE NEW ARRREGN-MENTS: Certainly it's no novelty when a science fiction &
: author speculates on a. seciety which has computers
to handle the function of judge and jury, but sueh theorizing from "competent"
sources seems an astonishly liberal action. Paul Bartholomew, a political science -
professor at Notre Dame, asserts in an article in the New York Bar Journal that
leaving the decisions involved in criminal prosecutions to computers provides
"complete objectivity...in the decision process as well as...consistency."
Bartholomew proposed this measure as a solution to those actions of the Su-
preme Court that've come under fire of late: highly arbitrary application of pre-
cedent (even though the Court has traditionally followed the doctrine of stare
decisis), split decisions, and political alignments. The: computer, he explained,
would eliminate the factor of prejudice., Statutes, previous decisions ard extenu-
ating circumstances would be encoded and fed into a camputer.
This strikes me as a wonderful idea--completely fair, yet ef ficient enough
to free our judicial people from the d&rudgery of the minutae. Opposition to
the use of a camputer in clear-cut cases is likely to come from those who equate
the "human element" with '"mercy"; such people would feel that with a human Judge
in attendance there exists some remote chance for mercy. How could a society
without a "me-first" orientation fail to seriously consider this proposal?

ODDS AT ENDS: Bob Tucker's column in this issue is respectfully dedicated to the

cat fanciers in the crowd. The text itself has nothing to do with
any feline beestie, but the physical aspects of that section of the ma gazine
should warm the coronary cockles of those cat lovers. As many of you know, I
loaned my mimeograph to Tucker this past winter, along with a goodly supply of
paper. Bob stored the machine in the basement; unfortunately, his cats were in-
carcerated in the cellar, too--and when the call of nature came, they looked in
vain for the newspgpers they'd been trained to use. They accepted a reasonable
substitute; hence, the distinctive watermark on the paper used in printing "Beard
Mumblings," ## The Fanac Poll results aren't very secret anymore, so I'd like
to publicly thank those fans who wted Bane into the top twenty on the basis of
its first five issues. Thank youse, and congratulations to the winners. ## This
issue is notable for two omissions. The first is the promised fanzine review ‘
column from Gregg Calkins, who was thoughtful enough to write well in advance
and warn that the column wouldn't be forthcaming. "The next six or eight months
are going to be worse than I expected...so I'm bowing out of fandom almost come '
pletely during that time," he explains. "I'm sorry to get us out so far on a
limb before looking to see if it could bear the weight." No apologies are ever
needed for fafia, Gregg -- and, believe me, no one regrets the absence of that
column any more than I. ## The second omission is the Egopoll ballot, which some
of you may have expected. Last year I circulated it with the fourth (August)
issue, and included the results in the anniversary number. However, this year
has seen one less Bane than the previous twelvemonth, so, since the poll coine
cides with neither the calendar nor fiscal years anyhow, I prefer to retain the
practice of asking for a vote on every four issues! material, rather than con-
tinuing the August poll distribution. The next issue will still be the Annish,
but the ballot will be included with it, the results to be published in the
ninth issue. ## Some apologies to a couple of artists; the necessity of producing
this issue before the Chicago convention made it imperative that I finish the o
stencilling of artwork and cartoons with those stencils at hand--some of which .
are well-suited to text but poorly equipr ed for sketching; the results show it, .
and I'm sorry. #f NBC Television's Aug.l; presentation on Saturday Night at the
Movies was The Day the Earth Stood Still, which must rank still as one of the
best stfnal movies ever. Star Remnie delivered purple prose and compliments. A4
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It!'s a real pity that a great many fans, eager to reap a share of all that
supposed egoboo that awaits the fan editor, rush pell-mell into the production
of a fan magazine and later suffer the consequences of their hurried actions., One
might logically assume that these fields of egoboo were near exhaustion, from
the way that newcomers break upon the field, snatch a stalk or two and then slink
away, never to be seen again. This slap-dash publishing has its attractions,
chief among them immediate fame and a degree of fortune; but in the process cer-
tain errors of tact and propriety are almost always made, and it is these errors
that come back to haunt -- and perhaps to ruin -- the editor.

Had our hypothetical One Day Wonder ever been taken aside and instructed in
some of the basic elements of fannish etiquette, this need never have happened.
This is what I'd like to do: not so much deliver dictum af'ter dictum about what
the neophyte editor may or may not do, but to point out some common errors that
beginners often make, and to illustrate some of the advantages inherent in a reas-
onably cautious beginning. I hope that I can offer some sound advice, with a
measure of frankness and the admission that many of these "sins" are committed,
day in ard day out, by both the best and the worst of faneditors, often with
little or no harm done, However, it's foolish for the youngster, unknown outside
the N3F or his Nebraska fan club, to tempt fate and mke a resoundingly bad im=
pression at the onset of his publishing venture, Please note:s I have no notions
of starting another "let's clean up fandom" c¢ampaign; the imner machinations
seem to work pretty well in this respect, and I share Alva Rogers' fears of a
"security conscious!" fandom.,

By revealing (in Ibidem 9) the workings of a handful of magic tricks, How-
ard Lyons may have violated the "code of ethics" of professional prestidigitators--
but this has nothing more to do with what I mean by "ethics" than does the SARS
philosophy that missing a mailing of that organization is "immoral." Similarly,
I don't mean the old Websterism, "the basic principles of right action," which

o

is a bit vague for our purposes. What I do mean is the simple consideration of T
fanning unto others as you would have them fan unto you -- and if you don't give ,2;4-
a damn about the others, to expect a similar distaste in return. e

No less competent an editor than Vernon McCain said that the most important
relationship in fan magazine editing is that between the editor and the writer,
and I'm sure most editors == as well as writers -- would have to agree with this,
There are three important considerations in your symbolic wining and dining of a
potential contributor: whom to approach, how to approach those chosen few, and,
once having solicited a contributien, how to satisfy the writer so that he may be
tempted to either send his next work to you, or prepare something that he might
not otherwise have done.



The top professionals, of course, must write for bread, and the best-knomn
BNFs have committments probably contracted before you entered fandom -- commit=
tments they aren't likely to cast aside at your bidding. Soliciting contributions
from such people is both haphazard and risky; about all one can do is to be per-
sistent without being obnoxious, and wait: wait until your reputation is so set-
tled that you are considered a "safe" risk, or wait until some chance remark
might set that writer's wheels to turning, eventually producing something worth-
while, An area into which relatively few fan editors have delved is that of tle
lesser professionals -- those who write either as a diversion, or write so in-
frequently and for so little pay that the chance to write unpretentious and un-
demanding material might seem too good to pass up. Harry Warner found that such
a professional was a fine source -- but this was in the era of Spaceways, better
than a decade ago; perhaps the word rates of today make such a Telsure-time
writer a virtual unknown,

The bulk of the good material which appears in fanzines is manufactured by
the "average" fans: those who are reasonably well-knowt within the microcos-
mos, but haven't achieved what safely might be termed BNFdom. Here is your best
source; these are the fans who write material which is rather uniform in quality
and interest. However, there are two other "personal" sources that are often
overlooked: a group that includes a loose conglomeration of mundane friends
and fringe fans, and the professional who is called upon to make & speech at some
fan gathering. The fringefan is generally not a good writér, perhaps by lack of
inclination, so don't expect one to turn out tép-flight material on the subjects
you name; however, give one free~reign with something that's of interest to him,
and the effort may prove to be worthwhile. As to the notes from speeches made
at conventions and other gatherings: here, as in meést places, the old

adage that the "early bird gets the worm" holds true. Be there firstest with the
mostest -- and that ™mostest" might well include a service for which many pro-
fessionals might be grateful -- typing up their notes, letting them correct the
manuscript as they see fit, and then printing this edited version. Witnesses be-
.fore congressional investigating committees usually have this privilege of edit-
N/ ing mistakes in grammar and continuity, and it might be wise if you offered it
1 © \_%o pros you intend to so woo. However, this area may become a sterile one if
~ subsequent major conventions follow Chicago's precedent of publishing the pro-
gram offerings in a single volume, under the committee'!s auspices.

Other than these areas, there are the "impersonal" sources, such as the N3F
manuscript bureau. The material is what you might expect: from fair to very
poor. There is enough, however, to provide the text for a decent starting issue
of someone's fanzine, providing he doesn't get the urge to publish everything
that's tossed his way. Another, similar source was to be the Fanzine Material
Pool, but apparently Dave Rike gave that up when he donned his Seven League
Boots and set out for Moscow. Fan editors folding their magazines may send you
the material in their files. The important consideration here is that the ma-
terial be treated with all the deference that you would accord Heinlein's art-
icle or Bradburyfs fiction; you may not have received the material directly,
but in accepting it for publication, you accept the responsibility to see to
it that the author is satisfied.

A fanzine editor deals in ideas, Should you have a brilliant idea fa an
article, comb through your address files and find that fan you believe could
best handle the topic. One writes better with an idea in mind; half of a fan's
reluctance to write for you is destroyed when you present him with a good idea -=-
one that tempts him to sit before his typewriter, and send the finished product
to you. (We'll not mention that cad who takes the idea and writes it for someone
_else.,) Dick Bergeron has quite ably illustrated a point I wanted to make about
( drawing a lesson from the past: Warhoon now carries two columns (Willis* "The
'-.\jlarp That Once or Twice" and Boggs' "rile Thirteen") that have previously ap~
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peared in now-defunct fanzines. It's to Dick's eredit that he persuaded the col-
umnists to renew their efforts -- and itf1l be to yours if you can uncover simi-
lar opportunities among your fanzine relics.

Whether or not reprinting is a logical area for the acquisition of material
is debatable. Redd Boggs would have you believe that there is no egoboo to be
thus had, but I can't help but feel the practice has merit, under certein cir-
cumstances. Most of the material of the past is wworthy of reprinting, just as
most of the stuff you publish or pen will be mere trash out of its time and
place. However, with some precautions, there seems little wrong with picking in-
teresting and undated material and re-offering it to an audience that isn't like=
1y to have seen it. The most important consideration is that some good material
may be covered by statutory copyright, and all is potentially copyrighted under
common law. I'1l return to these considerations later.

If the editor is willing to take the chance that reprint mterial won't be
commented upon to any great extent, there are at least two areas worthy of ex~ \
ploration. The first is that of reprinting material in the various "Best of..."
collections. This requires a good deal of co-operation from the fan editors in-
volved in the process of selection -- and even the most innocuous of editors is
likely to be affronted with an occasional accusation of dictatorial practices.
The area is fertile, however, with the disappearance of Terwilleger from the
field, and the likelihood that Terry Carr's professional work will cancel his
anthologizing plans. If you don't mind gathering most of the material jourself --
and apparently most fans don't -- then the thought might be worthy of your con-
sideration. A second area is that of the "digest" magazine -- a fanzine that
would cull the best material from any given period of time and reprint it in a
single volume, to aid the fan who finds that he camnot read all the fanzines
that come to him. There's been a need for such a magazine for some time, The ree
quirements? Such a magazine would have to be regular and reasonably frequent,
The enterprising editor would have to secure signed statements of release from
all faneditors whose magazines are potential sources. And, finglly, the magazine
would have to be completely readable -- there'!s little or no point in publish-
ing a time-saving fanzine that necessitated such deciphering as to make it more

o
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a liability than an asset. The egoboo per issue might be slight, but a high fin- \

ish in the Fanac Poll seems a very likely occurence. (The only difficulty that
I can visualize is that the individual editors might not receive as much comment, .~
since the readers would realize that the material would be presented again.)—"

In all, there are only two commonly-held fallacies in the art of gathering
material, The first is the assumption that any faneditor -- even one who tums -
out a consistently good product ~- is by necessity a good writer. This simply
isn't true; editing and gathering material are en-
tirely different from sitting before a typewriter and =

\

\

pouring forth the wordage. The second fallacy is that
anything by a big name or a professional has merit.
Where the notion that the "name" is so godawful ime
portant ever started I couldn't say, though I sus-
pect it was during an age that showed considerably
greater interest in stfnal heroces. It seems to be a
simple case of mixing cause and effect. The BNF
doesn't write good material because he is a BNF; Ml
rather, he is a BNF possibly because he writes good

material. Magazine editors would be the first to as- A

i
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. ; SRE G
sure you that professionals write a goodly number o
of flops. In the final analysis, it's the material ‘ \ /%//*‘i\\/
itself, not any high-fallutin' by-line, that's of vl L }

greatest importance, .

—

\
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_ Certainly the most critical step in establishing a working editor-writer
relationship is the initial contact. Here, as everywhere else, the value of first
impressions is high. Pleas for material in the pages of your magazine are rarely
of any appreciable worth; it's personal letters that garner the bulk of the good
material that'll be cammitted to you, and learning to write a sensible letter is
the means to the ends that you desire. The most important task is to convey to
the writer that you have a certain modicum of intelligence, whether you do or
not. Firmly convinced that you verbally rank somewhere above an imbecile, our
hypothetical fanwriter will be more likely to trust to you his opus for editing
and presentation.

\_/ It's equally important that you represent your case fairly. Sturgeon might

be highly peceved if you request an article on recently-deceased Joe Pro, promis-
ing a stately memorial volume but coming out with your ordinary rag, instead.

The pay involved in writing for fanzines is either nominal, or non-existent. This
makes the other considerations of far greater importance; it is best that jou
detail what provisions you've made for egoboo, and what s ecial concessions (such
as a copyright) you're willing to make. Zxplain the magazine's policy, so that
Bloch won't be embarrassed to see his humorous article "Who Do You Truss?" ap=
pearing in a strictly deacpan, stf-centered fanzine. Be as specific as to wants
as you are able, and relate fairly your deadline. You may or may not praise the
author's recent works, his fanzine or the way his wife makes love; this is a
matter of personzl taste, Most people like flattery, but few can stomach affectae
tion. If you mean what you say, or can make it sound as though you do, then by
all means do SO,

Future Presidents might do well to corb fandom for that editar who is so
diplomatic as to reject even the worst of material and yet persuade its writer
to contribute once againj such a fan would be ideal for the foreign service. Re=~
jecting is touchy business; farmish casuistry dictates that material be ac know=-
ledged as either accepted or rejected -- it can't bec left alone. If you automati-=
cally accept all those manuscripts that come your way, then of course you'!ll
have no problems of this srt. But almost everyone is exclusive to some degree
or another, so the editor finds himself faced with the very rcal task of wri-
ting letters (rejection slips are obviously 2 slap ) of rejection, sometimes to
near-strangers and sometimes =--oh sorrows -- to very good friends.

E

Tt!s vital that the new editor set his standards early, and never lower
them significantly. Minor dips are permissible, of course, especially where the
rejection would hurt the editor-writer relationship more than would the printing
of slightly inferior material. Some material, however, is just too bad to accept
under any circumstances, and must be cast out. The only factor on the editor's
side is that not all rejected material is bad, and not all good material can be
accepted. Only the most semantically deficient fan can fail to find reason other
than quality to reject some bit of material. It may not fit the magazine's poli-
cy; it may not be topical; and so on., A good deal of this may be true. All tha
you can do is to offer some reasonable excuses, beg forgiveness and offer some
humble yet constructive suggestions.

¥ A few fortunate editors find themselves faced with an entirely different
sort of problem -- that of a huge backlog. In such a situation, should the edi-
tor accept new material, even if it's apparent that it may be many months be-
fore that material sees print? I think so, provisionally. Some fanzi nes take
months to print material anyhow (this one not excluded) -- and no editor worth
his salt will pass up good mterial that's been offered him in e qually good
faith. posthaste the editor should send a letter to the writer, explaining the
situation; if the writer is still willing to carry through on the original sub=
mission, the editor should keep the material and consider himself fortunates
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One final word on rejecting: another editor may well publish a fanzine\
containing some material you've rejected, especially where the grounds for re- \
Jection were, in reality, other than quality. In such a case, you needn't gloat
before the other editor; you may want te do so silently, but if the writer wen=-
ted the second editor to know the material's history, he would have told him --
in which case your comments are superfluous. If the writer didn't want that edi-
tor to know the material had been bouncing around from one fanzine to anoth‘;n,/
it's not your place to point out that fact.

Once you have the material, as a non-paying market it's your duty to grant
the writer whatever special little wishes he might have. Writers are often like
pregnant women -- and, figuratively speaking, since you made the girl the way
she is, it's your duty to take care of her. The writer may wish to remain anony-
mous; fine and good, if his material is innocent enough; this is often tle
source of a good deal of interesting speculation. But don't tell anyone except
your blood brothers who Anonymous is, and be careful then; blood brothers have
been known to spill the beans. The write may wish that copies of your magazine
(or of his article) be sent to some of his friends that are not ordinarily on
your mailing list; comply. He may wish either that the mamzine be copyrighted
in your name and the rlghts to his article reserved, or the article copyrighted
under his name. Again, it's best to comply. v

There are two fomms of copyright: statutory and common law. A British fan
may have his publication copyrighted merely by snding a copy or two to the
British Museum. In America, however, the process is more financially painful,
though not excessively so. Two copies of your magzine, a nominal fee and some
completed forms secure for you or your writer statutory copyright for a periad
of 28 years, renewable for an additional 28. Fanzine material which can endure
with interest for 56 years deserves to revert to the public domain. The second
form of copyright is common law, and that's tricky business. Common law copy-
right is-based upon the theory that the products of a man's labors are his to
do with as he pleases. ifaterial in 'general publication" is excluded from this
form of protection. Jack Speer has presented a very good case for the considera=
tion of apa publications as "limited" in nature, since the amateur press assosci-
ations all have membership restrictions., However, if the editar sells even one
copy of his magazine, he supposedly forfeits the rights of "limited publication,"
It's difficult to say with any degree of certainty.

There are special cases to be heard for the handling of the material's
presentation, too. You may wish to dummy the article and have it presented with
justified margins, even though this is a ghastly waste of time; you mg ask an
artist friend to illustrate the work. You may be asked --or you may wish -- to
split the material into several segments and pres: nt it serially. (The ultimate
in this discontinuative process is publishing but one section of a major work --
such as Ron Bemnett's TAFF report, which was split among a number of separate
editorships.) This is entirely a matter between writer and editor -- but I ad-
vise you not to suggest any of these; writers generally have fertile imgina-
tions and will come up with all sarts of ideas ©f this nature.

An entirely different sort of contributor, one who's often forgotten, is
the letterhack, Most fanzines thrive more on egoboo than on hard cash, so it's
obviously vital that the letter writer be kept at a certain optimum level of
contentment, too. The letterhack, of course, sins, and sins often: he is some=
times a boor, foaming at themouth over this or that. He may make excessive use
of the shield afforded by DNQ. He may send letters to "Bane Publications" or
other such juvenility, despite requests that he not do so. But he has his rights,
too, even though the urge to withdraw them often seems too strong to bear. He
should be told that his letters are =ubject to publication, so tlat he may either
deny this right, or phrase himself appropriately. Even if he's a Loud-Mouthsed
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Jackass he's entitled to both a certain say and the prlvileges of DNQ and DNP.
He may or may not deserve some egoboo; any bumpkin can scrawl a few lines on a
tourist's postalcard, but someone who composes a thoughtful and interesting mis=-
sive should certainly be recognized in some way. He should be granted the right
of anonymity, if he wishes; so should his address be withheld on wish.

Most important: if you allow him a certain say, do so fairly; this means
gquoting him exactly (or with minor changes in grammar and spelling) and in con-
text, without interrupting his development of ideas, without the quasi-quote,
and without the obvious editorial advantage, whic allows the stenciller to have
first word, last word, ané any words inbetween, fhis last is obviously violated
quite often. Fans go to great lengths to interrupt letters distinctively —QGMCarr
upss ‘2 second typewriter for her comments, while others rely on less distinct-
ive means of interrupting. Out-of-context quoting is employed by some, while
most fail to give the writer his fair say if so doing imvolves printing page af-
Ter page of blathering and inanity. This letter editing is partially responsible
for the "open letters" that hit fandom every so often, The letterwriter may
distribute his comments himself, or ask that you print them in their entirety.
Boyd Raeburn published a very simple little item entitled "The Supplement to A
Bas 8," which was nothing more than two pages of rambling and blathering from
F_er Vorzimer. Vorzimer said, among other things, that he'd come to realize
he was "far, far above the intelligentia of this clique called fandom." It makes
interesting reading, but I'm inclined to think Raebum wouldn't have printed
it under ordinary circumstances.

g The major consideration in editing a lettercolumn is just how far to go

in supplying egoboo to your contributors. A column devoted only to disarmament
may be deadly dull to the fan who had an article on birdcalls in your last issue,
but-a column filled with repitive egoboo would bore the average reader. My policy
K‘p‘i"c‘ has been something of a compromise; anything inter-
esting is automatically printed; then the redundancy
is excluded by finding what I've been calling "majori-
ty letters" (though the term probably isn't mine)
and letting those few stand for the general run of
comnents. Egoboo for writers is absolutely necessary,
but to turn the column over to mutual backscratching
and reader exchanges (as per ng) is downright silly.

Young faneditors get all enthused over the pros-
pects of comment on a letter section dealing with
capital punishment, censorship, or armed forces
rivairy. They assume such letters will draw further,
interesting missives. They may, but there's certainly
no reliable yardstick by which to Judge., Bane's lete
tercolumn has featured subjects from the police
state to fanspeak to lesbiana; from atomic war to
the Fanac Poll to eugenics. I can testify that the
only safe  prediction an editor can make is that his interests probably won't
be shared, and that the letter writers will skip over foreign policy and 1ight
instead on every typo you managed to make,

Some editors show no more interest in a contrlbutor afte;: h:.s\mork has be_gn

Contributors a2re most definitely not to be cast uside when thelr immediate USe-
fulness is gone; the editor still has obligations to fulfill and, if he'!s on the

"\.\ball, he'll be thinking of a possible further contribution, in the future. The

most important consideration in holding a contributor is keeping your word and
doing what you've promised.



There are various other considerations, Columnists should always be allowed
a freedom of topic (with the obvious exceptions, some of which will be detailed
later and the rest of which your mother should have told you) with a certain
immunity to rejection. It's better to print a somewhat subpar installment of a
column than to endanger a working relationship and possibly lose a friend. On
the other hand, extremely bad material is embarrassing to both columnist and
editor, so the editorial prerogative should be exercised here, as anywhere elses

The layout and typography given an article will probably be imnortant con-
siderations in the mind of any contributor contemplating a second submission,
Continued articles or stories are never very desirable, and they can be disas-
trous in fiction that depends upon a punchline. Otherwise, they have to be judged
permissible, but never more than once far any given work. Typography is extremely
important, too. A simple mistake can change the sense of an article, so a ready
supply of correction fluid is as much a part of the fannish ethic as anything
less obvious. Similarly, an illustration placed in the middle of a page of text
can be annoying to both reader and contributor,

Providing the writer with egoboo is equivalent to sending the professional
his check, The praise you deliver when you accept the material is the founda-
tion; anything you accept should have some measure of your respect and defense.
The greatest single reward for writing is viewing that portion of comment prin-
ted in the lettercolumn of subsequent issues of the magazine. Some editors may
choose therefore to print all such material, which is pleasing to the writer
whose work is being discussed. As I've said, however, I prefer printing just a
reasonable portion of these comments, and clipping the rest from their respective
letters, to forward them to the writers themselves. When I first heard of this
practice of ensuring the writer that hefll see every comment on his work, the
only fan practicing it was, I believe, Gregg Calkins, Since then a number of
others, beside myself, have adopted ity and no doubt the simple mention will
lead others to do so. A final source of egobco is the personal poll, conducted
by the editor. The Fanac Poll is pretty much out of your hands -- and ewn then, —
it rarely judges individual contributions as your writers would like to have-="_
them judged. Buck Coulson runs such an egoboo poll with Yandro, but as far as I \

can remenber, he and I are the only ones currently doing so. No one likes to 73
lose, but the poll provides not only a sense of having had good material pub- i d
lished, but a feeling that this material was better than some stuff of a similar
nature, il

The author's personal reactions towards you, however, are likely to be
chiefly dictated by the job you do of editing. The news of your performance will
probably spread; if you're more a publisher than an editor, fans may shy away
from your indiscriminatory policies. Similarly, if you're a second Jack the
Ripper, no one is likely to trust his next gem to you. Your views of the editor=-
writer relationship are likely to be reasonably sound if you accept one basic
principle: 1it's always easier for a writer to find another magazine to which
to contribute, than it is for you to find a substitute contributor. There are a
lot of good fanzines being oublished today, and herdly enough decent material
to go arournd.

H,P. Sanderson said that "a good editor can always justify every change he
makes," which certeinly must be true. Sanderson suggested that two patent ex~
cuses might be compression and transposition; I'd agree with the former in
obvious -- and unobtrusive -- cases, but not with the latter; the writer ob-
viously is best qualified to judge the order in which his though#s should be
presented. I'd add to Sanderson's two excuses simple bowdlerizing for good taste,
and corrections in grammar and spelling. However, there are cases where errors
are obviously in the text for emphasis; "ain't" is a more emphatic verb than is
the less startling "is not," and probably should stand.



Under no circumstances should the editor rewrite any outside material; it's
the writer's task to develop his ideas, not the editor's to seize upon them. The
material may be sent back to the author for revision, of course; some people
no doubt find this a simple way of improving borderline material. I've never
found it very satisfactory, however; the only person ever to meke extensive
changes in a manuscript at my request was Rod Frye, and I believe I've returned
as many as four others for changes, mgjor and minor, only to see them either
dropped or published elsewhere in their original fom. This is obviously a
calculated risk; there's enough of a hunger among fanzine editors to ensure al-
most any manuscript an outlet for publication--and only a far with a lot of
perse_verance is going to talke the time and effort to rewrite something fa you,
when Joe Lesserfan will take it, as is.

One of my earliest and most frequently reoccurring sins was the interrupting
of material to add my own witticisms. Someone likened this sort of interrupting
| with bothering the speaker on the convention floor; some fans may do this, but
' I didn't like the too-cogent parallel, so I've abandoned the practice. This in-
~--ferrupting is almost always done as a gesture of editorial supremacy; but ob=-
viously any imbecile can read an article, finding minor points that have been
- forgotten or purposely omitted. The most noisome manifestation of this superiority
/ is the (sicl) tag appended to mistakes in grammar, spelling, or logic. "Sich
/ means "strictly in context," and is added vhere the stenciller wishes to show
how clever he was in notlclng the error. The less said about this practice the
“~~_ better.

It isn't necessary to correct British spellings and terms such as "}ift",
"tube" or "tyre", since the meaning is usually obvious, and the American parallels
are not necessarily any more valid, However, our friends across the sea use
with astonishing regularity terms which might not be completely proper fare far
American fanzines. An Englishman thinks nothing of "knocking so-and-so up for
breakfast,” but in American colloguialism this is just as suspicious as the
affectionate little closing "keep your pecker upl" Ignorance may or may not be
sufficient pardon -- and no doubt certain US slang phrases have slightly off-
color comnotations to the British.

The realities of libel are close at hand of late. It should be impressed
upon the fledgling editor that he may be held responsible not only for his own
remarks, but those others make in his magazine. Some fans overdue the "free
speech" aspect of the fan press: witness the character is Tucker's "So Long,
Joe," a young editor who printed a correspondent's opinion that such-and-such
a magazine was on the rocks as news, only to be sued by the magazine, with the
youngster's withdrawl from all further publishing ventures as part of the out-
of-court settlement. In this same article, Tucker guessed that eventually fans
may grow a "little weary" of degredating remarks, real or imagined. Al Ashley
never took action against the Insurgents, despite their repeated attacks -- but
Al didn't remain very active in fandom, either, and the fan you libel may want
to. It all deperds upon who is being libelled, and how vindictive that individ-
ual is. I wouldn't suggest that fandom adopt a "if you can't say something nice
about someone, don't say anything at all" attitude, but rather that fans save
their dirt for those times when they meet personally; after all, what else are
conventions far, unless as an exercise of the theory that slander is more dif-
ficult to prove than is libel?

& Concluded in the following issue, with the sections on the co-editor
situation, the various considerations due the different types of material,
feuding, post office relations, and similar goodies to make the impervious

< -—geoff and the uninitiated tremble, $

_,_\\‘ = - = = = Vic Ryan
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With the rest of the fannish peons
slaving for a pittance in the workaday
world, I'm sitting here mumblin:g and chuck=-
ling in my beard (that same long, _rey one)
2t a recent letter received from a young fan
nearby, David Willisms of Normal, Illinois.
With all the sweet innocence aid genius of
youth he casually invented a tag line of
which any old and tired fan mi_ ht be proud.
Williams closed his letter with this soon-
to-be imimortal line:

"The world's only IHormal fan."
J

EBureka, I said! I was struck nuab with
t e possibilities and wished I had thou,ht
of it first; I would have moved out of Box
702 a2nd into some similar Noruel hebitat
nuch sooner then I did. ¥hat a proud and
lonely thing to be: the world's only Normal
fan. (Rubber-stamped slogans and stickers
would have quickly flooded fandom!) After
further, sober thoujht the second logical
step suggested itself: let's empty the great
cities of the fan cosmos and dump the inhabi-
tants into t e villages and s..all towns of
the U.3., let's have a deluge of such slo-
gens., Abandon New York, Chice_o, Los Angeles
end Berkeley! Let's move Ted White from
Brooklyn to Keene, l'ew Hampshire, so that
he may he the world's only Keene fan; let's
wransfer Merry Carr, T6 Brild Tant " Alabaia
and see how soon he sprouts a rubber stamp
proclaiming himself the world's only Bril-
liant fen. And you know who.i we cen pack off
to l.ossyhead, Plorida.

Grab a map or atlas of the United
Bhetes, ‘quiciiyMake! oubras dist ok . fannish
naules and fitv thew to their proper villa es
aind towns. I found forty fascineatin: places
in less than half an hour's search. Euploy
a SAPS, FTAPA or Cult mei:bership list if you
like and wmove the members about like so many
chessmen; fit the phrase "The world's only
—————— fan" around these naiies:

Afalfa, (Ala.) Eclectic (Ala.)
Apache (Ariz.) Ini ma (Ga.)
Aztec (Ariz.) Gay (Ga.)
Bontanm (Conn. ) Hardy (ark.)
Blue (Ariz.) Ideal (Ga.)
Bumble Bee (Ariz.) Jogp I )

1250, Btk Gl 1 5 Y Lax (Ga.)

Coy (Ala.!) ldammoth (Ariz,)
Congress (Ariz.) Octagon (4la.)

Devine (Colo.) Pride (Ala,)



The chemists in the crowd may have their choice of Chloride,
Arizona, or Granite, Gypsum and Telluride, Colorado. And a special
village in that state, Two Buttes, is reserved for a well-known
female charner. I am acquainted with a young and energetic fan
in the EFast who is a likely candidate for Thunderbolt, Georgiaj;
his friend, for whow he is sometimes mistaken, can move to Wilder,
Idaho.

iny nwiber of harried fans might finéd their niche in Tensed,
Idaho, but, of course, only one can be permitted. George, up there
in romantic Detroit, has first call on Young, Arizona. And I an-
ticipate an eager scramble for Venus, Florida and Star, Idaho. As
for myself, I lay claim to two: I have already established a win-
ter residence in Key, Alcbama, and will spend my summers in Su-
perior, Wisconsin. (You, Vic, may lease a houseboat on Lake Erie.)
Rosebud, Texas, is hereby declared off limits.

Do you see what you started, world's only Normal fan?

Sl
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Lyhave  no ddeawheny ¥, Bl Stone s Wr.; micht -Be, but I would

count myself fortunate %o meet him., I-am not acquainted with the
name in books, magazines, stage or screenwriting but I would glad-
ly pump his hand doff my beanie if I could have but a few minutes
of his time. I want to tell him he is ancther genius in his way ,
but I also want to predict that he will not go far in Hollywood--—
they distrust genuine talent out there, and if they have a chance
they'll ride hiwm out of town on a razil for being better than they.
N.B.Stone, Jr., wrote the story for a western picture csllied Ride
the High Country. If you are at all interested in western novies,
this one is worth going out of your way to see.

It is a relatively quiet pciture without the usual Hollywood
western claptrap; when Stone must use g cliche, he twists it a-
rounc¢ in novel fashion and mekes it refreshing. liost of the cli-
cies are missing; their very absence impresses the viewer. The
mountain scenery is magnificent and genuine, the plot is simiple
yet real, the acting is that kind you find only once or twice a
year: skillful. The story is simplicity itself: three men ride
up a mountain to a mining camp, intending to bring back sold dust
to a bank. They are joined by a girl who is fleeing from her fa-
ther and intent upon marrying a miner in the caup. They go up, en-
counter uniorseen obstacles, get the gold and start back down,
with further difficulties. The climax overtakes t .em when they
reach the midpoint, the fearm home of the girl and her father.

Tlie picture's "hero" is! Joel McCrea, a slow, methodical,
grey-haired men who plays his age--about sixty. He is content to
live frugally and die well with & few dollars in his pocket and
his pride intact; he makes no attempt at getting the girl in any
end. His eyesight isn't the best and he neels glasses to read, baut
being & proud and embarrassed hero he goes into the other room
to put them on, so no one 7ill see hir. The second lead —-- and the
contrast -- is Randolph Scott, also grey and vlaying his age -~
about fifty. Scott is out for the fast buck and the miner's golad
looks good to him, friend or no friend. The acting offered by
these two men is a delight to see and hear, if you follow me.
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The girl in this picture, liariette Hartley, is a rare jewel
of a newcomer who is worth watching now because she will be thor-
oughly spoiled in two or three more pictures. Some beetle-brained
producer will change her hair or slap a blonde wig on her, send
her to the make-up and costume shops, and fill her pretty head
with "liethod" acting or some such, ruining the talent that already
exists. Her portrayal of a bewildered bride is something to rem-
ember. The wedding takes place at the camp bordello with thie madame
as matron of honor and three or four whores as bridesmaids; a
drunken piano player bangs out what he believes to be appropriate
wedding music and the entire scene approaches classic comedy --
except that the bride slowly becomes aware of the steady ap-
proach of personal tragedy, as four or five men line up behind
her husband to enjoy her.

Huzza for N.BiStone}  Jr.
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The August issue of Rogue is the fantasy and science fiction
issue, which you may or may not find exciting, and the editors
have carried the overall theme down to the nth degree: even the
"Rogue About Town" department in the editorial pages is devoted to
wining and dining about our solar system. llost of the subdepart-
ments in this general section are pretty much the ordinary thing,
the kind of fannish tour you've seen printed before in both fan-
zines and prozines. However, there is one outstanding column worth

reading for its quiet wit and for

_ its successful bhurlesque of itself.
Nb/ PN o0 /Wip pJEVEﬁl
E;Q\\,/ NG Q&ﬁ?ﬂﬁu ﬁ“? , A regular nmonthly subdepart-
% IS : e AbRIN ! ment in Rogue is entitled "Records"
/ W f/‘\N}l and is just that: thuub-nail des-
// e criptions of a handful of records
0 mf likely to interest men. In the Aug-

N ust issue the columnist manages to
/’ \ ‘t burlesque (and, at times, satirize)
/ \\\ K himself and every other record col-
\ r umn writer in the dreary business.
/ He begins with a hook of the future
/ (N called "I Led Three Lives gor the

Solar Bureau of Investigation" and
traces the strange path of that book through a musical comedy ver-
sion, a movie version, and seven separate versions of the original
score--the soundtrack version, the twist version, and so on. I
though. the funniest bit was his report on an LP marketed by the
Cretin company, featuring"Lence Thrust and ris Lancers...aimed at
the puberty market...called ' I Led LEight Twisted Lives.' "

In the folk song division the columnist reports a new LP by
"The Newly Reorganized New Qld Lost City Wanderers" who offer a
"Songbook of Protest and Non-Violence". The columnist then comments
on tiie chances the current Wanderers have of remaining out of jail.
On the subject of non-musical recordings, the column reports a
new technique "using both the time warp and the electron telecopic
microphone." Craterside records offers "Sounds of a Super Nova",
reproducing an explosion in the Horsehead Nebula some seventy
billion years ago, and another of our own sun cracking up at some
unknown date in the future. Thic last was unnerving to the columnist
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however, for it included on tiie recora as a sort of by-product
the sound of the Earth cracking up, as well.

Finally, there is a comment on still another record which
offers the sounds of the Vanderbilt Cup Races (year uaknown to me
because I'm not & car buff.) Anyway, the recordin; engineers get
quite excited over this one, claiming that a certain"thunk" was
the actual sound of a riding mechanic throwing a money wrench into
the radiator of the car next behind him.

All good keen fun. I wish I knew who wrote the column.

+ + .+, + + + 4+
et e R T
The closing stanza this time is a convention report for Buck

Coulson, who loathes convention reports.

The Midwestcon this year was small, Buck. Hardly anyone was
there, including you and Juanita. Refreshments were out in force,
as usual (somebody in Washingion, D.C. wants a Worldcon) but the
drunks were notable for their absence. I didn't see a single poker
game, not one, but bridge gories were going strong all night. See
how low fendom has fallen.

Despite the poor atteandence that female we know so well was
there, as usual, with the wolves trailing her, as usual. But it
was poor piciiings this time and the two (count 'em: 2) wolves
were of such inferior quality they could be flung over the fence
with one hangd.

Tsk.,
----- Bob Tucker

"And Tired," continued from page 25 .

"No, I guess to you I can't be. The younger generaticn can
never accept reality until it's thrust at them, the way it was
thrust a% me. I had to accept it because there was nothing else to
do. You won't gafiate, my boy, I know you won't. I've seen others
like you. Even if I advised you to gafiate, you wouldn't. So I'm
not. I won't advise you to do anything."

He looked away, down the long convention hall. "I'd better go
now; it was certainly nice meeting you, Dan. I hope to see you a-
gain, and I'll remember to send you trhose fanzines." Slowly he be-
gan to walk away cdown the tile floor, over to a group of BNFs who
were arguing among each other.

Dan watched him go. He tried tc turn his head from the scene
but he couldn't. Tihe copy of DASTARK dropped from his hands onto
the floor. He leaned over as if about to retrieve it, then abruptly
straightened up again. e looked down the hall and then averted
his eyes with an effort. He began to walk the opposite dircetion.

He felt quite lonely now, and though he inew that the feeling
wouldn't last long, the fact didn't coufort him. Loneliness can't
always be cured by friendship, he told himself.

The discarded copy of DASTARK lay on the floor for hours, until
one of the hotel staff, thinking it was scrap paper, tossed it,
very unelegantly, into a wastebasket, = = - - - Mike Deckinger
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QEORLEE
BY DONTHOMPSON

One of the more or less fascinating
things about working for a paper such as
the Cleveland Press is that everyone
thinks you meet distinguished, interes-
ting people. Well, you do, but they
aren't really memorable. The ones that stick in your mind are
those who have slipped over the thin borders between sanity and
crackpottery.

Anyone who hangs around a newspaper office long enough is
bound to meet a few nuts, some of whom work there. A few are fun-
ny, most are exasperating and a few are dangerous. One quiet gor-
. 11la sat in the sports department brooding over a slow horse in
the fifth race, then let out a hell of a yell and leaped desks to
cross the city room and attack an inoffensive copy editor. (An
inoffensive copy editor is a rarity in itself, but never mind
that.) He was subdued by half a dozen beefy colleagues (copy desk
men run to fat), one of whom displayed his own insecurities by
leaping about yelling "Stomp him! Stomp him! Stomp him!" all dur-
ing the scuffle.

Few people come up to the office with grievances, no matter
how nutty they are. They telephone. Oh, my sainted aunt, how they
do telephone.

The bulk of these calls go to the copy boys and most of them
come in af night. One, a waitress, is affectionately known as
Mary, and her calls are awaited. She recites in a sort of sing-
song, stream-of-consciousness fashion that, transcribed, looks
like & rough draft of Ulysses and has far less point to it. She
also plays the piano upon request and prays for the souls of the
copy boys. All efforts to learn which restaurant employs her have
been fruitless, so copy boys rarely eat out.

Some of them are obnoxious. There are the recial and relig-
ious bigots, one of whom calls up and delivers prepared speeches
against Negroes, Catholics, Jews and Italians; the latter group
comes in for a lot of abuse since Cleveland's mayor is Italian.
Usually this woman pays no attention to interruptions, but one copy
boy cut short a tirade against Jews by quietly asking the woman if
it had ever occurred to her that she might be talking to a dJew.
Rabise .. Cliclk?
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Invariably, when I talk or write about these people, I am
accused of making sport of people who should be pitied. Hell,no.
These people that I talk about are far happier than any szne per-
son I've ever met. The avera_e, drab Cleveland housewife, which
is to say the average Cleveland housewife, leads a boring life built
around her children, her husband, her TV set and her bridge club.
Her big social events are bowling or the movies.

Do you think she's ahppier than the woman who calls to tell
what she and Jackie Kennedy did that day in Pakistan? This woman
leads a gay, butterfly type of social existence, going everywhere
and doing everything, getting home each evening in time to call
the Press with a full report of her busy, fun-filled day. I was as
glad as she when it was announced that Princess Grace was coming
back to make a movie. They haven't been together for ages, and
they"1l have so much“to talk;about’

Every time you get the feeling that you've heard everything,
alony comes a real winner. Iy personal favorite is the guy who
accused the Press of printing all the editions dealing with Ken-
nedy's inaguration on an inferior grade of paper out of spite be-
causel! Nixonrlost." Top-that oneé.

My own collection of kooks, neatly labeled and pinned to the
wall, includes: the woman who calls periodically to scream "It's
an outrage, that's what it is!" and hang up; the shy homosexual
who whispers his propositions at 3 a.m. (2 Would you repeat that,
sir? What? I'm sorry, I can't hear you, would you please speak up?
You want what? What? hy, you son of a bitch!Y); the drunks who
call up to settle bets; the woman who calls to warn us of the mic-
rophones the Russians have planted in all the radio and 'V sets;
the drunks who call up to settle bets; the people who demand to
speak to syndicated coclumnists and refuse to believe they're not
at the office; and the drunks that call up to settle beis. They
can't be brushed off, because the Press is a Scripps-Howard paper
and bears the slogan: "The Newspeper That Serves Its Recders."

But all of this is behind me now. I'm a reporter in the finan-
cial department, with my own desk, my own telphone, my own type-
writer and my own letter-opener. I couldn't be happier if I were
in my right mind.

————— Don Thonipson
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A couple of paperback publishers have, almost siuultaneously,
inaguragted tiieir own "science series." From wihat I saw of the Sig-
net series while checking a not-too-local newsstand, their series
consists of reprints of their various earlier scientific books,
this tiume in a uniformat., Somewhat over fifty per cent of the
series at present appears to be by Irving Adler, though it also
conteins Isaac Asiiwov's The ilellsprings of Life, which might well
prove of interest to fans, providing they don't own the earlier
edition.

The Pyramid series is better integrated, as it was originally
planned as a series. The first six books are reprints of previous
hardcover publications; it is announced that future books in the
series will include both reprints and original publications. Juan-
ita and I gave the series a rather lengthy review in Yandro; for
the benefit of the non-Yandroids amon; the Bene readership I'll
mention that ti.e books ere liaya by Charles Gallenkamp, The Road
Yo Man by Herbert iendt, Chemistry Creates a New ior<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>