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This is BeABohema 17, the third annish of B/AB, the frequent fanzine. In
celebration of this third annish, I've accepted an overseas agent--Nick Shears
in South ifrica, Today South 4frica, tomorrow....

BAB is evailable for the ususl things or for 50¢/issue. I sure do like to
have people write to me, though. I may as well mention thet I'1l trade BB for old
fanzines, too. I've been thinking of writing that since the very first issue of
BAB., Doug Lovenstein's ARIOCH folded before my first issue came out, and I never
saw an issue, but in a few reviews it was mentioned that Doug would accept old fan-
zines in trade, in an effort to bolster his fanzine collection., .nd: recently I've
seen the same trade policy set forth by Bill Kunkel in his fanzine, so now I'll
bring forth my long repressed desire, as mentioned above,

BiB is edited/published by Frank Lunney at 212 Juniper St., Quakertown, Pa,
18951. South ./frican fans can send their LOc to Nick Shears at 52 Garden Way,
Northcliff ext L, Joharmesburg, Transvaal, Republic of South ‘frica, In a few
weeks (1.5) I'll be firmly ensconced ST that grandest of educational traditions,
Lehigh University, but I don't know how I can be reached there, so the home address
will suffice for the moment.,

Mailing label symbols: Not too complicated. /A number is that issue which
will mark the end to your rececipt of BAB, the Hugo nominated fanzine, unless you
do something quickly, A triple-X is someth1ng to dread, because that means it's
your last issue unless you do something,..also quickly. DNeixt issue I mey start
an ixe-type listing of people who're being chopped with that issue. Only 10-15
people per issue are being served notice with cach issue these days (and by-the-by
I'm saying by~the-by to each of them, really truly), so perhcps listing their
names will embarrass them into doing Something VWorthwhile,

B/B is published daily. This is the special How Far to Boston issue, This
and all back issues are, for a limited time only, 50¢ ecach, That is,,,all back
igsues still in supply. (These days I'm running most copies of each issue through
the mail almost immediately upon publication; in other words, I'm printing enough
for sending to people immediately and To Hell With Back issues. You people with
triple-X's remember that.) Issuee 3 through 15 are available,..no more copies of
1, 2 or 16, This is Deutsch Noodle Press publication 23, I 'think. Yesterday I
turned 19, so that means this must be August 29, 1971. ;
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--FL
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BEN CRAWLEY STEEL CO. Being the editor of a Hugo nominated fanzine isn't the most
profitable occupation in the world, though some people would
have me believe Charlie Brown would find fault with that statement, So when my
normal summer job (normal for this summer, that is) started turning up something
less than a2 gold mine when the crook I worked for informed me we'd 211 (he and co-
worker-Penn State student Tim and I) be the recipients of an unasked for mid-summer
vacation, I wasn't too worried. He!d been unable to come up with jobs before, since
he can't drive and was dependent on Tim for transportction, therefor uncble to go
job-hunting on his own, But still.,.there was a continuous stretch of work once
the summer was underway.

The first free day I celebrated by going to Philadelphia for a Movie Trip.
This time my brother and I, through ingenious scheduling and judicious use of
double-features, were able to see six movies,,.a2ll between thc hours of 11:00 AM
and 9:00 FM, o1l being seen from opening title to closing credits. Scheduling a
round of movies planning on seeing the bulk of a movie after missing the first five
or ten minutes is pretty much cheating as far as I'm concerned.

ind while trying to make a grand escape from the city, one of Ratso Rizzo's
blue collar workers nailed me for meking an illegal left-hand turn. 7t was a funny
intersection where I was nailed, On the passenger side of the car was a sign that
said "No Right Turn.," Straight ahead was o street going one way in the wrong dir-~
ection for my pvrposes., And hidden on the opposite side of the streect, on the far-
thest corner, was a "No Left Turn" sign.

Fucking pig.

‘nyway, after that day I settled down to some relaxation, but by the time
one week had passed I was a little scarced that'd be it for the summer, though there
were four weeks until Noreascon,
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By the weekend I'd found out therec wasn't a job to work on yet, Ilo one's
house needs painting during a time of inflation/depression, apparently, So on Mon-
day I got a job at the White Wing Egg Farm,

It was very appcrent White Wing needed help...badly., The manager of the
‘processing plant I was going to work in almost pleaded with me to take the job he
was offering...for $1,50 en hour, I suppose when they offer someone a job which
~does nothing to improve the impoverished state of the country, they have to beg
people to take the job. g 95k

iNd it wes also apparent my future boss was ignorant of rmuch of the world,..
I later found out he'd told other employees I was working for a long time with White
Wing, I didn't want to hide the fact that I planned on staying a very short time
(it turned out to be seven days) so I mentioned that I was quittiné“ﬁgile T S ballk
ed to a kid who gradvated from Quakertown Iigh the year after I did...ond was one
of the creeps who will forever roam the halls of high SEROOLyF T *spihit 3 f Mot in
body.

"I'1l probably be quitting in a couple of days,' I casually remarked a few
days after I went from night work to all-time work--from 7 in the morning till 9
at night,

: "Yeah, T don't blame you. This thing is bull-
shit." It turned out he'd been at White Wing for a
year, had started ot $1.35 an hour, wos now getting
$1.50; but he didn't mind it because he cleaned up at
night after everyone went home, so he was able to check
- in and sporadically clean the place while ducking out
to go to a diner down the road or to get some sleep
on the stacks of egg cartons the processed eggs

were placed in for store distribution.

Mine was a totally exhausting job.
In the morning I'd stumble bleary-eyed
from bed eand go to the plant and haul
eggs from the refrigerator where they
werec held after being taken from the
pullets/before being processed, Iggs
from healthy chickens (the 1 and 2 hous-
es) were easily recognizable: large and
extra large eggs, clean, the type every
person would love to eat.

Not all the chickens were healthy,
though: I had a hell of a time loading those
eggs from the 9 and 10 houses, eggs covered :
with chickenshit, shells incompletely formed
and white spilling out the side, fouling the ;;‘
shelves I was supposed to handle, blood-covered
eggs, ‘apperently the last efforts from dying
chickens whose bodies had to be knifed apart to re-
trieve that final Grade A Medium,

The first night I worked (until 1:15 in the morning; they were trying ?o
ctach up with three days of eggs in storage) I had cramps in both legs. Dy Friday

I'd badly pulled a tendon out of shape in my left leg, I haven't worked at theu
Farm in two weeks and it's still painful when I move my leg/knee in the wrong dir-

ection,
The person whcge place I had taken (a 26 year old midget) had to leave be-
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cause he developed arthiritis. The paeinfully creaking joints in my fingers I
found each morning convinced me I'd be incapable of movement within a few weeks

myself,
I sure did get to hate that place, The chickenshit smell stuck to my skin
in such a way thot nothing as simple as soap & water could hope to displace it,

.....

swer it.

4s I said, after working there seven
days, I called the plant's menager and told him
I quit. It must've been a shock to him,..ex-
pecting me to make egg processing a career as
he must!ve thought I was going to do.

‘nd now, off for the summer after go-
back to work painting, That job. took me
away from home during the hours when any
management was ot the Egg Farm, so my moth-

er called when ny first wecek!s pay came

as a personcl’ check with no listing

of deductions for tax or social secur-
ity. "No, that was sent,” the secre-

~ tary told my mother., "You didn't look

~ at the check too hard..,they!re all com-
puterized., Your son must have taken
off the tex statement before you cash=-
ed it, "

My mother argued. The secre-

tary kept telling her she was wrong.
My mother persisted, and the dumb shit
on the other end of the line finally gave

< in., "OK, I'11 send the statement..,"
vy, %%& Yesterday the next week!'s pay-

Al i check came.,.without the statement that

Shorile : was promised, I was pretiy pissed off.

So last night I went into the White
: Wing Egg Farm rpocessing plant and blew the fuck-
ing place up.

+

DON'T MESS ME UP" T think the subscription price of PLAYBOY magazine is around $10

a year. All the people I know from school have lots of better
things to do with their money, as do I, But PL.YBOY does have lots of hip, slickly
written articles and stories, if any of you have noticed, /nd most of my friends
like to read hip, slickly written articles and stories. The only problem is paying
a whole dollcr for one issue... The campus bookstore has a magezine rack,,,but
it!s directly in front of the checkout counter, And PL/YBOY is a large cormodity,
Well, not that large, but when all you're wearing arc jeans full of holes and a
T-shirt that alrcady has enough to cover... JERT.

The most available place to steal PL.YBOY is the campus post office. For
those that do, That is.

I was sitting in the snack bar when John walked in with a copy of PL/YBOY
which had the best line-up T'd seen in a long time,..considering I'd only- glanced
through Tables of Contents in Joe Harvey'!s room, There was some Bloch, Rochard
Matheson, and actually I don'!'t remember what else was in the rccently acquired
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issue, I do remember a story (I think it was the one by
Matheson; I love to get chold of anything new by Matheson)
about this guy driving along in his cer when 21l of a
sudden he realizes a truck driver is trying to kill him
by running his car off the road/smashing into his rear
at High Speced/causing him to have a heart attack.

The man stops at a restaurant, thinking the truck
has gone by, but discovers the long-distcnce hauler
has waited down the road o piece, prepTred to renew
the game of cab- d—mouse. :

The man in the car wins in the end by causing
the truck to drive over the side of a cliff, which I
thought was fishy when I read it.

Last week while F was painting a truck started
to follow me in exactly the same woy,

) The job we wcre working on took half" an hour to
reach from my house. So for an hour a dey the transpor-
tation of myself to and from work wes the ultimate in bore-

dom,

This particular day I was going the long waoy (’tw(s the day before I dis-
covered the short way) up route 563 past /lexei Panshln s .house, along the 563
detour (the short way was simply going through the construction 51oht a ploy
which takes guts, buddy) to 611. I made it to 611 nicely and wa 1ccelerating up
to 70 when I looked into the rear view mirror and saw a gigantic tractor trailer
pulling up on me,

"Just like that stiry in PL/YBOY,"” I thought to myself, "If something
exciting happens I'1ll be able to write it up for next cditorial in the next issue
of BiB,"

I looked back into the mirror and an evial smile cppeared on the face of the
now-visible driver behind me,... .nd he was getting closer to my rear bumper,

I let the '63 Volkswogen all the way out,..ond my speed dropped to 65 as
the turn-off for route L12 approacched, 611 curved away to the left and I went
into the curve with my foot all the way down on the gas pedal,..the car slipped a
little to the left but held the road.

The twists and turns avoided in later deys by traveling zlong 412 approach-
ed and 1y speed necessarily dropped from 65 to L5 at the tops, junping above and
below the LO mph markings on the disl, and my left foot and right hand were busy
chenging gears, accelerating, decelerating,

The big rig behind me came up and nuzzled the bumper of my car, then lost
contact in another of the turns...’l downshifted once more”and pulled a little ahead
of him, The posted limit was 34 mph, but both of use were ignoring that.

We charged through the smcll town of Revere, spced increasing ond decreas-
ing, one eye on the spcedometer, another on the rear-view mirror, cnother on the
road up ahead, Ferndale was but a mile away, .nd with Ferndale, T'd be able to
get off 611 and end the game. I hoped, -

The light that would tell the tele was coming up, It was at the Ferndale
Hotel, where I had to turn left. If it were green T'd moke it,,.red and the five
ton trailer would paste me to the hillside, I went around the final corner, past
the Ferndale ’uto Works and to my right I saw the sign which read "“Signel fhead,®

The face of the driver to my rear was red and puffed., My eyes saw the light was
(cont. on p. L5)



THE ORACAED ETE

Her name was George,
but she called herself Joe.
I don't know why., It might
have been a private joke or
something. Or, maybe, she
didn't like the name ®George,"

Anyway, she worked
in the same place I did. In

the same building, that is,
She actually worked in a dife
ferent area from the one I
worked in., The only reasen
that I saw her &t all was
that she had to pass by my
area to get to the john,

I wasn't particular-
ly interested in her.

At first.

You know, she was
sort of an unusual~looking
broad. She was about aver-
age height for a woman, I
suppose. She had peroxide
blonde hair done up in a
mess of curls that made her
look like a 1930s Busby
Berkely showgirl, '

She wore too rmuch
makeup. She had two cir-
cles of rouge on her
cheeks, black eyeliner a-
round her eyes, and that
green stuff on her eyelids.

A

She looked funny.

She was always
overdressed. Overdressed
for working sround here,
that is. ©She dressed like
a walking issue of VOGUE
magazine.

She didn't have much ol
in the way of tits. : {}&J
Nice legs, though. : F
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Graduelly, since she had.to pass me by to get to the john, we got to know
each other. We got on speaking terms., She had a very unusual voice. It was a
-whiny kind of lMickey Mouse falsetto, ©She put strange inflections on her words and
seemed unable to pronounce vowels.

She would come up to me and sgy "Hi Gar!" She didn't even bother to pro-
nounce the "y," But when she said "Hi Gar!" it would come out more like "Hw Grri"

But in a sort of whiny squeak.
A word like "peelings" she pronounced as'"plngs.“
She was a bit odd in other ways, too.

She believed in the Devil, Really! She believed in an actual fire-breath-
- ing Satan, She believed in Hell as a real geographical location.

She seemed to be pretty religious, She may even have believed in Heaven,
Although maybe not. Most very religious people believe more in Hell than they do
in Heaven, you know,

She believed in other things, too. Like flying saucers and astrology and
palm-reading and Republicans, '

One day, Joe was standing by the water cooler telling me something to the
effect that inside the Kremlin there was an elevator shaft that went straight down
to Hell. That Breshnev received his orders directly from Lucifer. That they had
a master plan to take over the United States by 1975. That the anarchistic, Com-
munistic conspiracy in this country was.,. :

I wasn't listening, I was smiling and nodding at her, but I was really
trying to look down her dress. She was Wearing
a loose blouse, and if you stood at the
right angle, you could see a part of
her bra and a fair slice of upper
tit.

Mso, I was loeking at her
eyes. She had the strangest eyes.
I think they were grey, but I
couldn't really make up my mind
over what color they were.

She finished talking about
whatever it was she was talking
about and, flashing me a smile,
walked off swinging her little
fanny in a trianguler motien,

Watching, I wondered
if someone could start a new
branch of geometry based on
the motion of a point on
the planar surface of a
female buttock, Say,
if a buttock were

N

] ge
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thought of as a circle with a mole at its center. The mole would remain fixed

in relation to the buttock, but it would describe a complicated geometric figure
(sort of an oscillating elliptical spiral) as it travelled through three-dimension-
al space., S j

Mian, would I like to get my face into her pants," said my associate. I
hate him, He smiles and girls begin to take their clothes off.

"That might make it rather difficuli for her to walk," I replied sarcastic-
ally. His remark disturbed me for some vague reason.

"She wouldn't have time to be walking around. Hal"
"o, I suppose she wouldn't,” '

But what, I thought, should I care if he or any other lusts after that ding-
dong. I wouldn't care, I said to myself, if she were being ravaged by a St. Ber-
nard. The mental picture of Joe being violated by a big, hairy dog with a drool-
ing tongue flashed into my mind, and I laughed. :

Much later, I was home watching the last notes of the National Anthem dy-
ing out with a smiling WAC saluting the flag." Tt was very late, almost three o'~
clock, but I wasn't sleepy. '

That often happens, My body runs on a strange schedule that doesn't make
mich sense. Sometimes, I'll stay swake all through the night and only get a little
bit of sleep before it's time to go to work, Sometimes, I fall asleep early in the
evening, wake up around 11:00, go back to sleep around 3:30, wake up at 6:00,

Anyway, it was about 3:00 in the ﬁmrning, and I wasn't sleepy. That meant
I would probably be awake for the next half-hour or so.

Well, the tv was off for the night, so I got a book to read,-

The book was Flight Into Space by J.N. Leonard. It was written back in
1953 when Leonard was the science editor of TIME Magazine, It's about the state
of development of space travel as it was back in the early fifties and, to me at
least, remains one of the better books on the subject--despite the writer's total
lack of knowledge on the subject he was writing about, and his refusal to take the
whole thing seriously, anyway.

I--yawn--started getting sleepy around the part where he'!s describing met-
eors as the Reefs of Outer Space lurking just above the atmosphere to wreck the un-
wary voyager into space. So, I close my eyes for a moment, -and...

evo.and I suddenly found myself on the couch making out with Joe.

Really! I saw myself kissing her
passionately on her overly lipsticked
mouth., I saw myself open her blouse and
start to fondle one of her breasts--which
had somehow or other grown to a decent
size (Joe's tits were really sort of
small, you know),

My hand slid down from her
breast, down to the top of her skirt,
slid under it and down onto her,,.

Well, then I waske up.

So T go make myself a cup
of coffee.
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Sitting on a kitchen chair, leaning on the table, I tried to think things
over. These dreams always ended when they were getting to the good parts. I think
what it is is thet T was raised on books and movies where they fade out just as
they get to the sex scenes. I think that that #fade out' business is so deeply in-
grained in my subconscious that I'l11 never be able to have an X-rated dream.

But enyway, sitting there in my kitchen thinking back over my dream, it
struck me that getting the clothes off of some broad couldn!'t be that easy, MNever
having done such & thing, I really couldn!t say for sure. But it seemed reasonable
to suppose that it would be a pretty complicated process--even though in my dreams
and certain books that I have read clothes come off quite readily and articles of
clothing that might be a hindrance don't seem to be there at all.

However, in reality, say you and a girl were in a sitting position, and you
managed to get her blouse unbuttoned (assuming that it buttoned down the front)
without being too awkward about it, there is the problem presented by her bra.

Most bras buckle in the back, which means that you have to slide your hand
around behind her, Which means that she will have to erch her back awkwardly so
that you can get a good hold onto where the bra comes together.

Now, once you have the bra unstrapped, you can get your hand on her breast
all right. But the bra is still attached to her body by the shoulder straps.

This means that if you have your lips on her mouth and your hond on her tit
the empty bracup is going to relocate itself somewhere in-between,

Most likely, it will be poking into your neck,
That can't be too comforteohle.

Getting one's hand under a girl's skirt would be, I suppose, simpler. Al-
though one would probably have to grope around a while to find the proper place of
entry, and, even then, one would have to deal with the problem of panty hose.

The whole process would be quite a bit more complicated than it appeared
in my dream,

A1 of that aside, there was also
the moral question of my wanting (even
if only in a dream) to get my hands on
Joe's twat,

What would I want to do a
thing like that for?

At this point, I have to con-
fess that sex has never been my strong
point. T grew up in a family with
four other brothers so that there was
absolutely no female influence on me
in my formative years, My mother im-
pressed me as being nothing more than
a convenient appliance.

LB

‘A thing that washed and cooked
and cleaned.

There were occasions when my
old man took the old lady into the
. back bedroom for a while, but all that
meant to me was that while he was back
there, he, at least, wasn't out both-
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-ering me,

% I entered puberty, but mostly ignored it. I gig notice that girls with
whom I_was acquainted-~classmates~~were changing radically,

~ For instence, there was Nadine-~the girl who used to sit across from me
in the 6th grade--she used to have the hairiest legs of any lkid I knew. But by the
9th grade all of the hair had disappeared from her legs.

And o few other things were starting to appear,

However, I didn't pay much attention to these changes, I didn!'t think they
were really any of my business.

"I did pick up some technical informetion on sex, of course, Mostly from
biological nooks in the public library.

Only, it was called Yreproduction" in those
days, and reproduction to me was about like car-
pentry. Interesting, but not something I'd
really want to work at,

Yet, now, here I was suddenly
thinking about another person in a
sexual way. And someone whom
I really didn!t think much of
as a person, too, That was
very strange.

Here I was, at the age of
25 years, apparently suffering
from an attack of latent hetero-
sexuality.

No kidding!
Iittle did I know,

The next time I saw Joe,
violent physiccl reactions start-
ed to occur.

She just passed me by,
smiling, and my heart started beat-
ing rapidly, I started sweating.,
My hands started shaking., My legs
felt weak. I was very dizzy. And
I had an erection,

"I had to go sit down somewhere to recover,
I can't say that lust is really a very pleasant feeling, I almost threw
up.

Obviously, it seemed, the next time I saw her the same thing was going to
happen. The logical thing, then, would be to avoid her like the plague.

However, I also knew that I wasn't going to do the logical thing, I knew
that I was going to eagerly await her daily journeys to the john,

I wanted very badly to screw Joe!

But.,.how do you go sbout a thing like that? How do you approach a girl
in a situation like this? Do you walk up to her and sgy, "Young lady, I need your
help."?



11

No, I don't think so,

There was a certain procedure that had to be followed. But, I didn't know
what it was,

The biological books I had read were strong on the principle of the thing,
but hadn't mentioned technique at all, My associates in the Army had frequently
discussed how they did it among themselves., But, looking back on those discussiong,
T didn't think any of their mehtods would be too practical in my situation, And
rape or Spanich fly didn't seem quite right, either.

Even the stag film I had once seen was no help, because it had involved a
young girl and a large roill of balogna.

What I needed were some practical instructions in becomming involved with
females, ‘ :

Well, there wasn't anything too useful in the library, and I couldn't ask
anyone, because to be 25 years old and inexperienced is too embarrassing a thing
to openly state,

I wished I had received some sort of sex education when I was in school.
It looked like the only thing I could do was to do iv. Somehow,

The thought was terrifying.

However, .,

My behavior from then on became increasingly stranger and stranger., I
smiled back at her when she came by smiling at me. On some pretty flimsy excuses,
I managed to visit the area where she worked, I started comversations with her at
every opportunity I could. Most of them were pretty trite, uninteresting and dumb,

/nd weird.

She talked about Martians, end the lines on the palm of your hand. She
discussed the rituals of witchcraft and the existence of fairies,

I admost told her how dumb she was when, one day, she casually mentioned
that Robert McNamara, former Secretary of Defense under President Johnson, was in
league with the flying saucers which were actually secret Eoyptian anti-gravity
machines,

I, really, had nothing in common with Joe.

But that didn't matter, When I was in her presence, I totally lost the a-
bility to think rationally. When she talked I hardly ecven heard what she was say-
ing, All my attention was on her eyes, or her mouth, or her hair, or her legs.
Her smell was so overpowering that I'd get dizzy and almost pass out.

I had to keep a bottle of deodorant with me, because every time I was near
her I'd sweat like a pig.

I had no way of knowing whether I was getting anywhere or not, Most of the
time I wasn't lucid enough to tell--or to care--what was_going on.

However, Joe didn*t seem particulerly interested in me. No more than she
was in anyone else, it seemed. She just displayed toward me the usual pointless
friendliness she gave everyone,

It is interesting to note here that I never asked her to go out with me.

Actually, the idea never occurred to me, I really didn't know what it was
that people did when they went out on 2 date, I was vaguely aware that there were
things like parties, and movies, and night clubs that »aople went to, but T had
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never gone to any parties, and didn't like movies or bars,

Anyway, 211 I really wanted to do was to rip all the clothes off Joe's body
and bury my face in her breasts, :

It turned out that it was Joe who asked me out.

"Are yuh goin' th' Reception, Gar?!

She was standing next to the water cooler, I was leaning up against some-
thing looking at her legs.

"No. What's a Reception?!

A Reception, it turned out, was a party they gave for people who had just
become married,

"ou should come, Gar." Her long, graceful fingers were wrapped around a
paper cup.

"ell, T wasn't invited,"
"Ch, everybody's invited. Uhy doii't you come, Gar? I'll be there."
Well, thet changed things. Of course I was coming.

I didn't know who it was who got merried, and I never did find out. I
didn't even ceore, But, not knowing who the participants were in this event did make
me feel like an intruder when I showed up at the Reception, g

After 211, I had only come here because Joe was here. 411 the rest of
these people were strangers to me.

The Reception was held at the Wayne-Ford Civic League. A sort of semi-
public building meinteined by the city for various social events (like this one)
and elections. '

T think the building must have been a fuctory or a warehouse at one time.
That's what it looked like.

Inside, it was just a big room filled with people. 0ld men and women and
young men and girls were all jumbled together and milling around, They were dress-
ed in various degrees of formality. From tuxedos to suits to sports jackets to
field jackets. Ball gowns to black party dressed to Trisha Nixon frocks to mini-
skirts to slacks. '

Waitresses threaded between rows and rows of long tables heaped with food
and glasses. One gave me a contemptuous look as I entered.

At the far end of the room there were people dancing. ind beyond them
there was a band: a piano, a trwipet, a saxophone, an accordian and a guy singing.

They were plaoying mostly polkas. ' '

The whole thing looked so godawful "normal,"

I rezlly felt out of place, so I sort of sidled up against a wall where I
thought I might be less conspicuous. I needed time to think about what it was I
was going to do now. '

Well, I had to find Joe, obviously.
But how?

She was here in this room somewhere, but there was a horde of people be-
tween her and me. T couldn't just go wandering through this mess of people looking
for her. e ‘
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Well, I could have, I suppose, I mean there was nothing stopping me.
But...

Maybe I should just forget the whole thing and go home. No woman on earth
was worth, after all, this much effort. 1I.,.

WHi Gari®

Something exploded in my stomach and there was a messive power failure
throughout my nervous system, I think I must have blacked out for a second.

Outwardly, I just said "eek!" and gave a startled jump,
There she was~-standing beside me--smiling,

She wes wearing one of those French Empire gowms. It had a real low-cut
neck, so you could see a fair amount of cleavage, Which was nice. But that high
waist made her look a little pregnant,

"Come on an' join the party, Gar!" she said grabbing my arm, She led me
across the room to a spot near where the people were dancing. She put me in a
chair and handed me a glass of beer--for which I was grateful, because I needed
something to steady my nerves.

Pihy were you just standing up back there, Gar?" she asked me.

I was going to say something in reply, but just then all the lights went
out, There went up a collective “ohhh" and a few giggles from the people in the
roor, Then the lights came back on., Only they were dimmer and there was a red
spotlight on the baond, '

To create a more romantic atmosphere, I suppose.

Joe got up and, standing in front of me, said, *let's dance, Gar!"
Dance? Me?

o [o T - M ERp

®0h, come on!" She moved in between ny legs.,.and...I could feel her leg
right through her dress.

I mean I could really feel it. Vividly.' Right through her dress and right
through my pants. I could feel cvery part of her leg. All the way from where her
ankle ended to where her thigh began.

I couldn't have gotten a better impression of it even if I had stuck my
hand up under her dress. '

I let her drow me up from the chair and onto the floor with the dancers.
She led. I followed. Stumbling around and bumping into other couples,

She was seying something, but I couldn't make out what it was. The band
was playing too loud, and I was thinking about her leg, anyway.

I started thinidng about other parts of her body, too.
I wanted her so badly I could taste it,

Somewhere along the line, the music had stopped pliying and Joe had led me
back to my chair and put another drink in my hand,

"You dance good, Gar,"
It struck me that should wouldn't be likely to tell me that I danced rotten.

She leaned toward me and patted my hand for some reason.



We sat there for a while,
- /ind danced sone more.
Finally...

Maybe, I thought, I could just come out and ask her, I could say, "Joe,
can I screw you?" : :

"Joe,® I said, I don't think I was really going to follow with, “...can
I screw you?? I would have phrased it nicer than that.

But she replied, "Yes, Goar?' in a funny sort of expectant way.
Just then, some guy came up--seemingly from out of nowhere.
"Hi, Joe,™ ho said, smilimg at her in a way I didn't like,

"Hi, Valj" She replied.sThen: sheintroduced ;us *toj each other, 1 "Val,
this is Gar, Gar, this is Val,®

. We nodded at each other., Personally, T don!t think he was any more thril-
led at meeting me than I was at meeting hin, .

Actually, I wanted to stomp his face in,
Instead, I took a gulp of beer and withdrew into myself.,

Val sat down in a chair next to Joe, and-they started talking with each
other and leughing a lot, Ewventually, I became-aware that my glass was empty. I
felt the same way., So I set the glass down and stood up.

"Are you going somewhere, Gar?"
"Yeah, T think I!'1ll go home now,"
"Whj?" she looked puzzled and a little hurt,



I shrugged,

Just feel like it, I guess, It's a nice party, but I never was very good
at it, you know,"

And T walked toward the door, -
--Gary N, Hubbard
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Back a few columns ago I discussed my Review ‘ndex project. No, don't go
away yet; I'm not about to repeat 211 that, BAB is now a noncontroversial fanzine,
meaning that no metter how good it gets, it will never again make the Hugo ballot,
and I suppose it is time I try my typer at noncontroversial writing. The editor
wanted me to write about my dog's kidney stones, and no doubt I could discourse
on my lone appearoence in a church this past decade, wherein I delivered the sermon
--yes, both of these are truel--but I felt that it would be better to do something
useful, just this once. So I'll merely mention that a fermefan read that Index
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Jers Anthony

Review column, contacted me, and is now at work updating and computerizing that
index. It may actually be published in due course. Fans do have their uses, es-
pecially the distaff variety.

Seldom do I see a proper roundup of the other types of index in the field,
Some truly creditable work has been done, and I consider that a major index is as
worthy an accomplishment as a novel and a sight more useful, Let's survey what I
have on my shelf, My collection of indexes is hardly complete, but I do have some
good ones.

The :suthor's & Writer's Who's Who, Sixth Edition. This is an 887 page pro
volume published in 1971 that contains a few preliminary ads for magazines (BLAiCK-
WOOD'S, THE WRITZR) and services; a list of pseudonyms (incomplete; I'm not there),
a list ‘of British literary agents (also incomplete: my British agent isn't there),
and about nine thousand writers from Aaron to Zuntz. Unfortunctely, the writers
list is also incomplete, even though I am there. What is one to make of a com-
pendium that includes £4ldiss without Ha??ison, Zelazny without Delany, Gold without
Campbell, Heinlein without Panshin, Russ without McCeffrey, and Anthony without
Tucker? I checked names from my head, and here is the comparison as far as I took
it: LISTED: Aldiss, /nthony, Asimov, Ballard, Bradbury, Brunner, Clarke, Gold, Hein-
lein, Leguin, Nourse, Russ, Spinrad, Vonnegut, Zelazny, IOT LISTED: Anderson, Best-
er, Campbell, Carter, de Camp, Delany, del Rey, Dick, Dickson, Disch, Ellison, Farm-
er, Geis, Harrison, Knight, Koontz, Laumer, McCaffrey, Moorcock, Hiven, Norton, Pan-
shin, Pohl, Reynolds, Silverberg, Sturgeon, Tucker, White, Vhite (that is, James
and Ted), Wilhelm, Williams, Williamson, ' :

Why should such a thing be? How could so many relevant names be missed--
names that any fan could readily have supplied, let alone ony professional in the
field? Well, one answer might be that mundania is ignorant. SF suffers from a poor
literary reputation, so literary experts don't feel the need to get the facts
straight. It must be a matter of chance whom the rundane compilers happen to pick
up., I'm really quite curious how they located me, for example, Contrary to ap-
pearances, my head is not completely swelled, and I must confess that there is a
neame or twe in the NOT LISTED list that perheps should have been included before
| me. Was it roulette, with chance selecting the one-in-three? I note a certain
new-wave bias, once you get past the Asimov-Clerke-leinlein trilogy of supernames
(and how many of them have published significant SF recently?), and Bradbury and
Vonnegut have pretty well departed the field. But neither Name nor Wave seems to
be any guarantee of inclusion.

No, I think the Forward covers it more specificolly: some writers asked to
be excluded, so as to protect their privacy, and apparently a number failed to re-
spond-to the publisher's query for information. Obviously a pro volume doesn't
fool around with such attitudes; it just skips those neomes, Comvenient for it--
but not for the user who assumes the volume is complete.

Apart from such quibbles, it is a nice volume, providing lists of published
works (with crrors), educabion and address for the entries available. So if you
need to reach your favorite writer, check this or some similor reference in the
library--but don!t expect too mmch,

: Now the fans have a different attitude. 1f a writer won't cooperate, they
proceed without him--but he's still included, if that!s clear, No sense letting
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such a minor detail as a writ-
er's preference inhibit the
compilation! The result is

a superior index, Let's look
at a few,

Consider the Day index-
es. X understand therc are
two Days, not related; but the
one I have is Don Day'!s INDEX
TO THE SCIENCE FICTION MAGA-
ZINES, 1926-1950. There was
to be a to-the-present sequel,
but it never materialized, and
finally the !MIT SF Society pub-
lished a 1951-1965 index to
magazines that is a worthy
successor, I won't go into
det~il on these sets, as they
are well known; if you are a collector, they are your finest references, I under-
stand Norm lietcalf has published a similar index, and plans to do a complete one:
1926 to present. Theoretically I'1l know when he does, as I paid for it some years
ago. There are also some single-megazine listings about, compiled by the NFFF
(National Funny Farm Federation) some years back; I have F&SF to 1963 and GALAXY
to Aug 1963, and recommend these simple author-alphabteic listings for those who
are interested in particular magazines.  No doubt N3F has published listings for
the other magazines, and put out more recent editions, and perhaps some helpful
Neffer will clarify the matter. : . 5

If your interest is in particular authors rather than in particular modes
of publication, Donald Tuck's series of AUTHOR'S WORKS LISTINGS is for you, I
have those for Derleth, Hamilton, Kornbluth, long, Russel ond Simak, They contain
general information about the writers too, and should be invaluable to the special-
ist. But for recent writers, you'll have to look elsewhcre,

Tuck also did a HANDBOOK OF SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY, a two-volume
paperback compendium published in 1959, This lists everything indiscriminately;
if you want an author, a book, a magazine or anything elsec related to science fig-
tion, you merely look it up alphabetically in the main text, This is actually a
pretty convenient system, if your mind is like mine: sometimes you remember the
author's nane, sometimes a. specific title, and sometimes ‘a publisher--without being
certain which it is. There are also appendices covering magazine titles and issues
(titles and schedules change, you know, bewilderingly, so that even publishers have
been known to get confused. T remember when FANTASTIC ADVENTURES changed over to
FANTASTIC, with both titles being published similtaneously, and--), pseudonyms,
connected stories, series and sequels, and paperback items,<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>