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_ " I now read you iy trabulously "ot that goddam watermelon

verceptive Rogue articles . story zgain .%

“Whet do you mean, Boyd Resburn "4011, I guess 1'll get startea .
3ays we can't coms in hers 7" on my mailing comments,.?



I wes rsading Jenny a story out of her Humpty Dumpty mag;21ne, all
ebout George Wombet and Betty Scboon and like thet, when I cems ecross two |
cherzcters named Dr. wuack snd Officer-Fuzz, I though it wes funny, perheaps
a sop to haggerd perents reeding this stuff zloud to. their kids for'the
. dezenth time, but Norm suggested it wus e sly plen on the pert of the writer
1o get kids te blink their innocent blue eyes :t the femily doctor,as he leans
cver them with his stethoscope, end pipe up, “Mommy, is thet Dr. @ack??, or
sey. brightly, .es the nolicemcn sticks his head ir the car window to write a
tickst, "Duddy, is thet Officer Fuzz?”
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I have £ sort of ilertien gerden this yeer, It's hedged by & cher-
treuse bush, now turning scerlet, end, sxcept for ¢ few tom: toes sprewled ebout
on the ground, is inhabited mainly by &« very peculicr »nlant, which produces
¢ scerlet stvem five feet high, with bright areen lecves thet slowly turn red,
end £t the top & bunch of derk crimson, furry tassels grow «nd grow, drooping
closer end closer to the ground, finally touching, They lock like so many

- glent red croquet hoops,. Tas things e¢re celled LoveLiesBleeding, .I got the
seeds beczuge the packeze said thet they thrive in dry, poor soil, end I munted
to plent something where whet hzd been & drivewsey wes plowed up, . Tiey grew
s0 ferociously thet when I thinned them out I hed plent} to trunsplcnt in
pleces where other hoped-for flowers didn't show «nd vhers sscond end third
crops of vegetables didn't get plented, The result ig thet the vhole demn
gerden is full of them. The only other flovers. in phe beck gerden are soms
orange zinnias end a row of the Quesr cockscomb flowers, whick lock like sliess
of brain, convoluted e¢nd shiny,

The zinnias are flourescent, the LLB wzre red, the hedging bush is
turning red, and the trees zt the back fence behind the zerden ¢re turning red,
In ¢ couple of weeks our backyerd will Ye dowrright blinding,
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I wztchad the CBC television eaveraga of the kisrch A7 - paTe GRAHAT

on Washingtbn, The commsntetor described an interview he had ol i)

with' & white -women tourist from lontezne who ]ust heppend to be : r/’#f

in Washington that Wednesdey, "It was =z thrilling exparience,” she said,

"simply tremendous, I cun't get over it, I'1l never forget this dey &s long

es I live, Just imegine seeing lierlon 3rendo, Cherleton Haston tnd Buxt Lencaster

all at once,’



On the Jerry Willizus progrem from Boston I
heexd some Southern Colonel type who had pioned in
explaining just how the Emzneipation Proclzmation was
illegel, unconstitutional, invelid end un‘merican, He
chose to treat this as & theoretical, legelistic argue
ment, while I weited sagerly, but in vein, to hear him
declars thet he was now going to hang up &nd merch out
into the city streets to round up some of his strayed
property,.
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Qur Jenny is getting quite grown up, She
insists on holding her own hand to cross the strest.

But she's not growing up fast enough to suit
her. The other dsy she wus musing eloud about &1l the
things she could do when she was big, “When I'm ki I'm
going to wash dishes, and touch the %v, and drink coffes
and beer..," DBager to tuste these delights, she turned
to Norm with the request thet he take out the thing in

her head end blow her up big, big, like her blow-up dog,

Wo told her thet this was imprecticable, znd she then
sug;gested that meybe Norm could teke hold of her hezd and
pull end pull to stretch her neck big, big. She bccked
jown, though, when it occurred to her thet it might hurt,
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& There was e piece in the pzper zbout a man
who took in & femele Boxer (a dog)ja hotdhkpn/zvesslve )
presented him with thirteen pups., After some thought,
he figured out & way to dispose of the pups. He put an
ad in the peper saying, "IS YQOUR DOG GETTING OLD AND
VORN 0UT? TRADE IN YOUR OLD »OG ON A LIVILY NTJ/ FUER”,
The russ worked, Before long he hed disposed of all
thirteen nups. Now he hes thirteen senile dogs he

dossn't know what to do with,
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A recent triple feeture &t & drive-in festured the
following: BEX IN THE STRVICE, THE HORIZONTAL LIEU-
TFIANT end THE FIRFICT FURLOUGH,
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luy pages in the last DESCANT got printed in the wrong
order, end thct qQuotetion from ZSJYJIRE ebout having
writers portrey their protagonist in movie versions of
the ir books was continued elsewhere, or wes suppocsed to
be; @ctuclly, 1t diszppesred somewhere, It didn't
originelly end with the recther tame speculation thet
Holden Cculfield could be pleyed by "J.D,", but went on
to consider such bocks as TROPIC OF CAPRICORN, etc,

%X X % »



Some nights ago I wrtched whrt might possibly be the worst scxence flctlon
movie ever cOnCeiVGd by the mind of men. -

The stor wes anthony Dexter; who won rleéeting frme by looking sort of like: -
Rudolf Vilsntino ¢nd pleying him in ¢ movie ?bcsed on"” his life.  The Vrlentino
movie, on 5 few nights befors, wrs-b:d snough, but this movie wuen't even trying.
I think it wis written round-robin by helf ¢ dozen drunken Hollywood h:cks,

It‘went something like this (allowing for lapées of memory :nd pariods of
complete bogglemant)i=

A Dediccted Group of Young Scientists were plinning litn's First Irip into Outer
Sprce,. Now if you'd had a look : t this Dadiccrted Group of Younp Scientists,

you wouldn't hive been ¢t ¢1l surprised to lsirn thit their idea: of ¢. good pl:ce
to go for lien's First Trip into Outer Sprce is the tenth moon of Jupiter,

Well, Dex end two friends tike off, Under the :ccelerition, which l:rsts 2 or 3
minutes, they-lecn beck in their chcirs «nd wince some. Then thsy unfsten
their gect belts ond 51t up- to weteh the sters rush ot them znd :prst on thalr
Terr viziplcte, = RECE > E '3

Then, efter r. while, they get to the tenth moon of Jupiter, They cre only
momenterily st;rtled to be contrcted on their rodio by someone from thet noon,
specking Anglish, The voice gives them lrnding instructions., "If we do whot he
seys, we'll miss. the plenet antirely, or cr:ish on the mountcins,. or.something,”
screzms one of the craw menbers, Dex thinks tbout thut for ¢ moment and then
geys, "Let's do whet he stys.”: So they do, ¢nd they lind 11 right,

Then one of them excmines ¢ couple of dicls ¢nd snnounces thet, ~mazingly, the
tempsr:ture ond ctmosphere cre rlmost excctly ecrth-like, (There wes no
explenction s to why the plzce wes werm :nd bright, neither of which I would
hcve axpected,) “ilell, whiet rre e 'niting for”™, they cry tnd tumble out.
They're big breve men e¢nd don't worry rbout Alisn Brcteri: or enything. - Once out,
geoping cbout the.ecrth-like terrcin (sort of Southern Ce lifornic lindsccpe) they
suddenly spot ¢ light blinking ¢t them ¢ few hundred yurds off, ¢nd they g¢llop
to it, ind it's ¢ life-size.stitue of ¢ women With ¢ beucon into which is set
the bllnkinﬁ llght. They lovk tt it ¢énd scuff their feet in ths dirt ¢nd then
they hecr ¢ screcm ¢nd see ¢ pretty blonde girl being cirried off by ¢ men in ¢
mesk. The men in the mesk, ¢s 1t turns out, is supposed to be soms sort of
Woods lionstsr, but such : »oor monster th:t it would never he written up in ¢
Boggs or sn Ackerwen zime, It's just ¢ slightly-built men with ¢ rigid,
pop-eyed mzsic, herdly worthy of the terror he inspires in the inhcbitents of
this moon (we'll meet them in ¢ minute) wiho refer to him rs : throwbcek to the
cevemsn, Anywey the brive scurthmen shoot him, which mrkes him let go of the
pretty blonde girl e¢nd sihrisk - bit, but doesn't reclly dimitge him much but

Just sceres him off beccuse he's immortel, Then the girl, gr:teful for being
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rescued from ¢ fate worse then decth ¢t the hends or something of the monster
immedictely fells in love with Dex, She lezds him ecnd his friends to r stone
well, built to keep the monster out, snd through & Secret Pesscgewcy, t0 z gerden
ond pglvce (sort of Southern Cullfornie chhifecture) Here they meset the
blonde's "fzther” who was the mcn on the radio, end who is crczy, ond who isn't
rezlly enybody's fither, znd her "sisters", ¢ dozen young sterlets, ¢1l dressed
alike in tennis costumes with little pleated skirts, This mess, plus the momster,
cre, s it turns out, #11 thot remeins of the descendants of the Atlenterns who
hed built ¢ spice ship just vefore their continent senk under the sec cnd who s#lso
hed hed the bright idea that the ténth moon of Jupiter would be = good plece to
hezd for on lizn's First Trip into Outer Space, I'm efreid I'm aot too clecr on
these people's rezl relctionship, or how the list 15 people of r rece could end up
being one o0ld men, one monster, =nd 13 besutiful girls,

I couldn't mcke too much sense out of the rest of the movie, my brzin having gons
numb, but it seems thet the o0ld men is going to kill the eurthmen so nobody on
eerth will ever know zbout him «nd his Y/Agf "deughters", but the blonde, bedczzled
by Dex (who waes tell, 'derk, thin, cnd mey or may not heve hed.: hgirline mustache)
gave the old man ¢ dose, Of poison,” The rest of the girls are then inflemed by
the fiery rhetoriec of ¢ jeclous Bad Brunette, who sees her chcnce to tcke over
leadership from the blonde, who wes really entitled, and steal Dex too. So the
girls get the blomde znd tie her to o sccerificial store and light torches znd

bect drums :nd sing ond do orchisstic dznces r¢nd shout hoorcy, After meny &
hesrt-stopping chese through underground tunnels of Dex cnd friends by a

Congcline of demsels, our hero rescues his girlfirend cnd the other girls
backtreck quickly snd say they're sorry they ccted so bndly end turn on the

Bed Brunette ¢:nd toss her over the will to the momster, e¢nd then ¢cknowledge

the good ¢nd becutiful blonde ¢s their rightful lezder, 347 blesses them regilly,
simpers up =t Dex, and then tells her subjects, "I'm going back to Zzrth now with
these Iarthmen but we'll be beck in ¢ few deys znd get the rest of you shzhghz,”

*

It wes the best/worst science fiction movie I've seen since the one where lien's
First Trip into Outer Space consisted of = mun being shot up in:e rocket to
chese meteors, When the spacemzn cotches up with ¢ meteor he presses ¢ button
end e big meteor-scoop cemes out of the nose of his rocket, cctches the meteor,
tnd then the rocket goes baek to ecrth. Only trouble with the project is thet
the first couple of men Sent up g0 out of their minds, ond smcll wonder,
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>  The old sf idea cbout children being z Different .Species
or else, o8 often ts not, aliens in disgulse, hzs never
impressed me 2s huving any tcke-off point in rezlity.

But now I'm not go sure. The other dey we were chuckling 1

in jolly purenteal condescension over Lzurie's cute pro-
nunciztions, ®Isn't it cute the way she pronounces

e 'Leurie 2" I cooeds Leiurie suddenly spoke up end. .
{ Nrind ! distinctly seid, "It's not 'Liurie', it's 'Yeawee',"
C:>*’ﬂ,;o %o %e A kK
0441 }\\  There's cn institution in Ottewe celled the |
P il Chempegne Beth, It's just en old chlorinected swimming
i ST kﬁa? pool, though, :
(2es B o Sk kK X K

There was much noise & couple of yeecrs =go from the
flour compenies cbout how they hed ¢ wonderful new weoy
of packing their flour in bzgs so that it no longsr .
required sifting, However, if you rezd the fine print
on the flour-bzg, you would find thet it tells you to
sift before messuring for cakes but theat you don't hecve
to bother for biscuits znd breed. But thet's the wey
it's alweys been — bztters are made by meesurement and
doughs by fesl,
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L Norm's sister, Nency, told me about a couple of flippant
headlires sie's noticed lutely:- "TEACHER PASTES (the
poor fellow died) and IN FAVOR OF ADULTSRY (some lawyer
in divorceless websc was quoted as being .in favour of
instituting divorce courts and having adultery be the
sole grounds for a decres),

»

*
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The fall schedule of new tv programs had ome or two
interesting listings—-"IT IS WRITTEN: A half hour
religious hour" (that's the best kind) and another
\ degcribed thus: "A new detective series but this time

‘-Jiu\‘ the star drives a Lincoln Continental”, which mede.a little
\lhg\/ more sense when I'd seen an episode or two of (mawy i

whisper) Burke's Lew, (Hi Boyd).
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My phone rang, "I have a job for you,” announced iiiss D, "It's sort of a difficult
job, I understand. None of the girls who hzve tried it want to go back, but I'm

sure you can handle it," Lﬁalllng up the boys for the front lines noﬁz7 " \nyway ,
it's just for a day,” I made the appropriate responses znd received my instructions

Next morning, at eight o'elock of en invigorating winter morning, a pleasant twenty
below, with playful breezes kissing my cheeks, I waited for = bus that was a little
behind schedule because of a few drifts znd wrecks and overturrsd spowplows, The
bus finally arrived, snd I rode 15 miles into Ottawa, stifling ':roans at the thaw-
pains, and then got off the bus, renumbed my agonized hands and feet at another
bus-stop, and then rods 15 miles back in the direction from which I'd come, but

on the other side of the river; tlere being no other bridge between my points of
departure ard destinstion, Then I got off at a hospital, stumbled up to the admit-
ting door, not to seek treatment for my frostbite but to hail a cab, which tock

me through the confusing crescents of a Development and deposited me on a street

in an uppermiddleclass neighborhood of expsnsive houses which, however, at first
glance all look alike until you peer clossly and tlen you are astonished to find
that actually each is cleverly Individual and Different :- this onz has blue
clapboard on the gables and that one has yellow; here is the front door on the

left and there's a front door on the right; over there is z unique plan, not
duplicated for &11 of 7 or 8 houses..., I approsched nwmber 13, regarding it with
eyes slitted against the balmy blizzard, . It looked innocent, with no hint of what
lurked inside, deside the doorbell was a smell nameplate that said "Professor
Waynegarden,"

I rang the bell ard waited a suspemnseful eternity:. Was it my imagination or was

I veing covertly observed through a one~ay pene? Finally the door operned, ard a
tiny old man peered up at me through his heavy glasses, s looked terribly German,
A real German scientist type, with & pale evil face (no offense intended--some of
my best friends are pale evil Germans), "Good mornimg,” I suid brightly, "I'm
Mrs, Clerke from Women Unlimited,”™ and my lips shattered and fell in frozen shards
arourd me, "Come in,"™ he hisged, and locked the door benind me, He took my coat
and hid it and then waited while I devested myself of boots, socks, gloves, mits,
scarves, bandanas, cardigans, tights, woolies, falsies, etc, Then he led re
throupgh the kitchen and down a secret passageway to his Secret Luboratory in the
cellar,

Down amongst the cobmebs, with beakers of chartreuse blurping in the background,
he showed me a few of the things he was working on, just to impress me, XI:re was
a vestpocket -izsgr -, here was a package.of dehydrated potatoes, over yonder was
a sqQuare of bullet-proof cloth, behind me were bottles of chemicals the use of
which I cculdn't understand, and he cackled slyly,

Then he dictated a few busiress letters, which were fairly difficult, inasmuch

as they contaired many technicsl terms and were rendered in en evil Gurman accent,
m ..and these barrels are 'to be stored in their reserved place in the bom of ths
ships.." "Bomft" "BOL. BOM" he shrieked, "B-0-T-li, BCK OF THE SHIP.)" (I rendered
the passage roughly as: "You can stuff the stuff into the bottom of the ship”,)



Tovierds the end of the day, when his business letters had been done, Professor
W{aynegarden leansd back in his chair, nuffed on his pipe tga*ghtfully, and began
leisurely to dictate a personzl letter to a Dr. Germanname\l/ in South Africa.

in a very casugl way he discussed Dr. Germanname 1)'s brother in Floride,

Dr. Germanreme\~/, fhenever I wurite Fritz I tell him he should try and get

along with his neighbors, but he cries on my shoulder thet they're being dif ficult,
not him, Now he': spending & lot of money building a big house ard it's getting
bogged down hecause he's fighting with the contractor, I hope to see him in
person next month when I go to New Yerk and he comes north, and perhaps I cen

help him out more than I seem to mansge in letters...%

I typed up the letter and then the Professor guided me back up out of the cellar
to the front door and let me have wy coat back, He called me a taxi which took
me on g circuitous and confusing trip back to a thoroughfare and a bus stop.

Six weeks later I was called back to the Professor's, The day vwent as before--a
number of busirsssg letters, and then towards the end of the afternoon the
Profesgor cleansed and filled his wnipe and dictated a long, rambling personul
letter, It wes to g Do, G:rmannamets)in Scuth Africa. Another one%. But even
more remarkeble was that this one also had a brotrer, Dr, Germanname'4!/, in
Florida, who wasn'. getting zlons with his neighborsd LI Leep telling Erarz .that
he just has to learn to get along.: '

Then the Professor wrote a letter to Dr, Germanname{4) in Florida, %I kesp
telling you, you've got to learn to get along. Your brother in South Africa
worries about you and asks me to find out what's wrong with you,# Tien he went
off on an apperent tanget: “That was an interesting idea you had about taking up
salling, Now I don't know as much about thsse things as you do, but I wouldn't
think you could sefsly put a motor of thut horsepower on a rowboat...e  that was
he really saying? "% need more information from the C:pe, = Our contact in SA
is anxious, 014 Nik* is pressing him.” ..,and something like: "I don't think
you'rs correct that they'll be able to get that muoh thrust from a rocket thet
sizeoul"

Well, I'm publishing my suspicioms. If you never hear from me again, you'll havs
some notion of what might have happered tO mSes. )

B

* Bes, Dan Gregg et all, I'm on the side of the angels.

FRCL A CARD THAT CALE WITH A BOTTLE OF SA{E:- Jepanese Sake, rice-wine, is an
alcoholic drink made from the Japanese staple food namely rice, ‘Zach of world
Nations has brought up their own specific liGuor, and also the Jgpanese Sgke has
appeared as the nation's drink according with their life through a long history
of their land. Drink Sake poured in a glass as it is or after cooled a little,
and you can enjoy the oriental delicate rice-wine which stands unrivalled in the
world, You imay also have another taste

when drink it after warmed it :moderately,

4s a long psriod of preservation doss not

-
, 2987 < -
apply to Szke, you had better drink it J //”\’ _
sarly after you once uncorked the cap, ,“/1'0/; : ‘

If you want to preserve it for a short Pl
period, a cool and darl: place is advisable, 7
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BEETLE-TRATPER BEAT BY SCIENCE

London (AP) - Science has caugtup with ..

Britain's only professional beetle-
traprer.

the little old lady who was taking dri-
ving lessons. She terrorized half a
dozen teachers, the second-last ons
reputedly leaving her by just opsning
the door and leaping out as she was
roaring along at 60, Her current

For the last eight years, George Harri=:.teacher was formerly a British army

son, 60, has been trapping beatles for
the forestry commission's research
department,

Working a five-day week for an average
of 20 weeks a year, George said he's
trapped and destroyed more than
50,000 veetles,

His method is traditiomal. He puts
a gucculent piece of bark into a pit,
Overnight the bark lures the bedetles,

YTt gets them by the score,” said -:.
George.

Next morning he gathers the beetles,
counts them and tekes them to his boss,
A double-check is made and then the
insects are destroyed,

The toll is written into a book and
this goes to the forestry commission,

But now it's all over,

The commission said it now is working
on a new and more scientific system
in protecting its thousands of young
trees by dipping them into a solution
before planting.

Said Harrison: "The new method will
be no fun., Out-witting beetles is fun,"

{How about callipg him back into .
service and letting him try for 950,004,

* k¥
Sometimes I think somebody is meking
up some of these strange items I sde
in the paper. lost of them are date-
lined England, conveniently uncheck-

able.

For instance, the wild story about

a

bomb-dismantler. (Sounds like com-
posite steal from two Newhart routines, )

Or the story about the male dog that
changed into a female dog, but which
had first earred the reputation of
"being something of a gay dog" in his
neighborhood.

Ot the item sbout the young man who

went into a bank to cesh a cheque,
"Well, sald the teller, "where is ito"
S6 the young man opened his shirt, and
there was the cheQue written on his
chest., So, after only a brief conference
with the manager, the teller got out

his rubber stamp, cancelled the young
man's chest and paid him,

Or this:

Hertford, Eng. (CP) - Topsy, the Picasso
of the feline world, was killed by a car
while crossing a street here. Topsy
drew pictures by pawing a crayon sus-
pended on a piece of string, Her most
famous work, a horse and rider, once

was exhibited in Cinada,

Then there was the school play, presented
somewhere in Zngland to a group of
horrified parents. The kiddies played
bedroam scenes and talked about incest
and said Bad VWords. The schoolmaster,
alarned by the parents' rewction, pro-
tested that he'd only wanted to do soms-~
thing a little different from the

usual school play,

And, most unlikely story of all, while
he was still Prime Minister iclMillan
had a record on the British hit parads,
Yes indeed, The story is that McMillen,
during the course of a Speech somewhere,
quoted the words, "She wouldn't say yes,
She wouldn't say ho," from the song. Some
character lifted this bit from a tape of
the speech, re-recorded it on top of
music, and produced "¢ real rocking”
thing Ysimiler to You Aii:'t Nothin But

a Houn'dog."



Lighthouse 9; Terry Carr, Pete Greham

Now that's & Lighthouse, WNot a hundred psges, maybs, but recognizably a
Lighthouse in the great trsdition.

Pete: I'm sorry as hell that I wasn't able to get to DC -- not only for the
convention, but also for the march. 3Steve Stiles and 3oyd Raeburn and others will
jeer at marching and picketing, and c«ll them ¥ inane and ineffectual; but I am
convinced thet these are two of tie very few things that individuals can do, in an
attempt -- end not alweys @« futile attempt -- to Change Things, I don't have much
to say about "The Line of the March" -- probably becsuse you said it all so well,
yourself --, but it was a fine articls. I don't know how anyone can explain away
the shocking fact of 5% of the work force being unemployed "in the midst of the
greatest plenty the world has ever known"; but I'm sure someone will, somehow,
("That's what keeps the Zconomy going,” is about the way they'll put it. )

Thenks for the reminder, Pete; I hope my card pleiading for your reinstatement
got to you in time, this year. One of these years, though, I am going to be firm
and decide, "Nossir! I've signed petitions for tiaat fellow once too often,"

Terry: I'll second you emphatically on your objection to the term "bleeding-
hearts"; Gina wrote a letter to a local pazper, recently, on the subject of integ-
ration; a few days later she received a letter full of the vilest stuff (ineludinga
pious reference to Jews as "murderersi of Christ,"” immediately followed by Jiwhy do
you want'to crawl into bed with n-----s? It”s a myth that they’re better hung then
white men,ll) The letter was signed, "White Non-BleedingHeart." Ugh. I’mafraid
that, hereafter, anyone who uses the term will be immediately Associated In My Mind
With.

When I read "The Star" for the first time, a few weeks ago (in The Hugo Win-
ners ), I thought it a pretty nothing story, with the Gimmick obvious right from the
start; and I was amazed that this story — as well as a couple of others in the
collection — had won a Hugo. Perhaps, though, if I had read it in my soppy, sent-
imental Youth, I’d have shed a tear and lost my Faith.

I agree with you that, for the most part, the present FAPA membership is a
"pretty good group"; and there’s almost no-one I'd really want to see drop out.
The hell of it is, though, that there are some Good People on the w-1, too. .An
awful ot of Swell Folks will have left this "pretty good group" before Willis re-
enters FAPA, for example. Perhaps one solution could be that some of these Good
People on the w-1 get together and fom a "Shadow FAPA" and ...

I thought '"’64 Frisco or Fight" was funny as hell. Boy, if you only knew of
the big plans to bid for a World Con in Quebec ... one of these years. 1It’ll be
called the GarCon.



(Lizhthouse, cont'd.)

Walt: I don't know about drunken kittens, but wetching a geng of pie-eysd
flies can be fascinating, not to say instructive, A couple of sumasrs ego, the band
I was then with usad to rehearse in thoe afternoons, at the club "'here we were cur-
rently working. Ths place would b3 deserted, in the afternoon, excapt for the
flies: every table-top crawled with ths things, and I mgepn crawled -~ or perhaps
"steggerad," Thess flies would sip at little puddles of the previous night's
spilled bear, Belisve me, you havin't lived till you've ssan e fly lurch sideways
and fall on its ass, I'vs oven watchad little flies swagger up to bigger ones and
shovs thsm aside, for 11 the world like the little men who hsve =z coupls too many
and start thinking they're ten faet tall, Those druhken flies sometimes got pretty
ssxy, too -- for a fly, that is, I m=san it wasn't very excitinz to wetch,

Le Moindre 29; Boyd Reeburn
Glad you got eround to putting a Lokl into FAPA; now, what sbout A Bas®?

4 fow yecars ago, a local hotel (the Stendishell) booked Ths Jimmy Dorsey Orch-
estra under ths direction of Warren Covington (isn't it & bit odd that thae JD band
was led by Covington, & -trombonist, while the TD band is lad oy Donzhus, a saxoph-
onist?) Although the bend was playing s dance engagement (as opposed to a concart),
the air of Living In The Pezst was similar to that surrounding the concert you des-
cribe, MNost of the wmusiciens in the band wors quite young (and quite good), and
wers obviously bored as hall, playing old "hits* from the 'thirties; they brighten~
ed quite noticeably when they got & chance to plzy some more modosrn stuff (you
know, ‘That Horrible wodern Stuff.) Asides I didn't like Elmen even ‘when he was
Good, ™A kosher Louis Armstrong”? Why, that's Uesathly 6ffensive To The J:wish
Fsople, : ‘

"Tn 20 years time, will, say, ths Orlons bz looksd on nostalgiczlly as ons of
thoss Wonderful Groups of the past? Don't leugh." ' 'ho's laughing? VWho's laugh-
ing? Personally, I plan to-cry & lot, Since s£lvis Preslsy is now seen, in retro-
spect, to havs basn & pretty good Pop Singsr (compurzd with the teenaged castrati
heard everywhsre today), it won't surprise me at &ll if someday the Orlons ars
judged Pretty Good, too, compered with whe tever inconceivabls Hew Sounds ewait us
in thet rosy future 20 ys3ars from now,

I'm emazed you don't know what the song, "If I Had a Hemmer" is &ll about:’
it's all about if a feller had a hemmer, ho'd hemmer in the evening; and it's
ebout tha love batween thes brothers and the sisters all over this land, Hell,
it's obvious, Ths song, This Lend is Your iend" is a Communist one, I think; 1t
ssems to b3 zbout Comriunal Farms or somsthing., I carteinly wouldn't sing it.

., If it dropsg, it drops ,.." I've alieys thought the Fatalist viewpoint
one of the more untsnable ones; end I'm surprised to find you holding it.

Grue 31; Dean Grennell

How about a Gogzle of tourists? A Flezck of zd-men? 4 Hoard of nisers?
Spung-up: what I don't want to get, on Hoonerisms ("Hoonitions,” parm me.) 4ngd,
slthough I promised myself I wouldn't publish any Swiftiles, I think I'll breoak
thet promise, just to make you repent of heving published & whole pamge of them:
"I'm the funnisst clown of them all,” he said, superciliously, "I have sirangs



sexual prefersnces," he admittad, sheepishly, %And I don't want to hear apy more
jokes sbout Tlephents' Feet,” I say flatly,

There's a theory that soms theatre-owners deliberately request films whose
titles will go together in an attention-getting manner, 'e've hed a few dandies
locelly -- end, dammit, Gina has just told ms (when I &sked her to refresh my mem-
ory) that she has zlready stencilled ths best of these for her part of the zine.
Grumble, grumble ,,, doesn't she know thet she is supposed to bz the Sober Serious
Clarke? Anyway, she left me the dregs: "The Birds"/"Come Fly With Me"; and "“The
Meting Game"/MAll Fall Down"; but the one shs quotes is by far the best,

Well, now I suppose we'll have to weit until next Auguest Tfor another Drue
(Drug: the GAGzine, )

OQutstending; SCFC

I say it's Maine-izec and I say to hell with it.

I really don't, though; it's just thet I hete to pass up the chance to use
a good line, ‘'het? Yell, I say it's & good line, &¢nd 1 seay to hell with you,

The title naturally mekes me think of an interlineation 1 saw recently in
Tom Perry's fenzina, Logorrhea: 2Don't flattser yourself, medam; it is henging
out.® I guess thet's whet John Trimble meant whsan hes szid, "sexual connotetions
of the title ,.,, I'm sure suggasted thamselvas af once to sevarel members”; except
that such connotations didn't sugzest Shemselvas "at once" to me, becsuse I didn't
see Log until several we ks after recading the August mailing,

Redd: I don't know whet th: oppositu of "anzbasig" might be, but I'a sure
it would be no less printable than "go down," Have you evsr sz:en the sheet-music
for "St, Louis Bluss," for instance? I'm sure the lyrics don't reed, "I hate to
sze the evening sun (delstad)," Gee; do you suspose, Rodd, that I have a Thing
about "unprintzbla words"?

leaeJ: Your line, "Beer: What ¢ glorious concept,”® wes the Best Thing In The
leiling, If only more pcovle would reslize ths true velue znd historic role and
spiritual significance of thet great Gift of God, instoud of sneeringly dismissing
it es Pegan Mumbo-Jumbo, think how much better the world would be todey: I
trust thet you have spread/ere spreading thes Wonde~ful *ord of Beer all over this
torrestrial globe, in the course of your liissionary Travels, Iay I call you:
"Father Beeregrine”? I now reverently snap & cap in your honor, Reverend Father,
you crazy bastard,

Redd, again: You know, without even waking up ( in ths course of composing
these me's), I can think of a much more sbsurdly impossible happening than that
"the schools and collsges heve discovered H,P, Lovecraft.,” Without attempting to
me teh your me sterful building up of suspense end curiosity, 1 think I cen manegs
t0o msk3s sveryone turn pale :nd clutch their fleming pectore:ls, by imegining a much
more absurdly impossible happening than thet of ths schools and colleges discovar-
ing HePe Lovscreft, Are you ready? Got your Digit:lis hendy? Okay: 1 cen im-
agine fans completely forgettinz ebout iH.Ps Levecraft.

2dCo: "Redd Boggs hed given it credecnce in the eerly sisties,” Give till it
hurts, Redd,



(Qutstending, cont'd,)

John: "(Fans) don't scem to cers if it wes choeseburgers or filet mignon thet
fillad them," I'd cers, somstines: good cheeseburgers czn ba delicious, which is
somsthing thet can't ¢lweys ba seid for filets, Whils Tilet mignon is en sxtremely
tender cut of beaf, it cen zlso be ¢ rel:tively flevorlass one. A.zind "Spaghetti
or roest prim? ribs cre on» ind the scms to fen tistes.” I heve tested wonderful
speghetti (wall, the ssuce, cetuclly), e¢nd I h:vs tastad protty bed hosst Prime
Ribs, Th» thing is: It's 41l Rslativz, John, A "far-out monu” dossn't nsesessarily
meen good ceting, We found it impossible to enswer Bjo's questionnaire because
questions like, YWhet ers your fzvorite spices? were unenswer:ble, to us; we like
all kinds of spices, but it devends on how and with what foods they're used, Hell,
anybody can sey, "Ohy; I just love filet mignon, 4nd escargots ere simply divine,
And just give me & soup du jour end I'a ecstetic," ictually, my favorite spices
are Seglt end Pepper: we use tham in almost ¢ll of our codking,

Throw Taz Rescels Out #1; 3eettle Foscels and Guasts

This is ons of ths bettor onc-shots in the meiling; it is aven legible. Any-
way, I guass you could call it the ons-shot of Instent Nostalgies, what with all
that telx about lettarcolumns in old prozines, Wes the latter in the Spring 'S5
issus of Plenet Storisg Elinor's first? *Holy Cow*., I've just looksd it up (seid
he cesueally, meenwhile imegining evaryonz crogglinz ricdly at ths ravelstion that
Norm Clarka has & Collection of old Science Fiction Megazines), ¢nd I am pleneted
to sea thet IZlinor's maiden (haw) latter to 18 wes climexed (giggle shrisk) by 2
torrid discussion of s¥x with NJClarkejgss, It certeinly was a eee 2 ooo (what g
the phrase I vant?) I only heva one issus of Startling, end I loockad to see if it
wes the one contezining e lotter from Gragg Celkins; well, hs was crmong the WailFs,
right next to Ron Zllik who was "rushing out to buy an album of TPRITISICS OF
OUTER SPACE," Howja like it, Ron?

Gee, Art Wilson in 33zttle; Fepans surs arc moving ezround = lot, letely,
aren't they? I wonder why art didn't stop by our plece on his wey from Sesttls to
Hong Kong; it wouldn't hava besn that much out of his wey.,

Lots of fun, this one-shot, liy copy even smells like baasr, Or meybe it's
just ma,

-

Synepse; Jack 3pzer

Well ... hello,5£ guass, You maan you've chenged your mind cbout our UYpub-
lishing meterizal that 13 go obscens thet the megezins should be ignorsd altogethari?
How coms? Wo're as obscenc es wa'vs 2ver beon,

"There is getting to be too much cepitelizetion of phrases...” There you-zll
been? This is Stenderd Fannish Prectice; and thers zre psovle who will invoke the
nama of Geo, Ade at you, if you don't "atch Out, ( Ths quoted remsrk of yours,
above, couplaed with your custom of writing "i*" for "I" zlmost leads ma to suspoct
thet you ere Against Cepitalism.)

%I suppose &ll our surncmas meent something back in Englend or somewhers ,.."
Agberg?



(Symepss, cont'd)

"{ don't think it needs be czlled pluplural ,.." I don't think you need heve
seid, "nesds"; or, if that wes the word you wantsd, I think it nseds to be followed
by "tO".

You entar z creedb sbout Gina's having stencilled, "Ths girl stumbles ... She
crewled oo0." Gine knaws batter then to goof up tenses thet wey; and 1 think you
should know b2tter then to pick nits zbout whet is quite onviously @ minor error
resulting from hesty stencilling, Th2 semz exespercted comment zpnlies to your
"Little lessons in Greammer," whorein you prefess to bs “stertled” by my writing
thet I travelad "bzck to Ottewa by war with & friend,” That's gzot nothing to do
with gremmer: it's ¢ sinpls nisfingering of thas typoer keys -- one thet I dian't
catch beforz slapping ths stencil on ths mimso, If you're so asasily “startled,”
1t's no wondar you'rs a Scisncs Fiction Fen (oo much Cepitalization Of Phrases?)

I'm glad you finally 3ot around to using mimsography, anyway.

o

Selud; Elinor Busby

What? No meiling comments? Why, as & long-tins proponent of the fiat that
lMailing Comments irz ‘o dpan's First Duty, I ... I don't s22m to hav: much to
say, &t all, axcept that you sure Describa Good, Oh, ¢nd we nnver got around to
making any wine at all; mayba next year, though. It's probably illsgal as hell,
or I'd ask you to send us & taste (an ounce or so) of your wine when it's ready --
but I quess that would bs a Crims,

Sercon's 3anz; F.iie Busby

G2z, single-sheetars from both halves of the Jdusby Dusl llembzrshin; you been
busy or sorething?

It's bzcome custonery with me to groan end clap hend to forehead w«nd say,
"Yecch)" upon haearing, or being told thet I am ebout to hear, a Tom Swiftie; but
it occurs to me that this is just a Socielly :cceptebls Fose, just as it is cust-
omery to groan, rather then leugh, upon heering @ pun, ‘/hile bed puns and bad
Swifties zre nretty low forms of wit (and most of the Swiftiss I've come across --
the Swifties of the merkatnlece, I gusss you could call them -- heve bsen Fretty
Bed), the WiWish pun is en ert form; so, with the tradition of mind-boggling puns
bshind you, it’'s no wonder thet your and D.G'g Swiftics in this meiling Rise 4bove
the generslly uninspired level of the mundene ones (how many dull Swifties hevs you
heerd, for instence, built ezround brazst fetishism end ending, "...said fletlyV?

Perhaps FiPAa's Ykicking in toward the Fan History® should be put to a formal
vote; here's ons informel a«ffirmeativae ons, wnywaye

Bzte Noirge; Redd Boggs

That's about the orengest Tru-Roy menderin paper I've sevar seen; perhaps you
should hevse titled your TFapazine 3ete Orenge,

There's not much nesd for m2 te go over, point by point, just how much I agree
with you about lertin's =xpulsion snd FiPA's rasction (or lazck of it.) But having
seid that "FAP\ must ect honorably at a2ll times and remain above reproech,” end that



(Bete Noira, eont'd)
s ; a7

"the principle neads to ba re-established,” isn't it about time that something
concrete wes dons? As I'm sure evon you would agree, there hes been enough end
more than enough talk about "Ths biertin ffedir,” So now I propose thet an officizl
petition be included in ths next meiling (on e stemped postcerd), asking that
Mertin be rainstated, WNo questions esksd; no apologiss; no racrimimctions, I
fervently hopz thet FAPA will thus put to en and, et last, this distesteful busi-
nesg. Such & simple Gesture on FAPA's pert mey 2ein us & "worthless msmber”; but
will porhaps rid us of the chilly climets end moribund gloom thet have blanksted
FAPA for ths pest couple of ysars (take # look &t tha lest few meilings; not much
avidence -of jolly, lighthserted cemercderis there, is thare?)

s

D e et e e e e e e e Tt L - ———

Your interlinceations, Redd, arc meznificent, if o bit sex-crazed: "Lord Rosse's
72~inch," "second-degrss sex burns,” "50¢ pieces," If you're interested in That
Sort Of Thing, I heve here an advert for "Unusuel Items for 'ADULTS ONLY'" from
Wilgri Publications, PO Box 6401, Richmond 30, V4, Aftar stcting your age, you muy
order such fripperies as Hypnotic Lozsnges or Ointment; Lol's De-Icar Kit ("this
breeks down ths sex barrisr"); or & Sexy Set 4-Fc, Costume (state wzist size). Fun?
You bet.

T T o

Bsdacyos 8; 24 Cox

Well, you know thet I was hoping you'd be able to stop by our plece when you
made your trip: to lizine; but you 2180 know that you weren't able to meks it {either
to Meins or aylmer,) Wo wars dissppointed as hsll about thst; end we hope you'll
be able to meke thet trip sooner then Reel Soon Now, Just let us know, ond we'll
be weiting with opsn #Ad vottlas. .. ;

. I thbnk you misunderstand the purpose of ths thrse axtra copies thet must be
included when you send your bundle to ths OZ, - You scem to have ths 1ldea that thoy
are to ensure that, in. tha avent of a miscalculation, there will still be a copy in
avery Fepen 's bundle, Lot so; the thres axtre copiss czre intended for immedizte
sels to weitlisters or whoever hes First Cleim on them, 'het are you trying to do?
Fight the system? You probably didn't n2ed &« copy of your own Fepazine, znyway.
You probebly had plenty extres; I hop2 so, enywey, Come to think of it, I didn't
goet z copy of Blues In The Closet (the one-shot thet Boydm Ginz end I put out) in
the 4dugust meiling, I wondsr if it wes baceuse Boyd only sent 66 copies. I cort-
e£inly wouldn't went soms Top Prbority non-Fapen to be deprived of his complete
bundle, just for ay seke, Let's not bg Selfish, «fter all,

You seid thet if I took & welk to my bethroom, I would find a “commode" there,
You even suzgestod I might find & "heiry, purple one" there. Well, I did end I
didn't, I took & walk to my bethroom ( I often do, while writing me's), and I
found Gine thers, \r3 you celling my wifo a "commode"? Halry and purple she
may ba, but ... :

I was just getting intsrested in Tackstt's colwm, when I 2ot to the bottom
of pegp 8., Unfortunstely, the next page was pege 1ll. Got ¢ loose 9 & 10 zround?



Null-F; Ted lWhise

Since you specifically called my attention to your record review, I suppose
I'd better sey something about it, The only trouble is that I don't think I have
mich to say, One of tie resasons why I'm not able to discuss your review is that I
have not heard ths aldbum in question, Ideally, of course, & record review should
tell the reader enough t¢bout the record that he believas he has a pretty fair idea
of what he'll find when he does get to heer ths music; bit I'm afraid that your re-
view fails in this, as do almost all of tham, I don't think that this is solely
your fault; becauss music, by its very nature, is elmost impossible to describe
(misic "says" WUAZYE#¥AYYd ineffable things.) I have at lest learned, through
Przctical Experisnce) just how difficult it is to write about rmusic: I tried to
write a record review columm for Joe Filati, and Dy th3 time I 3ot to sbout the
tenth page of "notes” on one LP (3lues and the Abstract Truth), I'd decided that it
was a hopeless tesk, for ms, The stuff I'd written was just about as bad as almost
any jazz reviewing I'd ever read -- perhaps worse, for in my attempts to evaluate
soms passagas in "technical®” torms I succseded only in meking the reviow more in-
comprehensible, I am now firmly convinced that the only possible way to review or
eriticize music is in terms of subjectivs emotionzl reaction ( 2 Illinois Jaccuet
plays six rew, exciting choruses, sech more frentic than the preceding one, clim-
axed by the screaching high har:ionics for which he is noted, Yech,t)

But let's gst back to your roview, Because it dealt with the more tangible
aspects of the concert, your description of tha circumstances. preceding-and attend-
ing the ‘performance was to me ths most absorbing part of your articls, Bshind-the~
scenes dstails do, I tnink, help one towards a bettzr understanding of & jazz per-
formance (I don't think thoy would usually be relsvent to & recording of §pdd Clas-
gsical Music.,) For 2xample, it halps us to know that, say, an LP by Irving Futher-
mugger vas rocorded on & lhesday evening.at & club in -Proviasnce, R,I., with fif-
teen customers present (A<lf of whom sipped Cokes), znd the clubowner in a terrible
temper, It &lso aids us in our appreciation to learn that .the drummer's wifs had
coms bsck to him that aftarnoon and that hs was thersfore in s fit of pique, which
of course explzins why h2 occasionally drowns out the rast of the band by kicking
his drums off ths stand. Wo sls30 gein an Insight by rsading thet the trumpeter was
suffering froma Sick dnedeche ¢nd couldn't stend hcaring himself pley; now we know
what those intermittent sereams ere meant to Exprgss. W:il, I ses I'u oring friv-
olous, here. Tsk. . .

I am serious, though, in saying that i liked your remerks about the foul-ups
that tock placas both at tho concert and in the subsequsnt Cureful & Artistic edit-
ing; it is always good to read an indictment of r8cord companies' shoddy, dishonest
practicas (such as mislzadingly labelling an LP, “¥FIRST 2LACT WINNER," in your ex-
ampla, ) '

tuch as I'd like to, Tea, I honestly can't find enything to say about your
descriptions/appreisels of the music, You say that "My Seerch” contains soms ex-
cellzent solos; if I'd hserd the 1P, I could agrece or disgree -- but I hzvan't, so
I cen't, "Finzle" is, in your words, “a jam session ... in which the musiciens
finally let go"; I'd probably liks to hear that, for I ofton enjoy recorded jam
sossions -- yes, evan some JATF discs --; but then, sometimas ( to gquote anothar
sminent jazz authority, z Mr, B, Reeburn, of Willowdalz, Ont,) "the r2sulting sounds
are dull and boring,” It doesa't help me much to lesarn thet "Don't Coms Bsck™ is
actuzlly a piecas formerly celled "Duk:'s Choica® or "Op:n Letter To Duke," for I'vs
heard neither of the other vsersions; besides, I can't iwexina a jazz group's vaing
"conducted" and expected to swing at the Seme time; so I just can't imegine what
Don't Come Beek™ 15 1ike. You tuil us that, ou "Clerx In Thna Dexk,” Clerk Torry




solos brilliantly; well, hs usually doss -- so what can I ssy? Your reisrks about
Epiteph, Port I" come closest to actually describing some of the music, and I think
I heve some idea of what to expect when I get around to hearing that track on that
1P (Dolphy's bass clarinet squawks, Mingus' twangs :nd thrums on his bass, a slow
solo by Dolphy and a faster one by Terry, and some Jllingtonian voicings; that
sounds -- um -~ Interesting,) "Frecdom" is "liingus's recitation of a poem”; okay,
but is it *Jazz*?

Oh well, I havsen't been putting you dovm hsre, Ted, In fect, for what it's
worth, I1'd say you are at least as competent & jazz critic as any; I'm sorry I
can't meke that sound mors liks a compliment, no mattsr how hard I try,

Horizons 95; Harry Warner

Concerning your remarks on.absolute pitch and the &bility to "play almost any-
thing by ear”: Aaron Coplend has pointed out that neither of thesc gifts has any-
thing to do with being "musical," i,e,, "sensitive" to music; but, of course, grant-
ing that one is "musical™ it would probebly be nice to have, also, perfect pitch
and ths ability to »Hlay by ear. On the other hand, it might drive you nuts: imag-
ine & Sensitive soul, with pesrfact pitch and ths ear-playing tslent, trying to play
(by car) an Ornette Coleman saxophon3 solo on an out-of-tunc piano, 'hile I'm at
it, I'd like to shoot down ths notion that jazz musicians play "by ear," This may .
heva bean trus in the ecerly days of jazz; and it is still true that jazz musdcians
(gonerslly) have the ability to plsy bdbrief, if psrhaps complax, passages aftar only
one or two hearings, But when jazzmen improvise on & song -- or, rather, on a part-
icular harmonic pattern -- they do so mostly by woaving melodies out of *Lesarned*
chord-running devices. The great jazzmen (of whom there aroe far fewer than most
people think) have been able to transcend this rather mechznical (and universal)
mathod in much the samz way that tho great classical compossrs (of whom there are
mighty few, also) wers abls to transcend the similarly mechenical devices such as
Rulzss of Counterpoint, ete, What I mean is that all good musicians, jazz or clas-
sical, Loarn Stuff; and true absolute spontaneity 1is rerer than an intelligible
record rovisw,

Your ramark that "perhaps she's bilious" struck you zs hilarious when you ware
a2 child (zlthough you can't imagine why), couplad with the zdmission that Jack Ben-
ny mey be a great humorist, reminded me of an anccdote thet Fred Allen (surely a
grzat humorist) told about Benny end ths indefineble aspects of his zllegsd humor,
4llen wes walking in the country with Benny, one day; and thoy ceme upon a Simple
fustic Soul, who said, in his folksy way, "Fine dey, ein't 1it?" Benny turned =
baleful eye on him, znd slowly and Quietly answered, "&W ,.. g0 to hell,”™ Allen
evarred that thet was one of the funniest linaes he'd ever heard.

liaybe this isn't exectly the right thing to say, but &« couple of theo deaths
you described struck me s among the funniest thinas I've resd inssome time, As a
metter of fact, I read the stories of the man who couldn't give up his favorite
exertion and ths men who drank too many &ups aloud to Gina -- literally with teers
stresming down my face; and I'm afreid they weren't tears of compession., I cert-
einly hops that when I dis, it will be in such a bizerre menner s to cause merri-
ment among my friends, It's so rzrely thet deeth can provoke laughter; but I sup-
pose theye's nothing one would rether be gble to laugh at,

Target: FAPA; Dick Zney

I.think I'll enter 2 minority opinion, hers, by saying that I find the works
of Dorces Bagby 2 bore, I wish I could say more to you, Dick, but dammit, this has
got to be the laest page of meiling comments, WYe're much too late, agein.
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"Good Lord! Found dead in his own closet with an unrevaled cozt-henger
coiled tightly round his neck?" the men stid, Oscer slepped his big hend zgainst
his purdgy thigh, scrctchad cbsently et the orenage thicket in his armpit, reised
his heevy fzca, cnd did other cherccteristic stuff., "Hs-up,® Cscer seid,

“But ... but how did it hepnen?' the mer zsked. Ho hed sye-glasses cnd a
business suit, His heir wesn't orenge. "hre ths nolice invastigeting? Do
they have eny cluss?"

Oscer unceppad ¢ hottle of besar, ind rinsed tha first mouthful zround &nd
swallowed with :11 tha brute plecsurs of ¢ bszer-drinking men with orenge heir,
e hacvy fece, ¢nd en uncouth speeking style. "Ze-up,” he suid, "Jzez, Sumbidge.
They's besen & bunch of suspicious-looizin' sefety pins and bicyrcles cround letely.
The cops hes tooken same o' them intz thet custody thing for, you know, question-
ing, Jeez, Azerrgh.”

R x % L I S ® 2 K

"It's no usae, Chief," the policemin scid, "We cen't get ¢ thing out of tuem.
Thosz szfaty pins just won't open up, Thet red racing Hicycle is o shifty sort --
& bit too smooth for my lil:ing: no metter how herd me znd the boys ride him, he
8imply won't breszk down; he won't sQquacl; he won't tall us who's the 3ig wheel
behind this rzsh of unexpleined killings waich has grinpad ths city in ¢ weve of
terror unprecsdentsad in rscant times, We'll heve to 1ot hin go.”

"Hm," the Chief rmsad, Hs wore ¢ bluo uniform with silver buttons., I3 hed
steel zroy heir. But thet is irrelevent, "lerhcps, Officer Clency,™ ha szid
slyly, "if we let him go, he will lezd us to the Sreins of this mob of figndish
killsrs who pass undetected emong us in thz zuise of inenimcte objzcts, thus
meking us & leughing stock,™

4 gcreem of tortured metcl rant the eir. “Herk! VWhet wes thot?? cried
Officer Clency, cupping his burly hernd bshind his ceuliflower aser. "It wes =
screen of toptursd metel,® shouted tha chief, "you fool dumb cop. OComo, lat's
cwey.," Togather, thsy reced in thz direction of the noisg which hes bson ident-
ified as m3tel: tortured scrucm of,

Ths call door stood open. Insidz ley the twistad remeins of & red rceing
bicyecls, its spokzs rippid out, its snrockats bant, its hindlebers twistsd hor-
ribly, "3 knew too rmuch," tha chiaf wiispared. Then ho y3llad, "This is en in-
sidz jobl! 'Who elsa would hive wcesss to thasz cslls iT not onz of our own men?”

"ot ona of our own ... 2en, Caiaf," Officar Clincy said grimly, = pointed
to thz floor, "Look: tha unmistikeble imprints of motorcycls tirss, such as ers
reedily to be found on our own rogulation two-whacled Jolice Vehiclas.® iLnd, s ho
spoke, tha feding sound of Puttputtputt end shzhehe cimz, for ths first tima, to
their cttention



".nd you reelly think thot ¢ sefoty pin or & bicycle or some such seemingly
hermless object wes rosponsibls for Ferd's horrible dsuth in his own closet with a
coct-hanger coiled tightly round his nock?" asksd tho men with oye-glusses wnd &
businsss suit.

“Jesz, 4rs you nuts?! Oscir scvid, wegging his thick head in & cotrse mannor,
"I killed the sumbidge myself, cuz he was &« crummy Frigg «l1luz rezdin' books en'
listenin' to Good ilusic en' like tict. But don't you think of squedlin' on me, or
I'1l crotk you, too, an' I'll tell the cops it wes & kiddie-cer dons it, Haw! I
thought it was pretty smert of me, tellin' tham cbout them suspicious ssfaty pins
&n bicycles, I 2ot ths ides from a meguzino I slluz read cellad Thy ilegezing of
Chilling Littls Vignsttes end Silly Pointlsss Storiss. <nd tha: stupid cops be-
lisved me, Ee-up. J283," - Oscar guffewed ¢ udely &nd onsned enother bottls of
beer,

"0 my goodnosgi™ cried the men with tho businags suit and eye-glasses, for at
this juncture & hugs diesel truck hed 3ntersd the room, "“izarrgh," cried Oscer, al-
most spilling his beer, "Whet . frightful epperdtion can this be?”

But with & menecing muttor of, "2! I haff you in my glutches,” the hugs
truck rollad lothslly ovar the frail lumn bodiss of tho men in the business suit
end Oscar-with-the-orsnge-hcir, Thon, its grisly mission zccomplished,. it sped
ewey to a secret rondezvous with its lacder, ¢ harmless-seoming Poleris submarine,
Residonts of the sleepy himlst of Milford, ennsylvnnie, vere tmezad, tha next dey
by renorts of = Diesal Truck that snad thrauph the night, loeughing evilly end
shouting, "Tomorrow -- ze vorld!"

-= njec



i

Lest summer I played @ three-day engagoment in feroof, dbut not very exotic,
Fort Coulonga, we,, which is the closest thing to Dogpatch I aver went to sse.
Its mein stroet is an unpeved, rutted cowpsth: in fect, zs wa cama into town, I
immedist 31y thought of the opening scone in "The Ox- Bow Incident’ (dctuully, I'
lying ebout that; I just thought of thet scaene a morent 20, end thought it would
bs 2 terrific allusion to throw in: ons that would show that I'm a keen student of
Great Movies,) Flease don't pross me for dotzils of how L happened to be pleying
thers, no m tter how desvaretely you may creve to know; for I'm not «t £ll surae
thet I cen romamber -- I think, though, that monsy mey h:vs hed something to do
with it,

"ell, Lere I zn in Fort Coulonge, “we., at four o'clock on & Tuursdesy after-
noon,” I seid to myself, who was the only parson listening, "by golly., lhee, I
guess I will have & drink,"” ft six o'clock thz drumrer and I decided we'd look
around the town; wse stenped out of the hotol, turned right, ¢nd welksd one block;
then wa tumod eround end walked beck, "Tomorrow,” we promised ourselvas, "we'll
see the rsst of the town,” The thcught wes so cheory thst woe immadistely had sev-
eral mors drinks; and thon we want 9 our room to lis down @ while end Rest before
making our grand onening leter thet evening, We imst have Rested quite soundly,
for it took z 1ot of yslling by our Leeder to psrsw.da us fto @rise and Go now, I
won't bother telling you whet tumes we pleyed, otc, It was just ¢ Gig; and the
peonis we plsysd Tor wers just ordinery folk: hicks, osfsg, ¢nd -- &s the drummer
called theom =-- Gorfs, "Thay'rse e bunch of dumb Gorfs,® lhs szid, "Whet's & Gorfe®
I ssked. "Spsll it beckwerds," he replisd; end I did, moving ny lips for several
seconds before bursting into uprocrious mirth, “That carteinly is clever,” 1
whsazed,

A funny thing happenad to me while I wes stending et the bzr ( soms of my
Best Stories begin this way): tha birtender wes telling ¢ few birely interssted
barfliass, including ms, ¢bout ¢ Fekler He Illnew who could bend bescrbottle ceps “two
at once in one hund" betwe:n his index «nd middls fingers., "I bin practisin zt 1t,"
ths bartendsr confidsd, "an I cen bend ons, But not two, “nd even bendin ong
took m2 zbout & montn of buildin up my muscles.” “bsently, I picked up onas of
ths boesrbottle ceps ho had strown on thoe ber, »nlceced it in the criteh of my fore-
finger ¢nd niddle finger, ¢nd ccsuelly bent it, Iy emezemert was grocter, I'm
sure, then that of enyons alse present; I'd naver tried that befors, end I em by
no meens ¢ Big Strong Guy. 3ut I tried to look &s though this wes mere child's
nleyt I yewned & bit, floxed my fingsrs thoughtfully, ¢nd suuntered sway from the
bar, a dengsrous, don't-mess-with-me look in my steely eyes. I heven't attempted
that Feet egain, for I'a «frcid I will find out it wes just « fluke., lieenwhile,
I'a enjoying tha f3eling that perhens, if I reelly tried, I could la3ezp t21l1l build-
ings et & sinzle bound,

I can down for breckfest next morning, ebout 2 pem., ¢nd zs I sat in the
hotel's dining-room, blood streaming fram my eyebells, the bertender ceme in., I


persua.de

looked at him balefully. ™"You must have put something in my drink last night,” I
accused, "I think it was alcohol," Thse oertender didn't smile; instead, he asked,
"Whet were you drinking?" "“Beer,” I aanswered, kind of sorry I'd seid anything in
the first place, "If there'd been anything like thet in it, you would of tasted
it," he said sternly, People in Fort Coulonge, “we., are not aware that I am &
Greet Humorist. '

One of the loca; boys introduced himself to us, that evening: his name, he
told us, was Shorty. I was short, you see. "Hey cat,” he said to the drummer,
‘you play & meen drum," "Thank you," said the drummer, "Yeeh," said Shorty,
"you play a mean drum, and I wanna wish you & lotta luck for the future.” Then
he turned to ms, "Hey cat,” he seid, "you pley a mean sax,* “Thank ydu; it's
a Martin," I replied, "Yeeh," said Shorty, "you pley a mean sax, and I wanna
wish you a lotta luck for the future," Strangely enough, it turnsd out thet every-
one in th= band played 2 meen ingtrument; and Suaorty's fervent wish for the lots
of luck that we would surely need, in the future, was bestowed equally upon each
of us, Having introduced himself thus, Shorty sat down at our teble; he looksd
at us for a few moments, and wrinkled his brow in thought, Then he turned %o the
drummer, "Hey cat,” he seid, "you play a msan drum."  Wanen he left our tzble
(after about twelve or fourteen hours, I think) he wished us all & lot of luck for
the fature,

I hed spent that (Friday) afternocon end evening trying to contact Lloyd Hol-
linger in Pembroke, a town some thirty miles from Tort Coulonge. Holiinger 1s the
mad, sometimes bearded, bassist who was also a reporter with the Yembroke newsvaper,
and who once got himself in the national news. by announcing that he was going to
ask the Prime llinister and the Canada Council for " a grant to launch a 'Super-
swinging jezz gig.'” I had a difficult time just reeching the newspaper by phone;
and when someone finally answered and I esked to sneek to Lloyd, I was told, "Mr,
Hollinger is no longer with us." No, they didn't know where he could be reached;
end his name wasn't listed in the Pembroke telephone directory; so thers seemed %o
be nothing lsft to do but go and find him,:

Saturday afterﬁoon, the bassist, the drummer, and I (fortified by a brezkfast
of bacon & eggs, macaroni salad and pickled toratoes) got into a car and drove to
Pembroks, = Fembroke is ¢ fairly small town -- perhaps 20,000 people --, but it is
no village; so finding Hollinger wouldn't be & simple matter like walking up to
someons in the street and asking, "Whare's Lloyd Hollbnger?" We parked the car
on the main street, and I walked up to the first cop I.saw and asked, "'Where's
Lloyd Hollinger?" "He's living in an apartment over ths Fslace Restaurant," the
cop said, end went back to bullying alittle m=n who hed been caught jsywalking, We
decided to hsvs a draught beer or two before continuing our uuest, so we went into
a tavern that just herpened to be passing by, As the waiter was setting our
glasses on the tabls, I asked him, "Do you know Lloyd iollinger?! "ihy yes," hs
said, glancing at his watch, "Hs should be here any time now." "Jell, in cazse we
can't find him, can I leave a massage with you®?” "Surs," S0 I wrote on a pisce
of foolscap I just happensd to heve in my hip pocket, "Lloyd God: Super-swinging
jazz gig at Ladine's Hotel in Ft. Coulonge (9 - 1:30), Liake it on by and sit in,"
I signed the m3asseze and the viziter took it back to the bar, where he evidently -
passed it around for sveryone's inspection; for ws soon noticed people psering
around corners at us, poiting and giggling, So we said, "Rooney," and "Vout!” and
gtuff like that, and left, snapping our finkers,

The Palace Restaurant wasn't at 211 herd to find, being only a few steps from



the tavern., Thers was a door beside the entrance to the restaurant; and we went
in, and up ons flight of stairs; and then I heard & typewriter; and then I saw a
door with & printed card on it, The card rezd, "Lloyd Hollinger, Journslist."
"Dis mus be 4' place,"” I said colorfully, and thumped on the door. "Crazy," a
voice yelled, "Fall in."

Lloyd sat at a typswriter, He was surroundsd by, &nd enkls-deep in, beoks,
records, empty bottles, fishing rods, shotguns, and more prosaic stuff -- such as
dirt, "lloyd Baby," I yelled, "lormie baby," he yelled, Then he pulled out a
five-dollar bill and threw it towards us, "There's a wine store two blocks down,
Get & coupls jugs of that groovy port, man; I can't walk, cuz I broke my leg or
something whon I fell down,” “How'd you fall down?" I &sked with some fascination,
for Falling Dovin is one of my favorite topics, "Aw, you know - them sidewalks,
man, 7They end on you whan you'rs least expacting it.," He lifted the leg of his
pants and displayad his ankle, which ordinarily mzasures about twenty-five inches
in eircumference, It was swoll:zn,

Whan we returnad with the wins (one bottle of port and one of rosé), Lloyd
axplained that, since h3 had left the remboks paper, ha was frse-lnecing, eand doing
soma faeature stories for Uttawa and Toronto papers. He showed us clippings of
things ha'd written; thore was ons absorbing story that began, % Unknown assailants
ambushed the mayor of rembroke late last night, znd kicked him sevagsly in the
tasticles o, .2

We sat around for a whils, drinking the wino and listening to Duke Zllington
and reading (aloud) poems by Jack Kerouac and Irving Layton (he's a Canadian poat
who is at least Dirtier than Kerousc); and than Lloyd yolled, "Hey! You know what?
Bill Stavens is in towm, on his vacation,"™ Stevens is a tznor player who had left
Pembroke to work on soriz newspeper in westarn Ontario; he i3 almost es mad as Hol-
linger., He used to compose the hsadlines for the Pembroke Ubservsr, and he used to
send me clippings of some of them: % ATIAND FINK DITS AT 692 and "IIIRUSHACHOY DANCTS
AT GAY PARTY” were a couple; end thers wes anothar ons concarning a couple of
crooks who tried to crack a safe, but were injursd (and foiled) when their explos-
iva detonated prematurely; Bill headed ths story, "LUFF JOB; 3L7T7 TOO I00N; but I
think he got into trouble over that one, Anyway, Lloyd yelled (everything said in
his apartment, thet afternoon, was said in 2 yell), "Lst's call 3tavens right now!"
So he picked up ths phone, dielled, and ysllsd, "Bill baby! Hey, crazy! UWe're all
going mad here) liad! Hey, somsbody wants to tell: to you." He handed ms tha phone,
and I yelled, "3i11 baby; OCrezy!" llusicians' speech-pattzrns, you will notice,
tand to be formelized -- nay, cven rituelized, "It's me -- Norm," I yeslled, "Liks
we'rs swingin'd" "Hormic bebyd" 3ill yelled, "Like wild! ‘/het's happenin'??

W3 conversed in this manner for a few minutes, intermittently interrupted by
Lloyd's shouting toward the phons importent informetion that just wouldn't wait:
"Ivarything's going 144D around here! 'e're all going crazy!" To be honest, though,
thors wasn't rsslly any wild party going on: we were just sitting around drinking
wine end playing records., But to Lloyd and 3ill everything is slweys utterly med;
end thay ara elweys on the vargs of hilarious inswnity.

"So meke it on by groovy old LaBine's Hotsl, baby," I shoutad, “end bring your
axs, We gonna blow, Daddy,” "Frantic, llormie baby,"” 3ill screemed, "Like later.
Oops -- hay, sey 'crazy' to Lloyd for ma,"”  "Nutty!™ I hollered, end hung up.
"Stevens says 'crazy', Lloyd." He was digging through z box fullof old 78 rpm
records; hs looked up, "Did you s&y 'crezy' to 3ill for me?" Without waiting



for an answer, he started passing hendfuls of discs to me, "Hsy, remember this
one? Looka who's on trumpet -- B, Bopstein! It's mad, mad, med!"

After anothsr hour or so of wallowing in wine and the nostzlgia avoked by
0ld be-bop records, my fellow Ssndsmon snd I toock leave of Lloyd ( in order to
get beck to tha hotel in time for our Free Supper), efter extrzcting from him
agsurancas that ha would not fail to show up for th2 evaning's fastivitias at
LeBine's Hotsl in Fort Coulonge, ‘we., I laeve it to you to imagine oxoctly how
Iloyd phrzsed his assurences; I leave it to you bsczuse I am tired of typing the
word, "crazy®, Thet's zbout now hs phrased his assurances, though,

Back at tha hotel, we had suppsr (for ths third consecutive dzy, we had our
choice of roast porl: or roest chicken) end continusd drinking, We didn't, aftsr
8ll, want to Ya enything lass convivizl then campletely demented when our Spscial
Guest Stars errived. "Boy, I hops they really come,” tha bassist ¢nd drummer kept
worrying; they hrd bisan thoroughly impressed by Lloyd, and were reedy to be impres~
sed helf to death by Stovens, The pianist (who zlso huppensd to be the Leader of
the group) hedn't an inkling, howevar, of the gele ALl-Ster Jom Session thet was
gcheduled; he wes. pretty prococcupied, senywey, with c¢ttompting to make it with the
Girl Singer, This Girl Singer wes & netive of Fort Coulonge who hcd gons to the
Big City (Ottaws) to lizks Good. About thirty yesers esgo. MNo-one in Ottewa hes ever
heerd of her, but she wes & sonsation a2t this engegemsnt in her home town, I
guass she should never have 1laft there; she might heve baen « big 3ter, in Fort
Coulonga, ‘wa.

It came cs ¢ bit of & surprise, then, to our Leader the pienist, when a guy
wearing ¢ plaid shirt, j2ans, znd e wask's gruwth'of beerd suddenly appsarsd on
the stend and stertod bl@flng. Aetually, tihough, the pianist didn't see hixa coms
on ths. stand; he was pleying sowmsthing liks his fortisth chorus on soms blues tune
when Bill cems in, by 2 side door, carrying his saxophone csse, Bill and I yelled
"Crezy!" at oach other. z Taw.times, whils he wes unpecking his hornj but the
piznist probebly thought thet thesse were criss of encouragement from .the crowd,

So when h3 suddenly heerd great loud HONKs and SCR7ZEs bohind him, znd digested thse
fact that I was standing baeside the pizno, holdirng my horn neck-down, and grinning
even more idioticezlly then I ordincrily do, he immediztsaly cems to the conclusion
that something unusuzl was going on, I sbun around on the nizno stool, buazged
his eyss out zt ths sight of this backwoodsish~lodking guy stomping end honking,
end then spun right around again end bagen pounding hell out of the pieno.,  Bob,
the pianist, is from the Swing sra; and hs can play mors or less in the Waller/
Tatum style, with some Poeterson, ote.,, throvm in &s & conesssion to lodernity;

end haloves loud, vicious tenormsn; so he was going, THOHO,® and "Y3ZAH,” and
welloping the piano while Bill blew a lot of chorusas , And then I blew samg, and
then we took fours (i.e,, alterncted blowing four-bzr solos), and whan we finally
stoppsd pleying -- the tuns lastad cbout fifteen minutes, I'd guess -- demned if
the crowd didn't holler, "HOORAY," end "YAH00," end "C'IZ3T ¥FOU, MON HAZEZ!" Yes-
sir, jezz is ths Universel Lenguage, evan in Fort Coulonge, =wue. -- especially
whar it's full of honks end scress. Bill Stevens cen play nice and cool cnd re-
laxed, wita e fine round Lester Young-ish tone and style, when he wants to,. But
thet viasn't the wey to play, for thet scens end with that crowd end with all thet
boozo ¢nd hilarity in us; so right ewey ws called for znothsr bluss, in thse seme
key (B-flzt -- it's the only key for that kind of -session); only the tempo was
differsnt., We pleysd z medium tempo blues thet Sonny Rollins end John Coltrens
had recorded, callsd "Tenor liednsss,” but it didn't sound much like Rollins or
Coltrene -- &s & mettar of fazet, it scunded like the Sem: 014 ionking, But.you'd



better believe thet it was “fun*; end the rest of the night was like that, espec-
ially whan Hollingsr straggled in znd begen thumping his bass (z2llowing our bassist
to play the slsctric guitar he'd brought elong, hoping he'd get a chencs to play
it,) I don't msan thet ws just ldede HNoise the rest of the night; no, we playzd some
Good Music, too -- “Body and Soul,"™ end good old things like that --; but we did
meke somez lovely nolse, much of the time, 4And everyone did, indeed, Go Med --
crowd, waiters, hotel owner, znd, not least of 2ll, the All-Star Jazz Bznd itself,

"en the lest fortissimo B-flat had finally bszen sounded, 3tevens end Lloyd
end I bought ¢ case of baar et the ber, «nd went to my room; the bassist end the
drunmer begged off arnd want to slaep in another room, with the cxcuse thzt thay
hed to get up eerly to drive back to Ottewa (so did I -- I was going with the
bassist -- but I didn't cere.) The piznist didn't join us, because he hed en ap-
pointment with the Girl Singer, in her room (which wes next to mine; lloyd, Bill
end I yellad ancouraging remerics through th: wall, most of the night.) 3o we sat
in ny room, driniting beer ind listening to fine jezz from YICFL, Chicego, on 3ill's
portzeble redio, 4dbout five o'clock, Bill sighed deaply end fell buckwerds con one
of the beds, snoring melodiously (honk scree.) A4vout ten minutes later, I did
likewise, on thz other bad, Lloyd 3till hed cbout @nother hour of telizing to do.

About eight o'clock, thz bassist welked into the room cnd asked if I wented to
go bacls to Ottewa with him., I didn't, ospoeciclly -- not right then, znyhow -- but I
woke up anyvey end discoversd thet evary bone in my body was obroken. This I per-
ceivad to be dus to the fact thet I wes heinsg crushed to dezth cgainst the wall by
the gigantic form of Lloyd dHollingsr, Journalist; I hed to kick him rather severely
in order to pry myself from the bed, "Hih? UWouzzet?" he muttered, "lMad, thass
what, Madness," hs seid, sittins up., "Hsy, Stevens," he yelled, "Got up! Crazy!
Let's GO!" Tasn he stood on his head., "Yoge," hs explained, "Crazy,"

Ant 8o we all stumbled down the stairs, end out to the perking lot, and got in-
to our sepzrets cers, Once egein we yelled the rituel words et each other; £nd then
Bill end Lloyd vroomad off in one direction, while ths basgist and I went in another,
So what's the point of this story? Thers surely isn't much plot, end thers certain-
ly isn't eny punchlins, I zuess the point is that I felt liks writing abou*t it be-
cause thet little Heppenin' is one of the things I want to remembosr about my Line
of Work, I want to rsad this e long time from now and lcugh like hell, remembering
those two mezdmen end good old Fort Coulongs, ‘awz, I don't know when I'll ses both
Hollinger ¢ nd Stevens, tozather again: Bill is hundreds of miles eway in Ckethem,
Ont,, slyly inserting double-cntendres into the headlines znd news stories published
in the Chathem News; Llioyd Hollinger, Journalist, is going lied all by himself in
Pembroke, Ont., while all of that town's citizens wetch with ewe, It mey be years
before the three of us g:t togsther zghin on some creeky bendstand in some jerky
villege, =znd rzkzs glorious noise end yell at each other znd generzlly go lMad. dnd
mainly the point of +this story is that I zm going to send copias of this Dsscant to
Bill end Lloyd; meybs they'll 2njoy re-reading it, in 1990, znd mayb: they'll give
m3 & phona-cell, than, znd yell, "Lormie beby! Whet's happenin'®®

Crezy, Bi1l} Crezy, Lloyd! Nobody's .oing vary likd wround here., ‘luwt's
happenin' in Chathe:a? VWact's nepwenin' in Pembroke? And whet do you suppose is
haprenin' in swingin' old Fort Coulongzes, 8,7

Why don't you nove to Cttawa? Crazy?®

-- nje



