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MATLING COMMENTS Y 5y NORM

Horizons: Harry Warner

About the lMartin Bit, a Lest Word from me: however mush one may

wish it were otherwise, it is now obvious that there will not
be & "reinstetement by the officers with profuse espologies®™; and the several petitions
heve shown pretty conclusively thet the majority of FARA just isn't interested in
heving Liertin reinsteted, Ever swere of the futility of flegellsting expired eQuines,
T rumble 2 grudging shiffuh, and resolve never to telk about Zd lartin-asgain (well,
hardly ever).

I don't know.why it is, but that "old rule of thumb" you mention -- %one knows
everything when young, doubts sverything when meture, believes everything when grow-
ing o0ld® --' seems to be popping up everywhere I go, letely., A new radio station, in
Ottawa, redently began "tosting," prior to its officisl opening; be tween segments of
recorded "Good liusic" (pap) some unctuous amnouncer would deliver homilies, and:.damn
if thet one, ebove, wasn't quoted at least once every hour., . I'm getting pretty sick
of that maxim, I tell you, slthough of course-1 believe it -- just as I seem %o be-
lievs everything, letely;

Is there something terribly secret about "the full story of kuss Woodmen's
gafiation,” that you mention it and then refrain from amplifying? It was "the ons
logicel, setisfying reeson for gafiesting"? You mean he quit drinking?

. . “ ! N

"Some teachers stert pupils on the scele exerciges with the most zccidentzls™? .

But, Hérry: scciflentels asre sharps and flsts thet ere not in the sceles.

Regerdless '0f whether it's too late to invent ¢ new.means of signifying quasi-
quotes, I wonder whether there is eny standard fannish way of pronouncing "quasi":
KiWiWzee seems natursl to ne now (zlthough some yeurs zgo, my pronunciation wes KWAY-
zes), but I recently heard sn awesomely learned person say nWAlzye, snd I phought,
"Ges, that must bes Right." So then, after sll these yeers, I looked it up in ths
dictioneries, end found thet it's supnosed to be KiWAY¥Yzye, I have & large suspicion
thet thet is the only pronunciestion thet fens don't use, o I suppose zbout 64
Fepens will tell :e that thet's the wey they've slways pronounced it. I won't be-—
lieve thsm,

Fine remsrks on the utter mesninglessness of LP liner notes, but I don't envy
you the job of g thering the quoted meteriel., I'd thought of doing a similar sort of
thing ebout the egregious writing on the jackets of jezz LPs (after Joe Pilati had
struck out diseppointingly =- in Log —- with what could have been a greet short ert-
icle), but I seam not to be e¢bls to read two gets of liner-notss in succession with-
out going into either recking spasms of lsughter or hours of misanthropic dspression,
Hsy, Ted "mite, would you egres thet Normen Gpenz and Ozzie Cadena ere two of the
world's worst? (Next to Ornstte Colemen, of course,)



Synepse: Jack Spser

4s Welter said of your last two issues, fzll but illegible® —-

perticulerly, for some strznge reason, in the even-numbered pages
(in our copy, enywey). I say this not so much cerpingly «s regretfully, I can't
undarstend how you, with zll your ysars of fanning, can continue to produce such con-
sistently eye-straining fanzines; if it is the case that these laztest issues are so
poorly reproduced beczuse you are unfamilisr with mimeogrephy, I sympathize znd trust
thet things will improve as you grow more skilful with prectice; but I don't know, be-
ceuse your dittoed fanzines, which you turned out Tor hundreds of yeers, were equally
botched, Don't you cere whether psople ere shle to rezd whet you've written (to use
your own line on you). Don't come bezck by telling me thet some DesScants were pretty
bed-looking; we know that, end when we decided thst we just couldn't produce a fanzins
of even pessing legibility on our old broken Print-o-llatic, we farmed the production
work out — first to Phil Herrell end then to Paul Wyszkowski, those Wizards Of The
Mimeograph, Wishing you were the seme,

I wonder how meny fans are as enthusiestic zbout Fentesis es I am, and as you
seem to be, I'Ve ssen a number of refersnces to it, in fenzines, in the past year or
so, It's a custom -- almost 2 ritual -- with me to see the film every time it comes
to Ottawa; but it hesn't been around in the pest seven or eight yéars, znd I miss it,
(I did see parts of it on the Walt Disney'TV progrzm, but, that wey, it was No Good, )

Rl igbscher went frult in Californie™: do you hold that homosexuzls are cuiprits‘?
I think that using the word "fruit” (when not in jest) is comparable to using the'" word
& i ", 1 believe that, in most cases,-a homosexual is no more responsible for his
deviation than a Negro is for his color; and the scornful epithet-, "fruit,” is

indicative of an intolerance I hadn’t expected of Liberal you. .

I can understand '"faaanish,” I suppose, but why do you write '"fanish”?2. Is that
your own custom, /or is 1t an old if neglected, fanhish pract1ce‘7 .

I didn’t say that "Glna S ﬁngers hit the wrong’keys I said that hOf typlng
"stumbles” and "crawled” (or vice Versa) in the same sentence wa’i*l a minor error,
resulting from hasty stencilling.” It was my writing "war” for "car” that I said was
a slip of the finger. khod, this- is getting to be a boring topic/' ("Getting to be?”’)
I also wrote (And Then I Wrote ...)., in the last Descant, that Gina’s Goof was "Quite

enviously a minor.error ...”% gee, do you suppose I meant "enviously"?
t e

Gosh, a whole page of creebing, grotching comments to you; your style-must be
contagious. Oh well, I’ll be wishy-washy for a moment, and say that I like yer ole
fanzine, even though it does look as if you stencilled it with your foot.

————————— -~ - —

——— - - - . s——

Phentesy Press: Dan lMcPheil
The trouble with your msiling 'commsnts is that they seem
to be written for people outside of FAPA who heve not seen
the meilings -- things like "Marion JZirmer 3radley has left the windy reaches of thé
Lone Star State ..." and "In the good but all-too-short cstegory was ..."; you might
try the second-person epprozch, for more Togetherness or something, e.g., ®Well,
Merion, I see you've left the windy reaches of the Lone Stur Stete ...2




Vendy: Juenita and Robert Coulson 42 o
_ Juenite: Okey, I guess maybe I am convinced that’
" there is such & thing as perfect pitch, after alls
Pzul "fyszkowski has told me, in his scientific way, that people who don't heve perfect
pitch —- great mejority though they be -- heve likely got something wrong with their
brains, I've zlways suspected this, sbout myself, so mayde he's right (he hesn't got
perfect pitch either).

Just in passing: I wish you would seperate your comments to Ginz end me: like,
when I read you saying "Your comments on food echo my own,” I dorn't know whether you
meen mine or Gina's -- wa've both telked zbout food, snd we each have our own ideas
ebout it, No put-down, but I think I would say "oog" at the sight of baby lime beans
in butter and milk, ‘

Perfume? Well, I myself like & littls -- just e little -- touch of Miinuit e
Fort Coulongs" on my left elbow, for those gpscial oceesions; for ordinzry knocking
about, it's "iIssence d'Extra 0ld Stock" lingering tantelizingly on my breath; some-
times, though, thess subtle scents are feintly overpowered by ny supplementery eroma
of ®Chonques de Gerlic de Hier Soir,"™ In fect, es Ginez sometimes puts it, prectising
to bs & good bilingual Cenadien, "On resks comme ls merde,"

"The epe aneclysis was intoresting, What did fLpex think of it?" Why, it dissolved
immedistely, that's what, (Didn't it?)

Thenks for the comment on the Dogdiddle, but it wesn't a FAPAzineg; I guess I
should heve msde that clser, Oh well, et least it didn't get eny points in the Ego-
boo Poll, as Potsherds In Gaze did (it wesn't & FiPizine eithsr),

BT: Fescinating stuff zbout stegehendery; I wince with sympathy, though, for
Waring's poor old musicians; but, actuslly, I suppose the musicians themselves didn't
give much of & derm, but just wantad to get.the ridiculous thing over with end get
back on the bus end to their jugs (or whetever it is that a Fred Wering sidemen might
Use), . 4nd sbout the rockiroll bznd that followed Haring: you know, L think I've
worked with them. ell, some guys very much like them, enywey. Yeah, I think Ronny
Something was his nems. b

Buck: No, the novice drunk driver geins experience by curcening around the high-
ways, lecrning how to cope with #11 the other novices, When one becomes z mature,
habituzl drunik driver, ons scorns such childish play: one goes in for more demanding
sports such s leeving ¢ .suburben cockteil party by travelling 90 miles an hour down
the laneway &nd seeing how meny Times on cen turn left in succession without actuzlly
forgetting which way is up; it's & chellenge, men. (I ryself do not drive; that is
because I am & Saint. )

How meny readsrs hove informed me (ebout the Dogdiddls) thet I shouldn't meke
fun of anything thet serious? Surprisingly (end rether di seppotntingly), none. Ivery-
body seid Zihpheha® and BIt puts things in Parspective®; it didn't, though. 4w hell:
I'd been expecting quite ¢ few Nut reesctions, but the only one ceme from John Bpard-
man, who sent me his fenzine, ‘ "

Spinneker Reach: elarcy ‘ _ e ;

Hey there, Russell, I have =« terrific idea! If oné-shots are
%no fun to read,® (whether typo-corrected or not) why don't
you just Not Read them? Of course that would deprive us 21l of the Tun of reading
your interesting meiling comments on.those one-shots that you so masochistically
forced yourself to eyetrack; but whet the hell,




Cetch Traps Marion Bredley )
Whet is the Fantosy Ameteur Press Society? One of those
axclusive aroups, I bet, Whet is the singular of "stencilae™?

You didn't like The Reelist because "the humor is too bitter"? Whet kind of
humor do you like: sweet, sour, salt, or brackish? And "the literary que lity is nil%?
Why, Terry Carr is a contributor ( and so is Steve Stiles, but of course he is not
very litersry)., And you think that Kressner's opinion of humanity is low, Well, is
yours high? Iine isn't, The other night, while weiting for s bus, I sew & little
girl struck down by & car on 4ylmer's mein street; I don't now whet megic grapevine
works on these occasions, but in thirty seconds hslf the town was on the scene, whoop-
ing, yelling, lazughing, setting off fireworks, copping feels heer end there, etc. I
had to get on the bus befors the party reelly got going, but I learned the next day
thet the little girl hsd lain on ths street for forty-five minutes or so, befors
someone thought it might be & good idee to cell an embulesncs or something, But a
good time wes had by ell, -

Tne indifference merk ought to be adopted J.mmedlately by fans; it would be in-
veluable in meiling caurents and:the liked WS

What is this aversion to flat ksys all you songwriters hzve? You say thet you
usuelly write music in the keys of A minor, D winor (ockey, I'1l grent you that one
flet, but it's not exactly cricket, beczuse you ere =ble to sneak in thet .ole c-
sherp end B netural sometimes) end -- oog -— B mejor, Uhen I write songs, they sare
in B-flat, E~-flat, ¥, or mesybe once in & while G or C; well, that's my prejudice., You
pley autoharp? I wonder if Curt Jenke will breek up when .hs lezrns (right hers) thet
we heve & Union liysician listed in the Upion Directory under "Autoharp®; I haven't
pleyed ¢ gig with him yet (nenver even met hinm, in fa ct), but I suppose it's inevit-
able, I'm not putting down the cutohexrp, per se (I suppose they're grest things to
heve sround, for one's own amusement), but the ides of & Professionsl Autoherpist is
just too much (like sz Professional MysicalSew-ist). (I might add thet the loss of
of ®soms brightness end clerity of feeling®™ in-the piece that you hsd to trenspose
from 4 to G, was probebly.not objective, but hes to do with your owm voczl runge..)

Your remerk thst you intend to give up xmes cerds “next year®™ reminds me thet
I wanted to say to the various fans who sent us cerds lest xmas (end previous ones)
thet Gine end I send no cerds, except to her immediste fawily in Alberta, and thet
nobody shoulld feel slighted because he didn't get one from us, We send no xmus cerds
be cause we have Convictions, znd .= Tight Bydget besides, So, merry ames, Marion and
those who are rezding e meiling comment not addressed to them!

I guess thet 0.

4llerlei; Walter Breen

is ¢/w Catch Trgp (which is ¢/w Day*Ster), so I guess it reelly

shouldn't get the separete rubric that ~- look! -- it did get.

Hah; I was Boing to say, "How clever of me! I know what Kim Chi is!"™ DBut you
beat me to it, becsuse you ars so demned clever; anywey, I got it out of an old
Around-The-World (disclzimer) Cookbook, quite by esccident, which isn't so demmed
clever of m, Oh well, my I&, though never mezsured, has boon estimated to bes about
43, (But ’chzt, of course, is when I'm sober.)
She g a singer, Wolter --BR?

—— 1 - ———— ——




Allerlsi, cont'd
"Why, & 50¢ piece is silver color, of c¢."™ is a pretty Breenish comment. -

®Ploase bring back DESCANT? Tyice you say it, even? Didn't you get the last
ons (#11)? If you didn't —- for whetover resson —- surely lizrion did? Well, if you
didn't get that issue, lot me know; after all, we trasde fenzines, don't we? (Hey, I
never got the lest couple of F?nacs; end I am dying to find out What's New in the fan
world letely, )

You cen't enthrely sheke yourself free of your Oatholic background, huh? "Who'd
want to go to Helen Bedd?" is the sort of joke that would go over rerl big, maybe; at
& Cetholic Youth Orgenization Comaunion Breakfsst, but falls pretty flat in such an
Urbene, Sophisticated group such as FAPA, I spseck with all the authority of a former-
Cetholic alterboy and (later) choir-member snd (leter still) Rebel Renegeds Agnostic
("4 fuzzy-minded atheist,” according to my ex-Protestant wife, Georgins, former PAPA
contributor),

Your me to Chauvenet: "Your FANACs must heve got lost in the post"; oh, came ON,
Wezlter, The USPOD may be staffed with 1r;1bec:.les, fS.-you believe, but surely everyone's
(y end Russell's) copies couldn't be "lost in the post™; why not Just edmit that you
heven't mailed meny .ﬂanchS in the lpst eon or two? il 3

Losm 1

Bae Over Twos Curtis blghod Janke Ofm :
ERSATA W i 31‘16f commant nere, I‘m afrald but mam,ly the ‘brief
SRS S ‘_-‘ comﬂent is", 11iks,, "Hoo;t‘,ay and yehoo.end-phohsha and:.
boy cen that sumbidge writel® "I'm v‘eferrm of course, %o, LyQur, &gna.flcent siashing
end mziming of the C#—:Ls-higner-than—Db credo grezt stuf.;t‘. Ditto,; with mors roars,:
for your blt c.bou’c ﬁoque-musm etc. Gee, ’I msh you would ke J‘t in. everyx mailiﬂg.

W

|

59 a2l

Sercon’s Bane. FM. Busby - :
i i smBat, Buz, I did ‘poo vote for Murtln —— sprt of...Don’t you.
et .?"-f' St ren:ember (sure “yau do)? ° I Seid in.e letter to you, %Well; !
I'm not-veoting' in*the egoboo pdll thls yeer, not, aven for &4 Martin, . %vrever, i 1= hee
were to get 32 votégs, I'qd certdinly I‘eel tn@ Bez;i‘ect‘ﬁaol S0 ;;.f he goas get- 32
votes, add -ming &s the 33rd.- Uthel‘WlSc., _1nclude me ‘out -—- thls year, ~ERYWaye® T
forgot, though,' that Glna would hcve {:o VOte, _too but, enyway, I {hd vote, Lo o 433

Martin, Sort of.

S0 you cen't, play "Gett ing Bill '‘Bvens to the tI‘&ln“ zny moré- Well hov} do you o
like the Gems of Ge’uting 30yd R?eburn On Lne Trdi]l? It's mug;h more v1olent ‘game ,

I undarstznd, - ¥ ) : >l R O et S,

ind The Rest Of You Guys: iRt o
‘ ; T | Since we're playlng, the' Geie of Iostmcllsvn.lle .( or. "Hasty o
Hasty")\mt once afain, I am forced. to, fi"llsh off the,.meiling
comments with this psge, even though*I'd "1like to" have seid ¢ few more words to seversl
people, particulerly such as ‘ndy Main (and I'm SOrTY, Andy, thet l.never gt apound
to thanking you for Flunking Fink, or- whate‘ver it was’ Called that you sent S0 long
8go; so thanks),. Rédd Boggs, Dick Eney,' BTohn and,.,.. oH, probabl¥ & whole lot of.
others., Except you, -you idiot{ -Well, the August muiling is already here, so itls
time to get this Show 3iz on thé rOad. *-IOpln{r you are the same,

Shiffuh, so tc speak




HORIZONS ({z,rne.r)
; v...//—/’
- Your article on schadenfreude was very good,

It would be a bit of ecadenfreude on my psert 1f I were to try to.dis-
courage you from going to Burope but I doubt that people are basicelly any nicer
to each other there than they are in America. They're parheps nice to tourists,
who bring them money, snd whom they may feel a traditionsl.hospitelity towards,
But hospitality can be misleading, Soms of the cruslist of peoples can be at
the ‘seme time bound to certain ritusls of hoSpitality. (Some outstending .
examples would be Americen frontiersmen and Ame ricen Indians, present-day
American Southerners, Bedoins, etc)¥ Such people would be very hospitable :if you '
happened on them under such circumstances as to invocke their traditionsl rites of
welcoming the stranger, offering him food, etc., but they ‘could be meliciously
cruel when éncountered under what.they considered to be hostile conditions, even
to someone they'd made welcome: just s short time befores I'm being extreme and
'i1t's not likely thet in present-day Europe you're likely to be scalped, :
not literal]y enyway, but any hospitablity you might experience as a visitor ‘
wouldn't necassarily reflect the.people's deily bshavior to each other and
their behavior to you if you stopped being a visitor and became s resident.

As an exemple: I recently reed'soms praise for New York policement by e

Censdisn who had asked one for directions on a visit to NYC and had thersupon

been personally guided to her destination end, because she was Cengdian, wWes wished
“"Bienvenue”, Are NY policeman like Car 54 characters? Rezlly?

The story wes ingenious, well done and, like others you've done, the penultimate
in fan-fiction:; - it mekes sense only to fans.. Between this and the article om
schadenfreude you have ne:xt year's poll wre pped ups

Norm and I gre intrigned by.the john that "doesn't get touched by human hends”
(how sbout other humsn perts? How ere you prevented from - touching i} with hands
if you »eally want to?) 2nd which is “frost-proof” '(why frost-proof? Is it
outdoors?) and which arouses the ire of the Heslth Department.

*(and fans?)

TARGET FAPA (Fnay) - liked the Anthropophegos bit, TATOOED DRAGON (Rotsler) - En
joyed,




B/2 (Duian Tenke)

.'I enjoyed your comments on thst Bonanza show, & don't gonowgl 1Y wetchs "
that progrem but the preview in the paper intrigued me, I memtjoned in a recent
letter to ILichtmen's zims (in the context of the ourrapt nicety of avoiding words
like N-gr- and J-w) that I'd once caught a Bonanza tolerance show about an
"Israselite”, Sho muff, on this latest tolerance show they have a character who
is "a runaway slave™ or a "famous opera singer” but never a N-gr-, nor even a
P-rgs-n -f C-1l-r, Your whols bit was besutiful, I too noted the Postentatious
civility” with which those good Cartwright boys treated the Negro girl, Perhaps
it was becauge they weren't quite sure if she was colored, which was understandabla,
While watching I tried to imagine how a lone Nggro girl, wiith nobody to protect
her but her poor snivdlling Tom daddy, would actually have fared in that frontier
town where pople were rough and didn't cotton much to “ex-slaves®, ‘A possibly
more realistic tolerance western was done on (I think) Rifloman concerning a Negro
man who gets im troubls with a mob when ho single-handedly tries to prevent the
raps of an Indian girl by some drunken white men, (Featured Semmy Davis' gun-
twirling, ) :

Reminds mo of the day a frierd (whose color I won't mention) pointed out that the
listing .in the tv guide and the blurbs on the air for the night's movie, the Jackie
Robinson Story, advertised it as the oxciting story of an ox-football player (%),
an ex-resideont of Los Angoles, and an ~ox-playsr for a Montrecal bascball club, who
made good in thg big leagua. Not one word of why Robinson is femous, which of
course i8 boecauss - 28

: (consoraed) ,

Voting for Wallaco becauso you're against too much centrsl power is like
voting for Hitler bocause you'ro against inflation, Anybody who voteS for a man
who talks with snickers about ®Japansse Baptists and Phinese Presbytoerians”, and
who says (I'm wildly quasi-Quoting now) that just the other day a nico old Nigre
minister-shuffled into his office and said yassuh bawss you done mo fo mgh people
than King and Core snd the Naacp put togethor--anybody, I say, who votes for that
because he's afraid of too much central power has holes in his head, When you have
a headache, do you roach for the strychnine? I fail to see how "too~-strong®
federal govornment under a moderate and apperently well-meaning men like Johnson
is more torrifying then ANY kind of govermnment under a yahoo like Wallacc.

Also, amyone who votes for Goldwator becauso he's against too mich fedexral
power Votes for someons who talks about eQueality end stuff in a much more sSophisti-
ceted menner but who nevertheless Stetes baldly that ho's in favor of letting the -
Southern statos settle their racial probloms any way thoy plcase without fedoral
interfersnce, "It may bo wise or morel thet Nggro childraen go to school with
white, but they certeinly have no civil right to do so," He foels that states"
rights, and states' freedom, sre highor than morality and individuel freedom,

And now, after giving a groat deal of thought to tho civil rights bill, he has
decided to votc against it, ®It would sbrogete poople's God-given rights and
force pooplo ‘to live under a police stato,? 4s my sistor-in-law romsrked, this
stend mekes sonso only if Goldwstor difforentistos betwoen people and Nggroes,

SCATALOG (Wilson) -

-About Sturgeon's double-soxcd Venusiens: Tho problem was intriguing, so
I turned the full force of my dirty mind on the question ond solved it quickly,
If the soxual perts wors on the front, melo on left, fomale on right (or vice
versa), wouldn't thast work? Picturo it znd enjoy onjoy.



DAMBALLA (Hznsen)

I remember too the embarrassment of having to sing alone in music class. We
hed to sing alone in order to b classified by range (a2t that age everybody in the class
was an alto or soprano but the boys were called tenors to mske them feel better end one
or two even made baritone)s Once classified, we were placed in the appropriats place in
the choir, the choir consisting of the entire class regardless of ability. The teacher
didn't try to weed out the sick sounds, Rsther, she picked out the good ones, since they
were fewer, and they were encouraged to try to influence by example their neighbors;

I was meither a good nor a sick sound, I sang at first but I couldn't stick to my part
when I heard other people singing other notes, " Or at least I didn't think I was singing
right, but I couldn't really be sure because I couldn't pick myseTf out of the general
din, So I usually just mouthed, Bspecially at the competitive festivals,

The highest--in both range and prestige--rank of the choir was the descant, which I
was never skillful enough to make, until now of courss,

Music classes. touched on various aspects of music, After choir singing we moved on to
composition. We were each supposed to compose a little song and then, one sad morning,
the teacher played them all for us. I hadn't the faintest idea of how to meke up a

tune (we had no piano at home and this clasg was really my first exposure to music), so
I merely followed the rules--all the notes in the same key, except for an zccidental
thrown in to show I'd been in class that particular day¥, proper number of beats per
measure, bar lines, time signature, clefs properly drewn on the right limes, stems
turned dovn on high notes and up on low notes, clever use of two or three different-
lengbth rest-signs, Etc, I got my minimum msrks for these details but the melody wasn't
very catchy,

Dijd your professional dog~trainer train both you and your dog yet? DNeither of you make
puddles on the Tug now?
®whe reas Harry was playing

MELANGE (Tyimbles) hooky.

Porhaps I'm getting middle-aged (shfu) but I seem to be reminiscing about
my childhoed lately, However I reminisce not with nostalgia but still with dismay, so
I guess I'm not middle-aged yet, Anyway, your bit on names reminded me of a school-
teacher named Dr, Ililler who one day, during what was supposed to be a sort-of-party
just before Xmas holidays, had a little gams of meking up riddles out of the students’
nzmes and we had to guess, What he did for mine was something Qquite simple, liks
Ufeminine version of a king's neme.,® But for The Other Georgina he made up a mors
elgborate one:~ "First part--something you say to a horse, Second part--a musical
instrument, Third part--shortest word in ths Epglish language.” (Gee-organ-a) Well,
yves, he was stretching.

The Other Georgina was the bane of my existance that year. She was beautiful, well-
groomed, well-dressed, could dance, sing, play piano, did well at track and gym and
baseball, She could draw and paint and sew., She got excellent marks, She wWas popular
with girls, boys and teachers, With the male teachers, she flirted outrageously,

I won't describe what I was like; it's enough to say that except for marks I wasn't
oven on the racetrack, And my lacks seemed conspicuous enough to me without having
someone with the same, not-very-common, nsme Showing ms up so0 spectacularly.

It was releyed to me by a friemd (?) that, in a math class she attended but I didn't,

Dr. Miller made some sort of invidious comparison before the class about the two
Georginas, I instently hated him, I gloated when shertly afterwards Dr. Miller was
publicly tortured to a state of scarlet sputterirg by a boy who had vwery nearly perfected
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*never mind, J.S.

the art of teacher-baiting, What he had against Miller I don't know; but he stood
up one day, with innocent face end fragile figure, appasrently as yet untouched by the
puberty that was ravishing the rest of us, and maede an induiry sbout soms silly thing
Miller had on his bulletin board, right between WHAT IT'LL BE LIKE ON THE MOON and
SEX LIFE OF THE GLADIOLI, namely a zodiac chart, with a women in it, similer to the
one pictured above, What he wanted to know was whet those ®secrets® were, He-
refused to be brushsd off., Miller, backed into & corner, finally admitted that
"They have to do with the differences between men and women.® 91 don't understand,”
said the boy, who understood perfeétly well and who lacked only the practicgl
experience, "I wish you would explesin,” and the class sQuirmsd in horrified glee,

I wonder what becams of The Other Geargina, We went to different high schools add

I lost treck of ler., Sike probably went on to s glorious an adult life as she hed
childhood, but psrhaps not, In high school I attended classes with z girl who
reminded me very much of Georgina tho she, thenk god, was named Pat, She had ell the
‘attributes of Georgins and was even more vivacious, and her flirtings with ths male
teachers~-perhaps because thils was several ysars later and most of us girls except
guess who were beginning to look pretty good--had even more success, The chemistry
teacher, who also put on the school plays, gave her a special seat right in front of his
desk where he could chat with her before starting classes, end while the rest of us
were writing up "experiments™ during classses, and he gave ner the lead part in the
school play, (I resemted all this because of course I hed terrible crushes on all
those old fossles,) Rumor had it thet Pat's biggest number in the play, a song and
dence bit, was just terribly sexy. (It turned out to be innocently appropriate to
the peasant-blouse and drindl she wore for it ((it was a "Swiss* play, full of
holes)),) I met Pat uptown the other day, these msny miles end years sway from

our old high school, Thet swest precocious body in the sweaters of yesteryesar was
now matronlys she was still vivacious, but 30 years of laughing and cute grimscing
had left her face linsd and startlingly old-looking, Her heir was gray end a
blizzard raged therein., She wore a bright pilnk dress, pink haet with veil, fuschie



gloves and she had & squere of carBboard pinned to one ample breast, for she was with
a group of labelled church ladies, We chatted for a few minutes, declering that we
must look each other up real soon, She is married to an Anglican minister who has

a church in & small town outside Ottawa,

JESUS BUG (Main)

I saw & good Goldweter cartoon showing a man with a Goldweter button
saying, ®See, our man hes an anti-poverty cempzign too?, and in the background is
Goldweter stalking sbout, jaw jutting, pointing finger sternly at reggedy couple ard
holding aloft a sign that says STOP ZEING POCR,

In & lew office where I worked once there was a young lawyer, fresh out of law school,
the son of immigrant farmers, and whose older brother had already gone out into the
world end mede his fortuns 2s a war-surplus dealer, and who was therefore anxious to
make good in the more prestigious field of law, He was eager to please; he blushed
whenever anyore said anything to him; he gravely said "You're welcome™ to every
1ittle rout ine thankyou that came his way; he was never the oms to break off an
exchange or conversation, He was anxious for business and never turned anyoms avay,
Thus it ceme %o pass that one day he found himself with a very unpleasant divorce
case, Now it is generally thought that in this country we have only omne grounds for
divorce-~adultery-~but there are a couple of others which have to do with ¥unnatural”
sexual behsvior, This case involved & young fazrm wife who wondersed why hsr husband
was, so, long at the barn, She went out to see, and discovered him betraying her with
a2 cow, He was henging by his hands from a rafter, Wowee, I don't know how divorce
cases are handled befors the court, but I've imesgined, with a touch of sehadenfreude
rerheps, that this poor blushing boy, after suffering through the details from the
dlstraught wife, and dictating sems to his steno (not mel—=I stumbled on this while
doing the filing), then had to read all this $tuff aloud from the divorce petition
for the edification of the court, o : : o

B survived to fight another.day, however, Soon he was off’ to police cour® with
some sSordid matter, Wg *asked him on his return how he'd made out and he said,
®Justice has triumphed and I'm going to appeal. p

1B

SCHNAPES (Spear)
Tliank you for the little mailing comment to Jenny, which.she enjoyed,

Oh all rlght mea culpa, I confused my tenses, I originally drafted that
plece in the past tense, but when I copied it onto stencil it occurred to me that 1t
would be more "1mmediate" to transpose it into the present tense, I goofled a few
verbs, caught some of them with corflu and let a few get by just to meke you happy.
let me know ry score this issue, won't you?

I don't remember the Bresn article you mention but your DEMOCRACY IS NOT SQ IUMB
(tho the title mskes me crings) was good, sen51ble, worthwhile,,.in short, I zgree

with it.

Yes; I can see how unsmployment stabilizes prices, the way famine s’cabillzex
populetion. But' surely trere are batter ways, (You coolly refrained from
endorsing or condemning unemployment ss a means of stabilizing prices. )



Now Jack in your hundreds of ysars of reading fanzines surely you've now end egain
come across z boy pinup or two, How about those pictures of naked men stretching
skyward (sterding on their tipsytosiocs so's their enkles would look thinmer) and
holding up ziggrzeggies or rocketships et erm's length, Or all those men in the
provocative skintight spacesuits, mit boots end all, Thet's old stuff, What fan-
zingsareally need now is pinups of....Well forget it, (I was just going to say
Pturtles and horsies?, )

If FIRE WARDENS OF OUTER SPiCE (es Boyd once saw it listed) isn't, god help us,

the worst sf film in ths world, I'll héve confirmstion scon,  To fill up summer zir
time when no ome but me is wetching, a loczl station is putting on SF Thsatrs, which
is going to show a number of the wordt sf films, To get the series to last ell
summer would use up 8ll tis helfway decent films quickly, but it's not likely they
have any of thet kind st all, (Who says we don't heve good films on Csnedian tv
enywey?) The first one is to bs sbout & criminal with & radiocactive brain, The
second is about ¢ men being attacked by giant crabs, - Yes, - Wsll axd that is to

be follovsd by TEENAGERS FRAi QUTER SPACE,

KARUN4 (®llerns)

Bill: How now sirrah; I've read the odd issue, 80 to speek, of F&SF end it hes
been erud for & long long time,; even when White wes doing jezz criticism & hed no
pert of it. Eyen if White wers solely responsible, what's with your unrestrained
frothing? Somshow it sounds es if it must be somsthing more personul am closer to
your heert than the fate of F&ST,

Jeyne: I'm'interested in JAIA/fdddAd nutrition, I seldom get colds or other
_ infections, I cope With a ten-room house (quiet Boyd), a garden, two smell
children, a half-dey job, amd I nursed my bables, but, I admit, I do get a bit
tired now and then.

I'm not really being sarcastic, I do try to pay soms attention to nutrition--like
mek ing whole-grein porridges or muffins for breakfast 1nstecd of eating cornflakes,
end so Ol ]

‘

(as an eside--the results you mention &8 showing up in test animals sound 1like
‘whet you might prect if the irrediated food were redicective itself, If it were
irradiated I cen see how its nutritive value might be partly destroyed, but unless
it were left with radiztion of its own it shouldn't czude that sort of demage., On
the other hend--and I don't know enything about biochémistry--possibly the
irradisted food hes dameged basic units--amino zcids or whatever, which it would
be broken down to but not beyond in digestion-—-which would be incorporsted into the
erimsl eating the food, By ger, I think I'll write our F&D depertment., )

I'm wondering whers you get all the information on milk. It sounds esuthoritative,
but befors I begin worrying I'd like to.know sbout:.the sources and the credentials
of the sources, But assuming your informetion is right on this ome point, that the
fat in the milk is required for efficient essimilstion of calciumi- My kids get
powdered skim milk because of the grezt difference in price between it and bottled
milk, but they get butter as well, sepzrately, Does that mke up for'the lack of’
croem? r



VANDY (Coulsons)

If Bruce is already sounding out words from phonetics, he should be reading very
soon (tecking into sccount summer diversions). ' :

In the pest few yeers I've rsad in verious pleces that children should be taught to
reed between the #ges of 3 and .5, Children of this age ere leerning = grest deel
about their society end environmsnt through spoken lenguage and are capable of
leerning even more through written lenguege. This is the zge when they are most
eager to learn and esre wide open to whatever is offered them, By the time they'rs
six, most of their personslity treits sre set, It is better to encourage their
natural interest in learning et 4, when it msy then lzst a lifetime, then discoursge
it 2t 4 end try to instil it at 6 when & lot of children heve already passed thet
first esrly receptiveness, '

Well, this stuff impressed me, However, I didn't know how to go about tesching Jenny,
It turned out thet all I needed.to do wes cocch a little bit from the sidelines,
During her second winter she whiled away the snowy deys looking at magazinss and
cataloguss, asking the names of various things, including letters, It seened es
reasonzble to tell her the namss of T-shepes es of giraffe-shzpes. During her third
winter, between reluctant forays into the blizzerds, she did a lot of drawing, &s
much of letters as of other things--lstters efter ell are sasy, During her fourth
winter she kept occupied for several months with toys, Lsurie, drewing, psinting,
pegting, cutting out, ete., but in the doldrums of January she was clearly bored,
She demended to be meed to a lot, and efter I extricated myself she would sit around
peering st her books and rsciting word-for-word the stories she knew by heert, It
seemed the right time to let her in on the secret of phometics, I told her whet a
couple of letters sounded like &nd -how they fitted together into words, The informe-
tion seemed to ennoy her and I Sopped., At the time the way she rescted seemed to
indicete that she wasn't ready to learn yet, but I know better now, Since-then I've
noticed frequently thet when I tell her something that requires an effort on her
part to esgimilate and use, she shouts NO! end tells mg she doesn't went to heer any
more sbout it., In a day or two when she's hed time to gbsorb end adjust, she'll
spout back 2t me whatever it was, in good humor, So with phonetics. A day or two
leter she asked me about @ few more letters, amd begen slowly to sound words out

but so digjointedly thet she couldn't hear ths word in the sounds, Pih., Th. Guh,
4 few days later it camg out piiiihhhhhguuuhhhh, #nd then, suddenly, with e jump,
she was reading everything, It was embarrassing for a while in the grocery. She
would creep along the aisles, gaping at the cans, #nd then suddenly shriek,

®PRAS!. BRANS! CORN!" and lsugh uproariously, ' This was about six weeks after I
brozched the subject of phonstics to her,

4%t first I worried sbout thevegaries -of English gpelling, I wondered ebout investi-
gating some of the elaborate ways of learning to read, with colors end substitute
slphaebets. I worried thet her poor little child-mind would get confused, True,
Jenny would be puzzled by ®shoe® or Ynight™ but on ry ssy-so she would swallow them
whole--resigting at first, perheps, She welcomed #ll the rulss, unreliable though
they proved to be, She made her own observations, which she would of fer up &s
conversetion, Walking with me to the cornmer far the mzil, she would say brightly,
"o end ee end i end ie end ey and ea and sometimes y ell sound like &," and give

e littls skip., Conscientiously she zvoided pronouncing foh"s and when I explained
thet "spaghetti” was en Italiap word snd it wes 211 right to pronounce the "gh”,
she adopted the little maverick as a speciel pet,



That stege 1s behind her now, She deesn't talk sbout rules or the vsrious ways

75" is spelled and whet not, She tackles strange words with assurence, hsving,

it seems, ebsorbed not only those inconsistent rules but ths more rellable gensral
feel of the spelling system, which does heve z‘'certain cohssion even if it cen't
beetoo neatly pinned down by definite rules, Our mutusl mroblem now is the meaning
of the words she reeds,

Next yeer in kindergarten she'll be teking "Pre-printing"” and "Pre-resding”,

Jenny reads her own Humpty-Dumpties naw, ' I too got & couple of Jack end Jills end
found them beyond her at 4 titough she might enjoy some of the simplsr stories in
them now, {(In eech of the 3 issues of J&J I looked =t thers was g gympathetic story
about a 'Mexican', Perheps this is for southwestern sudiences znd 'Mexican' is
reglly meant, Maybe it's for New Yorkers and refers to Paerto-Ricens who are of

* low-ceste &t the moment end it's probably not polite to use the term P-R, It is
no doubt significent end reprehensible thet nsither HD nor J&J ever hes a story
ebout the largest znd most disturbing iLmericen minority, the 9
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one day & duck flew azlong the: field when a2 loud voise sound abov him he wnet to-
8ee how 1t weS when he came ther he gaew a lion in the jungl. the lion ate the ‘duck
found a drink of water so he drenk it znd -went back to sleepi ;

THE TOURIST AND THE HEN

one dey a hungry tourlst found 2 1ittle bit of winer so he ste it all then he
walked awey, Soon & hen end her littls chikens ceme in the woods then they pecked
2t the ground to find worms for they'sr breekftas, then they went ewey to they'‘er
nest and ate them 211 end they were happy for the rest of thew'er lives.
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I didn't meke any spelling corrections, 'She wrote enother complete gtory, about

" THE GEESB fND THE JIRAF but I seem to have mispleced it, She started a few others,
including om called THE X AND THE Y and o rether recy one -entitled THE POOEPSIE
fND THE BUN,
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The following reprint is from o mellower period of fzpa. HRemember the- nice, -rela-
tively testeful, disputes wg indulged in beck .then? Weiting list indeed.. We don't
heve to worry ebout it now because we cen just pare it. down to size by eliminzting
£ll the truly undesirables.. Then we can Stert on the membership, Usg can throw out
1l the grotchers and botchers, neurotics and psychoties, dumbheads, sex-fiends, -
harmits, bachelors, livers—in-sin, rich bastards, embezzling peupers, squares and
hippies, pome-writers, indexers, foreigners; pros, wobbbies, socialists, Brichers,.
besrds, folkniks, bores, slobs, deadwood, smart-asses, know-it-alls and know-nothings,
suers znd sueesS, punk-kids, middle-sgers (those over 40 ahzha), punsters, pundits,
drunks, dops-tekers (I'm choosing these gt random from the roster). Throw these all
out, I say, and who do you have left? Not sven ne.
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have this magic gold-plated corncob, . A9 orry. Paul,

Who am I? Well, I'm Jim and that's Greg, Or msybe it's the’other way around, Anyway,
we're 16-year-old twin brothers, and it's up to us to save the world.

First off I siould explain thet we're not men as you might have thought. No, sctually
we're Hoogs (not to be confused with Geeks)s In our nether-nether world there are a
few men around but most people are Hoogs or Yobbdrs or Poos or, most horrible of all,
Faans, Once upon a time most Faens lived in Faandom and didn't bother us pPeaceful
people (or whetever) here in the peaceful redims of Mundama, But. lately Faans have
been leaking out of Faandom and there have been Queer noises and blow-ups over yonder
in Faandom,.and horrid sgents of Fzandom have been infiltrating the surrounding lands,
These- fedl Faans may live normal day-lives but et night in their loathesome caves they
perform strange and dreadful .rituals and then emerge, dripping soms foul black sub-
stance, and scuttle about infecting the postal system, When they can, they pass the
bhug on to innocent Hoogs or Yobbers and maeke Faans of them. You can recogrize a Faan
in the daytime by the dread sign of the Black Crescent under his fingernails,

Now long, long ago when he wes a young mzn our Grandfather Tuck ventured awry from
peaceful Mundania to dally among the sexpots of Faandom, When he returned home he
hed lots of loot...treessure, including this gold-plated corncob, It had some strangs
power over him and he was reluctant to give it up; nevertheless the time cams when he
felt it wes time to pass it on to us, ®Here Jim or Greg,"™ he seid, but he still
clutched it tightly in his rheumstic old hand, I wrenched it from him and said,
®"Feer not, Grandfather Tuck, we will carry on the torch, First Faendom is not dead,
but we'll have a try at it, Immediately I began to fesl the corncob's gtrangs power
myself, ZEyory time = trolley car went by I hed the strangest urge to thmust it into
my left sar,

Then Grandfather Tuck told us what we must do with the maegic gold-pleted corncob,

We must carry it oumselves over the frightful, not to mention fell, borders of Faendom
and destroy the ocorncob aml its ghastly power in the Glgentic Corn Roast 'in the city
of Yelekreb deep in the heart of Feendom, If the corncob should fall into the hands
of the dreadful ruler of Faamdom, the Secret Master, he would use it to take over the
world and gruescme fanac would sSpread over all our peaceful lands, llke a gigantic
pool of mimeo ink oozing across the sky, blotting out the sunshine of freedom. Our
heppy people would be torn from their Mundane pursults and be chained in dungeons

end set to cranking the strange and evil machinhes of the Feans, The green fields would
witler beneath mountsins of crudsheets, Rivers would turn Black and Purple, and
Fawning Acolytes would spring up like plagues of locusts, : :

The Journey (note shift into & different tense)

We passed through many strenge places ard had many strange adventures,
Throughout the frightening journey we kept up our spirits as best we could by jesting
with each other. TFor instence, ome day I Rxikad fleked out under o tree, exheusted,
with the corncob tucked into my jerkin, when Greg (or Jim) hollered into my ear,
#ADELANTAL!” and I lecped to my feet and went charging down the hill, ®Ho, ho, and
edelendeyo too,” Greg (or Jim) seid as I ground to & halt, ®Aler," I muttered,
"Tt'g. time we were moving on,® seid Jim (or Greg), "snough sleeping already.” We
strode off together, he in his black suit with the snorkle, ard I in my jewsl-barnacled
bocts snd my white leether jacket, W were fine specimens of Mundesne men,..HOogs.



We cams to this mountzin which we couldn't mansge to climb, So we decided to go
through & tumnel under the mountein instead, There wes this pool and some neSty slimy
business of a green tentscle that would heve got us hzd we not fina 11y thought up the
open-seszme to the tumnel door, We had tried shouting various things at it tc no
aveil, until Jim (or Grey) finelly shouted, "Let's swing baby,” end the doors opened
wide end we flung ourselves inside., Just in time. Thet tentacle had slmost got it
and that wouldn't do.

"I don't dig it in here,? I seid to Greg (or Tim)..

®Bagy, bredillu," he saids ™We are not onlk brothers but bredin. We'll pullthrough
benz "

It wes a ghastly journsy, simply ghestly, It was long, long, slow, slow, through

the utter,derkness, the utter silence, Then things spesded up, Ne were suddenly

out of the most constricted part end in e roomier cavern, and we heard DUM DUM DUM,

drums beating, louder erd loudar, faster and faster, and thers were things chasing us,.
" and thers wes fire am rivers of blood and...then we Wwere outside, But it was the

sems old world., TFull of hobgoblins,

On end on we went on our endless journgy. But we were determined to reach Yolekreb
if we had to wade the Hpll 2nd climb the Hysdes, At 21l times we kept our weapons

to hend, And by weepons I don't mean courvees, either, We plowed through mzny

icky swemps; most of then nemsless, from which cams strangs criss for many years

but which were swddenly cut off dus to some nmysterious amd =wful event yonder in
Feendom, end the silence hung hezvy over us, One of the Swamps we passed was noteble
for its astonishing even edges. This wes the mighty Redd Bogg., A4s we made our way
threugh all this swempy territory, we noticed now 2nd zgein whet seemed to be big
logs of deedwood floeting in ths s'tegnant weter or lodged on ths sholls, To our,
amazement these chunks of deadwood occasionally blinked an 8ye &s we pessed.

Finelly we made it out of tha gwemps and onto a roed, Immsdiztely a leronis in a
cepeton went riding by in = cariole, Wse ducked into the ditch, Wouldn't you?

But we were heppy to be out of the swamps end bégsn horsing erourd, ™Come on chiyu,
com'ii, old pal-end-brother, let's swill dcmn gsorz Elzirien and then find en Zvenda
or even an emmasca or whatever we can dig up." "By the compact, we'd better have

sams jeco instead of Elzirien, or even sam fiti, Trevelling to Yglekreb is & Jou
sombredi.,” "It's no joustts, thet's for sure,” “But coms, loet's teke & breeks Iet's
fish up same'rsis aznd find us a rosel who'll pely e rryl for usk in the sdereunse,

and she'll be wearing e.reyroga capeton end have a neifieri in her hsir.® "’9’9 ve

no time for that nonsemse., Lezy oaf, We must move on,2" "Somn of hadarin, muttered
whoever's turn it is, with old Kifirgh scars glowing in his face, "Kihu.” “Kirihinu—
wet behind the sars, Do you think this whole thing is zn.alaborete joke?? ®Sandal-
wesrsr, you don't even know whet to do.with a rosel,” "Ah, give mo some sdersums, end
I cen make with ths gre'thu as good zs znyone.™ "Bzh, shellsn-drinker." "You're &
skiri-i-kihu, I suppose.,? "Geshundoit.” "Su ssrve,® But we didn't really msan ell
thety of course., We wers brothers sfter sll, and since we couldn't tell each other
apart we couldn't afford to reelly duearrel.

On we went, Behind us now wes the swurﬁp , the Redd Bogg with the furry blacic creatures
scuttling around in it, but eheed lay the lair of Jeck the Spear, a. feerscmes cre:ture,
with a feersome Spear. He proved however to be less dangerous then he locked, for

he spent his time wislding his mighty spear on nits,



On we went, We passed the cave wheredwelt, or.so legené has it, the Byrning Ray Boy,
who long zgo when the world wes young used to ride forth in az leather tunic, with
keys dangling fram his belt, crying, fearsomsly, ®A Bas!", and slicing off fuggy
heads from grisly shoulders with his great sword, which was namsd Derogation. Iegend
hes it thet some day the Burning Ray Boy will scourge the country once more with his
cry of A Bas, But he didan'?t stir that dey,

Wo psssed the Buzz-beef , who were drinking from lotus-blossoms 2nd listening to
bestle-songs, on en islend in the middle of the Goldwater stream.

For e time we tarried and listend to Ray, the Ballad-singer, a sturdy pessant type
(built like ‘a trailmen).

And after many more sQually hideous encounters, we cams to the outskirts of the

fell city of Yglskreb and we could zlready fesel the heat from the Grezt Corn Roest,

It was there that I sew it., On Jim's hends, (Or Grog's hands) The droeded sign of
the Blasck Crescemb, My own brother, I tried to coneceEl the fact that I'd discovered
his ellegience to Feandom but alas hé noticed me faint. When I came to he was smlling
evially. ®Yes, Jim, or Greg,” he saids "You, znd not the Goldsn Corncob, were to go
into the infernos I am going to keep the Golden Corncob and with it I shall depose
the Secret lastsr and become the new Secret Master., Ahshaha,®

I leaped awey and drew my mighty and fearsaue weaponm, He drew his also, Thers we
were, brother against brother, as even a match as you could find, in skill, in weight,
in experience, But I hed to win, or the world would be lost,

He swung end caught me on the right ear, It rangs I swung and caught him on the
left esar;, ™hargh," he hissed, He swung end nicked my eye. I swung and nicked his .
oyes He swung WUMFP and cecught me sQuare on the nose, Blood splattersd on my plastic
eprons I swung end smashed his nose, Hg dripped end tried to staunch the flow with
his leathor handkerchisf, Hs got me a couple of good ones across the arms and thay
begen to go numb, end I felt my weapon begin to slép out out of my grips. I leafned
forward to try to kesp it end he begen beeting my hoad amd shoulders unmercifully,

I felt derknass begin to close in on me, The Wea:gney’ had been long znd hard =nd I
was go tired.,. Thsn T realized that this was the ®vial .influence of the megic corn-
Bob, Some instinct made ma reach for it and pull it out of its nestling place, As
Jim (or Greg) Spotted it, he momentarily forgot our vicious combat and grebbed for it,
his little eyes glinting with lust, I s‘eized the opportunity and rained blow after
blow on him. He, the dirty dog, tho mad dog, let me have one in the groin, That
made me mad, -: There I wes doubled over ond groaning, =nd hs was screaming foul fasnish
words , et me. - "FIAWOLI MULTI-APAN! ®GQOBOOI" I couldn't bezr to think that this
dreadful faanishness would blot out the. world I loved, With super-hoogan effort .

I roge and beat at him, screaming good cleesn Mundane wordss YSTAMP-CCOLLACTING!
BIRD-WATCHING! GIRLS!" Hs returned blow for blow shrieking even mors’ foul end
ghastly words: . FEMEFANS! CLOSED-DOOR B4ARTIES! QUIEBSHOTS!" I answersd his
obscenities with a cleer courageous call of "SQUARE DANCING! TELEVISION! GAFIAl!?
Thet last word threw him a bit. I immedietely moved in and hit = tremendous blow.
His counterblow hardly touched me but his weapon burst and a great cloud of feathers
roge eround us snd then settled on the bloody scene like sweetly concealing snow. My
weapon in its trusty cese of double-ply blue ticking was still inteact.,

I ‘grebbed ths Golden Corncob end fleng it into the great fire. Theres Was a tremendous
explosion end then e widespread rain of menna, gold-flecked popcorm, fell’all over
all the surrounding lends, snd Free Psoples everywhere knew their Wey of Life had been

preservsd,

(I wouldn't went to influence the 4ingslenos into tuming in the ir swords for hoogean
weapons, There aren't many interssting things to be done with them. Broadaxes sound

fine though. )



REPRH\ITED from Fapanacea in lailing No, 76, August 1956,

the, problem of the get back in, we could go by fives instead
of by ones, That would reduce the inter-
[MQDM@ O%S? val betwsen being kicked out and being
readmitted to only a little over two years,
You fapans are a coreless bunch--sitting
around ohattering about how to take cars Revolutionary suggestion No, 3
of the Waiting List, and some of you make Ey ; : : )
feeble suggestions, not carefully thought Fapa and the Waiting Iist would be joinedd
out, Like Harry Warner, for instance, into one organization. However, since the
Highly impracticel and unworkable, Harry. PoStage costs for a Membership of over 100
Tt is time someone came along and made - Would break the treasury, what we would
daring, revolutionary suggestioms, x.:. 40 1S reduire ome only of each person's
gestions that are practical, satisfactory Tenzine to be send to the official editor,
to everyone, and, above all, ORIGINAL, who would then make up ope. bundle, which
Here are my ideas-- “he would thaen send to tHe first person on

the 1ist. The said frst person would
read i1t and then send it on to the second,
at his own expense (which would cost him
Fapa ard the Waiting List would be joined only glightly more than he'd pay under the
into ons organization. The members would present system to send his 68 copies to
be divided evenly so that we had two . the OE). 4xnd so on, If mailings were
_halves of equal size (this may come about -half-yearly instead of a1 arterly, and each
naturally, however, if we wait a little . pmember were cllowed to keep the bundle only ,
longer, since the List is elmost equal 24 hours, then there would be plenty of N
to the Membership already), Then ome tims for the bundle to mke the complete
portion would be the fapa for one mailing rounds, and there would still be a month
and the other portion far the next mail- or so left over for the last raciplient to
ing, and so on, alternating through the 4o his comments for the next miling,
years, Of course, if gnother List starts This suggestion, if sdopted, would 'be rather
up, fapa could be divided into three hard on complesists, but the more frenstie
portions, or four, or as many as, requiredscould photostat the bundle as it goes by,
: : © Of course, fapa could be divided into g
Revolutionary suggestion No, 2 number.of groups--say l2--sach of which
d the Waitine List would be joined Woukd h:'ive its own bundle to distridbute
fifi o, S i e Faps Monber. GEONESt’its members, which system might
ship is listed from 1 to 65. Under this be somewhat more practical than the unsdult-

proposal, Waiting Lister No, 1 would erated pz‘oposal.* By

besome No., 66, and Lister No, 2 would b

become Member No, 67, ete, Then, for the )

first miling under tiais setup, the first You know, if I keep throwing off brilliant
65 members (the "original fapa") would  ideas like this, I elmost owe it to the
constitute the merbership for that mailin@rganization to run for dictator, in which
Then, for the second mailing, No, 1 on office I might get an opportunity to put

Revolutionary suggestion No, 1

the Iist (and successors) would Som. of them into practice, I bet I.could
residence in the bottom position, and mold tils outfit into a really lively

No., 66 brought in, and so on and on, 1ittls group.

No.- 1 on the Iist (and successors) wonld i :

then have to wait only 45 mailings to * %k X

get back in, which is a matter of only [
aleven ygars, However, if same spoil- I
- ‘sports object to walting elaven years to - Georgina Ellis
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Where There's 4 Will, There's 4 Cod

It was neither & change of house nor a PO whim that was the reason for our latest
change of address (from 223 to 9 Bencroft)., Yhen it wes decided to institute meil
delivery in Aylmer, residents were advised to let Starspinkle inow that the PO box
nunbers wWould soon be Teplaced by street addresses; no sooner said than a few weeks
leter done. 4nd no soonsr was that dons, then good 0ld Town Hall chuckled fiendishly
end seid, “Hal! HaJ Lot's meke troubls for Norm Clerke (he's the fellow who gets all
thet peculier mail): let's change the house numbers on Bancroft St.® ™30 let it be
written; so let it be done," shrieked the Villege Elders, clutching their ‘guts end
rolling on the floor,

~

LW

4 . . # 2 1 .

So thet's what heppened to our meiling address; from Box 911 to 223 Bancroft to
9 Beneroft in the spezca of & couple of weeks, There were some interesting resultss
I got no meil for the first two days after mx il delivery wus begun; on the third day,
I got 2 pile of letters znd megezines (Void, Fenac and the like) that were meent for
a femily living et the other end of Bemcroft St. I begen to fidget, I spoke with
Boyd Rasburn on the phons, end hs told me he'd mriled me =z letter three days before;
ordinerily, it tekss one dey for a letter to arrive here from Toronto; so the next
dey I went to the Post Office end ssid, politaly, "I don't seem to be getting my

god damn meil,” "Soaething probably causes it,” ths friendly postal employees
soothed, Reassured, I went home and beck to my 24-hour vigil,

lieznwhile, the Mpy FAP4 meiling nzdn'e crrived, either -- zlmost = month after
the mailing date, Ssturday e fternoon, after the Mm:il™ hed been delivered ( a State-—
ment from the Columbiz Racord Club), I sauntered zpoplscticelly up to the Pogt Office
once egain, MHeil,® I crosked, "somehow I still don't seam to be gobting my m, T,
meil,™ ™Hush; I will lodk for your silly old mmil, Mr, Sterk,® s.id ¢ kindly little
old lady, ™deybo it is one of these here now piles in the back." Sihe disappsared
into the gloom, end there were scrabblinz sounds for =z whils,

"Here ," sk said, a little later, coming beck with &n envelope, "I found it."
It vas a doctor's bill, I cuusisd e recking cough, "Thet's v-ry uice," I scid,
but this isn't exactly what I was feunching for," "wu'est-ce-que-c'est -- funtch?"
she zsked, "Oh, creeb,” I remarled, "Grotch, Shiffuh, Would you lock agein? There's
this very importent letter fram Willowdale I'm expecting, full of politicel documents
end 4tomic Sscrets, and there should be & hecap of Zdueational Material from Califor-
niz ..,." She scuttled swey once more, and returnad e scent querter-hour later, bear-
ing & ons-poge letter from Steve Stiles, I've never been so happy to rocceive a fan-
nish letter in my lifoe; I ran home, weving the envelope, and burst into the house,
yelling, "Look, Gins, look! Mail! Foeanish maili® d
"Look whet was just delivered, by parcel post," seid Gipe, sitting in, a#nd on,
¢ pils of FAPAzines,

®0nce upon a time, whenever a2 dozen fans got together, they started sz club, Now
they form a jury." ——-RB
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A Sense Of Egoboo, or, & Daughter Of Two Fens

It certeinly wes & wonderful thingz to see., Waen I cems2 into the house on that
Saturdoy ef tarnoon when the meiling fine 11y errived, Gine weved the FA, containing
the Buzoboo Poll results, et me., "Look et the B3t Artist cstegory," she shrilled,
*Jhy the hell should I?" I enquired, rcesonebly, "I'm sure liy Noums will not be list-
ed there -- unless samsona was fool enough to votas for somsthing I did in Ape X, or
Apex, or Whztever Hpppened To." "Oh yeeh? ihat sbout the five points for Potsherds
In Guza? But thet is beside the point; read that Artist category anyway, you ogo-
meniscel clod,” "Just ¢ minute,” I seid, "I wunt to find out .,. goe, I cams behind
Terry Carr in tha 'Fiction end Postry' listing; thet's funny -- I wonder whether
elther of us publisned any fiction or nostry last yeer?? "Look et thaet god damned
Best Artist section, you 3:1f-Ccntred Sonofsbitch,” szid my wife, ™0h, okay, shif-
fuh," I sighed, "S0? 3jo cops it? 30 whet else is nsw?® "Aw, ya stoopid bestid,”
c¢ried my helpmaset, bapsing into that coerse preirie dislect which no smount of
schooling and Bsrlitz courses hzve besn sble to pygmelionize (especizlly in moments
of stress and oxcbtability, which ere frequent), "Look dowm tiw list," I did so,
mttering, ™ Rotsler, yoah ... J Coulson, mm-hm ,., yeah, uh~huh ..., (Jenny Clarke)
voe (Jonny Clarkoe)? Ha, Tuat's & kind of femiliar neme; she's & deughtsr of ours
or something, isn't sho?"

At this point, Jenny entared tho living-room (whore ws do somo of our Riotous
Living), ™"Hey Jenny," I said, not unkindly, "C'more, kid., Hahehehe, I got more
points than you in the Zgoboo koll." Sihe started to cry loudly: She alweys does
thet when I speek to her, though; I don't thini she mpent enything by it., "Now
sce whet you've dons, you beast,” said Gina, &s usuel, "Shut up, Jenny,” I oxplein-
ed, %Look st this -- what we cell -- 'fanzine'," ®Shiffuh, " she szid, end I glanced
eround to moko sure that Gery Deindorfer was nowhare in 51ght which he sure seoms
to be, letely, "Looke hers, though, Jenny," I continusd, "You cen resd, so show
off for the benefit of Radd Boggs, who will be reading 'thu article I anm nlennmg
to write sbout this Hjstoric Moment £4¢ This very one -- Ed.+3" Laboriously, Jenny
screwod up her face end her Inmege. MJ-g-n-n-y OC-l-a-r-k-o," she sounded out, phon-
etically or somothing, and todk &« bow, "You bet your sss, Jenny,” I said proudly,
end that Mention Of Your Name meens thet you heve won & plece in the Zgoboo Poll,
and you know what that means?" She shook her head innocently, = ®iell, it means
that e whole bunch of paople, lika Boyd Rpeburn end Miri&Jerry, who live eway fer
ewey in the Stetes snd pleces, think your pictures are Real Roel Good," Ier mouth
geped open, end she stood immobils in imbecilic childlike incomprehsnsion for ell
of three seconds, Then she whizzed ewasy to her chest of drawers, from which she
pulled out hor Giant REconomy Wpiting Tablet and ¢ pen. She spent the rest of the
day feverishly churning out drawings of bugs and "things."

We're enxiously swaiting her first Feud,
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Summer Is Ovar

Tomorrow (os I write) is the first of fLugust, and summoer begins to end. It
begins to snd for me, thet is, even though it's lijely that the westher will bo
warm and bright and the days long end lznguid for weeks and weeks yet -- well on
into October, with any luck., Butbt, to me, the first day of ihugust is the day when
something goes "snep™ and suddenly, all sround, signs of approsching winter ers



everywhere, Just liks thet, it ssems, there is mors brown in the lawns end fislds
then green; suddenly, there are leaves dropping from the trees -- oh, not many of
them; but thgy're falling steedilys, And on even the hottest August afternoon, a
chilly gust of wind will wmxke your shoulders hunch up,'if only just for a moment:
just enough to let you know that it's there, ¢nd thet it will be there more and more
often, in tho coming we2ks,

" . The children won't be using the wading pool in the back yard, now, &8 much as
they did a weck or two zgo. "The vegetables in ths gurden -~ potatoes, tometoes,
cucumbers —— will be ripsning, but thera'll not be so many flowers fraa now on, The
picnic days are over; not because the waesther is eny the less suiteble for picnick-
ing, but just because thare is no longer the lush graesn lure of the countryside to
entice you into putting up with the anty inconvoniencs of sitting on ill-contoured
ground to eat 2 mushy sendwich rether than stay home with a stesk and e¢n easy cheir,
The enthusiasms of spring and ezrly summsr ars gone, replaced by lethargy «nd a dull
resignation, Wintsr is on its wey sgein, no m tter what the instruments say.

I don't know whether I heve ¢lweays felt this way sbout the first of August, znd .
about ths ending of summer. I supvpose not, In fact, I think I wWes about equally
pleased by all seasons, s a child, The infinitoe variety of days was much wmore ap-
parent then then it is now; the first snow wes just as wonderful =z thing zs the
first robin, and kicking up piles df raked leaves was as greet fun s sailing match-
gticks in the gurzgling M .rch gutters, Thet, of course, was when I was Yery young;
leter, I folt the ond of summer whon I reqllzed that it was Bzck To School in' & week
or twqQ; ths Centrsl C,nade Exhibition, coming in the lest week of. sugust, was at once
the bri'g,ht giddy climax of-sumamer, and its knsll, After tho caroustls end .ferris-
-Wwheels, we knew, 1t wes back to.the vilanslles znd florence flasks.

When I was g child end it was .ixpril, I»thought of the long, long summer that
wes about to begin =~ how it would stretch out, go on and on; end so it did, until
suddenly it wzs over. Whsn I was a young men -- & teenager, I meen -- I was rether
more reslistic: I countad the weeks end months that would ba full of warmth and sun-—
shine and freedom; but I knew that sutumn would arrive et precisely tho end of thosa
calculated days. And now it is the first of fdu-ust; it is dugust, and summer begins
to end; end by my very cwarsaness that summer is beginnirng to end, sumer is over.
Well, it's beon & lovoly summsr, end I hope the sutumn will be fins, #bout 211 I
cen hope for winter ig thet it will be brisf,

—————————————————————————————————————— 000 e e e e
"] went & butter sandwich,™ "Whet is a butter sandwich?"  "Yellow,"

Rozl Soon Now

Two lessons I heve lsarned, out of 211 the many I should have, about myself:
(1) In order to achieve best reults ir anything I plen, I nust act imuedietely, al-
most on the s»ur of th> moment; end (2) I sm & mester of the art of procrestination.
You caén see that there is 2 conflict of sorts there. Anywey, the Lew in effect
around here sacms to be "enything not dons right sway is probedbly not worth doing®;
or meybe "enything not dons right aswsy will probzbly not get done,"

For instence, there's the FaP4zine I wes planning to Ik ve in the 100th meiling;
it's beginning to ssem ¢s though I'ix never going to get it finished, 4Almost one
hurdred psges of meilingz comments, end there they lie -~ dust-coversd, coffee-steined,
unread, Of course, that's sbout what they'd be doing now if I hzd published them;
but it would heve been an Accomplishment., Now those piles of unpublished mziling



commsnts serva only to romind me, bitterly, of the months of futilse effort I spent
on them, 4nd ‘I should have known my efforts were futile; I should havs known then,
a8 I begen my fifticth pzge end ry second month of work, that in order to have any-
thing in ths 100th mriling, tho bast-thing would be to sit at the typer two wecks
before the deadline, gulp down four beers in quick succession, and write thres or
four terrific erticles, imch like this one. Jut, instead, look whet happened: 1

set myself e Goal, end worksd towerd it (well, off end on), and not only did I not
publish those mc's in the 100th ieiling, but there was no Dgscant there at gll, I'm
saving those meiling comments I wrote, though; you never know when you'll find a

use for things like that,

And here's snothor oxample: if you (say) sent me « fenzine more than three
weeks ago &nd haven't yet roceived & letter of comment from me, you might es well
forget sbout it., It's not that I despised .your fenzine (or maybe I did -- what did
you sey it wes crlled, agein?), or thet I was too busy to writo (I'm busy? It is to
lzugh hysterically)., In fact, I hnvs probebly stertad two or three letters to you,
a week or so after receiving your fenzine; thse trouble is that I should zlways
write LoCs the minuts I finish reeding ¢ fenzine, or olse I'm lisbles to wendagr
around for .three. or four days, thinking of'intqresting end clever things to sey:
ebout 1t; end then, when it comes time to actuelly sit down end "write thst letter,

I am so bored with 211 the meny, meny interesting ¢nd clever thdéngs I have thought
of to 'say that, if I write at all, it is-a postcerd: =Dear llprlends Got your fmz,
Enovid. The Zditorisl (by you) was vory AAfdy¢ well-done. T liked it. - The short
erticle about spaceships f{fg emused mo e good desl, Your artwork wes fyf drewn
well, I thought, although I don't know znything ebout art, Ahsheha, 44 This is the
only funny line I can come up with, by this time,}+. Well, gled you sent this, Merl,
I'1l: try to have some hore constructive criticism next time. I've been gick end ,..2

On the other hend, when I sit down immsdiately sfter reading a fenzine and
dash off o letter -~ well, it's just the funniest, most sparkling end perceptive
thing you'd ever went to see, in cese you haven't alrsedy (I know gomsbody hes; damm,
I wish I could remeombér who I sent it to; he never replied, I remember that.)

Well, I guess I'1l finish writing this article tomorraw.

" .. The bit was for Peggy and I 4{ Zneydd to go up to (E1lik), tho moment he
cems in, with our arms eround each other znd grsot him with: 'Ron, we've got a 1it-
tle ennouncement for FaNiC ,,.' I tried to et Bob anlut to replaca me but she
still wouldn't hear of it,"”

--. Axe 12, Sept, 17, 1961

TWEDDING BELLS, Bob Pevlet and Pegzy Ree Mclnight wers wed in Ilyattsville,
A NE ST JUTio) S e
' ' ~-FAi)¢ Sterspinkle 41, July 2, 64

Rumpcon Report

Seeing thet this Desceant is going to be postneiled, as bleeding usuel, I dec-
ided thet I'd havs time to write e convehtion report, or "Rumpcon Rsport” (see above
titlse). This here, then ‘here, is that very seme report., That I decided I'd heave -
time to write, Possibly you hesven't got time, though, to read it. Screw; who
needs you? (4w, go on end read it, Buck.) s , st iy



Gine sent out the invitations a few deys bofore Lebor Duy weekend. She wrote
something liks this: !

In honor of W:Ilter Donsho, we are holding
& rump Con, in Aylmer, on Lebor Dy, There
will be & penel discussion, fecturing Bill
lorse, Paul ‘fyszkowski, snd liorm "W.L,"
Clerke; the subject will be "The Rola of
the Imbecile in Science Fiction Fendom,"
Questions will be ‘esked, from the. floor,

by ligria ilorse, Bunie Wyszkowski, znd Gina
YGeorgina' Clrrize., Thase quostions will be
elong lines like, "Whoen ere we going homs?"
#Don't you think you've hed onough to Arink?"
end "™lhet time is it®" RSVR, you fools you,

We got replies to the invitations right awey., 411, Ottowe Fandom responded im-
medictely with feacnish enthusissm: ® I guess meybs woe might possibly be abls to
meko it, parheps,® said all Otteawa Fendom, with fasanish enthusissm, -~ So, Honday
afternoon (Icbor Dey, hare in ‘wabec), there arrived, in AFPLXFist seneretn ceTs,
the entire fennish contingent of the Ott:we ares (plus one ‘nti-Fan, Buniaz ¥; she
insisted I meks that clear, in this report), It wes & fentisting sight to see: close
your eyes ¢nd Jyst try to imegine. &z sight 1ike All Ottewz Fondom g thered together
in one motorcedes, -Why, I bet.you cen't)! A sizght such &s this had mever been beheld
by our neighbours -- oh, they'rs used to Recburn by now, of course: BRI sce your friend
with the crocodile was visiting you ggain this weekend,2 they say, #Core for another
Queebcon, hezs.he? He certainly hes e Toronto aceent, bah goom.? However, when this
bunch ,showed up, seversl of our nelghbours put up I‘OR 3:LE signs on their housas, and
!gniffed at us, "We don' t want no goddam filceTens COm:Lng around here and lowerlng
Froperty Values," one of them seid -- & fellow' weering & DIZZA7 GILLASPIE ¥F(R: VICTE-
PRISINENT button ( I remember it well, for, when I bent incredulously to exzmine it
mors closely, I ot & shot of seltzer in the eye, Ingidentelly, vote for Diz ‘for
V-F;:for,-&s he seid, BIf I am elected vice- pres:.den t, nobody will dere assassinats
the president.t rIe's ¥{#fy correct, fol.cs ) C '

Well, enywey, thet. is.naither here nor there nor anyplsce else that 1'm awere
of ( of course, B-== Receoeo would tell you that there zre nmighty few things that
I em awsre of: "You ars not 4iwere,® is whet ho usuelly tells me; I'm aware of that.).
et you ers dying to hear about (hey, Byck?) is whet went on et this tremendous
Rump Con, here in Aylmer 8,, ‘we., right? Ign't that whet you ere dying to heser
sbout? Honsst tq god, you F'Pins are essily amused, .

Well, I h: te to say this, ‘but thz truth is thet hothing of theo slightest inter-
est to enyone happensd hers, et our terrific Rump Con, First ws hed a few drinks,
end thon evaryone decided they'd h:d enough to drink, except me, Same time later,
t11l Ottews F.ndom said goodbys end loft \,,rlm\,r in an ordprly cortege., At leust,
thet's whet I'm told, N

4and thet brings us to tho end of Descent the Dirty Dozenth (subtitled, now
thet I think of it, THZ MLGLZDNE OF FRIPPIRIES, LYING, CRAFT, iND PILLORIZS); =nd
don't think it hesn't been just &s much ¢ chore for us to write os it hes been for
you to reed, Quuebshots are much eesier, ¢nd lots more fun. Ceveet Fugghead,
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seemed to protrude when he spoke. He had a long nose, and I noticed
that he needed a handkerchief very badly at’ the moment .

&

“Brrrip."

He'didn't need a handkerchief any longer. His mouth stretched
.’'rom eer to eer, and-at each ear there should have been a sign:saying
“icontinued.” As for the ears themselves, well, they flopped. He was

-dressed in a little suit consisting of a waist length tunic and knee

" breeches, below which were patched stockings, ‘even the patches were
.petched, ‘and then 2 pair of overs;ze boots. 4And the whole works was
‘fllthy. '

- Deciding that I wasn't a very pretty picture myself, w1th my '
mouth hanging open, and that this wes ectually happening to me, I
might as well make the bost of it.

PIf it wogldn't be esklng too much,” I questloned "Would you:
mind telling me who you are, where you're from and what you' re doing
here?! . .

He looked at me for a, moment , W1ped hls'hose with the back of
nig§ hand and answered me with his aggravating, rasping voice.

.. "Why, I'm your splrlt of 801enoe flctlon, I'm one of the llttle
people, ”herefore, ‘being -one of the little people, it just follows
that I'm from the world of the little people. 4And as for what I'm
doing here, well, I Just dec1ded to drop in and meét the guy person-
ally that I control A .

Hav1ng heard that there was a spot-of Irlsh in my ancestry some-
where, it did not seem too incredible that he was from- the land of the
llttle people. . But the part about controlling me.... .

"Oh look now, what do’ you mean control me? - Don't you know this
is a democracy° You oan't control me, humap rights and all that stuff."

"Nevertheless it is truey". he cackled. '"You see, it's like this,
for every :science ficfion fan, author and artist ‘even scientists--oh
the whole deamn works right from the ditch-digger to the king--there is
one of the little people who controls them. We control everything
everybody does, all their aections, - ¥ dislike very much being called
a liar, ewen by my human counterpart g6 if ypou don't Believe me I gan
prove it to you." , '

nSo prove it." I 'felt now thet ‘T might as well go all the way
with the game, 2 bs Ll Iy N

\ He beckoned me, and jumped off the typewriter. He strode across
the desk to the wall where he opened a little goor that I couldn't
remember ever being there befare, He beckoned to me again .and I walked
around the desk and put my eye up to the openirig and peeked through.
Trhe next thing I was aware of was 2 blinding white light, d then I
wes standing bekide the little fellow, and lo amd behold, was no
bigger than he. I lvoked back, but instead of bhe doorway ell that I
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