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Boyd cleims that all sorﬁs of i‘ans 'vere slaverlng“‘fnth envy bvecsuse they weren't
invited to the Jian Quesbcon, Well I'm soft-heartsd and so I'd like to explain
that the effeir wesn't really = fannlsh got-together at all, Whet kanpensd was
that Norm and I answered soms ads in a sophisticated adult magazine :-

Young Toronto man wishes to mpst discrset couple
with alligator for occasional weskends. Also
interested in tea and sandwiches,

New York coupls interested in dirty music and
po83essing sxtensive collection of privetely

printed and circulsted metesrizl wculd like to-
mest another couple with similar tastes

; - A
lan in Georgia with polaroid camer? <(*-_* N
and exotic wardrote, imtersstod ’

in things weird end perverty,

Imegine cur surprise when we 2ot together and
discovered who we all were. So, as & cover-up,
we ennounced the Jiant Sueebcon, But as we sll
know there are peopls in fandom who act on the
merest suspicion, and you can no doubt picturs
our consternation when, on Opening Night of

the Quesbcon, ws got a phoms cell from Bill
Donaho sdmonishing us to behzve oursslves,

Boyd, dressed for the affeir, srrived early.
He and I discussed s vurogrzm we'd seen the
night before on the teily, A Br. Alosrt
Ellis had delivered himself of the opinion
that homosexuesls werse sick not bscausse they .
preferred their own sex but because of their
nsurotic avoidance of the opposite sex, ths
way péople ars sick if they ride in cars but
won't get into an airplane. Boyd mildly
observed thet ¥llis merely aeant one should
happily ride in anything that moves, whereas
I interprsted it as meening...well, thet
heterosexuzls were sick because of their
perticular "neurotic avoidance®. (Norm thinks . //
highly of the horses end buggy for transpor- ( V4 )

tation, end I'm thinking of buying a bicyecle, ) 72 I
b = wine YOUR HOSTS

(Incisive chericatures of the guests Tfore-
gone at Norm's urging. )




Then the Carrs and the Jscobs arrived, and we spent an evening feeling each other
out, so to smesk, while Boyd played selections from his collection of tapes eand
rocords, ™Now thet's what I call dirty music,”™ sttendses kept excleiming, When
Boyd got to the rare and ancient Elvis numbers, he Did The Movements, which ripped
his pants, Between those pants, and his buttonless shirt, we saw e lot of Boyd
that weekend,

During the con Bill Morse came over and was Questioned in detzil zbout his leather.
shorte and given soms advice in regerd to his reproduction problems: "Don't you
realize that the flat-bed is square and old-fashioned?™ "I realize something has
to be done, At the moment Paul Wyszkowski is taking cere of things, but at work
when nobody's looking I've been fiddling around with some of the new machines,®

By god, that beats Baeburn a1l to hell., (At this very moment Norm is working on
an exposs entitled The Great Morse Cog-Diddle.,) 4t any rate, the latest word is
that, without any help from Peul W, or anybody else, the Morses are bringing out

¢ new issue all their ovm,

The Wyszkowskis didn't mske it over bacesuse they were busy thut weekend, They and
we have hezd a friendly rivelry in the metter of our respesctive houseguests. Ons
of the W. guests...well.,,,and then there were those swinging Neffers itho,.,,well
anyway, we thought we'd one-un Pzul by heving him wealic in on lee in one of the
items from his sxotic werdrobe, Boyd demonstrating positions on The Very Couch

and Cerol and Tarry doing orchiastic dances, But Pzul hzd guests of his own whom
he was entertaining in a most shocking fashion, I don't know if we cen ever top
that, but we'll try, Who's game for the next Mquesbcon™?

Actuelly, it was ¢ quist weekend. Iee modeled his extsnsive end really remarkable
wardrobe and took pictures, The Cerrs discussed their extensive collection of
privetely printed end circulated meterial end I gaeve them a sulteble srticle for

en upcoming issue .of their *sophisticated adult publicetion*. Boyd behsved auite
well, except for his occasional med dash across the room to lunge a4t the basemoant
door, which.we hed secwely locked, For his on good we have to retion him,

When the other guests showed curiosity st his behavior, he smiled shseplishly: (dsclmr)
and tried to mislead them by cleiming I k8P% my cheins and stuff down the vt

Whet we really heve down there, of course, is the zlligator' pit, '

And then on Closing Night.we phoned 8ill Donaho back to assure him‘thét we'd
beheved -ourselves, He iInsisted on interrogating sach of us individuslly but,
satisfisd by our bald lies, he dscided not to call for surgical operations on us
just yot.
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MINIMAC {Jacobs) Gad but this is & weird and perverty fanzine. In a clesver
plastic disguisse,

HORIZONS (Warner) The "Worst from Mertin" roprints are getting to me., "...we flew
down to Newzrd--men, did my arms get tired." That's e classic
line, reelly. The quintessence of fenanity, lMore pleass,

(Blund) - I know we elder ghods set a poor example for you young punks, but really...
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herlis IMingus sz on telov151on\;ﬁ~\othur night, ooc»éﬁCZ
Y \
JIntsrsparsed betwoon shots of Mingus pleying wors pieces of footege showing him
tremping around Toronto in his shiny lesether coet, trundling elong on littls short
lags, little short bow legs, gloworing at adults and shouldaring them aside but
smiling benighly on kiddies pleying basebell in zn empty lot., As this was shown
we heard pre-rocorded sippets of Mingus ths talier. It wes mostly mumbles but e fow
pheses and ssntences ceme through clear: ®Thaore I was, not black, but not quite
whito spough to pess...we should be mors liks those south Amsricen countrics--pow,
& weck's long enough for any presidsnte, out with the old, in with the new, and.
thon in enothor wesk, pow, now presidsents, Stands to reason pretty soon they'll
have e Nogro wnresidente when they'vs run through pretty well evarybody slse,,.Gil-
lespie should meke US president,,.l's demn neer white,.,phony magezines like Down-
boat with their polls, I mcds it as top bess pleycr ome yeser which is ridiculous
“hen thers's fiftecn bass pleyers around can play @s good #s me becauss you cen't
lins up & bunch of individusl musicizns end say this one's beottor than thet ons
bocause he plays differontly, I%a no more tho bost bass-player in this country
sserching for his wey in music thuen Jesus Christ was the bost men looking for God.,,
I cen't go elong with the Moslems beczuse I'm not black, I'm & mongrel men, You
teke @ purebrad dog, <ut Lossie on the streets of New Yor. end he wouldn't last
30 soconds, Dlongrel dogs cre tougher. 7You want to loock at & superior race, man,
look at mp (Mincus posing &s o hulk in a doorwsy, looking es if he's zbout to do
his’ trick and punch som2body},..L1'v: won a lot of famo as & Negro misicisn in
this country and I czn't even neke & living here, can't support ry fapily (Mingus .
buying)a bottle from a bartender =nd guzzling it down as hs goes back out onto the
strset

I don't mow about the music, It would bs pratty hard on an old-fashiomed juzz
fen who is used to snzpping his fingers and yelling WORK snd like that. Dospite a
very busy drummer, thers vE3n't much in the way of definsble beat, One certainly
couldn't wesrch to it, Or whistle any of tho phrases, Sorstimgs liingus abandoned
his bass and shared ths kaeyboard with the pilanist, The rosults sounded rather ran-
dom to e, but perhaps my listening is what is random. Now end egein I did find
the music auite effective, if conjuring up the Jengles znd Frustrations of Mpdern
Life is a legitimste' sids-effect of their "&xparimenting with sounds, all kinds of
sounds,.” Howover, I found the grand climex e bit hard to teke, A sex plsyer
rose to his feet and produced e noise which the others listened to for a momoent
and then cerefully chose their opposing discords to play zgsinst it (or, as Norm
suggested, the basic honk for the othars to scree against). I suppose on & good
night wher overybody's swinging, then sverybody gets into soul-seatisfying discord
with everybody else; on their off-nights tho occasional sweet note accidentally
gots into the mexturs. Anywey thore's this discordent chorus, tgiinst which the
drummner WS conscientiously bashing swey and Mingus w&s going thung-thung-thung
fester and fester,,.zpd then, inspired by it all, -he reached way way down to sbop
ons of his strings so it's about 3 inchss long end then he attackad the poor 1ittls
thing with his bow and med> it shriek end screech,

‘Tuen there's credits end stuff, ond then the music dies out, and then, es the
screen goes black thers's & little last-word - lMingus voice saying, T you think
T'don't like this socicty, you're right. I don't like snything about it.”
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What Norrn and lolt say about how awful it is to mt health on the marxcet to make-
it 2 metter of buying and selling, sounds pretiy good until you. look et it a bit
more closaly, Is there any dif ference between putting health up for sale and mutting
other vitel things, like food, shelter amnd clothing, up for sale?. Them that has,
gits, It's an immutables rule of nzture.  You went to-go sgalnst nature? 4actually,
I think it's a good idea to go ageinst nsture (efter z1l, it mquld be 'nzture' to
wear your hair nine feet long and live in & cave), &nd not the least. of our anti-
neture activities should bs the welfare of thesc who in a .stata of 'meture' would
fell by the waeyside, Hovever, it's only basn a short time, and in e fairly smll
vert of the world, thet the neccessities have been .svailabls - in such quantity and
Quality thet they have seamed within ths grasp of « 11, end this being .the caso,
then to be deprived of them ssams unfuir, snd teo heve ssems e right, However, to
heve these things is not e -‘right', but somrthing wo es & whole must decide upon,
end I feel it is morzl for us to bo in the procass of deciding thrt thase thln;rs
should be given to thoss who cen't bbtsin them on th01r ‘OW e

(R\ q A : :
N ,/ . I\ ¥ ~—/ to Norm C, and Walt W,
g ﬁ”U"“‘ng AN

But ;I'm less surs then I onco was thet T)ut‘ainb the govarnmen in contrel of the
goods c,nd servicas, of the production and distribution, i3 the best enswer, There
S008I, to be & ponderous cumbersom:nass shout governmont——l think it shoudd perheps
stick to wetching, checking snd curbing tho excesses of fraee nnterprlse, and the -
hendling of necessary. but non—'profltable SGFVicos, :

Tnere is possibly anothar enswar to our ')roolom‘s——not to socialize the goods gnd.
ssrvices but, in a senss, to socizlize the consumar, Or :t lezst subsidize him,

I first hseord thls 1dea, via tv from an oconomst wha "Iasn't thlnl:lng gbout IIBdl—
cars or .evial socialism in any form, but was worr,,rlng -about  the day not.too long
hence whon automhon will have reschsd ,the point whern, on the one hand, many
workers heve -been. replaced, and, on the otlrr hznd, production has been greatly
increasad, - Autometion doom-criers zre elways belng reminded of the great sewmg—
mechine riots and like that, but the present, case ig essontially - different.

The industriel revolution mr.,de mors effiocient use .of man-power; sutomstion is
roplacing man-power, I read a comment fram a worker in the offica of & large
industry: “When somsone retlras_ or Quits around hers these deys, the eerles_t'
thing heppens...his desk is taken swey and we just carry on as before without any
revlacement.® The ultimate projection. of the - current situstion is a world whers
goods .ars producoed without .humen 1z bour, and tha forrer labourers hre unsble to
earn the monsy to buy the goods. Thg solution, zccording to this econom ist, is

to pey everybody e living wage. with no strings: attached, Then cveryons is assured
of being abls. to provide for themse lves whet thoy nsed, ond those who dig work,

or who ers greedy or ambitious, can swing and those who don't want .to work can. loaf,

Theg sticklar here of course is the presumption that enough people will choose to
loaf so thet opportunities to do things will frirly closely coincide with people
want ing to do things, But what ars rll thase loefers ..going to do with themsolves?
Idle hands and ell thet. I somchow doubt thit all of these psople will bs going
to university end attending oporas and putting out fenzines, ;(Talk about fiawol,.,)



My own job is closs to baing obsolete, As soon &s they get a few bugs worked out
of my replccoment, z¢nd gst it mrss-producsed, then my boss can dictate 2 letter into
one ond and get a2 perfectly tyvped letter out of the othar end, with no back talk,
lizybe the bug thet hes to be worked out is getting these stono machines to look
like Julis Novmarr, Or maybe they'rc hopafully waiting for the Japenese to produce
their version, Or psrhaps they're weiting until they perfect e componznt thet

can be plugged into it thet will repluce ‘the boss, Most business correspondence
should be progremmable, aftor oll, Somsdey not only the fectories will be mechine-
staffed, but all the offices too, /ind the pcople on the streets will be ridbting
end orgying,.. My god, I hopc it dossn't occur to anyone that 211 that rioting end
orgying -could be done much more efficiently by robots.

% %k ok * kK Lok ok % x K * Kk %

And so Norm didn't mzie his comment efter all,

% K x x % R * g X ks %k * x X%

Well, I seem to have this here 3/4 of ¢ stencil to fill up, so I guess I'1l put in
e few cute kiddy sayings ¢nd dedicate them to Bjo. (Just weit til yours starts
Seying Things. )

Jenny:  ‘Lzuridic, we h:d 2 little scrthGQuake here this morning.
3 g

Lzuriet Did you eat 1t?

Me: Whet zre you doing, Leurie?
Leurie: Catching pretend-fish..
Mo : Oh. Are you .going to -aat them?

Lzurie: No, just pat them.

—— T e T . 0 T o o o B

Me: Leurie, ect your supper.

Leurie: I cen't ost while I'm hicking up.

e e T e s e B S e B S S B e e T . S S T - S g

Jenny: Now little peresite, I'm going to teach you wh:t you're

; supposed to do, First you find yoursclf an animsl, No,
no, not me, & recl animal, like o cet or & dog, Then you stick
your bezk in &s hard s you can, and then you suck up the blood
until you swoell up., Yum, dossn't that blood taste good. That's
& very smert paresite, learns fust,



QUT OF MY - LIFE ~AND MIND
hores | oo o NORM CLARKE

“Some Of Ly Best Friends Are Communists :
: ' First of all, T guess I sheuld mention that

ny brother Keith got married last fall. But
-~ over the practical one -~ he hed made sure to install his fiancée in =z house,

some weeks before their merriage was to teke place. 4nd then -- ever the noncon—
formist one -- he decided to heve a housewarming pasrty. Before the wedding, yes.

(You can be sure . that thet caused a stir in the little community that is known as
Canada's Capitel,)

Well, soxehow or other, Keith met e couple of guys from the Russien embassy;
and, flushed with drunken Universal 3Brotherhood, he invitsd them to attend his
housewarming,. I don't know whether the Fussians knew thst Keith is a Young Lib-
eral; I suppose they saw him working at the Glenlea Club, end recognized him as
one of the downtrodden Workers, exploited by the vicious Cepitalist club-owners
who don't even give musicians e cut-rate price on drimks., Whatever their ressoms,
the Russians zccepted the invitation end promised to bring some genuins Soviet’
vodka elong with them (which is probebly what sly old brother Keith had been hop—
ing &1l slong). : '

I, of course, was the first to errive at the perty; but before I'd finished
my third double Scotch, &t leest a dozen other musicians arrived in z clump end
began rudely shoving ms away from the ber, (Hers is a hint for you: don't invite
musiciens to your parties.) But then came the moment ‘we were all aweiting! Ths
Russians, to the accompeniment of low murrurs of aspathy from the milling guitar-
ists, arrived end wers introduced e£ll around. "Gimme the vodksa,®” Keith suggested
tectfully, So one of the Russians (we will csll him "Iven," for that is just
ebout the only Russian neme I kmow) produced & huge paper bag, which contsined
not only two bottles of vodka, but quantities of cavizr, cenned crabmeat, selami,
rye bread, etec, Howling pecks of musiciens (peid starvation wages by the blosted
nightelub-ovners) fell upon these viands, &nd on their asses, and all over the
place,

®These Commnist Swine seem to be okey guys,” I remarked to the room at

lergs, and decided to be friendly towazrds them, So, to zet the conversation rol-
ling, I produced & picture postcard (sent me by Tom Perry or Joe Pilati -- I'm
always getting those two guys confused in my mind) céptioned 2This Is The House
That Hiss Built®; the photo wes of course of the UN building; end the message was
that the USA should pull out of the UN &nd %lszve it to the ComnmUNists.,Z I hend-.
ed them the cerd and seid, "How 'bout thet, eh geng?" One of the Russians (I
don't think it was Ivan) glonced et it ond frowned &hd looked ¢s though he might
hit me in the eye; but the other ons ssemed to guess thet I thought the thing was

funny in a Sick way, -and he chuckled ¢id/Wif/id/id/¥i4/#FA. -And.so- the - party
crz shsd on.

I knew it wes going to be a good parby when ry brother fired his glass into
the fireplace (where elss would one fire o gless?). I wes sitting in front of
the fireplace at the time, heving en interesting conversation with ths hipper
Red ("When wzs the lest time you beyoneted ¢ baby?"). "Lookout, Norm," Keith



yelled from the other end of ths room, "for I am gbout to fire my glass into the
fireplace,” I shifted my hcunches a« bit end o glass cams whizzing past my ear
end exploded in the fireplece, Nobody peid the lsest attention to thet, includ-
ing me, end Keith sulked for a while; znd thet's tha sort of party it wes turning
into, Soumewhet lstar, someone st: rted throwing zpples sround; for s while the
air was thick with them, - I wasn't peying muech ettention, though, for I was ser-
iously Playing The Pieno, znd little things like the occesionzl SPLAT! zgeinst
ths well weren't enough to distrect me from the investisetion of hermonic possi-
bilities in Bestles tunes; svery now end than, I'd pick up ¢ flung epple on the
first bounce, znd toss it % ck over ny shoulder into the roering crowd of merry-
mekers,

And then there todk place & brisf, mcd interlude of Twisting -- for the
bsnefit, it appsecred, of the Russinas, supposedly to demonstrate the western Wey
of Life or something (but I've nc doubt that the twist is just as vieux jeu in
the USSR es it is heras). From this point, my memory becomes blurry. I do remem-
ber one girl at the party who kept goingz to sle2p in the strengest plzces: on the
bathroom floor, on top of the pisno, ste, Woll, she woke up suddenly and learned
that the Russians had just taken their leave; so she rushed outside to say good-
byes Same time leter, she csma beck in and reported dszedly that one of the Com-
mie Bastards had teken the hand she'd extsnded to him and covered it with kisses,
and hed then begun working his wey up her arm (and "things")., Ghe wondered if
this was "us Russlen custom™; but I told her it wes just 2 mesle one., She went
back to sleaps

And there you h: ve another wccount of ny social deelings with the Rsed Ber-
bsriens, I suppose it will not surprise anyone to leern thet neither my brother
Keith nor eny of us guests sver heard from those Russiens egein. I expect we'll
be meading ebout their rleféctioh,' though, any day now, They seomad pret‘ty' i
pressed by our wey of life,

o0o - oQo. o0o

I Had One ligiling Coament For Tha Weitlister Over There

: Eklund: I resd sbout half
. ' ; vour meiling comments, hers,
I thought they stunk. Pretty punk stuff indeed.

I bet you put yourself. to sleap &t night seying "Fuck It."

I guess you just wentel to be sure evsryons knows you're & prick, Great.

BTmagine! Welt Willis end Tinor Busby seying ' - ' in the same mailingitt
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Brinkmznship

Boyd hes met him, but probsbly soms of you others in FAPA heven't

even hearl of him: his nazme is Vic 3Brinkmen, and he is one of the
Living Legends in Ottews eree musiciandom. Hs Arinks, you seq, Of course that
elone isn't snough to distinguish him, for it is indisputabls fact that all mus-
iciens Arink constantly and copiously, 3ut 3rinkmsn Irinks fabulously. It's not
that he Arinks such an awful lot, espsciclly: ho cen get gasse? in the legendary
Brinkmrn menner on one or two pints of beer, The fact 1s that Vie is what is
known, in musicians?! Jpzz Trlk, as en "alcoholic™; but even thet is not uniaqus,
nor is it very funny. I guess the thing is thet Brinkman is outregeous.



lMost musiciens will not show definite signs of having tippled until the last
helf-hour or so of & perticuler engegement, Not Vic Brinkmen: when ‘he gets thirsty
(an?, being an alcoholic, he often goes for wesks without heving & single drink),
he can't walt, So eny.benilosder who hirss Briniman lives in o stote of apprehsn-
sion, wondering whethar Vic will "mcke it." The truth is thet he does make it
mere oftenlthen not, stetistically; but when he Goofs, he does so in in the grand
fashion, .

The first tire I ovor ssw: 3rinkm:n was asbout ten ysars ago, when I went one
night to hear a bend thet wes pleying in one nf the bigper local nightelubs, I
cam3 in just es the ben wes finishing the first show (yes, I mean "show,® not
"set" -~ a flonrshow, I mean). The musicians were climbing off the stand for e
few minutes' breek, end this one trumpot player remrined there, standing zll eslone.
He gave his horn & couple of shakes to drauin the seliva, and suddenly it slipped
from his hend an went bouncing znd skitterinz tha length of the combination
stege/denceflocr. Thet wes the first time I noticed Vic Brinkmen; it was =lso the
first time 1 'sew him get fired, for whon I walked into the band room to talk to
some of the musicizns, the Iseder wes saying in ¢ bored, matter-of-fact voice,
"ou're fired, Brinkmen,"” "Aw ges, Harry," seid Vie, but he didn't seem upset; he
just sesmad (runk,

I socn lsarnsd thsot-this very soeme lesder, Herry, probsbly h3ld the racord
{(at the time) for the most number of Brimkmen-firings. (In cese you're wondering,
the resson for Vic's never steying fired for very long is thet, when sobsr, he's
an excell amt trumpet—playar.) There wes tha tire, for instence, when Herry's
bend was to play for & rether large production, & thoatre shows So.opening night,
just befores curtein time, the musicizns filed into thair pleces in the pit.  Vie
sat down nd fall over beckwerds in his. chair. "You're.fired, Brinkmen," Harry
seid, "OutJ" "iw goe, ﬂ@r,” Brinlmen. roplied, "C:;n't I ~van play the fenfarg?"

Sometimss, to avoid being firsd, Viec gends o substitute trumpeter to the
job. Just & fow deys ago ho phoned my friend Cgrl and esked, "Aro you supposed
to pley at the Standsih tonight, or em I?" (Cerl had been subbing for Vie so
regularly on this job that Ihe leuder hsl begun using him a coupls of nights a
week whether Vic was stoned or not,) "You zre," Corl sal“ "Arg you okey? Bacauss
if you.want e to work for you tonight, let me know before the last minute, men,?
"No, I'm perfectly fina., I'm cglling from & restsurant.” (Clinks, crashes,; and
eries of "Yaohoo!® in the background,) Fifteen minutes lster, Cerl's phons Teng
again, "You better go in‘'in ny place tonight, Cerl," Vic said, "Tell Tony that I
have t0 go tc Toronto right now," Thne only trouble was that, that night, Victor
cane, glasgy-eyed, into the club, T~ny, the leadrer, glared at him with 4isgust,
®How was your trip to Toronto?' "pst salubriocus and impftubibdle,™ Vie raplisd
in the grave cnd intelligant mznner he effects when he is smashed out of his mind,
"i{sll, you better go back to Torontp,” Tuy snapped, "bacause Carl- is going to
" pley tha rest of this week," M™iw Tony, cen't I pley two days, even?' And then
Brinkmen produced a tettered letter from his pocket, eznd pesgssd it arouni to
everyons, pointing out tiet it was postmerked Toronto; this wes to corroborate
the story thet he'd been in Toronto thet evening (Toronto is gbout 300 miles from
here, snd Victor has no car),

Well, thls is supp0aeﬂ to be Just a brlef SAetcn of Vie Brinkmen, not a Full
Longth 4rcicle; so I'nm going to cut it s;ort, aere, with & little incident thet
took plece last weok or theresbouts, end which is a pretty typicel Brinkman Story.
He come on the . job plastered, anAd Tpuy fired him immedictaly (end phoned Carl to
coms. in ¢nd substitute), Howsver, Vic .iin't ineve the premises; instead, he sat
at the musicicns' table, nser the ber, @nd kept op drinking.,  Tony, the leader,



got madder en¢ more Aisgusted the more Vie drank; end he kopt saying things 1like,
"You bum, Brinmkmen! You goddemn Brinkmen you! You lushhead basterd, Brinkmen!™
4% one point, Vic tock offense at one of these remerks; hs swayed to his feet,
vaguely weving his fists in what he fondly imagined wes a puznacious gesture.
?Siddown, Brinkmen you bumi™ shouted Tony, "You think you'rs going to fight me?
I'11 kill you, you bum! Siddown, Brinkmen, and shuddup. SiADOWN!® Victor gazed
at him, then Arew himself up (not too successfully) with dignity. ™You can't
tell me to sit down tonight," he seid, "I'm not hers,”

I guess he wasn't, either.
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Culturel War With The Iskimos

Recontly, in truly Cenadian Art circles, the big news

has been the discovery of ewfully clesvsr things crest-
ed by those zmazing little people, the Egkimos, Furry little owl-like -things
(called "Ookpik®) and carvings of walri havs been selling like hot tortierss; and
every week or so we ot to see a CBC or Iiational Film Boerd-docuuentery on TV,
shoring & bunch of 3Igkimos turning out their Ookpiks and walri sn? looking terribly
primitive end unspoilsd,

But it's beginning to pell @ -bit, I think; and so I'm wondering just what
will bo the next bilg Ethnic discovery, ertwise. Truly Cunadien ethnic, I mesn
(everyons in Canada is tremendously concerned,' these days, with being Truly Can-
edien end having & Netional Identity; Caneda is an Dnergin Ngtiom)., It's obvious
thet thers can't be much left to discover, previously-unsuspected-Bskimo-talent-
wisa, though I don't doubt thet there ere, porhaps, still a few revelations in
store for us: it soems possible that there'll be found & whole trzdition of epic
poetry end three-act plays and stream-of-consciousness novels end primitive
slectronic music cached away in the beserient of some primitive ranch-style igloo.
But whetevsr heppoens, the fact is that. the Zskimos are just too far In, right
now; end I suggest that anyone who wants to neke it rcelly big, fadwise, had bet-
ter start hustling imredistely, Whet is nesded, of course, is a gimmick; and
since, in Cenada, this is the era of Biculturalism snd Bilingualism, I thinlk it
would bs a greeat, a grabbing, & Unified, and & truly moneymeking thing to start
hawking examplas of primitive Fronch-~Conedian art, Thers's lots of it; I've seen
1t myself,

Do you know what soms of those primitive French-Cpnadians ere able to do
with such simplse materiel as tinfoil from cigerette pacliuges ~- that and perhaps
8 little crepe peper? You don't? Well, they ere ablo to weave it (as I think
the process is called) into simply the most gorgasous sort of met or rug or scme—
thing, with like little rosettes ell over it; zn?i these muts or whetever can be
placol on ths flat zxea betwsen the back seet of a car anl the rear whndow, so
thet the cer looks for &ll the world like z coffin (which, of course, it often is),

But that is only cne of the nany srbs burgeoning in the dsrk, unexplored
regions north enl ezst of the Ottewe river. Through & mysterious creft known as
thoe "silk~screen process® -- developed by the encicent Chiness and perfected by a
former meyor of Aylmer, @uebec -- the netives of wuebec are zble to produce lit-
erelly thousends of works of art 1sily: the dosign is elwzys the sems, consist-
ing of ¢ crude but stylized red ruple leef on a field of white (symbolizing



whiskey-blenc) with strips of red at the edges (symbolizing "le parti Liverals"
or "1nternct10ngl Comwunism®), '

And then theres is the nctige music, Liijddlebrow tourists from Toronto vigit
Montreal and go around looking for urchins who sing “Alouette®" and "Hinky Dinky
Farly Voo"; but these are not resl Freach-Cznudian songs. -No; that stuff is-just
for the tourists’ from-Toronto,~ But just portege and mukluk elong the winding
trails north of.Poinve-Getineau, and you will find yourself deep in that country
where the drums snd rubber boots -pound incessantly through the eternsl winter’night
of the real Quebec. There, .s the flemes flicker and leap from heaped coples of
the British Ngrth Americs iet ond the Collectsd Speeches of John Diefenbeker, you
will hear the sevage, rhythmic lament of a people in chains snd snow-tires, You
mey be trested to the spectacle of & ziunt, wild-eyed young quebecois, wearing a
toque on his head (full of thet grezsy Maurice Richerd stuff), leapirg into the
firelight end chanting definetly, "Je Suis Le Roi du Bossa-Nova." It is s chilling
experience, especially in January, : '

Folk postry? You bet, # recent slim volume, privetsly printed by an ordsr
of freres who have indepsndently invented the printing press -- slthough .they have
not yet discoversd paper -- is enjoying & grest success in ths voroughs and ham-
lets end "city-states" of the northern regions., Its title is Un Jardin de 'Joual !
Pour les Kids, end contains such gems as "La Ballpoint de ma Tgnte“ and "y Clsir
de la Tri-Lite Lemp," among others. But you rezlly have to hear them spoken to
apprecié te the full, devasteting effect. Simply fantastic,

T could go on znd on, describing the untapped cultural wealth (end I mean
loot, baby) to be found in the vast, howling westelands Just outside of Aylmer;
but I think it would bs more fun -- don't you? =- if you ‘wers to go in search of
it yourself, Mind you;‘you -may have sore difficulty in bringing out the natives'
trust, friendship and co-operation; but  the adoption of & firm pose will work
wonders. If they hretend not to understand when you spesk English (or Americen),
just shout at them,” They understand perfectly well when they want to, the
beggerg, "
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e tealks miserable, ®
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Guesbecon Report: There Is No Gueabcon Rgport
Well, I guess therse is if you:count

: ' .. that cetaract of lies entitled Songs
Some Mothar Teught lis (z2nd T understand thet Lee Jacobs is going to heove Somsthing
actionable in tho sarme meiling). But I hed intended to write somsthing rather
lengthy and perhaps even sober znd serious ebout Lee's and the Carrs' (ang of
course Boyd's) visit to aylmer, “4As & metter of fact, I sctually did write eight
pages (ebout six of them et ons sitting); but, upon rezding them over, it occurred
to me that thay read like a poor parody of all the Quesbshots that have besn
pouring from “ylmer the lest couple of ysurs; end then I thought, "Mighod, imegine
the Februesry meiling conteining not.only a 1l2-pzge wueebshot, but pages end peges
by Me llyself, end elso innumereble libelous end scandelous peges by Lee Jacobs,
8l'so purporting to be about the Jient “weebcon," That's exectly whet I thought,
ind then I thought of Buck Coulson, &nd then I wes undone (you cen imegine how
svaryone gigrled when they noticed that).

So ell I'm going to say (soberly end seriously) is that the November Jiant
tueebcon was & fine znd joyous end swinging occesion, and that Terry ond Carol Carr



end Les Jncobs arz swell people (we alrsady knew that zbout Boyd, no matter what
his reputation mey be in Los 4ngelss, or "Berkeley™); end Cerol, in particulear,

is Besutiful Poople (Lee Jszcobs is merely pretty, in a gsudy wey); and that husband
of Carol's is & pretty fannish fello:, too. The whole weskend wes one big High
Spot to me, but & few of the things I remsmber rost fondly ars: the relaxing and

* congenial couphe of hours spent in & dingy tevern with Lee and Terry (end later
Boyd, when he ceme to drag us away); Cerol's tarrific spaghetti sesuce (for which
she kindly sent us the rmecipe) =znd her lovely long derk hsir (of which she has

not yet sent me e lock) end her fescineting reveletions about Steve Stiles (which
ere tremendously INW); Lee's beaming and foot-tzpping enjoyment of my Hoary 0ld
Bebop Records; Terry end Carol and Boyd and lee actually end fantestically sitting
et & teble in ¢ tiny ‘websc hotel and hollering requests &t tho bzndleader (mo);
Terry "Phonefen® Cerr calling Pota Grzhem, collect, 2t 3 or 4 a,Me 4.s the fan-
tisting sight of Les Jzcobs clad in propellor boenie and corusceting SoCezl shirt
ees Torry and Czrol dencing in sedate New York styls while Frugging Frogs geped...
Boyd reeding us the rough draft of = new Derogation, and from time to time meking
frightful sugmstions for the tueebshot title ..., and plenty cetera;

Oh, it wes groat fun, geng; I wish I could say many more adotuste words of
appreciction fhén that. I can say that I hope we'll all meet again, znd soon.

This has been en assay on Mother Fu
0o o0o o0o
You Better 3olievs It, Dapt.

o Tt was the §ear.255'7 ese A servant brought the wine,
'1958 Christien Brothers,' ssid arthur IT. ' A rere

vintage. '™
-~Robert Shea, "Tho Inveders™; ‘amirk #4
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Stuffed Owl Dept.
: I've beern fortunute in coming across soms obscure but grest
poetry, letely; and I'd like to shars my good fortune with all
you lovers of poetry, The first choice bit of verse camws from the back of a
peckage of Whyte's Bacon, under & 1linoe that reads, "Have you tried mouth-watering
WHYTE'S COOKED H.M?" ./ind here is the persussive poem:. :

Men at some time cre mesters of their fatsss:

4 staterent you, in choosing Whyte's, have proved.
Lnd once this peack's contents your taste elates,
inother product sample is bghooved,,

I don't know ebout you, but thet's one of the most momorable commercials I've
encountered ir years., It's a pity we don't know who the outhor is; perhaps it's
old pig-farmer Whyte's son who's boen to collegs and has great ideas for the
family's Bacon Fmpire.

‘Wo know the author of theé next inspirational poem, thoughs .she is lirs, Lilith
Bennett Websr (Miss Cznada, 1936), and he poem was published in the Ottawa Citizen



Fobruery 16, 1965, in honor of the officiel raising of Cunada's new flag; the
poen is called

On Raising Cenede's. New Flag

In battle whsen our spirits lag,

Our eyss will seek our own trus flag,
. 4nd when ¢ soldisr's dead,.

His flag is laid across his head.

When man or country comes to fams,
4nd spirits flams,

His fleg is thers and a1l ths sans,
Our fleg inspires, befors it God,
.But flags ers closer to ths sod.

A fleg is like & nzme, it bresthes tradition at the proper time,-
ind spurs a toest to Wween with wine,

A flag can do no herm

To the man upon the farm,

Or in the street or soldisering, or in high places .
It brings a glow %o children's faces:

But no power high can liken to the Creator --

4 symbol to look upon, is whet the flag is for.

At hslf-mest for the sorrowing, it gives the heart rellef
In victory flying high, it shows our lMaplp Ieafl .ewe - ..
Uhet's in & £lzg so fair -

Why, love 2nd truth are thers!

Well, épeaking of national pride and =1l that: you Americans mey heve had
your Mrs, Julia Lloore, but I am.Quietly proud of Caneda's own kMrs. Lilith Bennett
Wober., And thet's postry-breeks (smesh! crunch!) for this issue.
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1 Haeve A Few Notes Hdsre ,..

I consider Curt Junke's resignation the saddest Fapish

news in years, . Of course he's a Meen and Nasty man, but
jeez, cen the sumo:.dge writes Next to ’atrlck Scott, hel!s my favorite jazz critic,
I almost Wish Goldwater had won, if it meent thet Curt would still be with us (I ,
. sald slmost), ### Congratulations, 4ndy Mein! And congratuletions,-too, to Marion
end Walter Breen. (Jonny just said, "Is Walter Breen for real?" I swear it.) ###
Lee Jacobs, why don't you get in touch with Bucky Wellingford, XM49111, and ask
when he's going to finish repairing our hi-fi? Or meybe I'll zet together with
him end.get in ‘touch with you, 73(?). ### Ted Wnite, you sey you've "found theat
misicians meke the worst critics of music," Yeah? Who sgrees with you? Ilusiciang,
or critics? I myself have found that "musie critics™ meke the worst critics of
msic. Your move, Tod. #5## Dick Bergeron: Boyd didn't blackball Walter. "Metcalf®
.1s the nzme you should loock at mare clossely, in your -two lists, 44 T guess this
section is "mziling comments™ for this 1ssue. Oh —- Dien Pelz, I'd like my Cult
dues refunded, please, i :
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