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It was a custons offi o revived my interest in fapa.
"I'm going to heve to charge you duty on this," he told ue.

"But this is obviously a wortlless nile of...mimeographed
naper," I cried,

"Oh I don'+t know," he replied, leafing through & zine and
rsopping to inspect a Rotsler girl.

Te'd got this nostcard sumnonsing us to the customs office,
I hed to detour on my way to work, which put me in an ill humer 5o
stert with., It wes a dull detour and a cold cay.

r’ o

I'é gone through the eupty nost office and up some ecihoir
vﬂrble stairs 1o theroom where the ogrcelu cover in their car =
7:i%ing to be claimed, guarded meznwhile by officizls in grer
L OTHIS,

"I've been getting these...uh..,(fapa bundles? mailirgs?
s ans9)...Ior over ten vears ncw 2aéd I never hod to pav duty on

T .

"Just because you got away with something for 10 Yecars
©,28n't mean you'll continue o 3% awey wich 1%," the cushoils nan
Do ; ¢lowering through his eyebrows as he looked up Ifrom The
ezl of forms he was Lllllﬂé oLV,

’—'O

"But how can wou Tix a value on somecaing like this?"

"Don't worry," le essured me, "I'1ll think of something.
He tossed the bundle onto & sczle. “Hmm. AT 254 a »nourn

thet would come toe,."

"Thet?!" I sirieted, stamping my feet, flailing my arns,
. 1 ) . &l
gnawving at the edge of the counter. '"You mean you're just going
to slep some arbitrary value on this,,.,,this pile of paper?”

"That's right," he said, permitting h mself = smirk. "In
fact," he werued, "i'm thinking of making it 25¢ an iten."
"What's vour name and serial number?! I'LL APPEAL IT

T0 7HE EXCEENUTR GOURT: TTIL PICKOT Tif ROVEIUE TINISTSRIL

maLr ot =T FEmmnET=

I vas enjoying nyself. I'd sleepwelked out of the house
and onto the bus, on my way to another day of typing out legal Menos.
Mow, suddenly, I was jarred wide avake, adrenzlin coursing through
ny veins, my brain going click-click,
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The official was enjoying himself too, It was obvious.y
n oo oty MR 3 - il 3 - . -y 3| = A
a slow Cdey. The office was empty; the other officiels weTre QOZing
in corners with cobwebs in their heir. Ee¢ welcomed the diversicn,

T raged Tor a while, then I wheedled. He sneercd and
rejected,

"TLook," I said finally, "this whole deal is sort of like
letters, only in 65 copnics..."

"Doesn't look like letiers to me. Obviously coiles under
the heading of Hrinted mctier.™

ie flinned a booklet of regulations up onto The counisr.
licked his +thumb ané leafed through., "Aha., Here we are., IPrinv.
lgiter, Blah,.blah...blah...et cetera, et cetera, et cetern,
Ile droned on, reading out the whole dreary list., "Blah..,binh...
bleh,..excepting periodicals wiich are nublished four vimes & year
or fewer..."

"EEY! TEAT'S IT! This,..nailing...is more a periodical
then Slything else," I declared., "And 1t coumes out four Times =

year, !

ing of the game,
"Okav. Tou show
212G I'11

Perhaps the officicl, like me, vastir
An any rate he gave me a long look «ud then sa
e wyhere 1t says thisstuff is published four *
>h it goJ"
o O

id
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3
nes 8 yosr

Wouldn't you know? This time there was no conguituticn
in the Fi, But I showed The roster which showed neonle having
pages due in lay, MNov., Lug. and Feb.

"Jell...." he said. "Since it's a borderline a2,
I'1l forget it., This time." Anc he tore u» the forus.
I grebbedthe mailing and pored over it on the bus and

in spare moments =t work, Aftcr =11, it almnost cost 25¢ per

zine. Ané look. I'm even contribuing my own 25¢ zine for n=xt
Mailing,

o OH ¥ N X R X %

LODERN WEZAPOFRY DEPARTHENT ~ Is there no end — in any dirvecHs
to men's ingenuity? Out of vac

Viet Nawm war have come some remarkable weanons. The screaming

bedbug, for one. I quote from the Ottawa Citizen: "The experi-

nents rest on thne bedbugs' lust for human blood and its habit

ol letting out a yowl of excitement once it smells & victin &t

Gistances up to 200 yards. Military scientists now are working

on ucthnods to amplify the bug's cry so that it becones audible

to huuen cars.M



DuT O My LiIFE-AND Minp
_--%vm_éiaw&’__,

How To Kick The Gufia Habit '
i 35 R It's easy, redlly. Just get rid of your mimeo.

That's what we did, and look at us: publishing a Fapazine when we don't even
hove to.. And the funny thing is, it's being run off on our very own ABDick.,
Only it isn't ours e&ny more: we gave it away. We hoted it.

Dave Johnstone is u teacher of clussical guitar; and he 1s zlso & good _
friend., It is true thut he reuds au lot of science fiction, but we humor him. BEs
and his wife Marne have shown some interest in fonzines ( if lcrgely Descants and
Honques); und they drink, you know. Once or twice Dave has asked i1f he could use
our wretohod-inky measy screowed—-up mimeo to run off some guitcr lessons for his
+ wtwionts == or, rather, if we would run them off. "Ugh, okay," we said. (You my
be asking, "Lhy didn't the Clarkes get their mimeo gleuned and fixed?" The
answer is "Mind your goddam business.")

So one duy -=- or, more likely, one evening -- Dave mentioned the mimeo again,
He wunted to run off a guitar funzine or something (for he hos lately founded an
Ottavwe Guita Society thut is sercon as hell, for it hasn't sponsored any Loud Jazz
or Rock concerts yet), "Tell you what, Dave," I suid megnanimously, "why don't
you take this ol' ABDick with you? A little work on 'er and she'll run like a
dreum.”

"Gee, thonks," said Dave, "Thut's mightyffif¥g liberul of you. Thanks. I'll
get the guitar scciety to foot the bill for repairs.”
D

A couple of weeks possed., The phone rang. "Hi, this is Duve,® sacid Dave,
"I just got back from the ABDick company.”

"Oh? Oh essyeah," I remembered, "Didjo needa getta new drum, or what?"

. "Oh wow, lemme tell youl" And tell me he did, indeed, of 2ll the Feat Stuff
this salesman hid given him: ",.. and two lettering guides, and & stylus, and
two reams of paper, an' ... Qn' ., e%

Recognize the signs, weury old Fapons? Remember? Ah-hahl Gotchal

"Well, that sounds just great, Duve," I said with enthusiam, "Next thing you
know, you'll be, ah, 'pubbing' a, um , 'zine,! huha.' There was a sound of heavy
breathing in my ear, as though this were an obscene phonecall, which, come to
think of it, it was. "As u matler of fact," I went on, "I was thinking of Doing
Something myself, one of these days. I'd like to see hov that machine is working
since I +.e guve 1t to you. Absolutely free of charge, as you recull.,.”

"I'11l bring you some stencils, 'I'1l bring you some stencils," Dave cried,

This, ladies and gentlemen of FAPA, is your introduction, then, to the im-
peccable work of Duve Johnstone, Neofun. Thot is, it hnd better be impeccuble,
Just 1ike that of Phil Harrell, Paoul Wyszkowski, Boyd Raeburn and Dick Lupoff,
former printners to the Clarkes. We don't wont our image spoiled.

¥ust lend Dave our copy of The Enchanted Dupldcator.



1 d Here -
imat's Nev, irtulse, &round bere Our house has been sadly lacking in, cmong lots

stuff, whatchs coll gbjets dtort. Well, isn't thot what you call them?
gg i:hiiue tha% we huve an ovuIEE;Emed rainting of Gloom 4t Twilieht hanging over
the fireplace. And we have & reproduction (ripped from & cclendar) of some sort
of Notive Viomon (she hus blue skin) holding a dove, or some kind of white bird"
onyway. And then there sre the posters, of course: a gpudy “Se?geant Pepper," a
sturk "Procol Harum, a maguzine-tearout of Aretha Frunklin, 4nd, too, there -1s
the poster of Me Myself, in orange and purple: it wus posted cll over town last
year, advertising the CEC's "Summer Festival" of free conce:ts (I wus not pired

to play ¢t any of them)s °

Gino and I hcd been gétting a.bit tired of our livingreom's decor, thoush
(even though it might seem to you:that you would love to have .your drab roome
decorated by stuff such as T have described.above). So you can Imagine how we
felt vhen we discovered &n adtual-artist, in his actusl studio, with actusl
peintings for sals. ¥ell, maybe:you:can't imagine how we felt; you muy te a
dullerd for all T know, g T : L Y

The artist's name is Virgo. Quite likely that isnft his real name, but it's
his profession:l one, you knows He has this little studio -- u garage, cctuully ——
gt the bottom of the street where-my purents live. Strengely, my purents had
never mentioned Virgo or his studio; so Gina and I discovered them ¢ll by our-
selves, ' . :

We peered in the window of the garage one Sunduy afternmoon. ¥We couldn't see
much, but suddenly & door was flung open by the resident artist himself, cnd,
"Entert" he cried. So enter we did into the vworld of the Rebellious, Nisunderstocd,
Spat-Upon Artist, There was the easel of Virgo, uron vhich rested « helf-finished
picture of some deud ducks on a tible., "I'm thinking of putting in ¢ dog or a
cat," Virgo confided, "I can't decide whichJ ' I felt sure his Muse would tell him,
I looked urounds On one well was o Munifesto: written by Virgo, it explained in
violent words the difference between the Artist and the mere Peinter. The Artist,
it appeared, has this tremendous urge to create, creute, CREATEY The Painter, on
the other hand, just'sort of shits on & cunvus and gets paid « lot of money. There
was & mimeographed sheet tacked to another wall: it arnounced an exhibition of
Erotic irt by Virgo ( I vagueiy recalled reading about & police raid),

Ginz ond I examined a lot of the paintings, with o great decl of interest;
and we knew that we just hud to have one or more of them. Well, Gina knew that:
I was more'interested In the secondhand books for sale (from the Virgo collection).
Virgo was appurently an uvid reuder of doctor/murse pb novels -- oh, and of books
about Great Lrtists, ;

Ve finnlly -- after much del*t~vration -- bought three pecintings by Virgo.
The lorgest of them was priced at ~ ¢1800. Thut's & lot of money to spend on a
pcinting by & relatively unknovin artist, I know. . But we were fortunate: this
rarticplar peinting hod been murked down to one dollar, es had the other tro we
bought. In fuet, I guess every puinting we looked at was priced at a buck
(Special Today) . : :

I'd 1ike to describe these paintings to you; but words -- especially my poor
words == cannot do. justice to these objets dfart. I must suy, though, that I
consider the money they cost us to hive been well spent,

. o0o 00o o0o



I Heard Dick Lupoff On The Radio

Yes I did, actuelly and literally. It was on
the afternoon of Monday, April 13 (1970, to be sure -- the same day, in fact,
when Apollo XIII developed a "problem"; but that was yet to happen). It was a
beautifully warm and sunry day: the afternoon was so fine, indeed, that it was
gheerecst chance that I huppencd to be in the house for a few moments and was
passing through the livingroom when I heard the voice of CBC Radio say, "...Dick
Lupoff, whose book, 411 In Color For 4 Dime, will soon be releascd by the
Nostalgic Book Club, talks to Les Nirenberg ee."

Lupoff talking to Nirenberg! Right here in my livingroom! Why, that was
fantastict (It's clways something of a shock, to me, to hear friends on radio,
or to see them on telsvision -~ with the exception of musician friends, say,
who are just Doing Their Job,)

It turned out to be & fairly brief conversation -~ actunlly mostly Dick
talking, for Les is a good Tutervicwer —— but it was a good one: it held my
attention, end I don't give a goddam about old comicbooks, or new ones for
thot pottere Dick said a few ear-raising things, such as that the early
comictooks were Lwrltter by kids for kids, whereas now the comics are turned
out by guys in their forties or fiftles who tend to 'writc down' to the
kids.* I hadn't thought of that (as indicsted a sertence or two back, I don't
dwell on the subject much), but it's probably true enough. (Incidentally,
when Dick spoke -of "kids" as having written and drawn the early comicbook
strips, he meant ~- as he explained -~ young guys in their late teens or
early twentiess "High school dropouts," as Dick said.)

Lupoff also pointed out, or at least opined, that the peaks of popularity
of the "Ccstumed Adventurers" (Dick's term) appeared to coincide with three
porticular periods: the '40s, the early '50s, the mid-'60s. That is, according
to Dick, the Superl_sros were most popular during the times of WWII, the Korean
"poiice action," and Viet Mam, Nirenberg said, YHmmm, do you suppose that
means that the kids identify political leaders with Superheros® They both
broke up with laughter for a few moments, but then Dick told of & kiddy TV
progran that was ceen during the Jobnson Era: it was colled SuperProsident;
and it vas about a President of the USA who doffed his businesc snuit when the
occasion warranted and wert forth, becaped etc., to do tattle with Evil and
Danger and (for all I know) Communists. Lupoff noted that the program went
off the air when Nixon took office.

Well, it was an enjoyable few minutes; I'm glad I was listening. (Say,
Dick, when was this taped? While you were visiting Montreal, or did Les
make & specicl Expense Account trip to P'Kipsie?) A&Anyway, that little
interview should help in sellirng a few more copies of AICFAD to those Serious-
Minded Ceradians who listen to CBC-AM radio on beautiful spring afternoons.
I1'd protably buy a copy myself, except that I doubt that the book contains any
detailed information ebout my favorite comicbook hero of the early !/0s.

How many references to Sooper Dooper are there, Dick?

oQo o0o o0o



Light Up and Listen .
Sorry, but there'll be noigenetrati?g ana%ys:saoiozigézgégg
shows this issue; becaouse both audio and video went 122z abou

weld éoéﬁht our brané—new gsecondhand set . DBut that was okey: I hudn't yet\m&de
the first payment. I kept waiting for Reno TV to send me a ntice with PAYNENT
PAST DUE stemped on it in bright red ink. Finally I went to the shop myself.
Fortunctely, it was crowded with customers (or, even better, potential customezs).
I walked up to the proprietor, who smiled at me. "You don't send yourbills ou
promptly," I smiled back. "Why, what do you you mean?" he continued to smile,
albelt novw with some puzzlement. The folks standing around listened with inter-
est., "Well, I was witing for you to tell me that I hadn't mode any payments on
the TV yet, ond then I was going to reply, 'YOU MUST BE KIDDINGL'" He stopped
smiling. "How meny times," I continued, as & little crowd gathered round, "did

I come here to the shop, right after buying the set, to tell you that it wasn't
working properly, cnd how many times did you promise to come ard see to 1t?"

"Oh es. wedl, yes, quite a few ..." "Yeah, well, that was just for starters.

Now I haven't had any picture or sound for the past momth."™ "Oh, my ... tsk, tsk
e»sI'11 be over this evening for sure." That was severcl months ago. He hasn't
showvn up yet. But every now and then I get a btill from Reno TV saying, "PAYMENT
DEMANDED NCWL"  Sure, Mister Reno.

Of course, I've thought more than once of attempting to find out what's
wrong with the set, and then replacing the dead tube, or whatever, myself; but I
an far from ept in such matters. However, I did surprise myself by "repuiring"
& radio that hedn't worked in years. Our table model radio got broken, sce.
Well, what happened was: I was 1lying in bed one evening, cbout 3 a.m., listening
to some Underground Rock; and Girna asked me if I'd mind turning it down a bit.
So I threw the radio out the bedroom door, then went and kicked it downstairs.
It broke. I regretted that, next day, for now therc was not only nothing to
watch, but nothing to listen to either., Then I thought of the old HiFi/Radio
combinetion, which would hum when turncd on (as I sometimes do) but nothing
elses "If it hums, it can't be all Dead," I reusoned, switching the radio on
and lying on my back on the floor to peer up into the inrards. Sure enough, there
was an unlit tube, which I hauled out, - It was a 6BA6 type tube, I noted.
"6BA6, hmmm," I scid, technicnlly. Wo have a few other dead rcdios lying around
the houso (not all of them kad been kicked downstairs), so I went looking for a
workable 6BA6., There wis not one in any of those radios, tut therc were any
number of 12BAés. Well, what the hell: thot scemed close enough, so I took a
12 and stuck it in vhere the dead 6 hud beon, made the Sign of the Cross, &nd
turned on the radio. It worked. And it still works, after a fcshion: the only
thing is, you have to tiptoe around., Any 1ittle jar in the vieinity of the
radio, and the sournd level drops to & whisper. Then you have to jump up and
down till it snzps tack. There's protably & domned interesting exploaration
for thut,

So'we're listening to & lot of radio these days. One evening, for exenmple,
I noticed that the kics were sitting absolutely sti1ll on the sofa, most unusual
for them. When they noticed I was watching them, they gluncod at each other
gelf~consciously, then looked quickly away at the ceiling or the wall. "Something
gullty ctout that," I thought, "What's going on there?" '"Hey, what are you two
doing?" I bellowed. "We're erying," Jenny said. I walked over; bighod, they
were, too, "It's so beautiful," Lourie sotbed. ™"We're thinking about things,"
Jerny sniffled, Then 1t struck me that the radio was playing a Chopin nocturne.
"Oh ..s well, I guess that's okay," I sucid.



Yeoh, we're listening to ¢ lot of radio lutely; and the radio that I have
bteen listening to clmost exclusively is The People's Network -- that is, the
Canadiun Brocdeasting Corporation (Radio-Carada, bilingunlly). I think 1t rust
bte unique in North America; at least I have not heard anything like its counterpart
in the many hours I have spent twiddling the diel to find farfulg (thatt's a
fine typo, tut I meant:) farflung US stations. In TV, the differences are not so
merked: much of the stuff carried by CBC-TV is imported from the US, arnd the
"Can&diag Content" programming (of which a certain percentage is required by law)
consists largely of hockey gomes ard news/putlic affairs programs (although "The
Galloping Gourmet" qualifies as Carnadian Content).

But CBC Radio i1s a different mctter., These days, the first thing I do aft?r
getting up and sturbling downstairs is turn on the radic. No matter which lecal
private station I dial, the same thing is going on. There is a dumb phone-in
"show" going one. Ten minutes of listening to this appalling drivel is enough to
make one faunch for an immediate thermonuclear wor, a total and thoroughly
destrnctive one. And, after those Hupry Listening hdurs are over, =i+ one can
hop, skip and leap from station to dumb-ass stution in order to hear the same
clutch of pallid, woceful, or sprightly "tunes" teing played over and over by the
Housewives! Friends: "Here's one by Tom Jones, here's Herbie Alpert, here's
Bobty Coldstoro, here's our contest winner on GREAT 58, the BIG SOUND of Ottawa
Radio seeo"

Turn away from &1l this. Turn, gratefully, to that Socialist Communist
Godless Publiely-Owned Crown Corporctien, the turenucratic homosexual-controlled
Separatist-infiltrated CEC Radio, bless it, The first thing I hear is Juliette.
Juliettel You Americans don't know her , of course, but she used to bte a CBC-TV
Superstar, or as close to one as 1s cllowed in Canada, Juliette is & buxom -
(well, kind of fot) blonde singer, affectionately known as "Our Pet" by muny
faithful fans for 15 yeurs or so, until she finally got bounced from her weekly
TV show. But, wow, here she is on radiol And it's o good show: the "star" sings
only one song per progrem, just tefore closing. The rest of the hour features
Guests, who sing or do whatever they do, and then sit uround and talk with Julie
and her friends. It's like an audio Johnny Carson, except that it's no big deal,
and I think it's better: for one thing, there are po commerclals. As the day
goes oy, there are such things &s a children!s show; and it is one that adults
could well lister to. It has no particular format, and any old subject might be
handled In any wey from playlet to song to panel discussion. In the late after-
noon/early evening, there's a program called "Now -- Just Listen." 4nd I do.
Bits of music, good conversation (with three or four co~hosts and whoever haryens
to be visiting, or phoning in) and a carefree, let!s-wing-it atmosphere. And in
the evening -- tetween 8 pum. and 1 a.me -~ CEC radio really lives. Monday night
might be devoted almost entirely to classical music. Tuesday (say) features
music by, and talk about (and with), rock performers. liaybe the tig feature on
Wiédnesday is some heavy drama, or some lirht comedy. And so on, and so one

And alrost none of it is dull, Thet is, CBC radio is not like a deadly
serious Educationel Network sort of thing. As noted above, ruch of it is
extremely casual (if un-selfconsciously Witty and Educated). Mighod, what have
I been doing all these years, gawping at TV with my head blunked out, when I
could have been washing the rabio (...JLennon)?



FIRE (\/\/HEN READY) ON LUNA
__ Nagm

NORMAN, BORN SIGN CF PISCES, hod been drinking like o fish when the news
came to him that Moiler was a candidate for the mayoralty of New York City. He
has been laughing ever since. laughter was loose. Laughter was in the air,

Into the silence hiccups would explode. It was conceivuble == what an immaculate
conception! -- that Man, or at least Norman (this Norman, or, as he now prefers
to call himself, Pisces), was ready to share the mirth of the Lord. Are we all
poised for this?

But, oh gentle reader, calculcte for yourself the gusps end guffaws that
convulsed Pisces when he learned that no less & publication than big Life
mapazine itself was reputed to be paying that magnificent loser ("he came fourth
in a field of five") hundreds of thousands of dollars to write a book -~ or one
of his "things," whatever -- about the flight of Apollo 11 to the moon. FPisces
imogined, in the depths of his giddy cups, puges and pages of such marvelous
symbolism as that of, say, the avenging phallus of cuckolded Ameriec spurting
its seed into the cold white womb of the dead Selene in a last monstrous act of
necrophilism. Yes, Pisces let his fancy go, and he laughed and lushed into the
night,

Yet Pisces was & not unadmiring student and observer of Mciler the man,
the boy, the ncked and/or dead white Negro, self-employed adman, hoodlum and
prizefighter mpanqué, colorful TV personality right up there with all the Mervs,
Johnnies, Joeys, seasoned and sauced political campaigner. Pisces, finally,
was not unreservedly displeased that such a monstrously Melvilleen confidence-
man should be selected by the picturebook of the late Luce's opinion-molding
brace to bring to ¢ baffled Americo his convoluted olfactory impressions -~ for
of course the mun is blind s his weekend bats ==~ of what is surely one of the
more momentous events in American history since Mailer and Ereslin teamed up to
go into vaudeville.,

And so it was that Fisces forced his wife (he stabbed her, in faect, with a
goose-quill or a retrzctoble ballpoint pen or a pepperoni or something equally
phollic) to scamper to the newsstand and acquire for him that issue of Life
containing Part the First of Mailer's venture into the field of science fiction,
hoping (but being disappointed) that it would be entitled, "Why Are We On The
Moon?V

NASAL NAZI NASA FACTORY

Pisces hud grown up with Mailer. He understood (he
thought) that pugnacious wiry little guy, but he had been cureful not to
understand him too quickly. Indeed, he was about halfway towards comprehending
that first novel, the one whose success had stumnned the literary Establishment,
who gesped at the sudden fame of an unknown writer demonstrably incapasble of
spelling the sjmplest one-syllable word correctly, All of that, however, was
lightmonths and more away (recognize thut it is space not time I refer to, for it
is only syace that divides all things, finully, especially the inner space where
time ticks loudly for us all). When it was time, low and beholden, Pisces would



comprehend, Lord Nose he would comprehend.

He held Life to his nose (situated somewhere beneauth and between his pouchy
and reddening eyes). It was a maguzine without odor, unmistakably Wasp. FPisces
sniffed it again. It was not funky, not funky at all: he could not even whiff
the hint of & fishy aquarium. Like a real Americcn news-cum-pilctures magezine
it smelled ... helpful, ready always to give polite, courteous, generous
information to, by and about reul Americans and an occasional ethnic pop singer
or greatest journalist. Eut it always talked in code, neither knowing nor
caring thot no-one possessed the key, no not even Pisces nor yet the one men in
hmerica who, finelly, had been judged by Life (if not yet Time) to be the biggest
cipher to be bought and sold right there in their arcone (but plenty pictures’)
piges. Blowving his big red nose -- the windows of his sniffy soul -- Pisces
riffled the glossy pages, while the nostrilless walls of his closet, infensate
of his effluvia, seemed to whisper, "Something is happening here, but I don't
know what it is. Do you, Mr. Pisces?"

FREPARE FOR A SHORT ARM

Let us toke the tour. In novels and plays and Village
Voice columns and Reslist fantasies, Mciler has beaten end been beaten (if
mostly by himself: Mailer beats it}) and even Beat, &ll around the bush, spec-
tacular, uninhibited, & man who is a politician never sat upon by an arse
except his own, Yet this owl-lit, rawiged largemouth bassard is here to give
us -- well, you anyway -= a first clue to Life. Think on it! [Lifet To Pisces
the early history of the Space Age is contained in those empty posturings and
those fulsome color photos, now as isolcted and insane &s Ezra Found himself
who howled of usury CONTRA MATURAM while von Braun assailed the stars by way of
London, Eng.

Once inside lMciler or Life, though, really intc them, they were conceivably
cmong the most grotesque artifacts on earth. Erected ~- erected} -- to give
room to as many and as huge explosions of color and meaningless impressiveness
as had been witnessed before by a colorblind and unimpressionable race, they
were yet open enough to recognize in each other o study of the dimensions of
the fear of depths. Splendor{ Grendeur!l Colors and more proliferations of
colors; boxes full of electrical shocks and witing leading onwerd to the
question, ever the question, and then to say, in the next letter-column er
sequel, "That is not what I meant at all,”

But 1t was probubly the sight of these two monoliths (surely not muade of
black cube brick, as Walter Bryzn has observed) finally copulating -- though
who was to say which was the fuckee? -~ that encouraged Pisces to releuse the
string of his attention and float off into the inner spuce of his drunky
dreamland. Tomorrow (was his last woozy thought) I'1l probably resd some of
that stuff.

€¢ To be continued at great length and in many instalments. 33

o0o o0o 000 i«

I sampled one of those Nikoben anti-smoking lozenges, and decided then and
there that I would quit. Would quit smcking lozenges. They leave in your mouth
a taste faintly reminiscent of old wolverine, jellied sock, and Death Vallpy.

-~ Dave Locke; Loki 12
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