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the

EDITORIAL -
LINDA BUSHYAGER

I told you GRANFALLOON would be coming out on a yearly basis or so, and here it is,
just about a year later. It is a relief to be typing the last few stencils. Issue
20 may take another year to produce or less, depending on whether I receive material.
Right now I have just about nothing in the way of book reviews, humorous articles,
fan history articles, or other material. I do have a number of cooking columns,
evidently the way to a fan's heart is through his stomach. So I hope some of you
will send written contributions. I can also use filler artwork and covers for
KARASS. Please type all contributions. Artwork should be in black pen and ink or
black felt tip pen on white paper; no larger than 8 by 10 1/2". It should be drawn
the size it will be printed and without large Li:ck areas. Artwork will be electro-
stenciled for mimeograph reproduction and returned when used. Artists, please put
your name or initials on each drawing to identify it and send me any special in-
structions.

Since I wrote last issue about publication of KARASS, nine ismues have appeared, and
I'm very proud of it. It is a strange fanzine combining elements of a personalizne
with a fannish newszine. Copies of issues 8 and 9 are still available, and
subscriptions are 4/$1.00. Issue 9 contains an editorial on the future of the
Worldcon, a subject which might have been better discussed in this genzine.
Basically, the editorial describes the problems of finding hotels big enough to
hold a 6000-person (or larger) Worldcon and of finding a con committee willing to
put on such an effort. I think this is an important subject. If any of you

would like to receive this issue of KARASS and don't want to sbbscribe, please write
and ask for KARASS 9 and I'll send you a copy.

I've had my ego boost for the year -- Ron and I will be the Fan Guests of Honor

at Byobcon in Kansas City, July 18-20, 1975. Wow! When I entered fandom a little
over 7 years ago, fandom immediately seemed like home to me and I jumped into fanac
with publication of the first GRANFALLOON (co-edited by Suzanne Tompkins) in Jan.
1968. Naturally, my goal in fandom was to become a BNF. I had three fannish
dreams -- to win a Hugo, to appear on a panel at a Worldcon and to be a Guest of



Honor at some convention. Now my fannish dreams have come true -- GRANNY has been
nominated twice for a Hugo (and I consider that just as great an honor as actually
winning), I've been on two Worldcon fan panels, and now I'll be a GoH. Goshowowo-
boyoboy! Neofannish dreams do come true, if one continues fanacing. I've already
started formulating other fannish dreams though. If you'd like information on
BYOBCON, write 1915 Mews Dr., Kansas City, Mo. 64131. Pro GoH: Robert Bloch.

Also, I guess I really am a Big Name Fan (BNF) now. Some neofan came up to me at
the Worldcon and asked for my autograph.

I'd like to apologize to Don Blyly and Don Ayres. Last issue I credited Don Blyly
with Don Ayres letter.

I'd like to thank all my contributors, especially Randy Bathurst and Terry Austin
for doing the illustrations for Mae Strelkov's articles, Terry for his portfolio,
and Mae for the article. I'd also like to apologize to Dan Steffan and Frank
Alviani for holding Frank's story for so long.

As for future GRANFALLOON plans,
well, eventually I'd like to
publish it more frequently
than once a year, but I
don't know when that will
actually happen, since I'm
rather busy, but I'm go-

ing to try to get out

two issues next year,

that is, if I receive
material to put in it.

I hope to hear from

some of you.

- - -~ " —— ] -~ -~ -~ T~ .~ -~ - -~




ARTWORK: ABC
(AUSTIN- BATHURST COLLABORATION)

-

When I was a tiny girl (which was rather long ago), sotereascepes were still found
in old-fashioned missionary homes in China. Maybe not anywhere else by then -- I
wouldn't know. Movies were already touting theiv wares from bright posters in a
"Den-o-Iniquity" (I quote my parents) on Szechuen Road, Shanghai. (Movies must have
put stereoscope manufacturers out of business in no time at all!)

But in that bright young age when everything looked big to me and blurry too (I was
very myopic and didn't know it), my parents once visited Mr.and Misses YElderly
Ogres" (aged missionaries whom even my parents dreaded; they bossed my parents
too!), a long climb by flights of elegant, but rickety, wooden stairs. (Elegant
wooden stairways in old houses in Shanghai fill my childhood memories).

At the summit of that terrible and formal climb (all of us in our Sunday best), we
reached God's Primary Representati’z on Earth...not the Pope (Poof, who cared

for representatives of any "Scarlet Woman of Babylon" in those days?) but Mr.
Woodberry. That's his real name. He won't sue me. He was 150 years old, I'm
certain, even then, and must still be 150 up in his missionary Heaven.... He

was born that age too, I'll bet -- complete with long white hair and beard!

I'm not certain if his first name was Peter, after St. Peter, Guardian of Heaven's
Gates. Maybe he was never given any first name, only Mister. Mister without the T!
My parents, who were paid wretched salaries for teaching in his high school, felt
that way. The high school was for the Chinese.

Having reached that summit of delight and elegance, we tiptoed across the thick
carpets and held our breaths in the impeccable atmosphere of 'long ago' that was
there. Daguerreotypes hung on the wall, portraits of Mr. Woodberry's deceased
loved ones, including his parents and his long-vanished wife.
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Behind me my Grandma Emma (my mother's yankee mother) gave a grunt audible only to

her 'little darling' (my 5-year-old self). In those days, Grandma was like the sun

and air to me, always there when needed, and forgotten when not required, without

hurt. Grandma 'hated' the Woodberries, but she struggled to ignite a little 'Christian
agape' in her naturally warm-hearted and enthusiastic self, however, all she experienced
was a new frost! '"Frosty Mr. Woodberry!" she used to call him.

He had two daughters. Two -- The Stereoscopic Twosome, I'd term them. They were
exactly alike in looks. You'd understand them better, if you would only view them
through a stereoscope of the type in vogue then, the two placed side-by-side.

The Woodberries had one of those devices and reluctantly they got it out to

entertain 'little Beulah Mae' (namely me). They hated children, including all the
Chinese brats (my playmates in kindergarten) whose souls they felt duty-bound to
'save.' (By perfuming them with holy fragrances 'shed-by-Heaven,' baptizing them in
a slippery, slimy pool -- clean only at the start of such ceremonies, as I recall from
one unforgettable experience -- and so on!)

The two looked down upon me with fastidious distaste as I was pushed into the great
penthouse apartment by my three owners (papa, mama,and grandma), then they managed
to smile and coo perfunctorily as they shook my hand. I ran my eye up their
voluminous old skirts, as far as their breasts (pouter-pigeon type), studied a
cameo-broach or two and other hanging oddments, like a pin-on-gold-watch and stayed
staring (I stared at all fascinating things, trying to see!).

"Say 'How do you do', dear!" Begged mama and papa and Grandma in an anxious chorus.

"How do you do!" I said.

"Hmmmmm!" said the Misses Woodberry.
"Hmmmmm! Come here and look at

these pretty stereoscope pictures in that
corner, and stay quiet. And don't

break or dirty them, try will you dear?"

"I'll see she doesn't!" breathed my
good and wonderful Grandma Emma, blessed
be her name. (Because of her, I hallow
and love all good grandmas of her type!)
(Gee, that should -- I hope -- include
even me, since I'm a grandma 3 times
over now. But luckily I live far from
the poor dear lovely kids in question.)
(I puzzle my daughters-in-law due to my
lack of push -- I never invade their
homes, which at first relieved them
from such worries, but it will soon be
a point against me in their view. It
already is, for poor daughter-in-law
number one!)

Grandma sat on the cushioned love seat
in the corner with me, and busily

whispered into my ear...a sweet, moist
buzz, very pleasant and intimate from
my point of view, though right then a




too insistent. I wiggled and squirmed away, but she hauled me nearer with a bear-
hug and mumbled, '"Be good; don't wiggle so, dear! Do you want to go to the bathroom
again?’ (Disapproving, but always kind!)

No!" I said, very indignantly.

"Then don't wiggle so! Ethel and Ora are watching! You're going to run holes in
these nice, expensive cushion covers!"

Ethel and Ora Woodberry, she meant, but I mustn't use first names like that, naturally.
Only Grandma could, because she'd known them when they were'knee-high' and their

momma had been an acquaintance, and my Grandma was a much more famous missionary

than their momma had ever become.

As for this 'go-to-the-bathroom' idea, my momma had invented a secret term for it,

to use when I was tiny. 'Tzo-kwantze' ('sit'-something-or-other). Even though I've
learned all I can about archaic Chinese, I still can't quite figure out that kwan-
tze. Tze means 'little one or thing,' I'm qufte sure; but the kwan? Obviously

it must have been the kwan for 'channel, pipe, sewer,' or the like, though how you can
sit on a 'little channel or sewer' is beyond me. It was also beyond the comprehension
of the occasional Chinese we might visit who heard me ask to. 'sit-little-channel.'

One therefore just had to wiggle longer and 'keep-it-in!' (They'd try holding me on
their laps, thinking perhaps that's what I requested so incorrectly.)

Missionary folk are quaint and charming, though. Believing as I do in the holiness
of all living things (but not of spermatozoa-by-the-million out to fertilize one
lonely ovum), I write with affection even of the funny dear Woodberrys. Certainly
not with hate (or 'lack-of-agape,' to use the euphemism for that emotion, experienced
by my maw, paw, and Grandmaw). Why hate someone who's not even bothering you right
now?

My parents had been pushed into the stiff horsehair upholstered sofa at the other end
of the huge L-shaped living/dining/sitting room/parlor. They uttered barely audible
squeaks while the pontific 'Mr. and Misses' rumbled and scolded, telling them how they
should teach and all the things they'd done wrong that day. And my Grandma was listen-
ing for all she was worth (short of cupping her ears with both hads), while nudging
me to "Look at the pretty pictures!" which she held with trembling hands for me and
wouldn't let me touch. She'd given up trying to stick the stereoscopic device on my
nose, since I kept pushing it away impatiently, for of course I couldn't see a thing
through it, or focus my eyes properly for its use.

The pictures were postcard-shaped, and to my mind, supremely boring, as they passed

in review before my eyes. Cheaply-tinted (but surely costly to purchase), repetitions
of scenic views, and mostly, famous buildings and churches. Who needed to look at
churches of every category twice-over? Every card had these views repeated, endless-
ly. My glance kept slipping away, though I saw nothing clearly -- in that shadowy,
huge, L-shaped place. Electric lampbulbs were shrouded by darkening old silken
lampshades.

Well, I wouldn't stop wiggling, and I wouldn't accept a visit 'somewhere' to tzo-
kwantze. Poor Grandma was getting so desperate she reached for a volume of the
WONDER BOOKS OF KNOWLEDGE on a stand nearby, to show those pictures to me, hoping
they'd keep me still.

Ethel and Ora let out a cry of sheer alarm and leaped up and ran towards me; like an
avalanche they advanced - the Sterecoscopic Pair, stereophonically twittering!



il

"Don't let her touch that book!"

"Oh, no, I won't!" said Grandma Emma, but her dander was up. She was a spunky one and
even Christian agape lasted only so far when her dander was up. "I shall just show
it to her myself, I assure you, and the book won't be harmed -- at all!"

They were stumped. They didn't want Grandma to touch that book either, but how could
they tell her so? With great reluctance, they withdrew, and returned to renew
heckling my parents with new vigor. (Don't believe that my dad didn't know how they
despised his only babe, and hence him - such an 'incompetent parent,' unable to
'discipline' me. Oh, he tried, sure enough, but Grandma wouldn't let him, no matter
how he rumbled the Biblical "Spare the rod and spoil the child.")

IF THE TRUTH BE KNOWN
WE SPERMATOZOA DONT :
RELIEVE (N MISSIONAIRES!

par de Har,...

I wasn't happy there...the atmosphere was cold and unholy. Papa Satan camouflaged
as "Jesus-Christ-ouvr-Saviour" peered from every corner back at me, and from the
paintings of "Him" on the nearer walls. (Reproductions, not original paintings.)
And everythirng poked along quite endlessly, drip, drip, like a water-clock or an
hourglass that never runs empty or dry! I felt time's flow, but it was a
stagnant wash-of-the-moment, like in some backwater in the Argentine Delta of the
Rio Parana, where for six years we lived intimately with the rhythms of the
Paranacito's flow, until it flooded us right out of our home at last in 1959.

Time didn't yet plan to flush me out of that stale room. I had a shock in store that

would remain a "nightmare' till it became -- with my emancipation in science-
fiction retreats -- a sweet dream.
"Look at this!" cooed Grandma, bringing me back to my senses, and away from that

timeless instant of trance, when I felt the fluctuations of "Endless Time and Space"
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in its flowings and entwinings. I looked, I shrank
-- a silent scream was uttered by a mere, wee
mortal in complaint against a Lovecraftian Cosmos.
A huge plate showed, in vivid color (SF-style), a
"Picture of Saturn and her rings, as viewed from
one of her moons." I thought it was a photograph,
at first!

, WHERE WAS THERE SUCH A PLACE? Where did a huge,

" swollen Eye peer down on a shrunken, bare "Earth"
so cruelly? It occupied half the sky and had
rings around it, even more unimaginable!

"Isn't it beautiful?" cooed Grandma, blissfully.
"Just think, darling, of the Wonders-In-The-Sky!"
Mutely I nodded, and looked no more on that plate.
"Now see the next picture!" said Grandma. I had
to escape. I couldn't take more shocks right
then!"

"Grandma," I whimpered. "I want to tzo-kwantze!"
"Not right now?" "Right now!" My voice was a
little frightened wail.

"What's wrong with that child!" cried Ethel and Ora,
leaping forward like twin Jack-in-the-boxes.

"She wants," said Grandma shamefacedly, "To tz...
I mean...to go to the bathroom." (I bet they
though the tz that nearly escaped her was a word
we know of as "shit." It is ktz in older forms
of Chinese.) Ve 2

"Well, take her!" snapped the elder of the sisters,
Ora, of whom even Ethel, I later learned, was

afraid. "It's that way, down that verandah, at the
end of it. And see she doesn't soil the lace doilies
on the toilet seat, kindly, will you?"

Ugh! Lace doilies -- or whatever -- perhaps she said "antimacassars"...I don't recall
the exact word now, but doilies on pots where I've ever seen them since in smug homes,
send me howling up the nearest wall or tree!

"Well, urinate!" snapped Grandma, as I sat uneasily on the elegant big pot, trying to
balance and not to tumble right in! I was much too nervous to squeeze out a drop.
"Do something, after making all that fuss."

"I did." (A little lie, that! Would I be sent to Hell for it?) "I didn't hear,"

she replied. quueeze again!) "Did you hear now?" I asked hopefully (I'd heard
the tink-tink).

"Well, if that's all you can do, we'll go back, but you didn't have to make such a
fuss. It was very embarrassing!"

So I was hauled off the pot with unusual briskness (not 'roughness' -- Grandma was
never rough), and my ample, modest panties (homemade with tucks to allow for growth,



of a cotton material that never wears out since it was 'made-in-China') and my volumin-
ous skirts were all set-to-rights, and I was marched back to the State-of-Grace, that
the Woodberry's great Living/Dining/Parlor room purveyed to the elite.

The sisters refrained from snapping '"Did she?"

% % &* % % %

There's a sequel to that little story. You see, I live in a stereoscopic universe now,
in-the-round, solid too, in a certain sense, as stereo meant, in the old sense of
stereoscopic. I don't know if it means that today in stereophonic. Though I do find
stereophonic noises rather solid, as manufactured by my son Robert, the electronic

one of our family. I want to explain this stereoscopic Universe (or 'multidimension-
al,' fused into 'one whole').

First, you have to get behind the pictures. I learned that as a child. Grandma and
mama and "Aunt-Mary-Bacon-Mason-the-Athiest-in-Newton-Center-Massachusetts," also
"good-Aunt-Beulah" with her '"Methodist-pastor-and-spouse" and "fine-little-boys,"
all ganged together to collect pictures for Beulah Mae '"to-make-a-picture-screen-
she-needs@picture-screen-like-Pansy-and-Mary-and-Beulah-had-when-tiny-in-Huchow!"

From the U.S.A., rolls of pictures started arriving. Aunt Beulah sent '"nice-Bible-
views." Aunt Mary sent heathen 'great pictures,'" but "no nude women," naturally.
We did have several big albums of the "World's
Great Paintings," given my parents as wedding
gifts in Szechuen, West China, 9 months before I
was born there, in 1917. (Yes, a full honest 9
months, but the Wedding Night seemed unpostpon-
eable at the time, which was a little embarrass-
ing to my parents, 9 months later, if not to
me. )

Only the colored pictures interested me, as
Grandma and I sat in our bright new upper
bedroom, where we'd duly moved to 'escape the
Woodberrys,' out in Chapeil. It was a horridly
-haunted place, where a former gang of bandits
had practiced abductions, extortions, tortures,
and throat-slittings (with the proceeds un-
doubtedly buried all over the premises, under
the downstairs floors)!

But who feared mere ghosts after the Woodberrys?
And besides, my folks were so sure they'd

soon exorcise them with shouts of joy and
Hallalujahs and such! (They failed, by the

way. We had to move out, when I was nine,
partially chased off also by two Chinese

armies burning houses all around us.) So
Grandma and I sat on our beds and selected
pictures. (Or pittchers, like in "litte- -, %?ﬁﬁ
pitchers-have-big-ears," or so it sounded 7 m&&ﬁfﬁq&

to me when I was small.) : é/“
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And I wangled it (oh, already I was learning to be sly), so when the big screen
was set up beside my bed, all the Bible pictures faced towards Grandma's bed, and
all the "worldly scenery' faced me, in bed.

And from that time on the magic started.... When forcibly "taking- my-nap" (because
Grandma needed her nap, when she snored bravely -- poor '"ghost-in-the-rLall!"),
used to travel in those pictures, scene by scene, with stories made up to fit.

I really entered that scenery! I really experienced the feel of the cool ocean
winds in some pictures, and heard the tall dark poplars whispering in strange old
gardens elsewhere. 'Magic casements opening wide o'er perilous seas in fairie
lands forlorn' became mine.

Outside, ghosts knocked and rattled, but they scattered when I came by. Who needed
them? I didn't even allow that I heard them' for fear that would trigger more
hymn-singing or prayer-meetings (with missionaries in, to assist in the battle).

I simply snubbed the horrid crew of spooks, and, it worked!

But in the end it was painful.

Their universe must never be mine -- I would dissipate it with my scorn and my
laughter and my disbelief. '"You're not there!" I told the Attic Walker. "Poof!"
He or it did scare everybody else though, and more than once sent my parents' bed
floating, if they'd been a bit 'sinful,' I suppose, that night. It scared my poor
dad to bits. It gave him such a complex, he became a 'good' missionary in the end!

I was learning even then to select my universes for coherence. When Grandma sailed
back to the States, never to return, and I (a mere seven years old then) had to

cope with the spooks all on my own, (separated from the haunted attic where none
could spend the night in peace by a mere half-flight-of-steps, say seven or so),

I selected my "destination-in-the-beyond" one sad day. I'd stood just one too

many veiled insults from a visiting missionary couple with a smirky, smug, stupid,
'good girl' who I could not find any way to amuse, though I tried. After a

scolding and spanking from papa for my 'rudeness' after they departed, I went up

to our tiny trunkroom/bedroom/bathroom/potroom partioned by wooden boards, each cub-
byhole from the others. Perching on Grandma's steamer-trunk (she'd long-since given it to
my mother), I informed God that I didn't want to go to a 'missionary heaven,' and
since the only way to avoid it was to 'curse the Holy Spirit,' I told the Holy
Spirit very formally, '"Tzao-nyeega-pee!'" -- a familiar cussword heard any day on

the streets. (I think it means "Fuck you'" or "Fuck your ass"; it was the only

swear word I knew. Its meaning wasn't known to me actually, but being a bit

of an empath, I guessed it had to do with queerish actions done by adults, and which
I could vaguely 'glimpse' in my head, but had no interest in as yet, so didn't try
to 'see.')

Anyway, if "God-is-a-great-phallus" (As a scholar like John Allegro has suggested
was once believed in his '"The Sacred Mushroom and the Cross"), I suspect even

the Holy Spirit rather liked my friendly little suggestions or offers. (No
complaints were overheard by me!)

Of course, I felt suddenly rather desolate to be 'lost.' Scared too.

What if Hell looked even more alarming than that picuure of Saturn? Even more
'Saturnian,' perhaps!?
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IX ANZIE
ORIENT AL

2! N,

In my new aimless world, where I must never take !P
the narrow path to heaven taken by Bunyen

(in his "fascinating book" -- I liked it enough,
lacking better reading matter when tiny,

though a book called "Joseph the Dreamer" was
my favorite, and it fell to bits, read by

me a hundred time), I enjoyed at least the
narrow winding lanes of Chinatown leading to
Szechuen Road (with its Sink-of-Iniquity --
past which I ran in terror), and there I
trotted each day to the "American Missionary
School" of Quinsan Road, when I was seven.
(Between gyift running and hours of pausing

to chat with all available Chinese, I often
reached school late.)

But my universe was already expanding. I
learned a trick I use even now. To enjoy

a stereophonic and scopic universe with
multi-views, glimpse through everybody's
eyes ; you simply step out of your own skin
briefly, forget you are there ag yourself,
and flow-your-heart-towards-the-other,

for better or worse, even if it hurts.
"Love-em," like Grandma tried to "love"

the Woodberrys; but do it "in advance,"
"sight-unseen," not allowing "frost" to set
in, which she couldn't prevent. (She didn't
dare!)

It werks, believe me! Those Chinese, they
treated me like a fragile bit of porcelain!
Never did they cuss me. '"Heng-how!" ("Very
good') they used to beam as I skipped past;
loving me far more than I could yet love them, s .
and teaching me the 'cheap, common" old JJL,fﬁu,ﬂ
dialect of the People of the Ngwolkan-Man.

Step into other people's universes, but with-
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out ousting them from the exact centers of each "circle" (small or great) in which
they dwell, since we each occupy the exact center of our own private cosmos, the
circles of which fuse and overlap, and at times conflict, but shouldn't. Not if
we properly fuse, in the ancient way of tolerance, if not quite "love," always,
when the latter's not possible, as with some....

The stereophonic/stereoscopic
effect is at times like the
poetry you get in old books f

of India, where deities sound FOR A LlMiTED T‘ ME ONLX, \

like torrents of fire in des-

criptions, "a Ehousax}d-eyed, a WE ARE OFFER'NG THREE
A e e HUNDRED STEREOSCOPIC CARDS
in-motion, like a dozen lengths OF WHAT L\TTLE WILLY SAW

of film, superimposed, and run

at once, together, somehow. AT THE CON,I FOQ.-“"\E SMALL.
Confusing? Not so. Muddling? P‘TTANCE OF $4-950'

12 s i vl Eobdettmgt ADULTS ONLY,

and my subconscious memory is PENNS\( LVAN lA

full of things "in-a-muddle-
as-yet" that pop to the surface . RES‘DENTS ADD 5% SALES
piecemeal of their own accord

when needed, but I've no TAX“'
control over them, without a
special and difficult-seeming
"act-of-will," that sometimes
takes a bit of time.

Jerry Lapidus once wrotg me
--not critically, I feel sure --
that I have no inhibitions,
seemingly. No! 1I've no
inhibitions in my mind, or in
my relationships with people,
as far as the laws go, for
the universe is orderly and
its laws I do obey. Even to
Thé last one, when I must go
down willingly, gladly,
dancing-along, I hope, to

the grave.

And why not?

End of "stereoscopic movie"
for me!

Will another then commence?

I know not. But if it does
begin, I thoroughly believe,
it'11l all be new for me. And
even more exciting -- next time!
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S3RtAL WINE, AND THOU

ol W ES S STEARES, S0 -L 1EE
BY JODIE OFFUTT

It's high time somebody got down to basics in this recipe marathon. Sandwiches and
casseroles are very good in their place and certainly fill the bill--and the stomach
--more often than not. Chicken recipes are coming more in vogue than ever, consider-
ing the soaring price of beef and pork. Lord knows, we need all the help we can give
each other on how to stretch a pound and a half of hamburger or glamorize the tube
steak--the lowly hot dog. We can pump up ground beef with beans, rice, or corn, and
the ever-popular can of Campbell's soup. With a forkful of sourkraut relish, a dollop
of Cheeze-Whiz and a sesame seed bun, the frankfurter is transferred into a dish

fit to serve on the good china.

But cookbooks and newspapers--and even fanzines--are full of everyday fare. I'm
going to give you two things: one to start the day off on a sweet note, and the

other to sit down and relax with at the end of the day -- or to sip on while

throwing together a casserole for supper. They are donuts and wine. All ingredients
are available at your supermarket.

DONUTS. (This isn't an original recipe; I think I read it in a Heloise column).

You'll need tube bisquits, cooking oil, cinnamon and sugar, powdered sugar, and
some jelly, jam, or preserves -- your choice. Buy the plainest and cheapest
bisquits (not buttermilk) and get one more package than you think you'll need.
They make good donuts. :

Pour enough oil in a skillet so that it is three-quarters to one inch deep and heat

to very hot. (Med Hi or 400° in ar electric skillet.) It is ready when you can stick
your finger in your mouth, flick a little spit in the skillet, and it sizzles and
bubbles. (If you're a purist, I suppose you could use water, but it's easier to get
just a little spit than just a little water. If the grease splashes on you,

it'll burn. That is the other way to test it though: if it doesn't burn when it
splashes on you, it isn't hot enough.)

Open one package of bisquits and separate them on a cutting board--or the counter
top. Now use the top of a bottle of flavoring (vanilla, almond, whatever) to punch
holes in the middle of the bisquits.

Voila! Donuts! Don't throw away those holes. They make mouthwatering morsels.

Slide the donuts and holes carefully into the skillet. They'll float. They'll brown
quickly--in about 2, maybe 3 minutes--turn them over to brown the other side.

They'll puff up and turn a lovely golden brown. (Don't forget the holes too!) When
they've browned on both sides, take them out of the skillet and drain on paper towels.

Shake the donuts in a brown paper bag with some sugar and cinnamon (I added a little
nutmeg once and it was pretty good). They're then ready to eat.



Open the next tube of bisquits, cook the same way--turning only once--and drain.
But don't make holes in these. (You may also need to add a little more oil to the
skillet, so they'll float -- and wait for it to get hot!) When they're ready,
slit a little hole in the side of each and put about 3/4 teaspoon of grape jelly,
jam, or some preserves into the pocket. Roll these in powdered sugar and you

have jelly donuts.

You might try it in a paper sack, but for some reason powdered sugar doesn't work
for me as well, so I use a bowl. If you haven't any powdered sugar, and if you have
a blender, you can grind some granulated sugar in it. Set it on high and let ‘er
whir. I don't think it powders it good enough to use for cake icing, but it'll sure
coat donuts. Oh, and be careful when you take the top off the blender -- it'll
cloud up the whole kitchen.

FIRST, YOU WASH YOUR FEET... So much for breakfast. How about a little wine after
dinner...or during...or before...?

It's a funny thing.... Did you ever come up with some rare allergy, start refinish-
ing furniture, take up astrology, or get contact lenses and discover everybody
you mention it to knows all about it from experience?

That's the way it's been since I've started making wine. Three-fourths of the people
I run into have made wine, are making wine, or have a neighbor or uncle who makes

it all the time. I've gotten a big kick out of makingmy own, and if the idea appeals
to you, here's what you do:

1l 1-gallon jug 3 1/2 cups sugar 1/2 pkg. dry yeast water
2 cans frozen concentrated grape juice

The other thing you need is a fermentation lock. We ordered ours from Wine-Art of
Atlanta (1921 Peachtree ((where else?)) Rd., N.E., Atlanta, Ga., 30309). You can
write them for a catalog, or order the Plastic Econo Lock at 59¢ each. Check your
yellow pages--they've got stores all over the country. Maybe there's one near you!

Thaw the juice and mix it in the
jug along with the sugar. Use
~a funnel or you'll have ants all

over the place. This is a
pretty sweet wine, so I cut

the sugar to three cups. Even
then, it's a bit sweet for andy,
who adds a shot of soda to each
glass.

Shake the jug to dissolve the
sugar a bit. Dissolve the
yeast in two cups of warm water,
add to the jug and shake it

some more.

Now fill it with water, just to
where the jug begins to round
up -- it isn't supposed to be full
-- and shake it some more.




Now fill it with water, just to where the hug
begins to round up -- it isn't supposed to be

full -- and shake it some more. Screw the plastic
gizmo on the jug and fill the top with water to
the water mark -- about halfway. Put the

little plastic cap on it -- the one with the
little hole in it. All the gas will come

out that little hole and no air will get into

the wine. (I think this is called fermentation.)

Put a piece of tape (Scotch or adhesive) on the
ouside of the jug with the bottling date on it:

2 weeks hence. Set the jug in an out-of-the-
way corner of the kitchen, out of the sun.

Check it from time to time to watch the water

in the top blurb-blurb; this assures you the
wine is fermenting. Besides, it is fun to watch.

On second thought, you might want to put it

someplace other than the kitchen. For the

first 3 or 4 days it smells...funny. At

first I thought it smelled like rotten eggs

(hydrogen sulfide), but I think that was because I was hard boiling some eggs at
the time.

When you bottle the wine, you'll need a 2 to 3 foot length of tubing (I cut a
piece off the end of the girls' jump rope--weird jump ropes they make these days),
and 3 or 4 empty bottles.

If you can't come up with tubing, you can pour it through a coffee filter, strainer,
and funnel. But this method invaribly gets some sediment in the bottles and makes
the wine cloudy. When George and Lana Proctor were here this summer, George

clued me in on siphoning.

You set the jug on a higher level than the bottle, suck up a mouthful of the
wine -- Ah! taster's delight -- close a finger over the end of the tube and
let it run into the bottle.

Don't bother bottling the last of it; pour the dregs and sediment out. The
bottles will smell a little yeasty at first, but that goes away. Don't cap the
bottles for a while, to let the last of the gas escape.

One more thing. This is a tip given me by one of my wine-making buddies: if you
add a lump of sugar to each bottle as you fill it, there is just enough active yeast
left to work with the sugar and add ¢ little extra zing. I don't know if this is

so or not, but it givesme an added feeling of being the sophisticated gourmet
winemaker as I pop a cube of sugar into the bottles.

You now have a lovely red wine. Maybe not quite Cold Duck, but a lot tangier than
grape juice.

Cheers!
- BREAD, WINE, AND THOU...THE STAFFS OF LIFE

by Jodie Offutt
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Ao STEFFom.

When I finally looked up, I found I had
been unconsciously walking around in the
neighborhood of my old friend and advisor,
Professor Walther von der Vogelweide.
The cloud of gloom and smog hovering
about my head lightened immediately

at the thought, for who else could
better help me in this time of direst
need? Five minutes walking, and I was
going up the steps of the split-level
ranch house the Professor had had built
to show that it could be done. A push

on the doorbell. The Professor, being

the Professor, had not used just any
doorbell; this one was a large, ornately
carved, mournful looking gargoyle with
a visige that clearly proclaimed the
great-grandfather of all hangovers and
a pair of spindly hands that clutched a
tremendous and somehow nauseated-looking
pauch. The gargoyle wailed, in a voice
filled with the misery of all mankind,
"Please, please go away! We don't want
any!" (The greeting had been recorded
the morning after one of his parties,
which were famous throughout the Uni-
versity.)

A split era later, the Professor's
assistant Woland appeared. Although we
are old friends and drinking buddies, it
is still startling to be ushered in

by an erect-standing black cat, 2.5

feet tall, with a can of Do-or-Die Malt
Liquor in his left paw, a kosher dill

in his right, and a large Calabash



clamped betwixt his teeth. We exchanged greetings, and he led me through the
house to the living room.

The Professor looked up as we entered; he should have, since Woland was teaching me
an obscene Russian drinking song he had just learned -- and we both have powerful
sets of lungs.

He waited curteously until I had collapsed onto a pillow under the Buddha hanging
on the wall, and Woland had leaned back in his chair (shaped like Sophia Loren --
Woland had amazingly human tastes) before beginning to speak.

"Well, Vaughn, my old, you are somewhat upset, I should say. What's wrong? Your
1130 had a nervous breakdown? You lost your manuals? Somebody stole your SF
library? Tell me about it, and we'll see what can be done."

"It's nothing that bad, Professor," I said, shuddering as he recounted my three

main nightmares, "It's just that I, through a piece of monumental stupidity

astounding to behold, have enrolled myself in a 'Creative Writing' course, and all
I've gotten out of it so far are an enriched vocabulary (rated "X" I'm afraid),
several books by authors I detest, and a new headache, Excedrin #429. Not only that,
but I have to write a paper PDQ, and my mind is blanker than the pages of the COLLECTED
CLEAN PORNOGRAPHY you keep on your shelf for visitors. Doom is upon us!"

By the time I had reached Excedrin #429,
it had become obvious that we were all
going to need a drink, so Woland
reached for three cans of Do-or-Die,
throwing one each to the rest of

us. There was a moment of devout
silence as we removed the caps and
poured ourselves a drink.

Woland was the first to speak.
"Vaughn, tovarisch, I will lend
you, out of the goodness of my heart,
a new grimoire I just acquired

a few months ago. Together we
can cast a hex on this instructor
of yours, causing the person so
affected to acquire the shape

of a cat, and you can leave the
rest to me. I have a few ideas I
wish to try out."

"Woland, my friend and comrade,"
I replied, "I know what you're
thinking, and the idea in the
abstract appeals to me, but

Mr. Twist as a cat doesn't.

Nor would he to you -- at least
I didn't think you were that
kind of person."

"Sorry," he said, and had
another drink.
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"What about just causing him to
disappear?" the Professor asked.

"I'm afraid not," I replied
mournfully. "There are too many
people who might notice, if not
care."

The room became silent once

more as we all sank back into
thought. Six cans of Do-or-Die,
13 dill pickles, and 3 ounces

of Balkan Sobranie Flake Tobacco
gradually vanished as time

passed, all of us constructing and
discarding scheme after scheme.

Transmogrification. Stasis until
the end of the quarter. Mind-
blanking to wipe out the memory
of the assignment.

Finally, the Professor spoke
once again.

"Well, since magic is out, we're going to have to come up with an idea for a paper
for you. A revolting prospect, considering what I know about Twist. Well, let's
see. Snnce you're a trufan, writing a science fiction story wouldn't be too hard.
Considering the quality of most fan fiction, and the distinctly odd qualities
common in it, he should love something on the order of a time machine story."

"I've tried that already. I hauled out one of my old stories I wrote for Phann,
and submitted that, with appropriate changes. The Sommerdickenarr didn't like
it at all, which isn't surprising since he has a self-admitted prejudice against
SF. 'No Point' he wrote on the notes. Topel!"

Woland spoke next. "Since he's prejudiced against SF -- he undoubtedly deserves
himself for that -- why don't you try a detective story? That should do it?"

My turn. "I tried that once; my characters were as convincing as a Nazi's
arguments for Zionism, and the plot was as thin as the wire in a core unit. 'Fraid
not. If I submitted a detective story, I'd get a 'Z' on the Fhdhdkdthing. "

Professor von der Vogelweide tried again. "Since relrtively normal stuff won't
work, how about trying to bang out some porn for the man. That's bound to work
-- I know about his social life."

I thought about the idea for a while, but finally had to turn thumbs down on it.
"Much as I hate to say it, that probably won't make it, Professor. Not that he
wouldn't like it -- that's just what I'm worried about. He'd probably read it aloud
in class as an example of 'significant social comment' -- and I'd never live it down.
I've been working my way through school by writing porn for a friend of mine who has
a small publishing house, and too much of the stuff I've written has been circulating
around school lately. At least some of the people in the class would recognize my
style, and I'd never be able to live it down. Once they found out I write the stuff
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for a living, they'd badger me unmercifully until I told them who my publisher was,
and that's the last thing I want to have happen. I'm afraid it might work, and I
can't afford the competition.

"I thought your style seemed awfully familiar from someplace," the Professor muttered.

We sank back into thought. More silence, as Do-or-Die once more worked it's way down
our bodies. "How about a serious study of character?" Woland then suggested,
between mouthfuls of pickle and malt liquor.

"There are, I'm grieved to say, many objections to that idea, although it does have
merit." I began ticking them off on my fingers. "First, I wouldn't have the

faintest damn idea of how to do the damned thing. Second, who do I do? 1If I did a

work on myself, I'd be hauled off to Bellvue in short order. If I studied you or the
Professor, you'd be hauled off with me. There's nobody else around worth studying,
except the 1130, whose only interesting characteristic is a deep and abiding misanthropy.
Third, assuming I did figure out how to do it decently, which is unlikely, since I'm
pornographing my way through college -- what's the Larger Point. Every story, you

know, has to have a Larger Point. Finally, the most telling flaw is that the idea. is
intrinsically revolting!"

"Admittedly, the idea is revolting,"” the Professor confessed above the background
gurgling. A few more minutes of thought and suddenly and simultaneously we all decided
we'd had enough of this malt liquor; a recess was called to break out a cask of mead to
do some serious drinking. Several pints of mead then went down our throats as

furious cogitation continued on all fronts. Suddenly the Professor loocked up, a

great grin wrapped several times around his hirsute face.

"Vaughn, my boy," I have the perfect solution.
The idea is magnificent in its simplicity;
You will be touted and hailed as
a genius in your class! It is
thus: Go home. Pick an

idea -- any one will do --

and think about it for a while.
Then just record what you think,
relevent or, preferably, not.
Find a word that appears just
once in the entire fraud,
appending this as the title.
Then simply retype the manu-
script, being very clever

about inspacing at apparently,
and actually, meaningless
points, and doing other things
that can be picked up from any
moderately pretentious bcok

in the modern tradition.

There can be no flaws! 1It's
obscure -- that means it

has meaning! It rambles

-~ that means it's accurate!
And it has no obvious Larger
Point -- that means it's ideal
for discussion and intellectual




One-Upsmanship. See!"

"Walther, you're a genius!" Woland and I chorused together loudly. We got up,
clicked our heels and bowed to the Professor (difficult for Woland being
barepawed), and drained our mead horns in toast to him. He merely smiled
modestly and bowed back.

Woland and the Professor escorted

me back to the front door -- all three
moving somewhat unsteadily -- singing
the song that Woland had taught me on
the way in.

After arriving home, I sat down and
proceeded to write, with little

- difficulty, the paper that was due
the next day.

After it returned with an "A" on the
covnt cover, though, I was very
careful to watch for signs that he

had suspected the truth, which
fortunately, he never did. The only
trouble with the joke was that - sigh -
I could never reveal it to outsiders.

KARASS

Subscriptions to my monthly newszine/personalzine, KARASS, are
available for 4/$1.00. Subscriptions can begin with issue 9,
which cortains a long editorial on the future of the Worldcon
and a copy of the new World Science Fiction Society Constitution
(this is the group that puts on the Worldcon).

Future issues will contain diverse material, ranging from book
reviews, to people news, to changes of address (CoAs), to fanzine
reviews, to humorous articles. Issue 10 may be out by the time
you read this, and will have a Jay Kinney cover and an article
entitled "Mike Glicksohn's Beard" by Bruce Arthurs.

Copies of KARASS are also available for 1l-for-1 trade, letters,
news, artwork, articles, or book reviews. A sample issue may be
purchased for 25¢.
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AN EXHUMATION FOR ASTOUNDING

o FOHRE S CRRE D 16

ASTOUNDING: JOHN W. CAMPBELL MEMORIAL ANTHOLOGY. Harry Harrison, editor.
Random Housej 302p.

In human affairs, as in physics, every action has its reaction. Praise the Kennedys
too much and people begin to suspect them of Caesarism; damn Richard Nixon too much
and people begin to feel sorry for him. In the curious, nearly incestuous feedback
between writer and reader which is the hallmark of the science fiction community,

it is almost inevitable that similar reactions should occur. It is certainly time,
for instance, that we begin to scrutinize more carefully the accomplishments of the
late John W. Campbell, Jr., to determine if in fact he deserves quite as much lioni-
zation as he has received since his death. And as if to provide us with a useful
document with which to begin such a consideration, Harry Harrison has given us his new
ASTOUNDING, in which 13 of the late editor's '"stable" (what a demoralizing thing it
must be for them to be compared implicitly to livestock) of writers have provided

new stories in tribute. Reading the anthology is a curious and unsettling experience.
On the one hand, it is pleasant in the extreme to find old friends writing again
(there is a new Bester story, and a new George O. Smith). But with this pleasure
comes the rather sobering realization that Campbell's accomplishments in raising the
literary standards of SF may not have been as great as is frequently supposed.

The book exists as a frank and unembarrassed paean to the late editor. Starting with
the introduction, by Isaac Asimov, and straight through the afterword by Harrison,
Campbell's virtues as an editor and as a man are extolled without cease. Harrison,
glibly minimizing his role as editor of the volume, tells us, "We all know who the
real editor was." (This may be less of a compliment than was intended.) Asimov,

in a moment of rare modesty and unrare autobiography, informs us that Campbell

gave him, virtually intact, the Robotics Laws asd the framework of 'Nightfall," not
to mention the POUNDATION series. He blithely relates that the lifeworks of Poe,
Verne, Wells, and Gernsback 'only laid the foundation" of SF, as if those gentlemen
had spent their lives sitting and waiting for Campbell to appear and give meaning to
what they had done. He was, we are told, the Father of Science Fiction. (Without
wishing to provoke argument, I contend that it is absurd to maximize or minimize the
roles played in the development of SF by any of these men, and quite a few others.
Literary history is a cumulative affair.) Then, as if to prove all of this, as if
the body of the book were a footnote intended to support Asimov's claims, we encounter
the stories themselves.

Are they good? Alas, for the most part, no. But in order properly to assess them,
we must first reassert, with some modification, what Sturgeon has told us: Most
science fiction writers are not good in any objective sensej they are merely deft.
Science fiction readers, as a matter of definition, like science fictionj; hence,
once a writer establishes a reputation, large numbers of people will read him--
some enthusiastically, most uncritically. When someone once decides that Poul
Anderson, let us say, is a '"good science fiction writer," he is rarely indulges in
any further form of critical thought. There is a certain "Anderson" kind of story,



and so long as any specific story has
the right air about it, it will be
accepted and even praised.

It is sad to report, then, that the
current ASTOUNDING has attempted to

be popular rather than good. Most

of the writers included have given us
stories calculated to appeal to their
respective -~ and often overlapping

-- audiemces; most, in fact, have
simply added footnotes to well-known
series, Simak offering a new "City"
story, Hal Clement more about Mesklin-
ites, and so on. Largely, these do not
fare well. Mack Reynolds, a solid and
frequently underrated author, has
added a fine story to his "Blackman's
Burden" series. George 0. Smith, a
curiously charming writer for all that
he prefers gadgets to people, has done
well in adding a postscript to the
saga of Venus Equilateral. And Ted
Cogswell, the Aristophanes of Chinchilla,
Pa. (and a writer for whose stories I
confess my weakness) offers a story
called "Early Bird," written with Ted
Thomas, a coarse and unexpectedly fun-
ny story in a generally humorless
anthology.

But Harrison, Simak, and the others who have tried to conclude the cycles they began
in callower days do rather poorly, as if they remember the thrills of pioneering a
nmew-kind of fiction, but have forgotten the techniques they used to do it. Anderson's
"Lode Star'" will appeal to followers of Nicholas van Rijn; Gordon Dickson's "Brothers"
will be enjoyed by Dorsai enthusiasts; most of the other stories will have similarly
limited appeals. (The Anderson story is so lnvoluted, in fact, that readers un-
familiar with previcus van Rijn stories may have trouble making sense of it.)
Reflecting on this is a somber thing, and brings on an uneasy mixture of nostalgia
and the tendency to wonder if these writers were that terribly good to begin with.

Two writers saw fit to attempt something original; only one fares well. Alfred
Bester's contribution to the volume is a variation of the computer-as-a-deity theme,
"SomethingUp There Likes Me." The usual Besterian concoction of the bizarre, the
witty, and the Freudian, it may be one of the finest stories Bester has yet written.
In sharp contrast, Sturgeon, who also contributes a story unrelated to earlier
work, comes off quite poorlv. His story, "Helix the Cat," is little more than a
pointless and tedious hodge-podge of forced jokes. The author tells us that
Campbell rejected it when it was submitted to him in the late Thirties. It is not
hard to see why, but it is interesting to puzzle what the point of publishing it
now might be.

Most of the writers have condescended to introduce their stories, thus clearing the
way for more editor-worship. (Curiously, Asimov refrained from introducing his,
the. first time in recent memory he has bypassed an oprortunity to tell us more about



himself.) We are told that Campbell was, among a great many other things, "a great...
teacher and critic;' "a fountainhead of ideas;" and, mystically, "a greater friend

to all of us than we may have known." The impression all this creates is odd: this
font of wisdom, good will, and artistic greatness sitting, aloof but benign, on a
properly science fictionalized Olympus, soaking up adoration from his inferiors — the
men whose writing made his career possible. He doesn't sound like much of a friend
at all; not certianly, the sort of guy you could have a couple of drinks with and
tell your troubles to. Not even, for that matter, a real person.

It is this, finally, that gives away the game. If the writers Campbell "encouraged,
shaped, and trained," to use Cogswell's inelegant phrase, are unable to produce a fit
literary tribute to him, what are we to conclude about the quality of that training
and, ultimately, about Campbell's contribution to SF as literary art? Consider

what Asimov tells us: "He was the fixed pole star about which all science fiction
revolved, unchangeable, eternal." Aside from the difficulties with tense (syntax and
usage have never been strong points with Asimov) one is struck by the sheer, embar-
rassing indulgence of the thing. Has Asimov never heard of understatement? Does he
not know how to paint a sensitive, intelligent word-portrait of a man? It seems not;
nor do most of the others. There is something ghoulish about this new ASTOUNDING,
like a guided tour through an old folks' home, and reading it leaves one suspecting
that the gold in SF's Golden Age has begun to tarnish badly.

Ironically, it is Asimov who, albeit unwittingly, gives us a clue to a more sober
view of Campbell's role in things. Writing of the fictions Campbell himself
produced in the Thirties he tells us that he "pioneered in what came to be the
'new wave' of that era." The analogy here is well drawn; SF had in fact grown
rigid and even tired by the end of the Great Depression. New, fresh, young writers
revitalized it, and they found editor Campbell (one of themselves, really) a con-
venient rallying point. He became the pivotal figure in a minor Renaissance, a
patron of the arts in the high old meaning

of that phrase. This is no inconsiderable
thing; it is quite praiseworthy in fact,

and any critic who tries to minimize Camp-
bell's importance is being seriously derelect.
But at the same time, he was not of inesti-
mable importance; to overrate what he did

is to be equally irresponsible. The sec-

ond "new wave," that of the Sixties, was
largely ignored by Campbell. Readiag

ANALOG in those days, one always had the
uneasy feeling that the action was some-

place else, that Campbell (and through him

his readers) had missed out on something de-
cidedly interesting, not to say good. Having
carved a niche for himself, Campbell went to
sleep in it, leaving it to others to look to
the literary future. In like fashion, most of
the writers in the current ASTOUNDING clearly
prefer romanticizing the past (a dangerous
pastime) to pursuing literary quality, much
less literary experiment. This is sad, for
change is clearly in the air, and the writer who<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>