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HITCHHIKE #21, "the controlled accldent,"‘is oublished at Thatever ine
terval seems appropriate by John D, Berry., 55614 Quinten Street, Falls
Church, Virginis 22043, That address, actually, and its accompanyincg
telephone number ((703) 534-4868), rill only be ~ood until the end of
June, after which time I'll be back en the road azain and mail for me
should be addressed to Box 504, Edaartorm, Messachusetts 02539, during
the summer., By the end of the summer, I imasine I will have published
another issue, with Tthatever rondom address may seem reasonable by then.
I publish this raz vhenever I feel like 1t, or thenever you send me
enouzh Good Stuff that I just can't resist Drlntin” it. The mailing
list of HITCHHIXE consists of everybody I want to send it to. If you're
not sure whetaer that includes you, you misht write me an interesting
letter or send me a zood fanzine. If you can't think of anything better,
you can always send me some money--ithatever you can afford, althoumh a8
quarter a copy seems pretty fair to me. I'm particularly interested in
letters telling me what you're doing and what's happening in your nart
of the microcosm me're all a part of . The headiny above was drawm and
hand-stenciled by Dan Steffan last night. Today is June 3, 1974, at
least in this Time Zone; I'11l nput a2 date at the end of the issue to let
‘you know when I finish it up. This is Roach Press Publication #85.
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"But the artist is not there to be at one with the
world, he is there to transform it."

~-Anais Nin, Diary, Vol., II (1934-1939)

Well, I'm not sure vhat I think of that quote, but it's certainly
provocative to someone like me who is tryinhs to make himself at one with
the world after a long introduction to it that didn't seem to be in tune
at all. And in that phrase, "to make himself at one wwith the orld,"
lies a good vart of the paradox and problem of my inner life these days.
Hotr the hell can you "make" yourself be freeflowing and in tune? When
I think about it, I find that I'm really in the middie of a very serious
effort to focus my energies and put my life on what I consider a rizht
track., (Not the right track; that!s too restrictive.) After which I
can let oo snd L!11 move naturally in the risht direction. I'm not at
all sure that that isn't a comnlete contradiction, but it really is what
I'm doing; so perhaps I'm living a contradiction.. Lots of people do.

It's June, the last month before the lease onthis house runs out
and I hit bhe road again. Althouzh I'd like to sit Hight and snug with-
out a thought of moving until rizht before the final day, I find that
the stability of this life is eroding away. Filyst Mary moved her furni-
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ture out, since she's soinz to be leaving early (in a week and a half,
come to think of it) and she hates to leave things until the last min-
ute; unfortunately, her furniture included the mainstays of the living-
room-~the couch and the big red chair--rthich left the livinzroom looking

bare and summery and shook up my sense of solidity. Since then, my omm

mind has been playing much the same tricks on me, as I start holding my-
self back from making commitments that micht extend past June 30 and T
find myself porryina about whether I!'1l have time to do all the things

I want to get ' done before that date.  I've got the urge ' for coing, and

I can't keep ny mind on tying up loose ends.

Sprinstime has brought them flocking to Falls Church z<ain. No,
not the loose ends; bpeople. While I've been nreparin~ to leave, Richard
Snead has finally come back up from Charlotte, North Carolina, to live
in exotic Northern Virginia, just as his much~delayed story "The Kozmic
Kid" reached the newsstands at last in the pasxes of FANTASTIC. He!s

been here for a couple of 1eelrs or so; maybe o month. About a week azo, .
i, ()

in: the middle of the Disclave, Dan Steffan steamed intc Union Statlion

onn an Amtrak train, just in time to Jjoin gbout thirty other science fic-
tion fans in descending on the startled staff of the Indian Curry House
in D.C, for Saturday night dinner. Dan slid dovm escalator dividers and
explored the catacombs of the Sheraton Park hotel with the rest of us,

but unlike the other visiting fans he didn't 3o home. He's staying here
in Falls Church and hoping to move into a house with Richard and Michael

and BEdie Nally.  (Thouzh there is some rumor of a cross-country odyssey -~

this summer with Dan, Richard, and Ted White heading out for a month in
California. You never knor; they nmizht do it.) 1It's been very easy

since Dan arrived to gzet seduced into socializing and let everything else

slide until the mythical RealSoonNowr, You better belicve it,
My outer life has been mostly that socializing lately-~that, and

the usual temporary typing jobs and a few resular things: 1like the Writers

Group. Which is not that different from socializing, althouzh we may
tell you thopping lies about our great literary accomplishments. All
my housemates have taken off for places like the Smoky Mountains and

the Atlantic coast, but I've stuck around home, bidinz my time and
shrugging when peonle ask me That my plans are.  1I've even bousht myself
2 pair of boots that don't have holes in the soles, just for traveling
this summer. . ’

e 3t 3%

I've got . a lot of thinzs on my mind,tonight, 80 you're just going
to have to put up with them all fallinz out onto the nasge. That's ~hat
fanzines are all about, anyway.

I keep wishinz that I could =rrite this rtonderful, fabulous piece
(maybe a novel, maybe only a singzle, scintillating varasraph) that
would capture the entirety of the counterculture at this moment, that
rTould see all the lines of development and point out not only jthere
they've come from and there they are now, but also tthere they're (and
we'lre) heading from here on out, and that, finally, -rould be able
paint with a fer deft strokes a coherent picture of life. in 1974 and eSS
relation to all that's gone do'm since the early Sixties and that's
become so indelibly etched into our collective consciousness,

- This sort of thinkinz came upon me tonisht because I had been read-
ing some more in Wavy Gravy's Hog Farm book, -rthich Richard Snead had
turned me on to and loaned me (Richard Snead is a purveyor of under-
around classics), and I had hyped my nerves up a2 bit on aromatic, caf=-
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feine-carrying coffee in a crouded vnublic consumery, and after doing
these things I hopped into my VW van and tooled off alonz a fer of the
Virginia back roads, tiristing the wheel and zipping right along as the
zas needle moved inexorably torard zero.  Actually, my mission as I left
the parking lot at Giacomo's mas tTo bring to completion a several-month-
lons dream and buy my first ner record in at least a year. (To be truth-
ful, I must admit--as I only just remembered in tne middle of that sen-
tence~-that I did buy a disc in the cheapie bing at Dart Drus only last
reek, but I'll somehoir contrive to forget that or pretend that at $1.69
it doesn't count.) Someone at the »nizza . joint had started playinz

"Help Me" from the nerr Joni Mitchell album, and before the tune had
finished my quarter was on the table for-the coffee and I mas out the
door, on my way to .find out if Giant Music as etill open. I scanned
the contents of my tallet and determined that I probably had just enough
to buy the record if it was maybe on sale. 'So, to the road!

I conserved gas by coasting dom the long hill into Falls Church,
and all the lisghts turned sreen before me--fraffic lights that have:
never been in sync before and vill doubtless never be azain, much like
g rare conjunction of the planets-wbut the outcome 71ag predictable:
vhen I turned into Broad Street and slowed dowm across from Giant Music
and zazed inglide, it 'ras dead empty and closed up for the night. I'd
thousht as much.

There 1rere record stores open in D.C. that late, I knew, but to
reach them I'd have to spend my scanty record money on procuring zas,
thus defeatinz the purpose of the ithole expedition. Rats.

So I came home to trrite these thoughts.

And it s1as on the tray home, vhile tooling at o much more sedate
pace awund a fer more of those Virzginia turns and curves, that I
started thinking about the differences betieen the scenes I know noi
and the things people like me were deing and concerned with five years
‘azo and more. ' :

Five years ango--that's 1969, let's say; not a bad choice at all,
the summeér of Woodstock. I trasn't even in the country the 1reekend that
the festival was held, I got back to Neiwr York just a wreek too late and
-the limousine driver on the ay out to Westchester County told me all
about it (that's the airport limousine, sort of a glorified and special-
ized bus serwvice, not the private kind; I'm not that rich and bourgeocis),
but it was in the air all through the year., There "as a lot moreée unan-
imty in music in those days, or at least a sense of a common center,
People I lknew were in various stages of political activisim, too. (Wag
1969 the year I got into it briefly, or was it the nex sprinz?) There
were focuses for your energy: the war waged on, and the young male

population was subject to the draft. I wag a student then, vhich I'm
not now, and it's imnossible to knowr howr many of the changes I feel are
Just -in my owm 1life. The people tho were in colleges and universities

and into the drug culture in the mid-Sixties, before I tas, may have
then precisely the ay I do now--but then why is it that so féew of the
people I see around me right now seem to have any more idea of rthere
they're headinz than I do?

Anyiay, San Francisco as one of the centers then, and there was
a sense of acceleration, or at worst a feeling that the “thole cultural
pnenomenon was just beginninzg to .come doim. :

In 1974, everythinz that had besun amonzy a fewr handaful of people
a decade azo and blogdomed into a subculture by 1959 has spread outward
into the entire American gociety, pervading it and at the same time
getting diluted and thinned out to a surface layer. (Pardon me while
I generalize at will.) I caught a corner of this vast fabric the winter
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before last, tthen I toolr my first trip beyond the fringes of the .South
and drove dorm to Florida and back: in place of all the paranoid hor-
ror stories I had heard, I found everybody friendly, youns and old, and
every kid'algng he ray vith halr doom to his shoulders, Trouble g,

- vhien I thought about it and remembered all the neople I knb&w ith lons

hair and mused on come of my hitchhilzing exneriences (not one of the
Jdonzhalrs in VW vans had pnicked us up alons the Bis Sur coast the Sen-
~tember before, and hen I lived in San Francisco about helf my rides
came from middle-azed businessmen and the 1li%e), I realiged that the
lons hair didn't mean a thing., At one time it denoted something snecial;
in the early days, before I 'ras even aware of it in ny rich suburban
shelter, lonz hair was almost a natch of brotherhood, a tribal sisn by
thich you me'r that you irere amons your om,. (4And everybody elge Imerr
that they -rere faced with dirty longhaired hinnies.) ilorradays, 2ll the
sharp youns government executives that I see on the streetz of Georze-
to'm and doimtoim on XK Street 'rear their hair 2t least do'm the baclks
of their neckss~althoush it is all carefully ceiffed, and a real lons-
haired scruffy holdout from un the hill ia the funlty neichborhoods ctill
stands out. (Still, 1t's liable to.be hic faded coveralls and hig army
Jacket that first catch your eye, rather then his hair.) ‘

: The nusic culture is ‘an ‘4ndustry, tith its om executives and
heeler-dealers, It always was, of course, but there iras a time ~then
the ROLLIVUG STONE was an undercround nublication. (I just picked up
the ROLLING STONE REVIEW OF BOOKS today--the first time I've seen ite-
and 1t leads off *1ith a book reviewr by Dan Rather, CBS News's Hashinzton
correspondent,) I ent to an old-time nolitical demonstration a month
azo, and it was just that: a lot of the same 0ld faces vou've geen
gince 1¢566, and a very fevr thousand neonle, many of them hardned into
tmatever attitudes they've stuck mrith over 21l that hime and too many
of them &t each other's throats. Stale, that'!'s the 1rord for it, I wags
ralting around outside the Janus II theater the other nisht to see THD
GROOVE TUBE, risht alonzs Connecticut Avenue on the edse betrreen fun!:
and fashion, snd watching the peonle I. finally started to believe mvhat
they've been saying for so loas, that the styles of clothes today, anons

. those 1ho can afford to folloyw them, are taken strai~ht from ithe Neiwr
York pimps. - -

Hhere yow don't see flashing orance eslevator shoez and brisht red
-1ivs iz in most of the rural communes that have sromm up across the
country. I do most of my observins throush books and mazazines, but a
3lance at the plethora of »neonle and farns and systems of 1iving in &g
vublication lire COMIIUNITIES, thich exists entirely to cerve the com-
munal copmunity, is enoucsh to tell me or anvone that there are a lot
of neonle putting their enersy into an enormous number and variety of
individual enterprises. I also just vielzed un today,; for t7o bucks,
the nost recent publication of Stephen Gaskin's Farm in Tennessee,
called HEY BEATNIK: I lnow one person 1o is a »art of that community
(as of the last time I hesrd from him, anyay) and one tho has been,
and back tthen both Stephen and I were in the Bay Area I ment to his
meetinzs a couple of timeg 1rith various science filetion fans., The
trouble rlth hat he as saying for me was that it required a complete
turn-around in my head, or none 2t 2l1ll, and I :rasn't ready to make
any such toftal change. I'm gtill not, but some of the ideas and assumn=
tions that T was exposed to in thoge days have slinpsd around the baclk
way and seeped into my oin assunptions and consciousness. Just the.
same, I feel the same trepidation.at the idea of noinz to visit the
Parm as I did when I wrent to Honday Nisht Class, and the samne sens
of ‘attraction anyiay. :
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. Darbie and Skip, two of. the people I live with, are nlannin~ to
visit a larze number of communes ac they travel around the country in
the next six months or so, and just listeninz to them talk about it
I wet some sense of howr many different alterngdtives are bein~ rorked:
out somerthere, dedicatedly, by one sroup or arnother of tindred souls
on a vatch of land.

That seems to be one of the foci of "hat's hapwening novr, althouzh
ags a focug it's pretty scattered., (Alex and Cory Panshin have the
theory that everybody's off in the woods, literally or metaphorically,
dizesting the whole experience of the Sixties or their part of it and
zettine their enersles focused and their directions laid doim. Part
B.of this theory is that they're all setting ready to come back to the
middle and put it all tozether for an even bigzer, more mature flower-
inx of culture and consciousness, =I haye yet to see thether this theory
orkes, but it certainly has appeal.) The other focus that I see is
in the cities; especially in gecond-line cities lize Vashinzton that
never became bi~ hip centers in the Sixztles and never burned themselves
out, When I first zot hereée I immediately sa' the contrast uith dew
York and the Bay A\rea, vhere I had-the Teelinz that sverything I could
think of had already been done and the Thole vplace was so blxy anyray
that there was no way I could affect it,  Here in D.C., and in St.

Louis tthen I visited there in the spring of '73, I 7ot a feeling of
people really netting tosether on a local level, a level that they

could deal on face to face and day to day, forming true communitiegs

"and taking strenzth from them, It's evident here in the Adams-iorzan
Orzanization, -thich attempts to sive a focus and some clout to a hole
neishborhood, and in the consciousness displayed in the successful
povular drive to keep Gino's from onenin~t a-quick-food take-out in a
family restaurant that had zone out of business in the Dupont Circle
area. It may be only a staze of my o'm personal growth, but here and
now is the first time I've felf agble to et into. the middle of hat's
navnening by knotring the peonle ~tho sre malkincg it happen  and by start-
inx some of it myself. A bunch of ugs around YWashinpton sar a need for
some sort of focus for people like ourselves ho lived outside the
city and could only participate vicarious-

ly in the communities develovning there, :

and we zot teozether this sprins to try and HELLO, IM PART oF
put together either a naper or a mazazine THE CCUNTER-
to fill that need and our om creative _
needs. The fac that the nroject seems to \\
have falled, at lesst in its first form,

is not the siznificant one: it's thne fact
that we 21l felt we could simply ~et toge-
ther and do it. : '

In a "ray, this sort of community dev-
elopment is the outarowrth of hat I sav in
the Bay Area several vears a%o: you could
chart the rise and fall of people's politi-
cal consciousness vwith the headlines and the
season, and I gawr any number of people,
including myself, so throuzh different
cycles of feeling about the Tar and the
state of rock and the dru~s e took and the
force of love and flowers, but what struck
me then as the most likely to last and make
a difference 'ras the small number of people
who trere wrorkinzg on a local level--rithin a
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range Ju"t as far as the] could reach—-to chanme their otm lives and the
lives of the people’ around them in onmoing ways. One of my frlends,
1n0tead of puttin~ his enerzy into organizing mass rallies and getting
lost Ln,mass.generalltie spent his time counseling junlor highschool
kids with frigbee therany. The magss rallies have died and slouched off,
- but the people who have turned their hands to itorkinz chan<es in the
lives rizht around them are still here and have wrousht some of those
chan~esg.,

That's about all I can put my finser on in the Ay of a focus for
our times. The neople ho have any focus are mostly into one form or
another of community. Yet there are so many other people who seenm to
have no focus at all, or only individual ones that, taken torether,
make a pattern like an inside-out »incushion, uhootln” off 5 Yuiall’ gif-~
_ferent directions at once. Or like a tanzle of branches in an oversrowm

thicket. The only threads of continuity seem to be reflections of where
e were at five years ago or more. :
What's your idea .of iwhere our focus is?

01d Chinese Curse- "May Yyou llve in interestinz timesi®

15 nt the last fey minutes up on the roof, lyinz on the rug mJ
mother magn for me, T'atchln(“ the clouds roll past in the dyins licht.
The sky was full of shades of zrey, all moving in relation to each
other, althoush the dominant direction was a SlO”, lazy drift northward.
- I.could smell the rain that's comin~. I'!'ve been spendincs entirely tpo
much time indoors in front of g typewriter in the past fer days, and it
does me nood to zet outoide, exercise my eyes by lookinz at distant ob-
Jects, and clear my head., Actually, up on the roof my mind 'ras still
zoine on and on, analyzinc and commenting on everythinz that ‘passed
within its Xken, but somehow I felt detached from it. Iy center was
gomewhere else, so I just let my consclous mind ramble on; meanvhile I
was. matching the toomost leaves of the trees blowing in the wind., With
a rest like  that, and only darikness and chlrrupln~ buzs outdoors now,
I feel quite Drebared to tackle a stencil amain. :

I Jjust wish that bottle of Liebfraumilch I bought on sale would
hurry up and chill dom; then I'd be really Drepared

The other nizht I was feelinc restless after another 1ndoor day,
writlnﬂ and reading and thinkin~ about both, so0 at three in the morning
I pulled on my boots, laced them up, ~rabbed a jacket, and set out for
a late nizht wallk. I set out across the gtream, up the nili, and into
the old. streets amid the trees and bix houses over the next hiil. -MNy -
feet Ju“+ kept walkin~, working out all the built-up tensions of sitting
around all day and living inside my mind. I quickly szot beyond the area
I.vas familiar with and found myself stridinzy dovm forested streets,
past veritable mahsions, all in silence excent for the sound of. my boots
on. the asphalt and 1it by lonely @treetliWhtu. On one street I had
never been alon~ before, in front of some nerr, geometric houses, I
found a »vile of discarded things left out for the =marbavemen, and on
the top of'this pile Was a big board with examples of a lot of fancy
knots zlue d to it. DBiz and little pieces of rove in intricate patterns,
one or two of vhich I knew or used to know *hen I vas a Boy Scout. . At
the ccrners of the board vere little metal anchors, glvinz it a maritine
logk, I hecld the Board for a minute or so, makinz vup my mind, then I
tucked it under my arm and continued do'm the street. I must have wmalked
another couple of miles before ~ettin~ home, all rith that silly knot
display under my arm. I oot home tired and pleased at around five

()
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a.m., shortly before sunrise, and set the knot board up acainst the
1all in the dinin~room, - "there Skip and Rocky would see it the next day
and rronder tthat the fuclt it 1ras I dont't knov vvhat I'm geoing to do
with the thing, but it just seemed too zood to leave gitting on some-
‘body's rubbish pile.: It's incredible the things that people throm out
in a wealthy suburb., Ted White got his dishwasher off the street, and
I've learned from him to have a scavenzer'!s eye. If I don't feel like
hanzint a bunch of Xknots on my om wall, I can always sell 1t to a junk
dealer in the city for a ferT bucks. Mg

The Liebfraumilch has chilled, and it's very zood. It's also on
gsale at $1.69 a fifth, which is cheaper than most of the Spanish "ines
you Find around here. :

I belleve I'm noinzg to Subtly Alter the format of thlu fanzine for
a 'hile, because I've got 2 lot of“short bits to met in here,

- ALICE SANVITO: I not a letter from her last wreek, and shortly after
that I twas talkinz to her on the phone. 3ince nobody
much hac heard from Alice for months:'and months, I thdusht vou'd be in-
terested. She's been living since>last fall out in the country in
gouthern Tllinois, but she finally came baclt to St., Louis from that
just before she rote me, Her mother called her and =2sked if she trant-
ed To 7o on'a family trip to visit relatives in New Jersey, so last
weely Alice iras in sunny Jersey City. « I don't knotwr if she zot in touth
ith anybody in NYC, but I called her up at her aunt!s and talled until
she had to zo out to dinner with her family. The trip was only a rresl-
lony affair, with very little free time, and she had no money with
which to travel on her om, so she left azain with her family on Friday.
" She said she's zoiny to find a ' job for a vhile to ~et some money, either
in Sty Louls or dotm in Black, Mok, ia'the Ozarksg; If11 find out hich
then 'she 'rrites asain. She sounded great on the nhone.

Alice told me that che!'d develoned a skkill out in the country.
‘She'd met a man vho grows psilocybin mushrooms and teaches neople howr
to do it, with two conditions, that you never gell any and that-you
teach at least five other vpeople. (To be honest, it mizht be six or
. some other number; I don't remember,) Jt seemed like a mushrooming
.enterprice;, as I couldn't resist sayins, Alice's om first batch is
in ite fourth week of aroming, althoush it's been moved around so nuch
that she's notf sure if it'll mrork. ' She offered to téll me howr to gfrowr
ny ovm, but 1. 7ron't be' here long enoush to do it,

AMOR D'ETC.: The latest issue of Susan Wood Glicksohn's personalzine
tas walting for me at the Bro'ms!' tthen I droppned by there

yesterday. THE AMOR DE COSMOS PEOPLE'S MEMORIAL QUIET~REVOLUTIONARY
SUSANZINE #2 is awfully thick this lassue--twenty-four pages, plus a Tim
Kirk cover paintinzg that'!'s almost beautiful enouzh to molllfy me for
the fact that it's on stiff paper (I detest stiff covers, especially on
thin fanzines)-~-perhaps because it took five months to write and didn't
come out until after AMOR 2.5, ‘vthich was issued somevhere in that time
To explain why the second issue of Susan's lettersubstitute tras so lonz
In cominz out. Uh-huh. Richt., Anywvay, this relatively thic): AMOR has
done a fair Job of delayin~ thig thin issue of HITCHHIKE, because I
haven't been able to put dowm the former since it arrived (Well, no,
I didn't sleep 'with it under my v»illow.) It has.just daiméd on me that
this 1s one of the most fascinating fanzines that comes my way these
days.

I can’t resist gziving Susan a little e-oboo, even thouzh she says
that AMOR is "Not Generally Available" and only comprehensible to her
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friends, because of something that she and Ted White collaborated to.do
to me, Actually, Susan is probably unaware that there 1as any collagbora-
tion or collusion, but Ted deliberately Played Sneaky. You see, I had -
sent Susan a copy of FOOLSCAP 9, the thick issue I published last winter
and almost immediately ran out of extra copies of, and shortly after that
Susan became fanzine reviewver for AMAZING. I distinctly remember slitting
around in Ted's livingroom and musinz, out loud, "I ought to write Susan
Glicksohn and tell her not to reviewr FOOLSCAP,"it beins a personalzine
and unavailable and all that.!" Ted remembered this, too. I never zot
around to writing Susan about it, and in due time it turned out that she
did:review FOOLSCAP 9 after all--but Ted didn't tell me about it. Well,
he did eventually, but not until he had already copyedited the column
and sent 1t off to the printer. "I was afraid you'd want me to delete
the review," he said. "It was-a vely egoboostinz review,"

It was, in fact, one of the nicest reviews I've ever zrotten, as I
found out tthen the proofs came back and I zot to read it. It's probably
Just as rell that Ted didn't tell me about it beforehand, since I mi~ht
11ell have asked him not to run it, but after the fact it's hard to arsue
with a review that holds your o'm workZ up as an ideal.  (Now you all
rush r% xht out ‘and buy five copies of that issue of AIAZIWNG, you under-
stand? ¢

I -wouldn't tell you That a sreat fanzine Susan publishes just bew
cause she sald nice thincs about mine, but undér the circumstances 1t's
a pleasure to be able to say hat a fine fanzine AMOR is.  And I take a
Certain Puckish delizht in »publically complimenting her Not Generally
Avallable personalgzine, althoush I imagine that a lot of you are on her
mailin~ 1list already and have 1no need to be told. In AMOR Susan combines
descrivtive writing that evokes the mood of tthatever she's writinz about
mith intellectual -questions and observations that stimulate me far more
than mos¢ fanzines do, and that's well nizh a nexrfect combination. En-
tertainment and stimulation--hat more could you ask?

- More frequent: publlcetlow, mayne!..and no more stiff covers...and...
8"1(3..... s :

NERVOUS: That's how I feel, as the end of June approaches. 1t seems
silly after all the travelins I1've done, but after six months
. or more of secure, stable livinz in one place--17ith a permanent address
of my owvm, even!--I find that I'm nervous at the prospect of throwing it
all to the wind and headins out into the unkno'm awain. I knot that once
~I'm on my wmay it'll all fall into place and IT'11 be ~slad to be on the
road, but still I feel nervous.

Itts beﬁ*iurm:'mfT to feel like trelre reallJ leaving this house. Mary
left from Dulles International Alrport last Wednesday nisght on a2 flicht
to Los Anséles, en route to her summer job somevwhere in central Calif-
ornia. She left her copy of the last issue of: this fanzine on the floor
of her room., (Hi, Mary.) We maited around for a while in the futuristic,
nearly-deserted airvort, trying to catch a glimpse of the airport bus -

. takingz her out to her plane (Dulles is the most mechanized airvort It!ve
ever seen; it's like:.a Frank R. Paul paintinz), then we went home and
Zot ar pizza.  Keep 1life prosalc, I always say. : '

NEAL GOLDFARB:' I, juut rot a letter from Neal Goldfarb. —hich solves one
g " of the minor mysteries of médern fandom. Within a cer-
tain cirecle, there has been rampant speculation about the poucible fate
of the mysterious Mr. Goldfarb 1Tho hag been unheard of cince I rods
bac’ ith hinm Trom the Torcon last Sentember and he dlsapoeared Roghe
directlon of Boston and a cecond year of colleze. Nowr, at last, I have

»
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a three-paze letter before me, in 'tiich Weal Goldfarb Tells All. .So
here, since it'sc entertaining, ic the heart of Neal's narrative:

MTtye Jeft school and at the end of the summer I!'m moving out to
Colorado., There--thattc the hottom line; let me hachztrack a little and
start uomeﬂhere that can serve as a bezinning, :

Mlrot cemecter of tals naut school rear,  !'Yelre goinz to San
Trancisco over inter vqcaulon. ny roommate told me.  ‘tWe are?! I re-
plied. Brandeis had just adovted o ner schedule, rith Chricstmas vaca-
tion and interéessioa combined into one glx -reer vacation. While San
fragneisco is a very nice place, and one that I hone to return to, my
vrimary objective for this vacation was to ~et gome skiing done. Howr-
ever, a3 the vacation bezan and ny loose plans fell abpart altozethor,

I beran to contemvnlate the nrospect of spendinsg the six -reeks in-Stam-
ford., This was somethinn that 23 to be ‘avoided at all costs; I kner
thisc through the experience of havine snent the vagt summer here and of
being bored ghitless. Jon (my roomnate) was just as anxious to zet out
of Long Island, so 1t was decidéd e rould so out to Boulder with tiro
7irls Jon had gotten in touch with throush the ride board, or sométhinsg.

: "je left arotnd 7 am Jan 3 (tﬂlu‘ “incidentally, is the main reagson
I didn't no to Joyce and Arniels e Year'o Dve wnarty; I rag setting
ready to leave)., The ride out a5 miserable, Throushout the ithole trip
here -rere to teanms, Jon and I on one side, and futhann and Leslie on
the other, They iere very Tarout and spiritual, and re trere just earthe-
bound baloney-eaters. This division brore dotm for a fer hours in To-'
peka,l “then they frere trinning. But for the most part relations betreen
the tro grouns trere far from friendly, :

"ile rrere in Tove'a hecause Ruthann ranted to vigit her brother, tho
as a natlient at the Menninser Inctitute. Ilenninger is aprarently qguite
a so0d nlace; the suy *re stayed with uged to be a.petient there, and Tias
2t11l going there on an outnatient basis, and he had nothing but »ralse
for the »nlace., It algo brincs a2 lot of youns naycholoziat-type neodle
AR fopeha, and thig isc one reagon that Toneka isn't the cultuvral aste-
land 1retd exvected 1t to he, The peonle are pretty nice-=we went into
one head~hoo/oouthue in gearch of »nlaces to crach, and rithin five min-
utes sot three or four offers. One ~uy invited ug to the bar he rrorled
at and zave us free beer (it -as5 . 3.2 beer, but you can't have everyvthing).

"Due to the mreezend closinss of mag stations and the forecast of
blizzards in Yestern Xansao e ute”ﬂc over writh Larry until ilonday, the
siz 'of us--Leslie had a cat--sleenin~ in the one room of his apartuent

hat had heat. That room had more than enouzh heat, thoush. He had a
nice pnot=bellied stove, “Tthere ras nothing like comin~ back in after
driving sroundifreezinz our asgses offy Toading that thing'uv with 'vrood,
and gettinz *rarm. God, it vas cold out there, I could actually. feel the
heat zoing out of ay feet throush the soles of my shoes if I stood on the
street too lonsg. ;

"Jé had a ~ood time in Topneka, fTactional differences notr-rithstanding
Ve drove around the hills--yeg, there are hills in Hansag--in Larry!s VY
bus that didn't have any snoir tires, and zoomed doym lonz, ctraisht,
flat dirt roads at 60, We sar the buildlng that was the Confedcrate
headquarters in Kansas during the Civil Via Or maybe it irac the Union
headquarters, Or maybe it was just the border ars thiat preceded the
Civil War (or, as the sovernnent nrefers, The War Betireen The States).

Yonday e drove on tihroush to Colorado, Colorado, you see, is a
very swniritual state, becaugse Ram Dags was there once, Ruthann and Leg-
lie were planning to do the rounds of all the holy orders in Boulder, .
sovt. of spirditualytourish, @ W Think'srelllec to thi8aslhvam todays ane
do sone yvoma tomorrotr, and then after that e!ll zo over to S'iatchie

75)
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salani's place and chant.,...!

"Ag it turned out, the first holy Dlace they v1u1ted 12 a churcn,
because that's vhere Tre glept that first nv~ht in Bouwlder, in the chanel
of the ofily church in tom that doesn't loclkt uvn at nizht and that lets
neonle crash, When wre arrived there 'ras already one nerson there, a
dotm=and-outer named Phil vho was on hig vray to Wer York to look for worl:,

¥ "he next morning, after mashing in the bathroon of the courthouse
do'm the street, Jon and I bade soodbye and =zood riddance to Ruthann and
Leslie, and beuan to ponder our next nove, e trere sctandins on & street
corner trylnzg to decide vhat to do nowr that e rere in Boulder rhen a y
- bearded fellow cane up and asked That we trere trying to find, for it as .
quite appareat that we 1rere hopelessgly lost., 'Welre trying to find sone- 3
where to po,!' I told him. 'Well, come -rith me,! he said, and re valked

dotma the street :rith hia. r ;

"After a short tine =re val“eo naot a nottery store, and ho should
run out but Leglie. Ther had just run into one of Leslie's roonnates,
and. John and I went in tortallz =rith hin, 'to gee if he mer anything about
.irene, a mutual friend vho was also due in Boulder around this time to

visit her brother. .Got that? "hile e trere in the store “re half-ser-
iously acked aloud if anyone had room to »ut tro »meonle up for a-vhile,
He -rere somevhat surprised vhen someone said he did, He was house site
ting for some neovle “tho nad just left, and the peonle tho rere llVlﬂ’

here with hinm Treren't due to move in for 2 1teelk, S0 he had thigc nice
emnty house. )

Wile gcpent a teelr or 56 there, relaxing, and climbinc the mountain
in the baclyard (really). !e inched out to Roclty llountain ilational Par!:
and vent snowushing in four inch deen snow, Ve sawr Chariot of the Godsg,

he novie that tells how re rere visited by beinngs froa outer svace early
in the bezinnings of mantind. And-<vnay attention novwr, this is the nart
that relates to why I!'m moving out to Boulderw--rre found out about KNRD.

"Taile loolzing throush the catalozve of the Comnunity Pree School
I cane upon omothlnﬂ that inverested ne more than Synthesystems, Bexin-
ning Ceremics, or Prepared Childbirth and Breastfeeding 'KNRD=FH, ' 1t
said, 'located qt_the Community free School, is a nerr non-brofit ¢ OMMUIL =
ity radio gtation which, hopefully, vill be on the air in April.! Haam,
I.sajd. T told Jon about it, since he also Torks at the 3randeis cta-
tion (he's agsistant progsran«Girector, in fact), land his reaction ras
aueh, the same.  UYe vent do'm to ne-ﬁree School to have a,look at thé
place;, to see hat vas noins on ith the radio station. -

MEver gince I started listeninzg to WBAI 2 lot--3ix or seven vears
ano~~I've ranted to rorl:: at a2 utatlon of Thal sorb: WBRS 1z atgitsrt of
gorts; Jut certainly is no materay to faAe and fortune in underground:
radio, TFinding out about this station started me salivating like one of
Pavliov's dogs.' And when the PNETrson e rere talking to about the station
said that they could use veonle ith sonme exnerience, I wmade vy ny mind,

"hat's basically the story of Hor I Came to Decide to etec. I had
ny mind further nmade un Taen I returned to school and realized that not i
only cdid T ”ant TO 4RO O uOUldeL, but I aid not want to continue zoin~ x
to school.

eal ooncluqed by seying that hels talken a leave of abgence from
Brandeis (eep your optionsg oven) and that he's ”Olng to be vorking in
gone sort of camp in unstate Wer Yor: for the surier, to ~et some brezd
before he heads ousc to Joulder - intihe i fall, (The radio station can't

{ull S

Doy anythineg, qe may malke it to the -rorldcon before he leaves, but that
denends on ho'r and when Ae drives vest. Yere are-tineg uhien It think

Itn crazy to po out to this Strancze city 2000 miles array to trork for a
radio station that doesn't even have a licence vet, but I jusc tell my-
selfithat T ‘g crazsy." ‘
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"It 15 a.dreanchanded do'm rizht to our om time--of
ecolonrical balance, clausless society, social and economic
freedom, It is actually one of the possible futures open to
use To those *Tho stubbornly ar~ue 'it's aczainst humnan nature,'!
e can only pnatlently renly that you/must know your o na-
ture before you can say this. Those who have Tone into thelr
o'm natures deeply have, for several thousand yearc noiw, been
reporting that e have nothin~ to fear if we are willinz to
train ourselves, to ovnen up, exvlore and srotw,"

--Gary Snyder, Earth Houge Hold

PLACES OF POWER: FEver gince I woke up to the land I live on--3 resultl

' of travelinz, mostly, "and exposing myself to differcnt
climatec and seoxranhies and thelr subtle effects on the human mind--
Itve been fascinated by the senne of place and my o'm relationship 1ith
my environment. Some of my friends trould tell you that I'm overly-fac~
cinated ith thig, but 1t'u my concern, “mether it ma'tes sense or not.

I spent a childhood blind to the land T :mlked and rode over, and I'm
makinz up for it by an absorntion as an adult perhaps in a fewr years

-my head 1111 shift around into another direction,

In the years Itlve been cultivatin~ thig avvoreciation, I've found
or developed a number of vhat I can only call places of vower. They
are my nersonal places of nover, and they may not correspond to anybody

.elsels, San Frantcinco iz one of them, not too surpriginzly, and -rithin

that city a number of more gspvecific places: Buena Vista Park, the 014
Spvazhetti Factory, Stearn Grove. ‘There's.a spot in the Berzeley hills
from vthich vou can look out over the entire Bay Area and 'ratch the sun
sink into the fox over San Francisco., Across the Bay, Skyline Drive is
one lon~, windins nlace of vnorer, and La Honda Road 1s another, crossing
it. ©One clifftop over the beach at 3an Grecorio isc a place I xo back
to azain and azain, one vhere I look forward to sitting this summer and
atching the traves crash beloir. hess are the pnlaces tthere I feel my
spirit cxpand, tthere I am in touch ith more than myself.

‘ Tn the East my to princinal places of jpower lie in the mountaing
and off the coacst: he Catakill Mountains of Ne rfork and the igland
oft, Martha'!s JYineyard off Cape Cod. The;Catskills are close. enoush,
both in terms of miles and in r~eolo~y/climate, to the part of scuthern
Ne'r York where I «reir un that they vveak to me with an old familiarity,
vet they are free of the city and its crawline culture, and they are
truly mountaing rather.than rolling hills. I started to become . acguaint-
ed rith the Catckills vthen friendc of mine moved u» there from NYC, and
It've still only besun to et familiar -with them, for all my visite., I
rnovr, hoirever, that I feel mood tthen I ~et there. Martha's Vineyard 1s
in mv blood-~I gpent almost every gsumnmer of my life there before I left
home, and even cince then I haven't pacsed a summer rithout at least
setoitrt Footion the idland-sand > its ibeachedy Atanills) it a-hetiths; 8o
cliffs, and its o0ld clavboard houses are clearly etched in my personal-
itv., There ig, somnshor, 2 similarity betreen parts of the Vineyard and
those "indblo'n heaths above the ocean at San Grezorio and on up the
Pactiiel coashn _

Closer to me no-r, and more recent in my experience, 15 of course
Harvers Ferry, "there this rollinsg countryside takes for a moment a dram-
atic turn, but I hardly feel I have to 'rite about that after I've done
go trice in the laglt \year. : ‘

Do vou understand that I mean by "nlaceg of »porer!? Do you have

some of wyour o'm, either »nerzonal or communal? {
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THEME, THEME Only one pasze left to zo.  What to Uut on 1t9 I had some

© . more Welshty Thoughts that I 1mas Toing to "rite about,
but they trould take more room than I've mot left if thig fanzine is gzo-
inz to gtay under the vieizht 1imit for a ten~cent first-class stamp.
‘We'll just have to see if I still feel like talkinz about them the next
time I.do an issue,

The last isgue 'rag malleﬂ out much later than either of the dates
ingide it, as you may have noticed, Don't'zet all paranoid and think
that I ne*lected you and sent your copy out lonz after the rest. 1 did
manaze to run off 'about twenty copies just in time to dictribute them at
a Fanoclast party here in Falls Church and to send csome to a few peovnle
I rvarticularly vranted to get them to quckly, but after that Ted's mimeo=-
aravh was malfunctioning, unable to handle ‘'a long »rint-run, and I found
nyself . without the time to do a-numbor of separate small rung As it
hanbeﬁs, wnen I finally did get around to printinz the bulk of the copies,
the mimeo 'rorked fine and I cot it done in two lonz runs, but you don't :
really want to hear all that, All you rant to hear is that you weren't —
in any different Yoat from anybody else in setting your éopy late. Well,
you weren't, This time I've ~ot to be more prompt, since 1I'll be leav-

Ing Virzinia in. just one reek,.

The last few days have brousht in the maill a short note from JaJ
Kinney, a letter hand-*ritten in the back ro of a Boy's State mock pol-
itical convention from Mike Gorra, a postecard from Susan Glicksohn, a :
letter and sclence fiction story from Tom Goodhue, and a Chance of Ad-
dress card from Bob Tucker (34 Greembriar Drive, Jackgonville, Illinols
02050) Not enoush to make a real lettercolumn out of, but a bunch of
nice thinis to get anymay.  I've 2lso ~otten back three coples of the
first issue, all marked with. variations on "Return to Sender, Addres
Unkno'm," one of “hich vas my mis take in typoing a street number.

INSTANT EGOBOO: Thiu4oeemg an opportune moment to revive guch an honor-
: able and intermittent tradition, Among the fanzines
I've received recently, I P”Déciallj enjoyed (in no special order):
Grant Canfield's cover on XRATOPHANY 53 the regt of XRATOPHANY 5; Hay
Nelson's GARDEN LIBRARY; JOJce {atz'!'s "Blue Jaunt" in SWOON 1; Grantts
robots and his & Jay Kinney's comic strip.in OUTWORLDS 19; Joe Staton's
"Leapin® Lizards, Sandy!" cover on CROSSROADS 1 ; everythiny I've sot-
ten from John Ban~ und; and Jonh Insham's travel write-un in TWAS EVER
THUS & (which I'm sure came in the last fer months, de nite the dates
1nfide) The date as I finich this paze is June 23, 1974,
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