: Everything's coming together perfectly for me, and 1t seems the
rizht moment to zet to work on this issue, 1I've already started it once,
trying to write up everything that happened to me over a summer of con-
stant travelinz and an autumn of getting settled, but after writing
eleven nazes that got me only as far as San Francisco, I realized that
I wasn't really very interested in what I'd written. And the one prin-
ciple that I follow in publishing & fanzine is to try and publish one
that I'd like to read myself. So I've laid aside all that turgid prose,

and here I am starting fresh, tryina to keep it short, simple, and to.the
point. I let too much time accumulate, and too many things to write up,

between the last issue and this; I'm just going to have to let it slide
in order to zet back my own momentum and do short, frequent issues.

It's a quiet Sunday night in Washington, DC, with a set of very
nice bluegrass on the radio and the taste of fresh-brewed coffee in my -
mouth., The room I live in is besinning to take on the look of a home,
despite the boxes stilll stacked over against one wall, Rugs have been
lald down, I have a bed, the two armchalrs were carried laboriously up:
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two flichts of stairs to nestle in the alcove of my bay window, some of
my books are shelved, and the desk on which I'm typing is planted firm-
ly in one corner. The aforementioned bay window looks rizht out on an
alley and the brick wall opposite, but by looking out one side you can
see the street in front, and from the other you can see clear down the
alley through the heart of the block., That's really quite a remarkable
alley. I'd fallen in love with it at least a year before I moved into
this place, just from walking around the area and digzing it. This part
of Washinzton is riddled with fascinating alleys, sometimes two to a
block, and with the scores of turn-of-the-century torm houses, the pate
tern of the rooftops reminds me of Paris or London. I got that feeling
particularly from this alleyway, because it doesn't run straizht like
most of the streets and alleys in this planned city; the block is cut
throush at an odd angle by New Hampshire Avenue, so the alley runs down
about half the block and then branches, to come out on both New Hampshire
and S Street., It's paved in uneven bricks, and it's not flat; there's
almost a trough running down the middle., All the houses on Riggs Place
bacit on this alley, so you can watch the roof life and see into what
back yards there are, and along the alley grow an assortment of trees,
most of them leafless now. But the gem of the alley is a great biz
brick building that lies behind our house, perhans a carriaze house of
some sort originally, which possesses our street number with a "Begr"
attached. 1In the second-floor loft lives a grey~haired woman painter
and her grown daugzhter. I haven't met them, but all the sizns point to
their beinz a remarkable pair, and they certainly have a classically
peculiar home, We've got a postcard for one of them from France that
was delivered to us by mistake, and maybe we'!ll use that as an excuse to
get to Xnow then.

As those of you who are interested in my Life and Times will have
noticed already, I've moved into a new home since my summer travels.
I had really evpected to spend a lot more time on the road, but I found
myself feeling dissatisfied with Prootlessness--not with being on the
road, but with the feeling that I had no place to come back to. I cet
awfully sick of being a suest sometimes, and, althouzh I was made to feel
completely welcome by Cathy and Grant Canfield in San Francisco, I zot
the urge for a place of my own after only a month or two of traveling.
If I1'd stayed on the West Coast, I would most likely have settled in some-
where, at least well enouzh to have a mailinz address and a bit of terri-
tory to come back to. As it was, I came back east for the Discon at the
end of Auzust, spent September zoinz up to Martha's Vinevard and thinking
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Dancing Typewriter and Steam Calliope of John D. Berry, 1749 18th Street
NW, Washington, DC 20009, The telephone number here is (202) 387-0887.
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was bezun (in its earlier version) on September 6, 1974; you!ll find the
closing date at the end of the issue., The contents should be obvious.
The front cover was drawn by Dan Steffan while I was sitting, typing, at
the livingroom table in Ted White's house, probably working on one of
those pages for this that I threw out, It's the best drawing anyonet's
ever made of me, This issue is dedicated to Catherine and Grant Canfield,
for warmth and food ahd shelter and friendship, and Te All Exiles and
Wanderers." This is Roach Press Publication #35.



about liv1ng,there for a While, and finally came back to thls area with
the intention of living in the city and zetting a2 full-time job., ‘I ot
the job'in a matteér of days, with a little help from one friend, and I
moved into this housé a couple of weeks later. 1I'd been dreadlno xoing
throush the whole process of lookinz for a place to live in and people
to share it with, but I lucked out: I answered an ad posted »n the bul-
letin board at Food For Thousht (the local restaurant- cum-coffeehouse,
and the closest thin~ in the area to a European cafe--you knew I'd find
such a plaoe, didn't you?), I decided I like both the place and the
people and Alex, Bruce, and Leslie decided they liked me, and I moved
in., The rent's a bit high, but otherwise it's nearly an ideal place to
live, and so far we all still like each other. For the first time in
my adult life (except possibly when I was livine on the Stanford camovus)
I can step outside my door and be within easy walking distance of every
place I'd like to be. Stone Soup, the local food co-op, is right up the
block; Food For Thouzht is just over on Connecticut Avenue; various
people I know and like, including Robin White and Ed Smith, live nearby;
even my job is only three blocks away. In fact, since I don't have to
be at work until 10:00, I've developed a very nice morninz roubine of
waking upr at nine, after everybody else has cone, zoinz down to the kit
chen and listening to some quiet morning music while eating breakfast
and sitting in the sunlight at the kitchen table, then strolling the
three blocks to work at my leisure. 7TIt's a hard life,

I'm working, if you've really sot to know, as a secretary for the
National Legal Aid and Defender Association., We'll have to sze how
long Berry can last at a rezular office job, but I ezxpect to be tlicre
for several months at the least. And I plan to stay in this conmunity”
for a while; it's one of those neizhborhsods I was talking about Last
issue where everythinz seems to be happeningz.

The oblization to tell you a1y ~Tive been doing since last June has
been hanzing over my head and delaying this fanzine for weeks, I think
I'11l try to exorcise it by quotinz a couple of parazraphs from a letter
I wrote to Calvin Demmon in October, which seemed to tell the tale of
my travels better than the eleven pazes I tossed out did.

I walked by your old house this summer. It had besn
twenty monuhs since I'd last set foot in California when I
left here at the end of June, and it took me almost another
month to get to San Francisco, in a journey that included
hitehhiking along the old two-lane US Route 50 from northern
Virzinia throuzh West Virzginia, southern Ohio, southern In-
diana, and south-central Iilinolis; a2 week spent in hippie
squalor in Cincinnati when the only relief from the weather

- was in the middle of thunderstorms; another week spent very
pleasantly in the West End of St. Louils; and a 2000-mile &

. Driveaway Car trip with two breakdowns and a number of hitch-
hikers., The driveaway car broke down in western Kansas and ;
caused me to zet to know Colby, Kansas, much better than I 7

- would ever have considered. At least Colby is on the H;gn

- Plains and consequently hot but drv, I'd been tryinz all month
to escape the eastern humldlty. "I drove un into the Ro*kf
Mountains at sunset with a thunderstorm rollinv in; 1T woul
stop and get out to saze happily at the snow~crested po@koa '
and God would toss a thunderbolt intc my back pocket and I'd
jump back in the car and drive on, In Fruita, Colorado, I
stopped and tried to find my sreatzrandfather's grave, bub

~all I found was a small dog named Hippie belonging to the
family of the man who runs the graveyard. All of the fruit
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trees that my czreatgrandfather planted, and all the other
orchards that gave Fruita its name (pronounced "Froota"),
have died or been cut down in the present century. Oh well.
I dug the cottonwoods alonz the Colorado River,

In western Utah, I drove across the salt flats at sunset
with the sun taking a partying shot right into my eyeballs,
then I drove as lonzs as I could into the nizht. We picked
up a CBC radio station from southern Alberta, broadcasting
a2 CBC Radio Theater tale of the Hubbard exvedition to explore
the Labrador Coast; the winds whistled in the northern snow
as we drove throuzh the Nevads desert and twiddled the dial
trying to catch the end of the story. We slept outside of
some town that nicht. (I had three hitchhikers at that point.)
The next morning we were rudely awakened at the crack of dawn
by the construction crew who were busy bulldozing that slte,
In western Nevada, almost into Civilization, I met a state cop
who looked and acted like Bob Newhart. I'm sure he thought
we were four meanass hiovpie outlaws who were going to fill
nim full of holes. The car wouldn't zo over the Sierras the
first time, but two dollars and a whole lot of hassles later,
it drove risht on up and over. I zrinned a whole lot from
the moment I crossed the California state line,

Grant and Cathy put me up for most of three weeks, broken
up by a couple of trips dowm the Peninsula to visit people and
places in Palo Alto. I carried Bev Reams'!s Stonehenne book,
which I'd borrowed two years before, all the way west with
me, only to find that she'!'d already bouzht herself a new cony.
The Canfields took me to "the best hamburger joint in San Frane
cisco." out on or near Clement in that jazzy area with the
Russian Orthodox church nearvy, and I took them to the cheap
little ethnic Japanese restaurant near the Trade Center. Ue
went to the 0ld Spazhetti Factory, but we never did zet to
the Basque restaurant, and I never got a chance to visit
EBmilets winery, either. Jay Kinney was talking about renting
a house out near the ocean, rizht where you used to live,
and for a while after I first got there I was crazy to stay
and thouzght about moving in with him, but then I decided not
to stay after all and he decided he didn't want to live that
far out anyway. (Come to think of it, I don't know where
he's living now,) I finally sold the tv set I'd had stored
with the Canfields for two years, but I left most of my pos-
sessions in their basement storeroon.

Perhaps I should elaborate on some of that. Brad Balfour might
object to my characterizing his house in Cincinnati as "hippie squalor,"
and it certainly doesn't convey any of the hospitality he showed me,
but it is true that the neighborhood and the house itself left me with
the impression of a junk heap. We had a fantastic time, thoush, dash-
ing around to all the place~ and happenings in Cincinnati during that
week, getting into many of them free courtesy of Brad's editorship of
the Cincinnati entertainment paper. In fact, we zot a couple of excel=
lent free meals from Brad's toutinz me as the visiting out-of-town zour-
met, and I actually wrote restaurant reviews that were later published
in the JESTER. My career as a vpaid gourmet has begun. Brad kept try-
inz to convince me to move to Cincinnati, where I could become Food
Editor and eat out for free until I ran throuzh all the restaurants in
towm o?ce or twice. (Of course, I'd probably have to make my owm break-
fasts.,
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In the swirl of visiting and digking places like the Vine Street
Cof'fechouse, I met Cal Guthrie, also known as Cal the Callicrapher, and
listed on the JESTER's masthead as "Ruberic Quiller." Cal struck me as
a country Benford brother, with a little more of a rustic air than ei-
ther of the male Benfords but much the same appearance and manner. A
fascinating man to talk with over a cup of coffee. He told me gbout a
lady who owned ' a wealth of 0ld printer's illustrations and borders and
curlicues, and who was about to sell them as fashionable curios and take
them out of the realm of the printer's art; I hope he manaced to save
some of them from this fate. :

Eileen Corder was living with Brad and Tim Lucas in the ¢ld house
at that time, glthoush she's since moved to Michizan, and I spent a
‘certain amount of my time talking with her. I remember one evening -
that I spent talking to Bileen until Brad came home and she went to
bed, then talking out a lot of stuff with Brad until the sun came up.

In St. Louis I stayed with Alice Sanvito and did much the same.

I indulged in two of my favorite pastimes: talking well, and digming
the ambience of a nood city. St. Louis is my favorite Midwestern city
~-~-partly, I suppose, because & lot of my favorite people have come from
- there--and it was a relief after Cincinnati. Even hotter, but airy

and open, the kind of place you would walk around barefoot and dressed
as minimally as possible, (As a matter of fact, on the afternoon I
arrived in St. Louls after a long hot ride throusch the hills and wild~
flowers of Indiana and the flats of Illinois, when I trudged up Kings<
hizhway from the freeway and climbed the three flights of stairs to
Alice's apartment, I found her and B4ll Burzdorf sitting at the kitchen
“table, naked in the breeze from the open back door, wonderinz when T
would zet there. I was too sticky and tired to take my clothes off--

I tend to sweat a lot, so in fact in sticky weather I prefer wear some-
thinz next to my skin to absorb the sweat--but when their slow, lazy
conversation became fully cognizant that I was there, they moved me in-
to the bathroom for a cool bath and a scrub with a-sponge made of the
inside of some kind of squash, while they sat outside the tub on the-
bathroom floor and we talked and passed a pipe. A very sensual wplcome.)
I did such things as swimming in a pond with a fifty-foot jet of water
in its center in Forest Park, visiting a German beer szarden in South
3t. Louls complete with an oompah band, and listenins to a friendly
evening of mizrants', sharecrovppers!, and mountaineers! music presented
by the Missouri Friends of the Folk Arts (who incidentally publish a
handsome fanzine). ("We never lose sight of water, and we never lose
sicht of the sky, and we never lose sight of the land, that's how we
live.") Perhaps the best time was simply the evening that Alice and I
spent walkinz around and eating out and renewing an old friendship.

The trip out was a gas, but the real heart, of the summer lay in
the Bay Area, in my getting back in touch with the land and the culture
and renewing my California self. It was fun to walk into the Stanford
Coffeechouse after almost two years and sreet Ken Brubaker, still stuck
in Palo Alto and still manazing the place despite the many times he'd
sworn he'd leave, and it was a true pleasure to see two productions of
the play John Smith was directing for a street theater group, yet the
most essential part of my time dovm the Peninsula was the day I hitch-
hiked up to Skyline Drive and walked on down a little-used road in the
hills, where I sat on a hillside shortly after my twenty-fourth birth-
day and asked myself where I'd gotten to after two dozen years, then
spent the night in a redwood arroyo off the road and walked and hitched
back the next day. Those thirty hours or so in the hills were one of

he things I!'d come west to deo. 4
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I spent a little timeé in Berkeley (hampered a bit by an East Bay
bus strike), almost entirely along a few blocks of Telegraph. Avenue. -
I love that street. -'When I was living in San Francisco, I used to bop
across the Bay Bridze and spend all afternoon working my way through
about three blocks of bookstores, cafés, and coffeehouses, maybe ending
up by eating a very cheap meal at one of the exotic smgll restaurants
in the aréa. Telecraph Avenue is the only plate I know .of where Americh
has its own real street culture. It's like walking throuzh a Middle
Eastern bazaar, with vendors of al_ sorts of wares lininz the sidewalks,
fragrant smells in the sunny air, and a host of colorful; varied people
thronging the street. There are other street scenes in this country,
but theyire almost all ethnic. Berkeley is the new cilture at its most
Californian, creating its own liveliness, its own ethnos. I feel risht
at home in it. I spent some time sippinzg coffee on the balcony of the
Mediterraneum Coffechouse and reflecting on how easy it would be for me
to live in Berkeley.

In Palo Alto, while I was staying at Felice Rolfe's house and re-
newing my long friendship with her;, I met Dave Van Arnam for the first
time in Siz years, I1I'd had some correspondence with Dave during that .
time and had a pretty zood idea of some of the chanzes he'd gone through,
but I hadn't laid eyes on him since he left New York City for Mexico,

He looked a little different, with long halr in place of his perennial
crewcut, a fuller beard, a touch of zray. and he was now into revolu--
tionary lifestyles instead of being a Nixon Republican, but he spoke of
his new enthusiasms with the same energy he had given to the old, and
he was still recosnizably Dave Van Arnam. We spent quite a while talk-
ing, tryinz to catch each other up on our lives, but we had nowhere near
enouzh time to do it. We talked of the CO-EVOLUTION QUARTERLY. the new
magazine beinz put out by Stewart Brand and the WHOLE EARTH CATALNG
people, .and Brand'!'s proposal to have different people or zroups step in
and edit an issue around thelr own areas of knowledge, and Dave spoke of
his idea of doing a science fiction issue. The sf world is dovetailing
enough with some of the main thrusts of the new culture that it might
even make sense, Dave gligso talked about coming east for the Discon,

but he never came, While I was there, he was in the process of moving
out of Felice's and into a house in the East Bay with a woman he was
involved with.

"Sometimes the light’s all shining on me
Other tTimes I can barely see

Lately it occurs to me

What a long, strange trip it's beent

--The Grateful Dead, "Truckint"

This issue has sat around half-stenciled for lchz enoush. Il've got
a whole slew of short notes to myself on things I might want to write
about Ain HITCHHIKE, but: 1l think It1ll . feel freer to doril, and less pres=
sured, if 1 simply cut this issue off where it 1s and get it done, Then
write whatever I feel  1like for the next one. Ideally, 1'd 1like to put
out an issue: of HITCHHIKE about every month, It wasn't that hard when
this was just my contribution to a monthly apa, but then I onliy had to
run off twenty-odd copies and didn't have to address and mail them all.
Now it takes a little more work, and with a full-time job sometimes I
don't have the energy to put out a fanzine in the eveninzgs. But I have
Biz Plans Again, as Calvin Demmon once named a fanzine, and I intend to
do another of these by the first of February. Write and tell me what a
fool I am,
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Early last sprinz. I got into a dialos with my friend Tom Goodhue,
a Southern Californian I knew at Stanford who was, and is, studying at
Union Theological Seminary in New York City, about the differences we
perceived in the ways people live in the East and in the West. I thought
you might find it illuminating, and perhaps stimulating, since it's by
no means a completed dialoz. What follows is my letter and Tom's reply:

Now that you've spent half a year in New York City, with a couple
of months in Vermont before that, have you come to any conclusions about
the differences between people here and people in California? We were
just talkingz about this last night--Skip, Darbie, and I, .being three out
of the five people who live in this house. Skip is a native Virzinian,
from Alexandria, who went to colleze for a while in Tennessee and later
in Maryland, then spent some months, maybe a year, livinsg in Oakland.
Darbie grew up in the Maryland suburbs and went to colleze at the Uni-
versity of Maryland during the same period you and I were at Stanford,
and she has also spent time living in the Bay Area: in fact, I believe
she and Skip first started living together there., The two of them are
both very strongly into dealing with their feelings openly and honestly.
~«which is what our whole household is based ori, the basic commitment
we all made in living here, They're into various aspects of the counter-
culture, but I've been surprised at times to stumble on whole areas of
cultural experience that theyv're not familiar with or .are only just get-
ting into. :

- They had a friend of theirs from Berkeley, also named Tom, visit-
ing here when T moved in. He was a biz, soft-spoken zuy full ‘of Berke- :
ley culture and mellowness, yet you could never really vin him down and
have an emotional exchange with him. We were talking tonisht about how
many counter-cultural people in the Bay Area resemble him--particularly,
from Skip and Darbie's side, the others in the commune Tom lives in and
their friends. Evidently a lot of them are heavily into organic living
and all the trappings of the California counter-culture, yet they aren't
really very open on an emotional level and don't deal straizhtly with
other people or each other, ' I started talking about wy experience and
Trustrations with people around Stanford who could get deeply involved
with you one gquarter and just drift away the next--which I know I've
brouzht up to you before. We agreed that it's awfully easy to get causht
up in the outward manifestatims of California counter-cultural life and
to zet sidetracked into all that without going any -deeper, and it seems
that many Californians have done that. .

Of course, there are all the freaks I know around the Virginia sub-
urbs who strike me as straight under the skin, the ones who smoke a lot
of dope and buy dope pipes and listen to rock, but who are terribly sex-
ist and ego-centered and into their own individual things, with a strons
hold on private property and not much development in a communal direction.
I'm not sure how, or if, these people relate to the people I'm talking
about in California. x AT PPkl :

Of course, Darbie and I ‘both agreed that underneath all the super-
ficial ebb and flow there's a small number of really creative people in
the Bay Area who've been developing their expanded consciousness and

1
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affecting the institutions and people around them in ongoing ways--the
minority who went throush rhetoric into concrete chance, instead of
lapsing back into the middle-class life. And to my mind you're one of
those creative few,

I don't think there are sreat differences generally between folks
East or West--'people are basically the same'"--but there sure are lots
of subtle and not-gso-subtle differences in patterns of life. The com-
muter train is different from the Santa Ana Freeway. The outdoors orien-
tation of the West seems to fit into an easier integration with the rest
of one's life, while folks here of the upper-middle class focus their
‘outdoorsiness on summer and weekend homes outside of their normal orbits.
It's easier to 40 sustained intellectual work in the Northeast, I think,
than in the California eclectic culture where everyone's into macramé
for a week, yoza for one hour a week for six weeks, zen for 1/3 of one
book, which makes people here a bit less interesting and a bit more
serious than Californians., But it's harder here to be idealistic in
the midst of the East Coast rip-off ethic (both material and emotional
rip-offs), to develop significant relationships (a NYC friend seems to
be someone you meet for lunch once every six weeks), to find people who
see personal growth in terms other than psychoanalysis (God, every third
person in the city nmust be in analysis--not that this is necegsarily
bad for them, but friends report that it's awfully bad for middle-azxe
party conversations), to fit all the aspects of one's life into any kind
of harmonious whole. One spends more time in California anesthetizing
onegelf from the Trivnping up of relationships throuzh mobility, more time
in NYC anesthetizing oneself from the harsh edses of the city.

All this mgkes life .in Vermont appear more sane than either Calif-
-ornia or NYC, but also too limited in terms of what one can do with
onels time. Three days in the Berkshires tauzht me how much I could
diz the rural life, yet how much adjustingz it would take to survive a
New England winter. i
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Time To Die ,
; Ikkyu, the Zen master, wWas very clever even as a boy. His teacher
had a precious teacup, a rare antigue. Ikkyu havppened to break this .
cup and was greatly perplexed. Hearing the footsteps of his teacher,
he held the pieces of the cup behind him. When the master appeared,
Ixkyu asked: "Why do people have to die®?"

"This is natural,! exvlained the older man. "Everything has to
die and has just so long to live.,"

Ikkyu, producing the shattered cup, added: "It was time for your
cup to dies"

-=Zen Flesh,'Zen Bones, complled by Paul Reps

I1I. POSSIBLE SHORT PAPERS.
) .
. 3. Using an encyclopedia article and one book, write an essay
defining Zen Buddhism. 1Include wilth your essay a biblicgraphy
listing five books on Zen Buddhism. :

--a textbook on the Beats, whose title I forzot to write down,
that Brad or Eileen had in Cincinnati
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OUR HOUSZ: I'm typinz this to the sounds of {inz Ciimson and much bang-

ing and moving of boxes upstairs. Dave, the nerson who had
lived in this house lonzer than any of us, was delivered an Ultimatum
(about Getting Out) last week, and went out that same nizht and found a
new vlace to live. Hel's physically movint his possessions and self to-
nicht, and in a few hours I'm soinc to become the member of the housee-
hold who's lived here the longest. (Joan Barton, just back from Toronto,
moved in when I 4id, but I decided that because she'd snent the summer
back in Toronto I had Seniority.) '

People were moving in and out often enoush this past summer that I
could sit still in the living room and feel li%e I was on the road, but
Dave's departure is a major event. It's one more breakX with our Past
and Traditions (which interest me enoush that on rainy Sunday afternoons
I think more and more of writing a house history), but, more importantly,
his gettina out represents the first time in years that our landlord has
had hils way. :

181 Fifth Avenue is ovmed by the Carleton Students Association, one
of three houses they bouszht in the late sixties, when co-operative hous-
inz was zoinz to be instrumental in saving the world. Our relationship
with our landlord (the supervisor in charve of student services) has al-
ways been a traditional landlord-tenant relationshin, and we don't think
of ourselves at all as livineg in a student residence, few of us havings
any ties with the university. '

The troubles which led to Dave being kicked out oo back two or three
years, and a Strange and Terrible Saza it is. I remember two summers
aco in Fort Erie rummacing throuch issues of the Carleton student newsw-
paver from the previous year, looking for pleces I remembered vasuely
that concerned the Fifth Avenue Co-op, into which I'd just been accepted,
‘"I encountered a whole slew of articles and shit-slinging letters to the
edltor, all revolvins around a feud between a couple of the residents,
and wondered what I'd committed myself to. The disagreements, the exact
causes of which I've never been able to pin down, led to rocks being
thrown and police beinz called in, and eventually the house was closed
for several months. When it re-opened, a couple of those who had lived
there before but remained pacifists moved back in.

I arrived in Sentember of last year, dissatisfied with livine alone,
2s I had 1In 1972-73, but a little...apprehensive about moving into a
House With A Past. (Most of our neighbors, for instance, refuse to
speak to us because we've acquired a bad reputation, and our only con-
tact is throuch our landlord, who lets us know when they!'ve called him
up and complained about our uncut ~rase.) : ,

Rizht away I found myself in the middle of, and partly responsible
for, a controversy invelvin=m the house. I was one of three new residents,
and we got the others, laid-back and lazy as they were, thinkin~ about
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imorovements. After chasing our landlord all over campus for a coubple

of weeks, wonderinz if he really existed, we kicked around the idea of

a rent strike., It was never collectively and officially decided upon,
but in disucssing the idea with a friend I was overheard by a news-hungry
journalism student, who ran a story on the Threatened Co-on Insurcence

in the student newsvaver.

A Jjournalism professor with an even asreater avpnetite for news picked
up the story and ran it over the camnus radio station. I came back from
Prhlanze one Honday mornin~ to fin. the house phone buzzing with veonle
from the university wondering vhat was soinz to havpen. Our landlord
proved his existence by rushing over one nizht and desperately taking
down our demands in an effort to save face. Ue mot a lot of the desired
improvments, but our relationship with the Students Assoclation grew
ceooler, and they bezan thinking about enforcing rules which had previous-
1y been innored. :

- In. labe fall of last year, I found that my top-floor room was hold-
ing onto too many of the bad feelings I was experiencing at the time,
(I .see them now as belongineg in everyone‘s university experience; in a
little box labelled Second Year Blues. I thouzht at the time I'd lost
an. enthusiasm for Life--and other, equally important things--that I'd
. never rezain.) I spvent a lot of time in the basement, and approached the
house with an idea I Ynew they wouldn'’t turn down: I'd move down there,
we'd rent out my old room, and the house would be richer to the tune of
»70 a month. They said yes, and I moved, discoverins in the process @
that jumping out of hish buildinaes or slashine my wrists wasn't the eas-
lest solution to my problems. I haven't lauzhed, smiled. or even nlay-
fully twinkled my eyes since I first heard of chlldren starving in for-
elon countries, but I've not been totally unhappy in the last year. and
moving had a lot to do with that.

Throuzshout the winter just vast, we wore out two or three landlords.
It evolved into a ritual: one would snov up every three or four months,
full of Great Plans and Ideals, and would meet with too much indifference
and indevendence on our part to continue, We'd hear nothing more until
his replacement came around with the same intentions a few months later,
Then we were officially visited like this, I'd remove all the thinas
from the basement that made it look like anyone was livina there, and
we'd show 1t to him, with much winking behind his back, as our "Stereo
and Party Room." I was still listel as having the third-floor room,
however, which caused problems of its own. Joan Bowden, the person who
moved in, was very much into cosmetics and things, and each new super-—
visor went back from his visit unable to remember anythinz else but
Hedird Will Straw,

; Like any csroup of conspirators, however, we couldn't keeb our stor-
1es straimht, and in the sprine of this vear Joan Bowden decided to

move out. and went in and told our lsndlord sheid be vacating her room,
What she!d forcotten was that she'd never been listed as havinae a room
in the house, and our puzzled landlord bexan asking each of us. individ-
ually. Jjust who was livino in the house. When it apneared he ras onto
somethint, at last, four:others decided to move elsewhere, and somowhere
.in the confused mass of transition that was the last five months wec came
out ahead once more: full, with an extra person paying rent to- tho house.

In a fit of responsibility the Students Association decided = nt—
ITyithat, perhaps, a house financed by the university students should be
inhabited by members of that student body only. This created another
Sltuation, as only a couple of us. at the time had definite nlans {for re-
turning to Carleton University, All excent Dave eventually decided to
do so, however, and our landlord told him he'd have to leave.



JOHN INGHAM: Above is the new address, and one that will be so' for -
Years to come. For we have become owners of the land,

and jolned the lilddle Class in *zasp®* Suburbia., I love it.

Your discourser on where we've been and what'!s happenin~ now is
quite interesting, and I fizure any sane nerson spends most of their
-time trying to work that one out. I definitely azree with Part A of
. Alexel and Cory's theory, but I wonder about a cominz tozether, Livingy
in Ensland has really made me notice the disparities in the American
lifestyle and that of other countries, in particular the UX. America
is basically a utopian welfare state and most peonle live in comfort
unnaralleled anywhere else in the world, and I can't think of anyoéne
in the ‘counter-culture! who starves. With this state, you create a
leisure state that promotes the larze hippie and beat movements that »
have flowered in the US, What's zoins to happen in the US in the next
5-10 years I couldn't begin to discern, but in the UX it seems that the
only sensible thinsz is to prepare for the next thirty years. One is a
lot closer to the reality of a major breakdown in western civilization
out this way; there are a lot less buffers and distractions. It would
seem to me that the likelihood of Britain survivinc the next 30 years
by becoming either a socialist state or a conservative police state is
very stronz indeed. And althoush it would probably be gquite comfortable
in a very English workinz class way, I don't really like the idea of
beina devrived of the desire to set rich. So my basic (and quite hagzy
apart from the basic steps involved) plan for the next ten-twenty years
is to provide the means of leaving if that eventuality looks li%e hap-
veninz. Things that Brunner talks about in Stand on Zanzibar and Jag=ed
Orbit are rapidly comins to 1life in London. (I really think S0Z says
it all as to what is going to havven.,) The random violence gquota here
1s getting quite heavy, and there is this amazing fashion amonc fifteen
and sixteen year olds that zives you the feeline that they belonz to
thls vast army. Really weird spiky haircuts and bubble toe shoes and
nants that end at the calf and bomber jackets, and the oirls incredibly
uzrly platforms and hideously obvious makeup. You zet the feelinc that
they're another race, and I often wonder what they think of the vhole
London Hip Social Soclety and Chelsea Scene lMgkers. They also xive me
the feelinm that a sub/counterculture could develop in either the 70s
or 30s that was made up of teeners who combined a quite hedonistic drug
attitude (a4 la the 50s) with quite flashy displays of random violence.
Now while all that sounds quite scary, and at the moment the future
ain'ts exactly as rosy as it seemed when the future was all electric
and a robot in every home, it certainly does promise to be interesting.
I thin% that one of the major lessons learnt from the $0s counterculture
and all that went with it was that chaos 'and uncertainty wasn't that
frizhtening and indeed had a certain apneal. So while a rational look
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I kind of 1liked Dave, and respected his ability to act as a liaison
betreen new and old factions of the house, but the landlord merely did
somethins the rest of us, as a unit, would have been coavelled to do in
the near future. In g wee%--it will have passed when you read this (and
didn't the sround shake a little on 3ept, 9th?)--Dave will turn 30.

WASHINGTON, 1974: On the way back from Discon, Norm Clarke sald I was

Fahbulous, Fabulous 1s a word that <ets bandied around
a lot in fanzines these days, and it!'s lost a lot of its notency, but
Ive always thousht it was risght un there with "Burbee-like," "gemil-nro,"
and the rest of fandom's most powerful superlatives.

We were driven home by an Ottawa huclkster Andy Porter had run across,
who, a2lont the way, revealed a falrly erxtensive ¥nowledre of: fandom in
the past thirty years. UWhen the scenery that rolled by -was dull, we
tossed around,K old fanzine, titles and names of old fans, nutting them in-~
to thelr precise fanhistorical persnective (we toolr care of whole fannish
Eras in Pennsylvania). At one point, we were stuclk tryinz to reméember
the name of the adzine K, Martin Carlson had published for so many years,
and I was trying to mentally recreate a fanzine price-guide in which
I'd seen it listed., It finally came to me, as in a flash, and I suzTest-
ed "Kaymar Trader." ' : - : : '

"Rizhtt" exclaimed H.,R. "Sam" Somebody, 81nd from the back seat
Norm Clarke added, "Will Straw, you are Fabulous." '

It's no big deal, of course, and the new list of peonle I'll asso-
clate with only differs from the old one by ten or twenty names, but
this wouldn't be a true comprehensive worldeon report if I ne-~lected to.
mention 1it, ; ; - e

--Will Strarw
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- I'm bound to write a story for this bock of ours, but instead I've
been blding my-old ¢ime in bhe bottom of the barn, buildin~ a stall for
the calf to be born this New Year'!s Eve,... I'm 7nlad to have wond to
work with: we took down a two hundred-year-old barn in West B---, and
all the old beams and boards and planks are stacked here neatly under
the fresh snow. So I've been working very slowly, as I like to do, down
where it's sheltered from the west wind, and where the only sounds are
Bessie's patlent chewing of hay, and the trickle of the aravity-fed wat-
er system, and each hen's shatterinsy cluck of triumph as another ezz is.
lai.d.... 2 : : :

Sometimes as I work, my spirit takes a little ieap, and I realilze

that somewhere inside me a younz boy is busy throwinc a straw up into the
wind: I mean to say, my mindt!s thrown free, itts flancing about to see
which way the vislon's zoiny to come from, then just floats back dowm :
where I'm working, = One of the thincs I leve best in this world is doinz
some careful job, in wood or ink or flour or words; it's my way of mov-
ine meditation, “arrancinsz space,” slower by far than muscles themselves
can move--a wnole day can pass by and I'm happy; the space:arcund me has
chan~ed, but somehow feels as if it's always been thiswway; my mind's
been here but been wonderfully quiet, like a newly obedient doz who's
staying around, hasn't shit on the rug, and hasn't strayed far-off to
find something to chew. Rt aa B RO SN S et A IS A

-~Pete Gould, Home Comfort: Life on Total Loss Farm



hgteuhii’ 5 P Sl TR U SRS D D)

at ‘what's ahead scares me silly I'm qulte looking forward to it. The
only trouble is that with all ‘this unpredictability and randomness, I’
may be on a receivin" end,” I deal with that one by not. thlnkln” about
e

Your point about ROLLING STOMNE is, of course,<correct, but STONE
serves a function quite well in that it reflects Jann 'enner at every
monment. So, assuming you aren't in the same mold as iir, Wenner, you
have a rather interesting zuage as to what a segment of those hippies
baclk in 1967 are now into and thinking about. You alsc get some damn
-zo0d "ritinz; even if it is as lifeless overall as a cold mackerel.

Have a good time on your travels; I quite envy you. Some eighteen
months after I came bach from my European jaunt it occurred to me that
I had had the perfect opportunity to zo on to India and even further. i
I had money, my possessions were all stored...I kicked myself for days,
evén that late afterwards., I really love the feeling of submerzing my-
self in alien cultures, esvpecially those that so back a few thousand
years, runnily enouch, Los Anzeles is one of my favorite places., 1
don't think I could live there anymore, but I really love visiting it.
Other places of 'power' are Dorset, which has the most incredible skies,
the Scottish Highlands, Mykonos, tit. Olympus, and Paris. Half of them
I've only visited once, but I have no hesitation about returninzg. Other
places that exhibit a very strong attraction that I want to see RBeal
Soon iNow are torocco, the Nile, a drive through Bussia, and Africa,

So when are you coming back here? /No time soon, I'm afraid,
Risht now I'm working on Australia for next year., I hove I can get to
Burovne azain before the likely British worldcon in '79, but just the
other day I had the opportunity to examine a trans-Atlantic airline
schedule, and even Icelandic is asking over 3200 one way on its slow
boat to Luzembours. -jdb/ %

(42, Salisbury Road, West Ealinsg, UW. 13, UK)

DARROLL PARDOE: Thaaks for sendinc us HITCHHIXE 21, We really did en=-
2 joy smetting it and reading about what's been happening

in your part of the universe. As for us, we're still here in Huntlnvdon,
miles from fans on any side, We don't et to see other fans tToo often,
but manaze to “Zeep in touch pretty well throuzh the mails, Your com-
ments on the way ldeas have diffused themselves throuszh the community
over the last five years were intercstinzg; the same kind of thing has
- been zoin~ on here in England., But haven't the ideas chanzed in the
process? The Brotherhood of lan (chauvinist idea, that) may be all very
well, but most folks only pay lip-service to it, trappned in their narrow
worids., Iiore specifically thoush, here in Ensland too the last few
years have seen the growth of action by peonle at a loczl, community
level, Lots of people are getting tired with the o0ld inanities of narty
politics and actually zoing out and by ~olly doing something for them- .
selves, rizht there in their/own neighborhood; instead of moanine how

he government or somebody ousht to do these things for them. I wonder.
how far such thinss ard happening outside of the US/Enﬁland?

I know what you mean about Places of Power., I have some of them '
myself, places which I Iike to go back to and experience (I almost wrote
enjoy, but there‘s'more.fo_it than that; somethint of a spirituval up-
ELOE) < o/RAH It has something to do with places where you can, con-
nect un with your own vitel enersy and renew yourself; it!'s-a very spir-
itual vrocess, thouszh just as real and concrete as gettinz enersy from .
a xzood dinner. Some places seem to focus this kXind of enersy for a great
many veonle, and perhaps by that token allow them to draw on a source
of communal eneray; those places become widely kxnown mnd respected. -jdb/
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There's the Shropshire hill country 20 miles-or so from my old home towm,
and more particularly a small villace there--not a villaze at all real-
ly, just a couple of farms and an old school. Holdzate, itis called,
And there's the top of the Great Orme in Wales, where I like to sit and
watch the sea. I even have one or two places 1n tne States, though I
don't ~met any chances to see them at present (I know they're there,
thouzh, and one day I'1l1 be back to them). Lebanon, Ohic, is one of.
them, :

(24 Othello Close, Hartford, Huntinsdon PE1S 7SU, ENGLAND)

WILL STRAW: I have the Wavy Gravy boolz on order, and have for some time,
and all the discussion I've read of it in various »nlaces
has interested me a lot, 1 keep reminding myself that the Seventies is
half over, and it micht be just a little too late to be deciding what
we'lre coina to do with this decade., (On a smaller scale, I sit around
a lot deciding what my plans for this summer are coing to be...what Imm
toiny to try and experience, and how I'm going to use that, etc....and
it's going to be Auzust in two days.) I can see gquite definitely where
the Sixzties ended, but it's ninnointing vthere the Seventies, with dis-
tinctly Seventies-like characteristics, bezan that I find impossible,
and I don't really feel as if we're onto something new. I thin%z decades
should include transition periods, 1like the theories of numbered fan-
doms; for instance, I have definite color imases for each oftthe decades
of this century (though the first two Zind of run together): a lizht
brown for the Forties, a dark black for the Fifties, a bricht white for
the S8ixties, etc., but nothing has emer~ed for the Seventies. (These
aren't based on any pinpointable visual things from those decades; and
I had established one for the Sixzties before the decade ended.) ZDe~
cades are a purely arbitrary way of thinkine of eras, but I like your
idea of color-coding, I've long had g subconscious set of color assoc-
iations lik%e yours, bui mine don!t match yours at all. I think of the
Forties as sort of a dark, ~rey-black decade, 1ith the Thirties before
them Ytind of brown with rounded corners, and the Fifties are pure nuffy,
cotton-candy clouds of white, The Sixties struck me as more of a rain-
borr, but now all the colors seem to be bleedinz toward the center of the
nalette and turning into a muddy brom. -jdb/

Beinx younser than yourself and a lot of the peownle tmho went with
tne flo'r of Sixties culture and spoiintered off into the various Seven-
ties sub-cultures has stopned me from fittinz iho movements and things.
The last time I really felt a »nart of a croun definable by its aze in a
particular period of history was in 1953, when Pierre Trudeau was run-
nin® for Prime iinister, and a lot of »neonle my age were caught up in
Trudeaunania; seeing his apneal to youth (well, oz, pre-Political Con-
sciousness Youth) as givinz us importance...and I have a memory of rid-
ing on my bicycle up one of Hamilton's main streets with a Prudeau cam-
paiscn convoy of cars riding beside me, and feelins a ~reat sur~ce forward.
Since then, I've intersected the mainstream of youth culture on random
occaslions, but generally I!'ve elther been detached or out-of-sten irom
it: I started experimenting with psychedelic drugs comnaratively recent-~
lys for instance, when most peonle were startinsg to turn azainst them,
and I've always been more interested in, and consequently more knomled-
gable of, social culture of this wthole century than my friends and more
willing to place tthat's hannéned recently within a context, (Neal
Cassady!'s “he First hird finally came to a book-store from whom I:d
ordered it, yesterday, and I read vparts of it this morninT at work,

Pits about driving all over Aamerica lookins for sex, -and lauthed, re-
menberinz what someone had said when Apa 45 bexan, about the ~eneration




which formed its membership being the first that had come to resard sex
as a pleasure rather than. a auty, ) Douz, one of the veople living here,
is still very caurht un in the feelinx of beinﬁ part of a narticular
culture at a particular voint in history, and wants us and himself to -
leave a mark on time very much, Shortly after he moved in we went with
others in the house to see a local folk-sinazer at the coffee house on
the Carleton camnus...the cuy did several very fine soncs about his
situation at that varticular time, mostly about the sea and the boat:
he'd built to travel on it with his old lady. I thought he came across
as more individual and self-fulfilled than anyone I'd-heard'in a lonnm
time, and as we were leaving and discussing his songs Dous said he thouszht
i1t odd that he hadn't suns nuch zbout being Canadian and essentially
Canadlan themes and nroblems. I zot more peeved off and frustrated than
I have in a longz time wwith Doun, wonderin~ what could be more megsninzful
and important than havinm finally found s private peace, and thinking

he concention of specificaglly-Canadian themes a particularly absurd
one. (But then, it'!s the tendency to thint in terms of the Canadian
border as the most important division on earth that turned me away from
the part of the Canadian political scene that otherwise mizht have re=
flected my ovn feelings.) g

Ah, . Vell...Places of Power: well, having spent many davs in the
last tmo years beating a path betrreen here and southern Ontario, I've
noticed a wondexrful feeling of returninsg whenever I'm ridins along the
Queen Ilizabeth Way south of Toronto and it turns east towards Hamilton
and the whole Niamara rezlon, with five or six places Itve lived in at:
one point or another (all my changes were there); I'm confrontine most
of my past with one gween of the steerins wheel., Most of my future 42
will probably. be north of there, in Ottawa or Quebec (or, perhavs, Tor-
onto, though I can't see that for several years yet),.and it!'s as much
a dividing point of my life as any. There's also the fact that I'm
usually left off there, hitching home, by long-distance travellers who
have ta%en me most of the way: then I zet a lob of small rides risht
throuzh to Port Colbourne, ith all kinds of local peonle with whom I
can dlscuss specific aspects of that resion, and it's wonderful. Yes,
it certainly is. : ‘

The Toronto mall, in the summer, is one of my favourite places,
also, though it gives me enercy, not so much for its associations, as
for the physical movement and excitement I usually find there. It char-
acterizes the summer of 1973 more than anythins else for me.

(181 Pifth Ave., Ottawa, Ont. K15 2M8 CANADA)

ERIC LINDSAY: Putting on your saillinc shoes makes a nice chanze from
the usual run of fanzine writing; I can well see why John
Bangsund enjoys getting letters from you. Reading that I feel a Tesur-"
aence of the ilmpulse to go out hiking, somewhere away from the crowds .
and the nolse of the city and the suburbs. When I built up here there-
were about 3 houses in the block; now the place is almost full of them,
making it into another ordinary suburban dumn, I keep looking for a )
way out and away yet without throwing in a job and going poor. Maybe
that 1s the wrong choice, however; maybe it is worth noing poor (or may-
be there is some alternative .path between the "wage slave with- money
but no time" and the "broke hunsry but happy" alternatives).

Too chllly here at the moment to really consider wanderine the
fields, but I keep thinking I really should repair my motorbike and get -
out away from everything for a while...the life of work is so damn dull
and utterly useless, and yet I'm afraid to abandon the security it offers
as yet. Perhaps in a few years I will be able to have both, however,
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or so I tell myself. : - :

‘"his land here was once clear of houses. Now 1t is faifly full,
and has a Daved surface on the ‘road;, and there: 1s a' tourist muséum dom
the road;, and I wonder if it is actually still possible to cet away
from suburbia. And that ma%es me sound as if I don't like peonle, which
in a way is true. I don't like the veople who 1nsist on askin~ what you
are doins when you ”aton a sunset, or a sunrise, or listen to birds
sinzgine on the balcony. You end up at the noint where you take a camera
out so veovbple can damn well see that you are doine somethine, and there-
fore don't bother you. /It's a bit depressint to hear that the ‘suburban
system that is proving itself such a stunid mistake here in the United
States is beinz adovted in Australia and other countries around the
world. FHow much of this is part of the subtle Americanization of the
world, and how much is it an indigenous develonment? -jdb/

(6 Hillcrest Ave., Faulconbridse, NSV 2776, AUSTRALIA)

DAVID EMERSOLN: Spealinz of the counter-culture, my boss George, who
spvorts lon~ curly hair & a walrus mustache and who's
Into yoma and rock music, recently went down to Tennessee for the wed-
dinz of a friend of his, out on a commune. He said upon returning that
the vibes there were incredible all weekend, the best he'd ever felt
on such an occasion., He was impressed with the amount of activity tak-
ing place "out there in the woods" so to speak; that is, all the left-
over hlpple-freaks out on farms of various sizes and social structures.
He tles in the outward movement (cities to country) with the "loogeness"
and non-orcmanized nature of the astrological Aze of Aquarius., All very
hypothetical, but sort of indicative of the direction that what's left
“of The Movement is moving in. Myself, I'd thouzht that the revolution
was over and we'd lost. It certainly seems that way from deep in the
middle of The City, especially when one works amon~ all those bankers
and stock brokers down in lower lManhattan as I do.

I don't know. I keep looking for the whole creative forefront
that signifies Where It's At. I mean, the Bohemians were into art, the
Beatni%s pnoetry, and the Hipwvnies roeck music. But what is there now in
the way of creativity? I mean new. Iiaybe I'm short-sighted, but I
can't seem to see anything just now. The institutions of Art seem to
be taken over by the phonies and the capitalists. There is nothing
whalch identiflies a certain oroup o7 peovle and their interests, like
donz hair identified Hippie, whose interests were sez:, dope, and rock
& roll; or like shades and sweatshirts and berets identified Beatnik,
”hObe interests were jazz, espresso, and heavy intellectual cynicism,

Excent maybe the 3ays, tho are most of them wearins their hair short
these days.

Another thing Itve noticed about The Movement: it seems to have
paralleled the development of an individual from the idealistic teens
throumh the agaressiveness of early twenties to the mellowed late twen-—
ties/early thirties. See? Peace & love hipnies; radical rhetoric
freaks; now the whole thinz sort of settlins down into a more thoughtful
time. Somethine I'm very vleased with is that the counter-culture has
sone throuzh these phases about the same time I went throuoh mine.
Makes me feel a part of it sll, even if I didn't drop out or svare-
chanze on St. Marks Place. /In my experience, it was not the szame people
who really created the "hippie" scene (before the coining of that term
and the mediazation of it 2ll) and who lead the Movement in radical
volitics. Hany‘of us @dipned into both at different times,; but. I donit
see. any genersl pronression., In the Bay Area, quite often the two orien-
“tations were in oonfllct—-sometlwes within one person, ~jdh/
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On nlaces of powerz My impression of your definition is a sort of
combination of (1) famillar place, and (2) cosmic place.  /Sort of. -jdb/
Visitina my home towm after Disclave this year, I was completely over-
come with the realizatlion of just how much that place 1s a part of me,
even tho I. couldn't live there.any more amons all those terribly straight
people, But then, -I srew up terribly strai-sht. While I was there, how-
ever I went to the beach one day and re-experienced the simultaneous
feelinzgs of familiarity and cosmicness--the ocean was just as I'd 1ast
seen it, just as Itd first seen it, and just as it was lonz before I was
.ever borm and as it willl be long after I'm dead. In touch with eternlty
eves S0 I suppose you'd call the Atlantic coast of Florida one of my
places of power, Another wounld be the mountains of North Carolina,
wvhere I spent many summers of childhood. And for sure New York City.
There are times when its sheer size awes me, et I feel vart of it and
exalted. YWhat a rush,

(54 Bank St., Apt. 14, New York, NY 10014)

HARRY VARNER: You zlarmed me considerably in the onening bparasraphs.
You made your situation sound as if you were in about the
third chanter before the end in a Phil Dick story, the staze where
things are about to start. disappearing around the hero, wnat with the
- house emptyinc out and Mary leavinz only a copy of your fangzine as
proof that she had ever been there and similar frizhteninz .phenomena.
Anyway, I share your perplexity over the Nin quotation, Does !"trans-
form" mean an imvact on the world, some kind of revolutionary effect
from the creations of the artist? Or does Nin mean simply that the |
artist is supposed to show people aspects of the world that they wouldn'fg
have suessed without his words or brush or whatever? Maybe he's ar-
gulng in favor of neo-romanticism, against the realist school of paint-
in~ or novel-writing, propasandizing for creativity which will make the .
world more interestinz than the reality is. Worse yet, I am quite pos-
1tive that I read another quotation from Nin in ancther fanzine just a
day or so azo and I can't find the reference, I always set suspicious
when some rarely-mentioned individual bobs up in two or three fanzines
within two or three days. It makes me wonder all over again if fandom
ls the work of just one:person who occasionally slips up in such ways.
/That one person would have to have played a lot of simultaneous roles
to animate all of us who were clustered around you the evening I talked
to you at the Discon, Harry. (And where were you the rest of the week~
end?) But have no fear, Anais Nin is not the occasional creation of a
secret master of fandom, but a writer of the Thirties and later who was
little-known then but is becoming a major literary fisure on collexe
campuses these days. And, althoush I was tempted simply to chance the
nronoun in your letter and not comment on it, Anais Nin is a woman. She
has stepped out of the ken of only a small circle of literary names and
into the American public spotlicht mainly as a result of. the publication
of her Diary, volume by volume, which was one of those Unpublished Clas-
sles until the last decade. These days you'!ll find the volumes in paper-
back in any collese bookstore. :: The quote, for any who've forgotten
and hate reading comments about. something from the last lssue that's
never repeated, read, "But the artist is not there to be at one w1th the
world, he is there to trapnsform it." I find it a very arszuable but in-
triguins statement, 1It's rooted, I think, in the Western tradition that
the artist is a sufferer not at home in his world, and that art is some-
thing unusual. But the creation of art is the most normal thinz in the
norld. It's a pecullarly Western split, the duality between happlness
and art, and one that has never seemed to apply to me. -jax/
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You made me nostaleic on another paze for the dear departed times
when I too used to so walkin~ down the sidewalk looking at what peovle
had put out for the trash collector. Unfortunately, that pastime has
been spoiled in Hagerstown by the public's addiction to those plastic
bags for putting out zarbaze. Hardly anyone puts stuff out in uncovered
cans or other containers nowadays. I've tried to mend thée flaw in Hag
erstown life in a devious manner. In my newspaper columns, I've been
campaienineg quietly for a municival ordinance against the use of plastic
garbace bags, on the theory that they encouraze rats which can easily
chew through and on the definite fact that stray cats and doss keep
tearinz them open and spilling the contents over the sidewalk and street.
No success yet. /How much influence do you have on the life of Hazers-.
town through your newspaper columns, Harry? -jdb/

" Individual houses and neisghborhonds come closer to representlng
places of power for me than seoxraphical features. That could result
from my failure to travel great distances very often, of course.  But
I can zet nostalzic for a couple of blocks in-a city where I've never
lived, just because of the atmosphere of the houses and sometimes the
general attitude of the people who are visible in that areai I even
found a couple of bloeks in Manhattan that I liked enormously durilng
one trip there and the next time I went back I couldn't find them again,
because I hadn't taken note of exactly where I'd wandered the former
time, Every time I learn that some houses are to be torn down in Hazers-
town to make room for a supermarket or parkinz lot, I get the urze to
photozraph them as if they were people under sentence of death whose
plcture nobody owned. Itts quite possible that a small house could be
built, occuvied fifty years or so, and razed in Hagerstown without hav-
inz become the subject of a good, clear photozraph showing it from top
to bottom, and I somehow feel that a last-minute plcture of it makes
local life a bit less futile, even though the hard work of carpenters
and the «enerations of life inside are hopelessly lost. /That's the
sort of thing that it makes me glad to kXnow someone is doing. TI71l1 bet
your photographs will be much in demand in the future when somebody
wants to publish a book on forzotten Hazerstown life. -jdb/

(423 Summit Avenue, Hazerstowm, Maryland 21740)

ERIC MAYER: HITCHHIKE is exactly the kind of thinzg I zo down to the

mailbox hoping to finc. (As opposed to the junk mail and
the earnest; well-intentioned, but usually boring sercon stuff that I
find there most of the time.)

Of course I can't say I'm judsing the zine objectively. This morn-
ing my brother and I climbed (crawled, hopped, jumped?) into his $200
Frankenwason (that's a VW made from spare parts) and drove out to the
Wyoning Valley Mall hoping to alleviate my unemployment complaint,
which seems on the verge of becoming chronic, The bookstore had adver-
tised for a clerk--not what I went to collese for, but then my days of
even modest ambition are pretty well behind me. Predictably, the posi-
tion was taken already. I bought Malzberg's latest, went over to the
record store, picked up a $2.00 classical.and put it down, looked at
the new Lou.Reed album and didn't even pick that up. The only albums
I've bought in the past year have been Kinks albums. (Did pick up that
2-record Syd Barret .album on sale. I can only afford to buy the DJ
copies that our local store sells illexally, and that, of course. is
ripping off the artists involved.). Theh we came home and I started read-
ing HITCHHIKE., Made me feel a bit better. Most of the people you read
sbout in print (books, magezines, etc.) are wealthy, at ease with the
world, on exactly the tracks they want to be on, and a different specles
from myself,
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Can't say I'm a pnart of the " ounterculture" though., . In fact I
can nmgke out pretty clearly what I'm not a part of, but as for what I
am a part.of...I'm not so sure about - that., Lhe'counterculture around
here never amounted to much anyway. Mostly accounting majors who uot
stoned on weekends rather than drunk, nraduated,; went back to Brillcream

“and ties and are  just generally busy climbing up the social ladder now, .

(Local commercial ditty for United Fenn bank: . "Youlre on the way UP...
thatts where you're going....") /JIs Falls a college town? Just where
the hell is Falls, anyway? I haver. 't cot any kind of atlas handy to look
bI% A up in, not even a Rand McNally Road Atlaso“~3db/

Mike Gorraz called ma last week (only time Ifve ever talked to a
fan), and I was moing on like this,  "Trouble is," I said, “everything
I might be able to do with my life doesn't appeal to me." "You sound
llke John Berry," he said. Thatfs a pretty farfetched comparison I
think, between myself, stuck here in Palls, and somecne who's been shut-
tling all over the country and the rest of the known universe, but that

idea of trying to '"make yourself at one with the world" after not being
in tune 2t all certainly strikes a sympathetic chord. and it's probably
wvhat Mike was talking about I seem to have spent most of my life play-
ing someone elsels game. I'd like to pick my own game, if I can ever
figure one out.

You talk about what people are doing now. It's frightening, All
the people I know from college (whether they finished or not\ aren’t
doinxy anything. And the more ability and intelligence they have, the
iess they seem to be doing. If this is the way it always work--if it's
always tne mediccre who run things--it's no wonder tue world is so
screwed up.  As I said bzfore, there were a lot of really freakv-look-
ing accounting majors at Wilkes who are now very uprisght and solid citi-
zens, It's the people who were not so outwardly hippified who are, I
think, going to form the new counterculture. (If 1till be coherent
enough to be called a culture.) When you come risht dowm to it, hair
and drugs and all the other accoutrements mean, as you note, nothing,
While a-lot‘of folks were really making it big on the college-freak
scene and svill abt endlnh their acoounthg Vlassvgy s lot of other '

- people were making declisions less reversible than srowing their hair .
long---rather mundane decisiong, 1iks dropping out of ths dbuginess course,
or education ccurse., oOr &ven dropbinm cut ¢f school altogether. I have
an Enzglish degree (because I love tocks). MNo metter how you try to

trim that, 1t /still loocks lile hzll in the iob marketl. i o

And as the college fresk crowd grows ever less freaky, merging . in-
to the establischment milieu, these other people, like myself, are zrow-
ing more and more alienalted, I don‘t know whatfs gcing to come out of
this. Maybe nothinz. But itts an interesting sitvaticn,

As Tor myself, 17d Like to hgve a job., But I made cerbain deci=
sions about wrat I would not dco tc make money, and thatis just the way.
things are. I've seen too many people sell themselves cut and I don't
intend to zo that route., (Though it all depends on the situation., I've

known businessmecn who were in full control of the situaticn and welfare
recipients who'd thrown it in compl ueld, and I'm afraid I¥m getting so

vague and subjective that you v Obdb ¥ liave no way ol knowing what I'm

talking about. But you were talking auaut this sortides LHiag SCR AT
But I could go on and on and on about this Sort of t’lﬁ” {(And we

used to when we were sitting around the college commoens, cuutlng classes.,)

Places of power, Ncno come o mind: I muess\l nitwet paAviiculariy afs

tuned with neture, despite my livinz oubt in the country here, I think

I felt nature mest profoundiy quite a fow years agzo, at a time when I

was busy inspecting the heavens with my telescope. I!'d get up before
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dawn on summer mornings. It was utterly gquiet. The houses were all
dark. The winter constellations were in the sky and that jolted my time
sense. I'd study the moons of Jupiter or Saturn's ring. (Well, I'a

"]l ook" at them is what I mean.) The images were tiny, but they were
real., I was out there, in the dark, in the silence, while everyone élse
was asleep, loockinzt up into the constellations that other neople wouldn't
be seeine till next winter--just myself and the rest of the universe.

(RD 1, Box 147, Falls, Pennsylvania 18615)

WAHF: (What you mean "we," Kimo Sabe?) Susan Wood, Bruce Telzer, Loren

MacGrezor, Michael Gorra, Shayne McCormack, FM Busby, John Carl,
and doubtless others whose letters I've misplaced or forgotten in the
intervenine months. I hope this issue inspires as many intellizent,
thoushtful, and entertaininz responses as the last one did.

Love can be a drag,
B LRkt s
never a comnlete dragz.

—*Buffy/éaiate-Marle

With this issue, mostﬁgf y01{ull.f1nd ballots for the current DUFF
race. As you'll notice 15 vmu ookd closely at this ballot, one of the
three peopnle tryinsg to get a friee £rinp to Melbourne next Auzust is me.

So you may discount this asath vé&ce of a vested interest speaking (and
you'd be rizht), but I really do,nopc that you'!ll take the ballot and
use it, whoever you prefer to vote for. Do it now, My mailingzglist is
‘full of lazy people who gre quite deft at losing ballots and things lile
that, so I suzgest that Af you hawve any feeling about the race, or just
an urge to contribute to/DUFF,you fill out the ballot now and send it
to Lesleich or Leish before you forzet.

Running in a comoétlxlve race like this has vlven me some welrd feel-
ings, since I'm not used\tOf&olnﬂ thinzs like this and I don't really
want to encourage my 1nnate compptltlveness. I know next to nothing
about jan howard finder,, but Busty Hevelin is someone I've known, if only
zlancinaly, for several years, and it feels odd to be wishing him to
lose., Some of the weirdness jof my feelings was alleviated by talking to
him at the Phillycon, whléh brouth it all down 2 bit closer to common
reality. Are there any Omher charities that are run comvetitively like
this? 1 cant't think of qmyﬁ (COMING NEXT ISSUE: Some more stuff.)

John D, Berry _
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