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KENNING #21 -- being written and produced slapdashedly and hurriedly (as all too usual)
by Jackie Causgrove, 6828 Alpine Ave., #4, Cincinnati, OH 45236, for the 21vt Mailing
of FLAP, .pril, 1983. Good intentions and wishful thinking again have produced nothing
ahead of time except wmpteen pages of crabbed, illegible notes which take neerly as long
to decipher as to write. *Sigh* Unfortunately, I can't claim I've been too busy...
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Out of the colophon and into the natter, which, if it wasn't for the change of typeface,
could not be noted if | didn't point it out. Don't know why | bother typing colophons,
except that it's easier to tell which issue it is when I'm flipping through unmailed
stacks of KENNINGS. -

As you can tell I'm still at home and not in the hospital as 1'd so bllithely assumed I'd
be two months ago. It's getting wearisome, | tel! you, to keep getting these RealSoon-
Now pronouncements from Mr. Leugers at OBVR (Ohio Burea of Vocational Rehabi litation),
relay the news to others and then, yet again, have NOTHING HAPPEN. This bimonth some

new twists occured to the game plan. | received a phone call from the secretary of a
Dr. Bridwell, at Cincinnati General (which hospital 1'd ceased considering since Dr.
Kahn at Good Samaritan had come into the scene), who asked if | "were still interested

in scoliosis surgery'. Ah, these hospital people; they have such a cunning way with the
language. Anyway, | choked back an impatient scream and said that of course, | still
was. The secretary then asked if | could come in to see Dr. Bridwell, either the next
Tuesday (this was a Friday, March 4th) or two weeks later, the 22nd, as the M.D. would
be on vacation in the interim. | chose the earier date, then phoned Mr. Leugers (MISRAKE)
to inform him of the phone call. For the previous two weeks |'d been told by him that
!'d ke getting the '"Good News' from him today/tomorrow/any day now/real soon (depending
on which day | phoned). This sounded vastly more encouraging than the former promises
of results coming in mere weeks, but turned out to be as accurate in that no decision
was given by whoever it is at the Bureau who makes them. Anyway, Leugers suggestad |
see the good doctor and find out what he had to say, then report back to him.

My appointment was at 10:00 a.m., so | left at 9:10 to catch the bus which, if the trans-
fers worked out correctly, would get me there at 9:58. On the dot of ten, | presented
my breathless self to the receptionist. Where was my appointment slip. Didn't have one,
i replied, "you'' (for | thought it had been she) had phoned me and given me the appoint-
ment, She checked through a stack of paperwork and found a piece of paper with my name
scribbled on it, nodded, and told me to find a seat in the waiting room. | mentioned,

as |'d been told by whoever phoned, that | had come to see Dr. Bridwell. The girl again
nodded and sent me on my way.

An tour and a half later (General may have changed its name -- to University Hospital,
al though virtually no one uses it, old habjts being as hard to break as they ever were--
but its procedures are the same) my name was called and that same, dreaded ques tion was
asked that | had learned to hate so much during my last encounters with the Ortho Dept.:
""And why are you here?' | sighed, the person asking was strange to me, most likely the
most recent of the unbroken string of Residents in the department. ''l| was called to
come in and see Dr. Bridwell," | stated. He checked my charts. '"Hmmm, no X-rays here,
but | see the last ones taken were in April. We'll need a new set of thoracolumbar
Films. Take a seat." | went back to my chair, mused a moment, and went back to his
desk. '"Excuse me, but | don't think "thoraco]umbar''is what you want. | had those taken
last time and they had to take another set--charging me for the ones they didn't need,
of course. The doctor then said it was "'scoliosis survey" | needed." He frowned.
“Aren't they the same thing?'' he asked. | shook my head. ''At least | was billed for .
two different things, and one kind are taken lying down, while the scoliosis survey is
taken standing up.'" He sighed, and changed the form. | returned to my seat. A half-
hour later, the X-rays were taken and | was ushered into an examination room. A differ-
ent dctor came in, smiled in greeting and asked TSDQ, "And why are you here?' | sighed
and told him. He glanced at my chart, frowned, looked at the X-rays, and excused him-
self. Moments later he came back in. '"Yes, you are supposed to see Dr. Bridwell,' he
said cteerily. (Two hours and they finally realized why | was there???) ''He won't be
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in for his clinic until 1:00. Why don't you go get some lunch and come back then?' |
could hear the crunch as | reflexively ground my teeth. ''Then why didn't they give me
a 1:00 appointment?'' | asked. He shrugged, didn't have anything to do with that sort
of thing. 5 ]

The dirl at the receptionist's desk gave me. directions to the hospital cafeteria, so |
trudged off to get lunch (after pausing long enough to phone Davel and tell him | would-
n't be home as soon as we'd expected). No need to relate the problems involved with get-
ting food without bankrupting myself. Suffice it to say that | reported back to the
Ortho Clinic at one o'clock, belching from a greasy cheeseburger and osuedo-onion rings.
The girl, an entirely different person from that morning, looked at me blankly when |
said | was returning to see Dr. Bridwell. 'Where's your appointment slip?' she asked.

| sighed and told her the same story as | had the morning receptionist. She shook her
head. 'You have to have an appointment slip. HNc one sees the doctor without one. Go
to Room 103 and see his secretary’ (Ah! First clue that the receptionist wasn't the one
who had called me!). Room 103 was a short walk down the hall, and held four desks, only

one of which was occupied. ‘''Are you Dr. Bridwell's secretary?'' | asked. The woman
shook her head. ''She's just left for lunch.’' | told her my tale of woe. She frowned.
A lot of people frowned at me that day... | gave as good as | got. ''No one sees Dr.

Bridwell without an appointment slip. We always mail patients an appointment slip.'" |
repeated my story, adding that the person who had phoned me had given me the choice of
two dates, and since 1'd taker the earlier one, probably there hadn't been enough time
to mail me a slip. Again came the sléw, metronomic shaking of her head. ''We don't do
things that way here.' she said firmly. | shrugged. It had been done, and | wasn't
about to be told differently. She sighed and lifted the phone. ‘'Is this perhaps some-
thing to do with the Rehabilitation Bureau?' she asked. | brightened. ‘'l am dealing
with them, through a Mr. Leugers,' | offered. ''We always send paperwork through the
mail in those cases,'" she muttered. My stomach churned some more, my teeth lost a few
more millimeters of enamel. She punched a number into the phone and spoke to someone.
Smiling condescendingly, she looked back to me. ''The X-ray department says they' e all
through with you. You can go home.'" | stopped frowning and began glaring. 'l was told
to come-in-and-see-Dr.-Bridwell" | enunciated slowly and clearly, ''| came in at the time
I vas told to, and was told by the doctor to come back at one o'clock. | am here, and |
want to see the doctor.'" | could feel my face reddening, but | managed to prevent my-
self from shouting. The woman sighed and shook her head. 'we'll send you an appointment
slip in the mail,"” she smiled patronizingly. (Poor dumb patient. You don't know any

better.) Unbidden tears were rushing to my cyes. ‘''Look,'" | tried to reason, "1 didn't
call for this appointment, you people phoned me. |'ve been here for over three hours,
I'vs spent nearly five dollars on bus fare and food and | have no money to waste. | saw

a doctor this morning who said Dr. Bridwell wanted to see me and told me to return at
one o'clock. | am here, and | WANT TO SEE BRIDWELL!.' (I think 1| was shouting by the
end of that statement. | am not the most patient of people...) | could tell by her
eyes that a mental door had slammed. ‘'Go home,' she stated firmly. 'An appointment
slip will be sent in the mail."

I got up, frustration held me in check, and | stopped halfway to the door to look back
at ter, pleadingly. It was a good thing | had argued. One of the clerks from Ortho
popped her head in (he door. ""Dr. Bridwell does want to see her. We've got all her
paperwork in the clinic," Relief washed over me, my knees felt weakened. Giving the
woman'1'd struggled with a triumphant look, | ‘followed the clerk to Ortho.

Immediately | was shown.to an‘cxamination room, where | sat down and tried to calm myself
by reading what was left of the latest issue of FESF (most of it had been read that morn-
ing while waiting and at lunch). About ten minutes later a smiling, blond-haired doctor,
wearing a knee-length white lab coat with "Dr Bridwell' embroidered on the breast, came in.
| won't give a line-by-line recitation of our conversation--1 was so keyed up by then |
can only recall it that way with difficulty--but the crux of the matter was that Dr. Wei-
seltier--remember his name? Yeah, 0ld Asshole--had mentioned my case to him, and he,
being in charge of the University's ""Scoliosis Program' (17! This was something new!)
had wanted to check my records. After doing so, and taking yet another set of X-rays
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(they couldn't find the ones from last year at all, and Bridwell needed to see the bend-
ing ones to ascertain the flexibility in my spine), thankfully at No Charge since the old
ones had been checked out to Ortho several months earlier (the nurse suspected Dr. Weisel-
tier had them still, but didn't seem to be really concerned about them). After inspect-
ing everything, and having me go through an odd set of '‘exercises" (jumping up to touch
the rather low ceiling--1 thought it would be cinch, but | couldn't reach it--walking to
and fro on first my toes then my heels, squatting down like a baseball catcher--done not
well ecause | have bad knees), he said that he thought ! was an ideal candidate for a
one-step procedure, rather than the two-stage surgery that had been mentioned so far. It
would mean a shorter hospital stay, but otherwise was basically the same. However, in
looking over the X-rays, he thought the bones '"looked on the light side." Was | having
menstrual irregularities? | snickered. No. since 1'd had a hysterectomy in 1965  He
asked when was the last time | had had a gynological check-up. As | didn't have anything
left but a single ovary, | told him--rather patiently | thought--1 hadn't seen a gynocol -
ogist since 1966, What was there for him to check? Well, to him it looked as if | had
osteoparosis (7?), the leaching-out of calcium in the bones many females develop after
men' pause. He'd make an appointment for me at the Medical Sub-specialty clinic, or Ob-
Gyn, to see if that was the case and if |'d need estrogen therapy prior to surgery. ''The
bones won't heal right if there's not enough calcium in them,'" he said. ''And you know
we're going to crunch these three," he pointed to my X-rays,"up pretty well. You have

to knit them strongly or the surgery won't hold." | closed my eyes and sighed. More de-
lay. | pointed out that it had been nearly a year since | had first come into this clinic
in hopes of finding something to help me tolerate sitting at a desk all day so | could go
back to work. | had been told that | would be crippled without this surgery we were dis-
cussing, and that | would need to have it reasonabiy soon. Also that | had been given
tentative dates several times in the past six months, and that | wasn't sure how much
more my nerves, much less my weakened financial status, could stand. Bridwell was Sympa-
thetic, but he needed to know more about my calcium level. | found out he wasn't .in con-
tact with Mr. Leugers, told him about what had been going on with the 08VR, and he said
that | should find out if they would cover it, but if the bureau wouldn't, he saw no pro-
blem with getting the county to do so. | don't know if my doubt was that evident, but

he repeated that. |1f OBVR couldn't pay for it, he'd get aid from the county.

When we were through, | went back to the receptionist and asked for an appointment in a
month, as Bridwell had told me to. ''Go to Room 103," she said. | did, and this time
Bridwell's secretary was at her desk. It seems that she had been the one who had called
me the Friday before, but hadn't noted it anywhere except for that slip of paper the a.m.
clinic receptionist had found. ' | dunno, maybe she had thrown it away. It never seemed
to reappear anywhere. | questioned the bill | had been given by the p.m. receptionist.
Did | have to pay two $20 fees? The secretary shook her head. ""Ignore it," she said.
"'Dr. Bridwell wants you down as a morning clinic patient." (I'm not acquainted with the
full concept of morning and afternocon clinics, but the morning ones seem to run to wel-
fare patients and the afternoon ones are "private'' patients--at least the log books are
entirely different, and even the name of the headings are different, one being University
of Cin:"n~ti Hospital, and the other Christian Holmes School of Medicine.) | got my new
appointment, slip officially filled out and everything (the woman 1'd spoken with earlier
pointedly refused to look in my direction...l wonder why?), and left. Got home at 4:35
and generally collapsed. A whole day and virtually nothing accomplished.

A week and a half later | visited Medical Sub-Specialties and saw a Dr. Webb, an endro-
crinologist. She had spoken with the Resident from the morning clinic, but | had to tell
her everything from scratch as the usual hospital glitches had occured and my charts had
been misplaced *Sigh* She ordered a battery of blood tects, and |'m to see her for the
results this Friday, with my appointment with Dr. Bridwell coming the following Tuesday.
We shall see what we shall see...

Incidentally. | had been told to gain weight back last July; 12 pounds worth. | gasped

when | was weighed in at MedSubSpec (aren't abbreviations fun?). 143 lbs. Now | have to
lose?as much as |'ve gained...you'd think being on the medical treadmill would have taken
care of any excess poundage, wouldn't you?
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Sorry to bore you (3 stencils worth!) with details like that, but |'m doing so probabiy
more for my own benefit than anything else--| want to recmember what all this was like a
few years further down the path. And setting this down may also go far to explain to
some of you just why it is that |'m not my formerly cheerful self and just why | don't
want to repeat everything when people ask ''How's it going lately?'' This merry-go-round
I've been on for the past year has really beaten me down. Having a somewhat depressive
personality, in the vein of ''expect the worst so you won't be surprised', and having a
lot of ''the worst' to deal with lately, | find myself withdrawing from contact with
other people. | don't phone. | don't write. About all | do is read a lot, play soli-
taire when | can't con DavelL into yet another hand of gin, and spend an inordinate amount
of time in planning meals, comparing prices in the various store-brochures and fliers,
and thumb through recipe books (I even wastazd three days indexing a Craig Clairborne re-
cipe book DavelL had gotten as a freebie with a carton of cigarettes one time. Its 100+
recipes were useless indexed as they were. Would you believe "A Decidedly Delicious W“ay
to Roast Beef' being set under the "A's' and nowhere else? Now they're set down by main
and sub-main ingredients. Haybe I'11 use the darn thing now...)

Something came up that is extremely awkward for me to cope with. | think ! mentioned in
some past issue that a 'fund' had been set up by some well-meaning but anonymous friends,
and that DavelL and | had reacted quickly to nip it in the bud, as it were. Well, Joni
Stopa =nt me a check for $50 a while ago. with a note attached saying that people had
sent her money, she hadn't been able to send it back, and had put it in a savings account.
Knowing how strapped we were/are for cash, she was sending it to me. Two weeks later |
got another $50 check. Two weeks after that we received a box with two casual shirts for
Davel, a robe and a sweater for me, and a wristwatch (which had come out of its box and
had a broken crystal, though | hasten to add it runs fine despite that damage) from Joni.
| haven't written or phoned to say ‘'Thanks', and | know | should have. The more time
goes by, the worse | feel about it, but | don't know how to express what I'm feeling. |
realize that this is not the way to perform social nicéties like that, but with the apa-
deadline forcing me to sit down at the typer, as it is, this is probably the only way |
can get myself to bring the subject up. Joni, |'m begging your indulgence in this. |'m
as grateful as | can be, but I'm totally at a loss for words. Forgive me, please.

In a lighter vein, we've been getting weird Anonymous Gifts, from Australia, which |
deem as being from Eric Lindsay--two packets of ''Vegemite', a fermented yeast product
which Aussies spread on bread (and which, | heard on T.V., is being introduced in this
country even as | write), and a "poster' from some outfit called the Imperial British
Conservative Party, or The Wizard's Cosmological Research and Development Centre, Christ-
church, N.Z. (take your pick, both are mentioned. mne on each side) that displays the
World as:it ''ought' to be shown, with the South Pcle on top rather than on the bottom.
Tongue-in-cheek (I most sincerely hope so, at least), the written material covers the
writers' gripes about the inherent injustice in using maps which which “favor® we who
live in the Northern | .titudes. Gee, Eric, thanks...| think. (We tried the Vegemi te;
DavelL likes it, | think it 'bites" too much but might be fine if eaten along with some-
thing else on the bread--cheese or jam or just about anything) .

Enough. Time's short. Best to get onto the Mailing Comments....
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BERNADETTE BOSKY -- TO ALL INTENSIVE PURPOSES =-- Welcome! So glad t'meet ya, and all

that. Your intro-zine was very im-
pressive-- definitely among the largest debuting issues we've had. Does this bode well
for FLAP's page-count? ;

You're not alone in your lack of experience with ¥} jdy#¢ #f pub-
lishing genzines. There are a number of other members whose only f£anac is apa-ac and/or
conventions. In fact two, Becky and Jutz, have published nothing but FLAPzines and
serve as our resident WAYPPIHd #4X4 neos. A swift guesstimation shows 12 (Arthur, Dave
Locke, Eric, Dean, David Hulan, Roytac, me, Bowers, Bruce, Dave Langford, Pauline, and
Mike) who I'm sure "pubbed their ish", and two "well-maybe's (Lon and Joni. Lon ran a
zine, RALLY, some g@gfig years back which leaned toward genzine status, and Joni has done
fanac since being a wee tad which might have included a zine besides her letterhacking
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and artwork.)

Your entry to fandom was via E*O*D? The only contact with that apa I've
had is a few issues of Ben Indick's zine, IBID--the less said about that the better.
Badly-written fan fiction has no comparison to badly-written horror-fan-fiction... (1
always felt at a loss when Ben would send me a copy of a zine to which the only polite
response is silence.) I assume that IBID was/is not representative of E*O*D's general
quality.

Which Chicago suburb do you hail from? I was born in Chitown, raised in South
Holland, attended school in Harvey, and lived in Dolton for a bit over four years before
moving south to Beecher in eastern Will County in '67. I lived again in Chicago (near
Clark & Diversey) for four months before moving in with DaveLo in California in 1977.

Fannish Godfathers do come in handy. If it weren't for Buck Coulson I never would have
gotten into fandom or attended my first convention. I presume there are Godmothers

around--in fact Martha Beck's and Joni Stopa's names come to mind as I write this--but
most of the fans I've talked with had male mentors during their Initial Contact Stages.

You do "cooking & baking when the kitchen is clean..."? There's a story in there, some-
where. Who has clean-up detail in your arrangement? -And who cooks and/or bakes when
the kitchen is dirty? Do you eat out a lot? Oh, there's all sorts of questions that
arise from an off-hand statement like that...

With your feet planted firmly in two camps,
faaandom and litcrit, it's no wonder you feel somewhat disconcerted. I'm glad you seem
to be working out a viable interface. The worst combo I could think of would be sercon/
comix fandom, but yours is darn close to being two antithetical interests. Good luck in
maintaining yaur balance.

RE yct Roytac: 1I've not only poured liquids from thermoses
while driving, I've made sandwiches (bread, butter, mustard, lunchmeat) for myself (only
once though--usually meals are packed in advance). Of course, on the level and straight
stretches of Midwestern Interstates, that's not as big a deal as it may sound.

I've al-
ways preferred plinking to target shooting--more spontaneity to it and the target moves
sO uwpredictably. The two times I tried target shooting I became bored after 20 rounds
or so. You locate the bulls-eye and then you hit it. *yawn* Not having shot a gun for
over 15 years, I don't know if my natural "eye" is still with me, but when it was, hitting
targets was too easy to keep up my interest. Nowdays I suspect it's all but impossible
to find a place to go plinking--though I'd guess that Kentucky, across the river from
CinCity would be more lenient in that area than California was, or even Illinois.

RE yct
DaveLo about Jean Weber's article. "If you can't get it up, don't worry, there are
plenty of other things you can do to please her," has an awfully callous tone to it. How
much better it could've scanned worded something like this: “If you can't get it up,
don't worry; there's plenty of other things you both can enjoy." 1It's too, too one-sided
as it stands. I wondered if I was reading a primer on mutually-enjoyable relationships
or a mlitary training manual.

RE yct Arthur: Do you mean to say there was a principle
to your selection of items for the Glossary? Why, I thought it ¥}¢ rggy LABYAAL LB X AR
AXPAPIAS #£ ¥bYdy only a random selection of archaic terms. Next time I'll pay closer
attention...

RE yct Suzi: calling oneself a "groupie” is just a fannish schtik. Some
fans who hang around with other, better-known, fans were called that, with full scorn-
ful context, and some other fans--who felt the first bunch were being unfairly maligned--
labelled themselwes as "groupies" (often to lesser-known fans; 2.g. Bill Bowers being a
Lynn Parks Groupie)in a sort of reactive nose-thumbing gesture. Since then it's just
something to say or do as is the case with any other schtik.

I've given blood twice, too.
Last time was just before going up to the Stopa's for Wilcon. Dumb planning. I wasn't
ill from the experience, but I was definitely tired and feeling a bit weak. Not in the
best o shape to face 4 days of partying. I've never gotten around to donating again.
No mrticular reason , just thoughtlessness. For awhile I'd considered selling blood,
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or rather plasma. But when Al curry showed everyone his black-n-biue arms from the poor
handling of donors (sellers?) at the Center here in town at last year's Midwestcon, I
changed my mind. They're too damned clumsy at that place!

| RE yct me: considering fandom
as a family is dependent on one's own viewpoint I would presume, but how would doing so
be considered in the light of its productivity? Do all of your relationships have to
"produce" in order to be thought valid? 1In any case, there are a number of fans besides
myself who think of fandom as "family"--the first I heard of it was during Torcon II in
'73. Milt Stevens was comparing family/community analogs of fandom and though I think he
finally wound up in the Fandom-As-Community camp, I preferred his reasoning to support
the Family viewpoint. Yy Fanily (@ 1980 (?) Dotti Stefl--I think) consists of a humun-
gous number of people, some of whom I haven't yet recognized as kin., some I wish weren't
related, and others distant but still traceable on the family tree (it all begins with
Bob Tucker, y'see.) Sure, it’'s not a hard-n-fast analogy, it's got more than a touch of
schtik to it, but, still and all...there are people here closer to me than my mother,
brother, children, or any of the Best Friends of school days. I've older aunts and
uncles galore, a slew of kissin' cousins, quite a few sisters and brothers, a new gener-
ation (on stage or in the wings), a past generation (whose numbers all too sadly mount
as time goes by), and even a few black sh-ep that embarrass me to own up to. See? Al-
rost like a Real family...

Ah, but ET was clumsy in its manipulations, or I wouldn't have

noticed it while watching the film.

If an abortion is being considered in a bond-couple
situation, why then, yes, a mutual discussion should/would occur. But at the bottom line
it is the woman who decides whether to climb atop that surgical table, and in most in-
stances (assuming from the data I've been told by acquaintances) it‘s the woman's deci-
sion from Square One, no viable relationship being in existence when the event occured.
I find the statement "that's what building a life together is about" a bit off the wall
in this context, although I do understand what you meant.

When Davelo and I lived _.n CA
our fanden had two desks, two typers, two lamps, etc. Here we have one desk, one typer,
and two people who prefer peace-n-quiet (maybe the bloom has worn off over the years?)
to interruption in train-of-thought while trying to compose. I never wrote except in
isolation (or at least while whoever I was with was asleep in another part of the house)
barring that period we lived in California. Also, here, I have to make DavelLo move out
of his seat in order to gain access to the typex. That's a hassle for territorial me.
(He doesn't mind--or says he doesn't--but I do.)

There are a pA¥IfAYYy #WAYY number of
fen who like doing one-shots, but you're the first I've encountered who admit to reading
the darn things with enjoyment. Unique attitude, indeed. (Too bad that word can't have
a superlative added to it--if ever it deserved one...)

Some people are tone deaf. I'm
poem deaf. BApologies, but I read them without really understanding any of them (Well,
HOUSEHOLDING seemed cute to me) .

ARTHUR HLAVATY —-- PUTRID VAPORS 17 -- RE yct Roytac: I somewhat share your regard for

T the works of Gene Wolfe. I like them, enough to
keep on reading them at leact, but I keep feeling there's something even deeper, somehow
bettey that eludes me. The short story "Fifth Head of Cerebus® came the closest to being
"conquered” by me (or perhaps "grokked" is more what I mean).

! e - Lovely wordage about Taral
in yct Joni. Should we send a copy to him so he can have his worst/best fears realized?
Naw, it's the uncertainty that keeps him going... b ;
, Funny. Eric was saying much the same
thing as you quote in yct him while taking "immense swigs! of some vile, off-brand Te-
quila during Spacecon this past July. It amazed everyone (particularly those of us who
sipped and agreed: it was undrinkable...)
RE yct Shoemaker: I read FOUNDATION'S EDGE
recently and agree with your assessment. Mike Resnick:dces too--only he feels that com-
ment to be an insult. Reasoning, sort of, that the man's writing should have improved so
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much in the intervening years that to So 'closely copy the style/tone employed in a book
from that long ago displays a lack of professional growth...or something like that. (I
don't agree with that at alll)

RE yct me: I was teasing Bowers with that comment about
Piers Anthony and his OUTWORLDS tirades. . It just happened to pop up in a comment ad-
dressed to you. :

While it's true that "Some people make the mistake of assuming that pop-
ular taste is infallibly bad," (after all, how else did "vulgar" acquire its current
meaning?) trendy or faddish things aren't always part of "popular culture", in its full-
est sense at least. Lacoste shirts, designer jeans, etc. were leaped upon by trendies--
not Joe Doakes and kin from the steel mills (though they did purchase similar versions
when the market produced cheaper items). And if Joe Doakes et al did begin wearing such
things, the trendies dropped them like a hot Pet Rock. Trendies are generally snobs,
and have the financial assets to keep themselves above the mundane taste. Elitism is
more than a small part of being a trendy and if a "fave rave" item’ does become truly pop-
ular, then it's dropped as being too common for words.

-~ DILLINGER I"LIC #26 -- If the tearstains weren't so obvious on the page,
. I would ve laughed even louder than I did when
reading about your encounters with computer dealers. You make it all sound as funny as
Lon Atkins talking about being out of a job (and that's a compliment!) .
Why not give the
old LOOMPANICS address to that Canadian who inquired. Wouldn't the P.0. forward mail?

I recently read DEADEYE DICK and found it to be the pcorest Vonnegut I've read yet. Not
only was it slow, simplified to the Nth degree, and dull, but it vaguely disturbed me
when le'd make some broad-brush assumptions that ran awfully close to stating that if
it's impossible for every single individual to be/appreciate/enjoy/understand a thing,
then =id thing has no excuse for existing. I mean, really! No individual taste per-
mitted at all? .Combined with his Basic-Vocabulary-Understandable-To-Everymany/WigALL X/
PIAAF XL/ BdPA, that attitude leads to a book that practically panders to the lowest com-
mon denominator--who, since most people don't read booksanyway, most likely wouldn't see
it in the first place. I do hope Vonnegut rids himself of that mindset...

How strange
and marvelous it is that you, a Nyawk boy, can see a person from Idaho, first encount-
ered in Illinois, at a limited-interest club meeting in North Carolina, where such per-
son was stopping off while en route to Antartica. Don't know why that tickles my sensa
wonda, but it does.

My assessment of Suzi's Big Boy letter was akin to yours. I nodded
and tsk-tsked while reading it, but, really, what can the recipients of it actually do?
At this late date and far remove--nothing.

*GRUMP ALERT* As a person who disapproves of
abortion, I'm getting more than a tad weary of having all the attitudes I don't have at-
tributed to me because of that one which I do have. I am not against people #fucking &
getting away with it*, I'm all for having fun in any responsible way you can. I'm for
birth control by any means (though I.U.D bothers me as being borderline ahortion, though
being borderline, I'm inclined to gc along with it), and feel that birth control info
and devices should e readilly accessible--to everyone--and cheap (if not free) as poss-
ible. I think sterilization should be offered almost as freely. I'm against war and
the death penalty. I'm a mish-mash of viewpoints from dozens of different camps, as are
most people. Taking one facet of "political" belief and extropolating so much else is
sloppy thinking IMHO. To do so once, twice or occasipnally to make a point in a dis-
cussion is one thing, but you do so almost every time the subject comes up and it's ir-
ritating. 1It's like assuming that all football fans are hulking, slavering dunces who
feel Might makes Right, Killing-n-Crushing are fun, and Dallas Cowgirls epitimize the
perfection of Amurric'n Womanhood. *END of GRUMP*

' Your Russian/andropov puns were em-
inently groanable. : : 4 :
Note Eric's zine for the difficulties met when trying to rent a car
when you don't have a credit card. (I think they finally gave him one because they
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couldn't figure out any way that he could take/ﬁgme with'im.)
: Marvelous FALWELL/ASSHOLE
graphic-pun. Bet you smirked all the while it was printing...

- ; o In the main, I don't think
the people who buy books .and magazines about guns (Hi, Deanl) are the ones society should
fear, no more than the ones who buy porn run around raping everyone they meet. Nice to
see jou follow that same sensible line of thought.

‘ i ' Sounds like you had a full, interest-
ing year. May you have an endless list of 'em!

MIKE HORVAT ~- WIDDERSHINS -- This has got to be the weirdest on-again-off-again apa-
relationship I've heard of. Hope you stick around this
time. I've enjoyed what you've done for FiAP so far :
o , This zine was written during a
Tankcon? I'd be curious tc know what the impetus was. Kf€AE7 ZABLA Ldtéry @UhixApy
LoAgLidndd? 1t seems odd to imagine writing an apazine in the midst of a party--even
the leisurely, low-key, week-long affairs as I recall you describing in Slanapa.
¢ RE yct
Suzi: oh yes, indeed! Jonathan's "coming along”. Bill Cavin's going to start breaking
him in as a gofer next year--maybe this one. Kid's big enough to tote ice now, almost.
He's gdng to be one big hunk when he (Hal) Grows Up.
"Having a baby certainly changes
a person's life." That statement should be awarded the prize as Understatement of the
Mailing, if not the apa-year. You‘re a Deep One, Mike...
I'm somewhat saddened by your
final paragraph. *Oh well* To each their own concept of right and wrong, I suppose.
It just didn’'t fit my mental picture of you.

DAVE LOCKE -~ VIEW FROM UNDER A 60 WATT LAMP' #8 -- I imagine you noted while reading

THE INNER SOURCE that Seigel, the
psychiatrist who espouses hypnosis as a treatment for everything from asthma to i {Y¥X#y
A¥¢Y¢# aerophobia, feels somewhat negatively about the existence of Multiple Personality.
Called them examples of "overactive imaginations” or some-such term. (He had met, and
hypnotized Sybil, she of the 16+ personalities.) Was there a tie-in between your men-
tion of Seigel's book and your take-off on the idea of Multiple Personalities, or am I
just drawing parallels where none exist?

There must be some Brilliantly Witty commentary
to make about your Internal Family, but I'll stick to my stodgy, literal-minded sort in
saying that I found more than a grain of truth to your listing’giternate selves and I
found myself nodding with familiarity instead of chuckling as much as I should've. Hey,
it can be rough living with so many weirdos around here!

RE yct Pauline about the episode
of gz MINUTES which involved the NRA. Like you, I don't agree with the Ban All Guns
crowd, and also like y.,u I know there are a "lot of idiots out there with guns.” It's
one of those mental impasses Hlavaty wrote about a mailing or two ago. Main stumbling
block is that people are guite willing to have guns kept away from the other dangerous
jerks Out There, but who with a gun considers him/herself to be an idiot? So far
there's no way to prevent guns from getting into the hands of the *ahem* dangerous or
irresponsible elements of our society (ghod, that sounds so pempousi) and I have no
notion of a way to draw up a workable law or system which grants a modicum of sensé to
the current situation. The NRA types seem to completely ignore the incredible number
of gun-related deaths in this country, the Ban All Guns group ignore reality. No one
has managed to ban anything from this country once it was in wide~spread use (well, it
was close in the case of some drugs, like cocain) and guns won't go away like /magic,
they'll just go underground. e BT ol £ S
Marty is employing a familar flip-flop of position in being
against the spread of Federal Bureacracy in the case of education but apparently being
all for it in the case of banning abortion. It's an easy thing to do without realizing
it, and I think most people have done so on accasion without deliberately trying to ob-
scure issues. It mostly depends on whether you're for or against various things. If
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you support an action, you want the Guvmint to keep its damn nose outta your affairs,
if you're against something, you want the Guvmint to Do More to aid the cause. It's
natural. It’s understandable. It's human. 1It's also frustrating as all helll 2

I see in
yct Suzi that you're still in the midst of that "all books in one carton® fantasy. I
also noted that you almost immediately afterward culled three books from your "collec-
tion" and added them to mine--hoping to make your claim true in a year or two? (HHOK)

RE your "aside" before commenting on my zine. This is my Irish coming out. Piss up a
rope, Lockel Now I feel better. As for the comments themselves: a) youx eyes are
browner than mine. Guess why?; b) it takes more than one box to rack all your books;
and 9 I am not including books which used to be yours but are now in my accumulation.

I dm't "bait mundanes" and kinda resent the fact that you would assume I would. No,
the Fondlecon occured where it did because it was the only area in the hotel with a
large number of couches and chairs in on place, and it had a handy "railing" arrange- ¥
ment that could be used for sitting when the more usual scats were filled.

The anticipa-
tion of interruptici.s is undoda:iculy one of my major hang-ups, but there are others.
The main fact to consider though is that it's my problem, no one else's. Certainly not
yours. My solution has been .to simply not write--or draw much for that matter. After
reading THE INNER SOURCE I'm beginning to wonder if I need to enter some sort of "trance
state" in order to do any "creative" (dislike that term) work. At any rate, I know that
when I'm in a certain working mind set and an interruption occurs, there's an almost
physical "pop", like a bubble bursting and no matter how I try I cannot regain that same
state, with the result that whatever I'm working on is severely affected or left undone.

“Stay warm" you say in closing. *Sigh* 1If only it were possible. After these past
dozen or so weeks of wishing there were some way to tone down the heat, it's so damn
chilly in here my fingers are stiff almost all the time. Feast or famine, as usual.

ERIC LINDSAY -- MISSED MAILINGS -- Glad to hear you got your WIAXZ¥AXiZEd vKe B} dn¥
computer boards home okay. I really had doubts it
would be as simple as you said it would be--particularly after the guard at Cinti's
airport had you open up everything and watched with a cocked eyebrow and I then consid-
ered the even more—rlgorous airport checks you had yet to encounter. Glad those doubts
were in vain...
That sounds ominous..."if I recover my financial footing from the trip."
Were things that terrible when you got back? Do I assume this to be a wrong time to
dun you for dues or tap you for a loan?
When did I ever try to "force'" you to try White
Castles? Honestly folks, it was always only friendly persuasion [¥igughl ¢h¢ PanPdd
BYIYEYR AAA Zedw XD VEXK ALLLY .
5 The problem in recommending Midwestern small conventions
to Becky and Jutz is that it’'d cost them a small fortune to attend any! While the bene-
fits are many, the expense is greater. Cost/benefit ratio really suffers!

Hoo-boy, is
that ever a familiar problem. When one's reading vocabulary exceeds one's oral vocabu-
lary it is so ea<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>