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A STATEMENT OF PCLICY

Behold, a FAPAzine with a contents page! This is not ricre pseudo-
Campbellism on our part, but rather, it Uics 0 With' our ‘¥ntontien “of
publishing a seni-gercralzine for FAPA.

Tt occurred to me that FAPA hadn't had a regularly-appearing zinc
* yhich nublished contributions by other PAPAns since the deriise of Lee
Hoffman's TANGENT. And, as I said to Iidriam, IFAPA needs such a zinec,

" sort of. Aftor all, we have several members who seldon nublish but
who can write quite readable material...such peonlc as Bob Silverberg,
Bill Rotsler, and so forth. UWo nlan to throw onen the mages of KLEIHN
BOTTLE to them, and to any other FAPAns who may want to do an article
or story or whathaveyou for us from time to tine,

It's an idoa which interests us, and we honc you FAPAnsS will support
it, Ye'rc also sending KB to the top ten or so on the waiting list,
and should they want to contribute we'd be glad to sce thoir stuff too.

In all cases, of course, we reserve the right to edit or reject
submitted material, just like any other selfresnecting fanzine.

liriam's mailing comments, to begin next issue, i el e 01 Blhed
"rs. Carr Says". This should gladden thosc fans who have becn asking
me for such a column since before I cven met Miriam.

Just onc riorc note: tho cover docsn't do lidriam justice, but it's
not Adsins' fault~-thc photos we sent of her woren't very good.

--Terry Carr



A 78LE 0F  OARING- RO

by Bill Rotsler

I had a job in Dallas late last year, and
Jolm Sttt suho Jhasta silvyer plate in his
head (arfter eleven months of combat from
Chosecn retreat on, he left sonie of his head
bone in a shattered helmet) wras tc 7o with ne.
We didn!t get startod until late in the “ay
and it was the cvening of the next day, tae
first Saturday arfter ‘Thanlisgiving, that we
arrived in #1 Taso, Texas.,

John and I talked ceasclessly all the way down and I told him
stories of the ten nonths I had shent in 31 Paso during the war., I
also told hin of the =»rostitution across the borcder in Juarez, of shops
and dirty streets, that in 19hS 1 raso had the hishest VD rate of any
cityrsin the US: & A, ‘ctefete. . 411 tilg boiled: coun to the fact that
John HAD to 5o tec a whorchousdc.

"You're kidding," I said, thoush I kmew ho meant it. "Disocacse runs

up anc dowm the walls like Hicliory-Diclkory-Dock! iiy godt T tried to
dissuvade him but it was no use. ‘lith me or ‘rithout ms he was zoing.
Tidecid@dy't0 50 dlong, At0 Leenihisrsout ofba Tlaht if ‘possible (hets
been in hundreds of {ights, nrolessionallry and bar and amatcur since
he came home from {orea to find his zirl marriod) and besides I was
curious, for I had never been in a cathouse. ilote: I was going as

an observer OULY, I assure you. I didn't even want to touch the door-
knobs.

So we got a motel on the outslkirts, cloaned up and wallied across
the International Bridge over the tecnsy trickle that narlis an inter-
national border. John wanted to head for a house of "ill-renute’ in-
mediately but I startcd uy first line of stalling and steored hin into
a bar or two. The Chinese Palace was still onen, I noted. In 19L5 a
buddy of mine and I had sat there drinking Russian vodla, talking to
a Canadian flyer drinkin~, I think, Irish ithiskey, and watched a
"Hawailian floorshow commosod of lexicans,

We met a group of young liexican suys that seened hanny and harnless
end who invited us along to come »nlace they knew. We went along with
them craciiing jokes and idding the smallest, o said he was "ol
jefe" of the sang, until they led us out of the '"main' »art of the
tourista district. John and I looked at each other and dron-ed farther
and farther back within the groun. Je both thought they'd say, “It's
rizht up this alley,” and if they did we were tal:ing off. But our sus-
micions were groundless for they brousht us to a second-story dancehall,
full of "tho natives," quite dar!;, quitec rcspectable and cuntaining
one of the loudest bands it hag been my displeasure to hear since that
one Jim Culberson took us to 2% yoears aso, the one we were goinz to
throw ice cubes 2t and stand in front of the horn »nlayers -uching a
lemon to ruin their lip. I made a number of drawings, rost of them
insulting ones about the band...then one of our comnatriots whislked
them off to shouw the band and I cipected a riot...but they lilzed then




and laughed at length.

WJell, it wasz about midnicht and we decided to leave and I thought
I had nassed the crisis and we were tired and I wanted to 5o to bed
(alone, I trust you will note). I thought I had sidetracked John...
but I was wrong. He was determined to finish the evening in the
hitherto unex»nlored bordellos of liexico., Awk. I thought if I just
went on to the motel I was liable never to see him azain so I agreed
to go along. '

Instead, howcver, I manased to sidetrack him, spying a rmucho-neoned
bar that said in foot-high letters BURLESAQUE. Sublimation, I thougat
to myself, little unowinz. Althoush there was an entrance on ifein
Street (or Avenida Juarez or whatever) it was boarded vp. But an
oblising wouth (you mow the zind) escorted us around the block to
the real entrance. e trudged up wide, dark, much-turning stairs to
the second floor, entering into a long, wide, and very dark roomnm,
virtually ermty, with a bar running along the left side. This room
opencd into one corner of a squarish room about 50x60 feet -r1ith the
bar from the first long room curving loft to the cash register. A
shallow stace writh a 15-foot square apron thrusting into the roor was
on the left and a bar ran across the back of the room, with a large
window running across the whole wall overlooiiing the main strect. It
had a rural painted on it whose only charm was that it was so mrky
vou couldn't tell what 1t was.

° This room was full, crowded with liexicans and a healthy scattering
of tourists. A remarkably nretty dark-haired girl in a gt lubbLsh?
evenins goun was "dancing” and n-rading around the avnron. She was,

I presuned, an American, as were about a third of the "entertainers
that evening. She took off a portion of her s:irt, twisted around a
fow times and the curtain closed on her. In about thirty scconds it
onened asain and she came out, danced around for about two minutes,
took off something elsc, retired bchind the curtain (still quite re-
spectably dresced). This went on for some time but John and I were
having cur problens and it vas with some surnrise I next noticed she
had nothing on but a G-string. I had time only for a glance (honest!)
as I was very busy as you will sec.

But back to the bezinninz. As John and I entered thc main room we
were beset by at least f{our overly painted whores aniece (most were
sither over or underace, too). I have had, in my time, to nrvy fenale
fingers from my person but never more than one or two at a time. [Four
or five aniece was quite a chore. I won't say it was a pleasant one,
either. Uzh. UWaturally they pressed us to sit down but we insicted
we wanted only to look for avhile and managed to slouzn off a few,
though the die-hards renained.

Prescntly one of the throng surroundinz; John struck his eye (not
literally, though you might have erxpected it). About that time I
looked down at a rather avidly clutching miss and was pleasantly sur-
orised. She was the onrettiest by far of the lot and was particularly
pleasing as she locked like Ilollywood's version ol an Oriental made
over with dye, makeup and slightly slanting eyes from a Parisienne or
a Swede. She was liexican, however, and really quite pretty.

wnowing we would sit down anyway in time, John and I »niclked these
two and sat. Trouble started imriediately.

We were facing the st~ge, with John sitting almost behind me., ‘e
ordered drinks, John cave the waiter a couple of bucks, whichh was not
enough so I, not realizing John had »naid, offered a five. The change
for the drinls came out of the five and he made {2 clear and suddenly
couldn't sneak very much English. We were goetting mad and the fastest
razzle-dazzle I have ever seen started. #hile we were fuming and
trying to zet our change the ladies of the evening ordered another
round. About three rounds were consuiicd and John and I thoucht we



ouzght to pull out, John was eagor to go off and cement a relationship
with his "girl; mine informed me that a key was neccssary and rust
be obtained from the bartender. Although I had no intention whatso-
evor to o with my sclont-eyed wisc John anda I d4id not want to be separ-
ated. So wc all went to the bar at the front where drinks were in-
stantly ordered, but not by me. I sighed, said what the hgll, feeling
a little sorry for a country that had children and grandmothers ng-
ging in the street and girls in whorehouses. I handed the bartender
8 ten collar bill, the only kind I had left. He went off, always
within sizht, but did not come bacl rrith either the itey or the chanze.
Iiy throat was very sore and I could not sheak very loud and the nlace
vas a noisy bedlam, if I may be nermitted the term.
I attermted to attract
S s Youke (UVKE  his attention and was

- failins and was getting
AND SEX 15 Your sore. iy nameless mill-
nggﬁpﬁ/ h stone ordered another

round and he heard her
readily enoush. DBack of
the bar was higher and
he was head and shoulders
hizher than 1i'l old me
.. .but when he lesaned
forward to hear her I
grabbed his wriast and

in a vleasant tough-guy
way and in a hard-to-hear voice %cld him unless I sot my change (sorne
"#7) he was cominz over the bar.

How I have scen a GRBAT many gangster moviees (fortunately more than
the thugs that will nresently enter the scene) and long, long ago I
learned how to act toush, I have been in remarkably few fichts and
they have becn, in the main, one-punch fights with me as dubious vic-
tor (drunks, guys littler than me, etc). Bubt I loarned early how to
blurf and that toush guys, rcally tough suys, rarely had to act tough:
they were tough, knew it, !mew their ca»nabilities., I just borrow that
cloak and annear to be an amiable suy at heart but if you want to
start it I am going to be the guy that Tinishes it and there is no
doubt in my mind about it.  That is wmy clcait and so far no one has
seen fit to call me on it to the »oint of actuel combat. Anyway, this
is the background for the next hour's role. i

.Perhapc a word about how e loolzed. -Both in levi's and rather rough
looking corauroy shirts and lecather jaclzets. I have a beard, as you
know, and cnly a nut wears a beard s¢ you can't be sure of what he'll
do. John was grouwins a beard in frank imitation of me. But .Tohn has
the "typical" Irish fighter-brawuler face, a roush face naturally that
can look incredibly toush, nasty and about half-insane when he's mad.
He has BRIGHT red, Iantastically curly and unconrbed hair and beard.

He is without a doubt one of the roughest looking guys I have ever
seen, : He 1s not' teo bieg but is wery fast. His lnuckles on his’ right
hand are actually flattened from hitting thinss and people. Anyway,
we did loo%, I thinl:, like we could handle wore than one apiece, even
though I don't think I can fight worth a goddamn.

So this bartender went off, came baclk with the drinks, and looked
at me for noney. I just looked at hin and said I didn't order any-
thing. The girl dién't touch her dirink and the bartender looled sig-
nificantly at soneone behind me. I iznored this and beckoned to the
bartender wvho leaned forward again, thinking I wished to speak about
the drinks. I remincded him of the noney, looked at him as hard as any
Private Zye ever did, and told him he was coming over the bar., IHe




tried to pull back a little but was too far lforward and down to have
any leverage against my grin on his forearm. I fully intended to yank
his arm forward and down, smashing his face into the bar if I could,
an¢ then be 'most" solicitous about his "slip" and brush him into re-
spectability again. But he soon returned with change and the ke,

Just before hec returned with the 'tey John's "girl" excused herselfl
and disanneared for a moment. UWe thought nothins about it and waited
a few rniinutes. Then I realized and John agreed that it ammeared I
had all the money and' John none (which was true, almost), and "his"
£irl had taken of'f. This made hin mad as he figured we had been swin-
difcdsenamgh lo nap Torther “tnddvance; =4 - aprecl, ‘especial ¥y since- I
was going to dismiss ny arm-tuzging would-be paramour who was always
trying to drag me off. But we were not to split, John and I, and I
was rnerely going to wait necarby as he conducted his transactions.

(I'm not as purec as all this might sound, just scared to death of
social diseates.) Well, time passed and no girl. "My" girl) kept vp
the salestalk but since she was the bird in hand, she did not get away
although she tried it repeatedly writh gulle, stunridilty, sex, excuses,
anger and stealth.

Finally she was naking so riuch noise¢ that hard-faced tynes bezan to
corie around asking what was wronz. We told them to either shove off
or find the other girl. YWe backed into a corner, next to the back bar
and the wall. In ones and twos the hard-faces (luckily only one
bigger than me) Zent coming around to bluff us, only we werentt bluf-
fing., Finally I turned to a skimny bartendor behind us and asked for
the manager. He went off and came bacl: but no manager came. A fat
yhore tried to con us that she was the boss. The "suave" waiter who had
first shorted us came around lilke he was someone of authority, tallied
tothe girl, then us, told us he didn't“know what the thing was all
about, {that the girls were just guests like us, otec. (When we first
gat; un Tron'the’ taple *te o for the 'elusive.'Ney,+ T tovered over nin
and in ny very best Hollywood gangcter manner ran iy fingeres up the
underside of his lanel, backed him to a chair and said something to
the effect that ho must have thought he was very sharn, very toush, and
grinned at him like Mike Hammer is always saying he does. I scared
hin, T k¥now, and I must say I enjoyed it tremendously...it was a lovely
part ‘and.I.reveled in it. Like they say of the bullfighter itho is S0
brave before he is first gored and not-so-brave aftcecrwvards, I've pulled
the tough-guy bit a nuriber of times-~-though never so rmach as this one
tine--and have never been scriously called on it. I enjoyed the whole
thing...I'd never been in anythin~ like this before, anc¢ I wac quite
avare that I had some story naterial brewing, as you can sce Ifrom this
long account and the relish with which I tell the ctory in norson. Ah,
life's little adventures...)

I zot Jonn aside and told him that it was obwvious we were retting
novhere and let's pull out...BUT, I was very sore about the short-
changing and razzle-dazzle. I was fezling reckless (and curious)
envugh--and broke enough--to tell him I'd thought of a plan that would
be about the dirtiest trick I had ever pulled cn anycne...but I didnt't
care,

So I told the above-mentioned joker that we didn't 1indé the short-
ing, the razzle-dazzle, but we didn't 1like the stealing.

"Senor "

I-bold hinm T hadout a ton .dollar bill- (all T fhouzht we ecould get
back of the $12-%ll. spent) in my nocket, that slant-e7es had taken it
and given it to the other one, who had disap»neare’. The roof went up.
Lveryone was talking, »rotesting. Throuschout it all John and I were
tough, but amiable and rcasonable, and gquite unbluffable. The tempo
increased. Hore tough boys came around with "What's this all about?"



and muscles akimbo, 'Je just aslked if he was the manager and he bluffed
and snarled and we asked him to get the manager. I was getting very
annoyed and turned again to the skinny bartender bhehind me. I asked
him, Holitely but firmly as we were doing all along, to get the nan-
ager. He was just about to light a cigarette and snecred something I
didn't catch. I don't lknow what came over me (an overdose of toush-
cuy TV shows naybe) but I backhanded his cigarette right out of his
mouth, brushing his lins and smacking dovn his hand. (Personally, I
an delighted with this bit; it was lilke watching someone else.) He
snarled, stenned back a little lilte he was going to Cight./ssbut I just
looked at him quite levelly with uy hand at the end of the swat and 4
he had moved I would have put him on the duckboards. He actually
gulped I think and became rather unsnarly and went off in search.

But, of course, nothing happened. So I said to John, "The guy at
the cash rezister may not be the manager but is obviously someone of
authority. Ue are getting a run-around so let'!s go to him." We dragged
liiss Juarez of 1953 over to the cash register at the end of the bar
next to the stage. I explained the "theft" and more roof was launched.
"Get the girl back," I said. Ifuch talk. Very much ignorance, ig-
noring, bluffing. Tough-guys were beginning to edge in close. John
and I looked them over in what I hoped passed as a professional ap-
praisal. I eventually counted up to eight jokers. Some were looking
at us, even talked to us; others just stood close and looked into sub-
space or at whatever was going on on the stage. I did notice a few
white faces and worried hands clutching drinks lookinr at us from the
tables at our hips. At least one nair of young USA tourists got up
and left, looking at us all the while.

At onc point the cashier half-agrecd to send for the girl, so lliss
Juarez and I sat down and John stood behind. ‘We quite ignored the
"tough boys," which annoyed them. We appeared to ignore them, anyway.
(Standing on the stage steps before I sat down, with John standing on
the floor at ny side, we looked over the eight guys, looked at one
another in an unrchearsed look that delighted ne; in an attitude of
two guys who had fought in many a fight together we had wcrdlessly
distributed the eight between us, then loolzed back at them and away,
forgetting them. It was delightful, subtle, but visible and unplanned.
T Lewed ith)

ATter ruch time the missing girl apheared, hotly demanded we tell
the trutih. We did, with straight, honest, annoyed, tough faces., She
stole, we said. IMUCH fuss. The cashioer again threatened to call the
police. "Fine," I said, nointing to a phone behind the bar, obviously
a house phone, "that will get things straightened out. Can I get
them on that? And," I added quietly, "I'd like to call the Americen
consul, too." Uell, er, ah, now these girls are very poor, and, ah
... thiey shouldn't steal, though...but, ah...

Then I knew I had him licked. He offered me $5 out of the goodness
of his heart. "Wo, no," I said with great sincerity, "I don't want it
from you...I want it from thesc girls.” The first girl then walked
off and it was several ninutes before I snotted her hiding behind a
clutch/group/pride/covey/passel/herd/flock/pack or whatever whores are
known as in bunches. Shc was sent for., I rather sternly said to get

her and we were going to zo to the cons. I knew I had him licked.

The girl came back and in‘a nmonent I was offered with heart's blood

two five dollar bills. I thanked him, looked over the tough guys and
as wo went out said to one uncomprehending lad, "Straight shooters
always win." It went unheard in the noise and I had completely for-
gotten it until now. Now that I think of it, I rather like that. Nice
touch.

We exited amid scowls. The whole thing had been like a movie.

--Bill Rotsler
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Hi! Of course I want to offer ny conszratulations to you both. But
naybe a bit of advice might be helpful, too.

Pirst of all, as a young married couple, I want to warn you about the
bathroom problem. As you'!ve probably discovered by this time, the
bathroon is the most important room in the place.

The bathroom is where the wilc keeps all her combs, brushes, hairnets,
powcer, rouse, lipsticl:, cold cream, hair-rinse, periiuie, shampoo,
deodorants, cleansing tissue, mascara, eye-shadow, denilatories, hand-
cream, face-lotions, nail-polish, =olish-renover, tieczers, cuticle
scizzors, nail files, ecurlers, etc.

It is also the place where the husband would like to kecp his razor,
1ty Pherowmes any spoen, 4iulch ‘there ASnit,

So my advice to you both is: don't bz misled by all the foolish
articles debating vhich is the most important to a happy marriage--the
double-bed or twin beds. You know the answer by this time: the most
immortant contribution to a happy marriage i1s twin bathrooms.

Incidentally, if you checked the list of tollet articles enumeratesd
above, you'll note that I omitted bobby-pins. That's because a wife
never keeps bobby-pins in the bathroom. She nuts them there, but they
don't stay there. They keep turning un everywvhere else, instead--in
ashtrays, under the bed, in the little craclzs between the wall and the
kitchen siniz, at the bottom of the bird-cage, and in the center of TV
giihners,

Yeu may e surprised to see mec bringing up TV inners,: but if sé that's
because you've never had one. I you do, chances are you'!ll bring it
up too. Avoid theose urnful concoctions as you would the plagve. ¥o
marriage--and darined few stomachs--can survive a diet of TV dinners.

Now, you two are not squares. You can read between the lines and see
that, thus far, I've morc or less subtly pointed out little asmects of
marriage which appnear to be to the disadvantace of the hushand. Let's
be fair and admit that he has advantages, too.

For one thing, marriage mecans more leisure time for the man--more time
he can freely devote to study, creative effort, or consiructive think-
ing. Let us say, for example, that the two of you havse a dinner en-
gagenent with friends or are planning to go out for the evening at
7:00 PH. 1In the average housechold, this means that the wife »robably
starts to get rcady around six o'clock, while the husband defers until



the last moront and zets shaved and dressed 4t about 6:45, so as to be
ready nromatly at 7:00. It is then that he can feecl free to sit down
with a_good book, a few advanced collepe assignments, or his Incyclo-
Pedia Britvanica and get in some really solid work until his wife

is finally ready to go at 8:15 PHM. I personally have read the entire
Great Booxs Course and written no less than four novels while waiting
for my wife to utter the welcome cry of "Hey, come here and zi» me
up !l over the years. How that we live in a small town and don't go
out any more, I scarcely cver zet any work dcne,

But I see I am, all unwittingly, »ainting a norbid picture of the
verils and ~itfalls of matrimony. Believe me, that is not my inten-
tion. Far be it from me to denict marriape as a rmere matter of domes-
tic crisis--of budgets bravely begun and never »alanced, of argunents
over tho wrapned the garbage in the front page of the paper before the
other had a chance to read 1t, of leaky fauccts and ballky radiators
and short-circuits in the toaster and blown fuses and defective wiring
and cracked plaster and peoling walloaper and (irty dishes and nicks
in the furniture and muddy foot»rints on the carpet and noisy neigh-
bors anc toilet-bowls that back up and cverflow.

There is more to marriaze than this. As Siegmund Freud, that wise man,
nointed out so many years apo, all life is a strugrle between eros and
thanatos--or, as we enlightened ones cjll it, fanac and gafia,

Fanac is the founcation of a hanny marriage. Hevor forget this; suard
this great gift carefully, and porsevere in it.

And have fun, huh?
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"Vell, that's done!

Five hundrec and eighty-
two carpaign nosters
saying 'Terry Carr for
L G Rl L B




PRIFACT:

It seems to us that in recent
fanzines far too fow of the
contributors actually said any-
thing. Weos rush into print
long before they are ready, and
many ceditors, because they are
bercft of any decent material
to print, fill their pages with
.these emmty neoish blatherings.
Secliing, 16, eurb  Ehis sitwation,
we have written an article
which may, with minor chanzes,
be run in any zine, on any
occasion, for any purposc--or
none abeal s cWesiegald gt

A SICNFICANT FROBLEM

by Tedsyl Ford

There's been a lot of tallk
lately in some of the fanzines
Itve been reading, and in some
cases to an even greater oextent
in other well-known fan pub-
lications which have apneared in the past fcw months. As an old time
fan put it--and others since have echoed in various nublications of
their owm in succeeding yoars--this is a good thing.

For it is self-evident that fandom as we know it has becen around for
quite awhile, although there are those in fandom who are too young to
remenber that event. So many times, cven thousgh we have had to put up
with invasions from the revorting staff of Time, and only recently--
since the atomic bomb, really; not so long ago as soric of us may thinlk,
although as mentioned above there may very well be those for whom this
event occurred. :

Thereforc, there have been a number of larce orcanizations, trace-
able casily baclk to New Fandom and before, and subscaquent fan organ-
izations of that period which have existed. I thinlr I can safely
state, without any fear of succescsful contradicticn, that fandon will
hand down to future posterity as a wmatter of tradition a few thoughts
of such nature--past, present and future--which stretch before us. Of
this much at least we can be assured: when anyone steps up to lead
the grass roots of fandom onto that path which lsads through the cries
of the inevitablc mad dogs among us, we rmust forsake none of our tru-
fannish ideals; and male no mistake: in any overall annroach this much
is obvious, and it is a sobering thought.

Don't be nislecad; although you may not cxpect such a movement from
widshin oy ranlea,’ ‘even now plans foriilyarc belns Jais. o It s .up B0us
to do our best to counteract such measures with the best we can,

It is perhans more than coincidence that has seen in the last five
years the coming and going of a number of new faces on the fanzine
scene, and honesty demands, whether we desire it or not, to admit this,

There are unuistakable signs, for when I was in New York, I attended
a meeting on the subject, and I belicve that this is of such imnortance




that every fan should take interest in it.

I haven't any illusions; today fancom stands at a crossroads which
could see it immersed in newer and greater tiroubles, which will un-
doubtedly make Seventh Fandom seem likke Seventh Heaven to those who
cannot remember the days when Harlan Tllison reignred suprene in a
birdbath.

To keen abreast of the fannish scene, we must all give consideration
to this situation, in order to prograss in the natural order of tradi-
tion. Whoever would challenge this move, as has been said before in
other zines, must be cognizant of the complete situation. For therein
lies the way to the solution.

In such a move I may be condeimmned, but then again, there are fac-
tions in fandom, particularly in localized areas not confined to any
vicinity. We cannot overlooli then.

Nor another new movcment which is growing, led by fannish school-
teachers and jé students, as shown by the Top Ten Polls, which cannot
be overlooked, and which will be statlstically insignificant in rela-
tion to the Greater Whole.

The primary aim, of course, has always been toward a better solu-
tion. And in this respect, THE IiMORTAL STORII carries one lesson if
no other, and as a matter of fact, it is especially disillusioning.
Yot we must not regress.

I think T nust demand of all of you who call yourselves fans, with
unyielding determination in our tradition, and I submit to jyou the
facts, which have in the nast proven so valuable, and which leave me
to draw but one conclusion. _ _

Beyond a doubt this condition is serious. If fandom is to survive,
we must not deny this. I could say more about this, but I feel I
should emphasize thls point ccnclusively.

-~-Sylvia and Ted Waite
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Robert Paul Sruiith has ine-
SHired-aEahror Giscl o Fon.tnith
his book, "Where Did You Go?
Out. that Did You Do? Nothing."
When I rcad it in 1955 or so,

I thot Smith was all wet, as
ny childhoecd had been pretty
nuci: the samec as his, plugging
in a few difforent inviromment-
8l factors. or he said that
kids didn't do the same things
any morc--not like when hc was
a kid. But I did, and I'n Zanl {8
which I think is at least 15
years younger thnan he.

But, by crackey, he's right!
They do "nothing' now, but
really nothing, not like "our
nothing™. | Thank God nmy child-
hood pre-dated widesnrcad
television ownoership! Tho kids
around herc can't go outdoors
after dark, and from the sound
of the T-V upstairs and the
looks of tho acrials all over,
you can just bet they aren't
playing or roading!?

By the way, I rocently found
out that I'm an old fogey.
Burbece's two youngost lids in-
forred ne. ifot in an unkind
way, mind you; bthoy were gentle. Terry and I werc over there onc
Saturday last rmonth, ancd I was teasing Linda Burbeec about her Elvis
Prcsley pictures. So she and her brother Johnny came back at rie with
a lot of questions ebout my "youth". Well, I had to admit that when
I wos in Jr. Hi. I had hed pictures of Stewart Granger and Jean-Picrre
Awanont., The Burbec kids lookcd at mc in dismay. Thoy had never even
hoard of thoso asctors, and told me quitec politely but firmly that I
was waay bchind the times.

An old forey at 21. Zoundsl!

Woll, maybe I'm an oid fogey now, but vhen I was a kid I was surely
with it, by crackey. I mean, we used to play lots of games which,
when T look back, were pretty rowdy. We used to play "Getting In-
gaged, " "Getting liarried, " "Having Babics, " "Doctor," "Inny-Amnio-
Ovors, " "Capturc the Flag," '@ y-Sheep-Fly, " "Work-Up, " Lol eyl Hit-
tho-Bat, " "Zicl-tho-Can,” and countless other games which our neers
didn't annrove of, lor onc reason or another, and which I never scc
kide nlaylng any moroc,.

Mow, kids may very well be playing many of them yet, and I'd never
vmow. Sork of them aren't the kind they'd be likely vto play out-of-
doors.

But as for the othors...how could onc possibly play "Kick-the-Can”
im sgeret

Let mo tell vou about those 'forbidden zames" and let you judge
whether or not :ils today aro beknightod without then, or if you agrce
as to our folks' disanproval.

"Getting Znzaged! was a game simlilar to "House" which was our in-
ternrotation of courtship as we observed it fron radio and movics.




We played this game in couples exclusively, and never with an audi-
ence. Thusly: first the boy would nretend to knock on the door, the
sirl would let him in, he would give her a box of candy, bunch of
flowers, or a book (all pretona, of course), and the girl would ac-
cept the gift, close her eyes, the boy would keep his eyes oven, and
ki Sahe gad, Paon the' girl would pretend it was the noxt cvening,
20 to his house with flowers or whatever, and the boy would close hls
eyes, the girl would keep hers onen, and kiss him., You would keep ¥ LT
up, revercsing who was visiting whoim for about 20 minutes or however
long it took to get bored out of your mind with all the mush, and
then the boy would ask the girl to marry him. Then you were ongaged
and ran outside to tell your friends, who were overjoycd, and people
cormenccd screaming, "Dibs on being Justice of the Peace!' and I
would run get the manual of comnion prayer, which was my grandfather's
Ipiscopal prayer book, and tho we were all either Jewish or Catholic
and thot every young person in the world was married by a Justice,
this was the only iiarriage Cererony we had. (When we werec »mlaying
'Church, " we never cot any further than nledsing alliegance to the
U.S. fla“, because we didn't.linow any prayers ctc. in cormcn.) Any-
way, we nlayed "Gettinb liarricd" by readlng the Church of 7Zngland
marriaze rites, and then the "bridc and groom" (usually Fran’zic
Freudenthal and ne ) would run like mad while the "J.P." and congrega-
tion threw anything handy at us.

"Having Babics" was a simple game. We simply stuffed dolls up our
tec-shirts and then jumned up and down till thoy fell out. Both boys
and girls used to nlay this game, by the way, tho I can't remember
for the 1life of me why. I mean, we kncw better.

Now, amons these indoor games "Doctor'" is the only one to which I
can See any objection. Not for moral recasons, but mainly becausec of
our ignorance, We played "Doctor" mainly in this maonner: one poerson
would be the patient and the rest of us would be ~octors. This rane
wasHwspires , I Welieves: by titelZDoctor iilde which moat of us, had, but
disnensing su~sar nills, etc., soon became too tame. We found better
uses for the tongue denressers,which were really Fonsicle sticks (which
we calloed '"ah-zsticks" anyway). The patient would undress and bo cove
ercd nead to foot by covers, with only the genitalia exposed. With
theseo tongue devressers we would perform various bits of '"delicate
surgery" which would invariably accomplish nothing Lut tickling,
causing the patient to have to urinate, and therefore we called this
ogeratlon The Wee-lJee Inema,

After a few months of perfornming no oporations but The Woo-Woo
Bnema, this too got teme. One time we put & hairpin in Sally Going's
rectum and, since nothing hapocned, we forgot about it., So did Sally.
It seems that that cvening, normial body nrocesses being what they arc,
Sally found her boirel functions impeded by a small metal hairnin. She
tearfully told her folks, "I can't go potty--it hurtsi" lir. and lirs.
Going called a real doctor, who discovered a bobby »nin in Sally Going's
rectun,

"How did you get a bobby »in in your rcctumn, Sally?" he aslked.

"y, Johnny CavanauNn vt gt thore, " she said.

"Why did Johnny Cﬂvanaugh nut a bobby nin in your rectum, Sally?"

"Oh, wo were nlaying."

”What were you olaylng, that Johnny Cavanauch nut a bobby nin in
your rectum?"

EDgebor:.

"And how do you play !'Doctor,' 3ally?"

And Sally told them. And they were not pleased. In fact, they
were furious, and the whole neighborhood of kids was in great trouble.
I don't remember how we were nunished, but I know we didn't play



"Doctor" any more after that.

The rest of the games I wmoenbtioned earlier were rore or less tynical
athletic-tyne team-gemes, and our parents werec always after us to stop
playing them on the grounds that we night get hurt, and I always used
to think this was nonsense, because we never got hurt any worse than
scraped elbows and knees, I have since decided that pefhaps the dis-
anproval came from our folks not wanting us to play such rowdy games
with boys and girls together.

But maybe the kids of today aren't in constant danger of getting
hocit from their »narents about the games they play. In fact, the kids
of today are very lucky-~they don't have to spend all their time,
energy, and 1ngenu1ty nlaying games that they'll zet in trouble for.
In fact, they don't even have to play.

bl guesu I had the beknighted childhood. I'm an old fogey~-I pro-
date Vo

-~Miriam Carr
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by
Willian Rotsler

o about some sort of
blackvalling deal for [APA
«..vhat about the FAPA of-
ficers nlus say three others
Fron i the panks" o Sote’ on
the waiting llist once, tuice,
three, four times a year?

The "others” could be the

previonsiiyeart s, ol ficsns,. 5%\/
three voted on at regular 7“ Moo
elections or threc an- ke &=
nointed by the President, . o \

who needs something to
do. I thin!: that in the )‘\—((
main whoever I'APA thinks

enough of to elect to

Officialdom is resnonsible

enough to decide this fairly.

I'do' not, think they should 51 R amre e
have the nower to eliminate ™FI[
anyonc from the 7Jaiting -t

List but thoy shouid bhe *W@«v

able to move neoplec around
on the List. / To becipubiback
at the end a few times should both discourage potential members nmembers
and/or make it almost impossibls to got in.

The ad ition of threc members "from the ranks" voted upon during
elections would prevent the nacking of the court by any clique. Since
the recent trend has boen for a group ticket or a clique to be elected
en masse this weuld help a bit. I think mainly this group would be
for the purpose of eliminating known troublemakers, deadwood and fugg-
heads before they get in. The problem of eliminating deadwrood already
in the PFAPA is ancther matter.

Now about moving peojple around on the Waiting List, in addition to
remarks above. The idea suggested by someone of voting on various po-
tential members and raising them to the front of the List is an ex-
cellent one, methinks. Obviously this will be a rather arbitrary
series of decisions but if reached by the seni-resvonsible (at least)
memiers and officials as suggested sbove then it should be reasonably
workable. As Burbee said, we may live in a democracy, but FAPA is
not one. It night stinulate activity anonz YWaiting Listers to scen
worthy.

People such as Jacobs who drop out to be irmediately nlaced on the
Waiting List would obviously not be raised right up the List, since



that would not be the wishn of the Jaiter. I'm all for this idea and

I hope Carr or Tllik nublish my comments in one of the forty or fifty
fan-wide fanzines they nublish in their capacity as the Secret Lords

of Irandon,

How about voting on members already in. Supnose the first vote
was tentative...anyone getting a number of GET OUT votes would be
stimulated tc do something constructive to stay in. I he didn't,
well...the second vote would be rfinal. Or a committee such as the
Waiting List Inquisition could "nominate" a Tew for considcration.
There'd be yells but nrobably not many, other than the fans in ques-
tion. Again, I trust the Com:ittec to act with reasonable fairness.
Talke the case of Ilmer Perdue...it would be in the interests of fapa=-
dom to keep him in, even if it is difficult at times to prod him into
doing something to let him stay. I was one of those who once said
Get LEliier OCut but 1t was strictly so that he'd DO something about it.

To quote Laney, every hecalthy organism has a way to climinate
waste.

--Bill Rotsler
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Bill Rotalar, drawn by Bjo arn he ovew her,
(The drawrings he did of i3jc were unprintabie.)



COMMmENTS CN CCMMERTS ON CCMMENTS ON

(Terry here.)

WRAITH (Urai Ballard:

Your mention of coasting down hills in old baby carriazjes when you
vere youns reminds me of a favorite spert of mine during my, ah, youth.
(Stroke, stroke.) Ye were living in an area which was still being
built up with houses, and there were several fairly large areas still
“"unimproved” around there. dJust a few bloclks away was a long, steep
hill covered with grass, at the botton of which was a swamp. In the
fall the wiléd grass would dry out, and we'd take barrell staves and
wax them, them nail tem tocether into a sled, on which we woul?l place
ourselves and shove off from the to» of the hill. Wow! That was a
lo-0-0-ong hill, a track of hundreds of foet, or thousands maybe (my
judement of distance is miserable for translation into inches and feet).
The descent was always brief butv exciting, ending on a slight rise
just before the track reached the swanp. Well-waxed sleds, pronerly
(or iwuproperly, if you prefer) ridden, could get up enoush speed to
go over that last rise and denosit one in the edze of the swamp.

Of cource, that area has all been "improved" now. Several years
ago the swamp was filled in and a drive-in theater erected there. e
used to snesak in and watch the movies for free, sometimes without sound
and sonietimes, when we were feolins bold, sitting right out among the
cars with the speakers in our hands. But there was toc muech fog in
the area, and that drive-in went out of busiress. Rizht now thevlire
building a freeway tirough therse. Ah, progress...

Another sport we had (during wny Junior Hich years) was Jeats. This
is a very simple name, whereby two sides are chosen, and one is made
the "it" side. The other side then gets ten seconds to run away, af-
ter which the "it" side's members take of{ chasing thert. The object
is to catch them and lteep them in a maried-off jail swace until all
the team has been caught and put in jail. llember- can be releasec by
a "free' tecammmate touching his hand. There are tw7o vercions of this
came: 1in one, one necd merely tag the puy he's after and he has to
come to jail willingly; in the other, you have to drag him in to jail,
if he cares to be difficult. e playec the latter, rourgher, version.
There was cne fellow--a bir, heavy, strong suy--who hated me, and he
used to love to catch rie and drag me in as roughly as he could. 1T was
a fast runner, but in a game likte Heats the fast runner is invariably
the last on his side to be caught, thus get~ chased by vractically
the whole other sice, and gets vpretty winded if they choose to chase
him relay fashion. That's how this guy always cauzht me: by waiting
till I was winded, then taking his turn to chase me. Very effective
strategy indeed. One time, thouzh, he'd been giving me a bad tine all
day, and as he was about to catclhi riec with an evil exnression on his
face--a malicious smile of pure anticivmation--I turned around and got
ready to haul off and slug him. I was just mad enoush to mean it,
too, desnite the fact that he usually had me buffalloed. He saw I
meant business and did the most perfect coward'!s flinch I ever saw. I



stood therc looking at him for a timeless moment, then laushed in his
face and ran away.

The next day he got into a fight with a 1ivtle lie:iiican kid and got
ths hell beat out of hinn. After thore two iacidents, I had no more
trouble with hin.

TAPEBOOX (Bill Rotsler and Bob Favlat):

An ismensely apnnreciated offering, particularly as we just yesterday
ety ote Grahamn's taver to use until he gets back to the Day Area.
Both speeds (7 1/2 and 3 3/L) available, ond we'll be glad to have tapes
from FAPAns.

The supcestions on taning from Zney leave me wondering why it is
that his tapes are so miserable, soundwise. ‘fe've had two from him
in the »nast couple ol months, and both were unintelligible for the

most nart. One brief seﬁulon of the second tame was nerfectly clear,
and apvarcently was where het'd twrned the treble all the way up on his
recorder~-for the rest, he sounfed lnore like Vaugchn .lcnroe than Vauzhn
..onroec ever did. I remarked once to ion unat it sounded like one of
those recordings made underwater. Damn, ancd he 'ras sayins interesting
i ngs;y o6, Likseungdesd tl ilie:

A PROPOS D& RIZN (Jim Caushran):

Just counted up and discovered that I've niet only 23 FAPA members
--five less than you. DBut then I'a a travelling 1ant cn a much smal-
ler scale than you. And I've met 2L if you count Toed and oy1V1a separ-
ately. And 25 if you count kiriam (of course I've 1et her!), 26 if
you count ne. (I met nyself one morning when I ot up and loolted in
the mirror and <eciced religion was for thc birds.)

I've heard that quote about Gnglish changing for better or worse
myself, and liked it, but can't place who said it. G.B.Shaw comes to
11ind, and also--cr, I've for"o+ten the other fellow!s name. Poetry
nditor of ‘whe' Saturta: ‘Rewicou. & Daim. iy
undeveloned photogranhic memory--it never
gets ocut of the darkroom.
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PHANTASY PRESS (Dan licPhail):

I don't thiniz you ficured TIE INCOHMPLEAT
BURBZE into the Gtotal for the Berkeley crew,
and that would throw off your results con-
siderably. Tlacing Burbee as third highest
in total of nagzes het!s »ublished aurlng the
year is ridiculous.

fhen the nailinc with IUC BURB came out
and we saw that Burb had becn credited with
itr publicaticn, I sent him a »ostecard
saying, YCongratulations on nublishing THE
TiCOMPLEAT BURBEE, you publishing giant you. We look forward to big-
ger and better Burbeezines in the future.t

Burb wrote back, I did not »ublish that thing You fellows did.
fou are the nublishing ciants, remember? My, you toss these things
orT so casually you must have just forgotten il

I think Burbee understand thoroughly the princivnle of noblesse
oblige...

Well anyway, I think I'll follow your suggestion to challenge
another FAPAn to match my nare-count this year. Idriam, my seconds
RS call) Y¥n ther mopring

Be it known that DIquAR 47 wasn't sent out as FAPA »nostmailing
stuff, It was originally intended Tor FAPA, but Ronel ran offl only 58
cories, so I sent copies hither and yon just to get thom distributed.
ilost copies went out with INNUZNDO ;8.




VANDY (Coulsons):

Do you ncople do your stencilling on a portable typer? It looks
ke it, for some reason., Though I can't point to any definite place,
the lines of typc in gencral look a little uneven, which secms to be
a charactcristic of nortables.

This zine of ours is tywed on a portable, incidentally--liiriam's.
My ancicnt Remington stansiard's keys are pretty worn, and thoy cut
stencils pretty brutally, whercas this typer seems to cut more sharply.
Until we soc tho results of this zine we won't lnow which is best.
Compare this zine with THE STORMY PETREL, which was typcd on my tyver.

Your mentioning cutting a friends two-»nage story to two medium-sized
paragranhs rceminds rie of the standing joke betuwecn Ronel and me. Seems
a couple of ycars ago I asked him to sit down and write mc an article
for THE INNISH on his exporiences in Marine Corms boot camp, and he
did so. . T then®editcd rthe ;thimg, Sstaittdngdoutiby cutting almost all
of the first page. I don't think ho'!s over got over that, and the way
I've hecavily ecdited some other pieces he'!s writton for me. One picce
o' his drcew heavy praisc for its nunchlinc--which I had written.
Sormctimes we make jokes about me being 80% of Ron Ellik, but that
isn't true, really.

Je played Xing on a Hill whon weo were lrids, too. Lessee, maybe our
version was different from yours...or Bill DBvans' it was, since you
werc commenting to hiri. He mentioned .linz on the lountain, which may
or may not be the samec as {ing on a Hill. KoaH 1s a rather rowdy gane
vhereby the kids strive to get to the top of some rise and then keep
anybody eclse from pulling them down. Strictly strong-arm sturff. I
suffcred the worst accident of my life playing it...sprained an ankle
in a f2ll so badly that exrays were taken to sec if it was broken. It
wesn't, but it keptime out of school for'a week. And it hurt so bad
that the doctor had to inject novocainc with a Big Hypodermic directly
into the arceca. It's not 2 nlecasant wecmory, but I can count myself ox-
tremcly fortunate that it's the vorst nhysical injury I've cver suf-
fered. Only other bad onc I ever had was a falling brick striking me
in the head, but it was a glancing blow and tho it &nocked me out, I
thinlz, it did little more than brcaix the skin.

The apartment which Pete Graham sharcd with a counle other guys be-
fore leaving Berlicley had a torrific john. It consisted of a cubicle
about four feet wide and fiftoen Ieet long, sort of like a short hall-
way, and it slanted downward till it rcached the toilct at the cnd.
Save Yor the toilet and a tintyne-tme photo of some old lady on the
wall over it, the cubiclc was bare. It wresented cne of the moct
amusing nicturcs I've cever bcheld..

I usually like Juanita's zrtwork, 5
though it's cortainly truc that she WHECS fod I coN
can't draw fcet. The drawing on page v Yo¥ 3AY .
¢ leplessvery - nices ; fioughs

Miriam and I have becen going to sce
stf movics fairly frequently. Most are
pretty terrible, but I onjoyved "The
Blob" (which is nmore a tecnagers! nic-
ture than a stf nicturc, and quite
amusing if you bear that in mind)
and just a couplc nights ago we saw
gf finetrebiny triple. balieh - Miax Mhe
Barth Stood ‘Still, " ""This Island
Fagths ' and -"vorbiddan: Planett s ¢ 1 1d
never secn "DTEST" before, and liked it a lot, "This Island Earth" was
good at times, but suffered greatly from flaming meteors in space and
so forth. "Forbidden Planct," I maintain, is the finest stf film yot
made. The special eflfects, by a counle of Disney Studios men, wecre




outstanding--but what impressed mo rost was the fact that it scomed

to be aimed at a seience fiction audlence as much as the usual movie
audiencc. Purc sensc-of-wondcr throughout, and scientific cxtrapola-
tion that would zo well in any magazine stf story. (Yoak, I know it
camec out in pocketbook form and stank--blame it on the writer of the
.4

: liriam, after sccing thesc threec pictures, said she wished somebody,
sometime, would makec a science fiction movie without a thoremin.

It!'s not surprising that tue pconle from that sniritualist camp
outside Chesterficld, Ind., proved to be better citizens on the whole
than the bulk of tho porulace, We're living right below a Catholic
family, whose children are extremecly polite. Miriam, an ex-Catholic,
says the only good thing about Catholicism is Catholic schools.

If you liled "Dear Devil" fo much, ’

Juanita, I'd suggest you look up ZIR's ﬁWQ AVD NEVER 1ARKEN

"I Anm Nothing" in aSF about a vear NY 10 depip/
lator., Very fine piocce, with a total- NS

1y different »lot but much the saae A
efTfect., /Q

REVOLTIN' DEVELOPMENT (Alger):

"The Tguation of Fandon' was ’
lovely, and rceminds ne of an inter- —
lincation I've been saving for some
time:
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FPANTASIA (Wecsson):

That bit about the Erection set floored us, and reminds me of the
story I hcard rceccently about a local entertainer who arrived late at
. a fashionable party, quite drunk, and strode intc the roorm booming to
the host, "ly name's Spaulding--you've nrobably played with my balls!"

WOW, PROPFESSOR (&Young):

Etremcly intcresting. Have you told Ray Palmer about this yet?
(I think I've just made an cnonmy.)

I an rominded, thinlinzg of Palmer's bacovers and filler "science"
articles, of the pilece he printed around 1950 about space being ter-
ribly hot, becausc rockets which had beon sent up had oroved this.
Thinlzing back on it now, I supnosc it was probably duc to atmos-heric
friction on the rockets, but at the time I was young and credulous
and, in short, didn't lnow what I was talliing about. Anyway, I was
kind of 2 hotshot in jr. hi. science class, and when we got to the
part in the Astronomy section about pconle freezing in space, I raised
rniy hand and took cxccntion with whatever it was the textbook had said.
I said that Recont Rocket Ixporiments Had Proved that spaco was hot,
and riade quite an ass of myself trying to back up my asscertion with-
out admnitting I'd rcad it in a Ray Palmer sciencc fiction vl nsd 1
g9t an'F;; fer’ $ho.dagr, ol -course.

CHAPTER-PLAY (Tucker):
ng;d gricf, man, your list of fans-turned pro doecsn't includec Joel
Hydahl !

Yos, I wish Dvans would ¢iz up asome of Koenis's anti-hiss campaign.
I've secen only onc or two brief quotcs on this in old fmz, and am
quite interested.

an¢ I guess that's all the comment I have on this, save that it was
wonderful reading and I wish youtd nublish norec like it.



BURELINGS c/w ELIURLURINGS (Burbee & Perduc):

Rotsler and I had a Vile Plot we were going to »null on you, Burb,
but the idea sort of got lost in the shuffle when you walked into the
room and we never nade any definite plans, which of course means
that it'll never get done.

iWle were going to print up a nwiano-roll fanzine and mail it to you
from some unknown city. It would be extremely badly mincographed,
but you would be able to recognizo some of the stuff. There would
be a list of o0ld piano rolls for sale, of course. It would rocad
semething 1ilee’ thtrs':

i 0 T SIS CRERTAG o) (o A ab g0 o ol o A g D L T (e Ry SRR - g
G-t -TOL & Eire St rr S el SR B LR RN
and like that.

The rcturn address on the mag would not be ours. In fact, it
wouldn't be any name you'd rccognize. whatt!s more, it would be un-
readable.

Aren't you glad we didn't do a thing like that to you?

I'm glad you printed that quote about why you couldn't appcar at
the con with a bolt in your nock, because I imagine a lot of other
fans than mo werec wondering what you'd said. HMe, I wrote to the Bus-
bies and asked them, and they sent it in a nlain scaled wrapper.

Do you send non-FAPA copies of this mapg in a plain sealed wrapner?

Even though Jim Caughran has typed stencils for Charles Burbee,
we still consider him one of the boys.

ey

LE MOINDRE {(Raeburn):

Like I told you via letter, Boyd, I cnjoyed this mapg immensely,
but it doesn't inspire rmuch comrient. DMaybe because I'm tired right
AeL: BUt S T oo . 5 el

Hell yes, "arse" is a long-standing word in the English language.
Appears in Chaucer a lot, for instanco. Itve always assumed that
"ass™ was a corruntion of it. And "arse" is used over here a little,
usually by neonle who want a slightly more
nroper word than "ass" but don't want to say
"outtocks' or anything of that 11k,

Gad but thero's a lot of tallz about child-
hocd plcasures in this mailing! I am reminded
in this instance that we used to go crazy over
nlaying cars. We had vhole floects of toy cars
and airplancs to scale, and re dug roads in
the sides ol hills--intorconneccting roads run-
ning from airport to homes and so forth.
Usually we played a sort of cons 'nf! robbders
samc, and of ccurse we were always the robbers.
(Wertham would!ve been shocked!) We dug under-
ocround hideouts for ocur cars, and secrct tunnecls
blocked by conccaling tufts 'of grass, and we
had special cutoffs which werc for pulling into when chased by a cop
car, and the cop car would spced on into the »it that had been dug
just around the next corner. Vo also fashioned runways with baniced
walls, curving down the hillside, and when properly engineered these
roaduays would sorve to let us place a car at the top and let go and
it would roll all the way down the road to the bottom without going
off the road or overturning. Onc time we madc a special one, with a
cutoff for the robbers just before its entrance, and the cop car would
turn onto this runway and roll lickety-split to the bottom, where we
had fashioned a ski-jumpn sort of thing wvhich wonuld plwmnet the cop car
through a couple of feet (cquals hundreds of feet) of air to the
bitter end.
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