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"Jophan's median score on a fandom vs.
mundane barometer of 0-100 is 24,5"

"Uf the 965 fans responding, 45% des-
cribe their home lif. as 'happy', 38% say
"unhappy', and the remainder can't say.”

I want to sec that.
I want a survey for fandom.

And I'vé got it all figured out, too. Run properly, it would cost
about 45,000--exclusive of most personnel salaries which aren't counted
since I would be running it on my own time--and would take about two
years from the mailing of the first. questiennaire to the first main
report.

There've been a lot of surveys in fandom, god knows, from simple
imarket-research® stuff like the FANAC poll to loosely-structured but
more depth-oriented . projects like WHY IS A FAN? None of them, though,
have been thoroughly engineered from start to finish in consonance with
current presumably sound sociological premiscs for the purpose of
getting a real picture of fandom from a certain viewpoint or to estab-
lish a particular generality.

This may be a good thlng

But for the past several years I've been worklng in a sociological
atmospherc, presently at Columbia University's Burcau of Applied Socil
Research, and it's gone to-my head. I am no sociologist; aside from
the fact that I don't feel it a respectable discipline to begin with,

I have had no training in the field other than carrying out a number

of the mechanical operations involved. These include virtually all
phases from start to finish of a study: stencilling the questionnaire,
mailing it, talking to respondents, collecting the questionnaire, coding
it, punching it on cards, manipulating the cards through the machines
(my "formal® occupatien), and working up statistical tables from the

raw results and typing the manuscripts. In other words, all the mech-
anical but little of the substantive work. Some day I'll writc a ser-



ious, dull and stodgy article on what these procedures all involve and
why I don't like sociology.

But at the moment I've got a grandiose scheme on my mind--I like
grandiose schemes--and I want to talk about it. I've worked this idea
up over the past six months while I've sat at desks at work writing red
numbers on blotchy mimeo'd sheets and while I've sat in Ted's office.
reading blotchy mimeo'd sheets. It's the kind of thing that will never .
come off, but it's fun to sit around and talk about and maybe put in
your fanzine for other people to blast as a useless project.

First of all, I have an axe to grind. To do a good study you
have to have an axe to grind. If you're just taking a survey, for des-
criptive purposes, such as THE TUCKER FAN SURVEY of seven and sixteen
years ago, you get a fine collection of data--but that's all you've
got (assuming you've got a representative sample, which I'm not positive
is the case in the Tucker survey). If you're trying to find out fan-
dom's attitude toward a given subject, or what kind of social, socio-
logical or psychological makeup is involved, you've got to have your
instruments (jargon for questionnaire or interview-form) tailored to

fit your job.

The axe I want to grind involves fans' relationships to the real
world. Some day when I'm feeling sercon as all hell I'm going to do a
big monograph and reprint all the old theories by Laney and Speer and
all that--it'1l be a ZXCVBNMonograph, Ted and I have decided--and make
a big deal out of it and all, but right now I'll just describe my in-
tended approach briefly, since it isn't really germane here. Roughly,
it is that the part of fans that makes them become fans is their alien-
ation from real human relationships, which makes distant, impersonal,
Eﬁper relationships with other people more safe and more bearable for

em, :

: To develop the approach to this, unfortunately, requires more
sgc1ological sophistication than I am capable of--this is the substan-
tive section which I am, as I say, unfamiliar with. It is the heart
of the questionnaire. It is the heart of the study. I know nothing
about it. We will skip it.

£ ol wou;d involve, though, questions probing at personal relation-
sh1psi possibly some stuff cribbed from the Minnesota Multiphasic per-
sonality inventory, or the Strong aptitude tests, or some other stuff
I don't know about. I would also, after consultation, work up some ques-
tions rela§1ng directly to fandom involving, say, the amount of time ;
spent‘fannlshly as opposed to that spent in the mundane world and factual
questions on fan_activity: what clubs, apas, are you in? how many pages
have you pubbed in the past year? six months? what cons have you .

- o Lok, [, 1
attended?

I'd want to know a good deal about each fan's family ba ound
such'as his father's income, how many siblings the fan hgd aggg;héﬁe’ho
was in the hierarchy, and how much education he's had. Were his-péfeﬁgs
divorced? I want to know. As well as what he does for a living now and
how long he's been doing it where he is now. k

How many "close" friends would he say he's got (the looseness of
the definition doesn't matter, it's what he thinks is close fhét_éoﬁﬁts)'
%g he a mgmber of any social .or political organizations in his community.

ike a bridge club, the local block Republican organization or his trade



union bowling team? I want to know, Earl Kemp, I want to know. Does he
like his job? I want to know that, too, as well as the number of other
employees there he's ever had at his home. Is he married? How many
times? How many times has he had couples of his own age group over to
the house in the past month? Has Alan Dodd ever visited him? This is
all the kind of stuff a good sociologist has to have in order to do his
study. You may think it will tell him nothing and you may be right. But
that's sociology.

One of the interesting and enjoyable parts of the study would be
comparison between the various subgroups in fandom: the clearest break-
downs being between American fanzine fandom, American convention fandom
and British fandom as a whole (it being essentially undifferentiated as
compared to American fandom). I haven't decided whether to slant the
different questionnaires to each of thesc subgroups or not; 1 suspect
not.

Here is where painstaking technique comes in, and expense. The
first job would be the mailing out of all the questionnaires. My mailing
list would be culled from all the fanzines, club and apa lists, and con-
vention rolls for the last five years. Cne of the first questions would
be "Do you consider yourself now to be a fan?--(if no) When was the last
time you would consider yourself to have been a fan?" and on the basis
of the answers to that question and examination of the remainder of the
questionnaire we would have to do some picking out of people who really
are no longer good for a contemporary sample.

One of the major expenses, aside from the questionnaire which would
be about 20 pages long, would be the mailing; business reply envelopes
would be used, but a second and third wave to non-respondents would have
to go out, and possibly even a fourth. In this survey I would value
complete response, so I would not provide for anonymity. Since the sur-
vey is not too terribly personally oriented (much as you and I would
like to ask some good sexual questions, there really isn't any need) I
wouldn't expect too much holding back or unintentional slanting of an-
swers because of the respondent's knowledge that his name will be on the
questionnaire. I am aided, too, by the natural narcissus-instinct of
fandom that we all know about: fans love to tell about themselves.

I'd need a British agent for the British fans, though I could run
it from here if I wanted since most con fans have their names in print
somewhere within reach. Naturally, that isn't the case in this country,
and I'd have to have a squad of people working with me at a convention.
We wouldn't see much of the program or have much free time, but it would
be good for science. This is one reason why it'll never be done.

We'd have copies of the questionnaire, numbered differently to
distinguish from the mailed conies, and hand them out indiscriminately
to everybody who could conceivably not have gotten one by mail. Pri-
marily, I would be aiming at getting thc types who just wander in of f
the street and never register at conventions. This would, of course, be
a good time to put the squeeze on mail non-respondents who might be at-
tending. To do a thorough job, too, I would run a series of interviews,
probing more fully and in more depth; these wouldn't be used as determin-
ants in the study, but only as indicators and, in the published book (by
Free Press of Glencoe, of course), as good examples of certain cases.

After the collection of the questionnaires begins real drudgery:
coding them. This means going through and translating the free-answer



question responses into arbitrary numbers of categories and assigning a
number to each, and also cleaning up the various checkmarks that various
fans have misplaced or placed between given categories of the original
question. Here is where I'd hire a couple of non-fans to do all this, so
little or no interpretation would be involved (other than What A Bunch Of
Nuts), and because I can't stand doing this sort of thing.

Then it's all punched onto cards; from here the cards--probably
about three per questionnaire--are counted, recounted, broken down in
various categories and rccounted again and again, in an interminable
process that gives correlations on everything possible within the limits
of the questionnaire and the budget. This is also one of the expensive
parts of the study, because machine costs--running from $2.50 to $8.50
an hour at the Bureau depending on which one is being used--are high.
Except for your study, which is free, because I'1l1 do it myself at night.
Anyway, the complexities of that operation are¢ for another article. At
this point all the data is examined and the conclusions are drawn for
the final publication; of course, all of fandom will disoute every word
of it. But that's sociology.

I figure on attempting to get as complete a sample of the entire
fannish universe as possible; I suspect out of the 1500 or so people who
could be classed as having some relationship to fandom I could get about
a 65% response--fairly standard or a little high for studies of this sort
--with the weakest area being in the local-club-fan, the hardest one to
get to and possibly even a fourth major breakdown. This would mean send-
ing out and handing out a total of at least 3000 questionnaires.

That's not too many. Has anybody got 50007

o
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Headline in New York Daily Mirror, Friday, October 13, 1961:

YDESTINED TO
LIVE OUR LIVES
IN PERIL'--JFK

BRINKLEY: Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, this is David Brinkley.

In about a minute you will be hearing the voice of the Presi-
dent of the United States, John F. Kennedy, speaking to the nation on the
general question of foreign policy. Latest reports indicate that yester-
day's crisis in the Outer Hebrides has precipitated a new major foreign
policy stand by the State Department under the direction of the President.
At the moment all that is known is that it will be the newer, tougher
line; the toughest yet. It is assumed that the President will make clear
its general direction and effects tonight. Of course, there is little
doubt what is meant.

I might add that I am proud to be the CBS commentator tonight; I
feel that this penultimate appearance--I will be seeing you once again
after the President's talk--is a fitting pinnacle to my career in tele-
vision. I am proud, too, to be announcing for President Kennedy, a plain-
speaking, honest man.  You may remember the criticisms made of President
Eisenhower during his administration--that he was inarticulate, a con-
fusing speaker, unclear, an unintentional double-talker. Well, I'm sure
you will agree that we can have no complaints on that score about Presi-
dent Kennedy. He is one of the most outspoken, direct, honest Presidents
this country has ever--but here he is now, walking onto the stage in the
State Department auditorium. Ladies and gentlemen, the President of the



United States, John F. Kennedy.

The President of the United States, John F. Kennedy, zipped his fly
as he walked out of the State Department toilet. 'God, this was the
third time in the last hour, he thought to himself. I can't take this
much longer--I won't have to, he suddenly corrected himself. He ran his
fingers through his already mussed hair and walked toward the rear en-
trance of the auditorium. I have to tell them, he thought. A secret
service agent tapped him on the shoulder. "Sir, the door is back here.”
He retraced his steps and walked through onto the stage, hardly noticing
the hundreds of reporters. He stood at the podium and stared at one
corner of it and mumbled something to himself. "All right, Mr. Presi-
dent; you're on in five seconds," came a whisper from behind him. Ken-
nedy reached out his thumbnail and dug a groove into the corner of the
podium that was away from him and to his right. Funny he should be able
to dig into it like that, he thought; good walnut shouldn't be that easy
to--"Mr., President, you're on,'" came the whisper.

Kennedy stood bolt upright and shoved his right hand into his
jacket pocket in that gesture so familiar to millions. He Jjutted his
chin forward, rested his left hand firmly on the podium, and opened his
mouth.

Then he shut it, his shoulders sagged, and he leaned forward on
the podium, resting his head in his hands. "Oh, God, it's bad," he said.

He looked up at the television camera and ShaT adeat it o i donfht
know how we're going to make it through the weekend," he said. "Tomor-
row's Thursday, and anything could happen.' He leaned forward on one

elbow, with his other hand back in his jacket pocket, and looked con-
fidentially into the camera. Way back in the lens was a bright light,
almost imperceptible. Funny, I've never seen that before, he thought.

"The Russians sort of have us over a barrel, folks," he said. He
leaned forward a little bit more and the 'podium teetered a little. He
leaned back. "I mean, you know how it is--we send them a note saying
we'll bomb hell out of them if they do this or this or that, and then
they go ahead and do this or that, and, well, you know how it is... We
sent them this note about these Hebrides the other day, saying--FPierre,
what did that...Pierre?" He turned around. '"Pierre, where in the hell
are you?" He ran his hand through his hair again.

Salinger came hesitantly on camera with some papers and handed them
to Kennedy. He looked at the camera as he went off. Kennedy stood
looking at the top sheet and scratching his nose. "Hm," he said; '"No
kidding." . He dropped it in the wastebasket and read the next one.

"Here it is," he said. "Essentially, we told them hands off or we push
the button." He shrugged. "You know--that's how it is. Polshde s s

He shook his head. "So, you all know now what they did; the United
Peasants and Woodchoppers Party of the Outer Hebrides has taken complete
control of the whole island system and another bastion of democracy has
fallen."

His voice grew firmer. "As you know, we have firmly stated to the
Soviet Union that we can't tolerate further encroachments upon the free-
dom of the Western world; we made clear that the Outer Hebrides was the
final point beyond which our firm stance in negotiations would be
definitively reinforced by decisive nuclear action. There can be no



question but that the dignity of the United States and the remaining
freedom of the world's peoples was at stake in the Outer Hebrides." He
waved his arms. "By the callous disregard the Soviets have shown for
world safety and human dignity, they have shown that they are calling
the United States in what they must believe to be a bluff. Ladies and
gentlemen--citizerns of America--the time has come to show the world
that we are not bluffing!™ The left hand chopped on the podium in that
gesture familiar to millions; the reporters broke out into applause.

"Of course," he said, "this means the end of the world.'" He wiped
his forehead with his sleeve and thought a second. Almost got carried
away there with that speech, he thought; God, that kind of stuff used
to be a ball. I sure as hell wish I didn't have to do this.

He leaned on the podium again and stared down at the groove his
thumbnail had made. "I mean, what do you do?" he said to the groove.
He rubbed the thick of his thumb over it as he mused into the mike.

"I tried. I did what I could, after all. I mean, it's a lot of work."

He looked up and stared hard into the camera. "But I feel 1like I
pooped out, and I know it." There was no response from the camera.
"You know, it's a hell of a thing; you work your fingers to the bone
for years and then what do you get for it? Blooie.™ He shrugged his
shoulders and looked appealingly into the camera's eye. -

Jackie walked onto the stage and came up and pulled his sleeve.
She was holding Caroline. on her arm; Caroline was very solemn and Mrs.
Kennedy was weeping quietly.

Kennedy turned. "Oh, sure, baby," he said, and put his arm around
his wife. He looked back at the camera and managed a half-smile. "I
didn't expect...l mean...this is my wife,”" he stammered.

Jackie buried her face on his shoulder as Caroline wrapped her arms
around his neck. He twisted and turned a little to get the girl's head

out of his line of vision. "Anyway," he said, "I wanted to thank you
for the privilege of serving you and being able to do what I've been
doing for the last period--and...and..." His eyes began to tear. "I

don't know," he said; "I just don't know."

He lifted his hand in a sort of half-wave as Brinkley's voice came
on again.

"You have been listening to the President of the United States,
John F. Kennedy," ‘said Brirkley. '"Due to circumstances beyond our con-
trol, this program will aot bc¢ heard as regularly scheduled next week.™

The camera's red light snapped off and Kennedy sighed with relief.
Jesus Christ, he said to himself, the world is coming to an end and I
have to piss again.

"Fandom is made up, according to an impersonal opinion of mine, of people much more
intelligent and with much more varied interests than the Average. That is to say,
Fans are no damn good." ~-Calvin Demmon, in KIPPLE #18

The news has seepcd through fandom's grapevine and into the editor-
ial offices of LIGHTHOUSE that the staff of the coming Chicago convention
is planning on conducting an IQ test at the convention itself. Nothing



is known about what variety of test it is, or who will administer it--
professionals or not--but that information isn't really necessary. It
couldn't change my opinion that the conception is embarassingly ludicrous
and a painful distortion of human values.

I am struck mostly by the aspect of mental masturbation involved
here; fans have somehow convinced themselves that there is an abstract
positive quality associated with high intelligence and, having convinced
themselves also that they possess at least this single virtue, they take
pleasure in reciprocally exchanging confirmations of their assumption.
It's a touchy question to deal with; in the first place I don't want to
sound like I'm plumping for low intelligence as any kind of virtue, and
in the second place I don't want to knock those legitimate displays of
intelligence which so often make the world a little more pleasant to
live in.

A1l T want to question is the assumption that intelligence, in and
of itself, should be a positive factor in personal relationships between
people--in this case, fans. Instead of this, there is a far more
fruitful approach, that of only examining, and relating to, the use to
which the person in question puts his intelligence potential. More
concretely: who relates to Walt Willis and finds him a great guy because
he is a genius, which he is not? Who in fandom likes Charles Burbee be-
cause of his high IQ? Who dislikes G. M. Carr because she is stupid,
which she is not? These people have put their intelligence to certain
ends in certain ways which have caused people to like and admire them
or to dislike and avoid them.

Walt Breen said in his Seacon-report, "When a second-rate piece of
religious propaganda ('Canticle for Leibowitz') can win out over 'Rogue
Moon,' I begin to lose confidence in the intelligence of fandom..."
There are two assumptions involved here. Explicitly Walter is saying
that fandom is intelligent; I assume he also means that it is more in-
telligent than the average population (whether or not he implies it
here, I know he thinks this). I don't agree. I find the best that
fandom can offer--Boggs, Warner, Laney, Willis, Burbee--far from being
geniuses. They are fine, likeable people (some of my best friends are
fans), but they are different from most fans only in being more articu-
late or in having a somewhat finer sense of humor. Fans themselves as
a group are generally no more articulate or intelligent than the rest
of the middle class of which they are a part.

Implicitly, and more important, Walt is saying that he likes fandom
because it is intelligent. He shouldn't and I don't. I like fandom be-
cause 1t has in it people like Boggs, 'Warner, Laney, Willis and Burbee,
who use the intelligence they have to productive, enjoyable, emotionally
appealing ends. I would say to 'alt that if he finds intelligent people
enjoyable simply for themselves he should go find some organization
based on that principle--except that he has. Several fans seem to be
members of this society. I wonder at their wisdom, if I am not able to
wonder at their IQ; at any rate it's clear that joining such a group is
a logical extension of their approach to fandom.

Why join an organization, after all, solely on the basis that it
will have within it other hi-Q types? And why relate to other people
in fandom on the basis of their high intelligence? One does not relate
.to another on an intellectual basis, but on an emotional one--that is,
one can be interested in someone on purely intellectual grounds, but to
be friendly requires an emotional connection. In Mensa (the hi-Q so-




ciety) presumably the dialogues do not revolve around intelligence (I
upped my IQ one last week!" "God, no!™ "Say, have you heard about the new
neurological surgeon who claims he can raise...") nor do they in fandom.
More likely subjects of discussion are arts, literature, fandom, food,
politics, sex... And there are thousands of organizations or groups
around dealing with each facet of each of these topics, most containing
high proportions of literate and sophisticated intelligent people con-
versant with that particular field (and, no doubt, with many others)--
and still Mensa exists.

If we assume we can't take our chances and find people we like and
can relate to just by following our aesthetic noses, which I'1l grant
for the sake of the argument, then I'd find far more sense in the Chicon
distributing Rorschach tests, say, or Minnesota Multiphasics, or some
other emotionally determining tests. Then at least you might have some
basis for deciding to like fandom or not, as a group. As it is now,
jeez cri--so you have a cosmic mind? Now what do I do?

The Chicon III committee should call off its plans for this IQ
test business if it wants to conduct the convention wholly in compliance
with the generally human, friendly aims of fandom. If they do not and I
go I will not participate in the test proceedings, and I urge that other
fans do the same as a means of registering an objection to this approach
to fandom.

At the end here I suppose I should add that I sure am glad that I
am so brite so fandom will be sure and like me.

I registered to vote the other day. Being 22, I could have regis-
tered last year except that I had moved to New York within the one-year
residency limit. Therefore, of course, I wasn't able to not-vote in the
Presidential election last year; if I had been able to vote, actually, I
would have left most slots blank except for a couple of Negroes running
for judgeships for the first time and possibly a particular reform
Democratic congressman, though I doubt it.

The mayoralty campaign in New York this year is interesting only
in its dullness, on the surface, though beneath the surface some interest-
ing small currents are in motion. Superficially, there are three major
candidates for mayor, a couple of minor candidates, and several insig-
nificant ones, totalling eleven. This in itself is a problem, as the
voting machines in the city are capable of handling only 10 lines; the
Board of Elections has been working without success for some time now to
either get somebody disqualified or get two minor parties to share a
line. One of the greatest efforts they made in this direction was to
disqualify Vito Battista for not having his acceptance of nomination form
properly notarized. The decision was reversed by a court a few days
later after Battista stormed swearing out of a city council meeting.
Battista, a strong minority-party contender running on the United Tax-
payers ticket, is a peppery, acidic-seeming Negro who has at least added
a little excitement to the campaign. He is running primarily from an
Bast Harlem district and most of his posters simply say "Vote for Vito,"
a double-barrelled slogan attempting to minimize the associations of his
last name in his Spanish-speaking area and to capitalize on the reputation
in the area of Vito Marcantonio, a popular CP sympathizer from the dis-
trict who was elected to Congress several times in the middle '40O's.



Incumbent Mayor Wagner, the Democratic candidate, and State Attor-

ney-General Louis Lefkowitz, the Republican, have been slashing and
blasting away in the fine old tradition. Though I've heard of the
traditional mud-slinging campaign before, this is the first I've seen.
Day by day new charges of "irresponsibility, incompetence, graft, cor-
ruption and wanton disregard for the people of New York" come out from
ecach campaign headquarters. Wagner's victory is something of a foregone
conclusion; the Democratic machine, while weakened by the bitter, explo-
sive primary campaign, is still in control of the city.

The primary campaign was fought between, essentially, the new re-
form democratic movement and the old-line machine bosses. The issue was
considerably confused, however, by Robert Wagner, the Mayor, who suddenly
left the corrupt machine for the reformers. A complete product himself
of the machine, and its willing candidate in the past, he transformed
himself into "Fighting Bob' Wagner, enemy of the machine, the old line,
the bosses, and Carmine de Sapio, the machine's nationally-known leader
and spokesman. De Sapio was completely defeated--both in his party dis-
trict leader contest and in the fact that the machine candidate for
mayor was overwhelmed--and the interesting part of this election, as I
mentioned above, is the extent to which the reform movement can gain
constructive headway into the still entrenched machine structure while
it has saddled itself with one of its most famous products.

Though this is one of the most effective reform movements the New
York Democratic party has, I don't expect an essential, basic change in
Gotham's politics. (Of course not! says Juffus. You Socialists are all
alike! says Silverberg.) The reform clubs in general seem to be, with
one possible exception, composed of standard New Frontier liberal types;
young lawyers, professionals, enthusiastic liberals whose main concern
1s with breaking the ossified structure of city politics so that they
may gain entrance.’ I can hardly be opposed to that, but I don't think
‘that a great deal can then happen to city politics and procedures given
simply a new liberal machine. In addition, the liberality of Kennedy's
New Frontier leaves a good deal to be desired even on its own terms; a
city government on such a foundation would not be the most forward step
possible under the circumstances.

The possible exception I mentioned above is an East Harlem reform
club, headed by state assemblyman Mark Lane. From what little I know at
this time, the guy looks very interesting and even good. He has con-
sistently involved his district population in his campaigns; since his
district is primarily Negro and Puerto Rican, mostly the latter, this is
a phenomenal step in New York City politics. He has campaigned openly
for several years for stricter rent control laws, anti-discrimination
laws in housing, against the English literacy test for voting for literate
Spanish-speaking citizens, and has been opposed to New York's bossism
for quite some time in a much more effective way than most of the New
York reform clubs. It is expected he will get formally involved on the
national scene next year when he runs for Congress (in my Assembly dis-
trict). He has already spoken for effective anti-bomb-testing aponroaches
and he has gone on a Freedom Ride in Mississippi. Most important, I
understand that he has occasionally made public his known private views
on political party structure in this country. That is, he is for further-
ing effective liberalism in the only way possible: realigning.the Demo-
cratic party in such a way as to remove all influence of the South and
the big city machines, and increase the liberal strength of the party by
infusing it more fully with trade union activity and involving it in the
Southern Negro racial equality fight. This guy Lane interests me; U



find he is as good as he sounds, I may become involved in his campaign
for Congress. Then again, knowing me, I may not.

I started out simply writing about how I registered the other day.
A placard in Spanish over my mailboxes notified me of where my place of
registration was. Being on what Bhob Stewart calls "East Filth Street,"
I was to register in P. S. 41 a few blocks away. I walked in on a rainy
Saturday, the last day of the four day registration period. If I keep
voting, I stay registered; otherwise I will have to reregister every two
years.

The large lunchroom seemed cavernous, occupied as it was only by
three tables. Then I looked closer at the tables and saw a swarm of
middleaged women around each one. Lyeryone was playing cards. No other
registrants were there; all the women looked up as I came in and one at
the nearest table asked my address. She waved me on to the proper table
and yelled, "Here's one for you, girls. 635 East Fifth Street." The
women at the last table down finished out their hand. A couple of on-
lookers moved several large bags of candy and cookies down to the end
of the table as another woman pulled over a chair to sit on since she'd
given me hers. I dropped my coat on a bench and sat down. "Up two
cents, Shirley," said one, and threw out two pennies., '"See that," said
Shirley; two more pennies went out, and a lot of cards were dealt all
around. Some more wheeling and dealing went on and several packs of
cards were out away, a whole pile of pennies were picked up and great
quantities of books, pads, report forms and papers were pulled up from
under the chairs. There were eight women around the table, each with a
pen in hand, waiting on my every word.

"What's vour name, dearie?"
y ’

"Walt a minute, Marlene, I'm not-ready yet.".

i}

e waited.
"What's your name, dearie?" she asked again.

We began. Name, address, birthdate, length of residence, place of
occupation... "Columbia University. Bureau of Applied Social Research,
I mean." I took a piece of candy.

"Oooh," said Shirley. '"My husband works there. Say, do you know
a Professor Wheaton--1 think that's his name?"

"I'm afraid I don't," I said apologetically. "Is he in the so-
ciology department?'

"No, in the classics department I think. I just thought you'd
know him. Gimme a hard-center, Marlene."

At the end they gave me a form to fill out in a closed booth to
register my party affiliation on--Democratic, Republican, or Liberal.
I mused on Ted White's problem of having checked the Democratic box and
subsequently being listed as a Kepublican as I went into the booth, then
got down to business and began wondering what I was doing in the booth
‘anyway. I wrote "none" across it and dropped it in the box on the way
out.

I spoke to Terry about it on the phone a little later. "I regis-
tered today," I said.



"Did you," he said. "Why I registered to vote.over two years ago."
"ell," I said. "I just moved here."

"It just shows how much more political I am than you are," he
said.

e 1 sl
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I seem to have discovered Greece.

We're going to take a little look at what passes for my intellec-
tual activity these days. Most of you know I am a socialist; I am a
realist. That is, I "believe in" things that I can deal with, that are
palpable, that are real; I attempt to approach life logically. This
makes me an atheist, on the one hand, since I cannot believe in a god
that is not palpably existent--and it makes me a radical, on the other
hand, not a liberal; I do not believe in the innate "good''ness of man.
The world--both physical and social--exists, moves, and recreates itself
as time passes due to observable phenomena, which interpretation on my
part makes me a materialist. Life itself is real, not a metaphysical ab-
straction, and along with the physical world is a 'fact of joy in itself.

As near as I can make out, the Greeks discovered this last a num-
ber of centuries ago, and I am as excited these days to find that out as
I was three years ago to find socialist politics.

First I found Nikos Kazantzakis by having him recommended to me
by a good friend; I'd seen He Who Must Die, the Jules Dassin movie made
from Kazantzakis! The Greek Passion, and had been extremely impressed,
so it wasn't hard to convince me to read some of the author.

I read Zorba the Greek, I became enthused; I bought a history of
modern Greece, I read Homer's Odyssey to prepare for Kazantzakis' Modern
Sequel, and followed that with Edith Hamilton's The Greek Way, a beauti-
fully-written book which is so exuberant in its treatment of its subject
that I am left in doubt that the Greeks were really that good.

Zorba presents the conflict between the ascetic and the hedonist,
the flesh and the mind, the spiritual and the rational, the body and the
soul. Immediately, as well, he presents the tragic flaw in his writing,
the mar which impairs one of the most beautiful, poetic and human writers
in the world. I grew as I read the books I listed, and only caught a
glimmering of the flaw at the beginning; but the more I read of and a-
bout him the plainer it becomes.

Kazantzakis seems to be attempting to resolve the conflict stated
above: the problem is, no resolution is necessary nor is it desirable.
With my feeling for the humanness of man, I cannot see why one must be
sacrificed toward the other. Man is a beautiful creature: he perceives
the world around him and thinks about it, and simultanéously he involves
himself in emotional relationships, that aspect of man which we call feel-
ing. Integration of the two makes a man full, frees himself for himself.
In Zorba an intellectual meets the classic man of action, Zorba himself.
The intellectual attempts to feel life, to live it in the active, physi-
cal, sometimes fleshly--sexually, gastronomically, athletically--way
which epitomizes the frenetic and free-wheeling Greek miner. He never



makes it, and at the end he retires to the academic life he had previous-
ly known. But more importantly, the idea is proposed that to achieve
Zorba's hedonism, the narrator would have had to give up his own aesthet-
ic sense, his introspection which occasionally creates some of the most
movin% sections of the book (as well as some of the most idealistic non-
sense ).

Edith Hamilton presents the ancient Greeks as having attempted to
reach the balance I've described. I cannot rid myself of a nagging sus-
picion that they were overbalanced on the rational side, yet I can be
satisfied with the abstract picture she paints of the finest of Greek
culture as being something to strive for at any rate. Uhere Kazantzakis
ends being the most human mystic of this century, the Greeks as she
presents them have mastered the art of achieving fruitful intellectual
activity within a framework of spiritual appreciation of the real world
--1To the Greeks, a bird was but a bird...but what a thing of beauty was
a bird i

To me these discoveries are all so tentative, as T have far to go
in finding out more both of the Greeks, ancient and modern, and Kazant-
zakis, who was a growing, changing author throughout his life. There are
very attractive stages of his development, I found last week while using
Pennsylvania State College's library. "In this progress (Odysseus' in
NK's Odyssey: A Modern Sequel) there is still the notion of the Homeric
homecoming, but Ithaca is now the hero's own soul, the fulfillment of
his own being, a full self-conquest as the supreme gain. What appears as
a progress through rejection is really a progress through conquests and
affirmations. Life is good and Death is good..." (Decavalles in POETRY.
Shorn of the religious overtones and the final phrase, I could not agree
more. Kazantzakis is religious; The Greek Passion, the second book of
his I am reading, is strikingly so, though hardly orthodox (he has
achieved the Catholic Index). Another reviewer, Chad Walsh in the SAT-
URDAY REVIEW, phrased it this way: "K.'s God is not an eternal and per-
fect reality, but simply the evolving frontier of man's spirituality.

God is man's highest creation..." In the same magazine his friend and
translator, £imon Friar, put it in the most persuasive form: "For Kazant-
zakis CGod was not an exterior entity toward which man proceeds, but &
continuously created and recreated aspect of spirit within man himself."

The next step is to eliminate God, the spiritual abstraction.
This requires the interesting dialectic of both ceasing to look outward
from the self for one's "purpose" and redoubling the search outside
oneself to find one's relationship to the world; the dialectic of look-
ing inside oneself to find one's total reason for existence, and simul-
taneously deemphasizing the spiritual introspection which is the death
of human appreciation of the real world. Hamilton portrays the ancient
Greeks as having achieved the realization of the goal if not the goal
itself, and that is a great deal for any culture. What remains for
humanity is the goal itself; what remains for me is the attempt to see
if others have found it, and finally the attempt for myself along with
the human world. I remain wholeheartedly with my radicalism--and it's
Greek to me.

And I bet someone of you knew I would use that line somewhere.
- pete graham
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TERIRY CAH[RIR

BLIND CLARINEY

Last night I spent five hours at Jazz City, wishing almost every
minute that I were blind.

I was right up by the bandstand, sitting so close to the piano
that I could hear it every time the damned pedals thumped. Earle Lewis
was rocxing it really low-down, and I could feel the floor and my chair
vibrating along with him all evening.

My brother Artie was right next to him, on clarinet, and he was
the only one in the band who cculd really keep up with Earle. Rarle
used to be big--he played with McKinney and Jay McShann and a lot of the
great bands of the 20's and 30's--but he's been out of it for quite a
few years now. He just jobs around the waterfront joints in San Fran-
cisco these days, and sometimes he's hot and other times he's tired and
you can tell. He drinks too much, too, and probably always did. Artie
thinks he's great all the time, but he isn't; mostly he's just this
greying Negro who used to play very fine but can't quite remember how
he did it. You can see it on his face sometimes when he's trying to
build his chords, his forehead knotted tight and his huge lower lip
sticking out.

Of course, Artie can't see that, because Artie is blind. Artie
Just sits there next to him with practically no expression at all on his
face, blowing the finest, most swinging goddam clarinet since Albert
Nicholas died. And when he isn't playing he's listening to Earle's
Piano and nodding yes, that's right, yes, sort of smiling a little.
Yihen he's on the stand he looks like he doesn't care a damn about any-
thing...and he doesn't, which is the main reason I get so mad at him
sometimes. He's blind, and he doesn't care.

He won't talk about it, either; I never have found out exactly how
it hapvened. I was only five when he came back from the South ‘acific
with his discharge papers and his Purple Heart and the whole bit, and
nobody in our family said anything to me exceot that Artie couldn't see
anymore and I shouldn't pester him. That was a hell of a thing to tell
a kid--your brother is blind, now leave him alone. I tried to, but I
couldn't, not really.



The day he came home he walked in the front door and stood there
with his head lifted in the way I got used to seeing so much later,
while Mom took off his coat. Then he said, "That's right--it does
smell like this, doesn't it?"

I remember standing there looking after him while he slowly
picked his way to his room in the back of the house. I remember the
silence, with Mom in the kitchen and Dad sinking into his chair to look
at the day's paper. And then from Artie's room we heard Muggsy Spanier's
"Jazz Me Blues". It came quietly at first, but then Artie turned it up
full-blast and kicked the door shut. We could still hear it.

He played his way through all his jazz records that night--all
the Spanier records, and Armstrong and Ory, Lil's Hot Shots, Red Nichols
and the rest. And sometime during the night--I'd got sent to bed early
—-he took out his clarinet and started playing. I wcke up hearing reedy
squawks from his room. He couldn't play worth a damn.

That was the thing that always got me about him. I was in the
room right next to him when he started learning to play really serious-
ly; I heard him when he stank, and I could tell it even at that age.

I heard him practice every single day, getting a little better, playing
solos over and over on the phonograph--Dodds, Teschemacher, Goodman--
and trying them out himself. I ended up going with him to record stores
every month, looking through piles of old 78's and reading off the names
to him. After awhile I didn't have to read them for him, because I knew
myself what bands we were looking for.

I was with him all that time, all those years, listening to the
records and listening to him. In high school I found I couldn't study
unless he was in the next room practicing--but he uysually practiced
several hours a night, so I developed some pretty good study habits in
that period. 4&nd I got to feeling that I sort of owned Artie, or at
least that I was the one who'd discovered him. I'd heard that reedy
squawk his first night home.

And later on we started going to the cheap little bars together
to hear Lu Watters or the Frisco Jazz Band or whoever was playing around
town. They wouldn't serve me because I was too young, but they let me
in because I was with Artie and he was blind.

And it was me who brought along his clarinet one night without
telling him, and I leaned it against the table on his side. He'd been
muttering for weeks how he'd like to sit in; every time we heard a
really good band he'd sit there nodding and smiling with his eyes
closed, saying he wished he had his horn. But he never brought it, so
one night I brought it for him without telling him, and between sets I
said I was going to the john but instead I asked one of the musicians
if he could sit in. It was a weeknight, very slow, so they said yes.

It scared hell out of Artie. "I can't play with them," he said,
shaking his head. "I've never played with anybody, only with records.
Christ, Eddie, all I know is the arrangements on my records."

T took his elbow firmly and got him up out of the chair. "Quit
shaking your head," I said, "or they'll think you're punchy. Go on up
and improvise, you idiot--and if you can't improvise, then fake it.
There's only you, me, and the bartender listening--everybody else is
too busy drinking to notice."



He stopned shaking his head and let me lead him to a chair on the
stand, not saying anything. I went back and sat down and sinped his
beer. The trumpet man talked to him for a minute and then turned around
and stomped his heel three times and they went into “Salty Dog". Artie
sort of noodled along with them, hiding in the ensemble, and they went
along for three choruses that way. I finished the glass of beer and
refilled the glass from the pitcher, watching Artie. The trumpet man
leaned over and said something to him while the piano soloed, and Artie
nodded. '"hen the piano finished Artie toock off on a solo himself.

He copied it from George Lewis, but Lewis had never done it with
the bite in his tone that Artie had. There was nothing sweet about that
solo--it was rough around the edges, and Artie missed a few notes, too.
The trumpet and trombone riffed quietly behind him, and when he'd come
to the end of Lewis's solc they gave two little blasts to kick him into
another chorus. He'd thought he was through; they surprised him. He
dropped two beats and then came in again, starting the solo over.

My hand on the beer glass was sweaty; I took a long swallow this
time.

The two brass horns went back to riffing with Artie, only louder
this time; they were trying to vush him. Finally he took off from the
Lewis solo and went his own way. He held his notes longer, rasped them,
flatted them--he was swinging. He went into an extra chorus without even
being asked, because he'd started building late and he was only halfway
to wherever he was going. He kept on building, higher and louder, and
at the end he threw in a coda from a 1929 Goodman record and let the
drums take it. The drummer kicked into a break and the front line came
back in strong for the ride-out, Artie right in there with them this
time. I clapped like mad when they finished.

Artie just sat there sweating and looking like he wanted to shake
all over, but not there, not on the bandstand with a lot of eyes he
couldn't see, looking at him. He stood up and said something to the
trumpet man, thanked him I guess, and I helped him back to the table.

He took his horn apart and put it back in the case and finished the beer.

"You were great,' I said. !'Great !V

"Jesus Christ, I'm glad that's over," he said. "I loved it." Then
we went home.

It was a full year after that before /irtie could really feel at
ease playing with a band. Oh, he kept sitting in with various groups,
mainly a small band that played Friday and Saturday nights in a bar just
south of Market--but he didn't take it too seriously. rPlaying was just
something he did because he liked it; he was living off money from the
Army and didn't seem very concerned with making anything out of jazz.

I never could understand that. Hell, I knew how good he was. And I knew
that he couldn’'t do anything else, either.

I tried to »ush him into looking around for a job with some band,
but he wouldn't budge. He joined the union, but that was strictly so
that he could sit in. It wasn't until he met Tarle Lewis that he started
taking it at all seriously.

Earle was playing solo viano down on the waterfront, at a nlace
where they served food as well as liquor. It was pretty corny, though:



there was sawdust on the floor and the waitresses--both of them--wore
straw hats. Harle just sat there playing the blues all night, with a
glass on top of the piano which got refilled every half hour or so.

Artie and I stopped in one night and stayed till the place closed.
It was one of sarle's good nights. He seemed to be thinking all the
time; he had that kind of expression on his face, like maybe this chord
reminded him of something and he'd fool around with it and build on it
till he found out what it was. Artie couldn't see the expression, but
I could tell by the way he had his head raised that he was listening to
what Earle was doing, he was hearing it all.

And Harle noticed him. Or at least he noticed his clarinet case,
and he kept looking over at us. Then finally he took a break and came
right over and sat down.

iWhose clarinet?! he said.

1It's his,* I said. Artie nodded.

"How 'bout joinin' me later on?" Earle said.

nytd like to," Artie said. "I've been listening to you."

"Huh !% Earle laughed, a quick snort. iNot many guys do, any more.
Not many young guys, anyhow.'

"Did you ever hear Lil Armstrong?" Artie said. "You play a little
like her sometimes--the same sort of beat, I mean. She's one of my
favorites."

"] met her a few times," Earle said. "Yeah, she wasn't bad. You've
heard her records, huh?®

They talked about Johnny Dodds and sarl Hines and a lot of others.
sarle had met some of them, played with some; he told us several stories
about jazzmen he'd known in the twenties and thirties. I asked him if
he'd met Beiderbecke and he said yes, but he wouldn't say anything about
him. "No, there's too many damn stories now. I'm not addin' any more."
He was kind of short with me.

But he told us about himself; we spent almost an hour talking be-
fore he took his drink back to the piano. Earle had been in Europe when
the swing craze started, and by the time he'd come back to this country
most of his friends were in big bands. '"Section work!" he snorted at
us. "They'd sit there in these damn hotel ballrooms, blowin' in the sax
section, or the trumpet section, everybody plavin' the same lines as the
guy next to him, all written down an' pretty. Well, I was thankin' my
stars they never got to havin' piana sections, I tell you."

"Wwhat did you do?' iArtie asced him.

"Oh, they had these concerts. Jazz concerts. A bunch of us guys
would be on this damn stage, in suits an' ties, very respectable. Some-
body'd get up and say how we were great folk artists an' plavin' from
our damn souls or somethin'!. I was usually backstage with a bottle; I
couldn't stand that stuff. Then everybody'd play these standards--Fats'
tunes, or 'Someday Sweetheart' or somethin' like that, the usual stuff.
Only--God--they weren't playin' with each other, they was tryin' to cut



each other. Look, Iia, here I am, me in Carnegie Hall, listen to this
solo... God."

“You played the concerts?' Artie said.

"Yegh, I played some. All they wanted to hear was boogie. 'Honky
Tonk Train' or somethin' like that. They didn't want to hear the blues,
or no rags or stomps. Just boogie--keep that left hand movin' the same
way all the time. I had a fight with a promoter, namin' no names, ang
I gquit the circuit. I hardly played for ten years."

He stopped talking and drank from his glass, one big swallow such
as you'll see men take who have been drinking for a lot of years. "I
gotta get back tc the piana. C'mon and unlimber that horn.®

Artie smiled and put together his clarinet. 'le moved his chair
over by the piano and Artie sat down and noodled for a minute. He
seemed relaxed.

Earle started playing "Beale St.," and Artie listened for awhile
and then came in. They did it slowly, with a nicely relaxed swing, and
they played around with it for fifteen minutes. Mostly, I guess, they
were listening to each other. When they got done with that Earle took
off on '"The Pearls," which happened to be one of Artie's favorites.

They played for an hour maybe, and then they took another break.
They came back to the table and sat down and Zarle said, "Who're you
playin' with?¢

"Nobody, right now,' said Artie. I raised an eyebrow a little at
that, but I didn't say anything.

"I could get you in here,” Earle said. "Been tryin' to find some-
body anyway. Pay ain't much, though. You busy with anything else”"

"No, I'm not busy with anything," Artie said. "“hen would I
start?"

I sat there looking from one to the other while they talked about
it, thinking goddam, goddam, I'll be damned. Tarle said he'd talk to
the owner before he left that night, and he did. Artie started the next
night, the first time he'd ever played professionally or even seemed in-
terested in it. Five hours a night, five nights a week, playing for the
peanuts on the floor and refills when he got dry.

I went down to listen every night for a week or two. I was just
finishing up my senior year in high school, and my grades were already
pretty solid, so I let the studying slack off a bit. When Earle was
right they played some of the finest stuff I'd ever heard, and when
Earle was tired or had been drinking too much again, or just wasn't in
the mood, Artie carried it pretty well. And they talked a lot, too,
getting to know each other. Thev talked about women, music, the south,
New York, liquor--they just talked like mad. Tarle always talked a lot.

">Jace in fansas City we was at, everybody used to come in. Stayed
open all night, and business didn't pick up till the middle o' the mor-
nin', That was when the rest of the guys, them from the other bands,
started comin' in. Hell, nobody come in to listen--they all wanted to
play. We didn't have any customers, just performers. But they all



drank, same as customers, just like 'em, and they waid for it, so the
boss didn't squawk. Huh! Damn bartenders half the time didn't come in
themselves till close to midnight--there'd be one or the other there,
but not many times both of 'em, not till past midnight.™

"Who was around then?" I asked him. "I thought everybody'd gone
to New York by then.*

"Oh, sure, a lot of 'em had, boy. But there was a lot of 'em
still around, guys that didn't give a damn to record. Iost of 'em worked
«..you know. They'd drag out their horns two, three nights a week and
come by. And then, a lot of guys toured a lot. You had to tour then,
to make any money.'

"They should have recorded,™ I said. "There was some good jazz
in Kansas City around then. Thev should have recorded more."

"Well, most of 'em, they didn't care that much.?

After the first couple of weeks, I stopned going by. The music
was great, but I was still too young to get served drinks. Anyway, Artie
and Earle did most of the talking, and I usually ended up just listening
to them. And actually, I didn't like Earle very much; he gave me a
feeling that he resented me, and he never said anything to me unless I
asked him a question. ILiven then he'd just give me a short answer, and
then go on talking to Artie. T got a little mad sometimes, but I didn’'t
say anything.

Artie got to drinking a lot more than he usually did, too, and we
weren't as close as we had been. FEarle was really a bad influence on
him; they'd drin% and talk all the time till late in the morning, and
Earle would bring him home and Dad and I would have to out him to bed.
It seemed to me that Artie was floundering; he didn't practice in the
afternoons anymore and whenever I tried to talk to him about going fur-
ther than just a crumby job in a cheap joint he'd shut up and start
cleaning his glasses or something like that. He was always cleaning
them; he was afraid they'd get coated with dust and dirt and vpeople would
notice. I gave up on him. Anyway, that month I started at college,
and that kept me oretty busy.

I was still living at home, commuting across the bay to the Uni-
versity. I'd get up at six every morning, be out and on a bus by seven,
and reach the camous about quarter to eight; on Thursdays, which was a
slack day, my first class was at eleven, but I'd always go over at eight
anyway and study in the library.

I got a job nights at a gas station, and that kewnt me busy too.
It was one of those intersections with a station on all four corners,
and every one of them busy day and night. Sometimes I'd be able to
squeeze in maybe an hour of studying during the evening, but not very
often; I usually had to do my studying when I got home.

I kept going so steadily that I didn't think much about Artie.
I was all wound up with making plans--I'd make a list of things to do
during the week, and then spend half an hour every day carefully revising
the list. ‘‘hen I did see artie, like sometimes at dinner, he was like
someone from another world, or another life, to me. Our paths, in the
space of a month, had diverged comnletely. He was never worried, never
excited about anything, and I was, if anything, more intense and com-



pulsively busy than ever.

One evening I asked him how long he was going to stay at that job
with Earle; it was just a casual question, asked because it occurred to
me that I didn't know what plans he had. It seemed to me that everybody
always had plans.

"] don't know," he said. Till he gets fired, or the place
closes. thy?"

"Just wondering. Then what? Will you try for a job with some
band?"

"I don't know what we'll do. !narle knows more about who's playing
where and all than I do. There might not be much going on."

I didn't think much more about it just then.

Barle came over for dinner about a month later; Artie had invited
him. He brought with him his wife Rose. It hadn't even occurred to me
that he had a wife. She was small and quiet, almost sullen but with a
small, slow smile that was always ready to come out. I liked her--as
much as you can li'te someone who doesn't talk--but she was somehow un-
real to me. She hadn't existed before that night, and even then she
was only on the edge of existence. GShe always called Earle by his last
name.

After dinner we got to talking about the Devnression and so forth.
It was Mom's fault; she tried to get Mrs. Lewis into a conversation and
wasn't successful, so she got to talking with Zarle about Artie when he
was a boy. That's the sort of conversation that usually interests nobody
but the mother who starts it, but Earle listened. He lit a cigaret and
let it hang from the corner of his mouth while he looked through the
family album.

There was a picture of 'om and Artie on a lawn, and under it ‘i‘ay
1927, Los Angeles.

“I was in L.s. that year, he said. "I was drivin' a big limousine
all around town for two months there. I had my own band, too. That was
a good year.

"Yeah, he was telling me about it," Artie said. "That was in the
twenties, wasn't it. You were telling me about it."

"'Twenty-seven," tarle said. "'ie had money in the bank, too.
Huh! Damn near forgot all about it--come 1932, when we needed it, and
we'd pawned everything we had before we remembered that ole bank account
out in California. O©h, we ate steak for a week [

“The Denression years were very bad years,' !"om said. '"For every-
body. *

"yell, we went to flurope. *layed over there for three years. %e
saw all those cities, aris, London, Copenhagen and the rest. It was a
good time, then, for us. Once we just got out of the country, it was
just fine." He looked over at his wife, who smiled at him. “Then we
came back, and that was when there was one big damn band after another.”

I had to leave to go to the gas station, but before I left I said,



iibarle, how much were you making then” T“hen the bands were so big and
popular, I mean."

He smiled and sat back. ©0Oh, I don't know; never saw it for long.
The money just came an' went. Ue kept alive an' eatin’'."

"yas that all? There was a lot of money in jazz then."

"There was? Yell, I'11l be damned! Huh! I wish somebody'd told
me that then. Now what did you do with all that money I must've got
then, Rose” 7You got it packed away somewhere”?” You never told me about
all that money!" He was laughing at me.

"They sold a lot of records," I said, sticking with it. '"They
played in Carnegie Hall, too. Of course there was money involved !V

"Well, damn me, I never did see it. '“Joman, when we get home I'm
goin' to give you a talkin' to!"™ He roared again with laughter, and his
wife continued to smile back at him, a bit selfconsciously. I got up
and grabbed my coat.,

"Boy, there's never been much money in it ! A few men make a lot,
if they're lucky an' they keep playin' steady enough. But I tell you,
boy, even that time when I had my own band, right smack in the twenties,
even then they was spendin' as much to put my name in lights as they
paid me! I pnever saw a whole lot of money, now I tell you!"

I stood by the door, my face burning. Mom went into the kitchen
to put on a pot of coffee, and nobody else said anything.

"Are you sure you didn't just drink it all up?” I said. "Maybe
you don't remember so well because you were drinking too much, eh?
Then I stared at him for about four seconds and went out and slammed the
door. I didn't come home from work till three in the merning.

It had been the wrong thing to say, of course. Mom told me the
next day that Earle had stopoed talking and soon after he and his wife
had left. So that night I told Artie that I was sorry and asked him to
apologize to Earle for me.

"It won't do any good,' he said. 'Listen, %id, Earle's been pretty
decent to you, hasn't he? 'hy didn't you leave it that way? He doesn't
especially like you anyway, you <now. "

"Don't call me 'kid'--you sound like him.r"

Mjell, you are a kid! Look, I don't care if you get in my way--
you're my -brother and all that, and hell, we've been getting in each
other's way for years. DBut leave Jlarle alone; you don't know anything
about him. I'll bet you didn't even know he was married.?V

"I know that he plays piano and he's done it all his life, when
he wasn't drinking or when he hadn't gquit the business to go off and
sulk ! What else should I know?--he never really talks to me about any-
thing else.*

"He!s a lot more than a piano vlayer, Eddie. He's a man, and he's
been around and seen a lot that he can't tell you about because you
don't listen to him when he tries. All you can do is ask him how much
money he made or who did he play with or why didn't he make more records.



What the hell kind of question is that?"

I wanted to say that those were the only things that were inter-
esting about Earle, but I didn't. Instead I said, ©All right, I'll
leave him alone. Just tell him I'm sorry and let's forget it. I've got
my own problems, without worrying about his--or yours. Forget it. And
change your shirt before you go out--there's some ketchuo on it."

So I purposely stayed away from the place they were plaving, even
when I had some free time. A little later Barle got a job at some other
place, and he had a drummer and a banjoist with him, besides Artie. The
banjoist sang vaudeville songs; I wouldn't have gone to hear that anyway.
They were working a different schedule now, so I hardly saw Artie even
at dinnertime.

I was more and more busy with college that entire year; I'd taken
on some extra classes in photogravhy and I was spending a lot of time
around the lab. My grades that first year were good, I got a raise at
the gas station, and things were generally moving right along for me.
But I couldn't help worrying about Artie--in an angry manner, of course.
I was dead sure that he was going to go the same route as Earle, one
cheap job after another, never really trying for anything better.

Cne Saturday when I was processing some stuff in the lab I got to
talking to one of the other students there, a senior who'd sold some of
his pictures orofessionally. He was telling me about an assignment he
had to do a record jacket for some new company in the city. He said
they were looking around for oeople to record.

"Are they interested in jazz? Traditional Jjazz?!

He said he'd ask them; mostly they were doing gay-nineties stuff,
nickelodeon music and so forth. But they might be interested.

So I mentioned it to Artie, who had just switched jobs again and
was playing with a band fronted by zarle in a small place right on
Market Street, called Jazz City. They were getting more money overall,
but split six ways it came to less per man.

"If they're interested I could set un an audition or something,"
I said. "Would you guys be interested in that? T"ould everybody show up?

"I guess so," he said. I don't see why not."
y

Monday I talked to the senior again and he said yes, they'd like
to hear the band but there was no need to set up an audition. They'd
have somebody at the club that weekend, »orobably Friday night. They
were thinking of an on-the-spot recording, anyway.

It was Friday night that the fellow showed up. I'd told Artie
about him--his name was Reiss--so they %new he was there. Artie didn't
seem at all nervous, which I took as a good sign. He and Ztarle started
off with '"'eary Yay Blues,~ which is a good show»iece for the clarinet.
The rest of the band didn't do much on that tune, but then the rest of
the band wasn't especially worth hearing anyway. Artie and Earle were
pretty good.

I was sitting right by the bandstand, where it was difficult to
get a look at Reiss without turning comnletely around and being obvious
about it. But I sneaked a few looks, and he seemed fairly interested,



especially when artie took three slow, mournful choruses.

They did "Muskrat Ramble" next, but that was just sort of pedes-
trian stuff with a faltering trumpet lead. After that they went into
"High Society,'" which promised to be even more lacklustre. '"High Soci-
ety" has really been played too often; there isn't much you can do with
it anymore. At least, that was what I thought until .rtie started
soloing.

"High Society" is the one that has a clarinet solo which is played
just about the same way by every clarinettist in existence. Artie came
in with the standard opening while the brass played the melody behind
him, but about halfway through it something hannwened--my mind was wan-
dering and I was looking around again at Reiss~--and all of a sudden
Artie was taking off on the Goodman clarinet solo from "Sing Sing Sing'".
and it fit. It was marvellous; Artie was swinging beautifully, building
around those Goodman lines and getting more and more wild. £arle
picked it up immediately; he started working in "Christovher Columbus'
as his bass figure while his right hand kept on with "High Societyv.
artie went high and higher, rougher and dirtier, parallelling bits of
the Goodman solo with the "High Society" one--God, it was fantastic. The
rest of the band fell in with it as best they could. Artie built it
all the way up to the end, and then the trumpet man came in to solo and
he fluffed around trying to play "High Society’ like Harry James. I
broke up laughing and everybody in the club apnlauded wildly. I turned
right around and looked at Reiss, and he was clapoing as loudly as the
rest of them.

I sat back and felt good, relaxing a little. There wasn't much
doubt now that they'd get that record...and once artie was recorded
there would be no stonping him. He was just great, and anybody with
ears could tell that immediately.

They did a lot more things that night, and from that point on they
were all great, even the standards that had been done to death. "Clar-
inet Marmalade," with sirtie running through it like he'd written it;

"St. Louis Blues," with Earle taking four great choruses and Artie
playing in the lower register all the way, flatting his notes blue as
hell; “China Boy," on which artie »nlayed right over the rest of the band
so that the melody became simply a good strong background riff. And a
lot of others, some sweet, some swinging, some dirty. I didn't bother
looking around any more; I just sat with my eyes glued on Artie, wonder-
ing what the hell he had in him, my own brother raised in the same house
with me, that could make him so great. He was blind, and he was great--
I decided, watching him sit there with his legs sprawled out in front of
him, blowing his music, that they fit together. He had to be so great
because he was blind; he had to have something. And nobody could be
that good without having something really bad wrong with him. It worked
both ways; but God how I envied him that night.

The whole thing wound up at two in the morning when the vlace
closed; the crowd went home and there was just the band and the bar-
tender, a couple of waiters, Reiss and me. Reiss went up and started
talking to Barle and artie, and after a minute I went up too.

letll want primarily to feature you," he was saying to Artie, and
I found myself grinning. Hell, I'd been grinning all night. “This means
that if possible we want to list it as your band--barring any contractua:
difficulties you may have."



tiie don't have any contract," barle said.

"Fine. "Ye'll set up a recording date for about two weeks from
now. .." : '

I went off to the pay phone at one end of the bar and called home,
waking everybody up. I jabbered for ten minutes about what had hap-
pened, and by the time I'd got -them so excited that they were wide awake
I said I wanted to get back and see what was haovnening, and hung up.

I turned around and Reiss was gone. The men in the band were
packing their instruments and outting on their coats.

I went up to the bandstand. "‘“here'd he go?"
"He left. The deal's off," Larle said.
“He what? "hy? Vhat do you mean, it's off?"

1It's off,” artie said, and snapned his clarinet case shut. iilie:
aren't doing any record for them, not now, not ever."

_¥jhat the hell is this?" I said. '"ihat happehed? "/ho said what?"

"Garle told him to go to hell and I offered to give him directions,
Artie said. ‘“That's what happened, that's who said what. It was a
stinking deal."”

"ire you out of your stupid mind?¥ I said. All of a sudden I was
getting mad. “You let this senile son of a bitch kill a recording con-
tract for you just because he didn't want your name on the album? ‘“/hat
the hell ¥ind of a man are you, BEarle? 1Is that the kind of friendship
you're after, Artie?” Jesus Christ!¥

"Now just a minute, boy--"

"And don't call me 'boy’ ‘again! I'm man enough to know that no-
body gets anywhere in this world if he's afraid to try! ind if you
don't think turning down a record contract is childish--"

"I said just a minute!™ Earle nushed me down onto the niano
bench and stood ever me. "If you want to know who said what, it was
Artie said no first. Then I told him to go to hell. An' what gives
you the idea I could give a damn whose name'd be on a record®"

"I think you're jealous as hell of him!" I said. "Because you've
never been anybody and you won't ever be.anybody. And it's your own--"

"Do you xnow what he wanted to do with that album7“_Earle said.

“what do you mean? ‘hat did he want to dot!"

“He had it all figured ocut, boy. He could just see the victure
on the cover, even. It would be artie sittin' here in a dirty white
shirt, open at the collar--he could see it all so clear--with dark
glasses, playin' his horn and lookin' just so goddamned soulful it'd
make you puke. 4And in big letters it'd say, BLIND CLARINET ! ™

I leaned back away from Larle, recoiling from the anger in his



words. I tried to think of something to say.

"Oh, he could see it all, boy, just as plain as you please. He
didn't say a word about the music, but he could sure see the picture on
the cover ™

"The whole idea is stupid,"” I said.

B =AEhat ' s  JustiEpartdl st esilew ) e, dsidnl" £y Letrhim. ggt /to, the
rest of it. I bet I could wrote those notes on the back myself. You
want to hear 'em, boy? They'd be all about how Artie lost his eyes--
not Jjust his sight; they'd say he lost his eyes--in the war, fightin'
right beside men from all over, bums and colored boys and all, all of
'em like brothers. And how he got some great feeling for humanity, an'
they'd say now he pours it out his horn, right from the soul. They
always got to write about a man's soul."

"It sounds pretty stupid when you put it like that, but for
cryin' out--"

"Stupid? Boy, it's a lie! Artie doesn't play that horn because
he's an artist or any such damn thing. He does it because it's the
only thing he knows how to do. Now they can try to glorify “that, but
I'm not listenin' to it, that's bunk! And I sure as hell wouldn't
stand for it if somebody tried to spread that kind of crap about me."

Earle stood over me, breathing hard; I could smell the sweat from
his chest. For a few moments the only sound in the place was that of
his breathing.

"You don't seem to realize that you always run into that kind of
junk in this business. There ain't nobody wants to hear this music
that much--all those people that were here tonight, they come in here
an' listen to us because it's a cheap place to drink. You don't get
enough people wantin' to buy a dixieland record, either--you got to
sell it to 'em. That man there wasn't stupid, boy, he knows his stuff.
You're the one's stupid, if you can't see that."

"Then why are you both so much against it?" I said. I stood up
from the bench and looked at artie. "If you know the ropes so well,
why don't you just take advantage of it?--they would have paid you.
Or are you too much of an artist?"

"Quit it !" Artie said. "It isn't worth it. I don't know what
the hell T am, but I do know I'm not going to be a freak for peanuts,
and that's all they offered me. I'd get two cents on every copy of the
record they could sell. And they just wouldn't sell many."

"They might sell a lot !"

"Oh, sure," Barle said. '"Now, if he was Miles Davis or one of
them, they might sell a lot. They might even sell a few if he was just
nobody--as long as he was playin' this modern stuff. You can maybe
make money if you're playin' what's up to date--even if you're bad.

But not dixie. Not dixie."

barle grabbed his overcoat and put it on, breathing heavily as he



fumbled with the heavy buttons. Artie had already put on his wind-
breaker; he zipped it up slowly. I kept looking at him, intently,
waiting for him to say something to Earle., Why didn't he say something?

Earle turned to me again. "You got to realize, music isn't a
business where you can--"

"Okay ! Shut up! Shut up!" I walked quickly back to my. chair
and grabbed my coat. I didn't want to hear any more. "Let's go home."

Nobody said anything for a minute. I put on my coat and stood
looking at them, waiting.

"All right, let's go," Earle said, and Artie picked up his clari-~
net case. I went over to him and took his arm and for a minute I
thought he was going to shrug me away. But then he started walking
toward the door with me.

b3 b E

That was last night. We went home all right, and Artie slept
eleven hours straight. When he got up I was busy studying--I've got a
midterm exam Monday and it's killing me--and we didn't talk much.

He's down at the club tonight, swinging as usual, I suppose.
Playing hot, blue, soft, wild--maybe even as good as he was last night.
But I don't want to go and hear him. I don't think I'll want to go
and hear him for quite awhile.

- terry carr
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ART DEPARTMENT: Iver wonder how a prozine goes about selecting its

artwork and artists? About a year ago I did, and I
decided to do something about it. So now I am going to Pull An Adkins,
and tell you all about my visits to New York's Finest (prozine editors,
that is).

It all started when Dan Adkins and Larry Ivie started selling
artwork about a year ago. I am, by nature, a frustrated artist. A few
of you may even remember that my first claim to fame in fandom was
through doing covers for BREVIZINE, DA'/N, SPIRAL, VEGA, and such like,
On and off through the years I've dabbled at naintings, inks, and the
sort. Since my one-time aim was to be a prozine illustrator, I've de-
voted some time to acquiring technical ability with craftint, zip-a-tone,
scratchboard, and a general brush technique. In 1956 I began doing
sample-type illos, the first sixteen of which Raymond A. Palmer has
salted away somewhere in Amherst. Although my interest is sporadic and
often lies dormant for many months, I've "keot my hand in," as it were,
and I'm a fairly good renderer, although I'm not much for coming up
with original ideas,

At the time when the fires of my ambition flamed anew, about a
year ago, as I said, I decided I would try to sell one illo, and thus
make a stfish claim to prodom. -knew I wouldn't be able to make it
regularly, but if I could land one assignment, then I would be satisfied.
So I began preparing a portfolio of samples.

At this very same time, andy Reiss had similar aspirations, but
while his imagination was fertile, he had little finished technique.
30 we agreed to collaborate. The product was two illoes, neither of
which looked like our individual work, and which did not look like each
other's, either. One looked like Amazing Stories circa 1947, and the
other like Alex Raymond. (I was rather nroud of that one.) I did up a

bunch of others, myself, including one with a pen which rather resembled
Emsh in style,

Well, at any rate, armed with portfolio, I went calling one day.



First I phoned JWC Jr. It wasn't at all difficult. He said to come up
about 3:00 that afternoon. About five of three, I entered the building
which houses Street & Smith, and rode up to the 3&8 floor. There I was
confronted by an extremely plush reception room, off of which branched a
myriad corridors, all thickly carpetted. I gave my name to the girl, and
shortly an older woman appeared around the turn of a moebius corridor on
my left. It was Miss Tarrant, the Very Same Miss Tarrant Who.

"Won't you follow mec, please?" she suggestcd, and I followed her.
I followed her. And I followed her. I am convinced we made the circuit
of that building three times, possibly changing floors without my know-
ledge. We passed office after sumptuous office, all in modern decor and
exuding wealth and prestige.

Finally we arrived at Campbell's. It was a crammed cubbyhole with
two desks buried in a far oof exotic corner of the building. It had one
window. Peering at me over a pile of manuscripts was John W. God, dJr.

"Jell, hello there young fellow," he said. He seemed very glad to
see me. Miss Tarrant retired to the other desk, and burrowed into a stack
of papers. I introduced myself, and said I wanted to show him some sam-
ples. "I'd like to do some art for Astounding...er, Analog," I said.

"Fine; let's see what you've got," JWC Jr. said.

So I began trotting out samples. One of them was a line drawing
of a B-70 type plane launching a space vehicle. I figured a little ex-
trapolation would impress John. Little had I realized.

"That's all very well,'" he said, "but we're several steps beyond
that, now. A fellow over at estinghouse was telling me about one design
in which there is one engine which functions as a jet, a ram-jet, or a

rocket! This way a plane takes off from the ground and flies all the
way to Mars!" He looked searchingly at me for a few moments.

”wa that's engineering,”" John W. Campbell, Jr. said to me.

Then he proceeded to tell me about the wonderful engineers at
Westinghouse--or wherever it was, maybe IBM or Rand or GE. These cer-
tainly were wonderful engineers though.

"One fellow has built himself a home in the suburbs, which has a
stream running through it, and he has built a fresh-water swimming pool!"

Our conversation ran along this line for a bit. If I honestly
thought he was throwing out ideas for me as an artist to pick up on,
well then I guess I should've had a few samples with swimming pools in
them. Cne picture showed a man "flying" in space, from a front-on view.
For a model I'd used a photo of a man diving into a pool which had once

graced the cover of This Week magazine. (Make no mistake: I work heavily
from photos, at least for poses.) "This is anatomically impossible,
said JWC Jr. "It's engineered all wrong." - ;

"] took it from a photo,”" I said.

"It's engineered completely wrong,'" Campbell said. Then he did
an about-face, and began telling me about distortion. "We had one fellow
who used to do some work for us...you remember Edd Cartier? Now he could
draw a man running, and make one leg twice as long as the other, and it



would look perfect! He knew distortion, young man!"

"I wonder how he engineered it," I muttered into my beard.

"Anyway," said Campbell, giving a final glance at the drawing, "he
looks like a chipmunk.™

After he'd run his fingers through the remaining samples, John
leaned back in his chair, looked at me, and said, "Well, you have a start
there. 1I'd like to see your work again, some time." I stared at him for
a moment. It was pretty obvious he wasn't impressed.

"Have you any suggestions?" I asked. It never hurts, and some-
times it works out. This time it didn't, although Campbell did indeed
have a suggestion.

"You need to work on characterization,'" John W. Campobell, Jr. said.
"Here's an exercise for you: draw a picture of two men. These men are
identical twins--they look exactly alike. One of them, however, is a
real mean, unpleasant person. The other, his brother, is basically de-
cent, but hard-biting and practical. Now, they should be outwardly
identical, but still to someone looking at their pictures their character
should be obvious and distinguishable. Now, of course, I can't promise
you anything, if you do this. But this would be for your benefit, of
course,

"Now, you work that up, and then come see me again."

I had risen and was about to leave, when I noticed a drawing by
Larry Ivie on top of a file. "Oh," I said. "I see you have some stuff
by Ivie." I intended this as only a passing comment, but Campbell
seized upon it with fervor.

"Yes, we're not too happy with his work," he said. "Miss Tarrant,
would you get me the others? They're in the 'indefinite' file." . She
brought over five or six drawings, all to a story by Avram Davidson and
Randall Garrett. The story and illos appeared just a month or so ago.
Campbell sorted through them until he found the one of a man and an alien
beast.

"Just look at this animal, would you," Campbell said. "Why, those
legs are engineered completely wrong. It wouldn't be able to walk. The
way bones are put together is just a problem in engineering. 'Given: a
specific gravity and the subsequent weight of the animal. Postulate: the
best possible support.' It's a matter of engineering design, to find the
proper locations for joints, the thicknesses of bones, size of muscles,
and so forth. And Ivie's animal here is just not properly engineered.
.That beast would never get off the ground."

"Iyie told me he did a good deal of research on that animal," I
said. "And, after all, he was following a description in the story. He
said he researched it all so as to make it look exactly as described by
Davidson and Garrett."

"yell..." said JWC Jr., "he just doesn't know engineering."

He dropped the drawings back onto a pile, and sifted about until
he came up with a van Dongen drawing. "Now, this man is an Engineer,"
Campbell said. "Here's a man who is really practical. Why, he's the




only man I know who could take a jeep apart ocut in the middle of a desert
-—completely strip that machine down into each component--and then re-
assemble it into a vehicle that would run even better!" He looked at

the rather poor drawing for a moment and then looked up. 'Now there's
the kind of artist we want for this magazinel!"

This has been about my trip to Analog Country.

QUARTET IN F: I read Larry Shaw's editorials in AXE anent drafts and

dodging with something more than academic interest. A
couple of days ago, see, I went down to 39 Whitehall St. and spent eight
very un-academic hours with the Army, trying to find out whether I was
in suitable shape to Do My Bit For Our Society.

T am not at all convinced that the Army is the answer for our ob-
ligations to society, but I'll get to that in a minute. First I'd like
to tell you about this senseless ordeal we went through which they call
"Pre-Induction Physical',

There was no organigzation. Although the Army has presumably
processed thousands of men each day at 39 Whitehall (the building serves
all five boroughs of New York City), there has been no system evolved.
Time after time we were bottled up, perhaps 200 of us, in a room, only
to be passed through the far door singly, and then allowed to stand,
milling, in another room full of a like number of men. Instead of string-
ing us out, you see, and keeping a constant stream of men evenly flowing
past the examiners, they sent us through in large groups. For this
reason, 1'd say that of the eight hours I spent in that building (without
food, and after very little sleep the night before), at least five hours
were totally wasted, standing in lines. This impairs the Army's ef-
ficiency, of course--the clogged rooms and corridors of men slowed down
processing, since less men could be accomodated in the building at any
given time. If we'd gone through in three instead of eight hours, they
could've handled at least twice as many men, and with less sweat.

One reason for the slowness and inefficiency was that while a
large number .of men were ready to handle very easy tasks, only one or
two would be assigned to the time-consuming ones. For instance, at the
very beginning, a group of "doctors" sat at six desks and we split into
lines to move past them. These stalwarts of Medical Science asked only
one question, putting it to about three men at a time (they were very an-
noyed if, when you reached them, you asked them to repeat the question):
"What color are your hair and eyes?" Bach of us in turn would hand one
of these men our papers, and he would note down our answers without
glancing up. Had I said I had blond hair and green eyes, I'm sure he'd
have noted it. However, immediately after filling in the little boxes
for "hair"™ and "eyes" each examinor would also scrawl '"normal" in a box
marked "Color Vision--What Test Used?". At no later point were we
checked for actual color-blindness.

Okay, so we stream through this room, past our respective desks,
at almost double-time. Immediately beyond we are drawn up short in a
large room, which we fill. Beyond it, in the very small next room, is
one man, a very slow old codger, looking at ears and throats. I waited
in the larger room for forty-five minutes.

Much later in the day, after an examiner had noticed my beard and
the fact that 1 had scored an absolutely perfect paper on the written in-
telligence test, I was sent to room 303B for psychiatric examination.



When I got there, there were at least three hundred men ahead of ey
crowding and milling about in several large rooms just this side of 303B,
waiting entrance. Inside: one man, actually replete with a small white
goatee and a Viennese accent, who spent an average of five to ten minutes
on each man. '

Just writing this down cold doesn't really give you much of the
feeling of it, I know. For me those eight hours dragged on into an in-
determinable Hell: one of the cold, dreary kinds, filled with an aching
futility, rather than a red-hot torment. I stood hours in lines, my
legs and back aching for relief, the walls of my stomach alternately
pressed against each other and then pushed apart by the bloating gas of
severe hunger--and all around me I saw countless examples of stupidity
and gross inefficiency.

At one point, for instance, I waited in front of a desk five min-
utes while two "classification officers'" argued over what the average IQ
was. The average I(Q is always 100, because that's the way tests are
calibrated. But one of these lunkheads (who insisted, first off, that
the men who appeared before him were representative samplings of the
whole population) stated dogmatically that the average recruit who ap-
peared before him had an IQ of 61, and that the average spread for this
country was 50 to 100. Then he looked at my papers, and my test score,
and did a double-take. Good grief.

-So much for the Armed Services Classification System, or lack
thereof.

IN WHICH I GRIND AN AXE: In AXE #14, Larry Shaw stated, in support of

his stand that to avoid the draft (by fair
means or foul--and I think it is unfair to attack legitimate L4-F's who
are not unhappy with their lot) is baaaad:

"The rest of us all take something from society--and owe it some-
thing. And if there is even a little an individual can do to help, he
should do it."

I agree. Oh, I dgree absolutely. I've never considered myself
an island apart from society. I am extremely dependent upon society for
most of my pleasures: books, magazines, records, and most of the rest
of The Good Life. Thrown out into the frontier life, I might make a go
of it, but I wouldn't choose the life of self-sufficiency voluntarily.

But what, I ask you, has any of this to do with the Armed Services?
Of what '"help" am I to society, cut off from it and serving time with a
tax-supported made-work boondoggle?

At the present time, despite the increased drive for recruits, the
Berlin Crisis, and many such etceteras, there still is no valid reason
for a person of any intelligence or talent to spend two years in the
Service. He carries out tasks, and does needed work, but most of that
work. is needed solely because he is there. A large task force has been
created to take care of the work it creates. For every man trained for
the front lines, five or more must be found to man the desks and typers,
to keep those forms in quintuplicate circulating. And each of these men
is fed and housed at society's expense.

. Why? Not because the Army serves any concrete and present value.
It has none. The soldier is fulfilling no function useful to society; he



exists as a stockpile against some possible future need. Like the in-
surance policies, scrimped and paid for over many years, the army is
purely and simply a drain upon the talent and wealth of society. And,
like too many insurance policies operative today, if we ever try to cash
in, we may find the policy quickly cancelled.

Today our country is simply stockpiling men as it stockpiles atomic
weapons, as a threat against the future. 4And I have a feeling that the
atomic stockpile is going to obsolete the footsoldier in one quickly
burning moment.

To return to a more personal level, I don't think I would be of
any use to the Army unless 1 were put into a position in which I could
act creatively and intelligently, and you don't get there by being
drafted; you enlist and try
for officer-training. Other-
wise, I'm sure the stupidity
rampant among the rank-and-
file would rankle me to an
extreme, and I'd probably
end up a definite liability
to the Army. (The psychia-
trist who examined me seemed
to agree, although I don't
know yet what my classifi-
cation will be.) In any GI
function I would probably
be less useful than my
phlegmatic IQ - 90 nextdoor
neighbor. I'm clumsy with
my hands, woefully uncoor-
dinated muscularly, weak,
and I'm compulsively nerv-
ous. My few talents lie
in my head.

And, on the other hand, "So you won't fight to keep your country free?"
those talents such as I may
possess (down SaM, down boy!) are most useful to society in the fields
of arts and letters. Left alone to pursue my career, I might (no guar-
antee) be a successful and worthwhile author, editor, philosopher, or
-somesuch. 4And I can't help preferring to be of such a positive benefit
to my society, over the thought of being a professional killer, or one
of the men behind such a man.

And this brings us to the ethical question.

We are taught many contradictory beliefs. For example: It is one
of the worst of all sins to kill another person. But, it is good to
defend oneself, even to the point of killing one's attacker. And it is
a short step from the second premise to its corollary: The best defense
is offense; one is safer (and just as good) to Get The Other Guy First,
before he can attack.

I may be naive, and in some respects my personal philosophy is con-~
tradictory (show me one of us who needn't admit this!), but I feel I
must basically unhold the first tenet: murder is evil.

And thus for me it thereby follows that any doctrines which condone



murder, encouragée it, or ignore it, are in themselves evil. To put it on
a less superstitious plane: the advocation of murder is corrosive to

the soul; it belittles the human being, and weakens oneself as a human
being.

I am convinced that many of the worst aspects of our society--the
general intellectual dishonesty and the flagrant abuse of human dignity
now so prevelent which breeds actual crimes, among them civil murder;
the lack of respect many hold for their peers (and perhaps for them-
selves); indeed the entire moral and ethical breakdown now gathering mo-
mentum--I am convinced that this is generally owing to the last two great
wars and subsequent '"policing" which has so bitterly conditioned the
humanity out of intrinsically humane men. I think it can be traced to
the conflict set up in minds conditioned from birth against the crime of
murder when these men are taught murder. (Ever have any experience with
bayonet training? Men are taught to scream as they lunge at a dummy.

The training is designed to bring out the murder instinct--and an enjoy-

ment of killing and screaming. Once taught, it does not vanish overnight
with an honorable discharge, and perhaps a couple of medals for Efficient
Application...)

The Army is, indeed, one of the strongest corrupting factors in
our ‘society. If society, then, is a word with any meaning, if it stands
for anything worth supporting, it does not stand for civil destruction
and, if we are to be honest about it, "the little an individual can do
to help" should be directly motivated against wars, and Armies.

THERE'S BEEN A LOT OF TALK in fandom recently about Frozen Foods. A few

of fandom's more uncouth sorts have been
writing about frozen food in their publications, and the latest was an
entire article by a fan from the bohemian slums of Newark, N. J. about
the methods of preparing Frozen Foods and taking them, and the effects
of them, which he compared favorably with those of canned foods.

I think this has gone too far. There are a lot of impressionable
children in fandom--mere youths of no more than twenty--who from reading
this may feel they can simply go out and purchase frozen foods, or,
worse, freeze their own. I think such irresponsible talk should be
stopped. :

Therefore, I've made it a point to find out all about Frozen Foods.

I did this by calling up an authority in the field, a crop-picker. He
gave me an earfull.

Frozen foods, you know, are still legal because they resemble,
when thawed, fresh cooked foods. It is not immediately obvious that
these foods have been frozen, and then unfrozen. This is, of course, an
obvious danger.

We all know about the freezing process. It's done by slowing down
the speed of the molecules of the food. 1In normal food, the process of
decay sets in as the speed of the molecules increases. This creates
friction, and from that, heat. Slow heat rots the food.

However, what is forgotten is that this rot is caused by breaking
down the fibres of the food until they're all so short that the food
loses identity and becomes inedible.

Now: while freezing slows down the molecules, and thus forestalls



normal decay, it algo, by individual freezing action, breaks down the
fibres of the food, so that while it looks normal, all its fibres are
broken.

I hope I don't have to spell out for you the inherent danger of
this, especially coupled with the practice resorted to by some of the
beatnik fans {(like that one in dJewark) of “getting full" on frozen food.
The insidious and widespread promulgation of frozen food, as should be
obvious, is breaking down the very fibre of American civilization.

T trust there will be no rebuttals to this decisive article, since,
as an IM.D., I know just about all there is to know about this subject.

Hell, from the foregoing, that should be obvious.
-ted white
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UThat's a pretty good likeness," said Sandy
when Suzenne showed her the original of the
sketch of me on the left. "But I've never
seen Terry looking so meen and menacing.
Bitchy, yes, but never mean and menecing,"
"ell," said Suzanne, 'he fell asleep before
I finished drawing the eyes.,"
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ANHUS |: sruce peLz

The exigesis to '"Silverlock" is a worthwhile thing (not to mention
A Wonderful Thing), and is much appreciated. I was a bit surprised and
quite happy to see it appearing in FAPA. 1 imagine I'll get a bit
bored with it after seeing it in SAPS and OMPA too, though.

I've been agitating for years to get those transplanted NewYorkers
in Berkeley to finish writing "Pal Jesus,” so I'm glad to see your
formal challenge. ("Pal Jesus" is a New York fandom project, not one
of Berkeley fandom's; it just happens that most of the New Yorkers con-
cerned are now in Berkeley--or, in Trina's case, in L.A.)

T don't recall ever hearing '"Stop Me If You've Heard This One, ' but
do you remember "It Pays To Be Ignorant"? Who the hell were the panel-
lists on that one? And how the hell did that theme song go?--"It pays
to be ignorant,/To be dumb, be a dope, to be ignorant/...?"

DIFFERENT v.2n.3: sam & cHrISTINE MOSKOWITZ

"Several of you ask how come I criticize (FAPA material) without
writing. My answer is--do the Broadway critics write plays? Seldom "
Your analogy is invalid, Christine. Broadway critics are not playwrights,
but you are a member of FAPA; as such, it behooves you to take an active
part in raising the standards of FAPA material if you feel they're too
low.

If it's true, as I hear it is, that you intended "A-Case-Of-Character™
humorously, then Burbee can rest easy on his laurels. This latest chal-
lenge to Burbee's FAPA supremacy as humorist somehow misses. I'd sug-
gest you go read Stephen Leacock again, Sam.

Despite the tone of some of the above, it was nice to see you in a
mailing for which it was not necessary for you to publish in order to
retain your membership. Come again, like.



THE RUNAING JUmiPInG AND
STANDING STILL MAGRZINE: wma aswworm

L

One of the standouts of the nailing. I love the title (but I don't
think I'11 love it when I try to letteringuide it in here), and especicl-
ly dug Sheila's article. Doc Weir was good too and I only wish I could
say try to get more from him. Your own article, Mal, was a nice tour-
de-force and like that, but I didn't bother to read past the first few
paragraphs. Anyhow, it seems to me Tedsyl White have already done this
bit. (KLEIN BOTTLE #1.)

Fine mailing corments. You seem a bit off about Yyatt Earp, though.
A few years ago he came out with 2n as-told-to autobiography in which he
hinself admitted that he.shot in the back, premeditatedly, the man who
had murdered his brother. You may be right that this was the only way
that Justice Would Be Done (but I thought you were against capital pun-
ishment?), but in any case shooting in the back seems to qualify as a
sufficiently "nefarious activity" that you might better understand those
who are down on Barp.

WHP.GET FHPH DICK ENEY

That's fine news, that you're going to do the fapanthology for the
100th mailing. Naturally we won't be expecting a really representative
collection of FAPA's best, since after all and despite Boggs some of
FAPA's best is among the mailing comments, which just wouldn't fit into
an anthology except possibly for occasional excerpts. And anyway, how
would you squeeze in such things as Tucker's wVandals of the Void,"
Ashworth's "I Dreant I Crept in Marble Crypts,” Harris' "Through Darkest
Ireland,” etc.--all fine pieces which are just too long.

I don't have my FAPA collection here in New York, Ted's is in very
little order, and most of Pete's is still back in Berkeley too, so I
can't make very many suggestions for reprints. You're right that a
large percentage will have to be given over to the Insurgents, but you
may be underestimating the percentage of reprintworthy naterial "Warner
has turned out by himself--probably more than Burbee, Laney and Rotsler
all put together. (Ghod, what a mental image that last phrase brings...)

My only definite reprint-suggestion for now is that goddam poem by
Bill Venable or somebody which Venable published several years back and
which Willis reprinted in, I believe, HYPHEN. Corny it was, but it was
good corn.

The rest of my favorite FAPA pieces which come to mind are so obvious
[WWilde Heir," "Stibbard the Gay," etc.) that I won't bother mentioning
themn.

Actually, though, a train of thought from several lines back keeps
filtering up from my subconscious, and I have an Idea. Since mailing
comments are such an integral part of FAPA, perhaps we should have a
separate publication devoted to them. Since they make up so much of the
~otal FAPA wordage, I should think the publication would have to be a
lengthy one to be at all representative--say, at least 200 pages. And
since we should have a neat-looking publication, I think Redd Boggs
should be the one to compile and publish it. What say you?

THE HEHLUE]D HE\/'ELU REDD  BOGGS

You may be able to count 50 waitinglisters who'd be delighted to have
she empty space on FAPA's roster that would be left by your resignation,
out I can count 65 FAPA members who'd be unhapoy about that emnty spvace,
no matter who filled it. And in any case, betcha most of those waiting-
listers would rather you were still in FAPA when they get in.

Your rationalization, carried to its logical conclusion (oh all right:



carried to. its reductio ad ‘absurdum), would have us 211 fecling that it
would be peachy if Bradley, Burbee, the Busbys, Calkins, the Clarkes
and Coulsons, Danner, °hyllis Econonou, El1lik, Eney, Grennell, Lee Hoff-
man, Leman, Raeburn, Rotsler, Speer, the Trimbles and “hites and Harry
Yarner all resigned so that we could admit all of the waltinglist down
to Mike Deckinger. Indeed, sir!

You may look upon yourself as deadwood, but you know what I think of
FAPA deadwood--or at least you do if you read "Tailgate Ramble in the
last issue.

SHLUD 72 ELINCR BUSRY

Fine drawing by Bjo. Very fine stencilling, also. # Re: casting
for The Presidential Hour. I think Ron Ellik would serve as a delightful
John F. Kennedy. He would be very fine. He has the youth and capability
that Kennedy affects.

I like your habit of quoting from books. I really love books.

Have you noticed how much Lee Sapiro looks like Burbee? He has the
same lean, dark, strongly-cheekboned aposearance,

Lee is in his early thirties. There is a wonderful story about him
which I will tell you. He used to be, in the late forties, a prozine
letterhack. Those were the great days of racists in the lettercols, and
one of the worst of them was Edwin Sigler. Lee crossed swords with hin
once on the subject of Negro inferiority, and Sigler wrote to him
privately, saying that he obviously could not see the inferiority of
Negroes because he himself was a Jew, as was apvarent from his name. :
(I don't think this is true, by the way.) Lee was absolutely infuriated.
Just then he remembered that in the same mail he had received a check
from the government--something to do with veterans' compensation, I be-
lieve~-which was literally found money. So he bought an airplane ticket
to Sigler's home town (halfway across country), visited the man and
punched him in the nose. Then he got back on the plane and came home.
(He was then living in Los Angeles.)

Forry Ackerman told me that story on the way to a GGFS rieeting once.
Lee was at the meeting, and T said, "Did you really go all that way just
to punch him in the nose?’ '"Well, I hit him several times."

Very sensible.

THE LHHEHH 8i RON ELLIK

This is all fine stuff which I enjoyed reading throughout. Lspecially
dug the juffustyle linos.

Fie on you for not recognizing the term "faroof'. It was coined in a
blaze of artistic and linguistic inspiration one evening by your some-
time roomate Jirm Caughran, who had a glass of homebrew beside him at the
time. In fact, it was coined right on a stencil which was subsequently
run off and distributed through FAPA. Don't you memorize every word in
every FAPA mailing? Boy, it's a good thing that damning bit of informa-
tion didn't get around while the TAFF voting was going on!

Come to think of it, I sometimes have the impression that Eney memor-
izes every mailing backwards.

"...what is your reason for knowing any history at all (except for in-
teresting stories) except to base predictions of the future on it?"
Well, like any branch of knowledge, history aids us in developing a
firmer grasp of reality--and moreso than most branches, since it takes
the function of telling us where we came from and why, thus giving us a
pretty good idea of what we're doing here.

V. Paul Nowell's only other claim to any sort of fame (aside from
DIFFUSE and Cult membership) was that he was the brother of Andy Nowell,
who '"became a BNF overnight™ at the SFCon. The Great Vhite Zrov said so
himself.




HDH|ZDHS 87 HARRY WARNER

"Jt is quite possible that more members are inhibited by (GMC's)
presence than anyone admits." “'Turned off" is the mot juste.

Regarding number of pages published: several months ago, mostly for
the hell of it and partly as a ploy on the Los Angeles Syndrome as des-
cribed last issue by Pete, I worked up an index of all the fangines I've
ever published. The damn thing ran to six pages, with footnotes (making
it perhaps my all-time favorite of my fannish ploys: it fulfilled this
year's SAPS publishing requirements), and added up to something like
1500 or 1700 pages, as I recall. Most of the zines were published in
collaboration with somebody else, of course--even as this very zine
you're reading. Lessee...there were 227 zines listed in that report
.. .that makes this LIGHTHOUSE #233, I think. Foosh.

I like Walt Disney movies. Hell, I like damn near all movies...
though I must admit that in the past month I've walked out on no less
than two of them. The first one was a dreadful B British movie about
WHWII in Southeast Asia, and we left about the time the secret British
agent hidden in the jungle showed our heroes into his secret cave where
he had loads of nice furniture and offered them some vintage wine with
the comment, "Even here I try to nreserve a modicum of civilization...”

But come to think of it, the second one we walked out on was a Disney
production: "The Horse '/ith The Flying Tail".

So you get a sense of wonder contemplating the transcontinental
Highway 40. Have you seen George R. Stewart's “U.S. 40"? It consists
mostly of photographs of the entire length of the highway. Check your
library for it--it was a popular item in the libraries six or seven
years ago, and most libraries probably have it.

"The Undermen” was absolutely terrible, but in "One Man's Lnviron-
ment' you were back to your usual fascinating level.

STEFATTHSY 47 su oamer

I'm surprised you haven't tried "COLLECTORS' EDITION!'™ on your cover.
Or, for that matter, '"OUR °’RICE, FREE--cheap"”. Or am I right in assum-
ing you pay no attention to Famous lMonsters of Filmland or Mad?

This was a good issue, despite the lack of dag. Especially liked
the Michael Frayn reprint. More?

H PHDPUS DE R'Eﬂ 71 JM CAUGHRAN

That's really a classic Nelson cartoon: “I saw the best minds of
my generation, starving, hysterical, mad..."

"I'd say that the lack of Spring, lack ofmuch variation. in weather,
cold summers, etc., and just plain predjudice against, are the things
which I don't like about bar area wether.' I do believe you're well
on your way to taking Max Keasler's place as the person who makes the
most delightful typos in fandom. First "“faroof,” now this classic
sentence. ' Most people's typos are caused by gremlins; yours are caused
by a muse.

I'm curious about why so many people make statements like "Children
ideally brought up would not need pornography as a secret stimulant,
though they might have an intcrest in serious discussions of sex."
There always seems to be a tacit assumption that an interest in being
aroused by descriptions of sexual objects and/or acts is unhealthy.

By /it 2 '

Anyway, I think kids no matter how '"well brought up" will always
have an interest in sex--the object is to help them learn what it is
and how it works, without "moral overtones. This, done ideally well,




would give them a healthy attitude toward sex (by definition: a healthy
attitude is one which involves a complete awareness of reality)--but I
don't think it would make thern uninterested in "sexy writing".

UmBD 7: BILL DONAHO

That's nice introspection in your comments on "JHY IS A FAN? Someday
you should expand it to twenty or fifty pages of autcblography.

Jazz and comic strips? This country's greatest contributions to
world culture are hot dogs and whipped cream in pressurized cans.

THE HQWBUHB FP‘P 86 GREGG CALKINS

There was an FFM/FN novel called "The Slayer of Souls," as I recall
--that the one you mean? By Robert /. Chambers, it was, and I think
it was in one of those smaller-than-pulp trimmed-edges issues right at
the end of the mag's run.

I agree that anti-fraternity feelings are pretty silly. I was in a
small frat at S. F. City College, and enjoyed it very much. The usual
objections to fraternities include the hazing practices and racial/re-
ligious descrimination. ‘'/ell, it's difficult to stand up for some of
the hazing (though at City College this was quite mild), but the prime
point in the matter is that nobody is forced to join a fraternity and
undergo such treatment--people can always organize a social group which
as a matter of policy does not indulge in such things. As for descrim-
ination, that was outlawed at CCSF but practiced tacitly anyway. There
was a Negro fraternity and a Negro sorority, and they were both respected
by the other groups...but there was little or no socializing between
them and the white groups. And there were no Negroes in any of the
other groups. On the other hand, in our frat for example we had a
couple of Jews and a Moslem who could hardly speak English--the des-
crimination was almost completely nonexistent on that campus except in
the case of Negroes, which is after all the strongest-entrenched area
of descrimination in this country. Even so, I'll bet if the administra-
tion ever really cracks down and enforces the anti-descrimination rule
regarding fraternity/sorority charters, there won't be too much fighting
against the crackdown. In our group there were one or two antiNegro
types and the rest of us wouldn't have cared; the senaration of the
races continued primarily on momentum, with no Negroes ever aonlying for
memberships in the white fraternities, or vice-versa. ‘

And yet again on the other hand (I always carry a spare), CCSF is a
comparatively low economic status college. In larger universities where
fraternities and sororities come comnlete with permanent houses and
fantastic dues and members with Jaguars, racial descrimination is un-
doubtedly more strongly entrenched. And among such groups, comnosed as
they are of offspring of comparatively wealthy families, mostly spoiled,
the more infantile forms of hazing are probably more widespread too.

I don't really know; the only contact I've had with such groups was
when I was (briefly) on the staff of the California Pelican, UC's humor
magazine. There was a great deal of internal dissension between frat
types and non-frat types. I was at one party thrown by the frat faction,
and found it a drag--it was thrown for the ostensible ourvose of helping
new staff members become acquainted with others of the staff, but actual-
ly its ourpose was to get the new members in the fratboys' camp; none
of the older nonfrat staff members had been invited. It proved to be
an utter drag because, it being a semi-official Pelican staff conference,
there were practically no females there--and believe me, when the real
fraternity types gather by themselves it is dull. Females would have
brightened up the evening greatly, simnly because females are always
interesting. Even hardcore sorority girls. Oh well.




CHUHH 8 ART & NANCY RAPF

According to 2 fair amount of rescarch this yeor (asking a lot of
neople questions, that is), it scems thot almost 211 males prefer women
with long hair, and almost all femnles simply can't be bothered. This
secms strangc to me--granted long hoir can be a bother, but if women
were as allfired intcrested in proescnting an @pvearcnce pleasing to men
2s they somctimes cloim to be, they'd take advantage of the tremendous
(ofttimes) advantages in this respect of long hair. I wonder how many
womcn with fashionably short hair rcolize how terribly onc-up is 2
woman with long hair, from the male standpoint?

Ghod ycs--"The March of Time" is skatckey as all hcll. It was pre-
sented by the editors of.Timc and Life.

Are those re¢al Rotslcers in "The Tattered Dragonctte,”™ or was Nancy
parodying him?

\/HHDH |E BUCK & JUANITA COULSON

My favorite story at the moment of kids' bright sayings concerns
an incident a few months ago when Tirsten Nclson was shopping a2t & suocr-
market, with 3-ycar-old VYalter Trygve Nelson along. VYhile they were
wondering around the a2isles, Wolter T. spicd a nlastic rocketship which
he wanted desperately, so {irsten bought it for him. "Oh boy!'" Vinlter T.
was hollering, “I'vc got 2 spaceship...Z00000OM inna outer svace!”

The man behind the countcr, in thot patently patronizing way so many
adults have, asked him, "Littlc boy, where did you cver learn znything
about space ships?"

TNASHNUL FANNASY FAN FED'RATION!'™ said Waltcr T,

He oughtta be on the Welcommittce.

mDUﬂSHiﬂE 89 RICK SNEARY

Were thosc '"Words on Bchalf of the Moskowitz's' intcnded to be as
bcautifully deadly as they turned out? Ghod, I wish I'd written that
page! -
Yhen I was in Berkeley I worked with the Mcnding Division of the
U. C. Library; tecchnically, my title was lMending iAssistant, but I didn't
do any of the actual mending of books. I checked over thcir tired,
their poor, and decided what wos to be donce with them--rebinding, mend-
ing, or whatever--and kept records and statistics on all the work donc.
Anyway, partly bcecause it was faoirly imoortant to the pcerformance of my
dutics and partly because the head of the Mending Division liked me, T
got to know a fair amount about bookmending even though I ncver did any
of it personally. So you ask how to flatten watcr-warped books. DLle-
mentary, my dear Sneary...you simply wet them thoroughly, page by page,
and press them tightly for a day or three. Takcs any curl or buckle
right out. (Note: for best results, carefully discngage the interior
of the book from the board covers--the two boards ond spine will come
off in one piece--bcefore pressing. ’ress the boards scparately.)

As for the treatment for mold and such, I don't know so much about
that. As I recall, it involved treatmecnt with special chemicals and a
helluva lot of painsteking work which was usually rcscrved for only rcally
valuable editions. Otherwisc, you scrape the demn mold or whatever off
as gently as possible, trying to lcave the print on. This may not be
possible.

Wetting-and-pressing watcrlogged books tends to get rid of a lot of
the musty smcll of which you complain.,

But mainly, to answer your questions collcctively: you can't take
care of books which have becn damaged by water, mold and ctc. without
a lot of paticnce and painstaking work. If the things arcn't rcally im-
portant to you, just give them the basic wet-and-press treatment.




THE LUHHIHB SHHDGLU VE NI: CHUCK HANSEN

1'd be quite fascinated by an article on ''witchcraft or sorcery
...branch of apolied psychology...the real thing, deadly and vicious".
How about working one u» for next issue?

I think it was volume 3 of Carter's "Tomb of Tut-Ankh-Amen" that
I had trouble getting when I read the set several years ago. All three
volumes were supposed to be in the S, F. Public Library, but no one
could locate volume 3. And that was the one I particularly wanted,
since it was to go deeply into the actual contents of the inner chamber.
I don't think I ever did see that third volume--is it possible that it
was planned but never published?

Loved the ‘Jalker cartoon on the last page.

PIPSISSELUH |1 CHARLES WELLS & JERRY PAGE

Don't know whatever happened to the Esperanto enthusiasm that
one time swept fandom; all I know is that that bastion of Esperantism,
Forry Ackerman, still wears his Lsperanto button, and says he often runs
into people who recognize it and address him in the language.

He also still wears his Science Fiction League button, which is
a touch I just love.

The '"fable for fapans® was delightful, but a bit inexact as a
parable--GMC has never managed to get N!'APA to attack FAPA. However, I
like your point that her rantings in N'APA (and Higgs', from what Metcalf
says) will keep the 102% Neffers off the FAPA waitinglist.

Dug the ploy in the closing notes. I don't know what comments
Pete will have on your 2zine, but at least I know he won't oput vage num-
bers at the top of the pages.

|DLE HHHDS 5: NORM METCALF

That Z-D story from circa '53 about the guy who beat his enemy
to Mars by riding horseback across the plains to the takeoff point while
the other guy was going by way of the Panama Canal (have I got that
* right?) sounds like an absolute delight. Can you give me more definite
information on it? Who wrote it, and what issue did it appear in?

Boggs used to do fairly lengthy mailing comments in SXY HOOK,
and was for some years among the top two or three Fapans in that cate-
gory. But I suspect you knew this, and were just trying to ploy ole
Redd. Tsk,

N - —— o — - - -~ — ] f———— -~ —— - o — . ————— o~ ———

mc's are the friendliest thing two people can do

"DESCANT (Clarkes) ... Many of vour best friends are Jews? After your
darling article on spotting Jews, I can't imagine
why. Perhaps I misinterpret your statements or else I am not attuned
with your no doubt delightful sense of humor."
--Gregg Calkins, in THE RAMBLING FAP 26

"T remember at a party a student of philosophy said something about how
horrible things were in the south and Bob said oh yes, he understood that
the north treated the n-—---- s much better. The sarcasm went over the
poor philoscoher's head and he leaped to his feet and asked Bob ‘not to
use such a word in his presence, and he ranted on and on about the
organizations he belonged to and about how he felt about prejudice. I
know that it is in the area of humor that the northern liberal, such as
the philosopher, gives himself away."

—--Eunice Reardon, 1in HABAKKUK 6



Session One

She entered my office, a frail girl of eighteen.

"My name is Laura Lipton," she said as she brushed an hdllucina-
tory spider from her shoulder.

"Laura Lipton!'" The name leapt from my memory. This was the girl
who had been on the front pages of every tablcid in the country! Laura
Lipton, who only three weeks ago had beheaded six of her neighbors'
children with a home-made onion-slicer.

"How do you do?"

She winced, knowing the depth of my seemingly innocent greeting.
She realized that soon I would be involved, deevly involved, piecing to-
gether the fragments of her shattered ego, here a piece, there a piece.
And bv helping her, I would be helping myself. Because then I could
publish a story about her, make lots of money.

She said, "I have a problem."

At this I grew extremely excited and waved my arms and legs and
frothed at the mouth a bit. "You have a problem!" I screamed. "I, I
have a problem! ‘/hy, I could tell you some stories that would...but
never mind. State your case."

"All right, doctor," she said. A spiderweb fell from her hair and
I crunched it.

"Laura, describe to me the traumatic origin of your present inabil-
ity to relate in a non-schigophrenic manner to the beauties and wonders
of maturity and adjustment.”

She made no response.



"Think, girl, think." I slapped her face for encouragement.

Suddenly her eyes filled with tears. She grew pale as she sobbed
hysterically.

"What is it, Laura? ‘ihat are you thinking about? Tell me, trust
me; I want to help you, care for you, handle your stocks."

She looked up at me, naked, defenseless. "I am thinking that my
cheek hurts where you slapved me."

"But the spider! T'hat about the spider?™

She opened her mouth to speak but just then the alarm clock rang,
reminding me that the first session with Laura Lipton was concluded.

Session Two

She entered my office, a plumo girl of twenty-two.

"Now then, Laura.  You seem to be much better today." (I reached
around my chair to pat myself on the back--a small token of affection
I sometimes indulge in.)

"I ate a hearty breakfast, doctor."

I knew then that hypnosis would be necessary.

"Laura," I said in my most soothing, sexy voice, "I want us to play
a8 game. I want you to close your eyes while I tell you what to do.-
This won't hurt a bit, but if it does, remember, it hurts me more."

She closed her eyes, but I found it impossible to continue since
she was pacing the floor. Fortunately she soon bumped into an article
of furniture and decided it would be better to sit this one out.

I began:

"Spit three times and touch the ceiling with your right index
thumbnail.”

This she did.

'Now, say four bloody marys, holding your left nostril closed with
the tip of your latest wisdom tooth.™

She complied.

Unfortunately the alarm rang at this point and I was forced to send
Laura home in a rather awkward position.

Session Three

Laura Lipton returned, three weeks later, a frail girl of thirteen.,

"Dr. Linseed," she begged, "vlease snap me out of this hypnoneurotic
state--it stifles the psychopathology of my everyday life."

At last we were making progress.



"Good girl,!" I cried gleefully, and handed her a lollypop.

She was still licking when the alarm rang.

Session Four

She entered my office, a frail boy of eighteen.

"Good morning, doctor,”" she said in overgrown undertones.

"But where have you been, Laura? I haven't seen you in nearly
five thousand dollars!' '

"I'm not Laura, you clod! I'm your Aunt Ilinnie from Sulphur Gulch."

"Amagzing. Amazing. Amagzing,' I repeated endlessly.

"I am truly
amazing."

I took the mirror from the wall and placed it on my desk.

I was still admiring myself when the alarm rang.

Diagnosis

I attended four years at Brooklyn College, but received my B.A.
at the New School, where I majored in Creative 'Iriting. I admit to oc-
casional dizzy spells, a strange ringing in my ears and a sprinkling of
blackouts. However, I am in good physical condition. May I hasten to

add that these minor ailments have never, in any way, at any time, in-
terfered with my work.

-
-
.
.
.
.




FLER 1IN THE BEAT OINTMENT

by ray nelson

A while back I wrote an
article for Bill Donaho's fan-
zine HABAKKUK called "How To
& Be A Beatnik". In that article
I presented the Beat Life in as
rosy a light as possible...I
really entertained a wistful
hope of recruiting someone.

Pete Graham has, unfor-
tunately, pointed out that it
can't be that good. Okay, o-
kay, so I did gloss over a few embarrassing little details...but I think
if I now present the drawbacks and problems of the Beat Life, the truth
of the matter will be found somewhere in between.

- I must admit right off that there are a few horny dilemmas faced
by nearly every person who enters the Beat Tiorld. The worst of these
problems can be summed up in one word: kids.

Whenever some anarchist starts outlining the perfect society
where nobody bosses anybody else around, there is always some wise guy
in the crowd who asks, '"lWell, if nobody bosses anybody else around, how
are you going to keep the kids from running out in the street and get-
ting run over?" 1I've heard a lot of answers to this question (one des-
perate anarchist even suggested the abolition of automobiles), but I
have never seen anyone answer it reasonably and consistently. In prac-
tice all the anarchists I knowj including myself, do push their kids
around as much as or in some cases more than the squarest squares.
Since I'm being painfully honest, let me admit that sometimes we gentle
anarchists give the little angels a good stiff whack or three. It is
not without a bad conscience, however. We have a lot of rationaliza-
tions and excuses for it, but the truth of the matter is that anarchism
is an ideal and thus can never be more than approached in the real
world.

Unfortunately, kids present other problems as well which are all
but impossible to deal with within the strict bounds of bohemian cus-
toms. Marriage in bohemia is even more fragile than in the ordinary
world. As often as not, sexual unions are so short-lived it isn't worth
the trouble to legalize them. There's no oarticular harm in this...as
long as nobody gets pregnant. When kids enter the picture, free love
becomes much more difficult. If the "step-fathers! are changed too
often, a child may not be able to adjust to them. I remember a rather
painful discussion I had with the five-year-old son of one bohemian
girl I lived with briefly. He woke with a nightmare and began calling
for all his different '"daddies" one by one. "Bill! Pete! Wilson!
Max! Where are you?" he wailed. It wasn't easy to calm him down,



either. I mean, what could I say: Iliost of his fathers I didn't even
know. Like so many Beat kids, this little guy is illegitimate, but he
doesn't know it. He thinks his father was married toc his mother and
was killed in the war. The kid has a whole glorious mythology built up
around this non-existent "real? father. "My daddy was a hero in the
war. He was a fighter pilot and died saving his pal's life," says the
kid. Actually the kid's biological father is still alive and a creep,
but who would have the heart to tell the kid that? This father actual-
ly lives in the same neighborhood with his kid, even sees him in the
street now and then, but never even says hello.

It's things like this that make me sometimes think that the
first thing to do to become a Beatnik is to get yourself sterilized.

One thing that makes the problem even more acute is that the re-
bellion of many beats is first and foremost a rebellion against their
parents and hence against families in general. When they set them-
selves '"against society," they are really against mom and pop, partic-
ularly mom. I leave it to you to »Jicture how these mom and pop haters
feel when they become moms and pops themselves.' Their frantic efforts
not to be like their own parents are like insane shadow dances...they
the shadows and their parents the substance.

Then of course there is the problem of child support. Vhen a
Beat couple breaks up it is very rare for the man to contribute any-
thing to the support of the child. In fact, the mother rarely even asks
for it, knowing that her beat lover sim»nly doesn't have the money. All
too often girls who hate the government and their parents find them-
selves forced to depend on these enemies for financial support, par-
ticularly if the child is too young to permit the mother to work. BEven
if there are several children, the resoonsibility for them rests on the
mother and the mother alone in the event of a breakup. If she is lucky,
she may find a new lover quickly. There are always other beats hovering
around like vultures whenever a couple is breakxing up, hoping to 'get

their ends in". (In fact, if the breakup isn't moving along fast enough
to suit them, these friendly monsters will do anything they can to speed
it up.) Also, I guess you know that life can be pretty rough for a kid

born out of wedlock. It goes without saying that when his playmates
find out he is a "bastard,!" they won't be backwards in reminding him of
it, and their parents may not even allow them to play with him. The

kid doesn't even know what "free love'" is, but it is he, not his beatnik
parents, who suffers for it.

Sometimes I wonder why girls like beatniks at all. Don't they
see how likely it is that they will be left holding the bag...or anyway
the little bundle of joy? Don't they realize that even if they manage
to find and pay for an abortion, it is not one of life's more pleasant
experiences? Yet I know for a fact that girls--almost all girls, no
matter how square--find beatniks fatally attractive. It is not beats
who join lovelorn clubs or write to Ann Landers. Most beats that I
know have more trouble keeping away from girls than in getting them.
Girls must see something in beatniks, but don't ask me what.

I'm telling you quite honestly that I don't know how to deal
with the problem of kids in beat society, and I don't know of anyone
else who does. Solution of the problem is hampered by the beats! re-
fusal to face it--they would rather talk about anything else whatsoever.
It is the beat world's biggest skeleton in the closet.

--Ray Nelson



CHURTY 2 arr & wancy raer

I'1ll start out by saying that I enjoyed the hell out of reading Elinor
Busby's SALUD, but I have nothing to comment on except the fact that
both she and you, Art, mention something about Sweden's suicide rate.

I sure as hell wish I knew what the fascination is for suicide rates
when people talk about countries that are supposed to be socialist; it
only sounds morbid to me. I may come in late, but has anyone mentioned
yet the outstanding statistical system Sweden is rumored to have which
means it will report more suicides than, say, Gatholic countries where
a sulcide is really a shameful business? ## Vhat's this about all
publications being required to state their circulation figures in their
Statement of Ownership? LIGHTHOUSE has a circulation each issue of 120,
is edited and published by P. Graham and T. Carr at its editorial off-
ices at 163A W, 10 st., and nobody else holds any shares. Now we'll be
the only FAPAns out of jail at the end of the year.

AORIZONS 87: rarer warner

I feel as sure as I feel about anything that the name Jine has never
been used because it sounds too much like vagina. I remember someone
somewhere talking in an authoritative way about how the hard vowel
sounds in the names of the sexual organs--penis, vagina--are objection-
able for some reason or another, and the folk-culture has created the
numerous softer euphemisms partially to answer this objection. ## I
can't remember Ed Cox and Lee Jacobs apart either except for their phy-
sical attributes. 7 That story is one of the worst things I've ever
read. As we each read it Terry and I turned the page to find nothing
but the next article. Uhat hapvened, Harry? j# On the other hand,
your long piece on Hagerstown is worth the rest of the mailing easily.

TARGET: FAPA: pick ener

How on earth could you possibly ask a reviewer-critic "to indicate, per-
centagewise, what portion of the significance Tolkein wrote into his
story, and what percentage the reviewer read into it.!'- Are you serious?
# Art Rapp's proposed comeback to the Japanese on their riots when
Lisenhower was to visit--4"'e thought you were refined people¥ —would go
over big, yessirree, with its assumed stereotype of the bowing, polite
and probably inscrutable Oriental. ## You ground to smithereens one

of Shakespeare's best puns; it's "pity 'tis, 'tis true", not '"pity it

is true." Don't mind me; it's the only line I know. j# Aside from



the fact that your constitution revision is exactly opposite in inten-
tion to what Boggs had in mind, you've got several substantive changes
in it as well as changes in form, which doesn't seem quite cricket.

s You may have a point about fandom being a better escape route than
a number of the ones you mention, but one thing several of them have
over fandom is the necessity in them of relating to people in their
physical presence. The thing that disturbs me most about fandom when-
ever I get up the energy to think about it is its obvious use as a sub-
stitution for physical relationships (see the stuff I have in this
LIGHTHOUSE about surveys and the like). ## I wish you and Ted White
would stop feuding. It's all so dull and boring and low-level and all.
It's a crappy feud from both ends.

We are nits, picking

THE VENUS ORGRNIZATION: e ro7sier

Somehow these don't seem quite sophisticated enough for the market I
gather you want to break into. The large photo also seems...slopvy,
technically. Interesting idea, tho; hope it works.

LIGHTHOUSE 3: s

e found the Lighthouse lLetters, of course; we'd print the relevant
potions--good grief, I did mean portions--of Ellington's letter in
this issue except that it's been at great trouble and tribulation that
we've kept Ted from carrying on the debate in his column in LIGHTHOUSE.
We Don't Want To Hear Any More about It. ## You who think it was
thrown together are right. Boy.

DRIFTWOO0D: sawy xioo

I heard the Second City Record, Sally, and am sorry to say I think it
pretty second-rate stuff. Contrived, crowded...even corny. My favor-
ite in this genre is the second Nichols-May record. I didn't even care
much for Shelley Berman until I heard a recent record of his the other
night which is great--"Vhat'll I do with my heeul?" j# Uhat's the
matter with cold red wines? Chianti is delicious that way. So is red
retcina, but- I don't guess you... No. Or has Bob Ross ever taken

you to the Hellas, just outside of the Loop? ## Dying of a progress-
ive brain degeneration sounds like one of the 10 worst fates, even if
it is only happening to a cat. ## I met you once about 23 years ago
for one evening and came away sort of lukewarm. I think I'd like to
meet you again now.

THE LAREAN 8: row rreix

Most of my best friends are Jews. I've almost forgotten what it is to
be a meshugina goy. 4 Jewish acquaintance of mine keeps telling anec-
dotes to Terry, another goyischerkopf, and she constantly says to me,
"Pete, tell him what a mensch is! '"Pete, describe sechl to Terry."
(Dean Grennell Is A Mensch. Warner and Willis have sechl.) ## This is
one of the best things in the mailing, Ron. Ghod, you natter well.

ne ’ . Y7 A

DESCANT 6+ worm o civa crarke

I missed it. I know it wasn't in the mailing; I'm Jjust saying that
I missed it.



PRANTASY PRESS 33: sav mc pran

Dan, I wish I could help you to see that the attempted American in-
vasion in Cuba was disastrous not because it failed, but because it

was attempted at all. I am opposed to Castro-type regimes--I1 agree,
roughly, that he is now cast in the mold of the Russian system--but

I am also opposed to Cuba's being a US economic colony as it was. If
the United States is truly to defend democracy, it must defend it
everywhere in the world: and one of the cardinal points of democracy

is the national right of self-determination. Deposing Castro in

favor of an American-appointed, or -selected, regime is not democratic,
Dan. Considering any political action- toward the Russian-bloc countries
cannot be considered by this country until it has cleaned up its own
back yard; otherwise any measures the US takes will fail, The US's
back yard includes the undemocratic government it supports in China

and Algeria, for example. Also, it is not enough for me at any rate
simply to say that X or Y is against communism and for the West. The
truism remains just as true, even though it has become a cliche, to say
that Hitler and Tojo were against communism also. Today, the Trujillo
family, Juin and Salan in Algeria, Chiang...all are oppressive, totali-
tarian-styled dictators, all guilty of the most moristrous tortures a-
gainst their opponents--and the US financially and militarily supports
their regimes against their own opposition br did until a very short
time ago; Trujillo finally got boycotted near the end, but we still
send arms to the NATO forces in Algeria). ## I suppose this is as
good a place as any, since you comment on Busby's comments onme, Dan,
to say that I think my comments about telephoning/making love etc. were
a bit out of line too. Not as much as you and Buz may think, perhaps,
but there was an element of selfconscious smugness there. ## Keep up
the statistics; fun. I'm amused at my being involved in a fanzine that
for the last two issues has been the largest in its mailing.

MOONSHINE 28 : rick sneary

A personal hell? .n interesting idea. I would be alone, yet able to

see people I know occasionally from afar; there would be no music or
books; nor could I write or play anything. Yes, there would be others
around: dancing, singing, writing; talking, making love, doing gym-
nastics. I would be 1l4. ## Fandom's Unofficial Detailchecker might
be a good sobriquet for Metcalfe at that. That's FUD, remember.

\/HHDY 12 BOB & JUANITA COULSON

Since you ask, Bob, in two different places about the difference be-
tween socialism and communism I'11 attempt to give you an answer with-
out fear of coming on too strong. Actually, you've hit the nub of it,
in your comments to Eney, where you distinguish between "communal (read
social -pg) ownership" and "government ownership". To me as a social-
ist, that is why Russia is nothing like a socialist society: it is a
state-owned and controlled|society, as distinguished from being under
the full political control of its population. In the classic sense, of
course, Marx used socialism and communism interchangeably except in

1e Communist Manifesto where he wanted to distinguish himself from
some utopian types (roughly Bellamy-like) which have long since dis-
appeared from the scene; the Oneida Community types you mention, as a
matter of fact. I follow Marx, generally speaking, and would deny that
the Oneida Community, Russia or Sweden are socialist. Leaves me sort
of out in the middle, doesn't it? ## You've got one thing in your
favor in terms of longevity: you're not in a big city. New Yark and
Chicago are incredibly filthy towns; the dust just hangs in the air.
## You know, in past issues of VANDY I've been very grotched and dis-



agreeing with you, but here all of a sudden you start saying all kinds
of reasonable things: about the HUAC demonstrations, cops, and the
like of that. Don't worry, I still realize you're a conservative.
Generally speaking, I like Juanita's theories on music. I like the
mc's, too; good chatter. 4# You as a conservative, Juanita, and I as
a radical, agree on one point that is very difficult to get across to
virtually all liberals: the necessity of ' ipvping the scales in favor
of minority groups'" since "they've had the scales titled the other way
for far too long already." The purpose of doing this is not, of course,
for the aim of 'getting back" for all the past wrongs, but because it

is the only way to finally root out the inequalities. So-called '"fair-
ness" on this question gives the upper hand to the anti-minority groups,
since "fairness" usually means something centered around the status gquo.
The rest of your comments on the race question I would agree with as
well. Some time I'm going to do up an article on The 19th-Century
Liberal In Fandom, all about people like you and Ted White and Nan

Rapp and a few others, who are for a number of programs labelled com-
monly as liberal such as anti-HUAC, intelligently anti-segregation,

and so forth, but are generally opposed to bigness and bureaucracy in
everythlng——Blg Business, Big Labor, Big Government, and the like.

It's an interesting syndrome that is not common out51de of fandom, but

I think may be quite common in fandom. The appellation of "19th Cent-
ury" is strlctly descriptive, and without a value-judgment, I guess

you realize. ;# Don't lawyers legate? Isn't that a word?

CATCH TRAF S5 marion arapLey

I don't think baby sitters are as bad as all that, llarion. Seems to

me there is the occasional time when a couple might want to do something
of a nature which would make it inconvenient to have a babv along. Of
course it can be abused, and I'm opposed to the nightly baby-sitting
routine. But let's say your child is up to, say, 2 years old and you
want to go to a Fancy Expensive Restaurant. Or let's say you want to
see a movie. I'm absolutely opposed to babies in theatres; they cry

and create disturbances. Have you given up movies while your child
grows to the age to appreciate them? I don't know why I went on at
length about this.

THE NEHWSN REVIEUS | reop soses

Wlell, actually, Redd...I think you're right. I end up forcing myself
to read at least half the mailing, and often at least a third simply
doesn't get read. 1In a sense, you know, Christine lMoskowitz has a
(whisper it) point. Certainly I'm for your approach to FAPA; more gen-
uinely worked-on material and less, far less, aimless rambllng On
the other hand, I would hate to see FAPA become discussion-oriented

in the manner of some of the more obnoxious discussion-zines of the
day. I might add that I think you could help stimulate such a renais-
sance by something like SKYHOOK, or would that be asking too much?

LEDDOBAST IE PIEN {7 e Ladsivian

I have nothing against 'riting in a book unless it is someone else's;
a library's, for example. Does it pain you to write in your own: or
dog-ear the pages?” I do it all the time; what else is a goddam book
for, for crissake? ;4 On this note, I notice that when I write mar-
ginal notes I always address the author as "you"; '‘you are wrong", &c.
Cther people's marginal notes, it seems, are in the third person--'"he
is off his ass", "he makes a mistake in discussing thus-and-such."



LIMBO /: s powamo

You express my feelings perfectly in the matter of being read aloud to,
Bill. Ted has a pencharnt for reading things aloud, particularly his
own work; I've expressed my displeasure at this often enough that he
won't do it around me as a rule; problem is, Terry is an occasional
victim himself of Writer's Group Syndrome and now and then likes to lie
back for a pleasant hour or two with Ted of Reading Aloud from each
others' Works. ## Maybe Washington State politics aren't so different
now from most other states', but I think I even doubt that; there was a
strong anarchist-libertarian trend there that took the form throughout
the Pacific Northwest of a strong IWW movement. I heard once that, un-
beknownst to anyone and least of all to each other, there was a period
a few decades ago when the state assembly, or legislature, had a clear
majority of card-carrying Communist Party members. anybody know any-
thing about that? ## I don't know about garroting cats, but I had a
parakeet once which hung itself on a small string suspending a bell in
its cage. ## One Broadway musical which didn't have its songs syruped
down when made popular is My Fair Lady, though on reflection I don't:
think any of its songs became particularly popular. FPerhaps On The
Street Where You Live did, but it was gooey enough to begin with.

ELECTICN RESULTS 1961 : curr sanke

I guess some sort of explanation is due, though maybe it would be best
for us to drop the subject. Up until the last moment we had been con-
vinced the election was in November, and thus hadn't really thought too
seriously about the matter. Saturday deadline night we realized the
deadline for filing was then, so we took more hast steps than we other-
wise might have. Once we found out our opposition and realized how
badly we'd Done It Again, we sort of listlessly gave up the whole idea
as sort of pointless at this time. Looked sort of silly, didn't we?

PIPSISSEWR 1. Jerry Pace & craries weLLs

I'm not really familiar with you, Jerry--weren't you more of an artist
type in your previous fannish incarnation?--but dammit, I'm glad as hell
for some reason to see you back around, Chuck. You'll remember we cor-
responded briefly but furiously right after I moved to Fairfax and Lee
Hoffman had, with a sigh of relief I'm sure, turned my letters to her
over to you and said something like "Why don't you and him write?".

Then you sent me this hecto'd zine with sewn edges... ## Don't know
what Terry will have to say on PIPSISSEWA, but I know for damn sure he
can't screw up on placing the numbers of the pages in the right place.

i — - - A T e S S e A G T B S e e et s S ey e e S e S M e e e R G S R M M S A e mm e M e M e W e T e o e

You're getting LIGHTHOUSE #4 for a very good reason:

Trade; You wrote an LOC on the last issue; Other; you
know why.
Contribubor; You get everything we put out; You must write an

LOC to get more
One of us owes you M. You put out;
a letter;
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terry CAvv .

THMLGATE
RANIBLE

"By the way," I said to Pete, "when is LIGHTHOUSE's annish?"

Pete looked up and frowned in that way he has that shows he's
concentrating very seriously. '"You misspelled 'discrimination' in your
mailing comments,* he said.

"I know--I did it three times in one paragraph. I've been around
Ted too much. The trouble is, the first LIGHTHOUSE came out in May of
'58, and there wasn't a second issue till February of this year. So
technically we missed our first and second annishes and last issue was
the third annish, even though we didn't say anything about it."

"I do not care to consider," said Pete, ‘"the concept of a fanzine
whose third issue is its third annish."

"I bring up the subject of annishes," I persisted, "because this
LIGHTHOUSE is getting to be pretty big. If I know you and me, it'll be
the biggest issue for some time to come--so. if we're ever going to have
an annish it should be now."

rete scowled at me. '"The first issue was in May '58. This is-
sue will come out in November '6l. Are you out of your mind?"

"Please don't descend to the level of personalities when I'm
trying to discuss something serious,” I said. ‘“Anyway, I have an idea.
Ye'll call this our first unannish. After all, the annish of a fanzine
is equivalent to a person's birthday, so why shouldn't--#

"I don't want to hear about it," Pete said. "I just don't want
to hear about it."

"As I see it,!" I went on, "this is a new concept which has been
sorely needed in fandom for years. As long ago as the VEGAnnish, Redd
Boggs pointed out that annishes are a vlague and cause many fanzines
to fold because the editor becomes overworked and disenchanted trying
to live up to the tradition. VEGA folded after that annish, of course.
And then a few years later in 0O0PSLA Walt Willis described the disease
more fully and coined the term 'annishthesia' for it."

"I wonder where I put my cooy of The Greek ‘iay..." Pete muttered.

"But the whole trouble with annishes is that they are supposed
to come out on schedule. Here's the poor faned, trying to publish a



special big issue Jjam-packed with hyper material, and he has a deadline
to meet. Now, that's awful. No wonder so many of them gafiate after
they get the monsters out. The concept of unannishes will circumvent
all that, because an unannish may come out at any time. Maybe, like
us, a faned finds he has an extra-large issue in the making--so he
calls it an unannish and that's that; he's satisfied tradition. Or
maybe cne month he just feels like doing a special issue, so in a burst
of enthusiasm he turns it out and makes it his unannish. Faneds don't
gafiate just because they got enthusiastic and published one big issue;
it's only when they feel committed to the special effort that they get
disillusioned and tired."

"T had it here somewhere,' “ete said.

So anyway, that's why this is the first unannish of LIGHTHOUSE:
Pete and I held an editorial conference and decided to so designate it.

As T was saying to somebody just the other day, you have to
watch out for me because sometimes I go on a kick of thinking about
writing and at such times I'm quite capable of chattering on for an
hour about the various influences, sources, and inspirations on, of,
and for a single line that I have written. As it happened, I issued
this warning the night before the latest WARHOON arrived from Dick Ber-
geron. I always like reading WARHOON, and not the least of my reasons
for this is that Dick has a pleasant habit of quoting what he's writing
about. And since he sometimes writes about things I've written, he
sometimes quotes me. There's nothing I like better (at least in the
context of this sentence) than being quoted. i

In this WARHOON Dick quotes me quite a bit, but I'll spare you
the bulk of the burden and confine my remarks to only two of the lines
he quotes. One of them he calls a "lovely line,!' the other a ''deadly
barb". The lines in question are, respectively, "Fapa is a fanclub
dreaming softly in the passage of the years," and (concerning an overly
self-conscious and self-important faned) '"hung up in marvelling over
the superb fidelity and rifling of his navel’.

Goddam; you know, I like those lines too. That's why I stole
them in the first place.

Well, they're not complete steals; let me explain a little. (If
Willis can get away with two pages in WARHOON on how he writes fanfiction
for VOID, then I suppose I can sneak in half a page or so on how I
write lovely lines and deadly barbs. After all, ghod knows I'm con-
stantly being stopped by neofans in the street who ask me, "Mr. Carr,
how do you go about writing lovely lines and deadly barbs?")

‘The line about FAPA is from Robert Nathan--from "2ortrait of
Jenny," as I recall, though it may have been one of his other short
novels. The Nathan line went something like, ®The city comes up dream-
ing in the passage of the years.? (Go ahead and check it for me, Norm
Metcalf, and tell me I'm wrong. I'll bet I am.) The line, and indeed
the whole paragraph of which it was a part, has haunted me for years.
The fact that I'm not at all sure I can guote it even approximately any
more merely proves that what hit me about the passage was not so much
its wording as the mood it evoked. It was that slow, dreamlike quality
that I wanted to bring out when I wrote the line Bergeron quotes, so I



fell back on the robert Nathan moocd or mode.

The other line, the one where I was castigating Ted rPauls for
being, it seemed to me, too self-conscious, was partly stolen from Dave
Rike. 4 few years ago, in INNUENDO #6, Dave wrote a humorous profile
of me; in the section subtitled Terry Carr, ~atron of the Arts, he had
me visiting an art gallery and enthusing over an old piece of burlap
which was hanging behind a door: UYHe marvelled over the color-tone,
layout, theme, volumetric efficiency, fidelity and rifling of it.% The
line just killed me--it had a wonderful touch of the ridiculous. And
so I borrowed some of it to convey how silly I considered Pauls' occas-
ional lapses.

Incidentally, Bergeron apparently wasn't the only person who was
struck by the superb volumetric efficiency of that line. A couple of
months -ago, shortly after that review of KIPPLE had appeared in my col-
umn in HABAKKUK, several of us visited Ted Pauls in Baltimore, and he
asked me to become a coeditor of KIPPLE. We were all sitting there on
his bed talking about VOID, and suddenly Ted said, "Terry, does the fact
that you're a coeditor of VOID now mean that you won't be reviewing the
zine in HABAKKUK anymore?"

"That's right," I said.
"How would you like to become a coeditor of KIPPLE?" he said.
Then the bed collapsed and we changed the subject.

.But anyway, that's how I write lovely lines and deadly barbs.
I steal from the masters, mainly. (I wonder if this is the first time
Dave Rike has ever been categorized with Robert Nathan?)

7ell, 61 lines on that subject. That's not too many.

. I have a sort of a theory that I want to expound here. It has
to do with Alister Crowley, the Hollywood Clan, Fabulous Berkeley Fandom,
and a few other people of like nature.

You may be surprised to see me lumving those three groups to-
gether (perhaps I should throw in Robert Nathan, since Rike gets in as
part of Fabulous Berkeley Fandom), but actually that's the whole purpose
of this essay. I think I see definite similarities between them, and
I'd like to throw out a few ideas on the subject. I may not come to any
conclusions (this editorial column is always composed on stencil, with
little forethought), but I'd be interested in any corroborations and/or
arguments anyone else may care to toss back at me.

I got started on this train of thought several months ago, when
I saw "Ocean's Eleven'’, This is a movie made entirely by the Hollywood
Clan, starring several of them (Sinatra, Peter Lawford, Sammy Davis Jr.,
etc.) and with an unheralded guest avpearance by another (Shlrley
MacLaine). It's a well-done movie about a fantastic scheme in which
Danny Ocean (Sinatra) gets together with ten of his buddies from the
Marines in a l5-years later reunion and they hold up every one of the
major gambling houses in Las Vegas simultaneously. However, it wasn't the



plot which started me thinking about Fabulous Berkeley Fandom and all
(it's true that Joe Gibson once thoroughly outlined an escape route

for robbers of the Telegraph Ave. branch of Wells Fargo/Union Trust,

but he is, as always, an exception). Rather, it was the dialog in sev-
eral of the scenes. They had a habit of completely ignoring the plot
for five minutes at a time while the Clan just stood around making witty
remarks, running through schticks, showing off their repartee, etc.

They were chitterchattering in the Berkeley manner.

Now, I am an authority on chitterchatter. I did not originate it
(no one person in Berkeley did, but Ron Ellik came closest), but it was
me who gave it its name. I have studied it closely for years. I can
recognize it when I hear it. Why, I can recognize it in my sleep. (Aind
did, once, when Ronel and I were driving to Los Angeles and he chitter-
chattered for hours, holding a conversation with a radio d-j while I
slept fitfully.) I tell you, these people were chitterchattering in
that movie.

The essence of chitterchatter is word-play and allusion. The
twisting of quotes is very useful, too, particularly when the word~play
becomes so intense that a feeling of competition sets in--you can turn
someone else's phrase back on him. As a sort of instance, I remember
the night we finished running off THE INCOMPLEAT BURBEE. This was, of
course, in the period when we were all quoting Burbee right and left,
since we'd been typing and mimeographing his material for days and days.
We looked at the stacks of run-off pages--fifty stacks, 100 pages, and
I said, "Well, it certainly is a wonderful thing."

"One hundred pages," said Ronel. "That's not too many."

"How much time do we have to collate and staple copies before we
have to leave to go to the Burbday Party?" I asked Pete, who had a watch.

"Ninety minutes," he said. "You know--that's not too many."

4 couple of months ago I finally discovered an adequate all-purpose
comeback to someone who hangs you with a variation on your own words.
This was during the period when we were vastly expanding our common
stock of acceptable quote-sources--not only were Burbee, Bloch and Wil-
lis fair material, but we had added Mike Nichols & Elaine May and T. S.
Eliot. (We had a ball with Eliot. One night I walked into a Fanoclast

meeting and said, "These are the hollow men, the dead men..." I was
almost thrown out. And I think it was Suzanne who, squeezing past Walter
Breen at a party, sang, "Here we go 'round the prickly pear..."™) With

the addition of Eliot to the canon, it is now possible to turn aside
those variations on your own words with, "That is not what I meant.
That is not what I meant at all.™"

Chitterchatter is verbal tennis. In addition to the things men-
tioned already, it includes puns and scientific sorties. A good pun-
battle is essentially the same thing as a battle of quotations. And a
good extempore scientific sortie requires the same mental agility as
does the quote-battle. By "scientific sortie" I mean the genre typified
by the series of "Hemmel's Scientific Sorties" that Burbee did in the
"40's, by my own in-print sorties on feedback heredity (MENTAL MARSH-



MALLOW) and esteris cycles of duplicators (RAGNAROK #7), and, in fact,
by the' last section of Ted's column in this very 1lssue of LIGHTHOUSE.
A good scientific sortie takes an absolutely preposterous thesis and
explains it so logically and pseudo-scientifically that, in Ronel's
words, "If I didn't know it was bullcrap I'd think it made sense !"

One of my favorite scientific sorties was the night Frank McElroy
and I spent an hour telling Boob Stewart all about left-handed and right-
handed bacteria. We had him believing us.

And, of course, the entire Tower to the Moon of Bheercans mythos
is just one great scientific sortie.

So anyway, that's chitterchattering: word-play, punnery, allusion,
and scientific sorties. And whatever else seems to fit. Insult-contests
are a slightly lower form of chitterchatter, if they are on a sufficient-
ly intellectual and funloving plane.

The Hollywood Clan obviously chitterchatters, and simply decided
to throw some of it into "Ocean's Eleven" for the hell of it. And if
we can believe W, Somerset Maugham, who wrote a slightly fictionalized
book about Alister Crowley ("The Magician"), then Crowley and his buddies
chitterchattered too. Maugham sets down on paper some of the conversa-
tions of the Crowley circle, and they are undoubtedly chitterchatter.
They are bad chitterchatter, but we needn't assume from this that Crowley
in fact acted as stupid as he is depicted; Maugham had been snubbed and
insulted by Crowley, and he did not like him.

So we. have the Clan, the Crowleyites, and Berkeley Fandom, all
bractitioners of chitterchatter (a Black Art). Are there more? Well,
certainly New York fandom, or at least the Towner Hall segment, . of it,
does a lot of chitterchattering these days. And if we can believe what
we read in writeups by Willis, Berry and others, Belfast fandom chitter-
chatters all the time too. When I was first developing this whole idea,
I included Belfast fandom almost strictly on the basis of its well-known
punnery, but reading Willis's column in the October WARHOON I ran across
an account of how Bob Shaw and James White worked up a scientific sortie
in plotting out a story on the theme of Boy Meets Rock.

What's the common denominator between all these groups? Why did
Crowley chitterchatter? What makes Sammy Davis Jr. chitterchatter?
What makes Willis pun?

Why don't they all just turn on the tv set and spend the evening
in front of it? VWhy don't they have an intellectual discussion of sex?
There are all sorts of ways of passing an evening; why do these people
so often start chitterchattering? I think the answer is pretty simple,
actually. I think it's perfectly natural for intelligent, literate
people to develope word-play to the status of a fullfledged game. It
involves no equipment, no playing area, no effort and no sweat. You can
do it in the privacy of your own home.

My idea is simply that where you have a group spirit among fairly
intellectual people, chitterchatter of one sort or another will follow.
They have to be intelligent or they won't be able to play with words--
but given the basics, chitterchatter will be the end result. Do any of



the rest of you have any experience with this sort of thing? Can you
bear out my thesis? Think of all the intelligent groups you know where
there is a group spirit, and see if they don't chitterchatter. 1I'11
bet you'll agree that chitterchatter is an essential ingredient in such
gatherings.

You know, I'll even bet that Belfast fandom's well-known game of
ghoodminton is just a symbolic release-valve for the tensions built up
during bouts of verbal tennis. Someday I1'll do a deep psychological
paper all about it.

-+

For the benefit of Bill Donaho and anybody else who might be in-
terested, I'd like to say a few words about J. D. Salinger. Bill wrote
me a letter a couple of weeks ago in which he reopened a longstanding
argument between us: whether or not Salinger is an important writer.
Bill doesn't think so; I do.

Bill quoted the literary director of KPFA as having said that
Salinger is not an important novelist because he has nothing to say.
Now, this is certainly a strange charge for Bill to quote so approvingly,
considering the number of times he has told me that he feels ideas have
no place in fiction and that when they're there he thinks they just get
in the way of a good story. But by and large, it's a legitimate criti-
cism, if it fits.

I was reading the latest (Sept.-Oct.) Carolina Israelite this
morning, and I ran across a review of Salinger's new book, "Franny and
Zooey," by Richard Goldhurst. Goldhurst had some harsh words for Sal-
inger, too:

",..for some reason despite the inventive flow of
dialogue and intuitive grasp of character, Mr. Sal-
inger's novel remains mildly dissatisfying. I sus-
pect it is in his message, 'Love thy neighbor as
thyself'. It is not hard to discover this truth,

it is only hard to love thy neighbor since frequent-
ly neighbors are wholly without endearing merits and
scarcely deserve love. The problem would seem not

to discover the message but to find an ethic which
will allow one to act upon it. This is, however, the
secret of his technique and the paramount reason for
his populerity: Mr. Salinger is disputatious without
being meaningful."

Well, okay...l haven't read "Franny and Zooey'". I want to, and I
will as soon as I can find a copy to borrow. But it doesn't matter; be-
ing cosmic minded I will argue with these presumably learned gentlemen
anyway.

I don't think either of them would recognize a Message or an Idea
if it bit them in the leg.

Well, that's that; I've had my say now. Next topic. (I'm only
kidding, of course, but it's certainly sorely tempting to let it go at



that. About a year ago I discovered The Ultimate Ploy for winning ar-

guments: you simply sneer, "Bullcrap!"™ and stalk away. It's really
effective on some disputants.)

Just what the hell is a Message in fiction, anyway? I have here
beside me Salinger's '"Nine Stories," which I reread last month. Let's
go down the contents page and see what the stories are. There's "A Per-
fect Day for Bananafish,'" about how Seymour Glass, a young man with ser-
ious psychological trouble resulting from his hitch in the army during
the war, ends up killing himself, despite his obvious love of life, be-
cause nobody understands him enough to help him. There's "Uncle Wiggily
in Connecticut,”" detailing the drabness of middleclass marriage in our -
time. "Just Before the War with the Eskimos'" doesn't seem to say much
of anything. "The Laughing Man" tells roundaboutly of how a young man
loses his girl and feels bad about it, and I suppose Goldhurst would say
its point is that the kid who sees a little of it demonstrates that
children are more perceptive than most adults give them credit for.
"Down at the Dinghy'" shows how antisemitism effects small children.

"For Esmé--with Love and Squalor" doesn't seem to make sense, so it

must have deep meanings on an allegorical or psychological or sociologic-
al level if only we could figure out what they were. "Pretty Mouth and
Green My Eyes" says that people who commit adultery get guilt-feelings.
"De Daumier-Smith's Blue Period," mea culpa, I didn't reread and don't
remember very well; I didn't like it much and that's why I didn't re-
read it. "Teddy" expounds a mystical philosophy and tries to drive home
the author's contention that it's correct by showing at the end that the
mystical little boy really can see into the future.

Yessiree, that's what the stories say, all right.

And "The Catcher in the Rye" tells of modern youth's inability to
cope with a senseless and hypocritical adult world.

And I am Marie of Roumania.

I submit that these stories say a great deal more than the sopho-
moric Messages I have imputed to them above. They are not stories with
a simple idea, or even a single one; each abounds in ideas, small ones
tossed off in passing, many of them so diffuse that they could only be
expressed in fiction.

If he seems to have nothing in his stories but technique, it's
because Salinger is saying that human relationships are mostly tech-

nique. We don't say what we mean ("Where is he?" "On the beach." "On
the beach? By himself? Does he behave himself on the beach?" "Mother,
you talk about him as though he were a raving maniac--" "I said nothing
of the kind, Muriel."), we den't think about what we say ("How long did
you work there? In the airplane factory." "I don't know, for Chrissake.
Thirty-seven months.'"), and that's because society is full of rituals
which save us time in thinking. When you're a kid you haven't yet

learned the rituals, so your conversation usually sounds a bit confusing
to adults--both because it doesn't follow adult patterns and because

it usually says pretty well what it means. You always know what the
children in Salinger's stories are thinking, whether or not his adults
are capable of communicating. The kids .can do it because they haven't
learned yet much about hiding themselves...like Ramona, in "Uncle Wig-
gily in Connecticut," telling about her imaginary boyfriend:



"Tell Mary Jane how Jimmy looks."

"He has green eyes and black hair."

"What else?"

"No mommy and no daddy."

"What else?"

"No freckles."

"What eélse?"

"A sword."

"What else?"

"T don't know," said Ramona, and began to scratch her-
self again.

That's just one of the things you can learn from reading Salinger
--and you can only learn it by reading him, or someone who says the same
thing as well, because this kind of insight into people can only be
taught in a story. I can write it baldly here, with a quote or three,
or somebody else can write a book about it replete with explanations of
whys and hows, but it gets into you best when a writer like Salinger
takes a bit of reality and puts it on paper, still keeping it real, and
makes you look at it as you experience it. We learn by doing, and
Salinger is, in a sense, writing Do-it-yourself kits.

That was an unnecessarily flip remark. Salinger is actually, if
anything, writing Do-it-yourself-and-see kits.

And of course that's only part of what Salinger is doing. It
isn't my intention hére to try to explain all that he's doing--and not
the least of my reasons is that I'm sure I don't understand all of it
myself--but only to suggest that Goldhurst is on the wrong track if he
insists on judging Salinger's intent in terms of nice little Messages
like Love Thy Neighbor As Thyself.

As a matter of fact, it's probably true that most any time a
critic analyzes a story in such terms he's off-base. (Migod, the
thought just struck me what a brilliant critical paper could be fashioned
by considering "Teddy" in terms of a passion drama. Urk.) Let's take
this as a truism: the closer a writer comes to creating on paper in-
dividuals who are alive and real, the less likelihood there ‘is that he
is, or can be, writing in any effective allegorical sense...or needs to.
Salinger's characters are not archetypes; they are individuals.

Consider what a dismal boock "The Catcher in the Rye" would have
been if Holden Caulfield had been a true representative of American
youth of the '40's.

Frankly, I think that Salinger is definitely on the right track
in deserting the large universal for the small universal. God knows
the generalization has its place in our lives and is important--but it's
so easy, and such a pitfall. It's an intellectual or emotional panacea;
it's the mythical Key to life. It applies in most cases, but not al-
ways, and we get to expecting it to apply always.

In any case, we need more of the particular universal--the kind
of little thing that strikes a chord in the reader. It doesn't tell us
about life; it shows us life in such a way that we understand it just a
little bit better. Just a little bit better.




As I said, I haven't read "Franny and Zooey," so I can't really
argue with Goldhurst or anybody else about it. But I'm dubious already
about his evaluation of the book; he doesn't seem the sort of critic
who can understand Salinger.

One of my pet hates is people who just love music that's ethnic,
but the other night it occurred to me that I have an Achilles heel:
one of my favorite bits of recorded music is a taperecording I have of
"High Society" by George Lewis's band. It was recorded in Lewis's
back yard late in the forties with portable equipment, which sure does
make it ethnic. What's more, it would please the most discriminating
ethnic-snob on first hearing: it was played over the air, picked up on
a portable FM radio that cost me $32.00 new and from which the antenna-
wire had been broken, recorded on low-quality tape at 3 3/L ips, with
a simple microphone pickup.

Il

All right, Pete Graham, I spelled "discriminating" correctly in
that paragraph.

- terry carr
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Steve Stiles ’

I've been constantly amazed about the way fabulous New York fan-
dom has come to life. Up until a year or two ago it wasn't too fab-
ulous...I can remember way back to 1958 when it seemed to me that the
only two acti-fanzine type fans were Gerber & Reiss, the dynamic duo (to
coin a phrase). Now, all of a sudden, fannish fans have been springing
up around here. First Ted, then Walter...the Lupoffs appear, Pete be-
comes a new coeditor of VOID, and now Terry shows up (and with his beard
I thought he was Silverberg; it's all very confusing). Why, I can re-
member when Belle Dietz was N.Y.'s BNF...things have changed!

"PAPA On Wry'" was a good column--a good title, too. I must re-
mark that Ted has never struck me as a stodge. DMaybe it's because I'm
a N.Y. fan...

I1'11 have to agree with Terry about the TAFF reports, although
in a limited sense since I've seen only Bentcliffe's and parts of Ben-
nett's. Bric's struck me as very dull, and I was reduced to counting
how many times he'd say "whilst," which kind of got on my nerves after a
while. I still haven't finished it, and can only limply say, "ell, the
Eddie Jones illos were good!"

e A A VU L | 8 S el (1809 Second Ave., New York 28, N. Y’)

Walt Willis . '

I liked that editorial of yours, fete, especially the bit at the
end of page 5. Haw. By the way, what are you going to have me die of
this time? But, of course, I know, that was ten years ago and you have
matured a lot since then. Things will be different. This time, you
will spell the name of the disease right.

I think Nelson is an all-time genius as a cartoonist, and as a
writer he's no slouch either.

That story of yours was very well done and I'm sure I would have
liked it more if I hadn't become allergic to characters who go around
demonstrating their artistic temperament or independence by being rude
to people. I think this all started with Chandler-type private eyes in

@



Hollywood movies and was epitomised in their habit of tearing pages out
of telephone books instead of making a note of the number. I used to
wonder if I would ever be able to look up a phone number in the States
until I went there and found that generally peonle are just as consider-
ate as they are anywhere else. Apparently it is just a sort of artistic
cenvention.

I was interested in Terry's comments on the TAFF reports too and
admire him for speaking out. There did, I thought, seem to be some sort
of tacit agreement on everyone's part not to speak ill of a TAFF report,
understandably enough, and it's refreshing to see someone breaking the
rules. As it must have been at Roman funerals to see someone breaking
the de mortuis nil nisi bonum rule. Didn't they have a practice of hav-
ing someone speak up at the funeral amid all the eulogies to point out
what a slob the deceased really was, just to put everything in perspec-
tive? Or am I thinking of something they did during their Triumphs?
What a lot of inaccurate information I have. I read Gibbon last year
...well, about 7/8ths of him...and was impressed by a lot of things, but
damned if I can remember accurately a single one of them. Except that
the downfall really started in China with millions of refugees pouring
East and that I wished Gibbon was better known in fandom so I could
Brandonise him. (%hich incidentally is a very useful neologism I would
suggest. )

e e SRR B (170 Upper Newtownards Road, Belfast, North Ireland)

The verb "to brandonize" and the noun "brandonigzation"
are already in fairly common usage; I agree that it's a
handy term, and in fact if I remember correctly it was
originated among those of us who were writing the Bran-
don material precisely because we needed an accurate,
not-unwieldy term to describe what we were so often
talking about. # Apropos TAFF reports: the election
of Ellik as TAFF rep virtually insures that we'll have
at long last a really first-class TAFF report--which
is only one of many reasons why I'm glad he won.

--tgc

George Metzger : —y

I glimpsed thru the copy of LIGHTHOUSE which'd just come to my
pad and, with a Dave van Ronk record for background music, thought:
‘"Chee, I think I'll write a letter to Terry Carr.' But there's just one
thing...what'll T write about? 1I'm pretty gafia nowadays and San Josie,
except for the arsonist's fires, don't swing, and...well, what ought I
to write about?

I could write about the weather. Hey, you wanta hear about the
weather here, Terry?

The weather is hot. Yeah, really. Really hot. I was just up in
the bay area and it was in the 90's and I was running up and down hills
and girlchick's fire escape with my rucksack and all that stuff. I didn't
much like it. It was pretty hot.

San Jose is very hot too. But it is very cool in Salinas. I
don't mean COOOOOOOL, man. I mean like cold. I just got back from there
...but it is Nowhere. It doesn't even have a decent slum. Or even an
indecent slum. They have sad looking buildings, but 1 get the feeling
they aren't really trying...

But I didn't go to Salinas for the weather. I went there to buy
a cockroach,

Honest. We really meant to. You see I was doing these posters
warning people against giant cockroaches and while I was asking my buddy



Mike how to spell ''cockroaches" he said, "I have an uncle in Salinas who

used to sell cockroaches." I wanted a cockroach, see, to help give vital
fact to my poster. Anyway, I said OK, let's go to Salinas. We walked
right out of our design class. We were supposed to be doing designed

compositions of wine bottles and stools and squashes and stuff...really
draggin' when you've been doing it for a week. Cockroaches are much
more swinging.

So we went to Salinas. And we couldn't find the slums. Honest.

50 we pulled into an A&W rootbeerer and asked the carhop where they were.
She told us, too. But they weren't really slums. A few Filipino hous-
ing centers and a few meagre pawn shops and a Catholic Goodwill store and
a chinese laundry. We bought raisins and cheese and french bread and
went sketching. We saw a few dilapidated houses and while sketching the
back of them we were attacked by a fierce wolfpack of dogs. They howled :
and swept in and struck. But they weren't very successful: a paper sack
full of bread and cheese and six boxes of raisins is a pretty big load
for a Mexican Hairless pup. We went on sketching. %e went into the
Catholic Goodwill store and sketched baby buggies and butcher's scales and
gothic lamps and ooold Climax sewing machines (the kind you run by foot
power} and coffee machines and candle sticks and stuff like that. More
interesting than squash.

And we sketched winoes and dirty children and pregnant wimmen and
watched the policewomen on their Cushman three-wheelers going around
writing out tickets. We were going to go see a Filipino movie about
scantily clad primitive girls. For my sense of wonder, of course. Not
sex, of course. Not in this heat.

So much for the weather. And do you know, I didn't really say
anything about the weather.

I may wreck my cycle on the freeway next weekend. But meanwhile
nothing is happrening.

I would tell you about clirbing into this chick's pad via the
fire escape, very heroic-like, to make her, only a friend of hers in the
street that night saw me and came up to talk about climbing mountains.

He was much more impressive than me. So after I drank his scotch I
snuck out of the room and went out via the fire escape and headed for
Berkeley. They never even heard me leave. In Berkeley I found Dave
Rike. But that didn't help much.

I feel terrible. You send me nice fangines and I don't do any-
thing about it. But you still send me fanzines. You are a good man.

I guess I'm just a failure. Did you know that, Terry? I really am. I
never did buy any cockroaches.
Seal oo ) LN Tl nl 0 U2 R Tatdly B TN (565 South Sixth S By toan, | bese - CaL i)

We send you nice fanzines because you send us fine funny
letters like this, and sometimes you even send us fine ole
drawings which can be stencilled. You didn't send any
fine ole drawings which could be stencilled this time,
though...you sent a highly complicated work of art. I
guess maybe you are a failure, at that. # There are many
cockroaches in New York...why don't you hitchhike here
some weekend, and we'll hunt up one for you and give it

fP
to you free...? ——tge
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] Alone in the cabin just before dawn
' and chuckle.

|
I think of my bad reputation 1
|
1

--Ray Nelson
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