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1 GEC

Auncust iy 1983

T don't know-if I wrote you while I was making the scene at the
Zen Mine in Fevada -~ it was the sort of exhilarating change that
brings out a madness in one that finds hin fanatically writing a million
0ld friends, and when he has rezained his composure he not only -ronders
to whom he wrrote and what he wrote but was he really ever there?

In any event, I now find I have.a nroblem: I don't know what Tew
York state looks like. ow, one caa watch tv and hear the harrowing
tales of meonle who have escaped alive, tonzues intact, from the clty
nroper, but the rural areas, ah, hat's another matter., I envision the
whole eastern seaboard as utterly jamnacked with toll freeways and
cities crammed to overflowing with neonle. There are so many states in
such a small area that I cannot see how one vould have room to swing a
dead cat, let alone a very alive one. Oh, people have assured iae that
ves, we have nountains and »narks and trees just like everyone else, hut
T'w not convinced. I know there nust be a flaw in my drean world, and
that's one reason why I almost came to lew York.

Yes, I really set out for there. Truly. I set out with %5 and tvo
very eager girls, hitch hiking. 3ut we never made it. That is to sajy,



I am here in Santa Cruz, Calif. and at last word the chicks were
stranded in Colorado, living with a Mescalero Apache friend of ours and
ready to come home. They had your address and I'm sorry none of us
have made it. We muchly desired to stomp un and down the city in long-
legged strides, hands thrust throush our belts, Indian beads and
medicine bags Jangling in the sunllrnt and dig the Village and Harlen
and the Bronx and say, 'llaaan, lookit these crazy muthers, all cooped
up in these dreary canyons..." We =rould look at the dirt on the walls
of your skyscrapers and coupare it with the dust and dirt out here and
think our griume is healthy dirt.

And then we would hitch hike ocut into the state parks and dig the
scene Lhele, but I don't think it would ever have heen like the ffeedom
we found there in the tall hills around Silver City, Nevada. There is
a certain thrill of power about being able to drive an old Tord pickup
truck or old Dodge nanel Job up some rutted back road and pull into a
deserted mine and set up camp without a2 soul knowing or caring about
your being there. You can select a rickety shack or »nitch a leanto
tent and build a fire for the women to cook the beef or venison over.
And if you're bum-kicked and feelinsg like a Mean Huther you can take
your lever-actlon Winchester with the feathers tiled to its barrel out
of the cab of the truck and wallt to the edge of a bluff and squat there
and watch the sagebrush. You squat or Stand and you watch, The hills
are filled with Jackrabbits and a bullet from a good deer rifle will
blow one in half. You leave them forr the coyotes and go back to supper.
And the city? If you walked into a Jofz e 5 Sk 17! your guns and knives on
and demanded a drink...well? They'd shit, that's what.

I don t know what T'm trying to say to you; perhaps it's that
lately I've been very much on the road (northern California, Oregon and
mostly ﬂeVadﬂ) and I've been digging country and sights like never he-
fore and I've been hot to compare them with what I could see, feel and
smell in the eastern mountains. But I never ot there.

I could only read little bits. At the place I mentioned, the Zen
Mine (a2 shack, an outhouse and three caves and lots of trucks), we
would arise when the sun came up. The women tmould start the fire and
nput on a monstrous pot of cocffee and after that they would feed the
men, wash the dishes, feed themselves and wash up the dishes again.
And soon the sun Trould be at its height and maybe the temperature up to
90 or 100 and we couldn't do much of anything but sit in the cool of
the cave or in any shade and sleep or weave Injun things or read,.
Maybe I'd sit there with the dogs, Sabre and C.B. (for Child Bride),
and read. Like maybe so and so in the 01ty worrying about money and
getting busted, etc. etc., and I couldn't even worry about them, they
were so far distant Or a letter from Sylvia saying I-am-living-a-
primitive~exiStence-too-because—I-am-in-a—Girl—Scout—camp-at—Bear—
Mountain-iTew-Yorlkt-cooking~over-an-open-fire-and-am-getting-the-hell-
rained-on-and-catching-a-cold. At Pyramid Lake we had sand stormf -~
tears up your eyes something terrible. liost meat came from hunting:
if you couldn't get a regular deer you got a barren doe. - The ranchers
called them cows, or something like that. A good beef steer can feed
trenty people for two days.

. The peonle were strange. laybe they had once made the beat scene
in San Francisco and Berkeley and Pt. Richmond or maybe they were up
from Tucson and were brought up in the Indian way of life. Some of
them were very much in the Indian way of life. - Several families lived
in teepees -~ in fact, the only peonle in Nevada who do live in teepees



are white nen. They live off the land.. The Injuns live in settle-
ments, go to Reno for kicks, and live off the Government.

I wanted to tell you about my term in the Illaternity 'Tard, too.
Yes, I zot to play pappa-san. A girl friend nanaged to waid until I
returned from Nevada to drop her kid., I am tired and hungry when I
corle in off the road and she goes into labor and I get to be the one
to sit up with her. ILabor is grim to observe. MNear enuff to make a
nan give up screwing, I phone her boy friend at 4:30 a.m. and try to
set across to him the idea that it would be good for her morale if he
would come over. He lets me knov he thinks I an some sort of shit for
putting him through such a thing. So 5:30 finds me in the waiting
roomm of a local Catholic hospital,..waiting. All around me are real
fathers doing real worrying and really pacing. T sit and weave
godseyes, Indian things to ward off the evil eye. It's a grey wmorning
and I can't even see the sun come up. I an there till she delivers
at 1:30 p.m. She comes through the delivery in fifteen minutes under
hypnosis, talking to the doctor about earthquakes. '

And they shoot her full of demeral., She is very happy. he is
very flat looking too. I hang up the godseyes and finally get thrown
out when visiting hours are over. At evening visiting hours we smuggle
friends in, and when caught try to pass them off as grandparents,
Friday night we get on the phone to her and from 9:00.p.m. to 1:00 a.m.
serenade her, her roomnate and a counla nurses, (The TPort HMudge
Ramblers have been reformed. The Hewr, Imnroved, Polyunsaturated Fort
Mudge Ramblers do country and old-timey stuff. Tars Bourne, who hates
fandom, is the banjo player.)

Saturday morning I check the chick out of the hospital. I wear
some beads and my medicine bag; the nurses are all properly croggled.
She is happy to be home. HNow that the coast is clear her boy friend
comes over, He is hap»ny too. He tries to screw her. He is not very
bright, much less hip.

I am a wise ol' bastard. I get the hell out of there before I go
crazy. Lars has to stay. Lars has changed over the years, e 1is a
bit tamer now. Right now he is out of work., I gave him my last {10
before returning to Santa Cruz. He has a wife, three cats and a car
to support. I have nothing.

"Perhaps that is my problem.
T an still on the road (long past my time?). To come back from
Nevada and tell the city kids about the trip seems a groove. llaybe it

sounds romantic to have to Uash the mouse turds off the watermelon
before you can eat it for breakfast, but...

November 24, 1963:

Tf I didn't write and tell you before or if you haven't heard,
then via the return address on this letter you can gather that the
Great White Father has taken me away to fight the white man's war.

I'nm not sure how to explain this, if indeed an explanation 1s needed.
They drafted ny lovin' little ass back in October and the basic 1is

just about all over. Should I ever want to level criticism at it I

now have firsthand insight. It's all a lot of bullcrap, but strangely
enough it's almost fun. I have pained weight and an in better physical



condition than I've been in in a long time. It's just another scene,
man.,

Twro hundred end fifty men out on a field practicing lunging with
the bayonet, yelling, "KILL!" is supposed to he a very serious affair,
but damn fer people take it so. It's a big game. We're on the nayonet
course and it's raining like hell and 1re play the game. They have
targets of metal and tire rubber likened to the jousting targets™
ancient knights once practised upon and we yell and splash through the
rich mud at them and stab, bash and slash the hell outta them. It
keeps your mind off of the rain, the exercise Iteeps you warm, and you
think* et ¥ Ui,

There are tons of bullshit they hand you about the severity of
this or that and maybe they frighten the kids just out of high school,
but the rest sit and wait and try to be inconspicuous. And it works
perhaps too well -~ two weeks ago I was home on pass and no one recog-
nized me. 'ith glasses and no hair and a rigid back I am not noticed.
I ran into omne girl friend in a crowd and I stood next %o her and she
never even sawv me. (hen I caught up to her again I talked to her
without her even con-
sidering that it might
be me. I am a par-
ticle of the crowd now.

And this is a world
seeningly as separated
from and remote from the
"real" world that I once
roamned as any fantasy
world written. The
things I have done are
very past and distant.
The people I once roaded-\\'“_
with: their problens \JETRE
are not mine anynore. P

Two years into the
abyss.

I can't say I hate N
the Armmy -- there is a =
lot of waste and bullshit but even so I intuitively understand what is
going on and why. Still, I am. assailed by the fact that this is a gap
of two years in my life. My former scene just stopped dead like a
thrown switch. Whatever particular phase of development my art was in,
that stopped short too, and if I allow it that can cause me depression.
If this were a more relaxing, pensive scene I night be able to think
out all the ramifications of it all. However, I'm dispensing with all
that. If I were still a civilian I would just be wasting my time
some other way.

Boy, I wish I were wasting my time some other way.

I'm growing simpleminded here. It's easy -~ lectures and explana-
tions are very simplified (like some of our sergeants). Hell, I've
even given up drinking. All the »nunk kids just outta high school do
all the drinking in this platoon -~ also all the barfing. Plenty
young enlistees, want to be glamorous, so they go airborne. That's



vhere you jump-outta planes vhile they're in flight. Iuech fun, ex-
cept when they are reminded they could get sent to Vietnanm to get
shot. MNot so nmuch fun then. I meanvhile an getting sent to Oklahoma.

That's Injun territory. Iaybe something groovy'll happen there to
write you about,

June 12, 1964:

The country here in Oklahoma is wide and flat. e went %o the
top of about the only mountain hereabouts and all over it was one big
swath of flat dirt from your feet to the distant horizon, in all
directions save the one broken by the plmolln@ mountain ransge. Down
to Tlichi ta Falls, across the dust bovrl...I'm not used to so much
wideness. I can't say I like it. The hiways roll up and dowm over
hills and vanlsn into the horizon dead ahead of you. 1400 miles from
houe, and I can't grasp the 31gn1flc%nce of 1t 2ll. The Army warps.
one's time sense. Though I've only bheen here six months it seems
longer. Iluch longer. Infinite. ily sense of deectlon is messed up
too: without the Pacific to act as a mapgnet I'm lost.

I have just been notified I've made PFC,
which means I can nor sew on my stripes. I'll
have a little more prestige. Hainly T'11 have
a little more money. I will now oe drasiring
(after deductions) around a whole 190 a montn

~ That's really not too had, considering there's
nothing to spnend it on here. Wages are hell
here: 1raitresses get 50¢ an hour, and like
that. But despnite the best of efforts I go
broke by the end of the month if I don't watch
out. iainly, other people borrow money from
nice, merciful ol' Uncle George, the stupid
sucker. I have concluded that I should put
all my monies in something material yhich I
will still have when I Pet out. Like my ftruck,
hich lS used for storing things...like a
friend's Porsche motor, a fish bucket, a
patio couch, and some lumber. I deciged to
blow all my money at once after a coupla trips
around the bars in the town here that lives
off us young heros. I went with all my broke
friends. I had money. Pretty soon I was
broke, they were drunk, and I had seen all the
ugly barmaids in towm.  Pretty depressing.
S0 at the first of the month I walked into
this store, threw down 580 and said, "Gimme
that,"” and T walked out with a nice new iarlin
30-30 carbine.

Then I stop and think about it I really
don't know what I want a rifle for. T'1l

probably see one twice more as far 2s the Army's concerned -- I have
a desk job. Then I Wet back to CcllfOTnlﬂ/NGVudT and start making the

Zen line sceney if it's still thriving, maybe I'11 get in a chance to
shoot a deer or two, or & cow. But not enough to make it worth
putting out 80. It isn't very Zen-iliney, even. Up there everyone
tends towards 'Iinchesters. liaybe I prefer to have the only Ilarlin in
the dloplay,vaen I run off the sheriff with the rcst of the boys.



However, done is done. I'can alwvays sell it for about what I
put into it. As rifles go it's a damn good gun. : The action is a bit
weird, but T like things that way. It's especially groovie to stare
down the barrel at the rifling, the spires. Very esthetic.

Now that I have it I can sit around and figure what to get next.
I have been thinking of getting a weldins outfit. llainly, I have no
grisl D¥oniihle S fpon B g ity tpiick o I thengHty #iTaight? e very groovie
i1f I put one in...mine. 'Some sort of metal sculpture, with things
within things, teeth, bulges. I can't recall the artist(s) but it's
a kind enjoying a moderate vogue out there in the real world, or so I
gatiher,

I've siven passing thought to trying to met to llew York sometine.
I mean, hell, I'm halfway there nov. It would have to be next year,
like vhen I Get Out. Then it rould depend on mnoney, how much I have,
how good a driver I am, and how the truck is (it needs ork) and how
quickly I want to get back to California. I'm going to get out early
to return to collegé. I'm practically a gibbering moron now, and the
sooner I'm out of here, the better. Aonlying for school gets me out
gl glce U PR SRS R e i b et a-Theetic. first semester, I suppose.: IL'll
have next to no dinero and rill be just-getting-by. Same o0ld story,
I expect I shall live in my truck. Ilaybe I'll buy a season ticket to
park in the college's parkingbuilding., I would like drive up to
around the third or fourth ramp where traffic isn't so heavy, back in
next to the outer rail and Squat. Open the back doors, put out an
awning and a chailr and a potted cactus or two, and by gawd, I'm honme.
Good ol' California living.

lieanvhile I'm supposed to tell you all about fabulous Oklahoma,

Oklahoma 's .hooth at the Vorld's Fair will tell you that this is a
vacation wonderland. I will tell you that Oklahoma is flat diuEt, fell
the way from IKansas to the Gulf of llexico. Its cities are torms, and
its toims...well. There is a great network of dirt roads between
allwvhere here. I have found one road that sorta dribbled off into
nothing in the middle of a herd of complacent milk cows in a pasture.
For awhile it was kind of pleasant, just rolling along back roads, no
city rush, rickety country bars, old delapidated farm buildings to
prowl around in. But only for avhile. Then it got to be a bit of g
bug, because that's all there was.

And then there are the junk yards. SALVAGE, read all the faded
signs up over the buildings. The yards of old, gutted cars are
numerous and frequently large. I never noticed junl: yards much in
California, perhaps because no -matter hoir big they were they never
overshadowed much of .anything. But here, they seen phenomenal. They
have big heavy fences and signs: -KBEP OUT, BIG DOG! Ilaybe they are
signs .of wealth. The owners guard them fiercely. You g0 in ' o' Look
and a man vill trall along to see if you're interested in anything,
and if you are he irants to make sure you buy it, not jerk it out and
throw it over the fence to friends. A counle of us found-an especlally
groovie one on a Sunday, out in the slums. 1o fence, and a number of
old vintage Fords. lilostly e were interested in old truck bodies and
went paving around those, armed only with a screwdriver and a camerh.
The camera was visible. On the vhole it proved to be a pretty shoddy
collection. But on our way back to the truck this brand new Chevvy
+ full of longhaired Okies, locking like out of date juvies, rushes up.
"Uh, lookin' fer somethin'?" one asks. e suppose they are the owmers
or something, no doubt called by someone living nearby. So we don't

o !



leave right away. ile go poke around soime more, pointing and snooping,
all the while looking out of the corners of our eyes at the boys in
the car., They don't get out but maneuver the car around so they can
watch us. They look very concerned and worried. I guess they take
their junk very much to heart. A way of 1life? T'Thy not.

The largest yard we have seen has never been open. It is wide
and long, all very neat, with the cars laid out side by side in rowvs,
some neatly stacked upon top of one another. On a hill in the middle
of 1t is a shack, surrounded by car parts. There 1s no sign of life.
I've been here six months, and have not seen one change in that yard.
Not so much as a tail light has moved. The fence is tall and at the
top slanted in, barbed. You couldn't get out. It fascinates us.

That is he? A collector? A Jjunkophile?

Couple of days ago I went to see a friend of mine. He is married
and gets to live off post in an expensive apartment. e screw around
and accomplish little...except for the armadillo, In the middle of
the afternoon we are lying lifelessly arcund the floor, reading old
newspapers or dozing, and Sandie, ‘that's the old lady, decides to zo
shopping. Stu, her ol' man, is sound asleep on the floor, so it
leaves two of us. So we go. Heading out one of the little narrow (but
paved!) roads on the cdge of towm we come upon an armadillo, lying
dead alongside the road. Sandie flips: "Toir, did you see that? Tt
vias oaarsiad il LaEie SEre A WS L dEs, an A TaThad] ddie Y Y Te T, Tof
course one doesn't see an armadillo selling pencils on every street
corner or anything, but still... "That's just vwhat Stuart's always
wanted!" I aight add he has rather peculiar tastes at times. So we
come back and she parks the car on the edge of the road and I wall
over and look at him. A Dbig fat dead armadillo. I look around. o
T tcd "=l ATmhitiohdnsidedifeaso e ol ghEiTe » Bkt S s miia b Jh int, by, «flie
tail and hoist him up. He is a bit flat in the rear, wvhere he was
struclk. Also cracked. I turn around, and bhoy, here comes all ti.2
traffic.  So I stand there patiently with my dead armadillo, walting
for the traffic to clear up. Nobody seems particularly unset by me
or the dead armadillo. I guess they see them every day. Or maybe
it's the California plates on the car. They have some peculiar notlons
about people from California out here. I get across and plop him on
the floor and we go home. e wake up Stu. "e have a present for
you, Stu." "That is it?" "It's a 'surprise, you'll like. It's just
what you've always wanted." "You better like it,” T add. "T don't
stand on public hiwvays and make an ass outta myself for just anybody."
So he goes and looks in the car. He throws open the door. "low, it's
a dead armadillo. Just what I wanted. Thy, it's even hetter than
the one my sister has!" Christ, I think, it runs in the family. He
takes it out back among our cars and pokes it with a stick. "Jow, I
can't wait for the maggots to get it!" So he pushes the thing arqund
t111l he has the skeleton in-a pretty good position and leaves 1t in
the weeds behind the garbage cans. Ivery so often during the weekend
he would go out and look at it. ot me, though. I zuess armadillos
aren't a big thing in my life. Another ney horizon ignored. So much
for education.

That is vhat cosmopolitan doings in "the third largest city in
klahoma' are like. I shall have to use the word 'cosmopolitan’ on
my friend from Queens, the one who phoned you ihen he was 'in ITew York
recently. ‘He goes to Real Live Plays all the time. He has a Thing
about Paul Newman. He went to 'the Jorld's TFair wvwhile he was in New



York, oanly .ae went alone 'cause 10 uvne wanted to be seen dead there.
Everyone reads Art Buchwald and he said the Falr was like Disneyland
and so no one will go. I imagine he hopes nobody saw him go. If Art
Buchwald finds out he may have to stay in Oklahoma They're probably

Just like that in cosmopolitan New York. I'll just bet.

But he brousght me back souvenirs. In the Catskills lhe and some
friends looted an old, decayed crumbling barn and brought back some
Junke T dilke - junlk. If it's groovie junk. He was supposed to get ne
a photograph, too. He was telllng me about New York: "If you ever
come to Netr York there's this rlr] you'll hawve to meet'” "Yeah?"

"Yeah, her name's Haone oChUaftZ "It would be. "She's a social
workewh Trgthe ~Vili age il L 7 D 1T figuresy “hodly el  varulat, Tsees uf
you can get me a picture of her ass. Then I'll consider it." So he
said yeah. So he asked her. So she said NO! And him a James Bond
fan, too. Tsk.

Oh...by the by. 1In case I didn't tell you bhefore, somebody took
a shot af me and two other guys in a convertible Sunday night at
around 2:00 a.m. Ve were passing a cemetery and approaching the gate
vhen there was a shot from a shrubby area just past the cemetery. It
was a .22 and it went over our heads, but it sure was weird. I zuess
some people just don't like the Arnmy.

This's a cranpy week. e get tvo hours of "training' every imeek.
This neans yvou get off from Uork to go watch two hours of some movies
or soue soeaker who can 't speak or a seroeant telling you dirty Jjokes
vhile he's drunk. It's usually pretty neat cause 1t means two hours
of sleep. 'lot thls veek. ThlS week we get to go through the gzas
chamber. It won't amount to much, however. They 11 give -us a lot of
crap and BS and then gas us. It is all oh so very goddamn important
of course and wouldn't save your ass in a fart factory. So we sit
around and see a ton of films most of the time. Some new, some old.
One point I noticed: In the films from a few years ago they always

talk about "The Eneny" But now they come right out and say, "This
is a Russian soldier, he is the enenmy, he is out to kill your ass
dead!" Really. e had one film showring us how the Russian soldier

is trained, and how he is paid (makes our 112 an hour seem like a
fortune), and how he is treated by the military justice. I suppose we
are to think we would be doing him a favor by shooting him. I dununo.

I don't recall all of it so well. I slept through most of it. Vaguely
I wondered what kinda films they showr the Russian soldiers and do they
sleep through theirs?

I got moved up on the KP list, and got it Friday instead of today.
Fine with me: gives ne all weekend to recuperate. KP is pretty
grueling sometimes. They get ne un at 2:30, telling me I1'm late. . I
don't 1! tnotr. whnat time it is but rush over. The cools aren't even
there 'yet. But four other XP's are. As they get in ahead of me most
of the easier jobs are taken, so I end up wrashing trays, cups, etc.
at the sink. Illserable day. Very hot, sweat just runs off us,
dribbles off the end of my nose, runs into the corners of my eyes,
etc. e get no rest breaks., Some places they do, but here the cooks
are chickenshit to do so S0 1f you zmet caught sitting down they
raise hell. The only "rest" is sitting dovm to eat chow (and you
better do that fast) and sitting doim to peecl potatoes (250 pounds
we peeled.) And you better wot talk too much when you're peellng
potatoes, either, 'cause we are all iggerunt sojurs and aren B Sup-
posed to do two thwnns at once. DNot that we give a big fat rat's ass.



tfe look for all kindsa ways to screw the cooks, etc. The tine before
vhen T was on with my friend who lives off base, e stole a whole
sack of porkchops. I love porkchops. The first cook thinks the
second cook stole 'em. Big argument. e snicker vhile we wvorlk:.

Late that evening we are at his place, pooped. e look at the nork-
chops. Looking at them reminds us of all the sweat and heat and Jrease
and crap... e can't eat the porkchops. e throw them avay.

It's always like that. Have very little appetite, seeing how
food is nrepared, having to prepare some of it ourselves. Very sorry
day. ‘ork tiil 7:30 at night without rest (except when you go to the
latrine and sit down). Spnlit. Zxhausted. Sleen late Saturday
norning. The temperature is 97 and the humidity something like 55 and
no one is very happy. Je go into tovm with a friend who is being sent
to Germany the end of this week. He's froa ew Jersey and has never
been much away from home till the Army sent him here. He is rost
apprehensive about it all. e keep trying to tell him that Germany
at 1ts vorst will still be better than Oklahona at its best. Te is
not a believer. 1Mot yet. e go to town to see a friend of this kid.
Friend has had to marry a 25 year old barwvhore ttho is seven months
pregnant and fat and ugly and stupid. She wvas knocked up -then he net
her and she has two other kids drifting around sonewvhere. He was
avoiding marriage with her thouzih she was trying nadly. Then he got
involved with a forged check of a friend"'s and some lieutenant zot
after him. The "frienhd" went AOL aund left Stupid holding the bag,

So fatlpreg soes to the officer and says, vhy you can't throwv him in
jail, we're goin' ta be marriedi and so on. JSo the officer says, You
TILL marry that woman. So he did. Ile is quite hennecked. He is 21
and ugly enough to curl worms. Iie had been the kid's roommate and

had borroivied the kid's iron. '"here is my iron?" says the kid.
Stupidoriis says, "'Jell, I nawned it for 3. It was worth “25. e
conclude he's an asshole and deserves agetting screwred by sorryvhore,

Te walk around town some. e are trylng to wet rid of a third



party who is following us around. Ile rambles on with bad jokes,
reads nudist magazines in diners while e eat, and tells us who all
the different queers are around the base. 'fe speculate on how he
knows. He is Jjust a nice trusting Xid, he says. He is, too. e let
him get on a bus first. He trusts us to follow. Har. Uave goodbye.
Te go to the remains of a drunken party. It's mostly full of people
I Aoty Ifen A ISt NI S o sorry world,: fbiendsuis

lHeanvhile, what the hell do I write about? /e had a tornado in
Texas three months ago and a real live dust stornm shortly after, and
not much else. : Real drag. If you drop dead all you get is 3300
spent on the funeral. Dreary place.

~-- George iHetzger
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We picked up one excellent word -- a word worth traveling to Hew Orleans to get;
a nice limber, expressive, handy word -- "Lagnianpe." They pronounce it lanny-yep.
It is Spanish ~-- so they said. 17e discovered it at the head of a column of odds

and ends in the Picayune the first day; heard twenty peonle use it the second; in-
quired what it meant the third; adopted it and got facility in swinging it the
fourth. It has a restricted meaning, but I think the people spread it out a little
when they choose. It is the equivalent of the thirteenth roll in a "baker's dozen."
It is something throvm in, gratis, for good measure. The custom originated in the

Spanish quarter of the city. %/hen a child or a servant buys something in a shop --
or even the mayor or the governor for aught I know -- he finishes the operation by
saying: ;

"Give me something for lagniappe.”

The shopman always responds; gives the child a bit of licorice-root, gives the
servant a cheap cigar or a spool of thread, gives the governor -- 1 don't know what
he gives the governor; support, likely.

tlhen you are invited to drink -- and this does occur now and then in Wew
Orleans -~ and you say, "hat, again? -- no, I've had enough,” the other party says,
"But just this one time more -- this is for lagniappe.” Vihen the beau perceives t
that he is stacking his compliments a trifle too high, and sees by the young lady's
countenance that the edifice would have been better with the top compliment left
off, he puts his "I beg pardon, no harm intended,” into the briefer form of "Oh,
that's for lagniappe.” If the waiter in the restaurant stumbles and spills a gill
of coffee down the back of your neck, he says, "F'r lagniappe, sah," and gets you
another cup without extra charge.

3 ~=- Hark Twain, in Life on the Mississippi

Ford was not long in invading Britain, where the motor car industry had got
away to a slow start, thanks to a law which had required a "locomotive" on a high-
way to be preceded by a men with a red flag. In 1901 the Daimler Company had a
modest output by Detroit standards, but it gave individual consideration to each
customer :

"Kindly write to us, stating your requirements, and let us lknow:

lst. At what speed you wish to travel.
2nd. Number of persons to be carried.
3rd. Vhether your district is flat or hilly."

-~ E, S, Turner, in The Shocking History
of Advertising!
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In 1962 I worked for a man who advertised himself as a literary
agent. low, you probhably have the impression that a literary agent is
someone who tries to sell an author's manuscripts at the hisghest
possible price, taking 10% of the proceeds for his trouble. That's
certainly what a legitimate agent does, but not so my former employer,
Literary Agent X. The following representative sample of his corres-
pondence with clients will give you a better idea of his business:

Mrs. Bonnie Boodle
Rural Route 1
Sulphur Gulch, Xentucky

My dear ilrs. Boodle:

I -have just read your delightful, engrossing, super-
scintillating, potentially salable masterpiece, The Xun-
feshuns of a Good Gurl in a Shak in the 3loo ilountains and
I want to tell you, Mrs. B dear, that you're the mosz
tremendous amateur yet I've ever seen all my life. There's
just one thing, Mrs. B, and I almost youldn't mention it
except I want to see you become famous and Get Ahead in
Top Markets and all that, but your wonderful brain-child
could use a little fixing up -- Just a little. HNow, our
professional staff here can do it for you professionally
and also I will arrange to have my professional typist type
it on her electric typewriter. Because, well, frankly,
lirs. B honey, a #3 potato bag wouldn't be a bad substitute
for the nice 3 1b. paper we use, but we think you shouldn't
have used charcoal because charcoal tends to smudge and
editors are so fussy about their clothes, as we all know,
those prissy little editors. Chuckle chuckle,

So, irs. B baby, for the rock-bottoem nominal sum of
only %225 for.your entire 8 pages of manuscript, that's
what we'll do it for. T'haddaya say, honey?

Sincerely,
Literary Agent X

Deer Litery Agend Iks:

I wood luv to reely but I caint becauz ferst my huzbind
came dovn with flou and now my boy Lucifer and the stov
hadda go last month to pay the welfare peenl for the
hospitol for the soshel worker what my boy Jululs basht
her hed in with a ax. 5o I caint. To bad. I no I got



a good storey to tell.
Love,
Sonnie

Hy dear dear Bonnie,

I was touched to read of your plight and I vowed, as I
wept, that I would not let mere money stand between your
success. “Just for you, my sweet Hrs. B, I will allow you
to.pay the fee in installments., 1ionthly.

haddaya say honey.

Endearingly,
Literary Agent X

Deer Litery Agend Iks,

T wisht I coud but I caint becauze you see now with the
stov gavm and ny huzbind ‘daid, T had a hard tim of it and
had to tern to the streets and came down with the creeping
intestinal ivy and caint work no more at my only cource of
lifelyhod., The nublik will never no ny storey.

Tove,
Bonnie

Hy dear sweet poor little Bonnie,

How''woulmust eysuffering!,  Zor youvand only,.you I will
mnake this my last, final and decisive take it or leave it
offer:

Half price -- $112.50.

Beseachingly,
Literary Agent X

Deer Litery .gend Tks,
In monthly instanlmens?

Dear ilrs. B:
Yes, in monthly installments.

Deer Litery Agend Iks,
I except.

WHEREUPON: ifobody touchés the manuscript until she's all paid
up. And three years later, with the last penny in the kitty, oune of
his "professional staff" gives it a semblance of plot, a scattering
of characters, a hint of beginning and end. e can't do too much
with 1t, you see, because Literary Agent X specifies the number of
hours one can spend on so much wordage., The thing is typed on a
manual typer and a carbon copy is sent to irs. I, who writes back
weeplly saying the guts were took out of it and it aint a troo storey
no more. The original, of course, is put on a shelf to collect dust.

Needless to say, a person like Literary Agent I doesn't attract
top authors. Bonnie Doodle was not an atypical client, and having to
deal with the literary ouvutpourings cof these peonle day after day
wasn't terribly stimulating. There vere compensations, though, be-
cause some of them irere inspired, if unconscious, humorists. 7T made
a collection of excerpts from some of the most excruciating manu-
scripts that massed through, by, and under my desk, as follows,

In the first group, each quote is from a different aanuscript:



Te noticed that in all this time the sun had not noved at
all it must somehow be stationary, oh well, we will trorry
about that later.

"laybe the bartender has a dictionary," he said, half in
jest and the other half more seriously.

Christianity, fizst s feed the' hungry.! clothe the.naked,
and quench the thirsty.

Father irould ponder and ponder, still hoping that young
Dr. james would one day not look upon his patients as mere
morsels.

Pather sat in his favorite armchair with his ears standing
up on end.

Gentlemen: I sincerely believe there is a strong demand
in the Uew~York arca for the stuff I am putting out tihese
days, and I am most fertile at this time.

Jim's quiclk eye detected that Kit ras bleeding painfully
at the mouth.

Both were fortunate in having alinost photogenic memories,

From an "authority" on mental illness ~-- a serious, sober, straight-
forvard article:

Ilental patients are schizophrenic, maniac, and psychotic,
Mrst, let us take the schizonhrenic. The classic example
of schizophrenia is the Jeckyll and Hyde personality--sone-
times I'm happy, sometimes I'm sad, sometines I'm so damn
nad. ' This type of patient fills most of our hospital beds.

The second is maniac. The maniac patient is not in
touch with reality and requires 1little sleep.

The third group are the psychotics. The legal name for
this condition is insanity. They have really slipped their
discs, lost some of their marbles.

There is another form of treatment called occupational
therapy. It consists of dolng something with the patient's
hands.

From a novel:

The priest performed Dxtreme .uctlon over her body.

He bent over her heart and listened with a stetrascope,
Science fiction?:

...like a fragment from sone celestrial galaxity.
A serious discussion in a short story:

"lrs. 2Zyan, in ny oplnion, suffers from aymphonmania and

1 advise she consult a gynicologist. This will cost plenty
if she needs an operation.



Romance :

I sreyy warm in his arm. Thus we sit a short while, A
cock crows., "Did you hear," he said, "a cock crew."

Emotion:

Regaining control of his reflexes, he buried his face in
his hands and whispered, "Christi Oh Christ!" Then as

the seriousness of the situation hit him with full force
he said, unconsciously quoting that old master Shakespeare,
"Oh: Hell! That have we here?"

Folksy stuff:

Jow ny uncle Tily came rightly by his nane because what
the Tlebster book says that word means is what my uncle is
loaded. That you may have a fuller realization of how
his folks named this one ily, I relate herewith a for-
instance.

From a "Diblical nlay:

"Rebelkah, my beloveth, please don't cry..."

From a serious book on natural history:

Sorie are born naturalists. Some achieve natural history,
and the rest of the world has natural history thrust
upon 1it.

The following are from a 400 page book. The author couldn't think of
an ending, so sent it inm unfinished. I killed off both main charac-
ters. He wrote us a letter, saying he loved it.

When Taver came out on deck, he came out cussing. 'Where
e e ltitiam a2 thhe yelleds ' Praribedd s et Sl ppery”
Vhen I told him what had happened, it secemed to take quite
a load off his face.

After a nonment or two his speech cleared up, although
his face remained white and his neck velns strutted.

Lecia stood wax-like from fright, and Lizzy stood stone-
like from fear,.

He began to look fiercer. OSweat particles popped out
over his forehead.

And, looking at her picture, he would repeat the vowels
he had nade on her death bed.

Julian reanembered that morning so vividly, that he never
forgot.

These are by a female author vho called her boolk Sex i'rom One to
PRk Bt ey aerrs Sx— Lo

Ile tas full of vitality, and quick with wrords. T felt



rather qulck with words myself that day and as we walked
arm in arm to his beautiful newr automobile with custom
pipes and so forth, we exchanged witty bits of conversa-
tion and laughed wittingly at our own comic remarks, that
flowed out of our mouths a mile aninute, seeningly.

I was in his arms after but a blank moment, and he was
kissing me nassionately, when suddenly he lifted me up and
carried me into the bedroom. I lay there on the blue
sheets wondering about nothing.

The nusic started and we were dancing azain and in no
time he led me to the bedroom and seduced me no end.

Sometimes he'd cone by in the wee hours of the morning.
I seemed to have a soft spot in my heart for him, I'd let
him in intending Jjust to talk. 3Before you trould know 1%
Te were eatinzg each other, so to speal.
There's a humor picce on Theodore Dreiser mhich parodies his use of
endless detail in his novels. This I think beats Dreiser -~ it's
beyond parody:

I've met some good coolks and have knoin some rell known
chefs in ny tine but, none that could begin too compare
with Claire's mother except, Claire herself of wvhom also
is an exceptionally good cook and, had followed right in
her mother's footsteps. She too had learned too create
her own reciwnes and aenus. Iverything about the dinner
was outstandingly deliscious and her mother kneu that I
liked homemade apple pieg and, she had baked two of then
just for my benefit not tod mention tiro blg fat juicy
homemade mince pies flavored with real rum and they too
had been baked with a butter crust that wras beyond des-
cription. iell, I had a little bit of everything on the
table and, no words can exnress how much I enjoyed every
last crumb. The turkey had been roasted to a deep golden
broun from butter rubbed into its skin, stuffed with a
filling that had been made with sausage, celery, onions,
a pinch of garlic, thyme and, other seasonings. Alto-
gether, it had weighed close too twenty pounds before
stuffing and close too thirty two pounds after stuffing.
Claire's mother wasn't at all scotch about the servings
either. That dinner if seen by the President of the
United States would have gone down in History as "The
most fabulous and remarkable dinner of all time." Too
make it more enjoyable, there were two candles too sef
off the beauty of the table along with the most beautiful
hand crocheted banquet sized table cover I had ever seen
and, I have been in some very beautiful homes that hac
very beautiful things but, none too compare with that
table cover. This cover was exceptlion because 1t had
been made by Claire herself out of Clark's OWT number
thirty thread.



LIGHTHQUSE Goes teo a Wedding:

Those of you.who keep track of such things will be interested to
know that the Lady of the Cat People .zot married a few weeks ago. I
am. once again working at the Bureau of Ap»nlied Social Research, and anm
in 2 position to know this. I also becane best nan, a »rideful
position not without a dearth of responsibility, and narticipated in
a lovely, romantic chapel weddingzg. Iy role was a pleasant one. The
grain of truth to the nyth that you have to nrop up the bridegroom is
in the five minutes immediately preceding the ceremony, vhen you too
are wondering whatever the hell havnened to the bride. All else is
glory and tinsel: dimmers given by zlowing nparents at which you are
varmly appreciated; fetes and parties where you have a central role
in participating (but not organizing); walking around at the reception
in one of the two dinner jackets present, as I did, puffing on 2 cigar
and being gracious as hell,

The whole business proapted in me the realization that I've been
to very few weddings. As a matter of fact, the only weddings I've
ever been to I've either been the best man or the son of the bride.
Once I was best man to a friend of mine on the Daily Californian
staff, since divorced, and at least twice, as I rTemember, I vas
present at the weddings of my nother, also since divorced. These
small tidabits about ny mother's life, by the way, are exceeded in
interest only by the information about her »nresent home in New Zealand
and her relationship there with a jusggler. But I digress.

T think I'm in favor of larze marriages (in terms of the cere-
mony, I mean; I'm opposed to polyzamy). There are few enough tines
in this world when you can force everyone to come to your party. I
enjoy being a host, and having a2 mob of peonle coning around to get
drunk with you at your convenience has always seemed to e to be one
of life's pgreater pleasures. (This is espezizlly true, by the way,
since I took un the cigar a counle of months azo; expansive gestures,



apostrophic commentary and forceful cxpletives are far better punc-
tuated with a dynamic wave of a cigar. Ilind you've flicked the ashes
before, though.)

But to have a large cercmony you really need fanily to make it
complete. You can't be too social in the linited time afforded at a
reception, so it is Dbest to have quantities of distainlt relatives you
can afford to ignore attend to malke the crowd. Then you can spend
your time with your cronies. This is assuming you've set everything
up right beforehand and not let the goddem parents run things. This
strategic concept must be handled with care as if at all possible it
is they who will be paying for the whole bash anyhoi.

Since I haven't zot much fanily the odds are already turned in
favor of 1y being married in a griny quickie at City Hall. 2ut I
intend to narry rich in order to obviate that, and other, problems.
Horm, will you »nlay at ny weddinz®

That's the Word T ilant?:

T received a John Birch Society leaflet on the street the other

11~

day -- "Support your local police" -- and noted that to inquire for
more information from this organization onposed to the spread of
Federal bureaucracy I had to use a .iassachusetts Zin Code. The ew

York Telephone Company, on the other hand, proponcnts of digit-dialing’
and non-~-alnhabetic phone numbers, still maill thelr bills writhout the
Zip Code.

Hewr * L aaOlsillor A Hosr ML e it

In a counle of years T will have been a member of T'APA for over
half its existence. Iilore to the point, T think.it is about this year
that I'11 have been a member of FAPA for over half ny ovn existence.
Having been born in 1939 and joined FAPA in 1952, I suppose I'm as
eligible as anyone to ruainate on ny nast.

(The business is couplicated by the change in ny attitude to-
ward age. Tor some time now I've scoffed at relatively young friends
of mine -- usually ronen, under 30 -- rho 1ould piss and moan about
thelr oncoming decrenitude. I still thinlt it is absurd. Hoirever,
sometime around ny 25th birthday a few months aso T began develoning
a different attitude. A change of 1life, as it were. oy I an
honestly pleased to consider nyself a young man, hardly a teenager or
a "youth,”" but at the same time T'm awvare that I an not really young
anymore. I have never been physically in good shane, thouzgh never in
really bad shape, and I'm now quite conscious that I may never be in
better condition than I am now. The flab tends to increase, not de-~
crease: the occasions for exercise duvindle and the effect 1t has be~
comes more a holding action than o developning force. Too, I'm just
at the age vhen men these days do thelr best work: it is common knowr-
ledge in the sciences, for example, that the best wrork of sharp young
men is done before they are 30. Look at Gell-iiann, for instance.
T've only just returned to school and a degree is years away, so thax
thought is @& little disturbing. But I console myself writh the thoupght
of the late developers: TFranck, Grandaa iioses, Laney.)

TThen I first joined TAPA, giants walked the earth.. This is be-
cause theyr had just left 2APA, and I was disappointed to find on
joining that I had taken Ackerman's nlace and Laney had to all intents



qult a mailing or two before. Lee offman's Ffirst SCIEICE FICTION
PIVE.-YEARLY, which I'd missed by two mailings, had signalled a pealk

of her efforts. As a natter of fact,, thoughisl collected many past
PAPA mailings, I never did get a complete set of that famous November
1951 mailing. There wyas a SPACETARD in it too, I believe, and a YILD
HAIR (the last?). T helieve it 7as an anniversary nailing: the 15th,
perhaps. It's 0ld hat nowr to talk of the short waiting lists of the
Old Days; and actually I did have to wait one mailing before I could
Join., T think I nay have been as low as sixth on the list wvhen I
applied. Charles Lee 2iddle responded to.ny anplication: I forget nowr
whether or not the Tillis death hoax had been pulled yet at that point.

spealking of which -~ the first I've done, notwr that I think of it,
for about a decade -- that "hoax’ is a little interesting to look
back on. T don't recomiend it as a course of action for enthusiastic

joung follk, but-I must say on thinking about it that it did not
redound vholly against my best interests. There was a certain stupid
audacity about it, I think, a quality of its being an almost unbe-
lievably idiotic thing to do, that caught in peoplet‘s uinds. "I ias
not a nasty nor a wholly stupid kid at the time; I'm sure that showed,
as did ny very real repentance after the fact. I was quite apnpalled
at what I'd done, and equally as flabbergasted by the reaction., T
think I thousht of Tillis at the tine as Just another popular suy. A
couple of noments ago, as I ras thinking about it, I realized that
the reaction really was phenomenal. The "message” I'd sent out uas in
the least likely or resnectable form, and yet a number of neople took
1t quite seriously. ILee Riddle phoned ‘Lee Hoffman long-distance, and
Vernon iicCain published a diatribe I've still not recovered fron.
(I've always seen hin as a sort of fannish ilencken, mercurial, guick-
tongued; at nmy mention of his name T plcture hin snarling over his
shoulder at me in his grave.) The vhole business left an unpleasant
taste in people's nmouths as far as I was concerned for some tine- vet
1t did leave a taste, and I think that if truth be told the fantasy
of an attention~seeking adolescent came true to 2 surnrising extent
with the »passage of time. iy impression has been that neople remeir-
bered both the incident and nme, and as tine nassed and I changed the
association betiwrecn the two becane less and less.

This may be true in a larger sense, too. Terry thinks, and it
seems true, that the hole of Bay Arca fannish youth was iaplicated
in the affair., Terry was specifically accused by at least one person-
and the subsequent "Terry Carr” hoax by 3Joob Stevart didn't help
matters. Terry has told elsevhere of his surprise at reading in
FANCYCLOPEDIA II the definition of the ACC, the "Adolescent California
Crowd” which included the Bay Area younzfans. In seneral T think it
vas a tern more applicable to the slightly later breed of Southern
California fans around Pete Vorzimer, but this is splitting a pretty
fine hair.

Soneday - I'1l have to write up nronerly the wrtay I entered fandon.
It involved my mother's interest iu Dianetics, a portable typewriter
and a great quantity of cat shit, none of :hich nlay a serious part
in my life today. 4 couple of years later I net Terry, itho intro-
duced me to thie TAPA concent, one with which he was not wholly
familiar himself. He described to me with sone azitation one after-
noon that the eight pages a year had to be published within the organ-
ization, not just anyvhere in fandom. He'd thouzht he had it made.
To me this stands in history writh LeeH's blissful ignorance of ink and
ny own nilsapprehension of the necessity of the inkpad.



Actuaily it's amazing to me the extent to vhich Terry and I have
collaborated in FAPA. 'le put out a miserable postcard size mailing-
coument zine in Ace double-novel format, which I'm sure today was just |,
too much to ask of anyone. This collaboration went on for some time,
even into letter-size, and culminated -- with considerable hiati -- in
the LIGHTHOUSE of yesterday. (The LIGHTHOUSE of today does not exist.

I do not say this simply for Walt Willis' benefit -~ he likes to keep
track of these things -- but if you will look at the colophon a change
in editorial nersonnel will be evident.)

I stay in FAPA today mainly in order to keep in touch with a few
people; not all of them are in FAPA. But they are in fandom (even the
Fapans) and I would hate to lose contact with them entirely. Tt's not
the most productive way. to maintain a membership -- I don't often main-
tain my previous level of 125% pages a year -- but I choose to selfish-
ly exercise my prerogative and maintain myself as a member as long as I
maintain my friendship with a good half-dozen neople in and around TFAPA.

My Life and Hard Times:

That letter over there on the right may seem strange to you, but
you have no idea how strange it aspeared to me when I got it. The
story behind it is Joe Pilati, who had been sending ENCLAVE to the
Soclialist Party National Secretary Betty Elkin in the course of his
correspondence with her. I'd seen ENCLAVE on her desk a counle of
times and studiedly ignored it; but while I was in Chicago earlier
this year evidently he came to Hew York, discpvered she knew me, and
told her to write and ask me this'question from the old VOID days. I
haven't seen her since.

The story behind that, though, is as long as my connection with
radical politics. Somehow fandom has dogged me throughout.

The first time the two areas overlapped I was in Chicago five
years ago. The discussion bulletin of the YPSL (youth groum of the
Socialist Party) needed an editor -- that is, someone responsible for
handling the regular nublication of articles by YPSL members. . ormally
the zine ran over 50 pages, about 800 copies. T'ith my neophyte zeal I
took over the job; I'd been a little disgusted with the pallid, badly-
stencilled nlain white magazines issued theretofore. I introduced
colored paper, Gestafaxing, fancy lettering guides, end-of-article
fillers, and interlineations., All excent the latter have survived to
this day though I held the post for only a year; the idea even spread
to other organizations, and it was not uncommon for me to meet people
I'd never heard of from strange Trotskyist sects who would say, "On
yes, you're the guy 1tho put out those great looking YPSL bulletins.

Coming across the unexpected in regard to fandom was depressingly
common in the days when Tom Condit was more active both in fandom and
politics than he is now. THis apain was several years ago; Tom for
some reason took a malicious delight in telling people all about fan-
dom, PAPA and my. .relationshin to it. I found this a bit unfortunate.
Tandom 18 just a zoddanm hobby, after all, and in many ways a rather
bizarre one. If truth be told, I 't1as embarassed. There are pnlenty of
nuts in the radical movement, but I think the nercentage is higher Iin
fandom and the general nersonal level of the non-nuts is considerably
higher in radical politics. Tortunately it never got around much -~
nobody really zave a damn -- excent for a couple of acquaintance§ Tho
would bring it up at strange noints. In 1959 or so just after I 'd lost
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February 27, 1964

Peter Graham

c/o Debbie Meier
1343 .15 50 73S
Chicago 15, Tll.
Dear Pete,

Would you mind explaining to me what the difference
is between mimeo ink and horse manure?

You can do so when you return to New York. I have
something to show you at that time, also.

Fraternally,
Ny 5
7

Betty,/Elkin
National Secretary

be :ims




and regained my menmbership in PAPA I remember walking along a street
in the Village and hearing Dave Van Ronk yell at me across Bleecker
Street, "Hey Pete, you get back in TAPA yet? Ahahaha!l”

Condit and I were on different sides of some political fences in
the YPSL, and occasionally we got a little bitter toward each other.
(I thinlt today that Tom is an interesting fan, but has no nlace in a
democratic socialist organization.) On one of the occasions when our
differences were less than bitter but more than simnnly congenial, the
question once came und of my beinz elected to some minor post in the
flewr York organization. Tom opposed this on generally non-personal
grounds --- he wanted someone with a different point of view on some
irrelevant question or dther -- but he didn't mind bringing up fandonm.
At a Dusiness meeting of soue dozens of peonle he snoke on the issue,
saying, ~This is a responsible position; hoir the hell can we eclect
Pete to this when he can't even stay o member in FAPA?Z

(Actually the net effect was nil. BEverybody looked at each other
and said, "Vhat's FAPA?" I was embarassed but Tom was stuck out on a
limb vith a private joke. I forget who got elected.)

Some of the things that happened weren't so spontaneous. Once
Tom, I and another guy named Jaclk, a long-time friend of mine, were
all serving together on o nreconvention Constitution committee. The
YPSL constitution has been pretty stable, but Tom being a libertarian
has alwvays had some revisions to make (not all bad, by any means) and
it's needed cleaning up. .Jack and I, in general agreement on most
items at issue, hadan't discussed things much. Defore the convention,
though, he and Tom got together and talled over several proposals to
make to the convention de¢legates. Later they read them off to me. e
discussed several and things got modified slightly. Then they read
the last one: Z2YPSL members shall not also be menbers of any organi-
zations vhose membership is restricted on an arbitrary basis.* The
wording was nore subtle and somehow inplied "discriminatory" restric-
tions. I was a little nonplussed and said it didn't sound necessary.
They verbalized at great length and T was about to agree when Jack
couldn't hold it in any longer and began to laugh. Tom had told him
about fandom and ny part in it, and the effect of the amendment would
have been my having to resign from FAPA, It never got to the floor:
T killed it in committee, and considered similar action against the
committee.

Recently I haven't been very active politically; you might say
1%ve ‘gone* @afp. % But Is Intend to be active againyscon., Hhen T am I
think I will take up publishing the discussion bulletin again, gt ol
really be well done this tinme, you see, nov that I really have exper-
jence. I think it'll all be Gestafaxed or maybe even photo-offset,
with articles by lartin Luther Xing, Tilly Brandt, Harold Wilson,
Norman Thomas, John Doardman, unpublished articles by Ilarx and Engels,
and pictures of the last SP convention and the latest demonstrations.
It should be over 100 nages and 'rill oHrobably appear monthly, maybe
even more frequently. If you fans want it, you can send me a dollar
now and I'll nake sure you get a cony. It should be pretty good: Just
about the perfect discussion bulletin.

The first issue will be out real soon ROV.



Breen in a Nutshell:

For .the record: 1) I think Jalter Breen is an obnoxious person.
2) It is wise for children not to become involved with Walter for, ex-
cept for a natural revulsion they nay feel, he can only have an un-
healthy effect upon them. Iuch the same is true for adults. 3) Dona-
ho's handling of the natter was rrong, inept, irrelevant, disturbing,
dangerous and, it appears, dishonest. I want no pantiof s 4 ) B
would have signed the Brecen netition for FAPA entry, but am glad he
got the necessary signatures without nine. 5) The issue has brought
out the worst in 205t of those who have commented on it. Self-right-
eousness, aberration, nrojection, shrill hostility, self-conscious
anti-social pride, and surreptitious defamation are not-character
building assets. ©6) Tillis' appeal for a I¥eturn to normalcy! in
QUARK? should be followed. It is true that it will solve no issues,
but none have been settled yet and none are going to be,

-- Pete Grahan

I'm afraid of Uta Hagen.




LCOKING  BACKWARD

MAILING COMMENTS BY PETE GRAHAM

QURP 3: Bennett

James Bond is a major new culture hero., I saw a discussion of
him in a Tew Zepublic 2 ferr weeks back which reallr discussed hin ser-
iously in those teirms, waich I don't think is warranted, but there is
sometining to it. [is Latest book-~-"Cn Ter ajesty's Secret Service'--
is sort of an anomaly, not like the others at all. The natent absurdity
of the plot is not nlayed up as much: tvhat is more iwportant here is
the minute-to-minute action, which is nlotted and naced better than in
108t of the cother 3Jond books. Dond is really a little dense, you knorr.
411 of his mnajor scranes come about because he has screwved up. Sowmeone
I was talking to about this was trying to develop a najor sexual theory
about = ¥leming and Jond. I don't know about that:- he was implying that
;i was a maternal rather than paternal fisure, standing for @mother and
all; and the like. 3But there is something strange about Bound's invol-
vement with criminals who want to mutilate his masculinity. In one
bock he gets his balls beaten with a carpet-beater and is threatened
with imminent castration ("Say goodbye to it, James”). In another he
is slid astraddle along a table toward a buzz-saw. Of course his sex
life is of prodigious proportions, as seems to be his ajad Pty e s
slept with everything female except Rosa 7lebh, even conquering--~that
symbol of final sexual masteryi--the beautiful lesbian, Pussy Galore,
In the latest book he steps more casually into bed with more woien
than ever before,

LT ke weading Bond ‘stories. " T think they'!re 'gxlot of fun.

MELANGE 7: Trimbles

I don't like my name, and havin~ vou orint the tattered meaning
of "rock-like" for Peter in your nane-table is no pleasure. Tt's hHet-
ter than what went on in aigh school, thoush: in adolescent talk of
the time "neter" was a euphemismn for "venis", see also "arick’. (This

wvas in the same period vhen "huns' yas current in California--see Terry's

comments. e forgot to mention in that connection the threatening sen-
tence, "I'm gonna do in your buns.’® ‘loughly, 'stomp your ass.') I

would rather be called Pete, but that doesn't look too nsood on formel
papers. I could use ay middle name and become S5cott Grahan, but that's
got the wrong tone; or 2. Scott Araham, which is a 1ittle much,

=



In your discussion of the nolice youm.mentioned .the old Znglish
law that, in event of a public disturbance, the constable had to zo to
the locale and publicly read the emtire 2ot Act to the rioters before
he could take action. During the recent Harlem riots a lawyer turned
up & similar code in an old New York State Law: the mayor of the city
i1s required by laiwr to visit the scenc of the riot and personally appre-
hend or disband the rioters. iTobody takes it seriously (llayor agner
knows better than to let his white ass get into Harlem).

THE LOVECRAFTSIIAN: Bogns -

Penetrating. The trouble with the hypothesis is that I think
there is really something to it. There really is a lot of emnphasis
in Lovecraft on smells, textures, "obscene” and disgusting materials.
Anal, really quite anal, yass. Lovecraft was not a healthy man.

TERRY CARR IN ASPIC: Clarkes & laeburn :
. Is T'm typing this Terry is yelling at ne that T can't comment on
this now, this is part of this mailing. lie on foary tradition. These
Queebcon one-shots are great. Perhaps it is because T am more interes-
ted in the neople »putting this one out, but I find this an exanple of-
the one-shot at its best; and the Lupoff-Drown-Stiles oneshot in this
bundle a dreadful draz. The latter-don't let any kind of personality
shine through: but the Nueebshots do. This is real. (This #sf'ragr. . Te
must seize it.) Soon the Carrs and T are soing to Canada to visit the
Clarkes and go with him to Low Dives end listen to CGlorious Cacophony.
I hope when we do that Raeburn will also come and we can discuss how
muzzy my thinking is. Mow that we've invited ourselves up there, tell
us, lorm, can we come? Do you have a place for us? Should we bring
our omm reeds?

CAC 4 ;" lletcalf

It's funny how a Justifiable letter in defense of onesself, as
this 1s, can sound so bloody hostile and obnoxious that T almost find
myself hoping that the blackball works on TapSogtst,

SCATALOG 3: Tilson

The pomposity of that 2ed Chinese song about _lao is pronounced in
a lot of Communist seni-literature. TI've bought a counle of Chinese
Communist pamphlets, one just for the title: THE TTIOLE PARTY AND THER
WHOLE PEOPLE GO Il FOR AGRICULTURE IN A BIG 'TAY.

And there was that marvelous song I learned six years ago from
David fovogrodsky ("that's il~o,v-0,g-r-0, d-s, L-y") ron the Test
Coast. The song, "Pick and Spade", is a real one; the last line is
real too, but is tagged on from some other source.

"Pick and spade, pick and snade,
e are Tito's youth brisade;
A1l speed the plan,

Shame the idle man.

3elgrade's a fine tovm, lomeward victorious,

ome of our collective. - Conrades courageous.
Onward - -to Srushko, sons of the working class,
That's our next objective. Tito's shock brigaders,
(Reprise: DPick and snade...) (Reprise: DPick and spade...)
(crescendo...)

Tito, Tito, Tito, Tito, little flower of the youth!"



BATHTUB GIN: Tupoff, Stiles, Brown
This 1s probably the worst one-shot I've seen in years. Stilted,
forced, unvleasant. Sec ny comments on the Nueebshot above.

DEEP IN THE GLEN: Clarkes & Raeburn

Larvelous reference there to Rachburn “dreaming happily of the
Almost Perfect State.® And I catch that reference to Bob Lichtmeyer
there you sneaks you. Boyd, will there be honking and skreeing in the
Almost Perfect State? (Almost Perfect Ionking and Skreeing, I zuess.)
I can see the state-commissioned symnhony, "Ode to Glorious Cacophony”,
now (or am I confusing this with Shostakovitch's last?).. '

POSTHORTSIL:  Choate out of Xnight

;)y reaction on reading this was not at all sympathetic. T have a
marginal note, ""Tho is this prick?"” Dut vart of this hostile attitude,
I confess, 1s created by the discovery of a man ho diminishes his
wife's nane to "CGretch." That just doesn't sound like an affectionate
term, it just doesn't. Dut mainly it's the righiteousness.

HORIZOIIS 98: Tarner

I'm essentially a conservative guy. I wish IIorizons were still
appearing coverless on white paper.

I found the television presentations during the Kennedy assassin-
ation period to be well-done, largely in zood taste, and fescinating.
It's interesting to speculate on the role it played as a cathartic,
come to think of it; after the funeral there was a great deal of mental
hitching-up-ones~belt and back to the world going on. At any rate,
that three-day period showved to me some of the potentialities of teleg-
vision as an artistic medium. The shots of Xennedy in life were mostly
the first night and I didn't see much of that. DBut the live-action
shots of the coffin being carried from one nlace to another, the
visitors and the funeral I found effective and moving. .:0st moving
was the late-Sunday night showing of the thousands who visited the
bier. Hothing was hanpening after midnight or so; the shooting of
Oswald had just been replayed and covered for an hour or so. ill the
networks moved to Tashington and the Capitol dome: the silent people
moving by the coffin, the rather tasteful commentary by the announcers
and finally the Boston Symphony performance of a Deethoven symphony
was one of the most moving hours I've ever svent. I was strucl at
that tine by this lode that TV has not yet mined: the documentary-
nusical art form, vhere the screen deals photographically with a sub-

ject while zood music is played for the sound. Iy primary conception
involves classical nmusic, but I think it could be. extended to other
musical subjects (jazz, for example). The movies, as a natter of

fact, could do this sort of thing even better; with color carefully
and sparingly used, musical-visual creations of striking beauty could
be achieved.

Of course sone of the TV coverage was striking in other vwrays. I
didn't see the Oswald killing Dbut that must have been impressive.
friend of mine sleepily turned on the bedside TV set Sunday morning,
watched a moment as some an 7as shot, turned it off again and uvent
back to sleep thinking in vhat bad taste it was to show commercial
murder mysteries on the Sunday aorning after the assassination.

rerei n the'' as a typo more typical of linotypes than tynewriters
is a nice note. I was trying to think of others, butLTAO INMTetaolincmfw
none came to nind. One nerr type of linotywne I'm finding in the ey
York Times: a line is wholly left-adjusted, no embedded spaces, and
2 third of, the line or so at the vight is all blaniz. I suspect this
15 a function of the new paper-tape computerized typesetting devices,



but I haven't found out yet what kind of bug would create such a thing.

Tor years as a youth I got the St. Josenh's calendars. At the
time they vere touting the new orange-~flavored aswnirings for children.
I never had them but always sort of looked forwvard to getting sone.
Skatekey, I guess.

I nyself never found the "Tirst Family" record (Vaugzhn Iieader's
imitation of ennedy) in bad taste, and don't think it would be in bad
taste to sell it or play it now. Any other attitude would be a little
hypocritical, 1t seems to me. I will admit that putting it in a dis-
play .wrindoirr for the week after the assassination was a bit crude.

One could set quasi-quotes on a linotype. One would have to be
an exvert with a sawy, that's all. I've seen stonemen turn commas into
periods on 6-point foundry type. This involves holding the pice of
type, about an inch long and as narrow as the thin edge of a match,
up to the edge of a povrer-sawv with one finger. The only mistake T
ever made with the sawr vas to cut too large quantities of type-metal
at once. T'hen some of the slugs I was pushing throusgh reached the
back of the saw, the unsween of the rotary blade piclied them up and
threw them at me. That sair has aliways scared the hell out of me.

You mention Voix several tines in your music section; would you
comment on their general quality relative to other nanufacturers?
They have a lot of sets out, and I've hesitated. They've looked
“cheap" somehow. I've had good luck vith some of the other non~pres-
tigeslabels « thoughy "Cownterpoint, ,for exanplesl

ire you really bored by "most nusic before about 1700"? There
is something fine cbout CGregorian chants (sparingly, of course), and
their relaxed, even qualities. Des "res is not dull. Iiave you heard
the Play of Daniel (a Jew York Pro Ilusica reundering of a c. 1200 work?
I'm sort of fascinated by the nre-baroque veriod; I recognize it has
dulling qualities, but I find then more in sameness of key than lack
of complex handling of musical volces.

Tito weeks ago I went to a couple of concerts at the new “hilhar-
monic Hall; a summer series offered some excellent buys in tickets.
Tor the first concert (2ach's lusical Offering and other pieces) T
sat on the aisle, row 1T; excellent seats, but the best-known fault of
the hall was evident. <©he highs were clear, but the lows were lost;
not nuddied, just lost. The harpsichord could barely be heard and
sounded the same on every chord. A few nights later I sat in the
highest tier. Ilowever, I had bought ny seat early enough that I was
placed well forward on the side, where the "rows'" trere only one or
twyo seats wide. The low strings (for Iaydn's Creation) rebounded off
the opposite wall to me, the reeds and violins cane straight up to ne
and the view of the orchestra was magnificent. The best seats in the
Philharmonic are the cheapest, if you get them soon enough.

That you call schadenfreude sounds more like sinple hostility.

Or not so simple hostility, if you will. I noticed you Qidn't attri-
bute any to yourself: can you? .ctually, the word doesn t have a pri-
mary neaning in the active sense: 1t is most often used to 1indicate
the pleasure a person gets from another's nisfortune regardless whe-
ther the first person was responsible for it or not.

Tor some reason;I've sotten quite anti-litter in my old age, too,
I carry paper for b¥ocks to litter-baskets. At least “Ter York has a
lot of then. They're aulti-nurnose; they hold litter, garbance of
local residents or the components of small winter fires for indigent
tourists. ° vhile azo in 2rooklyn Teights the Carrs and T found one
full of »naner that had been hit by 2 car; the top was squeezed tight
together*like a can stepned on at one end, only even more irreparable,
TLittle bits of paner, completely trgped inside, stuclk out all over.

A few days later the paper and contalner were gone.

n



One reason you don't see the kinds of nastiy acts you describe in
fandom much is that what you are describing are impulsive acts. There
is a lot of nastiness in fandon, but only on nersonal contact can !
llttle semi-conscious acts of hostility take place.

CASUNG -2=c " (N1])erns
i iyt JOU” Tittle diatribe on Ted Thite convinces me that you

don't like hin much. “ﬁverythlng Ted touches turns to shit.! That's
a little extreme, really. You're presuming on his effectiveness.
e the Shadow: That's little and red and Inows what evil lurlks

in the hearts of men? Lawmont Cranberry, of course.

The svordplay sounds fun—-exceot your protective helmets don't
sound very protective, and I don't care for the idea of carrying the
game out to the first touche. 1I'd love to be a good fencer: and not
an academic one, cither, with the stilted stances. The Zrrol Tlynn
school has always appealed to me.  Yass.

--Pete Graham
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COMMents on comments on comments on

mailing comments by terry carr

A PROPOS DE RIEN 12: Jim Caughran

That book K by Leslie Waller
sounds like just another thriller in
the tradition of I Xilled Stalin by
Sterling Moel, and all sorts other
books about assassinations of enemy
dictators. There's one out about
Castro too, I think.' They provide
pleasant (?) fantasies for the
kind of mentality that works on
the Personal Devil theory of history
and politics: gee, 1f only some-
body'd knock off that s.o.b. then
everything'd be okay again. (lather
curiously, I haven't seen much evidence
of real hatred of Mao Tse~tung in this sense. Apparently the 2ed
Chinese regime is recognized as a movement, a government, which 1is
independent of its particular leader(s) at any given time.)

Reminds me of a manuscript I read by a client at Scott ileredith.
The writer is a very good 3ritish suspense novelist, but he made a mis-
take when he decided to jump into the Fail oafe/zeven Days in llay/etc.
sweepstakes -- you know, the pseudo-sf popular novels which have
dominated the best seller lists the past couple of years. This muy did
one in which the climax involved an assassination attempnt on the
unnamed Soviet Premier. The Premier was giving a speech in Red' Square,
and there was this sniper on the roof of a nearby building. e drew a
bead and fired, but one of a flock of white doves which had been
fluttering about hanpened to fly in the way of the bullet, and the
dove was killed instead. Iverything worked out swell after that. God
but it was symbolic as hell. (The story sold to some newspaper in
Ingland, I hear, but nobody over here wanted it.)

I like your proposal for moving the ezoboo poll back to the
Tovember mailing. The reasons you give are good ones, and I'd add
another: the miserable inaccuracy of Dan McPhail's statistics. I was
appalled a few mailings ago to see Ilarry Warner saying that -~future

historians will bless _cPhail for his statistics~ --- more likely
they'll curse him, because they recally are shot through with errors,
and incorrect statistics'are worse than none at all. I note, for in-

stance, that in this mailing Dan's still claiming that Pete Grahan
published 125% pages in 1962 while I only published 8%, despite the
fact that several people have pointed out his previous error on this
to him, in print. I've also seen him publish contradictory statistics
in the same report, as on a page-count for Harion Zradley I think last



year. And in any case, as you say, we should be voting for quality,
not guantity.

SERENADE 4: Dick 3ergeron

1k That line about FAPA being ‘conposed of illustrious has-beens
sitting around waiting for each other to live up to their names"” is a
classic, though I'm not dead sure it's gramnatical,

But wasn't it Sturgeon who wrote The 3tars are the 3tyx? I know
it wasn't Philip Jose Tarmer, as you have it here.

Your mention of Claire ?eck touched a guilt-spot within me. DBeck
vas on the IMIULENDO mailing list, and epparently that of SI* TI D3 too,
because when Sam lloslkowitz's ALl Our Yoste“dqx__Have Light, Tool! (a
rather intemperate repnly to harrJ Tarner's article on The Immortal
Storm in Inn) appcared in 37T, Beck sent me a rebuttal of it for Inn.
That was shor "1y before I moved to New Yorh, though, and the manuscript
vas among the stuff I left behind, so I've never published it. It -ras
nothing tervific,*but for fanhistory's-sake it deserves-print, -so I
must remember to hunt it up wvhen I'm in California next month.

SCATALOG 3: . Art WilSon

T enjoyed all of this, but T don't have any checkmarks. Actually,
that square-root sisn at the bottom of page 4 looks enoupgh like a
checkmark that I keen stopping there every time I paze through the
zine. That suggests a possible remedy for fans vho feel they're not
getting their fair share of mailing comments on thelr zines: write in
your own check marks next to the narasraphs on which you particularly
want comments. You might even go so far as to scravl a few illegible
notes in the nargin, with key words like "fuggheads,” "bleedinghearts,"
‘engineers,' ctc. just barely readable.

TARGET: FAPA: Dick Tney

The nubllc apology 1is qulte pretty, sir, and is accented 1in the
spirit in which it was given. 'Saright.

THE TATTQOZD DRAGOIT AND HIS ELICTRIC HING-A-DING: Bill lotsler

This was a bit of a disappointuent: you.re beginning to repeat
yourself, 3ill. Virtually all the gags in the nictorial parts are
from QUOTEBOOK. I sort of have the feeling that you're doing these
TTD's these days primarily for showing to nonfans, in which case of
course it wouldn't be particularly important that tre fans have heard
the gags before. Still, it's a pity as far as I'm concerned.

One thing I've been waiting for, by the way, 1s for you to print
the Sam ilartian and Stuff comic strips that I saw several years ago.
I gather they never clicred comme“01a11y, but dammit they were excel-
lent and I'd like to see them in »nrint. If you don't want to publish
them yourself, how about sending them to me so I can put them in Lths?

Must confess I found The Strange Ilind of "7Tilliam llotsler a bit
ho-hum, hav1ng scen lots of this stuff by you before. There are some
nice images here, but not enough to justify the length to which you
vent. One line jumped out at me: “boxes of 0ﬁnay and butterflies.
It took a double- takc to realize that you didn't mean boxes of butter-
flies too. Dut that's such a swell concent. ilaybe for Lisa's next
birthday you could give hef S0 &y Ol butteiflles, all gift-wrapped.
It would be light, and she'd be dying to find out vhat was inside.
Then when it as ooened scores of butterflies would fly out and swoan
around the room lD a riot of color.

I zuess that's an examplea of the utrange nmind of Terry Carr.

T'n totally puzzled by The ar. It's not badly written, but it's
such an old and hacxnejed 1dea ~~ why did you bother?




HOREZONO Qu: Harry ilarner

I haven't been making much noise lately about the Martin matter,
even though I'm still irritated over it. 1My silence, though, has been
because I've come to the conclusion that we should have promptly put
forth a special rule for his readmission. I agree that Trimble should
have overruled himself when he admitted his mistake, but I think we
made a mistake in assuming he must do so. There's nothing in the con-
stitution insisting upon this, and FAPA is after all a constitutional
body. '/hen you have a constitution as detailed as FAPA's, you have to
follow the letter, and since the only remedy specifically provided in
the Martin case was a special rule, that's the course we should have
taken. (In an organization like SAPS, where tradition and reliability
on the OR's common sense takes the place of a codified set of rules,

I would expect the officer to take full responsibility, but in IFAPA
there's a fair amount of justification for passing the buck to strict
constitutionality.)

I'm still irritated, in general, with Tapans for not voting
through the special rule when it was finally presented; however, I'm
aware that virtually everything was working against the rule by then.
Hartin, in the first place, had always been an unpopular member; there
was strong feeling against deadwood in an organization with such a
long waitinglist; most Papans were thoroughly bored by the whole sub-
JEGISEVY pheksdme, of e "pdtingst etc.' ‘Thelonigmsiisgelalrgili g in, favor
of readmitting lMartin was a sense of justice, which proved to be rather
weak in FAPA, The speed with which Breen was admitted into the organ-
ization over the blackball suggests that the llartin hassle may have
reawakened a few consciences, though.

"I've come to expect everyone in California to have a special
name for fanac." Or, as Burbee once put it, "Anybody who's in his
right mind enters fandom under an assumed name."

DAYSSTAR 228 Y Marion Bradley

The indifference mark, or so-what polint, is a lovely concept, and
I chuckled for five minutes over it. The mark itself, though, which
seems to go +., requires no less than six strokes, plus rolling the
platen up half a line for that lovered hyphen. Seems like too much
work to me. 'Thy not Just 5 ? That requires only three strokes, sane
as quasi-quote marks. (ily count of strokes ineludes backspacing, of
course.) I'm being so thoughtful about making this mark easy to use
because if it ever catches on in fandom it seems to me about half the
faneds publishing will be called upon to use it for most of their
material. On the other hand, come to thinlz of it, if the mark is a
1ot of work, then maybe those faneds trould simply not publish the
material requiring the indifference marks. Oh wells

Comments to Jalter, now:

"y do you speak of Yma Sumac in the past tense? Iias she died or
something? ITow that I think of 1t, she never made any more reecords
after the two or three she made when she was first a sensation. Did
she go back to Peru and settle down 1in some small village at the
15,000~-foot height to call llamas or whatever authentic Inca princesses
do with their voices?

I'n not nmuch for firecrackers and such either, particularly slance
one July 4 when Boob Stewart and T were fooling around with them. e
would stick a coupla firecrackers under an enpty beercan, entwine the
wicks and lisnt them, then step back: when they went off the beercan
itould be shot several feet into the air. On one shot, I remember, s
sent one can about fifteen feet up. (This was an early cxperiment in
methods of sending neuw empties tc the top of the Tower, but we never
perfected it due to the vagaries of trajectories and winds in the




upper stratosphere.)

ANYVAN - e Megecaniying ok, Trecnackers dn curishirt.pogkets;
and using the cigarettes e vere smoking to lisht them rthen they were
in place. One tine I-1it a firecracker, stood back and watched the
can pop into the air, then started to take a drap on ny cigarette.
Suddenly I noticed that it wasn't a cigarette I had in my hand, but
an unlit firecracker. Instantly, with an awful sinking feeling in the
stomach, I knew what had happened: 1nstecd of pnutting an unused fire-
cracker back in my shirt nocket, I had put the 1lit cigarette there.
Even as this burst into my mind, I heard a fsssti from my pocket as
one or several of the wicks of the firecrackers there causght. There
vasn't time to take off my shirt; all I could do was lean forward so
the shirt would fall away from ny body. Several firecrackers wrent off
at once, but fortunately they were small ones; they tore a helluva
hole in my shirt,; but there were only a fer powderburns on my chest.
Later on I had a bruise there, and a certain innate nervousness when
dealing with firecraclers since.

SERCON'S BAUE 20: P. 1i. Busby
Your explanation of your attitude towvard ‘Jalter is the first sen-
sible thing I've heard from your side of the fence. I don't happen to
agree 7ith a lot of 1%, nor am I willinz in something as important as
this simply to take your word that you have evidence to back up your
position (you're offering us interpretations, not facts per se, and
I'd rather have the facts to internret for myself), but all in all vhat
you say here convinces ne that you're acting in good faith, anytray .
"Tell, yup, no doubt I was a potential llenace in the Sad 014 Days
when I figured it was quite CX to drive so long as I could eventually
get the key into the ignition. But the relatively small nunber of
tangles (legal or otherwise) that T 5ot into during 15 years under that
STILYy vay’ ofthinling convinces Me,-as 1 said:last -time, . that the
Safety Council attitude (or criteria) are unrealistic.” --FB, »g. 5
"You make one small but vital mistake re Hartin: 'he had his re-
newal credentials', you say. Oh? According to rhom? lorking as a
reporter, surely you knowv that no anount of unofficial dissent makes
the slightest dent in the most casual decision of duly-constituted
authority. And as I pointed out in the preceding . mailing, S-T John
Trimble's decision (right or wrong) still stands by default of com-
vetent challenze under the rules by which tials organization is
governed. Tishing von't make it so. Come on, now; you wouldn't try
this approach on a traffic ticket, and you know it!" --FiB, pg. &
Once more around the concent, slowly please.

A PANZINT FOR NOW! 4: Al Lewis

That proposed fanmag CONFUZIVE, to be published Jjointly with the
other Al Leurls, sounds like a latter-day version of the o-o of The Bob
Stewvarts of America. That ras a club being talked about some ten
years ago by the various fans of that name, of whom there were at
least two authentic ones, one hoax, and several gag ones. The o-o, as
T heard it, wvas to feature nothing but a mirror on the cover.

APKUS L] SrvDige s Dl

T VI3 may stand for Very Tine 3Dusiness now that it's been bowdler-
ized, but originally it meant Very Tine Buns -- "buns" being slang for
"ass" or ‘'buttocks'. DPresumably it was originally a girl-watchers'
comment, then by extension a generally complimentary tern on anything.
(It was current about the same time when '"sexy" was used indiscrimin-
ately to mean ‘‘good’.)




GODOT 2t ik Decldlasoe

ceadrassume - the title is meant to suggest that this is the fanzine
skl lyeen valiting fob? :
: ¢;_frophylactic dispensers are apparently fairly ridespread in the
Soufghi ' I.remember Dave Rike telling me that he'd seen them throughout
Texhs, llew iexico, etc. Zome of the brand names were amusing, but the
only one I remember now is Big Chiefs. (Pete Graham suggests that an
interesting sociological and psychological paper could be done on
brand names of prophylactics. Tieing in the names of female contra-
ceptives 1rould bec interesting, too: the men's products suggest
virility and strength, but those for women are awfully circumspect.
Can you imagine a woman going to a drug store to buy a tube of Cleo-
patra; or asking her gynocologist for a new Dularry diaphragm? 4ili,.no.
But names of perfumes sometimes get downright lewd.) :

The ubiquity of grits in the South reminds me of the same pre-
valence of pickles iin the Fast. It ':tras one of the first things T
noticed when I moved to few York: 1vherever you go, no matter what you
order, you also get a pickle, T remember writing a letter to some-
body shortly after I got here. <You can't get a decent milkshake here,

i

and I'm up to my ass in pickles.-

SYUARSE: Jack Speer

You say, "1t is understood that fandom's tolerance does not ex-
tend to.expressions of inversion,” but I don't believe that's at all
true. The fannish sexual code, as far as such a thing exists, is
generally quoted as accepting -any form of sexual expression between
consenting adults.! There have been, and are, exceptions to this
(Laney, et al), but it strikes me as significant that you're the only
fan I've seen use pejoratives like "queer" and "fruit" in print in
recent years.

TTebster's Collegiate lists "interlineation,” but 1t means some-
thing which is written betieen lines of print, not of hyphens or
underscores.

MELANGE 7: John & 3jo Trimble

The listing of the meanings of Tapans first names was interest-
ing, but ay name isn't Terence --- Terry 1is the full legal name. « Tow-
ever, this)is a nitpick: 1t does derive historically from Terence,
so your listing's correct.

John's article is a diverting quick survey of its: subject. T
assume this is some sort of school paper? It's not the sort of thing
a: person would be likely to write snecifically for his fanzine.

KARUNA 2: Jane IDllern

Tioncl Davidson's The Jose of Tibet isn't as obscure, either
fannishly or publically, as you scem to think.  Iin Carter reviewed it
(favorably) in SPECTRUII 1, and it's out in pb from Avon. Avon also
brought out his first novel, Nisht of flenceslas, a sort of inter-
national-spy-and-chase story a la uric Ambler except that it \starts
out like one of those British comedies about the lnrcompetent Tittle
man trying to deal with life, jobs and women. It's very good.

* _UITABASHED TEGOBOQ"  sewesss

The Sad Sara of Baby Glynnis by Grania Davidson in JESUS 3UG 11.
K1 of PomiIT .°% VOYAGE by Redd Boggs. , -
Hoping Tou Are The Same by Harry 'Jagyner in HORIZONS 98..

Tapital ~unisnment by Djinn Taine in KARUNA 2.

Tovecrap by Arthur Jean Cox in THRL LOVECRAFTSIIAT Z-.

Ul WD —



In a way, trying to etolaln fully a piece of music is like try-
ing to communicate a gi rl's beauty completely in a few UOTdS.AJOf;
perhaps, like trying to say exactly in prose tthat a poem "means" in
all its levels. A goal perfectly definable but beautifully and
forever unattainable, its fun is in the relative success of human
thrusts towards it.

And so we have generations of critics, reviewvers, and writers of
liner notes, some of them musicians themselves, hacking out thelr
wretched attempts, while composers and their friends tangle them-
selves up in their own verbiage trying to communicate in words some-
thing that was created essentially without words and without need of
words. Meanvhile Gustav Mahler, raising his beer stein on high,
shouted, "Down with program notesi’ And more recently Joe Pilati
and Ted "Thite have given themseclves and their readers resounding
belly-laughs over the gaucheries of writers of program notes, liner
notes, reviews, and the like, in classics and jJazz. It would seem
that musicians who write their own coumentaries on music are rarely
articulate, and when articulate their comments are seldom relevant
or revealing; and when the coanentaries are by nonmusicians, they are
usually beside the point.

And so we have some of the stunidest liner notes ever to be set
in type adorning two of the most important discs to come to. public
attention in the last few years; discs important for reasons quite
other than one would expect from the reviews. These discs are Bach's
Greatest Hits and its sequel Suingle olnFEfS Going Barogue.

Because of the stupidity of the liner notes, reviewers have been

BACH'S GREATEST HITS, Thilips PHS €00-097 storoo, PHM 200-097 mono.
SWINGLE SINGERS GOING BAROQUE. IHS 600-126 storco, PHM 200-126 momno.
Porsonncl on both apparcontly samc though unidentificd on formor:
Joanncttc Boaucomort, Christianc Logrand (solo), sopranos
Annc Germain, Claudince Mounior, contraltos
Claude Gormain, Vard Swingle (arr.), tonors
Jean-Claudo Briodin, Joan Cussac, bass-baritoncs
Guy Pecdorson, contimuo (string bass)
Gus Wallez, drums

Legrand, Swingle, Claudc Germain and Briodin werc in tho Double-Six group.

On BACH'S GREATEST HITS: (Asterisked numbors are tho most successful,)

*1..'Fuguc, D mimor' -i.c. Contrapunctus #9, Art of the Fugue

*2, 'Prolude for Organ Choral #1,! i.ec, Choral-Prelude WACHET AUF (Slccpors Wake)
. Aria ("Air on the G String"), from Suitc for Orchestra, D major

2. Ircolude in F minor (mislabcled "F mejor"), Well-Temporod Clavier, book I
5. Bourrcc from 2nd English Suite
6
7

. Fugue, C minor, Well-Tomporced Clavior, book I

. Fuguec, D major, Woll-Tempcrcd Clavicr, book I (omittod on somo storoo copics)
*8, '"P’relude #9,' E major, Well-Tempered Clavier, book II (transposed to D-flat)
*9. Sinfonia from 2nd Clavier Partita, C minor (transp. to G minor). Soloist: Chr
10, Prelude, C major, Well-Tempered Cliavicr, book II i _
11. Canon for 4 voicos, first recordod performance (wrongly called "unyubllshcd"——lt's in BGA
12. Two-Part Invention #1, C major cd. of Bach's completc works). Givon as
13. Fugue, D major, Vell-Tempered Clavier, book II.puzzlc--bass line quotes complecte statomont

first, then Swipgle's solution in full,

. Legrand



totally misled as to the significance of these two discs. Ilost have
reviewved them as Jjazz, and not very good jazz at that. A few others
have reviewed them as Bach and baroque music in general or as novel-
ties. Since Dom Cerulli, the liner-note writer, emphasized mostly
the different kinds of scat singingz, sone reviewvers have chopped
these recordings because either scatting Bach's instrumental lines is
"blaspheay'” or the syllables used have not been as widely varied as
in the bhetter jazz scatting. All these commentaries have missed the
point. lleanuhile, back at the turntable, listeners have been digging
these various Bach numbers as nusic, and some jazzmen have been say-
ing, "I told you so! Bach swings!’

I first came across Bach's Greatest Hits in Berkeley, meeting =
jazz drumer friend in a record store and hearing the disc put on as
a 'demonstration... I Xnev nothing then of ¥Fard'3wingle or his career,
but sinmply listened with open ecars. Here ttere these eight gleeful
vocalists .doing Bach instrumental numbers, using scat syllables well
adanted to the lines, nroving that a lot of Bach's instrumental melo-
dies and countermelodies either were or could have been vocally con-
ceived, and using the nearest I have ever heard to a convincing re-
construction of the French rhythms actually in use in Bach's day.
Furthermore, whoever 'ard Siringle was, he obviously was a 3ach
scholar; voice-leading and »art-writinz were correct and there was
no tamvering with the texts. Jazz it wasn't; Bach it was, and fur-
thermore good Bach at that. Several tracks involved rhythmic
problems which have stunped most straight classical performers from
Wanda TLandowska on dowmn -- the very loose, slow introductory section
in the Sinfonia is a notorious instance -- and for once they sounded
compleﬁEQZ convincing. Distinctions hdetireen solo and choral or

On SWINGLE SINGExS GOING BAROQUE:
1, Badincric, from Bach's Suite #2 (fluto & strings), B minor (transp. to Im)
2. Air, from Handol Clavier Suitc #5 in E ("The Harmonious Blacksmith")
*3. Gigue, from Bach's Suitec for Unaccompanicd Cello, in C, 4 malc voices only
*4. 'Largo,' slow movemont from Bach's F minor Clavier Concerto, orig. from a lost G minor
concerto for oboc or oboe d'amore, and found also as the Arioso from Cantata #156.
Hero in D-flat, Soprano soloist, Christianc Legrand
5. Prclude #19 from Well-Tompered Clavier, book I, A-flat (transp. to F)
*6. Preambule, from Bach's Clavicr Cartita #5 in G
7. Fuguo, from Vivaldi's Violin Concerto op. #11 of the L'ESTRO ARMONICO sect, as rearranged
by Bach for claviers. B minor
*8. Allegro, from Hendel's Concerto Grosso op. 6 #4
9. Preludo in E-flat, from Well-Tempored Clavier, book II L
10. "Solfeggictto," by Karl Philipp Emanucl Bach; orig. a scalce-&-broken-chord five-finger
exorcise
11, "Der Frd#hling," by Wilhelm Fricdemann Bach, probably originally for clavior
12. Prclude #24, B minor, from Well-Tempered Clavicr, book II

If possible, dig the stereo discs, as antiphonal bouncing back-and-forth among the various
voices adds grcatly to thc oxporicncao,



contranuntal scctions were well vnreserved; dqnce novements such as the
Bourree sounded danceable for once. There wasn't as much ornamenta-.
tion as a claviarist or violinist would have put in, but it was keyed
(as Ulth common Baroque. practice) to heartoeat and other body rhythms.
Use of a string bass for contvnuo rasn't rewlly outside the Bach .
tradltlon, either; continuo or "Gencralbass" lines could ‘be, and were,
i n by clavier, viola da gamba, viola pomposa, bassoon, cello or
string bass in Bach's aday, acoordwng to the taste and resources of the
instrumentalists at hand. Use of a drummer was also according to

tradition, but this drummer ~- vho occasionally sounded a little like
Kenny Clarke -~ seened a bit too obtrusive at times, the only real
black mark against the recording. vIn the second disc, he is much less

obtrusive, and in many ways the performances are even bvetter: the only
evidence of sequel trouble is in choice of selections. )

Use of a small and tightly knit csroun of performers, furthermore,
was very much in the Dach tradition; most orchestras and choruses doing
Bach have been far too large. The Brandenburg Concertos can and should
be done by about nine or ten players instead of the full-sized symphony
orchestras mormally eupnloyed, for instance; Bach's secular nusic was
mostly lntended to be played in a salon or good-sized parlor rather
than in a huzge auditoriuwm. B3Swingle either recognized this fact or
understood intultively hoir the music ought to be done, how 1t would
sound most effective -- an intuition common in musicians of earlier
generations, trained to feel into & given score rather than slavishly
play it straight without asking vhat was ilntended. “'e may justly
blame Berlioz and 'agner and thelr folloiwrers -- tho made the garzantuan
crchest“a into the noru —-- for the loss of this particular art;

"assembly -line music" is a term heard in many places. In a small
combo, any ziven musician can hear hoir his own line relates to the
whole, and adapt his o'm playing '‘accordingly. In an orchestra of 112
or so players, a cellist 7ill only Dbe able to follow the conductor;
his own line is likely to be drowned out by the trumpnets and trombones
on one side, 2nd the massed violins on the other, and the "kitchen
aepartment” in the rear. And nerformances suffer because of it.

At emiilearne dNHiley Wiawd ) S pslle was,l L s legstshirprised  atghis
discs. He comes by his Bach scholarship honestly. DBorn in Alabama in
1927, he took his ilaster of Illusic degree at the Cincinnati Conserva-
tory, then in 1951-53 became an exchange student in srance at Valter
Gieseking's master.classes in plano. He later accohpanied some ballet
groups and Zizi Jeanmaire, and shortly after Mimi Perrin founded the
Double Six group in Paris, he joined them as a tenor.

TThether or not the Siringle Singers began as an adaptation or
splitting off from the Double 5ix, their Bach work is no mere novelty;
the genuine scholarship found in those arranzements’is sufficient
proof. 1hat is more, it has paid off, as the performances are un-
usually convincing, not as jazz, but as music, enough so that I would
like to make these discs lust listening for every harpsichordist,
planist or organist planning to do any Bach, to give them soine idea of
tempi and of the sound of the French rhythms Bach meant to be used on
his nmusic, as wrell as of sone of the sparkling affects less easily
described in nontechnical terwms. : 2

Before the oxactitudes of nodern notation wrere developed, any .con-
poser necessarily created scores for musicians of his owm day, on the
assumption that these individuals tould play in the manner and tra-
dition familiar to them, on the instruments at hand. In Bach's day



tnis meant that instruments vere divided into frout or sololsts,
ripieno or fill-in and continuo or rhytim section, nuch as in modern
jazz bands; i1t meant that there iras a certain interchangeablility among
instruments in .any given section; it meant that groupns were small
enough so that each musician had to adapt his own lines to the whole;

it meant that bass lines ~- vocal or instrumental -- were routinely
strengtliened by continuo instruments, which held the whole groun to-
gether much as do rhythri-section players today. Tenpi, normally

keyed to body rhythms, were made a little fasteir or slower according
to-occasion, purpose, or performing instruments.

Par more important, there were several national styles of play-
ingz, and Bach wrote various numbers in each of these styles, the
language of his titles being a clue to the style of nerformance in-
tended (excent that the "English” Suites, not so named by him, are in
a more Trench style than even his French 3Suites). Details of the dif-
ferences betireen Italian and German styles aren't relevant here (they
can be found in Thurston Dart's paperback The Interpretation of Iusic,
vhich is on extremely valuable sourcebook To anyone interested in
performins music of Becthoven's day or before), but French style, in
which much of Bach's secular nusic.is written, is the mearest to the
loose rubato rhythns of jazz. It is also the least familiar to the
average classical nmusician or listener, unfortunately; and it cannot
be written out exactly in the lansuage available in Bach's day, any
more than can the subtleties of some jazz solos in nodern notation.
One key to it is that so-called "agogic accents’ were used throushout:
pairs of eighth-notes were not playved evenly but instead with rubato,
the first of each/palr being:ivery slichtly lemgthened; and.this long-
short distinction was exagrerated stlill more in dotted-note figures.
Triplets were also likely to be hlayed unhevenly. Demonstrated yocally
by a conductor at the clavier during a rehearsal, a melody to be
played in French style would have had to be scatted, not evenly as
dadadadada, but as something not too far from the oobadoobadooha used
by the Suingle group!

And so, vhether or not this was thelr intention, the Swingle
Singers have becone responsible for an anproach to Bach and to baroque
nusic' in ‘genewal ithieh 1ill affect regular, performances of it in years
to come. I may stick ny neck out and predict that a fewr years from
now the ordinary listener, used to Bach-via-Stoliowski, will see Bach
vorks programned and hardly belleve his ears when he hears thenm
played with these odd bouncy rhythms, the rhythms of the old TFrench
dances Bach was used to hearing. These are discs for the enlighten-
ment of musicians and nonperforming listeners alike; for people who
think Bach -forbidding or dull, ‘and for those.iio think his music
primarily cerebral. They are also discs to showr up the inadequacy
of most revievers.

Tven 1if it 1s o futile game to attempt to communicate fully in
words the meaning of a piece of nusic, it 1s still possible to say
something meaningful about it (the composition, or the nerformance,
or both), and in particular to make the hearer understand a little
better -- perhaps -- thy the thing is worth listening to, or why fron
then on the mainstream of nmusic has been or will be or night be a
little different, or even why sone narticular track has emotional
povwer far beyond that one wrould expect from the simple means used.

If a reviever has any function at all, surely it is in that area,
B d e T meiie tihe s Tisrsteld mesesofd T 1iked ™ and "Tdidn’ t 15%eY o wihat
most reviciwers missed the point of the Swingle Singers discs suggests



a re-cxamination of the whole nractice of sending records out to
them, and of the grounds on wvhich they are chosen. Probably much of
the trouble, once again, is that musicians are seldom Journalists and
vice versa. And perhaps a little wmore of the trouble lies in the
difficulty that much of the power of a given nusical performance can
be supggested, aside from the performance itself, only betireen :
musicians and in their own technical language -- a language likely to
be so much Assyrian to most listeners, a fact continuing to senarate
musicians, revieiwrers and the public. ]

-~ 'Talter Breen

How I wrant a drink, alcoholic, of course, after the heavy
chanters involving gquantum mechanics. -- Sir Janes Jeans

The most valuable portion of Sir D'ircy Power's essay on Pepys's general
health, contributed to the Lancet in 1895, was that which offered a medical man's
explanation for the abnormally strong sexual cravings of the diarist. kuch of
Pepys's celebrated incontinence, he suggested, was traceable to the equally cele-
brated operation which he underwent in his youth for the removal of a stone; the
probability was that although the operation rendered temporary relief, it did some
permanent injury to his genito-urinary system, which would account for both his in-
continence and his childlessness. Translating the diarist's colloguial seventeenth-~
century English into the crisp parlance of the modern physician, Sir D'Arcy went on
to reconstruct, on the basis of Pepys's own records, an actual case history of his
lifelong trouble with "the stone," for which the operation in his youth had been
only a palliative. In passing, he recalled the fact that Pepys always treasured
the stone removed from his bladder in the famous operation -- a stone which,
according to his fellow diarist John Evelyn, was as large as a tennis, ball. In
1664 Pepys recorded having spent twenty-four shillings for a suitablel case in which
to display it to his friends, sometimes in order to encourage them to undergo a
similar operation. That stone, one of the most curious relics in English literary
history, is now lost; apparently he failed to bequeath it, along with his manu-
scripts and his fine collection of rare books, to his 0ld college at Cambridge.
Perhaps, on the day when the long-lost play from which Hemlet was fashioned turns
up, Pepys's admired bladder stone too will be found. TIts discoverer will enjoy a
unique reputation in the annals of literary scholarship.

-- Richard D. Altick, in
The Scholar Adventurers

Toward the close of the Tjorld War, it became the turn of a young Chicago poet
named Maxwell Bodenheim to make this trek (to Greemwich Village). ith a rowdy
contemporary nemed Ben Hecht, Bodenheim had contributed not only talent but most
of the fun to be found in the Chicago literary scene. At one point they edited
the bull-in-the-bookshop fhicago Literary Times, each issue of which appeared on
paper of a different color. IHowever, toe most famous caper cut by the unholy pair
ceme on an evening when a large crowd collected to hear them debate -- Resolved:

' That People tho Attend Literary Debates are Imbeciles. Hecht strode center-stage
to announce that he would take the affirmative. Then he stated, "The affirmative
rests.” Bodenheim shambled. forward, scrutinized his confident opponent, and said,
"You win."

-- Allen Churchill, in
The Improper Bohemians
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DAY#BSTAR 22: liarion Bradley
T'11 never invite you here for vegetables. You may cook them

for flavor -- we cook 'em for maximum crunch. Especially cauliflower.

(Ever try raw cauliflover as a dipner for dips? I don't mean dunk
the whole head in a dip bowl, but break off the individual clumvws,
with a little stalk left on, and then dip. Tastes like a piece of
soft wood being eaten across the grain but is it ever crunchy.) Also
broccoli, peas, string beans, corn -- everythlng but spaghetti. You
can come over for spagnettl By the way, I don't dig the crunch for
health reasons; it's a personal perversion but one, fortunately, that
Terry shares. On second thought, it doesn't matter whether he shares
it or not -- he's an inveterate vegetable hater and will eat only
peas and corn, maybe a radish on days of the full moon. Hov slow is
slow-roasting?

I agree with you about sex criminals. las it you who said
there's very little to say to someone when you agree with him? T
agree.

PERMIT ME VOYAGE: Redd Bopms
Very zood, especially The Stronghold and Thought in Fall.

BETE MOIR 8: Redd Boggs
The Bonnie Brae letter is a gas. Also the Benchley quote -- T
love Benchley.

JESUS BUG 11: Andy Ilain

On The Mugitive: I had a mad crush on David Janssen for avhile
and consequently watched the show every week. That was in the days
when Terry let me ratch TV in the bedroom. Did any of you suspect
that TCarr is a tyrant? You see, we have one of these teensy sets,
larger than a Sony but smaller than a breadbox, and the most confort-
able way to watch it is in bed, sort of a little to the side of you,
about three inches away. But-Terry too is a bed fiend. Ve are tywo
of the most sedentary tyves in the world and like pillow pigeons fly
to the bed at every possible opnortunity. (Mo snide remarks -- we
also eat cheese and crackers, play with the cat, read, talk, crochet,
do crossword puzzles. The last two items belong to me.) At any
rate, Terry claims that when I'm watching TV in bed he can 't read.
So we argue instead. Tor awhile T was winnirg and that's when I went
through my Fugitive period, but now he's winning. T haven't watched




TV in two montiis, not even David Janssen.

But to get back to him, after awhile I started to find him sort
of ridiculous. He has a beautiful face, I think. But i1t never
changes except when he smiles, and then he has only oune smile -- no,
two. The expansive grin, vhich says "IT'm just too: lovable,” and the
sheepish grin. This is the one he uses when he's trying to ingratiate
himsedd Sentheith'e 100 odiah s o rtlpe shemi e & The sharll ff says’ somethfng
devilishly evil like "Uhat's your name, stranger?” and Janssen looks
at him very little-boylishly and you can see . his ‘face turnlng pink as
one corner of his mouth turns up for his grin ng. twé. It's quick and
embarrassed and has a little chuckle somewhere in the middle of it.

But I still think he's pretty.

B/2:  Curtis danke

On 3Bonanza: 1 saw their one-shot for civil rights too and thought
your comments were all too valid, especially the .description of the hero
sounding like a mixture of Lauritz Melchior and Hilton J. Cross. I've
seen this actor before, by the way, and .ne always does. What really
killed me tho was the house the Negro family lived in. All starched
white curtains and nice furniture -- no rats or leaking faucets. They
o) TiceshtEcle thigeln n=—=== s good back in the 0ld West, and all on a post

office sweeper's salary .too. Or maybe the daughter worked to help cut.
Maybe she was a Greek scholar teaching at the nearby university. Shous
like that make me sick. Goldwater makes me sick. Oatmeal and

soft-boiled eggs make me side.

DAMBALLA 3: Chuck Hansen

ESEE ven DEST e Fen g iisbonr s 'aDel ey D1 ¢kefF 1 ington' ¢ reaction o
the Kennedy assassination. After the initial shock of Kennedy's death,
pagiiiie \uEi-e e tdhbeg iierh s CRlST SRt e Auaied LY Sllle]  TV.Yand| ‘pressi Jooverage
(as I was) or went around saying they still couldn't believe it had
happened, or felt it was enough already.

I don't feel particularly proud of myself for being glued to the
TV set for three days, and I certainly don't think Dick Ellington
should be ashamed of the fact that he couldn't sustain his grief or
shock or whatever you want to call it for that amount of time. Of
coursesi Lruastien “aphorl Iktigr eenscelieSs®icrimese noYelic a¥gues# with ‘Ghat,
but everyone has his own mourning limit. Who are you to say how long
and in what way?

- Syt e - . .y - . g . o — o, o 0, . o e .y . . -

Priends: people who.borrow my books and. set wet glasses on them.

If someone is Missing

To find a missing member of the family, begin at the bottom and work
upward. If your first search is not successful, direct your attention to
any sizable accumulations of piled-up rubble or debris which are the re-
sults of blast damage. Look for signs of a protruding limb and if nothing
is visible, listen for vocal sounds or the noise of labored breathing.

-- from The Family Survival Handbook
Belmont pb, 1963
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Confessions of a Literary HMidwife:

Elsewhere in this issue Carol pgives a blit of the lowdown on what
it was like to be a minion of Literary Azent X. IHost of you knovw
that for about a year and a half I too was working for a literary
agent, Scott ileredith, and it strikes me that I might take this
occasion to tell you a bit about ny exmeriences as a hotshot 1lit'ry

agent.

0f course, the leredith apency is by no means as, er, colorful
as X's sucker outfit. There's o saying in the publishing business
that any ugent who advertises is a crook, but this isn't conmpletely
true. (I don't know exactly how that saying ever got started, come
to think of it ~- agents are not, after all, doctors, nor even »sy-
chiatrists, though at times I've thought that people who seek an
agent should really be loocking for one of the latter. But I digress.)
Scott advertises regularly in both Jrlter S Dl”eSt and Author and
Journalist, but his ads are true enougn -~ there's the usual inspira-
tional salestalk about how many writers have found fame and riches
through the agency, followed by a listing in some detail of services
and terms, including specified commissions for working with bonafide
pros and fees for reading and if necessary criticizing worl by
writers who haven't sold yet. The success stories are true ~- Richaxrd
S, Prather submitted his first book to Scott with a reading fee, and
Scott has since parlayed his Shell Scott novels into a (literally)
million-dollar contract with Pocket Dooks; an unknoim called Sal
Lombino joined the agency back in the fifties, and as Lvan Hunter he

now makes hundreds of thousands ner book; etc. The reading fees are
higher then those charged by other agents, but the potential returns
are a lot better too -- which is to say, if you've ot a story or book

vhich is good, Scott is in a position to get you a good sale on 1t.
No other reading-fee agent I know of is worth a damn.

I landed a job with the Illeredith agency back in 1962 by answering
an enployment agency ad for an cditorial position. I had an inter-
view Ulth a wonan at the employment agency who warned me the Jjob was
ith Yan agent who sells a 1ot of science fLCthﬂ and junk like that.

I told her nildly that I didn't mind, because I'd been writing and
selling science fiction myself. T NUOSQ she decided we deserved each
other, because she scnt me up to see the Vice President at Scott
ileredith.

The V-P, it turned out, was Ienry llorrison -- or Henry Hoskowitz,



as readers of BREVIZIINE and prozine lettercols of the fifties kneu
him. IIe remembered me from fandom, and had seen ny stuff in F&ST
and such, so we Zot along suyingingly. (As a matter of fact, back in
the mid-fifties Henry and I had collaborated on a story. he d seen
one of mnine called Fantasy Story in an issue of PEOIl, had written to
me for wnermission to “evflte Fohaid Enyy totis'edd B e satd su'ce,
and a little later he sent me a carbon copy of his version, vhich
wvas, as I recall, a lot better written then nmine hut still only haclk-
work., It mnever sold, and I guess both of us vould just as soon for.
get it now, because neither Henry nor I mentioned the story during
the interview =-- nor, come to think of it, during the year and a half
we worked together.)

The Jjob was what 1s called formally Associate Editor, but it's
usually referred to at the agency as "running a pro des“”. It hcan
best be described as a sort of sub-agent vosition. The setup is that
Scott himself handles the really big deals-of the agency, or the
touchy negotiations, etc., vhile Illenry as V.2. troubleshoots on those
Scott doesn't handle. The gencral run of a agency business ig handled
by the men on the »nro desks, of whou there are currently three. The
agency's clientele -~ somewhere over three hundred writers in vir-
tually every fleld -- is divided amcns the pro desk nen, each of hon
1s responsible for most of the correspondence, manuscript reading,
submissions, nejotiations and so on concerning his list of pros.
Scott reads all inconing and outgoing maill in addition to that thich
he handles himself: he also sets nolicy and nakes a lot of the
touchy decisions that come un even on a 35 sale.

For exauple, we took on a writer who had been selling resulariy
to Amazing and Fantastic, at 2¢ and 14¢ a frord respectively. He was,
llke nany vriters, in need of quick cash, so tvhen I'red Pohl, to vhon
we'd submitted one of his stories for Galaxy (rates 3¢ a word), said
he could use it in If at 1< a word, we had a problem. Should we take
the money noir, or call back the gtovy and try the 2¢ a word markets
first? ©Scott said neither -- we d shoot for a conpromise with Fred,
asking for 14¢ a word, the author's base rate so far. After sone
negotiating, UhiCh Tenry handled, re got the 12¢, and everybody was
happy .

The natter of when to ask for nore money -~ and how much more --
is a problem. Scott once told e the story of hor he'd negotiated
the movie sale of John lyndhan's Day of the Triffids, for instance.

Uyndham was at the time a total unknovm outside the s-f field, though
this novel had just been sold to The Saturday. uvonlnﬁ Post, ucott

submitted a copy of the nanuscript f¢ o producer 7ho'd saic he was
looking for something "different,’ and a little later a call cawme in
from Ilollywood. It ras the produce“: he was interested in the
property, and offered 325,000 for it. (Tigures here are only annroxi-
mate; I disremember the exact ones.)

2T could have just taken the 25,000 -- it 1rould have been
Tyndhen's lergest sale by far. e would have been happr, I'd have
been happy, and the producer trould have been too. But there ‘ras
something in his tone of voice, a trace of either nervousness or
naybe just indigestion, that Jaﬂe me' think he really wanted that
story badly. So I told him I'd want 3100,000. He said absolutely
no, then hemmed and hawved aad finally sald he might be ablc to raise
it a little. He said he'd call ne baclk the next day.



1

‘The next day vas a Saturdey, and I'd given h1im ay home number.
T ywas running around making arrangenments for a visit of some rela-
tives, and keeping as near to the phone as- I could. He called at
1:00 that afterncon and offered 45,000, top offer. I told him I had
houseguests coming in an hour and I didn't have tinme to play canes:

I said ;100,000 and hung up.  Then I sat by the phone for an hour
and swveated hlood until he called back and 're settled at 75,000.=

That 7as a swell success story, and I made appreciative noises
about vhat smart agenting he'd done. Scott's enoush of a public
relations man to be uninvressed by compliments, though; he just
grinned and shook his head. Tell, it worked out well. But if I'd
been wrong about his tone of voice -- if it'd just been indigestion
or a hangover -- I could have completely blown a 25,000 deal.®

Scott is an interesting, larzely enisnatic person., I've net
people vho dislike hi: intensely, and others who think he's the salt
of the Larth. I never zgot to know hinm personally, but I did see a
lot of Scott the husinessman, vhich is probably his most important
Facel. FIn'thie gftite hietls genlad, casual,,! dutsaliayeron Lid tdess
He thinks quickly, and can be surprisingly effective in getting you
not only to do things his iray, but to agree with him about them.
After avhile I got to knoiwr tthen T was being maninulated, and how, but
I zlways had to adalre his technique. I had a few arguments with hin,
most of which I lost, but win or lose I alwvays learned a lot about
dealing with peonle.

One of the times I won was vhen I wanted to subnit a really
oddball article to a magazine vhich seldom bought non-staff-wrritten
pieces anyway. Scott said it was a “raste of time: I claimed it ras
a longshot but worth taking -- and anyway, where clse could we send
it? So the article went to that maricet, and a couple of days later
Scott called me into his office. ITle had o letter in his hand.

Y hat vould you say,! he asked me, fif I told you we'd been
offered 5150 for that crazy article? Think we ought to try for nore
money sonmewhere elsef?-

I said, “Hell no - nobody elsc would buy it. ILet's take the
#4150 and count our blessings.-

He nodded. ZThat's what I'd say too. As it hapnens, though,
. LY e o - 1
they're not offering 150 -- it says 3500 here in the letter.-
Surnrises 1lilke that were always pleasant -- moreso than you

mizht think, considering that the manuscripts were not, after all,
my own, nor was the money. DBut when you work with an author as his
agent for avhile you get to identify with him. I even got r?ther
fond of a couple of confessions writers, and God knows there' s

nothing™ T hote nore than confessions stories.

~One of the other nice surnrises I got was algso a bit disquiet-
ing. I was negotiating the sale of 2 hardcover book which nobody at
the agency, nc included, had figured had rnuch of a chance. A small
publisher liked it, thoush, and aosked me to call and discuss terms.

YThat do you think we'll get for it?% T asked Henry.

He shrusged. =They'll offer 3600. If you talk well, and the



stars are rizht, you'll get 3750, maybve 3800, -

T decided to shoot not for the 8750, but for a thousand, so
when I ot on the phone with the editor I said, “Let's settle the
matter of price first. How about 5125024

UTine,

he said.

T did 2 doubletake which I hope wasn't audible over the nhone,
then wrent ahead and concluded nemgotiations on. royalty rates, sub-
sidiarxy rights and such. TVhen T reported the sale to Scott a little
later, his eyebrowrs wvent un. Thea I went back to uy desk and brooded
about how easily I'd gotten twice what we'd figured to get. If I'd
dsked Tor $150000 ST7501. .2

Jot all of the tvorlk I did at the agency as writh the profession-
als, by the way. henever sonething would come in from a ner writer
whiclh looked good, it iwrould be ziven to one of the pro desk nen for
reading and narketing. I also handled sone of the agency's corres-
pondence with aspiring writers, as well as interviewring them then

hey came into the office. Soue of those guys irere real kooks. One
Hegro fellowr came in to discuss his Hoetry bool, and he insisted on
reading several of his poems aloud to me -- with gestures. It vas
mostly love noetry, aboninably bad, but he snuck in words like
"breasts” and "thighs' here and there so he thought it was daring
and commercial as hell. I tried to be polite.

A middle-aged troman came in one day 1rith a book wvhich was guar-
anteed to be a tremendous best-seller for any publisher bold enough
to bring it out. It iras a comlpilation of twenty years. of her
diaries, showing conclusively that she had been the victim of con-
tinual versecution by the international Jeirish conspiracy. 3ut the
trouble was that the Jers controlled the magazines and book companies,
so no one rould buy it.

One nuy who for a time wras calling me long-distance every day
from California kept telling ne he was a personal friend of Irving
shulman. I kept telling him that wvas nice. Iy phone-friend was a
beatnilk type who blasted around the country on his motorcycle,
occasionally laying up somecwhere to write stories. He finally sent
one in, and it turned out to be a cluwsy but sickeningly sweet little
tale about a truck named :iollie which went to the ilardi Gras and had
a good tine.

Another of ny frequent corresnondents vas a guy in college who
wvas vriting a novel. In fact, he'd heen working on that novel for
four or five years, as letters in the back-corresnondence files
showed. BIvery week or tiro I'd zet a letter or note from him, saying
he was just about finished with chanter eight, or revising chapter
six, or he had a great idea for the fight scene in chapter eleven.
I1'd vrite him baclk an éncouraging note saying we wrere all lookling
forward to seeing it wvhen it was done, and in a little vhile along.
would come another letter telling nme hoir well the tenth chapter trms
shaping up. I had adout come to the conclusion that he trasn't writing
any ‘bookrdt, all ysthat- 16 iyassalivaslionstrous nut~on, when one day
along cane the manuscript. It wyasn't bad, either, and as I recall
ive asked hin to do' sone .revisions and:send it baek. I iunagine along
about 1968 he'll have the revisions done.



Having seen a lot of tmork by asniring writers while I 1as at the

agency, I can tell you that most of then are either ludicrously bad
writers, or Jjust plain cranks. The classic exanple of the former, a
story which 1s still talled about at “the agency in amazed tones sone
seven years after it was submitted there: iras a science fiction short
about a guy vho was in some terrible trouble, neonle were chasing hin
and trying to kill hin, and this went on for 5,000 vords until the
climax. He was trapped, hanging by his fingers from a bridge hun-
dreds of feet over a rocky gorse, and his nursuers were stamping on
his fingers to make hin fall. Then the author wrrote, =0h, I forzot
to mention that he had wings. Spreading his wings wride, he flew

avay and...:

There »robably isn't any classic example of a cranlk -- each is
anazing and/oxr apnalling in his ovn wvay -- but the one vho Stands
out in my memory is the man vho wrote in to say that he'd done an
article telling what had happened vthen a tlegro family had bought a
house in his neighborhood. He “ientioned stone-~throwing, burnt
crosses, tihreatening letters, nobs beating up the Ilegro children, and
a few other things. ~They finally had to move out,! he wrote, Z“which
proves how ceffective these methods are. I would like to see ny
article in print so that wvhite Anericans across the nation can be
told how cooperation and neighborhood planning can »rotect our hones
against BLACK encroachument.’

Scott sent that letter out to 1e with a note which said (and
this is a direct guote, because I remenmber it clearly), "Please tell
this animal that re don't see 2 market for it."

Between the nuts and the incompetents there irere a number of new
vriters who came up with good manuscripts, and it was alirays a
pleasure to see them. I know that a lot of times I'd work particular-
ly hard to sell a script by a besinner. I did sell a good number of
them, too -- books to Ilacmillan, Harper, Putnam and others, stories
and articles to magazines in any nunber of fields.

To get back to nuts, though, one of the ones I had to deal 7ilth
from time to time was one Pete Grahan, vho vas wont to call me during
office hours for various reasons. If it vas a busy day 2and I didn't
wvant it to be too obvious that I was just tallking with a friend 1'd
intersperse our comversation with things like, "ilo, no, at least
two hundred dollars!" or "Uell, I can't help it, lie says vou ve ~ot
to_cut thirty thousand words out of the middle of it." i

One day right at closing time, when all the typewriters in the
office had been shut off and people were standing around putting on
coats and preparing to go honme, the phone rang and the siritchboard
girl told me, "Ray Bradbury's on line 01, for you."

Heads sirivelled around all over the office. I vpicked un my
desk phone and said hello.

"Hello," said Pete. "I've written this seven hundred word
Houedl" dtwshadl Shotsia 1ittle voy with a jack-~o-lantern in ZXansas,
and*1 wonder<ifyould "~ "

gn ol bloody idiot!" I yclled, and all around me jaws gaped
open. -



dhen T resigned from: the agency this past larch, it wasn't be.-
cause I didn't like the job. The bhasic reason was quite sinmply that
the field I'm most intercsted in is editing, not agenting, and Don
Tollhein offered ne an editorship at Ace Rooks. So that's where I'nm
wvorking .nowr, primarily on the science fiction books there. If you'll
walt about a year or so, maybe I'll write an article all about vhat
moneyhungry, arguientative, unreasonable s.o0.b.'s agents arec.

Esnecially Scott Illeredith.

Pogtscript:

Aspiring writers aren't the only ones who write unvittingly
funny things. thile I wvas working for Scott, Carol sometimes used to
read through clients' manuscripts that I'd bring home. One night she
suddenly broke un laughing, and handed me a page containing a torrid
sex scene. Halfway doim the page I read:

"I got ny livs on hers again, and showed her that I hopcd
iras a neat trick in emasculation.”

That was written by a man who had sold rell over a dozen novels.

~=~ Terry Carr

After being in Moscow for only a few days, I was informed by liikhail Apletin,
the secretary of the foreign section of the Union of Soviet iriters, that I had a
large ruble account as the result of accumulated royalties. It was the practice
in the Soviet Union to publish books by foreign authors without the formality of
negotiations or contracts, but royalty was strictly accounted for and deposited in
the state bank to the authors' credit. In order to obtain this royalty, it was
necessary to go to Russia and apply for it in person.

...what might have been, at other times and in other places, the simple pro-
cedure of drawing earned royalty in the offices of the publishing house developed
into a lavish, Asiatic-flavored ceremony that gegan at one-thirty in the afternoon
and ended six hours later.

Samples of various types of dry and sweet wqdka were. served at the large
conference table and, once that started, no one stemed eager to put an end to it.
After nearly an hour of toasting Jack London, Shakesneare, Upton Sinclair, Mikhail
Sholokhov, Confucius, and numerous others mutually acceptable as subjects for
admiration, the type of vodka most favored by the dozen editors, assistant editors,
and interpreters present was concentrated on for apother hour. By that time iced
black caviar was being served in large ¢rystal bowls; and soon waiters were
bringing in pink and white champagne. As soon as one caviar bowl was partly empty,
the waiters brought in another heaping one. The supply of iced champagne seemed
likewise to be unlimited. Toward evening, chocolate candy and syrupy Georpglen
coffee were served. .

Finally, in the early evening, & cashier and his assistant entered the con-
ference room carrying bundled rubles... I was given a suiltcase in which to carry
the money home in a taxi and advised to keep it in the safe at the National Hotel
since I would have a trying time as a foreipgner if I attempted to deposit it in a
bank. Once drawn, the money could not be returned to the state publishing house
without much difficulty, end it could not be taken from the country...

-- Erskine Caldwell, in Call It Experience
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