the #2 issue of a personalzine f£rom Suzanne Tompkins and Jerry
Kaufman. Mainstream is the fanzine that asks the musical question,
"If there's no sun in Seattle, where did I get this beautiful burn?"
One of our readers wrote to us recently at Loren MacGregor's house,
saying he received and read Mainstream #1l. He must have been a
pretty bad reader if he didn't notice that the purpose of that issue
was to alert you all to our new address, 303 1l6th Avenue East,
Seattle, WA 98112. (Our phone number is 206/329-6282. If you insist,
the number is the same as DAWNCUB.) This fanzine is sent on whim,
to loved ones, liked ones, and People Who Count... or maybe for some
other reason. We don't trade, we don't take money, and we don't
want to be reviewed. Not even in Amor...but then, we've never heard
of it. We deny everything. This colophon, being too cute to be
true, is at an end. July 23, 1978.
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Hullo. 1t's Suzle,who {8 cleverly typing this at wornk on hen IBM Correcting Selec-
trhic 11. And sdnce T want to intersperse Jewny's comments and mine instead 04
having sections, 1've decided to vse two different type faces. Unfortunately, the
only 12 pitch elements we have in the 0f4ice are this scnipt and dual gothic, two
0§ my Least favorndites. Putting aside persconal predfjudices, 1'LL be doing me 4in
senipt and Jery in the dual gothic. OMWARd.....vvn it iinnininenrnsnennanns

Suzle and I are both movie fans, enough so that we both took film courses in college,
and I went so far as to make several short films in 1970-71. So, we were excited
when our friend Patty Quinn said that she was in the middle of shooting a film, a
short study of art and artists, with Mike Acker's work the focus of the film. (Mike
and Patty live in a large Capitol Hill house with John Berry, editor; Paul Novitski,
writer and designer; Virginia (I forget her last name and she's in Port Townsend
anyway) , weaver; and Theodore and Marilyn, cats.) How could we help, we said.

Well, I'm going to do a gallery scene, she answered.

Patty called us over for shooting about a month later. We arrived to find Virgin-
ia's loom moved out of the small front room, replaced by several powerful flood
lamps on stands, several more clipped to the tops of doorways, and a large white
canvas on a frame suspended between that room and the living room, where the camera
was set up. The idea was that our shadows would appear through the canvas, and our
feet beneath it, as though seen through a canvas in a gallery."

The Tights weren't quite strong enough, so Patty spent some time rearranging them
until she got an acceptable light reading. Then we discovered that everyone except
Suzle had poor-hippie shoes: work boots, Frye boots (well scuffed), sandals, sneak-
ers. (And Paul Novitski wore the only thing that resembled a skirt.) We decided
we'd just have to mill a lot, and feature Suzle's trim black shoes in several shots.

Incidents abounded: During one shot I stood close to the suspended canvas and
found myself catching it as the thin twine snapped. (We used wire after that.)
John Smith and I talked meaningfully about the solids in Oo-cello, and Patrick
(the very French architect) and I talked animatedly about Patti Smith. (Sorry about



the way I keep popping up, but I don't remember anyone else's incidents.) After
we finished, we talked, finished the champagne Patty provided, and listened to
her worry about her 1ight exposure.

A week or so later, Patty decided that everything was underexposed and called
everyone back for retakes. A somewhat different crowd assembled, including sev-
eral men Patty knew through work, natty dressers, but Sonics fans. (The Sonics
are Seattle's basketball teéam. I hope you don't feel insulted that I'm telling
you this; I didn't know that until they were half-way through the season.) This
meant they didn't arrive until about midnight. The session went well despite the
late hour.

After another week, John Smith, Suzle and myself returned to Patty's to join Mike,
John Berry and her to record the soundtrack for the scene, admiring paintings being
“painterly," remarking on the "solids in Ucello," comparing Rauschenberg and Mother-
well, and saying, "I know a lot about art, but I don't know what I Tike..." (And

I got to help redo some monolog, ruined by a passing airplane, for another of Patty's
movies.) Patty intended to mix our bits and pieces with background chatter recorded
at Jessica Amanda Salmonson's apartment warming.

Now all that remains is the work Patty must do by herself: editing, sound mixing,
etc. We really have no idea what the entire film will look like, though we are
pretty sure what our scene will be: the usual bunch of posturing fools who turn
out for gallery openings. Sounds exciting? Actually, yes. I can hardly wait.

* * k Kk * *

Well, as T write this, it's my 30th birthday (June §). (mMUM5meuﬁa£Uw from
Close Encountens, when Richard DneyﬁuAA drags his 5am¢£j out to see what he'd seen
and, at one po&nt his wife says, "Don't you think 1'm taking this nather wetl.")

I am nemaining pergectly calm; maybe the panic won't set in until tomorrow. . .You
know, the "here T am 30 and 1 haven't done anything yet" blucs. 1 mean, 1 know
peopﬁe who have done Lots of things and are successful and all (although perhaps not
at what they stanted out to do), and feel this way. At this point, 1 am still
wonkLng as a secretany and not do&ng anything vaguely nesemblfing "what 1 wanted to
do." T know this 45 common, but it's still upsetting.

Enough of that... 1I'm Atiﬂz getting the hang of wuiting a "Letten-substitute", 50
bear with me; 1 keep thinking "editonial."

Oh, yes, 1 have a permanent job at Group Health Cooperative with an office in a

nemodeled ofd house about a block grom the aparniment. 1t's a pretty good fob as

this sont of thing goes. 1 got it by nathern peculiar means -- Jerny had a Kelly

UL Senvices job in this office, although he was working fon a different department,
noticed them intenviewing forn a secnetary and checked the particulars. 1 checked

Anto At and through a senies of interviews, etc., got the fob. Since T hate fob

hunting (1 blew the ZLyping test forn this one, too. Maybe 1 made it on my recom-

mendations.), 1 would probably still be wonrking forn Kelly and beding paid quite a

bit Less. 1t was fate, On something.

Since oun Last "issue" (she jokingly calls it), we have acquired some fuwmiture, a
steneo necedven, some pots and pans, a colon TV a wall of bookcases, plants,and had
a very nice houAewanmcng 1 have also tnaveﬁled a bit - to Vancouuen, three times

-- and have 5aund At to be the second most beautiful city 1've ever seen. 1 highly
necommended L&, over Seatile even, Lf any of you are planning to be anywhere near the
Pacd gic Nonthwest. On a clear dag the view {4 spectacwlar. (Countesy - Vancouver
Chamben of Commence. .. )



Acquining the TV and recedvern was a remarkable expernience, all accomplished 4in

one day. In fact, for a while, we had acquired two recelverns, but that's anothen
{annoyding and embarrassing) story. Spending that much money all at one time was
quite amazing. Aftern we had the recedlven (Jerny 4s neplacing, plece by piece,

the system we've borrowed grom Paul Novitski), 1 stanted doing something 1 haven't
done in yearns -- buy necords. 1 have browsed through recond shops on occasion
(Mostly with someone else - 1've seen a Lot of bookstones that way, foo.), but
sdnce 1 haven't had the Wse of a steneo forn about three yearns, with big gaps before
that, too, 1 have Lost track of cwwwent music to a great extent. 1 stop back some-
where about 1968-69. ("1t was a grand year, 1968...") Anyway, Jerry and 1 were
Looking about in a good necond stone (He's continued to buy hecords with or without
something to play them on.), where we really Locked at the covern of the Wings album,
Band on the Run. 1 had seen 4t in many a store wndow, a few year ago, but had
neven neallly fooked closely at it. Have you? "My God, that's James Cobun!", one
0f us said. "And, Look, next to him 48 Chnistophen Lee!l!", etc. efc. Anyway, I
decided to finally break down and buy the album -- you'£L note 1 didn't go complete-
Ly nadical in my chodice, of counse -- even sefecting the more expensive, but pos-
b4bly bettern, British edition. As the cferk was ninging up our purchases, I mention-
ed to Jenny that this must be the finst necond 1'd bought in, oh, maybe, 6 on 7
years. {1 have been given quite a numbern of neconds duning this time. though.)

The clenk was Looking down and continued to do A0 for a while, until, 1 think, what
I had said sunk in. He Looked up at me with this Lincredulous Look which sont of
examined me - nathen as though to see if T Looked as if 1 had rnecently been refeased
from a mental insdtitution on hetwwed grom a ©ulp to Jupiten. 1 sont of stammered
an explanation for my obuiously bizarre, {rnnational statement, and we exited hastily.

I've since been buying reconds at a sfow but steady rate. Mostly Traditional,
British and European music §rom as far back (L.e., 13th century) as 1 can get Lt.
But 1'm keeping my mouth shut in necornd shops.

Kweh - kwelh I'
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A MAE STRELKOV STORY...

This 1is either the story of Mae Strelkov's surprise trip to Seattle, or the story
of the most expensive fanzine in the world. Either way, we're right in the middle"
of it, so we get to tell it in somewhat greater detail than Mike Glyer did in File 770.

The beginning is shrouded in mystery, like all good legends. Mae informed Susan

Wood (who in turn informed us) that her relatives were flying her to the US for the
month of June. But Mae would have to spend the month with the family; no gallivant-
ing around to visit those bizarre science fiction fans. Mae was recuperating from an
operation, and the rest would be good for her. But Mae wanted to visit her fan-
friends, at least a few of them. What could be done?

We didn't think there was anything. Time seemed too short for an organized fund.



But the next thing we knew, Susan, in Seattle for a weekend, was saying, "Could
you please book tickets for Mae? It's too expensive to book them from Canada."

Let me point out a complication or two, just for amusement. Mae would be in
Atlanta all of June. Her ticket was extended to July 15. She would arrive in
Seattle July 1 or so. Susan would be in San Francisco from June 26 to July 31. So
when booking the tickets, I had to throw in a trip to San Francisco and then to
Atlanta. In the end, # got tickets that would allow Mae a week here, and about
four days in the Bay Area. (It took three lunch hours to arrange the bookings,

but it was worth it, as the tickets were $80 cheaper than they would have been
booked from Canada.)

If there wasn't time for an organized fund, then we'd have a disorganized one...
for which I found myself collector. Every dollar collected was a dollar off the
check Susan would give me to cover the Master Charge bill I'd be getting for the
tickets. I was to finish the collection at the Nameless meeting and turn the money
over to Susan later that weekend.

Around this time, Suzle and 1 were sorting through our fanzine collections, weeding
out grotty fanzines and duplicates of good ones. We decided to sell the castoffs

at the Nameless meeting and donate the proceeds to the Fund. At the meeting, someone
picked up a copy of Granfalloon 5 (I believe it was Martin Williams), and said,

"How much do you want for this one?"

“Oh, a quarter, I guess. Of course, you realize it's jammed with good stuff.

Like this: 'I've Had No Sleep and I Must Giggle.' It's Ginjer Buchanan's Baycon
report and parody of Ellison's 'l Have No Mouth and I Must Scream.' It's valid either
way." And, in my usual lovable way (I love to read aloud), I began to read: "'Limp,
the body of Nancy Lambert lay at my feet...'" and,attracting a small audience (all
laughing in the right places), went on to the end.

| - When 1 finished, Susan said, "! don't
i,waudﬂ* py \uv-%e have that! How much should I give you
\den W€ f it
Z(a H’»&: > Oza 2§ odony or 1t
ov 202

I did some rapid mental calculations.
"About $320 should do it."

When we added up the money collected,
and subtracted the sum from the price of
the tickets, Susan made me out a check
for $308. (She already had the copy of
Granny in her possession.) Thanks to
sudden whimsy, Granfalloon 5 now holds
the record for fanzine prices. It's
certainly more than Granny is worth, but
that $308 doesn't even begin to measure
the worth of a friend like Mae.

Mae is here in Seattle as I write, stay-

ing at F.M. & Elinor Busby's. There was

a party for her, yesterday afternoon,

the 4th of July. It was a delight to

see her again, and I hope she has as much
pleasure from the trip as her old and new
friends. Knowing Mae, I'm sure she will.

* * Kk



There ane some "official” mattens Legt overn grom Span. Ing. (There afways seems

to be something Left oven, doesn't thexe?) -- Jewny and 1 must thank all of you
who nominated us fon the Faan Awarnd again this yean. (Forn those of you not into
this, the Fanzine Activity Achievement Award nominations have come out and Span.
Ing. #10 was nominated fon best single issue of Last yearn.) We very much thank all
0f ourn contaibutons, without whom...efe.efe. And speaking of Span. Ing. #10, Lf any
0§ you wene wonderning what happened to the Letters that someone was supposed to be
editing, well -- 1 had _decided that since we got quite a number of interesting
Lettens, that 1 would put out a one-shot Sheep in the Wainscotting. But, somehow,
I don't know, 1 couldn't do it before 1 Left New York [T was «n shock for about
a month before 1 actually Left and couldn't manage anything...besdides 1 sold my
mimeo...), and then 1 was travelling and since 1've been out here, {t's been one
damned thing aften the other.............. Anywhe, (§ anyone 48 s2LLL internested Ain
what are by now yean-old Letters,Let me know; 1 might do something yet.

* Kk k k *

Just a word or two of other things: I'm working as a clerk typist for an insurance
company, at a job which will run out in August. I expect to set out for Phoenix

and the Worldcon by a circuitous route: first to Denver to visit my sister and
brother-in-law and to become acquainted with that reputedly charming city, then to
San Francisco for the Whole Earth Jamboree (a worldcon for environmentalists, techno-
freaks and other strange people). That event lasts two days, and I expect to light
out for Phoenix from there. Other exciting upcoming trips: a weekend on the Olympic
Peninsula, and a return trip to Vancouver for their Folk Music Festival. (We like
Vancouver, and have been discovering more and more of it. I think Suzle has a few
words on the subject.)

Pacific Northwest Review of Books 1is still chugging along. I am still the Subscrip-
tion Manager and subscriptions are coming in. I am still writing for it. (I've

now had two reviews and a poem printed in its pages.) Expenses are unfortunately
rising faster than income, but we are trying to work out ways of cutting costs and
increasing ads, subscriptions and other income (i.e., grants: anyone have any good
grant ideas?).

Thanks to Stewart Brand and Ted Nelson (no, they're not sf fans), I'm getting inter-
ested in home computing, but who knows if anything will come of this enthusiasm.
If anything else gets interesting, 1'11 let you know at Worldcon.

-- JAK

* *x k*k % %

Speaking of Workdeon, things are sLowly creepding up. I am very much Looking fowand
to this one, since 1 haven't been to a Worldcon since 1974. Primanily, T want to

see old friends 1 haven't seen in much too Long. 1 have heard that a numben of
people aren't planning to attend this year, especially grom the East Coast. However,
we showld have enough old WPSFANS there fon our (wedl, Ginjer Buchanan's and Genie
DiModica's) Baycon Rewrdon Parnty. VYou don't necessanily have to have gone to Baycon
Lo attend. 14 you nememben Baycon, then you're parnty maternial. Details aren't wonrked
out yet, but somewhere at Iggycon wifl be our Baycon Rewrdion Parnty. Watch fon it.

Thene's Lots of othen things to go 4into, but 1 think this is all for now. 1 am
thying very hard to not sound Like a travelogue for this area but it does have the
most beautiful scenary 1 have even seen. You'lf just have to see for yourselves.

—-SVT
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