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THE MAN BEHIND

=

ESSENEE OF HONOR

The other rniesht several of us were
sitting around drialdns and the sub-
ject of peeping toms ceme up. (Gerald
FitzGerald squirmed uneasily 4in his
chair.) M"E: had - an eperience that
enced my looking ultrougn windovis y''caid
Touo Yagodka (PhD in music from the
University of #erlin, child progody,
concert piardst -and now Director of
kusical Therapy at the Canarillo State

Hospital). "It wes in the 1920s. I
avioke one morning and welked iatc the
Jiviag rocm of oy apartment and 37.a s

alrdiring the d ay and haopened Lok

lock 2cross the street and sze, stand-
iag star!z naked in the:windov opposite
me one of the most beautiful wonen I
hal ever sesn, A truly magnificeunt
body! Then -she - op"ned the curtains
£+ill wider and my swile widened.. Then
che leaped out and was impzled on an
iron fence twelve. ctories obelov}!

Eereld FitzGerald gasped. "Well," he
said, "she wvas a dzcent sort and thet
vas the only thing she could do after
Tome had seen her!"

G.h.S5. REVISITED

Vhen Dernard Shaw  had beean dead but a
vear (April ‘52) a spiritualist mediun
rpported a series of couplaints (sme—
thirg Houvdini has so far failed to. do-
despite good reaolutlons) (1) Ke's..
teen chezted out of oblivion, (2) he
suriercd "the  mort undigrified and
uelf-Plumlla’cwnb c*mc.rlcncc" when
angels made i vesr a wightgown, (3) -
death <d¢oes nct kili, ib only destroys
the wewory. Vell, ai icast, it sounds
like SkaWenysreoss '
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Wijov vour ovin-liie without comparing
t it that of. encther.! ...Condorcet
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‘An iten

Jusewn. LAmong s

SQUE

A+ REITGIOUS COMV

VERS ATIO’\I STOPPER

Ask sorcone to name the twelve apost-
les. Apyone. Velve tried the religi-
ous and irreligious and no one has
been able %o get them 21l yede. Act=
vaily, the less religious ones, shall
Ye s&y, lf‘.a*'o scored hlg}“eoJ. You can

‘find the anciier in latthew 10:2-L. For

those inc-dmple‘bctl ts who might not or
vill aod Have a copy liere it is:

2 And the netes of the twelve apost-
les are these: The first, Simon, vho is
calied Peter,. and Lndrew his brother.

3 James the son of Zebedee and' John

" his brother, Thilip and Bartholomew,

Thomas and katthew the oublican, and

Jamec the son of Alpheus, and Thaddeus.
i Gimon the Canancan, a n d- Judas

Iscarict, who-also bet rayed hin, "

apneered some time ago in the
L-'L'Iim*o” quoting a University of
Utali erdesl specialist end headlined
LATE' SLE PR CIVE ] EDGE II! CANCER VAR.
"Gencralliy spealiing, — the most stress
that 2 vpersca. meeds in everyddy is
gettie ot of bed." That sounds so
roci: 1iiie .our cld line, "The hardest
thirg I do in say day is getbing up."
Or.the old "ihat can you expect of a
day thet Legiac with getbing up?"

AHE - GRIATD IR n..J.L) MUSEUL

——— i = ——

Some  day you sust remind me ‘to tell
the: story of ‘the Gerald FitzGerald
such mementos as a dra-

ped photograph (a tinted nude of GCF)
and character quoites from certain wom-
en, e had a "urine sample" composed of

R BRI L T

upar*ho‘c,u:., olives, old soup and hot
caucé. Yes, the +true story of that
rmseun  on ZIo.‘vlymon‘b Drive has yet to
te tolds And somshow I think it will
have a hard +ime getting told.

L)
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HELPFUL HINTS TO FANS DRPT

"How ‘to make your ovmn rack."

It is easy to make this replica of the
rack found most effective by medieval
torturers.s It Wwill provide you and
your friends with many hours of hilar-
ious entertainment. All jFyou need is
some good solid wood =-- a dining room
table will do —— scrap iren and a len-
gth of rope or steel wire. Beware of
clothes 1line and this is inclinedto
break at a critical moment. A $1.98
will bring you detailed plans of our
Tiny Tot Torturer, our Ilarge Maiden
hauler or our new Neighbor Nullifierd
And free while they last -- plans for
an "Aluminumaiden” with every orderl

It is important, you must remember, to
get +the right atmosphere. A bestent

is best of course, but make it really
right with our "Dank and Clank" kits.
Ce% the proper musty smell. If you're
in a hurry send for our background
records (they're a seream!); they will
set the scene in a hurryl
few weird instruments on the wall. Our
big How To books will help a lot! For
the real thing, though, send for our

free catalog of ancient and modern
instruments. Just ask for The Heads-
man's Handbook. And don't forget — a
dime will bring you a free copy of our

chatty, informative newsletter, "The
Chopping Block." TWrite care of this
magazine,

HERE WE GO AGAIN!

Any general theory of art must begin

Rig up a -

there is Experience, Selection, Organ-
ization, and finally, visually, Trans-
lation.

"Art is 1line,
Henri Matisse.
hard work."
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form and color," said
And: "Art is mainly

In a world like ours;
Vliy bother to water a garden
That is planted with paper flowers?

from GOODBYE NOW, FLATO AND HEGEL
by Louis MacNeice
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PROFESSIONAL HUMOR DEPT

GCF & 1 are professional gagmen now.
My wife's brother~in-law, Jim Culber-
son, is & cartoonist and his first
sale was a gag of ocurs: front of large
church, small sign reading THOU SHALT
NOT PATK. Sold to Anmerican liagazine.

JE CALTED HER LACE FOR SHORT

One night, long ago, I took a girl
with the improbable name of Alva lacy
out to dimmer. It was our first date.
I asked her, once we were settled and
our wine glasses were full, '"Well, fair
maiden, tell me a b o u t yourself——
married, divorced, widowed, going
steady or what?" OShe told me, then
countered with "And what about you,
comely youth?" I colored becomingly
and managed to sgy, "I am an unfrocked
priest." )

TRY TAKING THESE LITERALIY

with the supposition that man responds
to the shape and surface and mass of
things present to his senses, and that
certain arrangements in the proportion
of the shape and surface and mass of
things result in a pleacurable sensat-
ion, whilst the lack of such an arran-
gement lends to indifference or even
positive discowfort and revulsione.

Art is not the expression in pladtic
form of any particular ideal. It is
the expregsion of any ideal which the
artist can realize in plastic form,

First man must have the experience, er
raw material; <then he imst select the
pieces or parts with twhich he thinks
he shall work, dermendcnt upon personal
desires and influences; then he mast
organize them, and this is even more
personal, often mystical or intuitives
then finally +there is the translation
into concrete plastic form. To sum up

- He's got holes in his head.

I've got a hunch.

He's got a green thumb.

His face fell., Keep your eye peeled.
My heart's in my mouth.

I walked on eggs. Keep an eye oute.
His nose was out of Joint,

¥y head's splitting.

Sweet tooth. Bird brain. All thumbs.
Or rocks.
Swan-like neck, pearly teeth, lily-
white skin, raven hair, rosebud mouth.
Sleeping like a log. I feel 1like a dog.
I feel 1ike +wo cents. Or a million.
He's a party-pooper.
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"And how can a man love if he cannot
forgive a woman her power to m2ke him
surrender his he-goat privilege of the
herd?" .

eeoiim Lindsay Gresham in LIMBO TOVER
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HUE T0 BZEAD MASQUR

a8 ycu read through <this issue you

will notice ceriain seerning chrorolog-

ical andfor cohabitory mistakes. Lot

sc. Just tzke each iter: as you cometo

it without trying to fit it into a cos--
mic pattern. Wwhen I an writing of liv-
irg with Stibbard, for example, it was
writ*en at that time (or about 1952);
when I +talk of a wife, it was written
during 1954. Siwple -~ for one to whom
(1ike Al ashley) the past, present and
future unroll before hinm ac one contin-
ucus scroll.

T THYSHF

This appeared originzlly in 7. YIRE but
so that +*he researches of Ur. J. E,
Schmidt are 1ot Jost o the ages (this
magazine will appear in fourteen separ-—
ate time capsules, three of foreign

origin and one 1+h the calcified body -

of Gerald FitzGerald) I an 1ncludinp it
. here in digest form,

"Do you concentrate on looking at a
girl's hair? If so, you're TRICHORRET-

. HISTIC. If you are susceptible to a
pretty fzce you are PROSOPOPHILOUS. 1If
lirs wake you lyrical you are CHZILERO-
IiC. If you are an arm worshiver, you
are BRACHICERIGENIIC. If you are like
many men -— i.e. bosom-crazy —— you are
MASTOCONCUPLSCENT. Intrigzued by a wai-
stline? TLAPAIALIBIDINOUS is the nane.
Aprlaud a pretty rear profile? You are
PHILOFYGIAN. OSendtive to thigh size?

FENORALATOR. . If you are a leg-man, you
are just CRUROSENSUAL. Knee~conscious:
GUYUBULLIENT, Are gyou a calf-watcher?

Then you are surely SURAMOROUS. K Drean - |
abovt ankles? Your neme is TAIOPRQOCLI- -

.

I'O--nnoGc._....n..o.qo...._lt..0..0_-0".. t

Dear Friend:

This is to inform you that at P2:zl5, .

on June 23rd, I will push a certzin

lever which is cleverly hidden on my -
person. . 1f my calculations are cor- -

rect this should blast Ventura County
into very fine varticles which for all
practical purpeses will be unidentifi-
ables This card is just a friendly

rewinder and if +the blast has alrezdy -

occurred .please ighwoie this.

Yours truly,

BT E NGRS AT g, A wF e s

G. C. Cagliostro

GRS APUBENROSAROO 00T RRROORRRRRBO D
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"Ever notice the different- appearance
- ‘a ‘bedrooir has when a stranger or some-
one like a doctor is in 1t?"

William Rotsler in
"Pau City Hevisited"
The Bedspring Press

1955, $2.75
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QUISSTIONS FOR FAPA AND FROPLE

in TIiE, 13 Sept 1954, there was a
short item commenting on a controversy
in the London TIITS about '"what is the
most periect l1ine of poetry in the
English Jlanguage?” OSome of the.entr-
jes: '"The uncertain glory of an April
day" (Shakespeare), "If VWinter Comes,
can Spring be far behind?" (Shelley),
"Devn  skims the sea with flying feet
of gold" (Swinburne), '"The moans of
doves in immemorial clms® (Tennyson),
"As in old wine lies swmer half asle-
ep" (Unidentified American)e. I wonder
if the members of this august g r o up
have any entries?

Lbout an inch above the abovementioned

item was a picture of Gina Lollobrig='

ida, which started me off in another
directions I wonder vhat set of women
(one living & one dead) would be con-
sidered the "most perfect", or, per-
haps to a lesser extent, the "worldfs
most attractive,” It is h ar d, of
course, to estimate (if you have foll-
oved me this far 9nto the mellow weeds
of conjacture) the beauty or intelli-
gence or atiractiveness of someone you
bave never seen or heve only heard of
or must rely on fashionable paintings
and changing strles of feminine beauty
or mythical accounts, redecorated over
the centuries.s My o w n submissions
would be Iiiiss  Lollobrigida (my wife
will hate me for this) and probably
Helen of Troy, a coaventional choice.
Cleopatra sounds interesting but was
spoiled and haunted, Liadame du Barry
vas too much a politician for ne, Iuc-
retia DBorgia overpublicis~ed and all
the rest 1 +think of seem to be fict-
ional.

Helen caused aa awful lot of trouble,

something men don't get into for oogly
girls. Even so, I find llelen rather
blank, not toomany details but just
enough to intrigue me, Ny wife thinks
Gina is overripe. Hah. She szys Gina
does not have a lasting beauty. Hah.
keither does your editor. Dut then --
ny vife isn't homelyese :

GIN, LUST AND DRRALS

The other day, in: cleaning out boxes
of crud  prior to estublishing a work-
ing area f o r child rearing, I ran
across a besmdged piece of paper that
had been written on a coupla years
back during a rather intoxicated party
I hosted. Haphazardly arranged were
bits. of .philosophy . (gin style) like

"Tust is a mere figment of your under-
nourished sex life"and "Mina Mittelman
is certainly a darn teasel" Added was
a section in which interested parties
tried to spell dirty words as marmy
ways as possible. bBut the longsst
section was a bit by Gerald FitzGerald
(a Philopygian to the bitter end.....)
whose nane 1is becoming overly flamilar
on these pagese.

"once I had a dream," he vwrote. "It
was a pretty dream. LEveryone in the
street used to stop and admire it.
‘Gerald," they used to say, 'that is a
wonderful dreean.! And I, being quite
young at the .time, would smile and
press rmy hand to my forehead and mur-
mer, 'ih, yes, but it is only a dream,
only a dream.' I +took avfully good
care of this dream. I would water it
on the hour and on Saturdays I sould
shine it up and rub down all the rough
spots., All the fellows liked my dream
a lote. Vhelever iwe. got together and
drank lool Aid or that sort of thing
they would always ask me to relate my
dream., 1 can't say that I enjoyed
teliing them all of it and yet plied
with a cigar and the intimate feeling
of good fellowship I would quite often
rant and rave about ry dream. I was
knmowvn and 1loved in the community es

the chap with. the redundant dream.

They loved nee

"Then one day my cream no longer exis-

‘tede I walked in the fields and the

farmers asked me, ‘Gerald,' they asked
ttell us your dream that has made you

" so very famous f a2 r and wide.! And

when they asked me I would look dovm
at the blackened green earth and I
would say, !There is no dream.! And
vhen I strolled through the towns, the
tovmsfolk would ask rme to tell them my

" “dream. 'I' ' have ' donhe with dreams,' I

answerede.

"I now live in the kackeneyed kingdom
of reality for oy dream did shatter. I
keld it in ny arms vefore me and lav -~
ghed and cried and drank over it bvt
at - last I realized that it was always
the thing that I thought it would nct
be -- it was a dream,

"The farmers and the townspeople all
grew aquite bored and walked away as
without a dream I didn't seem at all
interesting."

9OPPRPesOP RO teRRgoestonnetandnecsobansd

Ayt is I; sciience is we.'! - C Bernard



THE CHEAP FHILOSOPHER'S CORIER

Drink inhibit{s your inhibitions.

Are comic books our rosetta to tomorrs=
ov?

Art 1in photograplly is' desirable but
nhotography in art, as an end in it~
sclf, is deplorable.

Gold beer, waim heart.

The Bible and the Church tell us God
created Man in His imape. The cynics
and the scientists say ilan created Gogd
in his image.
in their extremes,
look as
truth.
God is without the faults of lan but
not without knowleige of their exist-
ance.

In fact, it would
if every extreme is a half-

The power of free thought is lile the

wind and the 1eaf, the sun and the
snowflake. '

Love is a fishfry with you as sauce.

Strength is not inflexibility.

11-}arket,--battleefiald.and.lonely rooms
7M>the scenes of human endeavor.
The pessimist says half-—empty; t h e
optimist half-fuill.

Abtout Cina lollobrigida to say beauty
.+i8.0aly.skin. deep.is.to .reveal oneself
as a surface thinker.

IEL: "7 am tenticulerotic.”

Perhaps both are true, '

God to me is not god nor gods;-:

Upon an arbitrary set of symbols we
build an idnllexible and unarbitrary
set of 1ules, measures, parasymbols,
lawrs, punishments, rewards, mores, ju-
stices, classifications and the other
observations of phenomena’ in an order-

= L

A picture of a naked woman is its own
justification. ' -
of . bad eggs in

Kérea is the price

China'o

Let he who has not thought cast the

. first philosopher's stone. = =

It would seem as thoush every contemp-
orary novel must have at least one
homosexual incident to keep it in fas-
hion.

God muéﬂ have loved the Sund&y driver

vvvvvvvv

I said, “Wirue or Falsie?" and that was
an wiccver line if I ever heard one.

THOUGHTS WHIL: STARING INTO SPACE

Q - How maiy times would you say you
have gotten bechind your wife or girl
friend to Jook at 3 pretty girl undet-

ected?

Q - Vhere do elephants go to die?

Q = thy would any poor man ever become
a Rerublican?

Q = Yhat does Harry iarner, Jr., look
like? I've never seen a picture of
the worthy geuntleman of Hagerstown,
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There are a lot of people I adinire but
aamn few of +them could entice me to
really seek an introductioné Those
so honorored: Ernest Heningway, Henry
licore, Ginra Lollobripgida, Saul Stein-
berg, Walt Kelly, J. D. Salirger, John
Steinbeck, Edward R. iurrow and Adlai
Stevenson. # Burb says: "Some day I
will write an article on the player
riano adventures of Chas. Burbee and
only I will appreciate it enough to
publish it because by that time all my
friends will be sick unto death at the
very word. Either that or have one of
their own (this is what happened to
the Frenches -~ they hought one). #
In the August, 1953 VRITER'S DICEST
Stuart Cloete had a short article in
which he 1listed what he calls ™words
of power" i. e. words capable of evo-
king associated mesning. and. emotions,
of !U'striking . at +the memory :roots in
the reader," His list: liother, home,
father; +tree, rose, violet, dog, bed,
horse, child, road, hedge, chair, car-
pet, Bible. Iy list: sea, sand, star,
flesh, bone, blood, breast, sun, rain,
vioman, night, nemory, clown, G o d, -
love, tree, sword, fruit, wine, mask,.
shadow, city, eye, mist, laugh, fire,
carnival... # Books for your library:
"Gews of Wisdom, Interest and.Philoso-
phy fot Everyday Life In Action ForThe
Common Man," "How To Make A Wife A Wo-
man," "How To Convert Your iMimeograph,
Dittograph or Typswriter Into A Genui-
ne Reactor."
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"If you would not be forgotlten as soon,

as you are dead, either write things

worth ' reading or do things worth writ-
ing." { o
.o-Ben Franklin
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THE PHONE IS A FINE SGGQAL TNVENTION

I was shaving this morning and the
phone rang. I said hello.

GIRL with soft, sexy voice: "I'm sorry
if Itve awakened you."

BILL with soft, sexy voice: "Why, no."

GIRL: "I Imow you don't remember me
from my voice, do you?"

BILL: (Pleased with her voice) "ihy,
no, but give me a hint."

GIRL: "I'm sorry I wasn't available

the other night."

(Could this be that girl I met

at that party?) !"Surely you are

not a mind reader?"

GIRL: ™that? No, I'm sorry, but I
played canasta until 3 a.m."

BILL: "You couldn't possibly be amnyone
I kngw."

GIRL: "™jhat?!

BILL: "liver;one D know reads." (Who is
she?) ="

GIRL: "“hat number is this?"

BILL: "‘hat aumber are you calling?!

GIZZ: #:Cllywood 3~7797."

BIIT: "That's the right number but whom
¢id you want?!

GIRL: "ilec."

BILL:

‘BILL: "ilec who?!

GIRL: "AleC Te—wwm—m=— W
BILL: "I'm sorry, there is no Alec
here," .

GIRL: "You're sure you're not Alec?"
BILL: "I'm <too smart for that. Wait,
I'11 look in my wallet., (Pause)
1 NO, I'm not Alec."
GIRL: "Uoooh, I'ii sorry."
BILL: Miell, my child, that'fs life."
GIRL: "Yes...yes, it is, isn't it?"

BILL: (Inanely) "Yes."

GIRL: "Is there a lirs Alec Te————-
there 2"

BILL: "Gentlemen don't reveal s uc h
things."

GIRL: "Ohs..well, thank you. Goddbye."

About fiftcen minutes later she called
again, wanting to lmow the mumber and
who it was registered to. I told her.
"Oh," she said, "I guess someone gave
me the vrong nuwiber." '"Well," I said,
getting set to deliver some sort of
superior epigrem, probably stolen from
FitzCGer21d, but she hung up. Ch, well,

PILE TROUBIE?

let our expert trouble shooters help U
Call THE BLOWUP BOYS: URanium 235
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HEDY LAMARR AND TIT® TWC DOLLAR EET

Hedy Lemarr coughed on me last night.
I, being a gentlemcn trire blue and
fresh out of Ileene:x, refrained from
coughing back, I was at the Ubusiness
end of a teensy tiny apologetic suile.
I remained vnmoved. OShe'll have to do
tetter than +that! to get me. It was
at the ballet, of course, that our
little tete=-a-tete was consummated.
The same crorded lobby allewed me to
rub chests with Ava Gardner and getan
ell.ow in the ribs from Georgie Jessel.
Oh, I rub elbows (what a curious cust—-

onl) with the elite of Hollywood, the
land of the fee and home of the rave.

I have been given the accolade of the
racy sets I stopped in at the local
newsstand, Benny's on Franklin Avenue,
this morning and a man was huddling
cver a suwall pastel newspaper with
Eens At my entry the man quickly
swung to the magazine racks and start-

ed a very 'fale hdid-caught-in=-thé-"

cookie-jar pertisal of the pulps, his
eyes unseeing., Ben glanced up,at me,
standing <there in ny honest~as-hell
face, and said, "It's ckay, he's all
right." They went back  to checking
the horses, Ben gave hinm a fistful of
cnes and the man left.

NOVA-CAINE HELP HER

I made the mistake of explaining -- as

well as I'cdﬁld'é-'ébdﬁt‘ﬁdvae'tdvmV'"'

wife several months ago. The idea of

the sun eiploding even a little bit . .

("Ratler like belching, dear.") terri-

fies her and every time I say, "Do you.
hear & rumbling?" or "Didn't the sun’

flicker Jjust then?" she panics and it

takes sometime for heér to forget it .
I don't want to make her out an idiot,.

tut I'm going to have to take her to
the Planetarium where they have models
cf such things because shes has' the
strangest idea of “the solar system.’ I
guess when other kids were in class
she was singing +trios or art songs or
sonething.

A IETTER TO GEPALD VlTZuERALD

I feel cheated.. I.was in the mldst of
a very colorful, very cexy dream and
Syd went outside and u*amncd the door
and caused. re .%o float back towards
the surface for a second. When I re-
turned to the set it was there all
right. but everyone had gone home and
I uldx't koo any of the fully clothed
peoric © h a t were comiang in. " They
looked at me curiously and T got out

'+ said Sydrey.

and into another dream that felt more
like my property. The next no dream.

I set the mousetrap and baited it with
a ve traditionally (and carefully
carved) triangular piece of checse. I
was eating a noment ago and the 1little
bastard (the rat, not Syd) popped out
to stare a moment at this strange con—
trivance, Then he walked boldly over
&nd started nibhiing. Hmm, I thought.
Well, any moment, Then I became tired
of watching him and letting my food
cool so I made a "funyy move" and he
darted back to safety. Seconds later
the impud ont S0L was back nibblings I
kept maldng overt moves and het'd dart
baclk and I hoped to get him nervous
enough to smatch at the bait.

ihy 1211 him?" asked Sydney Stibbard,

. author of S0V CF MY BEST FRIEWDS ARE

PESTS, "ianitation!" I roared. "Wash
the dishes!! he 'said. "Goddamn rodent
will eat up all my books!" "Nonsense,"
8T don't 1like his oily
attitude,” T shouted. "Discrimination"
said Sydney calmly, a blood vessel
bursting on h i s forehead. "Damn
right," I said. And I won, toc, by
Gode TFirst I caurzht the mouse I had
been playing games with. Then the next
day a smaller one, the day after that
a still spaller one until the 7th
day I catight what must have been the
last one since he was So small you
wouldn't believe it. The domestic

‘scene* this conjured did not sway me

from my' vendotta, thouch._

(All this is quite 1rreve1ent tonthe
tenets of~ the Fantesy Amateur Press
Association, some members ‘of which
think you should ‘confine yourself to
aspécts of 1le belle . fantasy rather

f than have an interesting magagzbne, but
if a ‘thing is irrewrelent, there mist

be someth11g 1t‘s irrevelent to. No?)

PO Ahade e
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"Pime ‘i5 non-existant. Time dis thou-
cht. Time is 2 coneept hampered and
enclosed by the linditetion of the phy-

sical bogys:'And--a - physical body:is. ...
~the outiard manifestation of thought
Tiwe 4s..a circles in which .. .

ltselfo
thought and all its creations go on in

an everlasting cycle, repeating the -

same . processeg without end. And if

you do not accept this as gospel truﬂ
a pox on you and yours!"

: «s oitobert Carse in

TIME, SPACE AND. OUR EXFANDING UNIVERSE

The' Centurian Press, 1954
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A IETIER FROL CHARIES EUREEL DEFT

I was at one time hot for printing
presses; this was a phase I went thru
when I was around fifteen. But it

never got past the wishing stage. Of .

course I am still more than ordinarily
interested in any duplicating process.
I'd like very much to own a press but
I'd have +to have it given to me—my
urge to oyin one does not include the
desire to pay for it E

I know +that if you discount the tine
element, printing is far cheaper than
mimeography, with greater reward  in
the finished product.. But setting all
that type by hand and justifying each.
line as you go==yeelt--nexthing you'll
be wanting. & linotype. o

I would very much like to :see you run-
ning loose with a printing press, esp-
ecially - as  you are . the printer who
would really be having something %o
say. ((Good. old Burbee. That's the
part I 1like,)) Furthermore, you are
blessed with a .number ofcarticulate
friends. They: have  a lot to say and
say it well and you could print it
vell ((that's yet to bte proven.)) for.
the delight of printers. and readers
alike. Of course I don't even want to
continue when you consider that print-
ing presses are. not on . my list of
favorite .subjeets. .  :. :

Iy list of favorite. subjectss steam
cars, Sex, magnetic recording, player
pianos and home brew. Last Friday I
was able to discuss four of these sub-
jects at great 1length all eveningy
having as my audience at least 1l peo=
ple at &  party. The subject I left

out was steam cars, and I feel a bit

silly about this oversight,
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of sins. and usually does."
eeefrom THE CRIXINALS
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A IETTER FROl DEAN GRENNELL DEPT

I am...a Gerald FitzGerald fan.. I am
vriting to inquire if- there are any. d-
evotional accessories that are requir-
ed--hymnals, rubdiyats, moebius rosar-
ies, etc. If so, Kndly ship via best
carrier, collect. Am sending box-tops
under separate cover. I think the guy
is terrific.

.. midwife for our first horn.

" hength of ribber hose.

I. got. more hearty yakks .

out of his letters ((HASQUE 10)) than
I did from all the rest of the mailing
put together. ((I showed GCF Dean's
letter and he said, "He's no fool."))
I have just descended from The Fort-
ress of Solitikde where I was happily
engaged in sitting upon the throne of
culture a nd reading MASQUE whilst
attending to the inevitable chares
that accumulate. I am remminded that a
well-known editor who should, perhaps,
go nameless here, once +told me that
full many and many a story his m,ga-
zine had printed was first read and
accepted in similar loczle. I believe
at the time I aslked about the fate of
such mss as were rejected in his sani-
tary sanctum. ((4s mentioned in other
pages some time ago, my bowels and Art
Rapp's SPACTHARP viere deeply entwiéned.’
Whehever ' the mag would arrive I must
beeds rTead it enthroned. I thought
perhaps Art had cursed the ‘staples.))

@ adCgcHpBSBRODEY SFrs DO TRDOABORODRTRep e

"There is only one thing that makes a
man ki11 “and that is survival. Surviv-
al in fact, essense or ego. - Survival
in retrospect. Survival of a basic

and needed dignity, pride, lust, love
‘and other

subclassifications of the
overworked ego,." :
esoliilliam Rotsler in
"Evenings and Nights With Iatter-Day
, Head Shrinkers."

,..I.’.......I.-.-...l..‘......‘.l....'..l

THE COMPLEAT LIDWIFE

Mr. Robert Peteler has come up with a
stunning idea. GCF  has promised to
let one fingernail grow and act as
Bob could
not 1let -this generous act go unaided
and sought to help Big G. So now GCF
has a Compleat ifidwife Kit composed of
tvio bandaids, a razor blade, a pair of
rusty shears, a breast pump, and a
' Oh, yes, and a
book of matches and a penlight. Iy
wife need not fear, Cerald FitzGerald,

"(Ltd) now has everything in order!

" YOU RLAIE THE LOCUST FOR HIS SONG?

Coverlines from the Boggs/Silverberg/
Grennell axis: (and 2 by Burbee)

FOR VARIETY, YOU COULD TURN A WINTER-
SAULT. # FANDOM IS JUST A GODDAMN HOB-
BY. # A DOG, A WATER BUFFALO, AND A B-
AMBOO PERISCOPE MADE OUR SCHOOL ENROL-
IMENT JUST LOO%. # SOME OF THE PARTSIN

A GRATER. AIE HOLES. #



A LinyRR FROM GERATD FITZGERAID

beautiful day today. Just don't
know what to do with i%, however. I
even go so far as to go out on our
tack porch once in avhile and say,

"Gee, it's sure a nice day," Aloud to

nyself, mind you, anc yet there isntt
a damn thing I can +hink of doing
about it, 1t doesn't even remind me

of *hat* aftcrnoon we *telephoned lenck-
en, no* at all. Like kark said, "Lve-
ryone talks about the weather, but it
is  just *oo much trouble *to really do
anything about it." You know in nov-
€els *hey are always rcmewhering how
*he cuwmulus clouds viere or just how
*he mountains looked on *he misty hor-
izon._But when I recall the more imp-
ortan* +*hings in my 1ife (like learn-
ing _*o_ spell your las* name) I don't
rerember a thing, no* a frigging thing
about *he wea*her. In fact, I could
easily have been in a wind_*unnel or
in *he midst of a todal wave.,.I simp-
ly do no* remember. In fact, I don't
even remember the weather yesterday so
much, except I suppose it was a lot
like today. 1 am a modern man and as
far as nature is concerned I am mute,
deaf, blind, coo coo. I _never hear
*he poop of a2 robin or smell the per-
fume of_a squirrel's armpit tha* anno-
unce: *hat - spring is here. 'I guess I
am just %oo interested in reading my
torobbing barometer or seeing which
way *he wind is blowing...how did I
get on that vane? " :
as you know,'at the wri*ting of this ms
I am vorking for the Navy, in IBu, akh
Fort Hueneme, pronounced YWhy-knee~me?

The other night, and a dark one, ‘they
told me we were to go in and vote for
a "Shop Committee Lember" —- they are

suppose to represent o u r gripes,
Hovever, Jjust* before 1leaving I was
told by my supervisor %o vote for

soumeone called Sybil. I said Whatl???
She reveated and_in a very loud voice
so *that everyone around could hear I
roared out something like, "I am an
itmerican citizen and a veteran and I
don't care WHO tells me I am going %o
vote for vhoever I wanh,,..I shall not
be cocrccd!" She went on *o explain
fhat I didn't understand, that no one
was forcing me *o vote for Syhil, but
that she was going *o represent us,
Whg is Sybil?" I asked stulfily. "How

do ¥rov: she 4isn't a commnist or
that +his 45 not some international

rusef!

1 got everyone very upset and thinking
sbout this (actually I didn'* give a

damn) then higher_authorities came up
and wan*ed to know the trouble. In a
loud voice I told them that democrattc
powers werc being thwarted and that
I wasn't_ going to be a minion of mass
hysteria. actually, a + +his point

angry mitterings were heard around and
someone said, "iitzGerald is right, by
God! How do we know what's going on?"
"Allright," said the wheel, "vote for
whomever you please!" and stomped away.
I could see no way of disturbing any5

. one else so I walked over to Personnel

and voted for Sybil,

I am always demanding rights and roar-
ing in a loud voice the oppressions
*het are being done to us. Everyone
*hinks of me as_a trouble maker. Ach-
ually it is just a good excuse to yell
loud...and if there is anything, any-
*ring af all *ha* upsets a guvvamin®
worker i¥ is comcone absolutely deman-
ding hic righ*s (wi*h his fists clenc-
hc@). You have never seen anymne more
righteous *that I,..i% is an amusing
act and I probably do it all mostly to
impress the girl that reads. (That is
Vanda, of course.)

Tvery once in avhile I ‘ealk sex a la
man of the world., Once I said some-
thing very high brow and seriously,
iSex is_ merely that activity between
the first faiut kiss _and abandoned
prostitution.” I+ is *his language
that upsets +*hem more than any*thing.
I jus™ act 1lilke an ass and a man of
+he world. I shock *hem all terribly,
like the other night., I was *alking
about all the sensual places on a wom-
an's body {all 32 of *them, I said)...
I “pulled *he o01d routine about the
16th being the best and all that, Then
as I really had them going I mentioned
extra-sensitive areas. Wanda was sit-
ting before me enthralled with my Sex-
ology cha*ter,..suddenly I mentioned,
" ,.and of all the sensitive areas
this (and with that moved quick as a
TIash_ and *ouched her knee with my
pencil)M... She screamed_and _the girls
almost Tell down they were so upseb, I
got a lamghing jag on after that. You
have no idea how much sport I have vi-
th *these bahes of knowledge.

A couple of nigh*s ago af work I was
talking %o some lusty wench and had
occasion to say, '"Yes, you seem rather
promiscuous to me." In answer she
sort  of shrugged it off and I though®
the customary, "Oh, well..." So last
night at work she comes over %o me and
sereams, "You can'h call me.ﬁhat!"‘nl
ask vhat and che cays, "Parmiserous:



I frouted #&hen smiled +then laughed.
She went on to say that she had looked
*he word “up and she wasn't’'at all and
why don't- I +talk English ‘and quit
using all those fancy dirty words.

The only thing that makes man immortal
to himself is the obvious mortality of
others., 'T go, (:;? -

G

"Night and day do not tell you. They
are only local changes. But at night,
ab sea, with *he dark bowl of God
overhead *he rotation of the earth is
revealed in the ‘passing of the stars,
and you feecl the loneliness of Man and
Earth,"

Robert Carse in
"The Riven Fig"

.0...00'.i.'...l...r.I.'.O...ll....i....O.I.....‘.‘,......I..Ul..l.Ol"....l...-
"L know what it is wi*h animals but what is it with vegctables?"
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UNFRIENDLY STATEMENT FROM
Soume weeks
an impromtu visit. :
cruel and unfeeling noint: BEill may be
a fan but I am most decidedly not..ie
lead a busy and relatively planned life
and I am' not interested in having fans
drift in and out unannouhced (with a
few exceptions, i.e. Burbee, Grennell,
Tucker and DPoggs and respective fam-
ilies.) I find' FAPA  -assinine beyond
viords and have become increasingly em-
barrassed.by Bill's happy preoccupation
with same, . .. You may all
shake you heads slowly over #William's"

SRV
ABNEYROTSIER

horrid wife but for God's ‘'sake, no vis-

itors unless first cleared vrith him,
FS: Burbee, how can a man so talentedin
the houwe brew field have time for FAPA?

Fimselfs ..

. CONSCIENCE:~ that '
 you and your minds

+ . TEIEVISION - the Wauba

% BEAUTY = in yomen that condition that .

ago a hapless lan paid us
This brings up a'

- HOW TO MAKE A HUMAN PILLOW DEPL

and put it on

You make a grcab big ba%
on your hands

tYe floor. . Then you ge

~ and ‘knees and get down in it.

. OUR VERY OWN DICTTONARY :DEPL

MACHINISY - a person who likes %o hurt .

secret, soclety of

of the Atomic

Kge. s

exists between the:first brassiere and

* the last uncorseted hour...bub.,..som

‘beauty is only makeup-deep, = . -

. CALL'GIRIS =~imany: are jcalled and all

are QKOSGH .

"TENNIS = the sex play;of the decatha-
Iop Se*- 5 ¢ ] ¥

.CHESTNUQ_-'one who likes chesbs,:

QUOTES FROﬁ 7ILL DURANT DuET

"If. one_could:build.a system of moral-

ity absolutely:independent of religio-
us. . doctrine, as valid for the atheist,
as for the ;pietist, *then theologies
might come -and go without loosening .
the :moral cemen* thal makes of wilful,

"4individuals the peaceful citizens of a

cotmmunity.s .But  if the govermment it-
self is *a chaos and an absurdity, if
it rules without helping, and commands
without 1leading,--how can we persuade

the individual, in such a state, tc
obey: the 1laws and confine his self-
seeking within the circle of tofal
good? .e.Is 3* not a base superstit-

ion that mere mumbers give vdsdom?"
dae s 'lll.ll.l'.".l._’. [ E N AN NN NS N RN N]

e look béfbre-and after and pine for .
what is not." p(Pla£g§



LISE I HAD WRIM Il THAT

ty John D, iiacDonald
Clearwater Beach has a plague. biock-
ing birds. In *he mating season, and
la*ter, *he mocking bird is a very
rough type. They peck holes in the
heads of my cabs, then sit on wires
and laugh like craszy. -
fut i* is in *he middle of the night
*hat they really knock themselves out,
end me. They sing all nigh®. Hours
and hours without repeating a phrase.
And in a definitely mathematical
cycle. Usually by Zfours. The first
trill gets repeated four Yimes, the
second eight, the *%third four, the
six*h four. As an old insomnia hand,
I find myself on the bitter verge of
bounding out the window, scrabbling up
a tree and chewing them all to death,

So last year, during mocking bird *time
vhile *hey were rubbing shrill finger-
nails up and down a-perfectly blank
blackboard in the back of my mind, T
decided that, by God, I'd lie there
and men*ally whump up a science-fict-
ion opus. Hell with *he mocking birds.
The longer I worked on the opus, the
better it went. I* had every*hing,
Hones* %o God characters, no* a bunch
of cardboard professors, wrapping pap-
er professor's daughters, steel-eyed _
young *echnicians. Ear*h was not i n
danger. Nobody was leaping in and out
of a *ime machine. ‘holex pages of it
came into my mind, all in one chunk.

Conversation with the emotional bite
of bradbury.
epic sweep of Smi%h., Speed and movem—
ent of wan Vogt. Flot taubtness of Fr-
ed brown. Imaginabiveness of Kuttner,

And there was nothing adolescen* abouh
the story. Nothing *trite. It was.a
story of real people facing a drama*ic
protlem of *heir own which, on a mic-
rocosmic scale, was a duplicate of *he
proLlem facing *%their ovn planet, and
on a macrocosmic scale, a problem
facing man's precarious Ifrontier in
*he galaxy. e way in which the pro-
tagonists solved their intensely per-
sonal problem was a ¥ey to the evenh-
uzl solution of *%he larger problems
facing mankird, - - e

As dam came up like thundah, I had it
pat. I knew that as soon as I had it
virit*en, friend agent would place it
for hard covers. And, just like you,

Wiryness of Bonde The.

I had heard the rumor *hat BOLC was
}ooking for a sciencewfiction select-
ion.

lian, I was made,

With beautific smile I wen* %o sleep,
Now the insomniac inspira*tions of most
of *he writing clan, we re-viewed
after the morning coffee, turn out to
be as practical as a *issue paper
chastity belt. Bub this was a gen—u-
ine exception, 2
Bright and eably the next afternoon I
sat dovn at my d:sk, hauled *he scrat-
ch pad within range for plot notes,
and tumbled headlong into the deepest,
greyest, grimest mental Dblank ever.
After a pack of cigarettes, a few
letters to friends, an abortive starh
on ano*her +ype of story, I tried
again,

Now *he mocking birds are yapping
again, peeling off and buzzing the
cats, making their night music, and I
st111 have my opus filed under shadis,

I wish I had written it, I wish I had
gotten up and started on i*. Vhile I
vas asleep somebody or sonething stole
i+
1.

I wish I had... _ JDI
: 8115 DLruce Avenue
Clearwater Beach, Florida

...l'!..'.l.l..l.I’.'.I.l..'l'.!..'...

"iothing's possible and everything's
improbable," )

. «sGerald FitzGerald

in "Desperation"

'EXEEXEFEEE N ENEENE RN EE R E N EE EREEREE S SRS NN




™iL FULTISERR!S smtmw GNTL

This is 1ASQUGZ, Velume Twod, lumber
Crne™, Vhole [unter Jleven, publlshed5
by Yilijam Roteler® at Camarillo”,
e lLi fovnla for +the Fantasy® Auateur9
Press AgsocicrtionlO, 411 uns igned ma-
terialll is by the edltor, who by some
strange twist of fate 2, is also Will-
jem fotslerll,

DEDICATION

This issue 19 decliczﬁt;edllL to'Gerald C.

¥itaGeraldld, without whom 1ife would'

Lelb ever so dull ASpess
PQEEA,L TO. THB BEST OF, BURBEu18 .

“The. Qeot of Burbee.19 That's almnet20'
Well, I'm.

everything he ever wrote.2l
going to publish some of what:I think

is rurbee's best in KHASQUE, the mastc—~

- .concupiscent .fanzines Thlnge that did

* not appear in these pages, I 1magine.

;,FoomNOTEb AN -

. Genesis,;1:12: 1
Encycicpaedla brlttanlca, artlc—
.1le; '"Evolution of Four——Letter'
Yiords,." .

. Goldie, Edinburgh, 330,
Huxley's, "the compleat man,".

1:
e

‘ay e

o 49 as e

lo X% Ueng WT)

"In reality there are only atoms
and the void." +esDemocritus

v \\‘ll'l---blv

Mntap§y51"s, 1x, 7.

Toy, are viel.- '
: "Yet the aim of art is. to repres-
‘ent not the ouward appearance of

.. oa

D Co=)
. O

things, but their imrard signifi-. ~

. cance;s. for th;s, and_not the ext-
ernal mannerism and detall, is
their reality."

i, Feteler, Hornoreo, Nevr York, 1917

Frinum mebile inmotum. «..A prime

. mover urmoved, -

13: "dinnegan's Fake", ch, L

1h: Cf. Z., 104

15: Of whem Carse-said, "He is not so

ruch & man as an phllosophy N

16: ;gourtesan" Pernegraphic Press,

17: As Ia lcchefoucauld said, "Few

kriow how to grow old,"

S
~nN =

1€: F. Towner Lanev's iEiCIRS, p. 69.
16: Ibid. :
20: 38-2L-37

21ls The sound a squealcy shoe makes.
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Yioe to him who teaches men faster than . .

they can learn, (Durant)

"a bunch of the - FRDT

at, varions predestined intervals.

. 1886, .. ..

e seil]l Durant :

A IETTRER Fi.Ok DEAN GRENHELL DT

I recently acquircd a real surc 'nough
pnuematic pistol; a "Hy Sccre! caliber
2177 vinich looks dimpressively stefnal
and secms  to shool fairly welle, .ol
think it shouald prove just the thing
for discourag Tiag marauding cats and
such next spring. We always have a
couple nests of robins in ine big pine
tree by the corner of the honse and
the neighborhcod cats 1loilar avout it
in hopes ef scmnaring an wyuwy Jledgl-
ing.: There is a size of geclatine cap-
sules——#o, I ihink,mL I a= not sure--
that is pre01 '?y "u sizz of the vore
of a (22 air vi 1ol - ard I ~nee bsught
:apsules from the
fth;m carefuliy
wVermdllion oil
orlghtcst scream-

~

druggist @ and REHY:
witly Devoels: ‘Yc
paints-=priobahly &

, ing-red  pigmont: made —- and vsed my
-Crosman

to brtnd thelwvarions dogs and
cats that lu:-hzd and made ,3rn¢va1 in
our bacl: yard. I soon 1irad of nerely
adding Ted spwis /and exnioded my line
to Ulframarﬂra a n'd P“Jnnloﬂyanlne

. Green and faoe and.Chrome Yellow and

several ' lother vivid shades, selecting

my c¢olors ¥itn a judicious eye with
"' !'regards - to wialishades the victim was
alr€ady ‘wearings- T h e neighborhood

became nopulated with some of the most
colorful. petd the world has ever seen,
The pigment: makes::a .spiotch and the

. critter .digs drd.rubs’ at- it and blends

it din vith the other.colsrs. With some
difficulty I vwas restrained. from carr-

ying the!matter to its logical conclu-
+ 'sion and polychromating
‘hood kids, too.

the neighbor-
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Human behavion,. says Flato, “lows from
three " main solrchs:: desire. emotion
and knowledge.

' . A
LR .‘l'l....u‘lca.o.lll‘l't_i S L ERE R R

SE."COUCH" OV

I

Do you have a éagging psyche?
Are you troubled wmith forensic ids?
Howr 'is ‘your ego these days?

© IF YOU HAVH EVER iL DLED PSYCHIC TREAT-

MENT, YOU!LL uEED ."CCUCH"
(vrith actlvhteu luﬂOllZCd chl«rophyll)

@8A D00 A0E Pe0WAN l\-d.....'..."'...l..-

"Onward and. Slaunchirise with Rotsler!"

fersssce ve l‘il...?a‘bl'OIOIOOOOII.ll.‘-

"Silence is the unbearable repartee."

(Chesterton)



10! I Al A PRO AUTHOR DEPT

l.cCall's Weedlework & Crafts Annual,
1954, carries an article by me on How
T6 wake Vire Sculpture. uade the cover
plus a picture of me inside, the one I
refer to as my snotiy or "Go to hell
vou unamusing bastard" picture,

FEOPLE ARY TALKTHG ABOUT

Those +tall, thin, svay-backed neurot-
ies that posture through women's maga-
zines. # The attraction redheads have
for Gerald FitzCerald. # hat!s for
supuer, # Saul Steinberg's new book,
"The Passport", as funny as "Art of
Living" which the editor thinks is the
funniest book ever published. # Chas,
burbee's wife, Isabel, down with polio
for awhile. # The birth o a daughter,
Lisa Araminta, 2l October (her mother'
birtl.day) to the “.illiam flotslers. # A
blooiless duel with Grennell, Rotsler,
Fitaterald, Carse and burbee firing. #
Plastic hand grenades in dime stores!

THE: TWO DOLLAR KIND

Back about 1949 Gerald C. FitzGerald
arrived one night with a bottle of
doitestic champagne and started us off
on a champagne binge that has lasted
to (hic) this day. We love it but the
trouble is pecple alvays say, "What's
the occasion?" or ~'Chnh, it's so ex-
pensive!" I hate to sound like an ad
for the wine industry but it isn't.

Now none of wus here claim anything
like cultivated palette (GCF's has,
I'm afraid, lain fallow for scveral r-
ainy seasons) but there are certain d-
omestic champagnes that we like -- and
they are the two dollar kind, noneover
about 2,50 or so, the best in our es-
timation around »2.10. ¥We like Santa

Iucia, La Lohene, Vai bBros, etc.

Iying arouvad in front of fires, drink-
ing from fine german Gral glasses, on
the beach at Japistrano, on summer ev-
enings with city lights far below -- I
think in about every position & every,
every climate...talking of times gone
by or tnose to come, It reminds me of
the tcast I alvrays offer: "To those
who have gone before and to those who
will follow,"

MY IAST WILL AND PROTESTMENT

To Charles-Eurbee, my mentor: my sense
of humor, something he necds so badly,

To Harry ‘'araner, Jr: all art, spaces
and vitty savings in my backlog.

To Wilson "Bob" Tucker: the use of my
name for amy chatacter in one or more
of his books, providing the character
be suave, intellipent, brave and a
utter smash with women,

To Bill Danner: enoﬁgh type to spell
out RAH, RAH FOR ROTSIFR!

To GCerald FitzGerald (wvhe can give
anything to one who needs nothing?) a
framed, tinted photograph of myself.

To G. M. Carr: sleeping tablets.

To Redd Boggs: my collection of wused
tissues cf famous fantasy authors.

To Dean Grenaell: my mint copy of Bob
Blochis WITH KITEIS AmD GUN THRCUGH DA-
RKEST WISCONSINH.

To -Lee Hoffman: a kiss from far-off &
exotic Camarillo, to be chastely best-
cvied by every FAPAn who should meet her.



rest, Under mnormal circumstances I
would never have fixed *he damn +hing.
Lu* +ha* with being in the heat of
passion and all I did. T am using *the
thin:  right now., Hovever, I could
never get +he hat for *he shift key Vo
stiv on--consequently I scream ouch!
every so of*ten, I shall bVring the
tvver down and have Bill weld it on.
411's “reld *hat ends weld.

Ias* night 1 did a foolish *hing. I
re*urned home and read PARLDISE LOST.
Lov someone vith such s*odgy ideas can
vri*e with such beauty is beyond me.
It is like building a beautiful ca*h~
edral and then paipting it purple.

+y novel is coming along. I have the
characters hopelessly' confused b u *
bhave *hem all saying nice *thin;s:

" ha* we need are a counle of wom-
en. Lus®y lascivious wenches wi*th
& viide girth abhd slow of birth. If
I had one here now I'd do all sorts
of *hings %o her." 1
"Unfortunately Balzac did not* con-
struct our lives,!

"ho cares about Balzac? "ho can -
spcak French? A Heminpway woman

would do just fine!!
ot for you she wouldntt,!
" hy not, pray *tell.®

*Ch, just because you *talk in clip-
ped sentences and are sli;h*ly por-
*1y, *tha* doesn't make you a Hemin=
gray. If you got hold of one of
*hose Hemingvway viomen, she'd want
to go fishing =nd hi.ing or blow up
a Lridge at *the wrong time..."

I'm sure *the cribics will refer *o my
novel as "GOF has vwritten the greatest
tock since The boys Eook of Canada.

Yesterday ‘I went %o the den*is* and
made all sorts of passes at the nurse.
Fass: ".ell, what have vou been doing
vith vourself, ilose?!

e have some new sex in our office.The
tall kind with *he derriere and the
haughty look. I vient by her yesterday
end acting on mad imrulse. stroked her
tack <here those elastic bands meet.
She *urncd -~bout quickly' and said,
"Jon'* do ‘that *o me,..l'm in hea®!®

I'm €411 *trying %o *hink of ‘a sharp.

conckacke

-try to make her,

" ardless of the juxipesition,

NEARING THE END

And that, for now, is all of the nos-
talgic wanderings through the past, I
will not say this puts a seal upon it,
but it does give us a resting place,

WISH I HAD WRITTEN THAT

by Wilson Tucker

I wvish T had written the dictionary.
Think how dirty filthy rich I'd be,
and the reputation for verbosity 1°'d
enjoy.

A IBET'TER FROM BOE TUCKER D-PT

Yes, I too am amazed at your father-
hood. Dunno why I should be, but scme~
how it Just doesn't seem natural,
Next +thing, the word will spread th=t

Ackerman has sired a child, After

that, the end of the world. Of cours:.
I could give you a long lecture on tue
joys and sorrows of fatherhood, a leug
list of do's and don'ts on raising bs-

.bies, but why should I? To hell wizh
~it. You find outthe hard way. EXCEPT

THIS: when Jisa reaches about the agc
of six, OSTOP taldng her to club mee’-
ings and conventions. Beyond that age
every morcn in science fiction will
Most of the damned
fools wouldn't know what to do with a
woman once they got her on a bed, but
they'll +try +to ma2ke her anyway, so
they can {a2lk about it in their fan-
zine,

If all the fans who talked sex and
braggced of their conquests actually
accomplished those deeds, the number
of raped women would rival the nation-
al debt,

i IETTSR TROM A FAW (NAME WITHHEID)

Incidently, with all the talk that ar-
ises in FAPA about phallic symbols, de
you happen to know the proper counter-
term for phallus? TIn case you don't,
it is Kteis. I don't know if you

~ would say Kteisic symbol or kteic——the

former, more likely. You can stump
neatly anybody with this query on acc-
ount of the word isn't even in the un-

“abridged dictionarys. I chanced upon

it in some - side research here avhile
baclk, ;

((Also incidently: Tucker did not con-
tribute this item of informgtioen, rgg—


vri.de

A IETTER FROM GEHALD FITZGERALD
Thurber seems to be the embodiment
of triviallty with bifocals, Can't

ypu imagine him viriting a Spillane
novel? i

She got wup and was ridiculously
dressed, I would have felt better if
her husband were here, I thought.

I edged back towards the couch and
stunbled over her dog. "Why don't you
zo out and chase something?" I snarled
at it,.

der gown was slipping off and I
could see, rather fuzzily, of course,
that she saw the gun in my hande In a
very sarcastic way she said, "Who are
you today? Ronald Colman?' She h a s
the true Emily Dickinson spirit except
she gets fed up occasionaliy.

Cutside it was getting dark and a
storm came upe It was Jjust like the
night we called lencken.

She smiled at me in a mysterious,
lusty way. "I just love the idea of
there being two sexes, dont't you?" I
viohdered what dark flowers grew in the
mysterious caverns of her soul as I
levelled my gun at the man walking
through a Lus.

She’ stepped’ 'b-2-c¢. k , and screamed,
"George! If that!s you, I'1l never
forgive youl" I wondered why I ever
married below my emotional levels 1
aimed the revolver towards her stomach
and fired three times, She looked up
at me with one great dying stare.

"That martyred 1look won't get you
anywhere with mel!" I snarled a n d
slammed the door,. ..

Which Jjust goes to prove there is
nothing you cannot do with Thurber
if you set your mind to it,

=
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"ilhen a man's living he should be
a wene after his death, if other
people refer to him as a philosopheT,
well, thatts their business.t

seserald FitzGerald

vho is one of those people
that likes to put words in
his own mouth.

940 P 009000000000 acedd00RnReoBosDD

Le soldat t o the
left is your editor
at nineteen, I had
originally planned
use these about
% or seven years
Geeethen in typi-
cal feckless Hash-
ion lost them, Now,
years later, I am
cleaning up and
find them with a stack of old fanzines
and a packet of naked women pictures.,
As you can see I was then a member in
good standing of the AUS in the middle
or Big War,

...'l...0.‘...‘.-..-1!.0.-‘l.’..“....

I am round you like the green almidnd

That encloses the milky kernel in its
Jewel case,

Iike the soft husk with dowmy folds

That covers the childlike, downy grain.

The tear that ocomes +to my eyes, you
knOW it,

Has the profound taste of my blood on
your 1ipse

' @ 9 4 @ % ® © & e o & 5 & e 0 & & o

Listen, whlle you stlll hear me,
Imprint your hoyish mouth on my breast.

s sCombesse de Noailles

[E!!..I.Q.l.....Il.....‘l..lll.l......
DR

"In doing accounts we make mistakes
much oftener in our oun favor than to
our disadvantage; and this without the
slightest dishonest intention."

+esSchopenhauer

Q0SB0 D DO ROUBORRDPROPROORORRRORADDRESRD

1 guess it was George Bernard Shaw who
said "Resist everything but tempta-
tion." I simply tempt everything but
resistences T h i s is enough of a
filler, I'm sure.

GCF
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1T think that Gerald FitzGerald has
lived in so many incidents what I have
tried to write in so many words!"

soosbrnest Hemingway

I....l...i..l..l!..-l......ll....l.!.l
"Tet no man put God asunder," YR
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A IETTER FROM CHARLES BURBEE: 1

I have gone overboard for fishing,.
Used to fish when I was a kid and
sirce getting talked into it by my kid
have been going each veek ahd catching
Jjust about nothing but having a fine
time Jjust +the same, It is vital to
have a plentiful supply o f fishing
tackle so we can fish for food as soon
2s the fish stop being radioactive,
after the Bomb(s). So you see I am
doing something about the iillenitm
even if I Just thought about that
viewpoint this moment.

“dg O nloburb
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"in hour passed and I mused, throwing
pebbles into the mind's pool until the
circles spread so wide that form was
lost. I must have been in a stupor.”

e oo NOorman lajiler

@sapvandepveodetaocs oD ADORNDORRODODRRD

A FILIER -I¥ THE PUREST SENSE:

VR

Quite often, in reading, in travel-
_ine, 4in movies and conversation I run
across people and places whose very
name intrigues me. Some of them evoke
pictures, others go trippingly .on-the
tongue.. Then I change them to suit my-
self, Here are a few: Victor Shamm,
August Ravin, Kaub, Cullen Espy, Edith
Rearwig, Malcolm Berk, Marpha Candour,
Michael Fick, Audrey Viand, Alianora,
Papillonj * the kingdoms of Avalon, Huy
Braseal, Iyonese, Trollheim, Faerie;
the swords Joyeuse, Durandel, Txcalib-
ur,. Cortana; Robert Carse, Gerald Fit-

zGeraldee
EiD
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liemories are hunting horns,
Their sounds die in the wind,

u..ApOllinaire
C4sE 90NN NEA0N0000000P000000DGR0MGROD

Sign seen on a Hollywood Blvd bus: a
picture of a well-dressed woman, pre=
sunably at a fwieral,. .with her two

childrens Caption: U T T T R uMcKINIEY
ADVISID US RICHT -- WE DID WOT OVER-

SFEEND,. My caption would read: WELL, WE

wr
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"he had depicted?

A IETTER FROM GERALD FITZGERALD;

The weather is really a fine thing. I
go outside and sit on the porch and
stroke Sheba and look at all the marv-
elous green veeds and smell the mimosa
as it comes dowm from the hills. The
sky is a blue that no pigment could
hope to obtain...it is nostalgic weat-
her...spring fever becomes contaigious
and one laughs and giggles at most any
dann thing. W¥es, I thirk Christ pick-
ed a very good time to be crucified,

I bought a copy of "Bsquire" the other
day; -they had one of those "what the
viell-dressed man should have in his
vardrobe! articles —— the only thing I
had were brovn shoes.

Goodness gracious, did I say we were
living execiting lives? . T say so many
things and still...of course this ex~
citement does not include bullet-proof
capes, cold water continually bringing
people to and rolling over three times
and btursting i n t o gloriocus flame.
Rather it is ‘the verbose excitement
bordering on vociferousness (sounds
like something you might do/gr get
viith a girl of ill repute) plus the
languid a n d thoroughly satisfying

philosophy of "Once more slowly around
the idea, James." Yes, it is exciting
and happily so. Though 26 and well
into my second driver's license I
still don't dress well enough to be a
critic or bably enough to be an inte-
llectual and ofcart I can bubt sigh. I
merely stroll through 1life roaring
loudly and observe what goes on in my
third eye...of course, to the rear and
a little to the left of. the rest of
you. Now that I have callouses from
patting ULoth you and myself on the
back I vwill retire ¥o the bhathroom
and make a visitation. -3

)

.l-...l..l..I.I....I..I'.I...l.....‘..

Gerald, you may not be the top banana,
but youlll always have appeal to me.
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"Doe3 a painter cease to communicate
if people cannot identify that which
Deoes@form have to
be namable before it can affect? Could
not the contrary be true?"

e e Graham Sutherland
English painter
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Fj s z/eﬁéwﬂ’f! BXICTENCE O
HYPERTAN
éq,/ Charles Burb’ee-

Rt g X £

IWperfan vas a roody boy whd began readinﬂ stf at an early age--even befors he
;ould read at all, wnicn showed How brl,ht he actuslly was, and how broad his mental
orizons.

He 3zrew up, wrote 1ntern1nable letters to proz1nes gach’ month and at length
began a2 trerendous correspondence with fans all’ over ‘the- werld.' ‘He wrote to German
faus in German, French fans in Frencn, Zulu’ fans in Béntu, "Arabic’ fans in Arabdic.

He could not translate the answers since he wrote the languages but could not read
them.... This was just as well because it saved him the tire of readlng the letters
and gave hin more tine. to write more and nmore letters. He published four fanzines.
One was a sarious mazgzine, devoted to the heavier aspects of Heavy fantasy and in
it he titled himself a sincere acolyte. The second fanzine was ‘composed of letters
to tne first fenz1ne. .The third fanzine was a light frothy thing that caused jolli-
aent whorever exhibited, for hyperfan was endowed with a great wide streak ‘of humor
whieh ran straisht down the middle of his back. The fourth fanzine was mads up of
lstters to fanzine- 43, and their answers. He began a fifth fanzine for the sole pur-
rese of conducting feuds,. for he was at war with all fandom. In each of his fan-
zines ne :took a diftferent stand, each stubborn as hell, and much of his timeg was
spent writing scathing letters to his owm, fanzines in answer to his own’ previously -
published scathing letterss.

At length, though he hid himsalf from the Outside World as best he could (he
was a flagpole painter) he met a girl. She was charning, lovely, and could type 65
words 2 minute. He becare aware of. her with everv fiber of his being when she
drifted close to him and he got an elusive Whlif of her perfume--Essence of Mimeo-
grapn Iank. It had heady overtones. It was exhilirating, exciting. His head buzzed
in ecstasy. Though he raver spoke to people, he got up enough courage to grunt when
she asked hin the way to the posteffice. She was patient, though, and at length he
accompanied her-to the postoffice where he shyly presented her with a brand new
airmail stamp, gum unlicked. The way her. eyes glowed made Him realize' that this
girl was--what was that word--~oh yes...d;flerent' she ‘laughed gaily and chatted
with him like .an o0ld friend as he went to his iorty -five posto?flce boxbs and got
his daily mail, which came to him under four hundred and ninety two ailaees. After
that they were inseparable. In fact they never 16ft sdeh other. It 'fact they were
together all the time.' . They even slept together. And rumors were flying that they
iiked each other more than somewhat. . . b i e ; :

O day hyperfan oreathed words 1nto her ear. I 10ve you, he said. lMora -than
fanzines. More ‘than prozinses...even Stortoundlng Savae. More than blank paper in
a typer. 1 love you nore than a mallbox stuffed w1th thiek letters. \We'd better
get marrled Sp we can ve together likse we ve been from now on and also forever.,

She agreed. 56 they got marrled. Before lon@ she presented hin with & child
(whose .arrival was no shock since he'had.suspacted something of the sort) " The
child soon learned to” peck haltingly:at'the keys of. a typewriter speclally fitted te
type babytalk. The child spoke only-to its:.typewriter gund g, small model of a space
ship, and only the space ship ever bothered to reply. -: ; :



Thon came the war. Hyperfan was not drafted because when they took away his
giasses they found another pair of glasses underneath. This second pair of zlasses,
vwplained hyperfan, was in order to see as far as the first pair of glasses so he

zoild see as far as his glasses,

Dut his wife was drafted. She went to a basic training camp and hyperfan kept
tusy writing her letters each hour. After thres months hyperfan began to grow a bit
ue2sy. He began to ponder on the situation. What, now? How could she be drafted,
# wonan, and the mother of a child? He set inguiries in motion and at length was
rade to realize that a very serious thing had happensd to him---he had been married
t2 a nan for four years! What a cologsal deception, thought hyperfan. I feel like
a fool, said hypsrfan., Gan such thinos he? ‘asked hyperfan.

He put his farnish mind to work. How could this all have happened? He used
211 the sciences in which he was adspt (copcise courses, sugar-coated with fiction,
bad been pushed at him in thousanas of magaz1nes) and could arrive at no answer
that satisfied all eond;thns, bacause there waslthe child.

There is the child, said hyperfan. Obviously that is the product of a man and
a.woindn and..I gm not a woman. So my partner in this adventure into thinking must be
& women. But the U.S. Amy, which is 1nfallible, says she is a man. A man in the
éays of his strength, strength which I dnderstand the army is tapping dally as though
tha supply were inexhaustible. Now, if she were a woman, some inguisitive non-com
vould bave found it out.long ago. And if she is a man then the army is right and I
#m wrong. A4nd though this.is as it should be, there still remains the child.

He was nonplussed. 4And then, out of the maze of fannish'events and. fantastic
iietion that cluttered his broad mental horizons, hs got the answer.. .She had
‘riekad hin by semantics. God, it was easy to see now. Much as the Hmperor of Juno
nad been tricked by a wily space prospector in that deal involving the Platinum
Flanetoid. He began to sextrapolate and the story came bit by bit. This man, madly
in love with hyperfan since he (hyperian) had published his first fanzine, wished to
corswmate this mad, mad love. This man, whorr we will now eall X or perhaps Y,
1nger the stupefying 1nf1uences of applied semantics and null-R logic, had blirded

hyperfan's psychioally perceptrve senses for long encugh to entangle .him in a mess
not to be outdone by the jam gotted into by the Three Men from Mustodia when thqy
got mixed up in Ganymedan politics.

Ah, but it had been so romantlc. HYypsrfan brushed away a tear as he recalled
how the shawers of, shredded prozines had fallen lichtly and warmly about him and his
lambent- flame-beautiad bride as they left the citadel of religion in which they had
beoan wed. The first. church hyperfan had evdr entered under his own power, since he
believed only in the pover of the Infinite Will and natural selection. These belisfs
had obviously been proven when he was born.

And there was the child. Say, said hyperfan, how did this all come about? How
~ould this have happened. Semantics! he shouted at the -ehild, who now tumed its
wiobyly, slobbery, rubbery, wizened face (mirror imaze of his own) to him, eyes on
fire. Hypernfan rattled off a formula which included mathematics he invented on the
spur of the moment. "Cthulhuf!' cried the child goundlessly .(ths sound passed through
wyperfan's mind only) and did not vanish in a puff of green: sroke. ok

Crushed, his last illusion gone, hyperfan plunﬂed into fandom for escape and
never cama aut. Not even when he died, for he refused.to.be buried, what with 18
deadlines to meet on 18 fanzlnes and 220 lstters per; day to be answered. iy sched-
-ule won't pernit me to be burled anyhow, said hyperfan. Yot till spacefllght is
achlieved and my ashes can be scatterdd over a dead Martian sea—bottom,lfor such is

ry wish as declared in my will.: * @9

Besides, there was the child.
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+HE SALAD DAYS

In ‘those dear days of yore when I was
living in llollywood Gerald FitzGerald,
Sydney Stibbard and I used to write to
each othier quite a bit. ILvery once in
a while Stibbard would come live with
me for several months and we would
both vrite GCF in the same letter and
he would write wus and God would be
right up +there in his heaven. Wé
vrote about 3/ million words in 2%
years, from 1951 +to 1953. We wrote
plays, poetry, news, bon mots and such
sundry items +that we were sure the
public ecould not long be withoubt us
ard soon clamor for our flung pennies.

And I collected the letters. Sydney

once said no one should bother read-

ing them because there was no character
er develovmente But on we wrote and

wrere happye.

e wrote sections dealing with certain
quiet portions of our lives under the
general +title of "We Strolled Through
Life." Other references, mostly to
the facetious view we held of poster-
ity's views, under THE CRINMINALS. You
will find these in this and possibly a
few succeeding ASQULIs, the magazine
for people who +think...they think.
e referred to each other as "Coon"
and "Ape" and "Blackie" and even less
flrattering things. We talked and dra-
nk and sat long hours over coffee in
any of several Coffee Dan's. Syd and
I would spend maybe four hours over
coffee,talking furiously and sketching
out havnenings of our youth and fancy.
Fina'ly I had some cards cut approxim-
ately postal card size that were very
pleasant to draw wion and we'd take a
pair of freshly filled pens and even a

colored pencil of +two along with us -

and after we had drawn a "goodie® I1d
sticl: ou a stamp and we'd mail it to
solic  tocthsome youug lady...probably
mystifying Ler no end.

A

BY WILLIAM
SIC

COLLECTION
ROTSLER
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Wle used to draw with a spoon and the
dregs of cofiece on paper napkins or,

in less exalted niteries, the masonlte
top. Te would drawr and vave our hands
in amorphous notions and chatter in
semi-esoteric arty terminology, mostly

of our own malding. "Arty marks", "in-
teresting", "deat", “liooreish", "Coe1~
like", U"strictly ivaun+—garde" Narty
as 1@11" "modern with an e," "bent-

sticl," Mwigoly lines," mFiltern mode—
rn," "levis  a n d sweatshirt philos-
ophy," !bat chair," "strictly for
kicks," "miner's wives pictures," "the
arty bunch," "iditchen chair green,"
"obviously, i "eay boy," "the grey fl-
amnel suit & black knlt tie crowd," "a
real funny Iline," "arty card," "rope-
belt-and—gangly—earrlng-type i "Just a
real fine pichture," "the frame is nice
RIGHT?2" tartistic, ain't it, Stibbie?"
"our English could be better but our
taste is perfection itself," "TEXIURE!"
and SO ONees

THE NOS1alGIa BIT

offee at Luigi's over painfully trad-
1tlona1 “réd/white check tablecloths;
coffee at +the Vine Street CoffeeDan's,
in comfortable plastic leather, watch-~
ing the iwestern Tinpanalley cats and
TV chorus girls still self-consciously
in makeup; coffee at +the Hollywood
Coifee Dan's at 2 in the morning, see-
ing Filmland's lunatic fringe and dra-
wing on little cards; coffee at The
Patio on Wilshire across from Bullocks
and under +the palms and umbrellass;
cafe avec creme avec fish and ehips gt
The Feg at Vineland and the Hollywood
Freeways; coffee at Biff's in midmorn-—
ing with sleepy prostitutes and aging
character actors; coffee and bourbon
at Barney's Deanery on Santa Monica,
watching peopls watching us; coffee at
Hamburger Hamlet's, watching aspiring
actors and actresses aspire; coffee at
The Continental Shop, listening to old
German songs; amid a thousand art th-

MONDAYX



eories and a gross of sweab shirts was
coffae at Harold's, next *o school; co-
ffee a* The lropicale, after drinks and
smggled @ovn in +heir dusty, empiy
bamboo booths; coffece at The Gotham,
when e were *ecllng flush; coffee at
the drive-in at Wilshire and Vermont,
vhire GOF 1lcf¥ 1¢ %ips and we were all

afreid %o ask Jan for a date; coffee
at Art’ openings, with a tie and Minaj
cotfec everyvlace bu* at home,. We

rarely had coflee at home,

Yie would salt lean sentences with such
phrases as: never wistake your sen-
°uw11+J ior romantic- erotiony,’ n o r
idleness for phllogopklﬂ calm; a poet~
ic &llusion it less dangerous than a
rapier!s point,-but has.a more lasting
talmy’ -2 soul +hat yearns for’ romance,
in other. words, an. idealist, guite
cf+en  I1ies "and hnever . knows that it
licss-~the ‘population of Riissia is
something Iike 180 ﬂzlllon, I was ‘a-
for the FBI.. Fard U ¢
WE STROLLED THROUGH LIFE GCF
1 -yl sl .

It was a -beautiful Saturday -afternoon.
The 1 three of -them stood outside the
old house near Wllshlre Boulevard N

P
Y »

“So - youare going, the football
game,,r one said, ' f

to .

The heavy one was' quief -.arid broodi}lg.

“Think of the fun you will ha\./e with
that girl...real coilitch.”” | :

“Sure
a football'game. -.hip,

The other one laughed and said,
hate to miss
boom rah rah. J” :
“Alr1ght you bastards! Dammit, a’guy
can’t do anything:he doesn’t want to
do wi+h you-aroundi Hell with her.-.

she can play with her pom-pom...let’s
go.*” '

The three of them laughed and roared
and choked with merriment.-' Ten min-

utes later’all three"were drinking and

the coe-ed who
Ml Fo( ' i AL ..

had’ forgotten about
wai+tedi

TEE GOOD LIFE: GIN,"'WOTN AND BOOKS

Thosc were the lazy,harpy sort of days
one always rencmbers fondly and bore
peorle with ' in +their old age. - They:
werc full of ccffee and gin, women and
art, *11k and laughter...and such sim-
ilar *hings the* send men to rhapsodi-
2T thelr cups.,

In the days when Sydney was only spen-
ding and not earning (fruit of months
of labor in other lands or something)
and < was only making wire sculpture
vhen -the luses were about we would lie
around until +he approaching lhwour of
noon would shame us #xom our beds,
Even - then mo:rn of the afieirnoens were
spent. with Sydney lying on his pallcs
(literally) reading The New Yorker or
some - obscurc book of philosuphy he
fancied at +he mc"fﬂ“ and I. diaphan~
ousiy clad, ¢n a mpleu bed” reading
perhaps, Huxliey or the _atest Theater
Arts. The windows_ would be open anc
the breezes blowing sofwlv in and ons.
and” ‘the ref*;gcraror I=1Tinp "us To
fhat.- land where dreams are the only
realﬂiy, the furure Ford'.ess, the past

a imupners  VWe w su L d read ceriain
passages ;alovd a“d later: trade magan
zines. Some-*mo later T would sit up
and gaze across the: Hollywoodland Ilot
befrreen our fnrnwliJo hl\LSlde apartm-
ent_house an¢ the nexth, some distance
away, higher uwp and white. ~Syd would
caution my rash acvion (rhah of sitti-
ng up) with spmetning like: "Sway not
Thy head on ray snoulders in the heat
of the day. . 1o him that waifs,..comes
a fscimation wivh +he proper+1es On
the nind,"

Ch,  we were ;a 1gzy bunch of bastards.

Thoeé clpar qulet days seemed to
exist "withii chemselves withoul para-
stic_man" (GLF) and progressed smoofh-

ly into warm evenings and long, ccol
nights. AT . «wo or three or sometimes
four - in +he wmoraing we'd come back

from, soime conversational casserole and
park around <he. corner on Hollymonw,
where it curves up and diszppears from
the end of Axlyle. T n e great light
dome ‘ovér. the ¢ity woulid be dimmer now
but. Hollywood Jday spariiing below in a
neon ~ font. and’ the ZYarks or mocking
birds or ihatéver the nell. they wev
would - be_ making .all. kinds of nature
noises _and we'd yawn and try not 4o
clatter .the iraon grllle gate and +ip-
toe up the Sl,s*eps +o the apartment.,

Gerald Would come down on weekends and

weld +alk until 2 or 3 and laugh like
hells The girl wupstairs (Hargarite
qua,’ a llfe nodcl, whose story i5 as

yet untold in thoge pages) thought we

had a parry every veckend. Actually
it vias just +the booming voice of the
scion of. The Camarillo family, Gerald
C.. FitzGerald.,

Ye'd usuzlly have a letter in the
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*ypevritor to Gerald, each of us writ-
ine souething when he felt +he urge or
when he wanted o quote a book or tell
of soue tri¥gial hanvening, ¥hen the
let*er was as long as we deemed suit-
atle we meiled i%., Bvery wmorning I'd
roll over and peck dewn to see if the
reilman had arrived and if I could see
o1 of Gerald's +tradi*ionally blue
erveloycs. lail was always important
and exciting for it brought not only
viords of wisdom from Camarillo b u t
sometimes checks, my life's blood., I+
had been said the only reason any of
us  did anything was so thab we could
write 1% %o each sther with suitable
perenthetical remarks, polishedup dia-
losue and Masides.!

Sometimes Cene Coe (a young man I pre-
dict —~ in my god facet -- will be 2
*op modern painter if he doesn'+ wand-
czg would come to see us and we'd get
up in +he wery earliest hours and
drive +*o Falos Verdes and climb dovwn
the steep, crumbllﬂg “cliffs there and
look about for objects dtart d'nature
cast up on that narrow rocky beach.
The sun would be high, thé air, to put
i+” *ritely, 1like crystal, and the
Yieter green close to the rocks and

green  ard blue and black farther out. -
Wwe'ld often come back with our faces
lcoldag as if we'd sneaked looks into
an atomic pile.

WE STROLIED IHROUGH LIFE GCr

they went through the mmseum and look-
cd at the art gallery. Bill walked
quickly glong, seeing what he liked
and digesting all +within a few sec-
onds. Ed was quiet and kept saying
things in an undertone to Large and
Syd, both who laughed and rolled their
vyes, Gerald followed, completely
tored and bewildered with it all and
looking "for +the nex* water fountain.
4% last they emerged and it was a bea-
utifnl day and they commented on it.

50 "*hey bought some pop; they called
it that and +*hought it very amusing.
They sat in the park that surrounds
the museun and wafched the young, the
olc, the poor, the bored, all those
vho inhabit “arks walk by. They spra-
wled out in the grass and rolled about
and yavined and 1&ughcd and they were
all in love...not with women or creeds
or ideals...just with *+he very common,
simvle life,

% FLILTHG Twi BaCKGRQOUID A BIY

411 this had a beginning late in 1947,
whea Gerald entered USC and Sydney and

I the Los Angeles County Art Institute
where we flourished., By 1948 we were
friends, by 19L9 inscparable, by 1950
impossible. Unfortuna+tly for late co-
mers (Gerald just said, "Heze, hear'“)
we became a closed society, epening
briefly 1like poisonous flowers (oh,
brother!) only *o admit beautous dem-
sels, Cur Jokes became inbred and of
course thcre was The Cheap Perioc.
Some of that exists +o this day. Thal
was the era in which the cheaper the
pun the better and it wos hard 1o take
these groaners sometines. Officially,
as in all bicgriphies and legends,
those were the 50020t PavoveolelePovs

And there was Derfidious Tress Public-
ations and ‘lerer. The Rose and Hawk
Press which 'mablizshed® mr rsebry, and
the ‘idmosa Iracs, Tne Exmanding Uni-
verse Frose ana Ioetry occiety, The
Pedspring Press...and Gerald's novel.

Geraid started viriting a novel called
ERICKS 4RE RED in college aboub 19L3
and periodically we'd write what ve

"hoped he'd use as “art +£alk" inserts.

Then I caugh® the bug and sharted one
we called Tl CUEAUS ARE BLUE YOU BEL
as a "companion" novel. Granville
Vail, from whom all blessings flow,
suggested TREZS GROW UP as ending the
trilogy. Of course, nothing ever came
of any of this, (How many people d 0
you Imow with unfinished manusctipts?)

e wrote pages and pages of talk. & 59

oae could possibly interrupt...someth-
ing like this *hing ycu're reading nov
darlings. Thare vas about as much

character development as a cook book
and as much plot as a wunt ad sectior.
But == naturally — i1 %23 fun e
write, e had lo+w to seys raveled
sleeve philesophics, gmm=-at-the—peels
theories, pompous t&llk ard the de-
1ligh*ful chanze to ent-. certain girls
in our microcosm, clotha them w i t =

morals and words that pleased us anc,
at the same tine, find it was mor:-
strously easy to keep their moubhs
closed.

Gerald said, "Everyone should write a
novel. Yonderful way to £ill up an a-
fternoon." He paused, then continued:
"In the p¢e¢ace of my book I'm goir~
to have stamped in good old block let-

ters, 'Don't amyone CVER make a movie
of thlo novel, do you hoar?t"

IET1ER FRCi! GFRAID FILZGERALD

Where do we get +the fuel for these
brovising of the letters? Our experie-
nces are certainly nothing to excite
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old people. -I “suppose our best fuel
is our "Adventures in Literature"...
erd, after all, there is no fuel like
an o¢d fuel. L
1 hore that by this time Senor Syd has
not filled his wine skin with Kool Aid
and gone on down a little lower than
Baje Calif., In a way I hope he_does
not go..eto lose his companions shiip,
we'll miss that firm true hand a® the
heln, that soft voice when bigotry is
at hand, t he Dhllosophlcal comment
vwhen chaos is in its most, dra°+1c
(vhirpering) form. but Sydney Stibb-
ard is one of those monuments to man=
fiad...not a statue of mixed sentimen-
*2l cement...but a moving one that
trovels thromgh the world making the
peovle. just a little happier and per-
haps, yes, most cer*alnly, a little
wiser in his wake., To Sydney, then...
the last of the Romanticists!

REASOHS FOR (THIS) BEILG

the letters from Gerald FitzGerald you
have read in past YASQUEs were taken
frou the letters of Les Petit Fauves,
es. ve sometimes referred to murselves.
hs I've said before, 'they were not
meznt.  to be published -- but were...
over GCI''s wilting protests, In the
following pages you'!ll read more of
those and other adventures, thoughts,
sadnesses a n d phake philosophies.
Sone people, I'm sure, will find them
toring, crude and/or trivial, O+hers
Lave found them interesting and amus
ing. Some people == Craven pleblans-
nicht “think us egotistical +to thus
present, our laundry, as it were. To
hell with this latter group (never did
lile +he way they played Scrabble any=~
vay). Why, sons I'm reconstructing an
Agel

SIGHTS AND STUMNDS

—— - =

In those days it was always greaf fun
+o drive dovin "dammaery Iane", that
strip of Vine St bcfw;en Holljxood and
Bunset, Becalise of our location it was
almost. inpnssible not ‘o drive by
. there to geb anyplace.- Onece, with Syd
Stibbard-as a passenger, we saw a girl
with a beautifully supported bosom, a
sort of false front, only real. The
dialogue weat something like. this: .

"Boy, look at that! %whal a supporti®
"ind nipples. like  elevator buttons!®
"mbej come in three sizes: Swall,
Lediv and Going Down!™

"You uean going up and down,™

"For that you get the booby prize."
"o, if you win you get the booby
prize!l"

Oh, yes, we were clever fellows in_
thoce days, quick to sieze on a mis-
pronounced vord, sqeeze it dry, instant
in our repartee, devastating in our s-
mall, medium and fair-sized talls..

WE STROLIED YHROUGH LIIE GOT

I suppose it was really one of the

first and only times all three of them
vere together with suits on and with
women *that were disturbingly so their

datés. The theater was packed to cap-
acity and way off to the side with the
seats leaning at _an upsetting angle
from the balcony Gerald and Sydney

.saf. They did no® talk to their dates

but merely kepht looldng at each other
and_mut*ering incantations. w hich
should have been {forgotten when man
left the cave.

The play vas a nusical. -Lt every opp-

ortunity they would walk on stage and
squeal -out melodies in bagpipes that
secmed pregnant with horrible rasping
notes. It gave then headaches.

Suddany Syd said, "Look, there's Bill

up there!! Shey both looked back to

‘the very last row of the balcony vhere

the spot Iights ‘weré 'and sure enough
friend Bill “and his date were ducking
while the spots swung back and forth
over their heads. Even in their utmo-

st agony Syd-and CGerald could not help

but smile for an instant. They had n-

urchased seats at the last moment and

this was-as good as they could do.Then
the.bag pipes. started .again,

Ia+er, vhen +hey left the building and
Sydney got .over feeling faint, they
made a. 511ep+ oath *o +hemse1ves,
"Hever againe'  They could not get rid
of their dates and get back to their
sweat shirts and denims quick enough.

OBQTQVATIONS AND A POEM

Sometimes we +tried %o clean up the
place (dCSCleCd with fantastic in-

‘sight in HMASQUD 9) but usually ended

up, as Jydney said, looking as if we
had stirred everything with a stick.

One aay Stibbard. “wrote: You should
seec the. big city today. It looks as
though -half = of Hollyvood is built in
the hills “and that you could throw a
stone into the Pacific, or at least as
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He gobt slowly off his bed and placed
the novel he was reading on the table,
Then he wandered into the ice box and
poured himself a glass of water be-
cause there was nothing else, Cold wet
vater in a dvy, irritated mouth. He
auced as he passed through his par-
ent's room and he looked at his ovm
iuege in the mirror and he laughed to
himself and wondered why he bothered
to look.

The radio played coumercial music in
endless succession and what Dbirds
there were outside remained silent. He
thought of several girls and combined
them into the one girl he really want-

ed...a zirl that he _would never know
vhat to do with if he had her, His
hair askew, his teeth unbrushed, his

f1y unzipged....he felt, 1ike an 0ld
toot stuck in the rear of a closet
with laces still intact,

He sat on his_bed and looked arcund
the room thinking of the usual things
anc for a moment he subsided into his
favorite dream drama: "ie've only 15
men left and one machine gun but we
caii hold them..." He
tine by writing to his friends inthe
city although he had secen them yester-
day and there was really nothing to...
say, nothing...at...all...

THE FEARS OF GERAID FI1/GERAID

+ho hates to meet

GCF is a person
peoples He vill go to great lengths
to eavoid  meeting peoD_Le, even though

when trapped into it by unscrupulous
friends he will quite often enjoy it
and form fast f‘rlencohlps. T'm sure
fhat when he was in the Army and they
told him that today they were going to
march +vrith +the adjoining group he
wovld glover and say, "Whalt are those
guys in Compary B like?"

Gerald would shy avay. “from coming to
sze us when he +hough’r we migh® have
"those %talented, voluptuous jewesses

with the impossible foregrounds" arou-
nd. ‘v, I could never understand, I
believe foreward women bothered him.

TRAVELOGUE

“hile most of our adventures. tookpdace
vwith s as near to horizontal as poss-—

Jivle vre would venture out to movies and -
veld -

pars, cofiee shops and theaters,
wandor through Piclwick Bookshop. and
lock at bindings and thumb countless &

decided to kill

dom iy

sundy

volumes and wish we could g o
Thru

here with a market pushcart.

And we'd go down to bullfights in Tia-
Juana, starting out at dawvn or as near
to it as we cver got from that direct-
ion, By noon weld by at Hotel Caesar
buying tickets , drinks and lunch, in
that order. About +*wo ofclock we'd
take one of those murderously driven
taxis %o the bullrirng and showlder
through the crovd to climb the riclkety
wooden steps ‘to the general 2dmisi01
seatse in the oombra, or shady side.
Yletd settle down and Luy becr and see
vha' movie sters were there and water
them throw a hat around on the sunny
side and look at +he lucious womei
coming in., We'ld look for friends anc
make nasty remarks about the touristas
and strike up friendships with surrou-
nding iexicans. "
Lfter the corrida (¥here is no use
wr:.* 1ng about it because Hemingwzy has

seid it better) wie'd have a dbink or
mzybe two or six and start walking
beck over the bridge to the border,
edze past hundreds of cars awaiting
their turn and file past the border
guards and climb into our ho® car and

drive back to Los Angeles with none of

‘the lively t2lk that we h a d coming

dovin,

A NOTE FROM SYDNEY SXILEARD

Wloday my new Genbry came, and I lay
on it so that the grass vouldn't ticke
le my stomach and read The Greek Yay
1o Tlestern Civilization. Am looking a
1ittle healthier because of this sit-
tiag in the sun...not really tan as of
yet , “but  not that very stylish fish-
belly-: ‘hite thot T affected this last

winter., I lsy the book aside and in-
hale the scent of mimosa and lick the
drops of gin and lime juice from my

uprer 1ip and fecl the sweat running
vrarm chest and listen to the
fellow in the' other apar*ment house
playing his violin and think that life
can be beautiful and restful at times.,
Yes...yes."

oo o tabatboir Antics" 1952,



f@r as the Falos Verdes hills. Cert®
ainly looks fake, The sun is warm, as
uxou,. h it is walking its last effort of
tie yearse beamiug very hard so we may
not fcrget it +nrough tre long winter.
Richt now, late din the autwin after-
110G} evcrythlng is bathed in a funny
harsh light and the leaves keep scram—
Ll ap ia small circles in the street,.”

Anl he addads »
don't speak to me of Lrt, my friend
I *hink of obher things
of black and white and beauty, too
end why a cowbell rings .
ennui may cause your hands to twitch
(oh, build a house of dreams)
*hey speak of speed and progress
It I'm busier it seans,

s

... STRULIED THREQUGH LIFD ~ GCF

— e e a——

Yhose were the duys, aboubt fifteen of
thea, when bhoth Bill and Syd used to
svay ab the place called 609 with Ger-
eli, They each bought Army cots and
slept in the closet. It was a large
closet with a window at the end which
wes usually open. Fer dianto the night
ther would shout things back at one

enotlier until ene by one the voices
would drop off by the wuysode. In the
mox ing the electric clocl: would buzz
off vith great annoyance.

A scuffled swearing groan could be
heard  from Gerald as he rolled oub of
his ¢reat Victorian Yed, Trom the
closch Syd and Bill would both laugh
zr s*rebeh and remiad him they could
sie:n Lor aenother three hours if they
cho3c,. ; 3
"Get your goddamn clothes off the
ciair!®  Cerald vould burst out. Then
go on mumbling to A*mself, "Goddamn
Lestards leave your stulf all over the
plece and I can't find a frigging
thiuc. Live in a closet buhk never
orcured to you to hang anything up.!

"on sware, friend Gerald, aren't you
fceling well?M

"loor friend Gerald has to get up and
get educated. The price of intellige-
nce is certainly not boredom!!

"5¢as a kitching vosterds!™

There is silence for a little while
and *hca the splash of water is heard

in the basin and great bubbling gasps
from Gzrald. After avhile the ruthless

brushing of teeth permeates the silen-
ce. Then: )

"WJhere in obscenity is that English
book? Oh. I'1l see you guys in the
Fatio about 12 then. ind how aboub

cleaning wup this placc=-it lools like
hell}i ¢

Then he would walk out and slam the
door. DBut his two friends never heard

it, they were fas® aslecp 2galn. Had
anyone bothered *o look they voula
have aoticed + w o stranze, twisted
smiles on each of Tieir facus,

They viere living vhz days cnat count-
ed, the ones %12t Hlsy woull never re-
niember indivi 1ua]7V uh on .y collect-
ively. They reier 22d it Lo good and
they lkner it.

THGALTR ARLS 20D JIHAER SEIES

Every once in avhile a young man named
Candy Keleman would comz around a':
soie early houwr and hali: Syd and I
into d01n5 a set or repainuing a port—
ion of a cet for the Limerican Cpera
Lab or_ even, one time, an entire ice
show, It was called "Icelandia® and
they put it on in the LdS ralmas, one
of La's small segit theaters. Ve had
a week to deul’“, build & paint it. Ve
painted outsice when it was snowing
(ycs, one of %hose rare times in 14},
and furiously rﬂchT up to oncnlng cur-

tai gl faod thc curtain went up on
vet flats. ”c naver did see the show.
In fact, we never saw any of the sets
we did. Ch, we wvent Fc see a couple
of the things ion paper’' b walked
out a5 soon as we had seun The sets
under stage li:h

Se e o,ar“"ol in a
vevy strange fosh Ln, I can see that,
wie  did some TV sbs (nevor 6 V'those
either) and hac fixn romping around the
studios and wan_._nw ourseives on the
monitors., Those were iz the infansu
days of TV and if eitvher of us had
wanted a Jjob I

t.
.
s

: 1i'r sure *re could have
gotten in on the ground floor and he
Big lien today. One time I did a whole
cperatta by myseif (painting over old

flats) and Caady get me the use of the

Culver City Civic Center and J painted
flats spread out around the pool. It
was winter and the nool vias cmp*y and
when I was waiting for paint o dry or
Candy to get something 1'd lie on the
diving board and stare up at the sky
and think how much more interesting
winter skies were than summer, I I
stayed there long enough I could lose
points of reference secing nothing but
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A small brown bird hopped across the
peving blocks and onto the rung of a
nearby chair. It was the only bird in
the Patio at the moment and Bill thou-
ght it seemed 1lonely and a bit for-
lera. I wish I had something to give
hiw, bill thought, I den't think he'd
like a piece of ice from my lemonade.
He realized Mina was saying something.

"Don't you think it sounds like a good
errangement?"

"Ch, Sure...
bird *hat is?®

Do you know what kind of

Meren't you listening?"

Jesus Christ,  *thougzht Bill., "Yeah,
yeah...is +*hat a wren, do you think?"
tina looked at the bird and said she

didn'* know. 3he drank her lemonade
with a grace that was mostly natural
but looked mostly studied., I like her,
thought Bill. She's a good kid, I
vonder why I think about *hat now, I
don'+ really care bub I'11 +ell her
about birds. That will keep her from
asking me about things I don't want to
be asked about now. "I don't know one
bird from another, except maybe sea
gulls or pelicans or something... I
remember when Gerald and I were kids
we shot at a pigeon that was sitting
on the water tank. Later we found it
was a carrier pigeon and even though
we didn't make any sense out of the
mecssage on his leg we felt *the arrival
of the }MPs was impending,"_

"hy did you shoot it then?" asked

¥ina. Christ, I don't know., ™e were
kids," said Bill, "We got a big kick
out of stalking it." Bill could see

the wvisible evidence of her rising to
the defense of a bird dead a dozen
vears or more., Vhy d4s it, thought
Pill, all these arty-type women throw
up *their hands in horror over *the
death or abuse of small creatures?
Some of it must be put on, he thought.,
They don't get as excited over dead
GIs in Korea as they do a mousetrap,
gesus, I don't kick lap dogs, thought
111,

"It was 2a crucl thing to do," Iina
said, chastizement in her voice.

"5ome time when I have time I'11 tell
you atout +the time Gerald and I tried
to Jdrown some kittens and lost cour-
age." Or better yet, thought Bill,

about Gerald's dog that came cravling
back a day and a mile later after get-
ting the *op of his head lopped off w~
irth the prop of an idling crop dusting
plane, getting beaten with shovels by
several men %o pu* him cut of his mis-
ery. He lived five days until Geralds
father put a .45 slug through him. I
wonder if GCF would know what kind of
bird that is. ...Vhat is she saying?

",..and if you like we could stay over
and come back lionday after the cor:-
ida. %hat do you think?"

"Sure, scunds fine. I hope I can aff-
ord it." Pill wondered if she really
wanted *o go to a bullfight or thought
i* was the seacon to do this thing.
She probably will 1ike them, Bill
mused, but she seems more excited over
the trip and the surrounding "glamor"
of the fight *than she does the fights,
Oh, well.,.give her the benefit of the
doubt...in my god facet. 3
M7i1) Syd have %o get back to work at
that horrid shop?"

"He has the morning off, I think,"

"John and Pat+i Caruthers will be
there,"

Where? thought Bill. Oh, yes, they
were planning to go dovn, too, weren't
they. "That will be nice. Vhat are
we doing --— tge*Ting up a party?'"
There goes the bird. Eill sighed and
wished the rounded cubes in his glass
and tasted the +*himned drink. It!s
nice here in the TFatio...empty, he
thought, and the iate afternoon traff-
ic killing itself getting someplace.
Sounds like ocean cut there beyond the

hedges. An octane ocean beating on an
asphault shore. Oh, brother.

"Sounds like surf out there," Bill
said.,

kina listened a moment, bird-like, and
said yes. She glanced at her wabch
and shtarted pawing through her purse,

"Want +o goy! asked Bill.

"I suppose we should." Mina put fresh
lipstick ean pursed lips as Bill untan-
gled his legs from the chair and stood
up with a grunt. 'You boys nowadays
certainly slouch," lina said.

"I+1s the secret of our schoolboy
charm.® DBill paid the check with a



handful of coins and they dodged the
umbrella edges back out to *he parking
lot. " 111 *ook one last look around
for *he plain brown bird but did noh
see it, In "a minute Bill was jockey-
ing for position in a watergate spill-
way of steel and rubber,

A POEL: BY SYDN=Y STIBREARD

clouds converge
on dusty plain
(funny spots on window pane)
the grass will whisper
of rain's descent
frogs sit and pray
where reeds are bent
hurry down the lane
people in the city pent
hear the song
the clouds have sent
votive urns their coffee brew
smooth the sidewalk
blue the view
ppalms with elbows bent
steady rain
and gutters croon
sumuer dies in an afternoon
man and woman, lad and lass
raise their eyes as seasons pass
gone is summer's moon.

4 1LTUER FRON GERALD FILZGERALD

i friend of mine named John Be-w-mw--
Yold me a fine story I must needs
vrite in*to hard covers some day. It
seems during WMII _("the big war') he
was in Iceland, of all places, for 19
months and then got a chance to go to
Fngland for a full month, Only oneman
per regiment could go and he shall
never figure it out, Anyway, everyone

gave him mcney and +old him he was
going for them, He went and drank
every nigh* and made all kinds of

women constantly., He +old me _that
mary times he wanted *o quit or sleep
or relax but he thought of all those
guys he was doing it for and surged
ahead, A real hero, by god. Fe act-~
ually used ¢to pick out women (course
this could be all toro cagada but it
makes 2 good story) who would appeal
to certain guys he knew back in Ice-
land, Spent $1C00 in a month, Yhen he
returned he had *o spend a month in
the hospital. All his buddies would
come around and ask him millions of
details, Guys would come in from far
outposts with their *ongues hanging
out and John would *ell them *he s*or-
ies. He said that he has never been
so prond of himself...that in combat
he frigged up continually bub That
trip *to England probably did more than

the Frances Langford tours.

I have a short vacation coming. A fuh-
ure of sleep—-drink--selfworship--and
writing leftters %o my dear friends.
ian was no* meant *o be so fortunate,

Bill will be very delighted with the
volume of Shakespeare I have for him,
It 1is one of *hose big books one rust
read with bo*h hands and if one isn't
careful when closing it the publishers
cannot be responsible for injuries. It
is a bet*er edition than mine as_it

has the complete works...this includes
a thing™ he wrote when he was in the
"How I spent

Second Grade entitled,

Arbor Day."

STILL ANOLHER M3 FROM GCF

I trust you recd my latest satire. The
story of writiag it, however, is much
better than the story itself, I was
pounding away in *the midst of absolute
creativeness when suddenly sister Ger=-
aldine enters my study and dcmands her
typeviriter, I call out, "Get out, you
fool! Get ouht!®" But she keeps whin-
ing away and finally I stand up enrag-
ed & throw the *ypewriter at her, She
moves aside and the typewriter bounces
off my bed and goes crashing to the
floor. All *his *ime I was screaming
"on't you ever, ever interrupt me
when I am writing again or I'11 kill
you!" I cursed and swore and acted as
if I was insane. Iy sister took the

' typewriter and threatened that I could

never use i* again, Then I 'Yried to
use my cvn and cursed to the sky Him
or Carmelita or you I['ill Rotsler for
breaking the ribbon mechanism on it.
Jater Geraldine came back crying, say-
ing I had ruined her typewriter. I
yelled impossible and wen* in to look
at it, The shift key was beheaded and
the carriage would siuaply nob work.
For 2% hours I worked on *he damn mac-
hine. Took out intricate springs, ad-
justed *his and that., A1l this time T
was cursing humanity, my stupid family
the I'lks, *the machine age and *he



sky and pretty “soon I could make it
1ooV as if the clouds were coming dewn

rether than passing, as they do vwith
qucr

1t vas very nleasan+ and I gob paid
fope T4 '
WE STROILED YHROUGH I.IFT WR

Biil pulled on his sweal shirt and
crawled into bed. He loy there, feel=
ing his heands along his sides and the
warmth of his body slowly pushing back
the cold., His *toes were cold and he
could hear, very softly, Sydney'is
breathing. He snuggled a bit into the
pillow and thought about turning over
on his sids, his favorite sleeping po-

sition. It seemed too much work so he
lay  there and thought about his cold
toes. He also thought: I wonder if I

vill dream about LolTObrlglda as I did
ast night? Thought: tomorrow, %o the
bank, get boxeu to pack wire, haircut,
call iina. Thoughl: Gerald is alwavs
so uncomfortable at John's, thrashing
around like an itchy dinosaur. ish
they had more chairs., Thought: it is
a2 fine clear night, the sort of night
one should have champagne and a small
fire or stand outside a cathedral on a
h111 overlooking Paris. The cathedral
is tall and gaunt, crusty with carving
anﬂ age and there are wide steps lead-
ing down - past flat-faced houses and
fe»+uved stone facades. Thought: you
can'® hear a thing tonlght not even a
horn or 'a car grinding ‘gears on Argyle

hve. Very quiet, country r'1”:y'ZLe. Make
your ovn noises. Thought: I thinkI
vill have another party soon, some

veekend Gerald can get down. Lots of
arty women. Purple Jesus in a galvan-
ized tub., No, too cold. ..eBourbon,
Ering your ovn. Thought: certain girl
is sex purified., ECau-de-sex. Thoughb:
book title, "that To Do Until The 4bo-
rtionist Comes," Thought: sheep, sle-
ep, sheep, slecp.ss Thought: "How To
Avoid Sex Errors." Lhought: so rmuch
of Art is just Taste. Thought: I won-
der vhatever happened to Rick,..

IN THE BEGINNING

o —— e

Early morning on Hollymont Drive. One
of us rould unlimber our “taste treats
and phlegm cutters" while the other
would wise from his bed -(where he had
lain as
of the day) and stare ab himself in
the wirror. The day had started.

Sydnev would sleep even later than I
on ma.,uy 2n occasion and somebtimes I'd
try to get him up subtly by stomping

* foaming speed in winter's winds.

¢ Tell

if bludgeoned until theheat

Lhere

around, flushing toilets, slarmming ice
box doors, typing bubt more often by
get*ing down close to his ear and in a
high pitched, drawn-out whine say,
"Ssossssyd-nneeceeceeeececeee!! several
times, I'd hold a color picture or
somethlnr close -to his face and when
he'd swin to the surface and his eyes
could focus on a Vab 69 bottle or a
babbling brook or Hatisse print, and
realize he had not yet gone to his re-~
ward, I never did find out exactly
what he thought his reward should be.
Something philosophic, I'm sure. Other
pamk,lmdanlmmlmtsmmedmmzm*
per ml-[. e s e

WE STROLIED (HROUGH LIFE R
"Care to say anything, Sydney?" I ask-
ed, turning the typer with the letter
to Cerald towards him, :

Miell,.." He lowered a book of Santa-

ana, putting his finger in as a marker
3 g

and pursing his mouth.
Uilake up sometiiing then," I said.
"ilake up 50mo+h1ng, make up something?"

"Yeah, he!'ll never knowe. He lives in
a world of his own up there, shared

~only with indifferent wenches with na-

sty tempers and prune-=like b*eas+° n
"Does he...you know. . .recess?!

"He never talks about it.!

~ "Oh, well, I'11 take the typer now,"

him about the French movie we

savr lasth night," I said, getting upand
peering into the refrigerator, "Tell
him aboubt the conversation you had vri-
th one of bthose detestable 'guess who!
people that called up last night. Tell
hin aboubt our aversion to guest towels
or make up something about mass seduc-
tions, "

' Sydney crossed his legs and stared into
' space apaco.

Then he typed raggedly to
the music on the player for a few minu~
tes and finished the letter. I addres-
sed the envelope and qydney said, apro-
pos of GCF's answer, "It is a wohderful
thing to walie up To a blue envelope."

GERALD FITZCERALD ON ARL '

seems to be three basic things:
Nature, GCod and irt. Nature is there,
God might be and Art-is left to the
imagination. (from "Laisser-aller 3")



Il IS BELTER TO LIVE LUSTFULLY THAN TO LOVE LISTIESSLY. # YOU! HERE? # GERALD HASN'T
71 ACCEPIZD EITHER THE GERY 1HZORY OR IHE WHEL. # MAYBE I'LL WEAR SOME DARK GLASS#
ES AND GO IO THE DRIVE-IN MOVIE LPIS AFIERIOON. i GCF!'S GIVING RISHOP SHEEN A MAGIC~
SLALE FOR CHRISLIAS. HE'S AISO YRITING A CHRISTHAS SurORY CALLED "NO WOMB AL THE
It." # PRING WME COFIER, LOLS OF COFFEE, I HAVY A DRAIY OPELALTON O PERFORM! # GCF
VAL EVERYLHING LHAT HAPPEIED IN 165 TO HAPPEY IN 1955 BECAUSE HE HALES CHANGE. #
YOU! HERE? # GCF DOESi'Y LIKE LIRRORS, PICIURES OF HIMSELF OR PRZDICLIONS ABOUT EIM.
# LNIPE'S ALWAYS EETW A LOL OF HUMAN HAIR IN OUR FAMILY. # BEN'S LORAL ON IHE INSI-
D AMD GERAID'S MORAL CF fHE OUISIDE. # I'D LIKR YOU L0 MEZY 1HE PULSIFRS, # UOU'RE
ERAID  FILZGEPAID! I THOUGHT YOU WERE A FIGIENY OF BILL'S ToAGINALION! # YES, T WAS
s EAGLISH FAJOR LET I AIN'Y ONE OF wHEM wHERL GRANMMAR 1INORS! # YOU! FERE? # GERAID
IS OME OF tHE FEOPIL WHO CARRY WISDOM TOC FAR., # IT WAS A CASL OF AR(ITICIAL INSINU-
AL10N, # BE'S A SOHL OF IAUCIER DAY ABE IIHCOLGH, READIMG LHE HEW YORKER BY FIRELIGET
# GCF, THE LOOSENE?D SIALIION. # LIONEL PBARRYMOXT HAS ONIY EREN DZAD A LONIH AND YOU
Caki TALK IIKE LHAL 4BOUL CHRISIEAS! # A HICKEY MOUSE LRFASY PUWP. # GERaID KNCCKED
HLw DOWN, YELLING "YOU VILL-LOULHED PERSOU{" AND THUN SyaRuED KICKING HIM, # SHE HAS
iHbi LALLCOED HIS AND HErS., # WHE SYRANGE PIEASURES OF GLRALD FITZGERAID. # HE'S A
CHARLIER MELBER OF wHIY CAYHOLIC CHURCH. # icCARLHY IS UHE RECYAL 1HERMOMELER OF AMER-
ICAN HYSLERIA. 7 WHORES HAVE 1)0 SEASOVAL EMPLOYLENI PRORLEM BUL (HEN LHEY HAVE IALE
HOURS. # IL IS A PROUR ARD LOWZLY 4YHING 1C BE GERALD PILZGERALD. # I ONLY GEL DRUNK
WEN A WOrLAN HAS IEFL &I OR 7THE DRINKS APE FUEZ, # OH, I ALWAYS USE ONE—IT HAS
SOMELBING 1O DO WIZH WHZ -WAY 7Y MOULH IS SHAPED, ## SHE WAS DICHE.dL 10 iE. # NEYSA
MUSYT BE SLIFPING, I UMD:R3YAND SHE'S GIVIWG GREEN SeAmPS NOW. # LGS1 CAUSES ARE AL-
WaYS NOSYALCIC. # 1 WAY PASS OUTr AT A SPIDER BUT I CAN UNDLESLAWD GOING 10 THE
SUAKE. # Iv “.AS A FRANK AND ETIESY SWORY. # HER ASLKING PRICH IS YQUR CELWING PRICE.
# I1 WAS A CASE OF BON'I OR DiE. # I Aii A CHESI-{UT AiD SHFE IS MY NUICRACKER. #BDU
I DIDi'y GBT A CHANCE 1O tHANK HIM! # YOU! HORE? ! ALY QUY LHAL HIRES LE 1iUSY HAVE A
StnST OF HULOR., # GILEIYWE iE, BABY? # WOULD 4 GOOD BEICAN FOOLDALL PLAYER BE CALLED
ALL-YEXTCAN? # I'WE DiCIDID T0 CALL MY FANZIN ., GEVIEW COLULN “iIE URTHAL." # I HAVE
‘A HI-FT UICAYROLA., # ALL I KXiIOW ARE STANDARD FEBQFL®, # YOU! HERE? 7 THE EEST OF
BURBZE—-DODS THAY JEAN HE HAS 68 IDEIIICAL CHIIDIEN? ;# THE ONIY CLASS THAT KEVER
GAVE US ANY TROUBLE WAS GENERAL KNOWLZDGE 31-A. # GEWE AND DAND COE ARE GCING TO
OrEN A IIGHT CIUD CALIED "IHE FRIGHIFUL HOSYRIL" -~ 'IFE EESL PLACE YOU CAM PICK.'#
I LOVE EACH A./D EVERY VWORAN BUT I HAYE TOMEN. 4# I- Al GOING OUY AlD CIVE Y LIBIDO A
KU AROUND THE BLOCK. # 1 NEVER EAT -ON AN BEuPLY STOVACK, ;# HOuO SAPIZN, HOMO SUPER-
10, HOWO GRSIALL OR JUSY PLATH HOMO? # YOU' HERE? # I W0u'y BZ PIGEON=HOIED! # GCF
Od CHRISIIANILY: I LHIUK LHRY HAVE {11CS  ARCHIYECLURE BUx Iyr DOES.'L IEAD 10 A GOOD
FUiSOMALILY, # I'¥ A VIC1I OF PRENALAL MASLU'BALION. 5 Hii HAS SUGGESLEZD SHE SHOUID
GO I FOR SIENCILLIVNG PALAERNS O GOVERMFEN: LINEN. ;7 I'D ASCEWD TO HuAVEN RIGHL NOW
IF SOLEONE VoULD MEZL 1l HALFVAY! # WILH 1Y nOULH SHAPED LEE VAY Ir IS Y WORDS AL-
+ald Cky I.J EDCGE-VAYS, 4 LOOK! A DENO IS FORMING OF MY GASECUS EMISCION! # SILVER
VIRGTLS  AMOKG THE OLD. # I WAS A LIAR FOR fHE F.B.I, i/ YCU SALYR, YOU BROUGHT EER,
it L HaVE A PREGONILTION wHAY OJE OF YHESE DAYS I MAY DECCLE A SATNL., # bY IRACINATION
15 EENL FREk, # FREZDCL IS MERTLY 4HE IGHORAICE OF CAPLIVILY. # GCF, LiD. # VWE WERE
AELINISCING OVER LHE FULURE. # I'VE HAD SIX JULEPS AWD I'li NOv EVIL] SOLER. # I 4HIJ-
K-I-CAN I JHIVK I CAll T STHINK I ChNeosoT.eolHITKesoI 4Heo JINK Io. oF~==} 7 YOU! HERE?
LIS MAGAZINE IS DuDICALED 1O LHE PROPOSITION, # HE'S SO HUNPECKED HE SIL5 DOWN .C
Fise # NEVER IEY A AN DISHOHOL YOU, WINA, DISHONOR HIIl FIRSK, # I WHINK SHZ'S BECO-
MING TU WHINK OF HERSELEF AS A VOVAN, # YOU CAN't READ «HROUGH SWAINFD GLASS WINDO.S.
# I BELIEDVE Id QUOLES AS LONG AS THEY REMAIN ANOWYHOUS. # I AILWAYS WANIED TO B: A
JOURNALIST BEUY MY HANDS WERE TCO SHALL, # 1LHIS BOURPON IS SPTIED-=IYr IS EACILING IE
AND T BATE TO DE BvCIYED T0O0 OFiTN, # YOU! HERE? # RUL IHERE CAN'L BE 1CO MUCH GER-
ALD PHITZGERALD Tif MASGUR! WHY, HE'S FVACTICALIY A KZASON PON BUIWG—DIDII'L HE SAT,
"THILE Ti IS NOL ©CO HOT BIING & FULAN, IT I3 AL ILASY 1ORLHWHILD BLING A MALMALZY #
EVEN 1MOUGH GREEES 10DA™ JUSL SCLL VEGRIARIES TVE OLD GRELRS USLD 10 ZE PREYTY COOD
PHILCSCRHERS. # Tu WIIL FALL OFF FIM THRU DISUSE LIFE A L4SSTL FROI A WALLRMELIOW AT
I THINE WHS MELAPHOR 0S8t APL, # G.ILE, # QUIL RDADING WHOSY rSYCHOLOGICAL NOVE.LS
AlD 31CP IRYING 40 JAWT 1T FACE 1USTIF? # THE RSWROSFECY OF wHE FULURE CANNOL ©f
DISCOUWLED. # I WAS UJDDR IHT INFIUENCE OF 'SOBRIELY, # 1HL F.P.O.A. # YOU! HERE?
# BERAID, WE WANT YoU vCO BE A HATTY, HoALTHY ROY. # DOW!L WORFY, IF II WaSN'D SHE
Iu %0Ul) LE SOl OLHLEK GIRL YOU WERTI'T CALIING. ;7 I HALE PEOI'LE USE USE WCRDS IHDI-
SCPInTHALLLY AGATNST RE. # I WILL FOY BE KIDDLD ARCUL LIQUOR OR WOiFl —— IIQUOR AND
WOLEL AR3S WOL FUJIY, # DON'y PHAY FOR ME, JUSY DISCOUNL ME, # HE'S SO INLROVERIED
HIS CORATLS AR THGROWH, f JEAN'S LOVE IS1UTRS WERW SIGMED "SINCERELY." # VASELINF
KY FLLCRIS, I' GOING 20 Call A GIRL. # 85¢ WORTH OF SILEUCE VENT BY. # A SCNALOR T
+HISE DAYS IS OnE WHO BLLIBVES Il CAPITOL PUNISHMENL. # G. I<DRy FIWZGZRAID. # HERD?



UNLESS CHRIST GOT A SHAVE AND A HAIRCUT HE COULDW'T BUY A HOUSE IN OUR BLOCK. # I
Al S0 GLAD TC HAVE SOMETHING STABIE, LIKE DRINK, TO TURN TO. # BRICKS ARE RED!
DON'T  YOU EVER FORGET THAT! # DOUBLE NEGATIVES HEIP YOU PLAY THE GUITAR. # SHE!'S
BLQTHG HER S0UL A4S FAR AS A ILOW MECKLINE WILL FPERMIT. # WE COULD MAXE SOME, WE'VE
PIGH1Y OF FEEL. # SHE SAID SHE HAD Al AFFAIR WITH A MAN SIE CALIED ARMPIT. # HOW
COULD YOU HATE AWYTHING YOU HAVE TWO OF? # RELIGION IS SCOMETHING YOU!VE EITiER
GCI 70 BE BLIHD ABOUY OR KNOW A LOT AGAINST. # DEATH TO ME IS VERY IMPORTANT. # I
DOM'T XNOW V/HAT ['} SAYING BUT I'i CONVINCING ENOUGH. # YOU CAN GET A TWO-FQOT
Liooi STALUR  OF CHRISY THAT @LOWS IN THE DARK BY WRITING TO JESUS CHRIST, CLINT,
TEX4S. # OF CCURSE VWE SHALL ESTABLISH THE VETO POWER IN CASE WE DISAGREE ADOUT
ANYLE TUG THAT IGHT COME UF. # GERAID GAVE ME A BIRTHDAY PRESENT AND I HANDED HIM
A CHOCOLATE CAKE WITH !THANK YOU, GERAID FITZGERALD' WRIITEN CN IT. # I'D RATHER
HAVE A WOMAN THAN A CHURCH ANY DAY. # EVER SINCE I WAS A VEE CHAP I'VE CALIED
DCGS HES AND CATS SHES. # I WONDER IF SEAGULLS KNOW WHEN IT'S SUNDAY? # A SCFT
L¥SYER TURNDTH AWAY ROTH. # HIS CRILES WERE SO COLORFUL THREY SENT HIM TO A PRISY,
## ABNGY IS THE ONLY PERSON I KNOW WHO CAN PRONOUNCE A WORD INCORKECTILY IN Zu/

WAYS. # HE DCESN'!T WANT 10 USE THE SAME WORD TWICE IN HIS NOVEL. # BUT IF YOU'IL

ITIL ME THE PUNCH IINE I'M SURE I'LL ROAR. # IF CAVARILIO IS THE ARMPIT OF CIVI. s
1Z46LTON, GUESS WHAT THIS IS. # I JUST FOUMD A PLULB BOB, THE RAILROAD MUST BE GO~
1NG THROUGH HERE. # RAYIONAL THINGS CAN BE SAID IN A 1,0UD VOICE! # WHAT DO YU
JEAN, ONLY ORGANIC? # I DOJ'T HAVE TO ACT LIKE A MAN IF I DON'T WANI TO! # LBMNEY,
I11s TIOI™ THAT I DON'L LOVE YOU, IT'S JUSY THAY I'VE BEEN LISITNING L0 YOU TOO
LO.G. # THERET IS SOLEIHING ABOUT THE WAY SHE SAYS MY NAMS. # EVERYTHING HAS OCCU-
RED 10 ME AL QIE YIME OR ANOTHGR. # I AM A EED-IILME LORY. # TOU ARE ORIGINAL, EUT
LHAL'S ALL. # HE CONDUGILS WILTHOUT MISSING A SIRCXE, # SHE WAS STOCD UP BY A WHIIE
SLAVER. # I WOULDW'T TALK T0 OME OF THOSE KINSZIY PLOPLE FOR YHE VWORID! # AS THE
LIMER SAID, T JUSL ABOUT DROPFED MY LODE, # THE LILLTS GIRL GOY OFF IHE MERRY-GO-
KOUID AND SAID, !'DADDY, LHOSE HORSES ARE DEAD.! # I iEVER HAD LHE FEELING BEFORE
LHAL BRICKS WERE MAN-MADE. # SHE COULD UNDRESS AWD NEVER HOWICL ANYOME HERE, # MY
GIRL FRIEND IS TAKING i IEALHERCRATL GCLASS-~SHE COUID HAVS ME FOR A THONG. # I'H
SORY OF HUR!I J(HEY DIDN'L CHRISIEN IIM GERAID BUL ACATIH It WOULD HAVE GIVEN THE
I1D 30 MUCH T0 LIVE UP T0. # BUL YOU SHOULDH'. LAUGH FOR I H.VE FEZLINGSJUSL

11IE CVERYOME EISE. # MY NAME IS GERALD FITZGERAID, T WAS BCRM IN 1927... # ITIS
iTN .DOLIARS WITH A CAMFRA AND TWENLY WILHOUT. # I DON'Y CARE IF 4HE FUNDAMENLALS
LRE YHERE, IT SIILL SIMPLY ISN'Y IOGICAL. # BETIER A SiIlZ FiOM & FRIEMD 1HAN
ANOLMER DSCIMAL TN MY BANK ACCOUML. # I DON'T KNOW HOW NIGE LHE CLIFF WAS BUY I
TELL IiiY-BITLY BESIDE T1. 74 HOW HIGH DO YOU SHAVE YOUR LWGS? # I HOFE YOU'RE NOT
COTING TO HMODEL WITH IHAL BROOM! # SHE HAS THE GREALRSI DUSLLINE SINCE GREYHOUID.
# BUL THIS IS AN INDIVIDUAL CASE OF IUST. # LHAT VAS AN ENYIRELY SEMANLIIC SIAIE-
LENL, 4 BOW COME 1HAL DOG BEWE CAN SWIM? HOW ENOW HE CAN WBAL HOY COME! #0 N E
CHOULD FEVER FIGHT A BULL WItH GOUY...AND I'IL NEVER DO I: AGAIN. # PROLPINESS ~—-
PUNCLUALTLY WILH HAIDIES ~- IS 'HE ONLY VIRIUE I DIAND OF iY FRILIDS. # I'LL RI-
D Il LHROUGH, HE SAID, AND CRASHED LHROUGH,IHE FENCE, WHE LRACKS AMD INTO T HE
POIE. # IS LHIRE A NOUVEAU POOR, ©00? # BOY, Al I ENLHUSIASLIC! BOY, Al I ENIHUS-
TASCICY # I AM UsDULY LOGICAL, DON'L YOU WHIHK? # I GUESS I'W Al EXCEPLION L0
‘KIESEY. # MAYBE I'l. NOT LIXE, DUL It'M QUOLED. # HE CERLAINLY IS LHZ BESY MAN! #
I JUSt READ UIHRFE IELERS ABOUT IEFTHAMDZIDNESS. # YESe..YESe..SKYRANCH. # GCF
VROLE 'JUSL NARRIED ~- PRACLICALLY CONSUMEALED' ON OUR CAR. # SYIBEARD'S QUOCLE
lARES ARE SOMELIMES AVTULLY FATHL, # I'M LHE GREALESL WRILER SINCE VOLLAIRE AMND I
DON't HAVE L0 BE LRAWSLALED, ;2 HE'S SO .0LD FHE CAN'Y AFFORD L0 LAKE YES FOR AN
ANSYER. # A SIEDGE HAVIER HANDIER I. #I HAY BE CURALQR OF LHE GERALD FILZGERAID
1.USEUM BUY I ENJOY A LAUGH, L100. ## HT LURMED OFF HIS IINK MIND WIWH A CLICK. # OF
COURSE HE'S INSAIE—BUL IN LHE BESL SENSE OF LHE WORD! # I'WE GONE LHROUGH 1WO
YEAIS OF UELL, # WHEN I GEY BACK I'M GOING LO PRACLICE WILH WHE BULL. # I LHOUCHL
1 Wad JOAN=OF=ARC-ON~A-HORSE, # GERALD'S SHAKING EIS HWAD I'SYCHOIOGICALIY, # YOU
GEL IN JHE POSTLTOW AMD I'LL GEL A MALCH. # GERAID IS NOL LHE LCCal. PAPAL CENSOR,
¥ JHERE. IS SC WUCH LtHAY IS UNSEEN IN.YHE OBVIOUS. # PLIVIAFER! j# SAY! RUBY PORT,
MY. FAVORILE WINR! # Wi ATYE 1HS ADAMS PALROL! # DOES AN AR.LISY EMPRESS OR COMMUN-
TCALIE? # AS SOON AS T TWARN Lo IYFE I'M GOING YO BT A 1OP.Fall ERILCR. # I DIDN!'T
EVEN KISS HER =- #IIA%1S A TNRM I USE. # YES, SHE IS SLILL HOLDING AN OPEN BED,
T WONDIR WHEN YOU «AKR LHOSE IIYYIX WHEELS OFF A BED COUID Y O U SAY YOU VWERE

CASYERALTUG Ti? # WHP AVERAGE I.Q. OF LHE BACKFIEID IS 153. # I'il SO AFRAID T MT.-
GHL L5 THIORLAL. # I HAVE LHE LEXY BUL. I MEED APQUL 500 HOURS OF IAB IN SEX EDUC-
ALYTQN. 74 YOU ART NOL A PURISY, YOU ARE IGNORANL. #.DOBS LHIS SILVER BULIEL N~E-AN
ANYATING 40 YOU? # IEL'S GO WALCH A COUPIE OF HAIRCULS. # I LHINK WE'RE IN Y HE
ITOUIE OF & SPYRING--LVERYOME'S SO COSMOPOLIYAN,. # MAY I KIS3 YOUR ARLPIL? #. END



