


MOTA #5 (May 1972) comes to you 
from Terry Hughes, Route 3, 
Windsor, Mo, 65360, which is a NEW 
address. He does this irregularlyc 
It is available for letters of 
comment, contributions, trades, 
or a sample for 25$^® This issue 
was mimeographed on Big Huge by 
Vito “Big Shoes1’ Luttrell!. I 
sure hope Columbia fandom helps 
me collate this monster...
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An editorial of ill repute 
by Terry Hughes

How can the fifth issue of MOTA 
which was supposed to be out in 
the middle of April be coming out 
in very late May, or early June 
as the case may be? <
Sheer coincidence.

SLEEPY TYME GUY
Some psychologists say that people who sleep in excess of 10 hours a 
night are hiding from reality; I say if you sleep more than 3 hours a 
night you’re hiding from reality. The hours for my job are from 7am 
to 3pm Wed., Thurs., & Fri., and 5:30am to 1:30pm on Sat0 & Sun.
Through the week I generally manage to get 6 hours of sleep a night, 
though fairly often I get less. This Is not the case on the weekends 
for I am one of those rare people who work then, and naturally most of 
my friends don’t. Unfortunately Saturday morning follows Friday night 
and Sunday morning Is close on the heels of Saturday night. So gener
ally I get 3 hours sleep before I go to work Saturday and 4 hours sleep 
before I go to work Sunday. Occasionally I don’t bother going to bed 
and go without sleep. The nights are fun but I pay for them.
Since I’ve always had difficulty waking up, I generally find that though 
I am working on time, I don’t actually “wake up” until 10am or so. This 
has given me an Interesting outlook on life. One morning I remember 
shutting off my alarm and the next thing I remembered was changing my 
clothes in the lockerroom at work — I still haven’t figured out if I 
walked to work or just teleported myself. At 5am. when I’m walking the 
several blocks to work I am in a hazy world all of my own, a kind of 
limbo. I almost never see anyone else and on cloudy nights I would be 
in total darkness if not for the occasional streetlamp. Through snow, 
sleet, rain, and wind I trudge to work, I just don’t always remember it. 
On a recent Saturday morning I did see someone else':' a police officer. 
And he saw me. Through my bleary eyes I saw a patrol car pull up be
side me from the opposite lane. Now I’ve been stopped while I was 
driving to Kansas City or somewhere for a “routine search” but this was 
the first time I was ever .stopped for walking. ’"You live around here?” i 
I mumbled yes. He asked to see my identification. Well, I don’t gen
erally carry identification because I can usually remember who I am.
He was not amused. I told him I was on my way to work. Why else would i
someone be walking the streets of Columbia, Mo., at 5am? After a few 
minutes he said I could go on my way. So instead of arresting me and 
throwing me into a jail cell witha cot, he sent me on my way to work for 
eight hours. Talk about police brutality.
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One morning as I was walking to work through the snow and an invigora- . 
ting temperature of -? degrees, I noticed that on one side of the street 
I was Walking along there were lights and on the other side there was 
darkness, even the streetlights were out. It turned out that half the 
city had been blacked out in the middle of the night. My apartment 
was in the half without light. Luckily I had spent the night else
where because if I had gotten up and tried to turn on the light in my 
apartment and had nothing happen, I would have assumed it vias a dream 
and gone back to bed.
I have fun with my alarm clock too. I have to set it far enough away 
so that I have to get out of my nice, warm, comfortable bed to shut it 
off or else I’ll just flick out my hand and slam the button down and 
immediately return to slumber. And my alarm is a LOUD mother. So when 
it goes off, I leap out of bed and shut if off in the dark with my eyes 
still shut and my brain about yft> aware? It’s an automatic process now. 
My bed has a wall right against it on the left side and my alram.clock 
is on the right side about two yards away. I generally sleep in the 
same position so I’m used to jumping out of bedffom that angle. One 
morning for some reason I was facing the other way and when the alarm 
went off I jumped straight into the wall... And then there was the 
morning I had a box of Bacon Thins sitting behind my alarm clock, and 
I spent over a minute slamming the back of the box trying.to stop the 
racket, I had to turn on the light to figure out what was the matter.
And It’s fun when I get to work aswell, One morning after I had receiv
ed eight hours total sleep for the previous three nights, I found that 
as I walked down"the hallways that the walls would bulge inward and 
swerve outward and the floor would roll in waves- I also had flashes 
of an idea that I was in a space ship what with the single row of lights 
overheard and long corridors and no one else in sight. And it’s fun 
to watch other people come up and stare into my eyes and then recoil in 
horror at the disaster area they’ve just seen. I think Tom Disch wrote: 
C!My eyes felt like two piss holes in the snow." Right on, brother!
And I just finished a shift of 10 continuous days of the 5:30 shift. 
But I look on all of this as merely training for convention parties.
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’’Sneaking of wreckss Have you ever been creamed by a milk truck?" 
__________________________________________ *-----------------Nancy S.-

I hope you have noticed my change of address in the colophon, but if 
not, from now on (until I tell you otherwise) please send mail for me 
to Terry Hughes, Route 3, Windsor, Mo, 65360, which is my parents9 
address and will be good for years. Foreign fans (overseas) should 
only use that address, but North American fans can send stuff to me 
at 1109 Pacquin, Columbia, Mo. 65201 until the middle of August, then 
use the Windsor one, I will be moving to the Northwest at the: end of 
summer (after a swing through the state of CA.), so I may be quite 
late in responding to anything for a couple months around then. Don’t 
worry about it. Any of you who live in the Northwest, I would like to 
•get some suggestions about what city or town to move to and I would 
appreciate any Fact I Should Know. Thank you.
This summer I will be at Mldwescon-, Pecon, Bubonlcon, and LAcon. Hope 
I get to see some of you at these,,
This is my special specialisho Special thickish. Special early annlsh 
(the annlsh to come out this summer will be very thin, so I let this 
one grow to its monstrous size).- Special lateish. (Hmmm, that should 
be "special early annishish" up above. This part has not been pre-re- 
hersed. Didyaguess?) Special "Typos Are An Art Form" ish.



It’s a nice museum, if you like old things.

Uses of Sex.”

We’ve had several Good People for visitors again, Tom Foster drove in 
from St, Louis and he entertained the Luttrells and me, and, when he 
wasn’t looking, we ripped pages from his sketchbook for our fanzines. 
Please don’t tell him. And the Arnold-reslding Couch family (Leigh, 
Norbert, and Mike) was down here a couple times and a Good Time was 
had by all of us, Chris Couch came down from Columbia University. 
(I like Chris and wouldn’t want to do anything to damage his reputation?, 
so I won’t tell you that he sent my name to the Plain Truth people so 
that they would send me a book titled “The Missing Dimension In Sex , 
which they did, or that book includes chapters like '-‘The God-ordained

■) Chris will be living at 1109 Pacquin this summer also, 
as will Doug Carroll. Other changes of address include:

Rick Stooker, 1205 Logan St., Alton, Ill. 62002 
Alpajpuri, 3209 SE Stark,, Portland, Ore. 97214 
Alice Sanvito, 1610 Canter, Florissant, No. 63033 Bill Kunkel, 84-4-5 121st St.s Apt, 1-D, Kew Gardens, New York 11415 
Charlene Komar, 84-45 121st St., Apt. 1-D, Kew Gardens, NY 11415 
C. Ross Chamberlain, 339 49th St., Brooklyn, NY 11220
Steve & Gail Stiles, 50? 82nd St., Brooklyn, NY 11209 
Joe Perry, 1243 East Main St., Stratford, Conn, 06497 
Gary Deindorfer, c/o Evers, Box 5053 Main Station, San Francisco

J CA. 94101
Lenny Kaye, c/o Pop Wire Service, PO Box 180 Planetarium Station, 

New York, New York 10024
Jonh Ingham, c/o Blackhill Enterprises, 32 Alexander St., 

London W2, England (note * this is
different from the last coa I printed for Jonhj the last one was wrong 
because Jonh made a numerical error, it wasn’t mx.fault. Everyone 
knows that I am incapable of ///// error.) If I find any others, I 11 
add them to the end of the letter column.
RELATIVELY SPEAKING
It seems like everyone has written about how at one time or another 
they somehow met a person who was Philip K, Dick s cousin or Harry 
Warner’s cousin or Bob Tucker’s nephew. But that had never happened 
to me. Once when' I met a guy named Mike Freas I asked him if he was 
related to Frank Kelly Freas. He said, ’Who?1' A few months agcra guy 
started working at the hospital named Jim Boggs. I asked him if he 
was related to Redd Boggs. He didn’t think so. I said, Redd Boggs, 
In California?” He said, “No, definitely not.”
Wow. In one short year I met two people who were not related to Frank 
Kelly Freas or Redd Boggs. Far out.

“Just because I’m paranoid doesn’t stop people from plotting against 
me,” Doug Carroll

\ '
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In one of his letters Buck Coulson
said concerning my recommendations 
for Hugo nominees, "You got lousy 
taste in Hugo candidates, but it’s 
still better than that of the pro
fessionals. I sent in my Nebula 
ballot with ’no award* voted in two 
of the four categories." I agree 
with pretty much; my tastes are 
strange I guess since 1 differ with 
other fans a lot. I disappointed in 
the Nebulas, and the list of Hugo 
nominees over all doesn’t thrill me, 
although it is great to see Terry 
Carr and Grant Canfield there. And 
Rotsler and Energumen.
Steve Stiles sent me a postcard.
"How is MOTA? How is iny cover? When 
is MOTA? Where is MOTA? How’s the 
wife, Ed?”
Search me.
MMM-MMM GOOD
A while ago Hank & Lesleigh Luttrell, 
Jim Turner, and I were sitting a- 
round working out arrangements for 
our rock&roll group. Junior Hinkle 
had called earlier but he got a 
wrong number. I mentioned what a 
fine cook Lesleigh was and we all 
started commenting on this. (Well, 
not "all” since Lesleigh remained 
modestly silent...but she did men1- 
tion we were all invited to dinner 
next week.) And we talked about

what a fine cook Joyce Katz must be. I said Gina Clarke must be one 
as well. So we came up with the idea of a fannish bake off. Everyone 
who wanted to in fandom could compete in the contest. I think Boyd 
Haeburn would have to be one of the judges...and I’d like to sample the 
treats myself. The winner would be The Famous Fannish Food Fixer.

From W’BASKET #1, July 1961, by Calvin Demmon:
"If anybody else wants to know anything about my life, he-can «

darned well write and ask for It, and he’d better send money, too. I’m 
not going to force myself to recall for free all the cruddy things that 
happened to me as a little kid just to make some Fapa person happy. If s 
anybody wants to know anything else about my life, he can make it up, 
like I did.... "
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Fanzine Reviews by HANK & LESLEIGH LUTTRELL
Among the reactions to our first column one of the most interesting 
wondered how we could agree often enough on every fanzine which floated 
through our house to use the pronoun "we" while reviewing. Actually, 
we don’t disagree often, but it probably is unnecessary for us to use 
”we" all the time—we’ll say "we” when we mean we, and "I”-when we 
mean I,, and we’ll probably confuse you somewhere along the line. This 
time, one or the other of us probably wrote most of each review, with 
some additions or a few changes by the other. If a definite disagree
ment develops, we’ll let you know; otherwise you can assume that this 
column reflects our concensus, allowing for slight re-adjustments due 
to our differing viewpoints. We’ll even put an (L) after reviews that 
are mostly Leslelgh’s and an (H) after reviews that are mostly Hank's.
\lPHER (Chris Couch, Route 2, Box 889, Arnold, Missouri 63010 — 35/I 

3/H)
There will probably be those who think that we shouldn't be reviewing 
Chris' fanzine — we can hardly claim to be objective, since we are re
lated to him by blood and marriage. But we don t claim to be objective 
in any case, and when there are comments we feel like passing on, we 
will.

• This New York-Missouri hybrid seems to attract both the interesting 
fannish columnists characteristic of New York fanzines and the healthy 
letter column often associated with Missouri clime. Chris has In here 
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perhaps one of the best of the new fannish writers around, Allee San- 
vito. Alice has a talent for relating amusing incidents in a few words, 
so that she can fit several very easily into one column — other col
umnists might note this technique, rather than trying to come up with 
new ways of stretching one Incident out to fill up a whole column* This 
issue also has an Interesting piece by Greg Shaw on how rock critics 
can help record companies pad out their expense accounts and have a lot 
of fun at the same time.
Chris’ editorials are short but often inspire a lot of comment in the 
letter column — It is remarkable how much an interesting editorial or 
article, one which tends to prompt reader response, will help a letter 
column. Editors who complain about the lack of LoC response should 
take note. The letter column this time is full of comments on his re
marks last issue about starting old television fandom — including one 
from Harry Warner, which reveals yet another area in which Harry has 
considerable Interest and knowledge. (The letter column Is also over- 
ful of comments about Hank’s putting both feet behind his head — well, 
it’s true and for 4 bits — or maybe a dollar — you can see it In the 
sideshow at the LAcon.) (L)
KRATOPHANY #1 (Ell Cohen, 417 W. 118th St., Apt. 63, New York, New York 

10027 — 50/)
.... J \ 'i -

Here Is a new fanzine with a pretty ambitious start — unlike some 
other fanzines I’ll talk about later, It has high production values — 
careful layout, good mimeographing and nice art. In particular there 
is a nice illustration for a short but amusing Jerry Kaufman column by 
Judy Mitchell. As good as the art and appearance is, the written ma
terial isn’t that impressive yet — it will probably attract more col
umns and articles for future issues.
Dominating this issue, and rather unusual in science fiction fanzines, 
is a comic strip drawn by Judy Mitchell and written by Mike Mason called 
Wendy &the Yellow King. The story this Issue ends with a "to be con
tinued..." — I hope it is, because the part we have here is pretty 
good. I imagine the story would be good enough to appear "profession
ally” (payment is probably irratic) in an underground comic. Some of 
the breakdown is a little "wrong," but this may be the first time Mit
chell has broken down a comic book page, a rather complex job. (H)

xPOTLATCH 8 (Joyce Fisher, 59 Livingston St., Apt. 6-B, Brooklyn, New 
York 11201 -- one sample issue only, 35/)

All the art in this issue is by Jay Kinney — that includes an impres
sively funny cover in which the‘Potlatch staff hypnotist renders the 
Potlatch readership into an army of helpless zombies. There is also 
a series of clever Kinney headings.
The art is good, but overall this isn’t as good as usual an issue of 
what is certainly one of the best personalzines around. Joyce’s edi
torials are what make the zine, and this one is very short j Amie’s 
column is also minor. Columns by Bob Tucker and Bill Kunkel are fairly 
amusing, but the Entropy Reprint by Bjo Trimble didn’t deserve reprint
ing. The only standout letter is by Greg Shaw. Most personalzines
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seem to have trouble getting good loo’s, possibly because perhaps people 
x have difficulty commenting on the editor’s personality. (L) 
^RATS 14 (Bill Kunkel, 72-41 61st St., Glendale, NY 11227 — 35^>

This one seems like the least of the zines coming out of the Katz Pub
lishing Combine (as It is here identified), but that still makes it 
better than most of the fanzines you’ll see. This issue features a 
minor Bob Shaw column about doing jigsaw puzzles (one almost wishes he 
hadn’t written It since no one else will probably try this mildly in
teresting subject for a while once it has been written about by the 
Old Master.) There are other columns from John Berry and Frank Lunney. 
The best writing comes from Harry Warner who donates one of his tidbits 
of fanhistory that must content us until he finishes his next book. 
This sort of fanzine relies heavily on the editorial, and in this case 
It’s a toss up with Charlene writing interestingly but not at length 
and visa versa for Bill. (L)

\IS 4 (Tom Collins, 4305 Balcones Dr., Austin, TAxas 78731 — this issue 
is $3)

This attempts to be an ambitious fanzine; a little more care to go with 
the obvious enthusiasum would probably come up with a. more worthwhile 
package. This issue has been devoted to August Derleth. It is all 
off-set with a wrap around cover. Some of the artwork is good, but < 
much of it is mediocre and much of it doesn’t have anything to do with 
Derleth or the articles, and sometimes even clashes with it — a Rotsler 
cartoon doesn’t seem right decorating a tribute of this sort.
The articles are mostly pretty good — by writers including Ackerman, 
Bloch, Bradbury, Lin Carter, Avram Davidson, Leiber, Robert Lowndes 
and others — and I’m sure anyone with a great deal of interest in Der
leth will want a copy; this is a good source for Information about 
Derleth and his circle. But In order for this to have been .really 
successful as a definitive tribute to Derleth, more planning should 

' have gone into the physical package, and it would probably have been a 
good idea to Include at least a minimum of bibliographic detail. (H) 

>\pHANTASMICON 9 (Donald G. Keller & Jeffrey D. Smith, 7205 Barlow ct»»
Baltimore, Maryland 21207 — this issue 75/» usually 50/)

I’d guess that people who don’t like to read about anything except 
science fiction in their fanzines feel that fandom has fallen uponr hard 
times. They probably find that if it isn’t those faanish fans writing 
about something funny that happened to them recently, then there’s 
some comic fan or movie fan writing about non-science fiction type 
things. Phantasmicon devotes itself more completely to science fiction 
that most fanzine these days. It is also a little more interesting — 
less pedantic — than some of the other "sercon" fanzines of recent 
memory — pardon the quotation marks, but that word has attracted so 
much emotional coloration lately that I hesitate to use it.
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Phantas^lcon could be a lot better, though — and it could be less work, 
probably, for the editors. This issue runs close to 90 pages, and I’d 
guess that it should have been just about half that long. Some of the 
text is pretty mediocre, and some of it could have used pruning. For 
instance, letter columns should be edited to the bone — repetitive 
comments should be cut, run downs on what the reader did and didn’t 
like in the last issue should be cut, introductory comments of the sort 
most neople start letters out with should be dropped — unless is has 
some special value. I edit most letters I get at least in half, some
times more — you really do need to be quite merciless. If a BNF drops 
you a note of encouragement, the note should be acknowledged in the 
WAHF column, it needn’t take up several inches of space.
A little more though about what was worthwhile and what just served to 
fill extra pages would have helped a lot. In case you were wondering, 
the main features include lots of book reviews, Including some covering 
a number of the Ballantine Fantasies, a good piece on story telling 
by James Tiptree, and a reaction to the moon shots by Jeff Glencannon. 
(H)

EGOBOO 15 (John Berry & Ted White, 
I’ll give you Berry’s 

address; 625 Scott, Apt. 60?, San 
Francisco, CA. 9l4-ll? — $1)
It looks just like VOIDS
pLACEBO 2 (M. Feder & B. Smotroff, 

1^753 71st Rd., Flushing, 
NY 11367 — 35^)

A good Tom Foster cover — Insides 
not too good yet, but promising.
LIZARD INN 2 (Dan Steffan, Woodfield 

Rd., Cazenovia, NY 
13035 — 60/)

Dan is the newest talented artist 
to land in fandom; this is his zine.
PAPAYA (Jay Cornell, Jr., 28050 

Middlebelt Rd., Farmington^ 
MI ^802^- -- 25/, 50/ next 
issue)

A SAPS zine that has apparently de
cided to adopt some general circu- 

t lation. Interesting.
^B.C. (Leigh Couch & Railee Bothman, 

#1 Cymry Lane, Rt. 2 Box 889, 
Arnold, Mo. 63010)

>TITLE (Donn Brazier, 1^55 Fawnvalley 
Dr., St. Louis, Mo. 63I3I 
- 4/$l)

(cont. p. 21)
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IPOMLS
from DEAD FLOWERS... •

BILL KUNKEL
CHRISTMAS MORNING, 19?1

After spending the last txiro days 
confined to bed, my major present

this day was the ability to get up. I manage to get sick every holi
day and therefore always miss the Fanoclast parties, but at least it 
doesn’t appear that I’ll be spending today wrapped up in my brand new 
thermal blanket. Thank GhodJ The major problem with illness, as far 
as I’m concerned, is the resulting boredom. You see, if I’m so sick 
that I’m actually forced to remain in bed, then it follows that I’m 
also too sick to be able to amuse myself by•reading or watching tv. It 
all just depresses me. So I spent the time staring up at the ceiling 
and now and then falling off to sleep. *wotagas*
I’ve been living on Vicks coffdrops for two days now and I’m getting 
pretty sick of that too. It has given me an extensive look at the tv 
scene, though, I will say that. The best shows are the reruns, which 
is remarkable in that when those shows were first on, most of them 
seemed poor in contrast to the reruns from their time period.. Oh yes, 
there was one bright spot. You see, way back when, when I wasn’t work
ing, I would pull myself up from bed each morning at eleven thirty ayem 
and switch on "Love of Life” a particularly priceless bit of soap opera. 
I must admit that my first attraction to the show came in the form of 
the Isd episodes they were into once upon.a time. But though the soaps 
do tend to be trendy in the superficial sense, their nuts and bolts are 
as solid as bedrock, and when you get down to it, melodrama and sex are 
the name of the game.
I’ll never forget the time when someone was accused of murder and an 
F, Lee Baily type lawyer was brought into the fray. After a few weeks 
the lawyer, Matt Corby, began to develop a thing with Vanessa Sterling, 
who was in the process of becoming estranged from her husband. They 
are just about to be married when, through some Incredibly contrived 
series of happenstances, they discover that Matt is really Van’s first
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husband!$—then an airplane pilot who had crashed and was presumed dead 
though in reality he only suffered from amnesia (am I making any sense 
at all?). In case you’re wondering how come she didn’t recognize him, 
well, he sorta grew a beard. (’’And all the time Van had been wondering 
what was so familiar about him!”)
Well, anyway, back at the ranch, the guy Van was estranging from, 
Bruce Sterling, pretty soon found out that the Limey school marm wasn’t 
all that much, and wanted Van back. The conflict developed* would 
Bruce and Van get back together? The parents threw their weight behind 
Bruce, but Van is a weird woman, given to vacant gazing and Incredible 
periods of coldness. Well, this whole thing went back and forth and 
then my job intervened. I’ve been working now about eight months and 
yesterday was the first time I’d seen the show since way back then 
and—guess what!—Bruce and Van got back together again! It was as if 
they’d been waiting for me. Very touching. And on Christmas Eve, too.
NEW YEARS DAY, 1972
It was a swell New Years Party, even if I did nod out about one thirty. 
After I had just revived and was getting my second wind, everybody else 
was ready to split.
At the height of the evening, Arnie decided that the next day he would 
have the erotic pleasure of getting up and doing the exact same thing 
that Terry Carr would be doing—clear across the nation, i.e,, turning 
on the first in a long line of Bowl Games, It was one of those mys
tical faanlsh insights that make you feel one with your brethren’, sort 
of a .big, happy, cosmic family, and it was my job to pop Amie’s bal
loon.
"You won’t be doing it simultaneously with Terry, though," I told him. 
"You’ll be doing it three .hours later."
Arnie looked at me. "You know, if you hadn’t said that, I wouldn’t 
have thought it were possible for anyone to say that, Bill."
I smiled. "I felt it, should be said.
,We then laughed for five minutes, at which time Ross’ girlfriend Joy 
decided, "But you will be doing it at the same time," She stopped. 
"That won’t matter," she added with touching naivete and then we 
laughed for another five minutes.
We did a lot of laughing. At one point I observed .that Andy Porter 
had filled his plate with ravioli and cranberry sauce and John Berry 
spit his peps! all over his food.
Food. Was there ever. In fact, as John sat down, his plate masterful
ly decked with a little of everything, he said, "Yes—it feels like 
I’m back in Brooklyn all right!"
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Joyce plainly and simply outdid herself. And even if she can’t roll 
(she claimed that at the time she was rolling she had been visited by 
the spirit of a Puerto Rican. But that’s a very weak excuse.) she can 
cook. A tender-as-cream turkey, every conceivable vegetable, raviolit 
franks and beans and more than I’ll ever remember. And it was here 
that a strategic mista,ke was made, Good eating is something we all 
know here in Brooklyn fandom, but we’re too used to the pacing of a 
relatively short evening. Too much was taken at that first burst, 
leaving us rather comatose in the wake of our gluttony. We all sat 
around, looking dazed and passing the pipe. And then what with all 
that laughing—why we never even got to the cold cuts, although I did 
visit the kitchen later in the evening for more turkey and cole slaw.
Don’t we sound decadent? ..... We should, we are.
The party broke up, oh, around 2s30» sort of early, but then most of us 
were nodding. It was a bitter cold night that Charlene and I stepped 
into from the Christmas Tree warmth of the 59 Livingston lobby. We 
waited an indecent amount of time for our first bus, but the second one 
was there waiting for us at Myrtle and Wycoff. We finally-stepped even 
from that bus and found ourselves once again out in the sharp, cold 
evening, albeit, on my block.
The sewers were Issuing a thick black smoke as we moved down the street 
and Charlene asked me why they were smoking.
"It’s warm down there," I explained.
"Then I wish we were down there," she replied.
"Down there?" I cried, "Down there with all those rats?"
"Don’t be silly," she chided me, "There are no rats in New York City 
sewers. Only alligators."
"How do alligators get down in the sewers?" I asked.
She explained, "People get them in Florida, but when they get too big 
they have to flush them down the toilet. But alligators can swlmS"
I nodded as we 'jigged up my stoop and I fumbled for my keys. "I’ll ac
cept that," I said, "but' if there are rats everywhere else in New York 
City, why aren’t there any in the sewers?"
"Because the alligators scare them away," she explained,

+++ Bill Kunkel +++
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A PREFACE by Terry: John D. Berry wrote this as a comment onr John 
Brosnan’s letter in last issue but it grew into an article.

As John D. wrote, “I can’t give you the proper details of the Soda 
Siphon Story, as I don’t remember that particular aspect of the evening 
very well, but I can give an account of the surrounding events. This 
way I manage to pass the trouble of stenciling and mimeographing and 
mailing these words off onto you, Instead of having to do it all.myself 
as I would If I had written this up as part of my overseas account In 
EGOBOO. Besides, I haven’t written anything else of that account yet, 
so here I’m offering you an opportunity to Scoop a Leading Fanzine, 
with the help of its Very Own Editor. Hai"

v. SODA SIPHON 'STONY

OHN D. BEPPY
The Soda Siphon Story was a tail-end incident of the August meeting of 
London-area fans at the Globe. London fans have a remarkably sensible 
way of getting together: on the first Thursday of every month, they 
gather in the evening at the Globe, a pub in central London, where 
everybody mixes and drinks and talks In whatever manner he pleases. 
It’s been going on for over twenty-five years. I’ve been to the Globe 
twice, in two Augusts two years apart. The second time was last sum
mer, while I was a student in Francej we were on a ten-day field trip 
to London, the organized part was finished, and I was about to take off 
for an extra week in Ireland. So the last thing I did In London was
to go to the Globe. I hadn’t had any chance to contact local fans,
even to tell them I was In England, so I had to rely on memory to be
sure that it was the proper night for 'the Globe and to find my way
there (with the slight aid of Nicholson’s London Guide and the tele
phone book). I found the pub quite well, saw it full of people, and 
walked in.
I had wondered if the people there would all turn out to be total 
strangers. After all, I don’t know that many English fans personally, 
even though I attended the Eastercon earlier that year. But the place 
was swarming with fans wearing famillQ.r faces. I don’t know how famil
iar you are with an English pub, but its equivalent doesn’t exist in 
this country. The pub is generally more plush, more polished and nice
ly decorated than an American barj a bar here with so much decor would 
seem too fancy, pretentious, but in England it just seems comfortable. 
Most pubs are family-owned. I couldn’t give you any details about the 
Globe"even if I thought you’d care, because I’ve never seen it when it 
wasn’t buried under a mass of people. These people, all fans and pros 
who love socializing, mix and chatter in much the way fans do at a 
large room party at a convention.



The first person I found whom I really knew, I think, was Gray Boak, 
who greeted me in Northumbrian T'Thile I answered him in American. There 
were various Hertfordshire fans there—the crew who, two years before, 
had led me on a cross-country march through woods and meadows in the 
dark to reach a local pub—and there were Roy Kettle & Greg Plckers- 
glll, publishers of the Incredible piss-&-vinegar fanzine FOULER, and 
there was John Brosnan. John has always made a good impression on'me, 
both in person and in his writing. I'd never thought of him as being 
in.league with Pickersgill and Kettle, who are strange and exuberant 
but not bad sorts, but it’s true that they all participated in the 
Soda Siphon Story.

To my surprise, Pete Weston had 
come down from Birmingham for the 
evening. He showed me the photo
page for the next SPECULATION—the 
first photopage he’d dbne himself, 
all the others being done by Ger
man fans—and then he told me how 
fanzine publishing all seemed very 
far away, and I wondered if he’d 
ever publish that next issue. So 
did he. It was a very pleasant 
surprise when SPECULATION 29 ar
rived in my mailbox at last a few 
months ago.
There was a fan there named David 
Piper, who had been writing letters 
of comment to fanzines for a long 
time, but had hardly ever met any 
fans. He just decided it was high 
time he went and met some, so he 
came to the Globe. He’d evidently 
been writing to SPEC for years, 
because when he found out Pete Wes
ton was there he went to meet him 
immediately, and Pete was very 
pleased to meet his correspondent 
at long last. Piper is a.short, 
voluble fellow who writes funny 
letters of comment but insists that 
they aren’t any good. He and I 
spent the latter part of the even
ing sitting at the bar drinking 
glass after glass of stout and bit
ter and talking about England and 
America and fandom.
But English pubs all close at 
Ils00—a practice that everybody 
realizes is ridiculous but nobody 
does anything about--and soon e- 
nough the proprietor was calling, 
"Time, gentlemenl” So everybody



tumbled out, some of us more slowly than others, to make our several 
ways home. And here’s the point I made my mistake. I’d been drinking 
beer all evening, but it had been some time since my last trip down to 
the Gents to let it all be recycled and put back into Nature for her 
future use. The call of ’’Time!“ came suddenly, and I was trying to 
extract the last drops of conversation from the evening, so I finally 
walked, not quite steadily, out the door into the street without taking 
that last trip downstairs. /
I had to make my way all the way down to Clapham Common, so far south 
of the Thames that it isn’t even on the map in Nisholson’s Guide. This 
meant taking two underground lines, with a change at Tottenham Court 
Road, I believe. It was late. The London underground, unlike the New 
York subway system, closes down after a certain hour—a highly uncivil
ized practice that infests entirely too many cities, in this country 
and abroad, I went to the tube station with Brosnan, Kettle, and 
Pickersglll, where we paid our fares and went ddwn the stairs to the 
platform* There we waited, For a long time. The others scoffed at 
the possibility of my ever making it to Clapham Common before the trains 
shut down. I started counting the miles I might have to walk. A young 
group down the platform began singing dirty songs. My bladder kept 
telling me, in an obnoxious voice, that I had made a mistake. One or 
more of my companions—Kettle, I think, but I can’t be sure—went over 
to help the other group sing their songs. Perhaps I’m remembering this 
all wrong. After all, not all of that beer was in my bladder.
The Soda Siphon Story took place somewhere around here. To tell the 
truth,.I’d forgotten all about soda siphons until John Brosnan mention
ed it in your fanzine, Terry, and I still don’t remember clearly. 
Seems that someone was running around squirting people with a soda sir- 
phon (or a "seltzer bottle," as I guess it would be in this country). 
It wouldn’t have been Brosnan. No, I remember him standing there im
perturbably, trying to look dignified and succeeding in looking slight
ly incredulous while the others on the platform ran amok. Perhaps it 
was Kettle or Pickersglll. Don’t ask me these hard questions. I don't 
think it was me.
In spite of the entertainment, my mind was rapidly losing all room for 
thoughts other than the urgent messages from below my belt. Jhen at 
last I could stand it no longer, not even in the face of having to 
walk back to Clapham Common, I turned around and went upstairs to the 
ticket-taker's booth, where he sat alone with a little light bulb 
burning behind him. In a choking voice I asked, "Is there a W.C....
uh...anywhere around here?" I had visions of rushing out and pissing 
in the street. He pointed to a door marked "Employees Only," and I 
rushed in and relieved myself joyfully.
It took several minutes. Well, maybe that’s not possible, but it seem
ed that long, and at any rate it took a long time. As I was standing 
helplessly in front of the urinal, I heard a rumbling sound from below. 
A train! ' The train! Oh no! Hurry, hurry, hurry. Can’t hurry.
Oh shit. I'm gonna miss it, aren’t I? Yes, you are. Oh shit, oh shit
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When I finally finished my emergency relief mission, I went back down 
the stairs and found, just as I had feared, that.the train was. gone 
and the platform empty. I looked at the clock. That was the last 
train, I’ll bet. Well, maybe there’ll be another one. I'll wait any
way. Doesn’t really matter, I guess. There won’t be any more trains 
to Clapham when I get to Tottenham Court Road, anyway. I wonder what 
they’ll think happened to me?
As it happens, this story is an old-fashioned one and comes complete 
with a happy endings there was another train, and I made it to Tot
tenham Court Road in time, and I got home to sleep at a perfectly rea
sonable hour, instead of walking across half of London in the night. 
The next day I left for Ireland where I spent a week hitchhiking and 
walking and running out of money, but that was the last I saw of any 
fans in England, and I never did get a chance to explain my sudden 
absence from the Chancery Lane underground station just as the train 
pulled in. So that’s where I disappeared to that night, John Brosnan.

+++ John D. Berry +++

/////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////

SHERMAN, SET THE WAYBACK MACHINE FOR 1966! The following was written 
by Amie Katz in St OMP #2 (March 1966):

This is one of those poorly planned issues. Actually, it was original
ly less poorly planned than it appears to be, but it was also typed 
beglnlng on the wrong line for my new duplicator. Therefore, this is 
being completely retyped. Further, fan sleuths like Len Bailes will 
recognise that this is not the Mickey Mouser, my wonderful Hermes 
typer, but rather the Old Royal. Len Bailes is, even as you read this, 
bemoaning my fate. However, I ought to point out that this machine 
has been completely reconditioned at no doubt vast expense. Therefore, 
it is almost half as good as the machine I left back in Buffalo. Get
ting back to the New Duplicator, I bought a Rotery. The previous 
owner, a certain Rex, plastered his name all over the machine, but it 
is nevertheless the Arnie Rotery. This issue may feature a New Improve 
ment. It may feature corflu. The first typing of this did, but I 
don’t know if I shall be as careful the second time through.
///////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////// 

"Fandom needs some old blood, now and then..." — F.M. Busby
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THE PERILS OF BARLEY WINE* THE STORY OF A FAN’S DOWNFALL by
- j 
- 0

"I’m gonna turn myself Into a limited company," an- - H
nounced Big John Hall with a straight face. - N

"Oh yeah, sure," we said. ~
"I’m serious," he said in pained tones, putting on - b

that expression he wears when people piss on his stupid - R
ideas. He wears it a lot. No one in the world can come - °
up with more stupid ideas in a given period of time than “ $
Big John. For example, his recent ones have included - N
taking over Centrepoint (a London skyscraper) and holding - *
it to ransom, starting a pirate radio station (he fancies “ w
himself as a disc jockey), building a submarine, hl-jacklng 
an airliner and buying himself a revolver (tho possibly
not in that order). The schemes he’s been involved in in the past have 
also been rather far-out...as a result he’s a major share-holder in a 
fast sinking power boat manufacturing company. Hall has also written 
some of the most incredible science fiction that has never been pub
lished, His classic story involved the building of a thirty mile long 
space ship on the surface of the moon. He was very annoyed when some
one pointed out that due to the acute curvature of the moon he would । 
end up with a thirty mile long boomerang. Oh, and I mustn’t forget 
another company he was involved in...the products of which were Tolkein 
posters and plastic German helmets.

"You’ve got this idea from John Brunner, haven’t you?" we sneered. 
"Just because Brunner calls himself Fact & Fiction Ltd you want to 
follow suit.""So what’s wrong with that?" he demanded, rubbing his sprawling 
crotch distractedly, which is what he often does when he’s agitated.

"Brunner has a reason for turning himself into a limited company.
He’s churning out books by the hundreds."

"I’ve sold stuff too," muttered Big John.
"Six articles to hot rod magazines doesn’t exactly place you up 

there with Brunner," we pointed out.
"I suppose not," he grunted...but you could tell that the idea 

hadn’t completely vacated his beady little mind. Any night now we’re 
going to get a frantic telephone call from his landlady which will 
probably go something like this...

"Come over right away’." she’ll screech with panic. "Hall’s gone 
and turned himself into a limited company."

"Hmm, he has been threatening to for some time...I’d leave him be 
if I was you. I doubt if he'll cause any trouble."

"But he can’t be a limited company in his room. It’s too small 
for one thing, and he’s ruining the carpets. What’s more, he’s gettin 
bigger." . . .

"Bigger?".
"Yes, all the time."
"Hmmm, Hall has always been ambitious. This could be serious.
"I knowS You’ve got to do something before it’s too late."
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"Now just keep calm while I think about it...hmmm, why don’t you 
threaten to liquidate his assets? That should frighten him."

"Good idea, I’ll try.•,.arghhh? “
“What happened?”
"He just paid out another dividend? I’m covered in Chocolate 

Garibaldis. He’s been doing that every half hour."
"Is that all he pays out? Just Chocolate Garibaldis?”
"No. He also gives out Gollum posters and plastic German helmets." 
“Then you’ve nothing to worry about. Hall obviously has no busi

ness' sense. Before very long he’ll bankrupt himself...what*s the mat
ter now?" There’s a scream and the phone goes dead. "We’d better get 
round to Cranley Gardens right away," I tell Pickersglll, "I think Hall 
has gone a stage further In his development."

"No need to," says Pickersglll, jerking his thumb towards the win
dow, "you can see it from here." I look out and see a thirty mile 
space ship jutting up into the clouds.

"That’s incredible?” I gasp.
"Yeah," says Pickersglll, "a thirty mile space ship made of plastic 

is pretty incredible,"
It was Monday night when this cretinous conversation took place 

and I was sitting on Hall’s bed with Pickersglll waiting for Hall to 
finish ironing his pretties, which include a pair of see-thru lurex 
briefs, a silk shirt (black) with a red swastika on each breast and a 
pair of rubber underpants. Pickersglll and I had just been telling him 
of the results of the previous Saturday night. That had been the night 
the three of us had been to see Dirty Harry then gone to London’s most 
bizarre and tasteless pub, The Goat and Boots. By the time we’d re

turned to our place, Flat 101 El- 
sham Rd., we were all in a rather 
pissed state, Pickersglll was so. 
pissed he actually dished out part 
of his sacred rum supply to Hall 
and me. That and the Barley Wine 
I’d been drinking earlier (Barley 
Wine is dangerous? Definitely one 
of the most toxic beverages known 
to mankind) combined to send me out 
of my skull. Before I knew It I 
was dancing around the room like a 
maniac while Pickersglll shoddy 
record player pounded out a great 
deal of sound. Next thing I’d 
climbed out the window and was dan
cing onto the roof. I stayed out 
there for some time, alarming a 
couple of people on the street be
low, dancing around like crazy 
while Hall and Pickersglll were at
tempting to shove a broom handle up 
thru the ceiling. Eventually I 
danced my way back inside and then 
the violence really began. I can’t 
recall offhand who it was who actu
ally started ramming tent poles thru 



the walls and door but it wasn’t long before all three of us were going 
beserk. And when we started kicking the wall in,,,.

Soon after this Hall had a brief moment of sanity and realized 
that It was high time he got out of there. He disappeared very quickly 
leaving Pickersgill and me to carry on tearing the place apart without 
him. He told us later that he was laughing so much at the sounds of 
destruction still going on behind him that he fell down the stairs. 
By then I was tearing off the backing material from the door and Pick
ersgill and I were shattering it with blows from the tent poles,- Not 
long after this Pickersgill collapsed behind our one and only armchair 
and I was left on my own. Some time later there came a knock on the 
door. I pulled it open and found myself face to face with the Australi
an cretin from next door. To my great amazement he was holding one of 
our tent poles. "Are you alright?" he asked, peering past me to Pick
ersgill °s legs protruding awkwardly from behind the armchair.

"Of course." I said, "Where’d you get that?" I pointed at the tent 
pole in his hand."It came thru the wall," he said, ‘Look, if you don t turn it 
down I’m calling the police."

"Gimme it," I demanded, reaching for the tent pole. He hid It 
behind his back."No," he said. "Just turn it down or I get the cops, and he re
treated back into his room.Now that really annoyed me as many has been the time that cretinj. 
and his drongo mates have kept us awake until all sorts of ridiculous 
times in the morning. True, he never inflicted tent poles on us but I 
was in no mood to take this into consideration, I walked over to where 
Pickersgill lay, bent down and grabbed him by the shoulder. "Greg, the 
bloke next door Is threatening to call the police," I told him.

He stirred, then muttered, "Kill the fucker." I let him slump 
back into his previous position, I could tell he wasn’t going to be 
much help. _ . ,Quickly I made a decision and strode out of the room. I banged on 
the cretin’s door. He opened it warily, the tent pole still in his 
hand. I had the weird idea that he was going to use it as evidence or 
something. "Look," I said, "you’ve disturbed us lots of times before 
and we’ve never called the police. Now give me that thing. I need It. 
Once again he hid it behind his back. "Gimme it," I snarled. He 
handed it over. „ ,n"Come and look at what you’ve done to our wall, he said and open
ed the door wide. I went In, noticing a plain, rather ugly girl sit
ting on one of the beds. Her eyes were wide with fear. I sneered, I 
think, and swaggered over to the wall, "Look," he cried and pointed 
at a tiny tear in the wall paper."My God. that’s terrible," I said with mock horror and walked out.

"I'm going to call the police if you don’t shut that record player 
off," he called after me. "If they see the state that door is in they’ll 
lock you upo" • „ . _ ,"Rubbish,” I said and went back into our room. As an act of defi
ance it was a whole ten minutes before I switched the player off. Then 
I went to bed.

It was hell the next morning.
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The room looked as if someone had 
gone crazy with a machine gun. 
There were holes in the door, the 
walls and the ceiling...and fragments 
of plaster-board lay everywhere. 
Pickersgill lay in bed laughing hys
terically while I tried to pretend 
I was somewhere else. “Christ, would 
you look at that doori” gasped Pick
ersgill. “Fucking hell, look at the 
size of those holesi My God, I’ve 
wrecked places before but I’ve never 
had to be around to face them the 
next morning.'’ He kept this up for 
hours. Finally I crawled out of bed, 
with great difficulty (I wasn’t feel
ing too well) and attempted to clear 
the place up. To cover the worst of 
the damage in the door I nailed some 
cupboard doors to the outside of it. 
While I was doing this Pickersgill 
retreated under his blanket...laugh
ing like a maniac.

Despite a couple of visits from the rent collector since then (we ar- \ 
ranged to be out) we’ve had no official reaction from the building own
ers about the damage. Of course we’ve covered up a lot of the holes 
in the wall with Gollum posters and such but it does look rather ob
vious. Curse that Barley Winei i Now we’re anxiously looking for some
where else to move into. Anything will do, we’re not that fussy.... 
anymore•

+++ John Brosnan +++

(cont. from page ^®) Basement Tapes
SIRRUISH #9 (Railee Bothman, 1300 West Adams, St. Louis, Mo. 63122 

- 2/$l)
We can’t claim to be any more objective about these fanzines than about 
Chris’. It is certainly good to see St. Louis coming back into the 
fanzine scene; we hope that they can again achieve the prominence that 
the St. Louis zines had In the late 1960’s.
B.C. is sent out for free to people Leigh and Railee like; we’re very 
glad to see them publishing. TITLE marks the return of old time fan 
Donn Brazier. And SIRRUISH is a group effort of the nice people in 
St. Louis.

+++ Hank & Lesleigh Luttrell +++
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RICHARD LABONTE ' The dishwashing motif runs deep through the 
6b Marlborough Ave. fanzines of Columbia, and Mota had its fair
Ottawa KIN 8E9, share of sudsj so I sat down (as I am at this
Ontario, Canada very moment) and thought real hard and came up

with a Dishwashing Memory. Of sorts. Back 
when I lived orr an Air Force station, Friday night dances for the non- 
offleers were a regular thing In the gymnasium, and I got a job washing 
glasses behind the bar. The washing was fine stuff, suitably aloof 
and lonely workj but I soon quit, because in addition to washing glas
ses (which was, as I recall, work with a definite satisfaction to it, 
though I may be deluded now by youthful memories) I had to clear tables 
presumably so I would have something to wa'shj but I was an impetuous 
youth, and even then against drink (sorry, Jim Turner) so more often 
than not I would clear a table of drinks only half-drunk. The resul
ting abuse intimidated me, and I left after three weeks. My hands 
survived the hot water, and my body the long hours, but my psyche was 
scarred by' the abuse of drunks.

LENNY KAYE
c/o Pop Wire Service 
P.O. Box 180 
Planetarium Station 
New York City, 
New York 1002^

Hmmm. You certainly are Industrious...or I’m 
not, one of the two. I have (count ’em) three 
issues of Mota sitting here making me feel 
gul'lty, plus a Robot Blues and a thing from 
Rick Stooker, and that means I ought to at 
least send along a thinks and a hope that you 
keep filling up my mailbox with same.

If you’d like to know a favorite among all the above, then I’d have to 
go with issue three. Which, besides first beginning to fix a person
ality on your fanzine, and aside from John D. Berry’s conreport that

22 



mentions me (shit, it’s still the little pleasures that go the fur
thest) and your own dissection of the typical Black Sabbath fan that X 
would argue with (in terms of a stereotype is a stereotype etc. etc. 
and when you hold it on down the line you can run into problems etc. 
etc.) (though musically there are valid points to be made) but I don’t 
feel up to the pages that one could get into there and besides it’s 
just a set-up issue anyway - aside from all that, I really was 
pleased to find Creath Thorne remembering Freddy the Pig, a nostalgiar 
laden pal of mine from the goodolddays and one whom I’ve never lost 
touch with. In fact, while I was at school a couple of years ago and 
doing papers at the NY public library, I used to take regular Freddy 
the Pig breaks, wandering down to the Children’s room (now sadly 
moved to newer and shinier and obviously not-as-cool surroundings) 
and pulling out any one of a huge selection. I’d say, and this not 
without prejudice, that they are probably among the most successful of 
children’s series, with a continually good story-line and well-devel
oped characters, and they’re just loony enough to keep their charm 
through the years. As is usual with this sort of thing, it’s nice to 
know that there are others who feel the same way; and so, a tip of the 
ol’ hat to Magister Thorne, a man who obviously likes to share.

Thanks for writing, Lenny. One of your old fanzines was among the 
* batch Greg Shaw sent me.///After talking with you at Noreascon, I 

stopped buying Cavelier—your writing is great in it but I just 
couldn’t bring myself to continue to pay 75/ per issue for a mag 

* that only has one good thing in it 0 
* Now onto #4...... 1 am letting

Ray Nelson comment on the comments on his column, and in some cases 
* I will comment on his comments on your comments...

LEIGH COUCH Ray Nelson’s thesis is going to take a lot of
No. 1 Cymry Drive thinking about. Somehow it strikes me as a little
Rt. 2 Box 889 too pat. Does the strong puritan streak irr amer-
Arnold, Mo. 63010 lean culture hark back that far? Or Is it re

action to Victorianism? It is considered sinful 
not to work in our society; Victorian society had a definite, and ac
cepted, llesure class. We pay heavy "sin taxes" on alcohol, cigaret
tes, etc.; the Victorians delighted In their fine wines and gins. 
Probably other things will come to your mind. Perhaps Ray Nelson goes 
a bit too far back. A very intriguing idea?
In my drug abuse course the dean of the school remarked, "Those who 
use soft drugs are mostly pleasant, friendly and likeable when using 
them, while those who use alcohol are often hostile, boastful, argu
mentative, and frequently violent." No further comment needed?
Does anyone read my favorites, The Borrowers, anything by Lewis Car
roll, and Mark Twain?
Hooray for Don Fitch4. That’s the kind of fandom I’m interested In-. 
That’s the kind of fan he Is too. I do regret the lack of interest in 
SF that he notes. I like to discuss SF with other fans and I feel 
pretty disappointed when I hit a fan (?) who knows very little about 
it.
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* Quote from BU8798 #5, Ed Cox for 118th mailing of FAPAs "all the fans 
will emigrate to Southern Calif. & break it off at the San Andreas 
Fault."
* Ray Nelson wrote, "The strong puritan streak you mention is, I
* think, the yang of the yin and yang of American thought from the 
- very beginning, A good story, they say, needs conflict, and the
* good story of the United States has been all along a conflict be-
* tween the high but rigid morality of the early religious sects vs.
* the low but vigorous morality of the traders, sharp businessmen
* and criminals. Both elements are vital in maintaining the dynamic
* balance that is one of the secrets of American success."
* Terry here. I definitely the writings of Lewis Carroll and
* Mark Twain—I just finished his Letters To and From the Earth as 
* a matter of fact.///And, Leigh, it’s so very good to see you pub- 
* 11 shing again. Good luck with B.C.i

TERRY CARR Thanks much for MOTA #4; it’s a pleasant
11037 Broadway Terrace fanzine, just right for reading over my
Oakland, CA. 94611 morning coffee, which is when I mostly read

fanzines. The one I read before this was
RIVERSIDE QUARTERLY, which had some good stuff in it but made me feel 
like my breakfast was cold mutton soup, by and large. MOTA is milder, 
much milder.
Must say I don’t feel the cover came out well at all. Tom Foster Is a 
good artist, but this particular drawing didn’t survive the photosten
ciling process cheerfully, or else you should’ve inked the hell out of 
it and then slipshot each copy individually. (I remember when Dick 
Lupoff and I were running off the last issue of LIGHTHOUSE and I had 
this neat cover by Jack Gaughan that involved a large black area that 
had to be sharp and clear*..so we’d run a copy through by hand and set 
it aside, then run through another and set it aside in a different pile, 
and the damn covers took forever to dry so before we’d finished the 
run of 25O or so we literally had covered every available surface of 
the Lupoff utility room plus the entire den with run-off copies of that 
cover. Jack Gaughan Himself came over to help us collate the issue, 
and you should’ve seen the look of awe on his face when he walked into 

the den.)
Ray Nelson has a habit of writing 
fan articles with which I disagree 
but which I enjoy anyhow. In this 
case, his Open Letter to Alvin Tof- 
fler, I fail to see why we should 
have "a deep-seated psychological 
need to step back before leaping 
forward, a need to tie the future to 
the past and to find a base-line for 
progress and a culture-of-reference 
in the past," Those are fine sound
ing words, but careful examination 
by the most advanced semantic meth
ods fails to detect a meaning in'
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them. Does Ray mean we need to find a norm by which to judge our pro
gress, a starting-point so we’ll know how far we’ve come? Or does he 
mean we should pull in our ears a little bit before we venture forth 
into new endeavors...take the Null-A pause, as it were? If the lattert 
that strikes me as just conservative fearfulness, a shying away from 
risk? if the former, he begs the question of what we should legiti
mately call our starting-point (the Industrial Revolution? the Refor
mation? the advent of mass communications? of the printing press? of 
written language? of the wheel? of fire? what?); and in any case, why 
should we need to know how far we’ve come? Isn’t the real question 
Where are we? The supposed deep need to relate our present situation 
to others in the past (or future—why not a future, Utopian, culture- 
of-reference?) seems to me just another example of our neurotic un
willingness ( =fear) to live in the moment alone. I mean hell, Ray, 
if we have to keep score on our culture we’re in a bad way. Keeping 
score involves establishing criteria and prejudged values, and that’s 
no way to go about much progress; let’s get wherever we’re going and 
see how much we en,1 oy lt...for itself, not for how Impressively long 
a road we may have run since the Victorian era.
Good fanzine reviews by Hank and Lesleigh. They’re not Greg Benford, 
but at least I agree with them most of the time. One thing puzzles 
me,though: are their opinions always so unanimous that they can in 
conscience continually write "we" to their judgements?
Greg Shaw: Believe it or not, there are people in the world (me, for 
instance) who didn’t ^pick up on rock thru Sgt. Pepper or whatever- 
but who nonetheless find Little Richard and the Standells a stone drag. 
I heard all that rock&roll when it came out, and liked some of it (I 
was wandering the starry streets of the Village singing "Who put the 
bomp..." when the record was new), but not much of it. Rock&roll was 
a pallid, commercialized, gum-chewers’ version of rhythm&blues, and to 
see it revered today as The Roots is ludicrous. Aargh, sir.
* A long renly by Ray Nelson: "I think you like fan articles you 
* disagree with better than ones that you agree with; they provide 
* more comment hooks. In this case I think you’d better do another 
* -Null-A pause-. There is meaning in what I said, or at least it 

means something to me. It’s not, as you imply, mere empty words, 
though I’ll admit that in order to make my point within the llmit- 
ed space allowed by a letter, I made use of some pretty high-level 

abstractions. I’ll be writing more about NEOVICTORIANISM later, and I 
* hope to supply what we Null-A types call "referents" by presenting 
* specific examples of admirable and even fannish Victorian culture, 
* beginning with the radio play “Ubu Cocu" by Alfred Jarry, founder 
* of the original Philosophy of the Absurd, ’Pataphysics».♦ As I ve
* said, my choice for the starting point of our own culture is The
* Victorian Era; that’s our culture-of-reference. It Includes the 
* other previous cultures you list. In fa.ct, the Victorians made a
* particular point of summing up all previous eras and incorporating
* them into their own culture. Eave you seen the photographs of
* tombs and gravestones in Edmund V. Glllon Jr.’s "Victorian Ceme-
« tary Art"? (Dover Books, $4-) There we see how even
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“There we see how even in their graveyards the Victorians absorbed medl-» 
“evil, Ancient Greek and Roman, and even Egyptian art styles into their 
*own. My good friend Elinor Richey has written a book called 'The Ul
timate Victorians of the Continental Side of San Francisco Bay" (Ho- 
*well-North Books, $7.50) showing how the architecture of the Victorian 
■"'Era here in the east bay was, among other things, an anthology of all 
“previous styles. Finally, I don’t agree with you that it is bad to 
“-keep score-, or to ^establish criteria and prejudged values^. In^fact, 
“I don’t see how you can say It’s bad unless you have some sort of ttes- 
“tabllshed criteria and prejudged values- of your own. To me It is not 
“exactly bad, but really in practice Impossible to -live In the moment 
“alone,- which you seem to regard as -good.- How big, of what duration, 
“Is that -moment-? Does it really have no roots In the past?"

•M*

“Terry Hughes Views: In future fanzine reviews (right now I don’t know 
“If there is a column in this issue) Hank & Lesleigh will note their 
“disagreements. They were just lucky the first time out....and they 
“didn’t mention the things they did differ over,

WILL STRAW I was Interested by what Ray Nelson had to say,
303 Niagara Blvd, because it strikes me as rather intruiguing that
Fort Erle, Ont,, someone could be as fascinated by any one era as
Canada he apparently Is with the Victorian Age, using

it as the basis for almost everything he’s writ
ten lately. Personally, I tend to look on the Twenties as more of a 
pinnacle than the Victorian, though I wouldn’t argue that the Victorian 
Age was as much a highpolnt of the Western European world as the Twen
ties was of North America, His examples of Victorian culture that have 
survived strike me as rather minor and Inconclusive: the gangster 
genre that has grown out of the twenties is as much a part of North 
American myth as was the Wild West, and I think the continuing interest 
in Big Band Music, which more or less started in the twenties, is at 
least as important as Barvara Shop or Dixieland, The Twenties such a 
much more widespread popularization of culture, with things like radio 
and motion pictures coming close to their highpolnts, and already es
tablished fields like the stage and literature experiencing Golden Ages, 
I prefer most of what was written in the twenties to anything else of 
this century, and I don’t think there can be any denial of the fact 
that the stage has never since equalled anything to come out of that 
decade,

-But I think the Twenties and the Victorian Era have a lot in 
common - the same feeling that the good times would last forever, re
sulting in the utter shock brought on by the Depression' and World War I, 
I’m kind of off alcohol these days, after a trip to Quebec City for the 
Winter Carnival a few weeks ago with friends when I got drunk for the 
first time In a couple of years. I’ll go along with the idea that it 
probably can be fun under ideal conditions, but a train certainly isn’t 
one of themj that was the first time I’d ever been sick from drinking, 
and I’m trying to decide whether the mixing of apricot brandy and poor
ly-mixed rum and coke was at fault or if the motion of the train had 
anything to do with it. And there’s nothing worse than waking up ab
solutely dead and finding that the other people in the car are still at 
It - singing and drinking still, I Intend to push for the passage of a 

• law that would prohibit anyone from even looking alive when someone is 
Hung Over. 26



*RN; “I, surprisingly enough, like the Twenties too, and the Thirties.
* I flipped over Twiggy in 'The Boy Friend®, in spite of the di- 
*rector’s attempt to ’camp it up.’ Twiggy, and the songs themselves, 
^defeated his snide tongue-in-cheek cynicism. God, Twiggy Is great! 
*If she’s a great actress or not, I can’t say. She hasn’t had a script 

yet that was at all challenging, but she h«s star quality, presense, 
^charisma, such as we haven’t seen since Judy Garland or even Greta 
*Garbo, Now if she could just do something Victorian...like a movie 
^version of Ibsen’s ’The Doll House’... (Okay, I hear you anti-Twlggy 
^bastards snickering out there. You wait! She’ll show you!) I don’t 
*think, however, that the Twenties and Thirties have the same quality 
*of summing up previous eras and opening up a new one mat the Victorian 
*Age has, though the Thirties are the Big Nostalgia Era for me person
ally .rt
*TH; The Boyfriend was one of the most enjoyable films I’ve seen in
* the past year; I’d recommend it to you all. I think Twiggy’s
* impact and “presense** is do primarily to Russell’s direction and
* to the Director of Photography, though she does have a certain
* something... It amazed me that she actually sang those songs 

herself, she has a fine voice. I’ve hunted around and have been
* unable to find the soundtrack, so I doubt if they’ve released one 
* which is a shame. The tapdancing Tommy Tune was another delight
* in the film. The film used every cliche in musicals and I loved
* it, but then I’m a sucker for references to other films,
« And, Will, there is an Alcoholics Anonymous fanzine; Jim Turner
* got a copy of it in the mall thanks to an Unknown Benefactor 
* (Hi, Buck Coulson!). 1

GENE WOLFE All of a sudden I have been deluged with Columbia fan 
2? Betty Dr. magazines. (Mysteriously one of these comes from Colum-
Hamilton, bla University, which is In New York. Isn’t it?) And
Ohio U5O13 now, extra thick, brassy and flashy with a neat cover 

and far above average interior Illustrations, comes
Mota. (Mota? That little thing?) Yes, Mota.
Has to be rotten inside, right? No, really only about half right. Make 
that W. Fair to middling letter column. Jim Turner essay that should 
have been a waste but somehow—Turner somehow has a talent for this, he 
should write commercials—wasn’t. Best magazine reviews I have seen 
anywhere; they should be more and longer. And a beaut by Ray Nelson. 
The more I hear of that man the better I like him. Let us indeed bring 
back Victoria, and with hers country roads; cars with small engines 
and open tops—cars that went slow; trollies (live, Lafferty!); sword 
canes; eccentricity; visits on Sunday; sentimental art and spooky archi
tecture with high ceilinged rooms and dormers; home bottled corn relish; 
big meals ending in pie; bicycles; Victorian valatines and romantic 
love; coal-burning airplanes; three volume novels; Sam Weller ; musical 
comedies with marching chorus girls (like that long time favorite of the 
Victorian stage The Wizard Of Oz!)(ever notice how often whole groups 
of girls show up in the early Baum books?); side wheel steamboats; free 
range; nomadic Indians; families that like each other.
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. *RN: "That’s the spirit exactly! I see, sir, that you are a true 
* Victorian gentleman like myself.”

LOREN MACGREGOR Thanks muchly for MOTA#4, which reached me alive
^29 14th E, #321 and in the peak of good health. For once my
Seattle, Wash. 981C2 mailman didn’t crush everything into my 3x5 

mailbox...
First, the cover. Hmm, that man do draw fine, do he not? Whyfor I no 
can do like that? (I’m fast becoming a Foster Booster)
Although Ray Nelson makes telling points res the legitamacy of relating 
to a Victorian (or neo-Victorian) Ideal, I cannot agree with him total
ly. Our particular age has culture-of-reference points extending not 
only vertically, into the past, but horizontally, into present sidereal 
cultures, as well. The black people in our country are utilizing as 
frames of reference, fortunes, myths, and legends of their own people, 
established both separately, in their own origin countries, and con
junctively with the Victorian culture of our own past, in which they 
shared only marginally, while recreating their own cultural survival 
points. Mr. Nelson mentions Dixieland jazz which, although quite de
finitely a part of his said Victorian age, was still developed and con
ceived in a society that met with that Victorian ideal only partially.

And the Victorian Ideal was just that—an 
The diverse group cultures Ray lists 
under Victorianism were, at times, 
totally out of contact with each 
other, and at other times received 
only marginal, and grudging, ac
knowledgement from each other. Dix
ieland jazz and the blues became 
intermixed much later. The western 
"cowboy" music, and the hlll-and- 
mountain music were parallel music 
developments that received a modi- 
cum of unification in radio days, 
when much of the music was popular
ized by people who made scholatlc 
studies of the diverging cultures, 
and presented similarities within 
the two forms that seemed to tie 
them together.
I’m not underestimating the need 
for a culture of reference, only 
stating that such a culture need 
not be considered a concentric 
whole, but rather as a.series of in
dividual parts which, like an intri
cate painting, seem to be one thing, 
and only resolve themselves Into 
individual images on closer Inspec
tion. (For example, the dual-image 
drawings—a development of the Vic
torian Age, as a matter of fact.

ideal. It never happened.

S
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If you cart locate it, I recommend one entitled, “All is Vanity", of a 
woman sitting before a vanity mirror.)
Enough. I didn't mean to engage in an arguement, especially about a 
subject that I’ve approached in research very obliquely, while searching 
for other material...
I was working on an idea for a cover, but all that kept running through 
my head was, "Up against the wall, you Motas..." I need sleep. This 
letter has gone on far enough, and besides my typer Is tired, too, and 
wants to go to bed...
*RN: "How can you separate Black Victorian culture from Victorian culr- 

ture as a whole? Particularly In music. Are you perhaps over
looking the vastly popular minstrel show? If you’ve gone into the 
^subject as much as you seem to, I’m sure you know that a good many 
’‘■'minstrels were real Blacks, not just Jews in blackface, and that the 
’'whole style was based on the Black "Coon song." It could be that 
*Stephen Foster was the first of what we now are pleased to call "White 
*Nlggersrt, and he was the most popular songwriter in America. His songs 
*are still sung around campfires whereever White liberals have failed 
*to get him banned."

W.G. BLISS Erzatz nostalgia and basing the leap into the future
^22 Wilmot psychologically on the past and recent past means that
Chillicothe, some minds are not quite with It since the way It is with
Ill. 61523 minds is that minds are their own best things for them

selves and should not have to go seeking substitutes for 
that. Of course we need all the data and the very best thinking to 
make sure as far as possible futures will be worth a damn, viable that 
is. Most pasts weren’t all so great shading down to ghastly often, and 
so recollection aqulres more often than not a comfortable fantasy ele
ment, Sf does that often about the futures. And too It is something 
we should be doing, making futures somebody can look back on favorably. 
From the current scene the future looks bleak—not much there and cer
tainly humanity without major drastic revisions is not viable for more 
aeons. They never really fit in with anything I write in fiction, but 
the scene and dialogue came to me a few years ago, the far end the last 
future. A few skinny unhealthy looking people with a few small sings 
of genetic drift have gathered In a bleak rocky place. An elder tells 
a few youngsters who are packed up with their meager belongings to go 
out on their own, "Our ancestors left us our future here. Every gener
ation does that. There Is not enough left to live on anywhere anymore, 
so we have only the worst gift of all to give your future, It is death, 
we now barely survive ourselves."
Outside of the planet and Its flora and fauna, everything and all that 
we had, have and will have Is the product of thought. That Is the only 
and sole thing that will suffice to bring about good futures, and could 
do a bit on improving nows every now & then.
Or, finding out there is no future in the future Is the worst future 
shock of all. We seem to be in the process of that happening for some
body In the future, not all of us to be sure, but the effect Is inevit-
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' able and the same. I think if I were that elder, I would hold forth 
some hope, tell that now generation that once everything was not all so 
ruined and bleak and people had recovered in good shape in the past 
from unimaginable catasthrophles, and when all else failed something 
completely new was thought of to Improve things, and that people are 
the only critter that is really good at solving problems which is a 
good thing since they also are best at making problems. But that would 
be me and'not that elder. The vision stays firm, the same, unchanged 
and unchangable like it is out there on the time track somewhere wait
ing.

"A good point...that except for the planet and the life on it, 
everything we had, have and will have is the product of thought. 

*Most Victorians would agree with that 5 they believed in the power of 
^human thought. Today it is fashionable to make fun of thought; action 
*ls the thing, with the less thought the better! A study of the past, 
*such as NEOVICTORIANISM, is just the ticket to provide the kind of wis
dom your hypothetical “elder" is dishing out. If you read my story, 
*"Time Travel for Pedestrians" in Again, Dangerous Visions ( Doubleday, 
*$12.95), you will see where the Victorian Era fits into my overview of 
*hlstory from the First Century AD to the present. I don’t look at just 
*the sunny side of history in that era or any other. My interest is in 
*tracing the winding path of development of ideas in our Greek-Roman- 
*Jewish society, and In placing signposts at important turning points 
*ln that path, such as the Victorian Era."* THi I read and enjoyed your
*story, Ray, but I frankly didn’t see where the Victorian Era fits into 
'“your idea-development. Maybe if I read it a third time. As the Byrds 
^sang on a reDent album> ,?Remember> the future s ahead• •••



RAY NELSON Another thing I’m trying to promote is radio theatre.
333 Ramona Radio theatre had only scratched the surface of Its po-
E1 Cerrito, tentlal when TV came along and killed it. It s a dlsas-
CA. 9^530 ter when a whole expressive medium drops dead like that,

while it’s still but a pup. It seems to me that now, 
when budgets are tight, the radio theatre could make a terrific come
back simply because it’s so cheap to produce. One or two guys who can 
"do voices" can produce the effect of a "cast of thousands", and a good 
sound-effect and music library can take the place of all sorts of ex
pensive sets and "locations." Best of all, radio concentrates atten
tion on what I believe to be the most important element inany dramatic 
production (and that includes not only stage, screen and TV, but also 
the novel, short-story, etc.), that is, dialogue. Dialogue, in spite 
of what all the "visuals" Idiots say, is "where it s at.'
*
*
■»
*
•ir

«•
*
*
■Jr

•k
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That is the end of the comments by Ray this issue, I got such a 
large response to his Neovictorian piece that I’ve devoted quite a 
bit of space to the comments (perhaps too much space) but 1 think 
the discussion is interesting. I won’t do this in the future, how
ever, for I feel that a discussion of this nature could degenerate 
to the level of the "new wave/old wave" hassle. Hopefully, this 
won’t discourage response in this area? I don t mean to do that. 
And I will print any Interesting pieces along this line Ray sJnds 
me, but my main interests have always been inl 1 1ght-hearted, humor
ous material. I don’t consider myself a NeoVictorianj I’m really 
neither pro or con. My present historical period-of-interest is 
the 1920’s (like Will Straw), because I’ve been making comparisons 
between what went on then and what happened In the i960 s and what s

0 & few years ago we (MoSFA) made a radio tape from a
radio script one member wrote adapting Ellison’s "Repent, Harlequin 
said the Tick-tock Man". It was great fun!

NICK SHEARS 
52 Garden Way, 
Northcliff 
Johannesburg, 
South Africa

You seem to attend cons fairly frequently, so perhaps 
you can help me. , (Possibly you could even mention 
this in MOTA.) We hope to put on the first Sarf 
Efrican con in the future sometime, and need sugges
tions from con-going fen as to what they llke/dislike 
about the average con, what programme items they d 
they like the programme arranged, etc. In fact, any-llke to see, howthing practical and constructive regarding cons.

Mota’s looking good, man! The only gripe I had about 
it was that it wasn’t long enough 
low in fannlsh zines, but right now Mota s about the 
only one I got, so I enjoy it twice as much. All 
this stuff about where the name ’’Mota" comes from 

left me thoroughly puzzled. Atom spelled backwards? From "Moota?’ I 
recognized the name without even trying* It s the name of the chief god 1S the fake religion In Sixth Column, by Heinlein. SoIn case you 
have been wondering why I sometimes speak of My Lord Mota in ref t

JEFFREY MAY 
1603 E. Division 
Springfield, 
Mo. 65803

I adore and wal-
All

From "Moota?" I
It’s the name of the chief

your zine...
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Mike Gllcksohn is apparently unaware that the U.S.Post Awful has a 
stamp for everything—er, rubber, not the kind that go on letters. It 
It took me awhile to figure it out, but I finally formulated a theory 
of how the post awful & rubber stamps work together. It’s a two part 
theory, of the elther-or sort. Either the post awful is not actually 
controlled by the federal gov’t at all, but by the international rubber 
stamp makers’ cartel, OR it is Policy to give the post awful rubber 
stamps for every possible situation, our tax money is spent only for 
post awful rubber stamps, and every increase in the sum of man’s know
ledge quickly finds its way into a collection of rubber stamps for the 
post awful. Our space program, gov’t sponsored research, and the CIA 
all exist only to garner more information for post awful rubber stamps. 
This is the real Key of Life in America Today. I cannot yet explain 
why his copy of Mota was routed through N.J., as my theory on mailing 
routes and the reasons thereof Is not yet complete.
- Gee, I never looked at It like that before.
* Hank Luttrell says I
* should publish a fanzine just consisting of the large number of
* ’’real reasons" and “true meanings0 of MOTA...that I’ve received.

BOYD RAEBURN You know what MOTA is, Terry Hughes? It’s a fannlsh 
189 Maxome Ave. fanzine! That’s a rare thing these days. And it’s
Willowdale, a fannlsh fanzine because you are a fannlsh fan.
Ontario, Canada Enjoy it while you can, because suddenly you will 

find that the years have flown past, and you will 
either have gaflated, or you will find that you have withdrawn into your 
own circle of contemporaries, and a new generation of fans will be re
garding you as just one of those Convention Goers.
John Berry in his con report shows that his sojourn in France didn’t 
do much for his palate, if he thinks that the California Chablis at the 
Half Shell "can stand up to French white wines." California produces 
some very palatable white wines, but both oenophile Norm Clarke and I 
were unanimous In our opinion that the "chablis" at the Half Shell was 
Insipid and boring.
I take it that one sentence In Greg Shaw’s letter is badly constructed, 
for surely he doesn’t mean to imply that Nell Young Is a “whining folk
singer" for of course Young Is neither. Whining? His voice is as pure 
and clear as sparkling’Canadian streams and Canadian mountain air (etc.)
* Thanks a lot for writing, Boyd! And thanks again for the fanzines!

DAVID BURTON Ray Nelson almost writes over my head, but I agree
5422 Kenyon Dr. with what he says on the whole. I had to read Toff-
Indianapolis, ler’s book for a business class in college, which —
Indiana 46226 needless to say — was far from the ideal conditions

to read the book. It was an interesting class, even 
if I did get a D In it. The prof was really hot on futurism (even had 
some guy come in and talk about sf—you know, flying saucers and green 

x men) and how business and technology would affect the way people act 
in the future.
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I’m of two minds as far as Hank and Lesleigh’s review column. I enjoy
ed it, but it seemed to me that there was a none-too-subtle undercur
rent of prejudice Involved, especially towards Jerry Lapidus. While 
I’ll agree that Jerry does get a little verbose and overserious about 
graphics, I don’t think that that altogether invalidates his talking 
about it. Hank and Leslelgh seem to be down on people in general who 
are a little graphics-oriented. While I like fanzines that are loose 
and Informal (even sloppy), I also enjoy fanzines where the visual 
presentation Is at least integrated with the text. The way I look at 
it, they’re both rather inseparable halves of the same whole.

BUCK COULSON The generation gap again; Clarabelle. I don’t think 
Route 3 I ever watched Howdy Doody; for one thing I was too
Hartford City, old and for another we didn’t have a tv set until the 
Indiana ^73^8 show was well over with. (You have just exposed 

your materialist Establishment origins, you know....)
I think Thorne got more out of his Travis McGee book than I did, but 
then maybe his had more weird characters. Or maybe I just wasn’t read
ing carefully. McGee seemed a trifle unbelieveable, but I didn’t see 
anything like Creath’s quotes—though I can well believe them. (My book 
was A TAN AND SANDY SILENCE, and I said I wasn’t going to get any more 
of the series, but maybe I will try to pick up a cheap copy of DRESS 
HER IN INDIGO; it sounds fascinating.)
I must balk at Creath’s concluding paragraph, however, Read some his
tory, kid; freedom and dignity have always had to be defended, and there 
is more of each right now tharr there has been in most of Man’s existance. 
And the more people there are who don’t want to implicate themselves in 
the absurd game, the less freedom and dignity we’ll have in the future. 
You haven’t got one goddamned single “right" in the world that you 
aren’t willing to stand up for; nobody is interested in protecting them 
for you, and why should they be? I can’t say I’m a Christian, but a 
good many Christian mottoes are based firmly on the reality of living— 
the one I’m thinking of being “The Lord helps those who help themselves.” 
Replace "Lord" with "Constitution'’ If you prefer, and it’s equally 
valid. (Or whatever deity you happen to believe in—"pot", maybe?)
Why should anyone want to form a Major Fan Centre? (For publishing, 
anyway; it would be much more agreeable for me if Columbia, Missouri; 
Mentor, Ohio; Milwaukee, Wisconsin; and Oxnard, California were closer 
together, but I wouldn’t get much publishing done if they were.)
* Pot helps those who help themselves??? Amen, brother! Actually, 
* my choice for a deity would be Tinkerbellei just clap your hands 
* three times and ...

JIM MEADOWS III History was almost made in my bedroom during the typ- 
62 Hemlock St. Ing of the first draft of .this letter. The world’s 
Park Forest, most inept, typo-ridden, stupid, illiterate, letter
Ill. 60^66 of comment was almost written In this lonely outpost

of fannish activity out in Park Forest, Fortunately, 
I had the sense enough to start over after half a page of the drivel.
So much for Great Events,
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Someday I will write a book or a play or make a movie centered around 
an sf con, and one of the many stories I plan to steal for it will be 
that battle between Mr. Turner and Mr. Thome. It’s beautiful. I 
laugh at it each time I read it, even if I read it at 5 miiiute inter
vals,
I thirst for fanzines, I’m an addict now, I only get an average of a 
zine every 3 weeks, and I need one every other day. So If you know of 
any editors who would like to expand their mailing list, please tell 
them about me. Pleasel Il

DAVE HULVEY MOTA is rather good. It is too short, but what
Rt. 1, Box 198 there is passes with a B, I thought the internal 
Harrisonburg, organization was chaotic. This, however, associated 
Va, 22801 itself with a quaint feeling of satisfaction within

me. I suppose I like a faned who puts things togeth
er very informally, and without apology for It.
Jim Turner Is one fan I must meet. He sounds completely insane. Most 
fans struggle to conquer their neuroticisms and psychotic tendencies, 
but ol* Jim cultivates them, and bolsters them. He is the most unin
hibited oddball to flounce across the fanzine scene since Gary Dein- 
dorfer. As such he Is to be prized, and his favor curried at every 
passing opportunity.
Creath Thome, how dare you attack the stalwart arbiters of boyhood and 
masculinity at Boy’s Life. You should hang your head in shame. That 
fine publication first brought me in contact with the values any right- 
thinking young citizen should hold dear to himself and those around him 
which depend on his faithful loyalty and blind obedience to that which 
should be, is now, and ever shall be. Attacking Boy’s Life is like 
getting a peanut butter and jelly sandwich all over the latest Reader s 
Digest.
* Jim Turner says, “Such idolatry Is the price of greatness." I’m 
* glad he hasn’t let praise go to his head.

ALAN SANDERCOCK One of the most commentable articles occurs, I
1 Michael St. think, in MOTA It’s the brief con report which
Lockleys Sth Aust describes the fun had at a convention room party 
5032 Australia at which the room owner discovers someone sleeping 

in his bed and can’t remove him. It was Jim Turner
wasn’t It?
This reminds me of the last Melbourne Convention at Easter this year 
at which Paul Anderson and myself, at one stage, had a room party. 
Since the show didn’t start until 4i00 am, Paul decided that it would 
be advisable to stretch out on his bed, thus stopping other potential 
occupants, I was not so cautious however, and allowed Peter House and 
Liz George to sit on my bed. I thus spent the best part of 2 hours 
sleeping, from 7s00am to 9s00am, with two other bed mates.' I can tell 
you, things were a little cramped and from what I remember, Peter House 
ended up sleeping halfway between floor and bed,
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All the other sensible room party goers who didn't leave, simply bunked 
down on the floor. Paul was the only one to have a complete bed to 
himself. Ah well, at least Liz doesn’t snore.
John Berry’s con report was interesting and simply makes me more deter
mined to make it to a world con in the near future. I’m hoping to get 
to Toronto in 73, where we’ll be bidding for the 75 con.

MIKE GLICKSOHN Egads! Just looking at that cover and imagln-
32 Maynard Ave, #205 ing trying to mlmeo it and maintain solid
Toronto 156, Ontario blacks is enough to give a faned nightmares!
Canada Tom’s work is most impressive and it s a good

start to your fanzine despite the tendency to
wards gray edges. ((...)) Keep it up, and for God’s sake hang on to 
Tom Foster. He’s priceless!
I fully sympathize with Creath and had I been him I’d probably.have 
belted you one for being so inhuman as to laugh at a snore fetishist s 
discomfort. As someone who has great trouble sleeping in the presence 
of disrupting sounds, I’ve often endured the discomfort of a crowded 
convention room filled with blissfully unconscious fans while I lie 
seething listening to the snores of a roommate. It s all very well for 
others to say *Relax and Ignore it* but for some of us that s not easy. 
The more one attempts to relax, the more obtrusive become the snores. 
And there’s lust nothing worse than a snorer with neither rhythm nor 
consistency of volume. On the way back from St. Louiscon, I came very 
close to murdering Ray Ridenour, a giant of a man who looks like, and, 
I found to my horror, sounds like, an Alaskan Kodiak bear. Luckily 
for Ray the only blunt instrument in the room was the Hugo award 
were delivering to Harry Warner and it was only my conviction that Harry 
deserved better than a gore-splattered dented Hugo that preserved Ray s 
miserable existence. Fie on you and your crudely sadistic sense of 
humour, Hughes? you probably kick the crutches out from under FAPA 
members just for jollies.
I’m delighted to see a fanzine review column from the Luttrell’s start
ing no It’s all Part of the increased interest in the field and will 
help balance Jerry'Lapidus’ many columns. Jerry’s column In ENERGUMEN, 
by the way, Is stressing graphics because Jerry is writing so many col
umns that he can afford to narrow his viewpoint 1 or particular audien
ces. On the basis that ENERGUMEN has the reputation, merited or other
wise. of being "art-conscious'*, whatever that means, Jerry chose to 
consider visuals in his reviews for us. Sure it’s a narrow viewpoint, 
but deliberately so? by isolating out different aspects of fanzine pub
lishing in his different columns, Jerry can do a far more comprehensive 
job than Is possible in the usual "general review" sort of column. As 
for being a self-proclaimed expert, read his column in #11. He has 
stronglyheld views, that’s all, but for a while was about the only 
fanzine reviewer around, which is hardly his fault, eh? (As it hap 
pens, I rarely agree with Jerry’s views on fanzines, but that s entirely 
beside the point.)
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TERRY HUGHES REGAINS CONTROL OF HIS FANZINE
This is the longest lettercolumn I’ve ever run...never again. But it 
is long because I devoted a lot of space to comments on Ray’s piece and 
his replies, which perhaps should have been a seperate section but I 
just shoved it all into Good Vibes. Let’s not call it shoddy, let’s 
call it *experimental*. Even as long as this is I had to leave out 
good letters. I also got letters from: Darr Goodman ? Al jo Svoboda (”A 
fanzine died to bring you this loc...”)? Tom Collins? Jeff Schalles? 
Seth McEvoy? Mike Deckinger? Barry Smotroff? Joe Perry? Marcl Helms? George Senda ;~^~Cagle; Paul Anderson ("I 'assume from the title ( (Robot 
Blues")) that it discusses rock music and SF, or perhaps risque robot 
jokes?”)? and a few others. Calvin Demmon told me he was going to write 
a letter of comment, but I have yet to receive it so I * thought I’d let 
you know he tells falsehoods. Shame on you, sir. Thanks for writing 
everyone and I hope everyone out there writes.



"I’ve got blisters on my fingers!"

Undoubtably you’ve noticed that Creath Thorne isn’t in this issue# He 
had too many other things to do and could not write a column in time 
which is indeed a ^bummer*. BUT he did promise (and crossed his heart) 
that he would be back next time. I am tempted by this opportunity to , 
tell some of the outrageous Creath Thome stories that I know.... I 
guess I won’t thoughi I don’t want to be the subject of his next col- 
umn. And Jim Turner has a very delayed.fanzine of his own, but he, too, 
will return. In fact if I hadn’t kept moving the deadline back after K 
each final date I set, Hank & Lesleigh Luttrell might not be In here. 
In a way it’s good that I decided to take a vacation from cutting sten
cils. During the break the material for this Issue increased more and 
more. Now, if you include the cover, this issue is 40 pages.
Oh, and Jonh Ingham and others may notice that I didn’t do a Firesign 
Theatre bit after all, . . well, you know how it goes.
After further study in the course I’m taking, Fanhistory 204, I found 
out that I was not following fannish tradition. Blush, Now that I’ve 
changed the publication schedule to Irregular, come out very late with 
an Issue, brokensome promises, and come out with an extra-thick issue 
to celebrate one year of foolishness, I believe I have done my bit for 
tradition.

"Hemember, he’s mostly your friend."

Some time ago a reporter from the Columbia Missourian (catchy, eh?) 
interviewed members of the Missouri Mob so that she could do an article 
on those people who put out amateur magazines right here in Columbia. 
She came over to speak to Hank, Lesleigh, Creath, and me at a meeting. 
The reporter had already interviewed Jim and, therefore, didn’t have 
a high of opinion of us to begin with. She asked questions and we 
answered them. We even gave Information when she didn’t ask for it. 
Turner had told her that Columbia was the dominating, master force in 
a nation-wide organization (which he called fandom)। we, however, in 
an effort to keep things truthful, told her that that was a secret, and 
that maybe it wasn’t quite true. We assured her that one needn’t drop 
out of college and become a dishwasher to be a fan, though it certainly 
helps. I confided in her how that I dropped out after two years so that 
I could fulfill my lifelong desire to be a dishwasher. She kept making 
marks in her notebook.
It turns out she was a good person however. When she wrote up her story 
and gave it to the editor, he asked her to go ask a psychiatrist what 
he thought of people who put out amateur magazines. She refused.
I wonder what the psychiatrist, would have said???



TERRY: All the other fanzines seem to be running transcriptions of the 
’ speeches given by SF authors, but I didn’t have any for MOTA. I was 
worried, but then after I had finished typing all the other stencils for 
this issue .1 got this from Gary Deindorfer (which is why the pages are 
numbered strangely and why he is not listed in the toe).
* # * ~/r * * * * * * * *

FANDOM AS A FORCE FOR REVOLUTIONARY SOCIAL CHANGE
__ A speech delivered by GARY DEINDORFER at the 16th Annual Fem 

Conference, Wheatgerm, Nebraska, February 1972.

Good evening, ladies and germs. Before I get into the main body of 
my address, I am reminded of an amusing and instructive story. It seems 
there was this giant insect from an adjacent galaxy who landed in his 
spaceship out in Wheatgerm, Nebraska. He got out of his craft and scut
tled down the street on his 16 legs looking for intelligent life. He 
came upon an old rustic leaning against a fence chomping on a wad of to
bacco. Using his translating machine, the insect asked the rustic, "Are 
you an intelligent lifeform?” To which the rustic replied, "'Wall, I 
scored 75 points oncet on one of them there ike you tests, bug eyes." 
The insect snorted, "Shit, you’re not intelligent." and scuttled back 
to his spaceship and took off for someplace more in line with what he 
was looking for. Hahat (Rollicking laughter*)

You may wonder how my little story ties in with the theme of my ad
dress, "Fandom as a Force for Revolutionary Social Change*" The fact 
is, only a cohesive body of forward looking people known as science fic
tion fans are capable of understanding such a story without having to 
have all kinds of tedious background stuff explained to them. I told 
the story. You .laughed. You understood, A common bond has been es
tablished, ’ And once established, let no man put it
asunder! (Applause, cries of "Hear! Hear!")

How does this tie in with the well known distribution problem faced 
by science fiction book and magazine publishers? Many a publisher has 
told me, in panic, "We publish the stuff, but it never reaches the 
stands because the distributors won’t distribute it. What are we going 
to do?"

I can think of only one answer. Kill the distributors and put fans 
in their places. Science fiction fans, being cosmic minded and one hun
dred years ahead of their time, understand that only by getting every
body in the world to read science fiction does the human race stand any 
chance of being saved.

Consider this: only science fiction, and science fiction alone, 
can save the world. The answers to the gigantic problems of pollution, 
the population explosion, the threat of atomic war and all that stuff 
already exist. Innumberable science fiction stories have been written 
about all these things. Surely out of the dozens of fictional solutions
to each problem must be the one in each problem category which is the
right answer, (Excited muttering in the audience, "Never thought of 
that," "He has a point there," "Hmmm," etc.)

I have a plan. It involves fandom. What we must do, and soon,
before it Is too late, is collect all the stories ever written about 
pollution, overpopulation, threat of atomic war, etc. We then assemble 
anthologies, An anthology of all the stories showing how to deal with 
pollution. An anthology of all stories showing how to deal with the 
dread population explosion. An anthology of all stories showing how to 



deal with the threat of worldwide nuclear devastation. And so on.
We get each one of the science fiction publishers to print one of 

the anthologies, as a public service, to be given away, free. Say Ace 
Books publishes the anthology of pollution stories, Lancer Books pub
lishes the anthology of overpopulation stories, and like that. 3 bil
lion copies are printed up of each anthology.

Now this is where the 1000 or so active science fiction fans come 
in. Each fan has the job of distributing 3 million copies of each 
anthology to 3 million people. We will have to coordinate our efforts 
to ensure that everybody in the world gets a copy of each anthology, 
that nobody gets two copies of a volume leaving somebody else with none. 

Then everybody in the world reads all the stories in every anthol
ogy. He casts a vote on the story solution in each problem category 
he thinks most likely to work in reality. We fans collect the votes. 
We count them up. The story getting the most votes in each category 
will obviously present the correct solution to the problems it deals 
with, because history shows us that the majority is always right, (Mu
tinous murmurings.)

Wait, now, hold oni I know we fans like to think of ourselves as 
the elite of humanity. But if the common man weren’t meant to be com
mon God wouldn’t have made so many of him. So the majority must there
fore be right, in a deep mystical sense, everybody being in touch with 
the collective unconscious and stuff like that. The way I look at it, 
science fiction fans are the guides and helpers of the human race at 
large, but ultimately they must bow to the mass decision, (Relieved 
noises, “Oh, is that what he meant,” “Well, okay," etc.)

Anyway, after we have picked the story in each problem category 
that has received the most votes all we have to do is apply the solu
tions to the problems and before too long we will be living in what I 
like to call Eden II. (Audience, “Hey, that’s catchy,” "Eden II, 
rights" etc.)

In addition, the science fiction writers whose stories are chosen 
as having the real answer could be put in charge of the project set up 
to solve that particular problem.

Objections will be made by nonfans. “You’ll have to print the an
thologies in all the world languages," Okay, we’ll do that. "Many 
people in the world can’t read." Okay, have their smart friends read 
the stories aloud to them.

Mankind is faced with seemingly insurmountable problems. But I 
say the answers to those problems already exist, perhaps in a short 
story in the April 1967 AMAZING, or a novelette in the September 19^2 
STARTLING STORIES.

What are we doing Eitting here on our asses? Let’s get out there 
and get to workt Thank you.

(Thunderous applause, foot stomping, whistles, cries of “Do itl" 
and “Go, man!")

+++ Gary Deindorfer +++
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