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An Appreciation ot Le Nouveau Ackerman 'k_
8y F. Towner laney ft

The hauntingly beautitul and fraglle athercal til1ghts of pure
matady inherznt in the delicatessant-born outpourings f{rom
the heart and soul ot the author ot this <collection might
well be tikened to the iridescent sheen of bubbles on a pool
ot crystal-clesr and !lmpid water as they sparkle and gleam
in the dancing lances ot the glowing autumnal sun.

Take this
touching lIlne from Sweet Euthorla, "Ate him up and galned a
pounds" Such an othzr=worldly charm Is ditfticutt to imagine,
actvally set torth and captured on a bit of mer2 mundane pa-
per . The life~pulsz of beauty was throbbing close to the

surface when Lz Nouveau Ackerman thus drenchzd his typcwriter
with the essence of "sugar and spice, t'n' everything nice."

Such poetic thoughtse., Such poetic powere.. Suche..

Or
this alltterative masterpizce, perhaps the most powegrful sin-
ale line in the selection, all thz more striklng in concapt

in that Tt is rendered in a judicious admixturz of forzign
l anquagess "Sappho! Selah! Szragliol" What visions of
rapture that last word conjures up! Ahl

Ackerman is an odd
mixture of the poetical and the impractical. Therz are
strange and marvzlous facets to his nature. He is able to
sez the same bzauty in & swirl of avtumn lzaves, the bubbling
ot pus tn an open wound or In the mad and pointless way In
which hieroglyohs sprawl meaninglessly across the pages of
hls versc. Hez is more than a mMménessoshe is 8 soul, a micro-



eesheten phong wired to thz mysterics buyend thz rim and the
NFFFabil ity ot Shangri-LA,

He is a hedonist, I don't kneow
what this is; nor doz2s Ackzrman---howzvar, it is saicd ahout
othzr tan pozts, and it sounds good. it Is certainly true
that Lz llouveau Ackerman has o strong hodonist shaulders.,

Fe
dozs not bzalizve in bzing hamperzd by little things likz me-
ter, rhym~, or 2vzn spelling. Thus w2 gzt th: ftolil firz of
his poztic ardour without having it dJdiltutzd hHy tha stilted
and archalec standards ot the nast. He lzts us have archalc

and eat tt too.
| am proud-=«croud as puncte-to b2 akle to
writz th2 introdvetion to this meisterwerd, this crownling

contribution to the fan-kultur. It 15 indezd a sianal honour
to bhe thz first of & long TTne ot critics te hail a n2w qgon-
fuse

Hail, Hail, thz Gang's All Here, What the Hell
Cawey Zare??2?
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For emerald-eyed Tenys
-—--whose totel foith
rescued a oynibund so~hisTicate
——-from the Abysses of Armeg (in Fden)



Vulkano
(Dedieatod to doc lowndes)

Pagan heartbeat,

Flushed with wine,

From the fiery

Tropika vine,

Sing your song of extasé.,,

Offer your sacrifice to Mount Pei.,,
Mate with a Virgin and make two - three
Ere Pei erupts and ye roest like kine!



The 0Ottoman'ts Dais
(Dedicated to Guillaume Watson et Cie)

I met a trav'ler from an entique land
Who said:

"Iwo vast end legless trunks of stone
Stand in the desert,

Seppho! Selah! Seraglio!

If I should &ie before I weke,

Bury mo at tho ncxt clam-boke,”

QUE- DQ



Vempyres von der Vaterland
{Dedicated to Herr Raym Washington, Junger)

The Nazis came, with crashing boots,
Spat blood upon the land,
Transylvania lapped it up,

Grew fat, "Footsteps in the sand,"

Time passed, tides changed,

The German Heels, they f{led.
Except the deutsches vempyres,
ttho wished that they were dead!



Riddles
(Dedicated to Jack Speor)

What scason,

Marching importunely,
Damns with faint contumely
Tac Russct King¥

hnswer:
aunchlous girth.



Sweet Euthoria
(Ded. to L.R,Chauvenet)

Sweet Euthorie,

Maid of Mist,

on purpled island shore

dipt, birth-naked, in

limpdd lakelet.

Thought herself unseen by eye.

But Jeris, King of Birdmen,
winging overhead,

with telescopic eye
deseried this vision

fair,

And from sloft
in
spiral
swift
glided down
-=4nd drowned,

Sweet Buthoria laughed,

Ate him up and gained a pound.



Fersaci-stung
(Dedicated to Geo. Ebey)

s—¢=i-n-t-i-l-l-a-t-e. zlobule vivific!
§-h-A.T.T.E.R your bright s,p,a,t,t,e,r on mysoul,
spawn of sentience, knowing,

heal mysorrow

as I wander -

lost -

within a maze of blind deceit,

fearing ever thatb

the grave

is not the pgosl.
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Cashmere Bogueg
(ped. to Crozetti & Pruyn)

Floddle, ploddle,
Bager beaver,
Worl. yeurself
Inte a fever,

If your tempsrature (°) rises with a bam
You will have THE DAM WHAT AM!t

Yuk, yvk. yulk,
Anon,




The Fakir
(Ded. to Fran Laney)

The Fakir sat upon his ass,

Called, "Alms, Sahibs, for the Love of Allahj™
But all the burning day lcng

The Kaliph's men pass by,

Deaf to the beganr’ s hawl for baksheesh,

At last there cams a day

When the scurvy desert spawn

Looked upon his beastv with
Starvation-maddenec eye.

He broke his fast, and then,

The Fokir

sat upon his nss,



Guline
(Dedicated to John Michel)

If his heart had not alrecady been black as sin

He should never have found the courage inside of him,
For 'twas a ghoulish thing he was about to dot
Deseorate the tomb of...Great Cthulhu!

GREAT GTHULHU, With one¢ eyc opo he lightly slept,
As into the crypt the audacious mortal cropt.
Bat-wings unfurl'd, small things skirli‘'d,

Then a piercing ory sereamed out of the world!

The daring agnost encountered Her
—-Cthulhu's concubine, with the fece of fur,
The ravcenous, sex-mad lesbian

Whose sadistic spleen was vent on--man)

Now o gibbering, sightlcsss sexless thing
From « retting rafter is condemncd to swing.
Nitbled upon incessantly

By e mouthless, meorbid obsocnity,

And Cthulhu sneres in serenity.



Untitled
(Ded. to Eva)

nis was a thsorem too tumescent,
Hers a trajectory ail luminescent,

The guick silver moon
Was e silver orescent,

And they lived heppily.
L!'Envoi

ver efter,



My Bushroom 1is 2 Lovenest Now
(Ded, to Jemees Lepner & Jesn Arnold)

Down emon: st the tozdstools,
Down zmidst tne deils,

S8ings a faery river,

30 tne legend tells.

Here the Wee Folk sutoer,
Disrort themsslves . nd wnlav,
Ayt tiese wao distill

Tae Jofiodil

Die ia egony.



Salamander
(For Trudy--and no other)

Resilient flesh,
Sp warm and cool,
Mgte with me

In Sylvan pool.

I'il pack lave

On your back

Like Nebbuchadnezzer
Martyrtd Shadrach,

Our tryst will be

Consumed by fire,

But the steam will congeal
The glow of our pyre.



\

APRES MOT

BLAME THE "BOOKLETE" BOYS, the elite poets who lavish printed coveurs, two
oolour mimsograph jobs, rag content paper, lithographed illustrations, onionskin
inserts, "sand ete." on mere poetry. 1 am increasingly appalled at the great gobs
of waste white space surrounding waste black print, and this is my protest, Sev-
enty square iwchss of stencil space shot on a paltry couple line rhyme! Ye Gods!
Usually somethinz making as much sense (to me) es rhyming "splrfsk" with "Xerxes",

I havs 2 ways longed to be considered the number onc humorist of fandom,
Maybe this is 1m Lida

Because, you sece, in a tongue-~in-check way, this pamphlet of selescted poe-
try is supposed to be funny as all hell,

Anyway, I've made my bid; now I'11l lie in it,

The entirs dozen offerings were composed in half an hour, At that, I &x-
oeeded by twice the fifteen minutes I originally intended to allow myself, “Cash-
mere Boquet" was written while waiting {second in line) to cash a money order (for
the FANCYCIOPEDIA), "Sweet Buthoria® wes scribbled on the back of an emvelops on
the five minute ride from Metropolitan Station to the L.A.S.F.S. club room, Al-
though I feel that I failed on this cne, as it tells rather <too intelligible--al-
beit O,Henryish--a story, G

"Guline", as Loveoraft's Ascolvte illustrator, Alva Rogers, can testify,
was written in the whito heat of inspiretion (good cliché, that) in about five min-
utes, after I declared "Gotte have something in the Lovecraft vein." But in this
ene 1 fear that I defeated my purposo....,l spent seven minutes on it...I polished!
The +title is dissppointing, in +that it 1is readily resolwable inte "female-
ghoul", The poem was originally dedicated to Doc Lowndes, but later I decided:
"Vulkeno" was mors his meat, his beloved love-logged, migrainsd meat.,

Terrifying thought: What if fandom should acclaim this "booklete": De.-
clare my true talent has at last emerged from beneath its bushel, that the butter-



fly has burst from the conf'ines of its chryselis and now beatsiits gossamer wings
over the world?Y Wnere I fuiled with Ackermanese, Esperuanto, Vomaidens, et el, It1l
convert the masses to the Great Cause of Fantasy with my vibrint, pregnant verses?

Also, some may say there are coertain evidences that at long last Ackerman
is growing up, Pah, Sophisticated supernatural sex stanzos ore so damm easy to
do.

I con hack out reams of balogne like in this booklete, if anybodyt's intor-
gsted-~and I hope they're not,

Mebbe 1 do poetry--nard tho poets of f andom--an- injustioe, Connoisseurs
may be instantly able to nnalyze my stuff as "the shoam what am,"  But what will it
mecn if no prriicular differsncc enn be detceted between the foregoing and mtorial
seriously scrivened¥

Some quarters may cven brand this "a vicious, unproveked attack," 1 dun-
no, Othors may laugh with me, and think 1t o huge joko. lhich it is,

Three fan poems I have rend in my fon-life that I remember with cpprobo-
tion:  One by Ashley about the lest Mon....the End of the World,,...Futility...some
such themc, I know I liked it, Another I can guote:r

Two_Star Gods fought with asxe and mace,
A spark fluw into the womb of spacc.

Spaco nurturcd it, gove it birth,
Nov:. men fight on planct oarth!

Solid,.
And tho otheri

When we've lived our bricf season

On this mod mundane mass,

And both bedy and reason

To oblivion poss,

Our improssion will linger

As the dew after dawn,

As the hole mode by finger (Warner oprinted it)
¥hen from weter withdrawn,



Rude anti-climax: There is no Tanya, I weep: I'm such a sucker for
emerald pyes,
~f j ackerman,
Jivery towers
october, 19544
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