BLTWER=RE

IR




y ’,;/
l

FROMVM THE CONTINUITIES

Sun-blazened afternoon

through cold-glum air shadowless
awareness like dreams --

that much continuity through the forces
of Sunday light with the continuities
rushing in among themselves.

The space-minded dreamers fram the stars
will haunt tonight,

haunt midnight and beyond;

it is ritual, not affliction.

In Oregon the trees loom

shadowless or shadowed,

their own faces among branches

blown from a winter wind.

In sun or shadow the decades of them
alive one way or any other

with changing faces

because they remain the same

like skeletons in the closet
grins everwidening.

—-BILLY R. WOLFENBARGER

Glenwood, Oregon
February 17th, 1985
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THE ANNOTATED BOWERS beverranes
(80enapio)
August 20th, 1985, late

| returned thls evening from the
Annual Cinclinnat! Fantasy Group
Plentc (originated as Bii1
Cavin's largesse to those CFQ
members who don't travel to
Worldcons/Nasflcs, and partake
of the CFG Sulte & Booze there;
some of us Do Both, but | at
least have the good grace to on
occasion Volce Gullt about thls
double-dipping...while doing it).
Showered.” Went up to the Gril!}
to eat...came back and finlshed
typing up Al Sirols' letter.

«sunUrsing a swollen and very sore right ring
finger; not the most Important appendage on my body,
glven my typlng technique...but still distracting.

«.-trying to declde whether to a) commence typing
up more locs, b) start putting together the rest of
the Issue-at-hand, c) more pressingly, start on my
titled-but-nothing-else~to-date Nasfic 'speech', or,
d) simply go to bed and get more than 4 or § hours
sleep...Just to prove that | can stil) do It.

Welcome to Option e).

Wherein The Author bescribes How He Attempted To
Impale A Hurtling Volleyball On The Tip OF His Finger
-=And Falled Miserably.

| didn't go to the Plcnic last year...but two
years ago | Impressed some people (and, notlcably, my=
self) with a display of my hithertofore well-hldden
athletic prowess. .,.not a world-shaking event; | am
both taller and less ovetwelght than the avarage fan.
But the mean age of the others In that partlicular
fannish ritual volleyball game was half mine, and most
of them don't smoke. (Of course 1'd spent a falr bit
of time that year engaged in the sollitary vice of
putting a silly basketball through the sllily hoop st
the end of my slily driveway...)

Two years later, and somewhat wiser (the rim Is
netless, the basketbal! somewhat deflated) In the ways
of the world, but riot as Physically Fit, nevertheless
when midsfterncon It was suggested that a volleyball
game was In order, |, of courss, returned to the Fleld
of Honor (even If at & differant park; Fannlsh License).
After all, | don't play Trivial Pursult, and my con-
versational skllls are less than lagendary. The fact
that it was 90 plus (humidity also) a mere trifle.

The fact that the Instlgators of the game were
mostly young woman, the marest of colncldences.

«v.and | stove my finger on the flrst ball over
the nat, but perseverad; and having served Its purpose
as lead-in, It Is hareby ratired to throbblng qules-
cence..,.

As the gume progressed and ! began to examine the
sum of my knowledge on heat strokes (and besldes, who
wants to Impress Caro! Forste anyways), It came my
turn to serve.

_ The first two were successful; basically since
the other side was equally as Inept as ‘my' team, all
| had to do was get the ball over the net. As | pre-
pared for my third 'go', | notlced, out of the corner
of my eye, that someone was traversing the walkway
from the swimhouse to one of the pavilions. My serve
ended up golny dead toward her...sald direction having
approx|mately as much to do with the net and our game
.v.88 ‘sequentiallty does with Bowers-wrltings.

. Naturally. N :

Everybody laughed...lt was that obvlous, and It
broke the tension of the tlghtly fought game, practiced
by teams of crack athletes (we weren't keeplng score).

Then Joe! Zakem sald, from across thes net, '--but
she's too old for you, B111.!"

{ should have known better. | always should have

"She's obvlously over
thirteen," he sald...

Almost ten years ago, when
! was In hot pursult of someone
who was half of my then age, my
then good friend Ro Nagey (one
night, after a couple of drinks)
sald to Roger Bryent: '...dld
you know that Bowers was lInto
fucking pre-pubescent giris?"

He was, of course, Belng -
Cute...but a blt of the friend-
ship died with that comment:

| was 32 ten years ago;
she was the youngest person |'ve
‘f been Involved with., Ever. ..and
'\ she was definltely pubescent.
Shtickes. History. Coping.

s+«a8nd that was as far as | got
that nlght, ten days ago. And now | am left with thls
day, and only to the bottom of thls column {probably
fortultously For All OFf Us) to finish up.

Joe! was 'Just belng cute' also, and | didn't take
It as belng maliclous or vengeful based on what Joel
knows of my life,..whereas Ro, by the nature of our
relatlonshlp at the tlime, Knew More..,.and therefore had
much more the capabllity to hurt... Now then, 'heing
cute'" with my folbles and predilections Is Certalnly
Allowable; after all, 1f | can't 'take It', t'11 have
to tske back a thlrd of what | say, corflu out half of
what | write...and retract everything | say about Naoml
In these pages... | am a Publlc Performer: by dolng
this fanzlne, by writing of the things | care about,
by engaging In Public Displays of Affection...my right
to ‘privacy’ Is less than If | dldn't Do These Things.

...but that doesn't mean that certaln subJects
aren't more senslitiva than others.

I 1ike women. A lgt. My best friends are women.

My bullding of my own self-~Image, was a slow pro-
cess. Stil! not Invinclble, where §'m at today was
accomplished with the help of a number of speclal woman.
Some of whom |'ve bean Involvad with sexually, but am
fhot any more. ‘Some of whom the possiblity has never
come up. Some of whom | have ‘hopes' for, but...

And yet, | do sometimes wonder..,

Why Is It, other than the 'first', I've naver been
Invoived with -anyone older than mysel 7 ¥hy Is It that
when, rattonalizing the fallure of my marrlage, the fact
that she was six years younger than | flgured prominently
«++and In the Intervesning cleven years, evaryone (let's
not quibble about mere months...) |'ve been Involved
with Is a decade my junlor? Usually more.

| do think about these things. | hsve a theory of
Why This ts So for every day I've been alive. | worry
about It. But not overmuch,

As | keep sayling...l Just don't “card" peopie...

Shtick? Of course.

History? | have some: El!ison-numbers, no...but
more than my wlldest adalescent fantasies.

Coping? 1 do, you know.

So. Why thla? Now?

Maybe | am Coming of Age. Maybe I'm trying to
communicate with one special person. Maybe I'm just
spacefllling. Probably a combination...and more.

The ''walting-for-Hegen' routine...

The '"older than thirteen'' across-the-net comments.

The... Well, It occurred to me that some 'blts'
play bette” in the Midwest than, possibly, elsewhare...

For the Record: While flirting with S.Y.T.'s Is a
lot of fun, | do prefer women.

After all, | never did catch that sixteen-year-old.

ATEROMYK LHEré drd tE tdd SEdEhLdénléred TALet 611

Somehow ' have the feeling John W. Campbell, Jr. never
had to write an 'edltorial’ quite |lke this. But then,
he probably never knew any of the women !'ve known...

I do know for a fact that he never played a CFG
volleyball game with Joel Zakem. And Carol Forste...
His loss... --- BLPL Bowenrs, 8/20/85

known better. ...| inqulred:



How long will you stare at a blank sheet of paper before suspecting that "Fan-
writer's Block" is your best topic? BIIA 27

In my very own history 1 have witnessed great fanwriters become disconcerted
or distressed after having been pressed for material. "Christ, now I'll have to
find something to write about!" They moaned a lot, but usually came through. It
was easier having something they wanted to write about than to go out looking for

something, though everyone would wish them well on the hunt. Sometimes I witnessed
writing which showed that they came back without bagging anything, yet even so the
writing was something you wanted te read. Nobody ever said that fanwriting was
slways going to be easy, and if they did they must have been on something.

Easy or not, there's nothing anyone can do to propecrly defile paper until
they've got something to write about. Some people find that ideas usually come
easily, some have to troll for their ideas, and others must mount major expeditions
or excrete bricka. '

Of course, fans don't sit down to write without an idea in mind, usually, but
sometimes staring at blank paper helps. At least, it does if you come up with an
.idea ‘before blood begins to bead on your forehead. If the process often gets that
- far along, you nepd a hobby more relaxing than fanwriting, like maybe weightlift-

ing or taeking notes toward a unified field theory.

Ed Cox never sweat blood in coming up with gomethipg to write about, because
he sidestepped the process altogether. He rarely started out with anything to
write about. Ed Cox writes by digreasion. Strange segues abound in his material.
He'll sometimes type something, note a typo, and then talk about the typo. That
{eads him to something else which leads him to something else which eventually

/
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leads him to complete what he is writing, which might best be described as a plece
of writing X<«yards long. 1t's great. Denny Lien has more than a bit of that in
him, as well, and there are a lot of others who have at least a touch of it. Some
fine stuff can be created in material written by digression, whether or not the
method is anything you have an oplnion on or a feel for. After all, the method
creates only structure (or, if you prefer, lack of structure), and says nothing
about the nitty gritty of content.

Columns, editorials, nattering -- are often polygraphs. Collections of short
topies. 1It's often easier to write a.polygraph than a monograph, despite requir-
ing more things to write about, because it's often harder to be readably expansive
on a single topic, 1I'll give you an example. I'm a tennis freak; a weekend
hacker and a follower of pro tennis. I take all the time and rabid enthusiasm
that otherwise sensible people waste on such sports as football and baseball, both
of which bore me into catatonia, and waste it on tennis. I have been known to de-
vote one or five paragraphs to talking about tennis, and get away with it. I
would likely not get away with devoting an entire article to the subject. At
least, not in fandom. Not even by playing up the fan-related aspects, such as
playing tennis with other fans, playing tennis during a Cinsanity Fantasy Group
. picnic (the players and the ants are the scheduled entertainment), and even play-
ing 'tennis during a convention (on Sunday morning, when most fans are either still
asleep or wishing they could commit suicide by guillotine). Well, I might get away
with it, but that and entertaining perhaps five other pecple would be the best I
could hope for. Better to sneak in a few paragraphs now and again, and hunt for
three or four other short topics to bury {t in.

Articles are monographe. Single subjects. The proposition of writing an
article gives new meaning to the expression: ‘Christ, now 1'll have to find some-
thing to write about!" :

The easiest fannish things to write are those which, in the choosing, auto-
matically provide you with your subject matter: reviews, trip or convention re-
ports, and mailing comments. You would think that with the subject so easily
provided a fanwriter could expend all creative juices on the actual writing. I
mean, the fanwriter already has a leg up. A head start. A foot in the door.

' With all this anatomy getting a free ride, you'd think this type of material

would generally turn out better than it does. Well, we've all ready excellent
reviews and trip & convention reports and mailing comments, but proportionately
we've read more good material elsewhere. Why? Because the common tendency, if .
something starts easy, is to go along for a .ree ride. How many fans.do you know. ..
who rewrite fanzine reviews or mailing comments, forinstance?

The ‘dilemma of what to write about produces some interesting psychological
machinations. There is, for example, the question of desire or need. Where do
you find one or the other directed? 1Is desire or need attached to the writing
itself, to the topic, to the faneditor you've promised something to, to the zine
you want to write for, to the general feeling of obligation that you must continue
doing this sort of thing to retain your sense of fanhood?

The commitment to write can sometimes serve to change your perspective. It
can be interesting, amusing, intriguing to enthrall yourself with the idea of
fanwriting. Once obligated, it can be challenging, frustrating, annoying, and
intrusive to actyally face the execution of your commitment. A lark can turn into
a pain-in-the-ass right before your eyes, and all it takes is an utterance along
the lines of: "Yes, 1'd love to write something for your fanzine."

The really interesting thing is that few fanwriters recall the pain of commit-
ment the next time they consider how much fun it would be to "write something" for
the next slick-talking faneditor who taps them o the shoulder. Realization comes
afterward, as evidenced by "Christ, now I'll have to find something to write about!"

And there are fans who get desperate. Not Ed Cox, who chug-a-lugs a beer,
closes his eyes, plunges a finger into the keyboard, -and begins a stream-of-con-
sciousness masterpiece of digression. Not Ted White, who makes this stuff up as
he goes along (I even remember a White article where he talks about fanzines print-
ed on the color blue). Not Eric Mayer, who might become famous someday (Yah, yes,
I knew him when"), and can then retroactively Jjustify his fannish existence as a
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vehicle for having created his autobiography on a piecemeal basis. Not Dave Lang-
ford, who Teports his and Britfandom's current events as though they all took
place in The Twilight Zone. Not Bill Bowers, who challenges his future self to
understand the nuances of what he's writing about now (and, if he does understand
it, he reprints the item). Not Bob Tucker, who knows so much about 2000 years of
fandom that the problem is not what to write about but which to write about. Cer-
tainly not Harry Warner, who wrote in volumn for a living and shatres the same
lovely problem as Bob Tucker, and who also is unable to create a thought without
getting a good article out of it. dNot Lon Atkins, who has a natural gift and can
create an enjoyable article even out of a receipe he created when faced with a
larder which contained only a spice rack and half-a-can of leftover catfood.

And a few others.

The rest of us have to sweat a little.

My own style of writing may be viewed in whatever manner you care to see it,
but the technique is best described as "shit a word". 1I have been observed to sit
for an entire hour with no relevant movement other than the addition of a comma.
Another hour might then pass with no registered movement except for the excision
of the comma, which I might put back in after an additional hour of considering
the proposition. Shit a punctuation, even. -

Of course, 1 tecall a oneshot session where I was inspired by some magic of
the moment. When my turn came along, I sat down and began typing at cruising
speed. It was all there to be said, and all I had to do was get it out. At about
86 words per minute.

Lon Atkins, who was drinking out in the living room, hollered out: "Shit-
A-Word, indeed!" 1 called backt "I have diarrheal"

1 include this little story just to maintain my quality of image with Jerry
Kaufman.

But too often we have to sweat a little, wrestling a topic from the ether.

So many of us have to cope with this situation that within fandom we have a whole
body of fanwriting created by a process known as 'elevating the trivial'. Impor-
tant topics, or at least traditional ones, such as sex, religion, politics, and
skiffy, are usually relegated to the'apas where occasionally someone will devote
a paragraph or two of mailing comment to one of them. Here in general fanzine
fandom we elevate the trivial, usually out of necessity. 1I1f we had something
important to talk about, we probably Wouldn't be here, or at least we wouldn't
sweat finding a topic to write about. It is fortunate, then, that there is much
of a trivial nature which can be elevated. Most all of {t, actuaily.

" Even 8o, it isn't easy.

How long will you stare at a blank sheet of paper before suspecting that
“Fanwriter's Block" is your best topic?
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Introduction

In 1944 Anthony Boucher wrote the two earliest science-fiction limericks. Both are about
the Galactic Patrol:

) \
,gg::xgﬁzgxiigtg;jgﬁéa, A galactic patrolman from Venus

"suaNnPc.uVuJLsnoNSHMENT Had a hyper-extensible penis.

§ INTO ix&wu{r\%é A‘AERMQT Of all forms of 1ife
(Qh] AND UOINED IN LAcY- Which he'd tak £
VI OLONUNG MER-SOUETT.. | 1o oroferred a mee to wi 4
oo PO ALL LIFTHOUT ANY prererred a mere woman, from meahness.

MANIPULATIVE. ORGANS! -~G. Legman, The Limerick, No. 358

The sex of the asterold vermin
Is exceedingly hard to determine.
The galactic patro!
Simply fucks any hole
That will possibly let all the sperm in.

"‘"Ib":du s No. 359

The identificetion of Boucher's authorship is made in G. Legman's The New Limerick,
Note on No. 2656 (pp. 680-81). -

Whatever Bouchexr's intention, these limericks suggest an unfinished survey of the
solar system: (Mercury), Venus, (the Earth), (Mars), the Asteroids, (Jupiter)... (The
only appropriate title for the second one is a title that has been used several times in
fandom: "Up Your Asteroid!”) Whether or not Boucher wrote any others about the Galactic
Patrol is not known; therefore, neither is it known whether or not he wrote any in which
galactic is really used for other than metrical reasons, in which the episode gets away
from the local star.

At any rate, the concept of the Galactic Patrol seemed too good to leave on the
shelf, The following limericks are, in gemeral, less sexual than Boucher's two, for I
get bored with repetitions of sexual material. (In my earlier days I probably would
have produce more.)

It is worth mentioning that Boucher did write three or four other science-fiction
limericks, none involving the Patrol here under consideration. 1In his period of editing
The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction, under the pseudonym of Herman W, Mudgett,
he published two which were appropriately mild for the F&SF of that period: "There was a
young man of Cape Horn" (no title, August 1851) and "The Glass of the Future” (January
1955). Boucher and his early co-editor, J. Francis McComas, once issued a correction on
a cover error as a limerick plus a couplet: "Department of Abject Apology" (FA&SF, October
1953); it is not exactly what is meant by an SR limerick, obviously. Another bawdy sci-
ence-fictional limerick by Boucher, "A young man of Novorossick” (no title), appears in
both of Legman's collections, Che Cimerick, No. 1204, and Che Kew Limerick, No. 2636,
with a note on the latter verse identifying the author. Finally, and furthest removed
from the point, Boucher published a bawdy short-short story in a 1955 fanzine which was
titled “Xhartoum: a prose limerick”; it also has nothing to do with the Galactic Patrol,
but ‘it.does indicate how much the lizcrick as a content genre meant to Boucher.

One acknowledgement should be made. Two of the fvollowing limericks--the visits to
Aquaria--were suggested by a letter from Ruth Berman about mermaids. Both Ruth and my
wife p~obably would appreciate an emphatic statement that the inspiration was purely
epistulary. And it was, :

So far as I know, Boucher's two limericks were never copyrighted, so ! assume that
my--and any other--imitations may be done freely...in homage to that many-sided man.
VAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAY J.R.C.



e Galactic rarroL
by Joe R. Christopher

A VISIT TO AQUARIA

On an extra-galactic-long hltch
A patroiman developed an [tch.
To a mermald he cried,
~ "Rol!l avar! 1'11 alidas=!!
She showed him four holes=~-what was which?

THE COLLAPSED STAR

From o Black Hola's aextreme gravity
A galactic patrolman broke free--
“Qur hero, tell now
How eascaped tt, how, howi'
Just simply, "I wipgd lt,' said he,

ey

Auey cow el

ANOTHER VISIT TO AQUARIA

A galactic patrolman who'd do It

With a mermsld had cause soon to rue |t=--
She locked In the kay
While mating. at sea:

So clamping him, dove she Into It.

: LIgR) Lratunds
THE B.E.M., THE BABE Aute

--WITHOUT THE BUM SOMEWHERE ZZAR, ZZAR AWAY
A gatactic patrolliess named Kim A Three-Limerick Sequence
Was embraced by & tenacled BEM, The Galactic Patro! thought to win
"How soft are his suckers''=-. . The devilish war with the Zzin:
As he started to fuck ‘sre--

They blested thelr star
And thelr planet named 2zare-
As |f bombs could destroy all of sin.

“His rod best be harder than them.'

The 2zInful replied of a kind:

Thay blasted the Earth from a blind,
As |f they shot ducks
With lasers deluxe--

Such & bird ts too burnt If one dined.

The moral Is truthful but grim-=
"One does t'others what they do to him."
For Natura) Law

; ; Such lessons does drew--
Aeeer/ pomy mm Or it would, If a reader would skim.
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BETELGEUSE BLUES

An sttractive young beetle of Betelgeuse
Hed an orifice filled high with fetal Julce
By galactic patrolman,
Sald she, ''Sure as my soul, man,
I'm an egg-laying mama from Betelgeuss."

WHILING AWAY TIME
ON THE TRIP TO SIRIUS

A galectlc patrolman from Pluto

Sald, "My level of thought's reached a platesu:
So I'M read Aristotie
On long trips with a botgle--

A symposium worked well for Plato."

IN THE MANNER OF EDWARD LEAR

The galactic patroimen were young
And notably handsomely hung;

But when they got older,

Thelr pessloria grew coldar-- 1
They ratlired from the work of tha young.

BOYS WILL BE BOYS

Since sexnual aggression and violence-~
Thet 1s, raplng and kiVling with high lance--
Are Interrelated

It seemed to be fated Qw M’}'
The gelactic patrol would keep sllenca.

THE PROBLEM WITH UNFALLEN WOMEN:
A Hyperlimerick with a Hyperrhyme
i - While visliting Perelandra,
S S lommenen tetis] . . A galactic patrolman met Sandras.
IR it "Hay, girite, lat's screw
{ For the next hour or two-='
k ) She rejectad his offer with candour:

T L , "Hey, boy, let's pray
Se(Ed

e For the rest of today,
o) M& For your problem's of will, not glandular."




THE GALACTIC PATROL'S
ADVENTURES ON WONDERLAND:
Five Episodes

1.

The Beginning

Thundering down from the sky,

The Gatsctic Patrolahip drew nigh:
it landed and, then,
Dlsgorged of lts men--

A walstcoated Rabbit ran by.

11.

11,

iv.

A Wond in Time

A Galactic Patrolless named Alice
Sald, '"Sir Caterpillar, be uncallous--
| love-~-what d'you call--
Your hookah! that's all!t
(Al1 limerick readers thought ''phallus'.}

In the Duchess's Kitchen

Sald the Cheshire Cat with a grin,
"It's madness for you to come in--
The Galactlc Patrol
Can control fumarole,
But pepper gets under your skin."

The Neven-Ending Meal

A Galactic Patrolman drank tea
And conversed with the Dormouse, on dit,
0f much of a muchnass,
0f :such of & suchness
0f a sky-bound tea~tray's apogee.
S e e, 4
In the Midst of Croquet
The Queen shrieked, "'0ff with his head!‘~--
The Axeman then chopped the man dead--
" The Galactlc Patrol

Was shocked to Its soul,
For its Captaln It was that there bled.

- - - L d - & * * L - L d - - L * - 1561

HYPERSPACING THROUGH HEAVEN:
A Three-Limerick Sequence

The galactic patrolship went hyper:
Outalde of (ts portholes, sans wiper,
Were angels bestrown,
Great God ot Hls throne,
And harplists galore--with one plper.

When traveling faster than |ight,
The galactlic patrol saw one sight:
Wherevar it jumped,
One secret was dumped--
God has a long beard whlch Is white.

Convantlonal! bellevers were plaased,
Non-Chrisglans were angered or teased--
The galectic patrol
Took pix through porthale
Of God as hypotheselzed.

ftens M+ RREET

A TRADITIONAL DISCOVERY
{(in a different tradition):

A Hyperlimerick

With a tachyon drive In lts back,

A galactic patroiship went whaok!
It leapt scross space
In & rece bayond pace,

And all light was then lost In lts track:
But somahow a glimmer
0f heavenly shimmer

Revealed for them God through a crack;
The crewmsn, smazed,
Just gazed and just gazed,

For the rest of thelr thwack! In that hack.
''0 galactlic patrol,
What saw through porthole?'!

Sald one, “To begin with, She's black."

.
U (Blec . paN s

EPILOGHUE : For a Kumbus melody

A galactic patrolman named 8111
Wrote limerlicks shaped by hls skiil,
On voyages that thrill us,

He wrote them for Phyllls-~
To sing to & Martlan quadrille.
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GET LOST, KAle/

150U IS
GatTH WOMAN

FIRST/

NO TIME LIKE THE FUTURE
by Jodie Frutt

"GO OUT AND LOOK AT THE TWINS, JODIE!' Avenelle said. I was at the post office where I
walk nearly every day, chatting with our postmaster. The woman in the car that had just
pulled up was holding two blue bundles, one in each arm. Jennifer and Ashley, three
weeks old. I marvelled at their smallness and alikeness, gave some attention to their
4-ypar-old big brother in the back seat, then asked if they were identical.

"We don't know," she said. , :

"Don't know? How come?'! She said that Louise, the doctor who's been delivering
babies in our county for over forty years, said they'd have to make some blood tests to
find dyt. .Oh. Tk : :

Back in the post office, 1 asked Avenelle why the hell don't they know if the twins
are identical.: Tiere'whs either one or two placentas, right? 1Isn't that how it works?
The. 'babies were born in the hospital and you'd think.somebody would have kept track of
whether a pair of twins was fraternal or identical, G '

We couldn't figure it out.

A few days later I saw Louise and Suzie, her nurse, at a party.
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"Suzie, I want to know something about the twins that were born to the folks in
Haldeman. Why don't they know if they're identical?"

Suzie said that she and Louise weren't there at the time and when she looked at the
chart, it was blank on the subject. The blood tests, she said, were pretty expensive
and these people don't have the money to pay for them..

Back at the post office, Avie had found out that Louise hadn't delivered the babies,
a midwife had. Maggie the Midwife. These twins were not expected; there had been no
reason for an ultrasound since the pregnancy was normal. However, it doesn't matter w/io
was in the delivery room, obstetrician, midwife or GP; she should have had the presence
of mind to check the afterbirth. Especially in a modern hospital, especially today when
our soclety is so preoccupied with genetics, statistics, and biochemistry.

We're still puzzling over that. How many years before we know by looking whether
those little girls are identical or fraternal?

oono

I'VE BEBEN ON JURY DUTY since the first of the year.

I've been to the courthouse three times. The first day the juries were chosen.
They needed a panel for the grand jury, two for district court and one for the circuit
court from the 225 people called. All our names were put into a cigar box, then drawn,
one by one. Mine was one of the last eight names out of the box and the judge said we'd
be called only if there was a murder trial or some other biggie that might be difficult
to empanel, or if a lot of jurors were on vacation at the same time.

The second time I had received a letter telling me to report. When I got there the
trial had been postponed. Sure enough, it was a murder. A fellow had killed a seven-
year-old girl when he was fifteen, but was tried as an adult. A higher court had ruled
a mistrial because he was still a juvenile at the time.

Maybe they are going to try him as a juvenile, now that he is twenty-one. I don't
know. At any rate his home county had balked at paying for the psychiatric tests and
evaluations he'd had; the bills amounted to two or three thousand dollars. The trial
was postponed while they argue that one out.

The third and last time I reported for duty, the trial involved a man who had been
accused of sodomy with a ten-year-old. His stepson. Once again, my name wasn't pulled
from the cigar box and I didn't have to serve.

Several people I know were on the.jury, including one woman who is in her late
sixties and a spinster. Mae works as a clerk in a store owned by friends of ours. Mae
is somewhat... trying to her co-workers, and as many times as 1've been in and out of
that store over the years, she has yet to remember my name. "That woman was in here
looking for you, Ann,"

1 really question whether Mae knows what sodomy is. 1 fantasized somebody--the
judge, one of the attorneys or perhaps a fellow juror--explaining it to her, and Mae's
reaction. I couldn't decide whether she'd have a shocked or blank look on her face.

The other day I was in Roses out at the shopping center during their grand reopen-
ing. 1 was watching somebody dressed as a Care Bear either scare or thrill little
children--and there was Mae.

'"How did that trial come out, Mae? I've been out of town and haven't seen the
paper."

Well, it was a hung jury. It seems that the kid is fourteen years old now and says
he lied when he was ten. Some of the jurors believed him and some didn't.

’ Now I think I've got this part right. Mae is a little vague sometimes. (Make that
usually.) The child has been living with his father, and his mother and step-father are
now separated or divorced. When the trial was over, the mother came into the court room
and cut a shine (Mae's words). She said she wanted to see her son, who has been living
with his father (Are you following all this?), and when the judge said she'd have to get
a lawyer, she looked at her ex-husband (the most current one as I understand it) and
said, "I should have killed you when I had the chance!" And she went out and slammed
the door,

The judge told the deputies to bring her back, at which time he charged her with
contempt of court and sentenced her to ten days. She cut another shine and he gave her
thirty days.
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By'fhe time the case comes to trial mom will be an ex-con, and the kid witl probably
be twenty-one and won't remember a thing. o

I couldn't bring myself to ask Mae if she knew what sodomy is, but she told me she
thought he was guilty,

gon

WE'VE ALWAYS CALLED THE HOUSE at the foot of our hill the tesserac house. It's a small,
frame house that seems to have so many people living in it. (Our daughter, Scotty,
wrote a story for an English assignment when she was in high school that involved her
going into this house and every time she rounded a corner or went into a room, there

was another room--and another and another! It was indeed a tesserac house and every-
body in it wore name tags.) The only thing constant about the place is its principal
owners, Roy and--1 don't know his wife's name. :

_ One time when you go by the clothesline is full of diapers, The next time teen-age
size jeans line it. Still again, it is loaded with toddlers' clothes. Children of all.
ages are there at all different times. Same with the vehicles: pickups, wagons, cars--
always four or five of each and always different,

’ Roy calls me Young Lady, and we pass the time of day when I'm on my walk: "You're
gonna' get rained on. / It's gonna' be another hot one. / Cooled off some, didn't it?"
Roy may well be younger than I. He's one of these wiry, weathered country men who could
be anywhere between 35 and 55 years of age. Roy doesn't work: he's got a '“bad back" and
draws a veteran's pension. He tends a garden, his animals and, from time to time, his
grandchildren.

The animals! Did I mention the animals? It's a regular McDonald's farm down there.
The livestock population is as varied as the human and vehicle. At various times I've
seen horses, turkeys, pigs, guinea fowl, cows, ducks, chickens, a goat, and of course, a
constant turnover of dogs and cats. This is not a large piece of property. The house
with the the garden to its right covers about an acre, and another 1)5 acre or so of
field is to the left. A small barn sits behind the house and the property ends just
beyond the barn where it backs up to a hill. (Most' all property in this part of Kentucky
backs up to a hill,) Every now and then a kid or a dog will decide to chase a pig or
one of the fine feathered friends and you can hear the noise all over our hill.

As 1 walked by the other night I noticed a cow--a plain, ordinary brown cow--stand-
ing in the field. Beside her,a horse. Now this is no Kentucky thoroughbred; it's the
kind you find on farms in the country. A work and riding horse. 1've seen this horse
pulling a hand plow in the garden and I've Seen Roy riding it on the road. (A lot of my
neighbors ride horses and I have to be constantly on the lookout as I walk my three
miles to avoid getting horseshit on my tennies.) It has brown and white markings, not
too unusual for this type of horse.

Right beside the cow and horse--and this is what made me stop and stare--was a
baby. Well, I call it a baby because I didn't know whether it was a calf or a foal. It
had the exact markings of the horse, but sure did look like a calf. And there they
were, the three of them together. Now anybody who lives in Kentucky should know a
horse when she sees one, and I do, I do! Let me tell you, though, it sure was dis-
concerting looking at that trio! I finally decided it was a calf because it had a long
skinny tale instead of a hairy one. The brown cow, the brown and white horse, and the
brown and white calf. ‘

: * I'11 tell you what: it was the strangest family I ever saw, and we won't know for -
sure until that calf/fodl grows up.

_And'that's the news from Eastern Kentucky.... :
CoooOooODOODOQUOOUOOOOOOOOORODDODO oJodie Offutt / August, 1985




August 4th, 1985 ~- a date that will mean little to
you when you encounter it somewhere in the depths of
Outworlds 46 -~ but for mae, stranded here in the
present vg. your past, it ta a Sunday afternoon: The
remaining copies of OW 44/45 are enveloped, etamped
and ready to matl, Spacacon 4 Rivercon have come and
went...and I have preciaaly three weeke in which to
write a ‘epeech' (easy for you to sayl), Go Home for
a family reunion, keep at the job I 'quit' four times
in the opace of a week, Live Life in my copiua free
time and, oh yec...'do' thie fansina in such a manner
that I don't end up collating it on the flight to
Austin, So let's gee how good I really am, in thias
my 143rd 'publication’'...which also serves as the
2Mth Anniversary Bowerseine. ..

.o.when I left you last, a little over two weeks ago,
I aomohow forgat to mentiom, before I fell off the
bottom of Page 1550, that Jeanne's letter did ot
wrap up all thoae on file... But, aomehow, you knew
that, didn't you...? Contimuing them, re: OW43—-

JOERD mRISmR CEBEREF o0 et B AR EBANDOID 0Tt BRNE

The reprint of Outworlds ! was
tntrlgulng; Just think, with the 20th Annish we can
expect all of Oulivorlds I, and | cannot Imagine what
will happen with the 25th Annish-=-perhaps you witl
praduce hbound sets of all Issues until that time. (Or
perhaps you will just produce those missing 40 pp. of
letters, perhaps double-numbered so they flt both
1061-1100 snd whatever total you're up to by then.)
Ah, the possibilitias of your Inventlveness are
endless.

Brad Foster's alphabet (or OWphabet) was de-
tightful. What it needed was some sort of nonsense
alphabet of rhymes (11ke those Edward Lear did) to go
with tt. Coutd one coltect enough sclence~fictionat
beastles to complete an alphsbet?

i 48 fotr Hurkle, a happy beast . .

Or perhaps someone could write a sertes of verses
on the major flgures In the Fleld of §F:

C is for Camphell, whose Golden Age . . .

Or maybe even, as might beflt Outworfds' tra~
dition even more, an aiphabet based on fannish terms:

' S is for Slan, as fen all wish . . .

() seem to be producing nothlng but tetrameter
Itnes: | think that was what Lear used.)

Your comment about convinclng Lowndes to continue
his column suggests this lssue bs not a momentary shift
to the Publlic Bowers but that you're golng to continue
O¥ In that mode for a while. Or maybe half and half
issues? At any rate, | empect we're In for some
Interesting rollercoaster rldes.

By the way, my 3on phoned from his college up In
lowg ahout a week ago. Besldes the usual complexitles
of college 1ife, he also sald that he was planntng to
move of f-campus into a Sci«Fl House next year. | had
vislons of Sian Shacks replacing dorms. But It turned
out that he meant Sct-Phi: a rented house with sclence
and philosophy majors. t*sigh* Ah wall, he doesn't
read much SF anyway. (3/15/86)

«oowell, Joe, you have your children to provide life's
rollercoaster rides,..and I have my fanaine to depict
mine tn. I wonder which of us ie getting off cheapest?

elce

\©
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I'm at! for your reprinting all the past
lssues of OW In your forthcoming publicatlons; of
course, you'l! probably require that we loc all the
Issues on their second, appearance; but what prlce a
complete run, eh? (Serlously, | see your 1lstomania
was stlll Intact; but how many First-volume Bowers
indices are generally avallable, right?)

More comments on ''Mystery Women'', | see. | still
think you handled those entries well: as | read your
Intent, the subject's ldentity should have been obvlous
to anyone who already knew, and !rrelevant to the rest
of us. (Those snoops.)

My, don't you think Benford and Coleman would be
Interested to see the changes that have taken place In
SF In medls stnce 1975.....

More people talking about thelr kids. | seem to
get along okay with children, as long as they're some-
body else's (e.g., as lohg as It's for an endurable
length of time; and | can always say, “Lady, come get
your kid, he's starting to be a nufsance..."). |
suppose belng a parent lsn't something | have to worty
about In the foreseecable future...the trouble Is, the
foreseeable future Is gone real quick...

Is Cincinnatl any ctoser to Texas than the Napa
Valley? Hmmm... (You could ask one of the Mystery
Women: ) '

Oh, quite Interested to see you were Involved In
N'APA and the N3F pubs for a while; | haven't been In
N'APA for qulite a while, but | stil! send checks to
Lola Andrew and get thelr other publlicatlons, which
have seen some chenges recently, but probably haven't
changed substantially since your Interregnum...

Love that Brad Foster. Tog bad most of the Hugo
voters won't have seen his work. (A}l best wishes to
Alexls Gll1tland, but don't artlsts who are seen in
SFReviews and the prozines have a recognizeblllty
edge?) (No, actually, all my best wishes go to Brad,
8gain.) Good pleces by Al, Rallroad, and Doc Lowndes,
long may he resume. {rec'd 6/16/85)

«vcactually, you vould. Ask one of the Mystemy Women
that queetion, that {s. The Other One could probably
care lese, but then she's coming from a totally
different direction: from Her I received a birthday
card postmarked Cita del Vaticano), the cover of which
agks me "Remember all of the aggravation I caused you?"
«..and the inaide informe me, "I'm almost done.” Oh,
yss, I Believe. Have I any chotce...? % Actually, even
thb recant mentiona of 'myetery women' has been more-
or-less restricted to Two...two othere showed up at
Rivercon, last weekend. Or was that three...? I'm
beginning to get confused, myeelf. Perhaps it's time
to check the List? No...nmo, can't do that (8ié 4ot
AP Ldd PREA S¢PiNg). .. 9 Okay, emough of that: Yee,
I'm Having fun, and yee, all-<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>