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LISTmanmnia =
\ the 12991 Spreadsheet

Those who know me at all...know that among my other predilections (®indexing®

\ ;;3‘52 .y publicationsj keeping track of to whom issues are sent; Founding Meaber of
= ifi':’ _- \ The Editorial P;licy of the Honth Club; spending tile_talging about whea an
\\ - ‘;i‘lgs :1ssueS:::leE§5;og:;; }:a:yc:::gr?:sapplled to just doing it...)--1 keep Lists.
\ - v ‘!_,,-" \  Sose I publish. For sy MeROTiES....
\ v - ' This particular Series began in an 1984 issue of OUTHORLDS [#39]1, as a
\ B
‘ e Subsequent

silgle listing of the uncut movies/files I had seen froa 1982 on.
*LISTeania’s® [OWA3; OWSS; OW601 were also limited to movies/films...and I
understand (& have "explained” often enough) that sarticular fetish. The ex-
pansion this time has not so much to do with expanding horizons, but simply an
accusulation of other things to keep track of in one place. .

The forsat, this tise, will likely not be repeated: it is fun, but sisply
takes up too much space.

As always, this is presented without rationalization, justification, or
value judgesent. These are silplz sose of the influences on ay life, and are
spun-out not necessarily because they are the eost important--but because they
are the most easilY quantifiable., Li{LARA thé JEAEEELIE

[In a text-only version I ran in an apazine, the following 1991 "Totals"
surtaced: Conventions Attended: 7 * Fanzines Published: 9 [184 pages totall
~ Books/Novels Read: 48 ™ Filas/Movies Viewed: 33. Connoisseurs of this
Series-to-date will be asused by that last total...which could be sub-titled
silplg The Absence of Cable!l

o0 get your readin qlasses out and amuse yourself browsing through these
bits of Iz meaories...while you feel infinitely superior...!

...0kay, Willias. You may "cosaent® now.

OUT OF SEQUENCE, OUT OF TIME--here it
is the 18th October (4 days to Ditto)
=- and what we have here is the first
"official® 1992 issue of OUTHORLDS!
I"1]1 explain that to you, someday....
In the meantine, even though it
took over six months to *do®, and
grew to twice the "length *projected
1t has turned out to be an 1ssue tha
I’s particularly pleased with.
Let me know what you think....
.. [And not only because it’'s alg
list "pruning® tise again....]
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CHRIS SHERMAN

Noe Quartetar

- Wednesday, September 25, 1991. The Boundary
Waters éanue Area, Northeastern Minnesota.

walked to Canada this morning.
e It was a glorious northern autumn morning,

crisp and windz, low scudding clouds acting as a
giant rheostat for the sun. The light was steeply
angled, full of character, constantly shifting, cons-
tantly changing moods. Psychedelic orange moosemaple
leaves seemed to dance with golden aspen and poplars on
a background of wine dark sumac, stretching away for
miles under a copse of virgin white pine.

The dogs were digging it. So was I.

At sunrise I had helped Helen (84 years old, going
on 19) with her boat so she could go fish for trout in
her cherished "spawning beds".

"The hummingbirds left today, you know," she spit
out in her thick German accent. "Really?" 1 replied,
yanking the starting rope of the small outboard engine.
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CHRIS SHERMAN:
[Spring Equinox 19921

It was great seeing you at Corflu.
We’re definitely going to have to get
together more than once every seven-
year. Wiéd did vou gdy Divid vdd/
dddid? For me it was an OBTRORLDS

con.

Strongfelt your frustration at
Corflu, re the lack of loc, so I left
the City of Angels deterained to fill
some of the void. So: DHTHORLDS 62 is
one of the most phenomenal fanzines
I’ve ever received. In it you
achieved everything your phantasy
about the ideal prozine espoused
{including the financials! HY re-
action, quite simply, was similar to
what I felt after being reased by
DHALGREN. With this unqualified cos-
parison, you sight well imagine that
I’ still struggling to cosaunicate.

In an effort to overcose this
affliction, I succeed nnlz in waf-
fling. Nord processing software makes
dithering and lame excuses easy. With
WordPerfect, I can return to the au-
tistic bliss of grade school, and
atone for my transgression b{ writing
one-hundred times on an electronic
blackboard: I liked Outmorlds and ]
will loc Bill Bowers. 1 liked Dut-
worlds and I will loc Bill Bowers. I
liked Outworlds and I will loc Bill
Bomers, I liked Outworlds ard 1 will
loc Bill Bowers. I liked Outworlds
and 1 will loc Bill Bowers. I liked
Qutmorlds and 1 will loc Bill Bowers.
1 lited Outworlds and I will loc Bill
Bowers.... (to spare the rainforests,
I’s esbracing President Bush’s plea
to minimize regulaturx restrictions.
Thus: seven equals 100. Election year
arithaetic at work. I’m certain
you’ll understand and approve.)

God, can you imagine if we had
such tools when we were younger? The
above paragraph took all of ten sec-
onds. APA-50 would have had mailings
of thousands of pages, rather than
the hundreds we regularly puked
out.... PC’s in the 70’s might have
raised gutspilling to a national art-
fors, supplanting investaent banking.
Now in the 90°s we would be reading
about the unwinding of these ex-
cesses. Arbitragers aight be doing
reverse-leveraged buyouts of emotion-
ally bankrupt tans, and the govern-
sent might be raising the withholding
rate on passion. The ire of duped

ensioners might be focused on junk
anzines. Fan confidence, as meas-
ured by broad-based polling. might be
5craping along at depths not seen
since the rationing of ink and paper
durlnz the 6reat Depression.
hew! Narrow escape.

"Dah. You always know when they leave because they
don’t dive down on the chipmunks anymore who steal
their nec-tar. Today only the bees and sqvirells are at
the fee-der. The hummingbirds have gone home for the
vinter." She paused for a moment. Like I will do in
tree days. And I hope so much that God will let me see
you a?axn when next summer ist here."”

laughed and mumbled something vaﬁuely reassur-
ing. I told Helen I thought she was a hummingbird in
disguise. This delighted her. "Oh, I bet you kill de
girls. In Germany before the vaar we called young men
like you wolves. But secretly, we were trilled when we
were courted by wolves. Dey made you feel so... sO
alive." She gave me her most alluring smile, eyes
smeared with mascara, saliva pooled at the corners of
her mouth. I looked away and laughed again, then bid
her good luck as she sped away from the dock, down the
lake in search of her prey. _

Now I walked with the dogs along the thinly trav-
elled Border Route Trail. 1 had been absorbed in
thought for the past several miles, automatically 1ook-
in or photographs but finding very little to shoot.
After 20 years of photographic experience in the north
woods, I had ?rown to accept that midday photography
here was nearly impossible. Although tne light was
stunning, the contrast range was either so stark or so
flat that film just couldn’t capture the desired memory
of the actual scene. )

Breasting a small rise, I started downhill into a
low marshy area. Something... alerted me to drop my
reverie and pay more attention. This was prime moose
area. Not bear -- the black bears were al hid1ng,
frightened by the periodic shooting of grouse hunters.
The usually sociable ursans seemed to understand this
early warning that their season was next. No bears
here. The bog was classic moose territory.

I’ve long wanted to photograph moose. The only
times I’ve ever come close enough were in winter,
fighting for control in a skidd1ng car on an icy road,
barely averting catastrophe. On those occasions I was
so preoccupied with not hitting the moose, or with the
moose not charging the car, that taking a.ghotogrgph
was pretty far down the hierarchy of possible actions.

Today no moose were visible. Still, the feeling
of being observed persisted. .

The dogs yelped and exploded past me, one on ei-
ther side, nearly knockinﬁ me over in their wild enthu-
siasm. TheY raced into the woods, glaying their futile

Y

but endless amusing gamei trying to catch a red
o

squirrel., I drifted back mental wandering, letting
my legs carry me over the ancient portage trail I had
walked countless times before.

] Emerging from the woods, the full force of the
wind racing across Rose Lake bit sharply through layers
of clothing. Here at the southeast end of the lake
whitecaps were two feet high. I felt glad not to be on
the lake. The waves were reaking at just about the
length of a canoe, by far the most dangerous condition
for a voyageur. Swamp Your canoe in this weather and
life would depart quick Y'

I performed my small ritual of crossing the shal-
low stream into Canada, made the dogs drink, then
started back down the {rail, looking forward to the hot
Wwild rice soup Mom promised would be waiting on our
return.

Al most immediatel¥ the feeling of being watched
began anew. The dogs felt it too -- they were hanging
verl close by. Senses heightened, camera ready, I
walked a few hundred yards farther, then stopped dead.
On the path in front of me was fresh scat, steaming in
the cold air. I looked closell and saw three sets of
paw prints on the trail where there should have been
only two. Though Tess and Terra are big dogs, one set
of prints was notlceabll larger than the other two.

We were being stalked.
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Canis lupus is one of the few animals living in . . .
the north woods I1’ve never seen. I’ve heard the gray .1 really liked Willian’s writ-
wolves many times, most often in the winter when ghe ing. It read much better in DUTWORLDS
blanket of the forest canopy has fallen away. This is than APA-50. Encourage the boy to

the time when echoes of the howling wolf bear an eerie continue, especially his writings
resemblance to the cry of the loon that carries so about early childhood and family.
effortlessly across summer lakes. Several times I’ve It’s excelient stuff--the best he’s
heard the howling after I had skied miles away from any | ever done.
human habitation. Yet I never felt fear. Contrary to Even so, if Wa’s piquant bleating
gopular belief, wolves rarelz attack humans. They can laughter hadn’t rung through the
e quite bold. however, in attacking domesticated ani- halls at Corflu I would be convinced
mals. Like sheep or cows. Or dogs. that he never sailes any sore. Or,
Scat in the middle of the trail was a conspicuous jud%ing fros his tone-ot-loc, Larry
statement. It was clear we had inadvertently strayed either.
into the wolf’s territory. Our best move would be to I’n surprised by their serious-
leave as quickly as possible, showing no fear. My mind | ness. The strongest affecting force
raced to anticipate our tactical options. With most fandom has to offer is tolerance.
canine species, dominance is highly respected. As a ihere else but OUTHORLDS would you
diehard runner. I’ve learned the best way to avert at- find a holebol froa Appalachia now
tacks by hostile dogs is to shout commands and assume living as a chic San Franciscan,

an aggressive posture toward the oncoming animal. Dogs | railing against the apparent materi-
respect that, and usually back down. I had no idea how alisa of an existentially nauseated

this strategy would work with a wolf. Lacking other third-generation Scandinavian, both
weapons, resolute confrontation seemed to be our only being scathingly critiqued by an In-
alternative. tellectual from the infamous Chicago
As we came into the moose bog again, Tess barked Schnol‘ all arpearin together as a
and shot into the forest before I could grab her. Com- | "these’ in a labor of love from an
pletely out of character, Terra whined and frantically ex-pilitary toy engineer producing
circled around me, unwilling to follow. I shouted anazing lit-sure as he relentlessiy
"Tess! Get back here, damn”it!" Tess is part wolf her— | follows an inner mission to achieve
self, and can be maddeningly independent, usuallcv\' at higher meaning?
critical times like these. What would happen? Would Ws is delighted that Sheryl re-
she be attacked? Would she "go wild"? In helpless aeabers STARFIRE better than ANTITHE-
frustration I tried to calm Terra so I could hear what SIS. Hey, Ha: me too. You're right:
was happening in the wood. STARFIRE was better than AKT. You do
g v TR S PRI T e goud shit, as evidenced by the Good
) el dats SR PEMER LS | linekeeping seal of approval Father
. E 2illia| b%:;toued on ym‘:‘. Let_ltfgo,
Sredo it & omt T am WOLF riend. There’s enough room in fan-
. % s I : doas, let alone the rest of the world,
i SRR Coalin ¥ for both of us to express ourselves
Ta &7 9 Al - without worrying about whether we are
&= ¢ e *better®, "sore correct®, or in
o G S A & Larry’s inisitable words, "annoying®
oo 2 to others. Just keep dolng your own
@8, | L # stuff, mang. Trash the worry -- it’s
B e o ale useless and will wear you away faster
T a& e than masturbating. (Aside: Great

layering effect of your letter by

%—%—— = .‘: 4 &
e ‘the editor® on p. 2091.)

5 e
8”58 10 75 in.
b

H

i
ai
2>

[
e night four of us, including our year-ol
co'a gravel bar of the Porcupine River, in
lii‘v'ms clear September weather, and we s
19pen without tent. At dawn we were owak

i@ river. Soon we realized that we were b
i¥glves, one upstream, the other below our
other, raised its muzzle and howled
Z@buding on their home ground. At any ra
P autumn morning, comfortable in ol
ABfened to this song of the Arctic wildernes:
[ e wolf song is a long monotone, lacki
imolo of the coyote. It is very similar
Aliskan malamute and other deep-cheste|
IﬁFor further contemplation of the proba
ROl how! and its ceremanial actions, 1 wo
f&-mt monogroph The Wolves of Mount
1 Murie.
J&The tracks figured here are those of the
Tbe front foot is larger than the hind foot o
Will measure 4 to 5 inches long (without th
iSlinches wide, depending on the speed, a:
. - AThe front tocs tend to spread much more: tl
Fig. 45.  Gray walf 1racks and drappings i}hd tracks measured were 3% to 4% int
i sinches wide. In snaw the tracks tend to bn
:. ;'::thnf;m':ud (Alaska). d FSQI"" gallop !gfén( track reaching 5% inches in lengt
c. lrregulor run e b (Ibeasured was one in wet sand, on the Vo
AWhich with Loes widely spread measured =)

1. Droppings (northern Minn.)
92
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So now ;ou begin to see the in-

fluence O 62 has had on me. And to
think: I even brushed off your wise
ugrnin? about Jeanne Bowsan’s infec-
tious faugh. Thinks I R infected:
wordwise, anyway. It was a delight to
becose reacquainted with the senior
OUTRORLDS columnist at Corflu. No way
an I going to try to match Skel via
pastiche, though. She wears her dig-
nity too well for that.

Well, enough. This is supposed
to be a seriousloc. So let’s aove
on to serious commentary.

Ted White’s letter convinces ae
that the gradual heat death of the
Universe is iuickening. Since you
didn’t wait tive or ten years to pub-
lish his response to ay years-old
loc, 1 feel an urgency to respond to
his now. Especia l‘ since mental
entropy is definitely accelerating.

Yes, Ted, the cover I saw was on
a fanzine given me by Car) Jacobi.
Carl was good friends with both Clif¢
Simak {Minneapolis Star) and Don
Kandrei (St. Paul Pieaeer), so the
connection with newspapers is proba-
bly valid. You see! Even in my naive
¥outh I knew Ted was wiser than I.

hanks to the Bowerseditorialvagaries
it’s taken all this time to have that
fact Broven.

ow we can all sleep more
soundly.

Silence.
yelping. 1

Onlz the wavelike sussuration of the wind, moving
calm16ht rgggh the tops of the beautiful autumn trees.
s shit.

"Tess!" The wind swallowed the echo. No reply.

Directly behind me, in a startling explosion of
sound, something crashed through the brush and raced
out onto the trail. Adrenaline surged as I twisted
around to face the attacker, automatically lowering
myself into an impact-absorbing crouch....

Tess. Alone. A decaying birch log in her mouth,
tail provocatively wagging, wanting to play fetch.

Still uneasr, I turned in a siow circle -- and
there. behind a large rock, I thought I caught the
bright flash of incredibly green eyes, laughing at
me....

I raised my camera, aiming it precisely, like a
rifle. As the scene shot into focus I saw nothing but
the large rock, and next to it a dwarf alder, its shiny
green leaves reflecting highlights of the sun as the
wind made the tree shudder.

Disappointed, 1 took the photograph anyway. E
day, I’11 show it to a citz dweller who’s never been in
the woods. With a straight face I°’11 explain that the
photo is an accurate representation of a gray wolf in
1ts natural habitat. ]
Then, remembering Helen, 1’11 wait for a reaction.

No branches cracking, no barking or

Some-

Sunday, September 1, 1991. S&t. Peter’s
Basilica, Vatican City.

hen I was a kid growing up in Boulder, the

reatest thrill in the world came from riding
3 tae roller coaster at Elich Gardens in Denver.
Almost nothing in my experience compares to those early
rushes of adrenaline, but I think I°ve finally found an
even more exciting sensation: riding in a Roman taxi.

Romans are perhaps the most aware and skilled
drivers I’ve ever seen. On a street painted with three
lanes, five or six lines of traffic will spontaneously
torm, merge, then recombine, constantly transforming.
Daredevils on mopeds pay no attention at all to direc-
tion or velocity, miraculously ricocheting from via to
via, somehow escaging mortal 1njury. Unable to help ‘
myself, I’ve burst out laughing every time I’ve been in
a8 taxi here. Even the more reserved of my companions,
the South Africans and the Finns, join in on what al-
ways seems to end in near-hysterical whoops of glee.
With this kind of native training, I can understand now
why Italians make good racecar drivers. I don’t even
mind when the drivers invariably ask for a few thousand
lire more than the fare.

_Here at the Vatican, the giddy euphoria of ca-
reening down the hill from our hotel and feeling lucky
to have survived has softened some of the somber edge
of this awesome place.

My mood quickly changed when the mafioso-like soul
in the expensive suit and sunglasses refused to allow
me into the cathedral. A bouncer at St. Peter’s' My
Southern Californian instincts had ill-served me here
in the 90 degree Mediterranean heat. I intended no
disrespect, but these people took my short pants as a
tlear and unforgivable sign of such.

No admittance.

What really frosts me is that to bypass this sanc-
tion, not thirty feet awax a couple dozen tourists, men
and women, are stripping to underwear and exchanging
clothes. The logic escapes me: short pants are aboo,
but disrobing in public is OK. Well, as they say, #Hhen
In Rome....

While the others visit Michelangelo’s inner sanc-
tum, I wander around the plaza. 1It’s quite a bit
larger and more impressive than photos or television
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images suggest. I stand still for a moment where I
imagine the media booths are positioned in Tom Clancy’s
THE SUM OF ALL FEARS, which bZ happy coincidence is the
novel I chose to read during the trans-Atlantic flight.
An old woman furiously working her rosary sees me, and
probably suspicious of my meditative stance starts
shouting "Signore! Longa pantsa! R95ﬁecto! Signore!
Signore!" I smile and nod at her, which just seems to
increase the fervor of her imprecations. "One of the
Swiss Mercenary guards dressed like a court jester
glances impassively at me, decides I’m harmless, then
studiously ignores me. Two young Australian women
seeing me ta‘ing photographs. ask me to take a pic{ure
of them in front of the mobile home that serves as the
Vatican Post Office. A good ol’ boy from Texas ambles
by and tells me the drinking fountains in the plaza are

"running with goddamned holy water -- can vou even
believe that?"
The city founded by Romulus and Remus is full of

aradox. All week I’ve been engaged in an involuntary
attle with a shepherd. In the middle of this expansive
city he tends his tinz flock of sheep. He herds them
along a busy street that sports fast cars with loud
engines, squealing brakes and freguently blaring horns.
Yet every time I’ve quietly run by, the sheep panic and
bolt, provoking screams of outrage and waved fists.

The first time it happened the idea of sheep in the
middle of the city surprised me so much I didn’t know
how to react. With each new day, I’ve tried a differ-
ent scheme to avoid the flock. ﬁothing seems to work.
The shepherd seems to consider me an urban wolf. look-
ing for an easy meal. Maybe tomorrow I’11 snari and
snap my jaws at him as I lope by.

Back at the hotel. after a full day of walking
through the ancient city, after another incredible
dinner at an outdoor fiazza with a spectacular view of
the citK stretched below, we sat in the bar talking
about the day. I was feeling warmly reflective. he
ruins of the Forum had deeply impressed me, holding as
they do_such monumental testament to Western civiliza-
tion. The Colosseum was mind-blowing. I had assumed
it was built on the smaller scale of most historical
monuments I had seen. No way. Comparable to a profes-
sional sports arena in any modern city, the Colosseum

is huge. As I walked around it, I passed one arched
entry where underground passages laY exposed. My imag-
adiators, Chris-

ination easily conjured images of ?
tians, and lions walking confidently or fear;ully
through these assages into the arena thronged with
thousands of bloodthirsty spectators. While my inner
eye played out the spectacle. I was thrilled by the
irony of a tomcat stretched Iazilz on a fallen marble
coltmn, oblivious of the history he was unintentionally
mocking.

Nearing midnight, the conversation turned to the
Vatican. A number "of our group had gone to the soccer
{uh, football) game, and were curious to know how we
found the nexus of Christian religion.

"Well, you know, they didn’t let Chris inside,"
said Lennart, in an impish, playful tone.

"Just because he’s American?" teased Hannu.

So saying, Hannu laid down the gauntlet. 1 looked
around, and decided I wanted to stir up a little trou-
ble, in a friendly sort of way.

"You know the thing that bothers me most about not
being allowed to go inside?"

Yes, they did want to know. Secretly or openly
they all believe Americans are crazy. I decided to piay
provocateur. Before speaking I looked each in the
eyes. Hannu is a priest in he Finnish army. Luciano
and Piero are our very Catholic hosts. Mercedes nearly
entered a nunnerx in Portugal before becoming our of-
fice manager in Amsterdam.” Lennart is a staunchl
Protestant Swede. Rafael, a pious Spanish accountant.
Roberto, a shrewd Brazilian businessman. They are all
people of great faith, each in their own way.

siders me a “"yuppie®.

because I don’
ried, no kids....
this inventoryj I’a starting to sound

Sometises I do wish I

so often
at the executive level.

out right once we star
results,

Hersann Hesse.
novel, THE ELASS BEAD
created a world where the highest

aotives.
well founded.
is an ignorant, Pavlovian response,

peo

I find it asusing that Wa con-
Tell that to
sy Hos. Bill (sorry: Rillias), and
when she finally recovers from hys-

terical paroxysas of laughter give it

our best shot at convincing her.
ood luck! For referencet 1 don’t own

a washing eachine (though I admit to
lusting after a 15 year-old Maytag I
saw at a garage sale last weekend --
but it’s foo

ig for my apartaent).
Never saw an episode of Twin Peaks,
have a TV. Not aar-
Haan: better stop

clone....
elt more cos-
fortable with the trappings of afflu-

like a William Breidin

ence. In ay job, I often have to work
such harder {
lish credibility, because of my “pre-

han necessary to estab-

sentation". 1 dress for cosfort, not

style. 1 lack Rilliaa’s fashion-sense

(a hot topic in APA-50 these days')
on’t make a great first
impression, particularly when working
But people
are people, and usuallz thing; turn
creafing

I’'ve willingly esbraced the cor-

porate world as ay preferred environ-
sent.

Rs 1 recall, half a lifetime

ago Nm. and I were both enamored of

In hisspenultinate
ANE, Hesse

level of human achievement was mas-

tery of "the gase". To me, business

is that game.” Yes, I know we’ve been

taught/conditioned in our culture to

be suspicious of business and its
For sose, this suspicion is
For most, this belief

based on vague Orwellian populist

suspicions of centralized power. It

constantly astonishes me how soae

gle can hold strong anti-business
fee ings, yet long for and actively
sugpor an activist, manipulative
role from our governaent. Uncle Saa
is the biggest “anti-shareholder
business® in the world, and fucks up
on a regular, continual basis. How
long do you think a corporation that
kilied a half-sillion "eaployees® and
wasted billions (the "Vietnan® pro-
ject) would have survived if it had
been forced to behave by the rules
that govern all other businesses?

Un... excuse se while I put ay

soapbox back in the closet.
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I winced at your choice of
words: "In many ways I envy your
globetrotting...® Very perceptive.
No doubt my vast experience now
qualifies me as an expert in inter-
national toilet fixtures. I rather
doubt you would envy this often
inevitable consequence of travel.
Bidet as it may....

When I’ not traveling on busi-
ness ay main desire is to stay hoae,
work in my woodshop or garden, cook,
and spend entire days reading, not go
flying off somewhere to “relax”, I'd
counsel against envy Bill: There’s a
lot of truth to the greener grass
theory. Too much of a good hing
leads to a motto Joe Wesson would be
proud of: Moderation in all things,
1n:ludinq soderation.

Hy “work": I head up a team re-
sponsible for ®product developsent®
for an international manageaent con-
sulting network. He deve oq tools
used to solve business probleas.
These tools are often software or
video based. My favorite projects
require a deep involvement with a
customer’s business, 'consultin?' it
Iou will. Regressing to an earfier

hese, I see business as the conduit
through which people create things
lasting and meaningful. The bes
businesses are value-anchored
striving to be profitable both
dollarwise and tor the fulfillaent
and growth of everznne associated.
Adsittedly this often does not work.
fnd that’s frecisely the need we
address: helping organizations close
the gap between perceived and actual
values, processes, outcomes....

Once we have captured the es-
sence of an organization®s "will
state® as we call it, we create
print, video, and snituire, then con-
duct hi hi tharged orkshaps tht
aake APA-50 style qut-spilling sees
like adolescen uhxlrering (329, come
to think about it...}. The diversity
of the husan needs I encounter makes
work a hell of a lot of fun because
it’s such a whole-brain process.

In the most serious tone I could muster, 1 said,
"The thing that really bothers me is that I teel I got
shitty customer service from the largest service organ-
ization in the world."

It’s amazing the hotel is still standing after the
emotional. firestorm unleashed by that single insipid
comment. y

The next couple of hours were very interesting, to
say the least. Religion is a phenomenal catalyst tor

igniting passion in otherwise sober people. In the end,
everyone realized I was only playing devil’s advog?te
e a

{and the% were conducting an inquisition!).
agreed that next day they would serve as my honorarx
escort to the Vatican, where, like a modern day Luther
I would tape to the door the cocktail napkin on which I
had scribbled my protest, the cliched and overused
slogan, "The Customer is always right."

Saturday, JUIY 7, 1990. RoadAmerica
Motorsports Park. Elkhart Lake, Wisconsin.
At the flag station on turn eight.

his corner is great because the flag station
where I’m standing is only five feet from the
.inside edge of the track, providing a perilously
close-in view of the action. Even so, despite the noise
of the cars, the rhythm of racing is making me drowsy.

The chirping sound of brakes locking uptrack draws
my attention. Five cars are racing down the straight-
away toward our turn. By now, I had seen the pattern
often enough to understand what was happening. By the
rules of racing, the first car entering the commonly
accepted turn-in point "owned” the corner. A trailing
car, even if only inches behind, must yield. In this
instance there was no contest. The lead car, Yellow
31, was several carlengths ahead of his followers and
took the racing line recisel¥ through the corner. My
eyes easilg followed the car through the turn. The
squeal of brakes locking again jerked my head to the
right, and just as the catastrophe began, m¥ mind kind-
ly threw the slow-motion switch, arresting the action,
compressing the events to follow into dreamlike slow-
ness.

Formula racecars are all built to the same stand-
ard. Theoretically, every formula car is identical,
able to drive the same distance in the same amount of
time, plus or minus_fractions of seconds. Unlike Nascar
racing ala %gyi of Thunder, where drivers can engage a
clever craftsman to improve the performance of a car,
formula racecars are deliberately built to remove car
performance as a variable. The skill and strategy of
each driver are the all important factors in winning
races.

Simgle as it sounds, the two ke
and strategy manifest themselves most are in accelera-
tion and braking. Of the two, braking is the most cru-
cial, and the most difficult. Almost paradoxically,
massive braking at the right time can significantly
help increase acceleration.

Readers of science fiction are quite familiar with
this concept. A spacecraft can harness a slingshot
effect by plunging headlong into the gravity well of a
sun, slowing just enough to avoid destruction, then
whippin? around the star in a tight orbit, using rota-
tional torce to accelerate away much faster than it had
approached.

Carefully calculated brakin
the same thin? for a racecar. The skill comes in know-
ing how long to hold off before starting to brake, ac-
complishing the double-clutch downshift in a hear{beat,
turning the tiny steering wheel with delicacy and
grace, and then gauging now rapidly to roll your foot
off the brake onto the accelerator without r1sking a
spin. No two drivers ever do these things in quite the

areas where skill

into a turn can do

2176 \ Outworlds 63




same way. This is where strategy comes into play --
anticipating what the drivers ahead of and behind you
will do, avoidinE their mistakes, and at the same time
using your own skills to gain maximum advantage. All
at very high speed. Formula racing is chess on wheels.

The second car into the turn, Blue 27, had waited
too long to brake. He had been focusin? intently on
Yellow 31 just ahead of him. Instead of braking at his
own spot élue 27 had lost concentration and been lured
into raﬁing at the same point as the leader (who was
now accelerating nicely out of the turn). Like a hunter
shooting at the point where he sighted his fleein
quarry, rather than where it would be when the bullet
arrived, Blue 27 was way off track. He missed his own
racin iine, and was now fighting to get if back. To
magnity the problem, Red S 1n the car behind him was a
better driver. Making what ordinar11¥ would have been
a skilled judgement call, Red 5 kept formation, also
waiting a fong time to brake, expectinﬁ Blue 27 to
maintain the near1¥ unvarying carlength of distance
they had held for the first eleven laps of the race.

Strategic error. Rook threatens Kina. Check.

Now it was too late for both cars. ed S realized
his mistake, and carefully tried to turn away but by
now Blue 27 was slightly sideways. Inch by inch the
cars slid together until the nose of Red S was tucked
snugly under the gearbox of Blue 27. Hold it guys, hold
it... but Blue 27 looks in the mirror and senses disas-
ter. Seeing Red 5 right in his face he panics and jerks
his steering wheel hard left. Bingo. Red S5’s left front
tire (locked as it should be) lightly touches Blue 27’s
right rear tire (heavily braking, but still rotating,
as it should not be). With three tires rotating and one
suddenly stationary, Blue 27’s full weight and momentum
is immediately thrown onto the three rotating wheels.

Balance lost. At times like this the immutable
laws of physics reall; suck. .

Instantly Blue 27 flips into a vertical position.
Still travelling over 100 mph, the airborne car twists
slightly, then violentll'smasﬁes upside down on the
track. ' The abrupt friction reduces velocity, but the
car is still carrzing too much speed. Blue 27 flips up
again, rolls slig tly, then smashes down again, frag-
ments of the car’s body exﬁloding outward like shrap-
nel. One more flip, and the car is off the track into
the sandy infield, {andin upside down, finally havin
?iven up all the energK it carried into the turn. Left

ront and right rear wheels have detached and are ca-
reening madlz down the track, seemingly hellbent to
continue on their former patﬁ.

Pawn takes King. Checkmate.

Sick fear races like vomit through my veins. The
other people at the corner are moving and shouting -- a
ellow caution flag is grabbed and_frantxcally waved.

oud, abrupt instructions shouted into the walkie-
talkie: "We need an ambulance and a tow truck at turn
eight NOW'" Red S has skidded to a stop about fifty
feet down the track, wrecked nose pointed toward on-
coming cars. Black Zero and Green 69 enter the turn,
but have seen the crash and are going through it slow-
ly. though theY sgrint back to racin? speed without
delay, correctly trying to get away from the crash
scene as quicklz and safely as possible.

I want to help, to do something, but all I’m able
to do is kick over a can of coke onto a racing magazine
and stare dumbly at the motionless helmet hanging up-
side down in the totally wrecked car. The guy next to
me grabs a fire extinguisher and starts to run across
the track. Another guy screams "Look for cars!'"

I wonder if I have just seen a human being die. I
flash back to my grandmother’s death, vividly recalling
the last feeble tightening of her grasp around my hand.
Was it her final act as a person when she squeezed my
hand? Or was it a death reflex? Because her eyes were
cide and unfocused and she said nothing 1’11 never
Ynow.

Another interesting project I've
been working on lately is our inter-
nal coaeunications network. We oper-
ate in 40 countries (including Russia
and the Ukraine), and I’ve been
putting together an integrated net-
work that uses telephone, fax, elec-
tronic mail, and video teleconferen-
cing. To use the buuzzphrase‘ I’a
creating a “"virtual workgroup®. In
the process 1’a doing a ot of cajol-
ing, relationship-bu:lding champion-
ing... in short, all the things you
do when you start an APA. The key
difference is "APA-LSI" {Leadership
Studies International) is equipped
with all the high-tech stuff tnat was
vague fantasy in 60°s & 70’s SF. The
irony is that APA-30 is nearly 20
years old, and here I’s starting an-
other one. You’d think I would have
learned.
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Well, off to Boston tomorrow,
and who knows where froa there.
Travel season is open again. So I’a
going to wrap this up and send it to
YOU. «se

Dnce again, really enjoyed see-
ing you at Corflu. Am even consider-
ing making it a $gaspd Regular Thing.
Maybe if we can convince Wes and Whia
to do so also.... [rec'd 3/25/92]

But what about now? Had someone just perished due
to his own stupidity and fear?

I’m watching more carefully now than I’ve ever
watched in my lite. I’m completely out of touch with
my core. Realitz, meaning, purpose... all of my life
anchors seem to have been violently wrenched loose.

Then, verg slowly, very tenatively, a gloved hand
emerged from the cockpit of the demolished car. And
waved at us,

There is no word in any language that describes
the ssnse of relief that flooded through me at that
moment .

I ran across the track and helped roll the car
over. I stepped aside as others unstragped the driver.
Red 5 is there, helping his opponent out of the car.
Blue 27 stru gies with his helmet, and as he pulls it
off his first words are an apology to Red S5S. They are
both eliminated from the race now, their last race of
the weekend. While the paramedics examined the driv-
ers. and miraculpously pronounced them unhurt, 1 looked
at the tangled debris that had been a racecar.

Three weeks from todaz I will strap m¥self into
one of these machines for the first time. will learn
to drive it. I will compete with others in a race much
like I’ve seen today. The idea scares the shit out of
me. Yet I feel I have just seen the most vivid living
example of the quaint fear-soothing phrase, "imagine
the worst Eossible thing that can happen.”

Abruptly and without warning, my confidence shoots
skyward, like a hummingbird that has just plunged from
a great height and arced through the snapping jaws of a
hungry wolf, racing up toward the heavens, wisps of .
lgposaliva alling away earthward in a faint, ethereal
stream.

That night, I dreamed I walked for miles through
the heavily wooded ruins of an ancient city, its noble
but decaying buildings supported by sweeping columns of
disintegrating racecars.

P eSSOMDEY ! i S TUESDAY | ®

-—=Chris Sherman
Lrec’d 11/4/911]
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LARRY DOWNES

Deconstruction Zon®

y friend JoAnn, the smartest person I know,
said, "I’ve never enjoyed anything so much
that I understood so little.” Or, she might

have added, seen so little. The Max Palevsky Auditori-

um at the University of Chicago was so packed we had to
press up to the emergency exit, and beg a snarling guy
wearing a name badge that read -- or rather dared —-

"USHER", to let us in. Eventually we managed to push

our way into the vestibule. But we never got near the

theater, and sat on the floor just outside the stage
door with about thirty other would-be audience members,
listening to an invisible voice coming through a set of
speakers. The speakers were behind us, but we all sat
facing the door, as if somehow we could see through it
to the real speaker.

A displaced audience, listening uncomfortably to a
disembodied voice. This seemed a perfectlz reasonable
way to hear a lecture by Jacques Derrida, the father of
Deconstructionism, and, after a while, it started to
feel like the only way. Whatever Deconstructionism is
--— and it defies definition because definitions are one
of the things, along with questions, that it guestions
-- Derrida is surely its most exciting spokesperson.
{If the torrents of prose in favor and against him are
any indication, Derrida is "exciting" both in the sense
of stimulating and inspiring as well as that which
drives to madness.) To hear Derrida, but not to see
him —— to hear what he said and not what he agpeared_to
be saying -- this was probably as good a starting point
for understanding Deconstructionism as any. No wonder
1 was_sore for two days. ;

Between April 19th and 26th, Derrida gave four
lectures as the Frederic lves Carpenter Visiting Pro-
fessor of English, all of them about the relationships
between concepts of time and gifts. Derrida is an
obsessively meticulous reader, who scrutinizes —-
literally —- ever% word in his texts. The first talk,
ostensibe about Marcel Mauss’s essay "The Gift", began
with a one-sentence quote from Mauss and never mention-
ed him again. Instead, he went off on a breathless tour

-- in an earlier life I was going to
label the following subset of con-
tributions: "TRIGON: and Beyond", or
solething eiually archaic....

Be that as it may, the bits by
Larry, Carolyn and Wa have only these
three things in cosson:

A1l were written by friends who
1 have known Adhte they kbtk kifk for
a long timej

...only I, on the face of the
earth, have seen all three articles
in their oriiinal state;

...and 1 not only thoroughly
enjoyed “discovering® thes, but also
learned sosething fros reading each
of The Three.

We start off with a lecture "reviews®,
and close with a band "review"...with
a ’restaurant’ "review" placed in the
aiddle. For substance....

LARRY DOWNES:

You still type things, don’t you?
Whenever you can afford to return the
borrowed typer, you ought instead of
gettln?.nne of those get yourself a
cheap little computerj then people
can i‘ust send you disks or, to be
really smart, call up your cosputer
and send the file directly over the
fbone. 1 still work on this trashy

ittle IBM PC I bought (for a zillion
dollars by today’s standards) in
1985, which has never given me an
instant of trouble and is still suit-
able even for long manuscripts. 1 al-
post wish it wasn’t because, though I
really can’t afford anything new, 1
would sure like to have an excuse to
replace it. But it keeps chugging
along, apparently forever. And don’t
tell ‘me you’re one of those anti-
technology peoplej this went out of
style a very long tise ago. And don’t
tell me you’re not stylishj I simply
know that isn’t true.
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S0 I enjoyed 0N #62, which took a
very lnng time to read through. 1
liked both Wa’s and Chris’s contribu-
tions--they seea to be very such like
what both wrote in Apa-50 1n the
Seventies, only older.
... ] nust say 1 found even more
shocking Bob Tucker’s report of sup-
ressed entries in the Worldcon news-
etter, Althouaﬂ_there is a noble and
long-standing Chicago tradition of
censorship (which soee may know of
aost recently through the attacks on
paintings and sculptures at the Art
Institute, one of the late Nayor
Harold Iashin%ton in lingerie and
another of a U.5. flag sounted on the
tloor, for both of which that august
body’s Board displayed courageous
spinelessness) it has rarely been
applied to the printed word, since
going so would require that soaeone
actually read the offending text.
This much attention to detail is
certainlz resarkable, if outra?eous.
If only they could have used afl that
enerﬁg for good, and not evil....
an’t imagine why you excised
that one paragragh from sy letter,
but as I wrote Chris (what an odd
phrase that is!) far be it froa me to
question the wisdos of the sage
editor.

Your “Post-It Notes®, as far as
I can recall, is the longest piece of
uninterrupted writing of your own in
any OUTKORLDS, if not your former

ersonalzines. And it was wonderful.
ersonally, I can live without all
the booklists and descriptions of the
early Bowers publishing catalogues if
%t aeans sore of this journalizing.
eah,

Well, I suppose that’s it for
now. School goes on, and I confess
to a certain frustrafion with the
prospect of a third year of it--the
cost, the time. the classmates. Go-
ing back to school didn’t turn out to
be euch fun, after all. But I’s stay-
ing here for the sumser, and did get
a clerkship with a federal appellate
judge whose chasbers are downtown for
the year after ?raduation,_so I know
at least a little about ay future,
and that it’s likely to continue to
be in Chicago. And I’a happy about
that. [3/281921

of philosophy, psychology, religion, economics, con-
tract law, linguistics, and anthropology, roving one
simple anti-thesis: the gift, the verg notion ot a
gift, is a paradox. ("Eet ees impossible," he says
over and over.) To make a gift, you have to know it is
a gift, and at that instant it ceases to be a gift, be-
cause there has been some exchange, some taking back of
a benefit (or expected benefit, with interest)j some-
thing is EUt into circulation, like currency. Forget
you gave the gift, then {orgei you forgot it; it’s

still too late. Time is...well, money. (JoAnn acts
out the tragedy of Christmas in the Derrida home:
"Papa, ou sont les cadeux?" "Les cadeux? Sont impos-—
sible. Ne existe pas.”) .

The second lecture, "The Madness of Economic Rea-
son", returned to Mauss in excruciating detail (2 1/2
hours), and the third and fourth (3 and 4 nours, re-
spectively) treated a few themes in "Counterfeit Mon-
ey", a one-page story b% Charles Baudelaire. ("All
money is counterfeit,”" Derrida notes.) The story be-
gins, “"After leaving the tobacconist’s", and the mean-
ing of these four words consume the entire third lec-
ture ("The Poetics of Tobacco") and a half-hour "di-

ression” in the fourth. (Tobacco is the "gift that
ematerializes"j it "goes up in smoke.")

Why does this matter? At the start of the last_
lecture, after Derrida had been introduced by a placid
grofessor from the Divinity school, a man came out of

he audience and took over the microphone. He deliver-
ed a brief polemic about the University’s pathetic re-
sponse to a recent series of attacks and death threats
against gay students, including the cancellation of a
Town Meeting the Dean of Students had agreed to after
students marched on the administration uilding. When
he had finished, the grotester apologized for the in-
terruption and presented Derrida with--oh, no!--a gift,
an elaborate arrangement of tropical flowers. Derrida
thanked him for "sharing your thoughts,” then, as if on
cue, went on to talk about homosexual overtones in the
Baudelaire story, the failed gift of the narrator’s
friend (a counterfeit coin to a beggar) and the narra-
tor’s_inability to ever forgive him for giving it.

The protester and his gift, somehow, almost, ex-
plained everything--the gift, time economy, excuses and
forgiveness, and why thez might be important to talk_
about for a few days. It also had something to do with
what it is that makes Derrida the most dangerous and
subversive of his time. To take things apart, to look
closely at the pieces, to ask obvious questions--well,
who knows where this will lead? Are words the tools of
humanity, or do thex betray us, communicating far more
than we want to say? For example: 1Is the administra-
tion concerned about harassment, or do they just want
to appear concerned? Should we hear their o¥ficial
comments on the attacks the way they want us to, or
should we look elsewhere--perhaps to actions--for the
real meanina of the words? Maybe the flowers, which
stayed on the stage throughout the last talk, uninter-
preted, weren’t g1ven so much for forgiveness as they
were in appreciation for the standard -- questioning,
rethinking -- Derrida sets.

After the lecture, there is a reception, and we
stood right next to him, drinking lemonade. Derrida is
an elegant, stocky man in his sixties, with white hair
and a matcﬁing raincoat. Hardly the fook of a revolu-
tionary; he looks more like a movie star. People are
even askinﬁ.for his autograph. "We’re standing next to

i

a living philosopher," JoAnn says. She’s right. But
you dpg g always need an autograph to know you’ve been
inscribed.

) -——Larry Dounes
[--originaily appeared as "Hearing Derrida“, in
NenCity; Hay 9, 1991. Copzrigh 1991 NewCity
Coamunications, Inc.j reprinted by permission.J
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CAROLYN DOYLE
A Night at the Chatterbox

hen you peer through the Chatterbox’s store

front, you can just make out the outlines on
the otner side -- the piano, the drummer, the
saxophonist. You can hear them before you can see them.
I always marvel at how thez can keep right on

playing when the door opens just a cougle of feet away.
The Chatterbox is long and narrow, with the storefron
at one of the narrow ends, and the bar less than two
ards away from the ﬁostage—stamp—sized stage, stretch-
ing almost the lenagth of the place. A row of assorted
tables and chairs hugs the wall across from the bar,
leaving a corridor of about 20 inches where people who

can’t find seats stand and talk.
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A couple of months aeo a reqular who sometimes played
there, too, took a s rangg mood and started arguing
with bave, the owner. This was on_a night when the
place wasn’t too crowded, and the Frank Glover trio was
playing up front. .

Dave just stood on the other side of the bar and
as the guy continued to persistently pontificate, Dave
slowly moved toward the front, facing the guy and
nodding all the time. Before he knew it. he was argu-
ing with Dave in front of the stage, with Dave waving
him toward the door (and waving his portable phone with
the other hand -- it wouldn’t be the first time he’s
called the police) and Frank Glover blowing away on his
sax and not missing a beat.

If you sit down long enough, someone may come
around to ask what you want, but who wants to wait that
long? Either David or I stand at the bar, pushing in
between all the people on stools, and order. Last time
we were there it was a crowded nxght, and usually it’s
hard to get the bartender’s attention. But Dave was
standing behind the bar too, just listening to the
music and keeging an eye on tﬁe crowd, and every time
he saw some thirsty soul like me lean over the bar
expectantly, he waved someone over.

Dave eleained once how he had an ancient liquor li-
cense that had been grandfathered in. Under its terms,
he must serve soup, a food item and milk. He keeps a
box of Lipton Cup-a-Soup on the shelf (always taking
care to replace 1t when the expiration date rolls
around) and serves frozen "Patties of Jamaica" meat-
filled spicy turnovers, which are heated uR in the
microwave. There’s always half & half on hand for
those people who drink Kaluha & cream. .Potato chips
and peanuts complete the menu.

There are brown and orange flowers on the walls --
but it’s not easy to make them out under the swirls of
black and red spray paint, the tin Halloween masks eye-
lessly smiling down, or the various stickers and signs
stuck on the walls. One sgorts a couple of palm trees
and says "Aloha. Your hosts for tonight are:" and an-
other explains that when a band is playing, in addition
to the tips bucket being passed around regularly,
drinks cost 15 cents more each.

A string of triangle-shaped plastic checkered flags
-- the kind that gas stations used to put up in May be-
fore the "500" to flap in the breeze -- hangs above the
bar, and Christmas lights span the width of the place,
below the high tin ce111ng. In the back, two big old-
fas?}pggd white refrigerators sit, covered with
graffiti.

. When it’s gquiet, it looks like a slightly kitsch,
slightly hip watering hole. When the juke box is play-
ing, or a lone musician sits at the piano and plays
standards, it’s convivial. But when a drummer, a piano
player and someone with a horn crowd onto the stage, it
can sometimes be magical. Last time we went, not only
was the Dick Dickinson trio there, but Frank Glover
stopped by after playing somewhere else to join in on
the clarinet for fun. Singer Paula Owen, resplendent in
a g;1tter¥ sheath and obviously coming from a better-
paying, classier sort of place, got up to sing a couple
of songs, while a pianist who’s cCurrently playing with
the Indiana Symphony Orchestra sat in.

I sometimes wonder how long the Chatterbox will last --
how long before Dave, or someone after him, decides the
place should close earlier, or expand, or start serving
sandwiches. I dread the appearance of the first fern.

—-—=Carolyn Doyle
Franklin. Indiana: November 1991
[PERSONAL SLANT #12; FLAP Mlg. #73; December 1991]
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WM BREIDING

Reapt by Roses

a review of Caterwaul at the DNA Lounge

"Heart of my heart
Look and don’t cry”®
———Betsy Martin

/44‘:’f

e

(3’;;;:~--u|

o e,

n;ﬁ@“ he was a pale skinny thing with thick, fine,

<240 jet black shoulder len? A hair. She was
= wearing the sheerest black stockings I had
ever seen. They had this cool band of deep black around
the thigh, and above that a block of lace. Her black
velvet ge{-up ended just above the black band, and it
had a slit up the front. When she moved back and forth
or turned around, her skirt came apart to reveal the
lace and upper portion of her pale thighs. At the junc-
tion of her legs was a cascade of brig t red roses set
against the forest of black velvet. ewn into the hips
of this thing was a burgundy colored knit stretch mate-
rial that hu?ged her waist and torso, stopping just be-
low her small breasts. Holding this up was a pair of
suspenders. Across her bosom she wore a garment some-
thing between an abbreviated corset and an athletic bra
alsp black and rich with lace. Her feet were encased
in a pair of old fashioned black suede high heels, ex-
treae y pointed, with a strap pulled taut over the
arch.

I was convinced that she was serious about the way
she arranged herself in her clothing, but that she wore
it with a sense of irony, making loving fun of her
audience.

She moved forward, towards the crowd, her hands
ruf*ling her thick hair. and then waving them delicate-

y in the air, her wrists (both bound by slender brace-
lets, one black, the other silver) were arched, her
fingers weaving. He red painted lips met the micro-
phone. She began a soft careening that filled every
crevice of the club.

The young audience, even1¥ mixed between girls and
boys, stare in a glazed sort of way at the stage as she

T ToleE
THAT WE
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WM BREIDING:

I’ve been having a tough tise loccing
OM62. 1It’s almost a RAEBNC kind of
thing. I know that’s a most horrible
thing to adeit after all the blood
and guts vou put into it, and it is a
wondrous thing, but it’s so huge I
don’t know if 1t’11 fit in.

1 spent a whole week with this
thxng. That’s more than you can sa
about most fanzines. I read it, an
then 1 read it. Then I looked at it.
1 thought? “It’s not the Erettiest
OUTROR DSI bz far, but it’s probably
the best.” Even you would probably
agree with that. Although it say not
be superbly, sublimely, wonderfully
gorgeous, 1t didn’t have to be be-
cause, with the exception of soae of
the late issue X’s, this was probably
the best exasple you’ve done so far
of |arryin9 text and graphic design,
so that it"s probably as much of a
feast as you could make it--even with
tenuous connections like zipcodes, it
flowed pretty seaslessly to the end,
up to and including the contributor
addresses and the back cover.

The reason? You, Bill.
Soaetimes artists don’t know
what they’re doing or how they do it.
That’s not true with you. You are so
aware-~to the point of manipulation--
that xnu could have 100 contributors
and OUTHORLDS would still be a per-
sonalzine.
[...dated: 2.22,92: 6:10 pa;
c.orec'ds 6/2/92]

lifts a shimmering black leg, reaching for a note, her
hair tumbling into_her face. . .

The guitar pulses loudly, intersecting with her
yodeling, and the crowd is momentarily confused. Heads
shift involuntarilz awax from the girl towards the
stocky, scruffy, short-haired gquitarist, in cut off
jeans and sloppy tee shirt. He peels off layer after
fayer of strange melodic loudness, picking up where the
singer has left her voice standing, carrying it into a
land of eternal, ineffable romance.

The ?irl turns abruptly from the microphone and
dances coltishly back to the rear of the stage. Her
face is full, decadent and gleaming, with a huge, a-
mazed smile. The drummer snaps his head once and Er1ns
back at her. Her arms trail through the air and she
whirls childishlx, playing with her hair, wandering
back to the front of the stage. She stands still,
poised, ready. The guitar hits a dee?, growling note
and the singer emits a series of vowel sounds, rising
and lowering in tone, punctuated by hard consonants and
an occasional snapped thasing. The audience doesn’t
know how to react as the music pulses; the crowd seems
to be hanging in mid-air, perplexed, swimming in the
sea of this buoyant, eager woman. fhe voice inter-
twines with the gui{ar, then lifts, floating slightly
above_it in a languid octave break. )

This is Betsy Martin. And the band is Caterwaul.

After three albums (The Nature of Things, Pin and
Heb, Portent Hue) with virtually no band 1den{1ty (ab-
stracted, otherworldly cover art; tiny and sometimes

altered photos of the band), I was left boggled and en-
tirely unprepared for Betsy Martin. I would say that I
had an "experience" when I saw Caterwaul. Reconciling

Betsy Martin’s voice to her image, was exciting, chal-
lenging and sexy, but what I experienced reached beyond
this into a transcendent confusion; I wandered around
for days afterwards with the performance living inside
of me. My senses and thought frames were altered. 1
had been changed. This was Art. .

As Peter and I were driving home in his pick-up
{("kinda like the Beverly Hillbiilies go out to a club")
-- he said: "She’s the kind of girl you’d do anything
for--you know--you’d become a junkie with her and it
would be OK--you’d want to do it for her." .

"That’s the kind of girl I’m looking for,” I said.

"Me too." Peter looked out the window.

There was a pause, and 1 sighed into it. As Peter
turned onto 21st Street from Harrison Street he looked
atng ang said, "Who knows what’s in store for us,

illiam."

I repeated what he said in my head. I nodded into
the darkness. "Yeah," 1 said.

When I got home that night and was finally able to
go to slee? I dreamed about Betsy Martin.

Danielie and I were on the dark streets south of
Market, and she was giddy, eloquent and amused. Betsy
Martin seemed to be everywhere in the darkness, sing-
ing. and Dani was good naturedlz trying to make it so
that we avoided her, crossing streets and holding hands
down alley ways that don’t exist.

We ended up in some dark club. Everything
red as deep red roses, and there was Betsy Martin, a
shiny black thing in the center of the red heart of the
stage, yowling and tripping about girlishly.

panielle pulled me close, her body emitting hot
pulses where our bodies met, Betsy Martin’s
voice ringing through us. We slowly receded to the rear
of the club, "and the singer got smaller and smaller.

We hit the dark wet streets.” Danielle was laughing.

"0OK. That’s enough," she said.

And I woke up.

was as

erotic

. . ——=H» Breiding
[...an earlier version was published in an unnumbered/
undated issue of LETTERS FROM A COYOTE; rec’d 10/791]
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D GARY G RADY
Tales ofFf Woae

A
x4l hile I was attending a convention in Raleigh
o' last July my beeper kept going off and ?

: kept running to pay phones. People eyed
me suspiciously, as if I might be some unsavory sort,
perhaps a drug dealer or a physician. Eventuale I gave
up and drove to a client’s office in Durham (about 30
miles) to spend some time handling a minor emergency.
This kept me busy until about 11 p.m..

I had intended to get to bed early, because at 8:00
the next morning I was to drive a 15-passenqer van from
Raleigh to the beach, and I wanted to be wide-awake
enou to go the ri At direction on I-40. (Granted, we
would have reached the coast either way, but eastward
is rather quicker.)

On the way back from the office to my apartment I
stopped at a convenience store to gick up something or
other. When I came out and tried to start my car, it
would only emit strange arcing and sparking noises.
"0Oh, goody!" I said.

walked a couple of blocks in sweltering, record-
breaking heat and humidity (it would outdo a Minne-
sotan’s nightmare image of the South) in order to reach
a gas station with road service.

Unfortunately, both of their trucks were out on
long distance missions. No one knew how long they’d be
gone, but I was invited to wait. I didn’t have much of
a choice.

So there I was, stranded over a mile from my
apartment with the clock ticking toward midnight, and I
Zaq to be back at the con in eight hours to play bus

river.

While I waited, I telephoned the con committee
chairman to report my problems. "Don’t tell me your
ﬁroblgms, Grady'" he said. "The power’s out at my

ouse!"

Eventually one of the wreckers came back. The
driver was exhausted and was producing more sweat than
I’ve ever seen generated b¥ a human being without the
help of special effects. he truck’s air conditioning
w?s_brgken and he’d been too busy to fix it, he ex-

ained.
4 He decided that mg car probably had some fairly
serious electrical problems and could not be quickly
repaired. "Where do you want me to tow it?" he asked.

"Well." I said thoughtfully, "is there a river
near here?" .

He persuaded me that putting it at my apartment
was a better idea, in case the defect was covered under
warranty. (You see how I still retain my affection for
fantasy.) i ’

Anyway, a bit at 1 a.m. I was finally asleep in my
place with my ﬁoor car parked out back.

And five hours later I was up again, phoning an
old friend (I hope he’s still a friend), to explain the
situation and be? a ride to the airport, which was the
only place I could find a rental car agency open so
early. (I would have taken a cab, but cabs here are
notoriouslz unreliable.) With remarkable cheerfulness
he agreed to come to m¥ rescue.

Hence I was able to rent a car at the airport and
drive it to where 1°d left the 15-passenger van.
showed up driving said van exactly as scheduled, with

IS Good Fer YU
(\T*s wmos;’emv’f)

...by may of Introducing Gary Grady:

‘I want to cosplisent you on the sin-
gle best statesent in the Deceaber
sailingt ’If a woman declines a date
with se and wanders off retching, 1!
don’t assuse she found me unattrac-
tive. On the contrary, I assuse she
is uncontrollably awed at having been
asked.” Bravo, sir, bravo! I an proud
to be associgfed with you! Mark ay
words, you will go far as a fan or a
pro, whatever your choice.®

---B08 TUCKER, to D GARY GRADY
°I Couldn’t Square 'Tuit”; Feb. 1988
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D GARY GRADY:

Sorry not to respond to your
letter imsediately; once again I’ve
been facing a rus ?roject that de-
vours sy tise like I eat a calzone.
On top of that I have just had sinor
surgery to reeove a possible selanoma
fros ay right tesple, and people have
been looking at the wound and asking
if I had ay head liposuctioned. (How
this could interfere with sy answer-
ing a letter is adeittedly rather
vague and misty, but ever since the
tirst grade I've been prone to grab
any excuse that wanders within range
and wave it vigorously. This policy
has served se well and it would seea
ungrateful to discard it.)

finyway. to answer your question,
I would be honored indeed to becoae
an OUTRORLDS columnist. Looks like
those cartons of cigarettes 1’ve been
s?ipping to Locke have finally paid
off.

I like your suggestion of using
a cosbination of l{ w0 "excuse” bits
fros FLAP, especially since that re-
quires 5o little work on my part. It
so happens I have already edited the
tuo bits together into a somewhat
seoother whole for my Slanapa zine,
and I should be able to exhuse that
from ay hard disk and send it to you.
I'have a question about manu-
script forsat: Do you prefer the tra-
ditional double-spaced, big margin
layout? Would you like casera-ready
copy? MWould you like it on diskette?
I1f on diskette, for what coaputer/
word processing progras? With the
hardware and software I have access
to, I can easil¥ produce almost any-
thing, so feel tree to be desanding.
To save a little time, 1’11 go
ahead and hunt up the Slanapa ver-
sion, rework it a little perhaps, and
send it to you in a day or two in
whatever format strikes me as reason-
able, If I guess wrong, I don’t in
the least mind sending another cogy
later, since it’s only a matter o
ﬁushxng a few buttons. (If I actually
ad to do any work it would be a dif-
ferent natter entirely, sind you...)
R thought just crossed ay newly-
liposuctioned brain: Ned Brooks keeps
hounding ae to revive my old fanzine
RAREROUSE. Maybe I could stage a
hostile merger with OUTWORLDS so you
could do the work and I could share
the credit. We could coabine the zine
titles: QUTHOUSE, say....
Stop looking so disgusted; I’a
just kidding, I Sswear. [4/3/1921

no one aware (until I told them my story that night at

dinner) that I’d encountered the slightest
Incidentally, the etiology

turned out to be an unexpecte

in mz battery.

car th

problem.

of the car trouble

and catastrophic failure
I wound up spending more on the rental
an on repairs to my own.

ow, were life subject to the rules of better-
quality series fiction, it would feel an
obligation to invent something not car-
related to hit me with next time. But no....

Labor Dag morning I courageously set out from my
apartment to hunt down and slay a biscuit for my
breakfast. Three blocks away a very attractive young
lady rammed the front end of her car into mine.

If I were more optimistic, I might have suspected
her of having read ngen Nash’s (or was it Richard
Armour’s?) poem about the fellow who planned to dis-
cover the name of a cute girl by running over her and
reading it in the ?aper (he wasn’t going to do it hard,
just one wheel). don’t think she did it as a way of
introducing herself, though.

I was ?oing straight and had a green light. She
was comin? rom the opposite direction and, Iike most
women of late, simply didn’t notice that I was there.
She turned directly into me, her car smashin into the
port bow of mine. Since neither of us saw the accident
coming in time to brake, our relative speed was proba-
bly between 40 and 50 miles per hour.

Both vehicles were damaged beyond practical re-
pair, and in my case at least it hurt like hell. Had
either of us not been wearing a seat belt and shoulder
gargﬁss there would likely have been serious injury or
eath.

Moral Nusber One: Wear your restraint systes (and wear it correctly; many
people don’t), even if you’re going just a few blocks.

The police arrived in force with admirable dispatch,
and in the course of their investigatxon it transpired
that the young lady was a firefighter for the city of
Durham. his caused the forces of law and order no end
of amusement, and they chortled away about how every-
body knows firemen can’t drive and so forth. One of
them told me I was lucky she hadn’t been driving a fire
;ruck, or I’d be way the hell over there now, har, har,
ar.

I’m afraid I’m guilty of having joined in the fun
to some extent, picking uR the other car’s hood orna-
ment from the street and handing it to her with the
recommendation she keep it as a souvenir. The cops
loved this, one of them suggesting she have it made
into a necklace. She took all this well, I’m glad to
say. We were a happy group, standing around the re-
mains of two dead cars and ﬁaving a grand time while
onlookers gawked with astonishment.

I .conjured the same wrecker company as last time
and they actually gave me a regular-customer discount.
Seriously.

Aside from discomfort in the abdomen where the
seat belt grabbed me and some general muscle soreness
elsewhere, I felt reasonably well and did not go to the
doctor until the next daz. This was a dumb move, as
will become evident shortly.

When I did see my internist, he took one look at
my black-and-blue abdomen and sucked in his breath in
gym?athy pain. "Wow, you did take a hit!" he said, as
it 1 didn't know. He scolded me for not immediately
going to the emergency room in case I might have had an
internal hemorrhage or organ damage.

A few days later I noticed something strange: a
hard lump about the size of a small annoyance dog had
appeared inside my abdomen below and to the left of my
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nayel. Since I couldn’t recall having swallowed a
chihuahua recently, I went back to the doctor. He
Eoked and prodded and looked worried. He kept saying
e’d never seen anything like that. "Let me discuss
this with one of my colleagues,” he said, and went
away.

After a time he returned growlin?, "Ah, that idi-
ot doesn’t know anything!" (fhis is, swear to you,
very nearll an exact quote.) His diagnosis, by elimi-
nation of the other possibilities (massive hernia or
tumor), was that I had the biggest damned hematoma he’d
ever COme across.

Now, everybody knows that a subdural hematoma is a
standard affliction of patients in soap operas, but I
confess I had no clear notion of what it really was or
what other ﬁopular brands of hematoma there might be.

I sort of thought it was one of those "woman things’ we
men don’t normally have to worry about. However, once
motivated I can do research, and here’s the scoop on
hematomas:

A hematoma is a sort of three-dimensional sub-
surface scab formed following internal bleeding. It’s
not unusual for injuries to create them in the thigh
muscles of footbalf players, where they sometimes be-
come calcified and have to be removed surgically.

A subdural hematoma; if you’re curious, is one
formed beneath the brain’s outer coating, the dura
mater. Always a danger after a serious head injury, it
can cause pressure in the brain and create severe men-
tal impairment or even death, hence its popularity on
television. An epidural hematoma, as referred to in
Steve Martin’s conversation with the little girl by-
stander in The Man with Two Brains, is a less serious
one outside the dura mater but still within the skull.
I, of course, had neither. I mean neither a subdural
ngrl?n epidural hematoma; I do have a dura mater and a
skull.

Evidently ‘1 had been hemorrhaging internally imme-
diately after the accident. Fortunately I have union
platelets that gquickly took care of the problem without
outside assistance and without complaint. The next day
my blood gressure and pulse were normal, meaning the
signs that would have given evidence of blood loss af-
ter the accident were gqone by the time I saw my physi-
cian the first time. ad my injuries have ben muc
worse, however, I might have died in my sleep before
ever getting medical attention. Not a bad way to go,
perhaps, but rather sooner than I°d have liked.

Moral Nusber Two: If Juu’re in an accident any worse than a trivial fender-

bender, aet to a physician or an enerqenc‘ roos as soon as
possible. Feeling more-or-less OK doesn’t sean you are. (It also helps later
on if you find it necessary to sue.)

Incidentally, my research was able to turn u? one other
case of a large abdominal-wall hematoma resulting from
a traffic accident. I would have gone to the physician
who had successfullz treated that case (it’s ailways
nice when they say they have seen whatever it is you’ve
got), but unfortunately the other patient was a dog,
and 1 doubt the vet in question would have seen me even
had I oinked in my most pathetic and plaintive manner.

Anyway, my hematoma is gradually disappearing as
it should. " (The process could take as long as a year,
I’m told.) 1It’s worth noting that if I had not heeded

the rule of always keeping one’s seat belt as low as
possible (or had worn just a shoulder belt as some cars
with passive restraints permit), I could have sustained
damage to one of the internal organs that live in the
upgir part of the abdomen, a potentially very serious
matter.

Meanwhile, several ambulance—chasing lawzgrs, who
dig through poiice reports for this sort of thing, sent
me letters begging to represent me. ("Mr. Grady, please
tell the Court what you’re sitting on." "I’m sitting
on a gold mine, Your Honor!")

d211. here at last is my column. 1
think 1’11 try the running colusn
title *Tales of Moe®--I’ve got a lot
of material of that sort lyxng about.

rice for up to 2 pounds, I said what
he hell and did a whole selection of
different styles of printout, all
suitable for cut-and-paste layout
urposes I hope. I even included a
raditional double-sKace manuscript,
in case you prefer tha

styles, by the way, is an atteapt to
duplicate that used

Sherman’s coluan. Another is narrow
enough to run two colusns. Use what
you like and toss the rest....

whether the mole I had resoved was a
case of selanoaa, but from what my
doctor told me, ) gather bad news on
this front normally merits a frantic
phone call, whereas good news will
coee eventually by letter. Perhaps
if it’s really excellent news they’ll
send it on duckback or b{ glacier.
Anyway, I’m hoping the s

implies good news. On the other
hand, bad news gives se material for
ay colusn....

Since Priority Mail is the saase

t. One of the

for Chris

Still no word, by the bye, on

OW response

[4/8/921

Gary sent me five different printouts
of his coluan.

in five or six typefaces.

the ®new® David Thayer of the post-
card ’set’; Larry is chiding me for
not being cosputerized enough.

droppinas.

16A1ER8LLLR]

«..in the seantise, despite the fact
that both Gary and Ch

with 'calera-read¥' :ogy--at the last
zozent I decided

the colusns: to preserve the "look®
of the issue throughout. I may not be
coapletely satisfied with that "look"
-- but at least it is consistent.
{Not normally sy strongpoint, that.)

the time.

Pat sent se sy fancied-up resuse

Chris is atteepting to become

...and Ws is now sending ae MAC-

A1l right, you quys!
(206t _bﬂ,iélt %ﬂ‘il JALRIE AbLA

ris provided se

o retype both of

Besides.
It seemed like a good idea, at
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Evidently grateful that I did not choose to deal
through these weasels, the other farty’s insurance com-
pgnx was almost generous. Not only did they provide me
with a nice, roomy rental car of my choice (with air
bag, bK ghu!), they paid several hundred dollars for
mine than its blue-book retail value and reimbursed me
many times my out-of-pocket medical expenses. Further,
they never even asked me to si?n any sort of release.
(Rest assured that the things I did sign specifically
asserted that I in no wise waived my right to seek ad-
ditional damages at a later date.) f

Anyway. now own a 1992 Honda Accord LX,; which
has an air bag. (Note the securelz closed barn door.)
On the whole I’m not unhapgy with the adventure.

One thing I like about my new car is that the
dashboard idiot light for the air bag saYs "SRS" for
Supplemental Restraint System. My rental car’s idiot
light was more direct but took me bz surprise. When I
first got in and turned on the ignition, the light came
on saying "AIR BAG".

‘Gas hog//* 1 bellowed back at it.

One final curiosity:

The day after the accident, I was eating breakfast
at my usual spot, Biscuit King, and I relate mz story
to Carol, the stunning brunette who is one of the main
reasons I frequent the place. "So the woman who hit you
is in the fire department?" she asked. "What’s her
name? I know some people in the fire department." I
fished out the accident form and read the name to her.
"Aack!" she said. "That’s my_ ex-husband’s ex-wife!"

Now, as it happens, Carol is my own ex-wife’s
tirst cousin, meaning that the woman who hit me is my
ex-wife’s first cousin’s ex-husband’s ex-wife!

Noral Nusber Three: Eventually the entire population of North America will be
related by blood, marriage, or divorce.

-—-D Gary Grady
-..from NO THEORY/ FACTS// #23; August 1991; FLAP #71;
-.-.and NOQ THEORY/ FACTS// #24; December 1991; FLAP #73
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ive in person at Corflu Bill Bowers’ first
words to me were, "Where’s you column,
Jeanne?" Sos

Oh Nine Elght Twoe Gortlu
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JEANNE
BOWMAN

e,
oo TE
T ‘l?l. T

hen he gave me a copy of his ?erzine, Flaf

Two, a perk to being a timely columnist and

the first of many I received. 1 wonder if I
can get away with calling this a column and a loc too
(of the zines 1 got, and still haven®’t finished read-
ing) having thoughé of the idea as we returned through
gh? Altamon pass at 2 am Monday, admiring the lights
elow.

Let’s see, what’s on top of the pile ... Spike’s
1-94. 1 Eot Don up early so we could be ready for 6:00
am and Mike "we never stoE, except for gas, and maybe
if you’re really hungry" Keene. We drove into the sun-
rise over the Livermore Valley and earthquake swarm
epicenter on highway 580. Don wondered "What if we get
to England and it’s just like this, only with castles?"
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From the rolling hills we sped through the fruiting
plains--almond orchards in full bloom, Mike’s window
all the way down. We talk of spitting into the agque-
duct and of the bee hives in the trees. Bees pulling
pollen from the live white clouds in the fog. The land
away from irrigation is so barren there is no food for
the insects and the hives are crowded with what look
like old ?as cans, liquid crisco tins and the like —-
artificial food. The California aqueduct snakes along
side the road and Mike curses the pools of Los Angeles
wondering if the State will talk tne federal governmgn{
into giving up control of the project--thereby ensuring
real environmental degradation of the Great Valley, un-=
like the current soil salination and selenium build up.
On I-5 we can drive 65 and do. A stop at Denny’s for
one of those 10 minute meals. A slow down to enjoy the
stockyard fragrance which may have been the only time
the windows stayed closed during the entire trip. The
Grapevipe smelled of overheated brake shoes on the way
ug. Sagebrush and chaparral with cactus fascinated me
at the summit. Not nearly so much as the sandstone
beds in blocks and layers, wind eaten and pitted into
small caves as we descended into the San Fernando Val-
ley. Hey, this is what it looks like where I went to
E@gz school in Australia, guys, what a heavy nostalgia-
ick.

The Corflu flyer 1 had was not one with a map. By
noon we were in the San Fernando Valley and traffic.
After doing a driveby tour of the freeway construction
in the neighborhood of the Cockatoo Inn (I had men-
tioned to Bruce Pelz I had a little trouble with the
name, and the Nude Dancing Bar up the block and super
big Billiard Hall across the street somehow were no
surprise), we looked into the lobby of the hotel and
there were Patty Peters and Gary Mattingly, with Lenny
Bailes. Mike and Don came to book in Los Angeles, =]
off they went. 1 borrowed a comb from Patty, checked
in, waved at Bill and went to my room to take a nap.

QP
Q

.

TWNG FAN WATCHNG AN oLp o
READNG WS FANZ2UPE

Andy Hooper gassed around the "Queen of all Dairy-
land" Corflu bid brochure in the consuite as I said my
formal hellos. Bill introduced Leah and Dick Smith,
and Pat Mueller ... Bill asked for an update on my back
yard bug class. I had had the first in the latest
series of Jeanne gets paid to have fun just before the
con. One of the little 2nd grade darlings brought a
bucket and a gallon pickle jar of amphibians in amplex-
us. All I knew for sure about the toads was the male
was on top. Look, the eggs are coming out of the fe-
male! The regular classroom teacher was still in the
room so we went outside. No, no don’t pull the toads
apart! Hold this single one (imagine how well it held
still). At least I could tell them which were the
males and females in the newt jar. See, smooth sticky
skin, long broad tail and swolfen vent -- that is the
male.
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. All that talk about slime and I was really hungry.
Misters Bowers, Breiding. Gaier, Mattin ly and Wesson’
joined Mesdames Patty Peters, Pat (nee ueller, never
mind) and myself for a dinner ensemble debauching the
the Wendy’s across the street. That was fun. Pat and
I wondered if we could get the childrens toys without
the meals. Mr. Breiding refused to sit next to Mr.
Wesson. Then kept teasing each other. Wm Breiding was
being shy. OT. Something was going on here.

t was as we returned to Don Fitch’s gloriously
accoutered and stocked consuite that Joe Wesson quietly
attempted to remark upon my contagious amusement. Who
is this guy, I wonder??? 'Why is he telling me I am
having an etfect on his reputation for keep1ng a ver
straight face??? What’s so funny about that??? I don’t
know, but I start to crack before he finishes his sen-
tence. How come he’s braking up??? How come we can’t
stand up straight for laughing? How come I can’t
straighten mZ tace without the both of us laughing??
Why do mention »y reputation??? It didn’t sober us

NBLar A T,
(1e) (=
g @
© O

At WATOANG A MUNDANE
EADINE IS FANZIVE

Friday night Barnaby Rappoport’s LET’S FANAC was
making the rounds.... It says on the back cover "I went
to a remarkable school", which Joe Wesson proved to the
disbelieving Milt Stevens and Gil Gaier bx_pu111n3.out
a phenomenally reduced laminated copy of his PhD diplo-
ma with a reverse side "Nazi Code" -- We worked to get
a Phd at our school. He love our school. He loved to
work for our school. He love to work. "Call me Herr
Doctor Professor Mister Wesson," he says. Gil Gaier
shook his head and seemed to be convinced; "It’s a
frightening thought," he mumbled.

Barnaby’s zine has an article about "freedom from
psychology,” on dream journals. I don’t know if I’ve
ever forgiven Jerr¥ Kaufman for saying® at the Norwes-
con in Seattle in 1984 (or was it the Portland in ’84
Westercon or was it the Seattle 1983 Westercon) that
peoples’ dreams are always boring when told to someone
else. Boring! Dream time was what I felt I had begun
to inhabit as I stayed that night with the degenerates
in the smoking room/beer emporium. Bill Bowers had some
kind of revelation about an Auto Flu. He SHgke of Bary
Mattingly, Leah Smith and Doctor Professor Mister Joe
Wesson having CE Chauvin (who wasn’t even around) run
an Auto-flu in Chicago (or was it Detroit?). Wm.
Breiding would dissofve into superbly timed shy and re-
tiring gigales while Patty Peters laughed. A lot of rum
disappeared into Coke cans and I knew I was either in a
dream or a reunion at Contact High. This convention was
likeDong ?ig high school reunion. (I should have run
for DUFF.

JEANNE BOWMAN:

Yeoow Bill -

"It® arrived this after-
noon. Postmarked the 23rd. Not too
shabby for book rate. Letters from
San Francisco have ben known to take
longer.

I’'ve not read it all yet --
started scanning fros the back for-
ward & have learned that I ought to
have a copier (or maybe that is your
Editorial Function -- I needn’t make
copies while you pub my missives)....
Actually, I forget a lot of what I
have written (and would if I did make
copies. Silverberg is not just being
aodest when he counts publications.).
I had forgotten about what was in my
colusn ... You’ve now printed ay
tirst installsent of a trip report--
written before the race was over. A
neat editorial trick. Especially as
I was thinking what a good idea it
would be to do one before I left
hose. Following Langford’s Good
Exasple & having fun throughout the
deal. Wow.

And you’ve got all that Bill
Breiding. I am anticipating. Way to
go'! And more Chris Shersan. 1 am
1spressed by the cospany you put me
in.

danuary 27 pa

Don says *it’ looks like the
kind of fanzine he remesbers {(froa
the 70’s),

January 28 aa
Bod, it’s all Zﬁgg fault. I nave a
sick headache this sorning, because I
read parts of ’it’ last night, with
sy neck cricked at a funny ‘angle.
Pulled/stretched/urecked the suscles
at the base of ay skull. It didn’t
hels that Don, having a severe head
cold decided that he would hold an
Oliver Stone fila fest. First we
watched “The Doors®.$ Not the sort
of cheery nostalgic vision that this
issue of OHTHORLDS dispels. What a
context!

1 .28, noon
Don thinks it’s a quintessential fan-
zine. "It raises the dark side ...
and the light. Plus it has all those
details that Bowers can gull off,
that are only boring in lesser
hands.® We are discussing it. savor-
ing the read between tissues & aches
{maybe I will take an aspirin--major
concesion to discoafort.)

1.28. 2:00
I didn't. I watched °Talk Radie’.
What a context.
So, you watched “Tremors” twice
& that’s you only cosment??

¢ Then 1 went To bed & read the one
with no nusber on *it’s® cover....

: Sarcastic cossentary on Bid Smoffing Alert.
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The Corflu auction was the program itea Friday
night, and I wanted to see how it was done. Bruce Pelz
did the auctioneering and I knew it needed help for
TAFF (not for lack of staff and organization you under-
stand). I had asked Robert to get some TAFF stuff to
auction to me some time _ago. I know he has been busy,
gub11shing his last TAFF newsletter, guttin out a

imely issue of TRAPDOOR, Drganizing he TAFF materials
by cover color, alphabetizing by city of publication
and placing it in chronological order. I had been.
promising Bill that I would be good and not pull him
into any petty Glen Ellen Fan politicking but when
Robert went to Cantor’s Deli and missed the Corflu
auction I bent Bill’s ear. I was a little ired. Maybe
that’s why Andrew Hooper remarked that I was "smolder-
ing" back in the smoking lounge.... ;

Oh, here is the membership list. All laid out.in
black and white YiKé Jd& vde Y&¥ér. Saturday morplng
Pat Mueller and I were waking up with hot fluids in the
consuite near Tom (where’s that roster) Digby. He
thought it was remarkable that someone had asked to see
his nipples the night before. I wondered if they were
tattooed. But no, he had a lot of ornamentation in
both and showed us his gold rings and amber beads. Pat
showed pictures of her adorable child. Not being prop-
erly prepared myself, I talked story about my youpg’un
telling me "You will miss me.” "Yup," said Pat with a
giggle, "we do." Then she looked at me and said, "Mac-
aroni and Cheese". Chortle. "Open refrigerators,” I
stated. We laughed. "Open freezers," we said, laugh-
ing. Tom didn’t understand. 1If I had a quarter for
every time ay nigples have been flashed, by £dde i+
sig¥ént Ard Idparient YoddYeér, 1°d make it to Ditto and
the next several worldcons.

I got together with the delightful Richard Brandt
-—mho had a stack of HYPHEN’s for TAFF. He read one of
his favorite bits to me and I knew we had a hot auction
item. You see I really thought I was supposed to come
ug with something interesting. I had to get to a gopY
store. This mission acquired Gary Mattingly and Nige
Rowe and we went to the Office Club up the street under
the freeway and around the corner. Thnis was True
Smoffing as I had my card and later took Marty Cantor
up to xerox some of the 7th INNING Corflu oneshot. (My
regency_room mate asked for a fanzine —— I gave her the
Corflu 7th INNING, which she read from the back. She
didn’t ask for another.) Marty sweetly offered con-
gratulations and good advice on Fan Fund stuff

looked over Jerry Kaufman’s COAST TO COAST DUFF
report after lunch with Doctor Wesson. I was_thinking
to write my original column here about Australia and
accents and traveling and high school. How women adopt
verbal camouflage and get it into their hard wiring so
that speech transforms according to the listener. Like
when 1 was talking to Nigel Rowe and Gil Gaier and
would like say, "you know?" to Gil and "too right" to
Nigel, "but". "Professor Wesson had remarked that a
Southern accent is not just a drawl, but elided and
dropped fricatives as well as word choice. [ expect
cadence, intonation and glottal stops contribute. It
put a sganner in my works to think more on it.

I took a nap.

Lenny Bailes’ INK GUN BLUES came to hand as I re-
turned to Corflu. Just in time to watch Andy Hooper
sweat through the end of his bid. He got it. Then it
was auction, which was very shortly halted owing to it
being diAdér supper time. 1°d been encouraging Our
Editor to get up a dinner party. Five minutes after
the close of program, we were seated in the hotel res-
taurant. Chris Sherman got going on his electronic apa
ideas. (I hope he gets together with Lenny Bailes as
INK GUN BLUES is in the same vein.) He was radiantly
oﬁtgm15t1c and enthusiastic about his plans and work.
Chris and Andr Hooper and Gil Gaier went on about trav-—
elling in England. We speculated on touring by the
tubes ala Alice in Wonderland. Just pop up anywhere.

I guess I could have said I had definite plans.
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AN oLd EnN WHTCHIASE A MEDA
A READ HIS FANZIME

Arnie and Joyce Katz are generating new fans and
brought Noodz Bernardi (wearer of the rainbow propeller
beanie) and Laurie Yates to LA. I had some far fetched
idea about auctioning off dances in the bar in honor of
Sadie Hawkins day and Laurie had graciously agreed ¥d
Be & ¥id¥id. Lenny Bailes put in a ten dollar bid
before the event. We had an hour to demolish before
programming resumed.

Laurie gave me a copy of CATACRESIS. I misread
the title and thought she had put it out during the
con. Her sweet% had gone into (and out of) the hospi-
tal that day. e advised her to staK and have fun.

I was well fed and up for something different. 1
wanted to go to the beach. 1 felt the resurgence of
youthful past. Yes, I was not a sand layabout, but a
real water baby in Uz. I was about to look for Chris
Sherman (and his car) and said so to Andy Hooper who
made a crack about my virtue being at stake on the
sands. Thinkin@ I had misheard him, "Say what?" I in-
quired. He furthered his point by suggesting there
‘weren’t many men who would throw you out of bed for
eating toast and getting cookie crumbs in it." No. but
mz'husband does. Everytime. I was expounding on that
when Laurie joined us.

I was ready to run for the hills. And there,
across the street was the slag heap, a rubble pile of
former freeway. "I want to go climb that." I asked
Andy and Laurie if they would join me. They did. As
we walked out the breezeway Joe Wesson appeared, and
accepted my ¢H&XYérdé invite. Joe shot across the boul-
evard and waited for the rest of us. It began to occur
to me that this was maybe not a ?reat idea as we passed
the pro shooters in the parking Iot of the Billiard
parlor--too late--we were there. I followed Joe up the
gumbled asphalt blebs and concrete slabs mixed and

ossed together with no regard for his bald tennis
shoes and my flip flops. ut we were out of doors,
Q@ght was calling and the view promised to be fantas-
ic.

Imagine, an enormous terminal moraine alongside
the glacial valley of automotive grogress. No swath of
city lights here. Eerie illumination from the airline
headlights as they close overhead and down to some dis-
tant extension of the foreground wound. Grand scale
earth movement--I can just discern two layers of depth
beyond the oversize scree wall we stand on. There 1s
no hint of human habitation in the view before us. Is
that an underpass or the play of moving shadow in the
dozed earth? I turn to look behind me. The corrugated
walls of the building below us are unroofed. Inside
are the carcasses of automobiles stacked 15 feet deep
and arrayed like a glittering box of chocolates. 1
call Joe’s attention. He begins to turn and sways ever
so slightly...the ground seems to take his strength, he

Spring *92
... I’3 supposed to tear put the

bathtib today, and clean up the mess
where the rains have soaked the hack
kallway and make the rubberstamps for
ey bug class and get the kids to
school on time and read the literary
Brit Guide Books and six back issues
of INTERZOKE and clean my desk, rooa
kitchen and wash the windows.

[postaarked 3/23/92]

* & &
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begins to wilt. His gravity has failed and bonelessly
he crumples to the ground. It is an elegant and time-
less moment. Awesome. Terminated bY the echoing "tump"
of his head like an exactly ripe melon against the road
rip ra?. The white ?low of his sweatshirt remained
eternally still, while I found footing to hunker beside
him. He rose ug on one elbow, slowly ?roped in the dark
overlaps of bituminous slag for his glasses. "I lost a
lens." He spoke. Thank god. "Can you find it?" he ask-
ed. Even better. I did and said so. "Is it scratched?”
Oh boyoboyoboy logical cognitive function, spatial ori-
entation and large and small motor control. "Let me
clean it and see,”" I replied. It was plastic, and
clear. We sat still for another long moment. "I’m
ready for it now." Blood was trickling off his fore-
head, two miraculously thin and narrow tracks. 1 gave
him my hanky and did not panic. His nose was strangely
dark, abraded. "1°d reallg like a beer" he said. 1 knew
he was okay. Bashed and bruised but okay. We told
Laurie and Andy it was okay. We were okay clamber1ng
gown the slope. We got back to civilization and tha
eer.

It was oka¥.

Stupid, I felt so brain emgty and stupid. I made
jokes about the stunning view he knock out scenery,
my abrasive personality, the fact that Joe really
needed to wash his face. 1 made some token effort not
to play Nurse NancZ, but kept suggesting ice. He got
my attention, stuck uii¥ vd€ Yéff #f his face in mine
and demanded to know if I were thinking I was in any
way responsible for his actions? huh? if so, stop....
We did agree that our inner children were nof allowed

to play together. 1 hadn’t panicked, overreacted,
barfed or had my hair turn white but I was about to
lose mY restraint in telling blood and qut stories so I
ong to the auction.

went a

(@
0
ls FANBWE
!

Talk about being bowled over, look at this copy of
IDEA number 4 with hand colored covers. Geri Sullivan
gave it to me with a SCIENCE FICTION FIVE YEARLY. Two
rough and tumble mimeoed fanzines. The real thing. If I
pause to read them now, you know this column will never
et done. I love reading Jeff Schalles® indelible
ravelogues. And Geri is everything I’ve been reading
about. "What a woman. We sat together at the auction.
It was going well. The crowd was lively. I admired
Geri’s silver slippers. They had a good ripple sole.
"Wow" I said, "you could keeR a real grip and stand
tall on the slag pile with those.” We were gxggl1ng
when Joe appeared in the doorway, causing Geri to laugh
so hard she fell out of her seat.

The rest of the night was like an OUTWORLDS live.
Notable fans came and went throueh the smoking booze
den. Patty laughed. Someone asked her about something
1 didn’t exactly hear and her reply was "the house and
the dogs," and my mouth said "Where’s Garz?" Wim and
Sherm and Wess had some schtick going. Patty refused to
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I didn’t mention Charles Willeford

MW mraugf;

give her. nickname.
always called me "Slim".... Every now and then a wave
of blushes washed the room. (Sunda morning Patty as-
sured me that everything I was thinking is true. ""But
knowing your imagination, Jeanne, what you are thinking
is worse.") It was an euphoric apa 50, autoclave, Con-
tact High reunion. 1 never saw Pattz {augh so much.
"I’m havinﬁ about a dozen trains of thought at once,"
she said, "and I can’t stay on any one track."
give up. Let someone else do you more con re-

port--let them talk about Linda Bushyager’s fine guest
of honor speech or the moving pyramid of fans honoring
Don Fitch. You tell about meeting Don Herron at last,
or have Joe tell how it was to look like he’d been in a
bar brawl. I’ve got my passport now and concrete plans
to make before I even finish reading these zines.

And I need a nap.

He B Dudes Ranch — March 6
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BILLY

BILLY WOLFENBARGER:

... hope you enjoy reading
"Prologue Draft®, which is the be-
ginning of sy second novel, THE NIGHT

AFE. 1 haven’t even finished the
outline yet, & I discovered this
piece had to be written; ultimately,
pore than likely, to give the outline
a sharper focus. [11/201911

Wow. Where to begin..?.. You did a
beautiful job fw/artwork by Sandra
dordan) in the annish with ’Evening
Legends®. OETHORLDS 62 is a heavy
issue in a lot of ways.

With a wish to keep you & my
other readers up to date, a mind
bogiling event happened to se a few
weexs ago, & in a very strong wa
(one of the very strongest indeed!)--
in re "Prologue Draft® in OUTKORLDS
63 -- which was gning to be the
Eroloque for ay 2nd novel, THE NIGHT

AFE.... I caught the first episode
of CBS’ Nightmare Cafe, done by Wes
Craven, on Friday night(s), & I felt
I had to drop THE NIGHT CA%E project
because there were sisply too sany
sizilarities between tne two. My ver-
sion of a nightmarish cafe was going
to be such more bizarre & creepy,
broody & surrealistic. This has
saddened my writing life also on a
aore personal level, bussing me out
with the blues. But ... that the way
it go. I’1l miss ay version. And
then, a few weeks later, I had a dou-
ble whamey effect upon ay writin
life: ay next book after THE NIGHT
CAFE was going to be a really horrif-
ic effort called RENAINS TO BE SEEN.
While looking through the contents
page of one of the paperback horror
anthologies, I spotted "ay® title for
ay 3rd novel, as a short stnrr by
soaecne nameo David Morrell. (I might
have to send Rasbo after this guy.

Ny 4th novel was going to be a
ngstery/suspense effort called LONELY
AS THE DEAD, but something in the
back of sy brain cells tells me this
title has been used somewhere/sose-
when before.... So to sake a long
explanation such shorter, the °Pro-
logue Draft® will be all there’s

onna be to THE NIGHT CAFE. Can’t

ave readers trying to find a novel
which exists solely within the
author’s twisted sind.

...dear bill, have I written
this letter to you before ?7?

Neanwhile, I try to let each day
happen as it will, [3/261921

WOLFENBARGER

\
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t was a warm grey falling afternoon rain.

Darkening rapidly.

¢ Gresham walked in the middle of the sidewalk,
watching the approaching cars’ lights reflecting up
from the blurry street.” There came a point ahead, a
space where distance blurred, dripped, disappeared.

He should be going for a cup of coffee somewhere.
He could think or not-think, the choice would be his.
Drl and warm in some laid-back cafe. Sometimes a place
like that can find you before you can find it.

] His black felt cap was like a sponge growing heav-
ier on tog of his head.

All the street lights could do was showcase areas;
they couldn’t unveil them all. There was still a point
ahead, a darkened space where distance blurred,
dripped, disappeared. That’s where Gresham was head-

ing.

He stopped at the end of the block. Shake some of
the cold and wet out of him. A small pond in the
street ahead, darkening like black water was slowly
spreading. Rainfall bubbled in a musical cauldron.
6resham turned right on the sidewalk, walked several
soggy paces before he crossed the street.

On the opposite corner, the abandoned arcade
building where white paint had summer-blistered too
mgnz summers; now it wept, hunkering there in some half
light like a dream-shivering orphan. In his broodY.
mind Gresham saw drowned human corpses inside, lolling
surrealistically in chairs or draped haphazardly across
wooden horses.

Gresham hurried on. Coffee would be good some-
where, help sharpen his sense of reality.

th glitter-

e abandoned junk shop. Gresham saw the
ing eyes of the jack-in-the-box set back from the win-
dow. No chance for it to literallz jump out at him
after Mr. Clownface sprang out of the mellow colored
metal box. No way the rustz train set could run him
over, smashing him flatter than a dime. Over there,
far back on what looked like empt space but must have
been a table, a four-foot white plastic Christmas tree
lay on its side. No angel or star for Jesus here. And
there, much closer, a cap pistol with a roll of caps
whitened, pale like ash.

o kHurry on. A place that was open, to think or not-

ink.

Lost and lonely in his tragedies, Gresham found

himself on a street with a Yellow neon sign not all
that far ahead, while thin lettering read The Night
Cafe. At last a place to be dry, and warm for a little
while, and drinking hot coffee with sugar and a touch
or two of cream in it, all stirred up.

And the persistent echoing, outside, of the fall-
ing rain.

-——Billy Holfenbarger
Eugene, Oregon; November 13991
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