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Eklund, CHMR /#3, Box 5994, Travis AFB, California, 94535, for the 70th

mailing of the Spectator Amateur Press Socicty. This issue is dedica-
ted to the memory of Finely Snipson, mainly because Finely is the only’
person we know who has kicked off lately. Best of luck to you, Finelye.
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LOST  IN A WHOREHOUSE: Oncec upon a tine,somewhere’in the wilds of
suburbia, there existed a fat, ugly little
kid., The boy's name was Bruce Edward "Smith." Actually his name
wasntt "Smith," or anything resembling that name., We're planning on
covering up all sorts of indeccent stuff in this story, so we plan

to start right here with that last namc., We also don't enjoy getting
the "heck" sucd out of us.

Agide from the fact that nobody understood him, and that he was quitec
fat and ugly, Brucc had one huge hang-up. Hec was both a coward and a
bully. He was afraid of his own shadow to tcll the truth, and this
wasn't only becausc his shadow was gquite fat and ugly. But Bruce

thought of himself and tricd to act rough, tough, and mcan, just like

all that Mike Hammer stuff he'd be recading, if only he could have lcarncd
how to rcad.

Bveryday, after the conclusion of school, which Bruce wasn't too "hot"
at, he'd wander around the neighborhood beating up the other kids. He'd
start with the smallest snot he could find, beat hecll out of that kid,
and then move on to a soncwhat larger snot., He'd gain many thrills rand
lotsa kicks out of this, and would mumble to himgcelf and call himself
"Butch" and all sorts of weird imaginitive stuff likec that.

But, in the midst of his journcys, Brucc would always run into old
Walter Goldwater. Walt was the toughcst guy on the block, and would
always, ncver fail, beat hcll out of Bruce. This uscd to happen Jjust
about cvery day. It was frankly turning Brucc into a paranocic brgt,
not to mention a scarcd-as—hcll-brat.

Onc day the two of them rceally had it out. Right in the middle of the
strect. All the littlce kids on the ncighborhood gathered. They liked
to watch Walter beat hell out of Brucc, Their parents went along with
this, figuring it was better than having the kids sitting around the
house watching tv all aftcrnoon.

"Beat hcll out of that fast bastard," checred all the five and six year—
oldsg, laughing as thcy tosscd rocks at the oprosing fighters,

Actually it wasn't much of a fight. It ncver was. Walter immediately
prececded to knee Brucc in the groin. This toppled Bruce to the ground.
Walter then Jjumped on him, and kept on jumping. This went on for five
or ten minutes, whilc the spcectators went around picking up coke bottles
and dropping them on Bruce's head., If they couldn't find any coke
bottles, they'd just spit ig his cyc, or soncthing,.

After a half-hour norc,; this bit got to be dull, Waltcer quit jumping,
and sat down on top of Brucc to think for awhilc,
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"Hey," he yclled, leaping to his fcot, "let!s go find a cop to kill,"
All the littlc kids chcired at this, and the wholc bunch of them went
romping down the strcet, lcaving Brucc lying in the middle of the
road, spilling blood all over thc placc.

A window flew upon across the street from where Bruce lay. A dirty
0ld laugh floated across the distance to reach Bruce's car. It was
Herman Fitch again., The dirty old man of the neighborhood,

"Ahahaha," said Herman Fitch, with a phony Japanese accent, as he
dashed wildly across the stroctto where Bruce lay, "you sure nust be a
pretty goddam unpopular 1little guy. Ahahha," Herman dropped a coke
bottle on Bruce!s head. Hc laughed again, '"Ahahaha."

"Hey, kid," said Herman, "IY11l tell you what's wrong with you., You
don't know wherc you'rc not wanted. Why don't you do somchhing helpful
and constructive. Like comnitting suicide. Or maybe run away into the
#oods to find yoursclf, and gct caten up by a lion. You ought to do
gomething good for a change." Herman snilcd at this own eoxcellent use

of modern psychological techniquos.

01ld Herman Fitch stayed around for a few morc minutes, poking Bruce with
a stick to sec if the~ kid still hurt any. After a bit he wandercd

back into his housc, wherc hc spent the rest of thce day potting plants
and rcading dirty books.

Bruce lay in the strect and thought about what Herman Fitch had said,
Maybe the dirty old man was corrcct., Hc pickced himself up, made an
indecent gesturc towards Hernman Fitch's home, spit out a couple toeth,
counted his brokcn ribs, and hecaded off towards thc forest. He' figured
he night rcally find hinsclf anong all thosc trces, and, anyway, it was
nuch less painful than comuitting suilcide,

¢

Hec wandered around for days in the woods, cating berries and fruits and
that crap, and thinking hc was D-nicl Boonc,.

"Goddam," hc said aloud once, "maybc I am Daniel Boonc." All I've got
to say about that is that 1f Brucc were Danicl Boonec, he was an awfully
fat Danicl Boonc,

Then he met the gingerbrecadman., It is pretty rarc that anyonc ncets a
gingerbreadman in the niddle of the forest, but there, right before
Brucect!s cycs, onc camnc walking along.

"Hey, you dirty brown gingcrbreadman," said Bruce, "what are you doing
out here in the forests I thought you were just storybook crap, like
that stuff in thosc books Hernan Fitch always roads us kids?"

"You're right, Mcycr," said the old gingcrbrcadman, "this is indced a

new and strange scene for me. It is so ncw and strange in fact that I

do believerit will be neccssary to change my previous image. In order

to do this, I belicve I will now prosesd to gobble you upe. That is indecd
soncthing new and strangc,"
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And before Bruce had cven the slightest chance to voice an objection,
the gingerbreadman had gobbled the fat' little boy up. Therc was
absolutely nothing left of Brucc Edward "Smith" cxcept a pile of
dirty clothing in the middle of the forest.

"Ahahaha," said the gingerbrcadman, slapping himself on the stomach and
belching doudly. Then Herman Fitch took off his gingerbreadman suit,
laughed again, louder than hell, and went back home to pot plants.

When news of Bruce's untimly demisc had cone from the forest, things
in his old neighborhood werc happy and joyous.

"Thig is the best ncws I've received since they passed prohibition,"

his parcnts asserted to a small batch of reporters from the big city.

The reporters nodded their heads in sympathy for the mourning parcnts,

A few days afterwards, having complcted a hurricd period of mourning,
Brucce's parents adopted old Herman Fitch as their new son. Herman’was
indced 84 years old, but he didn't eat nearly so much as Bruce had, -

and he did do work around the house, likc potting plants. Then, too,

he had a rmuch keancr sensce of hunor than that posessed by his predecessor.
He was always brightening up his homelife by saying "Ahahaha."

A few days later, howcver, Herman finally got around to flipping out.
This had been expected of him for ycars, but Herman never believed

in doing tve expected., Aparently, Hornan had attenpted to poison

his new mother and fother. In punishment they had taken away his
massive collection of "dirty stuff." This angered old Herman., He
stayed up in his room for a full weck, built an atomic bomb, and dropped
it on the neighborhood, out of a bomber he had swiped. It really

wasn!'t a vory social move, and most psychologists frowned all over their
office when they heard of it.
Three thousand miles away, on the other side of the country, Herman's
brother, Melvin Fitch, was asked by some reporters of what hc thought
of Herman's death. Herman, tco, was killed in the explosion,

"He was a2 clcan old man," Melvin®answcred, pushing a pregnant woman
reporter down a flight of stairs, '"clcan all the way through, Had -
no faults to speak of." Melvin then gobbled two of the rcporters up,
said a couple magic words, potted a couple plants, and disappeared
never to be scen againe

WHERE'S THE BUFFER, IEYER? Describing pcople on paper so that they
almost come alive and give the rcader a
fat lip is a harder than hell thing to do. Beeause I'm young and turned
on by huge challenges, I think I'11 nmake a shot at the one deseribed
above., The person I want to tell you about is one who actually lives
and breathes. Hisg name is George Padilla. Actually George Padilla is
relatively simple to describe. In fact, I can handle the bit in one
short, crisp word. Fat, George Padilla is fatter than hell,

eATS wgigh 180 punds," George shouted in my prescnce one previously quict
evening. You soe, Goorge shared, at this time, a room with myself and
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a third party, whosc name is IMiko Buller. That very evening Hike
had gucstioned Georgc on tho subject of his weight. This particular
point was onc Mikc ond I had frequently discusscd among outsclves.

"How much do you weigh, Georgo?" is how liike had put the question,
A dangcrous question to ask, as we both found out,

"But, Gecorge, I woim§r160 poundsg," snid like,: "I8nm & full inch taller
than you, too,. You7iaftor than hell, also. I'nm not."

"I 5till weigh 180 pounds," saild Georgc Padilla, whe went back to doing
whatever had been holding his attontion beforc the Big Question had been
brought forward,

Mike looked at mec. I looked back., We both laughed like hell, This
sort of thing happconed guitc frequently around George Padilla,

I had vagucly known George Podille before he moved into our room. He
and I had spent a weckend helping others load dogfood onto aircraft
bound for Korca. But, rcally, that isn't thc swingoest sconc in which
to get to know poople,

Gecorge popped into o vacancy in ocur roon last August. He claimed that
he wanted to lcave his old roon bcecausc once of his'roomnates was unclcan,
that both of thom persccuted hinm, and that, anyway, they nover turncd
the lights out. Thosc reasons gstruck nc as pretty sound, like,

Things wercn't the sance around herce for the two or so nmonths  George

spent in our room. Ppg dny he noved into the room, in fact, was

alnost traunatical., 1Hc started to toss his own stuff in 211 corncrs,

a bit frownod on by most good airmen. Wo figurcd he wasg trying to take
over tho recon. "Today Room 108, tomorrcw the world," wos an old gag that
I supplicrd for the cccasion. Then there was his picturc collection,

Now, a large number of individuals I have known since contcring the Air
Force a ycear and a half ogo have had collections of photographs. But
these photocollcections werc madc up cntircly of naked wonen, George's
photographs werce of wonen. That much is truec., However, they were all
old, funky, and clothed from onc cnd to the othere I was frankly puzzled
all over thc placc,

"Say, Goorgc," I askcd hin onc ovening, "who is that ugly old bitch’
whosc photograph ycu hove plasterced all over ny former typing table,
Hor facc turns ny stonach and ncsscs up ny dreaning soncthing fiecrce,"

"That/m§ nother," said George Padilla., Hce didn't speak to nme again for
9 >
a full weck.

"There!s a touchy subject I feel like brining up," said Mike Butlcr to
George onc night., With George overything is a touchy subject, from
rcligion to bascball, "Gordon ~nd I arc gotting bugged by your nother'!s
picturc being all over this rocom, We have to live herey, too, and sho
gots a bit cmbarrassing aftcr a tinc.”

George, in a kindly nove, roenoved all of hig picturcs. In fact both Miko
and I got prctty worricd about wherce he might have put then,
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"I wouldn't be surprised if he has thon taped to his back," llike
told ne oncec. I nodded in vigorous agrcencnt,

George was a ncar cxpert at the art of stupid conversation, Stupid
conversation is tolking stupidly, frequently, in casc you hadn't nanaged
to guoss.

I pgrticularly recall onc bright norning when the three of us were
busily clcaning up the hallway prior to an inspcction, I was down
at the far end of thc hall, mopping the floor. IMikc and Gecorge were
in the niddle, doing soncthing, a gocd ways distant from nc.

I hcard a strange voice, which I 1later lcarncd belonged to "Woody,“
the dirty old man of thc barracks.

"Wherets the buffer?" Woody ~sked, presumably nceding the thing to
buff his room before ingpection tinc,.

"What?" asked Geerge. I'd henrd tho question quite clearly, but
Gecorge is a little slow 2t timos,

"Where'!s the buffer?" Woody asked agoain., Knowing the buffer was on the
sccond floor somcwhercy, I went back to nopping.

"I don't have a brother," said George Padilla,
I brokc up,.

George was pretty completely lacking in a scnsc of hunor, too, This
never helped him out much. Both Mikce and I are practical jokers, of
sorts, and Gecorgels Solen rcactions only lcad on us to bigger ond
better things. Onc cvening, Jjust after he noved into the roonm, we
short—shcected his bed, He wouldn't sperk to us for a full weck.

Just beforc he moved out, about a month back, wc had somec norec troublo
with him. I canc back to the barracks carly from work., It was on

a Priday and I was looking forward to nmy frco weckend., Fifteen mninutes
later Geoorge walked in. His bed was® flipped around backwards, his
towcl and wash cloth had disaipcarcd, all of his toilet articles were
cqually abscnt from the nodieinc cabinct, and his shocs were in all
corncers of the roome. He locked at all this, cast dirty looks at both
Mike and nysclf, and lcft,

We didn't sce himagain until two a.n., the following norning.

"Where the hell can George be?" wondercd Mike and I all cvening long.
We fixed all of us stuff backsg he still didn't roturn, We played a
couplc hands of cardss still no sign of George. We left and ate the
nidnight ncal; Gecorge wosn't bhere when we arrived back homes He had
been wearing fatiguces when he left and couldn!t have gone far. We
decided to chceck the barracks for hin.

At onc—thirty Mike found him, "Gecorge is upstalrs watching television,"
he reported back to mo. "He's been up thore for cight goddam hours."

George had frceguently mndc complnints in the past that Mike and I kcep
hin awake at night talking to cach other until two or three in the .
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morning. Hec claimed that hc needed hissleceps, I felt’that the fact
that we werc frequently talking about George, himself, had somcthing to
do with his complaintse

Kceping all of this in mind, lMike and I undressed and Jjumped into
bedg turning out the lights beforchand. We knew George had to cone
back any ninute. Television doecsn't run 21l night. Even in California.

A few minutes after we had gotten under the covers in walked George
Padilla, He turned on a small light, being as carcful as possible not
to make the slightest noisc whilc undrcssing. He most certainly did not
want cither Mike or nmyself woking up on him., After a few minutes of
quiet probbing, George turncd off the light and crawled in bed.

Innediately Mike popped upe. "Says, Gordon, what did you think of Mickey
Mantle in the Series?"

Not being much of a Now York Yarkee fan, I muttered somcthing obscnce
in reply.

George Padilla leaped six inches in the air, Mike and I laughed likec hcll;

After we had controlled the laughing and smirking, Mike turned to
Georgc.

"Why," he asked, "did you spond eight solid hours watching television?"
"Because," said George Padilla, in his famous logic, "I felt like it."

"Most sane poople," I put in, dripping sarcasm all over my covers, "do
not spend eight hours watching television. You must have had a blost."
"It11 watch television for twenty=four hours if I feel like it," was
the only answer I rccecived. Mike kept at him for the next few minutes,
He didntt have much success. The last time we told George off we got
him to admit he needed to see a psychiatrsit., No such luck this tinec.
After a time Mike gave 'upe. He and I spent the next hour discussing
children's tv prograns, Howdy Docdy, and all that nostalgic crape.

I woke up again at five ae.me The CQ had just walked into the room,

"Who's Padilla," asked the Staff Sergeant on duty. I pointed towards
Padillats slceping form, The CQ walkcd over to George's bunk and bogan
pounding on his brck for the next fow minutes. After cnough of thig,
Goorge: was wide awake. The CQ loft. A fow minutes later I heard George
follow, presumably hended towards the orderly room in order to find out
why he had been gotton up at five o'clock on a Saturday morning.

I knew the reason, I laughed like hell thinking nbout it. I was the
onc who l:had cagerly agrced with Mike Butler's idea that Goeorge's
name should be enterced on the squadron wake-up rostér for that very
norning. We both thought it #08% lanusing idea.

Some peoople refer to it as mental cruclty, extreme varicty.
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Really I could go on like this for literally hours. I could tell
how George got highly PO¥d at Mike and mysclf for réeferring to him
as the Padilla-hound. We changed his name to "Bobo.," I could tell
about George and the Christophers, The Christophers are some sort
of Catholic gang which places a message on the local rock 'n roll
station when the station cuts off the air at midnight every cvening,.
This message 1s religious, usually, and Catholic, alwayse, I tried to
turn it off one night., George objectecd. Being tolerant, I lét the
Christophers have their say. Mike got all curious about then, He
asked George to tell him all about the Christophers. When George
had concluded, Mike said somcthing like: "Well, you learn something
new every day." I had to say something: '"¥cs, cven when you dont't
want to." Georgo accused me of religious prejudice, He didntt talk
to me for wecks after that bit.

Gads, I could cven tell about George!s book of records numbers., He
jotted down the number of every album he. could discover., He never
bought thems Jjust collected their numberse The records he did buy
were quite terrible, in fact. Extremely Sqguare stuff, indccd., Dean
Martin and all sorts of wild Spanish crap. The whole scenc,

Yes, I could tell a lot more about George Padilla., But I won'te I
have just rcealized that I have made him come so disgusting alive’

that I'm afraid that he's apt to pop into the roon at any moment,

read this over my shoulder, and give me a fat lip,

A few days after the scecond draft of this piece was completed, George
Padilla moved out. He was moving to another barracks he announced.
Presumably where people will treat him better. Maybe cven tuck him

in at night. Although we work in the same building, I have secen him
only at a distancec since he lefte. Actually, I inow realize that
George did have some goods points, He was polite and gencrally
congsiderate of dthers. These are highly desirable characteristics

in a roommatc. And I wos pretty cruel to him, too. Putting my own’
need for laughter and fun over his wish for quiet and consideration,

I was both selfish and cruel, in fact., But I'm not going to say that
I've decided to shape up and stop torturing people. I!'d only be lying
if T dide But in a woy it is fortunate George moved out. While writing
the early drafts of this piece, I thought up somcthing new and wildly
radical to pull on hime. I wondcred, for nights, what his recaction
would be if I strolled up to him and gove him a fat lip. Gad, he
would probably have flipped out and gone violent,

e — e p— — — — — — — — — — — — — S— — — i S— — — e — p— — e Sm— e B —

LOVELETTERS IN THE SIOP: Denr May (1Dec): It was about a ®eck ago
that I decided I wns in love with you. The
reason was Spring and Jocy. Jocy said I dirty thing about you. I hit
him, That means I love you, Do you love mc too? You didn®t used to.
If you do, let!'s go to the show tomorrow,.
Herman

Dear Herman, (1Dec)

Yes, I love you, very, very much, I gucss. I will go to’
the show with you. Mect me therc. My father doesn't like boys. Oh,
yesy I forgot. I love Jocy, too, Ask Jocy if he loves me very, very
much and kisses. If he doesn't tell him, I will give him his ring back,
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What dirty thing did he say about me? I must go wash dishes.
= May

Dear May, (5Dec)

The show was fun., Jocy says hc hates you and wants his
ring back, Hc doosn't love you and says I can., The dirty thing he
said about you he said again, I fecl sorry for you and love you
more than anything today. I drcam of you cvery nighte I 1love you one
million times over and over. Can I borrow your math lesson.

Hernan

Dcar Herman,(5Dec)
I love you today, too. I wear your ring and kiss it
all day lenge I love you and hate Joey. But welre still fricnds.
I think Bob now loves me., He's the new guy that came yesterday., Joan
is spending the weckend with me. She loves Jocy now because I don't
and said for her to.
Moy

Dear May, (TDec)

I hear Bob askced you to the doance. You better have gaid
no or I won't love ycu any more., I do love you now, of coursc, SO0
sec me after class,

Herman

Dear Herman (8Dcc)

I can't love you anymorc and will return the ring, It wasn!'t
much of a ring anyhow., I'm in love with Bob today and forever., Joan
says she loves you now but not Jocy. lobody loves Joeys I gucss,

We can still be friends ond maybe wetll fall in love again later., Bob
has a sterco rccord playcr,
May

Dear Mayy {8Dec)

We arc 5till fricnds., I decided I didn't love you yosterday
but decided I would give you one morc chance, I love Joan now, which
will be fun, I gave her my rihg at lunch. We better not write any-
nmore notes or Bob might not love you or Joan me., We love cach othor
deeply, Mec and Joan.

Hernan
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SCETCHINGS: The previous word is a title I have decided to usc for
dull on-stencil stuff likc this crap; used to fill

the botton of a stencil. I supposc I should note, since this is
the first SAPSish thing I have done in two or three mailings that I
have decided to stay in the group. At least t1i1ll I get in FAPA,
Follwoing issues will be much like this one. Compozsed of non-mnc
gtuff that I have written ~nd cant't think of anything elsc to do with,
and mailing comments, when I feel like it, I will leave it to Bob
Lichtman to deccide whether this rcproescnts my "best stuff" or only
"sccond rate crap." That apscars to be his scene.

/

You wontt find any mention of Walter Breon in thesc pages. I'm in and
so is he. I can't sce any point in discussing the gwuestion. I voted
on the question, That’should be enoughe I don't plan to spend my
whole life on it. And, gce, hc goofed up last time and put a guote of
mine on his cover, I can't let magnanity like that go unrewarded.
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MAILING COMMENTS
(SAPS £ 69)
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SPELEOBEM 25 (Pelz): Whether a piece of writing is good or bad

ig pretty much a matter of taste., One mants
"great stuff" is another man's "pile of crap,”" as a well known Eastern
philosopher once put it, The judgment of the writer is pretty much
as bigoted as that of anyone else, I think certain things I write are
better than others, but that doesntt mean that anyone else will agree
with my judgment.: Because of this, I don't conciously attempt to ¢
place "first rate," or even '"second rate," material into SAPS, SAPS,
like everything else, gets whatever I feel like putting into it at
the time the deadline approaches. :: Carefully written material is
another matter, Certain things I put more work into than others., An
article that has been rewritten five or six times is undoubtedly more
carefully written than an on-stencil mailing comment, That doesn't
mean, however, that it is better, though the liklihood is there,

YEZIDEE 9 (Dian Pelz):Hgve you really met fans who are incapble of

digscussing anything exceﬁt f%%dom and/or science
fiction? That's pretty sick, Have you ever/%ng gJust naybe the only
thing they can discuss with you (or think they can discuss with you) are
those fascinating conversation pieces called fandom and science fiction,.
Really, I have met people who appear, at'first, to be all limited like
that, After getting to know them better, one discovers many more common *
conversational grounds than first appeared evident. Gee, for that matter,
I bet there are a lot of people who say about me: "He can't discuss
anything except baseball," or even, "He can't discuss anything except
sex," and probably some who have saild, "He can't discuss anything ex=
cept fandom and science fiction," Gee, Dian Pelz, it had been my
impression that you couldn't discuss anything except fandom and science
fiction,

It was a real pleasure when I finally got to meet you at the NonCon in
July.’ For some strange reason, and despite all information to the con
trary, I had been firmly convinced that you were a dirty old lady, about
the size of Sophie Tucker, with the general personality of Tars Tarkase.
Madam, I humbly apologize.

ISSUE 3 (Baker): Hey, man, I was really sorry to hear that you were
depressed when you wrote this fanzine, That's a pretty
depressing thought. But I know how you felt.- I was depressed once my—
self. "You're a sick and depressed young man," was the way my psgchia-
trsit-put it. When I asked him to explain himself ("Define your goddam
terms,") he started shouting all over the room about how I was crazy and
nuts and out of my goddam mind, Of course, I had to hit him, Luckily
I got such a big joy out of this scene that I completely snapped out of
my dépression., These days I run around depressing only about 25% of the
time,

MEST ;1.(Johnstone): The Beatles are indeed quite neat, sir, and I'm
over joyed to note your agreement. I own three

albums by the Beatles and play them every chance I get——when therels

no one else around to laugh at my disgustingly low tastes. The British
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competition is pretty purile all right. Especially when compared to

the Beatles, My rommate has an album by one of these groups (Gerry

and the Pacemskers) and we're both nearly unanimous in putting them

down, There is some good stuff, but it is rare...Mostly the music of

the Beatles isn't all that great if one isn't a rock 'n roll fan. Since
I am, I do like their music. But "A Hard Day's Night" is great stuff
whether one appreciates the Beatles! singing cr not. It is a wonderfully
beautiful filme. I hope you'lve becn able to sec it by now,

As a matter of fact, since you asked, I hawe changed. I change all the
time., I consider it a hobby of mine., ~Changing, that is. But all this
is beside the point, I started this paragraph in order to give you a
chance to switch your opinions. Are you sure, like, that you "agree with
(me) all through" Pleasure Units #7%7 "All through."? With everything?
Ahahhaha, I gucss youtve changed, then, -

2
Why aren't you strong on unhappy stories., Having decided to quit wasting
my time reading escapist crap some months ago, I tossed out my Tarzan
collection and started buying worthwhile novels of the modren age, These
mostly tend to be highl: unhappy and quite depressing. But life is
pretty much depressing and lonly and, pretty much unhappy. The purpose
of Great Writing is to show Universal Exporience. Most worthwhile Univer—
sal BExpericnces tend to be unhappy as can be, I may not "like" this sort
of stuff, but I do think it 1g worthwile and improves the mind., Faulkner
is better than Toskey, as a literary acquaintence of mine once wrotc,

SAUVIGNON BLANC (Fitch): Congratulations. For the first time you said
gsomething I agree with, Fandom does "display
only a limited number of facets of the individualts entire personality,”
You might have added, if you had thought about it, that the individual
exercies supreme control over which facets are to be exhibited to the
world., Perhaps this has something to do with the fact that extended
personal contact with fans can be digillusioning as hell, I don't
believe that fans can or do shape images for themselves. I dontt

think anyone can completcly warp into a new personality likec that over-
night, But seigction of pcersonalify characteristics can be done, It
is simple, cxpected, and unhealthy. I do it all the time,

SPACETTARP 79 (Rapp): A Sergecant I once worked under had his nine=yecar

o0ld son doing his work for him, The work was all
wrong and I was getting bhlamed for it. I mentioned to the serghant some—
thing about federal child-labor laws but he didn't go for the reference,
But he and I don't got along too well, Gee, I once went so far as to
offer money to a big, strong guy getting discharged if the big, strong
guy would beat up this scrgeant for me., "Five bucks if you draw bloodj
ten if you put him in thc hospital," Cooler heads prevailed, however,
and that scene ncver camc off,

Do you really beleive that "Occidentals,,..cannot enijoy their chlorestoral
rich diet in peace, knowing that somec 5,000 miles direcctly bencath their
feet brownskinned skcletons are expiring for lack of calories." That may
be pretty fine writing, but I don't think it is trues I sure as hell
dontt oven think about these "brownskinned skeletons" most of the time.

I doubt that you do either, really., lNost of us worry only about things
that currently and directly affect us. Somcthing happoening 5,000 miles
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away or likely to happen 20 or 30 years in the futurc doesntt faze us

in the slightest. Taec "battle for the political allegiance of the
coolic crowd" is’possibly the lcast worried problem in America., Stuff
like this exists, but nobody really cares. I carc, whenever I happen to
think of whe subject, But I scldom think about it,

SLUG 2_(Weber): I see you have used the term "wheceged" here in your
mailing comments. I find that to be one of the most
fascinating words in the’English language. Before this I have always
connected it, in my mind, to thc writings of John Berry. Hé¢ seéms to ’
meet lots of pcople who "wheeze," What rcally shakes me up, Mr, Weber,
about your use of the term is where you use it, The term’"wheezed" I
discover in the middlc of a mailing commént to John Berry, describing
the actions of a Belfast busdriver,  Gad, Wally Weber, do you mean
people in Belfast, Northern Ircland, really do "wheeze"? That's fantastic,

IGNATZ 34 (Nancy Rapp): Herc I was all set to point out how entiirely
wrong you were on how crimnals were to be

fought with their own mcethods. I was going to ask you for your defini-—

tion of crimnal. I was going to ask you what these mecthods that criminals

use so well happen to be, 1 was cven going to point out how a criminal

is a criminal for his methods as well as for his actions. You appecarcd

to be advocating o a police state ruled over by crimnal minded police,

I had almost decided I was going to have to gquote Clarence Darrow at

you, which is going pretty far since I pretty much consider Darrow to

have been Off His Ass, Fortunately whilc all of this was whirling around

in my mind, I detected your claim that you had composed thesc comments

while in a condition other than "sober," Becausc of this, I have de=

cided not to say anything at all, Boy, you sure say stupid things

when youlre drunk, don't you? 33 A person more cynical than myself

might note that the general quality of SAPSgzines is reflected by the

fact that certain members arc now adnitting that they write their zines

whilc unsober. 3

YOUR OWN PERSONAL GOLDMINE 2 (Mann): I once hecard a radio station repeat
the same football gcore three times

during the same newscast. 'Fach repetition of the score was preceeded

by the announcerts "Whoops, we almost misscd one here," "Despite things

like this, we have a fairly good radio scenc around here, There's a

choice of at least a half dozen good, pure roc¢k !n roll stations, Probab~

ly cven‘more. Accouple of them run all night, including the best of the

lot KYA, San Francisco., Unfortunatecly wec don't have a radio at the

present time, This cuts down the sclection somewhat. So I listen to

Beatles rccords and compose mailing comments., Anything to keep me off

the streets,

RESIN 18 (Metcalf): I was simply going to let this stupid list of Berkeloy
! mallboxes go by with a cryptic comment about how

you, Norman C Mectcalf, were out of your goddam mind, Thumbing through

the listing, however, reminds me of a couple of things I wanted to say.

Pirstly, this publication has had prior distribution, of sorts. I

rcecall that one time, while I was putting you down for not having a scnse

of humor, you interrupted me by repcating this list of mailboxes and

delivery times to me, from memorty. I believe I admitted to you at that

time that you probably did have a scnse of humor. Secondly, you missed
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onc: there!'s a mailbox at 8th and Ashby with collection hours at 1622
and 0901, Sometimocs, howcver, the post office is bétween oné to three
minutes latc on thesc times. You alnost blew there, Metcalf,

POR QUE? (Dorcen Webbert): I have read threc or four of the Manning

, Colcs stories, and have a couple morec sitting
around waiting to be rcad. The first two in thc Tommy Hablcdon series
were the best of those I have rcad. Particularly finc was’the second,
in which Hambledon 1is running around all over Nazi Germany, as one of
Hitlcr!'s right hand men, not oven rcemembering he's a British spy until
the fifth or sixth chgpter. Actually I don't rcad much of that spy -~
crap thesc dayse Unless it has a lot of blood and gore and sex in ity
like James Bond. I havc read a couplc books by John le Care, however,
and they're quite fine. Hel!s the man who scored at the top of thc best
scller charts carlicr in the ycar with The Spy Who Came in from the Cold.
His spy is a quiet,reserved introvert, a refreshing ehange from the
average run-of—the~mill spye

POT POURRI 35 (Berry): I made a New Year's resolution not to make any
nmorc direct "I liked this" or "I didn't like this
crap" typc mailing commeontse I think I'1]l have to break that resolution
here, I liked "The Goon's Greatest Adventure" very much indecd, I
didn't think it was a very good James Bond satirc, though, or ecven that -
it was a James Bond satire, The Goon 1is about as dense as Bond, however,
in the manncer in which-he slips and stumblcs into the most obvious
traps. You come closc, man.

HIFLHEIM 9 (Hulan): K good portion of the enjoyment I receive from
fandon these inactive days comes from a certain
sense of sclf satisfection, Becausce of this I hardly cver publish
on stencil writings. DMy Cultletters arc written first draft, of coursec,
and they arc written with the cxpcctation of being published, But this
is about all the on—stoncil composition I do, This SAFSzinc, for instance,
is entirely sccond draft naterial. One of the articlettes was even
third drafted. Despitc this work, I don't expect any morc rosponsc than’
would normally be gathered from six pages of on—-stencil mailing comments,
Probably less, for that matter. But the sclf siitisfaction is therc. I
gct a huge, cgotistical charge out of re—=rcading my stuff, hot off the
stencil, and laughing likc hell at my own words.

I don't believe it has cover boen shown that/ﬁi%glggro pornography is
unhealthy in itself, certainly not that it is destructive to the psyche.
Neither docs 1t appcear to crcate "overt" actions of’the part of the
individual., From what I have been able to discover, pornography is
soncthing that a sick mind is drawn to., It isntt a factor in the creation
of the sickness, In fact, it may ovon be hcalthy, serving as a substitude
for more overt actions. This would cven be truc for the most sadistic
pornography, and most pornography is rather sadistic. As far as I can
determine thorce has boen no substantial reason brought forth for not
allowing the froe circulation of pornographic material to everyone,
regardless of agce It would certainly be better if nmore thorough
psychological recascarch could be performed prior to the frée circulation
nove, Howecver, since it is illcgal to possecss pornography, and cven

more illegal to allow minors to freely pcruse it, this places psycholo-
gists in a somewhat cmbarrassing position when it comes to such experi-

nentation.
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WHEN THE GODS WOULD SUP 10 (Lewis): I sharc Dian Pelz's reactions as

you describe them almost ¢ompletly.
I frequently tend to tell people off and get into huge, giant, personal
arguments., But I forget such things prctty rapidly. I find that others
tend to carry grudges nuch longer and harder than I do, This has led
to a couple of pretty cmbarrassing scencs., I'm carrying things out of
the fandom context herc, but then Dian Pclz leads her lifc pretty much
in fandom and I don't, But I am rcminded of a fannish theory I have
been deoveloping for the last few months, I don't think that fans are
nearly so hurt by attacks on their in—print pcrsonalities as they arc
by attacks on *heir "rcal" sclves. Saying that: "Your letter gives
me the feeling.that you, Joe Phan, arc stupid and boring," is nét in
the least bit shattering. It is something said about the phony, the 2
fanzine Joe Phan. It doesn't bother him in the slightest., A conreport,
however, which says: "In person Joc Phan is a stupid, deadly bore," is
crushing as - could be. Conrcports arc a prctty dangerous weapon in fandom,
Does anyone, by the way, agrcc with this theory? Or am I nmerely projccte
ing all over SAPS mailing #70.

I think it is pretty wecll impossible to achicve decp, personal, intimate
communication in an apa. Most pecople, including mysclf, arc highly
sclective about whom they are going to bc personal. Most people in’
SAPS are not the fype I am about to spew my porsconality in front of.

You should also realizc that most group coaversations, three or more
pcople, arc nothing but surfacc chitterchatter, It is almost impossible
to persue any sort of meaningful personal conversation in a large group.
You have to trust people becfore you can be intimate with them. Trust is
something difficult to attain, and rarcly is one in a group in which
trust cxists among all individuals. I can only rccall a very few times
in which I havec been able to discover meaningful communication in a
group. ‘These fow times have occurrcd when I have been a member of

a Group, in which all the component individuals discoverced a great deal
of common intercst and trust betwoen themselves. Such instances arc
rarc as hell, I don't think it is possible in an apa containing 36
highly distinct personalitics, It is hard cnough to do it in personal
correspondence,

PILLAR OF FIRE 10 (Brown): Gad, Richard Brown, baby, you surc neced to
have a friend tecach you some of the points
of onc=—ups-—manship. " You flop rather sadly in your atternnt to put down
old Dian Pelz. Like, man, onc just docsn't answer onec paragraph asides
with five and six page blasts of, as a compatriot of yours once put it,
"vindicative emotionalism,” Brevity, as a compatriot of mine once put
it, is the soul of wit, And latcly, Richard Brown, you have been anything
but witty. Let's see, as your first study assignment I would suggest
memorization’ of Dian Pelzts return to your comments, She is brief,
to thc point, witty, and onec ups you all over SAPS mailing #69, After -~
this I'11 be willing to loan you a few of my better examples of the art.
That is, if you arc recally intcerested in being cducated. Gad, Brown,
didn't the Air Forcec do anything for you?

On the other hand, you come on very sad, rather than silly, with all this
crap about pcople being "animals" and "bald-facecd liars." This sort of
half-assed namccalling has prevaded an unfortunate’amount’of Breen mateorial
on both sides.” I have cven done séme of it mysclf, sadly, but that was

in Another Apa, and can be ignored., Pocrhaps thc worst of your efforts
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arc the &L hercby cut you off from all ¢ommunic¢ation with med lincs,
That is like saying, #I have had ny say. ZLike, I'm right. I won't
listen to any reply you might come up with, o don't. bother thinking
onc upe.i— It is, to coin a tcrm, chickcnshit, If this is your rcply
to comments thot you arc not maturc, I'm afraid you arc guilty of
gorberization, in defonding yoursclf nc less., A pity, rcally.

RETRO 34 (Busby): Your conrcport was really finc stuff and I cnjoyed
reading it. I was particularly interested in your

remarks on the boycotters prescent at the Pacificon II. Having long

becn intcerested in the subject of pcacoful decmonstrations and civil®

libertics, I followed thoir conduct at the convention quite closely.

At first, I found them smusing.  Later I was a bit disillusioned by

the discovery that they werc scrious as hell about this and didn't

recalize the absurdity of the gituation., Thoy thought they were striking

blows for frccecdom, rathur than making themselves look silly or mcrely

bekng irritating. I spent some tinmce trying to figurce out how onc could

tell a non=boycotter from a boycotter., The boycotters were so involved

in their protcgt that they pretty much allowed themsclveos to be swallowed

up by thc mass of the convention, I finally dcecided that the fellow

in the boycott was the guy with the solem look on his face, and the

free drink in his hand. I finally decided that I must not know as

much about this frecdom stuff as I had thought. Recally, onc would think

that there gre better mothods for strilking a blow for fréedom than

Being chascd out of a hotel mezganine cvery couple hours.

MATWETAC 26 (Cox):Therc arc a goodly assortment of those old dime novel
reprints floating around. I noticc them on newsstands

gquitc frequently. - Occasionaly, my cyc is caught by a particularly ncai

Buffalo Bill cover, and I'1l stop and thumb through the book, getting

gassed out of ny nind., I ncever buy them, of coursc, I don't recad

erap like that. Only scrious, truly important literature mokes up ny

dict, Likec the Tarzan books,.

Lee Jacobs nmust he correct about Atlanta being the center of Southcrn
Culture if it really has six rocknrell stations, That!s culture at

its pecake Gad, when I was in the South, ont had only one rocknroll
station within listcning range. Even this one played lots of country
and western type crap. Espcecially in the carly morning hours, Some

of it was rather unscttlcing to listcen to at five in the morning. They
cven played political amnounccments in the country music vien., I still
don't sce why Lincoln didnt't go ahcad and let Mississippi stay out of
the union., Probably because he was a goddan Republicans
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