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by Mike Glyer:Epic ramblings of an editorial presence after it has
wakened from a deep winter's sleep. Mixed from a recipe which calls
for one editorial fantasy, one burning issue, one chapter on sine
administrative business, one plug for TAFF and spiced to taste with
opinionated nattering, Includes C. Ron Kimberling's "Frenzy" (7)
and Scott Johnson's "BG as Horrorshow" (9).

THE PASSING PARADE
by Milt Stevens:The coeditorial mind beats a tattoo on sharp-
minded women, so to mispeak, in prime Stevens fashion,

INTERVIEW WITH MR. AND MRS. RAY BRADBIRY
conducted by Marshall Berges.

ORIGINAL STORY ANTHOLOGIES PANEL:WESTERCON 197L

Terry Carr, Robert Silverberg and Steve Goldin amé transcribed in
the act of examining their editorial careers, From the comvention
panel,including additions and corrections (for which I am grateful)
from Carr and Silverberg.

THE ZINEPHOBIC EYE

by Mike Glicksohn: "It's not every fanzine that has artwork from
Alicia Austin." Nor every fanzine that changes the spelling of its
columist's title to accomodate it....Fmz. reviews by the Hat-full,

HIJACK THE STARSHIP
poem by Terry Carr

IN DEFENSE OF A, E. VAN VOGT
by Michael T. Shoemaker: wherein a 20-year-old injustice is righted.

GORT KLAATU PROFILES
Hochberg doesn't remember me, but how could I forget Hochberg?
The man who has made me a legend throughout Britifandom?

GEORGE RR MARTIN: ALTERNATE PERCEPTIONS
by Don D'Ammassa: continuing D'Ammassa's series of examinations
of modern sf writers,

SF IN ACADEME
by Joe Sanders: Preening in the mirror of infinity.

PORTFOLIO: Larson,Schirmeister and Canfield and Kinney

THE FANIVORE: Letters

BOOKS: reviews by Burns,Chauvin,Keller,Gillam, Indick, Shoemaker,
and an experimental reprint of a Walker review from Luna Monthly.
If you don't mind the overlap, let me know.

PREHENSTLE 1l is the Mzy 1975 ~ able through subscriptions at
installment of the quasi-quar- a dollar an issue (money goes
terly science fiction fangine to Stevens, please), for dontri-
coedited by Mike Glyer (c/o Dept. butions of art and words, letters
of Popular Culture, BGSU, Bowl- of comment, and in trade to both
ing Green CH L3L03) and Milton editors.(Send editorial material
F. Stevens (11535 Saticoy #105, to Glyer, por favor.)

Van Muys CA 914,05). Tt is avail- 2
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REPREHENSIBLE

lobody gwine have to be a slave all the time any more —-
we gwine take turns -- and guess whose turn it is now!
-- EVERYTHING YOU KNOW IS WRONG
The Firesign Theater

1. TRUE CONFESSIONS OF THE POPULAR CULTURE INSTRUCTOR When fear strikes
the masses
huddle. All hands were present, huddling, in the Popular Culture de-
partment's "lounge" as 3PM approached. Ever quick to reach for the
cosmic hindsight, I might say we felt the turning of the wheel: after
17 years in the student audience our roles were climactically reversed.

The earth shook, and to steady myself I reached out to grab the hem of
some second-year grad's garment. "What are you doing in class today,
Dave?" Dave Feldman and Chris Geist are already in the middle of their
second year, with several quarters of 160 teaching under their belis.

"Playing a game," Feldman explained to me, then everyone else in turn
as fragments of successive explanations penetrated the stunned minds
of the first-timers.

One feature of the introductory popular culture course is that general
discussion is not only allowed but avidly encouraged. With time, the
student may discover that his opinion or analysis of some cultural event
is often as cogent as the instructor's. A freshman-oriented course like
160 works with different viewpoints on cultural products, beginning with
easily demonstrated concepts like icons, stereotypes, and formulas, then
ranging away into a variety of subject matter whose main purpose in terms
of education is either (1) showing how many different methodologies

can be drawn on to explore popular culture; litecrit, anthro, sociology,
history, media theory, psychology, etc., or (2) requiring the students
to cut across normative lines, not just think along departmentalized
lines (history, English, science) but about culture.

However, lest anyone, for instance myself, wax missionaresque about the
course, there's always final exams to restore perspective. Interested
students will do well, students looking to slide through will screw off.
They'll also bomb the course.(Delays in finishing this fanzine have

not only permitted me to describe the start of the quarter, but the
finish, as well!)

To return to fun and geames, if you will...The first day of the quarter
is essentially shot: rosters are only part-completed due to unfinished
dropping and adding of courses, students must readjust to a new array
of coursework. But if nothing else one can immediately contribute some-
thing to classroom ambiance.

Essentially you get people to mix together. They get accustomed to

each other, and have an initial experience talking before the group.

On the first day of class, with everything an informational vacuum,

the experience is really good. Feldman's variation is to have everyone
write down seven of their favorite things(reading matter, tv show, hero
food, vacation, etc.) then try to find a person who matches four of
their categories. The fact is that it's about impossible to do poses

o obstacle. At some point the mixing is arbitrarily stopped, the people
are paired at random to "interview" each other in terms of what they've
listed. Then the pairs introduce one another to the class. It fills the
first day effectively, and lets you save your rap on the course outline
until everyone who': enrolling shows up.(Admittedly it doesn't help the
students who do enroll a little later, but if they want a course on

TA games, we've got Sports and Society for that; a different kettle of
fish.)(That joke's so ingroup, that even I don't get it...)

Lesson plan clenched between my teeth, I headed over to my classroom in

a light rain (aha! objective correlative!) and the nearer I got, the
uneasier I felt. Walking through the door I was undercut by an incredible
sensation of nakedness. It's the nightmare come true. Preparing to read
the roll, my life flashed before my eyes; at least the previous two
weeks' worth. (Yah, Glyer, what a clumsy way to sneak in your vacation
narrative.)

MIKE GLYER L rePREPENSIbLE



2. KUNG PLERGB FIGHTING (Those Fans Were Fast As Shortening)

Throughout northeastern Ohio/southwestern Michigan: snow, and tempera-—
tures that had only rarely exceeded 35 degrees since Thanksgiving.

Yet snow and ice gradually withered away, eroded by halite, shoved
around by plow and spade, betrayed by slightly-above-freezing temper-
atures, haggard without reinforcements.

At the end of finals week, fall quarter, concluding a series of all-

nighters to finish off term papers, I played my last round of pinball
at Some Other Place, at the navel of the universe, Main and Wooster.

Minutes later, having tried on a Datsun 2000 for size with a suitcase
in back and friend Deb Hammer-Johnson‘s husband Roger to drive, I set
out to board the 10:10 flight to Los Angeles from Detroit.

The whole world looks the same from inside an airport, though the whole
world doesn't always have snow and ice piled around its runways. Nor a
Ford Granada parked in the boarding lounge, as in Dallas/Ft. Worth. Yet
these transient visions among miles of red nylon carpeting, plate glass
windows taller than two men that run the length of the terminal, beige
acoustical tiling, and Musak, that Bauhaus of the mind; what difference
do they make? People: all refugees on the move towards boarding or bagg-
age, employees posed stationary, accentless and predictable as the
architecture.

Airports resemble each other, not the communities they serve, to para-
phrase Pastier. In thc middle of the Dallas/Ft. Worth night I waited
between flights one entire hour without hearing a single Southern twang.
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sion,

People in Bowling Green are
frenzied.

People in Bowling Green feel
oppressed.

It's that simple.

Take a look around you some
time and observe the tempo of
things to get an idea of what I
mean,

Beer bars on Main Street on

flowing with fast-moving, jerk-
ing, kinetic, frenetic, jive-
Jjumpin' hot potatoes.

"Hey Harold, ya old Parma
jock! How the hellzit goin',"
sloshes some sophomore as he
greets some amigo from his dorm
floor last year with an over-the-
shoulder yank that would pop a
penalty flag in a football game.

Frenzy is a symptomatic mani-
festation of a feeling of oppres-

a Thursday night. Crowded to over

"Ah, yeah, How's life treat-
in' ya, man," says Harold of the
roving eye and forgetful memory,
substituting a universally accep-
table form of address as he tries
to think what the hell this guy's
name is, "Lessee, now, he lived
in that room down the hall with
that weird ldd with all the zits,
hmmmmm, "

The problem is solved as
Harold spots his roommate's
ex-girlfriend and skips over
beer puddles to check out what
sort of classes she'!s got this
quarter and what sort of dumb
jackasses shet!s got for profes-
sors.

So he weakly slaps some skin,
toodles on over to ol! Annie, '
deftly putting his arm around her
shoulder, under her mane of long
hair, and just where the tip of
his middle finger can plgyfully
tickle her ear -- "After all," he
muses, "this little set-up might
lead to something interesting in
a couple of weeks when ol! John-
boy has simmered down from his
case of the hots" -- and turns
the whole gesture into a smooth
guiding arm that leads them both
to the dance floor, where a
raunchy blues band is going full-
tilt boogie. (CONT'D)

Back in LA, it was early in the middle of the night. Met by my father
atv the airport and driven northward up the San Biego Freeway, I
realized that there's something timeless about LA fandom. It was

Friday AM after a Thursday night LASFS meeting, and off in Brentwood
just a stone's throw {rom the freeway, the diehards would be pokering
at Niven Manor,

In fact the following Thursday night I joined them...,and rediscovered
why I gave up the Thursday night games. There are those of us who
play socially...and there are those of us who play poker, I play
socially and the shouting, bitching, and general good natured agony
gets on my nerves. It's a living. (If you think that was a throwaway
line, what do you think Stan Burns has been paying his rent on, to get
time enough to 7ill my pages with book reviews?) Gee, does this mean
I get a hole punched on my machismo coupon?

3. A DAY IN THEZ LIFEZ Tt was a rough Saturday morning waiting for

i my weekly fix of Star Trek. The new issue of
Mpjo Zitto Gomics had arrived in the mail, so while trying to re-

rePREHENSIbLZE 7 le editor

"Oh yeah," thinks Harold's with, bragging each time some
immer vibrations, moving in a lucky sucker would slaughter his
gravel-throated imitation of opponent by three or four hundred
Johnny Winter, who does a baad points that he'd done a hell of
white imitation of a black man, a lot better on nights that, yeah
feet doing little sidewalk shuf- he wasn't even trying -- not even
fles as he leads Annie to the givin' it an ounce of thought,
floor. mind you -- Harold finally
weasles into a game with the

"Oh Sheee-sus,' moans Annie, e :
evening's champion.

"what a creep to meet at this
place." The ear tickle felt all
right, but three months seeing
Harold around John's room had
set her pretty straight that thi
guy was just into beer-drinking
bravado.

The bets start at a quarter
a round, and Harold and the champ
seem evenly matched, though the
glow of four beers -- a fifth one
on the way —- makes red-foreheaded
Harold play with a certain
frenzy, a hunched-over, toe-stand-
ing, button-pushing fascination
with the lights and the skitter-
ing ball and the whirr-click-
zing of points being racked up.

They dance as if their
bodies were rocker arms, moving
up and down and sideways in a
cosmic imitation of something
grossly mechanical.

The beers come and merge
into a liquid churn in the gut,
and suddenly it's closing time,

Afterward Annie flags down
the first friend in sight and
makes some quick excuses that

send them both on a quick hegira"’“d everyone's chug-a-lugging their
T e el last drink for the night.

Harold doesn't mind, He thinks Harold whips out a five dollar
he scored a few points, so he's bill and glares at his opponent.
satisfied. He pretends to be. real
cool, just sort of hangin' around 1O No-one s surprise the bet is
the bar, ordering amother three-Matched and the game begins, the two
two beer. addicts going at it until finally

they're at the fifth ball, with the

Careful not to spill a drop’challenger only 53 points behind.
he paces over to the pinball

= in Y
machine. Just watching to begin (conT'p)

adjust my eyes to the dawn's early light I scanned its abysmal stor-
ies.

However the TV was on, bleating out kiddie cartoons and cereal com-
mercials., Upon the nine AM station break, proclaiming WIMP (channel
3), I could ignore it no longer.

The theme music seemed vaguely familiar, but exotic. Lute music on a
harmonic scale, but with juvenile beat and phrasing., The establishing
shot showed a single room, counter-like table in the middle ground,
behind it a wall full of laquerware, tapestries and planters. Yellow
chopstick-face letters superimposed themselves on the scene: CAPTAIN
KUNGAFOO,

I flicked my eyelids closed, and open again. The scene changed, but
for the worse, A sumo wrestler with deep pockets hanging from his
shorts skipped in, And hand puppets emerged over the counter: a be-
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"Smooooth," thinks Harold, as he

|
just tipples the steel ball, so it |schT

passes through the middle section on
its first swoop, lighting up all the: Jo""sn"
bonus points -- but wait a minute.

The ball is coming straight down| BG AS
the middle, through the path where | HORRORSHOW
it could easily shoot right through ~
the little bap-paddles and... - My roommate and I are watching
TV (the early show "You Dirty Rat")

Harold does it. He TILTS the and the supergiant of a rat was
machine, overreacting to a curving tearing down the arch in St. Louis.
ball by punching the right paddle
button with too much force. - A piece of the arch hit my tv
screen and broke the glass.
"Damn you, DAMN YOU!" he shouts,

pounding his fist again and again - All of a sudden the rat breaks
on the plexiglass top as the champ through the glass and comes out of
picks up his fiver and slinks out. the tv.

Two good buddies appear from - My roommate and I leave the room
nowhere, put half-nelsons on Harold screaming, but everyone else in
before he can do any real damage, the dorm just laughs.

and hustle him out of the place.
- The rat chases us and everyone
Annie sits in a dark corner and else sees him.
shakes her head silently. "I knew
this would happen," she silently mut - Now everyone runs out of the
ters. building screaming for help.

Harold had told her earlier that - The campus cops just drive on
he'd flunked the English proficiency by, ignoring the scene.
exam and that he'd been assigned by

the computer to a real hard-ass - We all pile in my friend's car
instructor for his second try at and squeal off as the rat just
English 111. misses us with a futile leap.

(enp)
- We head toward the police sta-
tion as the rat begins tossing

spectacled rabbit in black pajamas, whose long ears poked through
holes in a wide, shallouw straw hat with no brim, broke boards with
its fuzzy paws which a larger creature, perhaps a water buffalo,
steadied with its snout. The music faded and they cut to a commer-
cial,

Fortunately,Dave Feldman, also in LA for the break, chose that moment
to phone. T pulled myself away from the bizarre spectacle,.,.

L. DULLING HAMBURGERS Of the fans I've rnet, none are more dedicated
omivores than the fans in New York,

Vhen it comes to a single food, though, non-fans in Los Angeles com-
pose a cult following for the hamburger whose dedication may go un-

rivalled, It's a sectarian conlict fueled by soft-core porno maga-

zines, carried on oblivious to the rest of burger-eating mankind,

Someho w iP came to be a given that: the best hamburgers in the world
are made in LA. Now the only question remains, who in LA makes the
world's best hamburger?

cars around the faculty parking
iio)t=

- Everyone is dodging the cars
and screaming.

- We tell the story to the police

- The police grab their guns and
head towards Harshman (dorm).

- The rat meets them at the
library.

- The police set up a road block
and start shooting.

- The rat just swallows the
bullets and keeps coming toward

the cars.

- The police head for the hills
and radio for help.

- The National Guard is alerted.

- In only a matter of hours, tank
begin rolling on campus.

- George C. Scott is commanding.

- A road block is set up in front
of the administration building.

- The National Guard orders the
rat to stop.

- He doesn't and they open fire.

— Their bullets miss the rat but
hit several students.

- The rat sneaks behind the admin-
istration building and rips up the

fountains.

- He grabs a meter maid as she is

- Cafeteria food is placed on a
ladder going from the ground to
the top of the building in an at-
tempt to trick the rat into com-
ing down.

- The rat eats, but experiences no
effect since he has built up a re-
sistence to poison.

- He continues to spray the campus
with the fountains.

- The meter maid tries to give him
a ticket for disturbing the peace,
but he eats it.

- She screams for help, but nobody
cares abaut her.

- Loudspeakers are set up and the
song "Ben" is played and the rat is
emotionally moved and almost comes
down, but the record sticks and

he knows it is a trick.

- Out of the building comes
President Hollis Moore with sleep
still in his eyes.

- The rat squirts Hollis.

- Hollis is so mad (he mistakes
the fountain for a fire extinguish-
er) that he climbs toithe top of
the building.

- He sneaks behind the rat and
pushes him off, killing him.

- "Let this be an example to any-
one who breaks any of my fire

safety policies!" he screams.
y P

= THE END

ticketing a snowplow, and ciimbs to

the top of the building.

- The air force is called in, but

they cannot bomb the campus or the

building.

- Dr. William Jackson (BG*s rat
expert) is called in.

- He is given a bullhorn, and tries

to talk the rat down.

rePREHENSIbLE "I mIXE gLyEr




Price, naturally, is no object. (Sez who?) Dave Feldman invited me to
Join in an ecumenical gesture, and undertalke a pilgrimage to his
ground-beef Mecca, Cassel's, Feliman, by the way, co-founded the
Penguin Party which ran Wolfman Jack for governor of California, We
had our chance, and Reagan won anyway....

I almost copped out walking through Cassel's door, Fighting a cold,
as I was, with Dristan is a1l right as long as I don't try it on an
empty stomach., About that time the pill revved up, and I almost flashed
on the floor. Managed to talk myself out of that: imagine how insulted
the owner would be? And Cassell's is an owner-controlled establishment.

"Alvin Cassell has been grinding burgers every weekday for the past 25
years," says one of the offset magazine handouts stacked on a table in
the back of the establishment, "For $2.10 one gets the freshly ground
burger, yves, and a truly dazzling array of garni shes, all you can eat
and all of them tempting, from homemade potato salad made with his own
fresh mayonnaise and sparked with a hint of hot mustard to the endless
buffet of dressings and relishea. There's cottage cheese, canned (and
on accasion,)fresh fruit, potato chips." The service is cafeteria
style. Before I forget, permit me to say its address: 3300 West 6th
Street.

I'd always been partial to that taste threat, Tormy!s, the chiliburger
experiencing its highest moment. The ambiance of the Original Tommy!s,
at Beverly and Ramparts (up the block from Ramparts Divison police
station, if that tells you anything about the neighborhood) is ghetto
chic, the clientele a complete cross-section of Angelenos. Bruce Town-
ley delievered my review of its bastard relation, Tommy's No. 2, to
CREEM magazine last year or so; the food's probably the same, but the
adventure is missing.

After the burgers we wistted the local pinball parlors. Bowling Green in
midwinter offers only one participant sport: pinball., There the local
hotshits have declared that a pinball machine offering free games is
gambling. Hence when you plunk in your quarter, you get two plays, and
that's glory. But in the sovereign state of California, Eureka boyos!
Three plays for a quarter and free games out the kazoo as long as you
score those points, At the Westwood Arcade we found an unusually
pliant machine and racked it for at least two dozen freebies. And who
said playing pinpong with an iron paddle didn't improve your game?

5. THEZ WORD FROM OUR SPONSOR ‘hose fiction is easier to review? That
by the writer you know, or the one
you don!t?

The question was posed at the LASFS Gift Exchange during a lively
session of "Let's see who can con Glyer out of his review copy of
THE MOTE IN GOD'S EYE!" In answering it I think we'll discover one
of several major reasons why fandom has produced pathetically few
quality reviewers. One reason is that, as a whole, would-be review-
ers don't practice often enough, or write well enough, to carry off
sound analysis. Another reason, too few of them have a sufficiently
broad acquaintance with literature to put the sf they read in per-
spective; indeed, too often they don't even have a very wide knowl-
edge of the genre, let alone other kinds of fiction. The irony of
the situation is self-evident: in LASFS alone I can name two dozen
fans better read than I: none of them do reviewing. (None of them
even discuss sf if they can help it!) It's not a general shortcoming

TIME SKOUGH FOR ‘" rePREHENSIbLE

of fans, but, oddly or not, of sercon fans and neo reviewers.

A third reason, the egoboo for reviewing sf in fandom only comes from
the fringes if at all -- that is, five hundred readers of LOCUS might
like your review, if you place one there, but these people you never
meet, rarely hear from, and they are not the fans you are constantly
in touch with whose egoboo is faster-acting and more potent. Among
actifans, the reviewers who stick with it must find the act itself
satisfying: that and the free books. And perhaps one other "reward."

I doubt that Robert Kirsch, the LA TIMES' reviewer, lives for the
opportunity to meet the author of the latest best-selling exercise
book, and faunches to discuss plot intricacies with a softcore porn-—
ographer whose tome is going into its eighth printing in twelve weeks.

But fans enter fandom because of the authors they've read (though fans
stay for other reasons): people who, for the most part, create neither
exercise books nor softcore pornography. (Hardcore, yes, but Alter is
another matter entirely...) Conventions provide the most common social
ground for fans to meet writers, and it soon becomes evident to the fan
who has overcome initial shyness that the average sf writer most loves
the fan who has discerned (and appreciated) '"what I was really trying
to do with that story," and hates most the kind of fan who says, "Say,
didn't Robert Heinlein write the same kind of story back in 1948?"

-- especially when the fan says it to any writer who isn't Robert
Heinlein.

For those fans who stay close to the literature —- like fan reviewers
do -- the chance to discuss it firsthand with the writer is an espec-
ially relished experience.

Hence the fourth distraction in fan reviewing. The really good reviewers
(perhaps ten fanwriters of 197l, perhaps less) still got here as fans, ad
want to remain fans, not detached consciousnesses hovering unrecognized
at the fringe of the genre. The experienced fan reviewer winds up
juggling a love of sf with personal reactions and literary values (such
as he orms). The more writers they know and like, the greater the in-
clination to be careful and polite. Selling out to improve one's social
life is something of the point here, though I don't mean the only ones
who kept integrity did so with rude gestures and abusive revews. Neither
Geis nor Delap seem to have any balls missing from their typewriters, nor
do they seem to be running through the pages of fanzines with bloodied

axes.

Don't require me to get specific immediately. What I'm discussing are
the 'hazards' of fanreviewing, and the shape of future PREHENSILE book
revieuws. It's considerably easier to mind your integrity after you've
decided wha® in hell it is you're trying to do in the first place, as
Geis and Delap have. (Or as another reviewer I know has, except he
decided he'd rather keep on playing poker than review certain authors!
new work.)

The fan "critic", realistically speaking, serves neither as a buyers'
guide, nor as a backdoor academician schooling writers in how to smooth
their rough edges. In fact, asking why publish reviews at all (as some
faneditors did during SFii's 1969-70 heyday) caused their disappearmce
from most fanzines. Nobody liked the answers they came up with.

Fan reviewing seems to have served as apprenticeship for neofanwriters
-- any writing practice is useful, and one could brezk into, say, SOTWJ
with a lower level of competency writing reviews than one could break
into TITLE, RANDOM, or OUTWORLDS for that matter writing snappy letters
of comment, and personal essays.

FROM THE LAND OF SKY BLUE lz MIKE GLYER



Given the current state of affairs I'd guess the three main justifi-
cations for fanzines publishing reviews are (1) “ho else re\_n‘.ews sf?

(2) The reviews indirectly reveal more about the personalities of the
fans writing them. (3) Reviews may point oul books which interest us,
that we might have failed to pick out from the unlimited offerings.

A fourth justification -- we generally like to read anything well-urit-
ten that has some relationship to si’ or fandom -- is one I wish applied
more often than it actually does.

The current SCIENCE FICTION REVIEY (nee THE ALIEN CRITIC nee RICHARD T
GEIS nee SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW nee PSYCHOTIC ad infinitum) describes
how Dick Lupoff's review of the sf novel written by Asimov's wife was
bounced from the two biggest fanzines IOCUS and AIGOL. Leaving Porter
to fend for himself (any time Lupoff wants to write a review for PRE,
he can name his subject as far as I'm concerned, but Geis beat me to
it), the Browns have long said LOCUS' policy was against publishing
"killer" reviews. Not only that, but with their limited space they
prefer to offer extended reviews only of books people ought to take

an interest in -- number three above, in a way. So over all one might
rap the Browns! knuckles for self-serving if one really pushed the
argument -- but in this specific case, that's horsehit,

Geis simply has taken his opportunity to get off a cheap shot at the
competition and polish his own brassard. That's self-evident -- ac-
cusing them of '"self-censorship" and making other scalded-Liberal
sounds, You read the Lupoff review, and it's plainly disingenuous,

a sophisticated version of the mocking, condescending reviews Stan
Burns revels in. It's abusive, and that alone justifies its being
bounced -- as long as an editor is making a point of good taste., More
than that it's long-windedly abusive, which Burns has educated
himself away from being. (Whoops, you kiss those Lupoff reviews good-
bye now, Glyer!) Come to think of it I don't recall ever reading a
Lupoff review quite like it before; maybe they got censored too, but
the usual Lupoff review is reportorial, not cunning. However, this one
like the others includes snippets of anecdote and phrase-making enough
to qualify as entertainment, the kind of informed subjectivism I enjoy
in Lupoff (or even Burns, for that matter.) I would publish it for
that much: Geis did publish it; but I wouldn't throw crap at other
people who declined, because they've got a case too, and maybe a better
one.

David Gerrold wrote to TAC last year quoting a scrap of philosophy:
"1The purpose of a review is to answer three questions: "What was the
author trying to do? How well did he do it? Was it worth doing in the
first place?" Anything else isn't reviewing, it's ego-strutting.!"
That latter part pretends reviewing is some scientific calling in
which the personality is uninvolved. The speaker almost had me sold
until he slipped in the sermon.

In fact accepting advice from Gerrold on reviewing, since he does
little if any, takes on a kind of crazy aura because it's a reverse
exarple of a statement he made later in the same letter; one I agree
with, for it strikes close to home. "Almost every fan who has ever
tried to become a writer has at one point or another said to himself
(or mo-e 1ikely aloud at a convention) 'T can do that. And better,!
“/hen he attempts it, though, that's when he finds out how hard it is
-- and the result is a more grudging respect for other writers. (Have-
n't you noticed that authors always have far more respect for other
authors -- even if they can't stand their works -- than fans do in

13

the same situations?)" Well, almost -- but lest we forget there's
always Lupoff's review of the Jeppson book.

If nothing more, I discovered the sensation of ego-involvement with
a created products (More on this in another section.)

By the way, neither the author you kmow nor the author you don't know
is easiest to criticize. Just in case you were still wondering.

I do follow a selected handful of sf writers not only for their work but
for their personalities, to watch for any relationship between the two.
March 20-22 was the national Popular Culture Association convention, in
St. Louis. I did a paper for it on Spinrad's novels; it was a failure

-- not at the presentation, there seemed an unexpected number of
nodding heads in an audience for "Contemporary Fiction" (they negected
to schedule me in with other sf papers) -- but it never got to the roots
of the questions it raised. Like all the sercon stuff I write these days
it was not written for its own sake but as a vehide to work out some
lines of thought I felt necessary to pursue.

With this paper those lines varied from the presumptuous personal (why
does a master of the sf short story write such blatantly preachy novels?)
to the cosmic theoretical (what is the basis of "literary sf", which
Spinrad writes more or less).

The paper didn't successfully answer either question. For the personal
side I wanted to dig up anything Spinrad might have written for the

LA Free Press or the Village Voice, After six hours poring over four
years' of mieofilm and file copies I failed to find a single example.
But rereading the late 60s undergrounds and their manic tabloid men-
tality confirmed them as an influence on Spinrad's novels; at least to
my mind. His left-of-disillusionment political consciousness Was
self-described, back in Spring '73 when he spake to a USC experimental
studies sf course. At the time it also bothered me that the articulate-
ness and intelligence he demonstrated talking politics has never really
been equalled in his fiction.

For the literary sf side I was trying to handle a question with insuf-
ficient tools. The constellation of questions formed a daisy chain of
confusion, mixed metaphor fans.
SF is a commercial genre based on mass appeal.
SF as literature is recently pluralistic: with traditional
genre sf and "literary sf",
Does literary SF hold its own, in terms of sales and audience?
Or does the readership simply get sucked into buying
literary sf because of the genre label?
Why do passing references to elite literature abound in
fiction suppoedly aimed at a mass audience?
Are various sf writers demonstrating their 1literary
manhood or is this really part of the story?
Am I a cretin for having to ask?
I'm told "Time Considered as a Helix of Semi-Precious
Stones" shows influence from the works of
Swinburne -- it also won a Hugo.
Is our usval conception of sf!s readership ignoring a
real, sizeable segment well-versed in English liter-
ature? Or is all this stuff going over everyone's
heads the same way it does mine?

Spinrad writes "literary sf" bu his novels are distinctly different
from those of Disch, LeGuin, Russ, and the others. One reason is that



his imagery's drawn mainly from contemporary popular sources, and
another is that his non-popular imagery is used in such a repetitive
fashion (especially in BUG JACK BARRON and THR TRON DREAM) that it
becomes as much an icon as the pop icons also used.

Two hours after I'd finished doing my paper Thomas Zaniello (Northern Ky.
St. Univ.) was over in one of the SF panels doing a commentary on liter-

ary sf generally -- wish I'd heard that before T tried to write mine,

because mine could have been a third shorter, made more sense, and saved

Susan Cornillon her latest apoplectic fit. Which is another story.

I can't recall his statements with sufficient precision to risk outlin-
ing them. What T really want is to capture his panel notes to publish
here.

"he remarks by George Warren, also in the current SFR (if that ain't
deja vu), were essentially the direction I was headed. "There is much
talk of Technique among the self-styled New Wave these days. I remem-
ber somebody who ought to know better using the phrase 'the full range
of modern fiction techniques' to describe the chosen pallette of a
prominent New Waver. Pooh. There are no new techniques. There is just
the age old conflict between Euphuism ("Look at me! Ain't T clever?")
and Reporting (in which the writer gets the hell out of the way and
lets the story do its thing.)" This Geis answers with "((Bullseyel))"
I'd prefer to answer with Bull! -something-else. This paragraph
answers all the questions I was pondering about, but it answers them
with ideology, not information. And "self-styled New Wave" -- where
has Wamen been? Even in the first flush of the "New Wave" writers pro-
tested that they weren't part of some homogenized movement sucking for
respectability., The more I've thought on it, the more comvinced I am
that the New Wave was really an editors and publishers movement to re-
concile new product to a changing market. Of course most of the styl-
istic bits introduced were leftovers from the 20s and 30s -- if you
want to insist that various Joycean styles are leftovers, for instance.
“hat has taken place is in the larger sense an attempt to make real
that ideological lie "Writers can do anything in science fiction, which
is freedom no other vehicle offers." Hell, people had been screwing

in print in the detective genre sin ce at least the LOs, but John W,
Campbell didn't feel his readership was prepared for the invention of
sex until that McCaffrey story in February 1968,

Moreover, how can anyone take seriously the concept that good fiction
is produced when the writer gets the hell out of the way and lets the
story do its thingf Even Jackson Pollock's automatic writing produced
canvases that one may view as intimate experiences -- what else can
they be? But how the hell does a story, which the writer has to choose
every word for, plot, style and edit until he's ready to send it out --
how cmn any story be conceived as one uhere "the writer got out of the
way"? That's inane, and only can get serious consideration from readers
whose brains are drenched in pulp ideology: that stories are commercial,
reportial boxes of cereal, and ought never to be anything else.

Suffice it to say that I've been trying to revise my viewpoint on sf
so that it does some justice to what is actually occurring, discard-
ing all these ideological judgments on what sf must be (worst of which
is tha® sf must be one thing to all readers -- T thought we outgrew
that years ago), but still laboring along without the easy familiarity
with English literature as a whole which would if nothing else let me
recognize when the writer has attempted something other than the ob-
vious elements of kis story,

cHNIIT,
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A literary sf story may still be lousy -- but for a change let's mske
that judgment on the way ths writer tried and didrt make it, rather
than that he dared. (“Which incidentally opens up another line of spec-
ulation two writers once discussed. One said he'd sold a novel which in
essence was a failed experiment. The other questioned the ethics of
selling your failures, making the reader subsidize your experiments.)

I don't think that a certain limit on the awareness of the reviewer need
cripple fan reviewing, if the reviewers are willing to refrain from sweep-
ing judgements encompassing areas they misunderstood. Nowhere among the
reasons for fan reviewing did I say that it explained the intricacies of
arty stories to the unwashed.

Consider that film reviewing is not sheerly criticism; the Reeds, Kaels,
etc, also function as entertainers -- their very writing styles would
indicate it if their popularity did not. The concept of fan reviewing
as entertainment hasn't gotten off the ground yet -- despite SFR's
banking on it, as in the days when reviews by Walker and Delap would
contribute to the acrimony in the lettercol.

I find myself divided. I don't want to continue publishing bland re-
views which lack entertainment value. But I don't want them made ent-
ertaining by cleverly carving up writers with cute phrasing as some
film critics butcher actors and directors. ("Sandy Denis has the ex-
pression of a fly trying to look stoic about having been trapped in



amber.") Abusive reviews of sf writers are really a case of fouling
one's own nest. Entertainment in fan reviewing is less style and acid,
more a matter of insight and anecdote, despite the ready market for

the former (as witneseed by the recent expansion campaign in OUTWORLDS),
I don't look for scholarship, except from scholars., I admire the re-
viewer who can articulate his subjective reaction, while providing infor-
mation about the work in hand that puts it and its author in better
perspective, Even while Lupoff is butchering Jeppson's novel, he adds
interesting sidelights on starting writers, and it's more for that I'd
have taken the review,

At any rate, when I finalize what I want from reviews in the fanzine,
besides the stack of free books it brings in, that is, I'll be able to
spend less time wondering about incidents like the following., The
Mighty Wad (Richard Wadholm, who will probably be pissed because I
didn't chase him down and wring a colum from him for the first time
since I started publishing genzines -- hopefully he!ll be back next
issue) and Stan Burns keep getting what I'd call "indirect indigna-
tion." For example, Wad dumped on one writer's novel -- and got a
long, abusive letter from him protestin g Wad's treatment of his
friend Gordon Dickson, Then at a comvention last year, after Stan
Burns had put down an anthologist's product, the anthologist reproached
him about his review of another editor's collection, saying it was a
miserable bit of reviewing. By no means a classic of the reviewer's
art, yet where's the provocation?

One hopes the future holds more dialog and less pedantry, once we're
consistent in what we try to achieve.

6. TROJAN HORSE OF PETRIFIED WOOD MEETS GODZILLA While pairs of Rose

Bowl tickets were
being scalped around LA at $50, Marc Schirmeister was disposing of his
parents' spare tickets at cut rate. Suddenly Elst ("Noaah Webster!")
Weinstein and I acquired seats: the USC alums return. Seventy rows
above the southern goal (on your right, tv viewers), gripping metal
benches to keep from being blown into the Arroyo Seco, we raved and
cursed until USC eked out its 18-17 win,

Though hyped as a Griffin-vs,-Davis show, the game settled down to a
mere war when Davis went out with cracked ribs in the first half. I'd
seen Davis play seven years without injury, and finally fate caught
up with him in the ultimate showdown. (I was a year ahead of Davis at
San Fernando High, where he almost, but not quite, led the Tigers to
a City Championship his senior year, Coincidentally, the Friday I
arrived in LA the Tigers met Feldman's alma mater, Palisades High and
its Dolphins, and won the city football championship for 197k.)

Mistakes dominated all but the final minutes, as USC!'s determination
to give away the football was matched only by OSU's insistence on
giving it back. They traded touchdowns in the second half, giving
Ohio State a momentary 1l-10 advantage. Its Griffin-led offense con-
tinued to grind out yardage: but a tightening USC defense forced OSU
to setile for an additional field goal,

A touchdown away from a tie, operating minus Davis and in the face of
OSU cornerbacks who had chalked up two interceptions, the Trojans
headed back up the field. Alan Carter, after four years in Davis"
shadow, stumbled to daylight (it wasn't as if he'd been in Davis!
shadow for no reason_) enough times to set up a touchdown pass to the
tight end, With only two-and-a-half minutes in the game, Coach McKay
took his obvious last chance f£o pull out a win. Haden passed in for
a two-point conversion. Score 18-17.

This is what happened: as I found out when I got home and talked to
my brother. The whole game was played on the other end of Pasadena,
the TD and conversion accomplished in twilight, invisible to us. It
was signalled to the far-flung spectators by frantic cheering from
the SC student rooters on that end. (Where Flst and I'd watched the
game in '73, from row two, a bad view through sunset. Pat Nixon and
John Wayne drove by in parade cars at halftime while a drunk in the
row behind us yelled "Four more years!") The OSU last gasp was a
58-yard field goal attempt -- a frighteningly long and true kick that
died just five yards short of the goal.

Eighteen-seventeen was good enough. Ohio-IA sports competition was
fierce in '74. Fuzzy Pink Niven, Drew 3anders and I spent the summer
with Vin Scully in our ear§ as the Dodgers ultimately stifled the
Cincimati Reds. Then Elst, I, and Marc Schirmeister raised the old
warcry 'What's a Buckeye?" I could but echo Dodger third baseman
Ron Cey's 'We love to break their hearts,"

7. TRANSCONTINENTAL SCHLEPP And back the way I came.

Exiting Dallas we re-entered utter darkness.
Shortly desn began to insinuate itself most unusually. Fire-orange
dawn rimmed the horizon. The northward heading jet paralleled a
suirise rolling inland like steel extruding from a furnace. It was a
brightening bar; the leading edge of a lava flow.

The effect seemed due to sunrise's occurring between the horizon and
a low-hanging band of clouds whose bottom layers reflected the orange
light, until at some point true dawn turned the whole sky blue. Even
that lasted only briefly, the jet pressed into that perpetual
lake-centered storm that meant rain for Indianapolis and snow for
Detroit.

8. UNFLASHBACKING At any rate (and a very cheap one, for the state

of Ohio is a profit-making enterprise) I proceeded
to teach ten weeks of Popular Culture. In spite of Laurine White who
reacted to my precis in SCIENTIFRICTION by saying "I don't think I'd
want to take your class." These days it's Laurine White whose locs
give me the problems Bruce D. Arthurs' used to give -- hers can nsnally
be summed up UI forgive you, but don't do it again.u

Even now I am about to embark on another ten weeks, my second run at
it. ("You'll keep on doing it until you do it right!") My booklist,
assuming all gets in (a vast assumption) rums: NATIONAI FOOTBALL
LOTTERY, Larry Merchant; THE LITTLE SISTER, Raymond Chandler; HARD
TIMES, Studs Terkel; THE WORLD OF STAR TREK, David Gerrold; KARASS;
TABEBUTAN; BACK TO GODHEAD magazine; THE HIDDEN PERSUADERS, Vance
Packard. So there.

X-1. HOW SHARPER THAN A SERPENT'S TOOTH As I write, one might think
the Ohio Weather Police was
turning back contraband shipments of summer at the state line. Yester-
day it limped into the 50s, sunny, in fact around here you might even
mistake it for pleasant weather. Today, though, I realized that the
trip to the PC convention this past weekend, in St. Louis -- where it
was clear and 70 degrees -- had destroyed my sense of environment.
Tthis afternoon, despite an insincere snow flurry during the morning,
all was clear and sunny. I ventured out to the market in shirtsleeves,
and wondered at the nippy wind. Strolling into the market I cast a
momentary back-of-the-shoulder glance at a bank time-temperature sign
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and was informed that it was 26 degrees -- that without even account-
ing for wind chill factor. I muttered a hearty "Sheet fahr!" and cursed
the region.

If student's curses were measurable as mass, Main and Wooster would be
a black hole,(Not that, on occasion, it hasn't been called one.)

Well, so much for fannish drolleries. It seems to me T ought to be
able to do better than that, but give me a second and T will. Actually
I might claim being out of practice. The hiatus between issues, partly
imposed by my schedule of teaching and being taught, has atrophied my
editorial skills,

One might even sneer at how this section blatantly resembles my PRE-
HENSTLE 13.5 editorial. Except -- which it's hard to see, given the
intraperiodical lapse (that was a word, wasn't it?) -- winter's come
down in full force, and these days L7 degrees does feel warm. Talk
about acculturation, when I returned to LA over Christmas break I was
right in there with the rest of the Ohio tourists, cruising shirtsleeved
in 60 degrees while less hardy Southlanders wrapped up in sweaters and
coats prayed for the cold snap to subside. Long familiar with such
behavior from the LA perspective, I'd thought it obnoxious and con-
descending for easterners to come out in midwinter and marvel at our
buttoned-up wardrobe while they spoke of "bracing" 55 degree weather.
(Elst and I stood in the doorway one frigid evening in the Berkeley
hills as Charlie Brown breathed steam and thumped his chest, walking
around the terrace of his home., On the other hand, Ron Bounds, who
moved to LA from DC last year,mentioned in APA L that he's falling
prey to local habit, and dresses warmly when the mercury dips tp 50.)
But Glyer, as usual only 100 millionth in order of discovery, now
decrees that "Cold is a state of mind." Anyway, above zero it is.

I'm in no hurry to join the Susan Wood Weather Research station and
try and find out how many degrees below zero it is when your spit
freezes before it hits the ground. Actually, in a decent coat, and

so long as you're not insanely inclined towards miniskirts (every once
in awhile you see one here, though why I've no idea), you're basically
insulated against the cold. Until the wind comes UPeee

What I'm not insulated against is reviewing lag time. Not amy more,
These days I see what reviews PRE garners before the next issue goes

to print. And, by reading, I've discovered that I'm not only defunct
but nostalgically remembered. How nauseating. Fanzine dinosaurs get
short shrift. "PREHENSILE is about as close to the old SHAGGY as we

have anymore, whichever of SHAGGY's many reincarnations you care to
remember. A well-done ingroup faanish genzine." Kindly meant, no doubt,
though how egoboosting can a review be which makes you feel like a Holly-
wood Indian being compared to the Maya? Politically PRE's relationship
to LASFS may be compared to BHAGGY's, but by saying that we pretty much
do away with the sobriquet "ingroup faanish genzine." (How about : "out-
group faanish genzine?") After planning an anniversary issue for two
years, I ironically ended up creating it while my relationship with key
potential contributors disintegrated. There are times when co-editors
are good to help carry financial burdems. Then there are times when
co-editors are good so somebody can talk for the fanzine while I'm busy
swallowing my foot.

"PREHENSILE 1lists itself as quarterly, which is one of the bigger laughs
in fandom, since Mike puts the zine out whenever he gets around to it
and that could be just anywhen..." That's hitting below the colophon,
Now if you guys don't start playing nice, I'11 publish amateur fiction
in this zine, and see you how like that, nyah nyah nyah! (What's that,
Milt? Over my dead body?)

There is some fiction of mine on hand that T could inflict upon you,
yes indeed. Any who remember Wy statement of professional pretentions
published by Brazier in TITLE (Uit's just a phase, he'll outgrow itt)
are by now ready to hear about my rejecslip pile. One, BICENTENNTIAL
CEREBRATION, got bounced with form letters from everybody I had take
a look at it. Now that I've had time to put it in better perspective,
I see why. You can see why when it turns up in the Summer issue of
EMPIRE, if editor McGarry survives the apathy which typically greets
amateur fiction zines, Stylistically it's palatable, but the story is
too much feeding rationalizations to the reader and not enough en-
tertainment,

The other story I sent around got a slightly better reception. It's
flaws are few, but they are major. It's an environmental disaster story
with a copout pseudoscientific ending. Aside from that, though, it's
fairly smooth now that I've revised the beginning and made other cor-
rections suggested by Jack Harnmess. Even before that it sneaked into
second place in the N3F story contest. I was never sure how to ac-
cept that; what is the quality of competition in that contest? Kerstin
Lange's winner was a very good story (she traded xeroxes with me); in
fact it should have sold by now. It may have. Never got to see #3,
though. MDSQUITO BOAT DANCE (aw come on, must you wince?) got the
form-personal reject from Bova and Pfeil, instead of the printed slip.
It's the bouquet to not-quites, a couple concliliatory sentences on
editorial letterhead. I'1l probably pass that on to McGarry as well
once it's gotten its final kiss-of-death. I hear there's a new Austra-
lian prozine getting together... Well, you don't send it out, you
don't get it sold.



10. THE BUSINESS OF AMERICA IS BUSINTSS Assuming the task doesn't
send me into a hysterical
fit, we will include an index ala SFC's to enable swift Egoscanning,

and to help you make this issue a part of your vital reference col-
lection. You do have one, don't you?

Got to make those acknowledgements. Marshall Berges' interview with
the Bradburys appears here with permission of the Arthur Pine Agency,
under the journalist's own copyright. Terry Carr's "Hi jack The Star-
ship" is reprinted from his FAPAzine, DIASPAR 1lj. Scott Johnson's
160 paper appears by consent of the author. C. Ron Kimberling's essay
on Frenzy originally appeared in the BG news, and has been translated
into English by Onan Skinner, Jr. Mike Glicksohn appears courtesy of
dralt Guiness, The Westefcon panel transcript was transcribed by
yours truly, and I'm slapping my secretarial copyright on it so there.
It's published with permission of the three editors involved, whose
patience about the delay in publishing it is appreciated.

Glicksohn's columm is full of apologetics about being late, bup lest

I let him take his pratfall unassited....Actually, my urge to speed

was based on the assumption that all the pieces wonld fall into place

by February first. The fact that all of them except my coeditor's column

did does not even begin to explain the delays my, er, scholarly endeavors
have caused.

11. SEND IN THE MARINES! Roy Tackett, the modest and unassuming New
Mexico fan who has through charm and fannish-
ness earned the nickname Horrible 0ld Roy Tackett, is running for TAFF.
His DYNATRON you already know from its constant recountings of the
bubonic plague rate in his community, Tackett's partying habits have
only been alluded to by the forthright inwestigative pornographer Bob
Vardeman. Now, for the first time, we have the opportunity to help Roy
extend the benefits of Mexican Cession Culture (not to be confused with
cultures in agar agar) to the shores of Europe. The Trans Atlantic
Fan Fund's finest hour! Send Tackett @ver There!
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Sometimes it seems as if my life is getting a bit too interesting., For
instance, there was this night a few months ago. I had come home from
work and was changing clothes before going to a LASFS party. Then the
phone rang, as it is in the nature of phones to do. W caller was a
girl T had dated a couple of times in early 197L, and T even remembered
who she was. She was calling me because she had to talk to me and wanted
me to come to her apartment that evening, I asked her why she had to
talk to me, and she wouldn't tell me. Sensing that something was amiss,
I declined to go to her apartment unless T lmew what was ing on, Then
it came out,

"I STABBED MY BOYFRIEND,"

You must admit,that!s a real conversation stopper. I must have monosyl-
labled around for a couple of seconds while I was trying to think of a
gentle way of phrasing the question, "Is he dead?" I'm sure you can
understand my concern, because dead bodies are so messy and they require
so0ooo much paperwork.

"Where did you stab him?" I asked finally.
"In the bedroom," she replied.
"That wasn't quite what I meant."

Using the interrogation techniques which I learned from watching old
Dragnet episodes, I was able to discover that her boyfriend was still
among the living. She had stabbed him in the arm as well as stabbing
him in the bedroom. He had left under his own power, and his current
whereabouts were unknown. She could not guarantee that he would not
return momentarily. Taking that last fact into careful consideration,
I suggested that if she wanted to talk to me she should come to my
place rather than me going to her's. She agreed,

While T sat waiting for her arrival, I found myself thinking of some
of the stabbings I'd encountered in years gone by. I recalled one homi-
cide interview I'd listened to while working at Hollywood Detectives.,
The girl in that interview had stabbed her common-law husband., It seems
that the common-law husband had come home drunk and started cutting up
the girl's fuzzy toys. She got the knife awgy from him and proceeded to
open him up from belly to chin., Something always made me suspect that
those two weren't particularly mature.

0f course, the girl who was visiting me hadn't actually killed her boy-
friend. He was still wandering around somewhere. Then my thoughts shift-
ed to what might have happened if I had gone to the girl's apartment
without asking any questions. I could picture the door being kicked open
by a fellow with a bandage on one arm and a shotzun in both hands. I'm
sure he wouldn't have believed that I was only there to sell Encycloped-
ias, Irate boyfriends never believe that line. For the first time it
occurred to me that, "You're making a terrible mistake!" must be one of
the most common last lines on this planet.

Then there eame a knock at my door. It was not entirely without second
thoughts that I opened the door and admitted one highly agitated female.
After taking off her coat, she continued to explain exactly what had
happened.

It seems there had been a few details left out of her first telling of the
story. For instance, when she said she stabbed her boyfriend in the bede
room, she didn't mention that it was his bedroom, It was also his bedding
on which he'd done most of the bleeding., Since the girl had seen mamny
mystery movies, she knew that she had to get rid of the evidence. So she
brought the bedding with her, and it was now in the trunk of her car.
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Did I want to see the bedding? No, I didn't want to see the bedding.

I pointed out to the girl that a knife wound was fairly conclusive evi-
dence of having been stabbed. Well, did I want to see the knife? No,

I really didn't want to see the knife.

“hat should she do? I kmew that question was coming eventually., In re-
sponse, I felt that I should inform her that she had committed a felomny
under section 2LS of the California Pemat ocde[assault with a deadly
weapon). However, people do that every day. She was only in trouble if
her boyfriend decided to file a crime report. No crime report, no
problem, If a crime report was filed, she would need a lawyer.

She #hen hit on the idea of calling her boyfriend and asking if he was
going to file a crime report. Stranely enough, that sounded about as
reasonable as any other idea at the time. So she called and he was not
only home but also in condition to talk on the phone, Their conversation
sounded surprisingly amicable from what I could hear of it., The only
glitch came after she had told him to go to the hospital and get the
wound treated. Then she said that if they asked where he got the wound
to tell them that he shot himself while cleaning a gun. The criminal-
istic portion of my mind was going, '"no, no, no, no, NO!" If you're
going to use a dumb story like that you may as well tell them that the
butler did it. You should tell them something believeable like you were
knifed in a bar parking lot by a seven foot tall Mongolian, But for
reasons of discretion, I decided not to interrupt the comversation with
mere technical quibbles.

Sne finished her call, thanked me profusely, and toddled off into the
night, Jeez, what a way to spend an evening. Since that evening, she
has sent me a birthday card and a letter with a pheture of herself
enclosed, She has also called me twice, During both phone calls she
has giggled a great deal.

There is much that can be said about tattooed women. The thing that
brought that particular thought to my mind was Jodie Offutt's article
in the last issue of OUTVWORLDS. Jodie's topic is how the everage

girl can develop charisma. Charisma being defined as that quality
possessed by a woman with big tits. Of course, there are such things
as silicone jobs, and they do serve to gain girls a great deal of
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