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ne of the nice things about Proper Boskonian Is that it is a
club zine which the club s constitutlionally obliged to support.
Tha Editor is not just someone who happens to be putting out the
zine - he Is an clected officer of the club. Just because one
person is tired of the job doesn't mean that the zine comes to
an end - someone else |s etlected to the job, and PB carries on.

e e D e

This triumph of fannlsh democracy has occurred once agaln and
there is a new £AZKEF Editor to put out PB, the honorable Dr. Anthony R. Lewls.
Since the evil Arjuls (as he (s known to those who have had the misfortune to be
acqualnted wlth him) has vilely and despicably stolen my posltion of Editor from
me It behooves me to acquaint you with the sort of fanzine you can expect from now
on. He informs me that he feeis strongly that too much money ls wasted on paper
for PB and that henceforth it wlill be put out on recycled Springfleid Cval.
(Springfieid Oval 1s a partlcularly inferior grade of sandpaper used by MIT in ileu
of toliet paper.) He also feels that there should be a more democratic approach to
typography and that PB should be a launch pad of the New Wave In spelling. He takes
exception to the totalitarian unlformity of left adjusted margins. His editorial
approach wiil be based on "take cut all them big words and put In some stuff what a
guy can read."”

Seriously, | expect that Tony wlii do a very good job as the new Editor. He
has promised that PB will come out more frequent!y and this issue Is evldence that
he means to keep that promiss. He hopes fo get the club more involved in putting
out PB, which wil| be good for boTh the club and the zine. 1 am iooking forward
to PB Il and alt the issuss after [f. | am also sincerely grateful to Tony for
taking the job over.

I Itke the issues | put out and 1 would have |lked to put out many more ilke
them. However my enthuslasm for The work and my avaiiable free time vanished some
time ago, a sad and common story among fanzine editors, [f PB had been an ordlnary
fanzine it wouid have vanished into the past, |ike many another fanzine whose editor
grew tired of it. Fortunately it Is not and there Is someone new to pick up the
torch and carry it on.
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Welcome to Proper Boskonian #10 (the eleventh issue). Layout for this issue
vas done by Dick Harter and Mike Symes.- The issue may appear to be a bit
unbalanced in content with the large Cutiecon Report taking up a good fraction
of the space. That decision was mine as newly-elected Editor. I felt that it
was important to get out an izsue of Proper Boskonian so that N.E.S.F.A.
members would have an actual igsue in hand. I also felt that this would make
it somewhat easier to get volunteers for the divers tasks involved in putting
out this magazine.

A bit of philosophy is perhaps in order here. Proper Boskonian isg the official
clubzine of N.E.S.F.A. and, as such should reflect the interests and desires
of the organization. I think that one of the more important goals is to bring
Proper Boskonian out on a regular (I hope) basis; this will mean that issues
will most probably be shorter than some of the giants that Dick produced in the
past, However, if a regular schedule can be established then longer articles
can be run in two or more installments. Whenever possible I will try to run
material by N.E.S.F.A. members but this will not preclude items by non-members
which will be of interest to the membership. I intend to steal shamelessly
from APA:NESFA any material of good quality and general interest. (I have some
tentative selections already.) I would like to encouzrage members to write

for Proper Boskonian -~ articles, reviews, and the like. Fiction I will be
harder about than non-fiction; a good piece of fiction should probably be
published in a professiocnal journal where the author can get paid. Other
fiction may not be worthwhile. However, there is a grey area where, due to
style, content, length, or some other factor, a piece of fiction would be what
I think would fit into Propsr Boskonian. So try, already.

I am geing to introduce a new concept in fanzines called the DEADLINE. I will
be cutting off the next issue just before Torcon. After Torcon we will get to
work putting out #11. Material received after Torcon may or may not make it
into that issue. If not it will probably go into the following issue. I will
be more lenient with letters—-of-comment.

Thexe are no LoCs in this issue since almost all of them are comments upon Some
aspect of Proper Boskonian #10 and, as such, are extremely dated. However, LoCs
are welcome and solicited especially specific comments on ways to improve

Proper Boskonian.

Dick has done a good job putting out Proper Boskonian in the past. No issues
have come out for a while as he quite correctly put his job (which pays for the
rent, food, and conventions) ahead of his hobby. (FIJAGH? Mr. Harter).

Anyway, here is the latest issue of Proper Boskonian - it Is not the new
Proper Boskonian but a continuation of the traditions of the past established
by Cory Seidman (now Panshin} and Dick Harter. I hope that I can edit issues
as well as they have done. i

And now, here we g0 agaif.....ce.e ';7:;;Kbt/ —Ce/ O
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For the second time in eight or nine
months | am about to recapture the adven-
tures of CUTIECON. The first attempt ended
in disaster, as the whole story dlsappeared
somewhere into the mounds of paper piled in
various places around our house. This attempt
will be even more confused than the last as what
little | could remember then | certainly have
forgotten by now. But, to begin...

It was a nice August day in the middle of the week
when we.'suddenly realized we had house guests coming.
Frantically looking around For flight numberssand
plane schedules, iike racad off to Newark Airport

to pick up Neil Shapiro, who had decided the week
before that we would come to New York and pretend to
look for work with a publishing company. When | got
home Neil was safely ensconced in the living room and
Mike was rushing me through dinner because it was al-
most time to go back to Hewark Airport and pick up Tim
Kirk who was flying in from Califernia to attend con-
ventions, peddle paintings and visit fearsome art dir-
ectors. (and incidently to visit us as we hadn't seen
each other in about two years.) We gave Neil a quick
tour of the local shopping center and hawing gotton
two books to read, he was perfectly willing to sit
home while we went off to coliect Tim. (This was just
as well, as our MG is not really made to accomodate
four people and lots of luggage.)

4 THE SUBVIRY
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We got to the airport and figured out what plane
Tim must be on (he had told us everyt#hing but the
~alrlines) and then settled down to wait. While
we sat there we discussed the possibility that
. neither of us would recognize Tim any more.
o iy The debate was soon settled because he hadn'l
' changed at al} and nelther, apparantly, had
% \ we.




The drive home consisted of Tim being amazed that not all of
Mew Jersey was a gtant factory sitting on an ugly swamp in
the midst of race riots.

A ﬂ”ﬂawk - The next day Mike brought Tim and ¥eil into the city and
L5, o S met me for lunch, W& introduced them to the Alamo Chili
House, an inexpensive and quite good Mexlcan restaurant
which everyone seemed to enjoy. Over chili and oyster-
ettes | got to hear tales of terror. It seems Mike
had taken Tim and Neil on the subway and also through
the 42nd Street area and they were both still in
shock. This did not prevent Tim from sayihg he
wanted to see Redhook and Hartem.

B, ~ Things were fairly quiet for the rest of the
e week, at least until Friday when Howie
- Green drove down from Boston bringing
R with him all kinds of liquor including
a giant bottle of southern comfort
which he announced was Hike's wedding
present (to make this sound profession-
al | should at this point say --
See Rochcon 1 for wedding report.
There | said it!) As you might
imagine no one was quite themselves
when 1 got home.

. [ T Fis g On Saturday we once again embarked
0] 7\ e ) \ for Wew York, this time convinc-
Y5k N ing Howie that it was perfectly
safe for him to drive to the
city in his giant tank car. |t
was rather a harrowing trip as
Howie has some miscellaneous
metal hanging from the bottom
of his car which causes him
to brake a lot to avoid pot-
holes and other hazards. But
we made it downtown where we
found everything we wanted to
ge to was closed and that there
was an lrish rebellion on Fifth
Avenue. Having wasted most of
the day, we zoomed off to upper
fanhattan hoping to reach the
Cloisters before it closed.
For the uninitiated, the
Cloisters is a medieval clois~
ters that was brought over
stone by stone adn filled with
appropriate medieval relics,
including the Unicorn tapastries




We got there just in time to rush
through the museum, point out Harlem
from the battlements, and convince
everyone they'd have to come back
and really see the place sometime,
Then it was back to Edison and time
to introduce everyone to our spring.
The spring which when we are not too
lazy, is where we get our water is
located in Roosevelt Park which is
our back yard or so we like to
think. It is tested by the county
authorities and every day there are
thousands of people there filling
jugs with water to supply their
families for the week. ieedless

toc say New Jersey tap water leaves
something to be desired.

Then it was rest and party throught the night.

Sunday it was time for Neil to go back to Rochester, -and 50 we once again zipped
over to Newark Airpert. ‘hen we got back we found Howie telling Tim old college
tales with Tim rolling aliaut in helpless laughter. !t suddenly occured to us
that Howie had to leave and Mike and Tim had not matted any of the things that
he was supposed to carry off to Boston. After much frantic activity during
which everyone laughed at Mike as he tried to cut mats, the job was done and we
sent Howie on his way with his giant jars of peanut butter and honey, his basic
diet.

puring this first week of EDICON we had
discovered some peculiar things.about
Tim Kirk. Are you ready Tim, the truth
is about to be REVEALED! Tim Kirk has
funny money! And he drinks mitkshakes
every day and doesn't gain weight. Be-
fore everybody starts refusing Tim's
money or turning him in for counterfeit~
ing, | will hasten to say that Tim was
mislead early in life by a West Coast
banker who told him that BARCLAY Travel
Checks were well known in the East and
he would have no trouble cashing them.

I will not begin to recount the many
escapades that ensued every time Tim
tried to cash a check. All | will say is

that at last report he had become a firm
believer in American Express Travelers
Checks.




Having reclaimed my house from the
YMCA contingent and no longer feel-
ing like a den mother taking her
boys to camp, | decided to colliapse 35T Gt
for a while and make Mike and Tim AN [
work. Hatting and drawing became '
the order of the day until it was
time for Tim to visit the publish-
ers after being told that he was

a Disney artist and that his work
was cute he and Mike went off to
the quiet of Edison to recover.

0f course they placated themselves
first by visiting the SOLDIER SHOP
the downfall of anyone trying to
save money. The Soldier Shop \
looks kind of like someone's living . '\
room except that it is filled with
military history books, miniature
lead figures, and old uniforms,
Come to think of it it looks tike
our living room.

Then it was time for the BIG EVENT

-~ MY BIRTHDAY:--
| came home bringing with me Sue
Miller who had come into New York
for a few weeks between terms at the
University of Wisconsin. Sue brought
with her a toy for me. It is called
ORBIT and consists of a round plastic VU P
globe inside of which are a bunch g d ———
of ball bearings the idea is to get ' 2
them to achieve orbital patterns. _ T T . o
It makes a lot of noise and we got =" ‘
peculiar looks on the bus going
home .
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“ ———— We got home to find a
/-.._. -/ - -

‘e " L, | funny little cake with, -
e IN FRMULATING { i a giant candle, a funny

gy 15 TREORY OF R big card from iike and
@%f«f\g'flgp11oﬁyéﬁgkdﬁ { Tim, a dwarf orange tree
s~ el THe rossiL that Mike had bought
SaNErcH Yy for me, and from Tim
l;?&ij?ﬁ}‘?ﬁi j a plant of unknown
o O STATISTICS oF % origin. After some
NDNPULATION SUR- | champagne and dinner,

’;‘qu{ﬂNw AVAST § we stumbled over to the
HIICACUNT oF FIELD big new shopping center
*;?EKNUJLEQBEQ£AMG~ at Woodbridge to give

&
£
£
i
§
f

SUE. [ iAol CERMNG TRE. { Tim and Sue the grand
ﬁhuijﬂli?ﬂ jf ﬁ@*fﬁﬁlﬁééifflb?’ & tour and incidently to
' 7 AAANTS AND AN~ stuff ourselves with

p o/ IMALS. IN Canas ™ 4 unneeded dessert,
/) ADNG THAT ULRT |
W { 1S A FORM OF ELEL, Then it was back home
%ffﬁ i\ajlynm_,-wm—*”"”"“ﬂ"a and frantically pack
Cjﬁgfa?fﬁfyf“f%ﬁ to get ready for the
e Rochcon trip. The

next morning { left

for work in the pouring
rain while Sue decided
she really could sleep

a little later and then
take a bus to the city.
This was the first
mistake of the day!
Around 3:00 Mike called
to tell me that a hur-
ricene was on the way,
New Jersey was being
flooded and the shopping
center where my bus
normally lets me off

was under three feet

of water. Needless to
say Sue had not managed
to get on @ bus and they
were about to chase
frantically around looking
for @ way to get her
back to the city before
we left for Rochester.

When ¢ got home only

two hours late Sue

was still trying to

get a bus and | had

to completely wade

around the shopping

Wk F/EEE center to meet everybody,
£, PASTEOAS! == While doing this | was

S




treated to the sight
of people swimming in
the parking lot.

After phoning around
to train and bus
companies and hunting
up trajn stations only
to find them eclosed,
we finally got Sue

on a bus at 9:30 at
night, At thfis point
the Rochcon weekend ;
began to look dubious,
what with the hour,

the flooding and the
hurricane warnings of -
more to come. We
finally decided to

go to bed early and get
up in the middle of

the night to make

a valient effort to
reach Rochester. As
most valient efforts

do this one failed and
it was B8:00 Saturday
morning before we

were ready to leave.

" AND You RINE TO

£E0 T JINEGAR
TUERY TWO WEEKS.
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The trip was pleasant
except for one inter-
lude when the road

was flooded. and the poor
little car was over-
whelmed by water halfway
across the newborn

fake. We were 2all
forced to roll up

our pants and wade

into the cold muddy
water to tow the now
floating little car

to land. A minor
miracle was that the

cer started right up
once we had pulled it

to land. Tim seemed

to enjoy the whole

trip as he played
navigator and was
fascinated by the
st&kange names,s the
mountains, the newly
created mud flats,

and some neat old houses
along the way.

le arrived around two
o'clock to find Mike's
mother ready with

food and conversation
and Tim was accepted
into the Rochcon club.
Since we only had
about a day to spend,
we were soon rushing



Tim all over Rochester,

First ike showed Tim RIT,

the art school Mike had
attended. Tim was duly
unimpressed.,.
Then it was off to the
German Butcher Shop. a
place chock full of
meats, and cheese and
gourmet goodies.

We came away with

lots of food and loads
of sweets and a very
happy Tim., Next it was ,
time fot the Planetarium,
which put on a very

good show to impress our
guest with,

Then it was relax with
daddy and mommy and the
cats, enjoy the good
food and good company.
But before we knew it it
was Sunday and time to
go as TIm spnapped last
minute pictures ¢of everye
thing and everyone and
mourned over the lack

of snow in August, we
grabbed Suzi out of the
car and headed back

to Edison.

,/ < . R "
{!}f'@f‘i’&/w/,/{ uf;if/\;ﬁ@?pgﬂi/ W
LI [ ;

Y /
ot o
‘Z e ! ‘\". )‘{ O\[\\\

:[‘5 { \\‘\ 5 \\_\\
} -7.\ (‘}ﬁ, A

€ (‘h U '1\ 1” "r ﬁ

&N i w’—

e D-w, %]

Howrg \mq}‘\”' «fﬂ/] '\
ANDT j ;
f“ M Go H OULe ’///A)/’/ { | \'/

d F%N.LINE J’HN'D D{VU‘?Q ‘RT’”’,J.Pﬂfkg
HJIC EAR

ﬂ"D REANM SV

’0\”5‘2#” fE@[BL(;




Things went on pretity quietly for awhile
with Tim's treat at a yummy Japanese rest-
aurant breaking the monotony. There was a
rousing game of frisbee in which Mike seem-
ed bent on crippling Tim for {ife. And
there was the evening they decided to make
paper maiche figures to be cute and to

sell at HWoreascon. After some minor trad-~
gedies about three or four figures actually
got finished and the kitchen was a total

I wreck.

Then there was the night we took Tim to
Don Lundry's house so he could see Don's
fabulous collection of player pianos,
organs and the like. Tim was entranced as
was Don with finding someone so appreciat=-
ive of his hobby. HMichael on the other
hand read alot of books.

Before we knew it it was Thursday nmight

and time to prepare for the Moreascon.

As we hadn't done any packing yet we decid-
ed it was only right to have a party so we
could arrive thoroughly exhausted on Fri-
day night. So it was that | found myself
trudging home from work bringing along

Sue Miller, undaunted by her earlier
washout stay and Paula Paster, another
transient visitor from a Midwestern




school. It turned out that
we had also invited some
nearby neighbors over sa we
had a pretty full house.
Everyone sat around yakking
until we suddenly realized
that we had to get Sue to the
Lundrys'house or she wouldn't
have a2 ride to Boston the
next day. (You see we man-
aged to trick Sue into coming
to the Moreascon, claiming

it would end her vacation
with fun and frolic.) Hike
and Tim (who went along to
make sure Mike stayed awake)
went of f with Sue and the
party deteriorated into
waiting for the return of the
mighty voyagers. Everyone
soon got ready to leave re-
alizing that there was still
another day of work. |

was left with Paula and a
sink full of dishes which kept
us both occupied for guite

a while.

: = e
/ st UGS

e g fuory

Ss e
‘ L

/ }ﬁ’b‘/ﬁ ze e / 2
A BESTymp W% [

s

&

///J—
/ b\&
@\

A

O%mm}

T
(74 _/—,;"—'

MG SIKNESS G5 OUR HE

&

3

(AL AR
L
\‘hﬁ,ﬁ"‘,{ﬁ.‘},} f

)

d L S
WAL



Friday morning came and with it the last
frantic preparations. The only thing we
had neglected to do was get directions
for the trip and so that evening we found
ourselves zooming off into the sunset
with no idea of where we were going.
At least we started by zooming. y
But suddenly all of us began to smell f
something funny and then we noticed
that smoke was gushing up from the
front of the car. Pulling over to
the side of the road we soon discovered
that the smoke came from the front
tire or somewhere along the axle. Taking the car apart we soon
ascertsined where the problem was but couldn't decide what caused
it. A helpful Jersey cop came along and after deciding that
we were stealing our car from ourseives began to laugh and
gloat over people who were stupid enough to own little.foreign
cars. He provided the necessary inspération and we soon found
ourselves back on the road (only an hour later) with the mystery
still unsoclved and our noses hanging out the windows saiting
to catch a whiff of smoke. We soon Jost the smoke but immediately
afterword we also lost ourselves, There we were in Somewhere,
Connecticutt, with our only solace being that we found a Baskin
Robbins along the way. Another several hour delay ensued and we
suddenlty found ourselves travelling in the dark. Being
sensible people we stopped for dinner at a Howard
Johnson so Tim could eat clam tummies in
comfort. This was another mistake

5 as Howard Johnson's ignored our

z presence for the better part of
s an hour, and then served us

' for the worse.

|
=8

But as all tales of

high adventure must have
a happy ending we
discovered when we
finally found our way
that if we hadn't

gotten jost we might
have been part of a
forty car pile-up

on Rte. 84. Arriving

at about midnight,

we hunted down HMarsha
and the art show,
untoaded artwork and
started off for Cambridge
and her apartment

where we were supposed
to spend the night.

Rl e
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After our fourth or fifth ‘
pass through Harvard "‘Q
Square we finally reached VT’wﬁﬁ
Chauncy Street around two yu?:
in the morning., By thisi i Vﬁjm
v

time Hike and the little 4 SPENDS 70
iiG were both pretty steamed i%? 7/
up. And all four of us <’4ﬂ@0 ﬁ ;5 \
were rather cramped. (I forgot to .. WH 0 GLEE 7
7))

mention that we had picked up Sue along 17
the way so she could spend a free atl~ (ZV ﬁuﬁih

RISCa
Al / [, \D
expenses paid night in Cambridge.) ]Lﬁ;%fﬁdqrij N J-_jfw i \
A small party ensued, where we /// R (2701
reljeved the harrowing hours of our 220
trip, including when the Mass Pike
police stopped all! the cars to look
for an escaped convict, and Sue told
us how five littie children had

tried to pick her up as she vatiantly
awaited our arrvival. Thoroughly
disgusted, we all went to bed, little
knowing what horrors awaited us in
the morning.
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The next morning we awoke reason-=
ably early but not nearly early
enough for our quick dash to the
Prudential Center and the setting
up of the art show. Starting only
about an hour late, we proceeded iy,
to get thoroughly lost and found (7;'
ourselves, like the Flyinag Dutchman,
circling on an cndless journey

recund and round Harvard Square.

With the car overheating,

we foupd ourselwves czught up in a ijw_ A ; 3 ~='&5
funeral procassion, and olly (5, oA p AN
extreme luck Ffirally put us on the ; Eﬁgﬁ{ﬁ%kng‘?x éﬁ#ﬁ i
right road at last. Reaching the ‘ : '

N
, . Th e sy
Sheraton in ~ totally vile mood, \Kj P Aﬁghb /

rb ;
NG THURS NITEATMAT
NMN( THETONT

we unloaded ovr bags and pre-

pared to check thosc of us who were V= # éfl';
registered in to the Hotel. Then | ;&7 #T}N{(LL ﬁ@'
we spent a2 few Trantic hours in the LfkiJ L rﬂ }wyw
art show room attempting to set up - T E
Hike's, Tim's und evcryone elses! /wﬁﬂ%QDE[};a£4

artwork. This effort was mixed with '@ *,’““~-~~~
explanatians of our dissa P¢ﬂ \e HELPS
pearance ‘
from the face of Boston into the t /4%5fggp
twilight 2zone of the Cambridge traffic 7
circle, and the many reasons why Mike
was sending un clouds of smoke, {(he
claimed it was all righteous anger







and helping the car cool off.) In the meantime Howie
had shown up with a few paintings of his and was soon
filling out forms and hanging things with the rest of
us.

It must be admitted that Noreascon has become rather
hazy in my mind at this point in time in the art show
room or one of cur rooms or in Boston. Therefore and
as this report is probably long enough anyway ! will only
state a few 'h i gh 1 i ghts 7' (things | can remember.)

First there was all that food. This means the Kan Tiki
~. « Ports shmorgasbord, which we glutted ourselves on twice,
S A TS once at the expense of expansive Tim Kirk. The other forays
Pp A NS for meals were not quite as sucessful. We went to a Pewter
708 £2) / Pot where the waitress said, '"Not more of them!' and then
. ”f,,**i_A,z" proceeded to tell us of three sf convention goers who had
T : come in every day, sat at her table, and each day had given
] her another hetel key, presumably for a tip., Then there
was the German restaurant where everything we tried to order
was not being ma'e that night, so we ended up eating the
American dishes they served. And there was the fish fry
place which ended with a trip to Baskin Robbins for consol-
ation. Oh, woe was us! We didn't partake of the banguet,
only of the banquet speeches, so | leave it to other
people to tell tales of banquet trauma/

“\fa/;’ff‘{J The program, [ must admit, was not attended by any of us,
,{f;f f?%z except for the night we watched the films, sitting val-
"J%f?ﬁ 2N tently through the night as we waited for Sieeping
Y 7 Beauty or Snow White { | forget which) which turned out
1/%/Amx\ ' to be an old Betty Boop cartoon in rather poor taste,
\ (But then I'm not a lover of ‘'camp'') Ichabod and Hr.
| o Toad whizh vas about the last thing to come on, at
= inﬁ- which point most of us were well on the way to being
- 2 uncomfortably asteep. (The discomfort was increased
t N ﬁ?:vﬁﬁ\ for Sue by the fact that she had to catch a bus about
1 A - - three or four hougs
\ k% QLR lji;' \ later for the
“\pr‘* | ) graellng trrp
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back to Wisconsin.) We were also unfortunatly
privileged to a viow of a Sam Delaney special,

a film called The Orchid, which what.tittle | saw
of it between nons was one of the worst things 1
have seen on tk= screen. It was so disliked that
one felt as if you were back in ancient Rome and
the lionms tear apart the Christians. Enough said
about films.

Most: of the rest of our time was spent in parties
which several sets of conventions parties later

t find it hard to remember, though | do rememher
the long prolonged discussion on ticks, in all
their virulent forms.

The art show it must be admitted took the greater
part of our attention during the day and there
were artists and still more artists wandering con-
stantly around.

Oh yes, at one p2int we got to go into the alien
environment room and play with the color organ. | -
wouldn't mind having one or two of those.

‘ The masquerade was highlighted by the judges wear-

‘1"'9&@. 4 WY\ ing judge rchbos and by Cookie Monster a la Amy

HE xJ” Brownstein, nius & Sesame Street skit.

jzé_:v ph mmmM%%ﬂmfp\ 9 g | v
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It was all kind of fun though it seemed to end almost
before it hzd begun, and we suddenly found ourselves
bidding geood-tye to Sue and then leaving Tim behind,
| believe he was going to Rhode lstand for a few
days, to start back to the wilds of Edison where it
all began.
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§ toneworthy Suchkin lived in a tree. For no particuler reason. Many hundreds of
people had asked him why he lived in a tree, and he always gave them different resa-
sons. Stoneworthy wasn't very old, nor yet very young. He was just in that in-
between age where a man can't decide whether to be dignified or a rounder, and a
woman can't decide whether to be blonde or brunette. As & matter of fact he was
quite a fine looking figure of a man. He had long black hair vhich he kept tidy
with a tortoise shell comb that he had gotten without the consent of the tortoise,
BIG grey eyes that mlways looked either nervous or dazed, and smooth olive skin.
He wove leaves and flowers in his hair fresh every morning when they were in season,
and braided his hair in 79 braids when they weren't. He generally wore a Jjerkin he
made out of the discarded down and feathers in last yemr's bird nests. Stoneworthy
vas & bit of & local landmark,

He seldom lived in the same tree for more than a month or two at a time. It was
rumored by the townspeople that & month was all any tree would put up with him,
and that after that they found WAYS of getting rid of him. The only exception seem-
ed to be a young sycamore who had no taste, and was reaslly too juvenile to know
better. It wasn’t that Stoneworthy was a bad scrt, really, but he was an inveterate
gambler, Perched on the lowest 1limb of his tree-of~the-month he would play poker
with the local residents by the light of aardvark fat lamps until dawn. Naturally
there had been some question of his having an advantage by reason of being able to
see helf of the hands in the game, but he crossed-his-heart-and-hoped-to-die, so
after that no one even thought about it anymore. While the cards were being dealt,
the favorite pastime was to ask Stoneworthy why he lived in & tree, and try to
catch him repeating the same story twice. They never did.

The fame of the Stoneworthy poker games was such that people came from miles around
to play cards at the feet of the Master. It wasn’t that he was that good, but he
styled himself the Master-Of-The-Monthly-Tree, and people certainly sat at his feet.
The odd thing about Stoneworthy was that, although no one had ever observed him to

descend from any tree and take up 2 new position, he had likewise never been ob-
served to commit an improper, rude, or socislly unexceptable act. 'After all,”
replied Stoneworthy when queried about this, "There are ladies present." And so
there were, The village nymphets were no stronger than the boys, and the house~
wives no stronger than the men. One and all they came at various times to play
Jacarsnde (pass seven, pass four, discard three, pick up twelve, bet fifteen times,
exchange cards with your second opponent to the left, bet twice, pass four, discard
scven, and roll yeur own. They did not use a standard deck.) and other simple
games. Being mere villagers they did not feel that it was proper to play the more
sophisticated games of tha nobility, such as Kackrat, Dependable Dozens, or Chuck-
Always-Wins.

Stoneworthy lived a quiet and virtuous life, asking no more than to win once in a
while and to hear the flutter of the deck through the sleepy reaches of the for-
est, It was on a bleak day in December that all of this came to a sudden and
tragic end.

It was about seven in the evening and the nightly game was in full sway when a
STRANGER turned up. Now, right away the participents could tell that this was no
ordinery, run-of-the-mill stranger. He was riding a hugh black charger, had a ret.-

inue of seventy-four persons, was addressed as "Your Majesty" and was wearing a
tall gold crown. As a matter of fact, it was King Gogolbert, ruler of the neigh-
boring monarchy, who had come to play cards. The players respectfully made a spot
for him on the grass, and were even unusually courteous when he admitted he had
never played "High-lo, jury-rig your own''. As & matter of fact, they cccepted him.



1t might be well at this point
to say a few words about the
King. King Golgolbert was the
seion of a long line of rulers.
His mother had been a princess
before she was a queen, and his
fether was the umpty-ninth in
the ruling house of Golgolberts.
Our particular King had been
raised to the spatter (so call-
ed because of the Royal Spat-~
tered Robe, which had been pur-
chased by the First Golgolbert
and stained with gravy at the
Royal Coronaticn. It hed never
been cleaned, as a mark of res-
pect and laziness, and was con-
sequently quite stiff.) since
he was a mere babe. He was sick
of it. Colbert (as he liked to
be called) imagined that if he
was one more yaerd of royal red
carpet, or heard the words
"your mejesty' once more, he
would scream, scream, scream,
He tried to asbdecate, but there was no one he could abdecate in favor of. He had
neglected to marry, feeling he hed been pushed into enough already. He tried to
get some of the neighboring kings to amnex the country, but they refused. He even
tried to wage war and thereby hand over his problems toc the winner. He rather em-
barrassingly managed to win the two combats he tried and gove up in disgust. The
only thing left was to chest. OGolbert reasoned that 2s the king of the country, and
absolute monarch, he owned the country lock, stock and vinyards. .Not to mention
unwaghed populus, mangy cur dogs, surly innkeepers, and brown-nosed servants. IHe
obviocusly couldn't sell it, there was no one around who either wanted it, or - since
those disasterous two wars - could afford it. So, the next best thing was to lose
it in some game of chance. King Golbert was a bit of a poker hustler. He could
play every game that Stoneworthy knew, and lots more heeides. And he cheated like
a true master. In training to be king, he had been taught to lie, keep a straight
face, dissenble, sandpasper his fingers, and develope good peripheral vision. (It
was pert of the course in Diplomacy.) Now he bided his time., The game went on.

By nine o'clock the game had dwindled to four., By midnight there were only three,

and at two in the morning, Golbert had the helpless Stoneworthy to himself. A
lesser man would have pulled out, aware that something was Tishy {(a herring sand-
wich in the king's hip pocket) but Stoneworthy, inveterate gowbler that he was,
stayed on. By four in the morning a dazed Stoneworthy found himself handing hls .
bird-~down jerkin to the king in exchange for the Royal Crown, and was the sole pro-
prietor, owner, and responsible party for the Kingdom of Cumscorrigol, winner of two
major wars, possesor of the finest vineyards in the land, and ~ incidentelly - be-
trothed to the daughter of the King. {No, the King never married, but he wasn't
obstinate either.)

King Golgolbert, now divested of his title, his rnyel properties, and his worries,

ogled the local balcksmith's daughter, eventually married her, took over the smithy,
raised seven hugh and surly sons, and gloated to the end of his dsys. At any rate
he now passes out of our narrative never to be heard of agein.



'The host of servants that had accompanied the previous king were happy enough to do
homage to King Stomeworthy the First, feeling that after more than umpty-nine Gol-
golberts it was time for a new royal monogram, but there was only one troubtle.
Stoneworthy refused to leave his tree. He shook his head and maintained thet there
wes nothing in the agreement that said he had to come down to earth to be a king.
So he sat in the sycamore with his arms folded, the crown sitting Jauntily on his
head, cnd continued work on a jerkin made of cast off locust wings. Eventually the
court soclved the problem. Comandeéering a local lebor force, they gently end care-
fully uprooted the sycamore, deposited it on o hugh wheeled platform draped with vel-
vet and pulled by the two most mognificent royal elephants in their most magnificent
trappings, and bore their king triumphantly home.

(Once the roycl palace wes reached same additional debete was carried on with Stone-
worthy, but as he still refused to desecend, the sycamore was planted in the royal
courtyard, which was partially rcofed over, and the people znccepted their new ruler
as & true individual.

'The ex~king's daughter, faithful to the wishes of her fether, came to the palace

from her home with her mother - the village seamstress, (her father had always had
o weakness for dcmesticity) and duly wedded the new king. She was dressed magnif-
icently in gossamer end red satin with ropes of rose colored pearls through her
raven heir. The sycamore, being considered by many people as part of the king him-
self, and often petitioned for favors, was draped in cloth-of-gold and emeralds.
Stoneworthy had by then finished his locust wing Jerkin and suplimented it only by
tying different playing cards to each of the braids of his hair, it then being
winter.

[ nfortunately, the details of the merital affairs of Stoneworthy the First have been

lost to posterity, but speculation has run rampant on the significance of the thirty
trees which the young queen caused to be planted at various locations between the
Royal chanbers and the courtyard. In any case the young queen was in due time de~
livered of a fine young hoy with the same cosl black hair and olive complection as
the king. The members of the court, relieved to see a continuous line of rulers in
their future, and being much enamored of tradition, scoured the neighboring forest
until) they found 2 tree which they deemed suitable for the son of the Magter-0f-The-
Monthly-Tree. This tree, a truly elegant maple, was planted in the courtyard at the
side of the much revered sycamore, and was ascended by Stoneworthy the Second when
he assumed the crown. As for Stoneworthy the First, at the end of his life, filled
with the richness of years, he died in peace and was muffled in elegant wrappings
and ceremoniously carried from one to another of the monthly trees from then on. It
is rumored that, just before he died, he confided to his son- the true reason he
lived in a2 tree.
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