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HERE GCME OLD STICKY QUARTER

I AM PARTIGULARLY ENTHUSED THESE DA YS. PART CF
MY FINE HUMCR IS DUE
TO THE GOOD NEWS THAT (REG SHAW 1S, IN FACT, NOT
FOLDING MET, BUT MOSTLY 1T'S BECAUSE I'M VERY
HAPPY WITH THIS PARTICULAR 1SSUE OF -RATS! We wuave
LOTS OF FINE MATERIAL AS WELL ASYTWO OF THE DEST
EOITORIALS CHARLENE AND | HAVE EVER WRITTEN. IT's
NOT AS MUCH OF A TURNING POINT AS i#12 WAS, BUT.'T¥ MAGKS A
. MAJOR CHAMGE IN CUR POLICY. HATSSawitL HEREAFTER BE -ISSUED
LESS REGULARLY BUT SHOULD BE LOTS LARGER Aﬂu HCLD MCRE MAT-
ERIAL. THISH MARKS THE FIRST-VISIT TO OUR PAGES DY B0D SHAW AHD FRAMNK LunNE Y,
AND, IN FACT, 1S FRANK'S FIRST APPEARANCE OUTSIDE HIS OWN PAGES EVER. | CCONSIDER HIM A PRCMISING WRITER ANO WE'LL OE
LOCKING FORNARD TO FUTURE COLUMNS AS WELL. BOD, OF COURSE, NEEDS 0 [NTRODUCTION. HE HAS BEEN GNE OF FANDGM'S CON-
SISTANTLY FINEST WKITERS ALL THROUGH THE YEARS OF HYPHEN AND SINCE, AS BEST PROVEN BY THE FACT THAT U.S. FANDCM
BRCUGHT HIM ALL THE WAY .CVER To NOREASCON rROM NOATHERN I|RELAND LAST YEAR JUST TO MEET HIM. ALL OF THIS PLUS THE
FACT THAT WE HAVE A FASCINATING BIT OF HARRY WARNER FANHISTORY REMINDS ME THATewes

THERE'S ONE PROJECT ALL SHOT TO HELL, ANO. | MAKE THAY STATEMENT NOT WITHOUT SOME RELIEF. THE PROJECT? WELL YU SEE,
THIS WAS ORI GINALLY SUPPOSED TO DE A FAANISH NUSTALGIA ISSUE, FILLED WITH Ray

NeLsoN's FANAG-STYLE CARTOONS, AND WITH BOSH AND HARRY AND, WELL, YOU KNCWe WELL | WON'T GO THROUGHLALL THE REASCNS

FGR THE PROJECT'S FAILURE TC COME OFF. RATHER, | SHALL SAY THAT ALL THE STUFF IS STILL HERE AND IT'S A FINE ISSUE NONE-

THELESS, SO WHAT THE HELL? WELCCME TO A 816G oL' RATS!

AKD SPEAK ING CF RETS, WE GOT THEM. IN THE OLD CERAMICS SHOP, THAT IS. THE NMEWS DRCKE A FEW NI GHTS AGO WHEN CHARLENE'S
. MOTHER (WHO -OMNS THE SHOP) NOTICED RAT OROPPINGS ON THE FLOOR CF THE TEAGHING SHGP (AS OPPGSED
TO THE "POURING SHOP" WHERE | WORK ). SHE' CONFIDED THE NEWS TG CHARLENE WHC CONFIDED IT TO ME. OTHERWISE, MO CHE
wAS ToLD (JuST THE 200 OF YOUSE). YOU SEE, HER LANDLORD 1S 4 NUT WHOSE VERY SPECIAL SCRE SPOT IS THE FACT THAT HE CON-
SIDERS CERAMICS A "DIRTY DUSINESS", |T REALLY ISN'T, YOU KNOW. DuSTY, YES, OUT OIRTY, NO. YOU SEE, THE DRIED CLAY HAS
A WAY OF CRUMBLING INTO A CHOKED GREYISH POWDER WHICH.THEM DISSEMINATES ITSELF OVER EVERYTHING IN THE STORE =~ MYSELF
INCLUDED, AND SINCE | STAND KN THE STUFF ALL ‘DAY )T CLINGS WITH UNTOWARD STUBBOANESS TC THE SOLES OF MY SHOES AND WHEN
| 60 FAOM STORE TO STORE | LEAVE SUCH FOOTPAINTS THAT IT WOULD DE A FACILE MATTER FOR A BLIND BADY TO TRACK ME. THIS
DUST THEN STICKS TC THE STDEWALK AND ACCUMULATES INTO DEPOSITS WHICH DUILD UP UNTIL THE FIRST RATNFALL, AND THEN --
WHAMS -~ INSTANT DELTA. SO THAT'S WHY THE AAT(S) IS DEING KEPTFA SECRET. BESIOES, 17 WOULO CERTAINLY SPOOK THE .WOMEN
CUS TOMERS .
SO SHE QUIETLY BE €AN PUTTING OUT RAT POISON IN SELECTED SPOTS AND ASSUMED THAT WOULO BE THE END OF IT,
T
WwASH'T. LAST N1GHT, &S CHARL ENTERED THE POURING STORE TC PICK UP A CERAMIC PIECE, WHOM SHCULD SHE MEET BUT CLD RaT
HIMSELF, WHO PROMPTLY SCAMFERED, AS HIS ODREED IS WCNT TO DO OUT A SMALL HOLE |N THE WALL. AND WHILE | WOULDN'T S&Y
THE ENCOUNTER UPSET HER, SHE D) D WAKE ME UP FOUR DIFFERENT TIMES LAST NIGHT SO | COULO COUNT HER TOES AND MAKE SURE
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THEY WERE ALL THERE. SHE HAS SIMILARLY REFUSED TO RE-ENTER THE SHCP IN CASE THE RAT MIGHT BE LAYING FOR HER. WHY SHE
FEELS HIS ATTENTIONS ARE FOCUSED SO SINGLE-MINDEOLY ON HER TOES | DON'T KNCW, BUT | WILL AOMIT THAT JT'S 4 PRETTY
WEIRD RAT. You SE, CN OUR OLOCK, ASIDE FROM OUR CERAMIC SHOP, WE FIND A LUNCH ROCM, A PIZZARIA AND A BAR (THAT SERVES
Fonn) AND YET NHERE DOES RAT HANG OUT? IN A PLACE THAY MAKES CLAY ASHTRAYS. YECHHH, I MEAN, | KNOW THEY CAN GNAW
THAQUGH CONGRETE OUT | ALWAYS SORT OF FELY THAT $7 WOULD REQUIRE SOMETHING ALONG THE LINE OF & PIECE OF MEAT ON THE

OTHER SIDE OF THE DLOCK.TO INSPIAE SUCH DEVIANT TRENCHERMANSHIP. bops et
SC LAST NIGHT, IN BETWEEN T.OE COUNTS,; WE DJSCUSSED

MEANS OF GATTLING THE RODENT. "THEY GAN'T EAT THROUGH GALVANIZED STEEL," | POlNTED ouT. ; ; \
" Goo0d" CHARL DECIODED, "WE'LL: .
BLOCK UP THE HOLE WITH GALVANIZED STEEL!"

4 "ALs0," | MENTIORED, "THERE'S STEEL WOOL, WHICH 1S VERY EFFECTIVE. YOU CAN
IMAGINE WHAT WOULD WAPPEN IF IT ATE STEEL WOOL. WHY, IT WOULD BE JUST LIKE YOU--" (MERE_| PAUSED IN_SEARCH_CF A . ..
REALLY DISGUSTING SIMILE AND SETTLED ON AN EXAMPLE RIGHT OUT OF MAN, IN THE HiGH CASTLE, WHICH SHE HAD JUST FINISHED
READING) M-SWALLOWING RAZOR BLADES A" A

"OH SHUT UP," SHE SAID, HOLDING HER MOUTH. "THAT'S & TERR 10LE LIE. AKD YOU'RE

k, TERRTULE PERSON FOL SAYING IT.. Lt WOULD #E FWST AS IF | ATE STEEL wooL."
e e — —-——i . “A RAT IS MUCH SMALLER," | REASONED. -

2 o "Yes,

SHE ADMITTED, "BUT RATS ARE TOUGHL"
\[r\ ok 73 e | NODODED.
’“’7 AT THIS LATE DATE,

, // THE RAT(S) 1S/ARE STILL AT LARGE, DUT ANY DAY NOW | EXPECT TO
| -
1
ey

STUMDLE YPON THE CORPSE WHILE PREPARING TO EAT LUNCH CA SOMETHING,
SINCE AFTER A WHILE EVEN RAT POLSCN HAS GOT TO BE PREFERABLE 70
cLAY. GHARLENE'S TOES ARE, AT PRESENT, IN TACT, THOUGH SHE HAS BEEN
MAKING NOLSES ABOUT CHANGING THIS FANZINE'S TITLE..

|

—e

THISH HAS DEEN SOMETHING OF A BURDEN AND HAS SOURED MY PUBLISHING
FEVER SOMEWHAT. FOR A WHILE, BEFORE | WENT TO WORK ON THIS

RATSY | .HAD BEEN PUBLISHING A WEEKLY FANZINE, BUT IF AND WHEN | EVER

GET THIS THING FINISHED, | DOUSBT |'LL FEEL LIKE DOING ANOTHER ISSUE

FOR QUITE A WHILE. BESIDES, THE EXPENSE HAS DEEN GETTING TO ME.

1'M RUSHING LIKE HELL NOW TO GET FINISHED BEFCRE THE JANUARY 24

POSTAL COST INCREASE.

AND THEN, OF CQURSE, THERE'S THAT TRIP TO BRITIAN, coMe APRIL. WE HAVE
%600 To SPEND ON
OUR HONE YMOOM (AND HAVE DECIDED TO OVERLOOK THE FACT THAT IT WILL PRECEDE CUR MARRIAGE DATE DY TWO MONTHS ) AND AS THE
DAUGHTER OF AN AIRLINES EMPLOYEE (MER FATHER CLEANS TWA JETS) CHARL FLIES FOR TAX COST. F00, |°'LL STILL BE UNDER 22

AND WILL STILL FLY STUDENT RATES.
WE'LL JET TO LONOON IN LATE APRIL AND FROM THERE MAKE TRAIN EXCURSICONS THROUGHOUT

ENGLAND, UP INTO SCOTLAND ANO ACRCSS TO NORTHERN IRELANOD. THOSE ARE THE PLANS. AND IN THE TWO MONTHS THAT LIE AHEAD
WE'LL COME TC TERMS WITH A DIZZYING ARRAY OF JMMUNIZATION SHOTS ANO RED TAPE. A STIFF UPPER LIP SHCULD CERTAINLY BE
CALLED FOR. OTHERWISE, IT'S A TRIP WE HAD TO MAKE. AS AVOWED ANGLOPHILES WHO MAY ONE DAY MOVE PERMANANTLY OYER THE
CCEAN THE TRIP SEEMED A PRACTICAL NECCESITY, AND AS FANS, A VISIT TO [F SEEMED JUST AS CALLED FOR, SO KEEP AN EYE ON
THESE PAGES FOR A DUAL~AUTHORED TRIP REPORT THIS SPRING.

JCNH INGHAM CALLED LAST NJ GHT. HE'S NOT IN TOWN OR ANYTHING, JUST THAT HE HAPPENED YO HAVE A CREDIT CARD NUMBER. AND
THE N!GHT BEFORE THAT, | SPCKE TO TED WHITE ON THE PHCNE FROM THE KATZ' APARTHMENT.

UNFORTUNATELY, |®M KOT A PHONE FAN, ANO | TEND TO CLAM UYP AND GET NERVCUS, ESPECIALLY WHEN SPEAKING WITH SOMEONE |
DON'T ALREADY KNOW. . '
JONH AND | TALKED AGOUT ALL SOAT GF THINGS, FRCM FRANK'S APA TO GLOCKWCRK CRANGE TO JOWH'S
FANZINE, TET. ™1 SENT YOU A coPY," HE TOLD ME. "I HAD A REAL NICE COVER POR IT. By CANFIELD. BUT | LoST IT," HE THEN
EXPLAINED THAT HIS COVER CONSISTED OF A ORIEF MESSAGE TO THE EFFECT THAT HE HAD A GREAT CANFIELD COVER, BUT, LIKE,
LCST 1T. | FOUND IT VERY SURREAL AND SUGGESTED THAT HIS NEXT [SSUE MIGHT BE MADE UP CF JUST SUCH NDTATIONS, PLACED
WHERE COVERS AND FILLERS MIGHT 60. FOR EXAMPLE, [N ONE CORNER OF A PAGE WE MIGHT FING:

HERE | HAD PLANNED A

FARQUT ATOM CARTOON

WHICH | MISPLACED
ETC, ; : '
LOST KINHEY HEADINGS, MAYDE, OR MISFILED HOTSLER CARTOONS GCULO FILL THE ISSUE. AFTER A WHILE, IT MIGHT EVEN
CATCH CN AMONG THE LAYOUT FREAKS (AND MIGHT EVEN WIND UP IN GRANFALLOCN:) (SHUDDER) AND EGOBOO COULD BE SAINED DY
SUCH COUPES AS A STILES COVER (EATEN 0Y A DOG) OR A STATON PACK COVER (BLEW OUT THE WINOOW). THINK ABOUT [T,

"THESE GIANT SHREWS WILL EAT A PERSON DCWN TG THE BONE ~— AND THEN SUCK OUT THE MARRCW!'"—~= “KILLER SHAEWS"
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INTERNAL EVI-OENCE SEBNG WHAT 1T 1S, YOU MIGHT HAVE GUESSED AT THE AWESGME TIME LAPSES THAT HAVE FALLEN INBETWIXT THE
WRITING OF THE PARTICULAR SEGMENTS OF THIS EDJTORIAL. ON PAGE ONE, FOR EXAMPLE, YOU CCME TO A
NEW ISSUE AND MEET WITH AN "ENTHUSED™ BILL KUNKEL, COME TO ‘GRIPS WITH FANDOM ANG READY TO GLCW YOUR MIND. BY THE,

TIME | GOT AROQUND TO WRITING THE SECOND PAGE | wAS ODEPRESSED AND WEARY. HOw MDODS FLY.
| CAN SEE YOU ALL, YOU KHOW,

SHAKING YCURS HEADS. THE STUFF | HAD PLANNED TO USE IN THIS EDITORIAL WAS CHOPPED UP AND SENT OUT TC A THGUSANO
HUNGRY FANZ [RES, THEIR MOUTHS CPEN LIKE BABY BIROS, SQUAKING THEIR HEADS OFF. | LAPSED. EVERYTHING LAPSED. [T HAP=
PENED YERY QUICKLY. | BECAME SUDDENLY AFRAID THAT MY EDITCRIALS WERE CHRONICLES (MAYBE EVEN DOGUMEHTATICN) 0F MY
INSANIT Y.

| HELD ON TO SOME WATER ONCE, BUT HAVEH'T OEEN AGLE TO SINCE. OH WELL, CARRY ON. Rl GHT?

-—

REJOICE! REJOICE! YOU HAVE NO CHOI[CEesss C,S,N&Y

I LIKE TOTHINK THIS IS THE FANZINE OF EVERYTHING. YOU EVEN GET EOJTCRIALS WRI{TTEN OURING BOUTS OF INSECUR!TY. YOU
DON'T GST STUFF LIKE THIS IN QUANDRY, YOU DETCHUM! OF COURSE, | FIND IT A LITTLE UNCOMFORTAGLE
LATER ON, SO | SIMPLY FCRGET ABOUT WHATEVER | WRITE JUST AS 500N AS | WRITE 1T« WHAT | REALLY WANT TO 0O, YOU SEE,

IS TO DO NOTHING BUT CARTOONS AND MAKE MOVIES. IT'S A GOOD THING | DON'T GIVE A DAMN, BOY.
= | AM AT HEART, YOU SEE,

A PERFECT_I'ONIST (STOP LAUGHING!), AND IF TIME WEREN'T PRESSING ME SC HARD, | wOULD RE-TYPE THIS WHOLE EDITORIAL
DECAUSE 1 AM DOTHERED BY CERTAIN ELEMENTS IN IT. BuT | FIND | MUST HAVE SOMETHING WRONG WITH EACH ISSUE IN ORDER FOR

ME TO FIND THE INITIATIVE TO PUBLISH ANOTHER CNE. .
On WELL, IT AT LEAST GIVES YOU A UNIQUE GLIMPSE.INTO MY .EERSONQLITY,

WHICH IS WHAT THIS IS ALL ADBOUT, AFTER ALL.

EVERYDODY'S HANDING DOWN JIVE,
I'M THE LAST ROCK 'N' ROLLER ALIVE BK

LET'S KNCCK AMDY PORTER ON HIS DUFF HOPEFULLY YOU WILL NOTICE SOMEWHERE AROUND THIS ISSUE A CARTOON SUPPCATING

ANOY PORTER FOR OUFF, kA, THE DowN UNDER FAN FunD, WHICH 1S SOMETHING LIKE
TAFF, EXCEPT INSTEAD OF SENOING YOU SOMEWHERE CIVILIZED LIKE ENGLAND, THEY SEND YOU TO AUSTRALIA. NONETHLLESS, ANDY
WANTS TO'GO AND | WOULD THINE HIM THE FAN THE AUSTRALIANS WOULO MOST LIKE TO MEET (WHICH IS NOT TO KNOCK HANK AND
LESLE]GH-=]T"'S NOT THE ULTIMATE TEST OF MAN, AFTER AtL)e | HAVE GIVEN THIS MUCH THOUGHT AND HAVE DECIDED THAT T
IS A GooD ThiNG. VOTING ENDS MAY 3IST, AND BALLCTS SHCULOD PRETTY MUCH SATURATE FANOOM BY THEN (IF WE CAN BE ANY
KELP, FRED...). AS wiTH TAFF, EACH VOTE SHOULO BE ACCCMPANIED 0Y AT LEAST A BUCK.

FRED PATTEN IS IN CHARGE AND CAN

e REACHED (11863 W. JEFFERsoN BLvo., Ap7 |, GCuLver G1Tv, CA $0230, USA). BLtP oLIP.
: THE OTHER CANOIDATES, BY THE
WAY, ARE LESLEIGH (AND HAMK? MAYGE? | DON'T THINK SOe..) LUTTREL AND MAYOE THE COULSONS (HERE THE INCECISION (S HOT
ON MY PART, GUT ON THEIRS —— THEY'RE NGT SURE IF THEY CAN AFFORD IT). BUT MY CHGICE, AND TME CHOICE, iN FACT, CF .
THE BROCKL'YN FANZINES, 1S ANDY PORTER. HERE, HERE.

SHOTS FRCM THE DIARY: - Jan. 12, 1972

fT WwAS A GOOD MORMNING, DUT HOT A GREAT MOANING, [N GTHER WCRDS | DION'T EET THE FIRST INSTALLMENT OF THE REVIVED
"HiRp THAT ONCE OR TwlCE" FROM MRe WILLIS. BUT | WAS LURED OUT OF BED JUST BEFORE NOGN BY MR KATZ ON THE PHONE
ASKING ME WHAT'S HAPPENING. WHAT COULD BE MAPPENING? | S&1D NOTHING AND THAT WE'D OE OVER FOUR THIATY, FIVE Q'CLOCK.

| ASKEO, IS ANYBODY ,. ELSE COMING CVER TOOAY? ; :
3 : ' "NoponY," HE TOLD ME, "WE HAD THEM OVER LAST. NIGHT—=" (ALLUDING TO

THE FACT THAT WE WEMT TO SEE CLOCKWCRK CRANGE INSTEAD OF GOING TC THE INSURGENTS MEETING LAST NlGHT) Y__YOU'RE OUT

OF STEP THIS WEEK, KUNKEL'"
| AGREED, HUNG UP THE PHONE AND WENT IN TO READ THE MAIL \HICH CHARLENE HAD SPREAD OUT

ON THE BED. AMONG OTHER THINGS, | GCT ELt COHEN'S NEW FANZINE, AN ADHMIRADLE FIRST EFFORT, LCCKS SCMETHING LIKE A
POOR MAN'S ENERGUMEN, DBUT YOU'VE GOT TC LEARN HCW TC USE LETTERING GUIDES, ELI, ON THE R'S AND THE P'S, YOU HAVE TO
DRAW THE VERTICAL LINE FIRST, THEN SLIDE THE REST CF THE LETTER TO THE LEFT UNTIL }T MEETS THAT LINE. MOTHING MUCH

OF INTEREST, 8UT 1'M SURE {T'LL GET BETTER, LET'S. SEE, WHAT ELSE —— OH YEAH, CRAPHICS STORY MAGAZIME 1N TRADE, WHICH
| DUB. | HAD HO IDEA THEY WERE STILL PUBLISHING, THISH IS THE SECOND DEVOTED TO WOLVERTOM, WHO 1S A REALLY ERGSS
ARTIST. | IMAGINE HE WAS & HE/VY INFLUENCE ON CRUMB, OUT, BELIEVE IT OR NOT, CRUMC HAS NEVER SEEN AS NATURALLY

DIS GUSTIHG.
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THE VISIT TO ARNIE AND JOYCE'S WAS VERY ENJOYABLE, O{SCUSSING SUCH
L1GHTWE | GHT TOPICS AS REALITY. MET TOWNER. TOWNER 1S ARNIE'S NEW,
GLASS CARBURETOR WHO HAS A BOWL ON HIS BACK THAT COULD HOLD A 600D
DIME, ANO HE BLOWS SMOKE RINGS. WE ARE GOING TO TAKE HIM TO ALL THE
CONS, AND WE'LL DEBUT HiM AT LUNACON.

Jaw. 18, 1972

| aM AN ENGLISH HISTORY FREAK. | LEARN THE HISTORY FROM CHARLENE (WHO
IS AN ENGLISH HISTORY SCHOLAR) AND FROM THOSE WONDERFUL L BBC DRAMAS
LIKE THE FIRST CHURCHILLS ano THE SIX WIVES OF HENRY VIti. iIN FacT,
| HAVE BECOME SO ENAMORED OF THE ENGLISH MONARCHY THAT | HAVE DECIDED
TO BECOME A KING. | WORKED OUT A PLAN WITH CHARLENE THAT INVOLVES HER
MARRYING PRINCE CHARLES AFTER H{S MUM DIES, THE KING'S SUBSEQUENT
: DEATH AND GHARL'S REMARRIAGE TO ME. BUT THAT DOESN'T WORK, SINCE ONCE
CHaRLIE TeS, CHARL 1S MERELY THE QUEEN UOWAGER, WHICH IS WURTHLESS FOR MY PURPOSES.

ANYWAY, LAST NIGHT, AS WE LAY
TN BED IN THE DARKNESS, | MADE MY DEC(SION. "GHARL," [ SAID, IN A LOUD, CLEAR VCICE, "I AM G0ING TG BECOME KING OF
KEWw GARDENS."

"ReaLpye"
: "YES, THE PEOPLE HERE ARE MOSTLY JEWISH. THE JEWS HAVEN'T HAD A DECENT KING IN OVER NINETEEN
HUNDRED YEARS. YES. AND | WILL BE THEIR KING,"
! WE BOTH FELL STILL ANOD | CONSIDERED THE LOCATION OF CCURT. | DECIODED
UPON LEFFERTS BLYD. "| WAS MEANT TO BE A KING," | ADDED AS AN AFTERTHOUGHT. "AND | wiLL BE."
CHARLENE LAUGHED.
"WOULD YOU SETTLE FOR SECRET MASTER OF FANDOM?" SHE ASKED. . .
"WE ARE NOT AMUSED," | TOLO HER. THEKE WAS A PAUSE, AND
THEN | Sa1D: " WATCH YOUR TONGUE, WOMAN, LEST YOU HAVE GAUSE TO WATCH FOR YCUR HEAD,
SHE WAS NOT INTIMIDATED AND
PROCEDED TO SLANDER THE 6000 QUEEN VICTORIA, CALLING HER A CARRIER OF HEMOPHELIA AND SUCHLIKE.
-*"YOu'RE JUST LUCKY
Ray NELSON ISM'T HERE," | TOLD HER.
I"LL DE UNBARABLE ONCE WE GET TO ENGLAND,

THE OTHER DAY A FRIEND BANDED ME THIS NEWS CLIPPING. |T CCMES FROM THE NY PCST,
WEONESOA Y, NOVEMBER 24, 1971 aND | REPRINT 1T HERE [N ITS ERTIRETYS

. ™~ f ‘UBT
ARF @ILTY, ARF INNCCENT pod M

BY GEORGE GARPOZI, JAs , / HAVE Loved, -
= - NJS i
I T HAPRENED ONE SUMMER NI|GHT, THIS SHAGEY 006 STOAY., ANO THE 23 MEMOERS : I AN
5 ss

O0F THE NassaU COUNTY (RANO JURY REALLY DELIEVED THE STOAY. -

. v was aBouT \\\\\ cg:f‘

T P.Mo SAMUEL EASTMAN LEFT HIS HOUSE IN FASHIONADLE ROSLYN HE)GHTS, L.l.

WITH HIS WIFE, TRUDY, AND TWO OF THEIR CHILDREKN FOR DINRER IN A RESTAURANT. /
i Two
KOURS LATER THEY RETURHNED HOME. ; /"\
: "THAT'S STRANGE," SAID EASTMAN TO HIS WIFE. jz I
"I THOUGHT WE TURNED OUT THE LI} GHTS," //// &
"ANO WHOSE CAR |S THAT IN OUR DRIVEWAY?" - i§t3
A

MRSo EASTMAN ASKED, : :
EASTMAN LEDTHE WAY TO THE FRONT ENTRANCE. HE WAS ABOUT TO PUT THE KEY IN THE LOCK WHEN THE DOOR
OFENED ANO A STRANGE MAN STOOD THERE WITH THE TELEPHORE [N HiS HAND. c 4 . ! 3
"TRubY," HE SA1D TC MRS, EASTMAN, "THERE'S A
PHONE CALL FOR YOU, | THINK IT'S YCUR GIALFRJEND."
THE MAN HANDED THE PHONE TC MRS. EASTMAN, TURNED, AND WALKED INTO

THE LIVING ROGM. s f
EASTMAN BARRELED AFTER HIM,

"HEY, WHATARE YOU DOING HEREZX™ EASTMAN, WHO IS RETIREO, SHOUTED AS HE
WATCHED THE MAN PLOP DOWN INTO AN EASY CHAIR, PTCK UP A DRINK FROM THE TABLE, AND TURN TO THE FAMILY COLL{E, FRISKY--
AND DEGIN TALKING TO HIM,

|5 DOROTHY REALLY THE QUEEN OR IS SHE JUST PRETENDINGE? WAW




-

EASTMAN AGAIK DEMANOED TO KNOW WHAT THE MAN WAS DOING THERE.
* 15 "y, (['M HAVING A DRIBK VITH THE DOG AND & VERY PLEASANT

CONVERSATION,"™ THE MAN REPLIED, LOOKING AT EASTMAN ALMCST ANNCYEOD.
. "How 01D YOU GET 1IN HERE?" EASTMAN DEMANOED.
- "THEe
006 INVITED ME IN," THE MAN ANSWERED. pt:
EASTMAN WHEELED, RAN INTG THE FCYER, TOOK THE PHORE FROM HIS WIFE—-WHO WAS STILL
TALKING TC HER FRIEND--HUNG UP, AND DIALEG THE NASSAU COUNTY PCLICE.
2 FOR THE MEXT FIVE MINUTES-—UMTIL PATROLMAN JEFFREY
BAGNELL OF THE THIRD PRECINCT ARRIVED--EASTMAN AND HIS WIFE WATCHED FROM THE LIVING ROOM ENTRAMCE AS THE MAN CCNTINUED
TO SIP SCOTCH AND TALK WITH THE 0OG.
BAGNELL WASTED NC TIME. HE TOCK THE MAK OUT UF THE HOUSE TO THE POLICE STATIOK,
WHERE HE WAS GUESTIONED BY DETECTIVES.
THE STORY HE GAVE THEM WAS' NG DIFFERENT THAN THAT JUST TOLD-—HE DROVE BY THE
HCUSE, SAW THE DOG WHO STARTED TO TALK TO HIM AND INVITED HIM INTO THE HOUSE. ONCE INSIGE, THE MAN SAID, TRISKY EXPRESSED
L DESIRE FOR A DRINK. : .
“"So | PCURED HIM A SCOTCH ON THE ROCKS AND CNE FOR MYSELF," THE PRISGNER TCLD POLICE.
a S : ) ¥ THE
GETECTIVES DEC]IOED THE BEST THING TO DO WAS TO BCOK THE FELLOW ON A CHARGE OF THIRD-DEGREE BURGLAKY. THE NEXT DAY,
HE WAS ARRAIGNED 1t FIRST OISTAICT COURT, MINEOLA, WHERE JUDGE HENDERSGN MORRISON HELO HIM Ik ¥|,000 sarL.
THE SUSPECT
IDENTIFIED HIMSELF #S DGUGLAS CAMERON, 29, OF ANDOVER, PMASS. HE ALSO TOLD THE COUAT THAT ME DION'T HAVE THE MONEY FOR
BAIL. HE waS SENT TC THE NASSAU COUNTY JalL.
AUT TWO DAYS LATER, A FRIEND EROM SALEM, N.Y. CAME OUWN, PCSTED THE BAIL
ANO CAMERCN WAS FREE.
Nassau CounT v DISTe ATTYe WILLIAM CAHN, WHC COULOK'T BELJEVE THE STORY HIMSELF, WENT TO THE GRAND
JURY AlD TOLD THEM ABOUT 1IT. -
YESTER DA Y, ' THE? GRAND JUR'Y RETURNED' ITS VERDICT: NO INOICTMENT.
e gl DoueLas CAMERON IS A FREE
MAN TODAY-—FREE TC TALK WITH DOGS ANG DRINK' SCOTCH WiTH DUGS. - 7 : . ' :
? MEANWHILE, NO ONE |S MCRE PLEASED WITH CAMERCH'S FREEDOM
THAN MRS, EASTMAN. ! 3 . ; By
"You know," SHE TOLD THE POST," ™| THCUGHT ! WAS THE ONLY CNE WHO DRANK SCOTCH AND HAD CONVERSATICNS
WITH FRISKY. | ' S0 HAPFY THAT THERE IS SCMECNE ELSE WHO CAN SHARE THOSE PLEASURES WITH OUR DCG."

HE ¢ MONNY NONNY AN'D A HAT CHA' CRA! :

THE BEST FLICK }'VE SEEN 1N RECENT MCNTHS HAS BEEN "A GLCCKWORK CRANGE"™, A GS. SHOULO COP THE HUGD WITH NC TROUBLE
WHATSOEVER. OQUOLY ENUUGH, BURGESS SGLD THE SCREENPLAY ABOUT TEN YEARS AGO FOR A FEW HUNDRED
BUCKS (CHANGE "SCREENPLAY" TO SCREEN RIGHTS ~— MY CORFLU IS ALL ORIED' UP). WEIRD. INTERESTING TOO, IS THE FACT THAT
IT WAS ORIGINALLY TO BE A PROJECT OF THE ROLLING STONES WITH MICK PLAYING ALEX (IT WCULO HAVE BEEN A BITCH). | THINK
| WiLL BC A LONGER WRITE UP CN THE FILM FOR JONH'S TET, WHICH ISA FANZINE | LIKE QUITE A BIT.
S "ORANGE"™, 1T SEEMS, WAS
ONE OF FIVE HOVELS BURGESS WROTE IN 1861 WHILE LIVING ON SPEED AND LABCRING UNDER A DEATH SENTEKCE —- DOCTORS HAD
GIVEN HIM ONE YEAR TO LIYE AFTER FINDING WHAT THEY TOCK TC BE A TUMOR Cff THE BRAIN ("1 ALWAYS MAINTAINEG T WAS TALENT,"
BURGESS QUIPPEG CN CAVET'S SHOW, WHERE | PICKED UP ALL THIS ENLIGHTENING SHIT).
’ AT ANY RATE, GC SEE ]T. | LOVED THE
VIOLENCE. STYLE, RaAPE. CCLOR. YWCNOER. CROOVY PSYCHEDELIC FAROUT,
AND | SUPPOSE THIS BHINGS US TC THE END CF GUR TRA[L
THIS ISSUE CUT. |'M FEELING MUCH BETTER ADOUT EVERYTHING NCW AND SHOULON'T BE GAFIATING FOR A WHILE YET, A%YWAY,
TILL AGAIN. ‘ J

" DEAR BitL: '1S IT TRUE THAT EVE ACCUSED ADAM OF INFIGELITY?! ——|pA WANNA ANS.: YES. THERE'S A RUMOCR GGING THE ROUNDS
NOW THAT SHE USED TG COUNT HIS RIBS EVERY NIGHT TO SEE IF HE WAS BEING TRUE TO HER
—-=CAPT. BILLY'S WHIZ Banc

“HOW FANTILE IS THE CAUDEN CRY
BE SO BE SO AND MAKE IT OCHNE

THE SCRUBAL ANSWERS [ AND | YOUR RUUND IS SQUARE MY FAT
A LONE ALGNE ALL CNE ALONE 1S FLAT
YOUR REQ IS WHITE MY GREENISH
BLUE
(CuarLes TANNER, REARAANGEU, FRCM GHANTIGLEER) YOU SEEX NOR SEE MY SIMPEN THAT

AND SC | SAY TC HELL WITH voud"



It's coming near Christmas, at the time of writing, and
already I can feel the quickening of my primitive, shame-
ful Jdesire, this overpowering need to indulge in an activity
; which other people seem to shake off in childhood but

:Ej which has retained its grip on me into adult life. If only

AZ}J ‘ I could learn that other fans share the same compulsion,
it might be more bearable for me — but dare I reveal so much about my inner life by
uttering the fateful question? Aaaaarrgghhhh! I must...... I must ask.

Does anybody else
in fandom do jig-saw puzzles?

Mind you, I don't do many. My limit is about two a year,
one of them invariably on Christmas Day, but the thing which passes for my intellect
keeps telling me that assembling jig-saw puzzles is a futile, counter-productive, mind-
less exercise in which an author who has been published in Vision of Tomorrow has no
right to indulge. This feeling is so strong that I always tell Mrs. Cowan, the old lady
who owns the shop where I buy the puzzles, that they are for my daughter. And on the way
home I hide them in exactly the same manner as I concealed the Bergey covers of Thrilling
Woncer Stories twenty years ago. (Mrs. Cowan, by the way, is a jig-saw fanatic and does '
all the puzzles she orders, then puts them back on the shelves. This enables her to give
advice on various puzzles, but somehow it offends me and I buy only the boxes on which
I am certain the cellotape has not been interfered with.)

As well as keeping my activity
secret, I go to some lengths to change its nature from physical to mental. This is done
by assenbling the puzzle to a strict code which involves setting all the edge pieces on
the left and all the inner pieces on the right before starting, positioning the four
corners, and completing the edge before joining any middle bits. Each piece is selected
after careful study of the picture on the box, the aim being to 1lift each only once and
to position it correctly the first time — mental black marks being given for mistakes.
For this reason I always select puzzles which have variegated scenes covering the entire
plcture area. Expanses of featureless blue sky are ruled out because they can be completed
only by trial-and-error methods.

Another Jjustification is telling myself the close scrut-
iny of the picture sharpens the powers of observation — and possibly this is quite
true. On a similar tack, I once spent a couple of weeks doing an oil painting from a very
detailed photo of a Scottish fishing village. Philistine though the exercise was, the
forced study of all the intricate rooftops, etc., made me see that photograph with a
clarity I'd never experienced before. Years later in a London underground station I found
myself standing opposite one of those big posters on the tunnel wall, and it was a

~
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photograph of the same village taken from a slightly different angle. The surprising,
almost eerie, thing was that I was able to look at that image of a village I'd never been
in and note that the woman in the second house from the quay had taken the pram away
from her door, that the windows of the little shop had been repainted, and that the
fuchsias in the shady garden near the old castle were in bloom. Study of that picture,

in depth, had genuinely increased my knowledge of the world.

I doubt 1f that's the
real reason I do jig-saws twice a year though. It appears to be a leftover from
childhood when I did Walt Disney/Snow White puzzles and, in the light of my mother's
kitchen, seemed constantly to be on the verge of learning some great truth from the
stylised, simplified shape of each flower, from the shadow-sculpted rafters of the
dwvarves' cottage, and from every tinge of pastel in the fairyland skies. Perhaps it's
an attempt to recapture the sense of mystery which buoyed me up all through childhood,
the feeling which vanished when I learned there was no magic and that a runaway toy
balloon would not shatter the sky and send starry fragments tumbling down into the
quiet gardens...

Or, hell, maybe it's because I get bored every now and then.

~--Bob Shaw

S e e e A e S R e - e S e - e e

S T 4 8t ) it o e B e 8 e P A P

”Thls drug program is much different than other drug programs. We don't tell the kids,

"drugs are bad!" we give them the tools and the help with which they can decide that
drugs are bad!’ ' r

--spokeswoman for a Flushing, Queens Therapy
Group

Walt Dlsney did more to warp this generations concept of -

reathy than any other living belng Includlng Phil Dick.
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"And, while this may be wishful
thinking, I had sort of assumed
that KABAB would be the working

eyt ks
4 ikmf.f'“' g title for, perhaps, a regular
.,»é§§§§3“t:%;~,,.__ﬁ, s A\“Tﬁ?’f column?” That's what your editor,
SR Y A / Bill Kunkel (the brash, foul-mouthed
G f part of the editorial staff), said
12 Tk to me in his letter. Even though

he forgot the line over the second
"a," here is just such a column.
Well, maybe not just what he had
in mind. Notice that it was he who
spoke of a "regular" column, not I. I make no such claim, hold no such expectations. Such
a statement is dangerous to make, for once you've pronounced those fateful words, the
burden of regularity falls first of all upon the fan editor. What is regularity in a
fanzine that comes out maybe once or twice a year? (Name me no names.) I offered a regular
column to Arnie Katz for his monthly fanzine--yes, and I even wrote a first installment,
and I sent it to him--and if he or Joyce have published either of their monthly fanzines
since last fall they haven't reached me. So, in the final analysis, I have preserved
perfect regularity in nmy column. But Bill Kunkel has told me that the issue of this fan-
zine that contains the first appearance of KABAB is already in the mails! Of course, he
could be lying. I'm sure that some of the things he has told me were lies, or else he was
putting me on. But he wrote me the nicest letter of comment I've got yet on EGOBOO, and
I'm certain that isn't all lies. So perhaps I'll have to work at this regularity business
after all.

% * *

It is Sunday evening, and already half the stations on the radio dial are playing religious
programs. The stations are all from San Francisco, of course, for that is where I've moved
to. To coax the muse out into the open, so that I can nail her to my typewriter, I've been
dégusting a bottle of Santa Clara Valley burgundy; I trust this revelation will not shock
those of our New York readers who look down--from on high, one might say--upon the con-
sumption of liquid psychedelics. Have no fear, as soon as I'm in New York agesin I'll smoke
and fall down with the best of them. (That's not true. In New York they sit down to get
high. It's only in Berkeley that one stands up and runs around. I'm sure that this is done
in order to be ready to jump if the earth should open up beneath one's feet.)

Those of
you who know me realize that I'm about to render a fan article out of the events of a
random evening. You may go on and read the rest of this fanzine. It's the rest of you who
will keep reading and then go on and vote me a secure place on next year's Egoboo Poll.
(If Arnie ever gets around to taking one, or even publishing the results of the last one.
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When Ted and I gave the poll to Arnie and Rich for FOCAL PCINT, we were sure they would
Do It Justice, circulate ballots smartly every year on the year, and write up the results
in a mere fifty pages or so of scintillating prose. We figured that arnyone wio could
publish a biweekly fanzine could do this much. We should have known better. After all,

we published EGOBOC biwveekly, too, wien we first started.) It seems awfully easy to take
the events of an ordinary evening and turn them into somethlng for a New York fanzine.

It is. Very easy. Just watch.

Tt wasn't much of an evening, but that's a pretty accurate
reflection of life in these parts lately. I've already written about all the excitement
of moving to the big city, the hustle and the bustle and the ecity lights. But hell. For
excitement I go down to suburban Palo Alto. When I want to go somewhere and don't want
to spend the: money.to go down the peninsula or to Berkeley, I go to North Beach. Where
I live is roughly in the middle of San Francisco on an east-west axis, and a third of
the way down from the northern edge and the Golden Gate; this puts me at roughly the
opposite corner of & squarc from North Beach. (That would have been an interesting figure
of speech twelve yecars ago.) I can either take the Fillmore bus north to Union street,
then transfer and go straight east to North Beach (which I never do), or I can take the
Hayes bus to Market .Street and up it a way to the Powell Street cable car. To be sure,
there are also buses running north from Market Street, but as long as it's convenient, I
might as well hang out -the side of a ceble car, right? It's part of the San Francisco
tradition. So I went to Market Street and took a cable car.

) San Francisco at night is a
unique phenomenon. It wasn't night when I set out, but another unique phenomenon (only a
small part oft the larger unique phenomenon that is San Francisco) caused it ‘tc be night
by the time I reached North Beach: the cable car-ahead of mine broke down. It couldn't
get a grip on the cable, so after making a brief effort and getting about two blocks away
from the turntable that marks the end of the line at Powell and Market, the car stopped
completely and waited for a tow truck. So did we, the great crowd of us on the next car
back. Almost ncbody got off for a long time. The driver, if that is the right word for
the operator of a cable car on its tracks, lounged against nis control levers and cracked
Jokes. After a little vwhile, the fare-collector, who had wandereéd off, walked hack to the
side of the car and spoke up in a loud voice.

"T have an announcement to make,'" he said.
“This car will be delayed another five to fifty minutes, maybe more, maybe less. If you're
in a hurry to get to Fisherman's Wharf, I'll give you a transfer and you walk iwo blocks
up and two blocks to the right and ca tbh either the 30 or the 15 bus. They'll take you
right to the Wharf. Arc thecre any questions?"
Qur driver waved his hand in the air. "How
do you get to the Wharf?"
"Shut up," said the fare collector.
: "Did it run out of gas?"
said the driver, waving in the direcction of the stalled cable car.
"There's ohe in every
crowd," said the fare collector in a stagec whisper.

I was perfectly content to stoy on the
cable car and wait for rcscue. We were stoppcd on Powell Strect, below Union Sguare and,
my end of the car at least, directly across the strect from the entrancc to Mocembo, a

"topless-bottomless" strip joint. Every time someone brushed the curtains aside to go in
or come out, I studied the desultory dancers at the far end of the room. But the cable car
moved up the streev several yards to sllow traffic to pass by more easily, and I found
myself facing nothing more interesting than the bow of a ship protruding from the front
of a restaurant. That's nothing. This is San Francisco, after all. I stayed on the cable

|52
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car, even though it still wasn't going anywhere, because of my 5 a5 ey
theory that if you're going to wait cround for a unit of /' //,//
the municipal Railway to show up at night, and that can be / 12;7// ;

o long wait indeed, you might as well wait for something
as fun to ride as the cable cars. On & Sunday evening,
when too many people cre on the town and most of them
are on the cable cars, perhaps my theory should be turned
around: if you're going to do oll that waiting, you might
as well weit for something you can get a seat on. Next
time I*ll take the bus.

Or maybe I won't. I mean, if
I took the bus I would never have the chance to watch
the cable car ahead of me being towed along its tracks,
up one of the city's famous steep hills, by a common
wrecking truck. It went faster than our cable car, which had no impediment at all, anl
soon diseppeared over the top of the hill. Oh, life is exciting when you live in San
Francisco and you're easily satisfied.

fis usual, all my notes for this article are on
bus transfers. One of the notes records the location of & Mandarin restaurant where I
ate dinner in Chinatown, together with the name of one of the foods placed before me,
since I had never seen it before aond wished to remember it. This is one of those notes
that, if I reproduced it verbetim here in this column, would reinforce the conviction
held by /Airnie Ketz that I am a food fan. (Arnie, poor man, is probably beginning to feel
that this whole article is being written solely to talk about him. That is not true,
though; I would never write an article just to talk about Arnie Kotz.) This "food fan"
stuff 1s an illusion, however. I am not a2 man mountain, nor a ravenous bear. I am not a
gastronomic steamshovel. I am well enough endowed in tongue to appreciate the delightful
meals offered me by Joyce and Arnie when I visited them last September, and well enough
in stomach to put away a great deal of it. I enjoyed the skill with which firnie turned m
my appetite into a fan article, and the equal skill with which Joyce wove those dinners
into the fabric of her editorial in the last POTLATCH. (it least as I write it is the
last issue. As I've said, the leading lights of Brooklyn fendom secem to have browned out
since I last set foot there.) But you should not believe all this stuff.

Another of my
notes refers to the café I visited after dinner. I walked up and down Grent fivenue, which
is the main thoroughfare of hip North Beach, past the boutigques and the waterbed stores,
then I stopped, hesitated, and walked into the Caffé Trieste. (Yes, they spell it with
two f's.) (be sure you get 211 those accent marks in there, Kunkel.) I enjoy sitting in
cafés and coffeehouses, but as yet I've found nothing really suitable in San Francisco.
I tried out a large, bare-walled place just down the block from the Trieste, a place
where perhaps I could sit and watch the world pass and write fanzine articles, but the
atmosphere beccome cloying as I discovered the goy population. The Trieste was no place
for relaxation either--nor one for the poor in cash. I drank a forty-cent cappucino and
read & fanzine. But the place afforded its best moment after I walked out the door, as
I was heading down the block toward Columbus Avenue. While inside, I had seen the people
working there disappear through a doorway behind the bar. iis I walked down the block,I
looked into the room that they had entered. It fronted on the street. It was a big bare
room, with two pinball machines. The waiters and bartenders all went back between espressos
and played the pinball machines. I thought that was fantastic.

On the way home after this
exciting evening on the town, I put my new theory of the Municipal Reilway into practice
and took the bus back to Market Street. (In fact, this is where I made up my new theory.

|'J
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T onlv mentioned i% e~rlier for the sake of balance and symmetry in this fanzine article.
I :ucéd along liasca Street for five minutes in the cold wind before watching an overfull
ceble car whiz by me ot a steady 9.5 wph, without stopping. A block farther along; at
Broadwoy, the cable car stopped and, without losing anyone on it already, took on:wmore
passengers. L could perkans have rim end caught wp with it. Instead X cursed cnd walked
down two blocks c£id tock o pus.) Between Tuses, on filthy, geudy, scedy Market Street,

I sat up on the c01c1ntn railing around the unfinished entrance to one of the stations

in what will one day be the Bay frea 7ap1d Transit System (a subwhy) and T read Charles
Turbee. Tf ttat decsn's turn a2l this maudlin sYice-of-life stuff into a fanzine article,
I don't know what wili. )

Ycou see how easy it is to write a fanzine article based on
nothing at all? How if yovu®ll all send me lots of egoboo for perforaing this astounding
feat, 1'11 gladly vevcat it for you aext issue. Tell me, what should I do next month?
Should I walk over to tie Halght? Shculd I go to the store for groceries? Should I go
join the N3F? .

-John D. Berry

"Commenting on the last issue, James Blish made what seemed like an eminently sensible

suggestion at the time. He opined that it would helv maitters immeasurably if -I would

write my stuff up beforchand, especially things like Miscellania here. He said it would

help to iron out superiluous trivia and minor goucheries which creep into my paragraphs
A Spifemespnentll,

: "So I determined to try it. In fact, I nctually wrote out seven pica
nages «of Mvscellanla on paper, intending to burnish _t a bit in transcription. So what
happens? Well, as I nmight have known, the Tirst thing I did was to lose the seven pages.
Tonight, ofter nearly three weeks of fruitless scarching, I ran them to earth on a
shelf of the eight-tiered pagoda I have coastructed teo hold stencils ond other papers
difficult to storc and classify. Not too surprisingly, they were right where they should
have been all along. ..which is the last. place I'd have thought to lcbk for them.

"Hoving finally found this heap of unkillable prose (i.e., deathless), I sat down to
stencil it and, purely as o matter of routine; T read it over first. Reluctantly,
I have decided that none of it was worth botherihg about in the first place.

. (!SO
thot's %he way it goes. T 'predict: from past experience, .that I WWll feel the same
woy cbout’ the stuff T!ve stenciled in o short while. But by then I'll have it on
stencils and will use it to keep from wasting them. I am afraid that you will have to
continue to put up with the symptoms of first-draft cn-stencil composition, Jim. But
have you stopped to consider that the mold is what gives the roquefort its flavor?

' ' ' ' Wb
sounced like such a good idea, too."

: . -DAG, in GRUE 23
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"JHY DON'T YOU TRY WRITING AN ARTICLE for someone else's fanzine," my mother said to me
last week. I looked up from the Philadelphia Inquirer, she looked up from rich brown's
beard mutterings.

"I don't know," I answered and stuck my nose back into the newsprint.

"You can write better than Dick Geis, and he won the Hugo. All that crap in Science Fiction
Review, and he was voted the best fan writer of the year. You should write to some people
and ask them if you could write an article or do a column or something. You know, outside
your editorials...." .
"Yeah, I was thinking of it for a while..."
"Has anybody asked you
to do something for them?"

"Well, yeah, but who wants to write for Mike Glyer? And what
would I have to write about anyway...all I do is sit in my room at school and study and
sleep. There isn't a damn thing to write about... It's hard enough doing my editorials in
BeABohema." And in an instant my mind flashed back:

: Lurching down the stairs from the
third floor lobby to the second floor lobby at Noreascon, I walked up to Terry Carr and
flashed a copy of BeliBohema in his face. "You're..." and "You're" and Terry started
flipping through to see how the Bok illos turned out with electrostenciling.

Arnie Katz
is telling Charlene Komar how well her editorial was written in the latest issue of Rats!
"I'd really love to have you write something for Focal Point. Your writing has improved a
hell of a lot and that's the kind of writing I'd like to print in Focal Point, that which
has improved a hell of a lct. So if you ever come up with a brilliant idea, I'd love to
take a look at it." Doplly looking up at Arnie as his hand sweeps in my dlrectlon, my ears

perk up to hear him say, "And you, Frank Lunney, have been doing ok lately, too.
"Yezh,
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but I'm the compose-on-stencil kid," I flash back, my mouth moving too fast for my brain.

"But you shouldn't do that. & piece of writing is made in the second and third drafts. I
always do at least a second draft on every article I write, and sometimes five or six
drafts...until it's perfectly right."

Back to Charlene, he says, "And Charl, I'd really
love to see something from you."

"How about me?" I ask. "If I sent you something, would
you love to see i1t?" I knew Arnie was wondering whatto say. He didn't answer immediately,
but started looking at the mirror on an opposite wall, the ceiling, the floor so he could
watch his shuffling feet. Finally his head turned back in my direction. "Well..."

By now,
Charlene is coughing, mindful of the moments being wasted vhile Arnie comes up with an
answer. "Well..." Arnie says once again. "If you sent something, I'd certainly look at
bt
"OK!" I walked back upstairs and walked through the Art Show another time.

I SPENT HALF A YEAR AT A CHARLESTON HIGH SCHOOL and that was the first time I almost

tried to grow a beard. It wasn't a forced
effort or anything. It's just that I spent that half-year during the time that I was 1k,
and those rcots were literally exploding under my skin, showering my face with bristles
from the inside out. For a few weeks I carried the hair on my face, and there was one guy
who must've been jealous, because he always called me Whiskers. (He was the same guy who
led the back of the bus in their daily pelting of the black kid who was being paid to
integrate our school.) When I finally did shave, I knew I was starting the circle that
could never be broken except by death: get up, shave, get up, shave... Forever. Because
all people shave sometime...and they have to get up first. And even if they don't want to
shave, they do it anyway, because it's not couth to live in this society with hair on your
face in this time period. If you're not a member of the old school, you're a young kid
trying to make trouble. Until within the last year, there weren't any members of the Senate
who wore beards, and even the loner who has decided to let it grow is a liberal.

Y But when
asked what he enjoyed most about wearing a beard, he replied that he enjoyed not having to
head straight for a razor every morning to chip off a night's growth. And even I have to
confess that that's the only reason I've worn my beard at all, sporadically, for the last
year and a half.

It was a real drag freshman year of college. Each morning I'd get up
without nearly enough sleep. I set up a routine whereby I could get out of bed stepping
into my pants and socks for the day, and slip on my shirt while heading for the bathroom,
get back in time to pick up my pre-arranged books for the day and slide into a jacket and
just make it to my 8 o'clock class by the time the bell rang at 8:10. But the simple action
I never wanted to make in the morning was the back and forth motion of hot steel on my
face. :
So one of those normal mornings, as I got up once more in time for the Eco lecture,
I looked into the mirror and felt the shadow making it's way across my upper lip and
thought well if Alexei Panshin doesn't have to shave then neither did I and I ran over to
the window (waking up my roommate by allowing the power-cord to dribble across his face),
flung open the window with the uncontrolled liberation of the moment and threw that
electric shaver right out my second story window.

‘ Man, that was freedom. The first few
days were really scraggly....lots of itching. I had to sleep on my back at night so the
hair wouldn't be pushed back into my skin by the pillow. My roommate and I were by this
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/ -4 {o = '
s QQU"’M time on non-speaking terms, so I don't even’
JUST BEING % know if he noticed at all that I'd declared

myself free of convention and was letting the
process of my body take over, never again to be
controlled by outside forces.

By January the
forces of evil were back in motion, scissors
took control of the ends of my fingers and my
face became naked.

And by February goodness
had prevailed, and shubbery was back in plain

74N ~\\-. o si ght . |
i s o By April I was beginning to think of
- PR e working for the summer, I had my job painting
! ‘ it - 2= houses...had my hair cut and everything. Except
§ £ éf::?€;§§'" my beard. But even that was gone once again by
/j the time it'd been dunked once too often to suit
: me.

The day before yesterday Chuck and I were

sitting in my room listening to something. I

don't even remember. It wasn't appropriate. It
TR doesn't matter either. But Chuck was looking at

the 3-D underground comic I'd picked up at the

Philcon and muttering "Jesus Christ" and "Holy

Shit" and "This is really neat" while I read
through the Ross Chamberlain fanzine that had just come in the mail.

Remembering all of
a sudden that I had to let T. Swan practice on the pyramid puzzle I'd borrowed from the
Psych Dept. (for a little videotape extravaganza I've been trying to cook up), I jumped
out of my chair, leaving Chuck absorbed in the comic. In T.'s room I asked if he wanted
to practice and he said, "Maybe after dinner, I've got a class," and on, but it finally
turned out that we'd go over to the Whitehall Mall where he'd get a case of his Rolling
Rock and I'd go into the Weis Supermarket and buy some home-style bread.

So we went to
the Mall, walked around for a while, T got his Rolling Rock, he bought some anti-static
spray for his records, and we walked into the Weis supermarket. Shit, no home-style, but
I could try some of this Vienna bread. T picked up some cheese, and looked around to find
some cream of tartar to clean out his coffee pot.

So I'1l tell ya. T. Swan has long hair
and a goatee, but for a few years he had to keep up his image as a rock star, and he's
just grown into it. My hair isn't that long, but I don't feel like shaving, and once again
I've got a beard.

Walking out of the aisle vwhere we were looking for the cream of tartar,
finding it after a lengthy search, I noticed thid guy out of the corner of my eye coming
from the other end of the market. I didn't pey any attention to him and strode into line,
and this guy pulled up his cart behind me. T Swan came out of the aisle and stood next to
me and I thought that was a little wrong, but what the hell, he only had some cheese and
his cream of tartar.

Then the guy in back of me started straightening out shopping carts.
The person at the head of the line moved through, and we moved up, and then: "Where do you
think you're going?"

7
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T Swan's voice answers, "I'm with him..." and he motions in my direction.
- The guy says,

"The hell vou are, I was courteous enough to let him" (me) "go in front“?f me and he
didn't even say a word in thanks," and T says, "OK, go ahead, I'm sorry," and this guy
keeps on golng:

"You cut in front of me in line and you don't say a damn thing," and for
the first time I respond, not really giving a demn what's going on in this guy's head and
"Yeeh, yeah, yeah..." and I just turn away, condidering the whole situation to be bheyond
my reach. : :
But then, "You know, it's incidents like this..." and I whipped around and
couldn't believe what this guy was saying. "It's incidents like this..." as if this were
but a skirmish in a war hetween older people and anyone below -a certain age, to be deter-
mined only bty the leaders of each side. "It's incidents like this..." and this guy knows
he's winning, because the element of surprise makes up for the difference of weight of
individual combatants.

Not knowing what else to do, I said, "Aw, c'mon," ard just turned
awey and paid for my bread. I moved away from the checkout counter to wait for T Swan,
Finally settled down on a bench and looked over the enemy in the red plaid jacket and
wearing a nunter's cap with the ear-flaps tucked inside the hat.

. I'm going to cut off my
beard again this Friday night, and I don't know how long it's going to be till I let.it
grow back again. :

: ~Frank Lunney
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"Karu is worth a chapter of his own. He drifted into the circle of fandom through
someone he knew, and came to stay at the Hilton, cooking and ‘cleaning to cover his
rent. He was an ~» Oriental Magician by trede, and guite a good sleight-ofthand srtist. .
He was also an accomplished improvisatory cook, who could take a dollar and a half
to Grand Central Market and feed a dozen people, counting the glests who would usually
drop in. He seldom made tne same thing twice, and all they had in common was a hasic-
ally Oriental layout. Bjo sketched him once standing at the stove stirring a huge pot
with a tentacle writhing over the edge. The story is told of someone referring, of an
evening, to the excellent brenkfast Karu had fixed that morning. "By the way, Karu,"
they asked, "what was that we had for breakfast?"

"Welk ,' sald Karu, ‘it was a little
early in the morning to be making up a name for it... w

--Ted Johnstone
(on LASFS in FOOLSCAP)

"7:30 (2) ROLLIN' ON THE RIVER (c)
Rick Nelson sings "Gypsey Pilot" and joins Kenny Rogers for "Honky Tonk Women." "
---TV GUIDE

"At the Metrocon Calvin /[ Beck 7/ was in the men's john and his parent decided he had
been in there long enough. She walked over ard pounded on the door. 'Celvin, you've
been in there long enough. Come out! Celvin! ' Calvin popped right out. (He was zbout
23 at the time.) "
--Bill Donahc
(INNUENDO)
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was that oi' Andy and Jean Young, who turned out 214 superb pages. Both are almost forgot-
ten today, along with most other Boston area fans of that time; Andy was an oncoming
astronomer, Jean was his wife; between them they could do anything in fandom -- art, fic-
tion, poetry, faanish chatter, serious articles, beautiful formats, whatever you wanted.
Another 209 papes came from Larry and Noreen Shaw, fans who were slightly older and a
good contrast to the more bubbling productions of the Youngs. Ted White was third in page
count, at 142, and I don't have to say anything about him. Helen Wesson summed up pretty
well the nature of the organization in an article written about this time to explain why
she had retained membership for a dozen years: "I deem it the only truly free press, free
even of censorship by its own members. The bulky bundle contains discussion of every
topic imaginable, including the rost sensitive or controversial. FAPAzines contain more
reading meat and more laughs than mundane amateur journals." Postmailings, a phenomenon
that some apas ban and none possess in prominence today, formed in the late 1950's a
major function in FAPA. Frequently a hundred pages or more of FAPA publications would
reach members between bundles, because they'd not been finished in time for the mailing
deadline or the editor just couldn't wait to put out a FAPA publication. The membership
roster contained some exceptional people: Bob Bloch, for instance, as an active member
couldn't do better in the egoboo poll covering 1958 than a second place finish for art-
icles, third place as humorist, and eighth place in all-around excellence. If you wonder
about this, you might remember that Lee Hoffman had published more than 500 pages of
FAPAzines over a sixteen-mailing stretch. :

' FAPA in the late 1950's was usually rich in mail-
ing comments, an artform:in which it pioneered. People like Jack Speer and Dean Grennell
did mailing comments that could be separated and published as mini-essays on this or that
topic. There were people in FAPA who never displayed their full ability anywhere else in
fandom. Phyllis Economou, for example, was an attractive femmefan who was active in mid-
western fan affairs and at conventions, but'didn't spread her literary wings outside
FAPA. Then there was Curtis Janke, one of the most enigmatic of all people ever to come
and go in FAPA, a musician who had a wild mixture of ultra-conservative and far-out ideas
and invented the love-fans-but-hate-fandom philosophy long before certain pros made it
femous. District of Columbia fandom was particularly prominent in FAPA around this time,
and during one year all the officers lived in the Washington area, while Bill Evans was
producing a series of enormous reprint volumes based on the files of famous fanzines. FAPA
still contained a few people who had been around almost since its start. Elmer Perdue, for
instance, had confined his activity in fanzine fandom to FAPA ever since the early 1940's,
and was becoming celebrated around this time for a series of annual cliffhanging adventures
over renewal credentials. Every year it seemed impossible that Elmer could come closer to
losing his membership and each year he surpassed his previous crisis, in the best movie
serial tradition.

Miriam Knight, thanks be, conducted a survey in 1960 to show what FAPA
members as & whole were like. The results came close to what you might get if you polled
the faanish fans of 1971, except for musical tastes. The average male member was 31, the
female age average was 24. The members who read sf fairly regularly, even though they
didn't write much about it in FAPA, represented 84 per cent of the membership. Members
thought science fiction's golden age had occurred in the early 19Lk0's and had made a brief
return about the time the 1940's turned into the 1950's. The typical FAPAan went to the
movies twice a month, had attended three worldcons, and enjoyed classical, jazz, and folk
music in that order. And Jack Speer by coincidence defined in another publication in the
same mailing just what FAPA was: "Our organization cah be what we wish it to be, and we
wish it to be a medium in which we consider’a great range of subjects, in many of which
scientifantasy is not even a flavoring. Some think the Fantasy APA is just another ajay
organization. They observe no preponderance of material pertaining to fantasy and they
conclude that we're mundane. We're not. Nearly all FAPAns served at least an apprentice-
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I discovered at the Noreascon a wonderful way to cause a sensation, often accompanied by
consternation and a trace of schizophrenia. During a conversation, someone would think
far back to the once-famous fans and would ask, I wonder what Paul Wyszkowski is doing
these days?, and I would say, Oh, he's in FAPA, and you could almost see those POW, ZAP
and WHAM balloons flash over the amazed looks on fannish faces. Or someone would ask me
if I remembered a fan who had disappeared so long ago that even my memory would be tested,
and I'd reply, Sure, why shouldn't I remember Bob Leman, since he's in FAPA with me? It
was- almost as unexpected as Lester arguing with Harlan's film image.

But' fandom's Over
the Hdll Gang, the graveyard where old fans go to die, FAPA wasn't always that way. FAPA
had two or three great eras, the most recent of them marked by a great deal of activity,
a central place in the fannish scheme of things, and a real prestige status. It's hard
to pin down the exact time when this last flowering of FAPA burst forth from the budding
stage, but it was some time around the early middle 1950's, and it's easy to pin down the’
date when the petals suddenly wilted, withered and fell within a few months for reasons
that will become apparent soon.

FAPA had been suffering as the 1950's began from some
stupid fusses over unimportant matters, smaller mailings thah those in the great FAPA
climax of the 1940's, and an extreme shortage of people who wanted to join. The 53rd
mailing, for instance, came out in November of 1950, containing a mere 116 pages. That
summer, Ackerman had finally given up on FAPA and dropped his membership, there was just
one person on the waiting list, and I as secretary-treasurer declined the opportunity
to double the waiting list's size by ignoring Claude Degler's application to rejoin FAPA.
By the start of 1951, FAPA was six people short of its 65-member limit, despite the fact
that the egoboo poll winners around this time were such fabulous people as Burbee, Laney,
Kennedy, Rotsler, and Rapp. :
But a few people who cared did some dilligent recruiting,
FAPA for the last time in its history got a strong injection of the richest, reddest
faanish blood from people who were then at the very height of their interest in fandom,
and the organization underwent a magical recuperation. In a couple of years, mailings
were occassionally approaching the 500-page mark, people like Grennell, Hoffmen and Wil--
1is had become new members, and some FAPA members were even proud about the fact that
the number on the waiting list ran from a dozen to twenty. By the 1952/3 winter mail-
ing, FAPA was producing in the same bundle such wonders as a 69-page issue of Bill
Rotsler's Masque, the 46 page anniversary issue of Redd Boggs SkyHook, and Bill Evans'
LO-page reprint of D.R. Smith's classic, The Road to Fame.

FAPA from then on was destined
to have several praiseworthy characteristics. Bulk was one of them: from an annual
production of little more than a thousand pages in the years around the start of the new
decade, it had attained such totalsas 2,335 pages in 1956 and 2,512 pages in 1957. The
bulk would have meant nothing without gquality. During 1957, the most fertile membership -
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ship in science fiction fandom. This both became a part of us, and selected us out of
the general literate population , for whatever qualities they are that orient a person
toward stf and ineline him to the discussion of it,"
; : When 1960 dawned, nobody recognized
the first sign of danger. The waiting list was growing becsuse FAPA's quality hacd mécde
it seem like an elite group to non-members and because not many people were drovping out
of FAPA. Over the past five years, the numher of fans dropping out of FAPA had slowly'
declined from 14 to 6 per year, and there was now a thrée-year interval between the time
the average fan joined the waiting list and found g place-in FAPA. But it was still too
soon for thiis trend to affect the quality of the mailings seriously; it would be several
more years before the long wait in line had caused a substantial number of FAPA members
to be tired of fandom by the time they entered - FAPA _."Pand yet unwilling tc abstain
from the prestige conferred by the membership they no longer really enjoyed. FAPA seemed
healthier than ever, and hadn't the waiting listers even formed a Shadow FAPA, a little
ape in which they published their own pseudo-FAPAzines, distributing them to one another
and to the FAPA membership and getting in return FAPA publicetions from some members'
with enough copies to spare?
The first of the two decisive events came in the summer of
1962. For some time, FAPAns had been marveling at the approach of the 100th mailing. No
fannish apa had ever attained such a milestone, everyone considered it something special;
and a lot of people aimed particular projects at it. The result was a 1,219-page mail-
ing, so large that it was mailed in three parts from California, Oklahoma and the District
of Columbia for logistical reasons. A mutated strain of Nydahl's Diseagse wes in, all
three sections. It exhausted some members so badly that they were néver the same. again:
as FAPAns and there was a general sense of disillusionment running through the sUccegding
mailings, unspoken but intimating: what can we d& for an encore?’ , ol
And, two. or three mail-
ings earlier, a controversy had begun over the ejection of Edgar Allan Martin from FAPA.
You've probably never heard of him, because he was a higshot in the mundane apas who had-
somehow wandered into FAPA and had held membership off and on almost 'since its organl-
zation s A-publlcatlon which would have given him activity credit for renewing membershlp
vas described as a reprint by the secretary-treasurer. Even though it was - generally agreed
& short time later that the contents had been original short short stories based on some
unoriginal jokes, FAFPA officialdom refused to permit Martin to-rejoin, basing the deci-
sion on technicalities involving the procedure he had employpd to protest. FAPA divided
into two armed camps, one of which contended that Martin was a useless member and
shouldn't have been permitted to rejoin, while the other group insisted that he was a
useless member whose.eviction was wrong by every ethical test. Some of FAPA's most
active members cut sharply back on their activity out of either disgust or bad consc1encc
and the organization haes never been the same since.

--Harry Warner

"My mother shows her love for me by clipping out certain magazine and newspaper articles,
which she gives me. These articles prove that the tranguilizers which I teke do permanent
brain damage. It's nice, a mother's love," . - -

: : ~--Phillip Dick ( "Lighthouse’ #1k)

. d 1

"Some people in the United Kingdom have & recipe for hare that calls for the hare to hang
on a hook "and when the hare has decomposed enough to fall through the -hook and onto the
floor or teble or pot as the case may be it's time to eat! In other words.even the already
putrified: meat is still} mighty good so Jimi still might make a good meal altho Brian just
could be a few years past his prime."

--Meltzer



TED WHITE {1014 N. TuckaHoE ST., FALLS CHuRCH, VA. 22046) WELL, YES, |'VE DEEN MEANING TO WRJTE YOU EVER. SINCE YOU
REINCARNATED AND CONGRATULATE YOU ON IT--AS | RECALL THE
LAST LETTER | WROTE YCU CONCERNED HARRIETT KCLCHAK'S WEIRD NOTIONS AGOUT THE NYCON #f AND ME--AND ALSC TG THANK YOU FOR
THE ILLoS FOR E GOBCO. /-YEAH. REALLY SHOULD REPRINT HARRIETT'S
MASTERFUL CON REPORT AND YOUR SUSEQUENT, ERR, DISAGREEMENT WITH
1Te IT WAS THE FUNNIEST STUFF | EVER PRINTEO. EK7 BUT WHAT
ACTUALLY JOGGED ME INTO 1T WAS REDD BoGGS' LETTER [N RATS!
#13,

You KNOW, 1T BROUGHT ME UP SHORT WHEN YOU ANHOUNCED, A
CCUPLE OF ISSUES BACK, THAT THE NEXT ENTRCPY REPRINT wWOULOD
BE ONE OF MY PIECES, AND | WAS WCNDERJNG WHAT TERRY WOULD
SAY ADOUT |T AND ABOUT ME OF THAT ERA. | MEAN, TERRY AND |
HAVE HAD THIS THING EVER SONCE WE INITIALLY QUARRELLED IN
THE PAGES OF BREVIZINE 18 1952 OVER THE MERITS OF
VARIOUS SF COMIC BOOKS—-A SORT GF FAIENODLY, DUT
COMPETITIVE THING WHICH HAS SOMETIMES ) ;
TAKEN ON AN EOGE, BUT WHICH INCLUDES A 3
FAIRLY CLOSE FRIENDSHIP AS WELL. SO | g \\‘\\\‘*\~—-N.__,——~—'

WAS WORDERING HOW TERRY WOULD HANOLE ) g Y
1T, AND THINKING TO MYSELF ALSC, "CEE, :
SOMETHING OF MINEI Hew NEATS

S0 THEN 1T
TURKS OUT IT WASN'T TEBRRY AT ALL. *S16H=,
AND WHEN | REREAD THE PIECE, | WASN'T
AWFULLY THRILLED WITH IT MYSELF. | RECALL ;
IT BROVEHT ME MORE ACCLAIM AT THE TIME g, = \
THAN ANYTHING ELSE |'D EVER WRITTEN,

HARRY WARNER SAID 1'0 MOVED INTO THE 0{ /}\W B
LANEY CLASS, OR SCMETHING LIKE THAT, A wihat S ol e o TN
WHICH WAS ENORMOUSLY GRATIFYING TO

o b Na
ME DBECAUSE | THOUGHT MORE OF LANEY | + < a Bl a A e :F—,. b7

(oR WHAT HE REPRESENTED) THEN THAN ANY
CGTHER FAN. BUT WHEN | REREAD IT, ALL THE CLUMSINESS OF MY PROSE STOOD OUT AND MOCKED ME. | RECALLED THE EVENTS-~THOSE
IRCREDIBLE TWENTY-FOUR HOURS 1N NEW JERSE Y==AS VIVIOLY AS IF THEY'D OCCURRED ONLY YESTERDAY, BUT IT SEEMED TO ME THAT
1N RECOUNTING THEM |'D FLATTENEO THEM, THAT MY ANECOOTAL STYLE THEN WASN'T SHARP ENOUGH.
: THAT WAS PRODABLY ONE OF THE
FIRST REPORTORIAL PIECES | EVER DD, ANOD IN IT | TRIED TO CAPTURE THROUGH THE OIALOUGE | WROTE THE ACTUAL SPEECH
STYLES OF THE PEOPLE INVOLVED., BUT | HAON'T YET LEARNEC HOW TO TRANSLATE INFLECTION INTO WRITTEN DIALOUGE, AND | WAS
STILL GRASPING AT THE RHYTHMS, SO IT RINGS PRETTY FLAT TO ME NOW, MORE THAN A DECADE LATER, DECAUSE | KNOW WHAT | WAS
GETTING AT AND | KNOW EXACTLY HOW WELL | O!DN'T REALLY SUCCEED.
HOWEYER, WHEN REDD TALKS ABOUT THE ETHICAL QUESTONS
'H WRITIHG SUCH A PIECE (CDDLY EMOUGH, MaRION BRADLEY RAISED THE SAME QUESTION AT THE TIME), | THINK HE'S OUT OF LINE
AND FILTERING FACTS THROUGH HIS OWN BIASES. FIRST 4M0D FOREMCST, | DID NOT SPEND THOSE 24 HOURS A4S THE BECKS' HOUSE-
GUEST; | WAS NOT ABUSING THEIR HOSPITALITY AS SUCH. | WAS THEI@ UNPAID EMPLOYEE: IN HETURN FOR SEVERAL DADLY COOKED
MEALS, | HELPED TO PUT TOGETHER WHAT TUANED OUT TO UE THE FIRST ISSUE OF A MAGAZINE WHICH HAS SUPPORTED THE BECKS TO
AN EXTENT EVER SINCE. AT PROFESSIONAL RATES, WHAT | DID WAS WORTH SEVERAL HUNDRED DOLLARS. THE BECKS PAID A MUCH
SMALLER PRICE, | THINK, AND GOT THE BEST OF THE BARGAIN AT THAT.
BECAUSE THE PIECE IS NOT A PUT-00WN OF THE BECKS. IT
WAS NOT WRITTEN TO HOLD THEM UP TO RIDICULE, OR TO SATIRIZE THEM. (AND MERE | AGREE WITH REDO; "SATIRIC CHARACTER
SKETCHES" WERE THE FARTHEST THINGS FROM MY MINO-~THERE'S NO "SATIRE" AS SUCH IN THE PIECE AT ALL.)
YOU HAVE TO QEAR 1IN
MIND THE CONTEXT OF BOTH MY JOURNEY ANO MY ARTICLE. GALVIN THOMAS BECK WAS WELL CELEGRATED IN NYC FAN CIRCLES, AND
KNCWN TO A MUCH LARGER ASPECT OF FANDOM AS WELL, DOTH FOR HIS FAN LETTERS AND ARTICLES AS "THE Reve" BECK AND FOR
WILL1S' ACCOUNT OF MEETING HIM AND HIS MOTHER IN THE HARP STATESIDE. HE ALREADY WAS AN CULJECT OF RIDICULE, "GAAAAL-VINE
YOU'VE DEEN IN THERE LONG ENOUGH!" WAS A RUNNING GAG AND ALWAYS DREW APPRECIATIVE LAUGHTEH. (STILL DOES, ON OGCASICH.)
THE BECKS WERE A LEGENU._ZTI SEEM TO RECALL FIRST READING OF THE BATHROOM INCIDENT IN INNUENDO 11, 4 pIECE 8Y BiLL
DoNaAHO, | BELIEVE, THAT ALSC BROCUGHT IN A MENTION OF THE FBl, THIS TIME WITH MRS. BECK AS THE VILLIAN. 857
"THE WHO ROCK GROUP SOLu 250,000 ALOUMS IN LOS ANGELES. RIVAL RCCK 6ROUP, THREE DO& NIGHT, WAS PICKED TO RIDE A FLOAT
IN THE ANHUAL TOURNAMENT GF RCSES PARADE." — E0 SuLLivan's NEWS coLums




LETTERS::::

IT WAS TO LAY & LEGEND TO REST THAX | WENT OoUT T0 New JERSEY TO MEET THEM, AND IT WAS TO ATTEMPT TG GIVE - A LITTLE
INSIGHT INTC THEM AS REAL HUMAN BEINGS THAT | WRCTE THE ARTICLE. THE 1S NO EXAGERATICN IN THAT PIECE AT ALL. HoYHiNG
WAS MADE UP; EVERYTHING IS EXACTLY AS IT REALLY HAPPENED AND THE STATEMENTS ATTHIBUTED TO THE BECKS WERE AS ACCURATE
AS MY MEMORY COULD SUPPLY WHEN | WR OTE THE PJECE ABOUT A DAY LATER. AS | SA1D, | EVEN TRIED TO CAPTURE THE WAY THEY
TALKED.

THE BECKS' REACTION TG THE ARTICLE IS INTERESTING., MaMA BECK THOUGHT ! WAS BEYOND THE PALE AND WANTED TO SUE
ME' OR “REPORT ME TO THE FBI OR SOMETHING, (SHE WAS IN THE HABIT OF DOING SUCH THINGS; SHE WAS THE ONE WHO SICCED THE
POLICE ON ‘HARLAN A. YEAR LATER, LEAOING TO HS ‘DRIEF ARREST AND [EMOS FAOM PURGATORY.) FORTUNATELY, SHE 01D NOTHING.
JUST AS WELL; TWO LAWSUITS WOULD'VE DEEN A BIT MUCH, EVEN FOR ME. BUT GALVIN WAS HEARD TO ADMIT PAIVATELY THAT IT
REALLY WASIN'T SUCH A BA0 ARTICLE AT ALL-=HE THOUGHT_(RIGHTLY) THAT |'D PORTRAYED HIM SYMPATHETICALLY.

: 1'VE SEEN
GALVIN ON ANO OFF OVER THE YEARS SINCE, ALWAYS CORDIALLY. | DID AN INTERVIEW WITH STAN LEE FOR HIS naefznue A FEW
YEARS LATER. HE'D SHED HIS MAMA TO A LARGE EXTENT, DUT IS STILL A, SHALL WE SAY COLORFUL?, CHARACTER IN HIS OWN R GHT.
HE'S TAKEN TO SPORTING A RAKISH DEARD AND THEATRECALLY LONGISH HAIR. LOOKS RATHER DISTJNGUISHEOD.)
ALPAJPUR| WAKTS
MORE DATA CN THE CR1GINAL APPEARANCE OF THE PIECE. CKAY: IT WAS PUBLISHED IN VOID (#2012 THAT SOUNDS ADOUT REGHT) IN
1660, WHEN | WAS LIVING IN A FIFTH-FLOOR WALK—-UP IN THE WEST VILLAGE. YOID HAD BEEMN STARTED FIVE YEARS EARLIER BY
GiE6 AND JI™ BENFORD, RUN THIRTEEN |SSUES UNDER THEIR EXCLUS)VE EDITORSHJP, AND GONE OVER TO ME WITH THE J4TH, 1IN
1959. | GECAME PUDLISHED AND GREG REMAINED CU~EODITOR, AND THE ZINE CAME OUT ON A MONTHLY SCHEDULE FOR FIVE ISSUES, UNTiL
| MOVED FfioM BALTIMORE (WHERE | LIVED A YEAR) TO NYC TO AFORESAID WALK—UP. IT LASTED THROUGH ISSUE 29, ALTHOUGH
THAT LAST ISSUE WAS A TRIFLE OELAYED. PETE GRAHMAM DECAME OUR THIRD CO-EDITOR DURING THE FIFTH anNISH (V23, wHICH
CAME CUT SERIALLY," [N THREE PARTS ), ANOD TERRY CARR JOINED WITH V25 OR THEREABOUTS, IN THE SUMMER OF 1961, MERGING
INNUENDO wiTh VOID FOR THE NONCE. V28 CAME OUT IN EARLY 19623 V29 caMe ouT IN [969. | ocunt THERE'LL BE A V30, ALTHOUGH
GREE AND JIM HAVE DISCUSSED TAKING IT CVER AGAIN, AND MAYBE THEY WILL EVEN YET.
; WHEN | MOVED T0 NYC | BEGAN SAMPLING
THE VARICUS FANEGROUPS IN THE AREA, MY FANGROUP OF CHOICE WAS THE FUTURIANS (YES, THE SAME ONES WHO ALMOST BUT NOT
REALLY HAD A" RUMGLE 'UNDER THE G. WASHINGTON BRIDGE. WITH SOME LOCAL STREET EANG——WE WERE FLYING THIS KITE, SEE, ANOD
THEY THCUGHT WE WERE ON THEIR TURF, AND...WHAT WE 01D IS, WE RAN...), BUT | ALSO SAMPLED THE LUNARIANS (*S1GHs), ESFA,
AND THE METRGFEN, WHO' PROMPTLY DISUANUEO AFTER ['D ATTENDED ONE MEETHNG_Z—ALWAYS THE TROUSLE~MAKER, | SEE-.;?.
THE
METROFEN WAS A YOUNGFAN GROUP A%D | UNDERSTAND ONE CAUSE_FOR THEIR DREAKING UP WAS THAT AT ONE MEETING (HELD IN A
ARK } ANDY RE1SS KEPT THROWING DIRT CLODS AT LES GROER. WELL. CERBER AND REISS HAD. BEEN THE TERRIBLE THIRTEEN-YEAR-
oLDs AT THE NyYCoN 2, tN 1956, AND THAEE YEARS LATER THEY STILL DIO SUCH THINGS AS SHOOT PEOPLE WITH WATER GUNS AND
LIKE THAT, ALTHOUGH ANDY WAS NO LONGER SHORT ANO FAT (HE WAS NOW TALL AND SKINNY). |T OCCURS TO ME THAT THERE ARE A
LCT OF 6008 STORIES I REISS AND CERBER AND MAYGE | HAON'T OUGHTA SKIM THEM HERE BUT FLESH THEM CUT FCR SOME FUTURE
FANZINE ARTICLES {WHICH FEOPLE KEEP DEMANDING OF ME, *S)GHs). WELL, ANYWAY, ANDY WAS BECOMING AN ARTIST AND HE
WANTED T0 bo CAﬂToch FoR VYOI D.
UP' Ti0 .THIS POINT | HAON'T USED ARTISTS TO ILLUSTRATE SPECIFIC PIECES. |'D JUST
PICKED APPROPRIATE DRAWINGS FROM MY ART FILE. TERRY HAD BEEN USING Buc aND Ray MELSCH TO SPECIFICALLY ILLUSTRATE
PIECES IN INN, AND | WAS KEEN TO TRY IT TOO, BUT SHORT, UP TO THEN, ON LOCAL ART TALENT. SC WHEN REISS TOLD ME HE
e § WANTED TO CARTOON FOR VOID, | sato, "OkAY, HERE'S THIS
ARTICLE i JUST WROTE. SEE WHAT YOU CAN 00 WITH IT.%
AND THE ARTICLE wAS "A DAY WiTH CaLVIN THOS. Beck,"
AND HE ILLUSTRATED IT. THIS DEGAN A LONG SERIES OF
THINGS HE 010 FOR VOID, INCLUOING THE ABSOLUTELY
INCREDIGLE Ol G CARTOONS »
" Ycu KNOW, YOU REALLY OUGHT
TO REPRINT THEM. | REALIZE NOW THAT ANDY WAS TEN YEARS
AHEAD OF HIS TIME AND DOING HEAD CARTOONS. (WELL, EVEN
THEN | REALIZED THEIR 'HEAD'ISHNESS. AND | GUESS THIS
IS BECAUSE | KNEW ANDY WAS, AT THAT PCINT, A MODERATE
SORT OF POTHEAD. YES, IN |560. AT SIXTEEN. AND NCW HE
TEACHES ART AT BROOKLYNR MUSEUM. YOU SEE HOW IT ALL
FITS TOGETHER.a.) | LIKED THOSE CARTOONS MORE THAN
ANYTHING ELSE HE EVER DID, AND | LIKED A LCT 'OF ANDY'S
> ol HE /_l,_,. STUFF, / YEAH, THEY WERE TERRIFIC. STEVE STILES WAS
\_“ \;\\\:L .13a%f\z L JUST RECENTLY SAYING HOW HE'D LIKE TO CONTAGT HIM
AL - ] . AND MAYDE GT SOME REISS ARTWORK, BUT WAS . AFRA[D
The '%V”LA%‘V\ VO AL o x5 n Lf(7\/ OF "GETTING THE HORSELAUGH." YEAH. | €AN SEE WHERE AN
P " ! O[ ra e ANOY RE1SS HORSELA UGH COULD BE PRETTY HEAYY. WORSE
¢ cal u Jnde )”g‘f":]m \f e THAN HIS_DIRT CLODS EVEN. A HEAD AT |6 ano IN 60, suiv,
{ FaR ouT.7 /-OH FORGOT, YES, | SHOULD REPRINT THEM.
~V\/L\€v\ S,
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'\;‘0\/ v i~-— y()u KV\UW o7 NEXT ISSUE, MAYOE. |F AND WHEN. / / THANKS FOR THE

i ‘ 3 . SUGGESTION./ /MY MIND 1S 6OING., :
not Stowved
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SO THE PIECE IS HISTORIC (FANNISHLY SPEAKING) FROM SEVERAL
POINTS CF VIEW. DI0 YOU KNOW THAT. / | HADDA FEELING./

ALICE SANVITO (ApT. 304, 4917 McPuerson, ST. Louts, Mo..
63108) HitMM, | WAS.JUST BRCWSING.THRGUGH

"THE THESAUHUS AND IT'S OEDICATEY TC "MARY, MMaRGie, Ceoka."

I T SEEMED WEIRD TO ME TO STICK-A DEGICATION -IN A THES=
AURUS. | CHECKED MY OICTICHARY AND [T DOESN'T HAVE A -
DEDICATION. NEITHER 00 EITHER .CF MY COPIES GF ‘THE BLBLE.
CAN YOU IMAGINE HAVING A THESAURUS DEDICATED TO YOU?

: I
CAN SYMPATHIZE WITH YOU ON YOUR TRIP TC CoLuMpla. OuCE,
WHER | WAS A LITTLE, TINY FRESHMAN IN HIGH SCHOCL, Al
GLDER FRIEND AMO | WENT TO SEE SCMECNE WHO LIVED IN THE
CITY. WE TURNED CNE GLOCK TQO SOON ANQ FOUNO OURSELVES
IN THE MIODLE OF ONE OF THE WORST SLUMS IH# ST. LOUIS.
DoGs BARKED AT US, KIDS SPIT ON US, AND SOME MAN STOOD
I HIS DOORWAY WITH A SHOTGUN PGINTED AT US. Now | LiIVE
FCUR BLOCKS FROM THAT SAME PLACE. )

BARRY SMOTRCFF (147-53 71ST Ro., FLusking, N.Y. 11367)
JERRY EXPLA INED ABCUT THE INTERLINEATION
ON PAGE 6, BUT WHAT DOES THE FIRST ONE MEAN. /!

DAVE HULVEY (R7. I, Box 198, HARRISONBURG, VA. 22801) |
AM |NTERESTED IN YOU AS PERSONS AND MYTHS.

WILL STRAW (303 Niiera BLvo., ForT Ente, OvT., Canaoa) |
USED TO MAINTAIN THAT MICRO-ELITE MADE WR1T-
ING LOOK OF A POORER QUALITY THAN IT ACTUALLY WAS, AND .|
STILL ROTICE 1T AFFECTING ME IN THAT WAY, ouUT. I'D JuST
AS SOON YCU COMTINUE T IN THE LETTERS SECTION [F IT
MEANS WE GET TC SEE MCRE. ’ e .
. | ME cAN . PAS SPE4K FRENCH ALL
THAT BIEN, BUT | HOPE THAT HOMMES LIKE JOHN BERRY.WiLL
KEEP USING IT IN LES FANZINES. | PLAN TG ALLER TO QUEDEC
Crvy THIS FEDAUARY FOR THE HIVER CARNIVAL THEY HOLD EVERY
ANNEE, AND | NEED ALL THE HELP I[N THE LANGUAGE PEOPLE
LIKE LUl CAN ME DOHMNER.

JERRY KAUFMAN (417 W 1187u ST., AeT 63, NYC [0027) |
NGTICED THE COVER FIRST. [T'S A LCYELY
JOB, AND JUST ONE OF A NUMDER THAT STEVE HAS BEEN DOING

LATELY. HE'S DEEN AGLE TO CATCH JUST THE FLAVOR OF EACH FANZINE FCR WHICH HE'S DONE WORK. THE STARLING COVER, FOR

INSTANCE, WAS A DLEND OF NOSTALGIA AND STF —- Afl ANCIENT STEVE TEARFULLY LISTENING TO "TEEN A

—_—
HGEL", WITH A FUTURISTIC

CITY JUST CUTSIDE HIS wiNocw. "1 €60: THE CAvaLIERS RuMoLE WITH THE NEw YoRK FUTURIANS" CAPTUKES NGT ONLY YOUR CON-
TIKUED !NTEREST IN FAN HISTORY BUT ALSO THE ROUGH AND TUMBLING WORLD YOU WRITE AgouT I# "Proy", "ORIVEL" AND OCCASSICHNAL
OTHER PLACES —— BAD TRIPS, BCMOARDED HOUSES, SUGWAY TRIPS THAT LAHD YOU PHTO JUNKIE COUNTRY. |T'S ALSO A FINE WILSON

PARCDY AND IS EVEN FILLED WITH HICE ESCTERIC DETAIL, LIXE THE

"AXe" COVER AND THE "EC" PATCH,
JOHN'S THINGS FAOM SEV-

ERAL YEARS AGO ARE WRAITTEN (N A STYLE I'D HAVE TO CALL FUSHILY FANNISH, | CAN SEE WHY A QUIP CUVER OF THAT TIME SHCWED

TED WHITE CREATING JOHN 1N 'HIS ODASEMENT. INSTANT SUFER FAN.

/—I DCH'T REMEMGER THAT COVER.../

I'M GLAD TG SEE ALL THCSE

RAY HELSON CARTUONS, AND THE WURK FROM DOUE LOVENSTEIN, THE MAN FRCM THE HEART OF THE SBN. YOUR OWH WORK KEEPS IMPROV—

ING DOTH IJN ORAWING AND IN WiT. | REALLY LIKE THAT SERIES CF TALKING TV'S, FOR INSTANCE.

AN UNUSUALLY BROAD CROSS—SECTICN OF FAMODOM, WITH LOTS OF NEW

EXPANS1ON LIKE THISe
4 i

THE LETTERS SEEM TO BE FAOM
NAMES AND SURPRISES LIKE Tcm O1GoY POPPING INe IT'S NICE,

AND THE EMTHUSIASII AND DR1GHTNESS OF RATSY IS ONE OF THE CAUSES,

JOHN LEAVITT “(MapLE AVE., NEWTON, N .H. 038589 How COME NOBCDY KNEW THE STORY ABOUT TEO WHITE'S PICTURE WHEN HE TOLD IT
) HIMSELF IN AN EDITORIAL IN AMVZING A WHILE GACK? UOESH'T AMNYONE IN THE [NSURGENTS READ SF MA GAZINES ANYMCRE?T

OR IS THE QUESTION IN 0AD TASTE? / GAk./

JOHN - BERRY'S STUFF AGED WELL. WAS THIS A REPLACEMENT FOR ENTRCPY REPRINTS?

| CNLY HAVE ONE QUESTION: WHAT'S THE N3F? FROM THE CONTEXT IT MUST DE SCMETHING LIKE ~ (O WONDER OF WONDERS!) FANNISH

TREKZINE, RI6HT? / DON'T ASK./

y
L2
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OhN GOODMAN (626 Souts ALvaRAGO, #231, L.A., CALiF. 90057) CN Rick SNEARY'S BIT ApOUT APA L PUBLISHERS DEING B1G
FROGS IN A SHMALL PONO: DEPENDS WHAT YOU MEAR DY SMALL.
WiTH PAGE COUNT ARCUND 10D PAGES LATELY, IT'S A BIT HARD TC DE A DIG FR0G IN APA L. AND Ri GHT MOW, A NUMDER OF PEOPLE
OUTSIDE LA ARE CONTRIDUTING TO APA L; MOSTLY MEMOERS OF THE LCCAL APAS 1IN BOSTON AND THE BAREA, DUT ALSC PEOPLE FROM -
ROTTERDAM AND MELDOURNE. 3 p -
¢ : A FAIR AMOUNT OF APA L MATERIAL WilLL BE REMEMDERED DECAUSE 1T'S DEEN REPRINTED I'N GENZINES;
SFR REPRINTED FRED PATTEN'S 00NK REVIEWS AND SCME OF TiM KIRK'S ARTWORK FRCM THERE, FCR IMSTANCE.
; AS FAR &S | CAW
FIGURE OUT, ToM DIGEY WAS NOMINATED FOR THE FANWRITER HUGD LAST TIME ROUND ALMOST EXCLUSIVELY ON THE DASIS OF HIS
APA L MATERIAL. AND ACCORDING TO |NFORMED SOURCES (AKA MARSHA ELKlN) A GOOD SHARE OF HIS NOMINATING VOTES CAME FROM
THE EAST COAST /'lo TOM MAKE ANY APPEARANCES OQUTSIDE THE APA? BK/
CN FANFEUDING AS A SPORT: ALJO SVODODA, TO THE BEST
OF MY KNOWLEDGE, HASN'T SEEN 4 REAL-LIVE FEUD YET« | GCT 1NTC FANDCM JUST BEFORE THE DOONDOGELE. | DO ROT CONSIDER
FEUDS FUN. | ] 9 77" THERE WERE A FAIR NUMBER OF PEOPLE ON ULOTH SIDES WHC BNJOYED THE BOONDOGGLE
DISPUTE, DUT FEUOING FOR THE FUN OF 1T BI0 BECOME RATHER LESS RESPECTADLE FOR A WHILE.
| HATE FEUDS; THEHE'S NOTHING
LIKE A FEUD TO RUIN A GOOD AHGUEMENT. STILL, IF ALJC REALLY WANTS TO TRY ONE, | HEREDY VOLUNTEER TO TRY TO RUN HIM
OUT OF FANDOM (NEVER MIND THAT | ACTUALLY HAVEN'T DONE ALL THAT MUCH, OR THAT A GOOD MANY FANS HAVE DEEN ARQUND LONG-
ER THAN | HAVE) | CAN SPOT A DANGEROUS NEO WHEN | SEE ONE. :
| HAVEN'T HAD ANY FANNISH DREAMS, |'M AFRAID. | 0iD OREAM
ADOUT DEING IN GED WITH A GIRL WHO TURNED INTO A COPY OF THE LA TIMES, BUT THAT'S PRETTY MUNDANE.
3 PREDICTIONS OF 4
GOLOEH AGE: A GCOUPLE WEEKS AGC, | REAEAD ARNIE KATZ'S ARTICLE ON THE APA BUST IN FOOLSCAP 5 (1 THINK.) HE waS
HAILING THE GENZINE .REVIVAL; ESPECIALLY Dick Ceis' RevIVED PSYCHOTIC. | BELIEVE HIS ADMIRATION FOR FS\CHOTlC/SFH
COOLEOD SOMEWHAT.
THEe GENZINE REVIVAL HAD ARRIVED, AANIE WAS R1GHT ENOUGH ABOUT THAT. BUT FROM HIS POINT OF VIEW (nuu
MiNE; TO A CERTAIN EXTENT, ) D1ck GEIS LED KT OFF IN THE WRONG DIRECTION. _
. ' 174 CEATALN THAT DAve NEE WCULO GE INTERESTED
1N TRADING SANDERS FcR RATSY IN FACT, HE MENTIONED tN APA'L THAT HE DJON'T GET TO SEE THE BROOKLYN FANZINES GECAUSE
THE EDJTORS WQULDN'T TRADE FOR SANDERS L THISH, THEN, IS TO OE SENT TO DAYE, AND THIS 1S A PUBLIC INVITATION TC TRADE--
TO GOTH EDITORS, OF COURSE. / ' ' T
7 ; T AFTER THE DISCUSSION OF TRADING POLICIES,; 1T EMBARRASSES ME TO MENTION THAT I'LL SoOCN
BE ASKING FOR TWO COPIES OF FANZINES. /—Zuo WELL YOU.MIGHT DE ASHAMED, SENOR GOOOMAN, AFTER THE WAY YOU WENT ON...TSK
TSK TSK..:/ STARTING IN FEDRUARY CR THEREABOUTS, |'LL BE REVIEWING FANZINES FOR THE LASFS NEWSLETTER, REVIEW CGPIES
WILL GO I18TO A LASFS LENDING LIDRARY; * COPIES SENT TO ME FOR LOCS, ETC. |'tL KEEP., COPIES FOR REVIEW SHOULD 60 TC
DE PRCFUNDIS, c¢/o LASFS, Box 3004, SanTa MoNich, CA, 90403, I'LL BE REVIEWING ZINES SENT TO ME PERSONALLY, AND LOCING
OMES SENT FOR REVIEW~-~BUT | DO RATHER PRAEFER A COPY FOA MYSELF ANO ONE FOR THE LENOING LIBRARY. / SOUNDS LIKE A FINE
1DEA.

RICK STOCKER (7358 HuoSon HALL, U. of Mo., GoLumsia, Mo. 65201) |'M'STILL TRYING TC DECIOE IF GREG SHAW IS PUTTING
US ON AGOUT SPACE FUEL OR MOT. | wOULD LIKE TO KNOW
JUST WHO 1S ODING ALL THAT EXPERIMENTING ANO RESEARCH |NTO NEW PSYCHEDELICS. CERTAINLY NO LARGE coMPahY-/ CERTA INLY
NOT =- THEY'RE MUCH TOO BUSY TURNING OUT AMPHETAMINE AND BARDITUKATES./ BUT IT'S NCT BEYOND BELIEF THAT A RADICALIZED
CHEM MAJOR GOULD SET UP A LABORATORY AND TRY SUCH RESEARCH. BUT THE PROPERTIES CLAIMED FOR SPACE FUEL SGUND TOD MUCH
LIKE NcRMaM SPINRAD'S STOHY "NEUTRAL GROUND" WHERE THE HERG 1S TRANSPORTED TO AN ALIEN PLANET'OR DIMENS|ON DY MEANS OF
A SUPER PSYCHEOELIC.
LiKEWISE, LOREN MACGREGOR SEEMS TG 0E PUTTING US ON. THE LIGRARY HE DESCRIDBES AT FIRST CCULD
EXIST, BUT HE GIVES HIMSELF AWAY WHEN HE 8RINGS IN THE BIBLE. TRUE, IT IS FULL OF SEX AND VIOLENCE AS WITH CENSORED
BOOKS, OUT PE.PLE ALWAYS FCRGET THIS; NO LIDRARY WOULD TREAT IT IN SUCH A NONCHALANT WA Y. AMERICA IS A NATION OF
CHRISTIANS AND THE BIDUE 1S CONSIOEHED HOLY; WHATEVER ITS CONTENTS REALLY ARE, IT'S 600D FOR YOU TO' READ.
' ALICE
SANYITO FORGETS THE HATIONAL LAMPOCM. |TS RUMOR IS RATHER HEAVY-HANDED AT TIMES, BUT IT [S'A Go0oD' SOURCE OF LAUGHS
ASIDE FROM FANDOM.ﬂZ-THE LATEST ISSUE, [N FACT, FEATURES A COMIC SATIRE IN THE MARVEL TRADiTiON, SCNOF GOD, wHiCH 1S
SIMPLY BRILLIANT. / “ar
T AFTER JUST FINISHING AH, SWELT (0ICCY, | FiND IT HARD TC DELJEVE THAT LANEY WOULO NOT WRITE ABOUT
SOME FAN JUST DECAUSE HE ATE DINNER AT HIS HOUSE. LANEY WASH'T MAKING ENOUGH MONEY TO 60 ON SUCH A VACATION TRIPS; aNOD -
THE FAMOUS MEMOIRS ARE FULL OF ANECDOTES OF FANS LANEY KNEW FCR YEARS AND UNDOUBTEULY ATE DIMNER WITH AT SOME TIME OR
OTHER . [fYou CERTAINLY DO DOUBT OUR CONTRIBUTORS THIS TIME ouT, Rick. /

LAVE SZUREK (c/o 6328 Pemk1ns, UETROIT, MiCH. 48210)  YGUR “RANDOM STROLL" BAOUGHT A TOUCH GF NOSTALGIA TC YOURS TRULY.
HELL, | REMEMBER THE GOOD CLD DAYS WHEN EVERYONE IN MY AREA WAS

ALWAYS HIGH ON SOMETHING OR CTHER, AND THE ACID HEAOS AND SPEED FREAKS WERE CONSTANTLY FEUDING. DURING THAT TIME, 4

LOCAL RESTAURANT BECAME ONE OF THE FARTHEST OUT HANG-OUTS EVER. THO THE GCOG PERCENTAGE OF THE DETROIT FREAKS ANOD BIKERS

AND A LARGE PORTION OF THE SURROUNDING BLACK COMMUNITY SPENT MOST OF THE!R TIME IN THIS 24~HOUR PLACE, RARELY DJB ANYONE

PAY FOR ARYTH|NG MORE THAN A COKE (l STILL WONDER HOW THEY MANAGED TO STAY IN BUSINESS) AND STILL THE MANAGER, AN
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EXTREMELY GOCO~HEARTED PISCEAN OFTEN TOOK ON THE TASK OF FEEDING ALL THE "STARVING HIPPIES." THE LCCSENESS CF THE .
PLACE, AND THE FACT THAT THE MANACER NEVER OBJECTED UNTIL THE POLICE “FINALLY" STARTED GETTING OCWN, |S WHAT MADE 1T
UNIQUE, THOUGH. THE SMELL OF MARIJUANA WAS USUALLY IN THE AIR. THE DEALERS WORKEOD CPENLY, ASTOUNDINGLY SO, NEVER EVEN
BOTHERING TO SNEAK THE STUFF UNDER THE TABLE, CR HAVE. THE CUSTOMER FOLLEW HIM OR HER INTC THE JORN (ONE BUST 21D
OCCUR WHEN A QUANTITY DEALER TOCUK TO CCUNTING HIS ACID TADS TAGLE-TOP, WITHOUT FIRST NCTICING THAT A NARC WAS NEREGY).
WHENEVER A PAYING CUSTOMER DID HAPFEN GY, MUCH PANHANDLING TRANSPIRED, AND | EVEN REMEMBER A COUPLE (F IHSTANCES
CF DUOES SHﬁOTING UP 1N PUELIC. /| NEVER HEARD THAT PHRASE "SHOOTING UP® USED HERE [N MEW YORK. HERE IS CALLED,
"GETTING GFF"a PCINT ©F TRIVIA. 7 I'N WARM WEATHER, MCST OF US ALTEANATED BETWEEN THE RESTAURANT I'TSELF, AHD THE ‘FACNT
SIDEWALK,. WHICH WAS GENERALLY CRCWDED, UNTIL THE COPS CAME ALCNG AND CHASED US AWAY. THEN, CHLY A FEW FEET AWAY WAS A
"social SERVICES/ADC" GUILOING, WITH Ah ENORMOUS LAWN. WE NICKNAMED THE LAWN "PEOPLE'S PARK" [—THAT WAS ORIGINAg:7
AND CONGREGATED THERE OURING BREAKS FROM THE RESTAURAMT-RAPPUNG, MAKING-OUT, GETTING HiGH, BUMMING MCNEY AHD ClGARETS
FROM PASSERS—BY, EVEN CATCHING UP ON SLEEP. SURPRISINGLY,  THE LAW RARELY HASSLEGC US HERE, PRACTICALLY NEVER EVICTED
EVEN THE SLEEPERS. THE ONLY INCIDEMTS | RECALL CAME WHEN ONE COUPHLE DECIDED ON OPEN-AIR BALLING, CNE FIGHT W{TH ABOUT
SIX PARTICIPANTS, AND ONE CASE WHEN A GLACK GUY GOT PISSED AT MIS WHYTE CHICK, AND STOMPED HER ALL OVER THE FLACE.
THINGS THAT WENT ON INSICE THAT RESTAURANT WEREN'T ALWAYS THE PLEASANTEST. THERE WERE A FEW GRAWLS, AND CGNE NIGHT, A
GUY GGT A AULLET IN THE ARM., WHEN THE FRESSURE CAME DGWN, THE AMIABLE MANAGER'S PEASCNALITY ALTERED UNBELIEVABLY. THC
STILL A NICE GUY WHEN THINGS WENT RIGHT, HIS MANNER CF BARGING PECPLE DECAME (QUITE POSSIGLY vUT CF FEAR) IN A WORD,
VICLENT. EVEM THCSE WHO PUT UP NC ARGUEMENT CF TEN GOT HIT AT LEAST UNCE BEFLRE LEAVING, WiTH THE CNLY SEXUAL DIFFERENCE .
BEING THAT, WHILE A MALE WG ULD GET PUNCHED IN THE MCUTH, A FEMALE MIGHT GET KICKED IN THE ASS. THE ROUGHER CHARACTERS,
LIKE THE BIKERS, SOME OF THE BLACKS, AND CTHERS WHO HAC SHOWN A YIOLENT STREAK IN THE PAST, WERE OFTEN USHERED OUT
AT GUN POINT, OR BY THE THREAT CF A PHONE CALL TC POLICE. TwiCE, VICTIMES PRESSED CHARGES DUT, IN THE FIRST CASE, THE
PLAINTIFF DRCPPED CHARGES DEFGRE PRCSECUTICN. THE SECUND WAS UPENLY PERPETUATED BY THE "viICTIM" wiTH "NC" IMMEDIATE
STIMULL FROM THE MANAGER, SO, WHEN WITNESSES STEPPED FORWAHD, HE, TOC, WITHOREW CHARGES. THESE DAYS, THE t0CAL "FRERK"
HANGOUTS ARE! THE NEIGHBURHUGS BARS (AND | PITY. THE UNDERAGE FREAKS WITH NG FALSE |D) WITH DRUG USE BECCMING LESS
FREQUENT. OH, GRASS 18 STILL SMOKEO A" HELL OF A LOT, AND UKFORTUNATELY, THERE'RE A LCT CF HEROI& ADDICTS, SCME OF
WHUM, IRONICALLY, ARE THE SAME PECPLE WHC USED TG TALK ALOUT "CONSCICUSNESS EXPANSICN" AND DERIDED ARYONE WHG TCOK
TWO OEX)ES. BUT ACIU-FREAKS AKE FEW, ANE THEIR OLD ENEMIES, THE SPEED FREAKS, ALMGST NCW-EXISTANT. /—SITUATICN SAME
HERE, TO QUUGTE A FRIEND: ™YOU SHCOT SCME SPEED ANO FEEL FINE FUR A WHILE, BUT THEN4..FUCK. YOU DROP SGME ACIO AND
MAYBE YOU'LL HAVE A GREAT TIME AND MAYBE YOU'LL FREAK. YOU GET OFF, MAK, YOU KNOW YOU'LL HAVE & uALL."7 NowA ua Ys,
BEERAND WINE (THE ™HARDER" ORINKS DON'T SEEM TOO POPULAR) ARE THE 016 THING. YEAH, ALL THESE MEMGERS OF LIFE MAGAZINE'S
"TURNEO~ON GENERATION" NOW SIT ARGUND GETTING STINKING DRUNK 17H|, REG SHAWL /, WHETHER [N THE BAR CR HOT, ANO
SINCERELY DELIEVE THAT, WITH THE EXCEPTICN CF THE “GLO DRUNKEN ALCOHOLICY™ CATEGORY, AS A GRCUP, FREAKS DO MORE ORIKKING
THAK ANY OTHER SEGMENT CF DETRCIT'S PCPULATICN, WHATEVER HAPPENED TO THE DA YS WHEN WE WERE JUST-NURMAL, UPSTANOING
DOPERS? / | &M VERY FONOD CF PORT MY§ELF..;7 OH WELL, CIRRCHIS SHALL NCw REPLACE HEPATITIS AS OUR STATUS OISEASE..
b P g - . : =

FANNISH STAR TREK ZINE? IF | SEE STAR TREK MENTIONED AGAIN ANTWHERE, |'M GAFIATING,

JIM MEADOWS 11T (62 HemLcCK STREET, PARK FOREST, 1LL. 60466) * ARNIE THE KATZ WAS GREAT, AS ALWAYS. EVEN THC |'Ve

HEARD THE PHIL Drck STGRY FaaM TeD WHITE (1T's IN
AMAZING, NoVEMBER 69, ALL YCU COMPLETISTS WHO ARE REAQING THIS LETTERCOL ONLY YCU'LL PRCBALLY NEVER READ THIS LGC
RECAUSE MY LETTERS HAVE A HAGIT oF NOT GETTING PRINTED. AFTER SCME SMALL SELECTION FoR FCCAL POINT, 17's pEen WE ALSe
HEARO FRoM IN FP AND POTLATCH SINCE THEN. % FACT, CHARLENE, YOU PROGABLY HGTICED THAT BILL CREATED A SPECIAL WAHF
JUST FORME [N RATSY 3. ScMEDAY |'LL DE THE MOST ALSO HEARD FROM ENTITY IN FaNocH.

ALJO SVOBOOA (1203 Bucy AvE. ORANGE, CALIF.) YOU PRCDABLY WON'T BELIEVE THIS, BUT | 60T RATSY 13 SpeciaL DeLiveRy
FICM A SIX=FCOT WRITE RATL HE WAS QUITE FRIENOLY AND UIDN'T EVEN
CHARGE ME THE FOSTAGE DUE, BUT IT'S AWFUL HARD TO COMMUNICATE WITH A GLEAMING SET OF FANGS STARING AT YOU,..

Hrmm
| WGNDER WHERE YCU GO AFTER  YOU'VE JOINED THE N3F? THERE MUST BE MANY PEQOPLE PUZZLING CUT WHAT TO 50 WITH THEIR,
(FAWNISH) LIVES, ANO COMING TC THE |NESCAPAGLE ALTEKNATIVE: GAFIA. BUT...THERE MUST GE SOMETHING. UH, HAVE YCU EVER
CCNSIDERED REFOUKGING THE CosMic CIRCLE. ZTACTUALLY, ALJO, YOU SEEM TC OF 9ART CF THE NEW GEMERATION CF FANS WHO
SOMEHOW MANAGED TO AVOIC YHAT MOST O(STASTEFUL GEGINNING STAGE CF FANAC. | STAATED oUT N THE N3F, aND | HECALL
SETH MCEVCY MENTIONING RECENTLY THAT HE HELD IN HIS PCSSESSICH A& LETTER OPENING: "HELLO, MY NAME 1S ARNOLU KATZ,
AND |'0 LIKE TO WELCOME YOU TO THE N3F..." /

ANO ONE MCRE FAN PROSTITUTES H|S GENIUSsseew
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IF SOMECNE HAD COME UP TG ME THE DAY | RECEIVED RATS! AND ASKED ME WHAT [°D AGCOMPLISHED N LIFE, |"D.SURELY HAVE
G)VEN THEM A LITTLE SMUG LOOK AND SA§D, "WELL, | GOT AN INTERLINO IN RATS! ,.." ' '

TERRY HUGHES (407 CoLLece AvE., CoLumpia, Mo. 65201) STEVE STILES DID A GREAT COVER FOR THIS ISSUE. 'l REALLY
LOVE THE TITLE LOGO ON JT: THE TITLE WITH tIICKEY BAT STANDING

DY 1T. YOU KNOW, | COULD REALLY GET INTO A FAANISH PIE FIEHT. HANK LUTTRELL AND | HAYE GEEN MAKING PLANS GF GCING
INTO THE UNIVERSJTY AOMINISTRATION CU ILOING WITH BOXES OF WHIPCREAM PIES AND STARTING A PIE FiGHT. THEN AFTER
THE LAST PIES ARE THROWN WE'LL CALMLY WALK OUT, THOUGH WE MIGHT OE FAIRLY EASY TO CATCH SINCE NOT TOO MANY DUOES
WALK THE STREETS CF GOLUMDIA COVERED WITH PIE-GOOK.

y YOU REALLY SHOULD HAVE PRINTED ALL OF THE TERAY CARR REPAJNT
FAoM INNUENDO #11. THE LATTER PART GF IT WAS A GREAT THRUST, STRAIGHT TOWARD RAY'S EGO. | JUST FINISHED READING
THAT FANZINE, SO THAT'S WHY | REMEMSER IT SO WELL.

/WAHF A FEM OTHERS, INCLUDING A LONG LETTER FROM JONH |NGHAM THAT | LOST, DAMMIT. THE LETTERS WERE NGT QUITE AS
PLENTIFUL NOR AS GOCD AS THEY HAVE DEEN, SO LET'S GET BACK UP TO STANDARO NEXT TIME, AND WE'LL HAVE MORE LETTERS
TO PRINT. THAT 1S, OF COURSE, IF -l DON'T MAMAGE TO LOSE THE GODOAMN THINGS. / '

LOUIE MAY DIE, THE HORSE MAY OlEse-aOR | MAY OlEesass ~QUEEN JANE

———————— ——— —
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Lots of things have been happening
here since our last issue. The
biggest thing, I guess, is that I
decided to quit school.

I'a been
pretty much in a state of perpetual
exhoustion this semester, what with
* working nights and Monday afternoons

: and trying to keep up with 18 credits
worth of work. I'd taken 18 last
spring, too, and had no trouble with

it, but I hadn't been working and the classes just workec out as being a lot more work
this time, espe01ully since two of thc courses were Honors. These weren't .réally hard,
but there was a lot of reading. I'd gotten the reading list for one in the spring and
read the books over the summer, so that wasn't too bad (except that she didn't stick to
the 1list teo- closely. Oh well.). The other, The Feminist Movement, was a 1ot of work.
The other. main problems were the two courses I was teking in History of Scicnce, neither
of which I wanted to take. My original program hadn't been too bad, but a Psych thing I
was supposed to work on was limited to grad students and the Pol. Sci. professor decided
not to teach_what was. described..in the bulletin, so I had to find something out of the
leftovers at-Adjustments. There wasn't much -left. Not only did I hate it, the work load
was ridiculous; and I somehow got the féeling ot the midterms that I'd been wasting my
time. Well, all this and various other lousy things about this semester didn't leave me
with a positive attitude.

Then came registration for the Spring semester. This, I thought,
would be really good, since I1'd be registering as an Upper Sophomore, my status as of.this
Fall, and I'd finally be able to get into the courses I needed for my major. Or so I
thought. I was scheduled to register Wed.

CHARLENE KOMAR.

afternoon of the first week of regis- T AR |
tration (there are two weecks at Queens; R .
I was scheduled so early because, as a A 7% IOL)W£74A!ka)C?\

City college, we have sort of a high
dropout rate). One of the Homors courses
I wanted was closed by the time I tried
to register for it, but I figured what
the hell, it would've been too much work
anyway. finother, I was told, was not
being offecred after 2ll. So much for them.
A History course I'd been wanting since
coming to Queens was finally being
offered, but it was closed by Wed.; this
annoyed me a bit since I figured they
wouldn't offer it ogain while I was in [4 UL ( s S
the school. But after all, it was mny Lofd—*J SRR e W
mcjor that was really important.

I am-was-a Communications Arts and Sciences major
(subdivision: Mass Communications). Out of 63 credits I've taken at Queens, exactly
nine have becn in my major. 6 of these were token during summer sessions. One of these
courses was excellent from just about every point of view. Another was not so good,
mainly because it was, at the time. required for the whole school and nobody expected
anything from anybody involved. The third course, which I took last summer, was awful;
taught by a visiting professor, it more resembled an encounter group than o class. I was
sort of disturbed by the way he kept insisting that he didn't believe in courses in Per-
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suasion, since that was what the course was supposed to be in. The class itself was kind
of an odd group; they kept talking about how you can't rezlly learn anything in the class-
room, how you've got to get out of the colleges and onto the streets and live. All of
which rather made me wonder what the hell they were doing in a classroom.

: Robert (as we
knew our instructor) chose not to assign any reading, but he did "suggest" three books,
none of which had any direct bearing on the supposed topic of the class. I read one
(The Greening of America). Never in my life had I read such crap. After a week of this.
six-week "course", I told him what I thought of his "class" and left, never to return
(he gave me a C).

Nevertheless, my faith in CAS remained. They offered some damn good
courses, and I was anxious to take them. Thfs was cecasier said than done, since most
courses in my division had a prerequisite of a certain course which was offered only
once each term, and not at 2ll during the summer sessions. I don't know how many of the
some 27,000 Queens students need that course, but it had been a large enough number to
prevent me from getting it yet. Another course I needed which didn't have a prereq was
limited in another way: a semi-secret (they never did tell you when it opened or closed)
pre-application. Just because the rest of the College had Open Admissions didn't mean
the CAS Department was going to.

So anyway, there were three courses I could take in ny
major this semester which should have remeined open until I registered. They 2ll did.
Unfortunately, another problem developed. All these courses conflicted with each other. -
(So, I noticed, did several other CAS courses.) This served to snap something, and I
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decided that the school could go fuck o, HiL\
itself. This was further reinforced i_ A
q , 1807 THE
when I discovered that they were offer- CRUNINS b
* ing that Honors course they'd told me rERRIGLELL.

didn't exist.

find so I threw away
scholarship (that hurt the most, I
must admit), student status and hope
for a degree for cerzmics,

- My mother's
ceramlc business seemed the only alter-
native to.school. 4lthough my mother is
a talented ceramist, she isn't too much
of a businesswoman, and she needs someone
to put things in order (not to mention
to help with the everyday business of
running a store). So, now that's me.

; I felt
much better immediately after making my
decision -~ = lot less tense. But it did
cause me some pzin; I'd always expected
to graduate from college, I'd have been the first in my immediate family to have done so,
I had a scholership I was throwing away - and anyway, it was a painful decision. But I
figure I can always go back - at night, if need be - and it will meke a lot of things
easier (for one thing, being married).

* * *

My father has been working for the airlines for the last couple of years, and now that

I'm no longer a student I'm no longer eligible for reduced rate or free passes. However,
passes arc good for ninety days, so with my usual cleverness I applied for one while still
2 student and I plan to use it in April. All of which means that Bill and I will be taking
our wedding trip some two months before we get married. We've decided that since it's
pretty likely that we won't have the money to go to England for a good meny years (if ever)
and I won't be able to get a ticket for $35. unless I go to work for an airline (which is
fairly unlikely), we'd better grab the chance while we have it. So we're going to be spend-
ing two weeks traveling through England, Scotlend, and Ireland.

Naturally, we'd love to

see any and all British fans while we're there. We'll be doing some letter-writing, and
maybe we can make some arrangements.

% * +*

Well, so much for our recent changes. 4And oh yeah, there's another: since I'll be out of
school, Bill and I have pushed up our wedding date to June 10. But you'll probably be
hearing more than you can stand about that in our next issue.

-~Charlene Komar

——— -
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It is getting very close to
midnight. When midnight comes
it will be Sundey. Charlene
and I have have, then, spent
the whole of Saturday

typing and pasting electro-
stencils onto Trojan sten-
cils.

We are both very sick R ] T < L
of typing and pasting. L \\\_ /
I 2 Frasd
[\ A (,(/ \
Just spoke with fAirnie on the phone and it seems T e AR g/,~'\i// Ll

he pulled his back muscles cond it mey all be for
nothing, since he might not be able to run the mimeogroph.
I feel very old. And tired.

Nonetheless, you #on't hear any half-baked threats of gafiction from me. Oh no, it does
not bother me that there hasn't been o fanzine published in New York in months and that
there may not be anoth one published for another few months. ;
I don't core. We're actucl-

ly finished, you see. RATS! is complete. And I am very glad. And even if it doesn't
get run off, I have the stencils sitting hete, and I think it's a pretty good fanzine
in spite of everything. So make the most of it, cause you mey not see another one for
some time.

After the great faanish tradition of last minute announcements, I suppose
I shall fill up these last two pages with first draft gab concerning the lcotest. changes.

First, you see, I have decided that I don't want to work in the cercmic shop any more.
I want to do the things I can do. And somehow I have the feeling that I wasn't born
to moke ash trays. So whot I'll be doing is I'll continue working there, full time,
for a few more months, taking time after work to work with the band and start writing,
professionally. I'd like to write some popular culture material, as well as fiction,
and I can really see a recording future as o plausable alternative to clay watching.

fifter I get some money together, I'll be quitting and writing and playing full-time.
This seems o neccessary step in order to insure my future sanity. At best, the idea of
making ashtrays and satisfying my creative impulses with fanac was a temporary solu-
tion, and not o very good one.

It was getting to me during the writing of Drivel,
which I guess is pretty obvious, and I realize the time has come to take some realis-
tic steps toward existence.

Social fanac will continue, and RATS! will be published, °
just not as often (this is for the benefit of those fans who don't write letters to
fanzines unless they're sure they have a chance of seeing print. So write--more RATS!
will appear!). fis for DEAD FLOWERS, the small circulation weekly fanzine I started a
few weeks ago, well it's obvious I won't be 2ble to keep it going every week, but I
plan on doing an issue of that in two weeks, with more to come at irregular intervals.

I'm very sorry that this has to be, since fanac is an awful lot of fun. Unfortunately,
it doen't pay the bills. In fact, it is becoming a big fucking expense. Charlene just
today pointed out that this issue will cost upwards of $45. Which is a lot of money
for a poor cat like me to lay out.

So, we'll be seeing you then -- not quite as much
is all.

.l



unethical engineer::::

I also want to bring up the fact that
quite a few of you will find X's on =
yer mailing lebels. What with 3rd class :
rats going up, this is absolutely:your
last warning, and if you donjt respond il

to this issue, you will be cut off. A

And that's that.

We still hnven ¢ heard zﬁ,

from quite a few overseas fans. We real1y =
don't want %o cut you folks off, but you 3
can see that we have no choice. ;

And that
the end of the business. Thank ghod.

0C000P0000000000

There's a thing Charlene likes to do, and
I hope I'm not invading the privacy of
our bedroom by mentioning it. It's nothing
perverse (or at least, I don't believe so)
or anything, but wvhat she likes to do is
she likes to lay like spoons.

: - This is how
you lay like spoons. The two of us (or the
_two of you, if you like) lay on your sides,
right up against one another, fitting into
the grooves of your pariner's body.

To be

truthful, I used to do this long before I
knew what it was called. Just one night,-
out of the blue, Charlene told me, "I like
this, laying like spoons."

She said
nothing more, but the simile (or is it
metaphor? ) appealed to me a lot, and I
thought about it a lot over the next
few days. Pretty soon, I started re-
questing that we '"lay like spoons" with
obvious relish. Then, one night, after I
made my request, Charlenc turned to me
and said, "Do you know where I got that
from? I got it from a James Bond book.
There was an uncomfortable pause. !'I
thought I should tell you," she told me.
"But I see I shouldn't have said anything.

11

"No," I assured her, "It's perfectly all
right."” We were still. I thought about it.
And finelly I blurted out: "But why did it
have to be from James Bond!"

= hate James Bond, you sez.

Tz, till next. --Kunkel
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