ON THE NEXT PAGE:On the next page my alter-ego makes a rather stupid
remark; s is possibly the August issue." Well, obviously it's Sept.f

and for sll I Anow you may be getting this in October. I realize that i
the reasons for my delay were made known to you, wells of tears would
spring up from many hardened hearts. Ne doubt about it, However, it is
not for mé to complain; instead I shall stand off from the enquiring
multitude, with button down lips,as it were, Yes indeed. It will be hard.
Whiech all gges to prove thet schedules should be left to competant people.

In the latest Fanfaronade Ted White talks about Imeges, you know; the kind
®f $dentifying mask one slips over the neked self; having one one can
sttend conventions and indulge in fapsc in such 2 way that people can say
YHow Ted Whiteish", Of course if you're not Ted White this doesn't apply
tq you, Anywasy, the whole thing made me stop and think...for eighteen
years i have been going around in the nudel I've been totally without any
image whatsoever, So lately I've been going over the files of my mind; do
I have & Reiss,Adkins,or White image ? The search for self identification

goes on,

Speaking of Reiss, I was talking with him a few weecks ago. We were at Ted
White's place, and I had noticed this aps mailing which seemed quite
imaginatsive in regard to artwork. There was even some stuff which looked
like the work of Klee. It was pretty fascinating. In orie zine there was
a ssmple of sand pested to the back cover. (Al Lewis,my coeditor-columnist
-~ informg me that he's seen gpa zines with seed & sea shell samples--wild,
manl) ®Logk at this, éndy," 1 seid, weving & few rolled shéets in front of
Bim, ®why ean’4 genzines be this imaginative?" Reiss opened his mouth to
8p . but just then a friend of his got a prospective model on the
Phone, snd ha turned awey, And Vles Distracted. So now I'll never know.
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SAMy4. Published by Steve Stiles...or Ted
White, aetually., I just do the editing.
Comments should be send to; 1809 Second
Avenue, New York 28, N,Y.

tedaggesvdonsntsboboesndbbnuseviransbnceoBone

THIS IS POSSIBLY THE AUGUST ISSUE , or
maybe e September issue...in the previous
number of my creation I blandly mentioned
the possibility of a July issue--well, I'm
too lazy;I've decided on a irregular
bimonthly schedule. I'm eliminating the
letter column in this particular
number; letters were rather brief for the
most part,(of course there were except-
ions) Some people expressed the philosophy
that since SAM is small it would be a
sacrilege to outdo it sizewise via personal
missive, Humbug., Well, maybe I just hit a
busy season., In any case 8ll kinds and sizes
of cemments are welcomed, and I thank all you
who "bothered.

. —— . — - — S — -

Les Gerber indicates that 1 write like e, 6.
cummings.....
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"YQU'LL NEVER BE .. PRIZEFIG%!ERI!" said the
examining dootor a e employment officell
I was stunned,floored,shoeked; all my
oherished dreame of me in the Garden were
orushed in $hat mement of truthl How could I
fase my folks enae the truth was knownt®--all
thoge years at Stillman's up in smokell
Weakly I made up the excuse that I didn't
want to be a prizefighter, but,instead, was
interestqd in the art field. "Oh, & ideal-
ist, ha?"” he said, "not interested in meking
mengy, eh?"., And for this delightful little
interview I had been shuttled from room to
roem, and from floor to floor, getting mired in
the evar present bog of needless red tape., My
doctoer, complete with Billy Gilbert accent,
ocon¥ipned, " You look like a intellsctuasl, you
know,? he said, " You haff e high Iq ?" I replied
thot I had been told so, and then, to be modest,
I added that sometimes I didn't always use 1.
"Bi1ly" stared at me, "You ought to be shotl™ he
whispered coldly, ! I laughed in his face.

So mieh for modestyees.

({ ®he above is 2 true life sccount of what
happens when you apply for working papers, sws, ) )
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esseWe both negleot to space after commas, .
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1y, gong:

Ycy geng, & brand new application of economic exploitstlon has flittered
into being! Something new to get steamed up &bout. Something new to
provide fodder for Indignant snsering arviclas..-indignant sneeting
articles like this,

aecently I was thumbing through 2 copy of “he Reader‘s Digest and ny
eyes met this title, "Ths Scandel Cf Ouy lldssile Program” I skippoed it--
--after all, who digs a corny ititle liks that ? However, I evontually
returned to it--my library card has been revoked..-and got dnly upset. It
dealt with union blackmail in our rocket program «nd the picture it
painted was pretty scrdid, oven by modern standards.

In the past five years, the article states, there hive been 8 delightful
total of 330 missilc base strikes and walkouts, resulting in @& loss of
263,000 man-days---that's plenty too much-

Reasons for these walkouts have been pretty pathetic. Take, for example,
the walkout at & air force base in Colorade; it seems that the rascally
capitalistic bosses refused to let theée workers (pipefitters,electricians.
and asbestos workers) make their own coffee. Gristle for Communist
propngands mills! '
Unfortunately, government officials heve been naively ho»ing that il
they meet these kinds of demends the urnions will stop rattling their
sébers. One of the exampies cf how far the feds can bend dbeckwards is a
recent fissco &t the Cape. It seems tha’ company technicians had the
nerve to urhook 1000 wires in & biockhouce; naturaily the union workers
felt compelled, by the demands of their principlcs, to requast that the
wires be rehooked so that they could reunhook them........a8t 3.7E an hour.
Actually though, 1 do believe that Vandenberg air forece base has one up
on Caneversl, When intricate factory made machinery arrived there ,
union officials decided that the assembling oi that equipment should've
been & Job for their pipefitters--obviously--therefore the pirefitters
should be allowed to take apart the equiprment &nd put it back together
agein--aobviously...-particularly at 4.13 an hour- Well. the Air Force's
collective mind came up with a "solution": the pipefiitters would get
paid  for wotching the equipment for as long as the job would’ve taken
them, Now I ask you---would Uriah Stevens dig this ?

When NASA experts attempted to install ground equipmen®t fot the Saturn
(a rocket with a supposed thrust of 1.6 million pounds,as compared with
Ryegian thrust of 800,000 1bs.)the pipefitters took & wilk. Three times
the NASA men sneaked back. three times unionism sept them away.

As for the pay of the downtrodden I was amazed to learn thut Vandenmberg
electricicns e8rn 3510 & week---that's more than the missilc base's
commander makes,ditto with Wernhex von Eraun., 3levator operators have
made as much as $363 & week,truckdrivers 324, warerouse clerks $264.Some
ditchdiggers have madc more than the. combined pay of the astronsuts---
all this must be great for morsie- ;

I think we need & new Daddy Werbucks.



A _FUNNY THING HAPPENED : Anyone with any particle of sence can look at my
typer and say; "You have troublss with that typer, Steve Stiles.” and co
I have---that's no lie. George Scithers, upon taking & loang drawn out look
at it, hinted that it belonged n the Smithsonien Institute. Upun medisci-
ating on this 1'm forced to sdmit thit they wouldn®t take me up or it;

you see, Funny Things Hoppen with this machine,

Lagt week I moved said typewriter into the living room---it gzts lonely
in my own room with only my 30" by 40" "se2lf portreit" tc hang over me--
end proceeded tec catch up on my usual lato correspondence. In & maticr
of a2 fow simpie hours it was over, and I sunk into the tlus limbo of fnz
recding. Then my brother toddled over ¢ me &nd asked if ha could type
something. 1 considered snerling "No, ya& can’t!" as I usually do, but I
was feeling meillow, I meburied myself in my reading, but was shortly re.
surrected by & loud forceful crush. Leapin' Lizards.-o.o.!

I looked up., There the wreakege lay, kicking un its hesls 1in the las?
throes of rigor mortis ...l decided tc stay where I was; it couldn’™t bx
broken, it ‘just govldn‘t! 4 few minutes erawled by, the sound of typing
began....and with a ciunking sound it stopped. The child’s equivilant of
curses burst from the room whare Randy had gone. I grogned, It was broko.

There was a moment of quiet. Suddenly I was getting up....the trouble,
among things, was a certain tightness in the roller, causing & complete
rejection of paper; 1 silently gave the youngest Stiles & dirty look, 1
didn't say anything. I knew, yes I knew,thet doubtlessly the poor lad
would recieve sufficient chastisement---any minute my mother would turn
to him and start out with & withering "Oh, Randy!!". Mother turned. "Oh,
Skephen!!"” she said. I should®7e snarled "No, ya can't!", it transpires.

‘et la guerre. .

Tha* evening my uncle dropped in and had a look at it. The carriage
finelly surrendered its bulldog grip after an hour or so---later I sat
down to resume typing. No impréssion showed up on the paper. It soems
that there's this little thing, see, snd this little thing hclds up the
»ibbon to vhe roller; when the key goes up so does the Little Thing with
the ribbon, But the Little Thing didn’t go up. I mentally wept. At this
point madre showed some very definite signs...these little definite signs
made me envision sending & gafiation note to Fanac.... 4 weok want by,
mail began to pile up, and various fanzines which made me feel very muc:
like commenting arrived....it was all very sad. I hegan to get desperats:
I decided to teke the Underwood to the repair shop. Now, in the repair
shop there’'s a little man (also complete with Billy Gilbert accent) who
Toves his Yypewriters: the sight of me erocping shaepishly into his shop

2oh @ brokea typer enznges hin----it’s as if 1 had murdered itl! I was
acsperate-.-vory desporate ! Hsaving the machine upwards, I staggsred
towards ths door to “She accompaniment of popping tendons. I then stagg-
ered down %the four flights of stairsg, staggered out anoth~r door,stagg-
éred- to the bus stop, and staggersed onto the bus, It was 311 very tire-
gome. Anyway, the bus jounced off to my destination (if you’ve ever he-~.
vn a N.Y. bus you know what I mean) and I steggered--what else?-~off.

Steeling myself, I plunged into ths shop. "You drovpped it againl" the
men said accusingly. 1 assumed a guilty grin, and odfhpr~d Gli.” "Jo.mT
Trother did." I said. I then explained my troubles; the guy gave me &
funny look, reached inside the tyver sand switched cn an obvious toggle---
--thc thing worked. «-c ~there ought to te &8 moral here somewhers.-..



CArt Througn Phe Ag“S. Part I {

I've been aware of a great need in fandom. A need in
fendom thoet has been apparent for a very long time,
however, if Campbexi won't publish sclence fiction in
his magazine, it's his lookout. BSomething else has
been bothering me; it hit me yesterday when I was
contempulating the Universe in my quiet, genial way:
fans do not have & good education in artl This has
worried me---l've yearned for the day when fans would

% refined peopvle...like me,... So, ar

become cultured &
I said yesterday, I will enlighten you! Yes indeed.
This, then, is the high purpose 0f this article,
Begides, I have an extra page to £ill uPes...

Art, as most of you know, began with the caveman. Or

maybe before that. liost of you probably know, that these
primatives dsbbled the walls of their caves ‘with what-
ever materials they heppened to have., How meny of you,
I wonder, ever considered the'deeper aspects ‘and prob-
lems thet went into such art ? TFor example, how does
one go sbout metting the finished produet ? Bet you
never thought of that.

Well paintings served 2 high purpose in the family &
communal life of these early humans. During the later
evening hours these creatures wouird gather around s
particularly popular sketch and stare &t for the
duration of twilight. Generations lived and.died
around it. After & few centuries some darned egghead
would invent the FCC of that time, and erase it. "The things they have
nowedays" he would complain, "are fit for twelve year oldsl".
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AL LEWIS' COEDITORIAL; I think it's cetehing. ...

....Everyone knows about metropolitan N.Y, ,home of Void, wherec cooditors
are ag common as flyspecks on your menn, Bubt not everyone knows that
metropoliten New York, 4home of SAk---which is alsp picking up flyspecks at
2 terrific rate. (1006 increasc in the last week!)

It was a week ago, at a rather decad Penoclast mceting, that Steve, ratha
guietly dropped his bombshell. "I want a coeditor." hc said, musterlng
8 em%%e. "Why?" I pounced; "Arc you out of moncy, or is it to0 much
work?",

"Neither," he demurred. "I just éan't think of anything else to say,
and I have only five and a half pages done, Von't somebody please be my
coeditor?" He pleaded, and looked around frantically. Lerry Ivie sneered,.
Andy Reiss looked the other way, but my cold and stony heart burst.

"Why sure, Steve," 1 said, "the Erlendly Al Lewis will be glad to
coedit your fanzine with you. So that's why I'm here. But gee---do
you think that New York has become thec focal point of coeditor fandom ?
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- d| THE CAN OPEFER . - !
by ilike Deckinger Ll

Someone once said to ma that there's one subject which ne one,but no
one,can write about ard that's a can opener. The can opener,he Suld is
such a steady and well known fixture in the average house that it ig
‘simply 1mposslaTe for one to delve into deeper. Everything about it has
‘heen uncovered,and you might as well write a treatisc of the rclationship
hétween the W1nw"0an of & butterfly and a samdines tall than on g can
copener.

This I disagrce w1th. The can opener is a 1rtcgral and mecaningful
ob jcet truc, but it has'nt becen totally cxhausted in literaturc, I usecd
to know somcon¢ whosc hobby was cen ovening; honcst, he.lived foér the
rday when he'd be all alono with just onc opcncr and a dozen cascs of un-
marked, cens..’. L've scon him in setion before,. énd. hic- has nerfcetcd can
opening into & spccific and deinty art. Hc's very  jeclous of ‘his natural
s tolent in performing this furnction. and kooks w1th disdain upon anyonc who
+trics to cqual him, :

Onc day hc announcs d to nc mc¢ that hc hed thw ovcrwhclmlng urgce to go
homc and opcn somc cans. If n¢ had just casually informcd mc that hc wes
~a noted criminsl whom thc polmcc were pursuing I could not have becn
rmorc astonishcd. Bu:t sincce his statcment fascincted me,ond I had nothing
clse to do anywey, I followecd him home.

first thing hc 21d was to spread o n:nspaa"v complctzly over his
teblc., Thepyfrom o side drawor he teook a slim,rusty,yet ¢loaucntly proud
«cun opcncr:end held it up for me- Yo scec., "It's my very ovn" hc said
proudly in thc samc way he'@ tcll onc of his childron,” I brought it mysc
out of my owvn moncy «nd it is nmy very own. Would you- 1ikc to touch it?" he
"eskcd ma. :

T said that I would, and so,very gently,hce loid my hoand on onc knobbdby
end end permitted me to strokc it.

"It's *%lly very nice,don't you think?" he asgcd bnrnnstlv,L11 the whil
beening in cdmirctiozn. ;

"Oh- quite," I wans forecd to edmit,| "I dorn't tairk I'we cwer scen such
& appcaling. can opiner.as this -

He¢ smilcd apain,ard goently resting it on a teblo,went to the drawer
and bogan pulllrg out msbal - objogts and tossing:thom to ma, MEct THom UD
the tablc,’ he dirceted o "Them" worc two about two dozon larpc motal
cans,with the lebels-torn or socked off,so that we had no idca whot tha
contents were. "Now watehl!" ho ordered,and aficer o comannd likc thet I
‘was pow;rlcss_to rgsist. I.owatched ,as . he dcftly pieked up.the.first can,
shoo& 1t crypnt icdlly,u nd sct it bock down on thu tablce, Hc then- took the
opcner, ttachcd it to the coan, &rnd very slowly bogon to .turn it. Hc wes
obv1ously getting & groat auul of enjoyricns “fron twistine, the nob and
- sgowly unwyullnp tnr 1id, though I nmugt tonicss. nonc of +Vlo nlzGsurc vwas
bc1ng tronsnityvcd to me, .

"4h," hc¢ scid joyously, "it's almost open, want do you think wo ehell
find in friaKch el e il -

Hed to «dmit that I had no idce whot the cortents would be;why
therce could've bewn anytding from fricd snoils to »icklcd ret's toneucs.
"It's the suspance,of-it 21l isn't it?" he.prociained ‘knowidely,
Very gently he hooked tho opcﬂ,r widor the 13 gné pried it up.
Hc sccmcd to be vndcrgoing ¢ peinful process a8 he slowly rcvecalced
the contcnts to the 1light,



"Pcachcs," he snid glumly, "quortcrcd pcachces packed in Suiicen

"Is there ahything wrong with that? inquircd.

"I've found pcaches in the last fivc cans I've opcncd," he cxplaincd,
mothing is so oxospcreting then looking for somcthing ncw and instead
finding pcoches,”

"Ics," I sympathetically agrcod, "it must be quitc o lotdovhy™

"Dut somcday: I'11 bce lucky," he scid loudly,benging his fist on the
Lehle," somiday T may find somcthing of racl vuluc nerheps on orster
with A pcarl or a diancnd ring or somc caviar, DcLiantly he fosscd the
car into o wastc baskcet and plCKwd un the ncext onc,

"There could be gold ‘in this." heo €aid.

I wetched him for & momcnt and then thanked him politoly for the
tr:,-nc;ndoun ond thrilling onnor*urluv he had given me,end 1cit, just =s he
+was sctting ebout opcning the next coun.

30 who scys con opencrs arc unoxeiting?
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THE ATTIC WORLD OF IDVING HARIION woas somothing rcew in t:lcvisions (Yes
Virginiza, tv dogs cmpiloy orlglddlity....oomcflmuu.) Ao myifceble wit
undcrstands it, it wos o scries of. skits,rcpecting ogain npd a~pcin,
reogecling bcrsorrlltics of-pcoplc Harmon krcw indircetly. It wos the
repoating proccss which brought out the various twists in his charactor'
personalitics, it was also thi repeating »rocess,whicn beceousc of it's
elternttion,rcndcred the wholl progrom rather incomprchonsible to the
comnon hord and your Yogoth. (Liooool) Howecver,to gct on; "The Blcgent
Iian" was o scrics of shifting sconcs,portraying E4. on » rlatform wovins
bOW1ng,um111ng,und You nomc 1J,at pther well drcsscd people as they went
by. Bach timc thet thecy went by hce'd get cbviously ignorc “nilc a numbl
park eclzon-up non would unpluud likc mad,gctting ignorcd ig furp. Bqc¢h
time the "TluE nt lan” would got moxe QO"mc‘su end wr+ ﬂt kis c¢ltew hc
hzd & edhiring sod sp“"cc1‘t1;t sudience! Fowmy: Do.'3 iznoes your local
perkmen. "The Banane aoplc“---”hroc pcople in troncheoats zre sitting
on & park boneh cating bonanas. Footsteps approach, thec banenn pcople arc
throvn into highgoar,their bononas arc stuffcd down hurridly. Aftor
doing so thcy drop their banonas dn the footpath,ond then....they waeit,.
"Getawey"--~L harrasscd looking guy,obviougly deoply in troublc,is

talking rapidly to = doctor fricnd, The doctor continucly gesturcs
tovierds the door,urging o gctawy. Pinolly the guy stroightcens his shoulde
and runs srrhlghu ot tho door,which the doctor flings opcr ot the last
sceond,and into & brick wall! As thc doctor sedly looiks down ot his -pal
he slowly tnkes out & bansno and begins to pocl i, .
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RANDOL,, DISJOINTED THOUGHTS : Tommorrow I've bocn comniticd to tostter
otf to takc o art scholorship test for Visurl Arts,school oX Vielt Kclly,
H“ rvey Kurtzman,Wally Wood,Willismson,®ldcr,and Iawrcnece 7. Ivie .{ Thaore
cantioncd ya ugnin,bhoyl) ISt ouhllflcd to tnze it,but I'1ll bc dorn-
od if I cver won anything in my lifc. Oh wcll.
I scem to nrve forgotten to sticl lortin Levine into the "lcutcrcolumn'
Martin likcd the roviows,didn't like repro (me necither) ond hintsd thnt
I intcrjoctcd ovcrtoncs oi Iundenic into SAl'-urdcniably truc,still om in
fact..sintor jocting notos ol nand.“lu,th(t igi...1 supposc I m at that
socicl consciousnces stage--I'211 withcr up cventunlly,
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Hhmmwa

I went to the Planetarium with neofan Larry Crilly recently. 4 Planetarium
is a place where you look at the planets, I guess. Unfortunately we didn't
get to see any, instead we were treated to two hours of a recruitment .
speech to astrontmy prodom end fandom. &Lrd it certainly is. & fandom,.

Our lecturer blabbed away, getting misty eyed over the "unique"
universalness of astronomers everywhere; they're slans, you know. Then he
mentioned that his groudp would be publishing an amateur digest devoted to
printing articles on members' science experiments, Somehow, as I just
finished reading "The Immortal Storm”, this &ll sounds terribly familiar..
s.ebet some guy will submit fiction, (solentlflctlon) the science hobbyists
will be aghast, and..... ' The second speaker (for the next two hours)
was & scientest connected, I believe, with Bell Teloephone, or at any réte,
the"balloon” communications satcllite. ("They pay me to dresm!" he said)
Seems that he got interested in science through reading Amazing. "I wanted
to find out about death rays and things like that." he said. He then went
into & rambling, very nervous talk, and in conclussion stutterlng told us
that the best cure for nervous aeople was public speaking, I-doubt it. One
interesting point though: it seems that all equipment for 8 Ylero- -g craft
has been designed, except for one thing: the john. Sorta mekes you think-

Steve Stiles

1809 Second Ave:, **ng& <
New York 28,H,.Y,
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