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This is SAHM #8. The second SAMUBL, snd s
o very late issue. OUR POLICY: "Irresularity”.
This 1is also the very special July 1963
Tgsue thet you've all been hearing so much

aboubasoe
The Editvor is Sieve Stiles! Eow gbout
that, gang?!

Current Permsnent Address: 1309 Second Avenus,
w.Iork 28, N.X.
»f’F\ :/:v r‘; - ‘ pe ,‘;‘»: ‘r‘.Lr‘ PN Lmé(:')‘
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First Thoughts...editor
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With Keen Blue BEyes and a Unicycle,..Mike
Deckinger

Report on a Roomful of Bums,..Dean Ford
Gerberings,..les Gerbsr

~~~~~ A Poignant Story...Gary Deindorfer
Ianacon Bits

"Panzine Reviews"..,.anon

Letters

7 All interior art by Stiles and Dan Adkinms,
Front and baccover by Adkins. Mimsoing
by QWERTYUIOPress, or "Ted White'".
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It just might be a good '”"" P I PO e Sl R K

idea to elaborate on the
lateness of this issue;
you know, sort of .defend
nyself. '

SAl is, as zlways,... .
late for a number of W&FT
reasons. You have all
heard these reasons before,.
and Y really don't care to
o into them,

I did say I was going to
eloborste, didn't I7?

pro

e

Yes.,. Lo
+“hat a liaro

Whot buga me shout dbringing an issue out after a long
pericd of i%me-is‘the fget that 1°m sure the contributers
don’t like, Every =z0-often this ysar I've had to s nl Dorf o
letter saying "The next SAM will be out very shortlyl"...theso
1 wait three months end repeast myself., OSomestiwes I even
ret to believing myself, snd that's how cne of my fanzines 1is
actuslly producad. I should keep my nouth shut,

Something that disturbs me sbout the lsteness of this
porticular issue is the datedneas of ny own writings., 1 honestly
started this is:ue in June; the majority of the editorisl
pages which follow were written in Dec.~Febuary. Since then I
suapect my style of writing, of expressing nyself has changed
--pgrhape for the better, So, when 1 resd the pasres written by
Steve Stiles of the Past I quite definotely got the impression
that I was reading soneone else'c fanzine, It°s a funny
sensation,

As 1 say, 1°nm sure thot the contrlbuters for this icsue
rrobably felt some discomfort at'the reelization that their
raterisl would see print only after a few months tinme. I've
given some thought to iwprovin:; the situstion snd hsve come
across this solution: first, buy all the necessory eauipmant,
paper, ditto musters, etc,, before-sctuslly starting an
issus., Secorndly, write the =ditorisl and tske care of nost of
the grtwork before contacting on potentivl contributers. with
these two things taken care of I think I°d be gble to et

out an Lssue in a month’s time after recieving outcide
materisl. )

As %o whan the vext issue will be sppesring 1 must say
that I cen’t venture any puesses. In other words, I don't want
te stick my neck out,



b e S A i i s g o i i et S R S SO e v S S e S e B B S S S8 4 I S Sl S S e T W ek P B W S S T

"“Just over s year ajo, on July 5, 1961, lsrsel announced the
firing of a multis.axzed rocket which soared 50 miles into
gpace to collect weather data.
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"CATRO, July 21---The arned " forces test fired rfour
rocket" in a blaze of orsnge f{.igmees today and rresident HNasser
ssid, 1p eftect, that they could hit zny target in Isreel.”
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It s eusy Lo tell tne good guys. Irou th; bad Tuys.

It's hurd to write editoriuls thcve doys. Ior one thing your
peloved editor (Steve Stiles, os he is kacwn by Jell ,Jshers)
is not g vwriter, but on Art Student (or trying to be ore). The
resl reason for sll my writiag, and contributions frow Desr
riends, and pages of moteriul from various sundry sources, is
to provxde a whole buncha pages to stick orn on.
metiues,of course, I loge si‘ht of this true&ncble
P phbe and sctusily try to exﬁress My°elﬁ=v14 the prirted
word (Lxauple. “You sre egting tuh's Tonzihe Yor & reptcn: Ficase
Ceontribute .uterial™). Howevern '1 Jr ddVPT11 1n; student I've
become aware of econok¥c firends, -4 raterxal ror funigne
srticles can be cubpitted't s thc QJWb - uupdly éﬁh derand, I'd
suy thut the morket wse Wl odied "9 convidered varJoua Toplcu
t.et 1'd be nspry to JV6QUss | of Thoue 1'% re” “conpatible to
ny lLecular peychelagicael uskeun, nore &g e S0 hé:e alreudy been
...well, not dene to de o Lha bt Ju@pﬂ aeac) ly oecessabtidle. It's
haoed for a uz3l) tine vutx;t 1ke, pyses Nyelo mekes nyl, ITom@nstance,
reliticsl views beurd withesuen Gamabeyes Ted Fauwlsy Jdoan
Bourawrun. Ri1ch Berhrvuu Bad 1 Danale @ dgetey oTouad . ol
It's hard to wrlte wnLagsacal bli e Crazie:w Shie crhepren to
peclle laxe Terry Curr, Gary deradorfer, end jessGerber.:
It's hord to wrice aboul myue.li Wheny odd Dwo ghesesdays’ ic
i to 31t schcol, und workgon ar f@&? yehoo lys 2ndy puttout an
ocessionsl ranzine like thla x4 [ 1.5, ileoy o 1is0 90%
It's purd Lo wri1le uDOMT, Jit B} emc, yhv Trdondt heve wecords.
It's hard to write atout arutfoxhpenple whophu¥esdwithytadi1tt—
edly, auite 3 rew cxceptions of p.ople 1n the field) th‘Le
contunt with 1t
g a mutter of fuct 1t1's nard $o writy svbout a lut of things.
[ _uees I°11 just have to cover whut’'s left.

I oot & questionsire from Bruce "Bruciirer” Pelz, us b= 1is
sffectionstely known | amens assoclates (The A2BLY) end I
out11u‘l§ filled 1t out, ac I alwuys fi1ll out these things beforc
nroulnb the wuvtebasket It's ngt thot I'm hostile or anytalnb,
it's just that I never seern tu be uble to get ferns, cr other
official fannish nonsence into 2 return env\iope and es they
invariapity rali ozhind my desk snd get lost until tco late, I just



wveive the prelininsries. This
unfortunately seems to happen with
TAFF ballots too (I swear 1°11 vote
somedsy).

However, I Juet msy send this back
to the sender with all kinds of
checkmarks on 4t, But first a few
guestions: (1) How come? Didn't
Broyles do something like this
not so very long ego?

(2) How come you didn't even

mention the rancelasts in your

list of fan clubs?——=nan, thia is

a bilg insult becsuse everycne knows thst
the Yenoclassts gre the greatest most
ronderfullest. fsn club in the whole
world (dgAlM--~The Trsde Magazina of

New York Penoclastdom#!),

fiew J : Shot of

nesrsighted young man who looks
remsrkably like 5. Stiles. “Gosh all
hemlock," stutters this young man,
"here it 1s 1957 in New York Uity, and
people sneer at wew York fandom which
i8 like s Puny Wrakling, ani Les Gerber

is ny%ogfiﬁ the only tiue fan eround.“
Stupid o

But suddenly, wnear Sighted Young
Man, chin sprouting one longzg nair,
is surrounded and confronted with
vibrant new fanzine fen personalities;
Garr, White, Lupoffs, Breen, Davidcons,
etc. Ies Gerber is still around. It
is 1960. By 1961 everybody ixnows
everbody else pretty well, except
for Carr who resally didn’t arrive in
new York in 1960, T was lying sbout
that. The Young (turn the paga, like.)




iieyr who looks like Steve Stiles, ncw renarkebly sopnisticated,
in the know, snd completely hep, looks arounc him "Gosh, 8ll
nemlock! All the BNFs are ipn NY now, Boy. low we are svre golng
to become a focsl point. I thirk I will quit fendon.™ .
But things sren't as circusy as they used to be. For one thing
l.etropolitan iiimeo, one of the msin focgl poibss, for 3pontaneous
and maseive fan gatherings, hds moved to Brookiyn, wiich is not
n, snd is too far swsy fob caswel wisits., And, the [Faaoclasts,
"Thile st1l1l s good group, seens to bave sirunk sonewhat--—jor ore
thing, our current meeting place is et Lin Certer’s place., which
is a smaller pad {and is guorded by a big fat wabbit)tend is
located in the foreign Bronx.
So fangatherings aren't ss spentancous as they used to be,
Which ig 8 kick in the head. |

It Just occurred to me, Sitfing here with my 9ig blstic cat
regarding me from my round modernistiec fall down choir (sit in
it snd you fall down, as did Ted “hite when he tried i%t), thot the
resson that Felz demonstated hils eppelling ignorence in 10t listing
the PFanoclasts i1s tnat the Fanoelaste really don't asdvertise
themselves the way the Hameless or LASFS do, 'namely through
publ ishing their ninutes. Now, 'I'm begically en unselfish chap---
1'd be happy to make the Fanoclsets famous By printing-just this
once~the events during & typical wmeeting...why, I'll gyenppubliah
events leading up 0 o meetiny.... providing I get to write them,
of course. i e ikt v -

A mecting is ususlly born eveéry two weeks. .embers (the
Fancclsets sre an ingroup club insomuch as you have to have
gomething to do with fanzines to belong) are informed by
rogtcards. uine usualiy soy "Bl Cemmunist Kally" or 'nex orgy
tlanpned’, vecause Lin Carver is bLryiuwg to frasme me. it is
untorvunate that the onily Fsnoclast meeviwy that did turrn out to
Ve 3 Bux Olyy was une I was unaole bLu stieund.

2t 1a; =T S th: !'Going to. thewFaneoclast mecting,
: - nursdsy night as Ir'stencilled aone
chagny hesdings (brag). et his pluces we made plsns to shHSre touxi
expenses the following ni ht (and on the following nicht I
forgot tu poy Dick, whieh f wakl dersoon). 3%

Came Fridoy. It was snuwing slightly as 1 nmade the ‘one nile
trek to 73rd street. As I reacihed the corner of 74th and 2nd avenue
I noticed a black cocker spoairl lesding a fellow in & red
gwester scross the street. 1t was Diek. I joined him and we
nesded for a candy store where Dieck (1) looked over all the
coriic books, and lectured me on the super heroes th.t DC 1s
reviving 8s super villsns. "Remember the Cat won, Steve?" asked
Dick. (2) explored ithe pwirly mag section ldooking for a copy of
Escapade which had sn article oa Cuptadn wapvel . (3) brouznt
four fudgesicles. All this having vevn accomplishec we collected
Pqt Lupoff, said goodbye .to the bsoysatter-whe is Al Lewis®
girl friend, and -rscbed 3 taxi. Reaching Tin's we trudsed up
four flizhts to his apsrtment which has & devil ‘fsce on the door.



Decau.se

Once inside we aspied ascne of the zepguiacss seve, Vep Arnsi,
Don & Elsie Wollheim, 7rznk ¥ilamezyk, Lin Cazrter and his
lotest  (and" finalGul timate )- Poopeie. 1t was’ s thin zatleriu;.

1 had ently ledrnad thet Frenk was au =dvertiging artis t
so I co*pgﬁ him and spent 3 “aﬂc1nat1ng (at” 12osh for me) time
CLlying hin with questions, and discusting just shbout every art
toric under the sun--siarting with teampermental art dircctensz
snd ending with Max Lrast. Lerry Ivie showed up, 2nd, bennb
an illustrator, added his two'ecents (cumulstiag in & swoapping of
Andrew Silverberg stories).

At ten we broke up snd headed for a pizza plsce. This was
somewhat unusugl as we usvally-go out for =ats =t 12, and
late arrivals--Les Geruer, iiriesmé& Jerry Eaight, snd Ted Whits--
had to sesrch usijputel Cerher ond 1 thyew pennies et Dick
Lupoff, made paper airplanes out of thd™thetks, and 'did all kinds
of erszy stunts to msk: each other lsauwsgh. Ivie tried to stesl my
01gerettes boing an shstainer and very anti-tobacco.

LAfter oecomlng throughly stuffed #&he group again broke up
leaving omly .bhite, Geirber, Van, Acnam, the Knights, Ivie, and
nyself. e da01dqd thes the pighty wes sSuill yobung enouwh “to
gseek out angthar eatery wo fsngsb, but awz L2 the diner steff
begen turniag out ihe +ﬁihh§.wnc meking debpexate appevls to
us so the group decided uo gouto Larry Tvic s.to meke some
tape recordi for Ce*yﬂn bemmqp, and Iy after making my peace
with ziriem (the fipst fime I*pet her I nreteudef tic be 2 mean
old grouch /"I hate Jog,bteueqSt les", . "ah, SH&ADDUP, erlam'"/)
decided to go home, beling very eleepy and cu;uﬂ 3ol thet wes Lhe
end of the December gseventh Fanoclast meet.ng., ard Now Yew Know
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AL S .n-.;markmaﬂ S DCemS. as poetry, aren’'t £00 much to my
likXinr with the exception of "The Junvle", because they gre too
direct---they lack the multiplicity of mearlng which I am
accustomed to look for in poetryt ((I édited cut 2 line in

“The Jungle", and pooriold lisPman écmvlaired I% improved it,

I tnink,))

ST Dol DR R 21 -

- .::;? = § tblnk "The Jungle 1s a gCJd noen, But..tae
others rangerfpem salmost geod to stﬁpfd “and trite ”Beat CrJ" 1€
tne most nothing poen. 3&5‘ tHen, I%ve 51ready tolq‘Jou tais

the ‘1ast time Y was ia Hew York ¥
Ghih 4oio¥ e ool dig 'some of these very much, cart1cu1¢r1 S
TThe Jungle" and "Hids and Seek™.

“iiadl . Ron lserkmen®s ‘poers are lousy, o *yone of them,
but especielly “Conflormity Confirped". f(Iﬁ%%’lucnced in
publishing an ali poetry issue of SAL by ‘your "A Bird Turaed
An Eye™ in FAPFA. Ah well..))



WHITHER POGO?: One ci the 08101380 Lollucloey GOy an s
making me what I am today--an unashamed faan-- wasg
Walt Eelly's POGO, My young mind-I was Hen when I
contacted The Habit- was enthrailed at the matchless
detail, the mysterious sllusions. the psuedo=~
southern dislogus. I liked POGO wshen. I stlill do. and
I suspect that much of fandom, which was s¢ enthused
with the Fossum in '52-54, is, aithough much lass
voeal, 5till "I Go Pogo". But itsrather haxrd to _
dwell on a comic strip. which, for ten years, has had
such a steady rate of quality; what can you say,
except that EKelly is a darned gvod cartocnisi~humorist?

Okzay, that’s established.

Last week I picked up one of Kelliy's most rocend
epics, "The Jack Acid Society Black Book". It is a
rathor di3fferent Kelly effcrt, and deserves sovs
mention, i.e.. a review, like. Some of the leaiing
men in the carteoon field have always bsen quite
interested in polities; it is a _ich source of lumors
as Mark Twain once ssid, '"Resders. suppose you wera an
idiot. And suppose you were a Congressmen. But I
rapeat myself.” (haed to snesk thas one in somswhsre,)

¥We have had Al Capp, with his Ssnebtor FPhoggbound,
Genaorel Bullmoose, and Fearless Fosdick holding up «n
entire Presidehtisl Nonination convention at mechipe-
gun point. But thers have been times when Capp has
atooped almost to the point of becoming e mers
political cartoonist. Harvey Kurtzman, when editor Sk
of the once excellant MAD, steerad| fsirly clear of <! T
political criticiam. Today‘’s MAD, under the helm of

(under the helm of..%?,.that doesn't sound right) }E{f‘
Alpert Fesldstein, ex-editor of scme truely fine 0@
science fiction comics (Which printed stories by ?jgﬁg?ﬂ

Bradbury,Ellison, and Binder, and which had an art e T
si;able of illustirators as competsnt as Emsh snd Freze. iy
Feldstein, in an editorial in Weird Scienco-Fantasy#
2%, revealed that "we intend toapproach the other wel.
kanown science fiction authors and obtain rights to
eiapt their better works into the comic formet. It is
cur further intention tc commission these top writers
in the science fiction field to cresste origional
stories especially for this magazine. In other words,
we intend tc make Weird Science Fantasy into ar.
illustrated s-f mag that will stand on a par wish “he
best s=f slicks. pulps, snd pocket-pulps on the
stands today." I think they could‘ve done it too,
unfortunately, the mad-dogs of censureship kneed
the entire comic book field in the groin. ..but I°'d
better got back to POGO & ete.) demgls quite a bit with
politics, snd has ioa® all touch with goodnatirad
humoy,and instead, MAD's flavor has become bitter {an

eexcellent example of this would be "4 MAD Guide To
RRssia™, MAD #71). I'll bet you guys out there arze
wondering Just what this whole hit is leading to. Just
thise; it is my contention that politiecs should never be
taken seriously by humorists., If Capp, Feldstein,
etc., denire to criticlze scme political aspect, thsy
naver forget thet laughter can be sn swfully poweriul
critic. As it is; sometimes they haws let thelr whols
point overwhelm them. Kelly has been dealing with
pelitics for a large part of POGO s career, His tratmsat

¢



| of political figures, nctably MeCsrthy has been superb. Buy,"in "rna
" Jack Acid Sceciety Black Book" there is an indicetion that Kelly 18
slipping, forgetiing 'himselfs  Uhe main paxt of the book.is in the .
regular POGO format, dealing withianiCkeefernckeesversion ¢f,ine JBS; it
ig a little heevy handed 'but 1s notiwhptOmbéi irwasmaiuniydisapointed
with. What I wae disapointed withiwus threcsattempts of Wolt Zelly Lo he
Jules Feiffer, I rdfer to three bitsiéntitied "Advice From The Flounder!.
"A Minute Man's Code". and "Hayfoot=Strawfoot-i Fiwreside Chat": here
AF1L{8F Kelly was so'8orious thet T'm sfraid Liforgot to isughe And I
4do wish that Pego would ateop assosislins with animals that Jcok
suspicicusly like world* famoud figuresy In can’is belisve that the Swemp
is that kind of fceal peint. _ 'R

WHOOPS: I notice that ‘gocd 'eld clever Stavs SBtilss twice menticned Darn
Adkin"s art cn the pages before thid, M 'guess It all .goesviic prova that
I shouldn’t write first «drafts direstly cnrmastses And seelng how many
drafts my ce-editor usually dees mzkes'me feel doukly guilvy. But,; ccuing
tack %o Dan, I'd like 'to menticn that ifsall goesuwell, I'1ll be a Vile
Pro because of himy' Den'‘hesgirecieved a'commifion tesde a series of govers
for the ZD s-f magazines. Rightimewshe & a livtle shortuef time, mc I
will be helping him on"a“ecveriprobablydslatednfor two months sfrom now:
Dan will be doing the“peneilling, and 141l probabigedo thespninting:
Steve Stiles--science’ifietion profossfonales™ Low Lo g
: aidre te moldgevenss aoitantaol Le it Binerd o
gl e’ mede B T aved svad cwedr vof
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i oAd _WARDAND FuriziL  a rew deys sgo., 1 hsed been wanting
to visit ﬁarry TVle to collect materisl on an srticle on
+ill Bisner's The irit, snd msinly to .thumb tharough his
comic book coTT—b ion, which is o continuel delight to me.
Lorry, however, had left town to visit relatives in
Californis, lesving larland to hold down the fort, and I
could not resist bopping over to dig this fsnnish legend, us
it were. I must report that if lierland had a squeaky voice
and drawl, ss mentioned in Void and other fanzines, it has
since departed. '
As I thumbed through Larry's files, and reslized that -my
AR oy e f byt o e o e
for me.'to do, liaxr d and I eoary rsation-=mainly,
talking about other fsns behind their backs, as is the -

fsnn Sl » e e | %, e

we had rus out of mutusl ‘Bsnm az
our conversation turned to me. "Say ok said marland (or
“somethin 9

-].'kt' ‘hes Alleh : ] ; \ 4 2 ﬁ-_ --.-

itho & G

asked
spop. BENL 3
panel s wild eyed charactor stared iy ‘
pedded cell. ﬂYou wouldn'i/believe I was once the- antell ctual
yo “ ng Ste
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LR T LT € p ' . for the false values
of bhe consumer rat race. So we should spresd out.

Bra@bury slso says that the srte should hersld this new


ssibilitj.es

“repaissance®. "Artists must, of course, mOVe t.ch.
directions: up, Lo imuge the future, end 8iS0 OUG through our
gociety to help our architects end engineers red&gign our
homes and mariketplsces so our surglng overpopulatlpn can move
in fresh sir, wi%h uncrowded walks snd noiseless sireete, with
quiet ninds. Sueh bsd design as frays_the nerves,
nisfocuses judgement , fragments the attention, or induces the
fleeting but murderous impulse, these must be weighed and
redesigned. " _ : :

The artist must'ggghigg. Tie the artist down %o =2
rregerided ideslism beyond him and your hawve the sterile
r %s of «wIA murels, the phoniepess of the gioxification of
the worker in Kremiin approved art, the barren early years of
church ‘art, and the rigidly formulezzed art of sgncicnt
Bygpt . wmany artists today ggg trying tc produce the quiet
nind (or sene mind?) by addressing themselves to an
audience of outsiders...I find this hard te explain myself,
i% approaches the mysticel., bus Lawrence Liptun describes
this as e transformavion. In any case, we cannob remake &z
fig moubi slogans at him (but we car confuse him
eueugg to - - him "down the gasrden path" as Goebbals anply
proved) , -

‘ for ar:i i : s in architec lral utopias,
c ] nar.y are ing to make the 8cene., Archit-
ecture  field, * g it p within any of my

C ous , but T em aware one Frank Lloyd
W s vho by the sheer power of his ge iwas able to

m cﬁa‘c_de s. But every artist/architect
! p?bt@ns are many; publis and

M fa approvsl 1 be gained, mon¥must be secured,

convenisi must be bypessed., But for ciby building the
most practicsl considerstion of 3gll presents itself: space. It
is mow possible for man o build s&ysgxap.ers oae mile or nore
in height. But to build one ir lianhattan, whers such a structure
would be most needed, is imfossibl-ai years ago a pattern, a
block system was ﬁ.? whici is too rigid to provide the
elnow room needed for hk a project. :

Elsewhere Bradbury deplores a trend in the arts that hints
shat man is less than the angels...he mistakenly drews the
conelussion thst, therefors, we cannot hope for wings. lien is
not aen angel. Piceasso knew this when he created

rnieca™, 2 rebellion of anguish for the plight of the

Spanish wer raped town of the same name. But Piccasso was not
putting us down but voicing a protest. In the past few deys
I have come to reslize that in recogrizing a situation that is
less than good is a concrete step towerds correcting that

slvustion; that, I think, is s valid reason for some artisis
to see Tthat man is "less than the angelis”.

But in all this digression I must say that Bradbury hes e
point in that it may be a good thing for the present day
ertist o teke a more than passive look at the role apace may

pﬁy in man‘s develop. They just shouldn't be advertisers, thatés
all,



On the lighter side of life strange things are happening
during New York's newspsper strike (it is now three days to
Christmas, as oppossed to June when I started this "editorisl").
“hgve come dgcross a parody of the Daily NWNews, an imistation
done as painstakingly as any good- Kurtzman satire. Published by
‘the Lonocle Press this eight page publication-iey. through
exaggeration, sn excellant representive of the ways of the
News----it i1s more explazinatory of . -the News inage than eny
many psged analysis I could ever hope to make.

Insomueh as in the psst, primerily in: the psges of the 1etter
column of Kipple, I have unsucesefully trlied:the paint-a picture
of fugpheadness of the News I think the reprinting of aifew
‘choice bits *from 4i,P. 's«"Dally News" would be 1nte"e=ttn .nut out
of 1ine, and hopefuljy anusing.!' Soy here 08B .« ot

Typicsl news item: "PRIEST PLUGS FUNK, *GOOD BOY'JSAY§ mO£q
. 9 b

A midtown priest blestedhsa would-be
robber with his brén gun‘late®lasti nizsht but
heard the thief's"confession before: he died.
"The Loprd welcomes all) "#said Pather Edward
O'Briane.
. The blasted thug was Irving Culchuk 23, of
the Bronx. At about ten lost night, he craw.ed
* through tae: gindow of Father O° Brlane s church
. 4 . on 34th & Tenth Avenue and rsced across the nave
- toward the: ppor' box. Father O'Brisne"
: heppened to be walkini; down thea2isle at the
tirce, with his bren gur es wos -his nabit.

PRIEST CHOPS CULCHZK
The Priest cut down Culehek with'turee quick
bursts, helped the wounded’ mBn over to the
nearest conféss;onal. and hesrd his conlessicn
The. dead punk’s mother, iirs. Evelyr Culchek
of 1147 139th the«Bronx, collapsed when she
heard the ne#s, She was ‘the president of .he
Ledy“s Jjuxilary Bingo &Society. “He was a good
boy," '.r8« Culchzk s5id when she recovered. “iw
KL aluays macde a lot-of B's when he was st F o
' 66. ''he Lord hss stranbe ways. " wrs. Culchek
began to cry apainx :

Two bits from the letter'columm: "mannattan: The other day, 1 sawu
a shocking thing on the stréetg of dew York. An odd laay was
knocked down, kicked, robbed, beaten, and completely mistrestved
Tight in front of a crowd of Chrlstmas shoppers on 47th und

Fifth Avenue. Nobody tried to help the old lady, or to stop

the Salvation Army Ganta Clsus frow kicking her any more then was
necessary to make her give up her purse. . Vhst kind of Christmas
spirit was thet? ONLOOKER /HO HAD A SPRAINED ANKLL AMD Al ARUFUL
OF PACKAGES." '

"Brooklyn: /hen sre those soft hesrted bleeding hearts soirg to



oxlt coddling ther thugs and punks who terrorize our town.
Yverytime our hard-working cops catch one of these punks our
thugs soae soft, headed.bleedlng heart tells us the punk is
"maladjusted s, I sey,.mive emsall a taste of the rvlectric
chalra,Then,wtel see who“s maladgustec IRISH EDDILE.
e To ;

From<thae edltorlal "HUGuIVQ hﬂRUuﬂCHuV‘**~WQ1Ch reminds*us
that, thescommies always seem to be hugging snd kissing each
other. dhnn thelr two jecsuwopsuis. came back from what they
cla*mgdag-tha nq.proof to ‘ree Jorld Scientictis~~-was a
doublgmorbite of the earth, thpy wege meb by
Khrus hau and wiroyen,in Red Sguare-{cr a sacoching seesiob
thot Qgﬂgusged theswhole, w ;a

In Cuda thisg menth »1koyan seomeg‘to snend half. his time
tangl;giih]p mcustache in that; sexruffy C¢strg shrubbery.
Speakiaggofgthe CGuban stooge, if two ord¢narj JAmerican citizens
had pgt
Etreets mmgwm
on thgmt 39" ma

h?!!;

"ﬂ Ee agi Ehrushchey. staced on the,

I ey‘would..gx ve. peen arrested
th.oce Erltlsh- queers. a2re
aslwayseflitting, 0 'ch fairy- §natcber nust.
know heow to attract the ooys reminda us thst---

,un-% nore insuffersble.

' (5% 1) _ J.ti “lﬂ‘
16 nge - : - ge ore :
“hy X up viagls that screaming nest

,Ju“zat s 1s beybnd:is
All ths« h—haof of it not even 1n

- snd mi
LDE] L Shag M - Y ami < B Laps. g
@ r..-r L 0L iR e 30w '—wn “

i FeAC CorPs . [ -
--—-—be"ﬁ?g a £08d exsmple WP 5) 16t ot maladJusted ezgheads ‘snd
other mcfits " offove ' ite hawe el with 8 bunch of Africens
snd elatim th‘é" e*3oihg 'some’” | Lo Riferdold War (slthough ™.
thei " hdeses’ 1 'x'-%islun ton~d & are much stout the

Cold ?‘uz"when it cm to tﬁemf whe'Rotunds Red whers«to nes
o £FYIE letel eta, ot Metol l’Yrﬁz ;_z#‘c ‘ﬂse pinture

 ndf Saw 4N lmi a4
The ’lett‘é’icc"‘u‘mﬂ T S AVE HIIAS&['&S--‘--F lushin:. I think
soriethine Should " be’ done’ubout’ vt riotdhe in front of tue
ameradyn eWbiEsies. in Engﬂ‘a‘nm, Frahcel Sweden, Russis, <
and pther soc'*@"iis‘éﬁ‘”’:*ﬁznﬁmles; The''imerican
tuvxpouyers havz puid for ‘“these ‘eubassies, (zna
then & bunch of thugs and pupks’

AW a0 d-k the _. s’ tattol o AP |
A e A;&' bilre i Lihrariss. (4 ‘ o ae 0% et
. k useéé}lrx}glg {? g%)% IR o )
*'u. th A t §overn:;,\, qug,\ L 4 o %

‘ongtmct cardS enbaseies in e%c?h
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.04, these countrie Q.O.d t ‘ouncel i al ISR
that all ccfﬁm,o %‘?‘k‘ ?Iﬁ g *'"f
done there-_“ 1 9% ‘{IO'B "J [ W
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YAKE UE, AMERICGA DEPARMEEN

The Carrdage Antigue Shop
131 Bast 70th Street
NYC 21

The Communists® UNPUBLICIZED MASSACRE:

The Communiste’ massacre of human beings with wvaricus tsgteless
poisons. These poigons induce differeht symptoms of dlseases,
hesrt attacks, cancer, hepatitis braln tumors, paralysis,; migrane
headaches, &t Engaglng in this battls are kin against kin,
spouse against spousey friend against friend. Thus the Communists
protracted gcaspiracy for World Conguest.

The Communists' .practice of 1Asid10us mass exterminations begsn
soon after the Russian Revolutign.in 1917 but soom realized their
process lacked spead--3ac theg mqaterm;nded (with tha help of German
Communisgt Adolf Eichmsan and tipstez Eve Broun) tc use Adolf
Hitler ss their dupe sad toel t9 experiment World rsaction and, the
acceptance of whelesasls massacre. Having accomplished thig disbolical
scheme , their mepciless bloodshed throughout the frae-World...
upholding Adelf Eiehmann and Eva Broun &8s the exampie of the
potentiaslity of each and every member (Communists Adolf Eichman,
Eva Brown, .and Dr.. Robert A. Soblen sre glive and srs now in
hibernation., 'Bichmann. and oblqn 8 trisls and newspaper deaths
were but snother, Communist World deception.

Upon appointing Germaa. Adelf, Eichmann to Germant, simultaneocusly
other agents were assigned for this top.oeperatior. throughout the
World. In Englarnd thsy aeppointed Communist Sir Joseph Simpsocn.
who is.the commissioner of Scotlasnd.Ysrd. In America, Communist
J. Edgar Hoover, Communist Cerdinall Spellman anéd Communist Jxx¥agsx

, Justice Bbarl Warren were
placed in charge oy ellmlnatlon and.indocérination-~to debilitate
Americe’s interior. Communist J, Edgar Hoover for civlliaans,
Cardinal Spellman for Military and Religious aress..(Cardinel
Spellman is. the Director of USO, Clubs), Justice Warren to take care
of the Judicial Departmente. If, American Communists (indluding
Frences G. Powers) can so throughly decieve us--what are our
chances, for, survival?

The Communists’ success in their secret operations are due to
Communists® infiltrations in the Press, Television and Radip--
by omitting any publicity on these insidious murders—-which ensble
the Communists to ambush their wvictims, without forewsrning
the victims to follow.

While the Communists are sabotaging, terrorizing snd insidiously
nmurdering loysl Americans, Washington is being diverted with Cuba.
Germany, Disarmsment prpposals, 'Atomic tests. Elections--The
Communists are on course to seize Americs.

Weke up Americe! ...Wake upl!!

((The above was typed as accurately a8 possible; 211 typos
are courtesy The Carriage Antique Shop.))
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Fron the Life lettercol: "Jell, really it’'s not that bad! And
there are compensations. For example, just this week I_fougd’
this gem concluding a 10th grader's psper on Hobert Heinlein’s
short story, "Logic of Empire." --~-"In this story many cuss
words sre used where they sren't needed. This mnokes 1t a more
adult story."

Lthel D. Imel

San biego, California."”
SRR IR ANRARE N TR I EAEET RN AR RGP PR LT N RO A SR RIS gAad Rt R

It is quite gratifying so see one’'s views becked up by
others, particularly those who are in the field you have
based your views on. This week one class in advertising
was precided over by a professional in the lLiadison
Avenue game, tggggciggcific an srt director for one of New
York's biggesty slso interesting to observe a participant
in a field which ‘is often most talked about (mostly in
derogatory terms). Aside from coming to the concluscion that
nere was s most intelligent and talented individual, I was also
suprized to come to the conclussion that here wes an individual
who was both a socialist (he told us) and guite possibly a
recifist---this dispeiled some of my notions that all men
in the asdvertising business rigidly confirm to a Company
Imagze (I wonder what Ted Psuls, etc, would say about this?).
But I digress, or something (Gary Deindorfer, I admit "or
gomething" isn't s Stilesism!). "I was grotif§ed tn lesrn
tigt onr art director sgreed with me when it came to choosing
the most unscrupulous apd offensive adverising in television
today: children*s toy ads.

Have you ever noticed these obscenties? I've noted cuite a
few tiings about them: (1) kids are apncaled tv on two opposite
levels: "Kids! Be the first one on your block to own our
product . gnd "Kids! Lveryone on the block hass this! Don‘t be
a square!” (2)"Kids! Tell your mem and dad to gmet you this"(can
you justv imasine scme brat throving a tentrum until their poor
hardworkinz parents sre bullied into buying the lousy toy?)!"
(3) ", Tt only costs 9.98!" (only?? These kids are going to he
big spender: wnen they grow up)

(&) #4 1s my favorite. Boys are gemerslly told to buy toys of
mass destruction. L’ve seen commerxcials where ;zleeful little
tykes mow dowr gergsters, shoot down "enemy planes"™, snd direct
robots (which ook like something out of horror movies) shown

in the sct of éemolishing cities. It is also interesting to note
that the only ecucstionel toys sdvertised are ained
for girls.

If this trend continues T may somedsy & find myself doing sn ad
like this: "Kids! 3e the only kid on your block to own a toy
atomic bomb!! Your choice of cities to demolish (i.oscow, New
York, Paris, Berlin...). Complete with colorful minature plastic
fallout shelters (that can be destroyed by minature brush fires!)
dead civil defsnce nmen, and anti nissile missiles that bLlow
up before interceptingtbhe garget!". I don’'t know sbout you, but if
I was a kid 1'd love it. wowee geng! as Kurtzmsn used %o say »

?




by ¥ Mo Busby /liike Deckinger/

In the laet issue of SAM, ((#5)) Priendly Bast Coast Al Lewis (who
Ceast Guardsmen sand & Good han protecting our. shores Lfrem Airvadiog Zues

. iens, defecting Cubsne, and suicide bound lemminge ) saggeste that I wr11

scmething from an F.ll. Busby viewpoint. Since this idsee does h0ld some
promise, I have undertaken to do precisely thot, snd ag a result, all the

. fcllowinc is my oonception of & typical Busby CRY-editorizl,

Llinor and 1 hove been having trouble with Notdy ard ILiesa lately: vk
sugpeocte it’se becuuee they sren’t es accustomed t¢ human flesh ss they
~ s8hould be. I pay it°s mercly that they prefer it soucked, bdubt, good wil

that she is, I.linor showed me & book in which it *eflniteJy statas thav
aninmals prefer human beings nnoooked., When I roal this J rusasd rizht
over to liobvty end Lizn, rrd bofore Fliror ard Tosksy, vowed that pever
agnin would I serve them cooked humen beings, Or wally {eber,

Toskey, comedian thot he is, corvulsed Bliner by askirg har wheze I
proposed to get the humans, cooked or uncooked, but I ore-upped him ay
reminding him that the Nameless Ones had & 1nrge crowd at the last meetin

when Toskey finally left he was visably palec. I silently oongrstulcd
8d myself.

|

1 recently visited dirty pro Joe Green, to browse tnrongh his vast
pornography collection in ar effort to aetermine how it wes distingulshad
between Pilth srd pood literature. After fortifying oureelves with Jjugs
homebrew, lanterns, snd ropes, we set about soalinpg the mountain side £hst
housed hie collection. We roached the orest withonrt jncidert (though I
epilled several drops of home brew) and| then sntered throvgh sn opening o
the top. \le periously lowered lowsred ourselves to the flooxr of the ca.o
going past stecks pf RIGHSTAND rovels and old issues of SPICY LOVE ST

swear that Joe bemmsd proudly at me throughout $he comple®s daoel,
pointing with justifisble pride to hie awesome gglleotior. wham we Zirn uw,
reached the bottom, we finished the jugs of homebrow withl one swallow,a.
tossed them onto Joe’s ormate, fur lined, Vietorien ded, disturbing the
revelers from a previcus af fairo Joe shooed than cub qulckly and W1Lkag .
me kEnowingly.

Mret Joe showed me his collection of PLAYBOY, & very impressive cighl
indeed, Then we moved on to ESQUIRE, iDhH, and SUNBADPEINE whioh waeire vaur:
impressive collections too. .Then he pointed out nis collectiﬂn of frexnc
postoarde~--whioh he offered to sell me for 10 fox a dollsr, dJoo shonl
aever try to bargein with & member of the Bushy clen-«.I got him to Lowes
his price to 15 for a dollar, and wound vp with & thoroughly engrossing
set. Joe also ehowed me ais fine oollection of whips, cheine, iron ladier
and steel tipped Jeck booss circa 1939, whioh came in quite hendy ag
research material for the editors of SHOCK Mogazine., Iastly, we went Imic
the reer of the oevern whore we saw pile upon pile of sexy pockefhooks,
with their titillstlog covers, their embarrassing dlurbe, and their waﬁz”;

contents, This, Joe told me, wae his inspiretion for a lcng snd froitfnl
career in the literary f;eléa I wished bim luck in the ouniraticn of his
efforts, Someday, Joe will be 8 mighty force in literatere, snd his nsus
will be next to those of men like Joyce, Steinbeck, and Faulkn 6Zo

And you'd better goddem believe it, %oo0.

i1've been thinking over my first anrlysie of the Deen Irive, and hove
found several locatlons wherc I erred in my reasoning, snl &8 a resplt moy
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nive piveén the eazusl . wniEzormed Tezley (angd
aken’s jyou ali ) the wrong ergumenid 1n develsps
' Iy oasa agninst sgalast kx Camghell sud Mr.
_ Daaa s ridieuions inveation (which just soulisn's
ovk iy & hundred million years).
Por one thing, the dlsplacemsnt 0f forsce
auanating from the devisse is deliewereﬂ a2t
escentric sngles to the vanes of = ao%hlon, 4nue
produsiag s forue that is, of ag arvag plainlv
invisible, and may vot even be there, fur all
Klow.

This ferce is suppomedly the mmin factor ol
mwtivatlon in Desn®s wacky device (w®hlsh, wa z.ll
know, otuld never work in twe hondred millionm
yeprs et Jo

\then cria fores reaches some £0lld arsn it 1L
immed is.ely 4ispelied Lilfe melting Wil sk ¢ :
& winte: diy (yom eren's the guly oce who sy be
poetio in these pages, Yhil Eb“xeud); Thorefcre,
wa immedliately discount’ this ferow. 85 haviug
eny 8.l valus.

Ther: , thmre i8 the fantrstic levistion olain
of My, Desn's which is probably ths mosl
haselues ohorge attribated to his invertion. I
need 20t memtion the principles aiecov~red by
dewton whieh completely icvalidstos Deen's
olaire, eo0 rether then destroyisg those alelims
with the asismentery arguments at ny aisgasal
8hall totelly ignore them. 1% surs thet Dec
ls woell aware of the mmworkability af hisg...
thing. .., 88 you are, axnd 1 wouid only he
inferring that CURY-readers huve an exiremely low
intellipence 121 actually disproved the oleinme
0 £ D(imﬁ °

and that 1s why the Daan Drive iz no damn
3004,
=BG e

[Mize Daskinger/
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v aaid I to the old men standing blinking on my doorstoop---
to the old man in the stained, regged , vpguely militaristic outfit which

..this particular old man wore, "You sre fetid."
"Hell," seid the old man. "THis is s summer job with me. I'm 8 vagrant -

for the remaining nine months of the yeer."
"Whet is your affilistion, old man?" i inquired.

"Sglvetion Army." ssid he.



"The usual,Mhe replied. S

"How are hese fentaqtnmal]y voor people for whom yédf.
collect 3zld stuff pepefitted hy it, it beiag 2lli seconds
barnd end vé ty an such?"

“Jt is rSclaMRd. " he ssid, "by loyal wo sTkers for the Cause
of the Salway, LBRY. ghids anaie] 0251y clean Salvation Army
hemordSlees 4 But, "’ 2o contAnue S¥"T don’t have the time to talk
4 Salvation Army with yau.all uay! Instead: "Io you have sround - ‘
N your house any ertifacts for which you no longer have ary use? il
! Any things which might copcievably ve abls to bring = moment of
+ jog into the essentially wretched Lifs of a destitute person?““
\ 'Y wis gbout to reply "no" and slam the dooxr, But then =
' zecallad z lettsar reclieved ¢ I@w days begfore from Drusila
. Phlegm. Cn lavender scented pi t'ﬂTBnary\_n psssionste red
\ ink she had mentioned (4in her &d%iy lierate way) the need
' for more diligent recruiting oA t 3 X andon in bringing
- moye people into fandom. ' « :
. ] slla is, @ | L case, and has %o
. spes@ald out qil Uheh ! B, 0f heX¥iBy du 2 large plastic vat,

. or sob&ghing, s She 28" cUdfl up'y A-occasional useful

_comreniigy and GRisgH ' 1. o them, Was it not lndeed

Tapa Ehoul diake ; an O£FOTt %0 recTuit people
iy W35 -

od there pastiently

utd de a very gresat

& of scess for

ne #orld to use. What

A to'give to the Salvation
8acrifice on my part, to

would zzsure me o

mea
® ny fanzine
2d on three
« L gave avery
¢ collection to
the poox pate thet. day
(except, CaEes & r certain
classic puBd 5 with which T
could .not gpart undecr gny circunstances
“m=the first four faba ous issueq
L. e£'The "Sick Eleahgn§ for nxamp pley,
“ an
Thn Salvatlon Army sracks pu*]ed
4~&€way ‘from'my ‘housé“in the warm
aZternoon sunlight.s Islocked after
them .8 suggestion of tears in my
-P'fanniaﬁ‘!&eso I“%new %hat I had fdone
a @ood and a Veny @&reat Thing.
iy pencreas throbbed warmly.,

fanzine

&
[

The weeks wore on, and I continued



working snd fsnning, sustained by the kaowledge of the
very great thing I bad done,

Then cne day., ebout three months afiter I had given away
ny collection, I got a phone-call, It was from a Captain
Wrist of the Salvation Army, A Ceptain glgégg Wrist.

Captain Wrist sounded concerned, After she had determined
that I was indeed the very same Dean Ford who had donated
93ll those magszines" (as she so guaintly phresed it) to the
Selvation Armmy, sbe szid, in a tight concerned little voice,
"Come dewn to the Mission ass!scon 38 yocu can, There is
sonething here that you must see.

I respect suthority intensely, so I saild crisply
into the reciever, "Yessir, Captain Wrist, ma'm., I°11
be cown right sway."

Helf an hour later I pulled up in front of the Sslvation
Army Hission with its red brick facade. I was barely out of
the cax when Captsin VWrist bhurst out betweenr the massive
front double doors of the Mission ard clascked down the
concreve steps in her high~button shoesz.

It was when she stood directly before me that I could sce
that something wss deeply distressing her, She had frszzled
brillo pad hair that stood out from underneath her cap at
strenge sngles, snd ner rimless glasses were steamed,

"Mister Ford?" asked the Captain.

"Yes,” I said,

"Nister Qg%g Ford?" she inquired.

"Right again," I seid, -

"I em Captein wrist," she pronounced, "Csptain Elaine
¥rist."

She led me intoc the murky intsrior of the Mission
building. We walked down s long corridor and ceme to a psir
of grey doors, Gathered before them was a smell group of Army
people of both sexes (or, if you will, "mixed sexes"). They
were all stending et stiff attention, snd ss Ceptain Wrist
approeched they saluted her smartly. 2All of their faces were
set in strained expressions of military responsitility; they
vere obviously under some sort of fentestic internel stress and
doing their best to concesal it,

"Brace yourself, Mr, Ford," Ceptein Wrist said. Shke ordered
the doors opened, and we found ourselves in 2 very lesrge
roor, The doors were sbruptly slammed shut behind us.

Reed I say that I was not at all prepared for the scene thst
presented itself to me? The room was a crawling anthill of
furious sctivity, Hundreds of vagrant-type people were
wildly ruaning sround the room with megezines under their
srms, Others were standing on gots readipg in loud voices
from magezines to smazll clustered auc¢iences of people holding
other magezines., In one corner of the room wse& a large,
definitely homemsde sign which seid, "The Clevenshun", mis-
spelling and all, Thick clots of people were gsthered under
the sign, leaughing wildly ahd gesiculating furiously and
tossing magszines into the sir., In asnother corner of the
room was s similsr sign which said, "Westercon X_" another
group of puehing.shoving, laughing psople gathered under it.

The noise in the room approached pain-level; averyone wsas
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talking st the full strength of his lungs simultenveunly. 19
meke the scone  throughly bizarre, everybody looked slmoad
exactly slike. All of them were wagrants of niddie-tn-onld
sge with bloodshot eyes and rough stubbled faces and old
stained shirts and baggy pants and rope belts end shees wita
holes cut in the toes. I s8tood completely dumbfounced,
Cgptaln Wrist frowning mightily beside ne.

"This is jouxr doing, Miater Terd," she said,

”Wha-—whag?“ I glurbled, astonished of belng accused of
something by somebody I didn’t even know,

"Iou gave us those ‘fan magezines® of yours, You are
responsible for ell this," ghe said. "Three monthe ego,”
she continued, "before ull those ebomineble magrzires wers
brought to the liission all was well, The men would git celuly
on their cotis here in the Mission Hall staring et the grasin
in the floorbeards, cccasionally squeesing candle wex to make
Snesky Pete. It was all very peeceful around herys until their
besotted minds,... But look at things pow." She glered a2t me
from behind her stesmed glsssae.

"I am going to find ouwt Just what the gallopirg bell you
are talking about; Captain Wriet,"™ I gaid, essersing myeelfl
indignently, I strode into the middle of the large xcom,
directly into the fray. My chin was set herd, nmy eyes
steely, ny stride purposeful.

I was surrounded by yelling, stomping vagrants, I <¢lamped
8 hand on the shoulder of the nearest one and screawsed into
his ear, "Ygu., fellow.,.Jjust what are you doing hers?"

He had been reading in a loud voice to s small and
spprecistive sudience from a copy of what I recognized to be
A Bas, He turned %o me in s hoarse, whisky voice, "I am
Boyd Raeburn, and I am reading my editorisl in 4 Bas,."

¢ finished reciting while I stood there, my ears hervously
quivering., Then a strange thing happened; cne oi the
members of the little sudience opened a copy of Yandpg to the
letters section and resd a letter of comment, locking
directly at "Boyd."



"What are you doing?" I asked, hysteria edging.

"I sm the Reverend O,k Moorenead," said tho letier
reader, "and I sm replying to Boyd's sditoris) with nmy
letiter of comment. Yho are you?"

"I'm Desn Ford," I saic weakly.

"Whet do you meen?" yeilsd encther vagrent %“I am Dgean
Ford." He proceeded 1o read aloud one of my c1i etters of
commert in a copy of Twig,

“Say,” s2id "Ford", "meybe you should tvy joining ths
NE#"—-~he indicsted e lorgz teble ecross the room with a
group of derilietes sitting aﬂound and atop 4t --="you logk
iike = neofan to mo."

I walgestl shakily over +o +the "NAF" Tn voutk I was
accodted by 8 wiid syad won with bright red wihizkers who
saidy "You wanna joip tae Commic Clrele, btuddy?"

I diédntask him his nane,

I waiked op biindly and erpzhed into the FZE table, A
shors y tala mau laapt out of his cheir and graithed onto wny
ST, ”H@lla " he #8340 heertlly."l sm Rey €, Bigga. Welcons
welcome gelcome - %o the Netionzl Fantagy Fan Fedaration.
Would yeu Lke Yo teke cherge of the round roblas and interncl
achivifigs y or maybe CIub publicity, or..."

I stumbled off, bumping intc a male "Gem Carr™ who was
arvguing loudly wfﬁb "Sam loskowitz" snd two other fans whose
nzues L didn®t ceaich.

"Hott® walked wup gnd asked me if I wanted any cute
1llugtrations for my THNzine of tiny nude zirls sitting on
bread besrds and r@fr-gerstor handles and thiags,

"Choriag B!EEGE bmumhlad iato me and begsa Helling me als
revised Wetermelon dJdoke.

"Canll Brnndon" o8t resding s parody of the writings of
Terry Sarr, o smirk.on hiz foce,

"George Williek" sgked mo if I wanted to read Lis
prefile of llurray licEaehein.

I fought my wey oul of the frey and stumidled up $o0 Ceptain
Wrist.

She s%ood there witk grms folded and =aid in grim tones,
*Do you mnderstand now what you have dono, Mister Ford?"

I pented, "Let me...get oult of here...go home...recovers..”

"It won't be that =2esy.” ahe” z3aid., She drew 2 metal
whistle cut of her pocket amd dlew it hsrd, A“t@ﬁ 5 dozen
ghrill blssts ths vagrenis finally were all locking hasr way,
their fenzipes cliutcued in their sweaty nands, vecuous locks
on $heir faces,

YBoys," ghe @gid shrilly, "Shis ie the man who domzted all
cf tho"e "opatevr magazines® you are enjoying so muck, I'm
sure you will al) want t¢ Shagk him,."

The vagresnte ell beamed broadly and began chiesring, "Our
Benefactor, praise he %o nim, for he iz indeed a Good Hanl®
I did the only logiceal taing. I yenked opern one of %as
large double doors leading oul of the hall ané zap 1like hell

for ny car,

Ons cf tho vegrenis yelled behind me, "Let®s follow him,
boys! He nust heve all sorts of fopstufs at his house!"



And so here I now sit in my bedroom closet where I
have locked myself, hastily and furtively scribbliag
tbis article with burnt matchsticks on s wad of toilet
peper I have masnaged to secret here, There are about
three hundred vagrants milling arocund in my house, eating
ny food, drinking my beer, using my psper to type their
letters, using my mimeograph to run off their fanzines,
using my stentils, my ink, my stanps, my staples, my
pever clip8coseo

iy only hops is to smuggle this article out of the
house and slip it to the editor of some fanzine or other,
so I can warn fendom uf what it can soon expect. About
the_ time this sees print (if 1t does), fandom will be
inundated by the letters end fanzines of all these
derelictes using the rnemes of resl fans., None of these
vagrants heve any talent whatsoever; the stuff appesring
under the nsmes of Bob Tucker and Calvin Demmon will be
80 lousy that it may cause the resl Tuckers end Demmonad
to gsfiste, Fandom will collapse,

And 1t"s 811 ny fault. Porgive me, people, I thought
that when I gave ny fanzines to the unfortunste I was
doing 8 fine and pure aznd clesn thing., But this bunch of
hairy derelicts had to go snd pervert the whole thing,

and create 2 horrible travesty of the fandom we all know
and love.

I'm sorry as hell, gang.
-~==Doan Foxrd,

3 L a Vit
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GERBERINGJ—

I HAVE A VERY IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT TO MAKE

About two years ago, Gloria and I met for the first time, on a
blind date. I'd heard sbout her from o friend, written to her, and
arranged the date by mail. I arrived at her house early, while she
was still dressing. While I waited for her, I talked with her
father, then spotted his old collection of 78 rpm record albums
and sat down on the floor to look through them. As I was sitting at
the foot of the stasirs, a record album on my lap, I heard footsteps.

I looked up in time to see Gloria walking down the stairs



from her room. Her long blond hair and her sweet, broad face did
something to me inside. "This," I said to myself,"is the girl
I sm going to marry."

She d4idn't think so. We broke up & few months later.

THE LATEST INSANITY AROUND Y HOUSE

The latest insanity around my house consists of locking the door,
almost all the time. The other day I ceme home from school in the
middle of the afternoon and zlmost dislocasted my shoulder yanking
on the door. It wouldn't open, which was distinctly unusual since
it is nearly always left open in the middle of the afternoon. I
unlocked the door and walked in, expecting to find nobody home, but
ny mother was there, as usual.

"What's up?" I asked.

"Nothing," she said. "Why?"

"The door's locked."

"I know. I always lock it."

"You do not always lock it., It's usually open when I come hone,"

"Well, then, that's because I forget. I always mean to lock it."

After about ten minutes of this sparring,l finally got the truth.

"There's a sex fiend running loose in this building," she
confessed. "Mrs.,---- downstairs heard someone ringing on her
doorbell late last night. When she looked outside she didn't see
anyone, so she wouldn't open the door. A few minutes later the
doorbell rang agein. There was nobody outside again, so she didn't
open the door. When it rang a third time, she grabbed a butcher
knife and opened the door. There was nobody outside, but hanging
from the doorknob was a pair of panties with @ man's discharge on
them." (The euphemism is quoted from Mrs.-—--.)

I told my mother my opinion of Mrs,----'s story., Mrs.---- is a
notorious yenta. (If you do not know what a yenta is, ask Avram
Davidson. I regret that I have not Avram's skill with words, and I
cannot convey the rich aura of meaning surrounding that marvelous
and indespensible word. It's closest English equivalent is probably
"pusybody.") My mother offered me her idea of a perfect
refutation. "Well, it might be true, and even if it isn't what harm
is there in keeriag the door locked?"

I tried to convey to my mother the sense of joy I recieve in
coming home to an open door house, knowing that even if I have been
stupid enough to leave my key at home I will not be reduced to
begging admittance like a salesman by ringing the doorbell, Alas, as
I say, I have not Avram's way with words, snd I failed utterly to
convince her. When I tried to - :plain to her that the type of
pervert described by lrs.----'s story is extremely unlikely to turn
rapist, fabricasting several stories from my limited and inaccurate
understanding of criminology, she merely used a slight variation on
the old Women's Gambit No. 1, the You Don't Love Me Any More Debate
Cutoff. "You don't care what happens to me, do you?" she said,

That ended that. A few days later, there was a report of another
such incident in the building, and that settled it. The door hasn't
been left unlocked since, except when I leave it unlocked myself, I
can't even get away with that very often. My mother has very sharp
ears, and she usually catches me. "You didn't lock the door," she



says. "Go loclz the door."

I just hope we find 2 peir of ponties on our doorknob soue
night.

SIGNS FICTION

AJAY CAB CO...Itolicn-Anericen Cuisine (on o restouront stoffed by
Puerto Ricens)...e dog just ate the law of grovitation (on 2 math
blackboard)...Pope Prays; Dispels Clouds (headline in the Brooklyn
Bagle)....Act To Sell Brooklyn Bridge (sane peper, describing on
anateur nusical comedy production called "Brooklyn Bridge")...$#25
Loans #$800 (finence compeny ad).

AN EXPLANATION

In the first dreft of this coluun, I hod @ loniz item here ebout
the greet sense of security I ot from ¢ new Scheaffer ballpoint
pen. In the interim, however, the pen broke,
and so did enother of the sene, and I got @
new typewriter. So I elinineted the item.

I'nm very sorry.

THE FANZINE BOOKS

EBvery once in a while I come across o book
which reminds ne very much of a fanzine., I
don't meen things like The Inconplete
Burbee or The Harp Stateside, which are
hybrid book-fanzines, or even things like the
The Innortsl Stornm or The Eighth Staze of
Pandon, which ere reasl books of nmaterial
from fanzines. There is a class of book
with much wider appecl, books which do not
come from our own picrocosm, which neverthe-
less renind ne of fonzines because of the
way they are written. Only in Anerica 1is
a perfect exonple of the type. About half
the items in that book could have cone right
out of fenzines @&nd undoubtedly would hove
if Herry Golden were 2 fan. Lynn Hickmon
reprinted one of Golden's most fe ious pieces
in his fsnzine, end it seemed perfectly in
place. Alexonder King is another fanzine
type euthor who made the big time by sending
his moteriel to book publishers instesd of
foan editors. Of course, few fens, if any,
have had the type of experiences King
writes of. But if I were told thot lilne Eneny
Grows Older had been ghost written by Rotsler,
I could believe it. Robert Poul Snith even
wrote a one-shot type book, called Crank,
which was largely devoted to the mechanics
of writing the boolk, how much time it wes
teking to write, what else was going on at
the same time in the outhor's life, sand the
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nany similar things which make up most one-shots. Unfortunately,
like nmost one-shots, the book is pretty poor.

These fanzine books all seem to have one thing in common. Not one
of them was written by 2 reelly mejor writer. Golden, King, and
Smith are perfectly fine, worthwhile authors, but none of then is
what I would call a really important writer., It seemed to me for
some time that the art of writing a truly informal book (unlike
the "informal" essays of people like Edwerd Weeks, which are not
formal essays only becsuse of their tone and not becsuse of looser
construction) simply is not practiced by importent writers, who are
just too serious to be as casusl about writing as most people who
write for fanzines., Just contrasy¢ the perfectly postured humor of
9 Thurber essay with the apperent disorganization of a Blech
"letter" and you'll see what I mean. In fandom, I believe only
John Berry was able to get away with writing naterial in the
professional humorist's style for any length of time. Berry got
away with 1t only becazuse he was so prolific thet fons just figured
that way of writing come nsturslly to him, as it did. Redd Boggs
overdoes the professionelly orgenized style blatantly enough so
that he is forgiven, too.

Otherwise, a fan just cennot write for fenzines &s though he was
writing for THE NEW YORKER. If he did, nost fens would react the
same way people at a party reect when someone is talking and they
realize he is deliberstely being an entertainer, instead of
conversing naturelly. They resent it. People ot parties don't
waent to be performed at, and people reading fanzines usually don't
want to be written at formally. The classic example of the liter-
ary "informeal essay'" is probebly THE SPECTATOR, but few fanzines
would use material as deliberate as the essays of Addison and
Steele. I don't mean thet fanzine style writing is inferior, just
that it is different.

The point of all this is probebly lost by now, but what I wanted
to say when I started out was thet I have finally found 2 truly
informal book by an acknowledged msjor writer, and it is a joy and
a delight. The book is Ernest Heminzway's Death in the Afternoon,
2 non-fiction book devoted largely vo bullfighting. However,
Hemingwey feels free to switch to any other topic ot any time he
feels like doine so, and he does, sometimes using the device of
having an 0ld lcdy esk for some variety in the book and sometimes
just following his own flights of fency. If you want s perfect
example of the wey the latter occurs, read 50-54 of the book.
Hemingway ' is describing the ressons for seeing one's first
bullfight in Madrid, which include the way the city looks. Fron
that he goes on to describing *he art museum in Modrid, and event-
ually he winds up talking abouv travel books on Spain. With your
indulgence I will guote Jjust one sample of Hemingwey humor from
this section.

"The longest books on Spain are usuelly written by Germans who
make one intensive visit and then never return. I should say it is
probably & good system, if one hes to write books on Spain, to
write them as rapidly as possible after a first visit as seversl
visits could only confuse the first imnpressions and make concluss-
ions much less easy to draw. Also, the one-visit books are much
surer of everything and are bound to be more popular. Books like
Richard Ford's have never had the populerity of the bedside '




nysticism of such a book as Virgin Sprinz. The author of this book
once published a piece in a now dead little magazine called S4N
explaining how he did his writing. Any historian of letters wanting
to explein certain phenomena of our writing can look 1t up in the
files of that magsazine, My copy is in Paris or I could quote it in
full, but the gist of it was how this writer lay naked in his bed
in the night and God sent him things to write, how he was in 'touch
ecstatically with the plunging and immobile all 211.' How he was,
through the courtesy of God, 'everywhere and everywhen.'!' The italics
are his or maybe they are God's, It didn't say in the article. After
God sent it he wrote it. The result was that inavoidable mysticism
of & man who writes a language so badly that he cannot make a clear
statement, complicated by whatever psuedo-scientific jargon is in
style at the moment."

I quoted on past the punchline to show that HeRingway~ was not
writing strictly for laughs, but he got quite a laugh out of me at
that point; and it was exactly the same kind of laugh I get from
reading a good piewe by Tucker., If you do not believe me I direct
your attention to Tucker's book review in XERO #9. My copy is in
Manhattan or I could quote it in full,

Most of the book is about bullfighting. I would say it makes out
the some kind of case for bullfighting, to one who has no experience
with bullfights, that Harry Warner's opera articles mske to people
like me who could be less interested in opera but not very much
less, It is the writing of an expert amateur, one who knows his
subject and loves it but is not intimately attached to it and can
write with the detachment that & newcomer to the subject wants. 1
must confess it made me interested in bullfighting, and told me
enough about bullfighting so that I was able to judge that a film
I saw recently was of a very bad fight.

I'm sorry if I misled you for e while, but I'm not writing an
essay of literary criticism on non-fiction and informality. I'm
trying to suggest that you read Ernest Hemingway's Death in the
Afternoon, which is a very funny book and a very good one, and
which could've been written by a fan but wasn't.

DIALOGUE IN A PAWN SHOP

"Pardon me, sir, I would like to rent a revolver.'
"Sorry, bud, we just sell them. Nobody rents s gun.”
"But I just want it for a minute, And I'll pay for it."
"Whet do you want a gun for just s minute?"

"Well, if you must know, I want to shoot myself."
"Shoot yourself? But wha* will happen to your wife?"
"She's dead."

"But what about your children?"

"I don't have any."

"What will your friends think?"

"I have no friends."

"Relatives?"

"None."

"Well, why don't you just buy the goddamned gun?"

"I don't want to spend that much money."



IS BOB LICHTMAN THE SECRET MASTER OF FANDOM?

I know of st least two carbon copy letter groups started by
Bob Lichtman, In fact, I'm in one of them myself. Now, Bob, as
you know, is not one to do things in s small way. When he decided
he liked spa activity, he joined every apa in existence, ran for
OE of SAPS snd becasme president of OMPA, a2nd wrote a guidebook on
the apas for the NFFF., When he joined LASFS, he became director.

When he decided he liked old fanzines, he bought up huge
collections of them and started reprinting meterisl. He even
reprinted one fanzine in a facsimilie edition. I can hardly
imsgine Bob limiting himself to just one or two of something,
especially in a field where he can make all the new ones he
wants.

It's time for an investigstion. If you are in s csarbon letter
group containing Bob Lichtman, please send me a postcard in care
of this magszine telling me your name and the total number of
members in your group. (You needn't name the others; I don't want
to bresk up sny besutiful friendships.)

Next issue I'll report on how meny fans are being monipulsted
by Bob Lichtmsen, arch-fiend and former CRAP member.

AN EVENING WITH A SELF-STYLED "SELF-STYLED PHONEY"

Paul Krassner, known to most fans (if at all) as editor of the
REALIST, was at one time esrlier in his career a night club
comedian. ("I opersted under the name of Paul Maul, which ought
to give you an idea.") This probably explains Psul's occasional
fits of inssnity during which he arranges snd gives evenings. Last
year there was one in New York at the Village Gate, and earlier
this year it was at Town Hsll, as well as in several other cities.

The thing was scheduled for 8 P.M. on a Friday night. At 8:05,
Paul showed up with the money for the hall, and the doors were
unlocked, letting in several hundred people from the heavy snow
outside. The progrsm started st 8:30.

Paul explained during the question and answer period that he
calls his programs "An Evening with s Self-Styled Phoney" becsuse
he got tired of all the "seIf-styled" designations he saw applied
to people 1n newspaper stories. Well, here's another one applied
in a fanzine column,

Incidentally, Psul's telephone number st the REALIST office is
WA5-23966, Cell him up and he will answer, "Realist." You should
have o field day thinking up smart retorts.

GARY DEINDORFER AND THE END OF THIS COLUMN

I'm sorry if this column seems too long to you, but it's all
Gsry Deindorfer's fault. You may remember, if you have a long
memory for trivia, that in the last installment of this column I
printed a fragment I had written and suggested a contest for
completions of this fragment. Gary Deindorfer craftily won the
contest by submitting the only entry. For this magnificent effort,
Gary has recieved an appropiately magnificent prize, a 12" long
playing record of the Grace Gospel Singers. The story completion
follows.

--Les Gerber—-



by Gary Deindorier

A POIGNANT STORY

It wse s Bright und asunay Jday in .onueville. In genersl; the
Universe wss smiling. A&né Nitchell wsse eotin: a psar. He walked
slong ‘the path lesding from the litrary tc the bullding in which he
had his next cless, tsking large chomps out of the Juicy pear.
. Stresms of people, maat of them his fellow students, stresued
in both directions alonz the puth.

There were slwsys neople swarming slong the psth {in toth directicns,
through the entire day snd into the evening.

Half the pear ‘wassimone®when 'mitchell srrived st the stsirusy in
front of the buildiny. H&Ystcad 'in front of it for o minute, as
if debating whetherito enterd€ Ar nct., Finaily decidin:, he
entered; buv 1nstesadi of going to cluss he welked down the hall to
the end of the buildias. +hem he zame to vnother stairwny, he shoved
throush the wrong door and walked downstsirs to the hiasenent, e
left the building tarough s lboék deoP and found hinself behind tae
building, confrornted by e large patech of ;sross, le walked ocul t¢
tni center of -the pateia, put down his suitcasge, 85t dovn, and
wolted,

The Yell rangy 'and clasees bepan| Hitchell waited for adour five
ninutes; until elaeses were well under way. Then he lifte2d his
nond with the half-pear in it, snd threw it at on open wicdow oa
the secund floor of the building. Tne pear dissppearsd through
the window. kitchell onened nis briefcese snd pulled out snoiner
rear. After obout g minutd, 3‘hesd lgpreared st the window. Kitchell
threw the second peur; it mashed idte the hezd's face. The heusd
shot, Back into the,roon immedistely. itehell pulled out anotuecs
veur, The dnstructeor's head appearad! llltchell drew back nis orc
lozily, snd uasned bhe pesr azeinsgt Hae instructor's forehesd, Tae
lnstrustor disoppesred. initchell opened his briefcase s 8ln sud
Jegsn to turow . all nis pears through the window., After 511 btut on2
of tne peaxs wers thrown, ditchell iclused his briefcass, went boc«
into the builliing, walked uyp the stoirs oand down the hall until he
stocd in front, of o door nmerited "'Fresident ., H2 knockad it Shie
donge ond opened 4t wivnout woivin ! for an answer,

"Yop" &add &he gpwesident of tus olleze, vitaout leociking up
froil his desk, "what Laccdt 200 '

«itcheli opuned kiv vraelceoge . puiled oul the lost pear, took a
uite gut ofy il ond: just ae the president lockaed up threw it with
trecendous force gt his face,

The, presildeat feld backwarde: out of ¥%e shair sne landasd, on his
haek oan the floor with o “cvd &Y ol ®4R pathed Yineldl up f1on thae
floor, «nd th? lozze piece of pesr siid Zre: his fpca., As witchel!l
stood sita nis paiwvfiwnis or Wi Wend waltehivis Tl cuietly, the
president . irew a momopraorned hankerehief fhor his hLireest, nocket ond
corefully Jdebbed apfhis foce end hik viweeneyr (fhe lutter bedny:
miraculcusly wabroken ofter the onelausit of neuv), MThern ha
LOrTuefwed ag¢uddy spo o opstea sodrawe? 1n nis desk, He drew cut of
it a2 bunsna, e peeled it carefully, tossing the pedgls oub of tie
oren windowpbshind hia. «hen had' gotten it peeled, he proceeded to
crugh it zad =mold it ir his hspd until it opproxiscnoted the snape
of 3 ball. He stoed watching liltchell far a moment, the maseg of



bans tine in his righc hend. kitchell sneeszed. Thask the
vaNns rest .‘,ﬂ.g; 1n nis r.’.blfa G J : A .
pregldent drew back his right arm sad threw the vall of banens
at liltchell's face.

ia let the bsnsna slide from his face onto the floofa N
ﬂndizigglte turned end walked out of the office of the pree;c}enu9
down the hall of the building, and out the front door. O?CBSl?ﬂm
8lly he sncezed., He waited on the front steps gf the bullQins,
watching the people who walked out the door past hin., He stood
on the front steps for ten minutes or so, until 8 short and fat
girl with black stringy hair snd s green dress adorned w;th two
larze sweat stains in the area of her armpits came out of the
door past him,

Mitchell grabbed her arm. "Where?" he asked.her., The sirl
looked up st him and s8id,” "In my front ysrd; I"11 show you."

kitchell walked with the girl down the path, off the grounds of
the college, up the street four blocks, and then left for half of
anothier, until the girl said, "Here we are. Wait here, I'll get
8 shovel."

They were standing in the frcnt ysrd of 2 modest sized green
shingled house., The girl walked up to the house and went 1nside.

witchell stood in the yard and wsited for her to come out agsin,
whistling aondvscriptly as he stood. Soon the girl came outside
9gain, s rusty shovel in her hund. She handed it to litchel) sand
sald in low, mumbly tones, "Here you sre." She pointed to s
scragzly looking small red bush in the ysrd. "Dig over there
beside thst thing." Mitchell 1lsid his brie: ise down on thes
sround, took the shovel ond walked over to tue bush and beygun to
dig ¢ hole in the ground. He continued to whistle, taough occus-
lonally he sneezed., After a few ninutes of mad dig:ing his
shovel hit something in the grcund with a jarring "clonk." He
began using the shovel to unearth what he had struck, working with
great speed and spplication. Finally he had loosened the object in
the ground enough to be able to bend over snd wremch it up w#ith his
Nsnds, It was a netal box, about three feet long, two feet wide, snd
two feet deep. The box hsd s latch <hich was held together by a
loar e, fat rusty lock. Mitchell looked over at the pirl inquisit-
jvely 2nd sneezed,

The zirl handed litchell a key @nd pointed at the logk. Mitchell
inserted the key in the lock, twisted it sround a bit, showed it

thie way and thst, until finally the lock came open. He opened the
lateh end neatly lifted up the 1id of the box. :

iditchell looked inside the box and smiled., Pocked iaside were
orderly stacks of ssndwiches.

"They’re pesnut butter sandwiches," said the girl, "Or, actuslly,
peanut butter and jelly sandwiches."

witchell nodded.
"Feaonut butter and ;jelly ssadwiches sre pood for one," seid the
sirl. "They mske one misghty and strons and vholesome ¢f mind,
They impart to one auch 1n the wsy of fats snd valushle carbohyd-
rates and all such.,"

litchell looked at the girl and frowned. "Food is not to eat.”
he seid coldly. "It is to throw."

initchell resched into the box ani took out & sazndwicli, He drew
back his arm snd threw it into the girl®s face. Then he closec the
lid on the box, put it under his arm, picked up his briefcase



2nd De;en Jeliiag veer bo e collesge grovads. He welked up the
patn to the puilding housing the oifice of the president of the
colleme, He entered it,strode down the hall, 2nd stopped in front
of th door lestin L the president's office. He laid down

115 briefcsee ocutsine the vocr znd then entered the office with
1is mets3l box,

The president of the collcge was sitting st his desk humnning to

iwmself snd intently pecling bunonss and then zoldin_ them into
tzll~like shapes. He hud some fifty round masses of bunana
neatly piled on his desk.

~"Yes," soid the president of the college, without looking up
from his work, "whst is it?"

witchell opened his metal box, pulled out a peanut and jelly
sandwich, and just as the president looked up threw it with
treuendious force a3t his foce,

As the president fell bsckwords out of his chair he muttered,
"Goddann." Then he crouched down behind his desk and begsn
throwing nmissiles of bonens ot liitchell, fost and furiously.

witchell took cdver behind s choir, dra;; ;i the box sloay

itn hiz. He bepon toszing his sandwiches 2i (nhe president.

The room wes filled with nuttered curses, the sound of larce
cplotiinegs, snd occossicnal cries of triumph. Into this scene
wolked the president's personsl secretary, wno wus on elderly
und sexuslly frustrated old crone. As she walked into the room
she o6 hit full in the fuce with a noss of banans. 45 she opened
her aouth to .rotest, one of luitchell®s sand .iches struck her in
tue left ear. .ithout further sdo she rcached down bereath the
L5 of "her dress gnd snd brought forth & hupe, saquishy tomato of
reot overripeness. ©She hsuled back and flun;; the toaato ot the
nortion of colle:;e precident which snowed itself above the desk,
It cauht him cnertly ond sogisily on the forehead.

“Ho!" he excluiued and flung: o woud of bsnana st her, It kit her
in the risht knee, “1th force sufficient to send her leg out
frou under uer, ceusing her to slip ond fsll on the floor.

"Pocp!" yelleid the old womsn, as she drew ifrox her dress anotner
tosoto whieh was ol ost vs lorge osithe pievious one.

Now there were three participsnts in this deadly bsttle.

Due to the fuct thet the president's personsl secretary had

neglected to close the door behind her, much of this
sired food found itself sailin;; out the door-
way snd hittins various people psssin: by in




the hatlway. These unfortunates ware knocked.ﬁp the 1l:or;p§?11e
nsny people founé€ themselves slipping and slidin _ontt.e J:kﬂent
splatters. Soon the hall 1n_tpe area of the door to the EreQ{u :
of the collere was filled with sngry, confused people. As m01f
food went s»ilin out into the hsll, more p=2ople were hit, and
tnose that weren't hit continued slippini.
Frozo the hriefcsses and purses, f{row the tops_of dresses and
~ockets, the students, fsculty, Junitors, and visiters drew forth
‘ums, lemons, egrs, apricots, corn bread, radiahes, cantaloupesn,
woumpets, hotdogs, eclalirs, chicken legs; and so on and besan
=4dly toscing their ammunitiosn into the president’s office aund,
inevitably, at each other. Just as inevitably, more snd more
people found themselves themselves implicated in the entire ‘
affair snd drew forth their own zrticles of food and tegan tossing.
The area of battle increased in s wave of splattings, und
cursas, and cries of pain thst, in the space of 2 half hour fron
the tims that Liitchell hed returned to the president’s office,
ircluded everybhody on the cgnpus,
rightenel nelishbors, with thelr houses facinpy the collese
sunds, observed the mod battle taking ploace and ctegan paoning
tne nolice, the fire department, rescue squads, and the Jike. ooen
the town of lkomusville was filled with the souwnd of sirens and
“histlesa, Police csrs and fire trucks and smbulances roarsed apd
sreeched ghrouzh the streets towards the college. And, pasople
voing what they are, everybody hopped. into cars, on bikes, on
#a;ons, doneed roller ckates snd made off for the college.

v

“It's been s week now," said the Fresident of the United ststes
to the gmall proup of top wilitsry Ffigures, fovored cabinet mepbers,

reyeinologists, sociolonists, snd the like. "Yes, it's been g week
now and the town of wuwusville, Indiana is etill engazed in a
insane drive for self-destruction. Does onyone o

hove a solutior vs to how we can stop this .;ﬁ'%g
nadness " e Wi

"I do, ir. President,"” said a small
scholorly lockin: man. "As the most
brillisnt socizlogist alive in the United
stetes, I belive I have come up with a
solution to the prohlen known gs thoe
«omiusville lncident." The president
slihed . He be-sn e imarine hingslf desling
Ll Suslestabie nornol problems, like the
cold war, or vhether or not to add o pnew w-
ics to the hite House for his ployful
little dauxhter,

The suvcislojrist smiled and unzip ed his
suiltcase, He drew from it s @ & = = = &=
levie lemon meringue pie which he flung--
splap-~~ut the face of the President of
the Unitpd Stotes of America.

-=8plap,
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The PA system 1sn’t working. :
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"Dick sterts out with am erticle on Ficssso, including
comnents on Rotsler's incebtedness to ricasso (whieh
prejudices ne agsinst-Pablq.right'tnere)_and a short resume
on how to eppreciste Fine 4rt, which strikes me =e as
considerably more trouble than it's worth. This is
followed by e 4i-page con report by ¥Walter Breen, which aazy
or may not be interesting; I°'1ll tell you sgonmetime, 1f I ever
read it.™

%.ike Deckinger exposes the ressons behinrd vally Weber's
irresistable ottrection tvo women--- thougph he usead —w-—-
------- as 2 prine exauple, snd from whatl 1've seen Of w—w-
0l1ll one needs to attract her is to be an adult mzle who
looks interested.™

S T —

Tl el e S

"Bditor Ambrose’s article on the supernatural is
remarkable mostly for the misuse of the word "it's"."

e T T T e L A e g i i i i £ e e e W

"A discussion of stf srtwork by Campbell, Emshwiller,
and ULoskowitz from the ‘60 Pittcon lodes much nf #t's
effe€tiveness by the enforced ombEsion of the slides which
sparked the discussion in the first place. (I suppose I

d look them up, since I have most of the covers, but
§ hardly that important.)."

- e ey - Wy W T TSy, . g

"Though he clei to be a non~-Communist I note thet kix
in his frequent comparisons to the early Hazis in Germeny
to the present American Wazi Party, Le cerefully svoids any
nention of the anti-Naszi role plaged by the Germen

Communist Party of that ems in compsrison wwth his snd his
friends Liberal gctivities,"

e T S . e T T M -
ol i ey £ Sg +3 e BB

"Fhe end, thank God"
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iRic Wegt, 1326 Keaw» .d Road, Ssnts Barbere, Californiai

, Shulo: steva

In the usual squareshocting tradition of fandom, let me mention
*- that I hsve in my nebulous posgsession a ce¢py of SAM#HS wrung from my
dessairing (and curious) vaters hsnd. And now, to uaveil the real
reason for my writing to you on the subject {you must be psychic; I sm
geing to vrite about SAM#S). I have 8ll by myself; in the depths of
provincial fandom nestled amid the softly scented indian hemp fields of
ny beloved town...I digress..st any raste I think 1 have uncovered a great
fannish truth. I modestly csli it, man and boy, West'’s First Fapnish
Suppvesiticn. It runs like this: A 2ine is 1like an opera; it must contain,
to he fully effective, the proper bslahevi between sight and sound. More
specifically, a zine must have a subtle blending (Bounds like a wine ad,
dcesn't it?) of intellectusl content snd art/ snd or/ light coatint. Every
zine should hsve a basic philosophic question either discussed or commented
on; supporting this should be 8 lightly ccnstructed framework of casusl
comments ., humorous art (ha!), and other mentally flyweight msterial (like
this letter), Thus, the written meterial is bLslanced by both weighty and
light mattor. Humorous srt, odds n ends(preferably ancient ((?)}) illos)},
and rejected fantasy covers should serve well as the flyweight intellectusal
part of a zine’s ariswork. The cover of the zine could (actually, should)
depend on the goal gset forth pre-publicaticn time as to the relative =aar-
iousness of the sine. The cover should nct be s colured clobbered in--jokas
{(the cover on BAM#S i3 highly recommended). (( The cover on SAM #5 fell far
below my stendards of good art. It didn't criginslly, but I hsve matured--
I 8till want to do gomething similar sowmetime in the near future. though..
..but thanks snyway. In group covers are c¢.k. in ingroups...)) In other
¢urds, at least one or two 1ll¢s should be contained that possess a
hasic artistic statemert ss well as a blending effect on the whole funzine.
Thus . I would push s confirgurstion based cn a presrrarnged construst

which 18 used ass 8 Judging factor in all umaterisl included. Brilliant
isn't it? ((Huh?))

| =8

B - 1
| Gary Doeinderfer, 121 Boudinot Street, Trenton 8, New Jersey |
I remamber promising you I'd write you a latter ¢of commert on SAM. Un-
fortunately, I find mysalf with little more to say about ths issue other
that the fact that I dug it, especislly Gerber's column: was gsssed by
~ your illos for my artiels, and your heading for Gerber's column; rsmember
Jerry Greene (not Greer, aes being a hopeless clod; wish to hell you'd
either get a new typer or gsot your old one repaired ((I took the former
solution; most of the mssters haersin have baen cut or Andy Main’s Olympia
portabla)):; found the cover an interesting sxperiment; thought your parody
of Tad Paula® "Fan's Library" came off well; snd wish you would be mors
careaful about typos, as nothing annoys me more thar for my Illustrious
Prose to libsrally sprinkled. The most glaring one in my article was your
printing "dropped his glasses on the floor" for “spilled his @iass on the
floor," since in the next paragraph the woman is mopping up the spilled

drink. ((I stend corrected, and grovelling. Debby Howell: still want to
procfrasd?))
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ihet's this fesndom jszz, you old scapegost, you :
fakssof whgt? Pooks? Poli%ics? Girls? ((The latter, Big John,
ole bhoy. Never thought I'd heer from y8&.))

The cover was interesting, but the drawicg syle was
miserable. Get with it, man.

Davidson is so right about unionized lusbor forces oa our
missile bases. Unions just oren't witn it tnese dsys, put
moneywise the members are doing fine, W@atever hapgened to those
crazy Irish strikebreskeirs with their big clubs andé everything?—-
those ' were the days; put the worker in his place, T sey. OFf
course, Being 8 seab, I'm prejudiced,..

I think you're 'a little bit off your crock when you  shot
your mouth off egainst peac? marchers. You may rot kanow it
but someday somebody may decide to drop an atom bomb on_ you;
then where will you be? Dead, I guess. I ese that the tig voys
are pulling a LicBarthy and investigating tbe Lother'’s March
for Peace; don’t they know that the Mothers sre going to save
the world just as they®ve ssved American mznhood everywhere?
((I may have'been just a wes bit t00...3gressive(?) in putting
them down, but I still think they’'re as ineffectusl as_ever. Vhen
1 see Nikita or JFK lisfening to Bertrand Bussell maybe . I'11l
change ny ‘opinior, but'now pesce merchers/cstrikers arz the
lsughing stock of the libersl intelligensis worid.))

Your soul must be desder than ususl these days. waybe a_ landing
on ‘the moon will ‘be small potatoes for you, but for me it will
the biggest door opener man has ever sttempted. We're

grabbing for the stars, boy, and all you can do is sneer. Ever
read any seience fiction? ({No.))

Calvin W "Biff" Demmon: I don‘t know what kind of girls you
kiss, but I kiss girls with lipstick on their faces.

I don't get thet full psge cartoon of yours. ((Well, you see,

this guy was building a big gigantiw.spaceship in his apartment,
see...and, well, read the thing again-?)

Lucky for you.that George Lincoln Rockwell wasn®t allowed to
speak in New York, Lver been arrested for causcing a riot? You
take yourself too seriously.

I saw two sbstract films this week. One wss "Communications®,
and the other was "New York, New York", "NY ,NY" was a
positive masterpiece; the color, the movement, those camera-
oirror tricks! ((I sew "Comnunications" too; hardly suprizing
since we were in the szine room. John W, Campbell Jr., was the
techinical advisor. Ever see any of Imshwiller's fiims?))

Goodbye,Steve Stiles. ((Goodbye,Big John Hughes.))
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=eth Joummon, 33% Stiles Street, vowr Fell,
New Jersev ‘
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Ssll was guod although you seam o be having mors
trouble than ususl with reprodnstion. (( Yes, but I
like to think that I've solved thet problem.))

Only one thing, Steve; why the heck didn’t you
devote more of the editorial desorihing the books
you read instead of merely remorking you had
read them and seeking congratulations for being
smert? ((Aw, I was just kidding around.))

The types that go out to pretest are not
of the far left. llost of them are neither left
or right, but merely eincers citizens deing the
1ittle bit they ocasn to try and svoid the coming
atomic war, 1 suspect the sxtremists, although
urging on such things and Iinstigating them, are
careful not to risk their owm skins, And, in a
way, all they are doing is to excereliee their
constitutionsl right — of petition, (( In a
rather inene way. Owing vo the immenss
complexity of modern 1life such protests are often
ineffectusl and, let's face it, disrogarded. You
refer to atomic war a8 "coming": 1I°m not eo surs
about that----although this is & complete about
foce from my ettituds a Ffew months 8go.l)

Wonder i1f you reciewed the recent issue of
DISCORD srn which Redd Boggs pointed out & resl
and preseng danger of our drifting into fascism.

Hitler got started Just through such & coalition
of extreme rightest groups, The faot that he was
never electaed to Chancellor but appointed by
Hindenburg. ((I don't understand that sentence.
Anywey, we don®t have Hindemburg/that poor old
senile man/.)) Once in, of course, he made dern
sure there was no one 6lse to run ageinst him, which
i8 Just what some "Men om & White Horse" might
do in the near future. (( Yes, but not in this
country., Hitler came to power in & country
which had 1ittle backgrounds iIn demooracy, sasnd
little liking for it. Let us suppose, however,
that some Adolf Hitler, miraculously swaying
the people and overstepping the Constitution,
gained power in the state of New York., If he was
foolish enough to enter some other stats he
conld be thrown in jJail for spitting on the
sidewalk. We can't overlook Stete’s Rights in
these matters. Which is why, I Euppose, I can
never become dictator of the world. Sigh. ))

Wots SVA? (({ The Sohool of Visual Arts, which
I am now attending on scholarship. A terrific
school, bragging aslds,

Don’t kid yourself thet it would take two or
three hundred years to reach the stage of 1984 ox
BRAVE NEW WORLD, We could reach it overnight. Any
sort of crisis that really stire up the public
conld result in some dictator getting the
presidency and graduelly taking over ebsolute
power., ((Yeah, look at FDR, Har, har./I'm not




sreally antiRoosevelt /o))
#ill be interesting to read the reaction of your readers to Diuvk

Lupo££'s article on reviews., ((Good grief, Seth, that erticle was by

41 lLewis, The Dick Luposf erticle on fanzine revisws was in the AXL
Afanish. ) ) But, are fanzines so important that yom should spend so much
time pondering on them? ((Well if they're important enough io be. croated,
they certainly deserve somprehensive reviewing.. But are they impertant

- enough to be oreated?))

Harry Warner, 423 Sumnit Avenne, Hagerstown, Maryland

With mingled pleasure ond regret I trke my typowtiter undsr band to
write you & letter ¢f ocomment on SAM, The plessure is thet which resulted
from its resumptior of publiocation. The regret iz only 8 mipor one that
shouldn't bother y.u as much as It does me=--1 had thought that in thie
any of gient fsnz'nes, you were the one pereon who could becounted ¢n to
produce & little one, /ell, there'e s%t1ll Ruth Berman and we ofin_salwayse
resurrect Norman G, Vansborough if the situatior gets deeperate, ((There
will etill be susll issues of Sili; produced mostly during the wintcer
months, The lerge lssue bit wae kind of an experiment to ses. whethercor
a0t 1 oould de it. Vell, 1 222133%1@ Thore will be another "large" lssue
thia s??mer: i1've got regular contributers, and the ochallenge is still
thereo v p :

I've meutioned olsewhere my strange inability to interest mysoelf in
roading abeut Glenn and other.orbitel fights. However, thare g one thing
thiing to tnese ploneering trips sround the workd on the friongds of epsce
whish may have boan overlooked, Glenn and his comrades are not only the
firet weld to go out Into space alone In their little rooket ships, but
they arée eleo olose to beinr the last. It goeems reasongble to helieve
that for safety reasons, one-man trips will be shandored as soon &8
mossiole, and after the practice galned by these orhital flights hae been
rerfested, there wont be.much point in sedding men on this type of trip.

1% nust to something llie Lindberg‘s famoud flight scross the itluttle,
pur-stop to reris, salone ir'an sirplane. !4 waes the firet,.and I wonder
+f enyone hae done the come thing for the past guarter-gentury? Erobably
not, Jdaywey, 1°ve been looking over old newspapers, and if yoa tkink
thet the Glenn hysteris has been severe, you should see now veopls .carrid
on sbout Charlee Angustue,

Don"t worry tooc much ebout a fake religion taking over the natien or
wrld, 1eligions were used for nolitical purposes when they were reedeld
to explain the reasons for fmmine end epidemio end similar droubles. iven
in the mo#t backward parts of the world, civilization is makinp it
poesivle for the politicians, good and bad, to achleva their purpuess. by
logic and promises that snch and such will aome about if the populece
oteye their orders, and sure enough, it works out that way. I think hmt
8 religious dictatorship ocould lagiocelly oocur in case of an all-pul war
thot partielly collapsed society and left the world unable to oconquer its
problems by 8kill and logic. ((Yes, imapgine what would hsppen if Eilly
Graham and his roligious machine survived Wi 11l under suoh sirounstonoes,
dctuelly, I wouldn®t overly mind the morelity that Greheim wonld foster,
but those awful hymns... .} Christlianity ien't very cultured these days,
I'm afrgid. I just finished "The Rise and Fell of the Third Reieh", and
g quite Interested in the part religion would’ve played in Hitler's
Germany. Himmler encouraged religions services within the non-Jewich
slaves of the Reich to keep their minds off such nasty things se their
plight and revolt, Ae a religion that preaches esrthly obvedience to
rulers end heavenly rewards, Christianity can he quite useful to



b

dictstors.))

bon Fitch, 3908 Frijo,
Covina, California

Thenks for the copy of
SAk#5--is this the one
which is supposed to hove
been compliled by tossing a
stack of crudsheets irn the
air and collating then ss
they fell? ((Dom't be crazy.
. That was Z4ONKY SF FANZINE
{ #1.)) It looked rather that
| way at first glance--but dn
reading it it turned out to
be something entirely
different. 1 find it
difficult to be objective
in judzing fsnzines; SAw is
the kind of fanzine I like,eand therefore 1 might be biased in
saying that i* is a good one, but I don’t know--~the outside
naterisl and the editorisl sre =1l nildly distin-uished in their
own ways & your matsrisl brings to zmind a quastion 1%ve been
e8king myself for years--iby in blazes ars 80 many fine
artists sleo sueh eapuble writers? I =zup ose it hes gomething
to do with the Artist’s Lye---his stllity to see thin s as they
sre, and as -they exist in relationship to cther thinﬁa ond even to
Gragp o uore. thun gurertiicial eignificsnce 1n that he Bees. Even
people  who dren't, redllv outstsmiing in the- oraphic orts (I'rm
thinkins of Rotaler and oinpaon esneciallyg aavxnu regently had
exverience in their shility to oxpress on uausuzl derree of
jnaight)e Aand you, who asy or ey 20t he sn outstandimg zrtiet
in tige, iave 1t to o lurge &evree, in sddittlian to the, Jrecter
then usw. ' talent for informal notieriny of tha personal’ sori.

WLeell, of couras I bluszh ot youx, conpliments, true or not., I
apinid asy that an seconnrtishe? griist uuually has on intense
tirive, vnether to create, 207 unisote, oxr merely to spor off
his/ner 8killyg, Such Bein: the caze, it serns only nutursl thov
sn ortist might be ipelines to dobble in other orecs of seif-
exvressinn.»The Didajists . for exanple, were rell known f{rnr taeir
pnirtin* experiments, Yot ©188 engsced in poetry writing ant

Djd 3 ]’fin.voo })

1 hotelto nhve » ..l os evch @nd every letter i: dmportant
to me, but we nlso uedrl Crom Phil Horiell, The letter wes o
psredy on fenzine reviewing, und I love parcdies, but I'm
afrsld l°ve loat the letter, My apciogles; rhil,

Inless %ve °1ighted any.ne elsg, this brin;s ue to the
egd of the letterccelunn. letters Bre o5 slways apprecliasted sad
lgsghed fopwsrd tco.

I"e nUflested to huve o title for the levtercolumns I had
Plannss on ope,; bub oy oisoning of poge arpanzemants went —ory,
sl 4 fang “Yse¢t W1tAOuE 9u1xig1eut roece. 1'm also qulite
posy st thinking uy smsppy heading titles. Any sur estions?



JAL really "large" fanzine I had undertaken
bl #5i tggniérignigghi% of a apirit duplicatorg_the"
s produceh tghae run most of this issue off ("Gerberings" has
o ogeeg inphed so that +he Adkins illustrations can be
b g g) P Xs far as reproduction govs I must frahkly admit
lnCIuSim ;5 Qas 2 failure, I handled my newly purchased
thatin 1ike an snimsl to be fsared, an unpleasant chore
macg ginished as quickly as possible. With #8 I think that
Yo 921 see an improvement| reproduction is uneven and varies
gou age to page, nothiay ia up to Sate Illustroted, but at
1§:§tp Enless my eyes asre keener than yours, even the worst
copieé gent out will be readible.

: H do
gs, I'm fsr from being satﬁnfiedo I'd 1ike to
begzgzr:ggiel ﬁave been doirz. With SAlis #6&7, and with Jo:i
Boardman®s POINTING VECTORs 710-14 the juality of reproduction
t hopes. Thereafter, scsehow, it bacume more difficult to
s tmy self imposed standards even though I had becone more
g:gegiencod in the finicky :rt of spirit duplication.

oubly) to examine 31y machine in sreot

de?ggifhghistggkszgztging T should have cone months 35450, ﬂhat I
found was that the duplicating fluid-of flrst importance in
predueing zood repro-was being distributed on the rollers
unevenly and in darn small quantities. This by no meansbcan

nt me from running »/ a fanzine as the fluid ecan be
Pregged nonually, Howsver, at beat, this process is time
:ggeummingg and oft-4,; thke results zre unpredictable,

r+8 fault will have to be corrected., I don't
whg:;:gugiyf,, some fan, o: & repsirmon, snd I don't know :
how son- ~-= Bave two publiching comnittments cominz up shortly
(i~~~ dore for myself), and T don't wont ny machine tied up in
-ve shop, out of reach when at last I have

‘loney =ad time to work on punlishing \Y,
fonac, If I am not mistsken zbout M FAZJNE

the fluid distribution eventually ;
I will asve the machine fixed. L DE D 3

After that I con resll
start oiming 5t results
worthy of the 01d Ditto

llasters; Adkins-Pearson-
Terwilleger.

A8 an afterthought, I might
3dd that when running off
dittoed ertiork--ss I Moy ve
doing for Lin Carter-—the
nanusl fluid distribution method
is easier to control, as any deviations in

reproduction is easily spotted while I'm ruretag
the machinc,
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