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Zewltched, Bothered and
Semildred

I've just returned from Confusion, an exhilirating convention in frigia
Ann Arbor, Michigan, and I feel I could go on for pages describing all
the nice people, and analyzing my own complex reactions to them and to
my own constantly shifting feelings...but I won't, I've restricted
myself to two pages of editorese in order that our page-count stay at
forty. In a mad attempt at magical suggestion, I will list some-of
those wonderful people:-Bill Bowers, Cy Chauvin, Denice Hudspeth,

Seth McEvoy, Sarah Shaw, Mike O'Brien, Alex Krislov, Barbara Jones,
Lynn-Parks, Josh'Madarasz, Diane Drutowski, Dana Siegal, Mike Glick-
sohn, Linda Moss, Tony Cvetko, Larry Downes, Jo Anne McBride, John
Benson, Gary Farber, Paul Madarasz, Ken Josenhans, Jackie Franke,
Alica Madarasz, Ben Zuhl, and this is getting silly. A few people

on the list made big impressions, though I only saw them a few mihutes
(like Josh), while others I enjoyed seeing just don't come to mind-at
the moment, but everyone made this a worthwhile trip, (By the way,

Jackie, you ian tell your English friend to take the pen out of his.
nose now,) Blast--forgot Fred Haskell and Jennifer Bankier and...)

And if I'd have been a good worker like I ought, this issue would have
been done in time for Confusion. But while Suzle worked at stencil-
ling headings and patching in illos, I goofed off. (If either of us
were really energetic, this-would have been done months ago.) So now
it will be done for Boskone, and one of the editors will be there to
collect her due share of egoboon,

Next on the agenda: a list of those who helped us collate the lMonster
Issue, those willing workers without whom this fanzine would be an
Utter Drag: Barbara Geraud, Tom Morley, Jim iann, Laurie Trask, Ira
Kaplowitz (all from Pittsburgh, and in town for the Lunarians meeting
at the time), Hope Leibowitz, Lou Stathis, Bridget Dziedzic, Laura
Haney, R.A. MacAvoy, Linda Bushyager, Gary Farber, Anna Vargo, Chris
Couch, Stu Shiffman, Meryl Bloom and Deby Kucker.

Thank yous for this issue go to Brian McCarthy for running our elec-
trostencils, to Linda Bushyager for procuring our paper and allowing
us to run the cover on one of her mimeographs, and to Stu Shiffman
for doing odd bits of art to order.

You will notice that we are attempting te "go fannish," with a mail-
ing label formed from our back page. We hope to save meney, of
course, by not using an envelope., We have also attempted to reduce
your ridiculous faith in our perfection by including a judicious se-
lection of popped "o"s. Energumen, we ain't.

Several budding fan editors have asked us for the addresses of fan
artists., Realizing that it is difficult to find addresses for many

of these people readily, and realizing that many artists don't get
many fanzines because of this, we've decided to give you the addresses
of a number of our artistic contributors:

Randy Bathurst, 9270 Commerce Rd, #5, Union Lake, MI 48085 o/
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Harry Bell, 9 Lincoln St, Gateshead, Ca. Durham, NE8 4EE, UK

Grant Canfield, 28 Atalaya Terrace, San Francisco, CA 94117

Gary Goldstein, POBox 3734, Santa Monica, CA 90403

Bill Kunkel, POBox 163, Richmond Hill, NY 11418 - .

Barry Kent MacKay, 35 Thorncliffe Pk. Dr., #1208, Toronto, Ontario,
' MLH 1J3, CANADA

Tim Marion, 614 72nd St, Newport News, VA 23605 (calligraphy)

William Rotsler, Box 3126, Los Angeles, CA 90028

Stu Shiffman, 880 W, 18lst St, #4D, New York, NY 10033

Marc Shirmeister, 342 Camino Del Sol, S. Pasedena, CA 91030

James Shull, 5503 Tilden Ave, Van Nuys, CA 91401

Al Sirois, 550 Dixwell Ave, New Haven, CT 06511

We expect to have another issue out in three or four months, perhaps,
and we already have on hand a long ilae Strelkov article, a bizarre

study of show tunes by "Marrin Cahill" and a typically hilarious column
by Loren MacGregor. We expect columns from Ginjer Buchanan and Peter
Roberts as well. And Gary Farber will begin a column of thoughtful
analysis of fanzines and their contributors, as companion to his reviews
in Karass. And scattered through the issue will be the results of a

collision one evening between Stu Shiffman and Phil Foglio. Spanlng
10 is looking good.

A few words about the future. Who can predict it? Chicage is turning
into the fannish Mecca of the seventies, if the folks at Confusion can
be believed., But Seattle is the cultural Mecca of the seventies, and
in the end that will prove to be of greater importance. Which is my
way of saying that I am moving to Seattle sometime later this year, a
move prompted by my impressions of the city gathered during last summer
and by my growing disenchantment with New York. I do not know what
will happen after that; I've no way to predict it. Suzle is consid-
ering the move, too, but is undecided at present. (Of course, these

decisions are subject to new factors, and may change. Chance moves
in mysterious ways.)
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"As it 1s, psionics promises to be even funnier than dianetics or Ray
Palmer's Shaver stories. It suggests once more how far from accurate
is the stereotype of the science fiction fan as a bright, well-informed,
scientifically literate fellow., Judging by the number of Campbell's
readers who are impressed by this nonsense, the average fan may very
well be a chap in his teens, with a smattering of scientific knowledge
culled mostly from science fiction, enormously gullible, with a strong
bent towards occultism, no understanding of scientific method, and a
basic insecurity for which he compensates by fantasies of scientific
power, - -

Martin Gardner, Fads and Fancies in the Name of Science, '57

"It was all over in one ballot. Flushing led the rest with 532 votes,

Baltimore had 317, Providence 100 and Boston 73. Flushing had won the

Worldcon., Shiffman was released from his straitjacket and a bucket of

icewater was dumped on Feder to return him to consciousness. From this
first step was to come the most bizarre convention in history,"

D Oliver St John Gogarty, The Year the liorldcon Came to Flushing
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3/¢ OF WONDER

For years I've been wasting my time reading porne novels,' Pornogra-
phy is filthy, vile, degrading, disgusting smut., However, that's
not why I stopped, because basically porno is fun. Yes, indeed. I
stopped reading porno because I started reading Norse mythology.

Gee, I didn't know they wrote about things like that back then. It
sure must have warmed up those long winter nights.

Just as an example, I was reading of the time when Asgard's Wall was
destroyed in the Wane War--

sesWhat kind of name is that for a war, anyway? ‘I mean, a war is an
exciting thing: pulses pounding, swords clashing, horses rearing.
Can you imagine a scene between two old duffers, sharing a beer in a
local pub: one asks, "Hey, Pancho! '‘Who we fighting this week?"and
his partner shakes his head and says, "There's a war on the Wane,"
and the first says, "I didn't ask how the war was going, I asked who
we were fighting." But I digress...

Odin calls together his wife, his sons, his daughters, his Uncle Ed,
and says, "Hey, folks, we gotta rebuild that wall. Who's got some
suggestions?"

Just then Loki speaks up, "I know this terrific stoneworker outaways
and five'll get you ten he could knock together a wall in no time."
So Odin calls the stonemason (who happens to be a giant in disguise)
in on ‘a consult.

The giant steps back to survey the area; he squints a little; tilts
his head to one side; frames the scene with his thumbs and forefin-
gers., Finally he says, "Ya, shure, ay ban build yew a vall in vun
year, yew betcha." (In later years, by the way, he joins a flying
team called the Blackhawks and lives happily ever after,) "Yew
yust give me der sun, der moon, and a warm cuddly bod if ay ban do
the yeb up right,"

"Far out," I thought to myself, "Sex!"

So Odin thinks it over and says, "Why sure!" meanwhile biting his
sleeve to keep from laughing. "What a hickl" he's thinking.

"You just got to promise me two things," he continues. "One, 'if you
don't get the job done in a year, you don't get paid, and two, you
can't bring any of your friends over to help; you've gotta do it all
yourself,"

The giant shuffles his feet and brushes back a cowlick. "Uh, can I
bring my horse?" he says.

"Surel" Odin answers. "And say--if you get done, I'll even throw in
my daughter, Freyja." At this point I suspect that both Freyja and [
: /
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O0din's wife Frigga started throwing pots and pans, but I don't have

any evidence,
sesfele ek ek

From the sound of things, the giant was a member of a strong union -
while his horse was either non-union or an apprentice. At any rate,
the giant worked slowly all day, while the horse (whose name was Sva-
dilfari) whipped things into shape en the graveyard shift.,

Pretty soon it was obvious that things weren't going too-well for As-
gard. Frigga took Odin aside and said, "Look, Big Fella, I suppose I
can get along without Freyja, but when the sun disappears you're going
to get awfully damn cold in your bed alone--if you get my meaning."
Odin's lightning-quick mind cuts right to the quick. "Loki!"™ he bawls,
and the master of mischief (I thought it was time for a little class
in this thing) comes running up. "Yeah, Pop," says Loki, as he combs
back his D.A. _

"Loki," Odin says, "what's with this character out there building that
wallz?"

Loki leans out the window to look. "Well," he says, "the giant..."
"Giant?: s Holds it

"..othe giant ain't worth shit. But that horse of his--now, that's a
magic horse, and he'll whump that ol' wall up there in a month or two."

"Why," says Odin, "didn't you tell me it was a magic horse?"
"Hey, man--you didn't ask mel"
Odin smiles grimly (a thing only gods can do). "Loki?" he says mildly.

Loki starts to edge towards the door. "Ah--see you later, Dad," he
says. "Gotta go see a man about a dog."

Odin grabs him by the collar. "You got us into this, you get us out.
Go out and get rid of that horse."

"How am I supposed to do that?" asks Loki in a whine.
"How should I know? Seduce him if you have to, but..."
"Hey, now wait a minutel"

"Loki, L i Saids g0 i whAND I MEANTS TTIN

"All right, all right," says Loki. '"Don't get your teeth all in an
uprears!”

Next thing we know, Loki is trudging through the woods around Asgard,
looking suspiciousiy like a chestnut mare. "All he wanted was the
frigging wall built," he's mumbling to himself. "How the hell did I
know he'd keep his stupid promi--Hel-lo there, good-lookin'! How's
about a good time?"

Svadilfari looks up from the wall; lays his trowel down (magic horses

é&



have prehensile hooves); and continues to look up, and down, and up a-
gain, "Gr-rrr-r-rowfl!" he says. "Your place or mine?"

Meanwhile the giant (who has been dozing on the sidelines) wakes up
with a start. "Hey, hold it," he calls., "You're not finished with
your shift yet,"

Svardilfari pushes him away. "I think I'm gonna take a coffee break
now," he says. '"As a matter of fact, I think I'll take one for the
next three or four days. I may even be gone a weekl!" He nods to Loki.
"C'mon, beautiful, let's take a walk." And Loki and Svadilfari walk
away, arm in arm, leg in leg, neck in neck, or however Horses in love
walk when they're together,

According to Norse legend the giant sat there all year, working on his
stupid wall, while Loki and Svadilfari were off cavorting in the woods.
And a year later, Loki had a kid colt, which he thereupon gave to
Father Odin as a present. Rumer has it that Loki looked very pale at
the time, and had lost a lot of weight. Rumor also says that Odin
still rides that colt and chuckles a lot, but that might just be be-
cause the horse has eight legs and bounces in very funny places.

As for me, I think I've had enough of Norse mythology for a while.

Next week I'm moving up to Greek.

---Loren MacGregor
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",ee'Stop!! she wailed.

"But it was too late., Townley's
brush, loaded with red pigment,
completed its arc full on the
crown of the Mayor's magenta hat,
splattering red paint all around
the podium. Townley shouted,
'Viva Le Violence!' (a pun which
Shiffiman later refused to explain
to Ms. Abzug, though much of the
crowd seemed to understand at
once)and evaded most of the hands
that grabbed for him,

"Two members of the unofficial
security group, Bearly Adequate
Security, Gaier and Belsky, caught
up with him by a hot-dog stand,
and talked him into surrendering
by threatening to loose Derek
Carter on him..."

4

o r3glyvisy

~-=0liver St. John Gogarty,

sn the Worldcon Came to
Flushing (pe 237)

@



{ RaTFrK! i
A, HE STOLE MY
¥ DA PEFORE

I EVEN THoUGHT
i oF rrﬂ"

I. OFF THE TROLLS

There are some people who
just won't believe that
technology can frequently
offer a reasonable handle
on arcane or otherwise ob--
scure problems., For these,
I offer the following pos-
sible solution to one of
the relatively disagreeable
problems of the day, troll in-
festation,

We are all aware of this, to one de-
gree or another, drivers more than -
most (Welcome to Connecticutt. Stop,
pay troll 25¢.) and it seems to me
that as long as I have this forum in
which to speak out, etc.

Now, the nitty gritty here is that trolls are allergic to sunlight,
They get a nearly instantaneous anaphylactic reaction which not only
kills them, but also a powerful and permanent rigor mortis, which is
observed to set in quite rapidly. ("Maude, what the hell did he say?"
"He said they turn to stone, dimbulb,")

The particular characteristic of sunlight which governs this reaction
is generally thought to be the ultraviolet content. (In fact, it may

be the overall intensity, but for the purposes of this paper, we will
assume that fifty million Frenchmen can't be wrong.)

It is quite simple, if a bit expensive, to produce light sources com-
patible with existing luminaire installations (with minor field modi-
fications) which will output very large amounts of UV, The minor mod-
ifications on the existing equipment mainly would consist of replacing
the glass parts with Vycor, fused quartz, or some other substance
which will not absorb the ultraviolet emitted by the new lamps. One
should not stare at these, as one's eyes will turn to stone (now you
know why you shouldn't look at the sun; at sunset, of course, it is so
red and dim that it can't do that to you), but I am certain that their
use will markedly reduce the rates of troll assault in rural and sub-
urban areas.

II. ZZZAP} YOU'RE AN ALBINO

One of the professors in the Chemistry Department here at Wesleyan is
a bigger plant maniac than I am, and he recently acquired an avocado
plant with no chlorophyll in it at all. The thing is about eight feet
tall, and the only reason it has lived long enough to reach that size
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Jon: ninge

is that the seed of the avocado is very large and has lots of food
in it. I once had two tamarind seeds come up that way, and they
lasted about two weeks before they died. Max has no intention of
allowing this avocado to die, however, and he has asked me to graft
the top of it onto a regular avocado. I am also going to graft the
top of a regular one onto the root system of the mutant. That way,
if either graft takes, we will have succeeded in keeping the gene-
tic material of the mutant. I gave him a three-stalked regular one
that should work nicely as a base, since it doesn't need all of its
stems as food producers. The albino is really cute. It has white
leaves and a white stem with pink spots on it. I just hope it lives
till next week so we can graft it.

ITI. WIFE, SCHMIFE! I MAKE IT MYSELF

Those of you who like fountain pens of various sorts and who have
access to chemicals may enjoy this section, I have just found that
crystal violet makes a fine ink. I would bet that methylene blue,
methyl orange, malachite green, and perhaps acridine red (or methyl
red), would all be suitable, and water solutions could be used to
fill felt-tip pens that have run out of ink. (One of my favorite
little goodies: you just stand the pen in the ink for four days,
and it fills itself. No need to rip the back end off and get all
messed up. )

The original of this section is being written in crystal violet.
((Typist's note: The ink has neither smeared nor faded, though Jon
sent this to us many months ago. His handwritingmmmm...jak))

I bet that mixtures of various of these dyes-would produce damn
near any color you would want excepting pink, (Rhodamine B) or
yellow (Auramine O or (maybe) Fluorescein or agridine yellow or
one of them things).

I bet you could even mix crystal violet, malachite green and meth-
yl orange to get a decent black.,

These dyes, by the way, are standard compounds. Rhodamine B and
acridine red are common laser dyes, as is Fluorescein. The others
are indicators and old-fashioned biological stains. Many organic
chemistry students make methyl orange in their lab classes.

I bet I know just what it is that makes ditto masters purple...
IV, TENSER, SAID THE TENSOR

The other day, the right headlight on my car blew out its low beam,
When I went to replace it, somehow it seemed a waste to throw out a
perfectly good high beam, so I decided to make a monster high in-

tensity lamp instead. When I checked the wattage, I found that the

Breakfast = Table j




the lamp which mine was designed to replace drew only about five amps
at twelve volts, which is not really a lot. It happens that I had a
transformer lying around which was capable of supplying 8.5 amps, so I
put an eight amp fuse on it, and found that it worked quite well,
Since then I have put one of those little switches on the cord (you
know, the kind with the little wheel you turn), and the lamp is illu-
minating my typer at this very moment,

I am surprised at how bright a mere 55 watts can be. (It is because
the lamp is very directional, and doesn't send too much off to the
sides.) (One week after I wrote the above, my new tensor lamp blew
out., Fortunately, the very same day, the other low beam blew out of
the car, and so I still have my lamp, months later.)

V. SKIN OF QUR TEETH

For a long time, divers were unab-
le to go much deeper than, say,
350 or 4OO feet, because of a con-
dition called nitrogen narcosis,
Of course, if they stayed inside
rigid suits, and the pressure was
not equalized with that of the
water outside, they could go deep-
er, but rigid suits are not easy
to work in, and they occasionally
fail, Also, air has to be supplied
from the surface, and that can
faik itoao,

Somebody finally came up with the
brilliant idea of replacing the-
nitrogen with something lighter,

: jﬁqmngf?@US to eliminate the effect, Hydro-
VB on cNGER gen was obviously out, so they
7k oy SINGE . e ke A
j cHooTING HIS b tried helium instead. Aside from

the fact that your entire vocal
apparatus vibrates faster because
helium is less dense and less vis=-
cous, so you sound like Donald
Duck (Frank Zappa has made gond
: use of this on several Mothers of
%4 ‘ Invention tracks I've heard), it

: % is a marvelous improvement. Also,
7 i - since helium diffuses much faster
/ : than nitrogen, the bends are much
less prevalent, and decompression
times are much shorter. (The
bends are a problem caused by ra-

. pid decompression: the nitrogen
which has dissolved in the blood under high pressure comes out as tiny

bubblies when the pressure is released too quickly. Not nice,) There
is one unfortunate side effect that I am aware of: if the fillings in
your teeth are not extremely tight, the helium will diffuse in behind
them, and fill the spaces. Then when you are decompressed, the pres-
sure inside the tooth is still high, because decompression times, as I
mentioned, are rather short. The result is a bad toothache if you are

fortunate, and exploding teeth if net. Deep divers are advised to use
only the best dentists,
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VI. LETTER FROM WESLAYAN

Hank Heath: The stuff I heard about wasn't frictionless, it just starts
sliding easier than it continues to slide., Since the stuff is largely
Teflon, though, I figure that in most situations the coefficient of
friction is quite low.

J. Robert Holmes: «hile it is true that a laser on a mountain on Earth
can be made to illuminate a spot maybe 2 kilometers across on the Moon,
let's look at what it would take to bring some of it back: first; we
will assume, for simplicity, a 'screen'" consisting of 1000 lines, each
of which contains 1000 pixels. (De it digitally, it's easier.) (A pixel,
for those unfamiliar, is one picture unit. A dot.) Now, if one laser
does the entire job, and if there is no off time between pixels, each
pixel is illuminated for a mere one millionth of the total time, This
doesn't look too good, so let's go to 1000 lasers, each doing one line.

Now, how bright dces a pixel have to be for us to see it? I would
think that in consideration of the fact that each one will only be 1lit
one thousandth of the time (mind, now, the lasers are all on all the
time), lumination equivalent on the average to full sunlight should do.
On the Earth, after the stuff goes through the atmosphere on the way
in, full sunlight is perhaps a shade over 1000 watts per square meter,
Let's use that figure for convenience. 1 kw per square meter on the
ioon means that each pixel receives a Gigawatt! If we allow for 50%
overall efficiency (that's DAMN GOOD) including atmospheric losses,
that .ieans that all the lasers together down here pull a grand total
of 2 Terawatts. This is about 250 times the peak draw of New York City
«sosremembering that this is a liberal calculation, and that things are:
very likely much worse (as for example, if you are doing this in coler,
you can instantly triple that te 6 Terawatts), I think that while this
is an interesting idea, it simply ain't gonna happen. Not only that,
you'd have to watch it through binoculars, anyway.

N b
Enclosed please find one pack of permanent razor blades, fifteen yards
absolutely indestructible cloth (cutlines marked, patterns adjusted to
your sizes, plenty extra to play with), mne hand computer (picosecond
gate times, intelligent, friendly, massive memory, can be installed in
stuffed toy tn keep your child VIZRY busy), twelve assorted gallons of
patternpaint (put it on your wall, you will surely be amused), four
rolls Af experimental switchable film, with camera (press the lever to
the right if you want a black and white picture, to the left for color;
speed dial is on your right), one gloryroad bag, three hippotophers
(no relation to Topher Cooper), and a super mood ring (set the coler,
the ring sets your mood),

~-=Jon Singer
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ROCKING THE BOAT

"First, though not in order of importance, is the poet who has emerged
docketed 'lyrical,' from the Civil Service," :
--Dylan Thomas, "How to be a Poet"

Lament ?

When I was a neofan and a bit

And a ripe mark for the Commodore

(Sighed the o0ld critic, sated with Heinlein)
I looked about and timidly saw

No author with a bright flashing wit;
Berserker kill the agelong myths he bore;
The old man's foolish excess undermine

The foundation of his fabled triple law

In my cynic's respect. Those selfsame eyes
That often in the past had scanned their pages
Beheld dismayed the Lilliputian size

Of these Tiresiases of unborn ages.

When I was a fan who had joined a club

Well marked with the gym and rearing drunk
(smirked the old critic, tiring of Niven)

Not a goshwowing kid at Infinity Con

But a man with a fanzine sub :

I plied my incubrations like a monk,
Chinchilla fathered, in bush laber given

To astounding explications., Then anon

with stewed mark trying the Gordian knot

For a bag of shells I till the owl light sang,
Stomped the virgin's arm and forgot all thought,
Knew the sad-sweet alcoholic's pang.

When I was a fan you could call a fan

And the fierce wit of the lettercol

(Grinned the old critic, fed up with Farmer)
Blunt and brash and fannishly thick,

Not a wide eyed boy of the star struck clan
Ner a drunkard staggering hall to hall

In the mazed hotel of the east, but a warmer
Type, chairman and pane bearer for a.,B. Dick
I fashioned a computer corflu born,

Captured a bishop, shot the trekky star,
Fondled luscious thighs through the long morn
And learned at length to shun the hotel bar,

When I was a half of the fan I was

But an orbited pro to spread my fame

(Smiled the old critic, bored with conventions)
A young brilliant hot shot named by the night,
No swaggering sot for a femmefan lass,

No apan, I grew weary with the game.

Repulsed and shocked by eerie rank attentions
And seed spilled in the stairwell by the bright



Young things, will-I nill-I priested by the row
I railed within the unexpected zine,

Was fingered by harlequin's ghost and so
Resolved at length to quit the fannish scene.

Now I am a fan no more no more

And feeling fine as the gafiates tell
(Laughed the old critic, leaving from fandem)
Am going back at length where I came from

No more to sleep upen a crowded floor

In an over priced under sized hotel

Where neos wow and authors bore in tandem.

I have turned in my beanie: cease'll come.

No more have I the will to bare my knuckles
Amid the sercon brawls and fannish strife.
Now Gore Vidal instructs me, John Barth chuckles,
And all the mainstream writers cheer my life,

Seonkdek

Two political speeches

"It is clear that the decline of a
language must ultimately have poli-
tical and economic causes; it is
not due simply to the bad influence
of this or that individual writer..
««All issues are political issues,
and politics itself is a mass of
lies, evasions, folly, hatred and
schizophrenia, When the general
atmosphere is bad, language must
suffer.”

--George Orwell, "Politics

and the English Language.”

An ancient Chinese curse, particu-
larly virulent as curses are sup-
posed to go, conjures, "May yeu
live in interesting times.," A dis-
passionate observer might well sus-
pect that our shining republic has
been the object of such an incan-
tation, for a good many things have
gone wrong of late, Our foreign
policy has suffered well-deserved
setbacks in Asia and West Africa
for instance, and polls indicate
that the confidence of the American
working man in the ability of the
American fighting man is at a long
time low. We are in terrible shape
economically of course, a situation
no one but the Arabs can feel opti-
mistic about. VWorse still, confi-
dence in the nation's leaders is

John Curlovich I




vanishing. Richard Nixon's fall from the heights set into motion
forces which, one suspects, have yet to work their final effects. For
the first time in our brief history the will of the majority has been
demonstrably, not to say catastrophically, wrong; and though superfi-
cially all has become well again, it is difficult not to think that
many good citizens must be experiencing doubts in private they might
never publically voice., If as a zealous writer once proclaimed, "the
people are wiser than anyone knows," then their wisdom must be verging
on that of the Greek Cynics, who questioned everything. (When Aris-
totle defined man as "a featherless biped," Antisthenes the Cynic sent
to him a messenger bearing a plucked chicken.) In short, the national
luck is running dangerously low, and it is difficult to know where we
might look for the strength we need to guide us through a possibly
critical time in history.

One possible source of course is the Democratic Party. On Thursday,
July 15, 1976, Governor Jimmy Carter of Georgia went to the Madison
Square Garden in New York to accept his party's nomination for the
presidency. The scene for his arrival was carefully set. Senator
Walter Mondale, the Vice Presidential nominee and a protege of Hubert
Humphrey who mysteriously never entered the campaign, made a rather
amateurish and routine political speech. Nothing must detract from the
night's real star, after all. Then a promotional film, produced by an
advertising agency, set the tone for the campaign to come: Carter was
to be pushed as a populist, despite the fact that he owns more money
than anyone reading this is ever likely to possess. The film ended

and a band struck up Carter's campaign song, a wholly characterless
piece of music modestly titled, "Why Not the Best?" And Carter entered
He must at this point have realized keenly that a great many people
still regarded him and his native South with profound suspicion (in an
interview with Walter Cronkite earlier in the evening Carter's mother,
Miz Lillian, had ingenuously explained that when Jimmy was young "he
had a little colored boy named A.D....") but not here, not tonight.
This crowd was completely his own, He stood before them waving, flash-

ing victory signs like Richard Nixon, showing them his teeth. At
length the cheers subsided and he began,

"My name's Jimmy Carter and I'm running for president," he intoned,
repeating the now familiar motto. Pause, Smile., Was it imagination,
or was the accent Jjust a bit thicker tonight? "It's a pleasure to be
here with all you Democrats.," Pause, Smile. The cadence of Carter's
speeches is monotonous, never-varying: he comes across like a high
school debater who has been carefully rehearsed in which gestures to
use and when. He spoke of the Bicentennial and of his desire to "give
the government of this country back to the people of this country."

He spoke of war, scandal, failure, mediocrity, inferior quality of
life; and suggested, with a naivete that can't be genuine, that "simple
moral values" can cure all these ills., Then as all of his party's
candidates must, he invoked the spirits of the Democratic dead: Frank-
lyn Delano Roosevelt, begins the litany; Harry Truman, and one thought
how grateful we would be to have that "first rate second rate man"
among us now; John F. Kennedy, and here Carter reached up and touched
his hair, as if to emphasize that at least superficially he resembles
the martyred St. John; Lyndon Baines Johnson, and here credulity
snapped as Carter referred to the man who turned a minor conflict into
a major land war as "bighearted." At one point he explained:that, "We
Democrats believe that competition is better than regulation," an al-
armingly Republican statement and, given the circumstances, more than

a little confusing. He recited a list of promised actions--tax reform,
n on
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voter registration ("here's some=
thin!' that could really help our
country") and so on--which sounded
fine until one recalled that, ex- ; ! S

cepting a national health program, and t\lfﬁykv \et you
they were the same things Richard
Nixon promised eight years ago.

down — ag long as
o don't ook ot me

What is to be made of a speech like
Carter's? One sober realization is
that while he certainly makes a
flashier candidate than Ford, he
doesn't seem appreciably more in-
telligent. But one's dominant re-
action was to realize more fully
than ever before that Carter, like
all recent candidates, is a manu-
factured thing, completely artifi-
cial, a product designed to have
maximum appeal at minimum cost to

the producer. But who is the pro-
ducer? It is the content of the
speech (such as it is) that provides
a clue. For the speech fairly oozes
with what passes these days as pop-
ulism. Carter wants powers to reside
"not with the power broker but with
the people."” He has promised-to

make "an investment in people, not in buildings and weapons," as if it
were possible to do one without the other. He said he would be a
president who "feels you pain and shares your dreams and takes his
wisdom and courage from you." This is strong praise indeed when you
realize he's talking about the populace that re-elected Richard Nixon.
American politicians have always sweet-talked the people and the peo-
ple have always liked it. But once politician's also took stands;
they had ideas and they expressed them well. Do you suppose any in-
formed citizen was unaware of Jefferson's opinions, or Hamilton's, or
even John Jay's? Yet Jimmy Carter, who claims to represent leadership

and progress, confused flattery with populism and so told us exactly
nothing.

On Thursday, August 19, Gerald Ford accepted his party's nomination in
Kansas City. This time the scene was not set at all carefully; the
Republicans have never had much sense of drama. The Ford campaign
film was screened before anyone quite realized what was happening, for
instance. Ford's nomination of Robert Dole to be his running mate had
confused the delegates and thrown a wet blanket over the convention.
Dole's acceptance speech, full of dull conservative platitudes, didn't
help this much. Then Cary Grant of all people was introduced, and
though he is seventy years old he still has dimples and that cute
smile, (Dorothy L. Sayers once remarked that middled aged men who
have elfin charm should be put into lethal chambers.) Grant told jokes
for twenty minutes by way of introducing Mrs. Ford, who then smiled,
spoke a few words, waved and left, an anticlimax if there ever were
one. You see the point about their lack of dramatic sense? s cp 0

given the character of the incumbent president, all this seemed
somehow apt.

"I am honored by your nomination," Ford began his speech, "and I accept
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it." He looked tired, drawn out, perhaps embarrassed at nearly losing
the nomination to an entertainer. "We will win," he said; etc., etc.
It is impossible to forget Gore Vidal's description of Ford: he looks
like the first character in a horror movie to see the monster. Then
came the bombshell; Ford challenged Carter to debate. Once the initial
surprise wore off, the effect of this was ironic and rather morbid. A
debate between these two intellects would be uncomfortably like one of
those basketball games played by people in wheelchairs. Then inevit-
ably "populism" raised its head. "It is from your ranks that I come,"
said the candidate of the minority party, "and it is on your side that
I stand." Next, even more surprising than the challenge, Ford actually
managed to make a good point in his case for himself, specifically that
a Democratic Congress had "certified" him a worthy candidate, if only
for the vice presidency. But the effect of this was quickly wiped out
by his next statement, that Washington, Lincoln and FDR had taken the
same oath he had. Why had he labored a fact so self-evident? But
Populism is the word of the day, and if one can be made to seem a man
of the people by so easy a means as planting spurious associations in
their minds--well, why not? The rest of the speech was in this same
vein, and so it wore on, a name mispronounced here, a preposition
dropped there, to its conclusion,

We have passed the Bicentennial year, the glorious 200th birthday of
our nation., But in many ways a year of national mourning might have
been more in order. Our innocence is gone, our environment ruined,

our liberties decaying and, perhaps most alarming of all, our need for
competent leaders is going unfulfilled. Whatever else can be said a-
bout the men who founded this republic they were among the finest poli-
tical thinkers in their world. Look at what we have now. If Carter
and Ford had been alive two hundred years ago, they'd have been uphol-
sterers. But the fact that these loons could loom so large in our
affairs is symtomatic of a much deeper problem, one more akin to the
spirit of tragedy than to the Petronian comedy our presidentials enacted
last fall. The political sense of the American people, never very
sharp even in the best of times, has all but died. Now, in times that
are much too interesting for comfort, the people crave the anodyne.
They listen enthusiastically, uncritically to any "solution" as long as
it seems easy, comfortable, unlikely to make life more complicated or
less pleasant. Carter and Ford, with their simple justice, simple
courage, simple this and simple that are a reflection of what we have
become, or at any rate what we wish desperately to become,

Admittedly it is somewhat unfair to judge a politician on the basis

of only one speech. But what else has one to judge by? Each of the
candidates reversed his position on key issues with startling ease and
frequency. It is at least possible to gauge the quality of his mind
through the clarity and insight with which he propounds a given stand
on a given day. And then of course these two particular speeches were
not completely typical. Each at least in theory was a sort of apologia,
an attempt to delineate as fully and convincingly as possible the qual-
ifications and merits of the man who delivered it for high office and
public trust. In ancient Rome a man's whole political career could

hang on one speech well delivered. But in our new republic it seems

a candidate can only become popular by speaking badly and saying fool-
ish things. The historian Tacitus sadly noted that the Roman republic
collapsed when its leaders began to cater to the whims of the people
rather than risk unpopularity by taking firm, thoughtful stands. If
this is true and if history does repeat, we may all live to witness the
American eagle follow the Roman one into the dust of old neglected times.

cﬂc‘@ --John Curlovich ¥
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Before too long the 1977 Trans-
Atlantic Fan Fund contest will
take place, determining which
European fan will be brought over
to the United States to attend
Suncon. Most of you are well
aware of the benefits of TAFF and what a grand idea it is. The alter-
nating exchange of fans between North America and Europe enables fans
to meet one another in person, something which would not be possible
without the financial aid of such a fund. TAFF draws these fandoms
closer together and makes each more aware of the other. It is not yet
known who all the candidates for TAFF 1977 will be, but Peter Roberts
will defintely be one of them,

In all honesty, I can think of no other fan I am more eager to meet
than Peter Roberts, In the contact we have had through fanzines and
letters, he has impressed me with his quick wit and his writing abili-
ty. He seems to be such a great person on paper that he would be a

lot of fun to meet in person. UMost of you will need no introduction

to Peter Roberts for he is one of the best known British fans. If you
pick up any fanzine, you are very likely to find a loc from him in the
lettercolumn, be the fanzine British, American, Canadian or Australian,
He is an active loc writer because he is aware of how important re-
sponse is to fan editors., He gets that awareness in part due to the
fact that he is a faned himself, having done fanzines with such'bizarre
titles as: Mor-fach, Bybyn-Bubyn, Krumhorn, Cronogas, Tikky=-dew,
Scribendi Cacoethes, Express Toad, 30% Bran and who knows what else.

He founded the British newszine Checkp01nt which, under the present
editorship of Ian Maule, continues to supply fannlsh news to its- read-
ership, The fanzine Peter Roberts is most well known for is Egg,

which he began back in 1970 and is still going strong if not frequent-
ly., It was by doing LEgg that Peter became the patron saint of Aardvark
Fandom. I think Egg is the best British fanzine being done today. Lt
has talented contributors, one of the best-edited lettercolumns in any
fanzine, and most of all it has Peter Roberts and the sections he
writes are the highlights of any issue, Any topic is fair game for
Peter and the subject matter has ranged from aardvarks to Claude Degler
to a piece titled "Great Science Fiction About Pigs."

He by no means limits his writing to his own fanzine. Since Peter is
a vegetarian, he wrote a piece for Granfalloon on how to cook various
edible fungi; a piece filled with real information, sure humor, and:
stomach-shuddering recipes. In one installment of "The Comfy Chair,"
a regular column he does for The Spanish Inquisition, he told the ﬂ‘ﬁ
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readers how many times cucumbers are mentioned in the Bible (2) and
also gave out facts about the Biblical outlook on carpet beating and
ossifrages.

In addition to his wild sense of humor, Peter Roberts has a more serious
side as evidenced by the fact that he has done The Little Gem Guide to
SF Fanzines to inform new fans of what fanzines are being published

and what kind of material they contain. It also gives them some infor-
mation on how to produce their own fanzines.

British fandom honored Peter Roberts by making him Fan Guest of Honor
at the 1976 Eastercon, an honor well deserved. He also deserves to
win the 1977 TAFF race and we deserve the opportunity to meet him.
Wheén the time comes--and I will include ballots when things are final-
ized--do yourself a favor and vote for PETER ROBERTS.

**Terry Hughes, Mota 19 (reprinted by
permission of lir. Hughes)

((Obviously, some time has passed since Terry wrote the above, but he
still laid out the basic points better than we felt we could., The

only aspect of Peter's fan career that Terry omitted is Peter's conven-
tion activity. Peter has co-organized several of the major British
national conventions of the last several years and is currently on the
bidding committee of the Britain in 1979 push, And Terry only hinted
at Peter's wide-ranging interests when referring to vegetarianism.
Peter is (we have been told) also deeply interested in odd languages,
Cornish natitnalism, science fiction (really!) and painfully bright
clothing.

There are ballots enclosed with this issue. Instructions in their use
are on them. Be sure to use them.

Several things of note, to update Terry's information: Peter is once
again the editor of Checkpoint, running news and amusement from England
and elsewhere. It may be had from Peter at 38 Oakland Drive, Dawlish,
Devon, UK. It is monthly, and can be had. Send him news, trades, old
fanzines (write first) or 6/%l1 for North American subs (he says not to
send checks--only cash, International ioney Orders or International
Reply Coupons). As for The Little
Gem Guide, Linda Bushyager (101lk
Evans Ave, Prospect Park, Pa., 19076)
reports that she has copies for 50¢.
jak)))

", ,.the hairy mass in the corner of
the room reached blindly with one
palsied hand for the silver rocket.
Trembling, the fingers groped its
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