





Movies.

Out in the real world flowers are blooming, the howling winds of winter
are settling into the balmy breezes of spring. And life is underway in
all its astonishing and terrifying and terrible and glorious sonnections
and manifestations.

Life.

In the darkness of the theatre no real flowers bloom, and what winds
howl howl only on recording tape. In the theatre Humphrey Bogart and
Jack Nicholson share the same degree of life. And art is underway in

all its gstonishing and terrifying and terrible and glorious connections
and manifestations. :

Recently I was asked, "How do you get over it? I sleep a lot and read.”
"It": & shattered love, an ugly turn. A connection and a manifestation
of life at its most terrifying...a punch one can roll with and which one
does roll with because one has to roll with it."How do you get over it?"
I was asked.

I smiled. "I suffer."

Baloney; I do that anyway. What do I do to distract myself from the ache
of a temporarily gutted life? I read poetry (Plath, Dickinsen, Yeats,
Spencer, Joyce, Shakespeare). I go on long walks. I go on trips (hi,
Cnarlotte!). I go to the movies. -

Whers the surprises of life make thematic sense. Where every story worthy
of the name has a resolution, an ending. Life =-- the thing out there,
rearing and grinding and growing and glowing right on along -- is not
drama; its forms are incomprehensible and baffling ard painful. Here in
the universe of pseudolife hurled upon a stationary screen the questions
life itself cannot, will not answer gre answered. Life, as presented
through art, means something. Acts count. Stories end. I harnen to believs
hat life means something o~ut here in the real world, too ... but mzakes

mch less sense.

So that's.what I do. I go to the movies. In this issue of Spiritus Mundi,
#39, pushed like an empty plate <towards the dispos-all of SFPA 77, you
and I are going to the flicks. We're going to talk about the movies and
anter, however peripherally, that unreal, more-real, reel world. Begun
W/11/77. GHLIII Press Publication #304.

SPIRITUS MUNBI 39

But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in

patterns on a screeni
Would it have been worthwhile
If one, settling a pillow, or tThrowing
off a shawl,

And turning toward the window, should say:

“"That is not it at all,
That is not what I meant, at all."



B-b-but firgt epe by way of PRELIM ._‘__;_L‘“

Easter holiday was short enough ... merely a long wegkend, Friday through
Sunday. As a state slave I was given Good Friday, which turned out to

be splendid indeed, off, in addition to the usual weekend. I wasn't about
to sit around New Orleans and pick lice out of my hair, so I decided to
again visit the site of my conception ... Birmingham.

I really like that town, and I really like the people I know there. In
fact, I like the folks and the place so much that I took the Ultimate

Step.
I~ flew there.

0f course, I hedged my bets. I winged it only after being as sure as I
could be about the wonderfulness of the weather -- glorious, both here

in the NOLa area and in B'ham. I arranged for my man Dennis "1FB" Dolbear,
in town for a respite prior to his law school finals, to give me a 1lift
both to the airport and out of my nervousness. He did so by regaling me
with the incredibly hilarious tale of Pierre and Alphonse, ze boys from
Raceland, and by standing by while I tested my blood pressure on an auto-
matic device available for use for 50¢. Seating myself in the chair pro-
vided I slipped my left arm into a cuff, positioning it around my measley
bicep. The four bits were inserted into the machine, which closed the

cuff with surprisingand somewhat paimful moxie. And kept my arm in its
mechanical grip.

It gave no reading. It held me there for a thrilling three minutes, while
Dolbear howled and I searched for the hidden Funtish camera. There was

a2 relase button on the thing, which I finally used. I never did find

out my b.p., though T imagine that it topped 600/50 at the height of my
entrappment. To give the machine its due, however, it did return my 50¢.

The flight north was as pleasant as sliding aleng a sunbeam ... Oor a moon-
beam, since it was a night flight. I was terrified. Fortunately,
Miss Linda Gooch was on hand. Linda Gooch was a stewardess for Delta. She
had a funny dimple on her nose, but was extremely pretty. Once she learned
that my request for a snort of hooch was not the usual pushiness, but
rather a sincere expression of terror, she not only
brought it to me but sat next to me and talked to
me for most of the 50-minute flight. I forget what
we spoke about ... I remember her telling me that
she had acrophobia and couldn't stand on top of
her orie-story house's roof, and my remark, as the
- lights of B'ham were below us, that ‘some people
didn't like to fly, but I thought they were crazy.
Linda Gooch, you one good lady. I think the other
angels could take lessons from you. (Oh, listen
to the boy.)

Anyway, awaiting me in Birmingham was another angel,
Charlotte Proctor, who took me again to her family's
home, where in addition to the good Jerry and sigh,
nubile Valerie, not to mention Justin, Martin, and
Forrest, I found the devil in human form ...

REINHARDT! DREAD LORD ULRIC! THE SLAVERING, SLOBBER-
ING WOLFLORD HISSELF!

The blood in my veins turned to, uh, um, err, ahh...




Well, why protect Hank any longer. The skeletal figure which struggled

to its feet to greet me when Charlotte brought me in was a pale spectre
compared to the fierce warrior of old. To demonstrate, I found it an easy
chore, relative to the past, to force Ulric to hack out his SFPA credit,
the §ido which precedes SM in this mailing. Cnce it took a hundred succu-
lent harem honies, hired at great expense from the SFPA treasury, to lure
Reinhardt typerwards. But still a spark of the Reinhardt
spirit lingers. For example, I read a superb short story
from an anthology the Proctors had on hand ("Come Lady
Death", by Peter Beagle), and handed the book to the wolf-~
lord, advising him to do the same. "The first word is
'Come'," I told him. "It means the opposite of 'Go'. And
the second word is 'lLady'. That means a nice woman."”

Hank glanced up, his rheumy eye a'blazé in a semblance of
the o0ld fire. "And what's the third word?" he asked.
Gulp. I think he knew. In fact, I think he knew the
lady in question.

Anyway, I spent the weekend watching Jerry fashion
a handsome knife hilt around a blade so sharp it
could cut a second and a half off of Secretariat’'s
best time ... swinging on a rope suspended from a
tree in the Proctors' front yard ... watching Hank
do that once, and the rope popping some strands in
protest ... cheering on the Proctors in a spite
fight against their senile next door neighbors (in-
volving the bashing in of cans and the erection of
enormous crosses over catgraves) ... seeing Rocky
for the third time (with Charlotte) ... visiting

my grandparents' graves to clean the stones and
weed the site (again with Charlotte) ... dropping
in on Woodrow Wilson Park with its golden model of the Statue of Liberty
and the Zero Milestone from which all distances to Birmingham are based.
And looking at the Proctor family album, photos of the kids as real kids '
..+ Hank looked them over and said, "Sometime I'll bring over pictures

of me when I was young." "Daguerrotypes?" I asked.

I tried to get in touch with SFFA's most prominent Bumminhammian, now that
Hank is back in Atlanta, but there was no sign of Frierson or family all
weekend. Should have called Moudry, but didn't think of it 1till too late.

A nice, quiet, weekend. I shot arrows with Jerry and the SCAers, good folk
who put the lie to the obscene example set by the Atlanta crowd in *74.°

I drove around a lot with Cahrlotte, truly one of the true ones. I talked

a lot with this wonderful person and maybe the urge to use my fangs won't

be so overpowering now. Starry nights and city lights ... life, sheis not

the mad termagant filing her claws on me after all, At least, after I see

these good people I figure I can give it one more chance. Or two.

QUSROS 1O ¢ 6T ICYS (RSO SR i)

A note about Hank's zine in this mailing, #%@&#(¢Nido .(or whatever): it
should be emphasized that the zine is, except for the cover, entirely
Ulric's work. I touched not one key to that zine. I did ask Hank some

of the questions he answered ... but so did Charlotte and Valery. Full 4
page credit should go to the wolflord. The cover is cribbed from an SCA
zine called The Hammer, with lettering and gag by GHLIII. Once again I
save the wolflord's behind ... his membership in SFPA. *Whew.* This apa
. wouid be ashes without him ... but don't let him know I said that!




Actually, that should
be "Stirling". We'll
have your explanation
in time, apans ...
bear up.

. A,
The 1976 Academy Awards
G M c}id not come and go
- in a vacuum. This year
they were special to

me ... for behold,

Enﬂm . although I was not at
-\\,‘a__s; @@QGB@@E@@ the Dorothy Chandler
82 A &

Pavillion, I was at
the Prytania Theatre
il : on Prytania Street

! 3 . «se and although I was
not on stage lifting
the hand of Sylvester
Stallone in triumph, I did meet another movie star ... and so what if

I don't have an Oscar to wave to the nationwide TV audience, I did have
my Information Please Almanac to flaunt to the viewers of NOLa ...

Yes! Yes! Oscarmania hits its heights! Lillian makes the airwaves with
his obsession for the Academy Awards! '

Explanations to follow.

As noted in Spiritus Mundi 38, February 10th, 1977 saw release of the
Oscar nominations for 1976 ... a.fine group of listings this time, in-
cluding several truly worthwhile performances. At that time I had not
seen Network, one of the frontrunners for the top awards, but the next
night remedied that. And though the film itself left a great, great
deal to be desired, I absolutely shook in admiration for Peter Finch.,
He picked up the film and tossed it up in the air and caught it again
in his teeth. He joined Carrie's Sissy Spacek as my sentimental favor-
ite ... a necessity for every Oscar competition‘’s enjoyment for GHLIII.

Journey with me back into the days of yore, to Lillian as a youth,
squatting in front of the TV, watching Oscar shows as long ago as 1956,
Each year I have had illogical, irrational favorites ... for what spec-
tator event is interesting to watch without someone to root for? Gregory
Peck, in To Kill a Mockingbird, 1962 ... I cheered him on at 13 because
he was then one of my favorite actors, not because I'd seen the flick.
(My folks wanted Jack Lemmon to win for Days of Wine gnd Roseg, and
they were probably right; it was a fine performance.) 1964 ... Julie
Andrews in Mary Poppins. She won, disgusting mymther. Too bad, maw.

I was entranced. Three years later, Rod Steiger took it home for In the
Heat of the Night. Lillian, sweating profusely in the TV room of the
Berkeley dormitory, yayed him across. Two years, so short a time, later,
I actually applauded when John Wayne shambled: down the aisle to pick-

up his True Grit Academy Award, much to the utter dismay of my Barring-
ton Hall collegaues, whom I mocked as"hippy pree-vert pinkos!" Yeah,
giwen someone to cheer for, the Oscar shows can be fun.

This year had its faves, then. You read about them lastish. For best
picture, Rocky, by a hair over Taxi Driver. For best actor, Peter Finch,
who had gotten up from a lobby couch in a hotel in Beverly Hills on 14
January and become the only psthumous nominee of 1976. For best actress,
a doomed nod to Sissy Spaaek, even though the award would almost certain-
1y go to Faye Dunaway. I reported the predictions and my favorites to




SFPA. And when an an-
nournement of an Oscar-
guessing contest came

on the local UHF station,
channel 2€, well, I just
hauled out my trusty
Flair fine point and let
them know too. I added
predictions of Jason
Robards for best support-
ing actor and Jodie Fos-
ter for best supporting
actress. I mailed it off,
and promptly forgot about
it., Mardi Gras and what-
not were upon me, after
gl - :

Okay, that's prologue.

Since the Carrolton Thetre died, New Orleans has been barren of classic
motion pictures. The downtown spots highlight repulsive pornography and
sleazy black carnography, with vulgar big-budgetry holding sway at the

Joy. It's pretty barren. The Toulouse, a holler and a pschaw from here,
used to show dollar movies every night, mostly second run contemporzmry

flicks, but that went under early this year. peae ©

But then ... the Prytania. The Prytania, located two: or three blocks from
the St. Charles gtreetcar line (and just down the block from Dz ILa Salle
High School, site of many SFPAns' matriculation), joined the national net-
work of theatres showing not only fine current films, but classic oldies

as well ... and heaven was once again shining in the NOLa clouds. Elsewhc=o
I rhapsody on and on about the fabulous movies I've seen there ... but
here, let me recount a more human experience ... :

Ta-daa! Comes the break between Key Largo and The Petrified Forest during
the Prytania's Warner binge im late March. Doug Wirth, with whom 1 have

hit most shows, and I are meandering in the tiny lobby. I'm trying to think
of something to say to the girl behind the popcorn counter with the most
beuatiful nose I've ever seen, and coming up with nothing, when a face -at
once familiar and unplaceable leans down near to where I stand and scans
the list of coming attractions on the wall. Thin face, big eyes, a beard
sparse but lengthening ... I think, is this guy an unemployment claimant?
Trace of the sinister in him ... _ i ' .

There should have been. Keith Carradine.

Wow! It shouldn't have been any trouble to spot him. After all, he's. easy!
Hardeharharhar! The son of John, the brother of David, I found Keith to be
. a friendly guy absolutely ignorant of New Orleans ... which brings me to
some background. Y'see, Carradine was in town filming a film of NOLa's fabled
Storyville, whoreville supreme, which used to shine only four blocks from
here before the Navy tore it down to build a project. He rlays George
Belloc, who was in real life a hydrocephalic dwarf with a hunchback. Keith
is six feet tall and, while retaining a sense of the sinister (genetic, no
doubt), is a handsome lad indeed. I asked him how he felt playing such a
creature, and was greeted in return with s rather blank smile. This 'Story-
ville film is beset with a lawsuit from the author who wroté the book on
which it is allegedly based ... he claims that the flick is utterly false
to Storyville. All the samé to Carradine. He'll play a dwarf on stilts.




But no matter! Carradine was a nice fella, totally unpretentious. We
chatted for several minutes. Isn't this a great theatre? Yes ... the
only other things playing in town seemed to be Deep Throat and It's
Alive. Had he ever worked with Haskell Wexler, behind-the-camera star
of his brother's excellent Bound for Glory? Nope. I felt utterly ill
at ease, of course, remembering the gawking fool who stared at Woody
Allen on the sidewalks of New York ... but managed not to pee in my
pants. (Talking to Carradine's succulent girl friend was more disturbing
than speaking to the Oscar-winner.)

And Lillian gets in his great line to the star, as you knew he/I would.
A less cool fan stood by, waxing enthusiastic over bro David. And behold,
Lillian said, "Aw,you guys are nothing next to your father in House of
Dracula! That's the real Carrddine!"

Thank merciful heaven, Keith Carradine laughed.

And so what's the point of this? The point being that Keith Carradine

is more than the guy who banged Lily Tomlin in Nashville. He has won an
Academy Award. Young GHLIII, sitting crosstegged in front of the TV in
1959, reeling under the onslaught of Ben-Hur victories, never dreamed
that he would stand in a movie theatre lobby one day and actually talk
with someone who had won an Oscar. True, the grown GHLIII was amused main-
1y because he remembered those far-off days ... but hell, Oscars, Oscars,
Oscars were more and more on my mind as March marched on.

T met Carradine on March 30, which the sharper-witted among you witl
realize was a Wednesday. The 49th annual Academy Awards had come and
~-Jed that Monday . Let us slip back those 48 hours.

And see Lillian, at a very, very few minutes t+ill 9 p.m., the hour the
telecast is due to start, pacing back and forth on the foul sidewalk
before 631 Dauphine. Linda Karrh, much, much earlier in the evening,

had agreed to come fetch me for an Oscar-viewing party at her house.

She had pledged with utmost solemnity to be on hand at 8:30, but, well,
no doubt someone had called her on the phone tralala ... So finally I
decided she'd blown the whole thing off and turned on my own set. (A
fellow employee at the Unemployment Office, claiming voodoo powers, had
promised to put the whammy on my television: I do not mock these [French-
ies! Better men than I have guffawed at a cajun queen and erded up
catching flies with their tongues.) Beepi Just as Ann-Margaret began her
slinky torch dance to open the 49th annual )scars, Linda pulled up
along with Doug Wirth. I quickly gathered together my Oscar-watching
materials -- notebook to jot down the Winners, almanac, rosary to read
for my favorites, though I be a Methodist -- and scampered down to her
car. (Karrh's car? Doug's dug it. What's Wirth worth?,

The ride to the fir end of St. Charles Awenue -- to the same block where
SFPA saw its best years OE'ed, by the way -- took 20 harrowing minutes.
Linda, ticked at both Wirth and myself for some inexplicable female rea-
son, drove like a maniac. This, however, inspired gartitude from GHLILL,
who was terrrified that Oscars were being passed out by the boxcarload
without me at set-side to note their passage. Up the steps I flew ...

and when I turned the set on discovered that the preliminary bullshit

was indeed well past and we were well into the presentation of the Oscars
for short subjects. Horrors! I had missed some Oscars!

A call to fellow awards fiend John Guidry produced nothing more than a
busy signal. Yes, oh God, Linda did remind me ... Guidry takes the phone
off the hook on Oscar night. Who to call to check on what has gone beforel
Keeping a careful eye on the doings on the set, I rang up the local ABC



affiliate. The guy at the other end of the line was himself watching
the awards, he said ... yes, Casanova had won the award for costume

design (big deal) and some guy from All the President's Men had won

the suppprting actor award ...

I was delighted...and not at all surprised that such a heavyweight
Oscar had gone so soon. They've been doing that recently. Anyway, I

had cheered on Jason Robards from Day One; he gave by far the strongest
performance in the splendid Watergate film, and has been a Burbagian
force in American acting for years. I was extremely happy with his
award ... and wish I could have heard his speech, which included the
classic bow to the man whose character he had portrayed: "I want to
thank Ben Bradlee for letting me come out and play with him!"

Satisfied, I could now devote myself to frenzied appreciation of the
continuing awards. The special effects awards came quickly, great gob-
bling garbage honors to gross gunks of ghastliness ... Logan's Run,

with its tacky miniatures, and the phonybaloney King Kong, with effects
so obvious and unspecial that they disgraced the film they were shot

on. I could see some justification for the latter award in Kong's face
.+s but the guys accepting the 0Oscars didn‘'t even mention Willis O'Brien
and Marcel Delgado. Don't blame them; the achievement of 1933 drowns the
billion-buck barfola of '76.

The Art Direction award went to All the President's Men, a just award
.++ recreating the Washington Post newsroom in a Hollywood studio was
quite an achievement, and I agreed with the award. Began to wonder if
this was a harbinger ...

Next up was the Oscar for Best Supporting Actress, which was wasted,
utterly wasted, on Beatrice Straight in Network. I cannot understand
this Oscar. Straight did two things in Netwovk she knitted while watch-
ing the TV, and she had a bitchy fit when n William Holden (her cinematic
hubby) told her he was boffing Faye Dunaway. She had one speech in the
whole film. She had one scene. Comnare her performance to my choice's
s+ Jodie Foster's. Taxi Driver was completely neglected by the Academy,
and Foster was a flick-stealer in that stunning, terrifying film. Bah
ese a2 bad Oscar leaves a foul taste in your moutcH.

But we must move onward ... take heart, Jodie; you're only 14, after
all., Oh despailr, anyway ... Anyway ...
Rocky won its first Oscar next ... film editing. This is oneof those

"harblnger" awards that helps to point the way towards the night's big
winner ... usually. Last year, though, Barry Lyndon won all the harbing-
ers ... and Cuckoo's Nest took home the bDiggins. I watched, and tried

to come up with some sort of pattern.

Next up was Sound, and Red Skelton gave out the award ... and just plain
delighted me. I haven't seen Skelton in years, and he was great. He went
on too long, maybe ... but it was so fine to see him again, and to real-

ly laugh, that I couldn't have cared less if he'd stayed on all night.
He had the look of a retired fire horse, springing to the bell ... and
was wonderful. President's Men won the award, which made me wonder if
a sneak assault on Oscar wasn't underway from the Redford ranks.

A "who?" award to Pandro Berman, the Thalberg, followed, and was itself
followed with a fine award to Haskell Wexler for his Bound for Glory
cinematography. I cannot praise Wexler enough ... his Medium Cool is one
of the neglected classics of the screen, and every film he shots has
inventive and crea%tive camera work. Bound for Glory looked hot, dusty,




authentic. It was great stuff. It also sounded wonderful, and thus
meritted its second award, for its adapted musical score, minutes later.
In between, Black and White in Color won the foreign film award in an
upset over Seven Beauties, a dynamite Italian entry from Lina Wertmuller,
and Cousin Cousine, a sappy Frog romance.

The Oscar for original score was a complete disaster. Two great Herrmann
(Bernard Herrmann, clod!{) scores were up against The Omen, a portentious
thuddy groaner of a score by Jerry Goldsmith. I could not imagine the
Academy denying Tazi Driver this Oscar, but deny they did. Goldsmith
took it home, where I hope it stands with its face turned to the wall in
shame, o

The documentary awards, coming next, went to items I won't even name, as
I know them not. But I did know the lady who presented the awards ...
Lillian Hellman. Wow! Where was Oscar coming from, bringing such class
to the pcdium? Hellman, to repeat this fact for the thousandth time,

is an old teacher of GHLIII. Lillian, much too lucky for his own good,
had sat with 8 other Berkeley farts in a two-month seminar listening to
Lillian Hellman, five feet of absolute terror and greatness, tell us
what it meant to be a writer. I gloried in his televised presence again,
recalling with an awed shudder the laser power in those great lax eyes
as they raked you up and down, saying "Your last name is the same as my
first name, isn't it?" (Her favorite phrase. To which the only possible
answer was a squeak: "Yes‘m.")

Earlier, Sylvester Stallone, tieldéss in Gaza, had come out to give an
award, and in the midst of his cue cards been freaked completely out of
cool by the appearance sudden-and stealthy of Muhammed Ali, unexpected
and unsnnounced. whd screszmed "Yeou stole my seript! You know you based
Apollo Creed on me!” and jazzed the star-zuthor of Rocky around the stage
in Oscar's best erd most sacntaneous moment of 1977. (It almost matched
the streaker of *74, who had the bad luck to interrupt David Niven, '
who was equal to 1he occasion, of course: "Poor fellow is showing off

his shortcomingsi™)

Barbra Streisand, always a toxic presence. won an award for Best Song,

for "Evergreen", from the current STAR IS BORN. Fortumately, Paul Williams,
a great talent, alco won, and his chubby.niftiness helped a lot. And

thank God Streisand didn’t repeat her '€8 atrocaty by looking down at
Oscar and yowling "Hello GORGEGUS!" Yech! - SEARD, §

M cams the heavyweights ... Norman Meiler, no less, weddling across the
stage like a runtured orang-utan to give out the writing awards. He
ctarted out with-a dreadful joke zbout Voltaire and homesexuality that .
gen’; a tabgible nervous shock through the bowels of the Academy. One
wented to mutter "Norman ... not here." Dut then the second of Network's
bed-Oscars was given out, and embarassment was overcome with outrage.

Focky should have won the aword for best original screenplay. It had the
trmue touch of reality to it, not so much in the admittedly-fantastic idea
ofa bum like Balboa getting a bout with the Champ, but in the earlier
ccenes establishing Rocky's-character. He takes a photograph of himself at
7 end studies his face in the mirror, summing uvd ‘his life so far in mak-
‘ng the sad compariscn. He tries 15 talk sense to a neighborhood kid going
wrong, he brings a repressed woman into bloom with tenderness and sincere
love., Magnificent! Such simple things were Stallone's most masterful -
ahievements, and ne deserved that screenplay award far more than did Paddy
Chayveveky for his bloated, heavy, preachy, overreaching and overbearing
script for Netwoyi. Nubs. Oscar had failed again. Why don't they let me
give out the awards. I know what's good.




All the President's Men won another deserved harbinger in the adapted
screenplay category, but then the most important harbinger award of all
came up ... best director. And from then on I really had few doubts ...
John G, Avildsen won it, for Rocky. I had expected it ... even though
Alan Pakula's diretion of President's Men was more skillful, and Sidney
Lumet's for Network more garish ... my personal choice, Martin Scorsese
for Taxi Driver, wasn't even up. Okay, that moreorless settled it. Best
film has followed best director's lead almost solidly all down the line
for the past 30 years ... in fact, only about 5 times in that time has
the best director not directed the best film.

It was time. The big question was upon us. Actor. Up for the award, five
splendid performers ... but only two real contenders. Would Peter Finch's
posthumous power overcome the body blows of Stallone?

Yep. I cheered. Peter Finch was the body and soul of Network. When he was
on screen the film was blazing brilliant. When he was not ... it was not.
His madness was devotion to truth ... his performance was the culmina-
tion, in too many ways, to a grand —career . It sang with energy and
compassion and -- yes -- dignity. Call it sentimentality, but I was very
very glad that he won the award.

And you could hear the upper plates falling to the floor all over the
country when his beautiful black wife came onto stage to accept the nward.
Jamaican, a touch of French in her voice ... tears ... it was wonderful.
Great Oscar. Great.

And it was Dunaway's turn next. I knew she would win it, and really, she
was powerful in Network. Saddled with a stupid love affair with William
Holden to handle, she brazened that through, while masterfully handling
her good scenes as a beast too horrible to be believed, but all too real
.+ the modern-day career woman. Gad, has any monster more fearful been
Oscar-portrayed since Fredric March in Dr. Jekyll? I would have preferred
Sissy Spacek, yes ... but Dunaway is one of the real heavyweights in movie/
acting today, and it was an overdue award. o :

Interestingly, this wds the 2nd year in a row that both the
major acting awards had gone to performers in the same flick.
Only one other movie has won 3 Oscars for its actors, too ...
and that was A Streetcar Named Desire. And unless I goof,

I can't recall Finchror Dunaway ror Straight ever sharing a
single scene with one of their fellow Oscar winners ... onlv
with William Holden, poor slob, who went Oscarless.

And Rocky won best picture. Good. I feel that Taxi Driver was a more 1im-
portant and artful film ... Bourd for Glory was probably as interesting
+s» and who can deny the excellence of All the President's Men? Rocky

has been damned as an "easy" film, but that's hooey ... simplicity isn't
laziness. Rpcky won the Oscar because it touched the dreams of people,
because it showed faith in people ... not just in great men, worldbeaters,
but in people. Rocky was a bum who became a giant because he had courage
and love and a dream. He went the distance against a god, and proved him-
self and all of us as big as our dreams and our efforts. Rocky is a small
film only in budget. It's big as the sky in every other way. It made me
feel good about being American and male and human and alive. That's all
thie distance I think we could ask it to go. No, it's not Chinatown, not
Citizen Kane, not La _Dolce Vita nor Wild Strawberries ... but it's a
terrific movie. And I'm very pleased with its Oscar as best picture of

1976,

And lingering a moment over the boxes of stuff in Linda's hall, home then
«oo but the Oscar saga of GHLIII im '?77 was only beginning.




So I wrote the Oscar winners into the empty spaces at the end of the

almanac lists and basked for a few days in the Oscar afterglow. Seeing
Carradine was part of that. The next day, March 31, I was snoring away
like a hibernating bear; it was Thurdday afternoon and I always snqoze
when just home from the UI office. The phone rang me awake. And a voice

came ...

Ta-daa! Remember that letter I'd sent Channel 26 predicting the Oscar
winners? I had won that contest and now, ta-daa!, was being invited to
appear with Stirling Smith on his Critic's Choice movie show.

See why I said "that should be “Stirling"" up there?

Stirling Smith is a NOLa institution -- rather a recent one, true, dbut
like much else about this sodden burg, he is unique. He has been slander-
ed in some ©pages of this apa as "Stirling Asshole", an appelation which
follows from his unfortunate camera attitude, which can be described as
.+ well, pompous ... uh, portentous ... ah, stilted? Yeeaaaaaaahhhhh,
but ... Stirling comes through on the screen as he does because he is
almost always deadly serious about that which he is talking ... the
movies. Off camera he is among the friendliest, loosest fellas I've met
(and I’'ve run into him a couple of times before; once at a Shoney's and
once -- Wirth and Inzer were there -- in a theatre, where I asked him
how he'd recoevered from a rat bite suffered in another theatre, not
showing Willard,alas). He's around 5'?", chubby, whitebearded, rather
Kris Kringleish in appearance. His speaking voice is light and swift

and exactly the opposite of the plodding, maddeningly rhythmic drone of
his on-camera lectures. He really is up on the flicks ... flies to Ellay
often, features interviews with heavyweights like Lemmon and Peck and
hell, you name’em, produced a couple of movies himself. But what domin-
ates Stirling's persona is his accoutrement ... a tuxedo, a wicker chair,
a potted plant (its leaves wavering in the air conditioning), a stuffed
mouse sent by an admirer after the rat incident, a pretentious pipe in-
famous for being totally empty of anything.

He knaws John Guidry, by the way. It was onto this man's show that I
was to go. I whooped my thanks to the gal on the phone and started
calling Lillian fans to alert them to this latest
- triumph. Scme reactions:

JOHN GUIDRY: "Well, Guy, into each life some sun

must falli"
ANNIE HEBERT: "Onward and upward! Next a show of
your own, then on to network, then a mansion

next door to Cher ...,"

CAROLYN WiRE3, upon learning that I would be
. appearing opposite the concluding half of Zeffer-
elli*s Jesus of Nazareth on Easter Sunday: "Sorry."

When ‘the show would be playing was not much on my mind over the next few
days. When I was to shoot it was the vital thing. I. had been told to show
up on the 29th floor of NOLa's Internation Trade Mart, the Channel 26
studios, on Monday evening, 4/4/77. I needed a figurative hand to hold.
Who do I know at Channel 26? Why, Jan Lewis Schneidery; of course. So I
rang up Mo and Jan and arranged to have them meet me at the station that
Monday night. Because though GHLIII has had network experience (recall
The Who What or Where Geme, and my zine in SFPA 54 on the show) I knew I'd
need a friendly auvdience to put me at ease. Oh, this stardom. SFPAns,
friends, cohorts, feudies, i%t's hard still to handle this greatness with-
in me ... I've tried everything, even Alka-Seltzer CGold ...



I will allow you the favor of not hearing a moment-by-moment account

of my plans and toilet that blustry day, Monday 4/4. However, I will
admit that in my own considered epinion I looked tremendous, decked

out in turtleneck, sports coat (Heinlein Red Cross heart pin blazing

in the lapel),ankle boots, shined within the month, fresh haircut, shave,
the trousers on which I'd enjoy a bubblegum stain

a few days later. Carrying the busted umbrella I T oy SO T O TR
filched from a trash can last fall, I hied myself | GENE SHAUT NEVER ‘
jauntily over to the ITM Building ... which is at LOOKED THIE GOOD.

the foot of Canal Street, Jjust across from the cor-
ner of the French Quarter. You know where.

Up on the 29th floor I found channel 26 rather busy.
The guy at the reception desk told me to have a seat
Stirling, looking more and more like a refugee from
Macy’s at Christmastime, bopved out, having just
interviewed David Cuthbert, the editor of a local
TV supplement. I was the first of four Oscar winners
-- so to speak -- there, so the sexy director told
me that I could sit in while Stirling shot another
night‘'s show.

It was fascinating -- yeah, that it was, sitting in

a director‘s chair beside thec camera, watching the

creation of ... *gasp* an episode of Critic's Choice.

Before the show, Stirling chatted animatedly with me about John Guidry
("I love Joha Guidry," he said; I won't have any trouble looking good

on this show, thought I); his banter with the director and cameraman,

both very young guys, was light and filled with smiling. And then the

red light came on. CLICK! Stiriing turned to stone.

NG

t was the most amazing transformation I'd ever seen. Of course, it is
part of his act, and his director, a most sexy lady operating the taping
mechanism out of sight of the high-ceilinged, chilly studio, has tried
to sell the robot Stirling to the public with some success. But it's a
shame; his Jeky'll is a lot more approachable than his Hyde.

End bit, enter Jan and Mo Scneider. Ah, Jan, you'll never change, out-
wardly at least. Same elastic, sparkling countenance full of expression
and spark. Mo, her extraordinarily fortunate husband, is even lankier
than bafcre. He's also making a film for his company, about which more
later, mayhaps.

Anyway, after Jan took care of some business business, she joined me out
by the camera to watch Stirling shoot a long, eight-minute segment for
the next night’s show. Eight minutes isn't a long time, you may think,
but on taps, on TV,it is a veritable eternity. Stirling had no script to
read from, just some notes, as he launched into extemporaneous speech.
Again tthe CLICK! as the camera came on, transforming smiling Stirling
into pompous stoneface. Jan had to stuff her hand into her mouth to keep
from howling.

And this is rather worth spending some time on ... because Stirling could
not get those eight minutes right. First he went on too long. Then his
tongue got twisted, trying to tell the world what a tragedy the career of
Jose Ferrer has been, exploding in hilarious exasperation, finally doing
it without too many screw-ups. He was still unhappy with the show after
the red light went off, mentioning that he wanted to shoot it yet again
if he had time later -- but he didn't. The speech I heard taped was the
speech I saw hroadcast the next evening.

ini then it was my turn. I had my Almanac '... clutching it, I took my place



on the stage.

They'd even brought a special wicker chair up there for me. A mike,
not a weber, was tied about my turtleneck. I was surprised that no one
applied any makeup to my pasty complexion. Stirling, grinning and reas=.
surimg, took his place in his wicker chair, and positioned his stuffed
mouse between us. I lay my Almanac on the table begide it.

The red light blinked on.

And what's to say? To no one's surprise, I was magnificent. I enjoyed
the next 8 minutes immensely. Stirling queried me about my Oscar addic-
tion and I found that I had no camera shyness at all, that I'm a natural
ham, and that I'didn't suffer sudden diarrhea ... lessons I had learned
for The Who What or Where Game, and which I was happy to see that I had
not forgotten. It was done with too soon.

There wasn't time to show me how I'd looked, much as I -~ sailing on a
hammy high -- wanted to see. Stirling took my number and said that he'd
like to have me back on again to talk about the Oscars ... the guy who
said that I must have won second prize, two shows with Stirling Smith,
may have been right ... and I sailed downstairs along with the Scneilders.

Said Mo, in the prime critique of my performance, "Yeah, you did good,
Guy- " : : :

I knew it was true.

' Let's ¢all this short. Nobody, practically, saw me on the air. I came on
-- allegedly right after Dorothy Lamour, although shedidn't show up for
her interview -- at about 9:40-9:50 on Easter Sunday, right opposite the
crucifixion scenes in Zefferelli's Jesus of Nazareth and the exodus from
Egypt in The Ten Commandments. Wirth saw me ... a girl at work saw me ...
Boutillier saw me, and pronounced me "hammy". Sit on it & twirl, Lester!

I didn't see myself, either.(Recall that I missed-my 3W's show, being

en route to Greensboro after the DSC.)I was in Birmingham when the ceg-
-ment was on. But no matter. Jan works at 26 ... and so, a week later, I
hied myself up there'again. Jan was working the Sunday shift, punching
buttons to keep Championship Wrestling and the 3 Stooges on the air (ima-
gine having to pay attention to such horrors! I hope she avoids the only
fate I could envision for myself in such circumstances: senility before
30), alone (amazingly) but for a projectionist. She hauled out the tape
for my show and stuck it on a machine and let me watch to my ego's con-
tent. i

And it was astonishing. I'm:real. Yes, I know you have your doubts, but
I don't ... for get this, this was the first time I've ever been able to
stand there and watch and listen to myself, see myself really as others
see me. And I do twitch, and I can't sit sti11, but that grin +.. my
God, how do the girls keep away. My grin is like a galaxy, my grin is
like Halley's Comet exploding across blackest space. Yes, I have jowls

beginning to develope =-- 27 going on 28 going on 60 going on R.I.P. --
but I've got active eyes and an active face and great expressions and a
hairline that isn't that obvious, yet ... oh, wow, I looked good. I made

Stirling look like another stuffed mouse.

As for what we said, well, I showed him, and the world, my al manac,

the Oscar winners marked with a dot to show I've seen them (I made fun

of myself for this, even mentioning that I missed The Great Ziegfeld only
because of a stomachache, tee-hee). I described myself as a "fiend" for
the Oscars ... as a "Jack the Ripper", no less. (And the next day, after
the taping, the French Quarter Stabber came into the news, gulp.) I went




into my Oscar choices, given before, especially Sissy Spacek. I admitted
with a gleam in my eye that I'd written her dswn because I loved her,
desired her, wanted her ... uhh, because I liked Carrie, that is, Stir--
ling played a promo tape for the terrific dePalma frightflick. I mention-
ed some of. the classic Oscar injustices, Citizen. Kane losing to How Green
was my Valley, Clockwork Orancge being shunned for The French Connection
... praised Chinatown as the best movie of the *70's so far, which it 1is
.+ Zave Black Sunday a qualified okay, "exceptfor the Batman parts"

(how did I avoid mentioning that I'd worked for DC? or seen Nixon in

his underwear?). Best Lillisn line: comparing Kane to Mt. Rushmore.

I was fabulous. I was knowledgeable, articulate ... there were none of
those interminable pauses when I couldn't think of what to say, none of
those tongueknotted garbles which are the bane of all public speakers
... I didn't pick my nose on camera (just played with my cuticles) nor
did I scratch my nards or fart loud enough to be heard ... Oh yeah. I
was great. I gotta get into this performing biz. I'm wasted on the unem-
ployed. A talent like mine belongs to the world.

And so ended the Oscar saga of '76 ... in April, '77. I've figured it
out. 49 films have been named the Best of their years by the Academy.
I've seen 44 of them. Some twice. Several more than twice. Give each film
two hours, and realize that Lawrence of Arabia and Ben-Hur, both Godfathers
and GWTW run much longer ... I‘ve spent weeks, literally, watching those
movies, sitting there, watching. And that doesn't count the flicks with
Academy Award winning performances by actors, actresses, and supporting
players, which triple or quadruple that time. Weeks spent in theatres

and before the box that could have been spent climbing mountains, writing
poetry, swimming San Francisco Bay, chasing girls. Funny, but I don't
regret any of that time. Movies can't take the place of real life ... but
I think they can take a place in it. And I love their place in mine.
Never wanted to climb Everest anyway ... just Shasta. And I might do that

yet.

I also want to see The Broadway Melody ... Cavalcade ... Cimarron ...
The Great Ziegfeld ... You Can't Take it With You. It's a small Shasta,
to have seen all the Oscar winners ... but it'll be my own. See you on

the slopes.

L
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Several of the pages preceding, and which follow, have been composed in

the College Drive Howard Johnson's Motor Inn, Baton Rouge, Louisiana.

I am here as part of my training as an Unemployment Interviewer ... and
it's deathly dull. I have no wheels and this hotel is a thousand miles

from the nearest movie theatre. The training itself is dry, dust-dry, &

I know almost everything already. Imagine sitting in a room for six hours
listening to bureaucrats ‘talk about unemployment forms. There are hundreds
of forms, none interesting in the slightest. Fortunately, I brought my
typer (voila) and a fresh quire of these fine A.B. Dick 1150Ds ... and

the latest SFPA mailing to mc. To that in a moment.

Living in a motel is horrible. It's like being at a con.,.without the con.
They .don't even have Coke machines at this stupid motel, just Pepsis, &
I1'd rather drink mule piss than repeated cans of Pepsi. Gad.

This
is
a three-line poem.
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Since I've gone on about the Oscars so much -- and since I have this
page to fill -- I'm goign to provide SFPA with a list, composed entire-
ly from memory, on-stencil, of the winners of the Academy Award for best
picture of the year. An * next to the film means that I haven't seen it.

YEAR

1928
SESE0

1930

#1931
1932
#1997
1934
1935
%1936
1937
#1938
1939
1940
1941
1942
1943
1944
1945
1946
1947

1048

1949
1950
1951
1952
1953
1954
1955
1956
1957
1958
1959
1960
1961
1962
1963
1964
1965
1966
1967
1968
1969
1970
1971
1972
1973
1974
1975
1976

FILM COMMENT

Wings Only silent winner; Clara Bow starred
The Broadway Melody Number of better-known sequels
All Quiet on the Western Front Masterpiece
Cimarron : Only western to win the big Oscar
Grand Hotel Garbo says "I vant to be alone!"
Cavalcade The year of King Kong. Sigh.
It Happened One Night Gable, Colbert won Oscars. Glorious film.
Mutiny on the Bounty Great, 'tho probably not the best of year
The Great Ziegfeld Almost saw this one once; got gutache

- The Life of Emile Zola  Sup. actor Jos. Schildkraut won Oscar
You Can't Take it With You With Jimmy Stewart, Spring Byington
Gone With the Wind What can be said? Leigh steals movie
Rebecca Only Hitchcock film ever so honored
How Green Was My Valley Disastrous Oscar; should have been Kane's
Mrs. Miniver Greer Garson won award; fine propaganda
Casablanca - Play it again and again and again...
Going My Way Crosby's Oscar; "Swing on a Star" sung
The Lost Weekend Terrifying Ray Milland masterpiece
The Best Years of Our Lives ‘Sentimental, powerful,postwar story
Gentlemen's Agreement: Obsolete issue but xInt film on bigotry
Hamlet Olivier's wow treatment of the bard
All the King's Men The Kingfish; influenced by Kane '
All About Eve About theatre; stunning final scene
An American in Paris Best musical to win Oscar; Kelly dances
The Greatest Show on Earth DeMille's circus story is not, etc.
From Here to Eternity Sinatra: "I eat Wheaties!"
On the Waterfront Brando blows the screen apart; splendid.
Marty His day's Rocky; Borgnine got Oscar too.
Around the World in 80 Days Big, shallow, fun. With David Niven.
The Bridge on the River Kwai Great war-futility film. Guinness:
Gigi Confused musical was pretty and pasty.
Ben-Hur _Spectacle with intelligence & reverence.
The Apartment / Mannered Wilder "comedy". I don't like it.
West Side Story Really dated now, was sensation back then.
Lawrence of Arabia Fine. Peter 0'Toole is brilliant.
Tom Jones Funniest Oscar film, original & inspired.
My Fair Lady Opulent & arrogant -- but it works:
The Sound of Music Caused more pimples than whipped cream.
A Man for All Seasons Potent, restrained; Scofeld blazes.
In the Heat of the Night Small film, good crime drama.
Olivert Good musical, finely textured Dickens.
Midnight Cowboy Raw, disturbing, exceptional slice-o-"1life"
Patton Scott's performance is best thing in film.
The French Connection Terrific flick, but tsk-tskable Oscar
The Godfather Best popcorn movie in years; great Brando.
The Sting Fun film; at least Exorcist didn't win.

The Godfather, Part II Yes, but what about Chinatown?
One Flew Over the Cuckoo's Nest Nicholson as MacMurphy. Classic.,
Rocky Read thee elsewhere; see it yourself.

And now ... for something completely different Prenenba ofe s siae' s%nia afnibye oied s oo thie 6 o




First of all, thanks to Beth for getting the mail-
ing to me on April 11, the day after its collation.
The reason for its lateness was well known to-me

by then, of carse, but explained in the first item

!QE-§99§Q§E@§§.&Z§Z§QQQ : Heard about Stven's re-

signation in almost simultaneous letters from Brown
and Inzer, and truly mixed .fcelings course through
me. reading this 00. Stv was a good, solid, OE. Un-
til this mailing his disties had been on time, and
his reign had been free of hassles. It's a shame to
losesuch a steady hand. I disagreed with a couple

of his decisions -- my right as a SFPAn, after all
.-~ but by & large I'd rate his the most successful
administration, taken as a whole, in many OEships.
However, I can't help but understand his reasons

for letting the responsibility go. Getting slugged

by something so much more important than SFPAc as
“this sad domestic event is reason enough to reassess
one's priorites. More about that in the last mc of
this section, that to Intuition 46. +++ Gary is a
fine choice as Emergency Officer. I'd written more
than one letter encouraging him to run for OE in the past year. I'm con-
fident of a smooth transition period. +++ Don't like the increase in mem-
bership, but now that the decision has been made, I'll just vait&see. :

The_Shadow-SFPA_Knows!/Schwarzin-Epke  , wynofficial” inclusion in the
regular mailing, hand-delivered to me by Larry. Problem with deadlines
here -- setting the deadline for actual, bona fide SFPA members back but

one day does not give us time enough to ship overruns to y'all and avoid
problems with prior distribution. I'd suggest setting the deadline

at least two weeks after the regular SFPA deadline...which of course will
make trouble for the waitlisters contributing to Shadow-SFPA ... oh, Lord.
Anyway, good luck with this project. It already deserves a better fate
than Irvin Koch's attempt under ‘this title some years back.

zines much, certainly not to the extent of LCCing comics. My sadistic (or
masochistic, depending on the circumstances) ego simply found zining more
satisfying than letterhacking ... especially after'I worked-at National
and found myself filled with comicdom to the saturation point. +++ Love
that portrait on the cover to the last NYAPA. ; BT Reibpren:
"Garden of Pleasures", huh? (Never mind, -apa.
You'd have to be in NYAPA to appreciate it.)

- AR
Dipped_and_Shot_for Stinkin!/GHLIII i en
world enough and time, I would have liked to
have done this mezine (formlg. 38) as a regu-
lar issue of Spiritus, written as if I was
writing it in Nov.-December, °'70. Had I my
diary down here, I could have done it. Oh
well. Notice the improvement in repro between
this zine and SM38? What a new silkscreen &
mimeotone will do for you ...

e e e e e e e

Mutilated Monkey Meat fl/Morrissey I never got into letterhackiﬁg fam= .

If the mc heading above looks familiar, give
yourself a gold cigarillo. I like this one.



---------------------------------- And Broertjes, who must have one of
the world's oddest-spelled names. Gizmos? Wuzzis Gizmos? If Ralph Al-
foso, whose GHLIII/poopoo portrait appeared in SM29, and who is much.missed
in NYAPA, digs the group, then they must have something. Like, f'r'instance,
cholera. +++ They killed off one of those great twins in the Atomic
Knights? They killed one of the twins in the Atomic Knights? #@*+¢#@%l!?!
No. It never happened. +++ Flawless comic stories ... hmm.s Actuaktky, '
most of the Swamp Things pre-Conway would qualify ... that's my all-time
favorite comic book, I think, closely folllowed by Green Lantern/Green
Arrow in its original Denny 0'Neal Adams form. The "Night of the Bat"
classic (which by the way was the worst-selling issue of Swemp Thing un-
til Conway took over, and ruined the book) appeared in issue #7, not #8,

by the way. Perfect comic stories aside from these... well, "Beyond the
Sinister Barrier", the Spectre's second Showcase (or Brave&Bold, whatever)
was for years my favorite all-time comic story. There are others. +++

No, you spell J'onn J'onmz like I Jjust did. His civiligzation is dead now,
of course, which explains why our Martian recon missions have turned up

no sign of it (listen to me saying this), but perhaps it wasn't widely
spread out -~ too localized to cover the whole planet. Therefore Supie
could bounce around all day on Mars and see neither green hide nor invisi-.
ble hair of it. +++ Naw, give Mm@ Duo Damsel, for my partner on Blackhawk
Island. I've envied Bouncing Boy ever since that marriage. +++ And here

I thought I'd given up comics fandom. Damn it, Brown!

———————————————————— Apa-Index? Gad! How could one mc the thing?

——————————————— I remember that London bizness trip of yours...you
wrote it up like a good SFPAn. This pub pub is a welcome reminder of those
nifty days. Why are you so good at games, Lon? Makes me jealous, and you
should hear poor Hank lamenting his inability to whur you at hearts ...
though I imagine you have heard him, many times.

----------------------------------- I watched part of a game of Dun-
geons and Dragons at the Proctors’ ... looked like royal fun. Too bad

Dr. Shack can't match wits, or halves of same, with Reinhardt and someof
the other stars at DSC. Come on down anyway ... who needs another stupid
spaceflight? +++ Enjoyed the outline of that "stupid spaceflight® a
great deal ... and curse the fates that such as I could never be involved
in so glorious an enterprise. Well, maybe the Jovians will need Unemploy-
ment Insurance ...

———————————————————— Grand cover. I wonder what future issues of this
fascinating, if incomprehensible, publication will carry, considerinz +the
dropouts of recent. Too bad if Wilderness comes to an end ... it has
been a most amusing series.

--------------------------------------------------- Whose idea was
this? Wacko. Proof that a conspiracy does exist. Paranoids have real ene-
mies. Anyway, this is probably the best such oneshot I've seen of the
long-distance sort, containing good talk on New Orleans, earthquekes, etc.
However, I would protest that how much more good-looking Linda Thorson

was than Rigg (and what a sexist sentiment; Lester, I'm shocked!), Diana’'s
Mrs. Peel had something Tara could never hope to equal. She had soul.
Besides, the meat's better closer to the bone.

I i T e i i S S S S S A S e S S A I I I I

The above statement should not be taken as a slur against plump ladies. A
George has aptly and correctly said, Thin may be In, but Fat is where it
At, :

S
S



------ Not a bad mc section logo. I've done that
type of thing before myself, brag boast bleat bleed ... +++ I have

no idea what books or stories will win the Nebulas for '79 because I
haven't the foggiest notion of what books or stories will be published

in '78. The Nebulas for '76 are just being handed out now ... April

30th, in fact, the future for me typing, the past for you reading. +++
Good comments on Korbas -- a name I hope disappears from apa discussion
after this. I hope, though, that the poor clod who comes along someday
who wants to talk about grasshoppers and nothing but in his SFPAzines
won't face membership condemnation. As long as a member isn't downright
sickeningly insulting -- and nothing else but -~ I say, let him write
what he wants and more power to him. Of course, I prefer personal natter
and faanfic and mc's and con reports and so on, and would say so, but
hell, I don't know everything ... +++ Hustler is not 1% foulest maga-
zine I've ever seen on the stands, but it ig the lowest item being gener-
ally distributed. No argument, though. Censorship is venal. Diarrhea

like Hustler is the price we pay for freedom of speech/press/expression.
The alternative is unthinkable. +++ Tom Collins tried to teach me Go.

I went. (And I've said that before.) +++ Alan knows who drew the cover
to SM37. Other than that admission, pry my lips apart with a crowbar ...
you'll get nothing morethan "ouch." +++ Oh, I disagree: the original,
one-&-only King Kong will grab a kid of today and squeeze him dry of

his excitement-juices; that the flick is in b&w is meaningless, consider-
ing that many TVs are still in black and white. Bésides, don't sell these
kids short; they can see past the surface of things to their true quality.
I'11 wager that our grandchildren will be able to get a boost from Kong
just as much as we do. Greatness lasts. +++ I want to meet Eloise, the
Iynda Carter lookalike in your mama's ad agency. Do the honors, weber,
and I'll buy seventeen memberships in Attention. +++ Yeah, lomotil

... that's what I took for my mammoth case of der schitz last September.
Great stuff. +++ I repeat: Carrie would scare the piss out of a statue.
+++ Comments re Bogart later, in flick reviews. +++ Your mc to Io

the Dead #3 has bested Whitehead at his own game. Gorgeous. Congrats!

+++ Yeah, Syl Stallone was in Death Race; played Caeser, the main rival
for David Carradine's Frankenstein. Interesting that both actors starred
in Oscar nominated pictures this year. +++ Yes, Theodore Bickel is an
obvious Meyer, and I for one think Rod Taylor, at the time that he played
in Hong Kong, say, would have been a tremendous McGee. They ought to

try cinematization of those terrific tomes again sometime ... and has
anyone read MacDonald's latest, Condominium? If so, report, report. +++
One nice thing about PIP printing ... the boxes they give you your cop-
ies in are just perfect for SFPA mailings. I store all my mailings in'em
nowadays. +++ Susan should be annoyed by any misspelling of her last
name. Call her "Sue Philips" and somebody with 20/60,000 vision might
mistake her for the girl who took my:virginity a hundred thousand years
ago. And that would be little favor indeed. How does Sue feel about
Brian Jones? +++ Good mczine, mike. You took up the slack from the

rest of ug ably.
No_One Expects the Fannish_Inguisition/weber ISP R DL s
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bigger zine, but luck to your new sf club, anyhow. I know most of you and
if s.f. is mentioned once at meetings I'll be terribly disappointed. +++
I saw Wizards ... for the first time ... just tonight, as it happens,
risking the rain in a strange city (Baton Rouge) in a borrowed car. And

I wag very, very impressed. I'll probably talk about it in some detail
later, if this zine goes the way I hope it will. "I got a bit of magic
here Ma showed me one day when you weren't around ..."

V.



...Iook Out the Window, I Can't See the Sky.../weber T haves oRbERNRarEa

your despair -- sp2éndidly stated hdre -- that rock music was dead as a
serious statement of feeling. I began to feel this way, as a matter of
fact, back when James Taylor made the cover of Time & the coeds were be-
ginning to say "Revolution? How passé." And since Taylor's brand of music
has itself been supplanted by plastic disco dreck, at least in the top

40 (for what terribly little that's worth) ... still I think I was wrong.
Maybe I'm. taking too huge a dose of hope from too small a proof, but
Fleetwood Mac just plain bowls me over yet. Now, you may ask, who does
Fleetwood Mac scare ... and I reply, me. Rock hag found something new =--
deep emotion, female emotion, ifyouwill -- and by gum if the power of

tne music doesn't approach sometimes the heights of rock. Now, nothing
will ever equal Let It Bleed or side two of Hot Rocks (if I can be allowed
to pick&choose) ... even as I move into the penumbra of that awful shadow,
30hood, it moves me to Mickish rapture. But Mac's ladies can still tear
me up. There's life in the old rock yet. +++ Wow! Hank didn't mention
suoh a program item to me while I was 1n Bumminham last ... but I'll go
along with it if Markstein will. I'll take the net and trident ... +++
Cat stories, barf. LASFAPA, Andruschak's apa, abounds with them, and I
can hardly stand it. Can I recall the limerick I made up to goose them?

The lovers of the beasts known as cats,
Show affection in manners quite bats.
They cut off their fangs

And they lop off their wangs

And murmur "how cute", and that's thats.

Rear-Row_Raspberries/weber You too with a moviezine. Stealing my thun-
der, huh, weber? +++ More on Wizards later; right now, yes, I see most

of your points on the flick as valid. +++ Also Cassandra Crossing. I
agree, I agree, I agree. More later. ++ Invasion of the Body Snatchers

is' one of my favorite films, and I'm glad you mentioned it. It is, of
course, a metaphorical film about the death of the individual. Look at
when it was made -- the McCarthy era (and not just in terms of its star,
magnificent Kevin McCarthy). There's a good argument that that movie is
really about Communism! But be that as it mey, it is a tremendous thriller,
& possessed of one of the most horrifying scenes in film, as Kevin finds
that his lady friend has been "absorbed". Lovely. Great film, one of the
best s.f. movies ever made. +++ You say there was a pony act at the .
circug? Straight from the Blue Fox in beautiful downtown .Tijuana ... +++
We disagree about Twilight's Iast Gleaming. You know what comes next:

"More later."

——————————————————————————————— The usual fine
job. You must never lack for something to read. +++

I note that I'm right there on the front page ...
"ineffable" once again. Expect more extra-SFPA mail,
Nedsy. +++ Ah, so you did hear from Amorvho P. Ti-
tanium! He's written me, too, says he's moving south,
having flunked out of school up north. There'll be a
COA from Amorpho this time unless I miss my guess.
+++ Big jolt reading about Jackie Franke -- I thought
you said that she was staying with the Stones at the
time her Dilemma 14 came out. Now her.daughter, that
I could understand ... kid's built like a brick fire-
station. +++ It's standard but -it's great reading,
Ned. I'm about the only SFPAn still mcing ICITM;

just so you know it's appreciated.




One SLIN_Program Book/S&D Con Excellent work. The combination of the
two has always been an entertaining duo -- the whole more than the parts
-- and this is a neat zine. I prefer dogs and Coca-Cola, myself. Always
vote a split ticket. 1 ; :

credit, Lon? Seriously, the writing in this zine is nothing more than the
usual oneshot shit, but the artwork, all on stencil, is simply superb.
DelMonte is extremely talented; where the hell has he been? “(JoAnn Mon-
talbano deserves most of the page credit here, 1I'd say. By the way, fella

————————————————————————————————————————— Buster Holmes' used to be
a great restaurant, but after Buster himself retired, the place went to
hell. Doesn't even serve real butter anymore. (In fact, I think it's
closed.) A round of taps for the best platé o'farts in town ...

R G ey s e e R e e e e Those hotel people were
rude. Or at best, ignorant. ' X 3 CEs

bembed out, in my humble. Oh well. I see Janine Montville mentioned here,
a delightful person in from Houstom for the event.

——————————————————————————————————————————— Gorgeous logo, and mention
of Marcus Weilage, who singlehandedly provided what program the con had.
Qg}}g,@gggb{&gggg . Pornographic logo! And the following strange phrase:
"agsorted black and white films taken in the holmes of several fans".

You sher?

—————————————————————————————————————— Another fine DelMonte drawing.
Somebody should have worn that to the costume party.

The Daily quack Vol. 1 _#3/Markstein Freff was the best thing about

that convention ... talking to him was the most fun of all.

The Daily Quack, second_in a_series totally unnumbered/Longo ... ..
to spell "Puerto", Tom. :

Yet nother Daily Quack/Anon - Where were those non-members? Got a
thing or two to say to Will Eisner ... 3

T loldy.Quack, cVolime, L Number; 3/Carlberg . pouef srelodinaniis Togo.

Steve Martin on vidéo tape was just hilarious; first time I'd encountered
him. T missed Lester's interpretation of the love scene from Cousin Couzint
+ .« thank merciful God! s R

e s e i S "Quack of Dawn." Oh brother.

———————— it e b b e e e e e P A Ed Gueldner in SFPA
for what I do believe is the first time since Doorknobs Forever! back in
'72. Be seeing you again in another five years, EAd!

The Nonexistant Quack/
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................... Realizing that I'm repeating myself, that
DelMonte makes one helluva ketchup! Love Alan's cartoon ... and take
credit for bitching at the projectionists until they finally showed Kong.,

-------------------------- I found a number of these things in the
men's room trashcan, and figured some cGEnsorship was afoot. Finding this
suspicion untrue, I wonder if I should feel good or bad about it. I

like the "old-time religion" letter ...

The New Burnt Quackerings/Longo I do indeed feel weak and debilitated
after reading this zine, but I also just watched Charlie's Angels and
decided that my pillow bore at least some resemblance to Farrah Fawcett-
Majors ... hard to type through the hair on my palms ... (Now that I
feel calmer, I find that my pillow looks nothing like Farrah, but does
have a higher IQ.)

EDE_EEQEEQ_QEQSEZEQQQ God! Like that Lester limerick ... it's the
“only one here I haven't heard a thousand times. How about "A French
ballerina, Lenore"? '

————————— e What I said before still goes ... welcome
to SFPA! (Fella.)

QE-XQEE.QHQEKZ&EQE Up your quack, whoever you are!

----------------------- Well, well, a Kevin Smith fanzine. You're
Just a tad too late, Kev, to malke it back onto the roster ... sorry, but
I'm no longer OE. (Hi, bro.) ~ :

———————————————————————— Unworthy of being played with, indeed. Longo

-------------------------- Didn't I just read thi- ... ohhhhhhhhhhhh.
------------------------ I called. That wall should be sued for false

e R R P il e T gy — A huiputsghuiing Ay gl

————————————————— === . Arrghl! The cover photo comes from a
local paper, and shows Laura de Vincent, this town's most obnoxious movie
critic, in the hands of Kong. Would that he had squeezed. DeVincent not
only phrases things in the most pretentious of manners, often condemning
a film merely to hear herself make clever word combinations, but thought
Network was a great film. Squeeze her to grease, Kong. +++ What happened
to Cara Sherman? I believe the lovely lass is in art school. Gaff told me
(excuse me, Carl Yafford told me) that she was doing quite well. I'd like
to getin touch with her again, get some more of her nifty artwork. +++
The Second Lieutenant's identity revealed. That was one nickname-.I.wanted
to stay secret... Shudder. +++ Rebecca LeDock is an SCAer from Atlanta
who was onceon the SFPA waitlist, and lived in Castle Confusion with Ida

Hutchings. She has waistlength red hair and worked at AAA lasttime I asked.

I dedicated SM23 to her, so count on it, she's no hoax. 4 photo of —the
lady by yours truly is featured in You and Me at the DSC, mailing 61. +++




That scene when the 76 Hugo winners brought their
awards back into the MAC hotel was a classic ...
especlally when Tinda Karrh fondled Ben Bova's Hu~-
go.' "For some reason," said the Polack bombshell,
"I feel an attraction to thisi" -4+ I understand
Bradbury doesn't:-attend many cons because he won't
fiy and can't drive. Who can blame him? His eminent
sanity asserts itself anew. +44+ Religion is not
supposed: to "govern conduct”". I think religion is
"for" explanations, rationales, reasons for living
«v+ and, if you will, ways of life. Not govern
conduct i., but guide it. Catch the irecmendous Zef-
ferelli-Jesus of Nagareth? The best religious film
I have ever seen. This is a filmic issue of SM; I
use film to offer an example to counter your com-
plaint.

Blows_Against_the Empire and More Snow/Lester iRt VA e LR A
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Lester. +++ Black stations are welcome to "Play that Funky Music, White
Boy." Along with "I Believe in Miracles", it .sets racial relations in
this country back fifty years. +++ Rockzines are one branch of the two
hysterias that I've never gotten into, so commentary =-- nope.

——————————————————— Well, your cover does mc itself ... +++ Having
loads of four-hole stencils around, and only a Gestetner to run them' on,

1s one of my nightmares of hell. You have my abject pity. (I thought I

was in sorry straits when I had five Dick stencils on hand -- and my
Cestetner -- lastishf) +++ "Horns’n Hooves" huh? Who's a fake fan? +++

I run off no more than ten or itwelve extras of SM: the hassle isd't so
much in the printing as in the coliating, a chore I truly loathe and de-
test. I thought I'd never get through with 5 Years a SFPAn (at 76 pages,
my longest zine). <++ The t2lk zbout musical personalities reminds me
that Mick Jagger's picture ig in the new World Book Encyclopedia. Under
"Religions". +++ Oh no, I noticed no s# aration between male and female
appreciation of Rocky. The girls I've seen it with have loved it ... though
they seem to think mors of the seduction scene than the fight, for some
reason. +++ No bets on the Supe movic. It‘s had nothing but trouble from
the beginning, and I was there at thz beginning, as Bernie Kashdan negoti-
ated with the producers...though none of us knew what that was all about
at the time. Wish they'd kept Alfie Bester on as scripter. +++ You're
right that the Oscars usually tend to go to films released latein the

year. However, some exceptions ... The French Connection ... The Godfather
««. The Sting ... The Sound of Mucous. A few., +++ Absolutely right about
victimless crimes. The victim really is the society; prostitution will harm
no one when the syndicate gets out of it, and I'd place no bets on that
eventuality. ++ If I was allowed any part in The Best of SFPA, I'd

like to edit something on faanfic.(Why not break the project down accord-
ing to theme, not mailings?)  Of course, such a volume would be 5/6 Lon
Atkins and 1/6 everybody else ... and just as of course, I'd never be al-
lowed to touch the idea. Oh well. ++ Ashamed of reading comics in col-
lege, Brown? Fie on thee! I walked miles to buy my comics while at Berke-~
ley -- often through riots and demonstrations (which I often paused to
join) -- and strode bavk with my New Gods displayed with pride. Of course,
with my name, I might as well have worn a Supie costume to school ... I
must have received a zillion inquiries while at school. "Are you the?"etc.
+++ No, I don't think the Ripper escaped to America ... for the simple rea-
sen that he was gsafe in London. The cops were nowhere close to nailing him.
Nope, I stick with my belief: he sliced his own throat shortly after Mary




Kelly's. (Examined the photo of her mutilated corpse again recently ...
and found, in the ground meat on her pillow, her residual face. It's
absolutely ghastly. Whatever happend to Jack the Ripper, he deserved
worse. +++ I absolutely agree that the advocates of the Vietnam war could
have had noble motives, but everything I read indicates otherwise: The
Pentagon Papers and The Best and the Brightest, for instance, show cynical
men at work, for anything but noble motives. +++ I not only have seen

M, but just after I saw it, Fritz Lang came in and talked to the Berkeley
audience. I took a roll of pictures of him ... some pretty good. I asked
him a dumb question. I got his autograph. I groveled at pis feet., +++

As the man who sparked me into supporting Carter, what did you think of
his energy proposals? I was so impressed with his guts and brains that I
nearly whooped. Brains! What a change from the sappy drivel presidents
have come out with in public speeches in recent years. ++ Who's who

on the front of Mrs. Lillian's Sons: Jimmy Connors has the tennis racket.
Lance, my brother, is in the Superman shirt with the bayonet (a gouvepir
brought back from WWII by GHLJr.). That's me with my hands flapping like
butterflies in front of my face, and David Eisenhower in the lower right.
Aren't you sorry as hell that you asked? +++ :Comment on Schwgrtz and his
present comics later. +++ Yes! Let's see your Apa Planning zines! If
Pettit comes across with the bound set I'm promised (if he doesn't sell

it as part of a larger purchase) I'm going to need these treasures! +++
Terrific zine! I really loved the pulp covers scattered throughout. How
green vas my electrostenciller!

At_the Mountains of Minac!/Mouvdry, Meade, Me In that Best of SFPA vol-
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ume of faanfic; this item will definitely not be included. Logo and art-~
- work by Piva, of course.
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From The Iron Baron, a personalzine by Jerry Proctor, 8325 7th Avenue
South, B'ham, Ala. 35206. Jerry's baron of Hank's old Iron Mountain
‘hold, Sunday editor of the Birmingham News, & an all-round hale fellow.

In the month of April, year of our Lord 1977 (shortly after April
Fool's Day) there came unto us Guy Lillian XX....Guy Lillian XVI?
«2eeGuy Lillian MCDVIII?....I was never good at these numbers af-
ter Rome fell., At any rate, we refer to him as "The Trinity" be-
cause some folk claim there are three of him. Others call him Guy
Lillian the Three-Eye, but I have examined his face and know that
he is four-eyed. Be that as it may, he came to us by direst sor-
very through the air. I did not think it was a good way to travel
-- dealing in the black arts -- and I marked that it made him ve-
ry nervous. Happily, after a time he recanted and when he depart-
-ed he returned to him homeland riding a dog. It must have been a
very stubborn and headstrong animal, for he said it stopped at
every crossroads whether there was a fire hydmant or pole there
or not. It must have been a giant dog because he claimed many
others rode it also. I gathered there must be many witches and wi-
zards in Guy's homeland, for he spent much time here hanging by a
rope, as holy men are said to do in Eastern lands. He also sat
crosslegged on the floor and told tales of "SFPA", probably a wi-
zard's incantation. From his stories I gleaned that the SFPA folk
do not kill and burn. Most of them do not loot and rape. Some of
them do not even steal and finagle. What they do for amusement I
cannot imagine. Guy says they sit about listening to tales of
"SF", which I also cannot pronounce.

Jerry goes on to tell of Ulric's simultaneous visit to the barony. A
kind note and a stamp to the Proctors might earn you a copy of this zine!



--------------------------- All this response to The Last Words of
Dutch Schultz ... and no one says anything about the brilliant content

of the zine. Oh tempore! Oh mores! +++ Yes, but Carter wasn't President
when I sent through that letter (Qgg Right to Say "Screws"). +++ I
"dortt look quite as bright as David Eisenhower"!!!!?!? This clown plays
board games. He likes ACBA baseball. He married one of Nixon's daughters.
Australopithecus was brighter than David Eisenhower! Snarliii +++ Thanks
for the mention of ‘'Salem's Lot ... review will - occur thataway ... ++
Why don't you get into a feud with somebody, Ned. You don't know what
you're missing ... let's see: what have you and Verheiden got to fight
about? +++ Yes, Laumer swatted Ali on the leg with his cane at the first
Rivercon, as he was getting into an elevator. Ask Freas about it the next
time you see him; he was there. +++ And four more pages of books for
sale, I wonder if any of these are on that list run in mlg 38? Should
check ...

---------------- Missed George, missed George, missed George, God

--------------------- Yes, the differences between the city and the
country showthemselves in many odd ways. I, for instance, typed everything
in this mc section up till this page (actually, up till Proctor's para-
graph) in Baton Rouge, armpit of Louisiana. The change since I have re-
turned to NOLa is amazing. The skies have cleared up. Yes, truly the
difference between rural life and city life is astonishing to beholl.

Huitloxopetl Presents_Feb. 13/Frierson Alas, pretty slight stuff from

such a gonzo SFPAn. Get back in the swing, swinger. +++ Uhh ... Halfa-
con in NO had its main function at a meal, true, but the meal itself v.s
merely a necessary evil required for the Reinhardt Roast. (Hank loved

it, everybody else ordered Alka-Seltzer deserts.) +++ I read Pumilia‘s
Ripper story in Page's anthology, but wasn't all that wild about it. I~
fact, I like the yarn I've been sniping at the last several months much
better ... SFPA will see it if it ever gets written, ha ha. +++ A photo
of Valerie Proctor as a boxer? Really? Senditsenditsendit ... +++ To be
fair to Adriemne Barbeau, the ish of Hustler mentioned featured no more
than a picture of her enermous tits filched from the morgue on Let My Pen-
ple Come's Broadway production. She didn't pose for the magazine. Thank
God. +++ Cuidry hasn't done an Ignite sincc the 5 at the first River-
con, and expresses no interest in doing anymore. Too bad. There goes onc
of this apa's most ludicrous and vile traditions. Wa're getting so respci
able, with huge memberships and no crudzines ... il 3 sickening.

Skimming the Clouds_of Venus_#6/Andruschak ] T i s

a sequel to Ringworld (which sucked) coming out. I should have murdered
Niven at MAC when 1 had the chance. +++ LASFAPA looks better and better
from mailing to mailing. Just completed my third zine for you (a rundown:
The Last Words of Dutch Schultz, mimeo; Between Jesus and Jack the Ripper.
xerox; The Charles Whitman Sampler, ditto) and look forward to many more.
Good apa, and 1t has brought me a fairer picture of Ellay fandom than any
other fanac ever has. +++ Those creeps who hurt your friend at that anti-
Vietnam rally are no brothers of mine ... but neither is Calley, moronic
animal that he was and for all I know is, any damn brother of mine. The
creeps warped as fine a political movement as America has ever seen --

I'd rank the struggle against the war right up there with the IWW. Calley
made every American soldier look bad. Worse than bad: obscene. I'd volun-

teer for that firing squad, I think.




Gimboate_vol. 1 _pp._ 517:541/Steele Good Freas cover. +++ Your natter

about the new TV shows falls on uncomprehending ears here ... I don't

think I've bothered to watch any of the new stuff. I restrict myself to
Kojak, the Muppets Show, and whatever '50's classics are playing | 44+
True, Steele ... I've never seen you with a naked chin. So pardon me if

I treat you at DSC this year like I did at DSC in '72 ... ignore you com-
pletely until I notice your nametag. T%%ﬂ//ﬁf¢%/ﬁ//dﬂﬁf/ +++ Seriously,
I can't envision you without the shrubbery ....your eyes are your most
outstanding feature (relatively) so, seriously, I'll bet+ that I know you
right away. We'll see! +++ Not that it made any difference, but the
illegitle zine Stven tosced out of the last mlg wag by a wait-
lister. I imagine much greater latitude is given to zines by
us bona fide members. I hope so. +++ Interuption from with-
out: a fool ran the stop sign at the corner of St. Peter and
Dauphine Street and, swerving to avoid an oncoming car, pasted
a post. He's down there bleeding profusely from the nose and

I just now -- 1:23 pm -~ called the cops. Let's see when they
deign to show up. +++ A lot of people are impossibly vain
about having their pictures taken. "oh, "they shout, "but I
take such rotten pictures!" "Well," I reply, "1 take great
pictures, so shut up and watch the birdie." Yes, I apologized
too much for the bad repro on SM37, but the zine really did
look terrible; and I didn't want the apa to think I didn't care. Things
are much better now, I hope. +++ As Alan has noticed, I get many of

my illos from the newspaper ... the Moss stuff from the editorial pages,
most of the other items, like the one above, from the Figaro and Courier,
local culture-oriented tabloids. The price is right. Back in '74. 1 stole
lots of spot illos from the drawings kids sent DC ... though Mercy van
Vlack gave her permission, and I paid her for their use. Basically, I steal
all the illos that I use. Donations, artists, accepted with great joy. A+
1:33. Still no cops. +++ I take very few color shots, thouzh I just

took 2 rolls of Gras and the Proctors. (Inzer has seen some pix from

those rolls.) The reasons for my preference for b&w are many: it's less
expensive; I can develope the film myself at von Turk's and thus pick

and choose the prints I want made; I think photography is a matter of form
-- and color introduces just too much into the art, detracting from compo-
sition and light effects. Of course, it has its uses, but I think they

are restrained to experimental and scientific work. And what experimental
color photography can come close to matching Clarence Laughlin's work in
black and white? +++ I had an idea recently inspired by Rolling Stone's
magnificent "The Family" issue ... portralts of SFPA members, taken hecd
on, just as those shots were taken. I'd love to see that ... a visual re-
cord of us. What do you think? +++ Candy Clark was the blonde pickup in
American Graffiti. She got an Oscar nomination for it. ++ Nope, I was |
at the Bacchus parade during that Saturday Night. I understand the show
sucked, Too bad I didn't stick my head into camera rdnge ... might have
improved things ... +++ I've been looking for The Giant Rat of Sumatra,
and can find no copy., How about lending me yours? I promlse to return it
in one (ortwo) piece(s). +++ I admit it. I resold your' ticket fo the
Roast to Phyllis so I could cheat her out of some meney. #+++ Good zine,
Gary! ILong enough and for once I managed to read your mcs. without getting
a headache. Shutter your bug at DSC!

-------------------- There are so manychanges going on in the comics
industry that I couldn't keep up with them all even if I were still all that
interested. Seen the buck comics yet? +++ TV, distribution, and an inabili-
ty to adapt to the times ... these are what 1ndeed are killing comic books.
It's sad ... but it's happening.



------------------------------ Yayyyyyy team! What a truly blesséd event.
My congratulations to you and Beverley on the birth of Melissa are only
exceeded by my congratulations to Melissa on having the luck to enter the
world in a fannish family. Small zine -- yes,excused. With bells on. +++
hat sort of indexes (indicies, rather) are running in Apa-I? Want a
guest contrib on the Oscars or the Hugos? +++ I like the mc section's
logo. +++ Somebody eleg guessed the mystery artist on SM37 ... +++ Good
zine, Gene. Congrats yet again.

------- L b Whew, it was a lot of work coloring all those
covers -- less so when I got the basic color scheme I wanted down and
only certain small items,like the balloons, required any choice. However,
i den't think any two copies are quite the same ... +++ In case any-

one hasn't heard, Beth moved in with Markstein, but we're still

friends and t2lk all the time. In fact, I°m due at Para Joe’s shortly ...
o wont to show myself, and I suppose the people I know, that even such an
incrcdible event cannot destroy the feelings I have for people I truly
carz for. -~ And Lillian's himself again. Later on this mailing, or some-
time next, I'm going back and mcing the entirety of mailing 75. As of this
pregens nailing I have been in SFPA for 39 mailings ...which is most of
the distributions SFPA has had. I've mced everything in every mailing

g received, except for mlg 75 ... and even though it's an utter fool-

s s, L'm going back to pick up those pieces. +++ Yeah, that was Mardi
ras, but that®s 211 past. Future's this way. C'mon ...

0 Mo

R e e e e LT b e Love that cover! It's

12t as great as The Vault of Whore, maybe, but none else but you can come
v with anywhere near as funny a gem. +++ I do indeed recall that contest
run by Kraft which offered a monstrous space ship, complete with movie
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