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24 are available at 50¢ each, June, 1973, Starling is published quarterly; the
next deadline is mid August,
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+ Hank Luttrell +

NOTE BOOKLINGS

S%nce the last issue of Starling, summer has at last come to Madison. In my last
izsue®s editorial, I allowed as how we were probably going to survive cur first winter
v> here in the frigid north, After that issue was published, we had a huge late
vnowfall «- but we survived. that, too, I must admit that I'm glad that summer is
£inally, definitely, here. Winter is so long in Wisconsin, Not too long ago some

of the Couches came up to visit us, and mentioned that some spring flowers that have
iong since vanished in Missouri are still around here in Madison. A4ll of this tends
L0 make me look forward with enthusiasm to Fandom®s Summer Festivals which are to
ake place very soon in Cincinnati, better known as the Midwestcon, The affair
17111 probably have come and gone before you zet this Starling, but I do hope you were
¢ole to come and worship the sun with the rest of us,

/

“Le rest of our convention plans for the year.can be briefly stateds Torcon., We®%ve
Leen in Toronto once before, in 1970 when the fact that the Worldcon was held in
Germany precluded our attendinz the Worldcon; we went to Toronto's Fan Fair instead.
We enjoyed that trip immensely <= the convention was great, and we also liked Toronto,
and we are lcokin; forward to returning, We arrived in Toronto early for the convention
and among other things spent a zreat deal of time in their museum -- a splendid place,
I recommend you spend some time there,

STARLING CONSUMER REPORT

First of all, I° like to report that we've certainly been fine, upstanding consumers

lately. That is, wetve purchased one of ultimate consumer oddiments, a color
television., A friend of ours works in a video studio for the university, so when

we bezan thinking about buying a set, we asked him what sort he would recommend.

“Buy the best,® he said, "Sony." The Sony color receivers, it seems, are technically

far ahead any of the US models, as they use only one electron gun rather than the
Lthree required by older processes. The result is that they Sony®s not only tand to

have a better picutre, but they tend to be more reliable. Our old set was a tiny

black and white Sony which we had gotten second hand from Ray Fisher,; who had bought
it only to view the first space walks., The Sony warrenty is much superior to any
offered by domestic brands, a fact which more or less finally decided us upon gettirg
he Sony. Our new set is a 15-inch set, rather than the top-of-the~line 17-inch

set; but after our old television this one seems huge,

T%ve never been much of a television watcher, actually. When I was very young, I can
recall attatching myself to the screen for most of Saturday morning (which I called
"Cowboy day") to watch old western movies -- such as those featuring Hopalong
Cassidy, one of my favorites == and a few made for television horse opera series,
Apparently in those days westerns were considered standard Saturdsy morning kiddie
programiing, rather than the cartoon yardgoods that are broadcast today. Eventually



this steady diet must have lead to a surfeit, because by high school I couldn®t bé&
dragged to watch a western, either on television or at a theatre, It is only more
recently that a stronz interest in American movies, particularly fine directors like
John Ford and Howard Hamwkes, has lead me to an appreciation of the western film
zenre,

During my hizh school days, I was contemptuous of television, and considered almost
all of it a waste of time, I believe T allowed myself to watch®Twilisht Zone)® but
very little else., I°m sure I missed lots of enjoyable prograns == but I was busy,
tucked away in a corner readinz science fiction; during my later high school days

I became increasingly active in fandom, When I went away to university, there was
little opportunity to watch television, but it was durinz this period that I began
to develop an incrcasing interest in movies. Eventually, after Lesleizh and I

were married, it was this interest, basically, that led us to purchase that 8-inch
Sony. Then, havin: purchased it, there was constant frustration that there weren®t
more movies beinz broadcast. One of the few advantages of living in a huge city
must be the fact that the many TV stations will broadcast a large number of films.

We soon developed the habit of watching network and local news == or at least turning
on the set and listeninz to it while making dinner, and watching anything which seem-
ed particularly interestinz., Very little network prozraming managed to hold our
interest for very lonz. We made it a point of watching "Laugh-In® for a while, but
soon grew tired of it. Some of the adventure shows are okay if there isn’t anything
olse to dog"Ironsides" in particular we seemed to watch fairly often. Jack Webb-
produced shows are always good for a camp lauzh or two, but I don‘t often feel like
wastinz my time that obviously: Last summer there were two replacement shows that
we thought were great: “The Copy Cats" and "The Marty Feldman Comedy iachine." The
Foldman show in particular was brilliant -- I understand that it was sort of a
watered down version of the British™fonty Python® series. It certainly made US
attempts at television humor -- even “The Cooy Catd', which was pretty ;zood == look
pale.

Our television in Columbia was often a focus for small zet togethers while we clust-
ered in front of our set for some dreadful movie -- dreadful movies at least ‘provided
lots of gportunities for interestinz conversationi in fact conversations become
necessary to compensate for the moviek lack of interest, Not all of them were
dreadful, though, come to think of it. The W. C. Fields series was splendid, though
the Mae West films which accompanied Fields were sometimes not as good. The Universal
horror film series was sometimes fine, with things like Bride of Brankenstein, and
sometimes horrible, with a never ending sunply of "Inner Sanctum® movies., We get some
interestinz movies here in Madison, The local PBS channel broadcasts 'a fine series
of "art" movies, plus a locally originated seriss of RKO features, which range from
"Citizen Kane®™ to “King Kong" to the Marx Brothers and Val Lewton horror films.

On our old set, it was impossible to read the subtitles on foreiin language films
broadcast on PBS. This was very frustratins, It got us thinking about a set with
a bizmer scresn, We‘ve always enjoyed watching color television at friends and
relative’s houses. « S0 here we are. In order to get some use out of our new in-
vestment, if nothing else, we've been watching a little more network program’
latdly. . .there still isn®t too much which holds our interest for very long; per-
haps we just haven®t watched the rizht shows yet.



Some time dast summer I discovered, as we all have at one time or .another, thet I head
falien drasticelly behind in my correspondence. Being a fan of both Courage and Per-
spicacity, I determined that the easiest way to rectify the matter would be to pub-
lish, in time-honored tradition, a one-shot letter substitute. So I did.

Not for a minute did I reckon that & more issues of WASTE PAPER, as this little piece
of therapy was called, would be published, nor that it would tend to appear on a bi-
weekly schedule. But with a Mailing List of 50 persons (and 2 questionables), I was
astaenished to receive enthusiastic response from 90% of the persons! With such regu-
lar fixes of gooey egoboo, I could not help but forge ahead.

Despite its rmodest success, however, VASTE PAPER was the type of personal fanzine

which bérns itself out very rapidly. It lasted through 7 issues, from July to Decem-
ber 1972. In the same span of time, Richard Geis almost completed one issue of his
public diary. He might have accomplished more, I am told, but his Tubber pyjemas sprung
a leak.

Upon: the demise of VJASTE PAPZR, several of the more perceptive and intelligent Mailing
Listers (a group widely known for intelligence and perceptivity, the veritable creme

de la creme of fandom, you betcha) indicated to me that perhaps there were bits and
pieces from the sevem WWASTE PAPERs which could and should be shared with a broader spec-
trum of the fannish audience. 1In short, it was their suggestion that I assemble a
WASTE PAPER Retrospective.



I figured, what the hell, this is a cheap way to get a fanzine piece. So I did it. 6
As a matter of fact, I assembled two such pieces.

Ti:e second of these two pieces contains all the vile, foul, cffensive, obscene, dis-

gusting, perverted, odious, lewd and downright dirty material printed in WASTE PAPIR.
It will appear in a forthcoming issue of Terry Hughes' fanzine MOTA. Please tell him
why you cre subscribing, so the sudden influx of sticlky quarters coesn't confuge him,

Terry has no class, of course, which is why he gets the dirty parts. But STARLING is

a high-class Family Fanzine, and its editors are known throughout fandom as the epitome
of gentility and aristocratic '"breeding', though Hank does have one of Wisconsin's
most disgusting collections of tow jam. At any rate, STARLING gets the first of the
two lASTE PAPER Retrospectives, namely the clean parts.

lere they are. I hope ycu enjoy.
* %k Kk kX %
PORSCHE NE’S (from WASTE PAPER 1) HNow we have it: a brand-spanking-new vhite '"non-
appearance" Porsche 914, with just over 500 miles
on it at this writing. The first day we had it, we drove across ell the oridges. e
drove north across the Golden Gate Bridge, then east over the Richmoncd Bridge, then
back into San Francisco by way of the Bay Bridge.

The Porsche 914 is available as either the "appecrance group" option or the '"non-eppear-
ance group." Both cars are exactly the same, nuts-&-bolts-wise, but with the "appecr-~
ance group' option you get black vinyl rollbar, yellow foglights in a special chroie
underbumper, and plush-pile carpeting. Also a slightly niftier center console. ‘''Ap-
pearance group" 9l4s cost $300 more than '"non-zppearance groupers,'' so we opted for

the N-A. Actually, I think it looks better than the "appearance group,' because it

is more ''pure'. The foregoing is an example of ''reverse snobbery."

e have found that this classification sys-
tem can be carried over into other, non-
auvtomotive, aspects of life. Cathy will
say, '"le're having hot dogs for dinner.

Do you want an eppearance c¢og Or 2 non-
acppearance dog?' If I say I'll have the
appearance dog, I get musterd and relish
with it. The non-appearance dog is your
basic unadorned wéiner. Similarly, we have
discovered that you can get appearance or
non-appearance toilet paper, aspirin, or
dope (the appearance group dope is cleaned
and seedless). V/ASTE PAPER, as you prob-
ably have already surmised, is a ''non-
appearance' fanzine.

4N EVENING UITH GROUCHO (from UASTE PAPER 2) Bill: (Fillmere) Graham presented Groucho
Marx in concert at the Masonic Auditor-

ium Friday evening. Cathy and I went. [le had great seats. In fact, we had terrific

seats. Dcvid Steinberg, the comic, was there too, and we had better seats than he.

Je was a row in back and off to the right of us. "e were dead center, third row from

the stage, possibly the best seats in the house. We didn't have to "cnow' anybody to

get: such good seatc, we were just lucky.



Anyway, for three hours we listened to Gr oucho
lMarx tell anecdotes from his Vaudeville deys,
tzlk about his lrothers, tell funny stories,
and sig funny songs. There were also film
clips from animal Crackers, 4 Night at the
Opera, A Day at the Reces and Duck Soup.

It wvas one of the most pleasant evenings of
our lives. Cathy and I are both Marx Brothers
freaks, and we wouldn't have missed this for
the world. Groucho is 31 yeers old, and he's
not going to be around much longer.

I can't begins to relate all of the stories
he told, about mome of his famous friends,
such as V. C. Fields, T. S. Eliot, Uimston
Churchill, Laurence Olivier, Fanny DBrice, .
and on and on. He started the show by talking
about his family., 1le told how his brothers
and he gct their nicknames. Leonard was
always chasing chicks, so he became Chico.
Arthur played the harp-- as well as any other
mueieal instrument you caré& to name, according to Groucho--so he became Horpo. Julius
vas the serious one, o he was Groucho. A younger brother was in some nebulous fashicn
interested in, or associated with, the wreck of the ilindenberg, so he was Zeppo, for
zeppelin., The youngest brother had been given a pair of rubbers ("the regular kind,"
Groucho explained, "the kind you wear on your feet'"), but he didn't like to wear them
in the rein. He didn't want to get them wet. He was called 'Gumshoes', which became
Gunmo «

Terence O'Flaherty, a colummist for the San Francisco Chranicle, says only a fool would
tryto paraphrase Grouchc Marx, and when you think about it, that's probably right. Houw-
ever, I'll be a fool and try to remember just one of the stories he told, just to gite
you a slight feel of the evening.

"Je played the Palace a lot. The Palace was the top theater in Vaudeville, where the
best aasts performed. Once we were on the same bill with Sarah Bernhardt. She only had
one leg. She demanded a thousand dollars a performance, and it had to be paid before
the performance. She got fourteen thousand dollars for two performances a day for
seven days. And she only had one legt I had two legs, a2nd I only got thirty five
doldsars and we were on the same bill. Ancther time we played the Pzlace with Fanny
Brice. Another act on the bill was called "Stedman and Rats and Cats'". Stedman had
these ordinary rats, and he'd dress them up like jockeys and they'd ride on the backs
of the cats around the stage. The cats were the horses, you see. It was an incredible
act! Ste dman and Rats and Cats. One night we heard a scream and I went running into
Fznny's dressing room. She was standing ap on a cheir with her clothes gzthered up a-
round her waist. There was a big rat on the floor. Stedman came running in and he
captured the rat. This wasn't one of the rats from his act. This was @ big sewer-
rat, and Stedman captured it with his bare hands. A sewer'rzt! A year later we were
on the same bill again, with Stedman. This same rat was now the star of the act! That's
a true story. All my stories are true stories, mostly."

TIH KIRK WRITES (from WASTE PAPER 3) '"Isn't Los Angeles a2 swell place?" ((You can

have it, Tim. In fact, I'll write you out a
deed. Cathy says if she lived in LA she'd spend all her time looking at her feet, be-
cause vhe cen't imagine she'd ever have a reason to laok up.))
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THZ DEATH OF ENERGUMEN (from WASTE PAPER 3) Mike Glicksohn is folding ENERGUMEN, and

I know why. It's because he's a $ore
Loser! But that's okay, because I am too. Therefore, s fellow Hugo-has-beens, we
mazde a Pact together. I am no longer a fan artist,,having turned my energies into ma-
king VASTE PAPER a Hugo-calibre fanzine. By the szme token, iir. Glicksohn is no longer
a fan editor. His first portfolio of fan art will appear in the upcoming issue of
lire Bill Bowers' OUTVORLDS.

THE THREE BEST JOBS IN THE U.S5.A. (from YaSTE PAPCR 4)  Our man in Kansas City, Phil
Hofstra, recently made & bus-

iness trip to Ueshington DC. thile there he visited the U.S. Bureau of Standards. He

reports that within those hallowed halls can be found the 3 cushiest jobs in the naticn.

BLOWTORCH JOCKLYf!: At the Bureau of Standards are laboratories for testing all types
of building materials. One of these labs is set up to establish ratings of combusti-
bility, or non-combustibility, of materials such as metal siding, asbestos insulation
and so forth. A sheet of roofing wsbestos, or vhatever material is being tested, is
attached to an upright frame, which has numerous. leads to a bank of computers along
one wall. The laboratory technician monitors the computers, but it's the lab assis-
tant who has the real soft job. All day long he shoots the testing material with a
blowtorch until it burns., That's all. That's his job, blowtorch fiockey at the Bureau
of Standards.

HAIL-CANNONZERi!! The second of the three great jobs to be found 2t the Burecu of Stan-
dards is in another meterials testing lab. In this lab they test roofing mzaterials fpr
cdamage due to hail bombardment. Besides the omnipresent bank of computers, monitored

by the senior lab technician, there is also a freezer full of custom-made ice bzlls or
'hail'. The assistant technician goes to the freezer for a load of 'hail', which he
then loads into a specially-designed cannon. Then he fires the cannon at the roofing
material being tested. So that's his job: hail-cannoneer. If you have zny Pirate
exnerience, you're probably 2 shoo-in for this job.

PLUG-PULLER!!! The last of the three great jobs is to be found in a lab wvhere they test
traps. Not like in mouse, but like in sinlk. There's this sink sitting there, see,

vith its S-curve trap underneath, The trap ic attached to the computers, which will
measure flow rates through the trap, coefficients of corrosion, constants of cloggage
and so on. The plug is put in the sink, and the lab assistant pours in a few gzllons

of water. The senior lab technician goes over to wetch his computers, and when he's
ready, he shouts, '"Pull the plug, Gridley!' 4nd Gridley pulls the plug. That's what
he does all day long: fills up sinks with water and then pulls the pluz. Terry Hughew,
Chris Couch, and Hank Luttrell, with their vast experience cs Professional Dishwashers,
would be natmrals for this job. -

And I spend all my days hunched over a jive drawing board, drawing details for archi-
tectural projects for the Militayy-Industrial €omplex, ruining my eyes and my kidneys.
And what do you do all dey long?

BASQUE-ET CASE (from WASTE PAPER 4)  John D. Berry, wandering cowboy nomad, is back

in San Francisco after his travels in the North,
wvhere he slew a Frost Giant and beat & poler hand of 4 aces with & pair of sixes and
a loadedBluntline Special. Last night the three of us crowded into the Porsche and
vent to John's favorite Bascue restaurant, a family-style place in a North Beach Bas-
que hotel. John begged me not to reveal this, as it will surely destroy his reputation,
especially emong Brooklyn fandom, as a Famous Food Freak--but John D. Berry actually
had enough to eat! He got filled up! He turned doun Cathy's offer to finish up her
lagt slab of beef! This is not science-fiction! This is fact!



9 GOBLIN NS (from ASTE PAPER 5) Halloween
has come
and gone. Cathy and I drove down.the Cozst
Highway to Half Moon Bay to get our pumpkins
this year. It wac ever so much more ethnic
to wade through the mud of Tom & Pete's
Drive-In Pumpkin Patch to pick out our pump~
kins than it would have been simply to buy
them at the supermarket around the corner.
WASTE PAPER is nothing if not ethnic. . .
although to tell the truth, our ethnicity
is your basic 'ASPism.

Anyway, then we carved our pumpkins. I have
& certein reputation in the neighborhocod for
carving the most gruesome, most grotesque,
but most ''charming' pumpkins on the bloclk.
This year, if I may say so, I outdid myself.

" Trick or treat dialogue coming up here. One
of the characters is me. Guess which one.

"Trick or Treat."

YHi. Have an apple.'

"Thank You."

"That's a very nice costume.'’
e

A i
" NO OFFENSE, THOUGH o”

"I'm an angel."
"I can see you are, honey,"

"You have a very large nose."
i’le Co Fields had a word for small children: "Fricassedi"

DISGUSTING MAIL (from WASTE PAPER 5) 'Eeeeceeeyyyyeecccchhh," Cathy said, opening

a package from Alpajpuri, "What's this?" that
it was was two slugs from Washington, wrapped in cellophane, with two littkte szlt sha-
kers marked "his'" und "hers''. Gee, thanks, Paj. Unfortunately, Cathy is on & louw-
oligosaccharide diet, so I ate them both.

LEFT-HANDED CAVEMEN (from WASTE PAPER 5) Freff and I were talking about the custom

of hand-shzking. I maintained it probably
evolved from cavemen showving their right hand was weapon-free, therefore = frieénd.
'"What about left-handed cavemen?' Freff said. I fantasized a left-handed caveman
holding a knife behind his back, and dropping the axe from his right hand, thus fool-
ing his stupid foe into thinking he was unarmed. The enemy advances to shake right
hends, and slice. Freff said, "There are a lot of old left-handed cavemen around,
you know.,." e

TUBE TALK (from [JASTE PABER 6) DNostalgia time for you kids too old for APA-45. Cathy
and I were over at Calvin and India Demmon's house

recently. During the course of an extremely pleasant evening, one of the subjects of
et



conversation wes an old TV series, which
Calvin and I both remembered from our child-
hoods, ecslled Winky Dink. 1/ho Out There
remembers Winky Dink? Winky Dink was a car-
toon character who was always getting into
trouble, and it was the responsibility of
"vai lkids at home' to draw Vinky Bink out
of. trouble. You had this "Winky Dink Mag-
ic Screen', a sheet of simple acetate,
which stueck to yoor TV screen. You drew ,f
on it with "Winky Dink Magie Crayons', which I ll'l" § //.
7

would rub off with a rag. Suppose Winky #
Dink is in trouble. The announcer comes

cn voice-over and says that what tVinky Dink
needs to get out of trouble is a boat. So
you draw a boat in the middle of the TV
screen. Then pou get the thr2ll of seeing
liinky Dink esczpe in the boat you drew.

(Of course, if you don't have a Winky Dink
ilagiec Screen, and if your mother has threat-
ened you with castration if you ever again
drawv with crayons on the real TV screen,

all you see is Vinky Dink floating across
the water, supported by nothing.) I think

18 rshall iicLuhan would have liked "inky Dink.

I remember another kide' cartosn show, about L ; _T———s

/h.'
s/ /17
e

abaseball freak named Rootie Kazootie. He
was heavy, but nothing like Vinky Dink.

lIORE TUBE TALK (from !’ASTE PAPER 6) If you listen tc the theme song for All in The

Family, as sung by Carrol O'Conner and Jean
Stapleton a2t the start of the show, you may be as puzzled as I was by the next-to-
last line. I could never make it out. It sounded something like, '"Jeezer oiler sour
red grape.'" However, the TV critic in the Chronicle recently solved the dilemma by
the simple expedient of phoning the producer ard asking him what the line is. You
can do that if you're the TV critic for a big metropolitan daily. Anyway, here's
wvhat they are really singing: '"Gee, our old La 3alle ran grezt.' Remember where you
read it. HNo other fanzine performs this service.

BIRTHDAY BOY (from WASTE PAPER 7) My 27th birthday has come and gone. Cathy's par-

ents gave me 5 bottles of wine. Her grandmother
gave me a whole bunch of homemzde jams and preserves. I got birthday cards from Mor-
ris Keesan, Terry Hughes, Sheryl Birkhead, and my insurance agent. 1 trust this won't
be misinterpreted: Cathy herself gave me a set of horns.

KIRK EGOBOO (from UJASTE PAPER 7) UASTE PAPER 7 extends ALL Egoboo to 'Tim Kirk, an ob-
scure fan artist from Long Beach, California. Hany
of you know lir. Kirk as the twvo-time recipiemt of the Hugo award for the Best Fan Art-
ist of the year, but that is just one fecet of the amazing Mr. Kirk's colorful person-
ality. Did you know, for instance, that he has 2lso enjoyed a lucrative career as a
door-to-door TV GUIDE salesman? Or that he once rowed across the Caspian Sec in a rus-
ty tablespoon? Or that he has six wives, &ll named Felix? Or that he recently had
a cover illustration on a Lin Carter novel from DAW Books? (True fact. It's 2 beau-
tiful piece, I might add .) Those of you who think they have met Mr. Kirk in person,
and who therefore picture him as tall, dark, and handsome, will be surprised to learn
that that is merely his public persona, an automoton controlled from a cavern in the



atéa of the spleen by the real Tim Kirk, who in fact looks exactly like one of his
little creatures, vhich is to say criminally cute. HOwever, it is nct for his cute-
ness, nor his artistry, nor his salesmanship, nor his rowing, nor his wives, that
1JASTE PAPER extends this honor to Tim Kirk. Rather it is for his substantial con-
tributions to the field of Sexology. As the author o the cefinitive text, The Coitel
Uses of Creem Cheece (Harper and Row, 1971), WASTE PAPER is proud to salute you, Mr.
TIIi KIRK! !!

CAT FAITH (from WASTZ PAPER 7) The last night John was here, having brought a few

: more things to store in our basement storeroom, we
had a minor crisis. John had left the back door open for a few minutes and we thought
ve had last Chloe (a2t the time she wasn't Chloe, just '"cat'). Cathy and I combed the
house looking for her, but to no aveil. We were sure she had wandered out and was
laying squashed on Fulton Street. John kept saying, '"Have faith in your cat. I guer-
antee she's still hiding somewhere in the house. Just have fzith in your cat." Ve
didn't believe him, though, and worried all evening, between spurts of futile secrch-
ing. Finally she came strolling out of one of her hiding places--I can't imagine
where she could have been that we couldn't find her— yawning as if to say, "i’hat's
hagpening? 'hat's all the fuss?"

John yawned himself and said, 'See? You just have tc have faith in your cat." Then
he broke the chair.

THZ LAST WORD (from VASTEZ PAPER 7) And this time it really is the last word. Thic

has been fun, folks, and I hopeé to see you zll
agein some time soon. Hang in there, khep those catds and letters coming, and don't
let your meat loaf. DMNerry Ghristmas--or .YULE IS, AS IS GRANT.

Pezace.

" LISSEN, \& ~ou can
FORGET THE SUDS FoR.

JUST oNE MINUTE,

WE HAVE ANOTHER
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WITH MALICE
TOWARD ALL

4+ Joe Sanders +

One evening about a month ago, as I lay spravled in front of the TV, I heerd a muffled
thud from somevhere in the house. I checked upstairs vhere my sons were asleep.

iloth ing; they all vere asleep, curled up in their various beds with their various
blankets or teddy bears. The only sound vcs an occasicnal baby snort. The goldfish
in the big boys' room goggled curiously at me. I concluded that I must have imagined
the noise, and I went back to the TV. Then the same noise. This time it seemed to
come from the basement, so I opened the door and turned on the light. Everything
looked okey until I noticed there was a book at the foot of the stairs. Flaating.

On the night the pipe from the sump pump clogged, our basement was piled high with
cartams of books, magazines, and records. That, in fact, accounted. for the sound I
heard@ -- as the box at the bottom of a2 stack became completely saturated, it ceme e~
part and dumped all the boxes sticked on it into the water. Decling with this catas-
trophe hasn't, to put it 1ildly, been fun. However, I've lecrned a coupie of things
I'd like to share with you.

The first thing has to do with pructical steps. A great deal of my spare time, after
1 had pumped the water out the window, replaced the pipe, and got the pump connected
agzin, has been occupied in drying things. Some scattered observations from that time
mzy have a certain grim fascination for other book freaks. I discovered, as ¢ metter
of interest, that there were really serious differences in the cuality of paper, cover
ctocks, etc. used in mcgazines and books. The bindings of Poclet Books pbgs, for ex-
ample, tend to burst as the pages absorb water and swell. And, as of the early-mid
50's, GALAXY used a cover stock that tears like tissue paper vhen wet, the ink slip-
ping through the fingers like cold slime. Lven the spaples in those GALAXIE3 vere

of inferior quality, bleeding long rust stains down the page. The cover inks of
WEIRD TALES, SPACEUAYS, and AMAZING/FANTASTIC from the 50's atso tended to come loose,



éﬁ% in sheets, transferring lezrge chunks of cover illo to any other megazine in the
stacka .(Incidentally, Polaroid pictures turn into a rubbery film, hanging off the
cardbosrd backing in flacid sacs, about twice the normal size of the snapchot. They
éry into wavy, funhouse-mirror versions of the original.) F&SFs were the publications
least affected, because their dull-finished covers held up well and didm't even wrin-
kle very much. Mimeographed fcnzines dry okay except for staple~rust cteins, but the
dittoed anes transfer rather badly. Of all things, record albums are likely to be
most gseriously affected by immercsion, both beczuse the cardbocrd itself comes unstuck
and because the pzper cover glued to the cardboard, also unstuck, is likely to. adhere
to the covars of the next album in the stack.

As more general advice, I'd suggest that anyone in & similar mess try to separate
things while they still are wet and then let them dry in such & way as to preserve

the shape. Uhen there are large numbers cf wet items, it's difficult to find a place
to put &ach out separately, but everything tends to stick together worse the longer

its left piled in a heap. Mery and I strung clothes lines zround the gzrage (later

the basement, when we got that dried out) end hung rows of pulp magzzines, comic bools,
etc. all over the place. That brings me to 2 second piece of zdvice. MNeaturally, pages
tend to wrinkle and covers to curl; however, if the magzzine or whatever is hanging
vith its spine up it will dry roughly in the right shape. Ule began by standing things
upright to save space, but that didn't work at all. Sopping wet, they collapsed for-
ward on themselves; the pages of hardcover books slid out of their boards. Once ve
had the clothesline up, though, and a dehumidifier going, the process became a more

or less mechanical job of tzking down the wzsh every day or so.

The second important point struck me while the turmoil wes still going on. I was sur-
prised at how well I could function at 2z time when much of the collection that I'd
assembled with loving care, carried from Roachdale to Indianazpolis to Fargo to
lientor, appeared utterly ruined. It was as if the stuff wesn't as important to me

&5 it had seemed. I decided it wasn't -- not as importart, anyway. Being the person
I am, I'l1l probably 2lweys love books. Iiow, though, I have people to love, too. I
realized I'd checked upstairs first not simply because that was the most likely nlace
for a sound to come from but beccuse I was most concerned about what could happen
there, to my three sons. Iy collection was most important to me, I suppose, when I
had nothing else. Right now, I'd rather lose all the bocks I oun than have my four-
teen-month-old son, Gregory -- who's cradled in my arm, taking a bottle of juice, as
I write this -- fall downctairs and skin his knee.

ATy M R T

I notice that STARLING lately has had less about stf, more and more about verious
other areas of pop culture. Ac a matter of fact, I re.d about as many mystery novels
as stf. Uould you people prefer me to keep the reviews as they have been, change to
mystery revievs, mix or alternate reviews of stf and mysteries, or what? Please give
me some advice.

Crri ? 7 S D

JACK OF SHADOVS, by Roger Zelazny. Signet, S5¢.
TODAY WE CHOOSE FACES, by Roger Zelazny. Signet, 95¢.
STRANGE DCINGS, Ly R. A. Lafferty. DA, 95¢.

Criticism of works by living and growing writers prabably is an inherently unrewarding
activity. It's like testimony from a man who's just been run over by a diesel semi-
-- he may be able to comment on the truck's sp.ed and the design of the tire trzzd;
but he can't really say much about the rig's destination or whether the driver's in



control. That's ecpecially true of Zelazny
end Lafferty, two ertremely talented and
supremely self-zcsured writers. DIach ceems
utterly sure of what he wants to do, and
each has faith in his ebility to do it.

oo take this zs aenother installment --

I've written about both men before and cer-
tainly will agein -- in my continuing
fascination with their work, destinations
and the journies thereto.

Despite its fascination, Zelazny's recent
vork impresses me as heading full speed in
the wrong cdirection. “In particuler, it B
seems to me thet Zelazny is experimenting -

with kinds of stories that other people

have already done. And though in many ways he's a better writer than Jack Vence or
A.E. Vam Vogt, Zelazny still can't do a Vance or a Van Vogt &s well as the origincl.

JLCK OF SHADOWS is the semi-Vance novel. It's like Vance in its lovingly constructed
ziien world (supposedly a future Zzrth but cctuslly, like Vance's THEC DYING ZARTH,
simply & place vhere Im:gination c:zn do its demndest), its eliptical choracters (who
reveal very little of their true cselves in dialogue excggerctedly formzl zt the most
chaotic moments), and its appearance of being an improviced game (in the strunge world
the hero, his opponents, or the immediste setting may reveal any completely unexpected
trait the author wishes; once mentioned, strange treits cen be fitted into & provisicn-
al structure, but 2c the story proceeds the author can drop in more surprises ct xiill).
JACK OF SHADOUS is un interesting book, rather morz resonant than most of Vance's

worlk but somehow lecs successful. Vance's characters (cuch @s Kirth Gersen of THE
STAR KING et ser., anc¢ Adam Reith of PLAIET OF ADVZHTURE) are monomaniacse. They want
one thing, simple to define though extremely lifficult to get, and a reader finds thet
desire easy to shere. Uith that simple purpose in mind, Vance's characters are ezsy
to understand and identify with. Their super-cool language and surface behavior don't
leep a reader. from appreciating them as human beings. Jack of 8hadows, now. . .
Zelazny is doing something more subtle with character than Vance. But I'm not sure
vhat. Jack wants revenge, power, and the girl. Okay, those are easy to recognize,
but I'm not sure why I shiould care. Jaclk's desires are based on zctions that took
place before the story opened, and on relationships only hinted at. But without that
background, hov deeply ean z reader understand Jack? He is interesting s part of the
strenge world, but his personzl concerns are not especielly gripping, since a reader
shares few of his thouglits or feelings. Jack's actions before he is aware thzt he owns
a soul, his rejection of the soul when it is brought to him, and his fanal acceptance
of his soul are interesting, too, but Jack feels the effects of having a soul for too
little time to let a reader know vhet difference it has made. Elsewhere, in LORD OF
LIGHT for exomple, Zelazny makes the characters pert of a ritual pattern; the echoes
of symbolic roles help to flesh out the characters. In JACK OF SHADO'US, though, the
chape of symbolism is private. The Lord of Bats is Jacl:'s enemy, but we don't know
why -- nor, thouch "Lord of Bats' suggests eome evil principle, is this deeper reason
for hating him developed. Their antagonism remains vegue and arbitrary. Finelly even
the nature of reality is literolly what anyone imagines it to be, Jack. says, too oc-
cupied with his immediate concerns to do more. 350, interesting as the beok is, it
never comes to life for me. Uhile I wes reading Zelazny's early stories, they struck
me as rather sketchy and fragmented; then, ac I finished reading or shortly aftervards,

everything would come together and my heart would breck. JACK OF SHADOUS remains merelw
interesting.

So does TCODAY ''E CHOCOSE FACES. 1In thic one, Zelazny is doing his own iJORLD OF MULL A.



Tﬂ¥%ugh a series of bodies, the hero guides humanity toward what he considers a sczoer
life. Zelzzny's story is much more clearly organized and better written than Van
Yogt'e, but agein it's ultimetely less impressive thanthe originzl. I'm not even
sure but what the neatness detrazcts from the overall effect. Being able to follow
the plot better:than in Van Vogt's novel, a reader is able tc pey more attention

to the character(s). Trouble is, all the characters sound the same. llot act the
same, now, but since the book is written in the first person ond cince the central
chharacter is supposed to delete part of himself between incarnations, it's puzzling
that each narrator up and down the scale writes in the same tone, etc. GSomeone might
counter that they are, after all, forms of the same person and thet Hegri is en ex-~
tremely perceptive and iiterary gangster to begin with -- another thing thzt distracted
me, since the image of Mafia leaders hardly fits Zelzmny's hero and there's no hint
of how he czme to be so suave -- but thazt just suggests enother cuestion: If there's
so little difference, why bother to go through the process at all? Zelazny's future
society is interesting, but not described fully enough to show the effects of his
hero's actions, either. So, again, vhy bother? The question comes up at the end of
the book, too, and Zelazny's hero replies '"How the hell should I know?. . .I am not
even certain vhat I have learned myself, except that I now appreciate what it feels
like to have been assumed into the workings of a great machine." True. In the book
the machine is the plot. It's well constructed and ~- thet word agein -- interesting.
Dut the centrcl character in all his roles gives a reader only part cf what it feels
like. !’¢ cre aware of the sensations of lLeing a cog, turning and being turned; hou-

o

ever, the cog never becomes individually, believ~bly human.

The odd thing in both books is that Zelezny is not simply dogging it, hacking out
things that will sell because of Lis reputation. In each novel his handling of details
is ingenious, and the vhole mannered, cryptic production is erecuted vith patience

and skill. It probably would not be so interecting, against 21ll odde, if Zelazny him-
celf veren't interested in it.| Zelazny seems perfectly sure of the value of what

tie's doing. I wislh I could get some sense of whot it is.

Lofferty, on the other hand, makes uncertainty work for him. A good Lzfferty story
flickers in and out of focue, rambles away from the point down a grassy lane that
sometrow drops a reader back into the thicl: of the issue, heris and haus, and pauses
from time to time for discussion of the art of storytelling. You're never quite sure
vhat he's getting =t, or why & story works. But most cf the time it does.

45 the ebove list cuggests, much of Lzfferty.'s bect work is in the novel length, where
he has room to perform his vhole repetoire. In the short story length, his ideas tend
to be too visible. '"Once on Aranea," for exemple, has some lovely moments, like the
fost survey of other astroids very<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>