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STARLING #27 was edited and published by Hank & Lesleigh Luttrell, 525 W, Main,
Madison, Wisconsin 53703. Cost of this issue: 75¢ -- proceeds to DUFF. Subscriptions
are five issues for $2,00; new subscriptions will start with next issue unless we get
the 75¢ for DUFF, Starling is also available with fanzines or other publications in
trade, or with contributions of artwork, a letter of comment, or anything else you
can convinece us is worth publishing. Back issues: 16, 23, 24, 25, 26 are available
at 50¢ each, January, 1974, The next deadline is April 203
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+Hank Tattrells -

Great? Well, American, cert:inly; and it hns been n great deal of fun over the last
ten ‘years to publish Starling. Lesleigh and I are pleased to be able to publish this
issue, our tenth anniversary issue of Starling, Before I start waxing nostalgiec,

I have some business to attend to:

DUFFUND 1974

The Down Under Fon Fund is off to a good start, Ballots have so far been distributed
with a large numbor of fanzines, and wo hops thrt soc.: evevy interested fan will have
received a copy. We have, of course, included a ballot wilh this issus of Starling.
Lesleigh has started to receive votes and contributions, and we are confident that
DUFF will be able to raise a substontinl amount of money from these contributions -~
but, Australia is a long distince from Washington, DC, nd the trip will be an ex-
pensive one, In order for DUFF to be a complete success, it will a1lso be necessory
to conduet an auction, In order to do this I will be publishing a brief, regular
newsletter during the DUFF campaign, to be mailed to those people who have voted |
or bid on items, I%11 2lso include information nbout the auction in Starling, but as
you certainly realize, Stirling doesn't appear often enough to provide a convenlent
forum for the moil auction, Some items nre already available for bidding,

donnted by Lesleigh and myself, and I*1l 1list those nowt



item #1 Jack Gznghan pealininary cover patnting for Murry Leinster's Time Té;m;L
(“"*‘m;"7, Gq*fkqu hns included notes about thc eventunl uses of the
V< A R A POl I v A
£2 i iotarior dr1w1ng from Amaging Stories, Avgust, 1938, for *Ife Meteor
Honstcr® by Arthur R, Tofte., Artist uukown, ot least by me, $1.00min.
#3 Imk interior drnuing from Future #31, for'The Man With Talent® by
Robert Silverberg, The artist is Orban. $1.00 min.

# gggg Nelghbors and Other Strongers by Edgar Pangborn. Fine 1st Editlon,
«50 min,

#5 Sturgeon is Alive snd Well by Theodore Sturgeon, Fine 1st Edition,
2,50 min,

If you are interested in any of this stuff, send in a bid. Or send in your DUFF vote
and contribution; or do both.. I would also like to earnestly solicit contributions
or auctionable materials, This might include artwork, nice books or fanzines . «
or anything else th:t science fiction fans might be intorested in.

Xk K K % ¥
Starling was storted while I was in high school, I had just discovered fandom, One
of my first contocts was a kid about my own age named Tim Eklund who lived in Georgia.
Eklund suggested publishing o fanzine, ond Eklund suggested the name Starling, I
didn't like the name, but I allowed him to use it, The first two issues were mostly
his work; he rounded up most of the contributions (I wrote a2 few things), he typed
and published nand mailed it out, I footed the bill for the first few issues, and I've
also suspected that I might hnve paid Eklund®s way into a few movies. . .or whatever.
w2y he may have chosen to spend my money, Eklund grew tired bf the effort after the
first two issues, while my enthusiasm grew, so with the third issue I bought a cheap-
mimeograph and took over, At first my taking over. Starling was a happy arrangement =
between Eklund and myself, but. soon Eklund must hove rerlized thot I would no longer
be mailing him ten dollar bills (which I was mowing lawns and delivering newsp-~pers
for), nnd he nsked me for a loan, As politely as possible, I refused, and I haven't
heard from him since,

When Arnie Katz reportcd th-t we would be publishing the 10th anniversary issue of
Storling recently in his interesting nnd excellent newszine Finwol he mentioned that
our first issue had cont-ined a dozen one page science fiction stories, Now, that
isn't quite true, There were only eleven, and some of them werc longer than one page.
One thing th~t Arnie forgot to report, however, is that one of those stories was by
Arnie Katz. , ;

That first issue appearad in February, 1964, I took over the production and edife
. ing of Starling with the third issue, which appesred in late '64, I've looked over
those eirly issues, trying to think of somcthing to say abouvt them that might be of
historical intcrest in this editorial, They weren't very good, In the 6th issue,
Richard Gordors first plece for Storling nppenred. Richoard has been a consistent and
valusble contributor ever since. In the 7th issue, published in late %5, Joe Sanders'
first book review:column appeared, and #8 featured a Joe Staton cover and a new
typewriter., That last improvement was rither .important, Eorly Starlings were typed
with an old Smith Corona Picn portable, ond run off with an open drum Vari-color
mimeograph, The reproduction wss at best sloppy 'nd spotty, though .I did do a lot

of extra work and indulge in occasionnl multi-color porges,

Starling 9 was published in‘enrly'67, after I had finished high school and started
college, and was 4 very thin issue, Storling 10 wos the first of many to be published
on Leigh Couch®s mimeograph, 1 closed drum A,B, Dick, which certainly provided better
printing, Thls WS ﬁlso the first issue 1o list Lesleigh Couch as co-editor,



Leéleigh's first writing for Storling wos a collaborotion on part of the editorial.

Tt might also be irmc-tont to uoie thot this issue was the first to contain a little
artwork by Dong Loviisiclil

In the editorial for St rling 11,+-I noted in pnassing ihe formation of a science fiction
group on the University of Missouri pt Columbia campus. At that time, Starling wos

the only widely circulated finzine thst wis published by a student in Columbia, and

at that time I cert-inly had no idea thot eventually Coluwbia would becomé-one of

the most active fsn centers in the United States. At one time, briefly, Creath

Thorne, Terry Hughes, Doug Carroll, Jim Turner, Chris Coush and is were all pablishing
fanzines; many of us were publishing several.

St rling 13 was sort of a special issue, I had planned to make it special to celebrate
n hundredth published fanzine, As it turned out, it wis published in early 1969,

and it wos the last issue before Lesleigh and I were married, the last issue before

the St. Louiscon, and the last Starling of any sort for a good long time, because

it was some time before Lesleigh and I were settled enough in our basement apartment
in Columbia, Missouri to publish another issue.

As I remember it, one day we recdived a long manuscript from Greg Shaw, who was
starting to become intcrested in fandom agnin, after a period of being away from it
all, We had not too long ago purchased a huge old Roneo 750 silk screen electric
mimeo, the first large purchase of our marriages The time to publish Starling 14
seemed right -- thot was May, 1970, There was a lot of stuff about music in that
issue., Lesleigh wrote about the Incredible String Band, and I wrote about science
fiction and rock music, Greg®s article, the first of three parts, dealt with
Chester Anderson, who has had much to do with popular music, 'Also for that first
Weltanshauung Starling (for that is what we have cnlled out publications since we
were married) we coerced an article out of Jim Turner, Getting articles out of Jim
Turner has never been easy, so wer- were of course very pleased, Since we've moved
to Madison, dozens of letters and cords and visits and telephone calls have failed
to produce an article from Big Jim, though one contimues to be promised.

Starling #16 was able to present the first of what has turned out to be a non-stop
series of Angus Taylor extravagenzas for our finzine; biack then his column was ealled
Sgt. Pepper's Starship, More recently, his column has had a different title and by-
line with each issue, Juanita Coulson's fine column also started with this issue,
Tom Foster mnrde a spectacular debut as o Starling artist with a cover and several
intarior illustrations, and Grant Canfield's first art for us appe'red, Bob Tucker
hnd his first piece for Starling in this "issue, and Jim Turner contributed wh»t
might be thought of :s -.his first "faanish" article, comp:ring science fiction and
civil war fandoms,

Although we didn®t suspect it at the time, #17 contained what wns the first article
in whaot was to become o series: Lesleigh?s Oh My Stars and Little Comets!, about
Carl Barks and the Disney Ducks, Since then, Lesleigh has written about Little Lulu,
Basil Wolverton, John Stanley‘®s comic inventions other than Little Lulu, snd plans
sevaral other articles. - ;

#18 festured wh~t is still one-of my favorite covers -- Ken Flctcher®s Hue-o, Dewo
and Louo; the Junior Woodchucks disguised ass the Mrrx Brothers., I bet you didn't
know thot the Junior Woodchuck Guide has a chapter on movie lore, This issue also
contained more of Turner®s personal journialism -- Life is o Dishroom, which first
formilated Columbia fandom®s Dishwash'ing philosophy. Starling certainly would not
be the fanaine thit it is without the support of Columbia findom, Cresth Thorne was


might.be

°n oceasional, but always important contributor., Turner's legerdary The Call of6
Oxydol appeired in #19, while Terry Hughes madehis s010 == until now e appearence
in #20 with his thoi~ song, But its the Fannish Thing to Dol Turner®s Kick In The
Jam& appesred in #2i -- another of his more offensive or humorous (depending upon
your viewpcint) articles,

James Shull mnde his Sturling cover debut on issue 21, though we hod published a

little of his work in ewrlier issues. Dsn Steffan's first work for Starling appeared
in issue #22, with a dolightful contents page illustr tion which reflected that

issue’s attention to movies, nn interest which has continued to the present, Lesleigh's
Lsdtalgic article on wotching horror movies on television was superbly illustrated by
Tom Foster and complemented, I hoped, my more serious (boring, thot is) article on

“he history of horror cinema, Tom Foster helped ue promote Lesleigh®s DUFF nomination

+ ith his backcover, If you don't recall or haven't seen that backcover, and didn't

see it when it wrs published in the Torcon program book, don’t déspair. I may reprint
it agnin in Lesleigh's DUFF report. I like it a lot.

Issue #23, published July 72, wos our last Columbia issue of Starling, ond contained
Turner's last article for us to date, about John Wayne, This subject still echos in
the letter column, #24 wis our first Madison issue, and fentured Michael Carlson's
article on Raymond Chandler, which initinted Starling's increcsed interest in mysteries
in general, These issues, and the most recent two before this, are pretty recent
history, so I don't think it is necessary to pick out any more highlights,

One: more note on St:rling®s history, There is something caluulated about the order
of the features in this issue., Perhaps I should allow you to guess what it is be-
fore telling you, . .the order of the contributions this time is more or less the
order thnt the contributors first appeared in Starling's pages, and all of the con-
tributors have been with us before,

Here's hoping that the next ten years will be as rewarding and interesting as the
last ten. Lesleigh and I would like to thank all of our contributors, and all of our
readers, for making our hobby interest possible

A0 (0L 1D
ForLow?

O <4



Rick Dey, 43 Grove, Highland Park, Mich, 48203

While Lance Hardy's essay used breast fetishism mainly to punch up or -- pardon the
expression -- fill out a plesant study in historical theorizing, Susan poured herself
into hcr subjeet and proved that Richard Geis is no longer the lonely Norman Mailer
of fandom, no longer the only one to lay bare his naked soul and skin to the fevered
gaze of fandom®s skin fetishists, I vote it the best-written and funniest humor
article in any fanzine this yesr,

In spite of her skimpy bust measurement, Lulw Moppet is one of my favorite pinups and
rending and rereading her collected adventures is one of my deepest enthusiasms as a
comics collector, (I have been all my life a hopeless funny and funny-snimal comic
fanatic from the classy Carl Barks stuff right down to COO COO, GIGGLE snd HA HA. I
have no pride when it comes to being entertained.) :

Little Lulu was the last in 2 great American humor tradition =~ the kid gang, A gang
whose world reflected their own sensibilities, not those of the surrounding adult
world, Adults figure in the world of Little Lulu as pompous fools, from Mr., McNabbem,
the bungling truant officer, to Mr, Moppet, snoring on the sofa while Tubby (disguised
as The Spider) attempts, say, to take a face print in a mud-filled planter flat in
order to convict him of some bizzare household crime. When the kids do behave like
adults, it's always to comic effect -- the clubhouse is a gentle parody of male
chauvanism -- the len®s Club and other equally dreary institutions, No Lord of the
Flias stuff when Lulu and her friends are stranded off in the woods or marponed
somewhere, no stinging insults or deep wounds dealt or taken at any of the constant
birthday ond holiday parties =- just the inevitable outwitting of the boys, whose
every scheme and pronk is ultimately turned aguainst them by Lulu and the other girls,
This was always the pattern in all the great kid strips up to the early 19505 --

Walt Kelly's Our Gang, Supersnipe, Dwig's new adventures of Tom Sawyer & Huck Finn,
and many, many more, This innocent and unreal sensibility extended to adolescence

in some comics like Cookis, The Kilroys, Scribbly and the early Buzzy.

The late 1940°s and early 1950's ended all that -- the entire planet was in the grip
of a mad lust for conformity, from Stalin and Beria in Russia to McCarthy and the



8
UnAmerican Activities Committee over here, 21l legislating morality »nd rubbing the
odd man out., The kids in Little Lulu were maybe playing Scrub in a vacant lot but
the real kids were dressed up in Little League baseball suits not to play ball to
have fun, but to be indoctrinated in the tribal rites of wearing a silly costume
and assuming the anonymous mantle of team responsibility, competing for prestige and
power, Just lke the adults who hnd moved into the world of childhood and taken it
away from thsi., From the early 1950%s until now the only comie that reflects what is
seen and I suppose w"nted in children now is PEANUTS, a world in which each kid is
more neurotic and screwed-up than the next, a white collar world in which Charlie
Brown schemes not for a good time but for a better self-image in the scaled-down adult
Jjungle that hems him in, Even Snoopy, who chased sticks guilelessly when a pup has
long since forsaken such pursuits in his quest for prestige and humanhood. * PEANUTS
is funny to lasugh at, but sad to think about.

The mythology of Little Lulu is cut from gentler cloth -- much of its humor relies on
certain anticipation of given characters in given situations, just as us. old timers
knew exactly what would happen when Fibber iMcGee went to his famous closet or when
Billy Batson cried Shazam! 1In Little Lulu, Alvin the bratfs form of communication is
always an irrelevent kick in the shins, Lulu's Pop always turns out to be the culprit
after all, the pictures in Lulu'’s fairy tales are always in satirical contrast to

the captions, Lulu and/or Annie and the other girls always gain access to the No Girls
Allowed clubhouse in the end, And, what was oddly satisfying even to doggedly male
readers like myself, was the triumph of feminine will and sensibility, I have always
resented the Lucy Van Pelts of the world who abused authority and were corrupted by
power and have always had a quist crush on the less noticeable Lulu Moppets around us
who gencrate quiet confidence in a kind of orgsnic morality ond the power of loving
tenderness,

You know, I see or sense none of th»t in the SatEvPost lulus done originally by Ms.
Buell herself «- the early Lulu wis a misclievous imp «- in fact, in looks and deeds
she resembled Carl Anderson®s Henry with a wig and a A instead of a 1 for a nose,
Under (I presume) John Stanley's clear, clean approach to character, background and
line, she grodually became a sort of flat-chested earth mother, intuitively wise
beyond her years, funny beyond all expectation as far as adults were concerned. They
had Little Orphan Annie, Little Annie Rooney and*Lil Iodine, They were welcome to
them -- they represented whot adults expected from kids, Lulu and friends represented
what kids wanted for themselves,

I'm feeling sullen and resentful about missing out on the great John Wayne and Raymond
Chandler discussion, After so much lively reaction, my reactions will come as Too
Much, Too Late, but I don't plan to let that stop me. John Wayne is the personifica-
tion of something every film goer knows whether he knows it or not: not all film
actos act, The director and the camera act on him, Such actors, if their native
charisma is potent enough, are simply There in a film, in the same sense that the
Sierra Nevada is there for those who want to experience ite In an uninspired movie,
John Wayne is uninspired, but that raw, malleable power is there to be used and
molded by inspired directors and cameramen, If he were not so intense in his beliefs
he would not be intense enough to be utilized so brilliantly by the Howard Hawks

and John Fords of the film industry. He is especially funny in North to Alaska just
becouse he is so unbelievably corny about Being Funny (mugging a blow to the head by
crossing his eyes and crashing backwards like a felled oak,) He was moving in Red
River probably because the director (Hawks) and the writers (Charles Schnee and
Borden Chase) believed a man could become dergnged when he lets a desire become an
obsession, Hawks pumped thot personslity change out of Wayne because it was there in
the man ready to burst out with the right kind of creative probing. If John Wayne




weéz not obsessive nbout his beliefs and fantasies of manhood and patriotism he would
be the wooden amateur he was in his early Monogram and Republic days or the sermonizing
demagogue he is in the films he makes himself like Green Berets or Big Jim McClain,

I'm willing to proclaim rashly th-t his Rooster Cogburn in True Grit is the finest
comic performance I can recsll in western films, the only performance that could

have shaded Lee Marvin's Kid Sheleen in Cat Ballou,

The antarctic explorer Sir Earnest Shackleton once said he felt ineffectual and out of
place in polite society =- that he was only at ease when caught up in some elemental
struggle, What could be more true of John Wayne, whose political pronouncements on
talk shows weveal a peanut braif and whose best film performances reveal a great
heart,

Raymond Chandler Speaking (Houghton Mifflin, 1962) is a volurie that will enrich sub-
sequent re-reading of his novels and stories. A good, solid sclection (unfortunately,
not a collection) of his letters over the yesrs, arranged in broad subject areas, an
interspersed chronology of the personal highs and lows of his life, from his extra-
ordinarily good marriage in 1924 to his pathetic suicide attempt in 1955 a year after
his wife's death, The volume also contains some of his best essays and articles, and
two previously unpublished short stories, the latter actually the first chapter of a
nsw Philip Marlowe novel cut short by Chandler’s death in 1959,

Chandler would have made a fine film critic, especially in the latter years, when the
special Juices he had tapped for his stories and novels was running low. He had a
virtunlly untapped wealth of background as a bench hand in the Dream Factory to draw
from, and he was unimpressed by vulgarity or pretentiousness in films,

Ray Nelson 333, Ramona Ave., El1 Cerrito, CA. 94530

Jusi before running off with my first wife,a wise but ugly (he had a glass eye that
Aidh't match his real one) seducer once gave me a bit of advice I’ve never forgotten.
Said Be, "However you happen to be, act like you got that way on purpose." :

I thought of these words as I read "Breast Fetishist of Sol III, parts 1 and 2

It seems to be th:t both Susan Glicksohn and Lance Hardy Jr, might well meditate on
the words of this crafty cocksman, If they did, Lancé Hardy might not ~ . &ii .
end his tour bhrough eternity with a rousing chorus of “Everycne is beautiful in his
own way," and, more importantly, Susan Glicksohn might no longer need to cast an
T

e




onvious eye on the larger boobs of thepasumatic Rosemary Ullyots of this world. 10

Is it true that everything in this world has a special unique beauty? Of course not.
If everything is beautiful, then nothing is beautiful. Beautiful, like good, or like
dark, or like not, is an adjective of comparison, keeping company with words like
"more" "most® nnd "least." Just as there is no dark without light, there is not
beautiful without ugly. And since "beauty is in the eye of the beholder," clearly
nothing can be beautiful unless someone says it is., Though Im tempted to exempt-
flowers and cats, nothing is beautiful in its natural state. ;

Let us say that I stand on a beach, At my feet are piles and piles of pebbles, worn
round by the tides, At first I pay no attention to them, They are not yet beautiful,
Then I look down. I see one, I lean over, pick it up. I say, in an awed voice,

"How besutifull® WWhat is it that makes it beautiful? All the millions of ugly pebbles
that I have rejected in chosing this one beautiful one.

It is choice that crentes beauty)

Susan Glicksohn ond Rosemary Ullyot stand side by side. It is clear that Rosemary‘s
boobs are bigger than Susan®s, I, the dirty old man of El Cerrito, stand before them
and my eyes, in spite of all my efforts to be fair, move slowly over Susan's boobs
and come to rest on Rosemary's, Should Susan at this point burst into tears? Not
so! 4nd I will show you why,

Once agnin Rosemary Ullyot stands before me, but at her side stands, not Susan
Glicksohn, but Twiggy. In spite of myself, with the best will in the world, I can‘t
prevent my eyes from wandering away from Rosemary's bcobs, which have suddenly lost
their appeal. I find myself unable to tear myself away from Tuiggy®s. «" +face,

How can this be? Susan may have had small boobs, but Tuiggy has almost no boobs at
alll Yet I can’t take my eyes off her. What is it that draws my eyes? Rosemary
Ullyot may flaunt her boobs, but Twiggy flaunts her no-boobs more, It is not the
boobs that faseinate., It is the flaunt! Because Twiggy's clothes, her makeup, even
her personal mannerisms and way of talking seem to say, "Before I was born, I sat
down with God and designed my whole self, body and soul,."

Beauty is created by choices. The more choices I make, the more beautiful I become,
Is it the Twentieth Century? Then I will speak and act and dress as if it were the
Nineteenth Century, or the Thirteenth Century, Or the First, Among the long-haired
non-selves, as they quote Huey Newton and Mao, I will appear in short hair, beardless,
and. . .in toga, tunic and sandals, and I will quote Appolonius of Tyanna. And
Sececa, And Nero,

Men and women in our society =- and men more than woman - arc like prisoners who
remain in a cell when the door is unlocked, When I read about the wardrobe of a
Susan Glicksohn, I got an image of someone who has never tried to create herself.
Gowms, jeans, slacks, t-shirts, good-skirts, sweater-dresses, pullovers, blouses.
There are not resl costumes here! Uhere is the tunica? Where is the hoop-skirt?
Where is tha doublet snd hose? Where is the future-fashion she designed herself?
Above all, where is the flapper outfit?

If a woman with small boobs wanted to make her clothes say, "I am the way I am on
purpose," wouldn®t the first thing she’d think of be, %] will dress as women dressed
when my body was in fashion,"? Big boobs are not always "in,*? Big boobs look awful
on a flapper,
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Jorry Kaufman, 622 W. 114th St., Apt. 524, New York, NY 10025

I liked the stars on front and back of the last issue, and the nice 1ittle filloes
within, like Fletch and Shull and Canfleid. I reapeat what I°ve written baforc --
T wish vou could get current G, Foster or D, Lovenstein,

Angus Taylor again, with a good parody of Darko Suvin and the academic trend. Typical,
in that it uses ninetenths of its length before coming to any point. Angus could
hnve made the article a bit funnier by making the article more Suvin-specific,
parodying his iorxist interpret-tion of sf and its relevance. Perhaps sometime I will
write a parody of Angus' older columns (perhaps called "Colonel Blimp's Riverboat").
Tt would be a lot of work, since I'd have to drag in esoteric references from all

over the cultursl map to jistify relationships determined on the basis of puns, but

it would be well worth it to get a response from Angus,

Marty Feldman used the animation of Terry Gillam, as does the Monty Python show,
This is one of the things that crecates the sifiilarity between the two,

Porter has published Algol, and I have skimmed through Barbourfs article; in many

ways it resembles mine., This is inevitable, since if what I saw in Lathe of

Heaven is really there, it guides searchers itself. But at least one of his conclusions
is differont from mine., He belleves that Orr causes a real change in the world,

where I know that Orr changes illusions, I don't think he attempts to understand
Heather, but I°m not sure, a - :

Harry Wnrner has had a letter of comment in almost every issuc of Starliing since
number two, Now, in number twenty four, our tenth anniversary, he has an interesting
announcement to make, *

Harry Worner, 423 Summit Avenue, Hagerstown, Maryland 21740

First, a worning and a promise, This will probably be my last loc to you and Lesleigh
for a while, unless you manage to publish the 27th Starling in improbable speed.

I plan to get back to work on fan history before the end of the year and I'm going

to drop most forms of fanac for the time it takes to complete the first draft, maybe
four months or so,

I liked Lance Hardy, Jr,.'s good words about the frustrated braininess of primative
mon., He might have gone on to point out how many people today fall into the trap of
aseribing this very same imagined low intelligence level -to our ancestors of one or
two generstions ago, not just to those of the ecave man period, Even those superior
creatures, fans, somctimes scoff at all the science. fiction written before 1950 or
thepeahouts ss if it emanated from a lower order of crestivity, refuse to waste
their time listening to any music written before the birth ef rock except maybe for
an occasional Vivaldi concerto, and ean't beliéve that there were anti-war, anti-
astablishment sentiments in existence as long as Depression days.: ' '

Of course, his article had a surprise twist toward the end, after I'd decided that
the title was just one of those irrelevant ones designed to trick the reader into
finishing the article., One thing opuzzles me, Did the big breast popularity begin
in recent years, or has it always been a desideratum? The first stories I remember
reading which put a lot of stress on breasts were two or three novels which Henry
Kuttner wrote for ilarvel, back in the late 1930's, They were incredible hack work but



they contained +romen’s physiology, which 12
rarely figured in other prozines, and I
seem to remember that every sixth para-
graph contained a reference to the heroinets
“812ll, firm breasts,” I believe the same
model breast was bobbing up regularly in the
sexy horror prozines thut wers published a
bit later, I can't look up earlier fiction,
simply because I don®t know where to look
for the kind of stories that kesp giving

such suceinet and consistent brenst refer-
encess I don’t believe that the movies

put any great stress on breast size before
the World War Two era, I don't doubt that
men in general have always been susceptible
to large boobs, But weren't legs and hips
more important objects of attention before
Monroe, Dagmar, and their contemporaries
caused all this stress to be put on the
northern areas of women?

The only way I ean explain why I like a given
type of music is: something went click in-
side me one day and then I hegan to admire
that particular style of composition., It happened when I went wild over serious
musie, when I much lnter got interested in country music, when I fell in love with
German folksong, When those things happen, there is never any apparent emotional
or environmental evcent which could account for the sudden broadening of tastes, I
Just seem to have reached some new stage in my music appreciation area of my brain,
and the whole thing is out of my control,

Paul Novitski, 1690 East 26 Ave., Eugene, Oregon 97403

I enjoyed Lance Hardy®s precis of human history -- he's got it all stapled dowm
neatly except a few minor omissions such as the last five thousand years of Chinese
history in which painting, astronomy, neurology -- not to mention philosophy -- were
developed and refined long before our Western civilization got around to them. But
I find it a fascinating concept that, from conception, we develop along roughly
evolutionary lines from single cslls, to amphibian, to vertebrate, to mammalian,

to primate == and then after we’re born we have access to much of the accumulated
fact and dream of the human mind. So that in effect, in one lifetime, we each cover
a billion year®s evolution plus several thousand of eivilization,

For our generation I think this angle of awareness has been widened by the phenomenon
of television, which has given us a visual, audial overview of happenings and histories
and cultures and personalities all over the world and up and down time, Even if this
overview is often grossly distorted by the cultural and political chauvanism of the
teevee industry ~nd their sponsors, A1l this gives me a sensation of having lived

2 thousand lives, having gone through innumerable permutations of human experience

== rather like a racial memory but with sideways mobility,

On the subject of breasts, I*'d like to point out that flat-chesied males such as
myself also suffer from a certain amount of negntive social sanction, Personally I
find women possessing small to moderate breasts the more appealing,
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Brace D. Arthurs, Fort Lee, VA 23801

I remember, ¥agusly, reading Little Lulu comics many yeirs ago, and enjoying them,
However, your article on Stanley raminded me also of another comic book I eujoyed
about the same period, Nancy. Yes, the Nancy of the putrid daily comic strip by
Bushmillar. The comic book, however, was heads and heels above the strip. I only
remember ome issue, where Nancy and all her frisnds went to summer camp, Sluggo, of
course, didn*t have enough money to go, so he was left at home alone, with nobedy else
left in the neighborhood to play with. If I remember correctly, Sluggo tried to make
friends with the man who lived next door; however, all his attempts flopped in one
way or another and the neighbor usually ended up by falling into a thorny rose bush.
Finally, as Sluggo lay sleeping in his bed, someone broke into his house, stuffed
Sluggo into a large bag, nnd drove off into the night, ThAt norning at the summer
camp, Nanoy and the rest were walking through the woods when they stumbled across

2 large lumpy bag., Opening it, they found Sluggo s well as a check for the camp

and a note which said, "Please take him, I can't stand it any moree" .

+Lots of people confuse Nancy with Little Lulu because the Nancy book was
+fairly good, I bet most people who remember Oona Goosepimple think she was
+a character in Lulu. Not so. Someday I may get around to writing an article
+about o1l the miseellaneous Great American Comics I've missed, and Nancy
+will certainly be one of them, --LML

Wallace I. Green, Mamaging Editor, Periodicsl Division, Western Publishing Company.-

Tt has been several years since I have been in touch with John Stanley.' I do wish
he were still available to write stories. He has a unique imagination and a rare
talent, '

The last work he did for me was issue no. 1 of 0.G. Whiz, He wrote the entire book
and did some of the illustration. We recently printed some new 3-page Little Lulu
stories of his. They had been written for Golden Magazine shortly before we dis-
continued its publication and lay in a remots file cabinet until recent rediscovery.
But there were only abouttwo of them.

Incidentally, regarding Marge's association with the comic book, although to my
kncwledge she never actually wrote or drew any of the stories, she did personally
approve every issue up until the time she sold the property to Western Publishing
abcuttwo years ago. Since that time, we have dropped.her name from the title.
Every so often she sends us comments which we are ulways happy to receive.

Mike Blake, 71 South Bend St., Pawtucket, RI

Lesleigh's article, no matter how enjoyable, didn't answer the question I‘ve had
over since I heard of the Choo Choo Charlie comic: was the character originated in
the Good 'n Plenty commercials and the comic released on the basis ‘of their sucess,
or what? TIt's not too often publizhers feel an advertising gimmick is populsor
enough to stand on his on two fe:: without his product, And I didn®t think those
cartoons were very well animate... ;
+Personally, I don®t rememi:: “ais advertising campaign. Maybe it was only
+a regional phenomenon, I .urs one of our readers can enlighten uson this
+point, --LML Choo .Choo Cls:" -3 was published in 1969, and was copyrighted
+by Quaker City Chocolate anc Zonfectionary Co, The comic didn®t mention any
+product, but I suspect it must have been some sort of advertising spin-off,
+ --HL



Michael Carlson, 35 Dunbar Rd,, Milford, CT 06460 14

The red necks of Easy Rider would not bs heroes in Dirty Harry. . .not at all, Harry
doesn't have to assert himself over hippies because he knows how good he is at his
job, hence the seene in the tunnel when Harry, carrying the $200,000 in a satechel, has
to get to a pay phone within a time 1limit or the kidnapped girl dies. He is stopped
by two hippie-types, but they are muggers, and say "what's in the bag, man?" Harry
pulls out a ,357 Magnum and shoves it in their faces. But they aren®t hipples. «
they're muggers, and they've ventured onto Harry's turf, as it were, and will have'to
face the consequonces, It a sense Dennis Hopper makes the same mistoke in Easy Rider
by flipping the red necks the bird, which brings him into their game., It's a shame
Fonda has to be killed, too, because he really is the innocent viectinm,

Jack Flam with the beard still has thot weird eyet My favorite of his gppearances was
in Once Upon a Time in the West, still one of my all time favorite westerns, where he
traps the fly inside his gun borrel. In that scene Elam is the lethargy, the hot slow
ugly violence of the west. Which Leone fully recognises,

Will Straw, 181 Fifth Ave,, Ottawa, Ontario, K15 2M8, Canada

My favorite character actors nre more the clerks and erooked businessmen of Hollywood
social comedies than the sold sidekicks or villains of Westerns., My personal favourite
bit player is Charles Lane, who usually played unscrupulous lauwyers or businegsmen
over a period of forty years or so, He was HomerBedloe, the railroad owner, on
“potticoat Junction," and shows up occasionally in an American film or on television,.
He was one of a group of actors of similar status ~- Morris Ankrum, Byron Foulger

and Addison Richards are others -- who worked wecks in films and spent thsir weekends
putting on plays in the Pasadena Playhouse, taking the opportunity to play roles they
would never get in films., My idea of heaven right now is being able to see one of
these performances =- almost all of the people involved got one or two chances to show




i
thefi talents (Addison Richards as the member of Spencer Traey®s band in Northwest
Passage who goes insane, for instance) in films, and seeing them given the opportunity
to really cut loose would have been tremendous,

I saw The Long Goodbye couple of nights ago, more out of my admiration for Altman
than any interest in Chandler, and I hope the Chandler discussion in Starling con-
tinues long enough that everyone who has opinions on the film gets to express them,

I wos disappointed, because I had such high exp~ctations, I liked the film, but it
didn't hearken back to the Chandler films of the forties as much as I'd been led to
expect -= it seemed more reminiscent of Sinatra's Tony Rome films or Harper. All of
those recent films seemed to have mnde more use of sprawling San Francisco as home for
n wide and varied cross-section of huminity than any forties films did; in them, there
was more n sense of closeness, of an actual city. And the relation of the hero to the
rest of society seems widely different; Elliot Gould's Marlowe seemed left behind by
the rest of society, more a part of the establishment who wasn®t making it because
thsre was no room for him than the genuine rebel that Bogart was, That's probably
what Altman intended for him to be -- an anachronism -- but in doing so he made it

for more difficult for me to identify with Gould than I could with any of the film
noir heros of the forties,

Monty Python seems to be cotching on with American youth culture; you’ve probably
seen the pieces on him in both Rolling Stone and Zoo World over the last few months,
A few houses down the streeta Monty Python fanatic has a basement apartment, and I've
visited him several times. One Monty Python show this summer involved a penguin
sitting on a tv set and one woman asking the other what was on television; it looks
like a penguin® was the gag (you had to be there):, and this person promptly went out
and bought a penguin which he now has sitting on his tv set in the tiny hope that
he*1l have a chance to use the joke,

Alex Eisenstein, 2061 W. Birchwood, Chicago, Il 60645

I've been intending to comment on Starling #23 for many moons now, simply because it
had a wealth of comment hooks for me,.

I enjoyed reading Chris®s recap of "Video SF," about which I learned a few new things,
I think; nevertheless, for all its npparent comprehensiveness, it shows the mark of its
second and third hand research. Captain Video changed appreciably over the years, in
script quality as well as formit -- ask some of the sf writers who wrote later

scripts for the show, The X-9, with its double-decker bunks, was soon phased out in
favor of a new ship (and more elaborate interior set) called the Galaxy. The Johnny
Mack Brown western clips were dropped about the same time, I believe. Both Capt.
Video and Space Patrol remained the top kiddie-sf shows for yecirs and years funless
you count Superman as sf). The incredible thing about The Good Captain was that he
refused to die; the show eventually lost one sponsor after another, for reasons I
cannot fathom, ond was cut back from a full hour to 45 minutes, then a half hour,
Finally, without any sponsor at all, it hung on for months in a fifteen minutes

slot, which was finally reduced %o five minutes a day! One wonders about the dynamics
of TV production in those days, ilsi could allow such a strange attrition, Certainly
it wns the Captain®s most horre:.us battle.

In its hey=-day, Capt. Video was a highly imaginative pot-pourri of diverse interplanes-
tary-sdventure situations; enormous efforts were made by cast and crew to convey
utterly fantastic phenomena in = plausible manner. Space Patrol, on the other hand,
presented most of its wonders with 2 more matter-of-fact attitudes yet neither show
was given to 100% fiat marvels. The "pirate spaceship with Jolly Roger® was a pirate



galleon floating in space. . .a spaceworthy vessel indeed, courtesy of the invié?ble
force~field surrounding it and the mad caprice of Prince Baccarati, alias "The Black
Falcon," Buzz Correy‘s perennial arche-nemesis (at least for a while), If anything,
SeP. was lggs careless of its science and super science than Capt., V, Among its
other distinguishing choracteristies were elaborate, even colossal, sets amd special
effects, which imbued it with a consistency and lack of staginess not achieved by
other such shows (like Capt. V.) . For one thing, all snecial offects were live,

as opposed to C,V,'s filmed stock shots; some of the latter may have been more spec-
tacular, viewed in isolation, but Patrol’s visusl materials were better integrated,

For all its vividness and lavish production, Space Patrol forevcr ran a close second
to Capt. Video Patrol wns more immediste, dramatiocally speaking, but Vidgo was much
more inventive snd intricate, Tom Corbett was hardly the best of the cereal serials:
in fact, it never ciume close to matching the hold on young minds that the other two
exercised, Take my word for it -- I was there, More and more, Tom Corbett's later
seripts depended on weird menaces,

Space Patrol lasted well into the mid-fifties, ending some time after the last gasp
of Cap. Vid. By then, a syndicated telefilm sarial called Rocky Jones, Space Ranger
had appeared to fill the gap., Without doubt, Rocky Jones had the most opulent space
effects of any TV show, past or present. Even Twilight Zone occasicnally used foot-
age from it, -

I have the feeling that Chris saw Outer Limits at an impressionalbe age, and only
saw Twilight Zone in haphazard re-runs much later on, I don®t think most fans would
argue with the judgment that T,2, wns far superior or O,L. and I'm slightly flabber-
gasted that Chris deprecates the one and alibis the other, Stefano was not forced
to inject a monster into 'every episode; he did so, I'm sure, for commercial reasons,
Of course, each show had, 1like °50°'s porn, its redeeming moral message: i.e., Man

is the real monster; Man is evil, Man is bad, , .reitersted ad nauseam, show after
show, with the subtlety of a pile driver,

WAFH: Eric Lindsay, Barry Gillam, Gregg Calkins, Loren MacGregor, Mike Glicksohn,
David Emerson, Mike Gorra, Sheryl Birkhead, Don D'Ammassa, Gene Wolfe, Chris
Sherman, Amos Salmonson, Doug Carroll, Sue Clarke, John Dowd.




17richard Gordon recently hnd his first two science fiction paperbncks published in
the US by DAW under the by-line Stunrt Gordon, He has had a number of other books

published in Britain, Richuid first appeared in Starling with the sixth issus,
making him senior contributor in this issue,

I dreamed ! was a
TELEVISION SET NP S

The Starling is indeed a nifty bird...publishing revolutions come and go, but Starling
alone seems to fly on unaffected. 1 got your letter requesting something for the tenth
anniversary a couple of weeks back, and spasmodically 1've been trying to write some-
thing...but I seem to be having one of those things politely referred to as a 'wuriter's
block'. I've spent all year frantically trying to produce a sequel (TWO-EYES) to a
story DAW published in October (ONE-EYE), but sadly I think it's fallen headlong over
ité .own mystic feet. Time for a rest and a rethink, and general circumstances also
geem to indicate a withdrawal from london. It's a crazy placé at the moment...

Well, this has been a strange and ragged year, jampacked with social, economic, polit-
.ieal,not to mention existential ickyness (the same as referred to by Lance Hardy), and
;4 becomes a major problem knowing which word to place in relation with the next in or-
der to make any sense. Many weird things happen. Buffy St. Marie has just succeeded
in vibrating one of my stereo speaker s off the shelf; the cabinet crashed to the ground
brining radio and other material ephemera with it. She sure has a powerful voice...
and where's the comet? All year I've been looking for cosmic scapegoats to blame for
all the gibbering rubbish I've been committing to paper. I really want to pin all
gibbering rubbish on the motions of the planets, on the 11.11 sunspot eycle, on the
eclipse, on the comet, on the psychic weight of Nostradamian prophecies, and on sny

and every other available fatalistic phenomenon which removes responsgibility from

this stumbling human sphere. 1It's such a temptation...I could even go and join the
Divine Light Mission. They have their plush middle-class london headquarters just up
the road from here. In the summer the Perfect Master jetted in for a few guick rallies
in London's largest stadiums, it was impossible to move down the street without getting
beamed by bright-eyed evangelising premies. It was oddly time-fracturing to be having
circular theological arguments on the pavement with heavy juggernaut traffic thunder-
ing past a few feet mwway. The Divine Light Mission's doing well in the soul-grab stakes.
And while it's easy to put down many cults and point a finger after Charles Manson, it
isn't so easy to dispose of or to ignore the increasingly-apparent gsubliminal forces
whidp..even if only as a side-effect...stimulate cult-beliefs and a general gnawing
desire for order, peace, and harmony. The trip is getting weirder and weirder, who's
not a nut now, who can wholly adhere to rationalism? If Uri Geller can bend spoons
psychokinetically, then how was the Great Pyramid built? And who can say for sure that
the sea wasn't the color of wine in Homer's time, and that pigs can't fly? 1t goes
further than assigning reason-as-we-define-it to another place in the scheme of things.
Reason's problem is its lack of outrage at itself. Reason's just not reasonable if

# has no rythym. Reason is no conciant, reason needs to take a bath while people all
over practise bending their cutlery psychokinetically. Perhaps then we'll learn how
to heat ourselves and do without oil, provide our own central heating &3 in the tummo
system of the Buddhists. Perhapse...it would be the reasonable thing to do, given cir-
cumstances.

Okay. Come back, reason, all's forgiven.



Okay. 1963-1973. What's new, and where's the clue? In the music? Turn on théiia-
dio and like as not you'll hear Neil Sedaka singing 'Breaking Up Is Hard To Do'.

Which is nice. But. But for some time now the music scene seems to have merged into
the peculiar patterns of life. PR men are in hard times for new excitements. Much
manufacturing. Reggae has guts, and rock lives in the pubs, close to its audience. And
David Bowie hasn't turned out to be the New Meesiah. For his latest hit the man of the
futuristic present turns to the present past with a revival of '"Sorrow'. As with the
glut of oldies and sometimes goldies on the radio, there seems to be something symp-
tomatic here. 1973's biggest riots were caused by the Osmonds. The Who and the Stones
and Floyd made majestic appearances. Some new bands are popularly into interesting
-things...Roxy music is one. But...there's much rehashing of and preoccupation with

the past. 1973 is spreadeagled in tite,

There's no doubt that 1973 is odd. 1973's been quite confused by itself. It hasn't
quite found its identity, it meems more like a jangled patchwork of essences and in-
fluences which have been starting home to roost. For me this comes home most powerfully
(and of course, most subjectively) in hearing old hits being played on the radio.

They don't sound old any more., Not even ''Deck of Cards'.

I'm sure that last year or the year hefore a lot of them sounded very old inceed, they
‘definitely belonged to other and concretely-different eras, to the time-of-this or to:
the time-~of-that.

It's as 1f in 1973 we've hit another transition-point at which all the influences lead-
ing up to 1973 are in 1973 equally current, equally present. Maybe this sudden start
to our getting hooked out of the patterns of past-war progress has something to do with
it. A leap in perspective makes it all now. A while ago J.G. Ballard remarked to

the effect that by the year 2000 the people will have no sense of time.

The years gone by have seemed like discrete entities standing successfvely on the shoul-
ders of the great bulk of Time Past, poking their craniums into the clouds, quite con-
fident in their identity.

Now in and with 1973 they're merged (submerged, remerged?). Clean-cut time goes blurry
at the edges. There's a big choice of prospective new times on display to choose from.
St. John or Herman Kahn?

2,000 years ago Chuan Szu said: 'I dreamed a strange dream. 1 dreamed I was a tele-
vigsion set. Now I am not sure whether I am a man who has dreamed he was a television
gset, or a television set dreaming it is Chuang Szu'.

In ouwr own time Moses says: 'l have dreamed a strange dream. I dreamed I was Charlton
Heston. Now I am not sure whether I am a man who has dreamed he was Charlton Heston,
or Charlton Heston dreaming he's Moses',

Now this is pretty serious, if you're counting on Moses to lead you out of this. For
this is the land of No-Sense and Nix-Time where words blur and the senses get confused.
And the compass won't work either.

Beach Boys' 'I Get Around' on the radio. Round and round and round. Rouad and rousd.

And round.

Snap back,

Okay «

Where now?

WWhen ground dissolves where do people put their feet? How do we level off those acceler-
CONTINUED ON PAGE 40
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Bﬁ?Starling #7, when Joe's column first sppesred in these pagos (we inherited it from
something ealled Space Cage), this introduction wns included: .

"As a critie, I'm o fairly stendy semi-subjectivist, Thot is, although I believe
eriticism is basicilly a matter of personal taste and opinions I also believe that
value judgments can be to some extent communicnted, sharad, Whateve? I happen to be
talking about in any given column, I'll try to talk sbout the work itself, by whot-
over nvenues of thematic analysis seem profitable and in as much detail as seems
prictical, I°1l welcom ony suggestions, questions, or howls of rage you care to send
along ns your part of the communicntion process." Joe also gave some indication of
the variety of his interests when he said, ". . ,recently I've tried for my own
inter=st to criticigze seriously a lot of things, including secience fiction novels,
fantasy mogrzines, horror movies and Uncle Scrooge comic books.™

+Joe Sanders+

OPERATION WHIPLASH, by Dan J. Marlowe. Fawcett, 75¢.
THE FLIGHT OF THE HORSE, by Larry Niven. Ballantine, $1.25.

Back when we lived in Fargo, I got most of my paperback read-
ing at the Dakota Book Exchange, better known as Dirty Ernie's.
Ernie sold books five for a dollar, and you could pick up just
about anything you wanted from the current newsstand fare --
and a lot of unexpected things -- if you kept an eye on the
flow of his stock., I tried to. For one thing, it was a good
way to keep up with series books. Those Shadow or Joe Gall
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