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THIRSTY BOOTS #5 is a Last Minute Production by John D, Berry
for the 49th mailing of the Australia and New Zealand Amateur
Publishing Association. My address is 1000 15th Avenue East,
Seattle, Washington, K 98112, USA., The date, on this misty, rainy
eveming, is March 30, 1976, and this is Roach Press Pub #94.
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"One should never be both corrupt and dreary."
--Henry James

And on that excedlent note, culled from the ad for a won-
derful bookstore here in Scattle in the local alternative weekly
paper, lct's begin what may well prove to be a very rushed and
incomplete contribution to ANZAPA., If these pages sec the
light of day at all, it will be thanks to the ¢fforts of the
fine pecople in the Magic Puddin' Club, who are going to be
receiving a bunch of stencils in the mail with no warning. 1
had intended to do this nuch earliery you understandé, and to
run it off myseif (either on the BC club machine in Vancouver,
as Susan and I had done with our respective last issues, or on
the nimeo in Frank Denton's office at North Scattle Coununity
College), but I haver't had time, quite sinply and literally.
What's nore, this issue is being produced without the benefit
of Susan's Sclectric, and I know from sad experience that the
Olynpia nanual portable on which I'm pounding away cutc a
lousy stencil, so this may be a very spotty fanzine, although
I think legiblece.

This winter (yes, it is winter here; the weather and gen-
eral state of in-bloomness right now is sinilar to what I ex-
pericnced in Melbourne, Canberra, and Sydney in Lugact) has
nostly been spent in the nundanc occupation of carning noneys:
in late January, after a few weeks of panic when the teuporary
agency I was working for had no jobs for me, I founc nyself
back at the public library, where I had worked for a couple
of weeks in December, and I was offered a full-time job there
for the next 2% nonths. I ao now working directly for the
library, rather than through an agency, and I've been at it
long enough that I feel like a regular Working Person. The
job is essentially boring--Accounting Clerk is I guess ny pos-
ition, and I type vouchers and such a lot--hut during oy lunch
hour and coffee breaks, I have the whole main library downstairs
to play with--and, most important, by the time I finish up in
April, I will have paid off the debts I incurred to nake the
trip to Aussiecon, and I'11l be able to afford to live margin-
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ally. In the ncantimec, "Perscverence will further." I'm not
getting much writing dote, of any sort, and in fact I geen to
be hibernating in wmany ways; I'm getting usecd to living in
Scattle, but I've ha¢ to put off exploring uore of the city
until I have nore tinee

I have, however, found nyself z plece to live, ac you nay
have gurmiced from the now address listed after ny name in
the OBO last mailings I'm living now in c basement apartnment
under an old house, on top of Capitol Hill, which is one of
the nmost lively ncighborhobds in the citye I knew I wap getting
settled in when I couldn't find thingo under all the piles of
niscellancous paper in the apartment. Most of the cccentialg
of furniching and co forth arc herc now, and I an thoroughly
cnjoying tho feeling of having a placc of ny own oncc again.
How can a bear hibernate without hic cave?

If I'n going to carry on anything nore than z hurriec
nonologue this nailing, now is the time to begin.

les conmentaires ¢u nailing 48:

DEB KNAPP: Glad to see you and Brian in a mailing, at lact!

‘ Is the gracs all burned white and dry on your igsland
now? I've had it at the back of my mind to write you a letter
for months, but it scems that this fanzinc will have to dos

You have a nmacadenia nut trce! What luxury! The only
place in this country that macedemia nuts (or is it macadania?)
are grown is Haweii, and they're hideously expensive and hard
to come by anywhere clsce But thoroughly deliciouse The only
times I have a chance to eat thenm are at cxpensive parties, if
I attend any, and sometines on comuercial airline flights (the
first tine I tasted them was. on ny firpt flight to the Wesot
Coast, when I was eight or nine ycars oild and ny whole idec of
the Weot Coast was Disneyland). Your lané produces an amazing
variety of ecibles.

Do you have to contend with zoning laws in deterniining
what kind of housc to build? (s I'm sure you know well, inno-
vative architccture hcre ig often hanpered by restrictive build-
ing codes and zoning laws, which werc cnacted with the intent
of maintaining standards of decency in housing, but have the
cffect of restricting variety; even when your land is outside
any town, where you would think you'd have complete frecdon,
it often turno out to be county zoning laws that bind youe.

Does New Zecaland even have counties? (Does fLustralia, for that
matter?) UWhat adninistrative divisions or authorities apply
to Weoiheke?

Yes, I can envisage o gathering of sf fans in tents all
over your farm, and I'd love to be one. I've heen waiting for
sonicbody to stage a cmall regiohal con along those lines—=-pro-
bably in soume place like California, where, if you chose your
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season, you could be pretty sure it wouldn't rain on you~--but
so far no one in North America has had the nerve to escape
frou the environnent of hotels and motels for a cone

BRIAN THUROGOGOD: I'm cagerly awaiting the 5x3 full-colour pose—
ters of Caroey Handfield (with circles and
arrows on the back of each one, explaining what each one ig?).
T
CHRISTINE MCGOVAN: HNo, you never didAdé how you cane to be on
the Aussicecon comnittece It's all Carey's
fault, you say? Tell us the true talel
I'nm curious about the train of thought you aluded to and
then rcfused to pursue,aall about '"the noderr obsession with
concrete inages and the decline of abistract thoughta I also
wvonder what you de nmean by "wickedness." (Evil I can compre-
hend, especially in the sense of the banality of evil, but the
ternm "wickedness" only conjures up an archaic image in oy nind,
sonething along the lires of the scermon we 2ll studied in high
schoocl Englishy "Sinners in the Hands of an Angry God," by
Jonathan Edwards,y the last of the New England Puritan firec-ande
brinstone preachers.) I suspeet that I would cdisagrec with
you if I had a better icdea what you were trying to saye
What a lovely linct Describing Canberra: "It is alto-
gether a Most Unnatural place and full of politicians to boct."
The capitals of both the United States and Canada werc sinilar-
ly chosen~—or rather plunkec down on top of hitherto unsus-
pecting towns (now that's probably not trucj they probably vied
for the chance)-=to be nidway between two antagonistic sections
of thec country: in Canada's case, along the Ottawa River, the
boundary betwecn French Quebee and English Ontarios in the US's
case, along the Potomac, roughly between the North and the South.
In both cases, the new capitals were situated on mosquito-ricden
svanpse Both cities have a certain amount of character, and
can be interesting places to live if you ignore the fact that
they'rc the capitals. Canberra, although younger than either,
scened to me to have a snall anount of character and texture
in its older part; give the city time. At least it's located
in what looks like very nicec country, and not on a swanpe.
Another lovely line: "...you know what it's like when you
get the itch to lcave home even if it does nean cating your
own cookinfieee."

LEIGH EDMONDS: First, an old comnent I neant to make months
ago: ny nind wag, indced, befuzzed with alcohol

and/or lack of slecp when you askel me if I'd been talking

about you when I wreote about The Run-On Sentence in Australian

Litercture3 at the tine you asked, I forgot the original con=

text of my own remarks, reoenbering onrly that I was bugged by -

the lack of comnas and genicolons in your writing. Really,
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it's not just you; the only reason I pick on you is that you
do write intecrestingly and well, enough so that I'm bothercd
by this onc.discrcpancy. But no one has ever angwered ny
original question: do you think this kind of comma~less prose
is characteristic of Australian writing? Is it sloppineso,

or a national style? (Nobody ever respondcd to the rest of

ny gicstions and obgservations promnpted by Hemigphere, either,
although John Bangsund at least intendecd t0.)

Why arc you bothered at the prospect of Australian fandon
beconing nmore fan- and fandon-oriented? It strikes ne as an
odd gualm, because I've always identified myself nost strongly
with precisecly that tendency in North Anerican fancom: I con~
sider fandon's worth to be in itsclf, not in any connection
it hag to scicence fictione. Actually, in recent yecars I've
gotten lessc intercsted in such former passions as fan history,
and nore interested in scicnce fiction~~and Ifve zlways been
annoyed with pcecople who get deadly serious and exclusive, what-
ever their tendency--but ny focus remains sinply on fans; sone
of then, as people, and on fancdom as a comnunity. What's norc,
it wac precisely that scnse of comnunity and fannish conscious-
ness that first attracted me to Lustralian fancone

Yes, indeced, Seattle iz a fascinating and marvelous citye.
Did you get to the Pike Place Market when you were here? (I
should dig out EMU TRACKS and look, I supposc, but it's buried
around herce someplace.) The Market is ny favorite place in the
city.

DON ASIBY: U"The Magic Puddin': Better Than Protein Biscuits!!
I would hardly call you .the most illiterate person
in ANZAPA; at the risk of sounding repetitiouss I'll say that
I was bugged by your cloppy punctuation becauce it pot in the
way of my rcading your stuff, which I enjoyed highly. Your
LNZAPAzinces arce fast beconing sone of those I look forward to
the most. I feecl that I have a great deal to talk to you about,
but as I scan 2ll the checknarks I scattered through your pages,
I rcalize that alnogt every onc of them réquires tinc, space,
and a typewriter with o pore fluid action to be responded to
properly. Perhaps by next mailing I'll have a chance to sit
down with Susan's Selectric (or possibly an cven cloger one,
if either of the Secattle fans who're talking about it really
do get them) and writc at more length.

This is all I have time for. There was' quite a lot more
I wanted to write about, inspired by the last mailing, but it
will have to waite I only hope that these pages c¢o make it
into the upconing nailing, and that they're not too illegible.
As I finigh this up, it's the evening of April Fool's Daye.

--john de berry



