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DOORWAY

by Robert Lichtman

A SMALL BUT significant portion of those responding to the first issue ex-
pressed some disappolintment in the fact that I didn't expound at length about my
life on The Farm in Tennessee during the '70s.

For the even smaller minority who pleaded ignorance aof The Farm, this brief
description is offered: The Farm is a rural religious community started in 1971 by
nearly 300 followers of a '60s hippie religious teacher, Stephen Gaskin--or simply
Stephen, as he was known at first--of whom I was one. Maost of us had attended
Stepken's open meetings, held every Monday night in San Francisco. Many of us
f{though not me) had accompanied him on a school-bus caravan and lecture circuit
around the Unized States. This community had a few temporary locations before
buying and settling in the fall of 1971 on 1,014 acres of former cattle ranch up
in the hills, 70 miles south of Nashville, in a small “dry"” county. Farm the *
tand and feed ihe people was more or less the early goal; self-sufficiency would
follow through hard work. Many ventures developed to supplement this early fix-
ation on farming which ended in a disastrous growing season in 1976 that indehted
The Farm for years thereafter, The community grew to a population high of around



1,500 4in 1979-80. Since then it has shrunk drastically due to rampant disaffect-
ion until now it stands at less than 400,

Well, no doubt many Jquestions are raised by such an abbreviated descriptinn
of an enterprise that endured so long, involved sc many people, and affected
directly or indirectly the lives of many thousands bevond those directly active.
Semewhere in me, I'm sure, there lurks a book about The Farm and my time there
just waiting to get out., To help it along, I make the following offer to all
interested fanzine editors: 1if you can narrow my focus sufficiently through
thoughtful questioning that there is an article I can produce in response to vour
nudging, I will try to write the article your prodding evokes. Wrestling with my
sglf-proclaimed writer's block all the way, no doubt.

I may well also get inte writing more about The Farm in future issues, but
with a sharp editor's eve to reader response. I neither want to ignore the sub-
ject entirely nor do I want to devote a major part of the focus of the 'zine to
ik,

For this issue, I must recount how fandom (ves, fandoml) playved an integral
role in my move to The Farm. It was none other than Andrew Main who first told
me of Stephen's early meetings. He was going to them, seemed to be getting a lot
out of them, and was instrumental in audiotaping them, a practice later taken over
by William Meyers, former editor and publisher of SPECTRE, ancother fan who also
went on toe become an early Farm resident.

One Monday evening in early 1969 Trina Robbins was in town and came over to
go out with me., We had heard that the Jefferson aAirplane and the Grateful Dead
were playing a free concert at Winterland (a large rock hall) that night and
went driving off to check 1t out, Vhen we arrived it wasn't happening--so much
for Hot Rumocrs--and so to save the evening we drove over to the Straight Theater
on Haight Street because I remembered vaguely that "something” was happening
there that evening. That something turned out to be the Congress of Wonders,

a stanu-up improvisational comedy group, and we sat down to take it in. When
they were finished, Stephen came in and, after a few words of appreciation to

the ¥onders, went into his rap. I don't remember what Trina thought of it,

bur I was very impressed and came back the following week, and the following week,
and.,. Trina didn't come back, but she didn't live in San Francisco full-time at
that peint, {5he reenters this narrative some time later as the lucky recipient
of my former cat when I left San Francisco for Tennessee.)

Thinking back on these fannish origins of one of the most major moves I
made in my life, I wonder if it used to cccur to William Mevers, former member
of SAPS, as i1t did to me, that there were perhaps more parallels than met the
ave between The Farm ard the famcous love camp in the Ozarks...?

ONE THING I did when I went to The Farm that I've later regretted is sell-
ing and/or giving away my entire fanzine collection, not excluding even my own
file copies of my previous fanzines. If only I'd put them in sealed boxes and
entrusted them to my parents' garage! I've said to myself in moments of fannish
ramorse, At that point, my collection was much winnowed and vet very extensive
in its specialty: the best fannish fanzines of the '50s and '60s.

I especially miss having my own fanzines. It wasn't until Terry and Carol
Carr's New Year's party this past winter that I was able to cast eyetracks once
acain on some of my own publications for the first time since 1971. I borrowed
Terry's file of my three genzines, The first was PSI-PHI, started in 1958 when
I had been in fandom about two months, It ran seven lssues through December
1960 as a general circulation fanzine and improved vastly from the embarrass-
ingly neoish first issue. t was later revived when I joined FAPA and two
issues were published whic¢h alsc had extensive outside circulation. I published
cne issue of OUTWORLDS in 1939%; this was before Bill Bowers was con the fannish
scene, I believe., OUTWCRLDS was to be more fannish than PSI-PHI, which had
sctten deeply irnveolved in discussing making a movie from the Tolkein trilogy,
but handling two titles was too much and no further issues appeared.

The last was FRAP. To cuote from mv editorial in FRAP #4: “This magazine
‘had its genesis at a poeolside party at Jim and Greg Benford's old apartment in



Corona, California, the weekend of the Noncon last September, Absent from that
brainstorming session only because he'd left for New York several days previ.ously
was Calvin Demmon, who thus escaped the likely possibility of being co-editor
right from FRAP's inception. Greg Benford has been sort of a consulting editor
right from the beginning..."

FRAP had six issues, bi-monthly, in 1963 and 1964, a focussed effort to
provide regular doses of a relaxed brand of fannishness that was even then dis-
appearing frem the scene. Its circulation seldom exceeded 100. Rereading it
was surprising to me--I didn't remember it being that good, that focussed. In-
spired by the joy of rediscovery, I've produced an anthology, "Best of FRAP,"
by carefully unstapling and then photocopying every page of every issue. Using
these, I collected 76 pages of the best of what was a consistently high-level
publication, scome 70% of the original content.

"Best of FRAP" includes contributions from Greg and Jim Benford, Norm
Clarke, Calvin Demmon, Ray Nalson, Elmer Perdue and a host of others,., It has
front and rear covers by Steve Stiles and interior cartoons by Nelson and
Rotsler. Though photocopied, it has an authentic "mimeo feel” since all off-
set and ink blotches are falithfully reproduced. Copies are produced on order
and are $§.50 postpald anywhere in the world, Any proceeds from this project
will go initially to providing contributor's copies to at least the major
%art%cipants, and beyord that my be sent to an unsuspecting but deserving

an fund.

Order from the editorial address if you want to see this collection.

00PsS! I wish to¢o apologize to Grania Davis, whose article in the last
issue appeared mistitled as "Confessions {& Confusions) of a Teen-Age HNecfan."
Those who remember it will agree with me that it doesn't make anv sense at all
to call it that. The correct title is "Confessions (& Confusions) of a Middle-
Aged Neofan."

This not vet middle-aged neofan regrets any confusicn that may have been
caused to our loyal readers and assures you, one and all, that the titles in
this issue have all been check®and double-checked for accuracy.

WOULD YOU accept for publication in your fanzine an articie that had
previously been accepted for publication by not one, but two, fan-editors who
subsequently failed to pub their ishes? Larryv Stark's "The Reviewers" has this
sort of interesting “istory lurking behind its innocent facade.

It was origina. Ty written and scheduled to appear in the final issue of
Bill Sarill's fanzine, RETRIQUE, which never appeared. Pickinc up the ball,
Paul Williams took it over and stencilled it up for publication in the gigantic
fifth issue of his own fanzine, WITHIHN., He even ran off some copies of it and
most of the rest of the issue before he, too, succumbed to annishthesia and
never completed or circulated that issue.

Well, twenty vears have passed and if vou are actually hcolding and/or
reading this issue of TRAP DOOR, the jinx has been broken and this article
is finally before the Jdeserving and anxiously awaiting fannish oublic.

Enjoy!

IT FALLS CPON me to say this, but some of you, and you prebably know who
vou are, will hawve to ask to be removed from the list of those who receive this
fanzine., Others of you-~-and probably you know who you are, toc--who are reading
this and have not responded to #1 and were not planning to respond to this
issue either may find themselves not receiving future issues.

This is a fanzine in search of an active participatory readership. If veou
can't think of anv good reason why vou've been receiving TRAP DOOR in the first
place bevend vour mere presence in fandom, and vou want to keep receiving it,
the time to act is now. —--Robert Lichtman
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TALES FROM THE A9th PERCENTILE ..,

/4

I'VE NEVER entirely recovered from my first love affair, the one [ had
as a child, with my brain. While watching a baseball telecast last supmer,

1 got to thinking about that doomed relaticnship. T1'd geared the evening's
drinking to a typical nine-inning contest and so when the Phillies sent me
back to the refrigerator for an urplanned Schmide’=s by failing to push across
the winning run in the bottom of the ninth I guickly became mauvdlin., My
thoughts wandered naturally from the diamond to my bovhood when I'd as scoon
have had my balls chopped off as sacrifice brain cells to alcohol, and never
mind that 1 possessed somewhat fewer of the former than the latter,

I took a gulv of keer, Suddenly those old childhood nightmares about
alcohol-induced brain atrophy came rushineg back. For a horrible momert: it
seemed I could feel the dying neurons popping off inside my skull like strings
of cheap firecrackers 1n an attic. I must have cried out.

"What's the matter?” Kathy's volce startled me beck to reality,

"Pete Rose," I said quickly, my mind functioning with an agriity I'4d
loeng since ceased to expect of 1t, "He's already hitless in four at-bats.

If he makes ancther out he'll be batting under .230."

I wouldn't have dared to try and explain what I was really thinking.

I had no desire, after so many years, to confess to Kathy abeut my brain and
me, It was one of those things best left safely huried, as Ann landers might
say. Ho anapshots of my cortex were likely to shuow up in the back of a dres-
ser drawer to give e away. L['d burnt the sf stories my brain had written
for me.

As T watched the baseball plavers aiirding skillfullv arournd the field,

I told myself that 1t had keen an understardable infatuation. My brain had
appeared so superior to the gawky assembiage of flesn and bone that carted
1t about.

My body resembled something stuck together from an 1ncomplete set of
tinkertovs, arms barely strong encugh to bat a ball over the infield, legs
too weak to beat out a bunt, My brain, however, was plaving in a whole dif-
ferent leaque, It had learned to spell my name, to add everything but frac-
tions and to read Detective Comilcs.

I 5811l recail the day I decided my brain and I were mezant fcr each
otihher., Recess was even more traumatic than uswal, Sides were chosen up for
baseball and after the name of every able-bodied males in my class had been
called T was left standing b myself, between the two teams, scuffing at the
gravel of the schoolyard with the toe of my saeaker, wnile the captains ar-
gued over whose turn it was to pick.

"Oh, okay," the kinder of the two boys finally said, "we'll take Eric,
this time.”

{ was brooding 1n arithmetic class that afternoon when Mr Jewell, who
doubled as speech therapist and guidance counselor, appeared in the classroom
doorway and surmoned me, My firse fear was that 1'd been forgetting to get
my tongue up behind my teeth on my Yth's™ again and as I left the room I
thought I could hear giggling at my back.

When we reached his biny office, Mr Towell showed me to a leasther arm-




chiair in front of his desk which was hemmed in by file cabinets, and asked
me who I thought Kubkla Khan was and could I define "bellicose.”

"An ancient Asian conguercr, and fat,” I responded brightly.

Mr Jewell leaped across his desk towards me. "1 can tell you're ner-
veus, " he said, HRHis little tuft of a mustache twitched as he gave me a brief,
reassuring smile. "1 shouldn't be telling you this, really, but I've asked
¥Oou here because you tested out in the 9Yth percentile."

Immediately I recalled the intelligence tests the class had taken weeks
bercre. So, they had added up the pencil marks on those answer sheets, pro-
bably even using computers, and I'd done better than %9 out of 100 test takers.

I couldn't have been more thrilled 1f he'd told me I1'd begun to sprout
terndrils, At last, the feeling I'd always had in my innermost heart had been
validated, I was superior to the commen run of humarnity,

The battery of tests for the “gifted" lasted half an hour. When I left
the office the sun, picking its way through the wire-reinforced windows at
the end of the hall and striking the varnished floor, colored the air a muted
acld, like the air in a Rembrandt. I walked back slowly, relishing being
alone with myself, avoiding the track worn in the old floorboards by the
student herds,

Mr Jewell had transformed me into a small monster of the intellect. I
was still picked last for basehball. Stronger classmates still shoved me to
tne macadam during games of tag. But though my lower lip trembled at the
indianities, in my mind I was exulting, like Edmund Hamilton's spindle-
shanked Man Who Evolved.

"What is your big animal~like body beside my immense brain," I thought.

Fond as I was of the part of my irmense brain that I used, it was the
part I didn't use that I loved best. I haven't bothered to keep up with
recent studies, but when I was a child the experts all aqreed that humans
didn't use 90% of their brain capacity, The oid cartographers had filled
the unexplored regions on their maps with warnings about monsters but the
people who wrote articles about “The Untapped Potential of the Human Brain"
were more optimistic. They weren't sure what all the spare cells were for
but assumed it must be good. Mavbe if we used just 11% of those cells,
rather than the usual 10%, we could beat the Russians to the moon. Util-
ization of 13% could end world hunger, 15% result in immortality, and so
forth,

Apparentiy these optimists hadn't given rmuch thought to the effects of
four billion assorted per=ons and astral bodies teleporting helter-skelter,
bending spoons and predicting Liz Taylor's next marriaage, I'@ thought about
the matter but concluded that there was nothing to worry about since only a
select few, like myself, could ever hope to tap their unknown potential.

1f not for my faith in my eventual psychic evolution my affair with my
brain would have been little nore than a one night stand because even during
my yradeschool years there was ample evidence that my brain was not worthy
of the pedestal I had set it on,

To begin with, 1 couldn't remember anvthing. .

For a long time I avoided admitting this failing to myself. T figured
1 always sat down early during spelling bees because of stage fright, not
because I could never recall which "e's" came before which "i's.," My in-
ability to memorize the capitals of Paraguay and Uruguay I qttrlbuted to the
fact that they were in South America rather than someplace important, like
Mars.,

I might have been able to rationalize away my lousy memory indefinitely
tf not fcr the bDay I Forgot My Little Brother. I remember nothing about the
incident itself, What I do remember is being told about it, over and over
and over.

The Day I Fergot My Little Brother is, in our family, a sort of oral
equivalent of the nude baby picture, guaranteed to turn up at family gather-
‘ngs., As soon as we've all settled in arcund the dinner table, whoever has
had the nost to drink will begin to hold forth on how quickly time passes



and children grow up, a subject [ wish could be copyrighted so that anyone
who conslders using 1t would first bhave to consider whether it was worth
paying rovalties for. Instantly my mether will pipe up.

"Do you remember when Eris was in sixth grade..." she'll begin.

The various aunts, uncles and cousing all gogale at her in rapt expec-
tatien, as if they don't know what's coming, My brother and I start studying
tne pattern of the parsley on cur nashed potatces as Lf 1t were the most
fascinating sight in the universe,

Then we are all treated to a real bare rump retelling of how I was re-
svonsiple for escorting my brother Todd horme from the first grade classes he
attended at the white, wood frame schoolhouse just across the playground
from my school and how, one afterncon, I FORGOT.

"We didn't find Todd until it was almost dark," mny mother will say.

"He was sitting by himself against the side of the building, crying. It
was pitiful.”

By this time Todd and I are both mortified, ready to crawl under the
mashed potatoes and hide, but my mother l1sn't finished.

"I still don't know what Eric could've been thinking about to forget
like that," she'll conclude. And since in all probability I was contem-
plating alien death rays or the caverns of Mercury or something equally
more interesting than walking my little brother home, I have to bite my
tongus.

Regular deses of that story would have brought most pecple to their
senses, but I was too smart. According to my calculations, my lack of
memory simply meant 1 was using even less than the normal 10% of my brain
capacity, leaving that much extra untappred pcotential.

Rather than mere memory, I told myself, I might have precognitiaon.
During my sophomore year in college I bought a paperbacx I Ching and began
casting pennies. The hexagrams' predictions were acourate enough but some-
how unsatisfying. Wwhen they spoke of c¢rossing water I assumed they meant
something mere than Jjust crossing Bowman's Creek during my drive to classes
every morning.

I decided telekinesis would b2 a better test. I suppose everyone tries
to levitate objects during odd mocments anyway. 1 worked with teacups, since
I usually had one close at hand. I've alwavs had the sensation that the
rart of ry mind I use 1s located roughly in the area of my sinuses so in
ordar to effect levitation I attempred teo reach into the vacant space towards
the back 2f my skull, This effort sesulted 1n my straining generally un-
exercised eye nuscles and no perceptible movement of teacup, Saucer, spoan
or teabag., Not even a tidal efrect on the tea, Of course I didn't have
proper Lastruments for measuremsnts.

The vears passed. There were no more 5AT +tests, no more LsSATs, I

got married, Kathvy and I began to raise a family., My rmmense brain was
nowhere to be found when the babies woke up crying at 3 am, We drifted
apart.

It had become obvious that my brain had let me down, A high score on
a starndardized test did not guarantee that I was an actval mutaticon of the
species, And Mr Jewell had never explained to me that even 1If those scores
were meaningful and [ was, in some way, smarter than 99 out of Lyl people
that still left hundreds of millions who were more intelligent still,

One day, after forgetting to set the garbage out for the third stralgint
week, I even kroke down and admitted to Kathy that [ had ne memory.

"But you can remember all those stupid baseball averages,” she pointed
cut.

I took ancther slug of beer. On the TV screen Rose hit a weak pop to
the shortstop, dropping nis averade to 232, 317 points below what he'd hit
in his sacond season in 1964, I recailed what Kathvy had said about my re-
membering baseball statistics and suddenly, as 1f I really did have an
immense brain, it all became clear--the lack of memory, the untapped porential,
the works.



At last I saw my brain for wiat 1t really was., A& comsuater,  Just
another machine that [ couldr't use., 1t was fillled with cubbyholes for

sroring Lntormation. One areda was devoted to wmemory, Looking at it like
that [ saw, tn a flash of clarity, what the probiem was.

Say, for example, that T want Lo recall my telechone number, [ reach
intg the avpropriate cubbyhole and what do 1 find? "Eric Mayer. 544-432477
ho. I Find instead, “"Carl Yastrzemski. 326 in 1967." Aall the cubbyholes
are filled witih baseball statistics. Instead of my social security number,

there's the number of wins Steve Carlton had 1n 1972, Rather than the fact
that garbage pickup is on Tuesdays T have, right at hand, the fact that
Maris and Mantle hit &l and %4 homeruns respectively for the 1961 Yankees
who hit 240 as a team, I can't tell you what I had for supper last night
but I know that Dan McGann hit ,Z99 1in 1905. “Where's the TV Guide?”

Kathy asks. "Gee, I thought I was just looking at it,™ I say, "but in 1950
Jim Fonstanty's ERA was 2.66."

They've been playing baseball fur more than 100 years. Every time any-
one has touched a ball with bat or glove, or failed to do so, every time a
foot has kouched a base, someoune has made note of the fact. And for a
guarter of a century I've been reading those notes, It seems guite possible
that the number of available baseball statistics, ranging from how many
batters Joe McGinnity struck out in August 1907 to how many hits Pete Rose
had in last year's World Series, might exceed the number of atoms in the
universe, let alone the number of brain cells availakle in my head for
memcry. I've simply got no room left,

I let the last ot the Schmidt's run down the back of my throat. 1 was
hardly paying attention to the end of the baseball gama. I'd peruse the
bocxscore in the morning anywav. I was busy basking in the warm glow of
achievement. “So," T thouyht, "this is what it feels like to be a genius."

For I had not only solved the riddle of the missing memory, I had also
tigured out the function of the 90% of the hrain cells we don't use. They
aren't for ESP. They aren't indicative of untapped potential at all. Those
are just the spare cells nature has kindly given us to kill off with alcchol.

Serves them right, tooc. Lazy puggers.

--Eric Mayer




LAUGHTER oUT

OF THE DARK

by REDD BOGGS

"Ride $1 sapls," == Marpial

MYSTERY FICTION and Science Fiction encountered one another 1in an
illimitable space.

"Well now," Mystery Fiction said, with a sad smile, peering through
the darkness at his friend, "this last time I saw you, lopng since, you
were dressed carelessly, even shabbily, with an open collar, ragged
trousers, and barefoot, Now -- why, you dress in the garb of a second-
line business executive. You're even sporting a necktie, hesaven save
us, alcthough it's hardly in perfect taste, You're so neat and  well-
appareled and sclemn cof mien! Even your beard is trimmed and combed,”

"Ah," Sclence Tiction sald majestically, "you remember me when I
was but a callow youth. Now, my friend, the literary critics take me
seriously.”

"Consider the source!" Mystery TFilection said with a scur chuckie.
"Science Fiction, such pretensicns! Aren't vou aspiring te be something
you really aren't? Tell me, where are vour crcocss-darters?”

Sclence Tiction chose to 1gnore tne remark since 1t was too obscure
te comprehend without inguiries that would be heneath his digniey.
"Once, only bamon Knight, William Atheling Jr, Arthur Jean Cowx, and a
bare handful of others wrote of me as though I were litersture of some
sort." He cleared his throat, and amended, "At least they seemed to sup-
pose that cncee 1in a while I might be."

Mystery Ficticn stood siilently for a moment. Sclence Fictiorn
studied him curiocusly and decided that h[is colleagus was becoming a
little threadbare, a litztle ©ld, a little tired, even a little ugly in
the manner of Dick Deadeye.

"I was about to say," Mystery Fiction remarked, uncomfortably aware
of the scrutiny, "that once the literati took me half-seriously too.
Ther= was hardly a literary man in the English-gpeakirg world Lhat waould
think of going te sleep without reading a chapter or two of Sherlock
Holmes or cf novels by Raymond Chandler, Rex Stout, Agatha Christie...."

Science Ficrion affected a yawn. "Yes ves, And FPresidsnt Roose-
velt read you for relaxation when he was in the White House, 1'wve heard
all that, Mystery. But did you xnow that thers's a special unit for

Sclence Fiction in the Modern Language assoclatlion? There are scholarly
journals devoted to the study of the literature, new and old. Have you
seen the recent issues of the M,L.A&, annual bibliography?”

Mystery Fiction shook his head, "Moo, but T have a strange feeling
that you're going to tell me all abcut it,"

"Tha M,L,A, biblliography lists an anazing nurder of important arti-
cles about Science Flction, suw many you would hardly beliewve it, Thev
all analvze saignificant aspects of the litersture with penetraving cri-

-g9-
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ical visicn. For instance, there's an essay on 'The Concept of the
L1ty 1n Adolescent Science Ficrion,' And one on 'Science Fiction Theory:
internal and Exterral Selimitation and Uteopia'...."

"Wonderful!" Mysterv Figrion said.

Something in his tone of voice gave Sclence Fiction a moment's
pause. He listened to the eche, decided there was nothing suspicious,
ard resumed. “Then there's ‘'Nietzche's Influence on the Superman 1in
Science Fiction Literature,' 'The Forms and Functicns of Science Fic-
tion: A Theoretical Study of I[ts Dualistic Nature and Its Depiction of
Alien Worlds.*' There's 'Science Fiction Myths and Their Ambiguity,' and
‘Reciprocity and Exchange in Science Fietion,' and 'Reason and Mysticlism
in Fantasy and Science Fiction.'™

He paused, but Mystery Ficticn made no comment, contenting himself
with a small smile. He went cn, but with diminished enthusiasm, He
dirdn't like that smile. "There are many essays ¢n Science Fiction and
religion, such as 'Religious Dimensions of Representative Science Fic-
tion,' ‘Apocalypse and Science Fictlon: A Dialectic of Religious and
Secular Sotericlogies,' ‘'Religion and Science Fictlon: A Dialectic of
the Unproven,' There's & lot of writing about Indians, or I mean Native
Americans, and Science Fiction, and all sorts of material about women in
the genre: articles about Ursula LeGuin in plenty, analyzing her Junglan
archetypes, androgyny, determinism and free will, 'Taoist Magic,' cycli=-
cal renewal, and her 'Sona of Inmost Feminism'...."

"Buf nothing, I take it, about Clare Winger Harris,” Mystery Fic-
tion interrupted. "1 remember, Sclence Fiction, when we met before, a
long time ago, that vou compliained about vour sincere followers, You
told me that they were taking themselves too sericusly and had to be
reminded that Fandom is Just a Goddamn Hobby. Maybe these alleged schol-
ars ought to be toid -- if you will pardon me, my friend -- that Sca-
ence Fiction is Just Goddamn Escapist Fiction, exactly as Mystery Fice-
tion 1s, Don't give yourself airs. Do you think pornography is litera-
ture? There are literary studies of pornography.”

"But these are real critics and scholars!" Science Fiction insisted
with wounded pomposity. “They are studying me analytically, not trivial-
lv, There's a whole book, for instance, on Language Study and Science
Fiction., You should read an essay called ‘New Worlds Through 0ld Forms;
Scme Traditional Critical Tools for Science Fiction'; then you wouldn't
try to shrug all this activity away. Or hbetter yet, you should look at
the bibliography called 'Masterpieces of Science Fiction Criticism’....
What did you say?"

Mystery Fiction was uttering strange strangled ncoises. "Publish or

perish!" he managed to say before he choked again. "Masterpleces -- 7
He bowed his head and kit his lip. Then suddenly he turned and stumbled
awav. Hls shadowy figure melted 1nto the darkness, Science Fiction

stood alone, listening in puzzlement to the peals of laughter that came

kack to his ears out of the night.
--Redd Boggs

{Reprinted with permission from SPIROCHETE #27, February 1984, FAPR H186]
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WE
NEVER

SLEEP

by PAUL WILLIAMS

There's too much cust on the floor., How can I possibly write my col-
umn with all this dust floating e through the air whenever I zouch my foot
to the rug? I'll just ger the vacuum cleaner, move all these toxes and some
of these piles of papers and spend the next four hours clearins up the office,
like should have been done three months ago. Of course, that may not sit too
well with Robert when he comes by in the morning to see how I £id on my col-
wn, for which the Final Absolute Deadlire is now upon me. But at least I've
selh aside the several pages of dead-end semi-brilliance I turned out earlier

aird am making a promising Fresh Start, That's got to count r something,

There was an Est training going on across the hall “ron the Corflu
program rceom at the Claremont Hotel last January. This naturally crovoked a
fair number of humorcus comments from the fannish revelers, and I carefully
refrained from embarrassing the jokesters and myself and ju:b x20t my mouth
shut about how I was scheduled to take this very same seminar a menth hence.
We look ridiculcous to them, thev look ridiculous to us, and that's all well
and good; but somehow I'm always the guy who gets to be the dcuble agent and
have a gocd time on both sides of the fence. 5o one of the challenging little
tasks I've set myself for tonight's sleepless installment is - o
thing of my experience of the noteorious Est training.

I'm not kidding about the dust. I just got up to =y 22 find the
latest issue of ROLLING STONE, a task which tock me manv rminit=2s Aue to the
high level of disorder my work-svace has achieved (I found i1t under several
reans of legallengtn copler paprer Robert brought in earlier =s3av to pub t
ish), and the particle coun:t is bad enough to close the LA scohosl svsten.

My nose itches, my eves water. Actually, it's been a very touzh evening for
my aves, and I may tell you more about that shortly., Buz anvwar, what is
sicnificant about this ROLLING STONE is that it contains the Zir3t major-media
mention of my 1942-83 genzine, disremembered today even in fanism except by
peracns like G. Farber and pnh wno speclalize in remermbering what they never
experienced in the first place,

The context 1s an article called "Rock & roll fanzines: a2 new under-
ground press flourishes,"” by Michael Goldberg, ROLLING STONE, 3 1% 33, p. 355,
decorated with a ¢glorious full-color photo of Greg Shaw, ";h? :god‘ather of

the fanzine world." When I wvisited San Francisco in Mav o
viewed live on KMPX, as a result of which Greg Shaw came by

tonk me over to meet Chester Anderson., The rest I suppose is & I re-
mepber being handed a joint in the back of an open pickup fruc thru
downtown SF--we didn't do that sort of thing back 1q NYC, Moanawt le Joan
Cidion was at that very amount tr ﬁplng up and down Haight St:eet crwing
unsuccessfiully to locate the m‘s+er ous & sinister C, ande n, 3

r3on, 23 she recounts
in "Slouching Towards Bethlenhenm," but that's how it goes wher ~oo've writing
—1i-



fov the slicks. She didn't have the Fannish Conrection.

Sc after several pages surveying the current rock fanzirne scene, RS
tases a cue from Ted white and Tonn Brazier,ard Mentions My Name: "In fact,
mary of the fanzines of the Eighties are putlished cut of the same idealism—-

ve ¢Ff rock & roll--that caused teerace rock fans lixe Greg Shaw and Faul
7.8 to start the original rock fanz:ines: Crawdsddy and Moje-Navicator
Holl News,

"These were first published in 1966. At the time, the only magazines
dealing with rock and poOp rusic were commercial fan racgazines like 16, which
were aimed at a teen audience. Then along came Paul Williams, a seventeen-—
year-cldéd high-~schocl graduate who had published Within, a mimecgraphed science-
fiction fanpzine. Williams heard a record by the Rolling Stones, became a rock

& rcll fan and decided to start a rock magazine.”

There's lcts more (almost but not guite as satisfving as getting locs
Llished 1n WIZ and IZZARD). Mickael talks about how Crawdaddy, "a mimec-
arned flver written erntirelv by Williams on a borrowed typewriter in a
lend's New York apartient, debuted in January 1966" (the friend was David

twell; the mimeo was run by Ted White} and how a few months later “"Greg
naw, who had also published science-fiction fanzines and was unaware of Craw-
c¢acdy, had the same ideza" and began Mojo-Navigatcr under similarly auspicious
circumstances., Tnen the parenthetical aside 1'm most proud of (having care-
fully planted 1t with Michael when he interviewed me by phone) and that justi-
fies perhaps guoting all this in TRAP DOCR: " (It was because both Williams and
Eliaw were part of the science-fiction fanzine scene that the term fanzine,
used for decades to Jdescribe amateur science-fictien magazines, was applied
to rock magarines published by fans.)”

I als=c like the cover interview with Jack Kicholsen. My cirlfriend

read the part where Anielica Huston says of Jack, "He makes my blood boil,
and decided that I make her blood boil, and care back after running away.
Macarine readers are so sugoestible.,

As for my eves, vesterdav I got soft contact lenses, for the first
tirme since my unsuccesful attempt at wearing 'em back in '78-'79, Today I
wore ‘'em for three hours, took 'em ocut as per my "breaking in" schedule, put
'em 1n again tc drive the family to Kenta's basketball play-cffs, and suddenly
found myself in the same drv-eved discomfort I used to get five years ago.
Tock 'em off scon after, and realized with Donna's help that alchough my op-
temetrist had thoughtfully given me a prepared saline sglution "for sensitive

eves" [something that didn't exist five vears age), he'd aisc given me eyedrops
and lens cleaner that contain the very ingredient (thimercsal, a preservative
that contains mercury) the special saline omits. And I had used both c¢leaner
and drops shortly before my eves started reacting, I still have pain in my

right eye now, seven hours later (that ceuld explain my dust phobia tonighi;
that plus the fact that dust really isn't geood for anvbody), and I think
mavbe I'1)1 go to bed evon thoucgh Ultimate Deadline locoms over me.

We d4id find at the druustore cleaner and evedrops (both made by
Barnes-Hind) that don't contarin thimereszal and/or mercury, and also a kit
for making normal saline evervday with distilled water and salt tablets
(no preservatives whatever), I'm going to call my ontometrist in the
mornina, and with his approval, after waiting a few davs to see if my eye
forgives me (five vears ago I got two viral infections in my eye while
wearing soft lenses, which varicus eye doctors assured me couldn't be
related to the lenses and which infeormation I pever could believe), 1
larn to try again using homemade saline and these less-toxic drops &
Slearer.

I meann, T know I'm resisting. But right now I'm not sure whether
I'm resisting wearing soft lenses, or resisting giving them up. Probably
both,  Hmm. Sure 1s interesting being alive in the 198Cs.

What about the Est training? Well, nobody called me an asshole.
Nobody called anvbody an asshole; if this was a highly confrontive exper-—



rence in the early davs, as has been widely reported, it isn'c now. It is
still a marathon. It isn't true that they won't let you pee, but people
are discouraged from leaving to go to the bathroom except at breaks (or
if vou have a medical condition requiring frequent urination), and it can
be five hours between breaks. The seminar runs two weekends, starts at
seven-thirty in the morning and runs till midnight each day, and you can't
~at from the time you get there till the dinner break at 6:30 or later.

Lat's not exactly Chinese ftorture, but 1t's enough {(combined with what
sometimes seem like endless lectures on abstruse philosophical and Iinguis-
tic matters) to make you squirm in your chair and propel you into scome
kind of altered state of conscicusness., Ready to be brainwashed, perhaps.

I loved it, (Cops, T must be brainwashed. Especiaily since, I
assure you, I went intec this thing with at least as much hostility and
resistance as the next person,) (s5ee, I only took it because somecne wio
graduated from one of my workshops offered to pay for the whole thing...

Lut that's another story.} What did I love? I've been sitting here staring
at that guestion, and the only answer I'm totally comfortable with is that

I loved the other pecple who were taking the training with me {about 250 of
us) and the way I was able to share myself with them much more than I'd
cKpected,

I've always known in myv mind that Est and related things offered a
sense of community, and in a condescending way I'd allow that that could
£ill a real need for people who lack a sense of community in their lives.

But that wouldn't be me: I live in a small town and I've been involved in

the local veolunteer fire department for eight years, and the local grade
school for six, and I've aot fandom, and i have all the people I've gotten

in touch wich in t*he last f:ve vears cor so, esreciallv in southern California,
who Love me because they lcve my boosks, and now I have the Phil Dick Society,
3506 of us after only seven rmonths or so.  And not to forget the communit of
Bob Tylan fans around the world, who ovened so many doors for me and Sa - ko
in Gzrmanv. God, it's becinring teo sound like I'm a commurnity~“unkie: bLut
I've never thought of myseli that wav, I'm a writer. 1I'm a very private
person,  (And then there's the publishing/small press community...the list goes
on and on.!

So what do 1 need with TCsz%? Well, I didn't say I needed it. And iz -
a lot like the guestion, what <o I need with fandom? I den't need it., But 1t
done a 1ot for me, Manv's the time it's helped me arrive at the heart of tne
beast, without half trying, while the Joan Didions of the world were walking
in circles. 1In Est language, fandom for the last 22 vears has created a space
in wiicon a lot of my life has shown up. That's jargon, and also it means some
thina, Just like the weird fannish doubletalk and inside ijokes that peppered
the last installment of this column. I don't want the whole world to speak
fansceak or talk Est-talk or hang out down at my fire station., But T do fee?l
like I'm in touch with the whole world when I really make contact with people--
not evervone, just a few here and there--within the varicus odd microceosms tha+
I find myself swimming n in this lifetime.

and what I notlce about myself during and since the Est training {a feu
weeks age) is I seem to he ovening mvself more, and in sorme new ways, to other
peonle. This couldn't be havrening unless I was ready anyway for it to hapoex,
but isn't it great that when vou're ready for something to happen, there are

- .
places to go, like Est and Cerilu and so many more, where just like ;hat'lt (Sl
start happening? I 1liked ard found myself intellectually sympathetic with ond
learsed a lot from the actual content of the training, and alsc I experiencedl
as great entartainment, but meostly I just liked what havpened to me there. Sar
with Corflu--best con I've been to in many yvears. Thanks, Allyn and Shay an: =
I'm out of space. Too bad...now that the dust has settled, I feel like I ¢ u:

write arl morning. e Paul Tl iams




CRAWLING FROM

THE WRECKAGE

British Fanzine Feviews

by Lucy Huntzinger

I'M TOLD fanzine reviews reguire an introductory paracranh or bLvo, ex-
plairning the reviewer's standards and biases as well as an overview of the
current scene to provide some context. Fine. I don't think I'm up to snap
analyses of the fannish context right now. Check with scmeone who gets moras
fanzines than I do, say six or seven per month. I've heen receiving smaill
vress publications Zor something like two years now and I still feel like I'm
on the fringe of Where It's At,

A desperate plea of mine, sent to my sole British contact, Darroll Pardee,
produced some really inteéresting mail last spring. Manv peorle sent me their
zines because Darroll cornered them at one of the cozy little British con-
ventions and charmed them with smiles and soap. I got excited by all the
pretty stamps and contrived to continue receiving the off-size foreign pub-
lications, even though I moved an ungodly number of times last year. Even-
tually, T developed a list of favorite editors, writers and articles, which I
found in the pages of these overseas fanzines. As with all favorite iltems,

I wanted to share myv pleasure with my close friends. I tried to discuss all
the great stuff I was getting and ran into the problem of being the only one
getting ik,

I don't have to0 many reguirements from a fanzine other than legibility,
reasonakle acqguai.  nce with the English language, and encertainment value.
Litcrit is not my .rte, generally speaking, so ['ve avoided reviewing fanzines
unctil now. My standards and hiases seemed too basic to provide much commentary
beyvond an “"Igor like, Igor not like" style. However, I am =0 goddamn excited
about the variety and content of British fanzines that I wanted to try sharing
that ex dtement with vou, my close friends. If any of these spark your interest

please write to the addresses below. All publications are available for The
Usual,

WASTE OF A TREE =2 The clumsily executed cover is an unfcrrunate example of
Alex Stewarc imitation comic book art. The inside contains a fair var-
(coeditar Johin Murphy} iety of stuff: Alex did a decent movie review and a pass-
lla Bevariy Road able account of donating bloed., I dislike, however, raadin
Colehester a pilece and cringing all the wav throuch at various spelline
Essex C03 3NG errors (it just won't cut it as dialectz). I really hated

Mike Johnson's poetry. It bored me as dad John Murphy's
contributicns; John's cholce of subject matter did nocr seem Zortuitous. The

letter column was Quite interesting if a little confusingly laid out. Sometimes
the short guotes didn't seem worth breaking up the space; it ruined any flow if
that be desired. Joe Nicholas' letter very good reading--sensible, fair, direct

and reasonably sincere.
Strangely amatevr tone...I liked reading this fanzine once but probably
won't pull ik put for rereading.
19



TVMEITTS sl This has a ni

ce scruliy feel to 1t--1 almost don't mind its
¥artin Tudor inconvenient size. Resembles an avezine in tone; no surprise
=3 alur Rock FRoad ince Martin started out in apas. This, hﬂwever, transcends
Ward End the purely perscnal and is getting close to being a classic
Birmingham 38 2aC gernzine., Mar<in sesms te have gotten the hang of publishing
and his choice

cf material consistently reflects high stan-
rds.

Lottle Zriksscn has a cood time recounting her recent exposure to British
conventions and Ken Lake exposes the scul of the stamp collector type very
well, Good, tight articles, these two, Paul Vincent does a laid-back run-
wnrough of F znzine reviews, quite ciever and fun {I like this guy's writing,
he has pacing and styvle)., The letter column is fine, working more like a whole
unit this time:; the earlier EZMPTIES were less sure. The lavout is cluttered--

I prefer definite space between article and editorial comment.

I wish scneone else up there in 2irmingham had duplicating facilities--
Sreve Green’s produce a uniformly faded effect which is hard on the weak fannish
eve. Cther than that, I have no fuibbles with the physical production, and as
a perscna: friend cof the editor I must say it expresses his personality guite
well,

21
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PREVERT #9 Short but not exactlv srnappy. It does tell me a fair hit about
Jean Jarreld JJ's interests and personality (2 points), arm. <8 me with terribly
31 Dukes Wav In cokes (2 peoints), printed my last letter ncints), and

West Wickham  menticns Corflu {lO points!tt,

Fent BRa 94T I've gottern five lssues of PREVERT and each cne is amazingly

fannish. John writes about his life rather well; there's not a

assionate rush to expose his soul but his subiect matter leads him inte re-
vealing commentary., This particular issue, however, doesn't contain much of
traz. Rather, Jochn addresses art and art criticism, the breathlessly inert
TAFT race, and whips up a quasi-letter column to round out his little green

rfanzine, 1 don't especially appreciate the Damon Runvon approach toc his own
Piece but vou can't win 'em all and it's not badly Jdone.

Fandom's Robert Mitchum is responsible for D. West's TAFF candidacy.

Cespite this handicap his fanzine is worth its weight in papar.

ARIUME #3 Strange but good cover--an attenticn grabber rainly

Paul Vincent 'cause vou der't know what you're looking at.  Good

23 Dovedale Avenue 0ld familiar Gutter Press fade--lcogoks right nice

Pelsall againzt the blue of issue #3, Nice clean lavout, thank

Walsall you, The editorial is a {by now; standard Brit im-

West Midlands WS3 4HG  passicned speech about con pelitics. They're all lunatics.
Prebert's centribution left me c2ld. I did not £ind it

entertaining. It &idn't tell me much about Phil or his views on viclence,
I found it pointless and pedestrian.

I particularly liked Martin Tudor's "Dateline: Tescos." It struck me as
aporopriate and funny material for a fanzine; it also has an appeal outside of
its context because, by gosh, I've been on some real hilarious blind dates my-
seif and it all came rushing back. 1I'll bet plenty of non-fans would relate
to it which is not often true of fan-articles about the "real worid.” That's
hzrdly a general criterion of mine but in this case, why not?

Paul's writing is comfortably consistent. His editorial presence has a
steadiness of tone that contributes to my feeling that even though this zine
simply reeks of apahood, PV is the genuine faanish article.

EFSTLON #15 The front cover is keen, real fannish and all, but it isn't
Eob Hansen what I really wanted in the wav of art--where's Truian and Jr?
94 Greenlea! Read Rob's style was the first in a while whose derivation (comics)
East Ham didn't strike me as a liability. (Some really bad imitation
Londen E6 1DX coemic book art shows up in fanzines.) Hansen uses 1t as a

jumping~off pcint for his ideas and over the vears has emarced
with a recognisable combinaticn. Obvicusly Brian Earl Brown recaqnised 1t.



Stu Shiffman's bacover looks good, visualily rcunding out the wheole €anzine.
This 1s one of the few British zines to feature artwork, always first-rate,

Clever opener and plug for Mexicon--I of course was brainwashed at Con-
Stellation and I'm going to Mexicon!!! You should, too.

The thing I like best about EPSILON 1s its pollshed seamlesscress, some-
thing that's always a pleasure to read because rnothing interrupts the flow of
information., The Kettle conrep took me longer to read than the other sections
of this issue because I paused to laugh so often. There were scome great lines
in 1t and I 1iked it a lot

Rob's letter columns have substance and style. I love the smooth interplay
between the readers. He certzinlvy gets a literate bunch writing in. Simone
Walsh writes a fine letter....and Ted is so Ted-like; I laughed out loud at his
letter.

My favocrite British fanzine. Period. Also the candidate I support for
TAFF, Vote for Rob Hansen, £end in your monev and send him to LA, A& conics
person deserves Cilsneyland!

--Lucy Huntzinger

—

SOME THOUGHTS

ABOUT FAN-FICTION

from a letter

A, by LARRY STARK

I don't think anyone can write fan-fiction of any kind without being an
active fan, "Con Report” BOONFRRK 25/ came a_rect1y out of my three days of
the convention in Boston. 25 a matter of fact, the girl was real. She came
to the booc<sh for The Milliion Coliar Picnic =nat I was huckstering at twice,
sach “ime in a differently-czclored diaphanons gown. She was drooling over Dr.
Fho books, and we never spox:s. Or no; one night when Erica and Jean and I wers
leaving the hote? she was z-anding with 2 ccuple of friends in the trattoria
around the skysc: ~or, with ifhe eternal breeces there making har dresg and her
hair dance, and as we wern* - T said, "Yeu Know, vou ought to siand in the wind
like this mowe often!" And tnat was it. Other than the Iact that Lin Carcer
was the only person at the (%56 New York convention to spend the wWho.g weeks
erd in costume, the rest was curely empbroidery,

But that was ermbroidery o a fannish cors. And I wrote I+ nmestly for oy
own anusement, as a sexual fantasy, because fardem likes its fan-fictien Iunny,
and the mundane world cannot comprshend fandem. The closest the real world
comes to a situation in which evervthing you Xnow about a good and true frlernd
comes to yvou only through thz mallbox would be a "pen-pal" situation, whieh Is

a one-to-one expﬂ*ience, nct @ group thing.

About the cnly sort of fan-writing I think I could do right now would have
to be a ncostalgia =rip, I hzve occaslonally thought of trying to recreate a
lost piece of writing--a con First Con of mine, the 1356 "Bilct-

.
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Con" in New York., The repor=z, scribbled in invernetrable feverish longhand wnic!
he swore he could read, went to John Hisfcheoox, who confessed after sevaral
editions of UMBRA went by that, apparsntly, ne had lost it,

Bhok Stewart at one Time--taking the ball and ranning wizh 1%, as he olzen
does in conversation--insisted that I turn the whole thing irntc a ser.ous novel
arnd sell it. He had, vou ses, aliready "wriztzen" the thing in nis mind., Ws £ac
around vaguely admiring what the book was going to pe, but of course neither cf
us wanrted to do any oI the work on the thing...



GHOSTING

CORFLU

by DONNA N. ANSELL

TERRY FLOYD FBELS PURPLE AND TASTES GREEN AT (DEFLUL

SERIOGUSLY. I don't know what made me do it. Sonewhere I'd probably
heard that sex was the bast at Cons. aAnd there wera sure to bDe at least sev-

eral BNFs there! {Great, what's a BNF?) Andg parties--lots of them, with
people that I've never met standing arcund talkinyg in apas and stencils.,
wWhat joy!

It would be such an opportunity... f{watch out for what comes up after a

lead—-1n like that!) You know, to practice remembering names. To meet new
people. To practice my social skills and restvaining my lust while in the
company of strangers. And let's not forget the chance to hob-nob with the
friends that send Paul these thoroughly creative newsletters that make no
sense whatsoever to me. Such an oppoartunity!

Ultimately, I went because the I Ching said "Abundance” and Paul promised
to buy me a Corflu T-shirt. And besides~-—-mr crvstals were up for high ad-
vaenture, And there were these unanswered guestions--1 mean, roeally what is
a BNE? (I koow, “big-name-fan"--give me a break, But what does that mean?
Someocne wno 1s famous and a fan or scimeong who 1s famous as a fan? Y still
don't know.} T -

following a soul-searching process I concluded that it wowld probably be
safe for me to go to the fannish parties with Paul on Friday night since we
wouldn't get there till late and I would be leaving £axly Saturday morning
for ancther commitment in Sacramento.

"1'm not a fan," 1 anncunced upon arrivim] at ths con suite. "I'm just
a friend c¢f the Glen Elien delegation. We're golng ror the awaré for the
greatest per-caplta representation.” Four ocut of 1,014.  HNot bad,

I looked around for somecne T knew. There was Robert Lichtman fondlina
his FRAP, Jeanne looking good as usual, and Paul 1n a corner talking Dick.
Typical, He alwavys talks Dick at these parties--s5o0 ['m told.

It was in the con suite that night that I learned of Hugo and DUFF from
Jerry Xaufman. He also did a little tap dance through fazandom for me.  "Yas,
I shook my head as if 1t all made perfect sense to me.

Tt was later, in Ted White's suirte, that I begarn to experience upset.
“Ch, no," I moaned to Paul as we listened to Terry Carr and Ted White carry-
ing on about French curves. “"Uhat's the mattor?” he asked with concern,

"I just remembered Jeanne's warning." “Jeanne's warning?® "Yes, she said
when it started toe make sense all hope was iost and I'd be forever hooked on
ftandom." How insensitive of him to laugh, T thought, panicked.

TYed White said it was real different coming to a small convention agaln
--more like what the cons used to be. (I notice all fans talk a lot about
witat ons used ko be like, 1968 Jlaremont was a hit from what I could
gather.}

_’?.




Terry chuckled a timely warnina as T cave Ted mv address. What's to
fear? So I'll be getting a copy of Ecoscan? I mean, how dangerous can
that Le? T e

Ther 1t happened. T was alone with T=d White. He drew me in clcse and
begar. Slowly, gently, with great semsitivity tas appropriate for first
rites! he wrapned me softly in the maglic of tfandom. He danced a little soft
shoe throuoh the culture, the people, the seography, psychology, and tech-
noloyy of fapdom., I felt iniciated, I ne longer felt like a stranger or
someone who didn't know. Before my very eves I metamorphosed into a tan--
not unwillingly.

1 rturned +to Paul and said, "I thisk I cpuld probakly leave Sacrarmento
rather early and come back for tomnorrow nisht's party,.."

Later, still wrapped in magic, the party floated down a flight to Suzle
and Jerry's suite. Unconsciously I walked smack into a discussion of four-
color spreads on wimegyraph machines., 1 wzas afraid to look touo interested
for fear that I would end up face down in the corilu,

I caught my attention on scmething Jerry Kaufman was saying on the other
side of the room. "I think we should call them 'ghosts.,' When somecne comes
to a con and doesn't pay then they're zhesting the convention." 1 took out
my notebook, I'm just goiny to write that down, 1 like it, that's all.

No, I'm not taking notes for a con report...

--Donna N Ansell

ADVERTISEMENT: The music of Sachiko is now available on a l-hour casserte of her Feb. '84
Berkelevy roncert. 15 sonps, including "Dream of Africa,"” "live or Die,'" "Big Light," and
“Keep Heating Up Your Hearct." Side one is acoustic, side two is electric and also features
Frie Knight on lead guitar. Sachike wrote "em & sings 'em-—~she's powerful, original, just
sreat. Fannish referents: vou may know Sachiko as the separated-and-still-friendly wife of
Paul Williams; her first record was produced by Thilip K. Dick (first US record, that is).
FEric Knight is the son of Miriam & Jerrv. This fine tape available for 58.00 postpaid
[vom Sachike, Box 176, Glen Ellen, CA 95442,

ADVERTTSEMERT:  Panl Williams' new book WAKTNC P TOCETHER f{an odd title for ene who never
sleeps) is available in hardcover {dust 3ackect, 216 pp, drawings) for $13.5C postpaild
($14.25% if vou'rte in California, to cover sales tax). This one's prose, an almanac with
an entry for every day of the year, Tpractical piiloscphv abont personal and mutwal
awakeninp.' Includes oblique fannish references, lots of stuff about men and women,
living in the moment, the midnight hour, Youw'll like it. Order from Paul Williams,

Box 611, Glen Ellen, CA 995442,

ADVERTISEMINT: Larry Statrk's splendid short steries can be custom—printed for vou via the
wonders of Xerox by Private Printings, "mavze the smallest press in America.” TP also
affers a selecrion of Dave English drawings and steries and art by Jean Young, including
the extraordinary hand-colored calondars she collaberates on (porgecons!},  ¥e at TRAP

DOOR stronglyv reconmend vou send $2, for a sanple item dv Stark, Younp, or Fnrlish (please
specifv) and a PP catalep tor Private Printings., Animal Fair, RR#4, Decoral, Towa 52101,




...BUT | DIGRESS...

HERE‘S THE EVER-POPULAR
(AND CLEVERLY TITLED...)
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TERRY CARR TRAP DOQR #1 certainlv isn't ver basic first-issue fanzine, nor
forthat matter much like anvone else's sixth issue., Strikes me
as an intrigulng combination of editingépublishing experience mitigated by a
certain rustiness [rom vour long lavoff, But rustiness isn't very similar
to dustiness 1n this case: you're obviously not just some oldphart fan making
a comeback and tellinag us how much better it all was in 1944, 1958, or even
1974, I'm sure even the people who didn’t know Bob Lichtman in the *50s and
'60s will recognize the fact that your experiences since then have changed
you (yeah, and Paul too): you're not just rerunning provrams from those years,
but instead you-plural vrite from an '60s perspective, Which means that you
are talking to us, which 1s surely the prime criterion of fannishness,

These theoughts came to me, perhaps curiously, when I read Chester Ander-
son's piece, It's auite fannish in most senses, which made me think about
what "fannisin® really means, I've sald elsewhere and often that fannish wri-
ting is mainly personal journalism, the sort of writing in which the writer
speaks directly to the readers assuming they're friends or at least acquain-
tances in a Jgiven social circle, and that this kind of writing usually can't
be sold for monev: commercial magazines are aimed at an audience of strangers.
But the last bastion of perscnal journalism, or at least of first-person wri-
tinag, in professional print is the newspaper column, of which I assume Ches-
ter's plrece is more or less an example. But even svyndicated columnists are
writing for the nation at large, so thera's less of the personal element than
might be ideal. People who write columns for local papers are able to come
closer to it, whether they're Chester Anderson writing for a Mendocino pub-
lication or Calvin Demmon columnizing For his maper in Monterey. {FONG re-
printed one or two of Calvin's columns, and certainly not just because he
used to be a fan.)

I think it all has to do with the vast qgrowth in populacion in this
country, not to mentlion elsevhere. WYe used to be a nation made up of com-
munities, mostly geographical ones; thus we had local vriters speaking to
readerships many of whom they actually knew. Bierce, Twain, Mencken, and
so on could rely on that basic readership, so thev were able to write and
publish personal journalism of a high order; peonle like Thurber and UVhite
profited artistically from that tradition, Put while we've become a national
and even global community as a result of the technological breakthroughs that
have given us audiences 50 huge that even Twain couldn't have dreamed of them,
our columnists have had to give up nest of their assumptions in order to sav
their saving or even tell their offhand jokes. Recognition-humor has faded
as enlarged audiences care forth: common experiences have bhecome much less
Comnmon ,

So in this curicus wavy, true personal journalism has mostly died and
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tanwriting ihas become perhaps the last stand of this form of writing, tan-
zine fans are still a minurte minority, and we have bullt our own tradicions
and attitudes and i1n-jokes during the fifty years singce The Pirst Fanzine,
whichever cne that was. Vtanzine writers know thev're speaking to only a few
hundred, at most, selected readers, and that all of those readers are part
of the fan cvomunity, who share a lot of exveriences i1n reading and even in
life-at-large. We like to think of fandom as being future-oriented, and
there’'s a good case to be made in that direction, but in this respect I
think fandom is deflnitely a throwback to the past:  fandom is a community
much like those that, taken together and working together, made the U.5. and
other countries great, Fandom is a small town like Chester Anderson's Mendo-
cino; we have our people who live in the center and those who inhabit the
environs, but we all share an individual identity within the largyer culture,
And we sreak a dialect that's funny to outsiders but to us it's full of
specitflic nuances,

In such a mini-culture, art can flourish; z2nd, n fandom, it Jdoes. Here
and there, anvhow. Sure, most fanwriting isn't great--sSturgecn's Law cer-
tainly applies here. And Carr's addendwn, too, which states that Sturgeon
18 an optimist.

RICH DBROWN ¥hile intellectually [ agree with Jtester that a good deal of
the time answering machines are an :nféernal nuisance, my emot-
ional reaction is more favorable than not because, without them, I wouldn't
know I was living in the world of the future.,. Do you happen to recall,
arcurd 1950 or so, sume maygazines like MECHANIX TLLUSTRATED or POPULRAR
SCIENCE having (as a year-end feature} a few prominest sf oacthors' "pre-
dictions"” about what the world would be like i .3 vears (1%75), 50 vears
{2000}, etc? If you deo, it might give vou an understanding of jusi where
I'm comrng frcm, I had read enough of that crazy Nuck Rogers stuff at the
time to know sf authors didn't really try to "vredice” the future, that the
few instances where sf stories accurately predicted some future event, it was
a fluke--and, as I recall, this was explained for the more mundane readers of
MI and P35 in the preface. 1 knew the difference between "prediction®” and
"extrapolation™; the specifics were only possible but the brouad ocutlines seemed
fat least to me) quite probable., You know?

Now here we are, more than 2% {albeit less thar 57) years down the road
yet even the near-term extrapnlations have proven wroo g Okav, we've "gone
to cKne moon"--but the spaceship wasn't bullt in someor 5 backyard. what a
disappointment! &%, by this time, we were all of us suppesed to have our
own rocket-pack he . copters; we'd just step cutside, strap it on and take to

the air, Just hundreds and hundreds of us filling the skies. With the pos-
sible axception of 1984, rime and again these stfnal extrapolations evapor-
ated only to he replaced by the "real"--and certainly rwre plonking than one
had been lel to expect--events. So even thouah we're living ir what was then
"the world of the futire,™ it doesn't seem much like 1t

Well, T've never owned an nswering machkice.  Bub I lived at Ted White's
house the wear he was ~ditor of HEAVY METAL and Ted nad one. (The now-to-leave
your-message message was Lyoan Steffan, in a throaty sexy voice: "Hi, there,
Ted's not home and {(*sigh*} I'im s machine., If vou care fo leave a messaqge,.."}
T would Listen to the pachiogs cuers Jday, i case Ted czlled from New York, so I
could give hLm any Impoiotant message he may have reseiveld.

What I got one of those times was a fema.e voice: "...T'm sorry, I didn't
hear your answer--would you mind repeating that?”  ('Rareating' what? I won-
dered.) "Thank youd. My next question is, how many bedrooms do you have 1n
your home?" (Whaa?2??) "T'm sorry, I didn't hear your answer--would you mind

repeating that?" (I stiill don't--} “Thank yvou, My next gquestion...” It went
on for about five minutes; I finallv“got”™ i1ct. See, somsone was doing a survey
-=via computer. The computer had the questions recorded and either dialed num-
bers consecutively or at random; it probably let the phone ring a few times bhe-
fore going to the next, If it got an answer, Lt went into its spiel--probably

even acknowladging that it was a computer, tha:t 1t wculd like to ask a few
questicons, If it got a response, 1t asked the suestions and recorded the ans-



Wers untii
little

ocr unl &5 the person who answered hunao
"fail-safe"--:7 the person answering was oo

It chvicusly even Lad a
waking loud encugh to be

“p

e, =

recorded, the corzuter as<ed for a repeat. But what tflvuLled the series of
questions, just & oLbviousiy, was the how-to-leave-a-message message on Ted's
machine,

well, I mear, goshwow, One machine actual 1zlking to aputher machire,
That's the sort ¢i thlag which was suppused to happen 1n the world of the fu*
ture and 1t was a““enl;., pefcre my very ears. S0 wh;le I grant vou tha
the dawned things can be a nulsance, I really can't cormplzin about sometklﬂg
which brought that fzct home to me, We have to find cur sensawunda wherever
we can, v'know,
MIiKE CGLICKSOHN There's samething good about the thought of Paul Williams, of

reaendary Faul Williams fane,
his fannish sense of wonder so reviialized

rozding D West, the famcus Dave,

and having that he decides to co-

edit another fanzine. It says much for the continuity of the rnore positive
aspects of fandom and leads me to believe that there really must be something
in this hobby I pursue with whatever erergy I carn aftord teo donate to it at

the time., Not that was doubting it, vou urderstand, but external verific-

ation of one's beliefs can be very satisfying,

DAack,

Used

HARRY WARNER JR 1 enjeoved very much the firstc TRAP Tt's much more
sophlsticated than the fanzines vou ©. publish and

I've become more naive anc lnexperienced with the passina cf _he years so it
might not be as sasy to loc as your earlier farnzines were. Rut somehow 1

think vou remain you in your writing, in vour stvle ard in the general out-
look cn things. You wight take that as a nast: insult on the theory that you
should have improved over the years, But I think for mest fans, the iptangible
style 1s the factor that shows little change after lung teriods of time, just
as an actor or actress may become more skillful at the trade and may change
radically in the physical sense but usually retains much the same voice from
youth to senility.

Wanda's wors’
more like a report con a successful time travel experience.
Rike, Grania Davis, Pat Ellington,
Nineveh and Tyre.

I was touched by Sachiko's tribute to Philip K Dick. Every time I read
someone writing 5o well about how much the writer meant to him or her, 1 feel
deprived as if I1'd missed one of life's great experlences. Phil Dick's fiction
and I have always been incompatible, I've read four or five of his books and
started several cthers and nothing happened other than a vague sense of why am
I doirg this. Obviously, either I'm unable to appreciate good writing or the
Dick enthusiast must have a different set of values and beliefs than mirne,

I get all sweaty and my stomach starts to hurt when there's a birth scene
on a television drama. 8o it wouldn't do for me to attend something like Jason
Allen's coming into this world, 1In fact, it seems to have shaken you up, too,
In describing it vou referred to Jeanne Bowman as the "erstwhile associate of
TRAF DOOR™ and I can't find any other evidence in this 1ssue to believe in that
adjective. You apparentlv share the common belief of the proletariat that it
means honerable or respected or something similar. +4Urk! Yes, but no longer,
after you and others pouinted out this error in mv memury banks.®

s eve view o0f the First Annual Beanie 2rigade Picnic scunded
Redd Buggs, Dave
those are names that shiould be one with

I, WEST I must sav, vou have quite an effective touch with the crushing put-
downs. Vhat reaily hurts is not so nuch the description of me as a
"mirnor-league opinicnator™ as the fact that my name isn't even mentioned until
the thaird line, Subtle stuff.
T "Quite apart from this, T managed to read the whole issue with rather more
interest than is usually the case with a US fanzine. Well, maybe the issue was
rather more interesting than 1s usually the case with a US farnzine--or maybe 1t's
just that I've started paying more attention now that I'm 1n some danger of

artually meeting a.l these strange people,




. In case you haven't heard: I have been shanghated into standing for TAFF.
This is not my fault._ After all, what rational human being would want to spend
whole days cooped up 1o aeroplanes being carried thousands of miles just to meat
a bunch of ccla-swillinag overweiaht dope-Tiends with balloons stuck up their
noses? HNot me. S0 I was all set to let the whole thing slide salely past,
same as usual. But then this cligue of super-keen and super-interfering noople
ganged up on me (right wvhen T was s-owmewhat distracted by other affairs and not
thinking too straight) and beofore T know 1t the Fix was in and that was it.

So I am now an Official Condldate and having to adjust to the horrifyis
prospect of Making An Effort. irilip Larkin once said he wouldn’t mind sev e
China provided he could come back the same dav, and that's nore or less my
attitude to California.} Even though I'm campaiqning un the {arrogant and elit-
ist) Platform of Keeping americon Tandom In TEs Place (i.e. well and truly
crushed beneath the ircn heel of British fandom) I figqure I'11 probably win the
damn thing. Too many pecople are tco enthusiastic about voting for me--half of
them because they hope I'1]l go to the USA and do Awful Things to the Americans,
and the other half because they hgpe I'll go to the USA and the Americans will
do Awful Things to me. Fither wav T seem to be in for a wearing Lime.

Kismet. Manifest Destiny. Sheer bad Inck, Yhatever it is, if you fancsy
a different scenario then get vourselves organized and VOTE FOR ROB HANSEM.

{or the Pegple’s Friend, H,0, Funds.! Just don't go blaming me for the re-
sult., All another Fuckirg fannish consriracy, that's what it s,

Anyway--good issue, Ewven theuoh T can't summon up much response on spe-
cific points., But keep them comira. Ard, as far as pessible, keep them coming
frequently. That's one reason WIT seems so lively. Wothine like a fanzine that
has vou permanently in arrcars with the locs. Though in the case of Boraeron's
publications that's due to his evil tease of never sending me the damn things=
until everyone else in the British TIsles has had theirs for at least threo
weeks. In this situation my nerve deoes collapses, and I have to rush out and
borrow a copy just to get up t~ date with the latest wild Bergeronic fantasy
about my sex-Jife.

Same old question: is it all! these cther neople who are crazy, or its it
just me?

ART RAZP Bob, I dor't know how t~ put this delicarely, but have you ever con-
sidered the lifelong paveoblic Lrauma it 1s api to inflict on an inne-

cent baby when he operns his €02 *n this world For the First time and secs YoU°

Miroscee, it would he encugh to make hirm grow un bo be a TATE subscriber!  Ov

at least a video-ag o ad2ict. Surslv vy ve noticed that vour last perlod of
activity in fandom - = : : A, and all the little babies of that

era have grown up to be 3 muoand atarday marniog carbtoon watchers
and D&D plavers and othe- u Jestinies,, . tTrue, and my own kids are No

Exception.y $tApd 1t'z no cowncidoncsi-- vk

The obwvicus conclusion to be drawn from Grania bDavis' confessions is that
sclence-fiction is to fandom as is sex to polite society in Victorian England,
a concept whose ramifications dazzle me more the longer I think about them.

For Paul Williams, a quote: "khat rage for fame attends both great and
smalll Better be damned than menciored not at all!" (Peter Pindar, 1738-1819}
By the way, isn’t the slow loris far surcassed by the fast loris? What, you've
never seen a fast loris? You okvicusly haven't locked quickly enough... If
vou want a fannilsh persopality, Paul, why not become the 01d Curmudgecn With
a Heart of Gold? Your slogan could be "Bah, Humbug, But On The Other Hand--"
I mean, there have been lots of old fann:sh curmudgeons, but they lacked the
reddgplsg dpdedal Falaé sense of humor that kept earnest neofen and shapely
femmes from being permanently alisnated by the initial gruffness. There are
lots of advantages to a personality like this: once you aet it established, voua
can make your comments about other fans and their crifanac as acid as you please,
and they'll just grin with pride instead of writing lefters to WARHOON dencuncing
your morals and speculating on vour secret vices.

STEVE MILLER The "Unlimited Cokes" episcde cf the Conreport reminds me of the
time in NYC for (I think]! INFINITY when the Hotsl Commodore man-



aged to run out cof coke.'pepsi/brown stuff that fizres and has caffeine in it
sometime in the mid-evening, Most of the parties were also out of coke-stuff,
0 a group consisting of (in part) Sue Mice (not vet the former Mrs Miller),
Asenath Hammonrd, Rick Sternbach, and two pecple I s£ill don't know (me too)

all headed down to Grand Central Station at midnight to find coke to drink., We
carried our party supply of rum with us--I don't know why--and ended up putting
dimes into a cup-at-a-time drink dispenser and then pouring the coke into the
rum bottle, Havinug munchies we set upon the machine next to the soda machine,
and found that it would give its entire supply of each item for only a guarter
pavment, We returred to the room of the party burdened with a large rum bottle
filled with Rumandccke, and various armfuils of potato chips, pretzels, and
corn chips. The od3 thing is that we didpn't think anvthing of running barefoot
in Octeober or November (those of us who were barefoot) through Grand Central
Station at midnight. Didn't faze us at all, Of course it also didn't faze
several of the revelers to finish the rur ani ccke and thep break open a large
bottle of very cheap wine. The sick-in-the-morning part didn't affect my sto-
mach, but several of the partiers actually weouldn't drink the next night,..

DAVID STEVER Whilst reading TRAF DOOR, I had the feeling I was looking at my

own life, fifteen years from rnow, T just don't know how to take
that, any more than yvou must now, hearing it from me, Wiil I be enjoying myself
when I get there? ©h, well, that's growing uz-old for you.

Wally the Snake, whose last year's Discliave report al, ieast mentioned in
passing my encounters with the Falls Church Inhzling Society, writes a Treport
much the pocrer for not knowing anything about the history of Disclaves. Wally
should be greatly chastised in print by Ted (hite for his not knowina that the
Twin Bridges is butv a pale imitaticon of the Fark Sheraton (hesanna! hosannall,
that late but grezt 0C hotel, Who can forget the great cons held there? Wwho,
who has ever explored their hotel, can forget the lunar eclipse from the roof,
or the furlined tunnel, large enough for a piper cub, which led one to the hotel
laundry, buried in the hillside, under the hctel. The first hotel T had ever
seen that handed vou a map of the layout, when vou checked in. thosanna! ho-
sannal!) That's the trouble with those snakes, they got no sense of history,
of what has gone before them; they're just bound and determined to reinvent
the wheel., When he dces his own fanzine, it will likely look like RUNE.

Wanda leaves too many clues as to her identity. The version of life in
the truck lane scunds a little weirder and less appetizing than Paul's. Maybe
it was the ice cubes on the balls, I dunno.

HARRY ANDRUSCHAK As for "Amarzina Fannish Birthday Tales," I can submit my

13th birthday, October 4, 13957, &putnik One went into orbit.
Not that I knew it at the time. I was stavino with myv grandparents at their
flat in Sladegreen, England. 13th birthday cr ro, I went to bed at 2 pm as al-
ways. I snugaled up to the hot water bottle (we had ne central heating, just a
fireplace in the livinc room} and went tc sleer thinking about the USA's Project
Vanguard.

I came down to breakfast and heard the news on the radio. Standing there
in my nightgown (something of an anachronism, I'11 admit, but nightgowns are
much more comfortable than pyjamas} I listened with disbelief. The Russians
had done it! They had put up a satellite. And, far more important, they had
shown that their boast of having an ICBM was wvalid.

As I understand it, the USA went apeshit. 1 myself was no better, Monday
I went around sgchocl waving a copy of ASTOUNDING and telling evervbody "I told
you so." Thank gccdness for the strict schoo! Jdiscipline of the 1950's...I
wasn't lynched. There can be nothina more cbneoxicus than a 13-yvear-o1d know-
it-all who has been proved right. 4Try Rich Croald's vampire variations.--ib+

NORMAN HOLLYN Beinc the city person that 1 am (as well as the non-parent that

I also am) my main experience with babies is watching other
peoples’ grow up. That in itself is a fascinating experience. I like the
changes that come cver children as they move fror one week old to two to four
to three months to six months and on and on. Each visit seems to reveal new



changes, new perscnalities, and new relationships with those arcund the baby/
child. If you let vourself (and I sense, Bob, that you do) it is almost as if
YOu are experiencing these new worlds with the child. In fact, the experience
must be even more intense when you are living with the baby day-to-day. Par-
enting ain’t like nothing else, is it? #Thank Ghod for that!¥
_ Answering machines, eh? Well, I've got one. I have to have one in my
business otherwise I don't get a lot of job offers (I'am a film and music
editor). It was either get the Accursed Machine or get an answering service.
I would like to compare the two for you, First, the answering machine:
MACHINE: Hi, this 1s the Accursed Machine of Charles Waddinabble,
Good ol' Chuck isn't in right now so if you ever want tc hear from
Lim again, please leave your name and phone number after the

beep. (BEEP!}
ME: Uh.,.. ah... hiya.,., uh... this is Norman... uh,.. please call
me. [CLICK!)
Now, let's compare that to the mess and fuss of a "human" answering service:
SERVICE: b, yeah

ME: Uh, is Charles home?

SERVICE: Nope.

ME: Is this the service?

SERVICE: {long sneering pause) Yep.

ME: 0©Okay, could you tell him that

Norman Hollyn called.

SERVICE: Who?

ME: Norman Hollyn.

SERVICE: Spell that name please.

ME : H-O-L ...

SERVICE: No, the first name.

ME: Oh, bw-0-R ,..

SERVICE: Could you hold on for a

moment? (CLICK!!)
Tell Chester he should learn to love answering
machines. Otherwise he might just have to learn
to love telephone answering service operators.
Personally, I'll take the diodes any day.
Paul's comment on putting one's name into

the public domain reminds me of a boring story

that I can tell you., A friend of mine is a
screenwriter in B lywood who wrote a script
about a bunch of + pilots or astronauts or somesuch. Faced with the per-

enpial writer's preoblem of "What do I name my characters?" she gave one of them
my name, Naturally, she forgot to tell me this (we only see or speak to each
other once or twice a vear). Well, Janet {the woman who I live with) is reading
a script the other dav and she leaps out of the chair screaming, "Look at this!?
Look at this!" Thers, on page one, is NORMAN “MAC" HOLLYN, fighter pilot extra-
ordinaire! Janet was a bit upset, As for me, I can't wait until the spin-off
merchandising starzs to hit. Just think of it--Norman Hollyn Dolls, Norman
Hollyn Garmes, ever Necrman Hollyn Lunchboxes!! Now, that's fare.

GARY MATTINGLY Gee, you mean Roscoe invented nitrous oxide? &1l along I

thought Bob had done it for the greater distribution of Slack.
Is Paul sure he has his mythology down pat? I mean what would Connie say? I
can't help on creating fannish personae. I've been searching for one for over
14 years and still haven't found one to my liking, Maybe Wally would have
some ideas.

Tell Wanda she has to hit more parties and cell more. I've been wanting to
do it for vears Zut I've never felt that suicidal. W®hat other people are doing
is what one talks about in Kansas, where I grew up, since that's almost all
there is to do after the cows come home. I do hope Wanda understands that I've
never waltzed in my Life, I did tap dance when I was five or six though.
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LORFN MAUNETCOR ¥edrs a9 1 oatrended oooene and o only hirshinag, A aond Tricad,
with whom 1 Itave crerianai oy lost contact over the vears,
wis having her child in a "clinic:™ bor o sht word sums up many imadcs, none of
wiich would be ceorrect in this case, 1 worked 1n oa hogpital for vears, and
knew what my Llmaage  would have been, Lo ore 1omet Dir Goldman, Lt owenrld hawe
been white, sterile, cold and...well, ¢linical. Fortunately Dr Goldman showed

me otherwise., His clinic was mut in Hoe wecde in Washington State, with a river
nearby and a lena, windina dart road londine 1o the nearest hichway.

Carol’'s father was a doctor, and b had very definite ideas of the proper
way to deliver a chotd, This reguired, 3% the loast, an onaratineg th atrr
anesthetic, and a trained crew. He believed 12 smpessible to nerforce a 91mrle
birth without perferming simeltaneous v an erisictomy. 1 remember asking what
an eptisiotomy was: I remember savinag, :ooredulouvsly, "You're kidding!" T was
much more naive then.

Carol's first ¢hild was bore with chveical praoblems, and her father
rointed to this as proof of his theat1os and cuperiov konowledge,  Although it
was evident that not even the mest adtrarced hospital conld have delivered a
healthyv bhaby 1in this particular casea, be atterctod to use Carel’s initial sra-
gedy as a reascn why she shouldr't attemrt natural birth for her second child.
She did arvyway, and the chllid wias bors : and happy, into the middle of
a wonderful party. (I haven't since o thia tro people whose 1inttral
response was, "Oo, how grossg;™ oo thas resipeen e po st les me, One o=
son said it had te deo with the ickiness f Lirth 1tself: "17d never let my
husband see me Iike that," she said, ard her “usband added that he wouldn's
woant to. ! prefer not to understand this 1 Carcl and her husuvard,
b the way, were, the last [ heard of “ina on a lid-foot ex-sub chaser.

I wi1ll send to yvou, conce I get bahﬂ to Headlines, the squeaky-clean
fagqgotv headshop (I wonder how many pecvole I can offend with that description)
on Polk Street, the tape some enterprising scui has made for use in recorder
phones., 1t apparently has lots of silly and/or obscene things on it, although
I haven't heard it; once voud, too, haven't heard it, vou can send it along to
Chester Anderson so he can not hear Lt as well, I figure this will take at
lzast one of the damn things cut of circulaticon so an acquaintance of mine-—-
currently unknown--won't buy it, [ have a friend whose current tape recording
15 semething like this: "Hi, I can't come tce the phone right now, but T will
return your call as scon as T can. For the moment I will continue to talk,
because for some reason I can't adjust the message length, and 1f I guit talk-
ing now it will emit a long series of nigh picched beeps which are very painful
1t you're sensitive to high pitched noise. If you're in the market for a
rhone message rachine, don't get a (and here he named a brand I've never heard
i), because that's what I've got, and 1t's an absclute plece of shit, I
think I've talked long encugh now that vou'll only hear a single tone. Please
leave your name and rumber.," He timed i1t just right, by the way--the next
thing I heard was one single hign-pitcrhed tone that eradicaced my ear drum.

I think the controversy schtick is highly cverrated. T get very tired of
people bonking each other upside the head (metaphorically speaking) in effarts
to claim some attention, Ted White in egoscan hails ruderess and declares
there isn't nearly enouch rudeness in fanzines, I think he's mistaking rude-
ness for pluntness and honesty, and although all three can sometimes be con-
tained in the same piece, thev’'re not the same thing at all., I, for example,
am sometimes more nlunt than need ke, and sometimes this resulecs in my Sarcasm
being taken serigusly. *sigh* Srall I tell vou more storles about what con-
versations between husbands and wives are= liwke? #Tf you wish, but toen I'wve
got some pine years of my own backlog 1n that depa*tment...#

I have a burning gquestion for Ms Uandz: couldn't I Sest pretand I slans
with Robert befcre 13627 After all, the Zira+- person I ever “"slect” with I
slept with in 1362 and his name was Bob. EHe was also a cousin o Zorn £
Kenrady, Is there 3 correcticn? This is a purnins 1ssue for me, M= Wandas
please answer sconest.  +40xay, Swee+ts, 1t's ice cubes for the farnina flares
and you may pretend. O0f course you mav get real hlunt hongsc rudensss 1
response,  wWe'll sjust call him "Robobert,' shiall w2, hmm? --Warda*



As a result of the location of my "real jcb," I frejuently eat lunch at a
Japanese restaurant in the Financial District of San Franclsce. Tachibana is
a very pleasant, low=-key kind of place, with the attractions of (1} good food
and {2} low prices, I like sashimi, and Tachikana Is a good place to gek i,
Recently, though, I was halfway through my lunch when I noticed I was being
watched by somebody. This is one of those subliminal feelings that surface
vagquely, "Something is weird," one savs, "I,..think I'm heing watched. ©h,
now, let's not be parancid. I mean. But, well. Um." &nd gradually it
builds. And builds, And builds. And then I looked up. Across the table a
middle-aged man {"middle age" is any age 15-20 years older than whatevel age
I'm at when the thought strikes me) watching me with a combination of awe and
horror. 1t is a very uncomfcrtable feeling, trying to eat while someone is
staring at ved with abject fascination.

"Why is this man looking at me like that," I wondered. “What is there
about me that makes me so fasclnating? A&And why doesn't he look at someone
elsze"  (Don't vou love the way I'm drawing this out? Just edit out ewvery
other word; 1t'll make nearly as much sense that way.) It occurred to me
finally that he had cheosen and was eating the safest thing on the menu--one
of the tempura dishes, almost like fried chicken, you know--and that the fact
that T was eating raw fish was upsetting him nc end, So I toock a big chunk of
obvicusly raw flesh, slathered it with mustard {my mucosa love it), agrinned at
him and began to eat, chewing with relish. +Hello, Stacey, I have to clear
the record here. Stacey eats fried not live saquid, --Uanda)

JEF¥ SCHALLES tiy bezt-friend-from-college, or actually, one of my two best-
friends from college, spent May-August of 1978 at the Farm in
order to have his son. I shared a house with the three of them in Maryland

in 1%Bl, and I got the impression that thev didrn't enjoy the Farm, They arec a
pair of people, however, who constantly reinvent the physical laws of the uni-
verse to fit each day's new concapts, about 90% of which is so cockeyed to an
oid cosmic engineer like me, 'They both have the refreshing attitude of stay-
ing on the opposite side of a sidewalk from a crowd, refusing to read fiction,
not wanting their kid to hear the word "na," listeninc to mellow music and
staying away from The World News Tonight. I htave a feeling I'd enjovy and
benefit from the TFarm rmuch more than Dennis did, for a while. I've heard that
the Farm has an ambulance service ia the Scuti Bronx, put I don't Know where
to look--they aren’t in the phone book, #Try under "Plenty Ambulance Service."¥
Somehow I feel like T should volunteer scome energy, if they accept it {(my mo-
ther keeps telling == to be a Boy Scout leader) to balance my wild and reck-
less rock'n'roll ex . :tence. Someday maybe I'll escape and retire to same
green acreagde out There somewhesre, mayibe I'LL join the volunteer fire depart-
ment. Or, at least, grow fine pet for my deserwving friemds. +40h, are you
single?--jk!

Ir the meantime, I read every fanzine that makes its way here, scme T
read sconer than others, yours I read at once, with breakfast, on the dav 1t
came. Especially enjoyed the Society Column and liked the feeling throughout.

g6 I live in New York and I see the most and do the most that I can, and
sometimes I get very tired, bu® then I remember back to my 1970's, where I
spent many vears living in cabins in woods, ard this gives me an edge (whe-
ther competition exists in my field or not} over the Mew Yorkers who've baen
here ali along.

Yes, I Never Sleep.

AND FURTHERMCRE

JOHN D BERRY observes: "It's interesting that the two most conspicuous
things you use to define where you stand and vhat you're doing are PONG and
D Vest. For all vour returninc from the alades, vou seem to be firmly sit-

uating your new farzine in the most interestina part of contemporary fandom.”
Wel!, where else.,..?




REDD BOGGS says, "I received rRAP DOOR--oh, uh, TRAF DOOR #1, which I
liked a great deal. I predict Great Things for the fanzine!®

DAN STEFFAN predicts: "Precbably when you do get more material from other
cartoonists, this will start locking like a Bob Lichtman fanzine. But then,
that 1s really just mv rveflecting and imposing expectaticns on you. Because
when I really thirk about it, this is a Robert Lichtran fanzine which is at
least a subtle difference, Especially to vou. Actually, this is a star
studded fanzine, Goddamn, when was the last time anybody ever saw a Chester
Anderson fanzine contribution? ©Or Orania Davis? Or, even Paul Williams and
Robert 'Bob' Lichtman? Gee, I'm surprised that with Paul's access to the Dick
estate, he hasn't come wp with a Philip K Dick column., He's particularly hard
to get a fanzine contribution cut of these davs.™

JEANNE GOMOLL exaggerates: "For TRAF DOCR alone I would promise to con-
tinue producing WHIMSEY for I enjoyved TRAP DOCR a lot, Especially, 1 was
amazed and charmed by Paul Williams'® piece--reminding me of Bergeron's and
Gibson's tangental/liavered sort of fan writing and I'm looking forward to
more, please,"” You got it!

And speaking of RICHARD BERGERON: "Enjoved TP and lcok forward to more
incestuous issues. Thouah I cannot imagine Paul in fishnet stocking. This re
his mad desire to be that baroque wonder of fandom: D West, Passing Strange,
indeed!" C'mon, Dick, trv harder tco imagine it.

BRAD FOSTER has 2 "ranor nitpick": “The artist for pagis 10 and 11 should
have been listed as 'unknown' rather than 'anonvmous.,' The did after all
initial the work, and might have gotten c¢redit in the original version, but
were certainly not attempting to do the work ancaymeusly. Minor point, but
then what’s an loc for if not tc be incredibly snotty about such things?”

A good point, but the publicaticn from which Chester's article was printed
didn't give specific art credits, either,
The Other JOHN BERRY states: "Nice to read TRAP DOOR,..liked the Disclave
'B3 article, besides being full of observation, I was imoressed with the condom
sguiggles on page 7, the reference to smofing activity on a balcony, and the
fact that Ted White has now been rightly accorded the accolade of being re-
ferred to as 'Mr.'"
ROELOF GOURRIAAN has a probler: "1 find it hard twreact with an loc.
The comments I might make are oozing out of my mind like water from a leaking
bucket. Let's face 1:: though I recognize the excellence of TRAP DOOR, and
enjoy it, I find it hard to relate to the zine right now. It might be the
typical problem of & first issue, it might be that 1 still den't know the Fan
Faces of American fandom as I'd like to, I don't know, but I hope tofind out.”
And so does RICK SNEARY: "It is hard for me to think of you or rich
brown as grown men with families and all. But babies 1 once knew are marry-
ing at 30," I wrote "South Gate Again in 2010" on Rick's copy of $#1 and he
comments: "No more ‘South Gate Again in 2010'-~fandom has changed so, there
never could be the kind of a con I would be happy with, even if given in my
memory, so have killed idea, There are still enough Triue Fans around to have
a good time, but not at cons." Well, Rick, Corflu seems to be an exception
to this; come around next year, And looking not so far in the future, how
about "Corflu at the 'Gate in 'BB"?7?

"We Also NHeard From": CALVIN DEMMON, CYNTHIA GOLDSTONE, TERRY JEEVES,
JERRY KAUFMAN, ETHEL LINDSAY, ERIC MAYER, JESSICA AMANDA SALMONSON, LARRY
STARK, STEVE STILES, ARTHUR THOMSON, ROBERT WHITAKER, and JEAN YOUNG,
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THE REVIEUWERS

by LARRY STARK

"Say, Larr.?"

"Yes, Bill."

"tow would you review HABAKKUK?"

"Do your own review column, Bill. I am old and tired and above such
tnings,™

"But I already did review it, Now I wanna know if wvou think I'm right,®

"Wnat did you say?"

"'HABAKKUK 15 a real great fanzine'..."

"GO On."

"That's a1i."

"Hmmm. Kinda brief, isn't it?"

"What else can I say?"

"Say what vou honestcly think of it."

"T like it."

"Now say why vou like it.,"

"Because 1 think it's a real great fanzine."

"Well, if you really think that, say so."

"Don't you think HABAKKUK is a real great fanzine?"

"NO_” R

"Why not?"

"Oh, I mean, sure, I think it's a great fanzine. HABAKKUK is procbabkly
the greatest fanzine of its kind., But 1f{'s not a 'real creat fanzine,' like
VOID is; it’'s not ren a 'real great fanzire' like RETRIBUTION is. It's just
a great fanzine, ~.t's all, But if you think it's a real great fanzine, Bill
go right ahead and say so, it's your fanzine review column, and you'll have
te take the blame for any silly statements yvou make in it without thinkinc
first; T won't.”

"Well, no, I just said...'

"Besides, people might get the wrong impression, saving a little neo-
raqg like HABAKKUK is 'real great fanzine,' like that.”

"What wrong lmpression?"

"Well, pecpgle might just get the idea that you were comparing this littfle
neg-zine to some of the Truly Great Fanzines, and that weuldn't do at all.™

"Like what truly great fanzines?"

"Like GRUE, and & BAS, and HYPHEN, truly great fanzines like that. You
wouldn't want pecple to think vou were comparing a neo-zine to Traly Great
Fanzines like those, would you?"

t

"No, but I..."

"Why, people might even think ycu were calling HABAKKUK a fanzine that is
worthy to rark with the Real Truly Great Fanzines...like DIMENSIONS, SLaNT,
QUANDRY...Real Truly Great Fanzines like those. Then you'd really have a re-

view column that pecsple would laugh at.”
"But how can I helg giving that impression?” .
"Well, take a lock at what you wrote. You just don't word it right.”

"'HABARNKUK 1s a real great fanzine. Bow else can I sav 1t2?"

-2F"



Be more precise; after all, that's what a review 1s for: to place a

cine exactly on a scale of values.”
"Well, how would you word it, then?" . )
“Oh..,.. 'HABAKKUE is a pretty great fanzine.' There. That's about

right.

After all, it's not like going off the deep end and saying the dams

Zine is good, or anything like that. See what T meanz”
*Yeah, Thanks, Larrv." . _
“Sure. Anvy time, Bill. Always glad to help a neo with the finer

polnks

of fanac."
--Larry Stark (18%62+)

HAND—

DELIVERED

by JEANNE BOUMAN

Social ceolumn? Wanda, Wanda? Wanda's hiding behind the washing mach-

ice in the bathroom and making nocturnal excursions cut through the floor
boards for feasts eof succulent growth., <California spring is December. She
says, "Now Jeanne, you've been out after all. Take Gary's advice. Go for
IR

YOO

they

“But Wanda, that's 1t, That's my life."

"So tell about your life," Wanda said between mouthfuls.

But Linda Blanchard warned me, if I do that then T could walk into a
full of total strangers who would talk to me like they kpow me. And
would or will or do. How weird! Or it could get like it is for Lucy.

Remember at Corflu, when she walked into a room or even showed her face in
the docr, the conversation stopped. All heads turned her way and there's
a chorus of "Lucy! Hey Lucy!" If that's the price of fame with fen, I
dunnc. She says even she doesn't know why and shrugs “C'mon, guys.”

Eilink
Were,

of bl

"Well Jeanne, you know Robert asked for birth stories and don't vou

he was setting that up just for vou? He knows what events your babies
I think he's bamboozling you into this."

"Bambini-ing more likeiy., I dunno, Wanda, it's personal stuff, lots

ood and guts too, ya koow? T mean it's like being asked do you want

Fa see my scars by a veteran. Hmm, should I tell the long version contrac-

Lion

Jaimea

by contraction or the simple short one without blood and some guts?”
"Do the short one. Tell about Jesse, You were a mess with Jaime."
"Hey, it was a first!"®

“Besides, vou'd upset Harry with that one."

"Wiell, Daddy did say new babies are not pretty."

"You wouldn't be if some mother just got through sitting on your face,"
That is how Jesse came into this world. 1I°'m sitting on Katie's lap.

*s sitting in Grandmother's lap. Tha midwife's sitting between my legs

I'm pushing on Catherine's and Gail's arms while they hold Katie up and
we're all sitting on the floor.

favin
aAnd b

"What about your father? Remember how he said, 'I think it's fine vour
g a babv at home and all, jusc don't expect me to be at the birch,'

hen he came.  But only to do some finish carpentry work, right?®

We had finished the bathroom the week before so there was a shower in-



gide and hot runniag water. I seem to recall stalling our midwife's hcme
visit until that was done. Yeah--and Dad went to the rental store on his

way up and got a machine to rip up the old linoleum on the flour. He brought
it in, plugged it in, and started it up at a time when [ could po longer
stand, All of us had to shout down the machire s¢ he'd turn 1%t off.

"Jan, not now!"™

"I just want to see bhow it works, It works good..."

"No, Dad."

"But the rental's only good for four hours...

"o, Dad, Pant, pant.”

"Can't I do a bit? It'll only take a few minutes."

"pPant, pant! No, Dad, not now!"

Jaime came in with a big green frog. That's not unusual for him after
all., I think Dad was with my sister taking care of the frog out in the gar-
den when Jesse was born.

"You had fun, huh?®

A real hands-on experience that. I did catch him myself., Once his
head showed I never took my hands off him. Sort of surprised the midwife
when I slipped nv hand over his head and under his neck and pulled him up
onto my lap after squeezing his shoulders cut, What control!

Jaime looked like he's just seen a bug-eyed monster, (Rememrber, this
is the bloodless version.) 5Shell shocked in fact.

"Hey Jaime, this is your brother Jesze.,"

Wide-eyed stare.

"Jeanne, Jeanne," in a very small voice. "But is that his pernis?" he
asked as he touched the 3,/4" thick throbbing blue spiral of yvard-long (still
connected all the way) umbilical cord. I exposed a bit more of Jesse to
him and he was thoroughly relieved.

I--we actually--went to some hcome birth movies some time later 1n
Napa ({way out of town--ancther county, in fact) and in the course of the
meeting that followed T introduced myseif and Jesse to a group of total
strangers which included, unbeknownst to me, several midwives. When I
told them where I lived, faces lit up with a knowing grin: “Ah, yes,
aren't you the woman who laughed all the way through transition and birta?”

Blush! Oh, God.

"Yes."

"

-=TJeanne BOwIan
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Our editors, exhausted, nervous,
Fntrust this to the Postal Service
Hoping that without delay

You'll speed 1t on its merry way.

Our readers yearn~-they really do--
To feast their eyes on TRAP DOOR 2;
Each day their deprivation worsens,
30 HURRY UP, you postal persons!

—--Art Rapp



