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I promised myself this wasn’t going to be another
issue of Trap Door: The Obitzine. Still, in the wake of
yet another flurry of fannish deaths, I need to acknow-
ledge an undertow of melancholy. Recollections of
fandom past run through my mind, and of the fans
who've left us — memories of their fanzines read long
ago; of correspondences that stretched over years, even
decades; of visits made and received; of convention
experiences shared right down to the rubber chicken.

I'm also surrounded by physical reminders. My desk
used to belong to Terry Carr (and so did a half-full bottle
of corflu I keep in one of the drawers and take a whiff of
whenever I feel especially nostalgic). To the right of my
computer monitor sits a battered and stained 1954
edition of Word Division, a supplement to the U.S.
Government Printing Office Style Manual, smaller than
a postcard in every dimension but thickness, its binding
as brittle as a 1940s paperback’s. It used to be Redd
Boggs’ and bears his rubberstamped name on the inside
front cover. [ refer to it frequently and feel Redd’s
presence every time.

Elsewhere in my apartment are other memento mori
of our fannish past: Terry’s collection of styli, shading
plates and letteringuides; Charles Burbee’s LASFS
membership card signed by Francis Towner Laney and
Ron Ellik’s signed by E. Everett Evans. A lot of other
rElliks, too: FAPA membership cards; a Cry letterhack
card; numerous convention membership badges and
cards; even an NFFF membership card initialed by Janie
Lamb (ong-time Secretary of the NFFF). These were all
in an envelope with a bunch of old fanzines that used to
be part of Ron’s collection, probably misplaced there,

which came to me through a third party. "

Then there are the fanzines. My rebuilt collection
Wwould be much diminished without the contributions of
Burbee and Boggs. In addition to smaller acquisitions
from various feliow oldpharts and the occasional
purchase from auctions and sales, many have comeé
from the Memory Hole fanzine recycling service, ably
édministered by Greg Pickersgill from the wilds of
Wales. Because of them all, I've come a long way
towards reassembling a stellar fanzine collection (at the
end of my first fannish incarnation in 1971 I blithely
gave away everything, even file copies of my own stuff).

Since rejoining fandom, I've been active over half
again as long as I was the first time. You'd think that
by now I'd have a right to consider myself an Old Fan
and Tired. Occasionally I do feel that way, but there is
lots of evidence to the contrary in my various apazines
and in the letter columns of fanzines far and wide.
Still, I confess that sometimes it can be more relaxing
to get out some choice old fanzine and snuggle down
with it, rather than deal with something new which
night demand mailing comments or a LoC.

Also—and I doubt this is unique with me—1I do go
through cycles where I feel less involved with fandom.
For example, back in the early *90s when I was admini-
stering TAFF, I had to take some lumps (unjustified, of
course) from a few of fandom’s bashers, which soured me
on things fannish for a while. That’s well behind me now
and my feelings about fandom are mostly positive. But
more recently, other aspects of my life have increased in
importance relative to fanac: spending time with my sons
and family and with Carol, and keeping up with reading
that has nothing to do with either fandom or the mother
literature.

I have my limits, too, as to how much fanac I can
handle and still keep it fun and manageable. Late in
1997, attracted by the opportunity to participate in its
200th mailing, I tried extending my reach to include
membership in the Southern Fandom Press Alliance.
Unfortunately, while I enjoyed its mailings I found that
being in SFPA was more fanac than I could fit in and,
regretfully, I had to let it go.

But I hated to do it. I'm a strong believer in group
consciousness, that the whole is or at least can be
greater than the sum of its parts. (I would have said
“group mind,” but some readers might have a kneejerk
reaction to that.) No matter what one might think of
each departed fan individually and whatever place they
occupied in fandom’s overall cosmology and your own,
they embodied part of fandom’s living history. With
every fan who passes away or passes on, fandom loses
a little more of its depth and richness. My response to
this is to want to remain as active as possible, to fan a



little harder to make up for the loss, to contribute my
own chapter to fandom’s history.

So far I've dwelt on my feelings about fandom’s
past, but that doesn’t mean I don’t look forward to its
future. Although it’s somewhat late, this is Trap Door’s
15th annish and, more significantly (and also somewhat
belatedly), this is the 40th anniversary of the publication
of the first issue of my first fanzine, Psi-Phi, back in
January 1959. In quiet celebration, I've rounded up
some of my usual suspects to write and draw for this
issue.

Carol and I went to Southern California last Octo-
ber for a number of reasons, not the least of which was
to renew our supplies of triple bypass Jewish food-
stuffs. But what initially prompted this trip was an
invitation to the wedding of Las Vegas fans Tom
Springer and Tammy Funk. It was held at the Bahia
Resort Hotel on Mission Bay in San Diego. More
specifically, it took place on the William D. Evans, a
restored New Orleans/Mississippi River-type paddle
wheel steamer that’s docked at the Bahia. Being on
such a boat is a pleasure in itself, but we were also
treated to a 1%-hour cruise around beautiful Mission
Bay after the wedding ceremony. The only other faans
invited (besides Arnie & Joyce Katz, who couldn’t make
it because of Joyce's eye surgery) were also from Las
Vegas: Ken & Aileen Forman and Ben & Cathi Wilson
(who some of you may remember as the couple who
got married at Corflu Vegas with Burbee giving away
the bride and Ken as Best Man).

After taking off from Carol’s in the early morning
and traveling 80 miles an hour as soon as it was semi-
lawful, we quickly reached the outskirts of Southern
California where — turning on the radio to hear traffic
reports that would determine the best route across the
smoggy urban wasteland—we were entertained by reports
of a stolen 7-Up truck “leading” (as the radio put it) the
police on a high-speed chase through the strects of the
San Fernando Valley. After about half an hour, the
drama climaxed with the truck driver climbing a tree in
his final desperate attempt to escape. We then crawled
through several six-mile backups thanks to the spectator
value of two fatal accidents on the other side of the
freeway. Aswe drove across the vastness of Greater Los
Angeles, we were glad that we had access to the carpool
lanes, which helped speed us to lunch at Canter's—the
venerable Jewish deli I've mentioned before in these
pages—and beyond.

Checking in at the Bahia, we found that our assigned
room reeked of tobacco smoke (cough!) and heavy-duty
disinfectant (gak'). We hadn’t specified these features in
our reservations. After some major ncgotiations, we

were shown to a huge, clean-smelling suite with a great
view of Mission Bay. It turned out to be a great party
room in the evening after the reception when Tom,
Tammy, Ken, Aileen, Ben and Cathi came over to hang
out.

The wedding deserves its own write-up, describing
such things as the steamer’s huge, beautiful stained
glass skylight under which the wedding took place, the
speeches given by Tom’s former roommates about his
checkered bachelor past, and much more. Such an
article could not possibly ignore the preacher who
administered the marriage vows — picture Billy Graham
as unsuccessful stand-up comic. At one point, while
belaboring the concept of faithfulness to one’s spouse,
he actually winked in Tammy’s direction while appear-
ing to address Tom. Carol and I wondered if Tom and
Tammy had specified this presentation or if it had been
massively ad-libbed (and also if they’d noticed the
wink). But this is not a complaint; the wedding was a
joy, and Carol and I were both happy and honored to
have been invited to join the party.

Since Carol had never been to the San Diego area
before, she was hot to see some of its more touristy
attractions. I was more warm than hot, but I was defi-
nitely game. So the next morning we checked out of
the Bahia and headed inland to the San Diego Zoo’s
Wild Animal Park. 1 was surprised and delighted by
some of the things we saw. An hour-long monorail ride
took us past hundreds of residents of a huge, man-
made African veldt. As if it had been staged for our
benefit, we saw a charging herd of exotic sheep, ante-
lopes, goats and other un-American species, some of
which ran with a sort of hopping movement the guide
called “pronking.” This unusual stampede had actually
been precipitated by a visit from the park veterinanan,
who was just driving off in his pick-up truck as we
cruised by, and whose presence —again according to our
guide — always caused the animals great fits of conster-
nation. In another area, we saw a group of giraffes
feeding daintily on leaves of the lower limbs of trees,
but the most amazing event was the sight of an African
antelope, all alone, thrashing about on the ground in
the initial throes of giving birth.

Afterwards, we walked around other parts of the park
for a couple of hours. We were both sad not to get to see
the rare white Siberian tiger, which had already retreated
to its quarters to escape the bright mid-day sun, but were
highly entertained by a large family of gorillas— especi-
ally two teenage males who would emerge from their
caves, playfully beat up on each other, then disappear
into their caves again, only to reemerge for the next
round. They repeated that cycle half a dozen times.
There were also three younger gorillas who chased each



other more or less constantly and practiced pounding
their chests in classic gorilla style, while through it all the
huge patriarch gorilla glared in his corner and occasion-
ally scratched himself.

When we'd had our fill of wild animals, nature
conservation displays and gift shops, we drove back to
San Diego to visit my brother John and his girlfriend
Karen. Carol was meeting them for the first time, and
I hadn't seen John since our father's funeral in Los
Angeles in late '95. This was the first time since the
late "70s that John and I had spent time together as
hatves of a couple (both our marriages ended in the
early '80s), and there was less tension between us. (I
think being happily coupled agrees with us both.) In
fact, it was downright enjoyable to hang out together
and, among other things, compare notes on our memo-
ries (Carol’s and Karen's, too) of our late father. They
took us for dinner to a place called “The Ragin’
Cajun.” Being unfamiliar with Cajun cuisine, I ordered
a combo plate of red beans & rice, jambalaya, and
shrimp etouffee. It was all very good, but of course I
had little to compare it to — and still don’t know just
what “etouffee” is.

We also ate several times at a Carlsbad seafood
restaurant, Pelly’s Cafe, recommended by Marta Ran-
dall and Chris Conley. Carlsbad is an attractive coast-
side town some thirty miles north of San Diego. The
restaurant was in a most unlikely location: a suburban
shopping center next to a huge supermarket and behind
a Subway sandwich shop. The food was fresh, inexpen-
sive and incredibly good. Pelly’s is also a market with
fresh fish displaved on ice. The dining room walls are
decked with netting, pictures and plaster castings of
fish, and a photo gallery of fishermen and their catches.
Bottles of many varieties of hot sauce are prominently
displayed. Rounding out this fairly kitschy seafood
restaurant decor are plain formica-topped tables and
those “resin” chairs one finds on sale at every discount
store. The food was served on TV-dinner type plates
with plastic utensils and lemonade was self-dispensed
from a cooler into huge paper cups.

After our first visit to Pelly’s, I drove the old, pre-
freeway coast route back to San Diego to show Carol
some more local color. Cruising through downtown La
Jolla, she had been immediately muck-struck and crazed
(her terms) by its many exotic- and upscale-looking
shops; however, it would have been inconvenient to stop
right then because every available parking space was
taken. So Monday morning we went back to La Jolla for
breakfast and some daylight window-shopping. The
latter didn't take long because the shops were less
interesting and more generic than they had appeared in
the dark. We ate breakfast at a nondescript, unintention-

ally retro cafe with a friendly staff. The waitress asked us
ifwewanted coffee, and as soon as we said yes she told us
we probably wouldn't like it. When we looked skeptical,
she offered to bring us a sample cup. It tasted like the
third pressing of yesterday’s Nescafe. Later, passing for
a final time through Carlsbad before getting on the
freeway, we spotted a higher-octane roadside coffee-
house and stopped for a jolt.

Then it was back to LA, which didn’t provide us with
the same level of highway entertainment as earlier, thank
goodness. We drove directly to Universal City, where we
took the Universal Studios Back Lot Tram Tour, a nearly
one-hour ride through their extensive collection of sound
Stages and sets. There were also intermittent surprise
attacks of cutesy stuff — one is roared at by a huge, in-
your-face King Kong; shook up by an earthquake in a
simulated San Francisco subway station; nearly washed
away by a flooded Mexican village street — but it was
worth enduring it all for the Good Stuff: the familiar
streets of many movies we'd seen. We learned an inter-
esting piece of filmic trivia from the tram driver: that the
outside sets were created in seven-eighths scale to make
the actors appear taller.

Monday evening found us guess-where again for
dinner, after which we waddled back to our motel room
on Fairfax Avenue to spend quiet time reading and
digesting. I'd brought the current FAPA mailing with
me and turned Carol on to Arnie Katz's ongoing
personal faanish history since he was writing about
getting into the Fanoclasts, a club with which she had
been familiar in the '60s. She also read Bob Silver-
berg’s annual FAPAzine, about his ventures into the
world of computers over the years. Then, surfeited with
fanzines and Los Angeles, she happily returned to her
New Yorker.

Tuesday morning bright and early, we had a final
breakfast and zipped home on that conveyor belt called
i-5. It was a good trip.

‘88 '97 '96 '85 '94 '93 '92 '91 'S0 '89 '88 'B7
Australia 12 9 11 12 13 16 18 16 16 12 15 32
Canada 16 19 14 16 14 12 17 1 2 2 1 4
u K 64 58 47 52 60 51 50 44 30 61 51 33
u. S. 91 109 108 143 109 91 104 85 66 55 67 58
Others 0 0 0 0 2 2 2 1 5 0 4 3

Totals: 183 195 180 223 199 171 191 147 115 130 138 130

Fanzines Recerved — 1987- 1998

Some comments on the above chart: I must say I'm
tickled that these statistics have continued to take on a
life of their own. Since one year's tally was reprinted in
TimeBytes, the two-volume British fanthology produced
in 1995 by Christina Lake and Lilian Edwards, it’s also
been mentioned in various other fanzines.



With that in mind, I should clarify that they refleet
only fanzines received directly and ignore genzines in
the FAPA mailings I'd probably receive if not in FAPA.
In a recent fanzine, Harry Warner Jr. complained mildly
about statistics like mine, saying the appearance and
disappearance of frequent, regular zines like Apparar.
chik skewed such tallies. That might be true, but Apak
ceased publication in mid-’97 and its absence has been
more than made up by other fanzines. However, in
1998 I began regularly receiving John Hertz's Vana-
monde, a single-sheet fanzine he does weekly for Apa-
L. John sends them out in groups of five, and to avoid
the skewing Harry deplores I count each mailing as one
fanzine; you can do the math.

Without belaboring the point, 1 think fanzine
fandom continues to be in good shape.

In late August, access to the Internet and the World
Wide Web arrived on my desk at work, and fandom for
me hasn’t been the same since. Because my Internet con-
nection iswhere I work, my participation in the electronic
aspects of modern-day fandom is limited to what I can

squeeze in on my own time at the beginning of the day
and occasionally during lulls between assignments.

Fans have been writing for years about the speed
and wonders of electronic fanning, and I've been mildly
dubious. No more. Although I'm not in a position to
take full advantage of the cyberfannish revolution
(certainly not to the extent reported by Lucy Hunt-
zinger in this issue), I now better appreciate it. You
won’t see a Web edition of Trap Door — I'm still com-
pletely devoted to paper fanzines —but as you can see
in this issue’s colophon I've established a special e-mail
address for letters of comment.

1 hope that having this connection will encourage
more of you to respond, and am hoping that this won't
lead to abbreviated comments due to the seductive
shorthand of the medium. (Happily, most of the few e-
LoCs received on the last issue, via Carol, were well-
considered — and, as an added bonus, a few fans I
hadn’t heard from for too long came out of the
woodwork.)

Of course, I continue to welcome contributions on
paper and diskette, too. In fact, I'm counting on them.
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by RON BENNETT

Clig,

B

Actually, the short ride in the Tijuana taxi was only
a minor part of my trip ....

A few years ago, I attended the San Diego Comic
Convention. Every collector I've ever met has faunched
for a visit to the event, the world’s largest gathering of
comic fans, professionals writers, artists and retailers.

My motives were somewhat pecuniary. I'd been a
comic retailer ... okay, okay, a retailer of comics ... for
some twenty-five years, starting way back in the days
before there had been official price guides, the days
when dealers conjured asking prices from the tops of
their heads.

Like, in my case, forty-five cents for a Golden Age
Captain America.

No, put down your fax machine. I don’t still have
it.

The trip to San Diego had to be cost-effective. It
would cost me approximately £1,000 for the flight, at
high season rates, and a week's accommodation. I
calculated that if I could spend a further grand on stock
which I could sell back in the UK. for around two
point five to three thousand pounds, the trip would be
not only enjoyable and worthwhile in the wider sense of
seeing the sights and meeting people, but would also
boost the jolly old bank balance.

And how, you may well ask, could one hope to
make such a mark up on a comic book? Surely, once
the price is set, it's set world-wide. There might be
minor fluctuations on certain items, but a three hundred
percent mark up? Never!

On the whole, this is true.
exceptions and peculiarities.

’-6—

But there are a few

For example, in the early seventies, long before
specialty shops were springing up in every city, town
and village throughout the western world, the only
American comic books which could be obtained in the
UK. were some twenty titles a month which were
shipped over and distributed through the newsstand
trade (a practice which still exists today). Collectors
were able to pick up their regular supplies of titles like
X-Men, Avengers, Conan and Fantastic Four.

Except for one minor point. There was little
consistency in the distribution. For example, Conan
was distributed in the U.K. from #11 through to #35.
Numbers 36 to 40 didn’t appear and distribution picked
up again with #41.

Those missing issues were in demand over here and
they rated higher asking prices than in the United
States. This mark up applied particularly to The
Avengers. Issues around #140-# 150 could be purchased
in the U.S. for $2.00 a throw, or even less, and could be
readily sold in the U.K. for £5.00-£6.00 a time, around
$10.00 each.

Brilliant mathematicians will not need to have their
powers extended by the realization that this represents
more than a 300% mark-up. Nor will they have to rack
their brains to appreciate that at two dollars a throw a
thousand dollars’ worth of comic books will take a little
heaving.

Wait!  There were more expensive items which,
though demanding a greater outlay, would yield a
similar profit.

In great demand in the UK. at the time were pre-
November 1959 comics published by the National



Group, the company which has made such a mark on
the century’s popular culture with its range of Super-
man and Batman books. A variety of these titles,
under the company’s D.C. logo, had begun to be
distributed in the UK., again through the newsstand
trade, with the November 1959 issues. Even thirty years
down the line, these distributed issues are not too
difficult to find in the U.K. They usually fetch between
£5.00 and £10.00 apiece.

The previous issues, say from a month to two years
earlier, run to between four and eight times that
amount. And, as there was no difference in availability
in the U.S., they can be purchased for the same prices
as the post-November 1959 issues.

I flew from Manchester to O’Hare in Chicago. I
took my place at the rotating carousel to await my bags.

Almost immediately I was aware of something small
wriggling around my feet. I stepped back suddenly and
almost tripped over a small dog. It was wearing a green
baize jacket. I wasn't altogether certain whether I was
taking part at a Disneyland parade or was expected to
applaud the winner of a PGA tournament.

The beefy customs official, stomach bulging over
belt, stomach sagging over belt, put me right in two
seconds flat.

“Your flight bag, sir,” he said, politely. “May I
look inside?”

Before I could answer, he'd bent —yes, it took some
effort — had opened my bag and had extracted the
apples I'd brought with me to chomp during the flight.

“I'm taking these,” he informed me, equally as
politely. “You're not allowed to bring fruit into the
USA.”

“They're American apples,” I protested.

“It makes no difference, sir.”

“Er, do I get them back when I leave?” I asked.

He turned away. “On your way, buddy!” he
snapped over his shoulder.

I had a couple of hours’ wait before boarding the
shuttle to San Diego. This was fine with me. Chicago’s
art gallery owns a favorite Renoir painting, Sur La
Terrace, which I've never seen and I welcomed the
opportunity.

“You'll never make it,” the cab driver kindly
informed me. “Get caught in the cross-town traffic and
you'll miss your flight.”

Sur la Terrace would have to wait.

The flight to the west coast flew over the Grand
Canyon. Wonderful.

The day after I arrived in San Diego, I managed to
squeeze in a side trip across the border to Tijuana,
remembering to take my passport with me. One British
retailer had, the previous year, made the trip without

the document and had had to spend the night in a
holding cell while a colleague had gone back to his
hotel to retrieve it.

I took a bus into the town center, a highly enjoyable
journey with a colorful array of real Mexicans, several
carrying baskets crammed with different fruit and other
produce. I think that they found me just as interesting;
I seemed to be the only non-Mexican making the
journey.

The fact that first a trolley from San Diego and
then a bus into Tijuana were required was interesting
in itself. I'd always believed that the two places virtu-
ally straddled the border, with perhaps a narrow buffer
zone between the two, very much as existed between
East and West Berlin and which even now exists, sadly,
in Nicosia, now the world’s only divided city.

Once in the town center, I bought a stack of
postcards to send back home but found it difficult to
find the stamps to go with them, being directed either
to the post office, which was far across town, or to
various local tobacco, liquor or clothing stores. I soon
picked up three Spanish words, “timbres correos
aereos,” which brought back memories of my schoolboy
stamp collecting days and which just about doubled my
working knowledge of the language. Indeed, of any
language.

At one store I visited the elderly proprietor was
treating a couple of American teenagers to a free
sample from a bottle, obviously in the hope of making
a sale. We retailers can tell that sort of thing. He
poured me a shot, too. I drank his health. “Yam
sing!™ | declared, reveling in my linguistic flair.

“Wow!” declared one of the teenagers. “What is
that?”

“Tequila,” the elderly proprietor told him, looking
sadly over the boy’s shoulder and shaking his head.

And at a clothing store a young salesman who took
me for German conducted the entire conversation in
that language. His German—he could count up to funf
—was marginally better than mine and he kindly let me
beat him down to thirty-five dollars for a tee-shirt.

I finally found the timbres at a lobby booth at the
Hotel Caesar, where, Harry Harrison later informed me,
the famous salad originated. I'd already written out the
cards and needed only the translation of the home
country’s name. What was the Spanish word for
“England?”

One of the barflies at the lobby soda counter kindly
offered to help. He took the first card and at the foot of
the address panel carefully beganto print * E-N-G-L...”

Yes, you're right. Itook a taxi back to the border.
I lined up at U.S. immigration.

The official examined my passport.



“You only arrived in the US. yesterday?” he
queried.

“Yes,” I replied, a littie uncertainly.

“Didn't take you long to decide to leave, did it?” he
asked.

“At least I came back,” I said. We both laughed.

At the convention I took my time selecting which
comics to buy. There were hundreds of retailers and I
covered approximately a third on each of the first three
days, making notes as to which retailers could offer
what at which prices. On the fourth day I made my
purchases, picking up an excellent range of late-fifties
D.C. titles.

There were some fabulous items on show. I saw the
first Captain Marvel Whiz comic, the first issues of the
Fiction House Planet, Detective Comics #27 with the
very first appearance of Batman and the exceedingly
rare issues of the World’s Fair Comics. There were
stalls specializing in original artwork, in magazines like
TV Guide and even in single comic book titles like
Classics Illustrated. 1 remembered a range of the
Classics from their distribution in the UK. and their
numbers not always coinciding with their U.S. originals,
but there was no great demand for them in the UK., so
I quickly discounted them and moved on.

There were even more valuable and sought after
Silver Age books than could ever be collected by any
individual in his or her lifetime. They were all beauti-
fully presented — the comic books, not the collectors, I
hasten to clarify — in new plastic bags, all virtually mint
and priced accordingly.

On one or two of the stalls, these goodies warranted
close examination. Very close examination. I found
books which looked as though a crease here and there
had been neatly “touched up” with a carefully applied
fiber pen. The comics, remember, were being pre-
sented and priced as mint.

And, that wasn’t all. If you have any older comics
to hand, say from 1970 or earlier and in some degree of
a high-grade condition, have a look at the page edges.

No, not right now. Finish your coffee first.

The chances are that these comic books, so carefully
stored away at the back of an attic, will have been
affected by age and will have taken on a slight yellowish
or brownish hue. Just like most of us.

Not so the little San Diego beauties on a couple of
stalls which boasted large displays. Large? Massive!
Ginormous!

The edges of these pages were pristine white. Not
Just the odd lucky issue, but all ten thousand or so on
display. Phil Clarke pointed out to naive little me that
all these comics had been carefully “shaved” with a
guillotine.

It's called “enhancing.”

Remember that the comics concerned were being
offered as mint. And priced as mint, too.

I suppose that the practice is entirely acceptable if
the buyer knows he’s purchasing a comic book which
has been so mistreated — sorry, “enhanced” — and is
happy to pay the mint price for that comic book but,
after all, such a book is damaged.

Still, I had to smile. Sitting at one table there was
a guy actually operating a large guillotine, ready to
shave and “enhance” any book brought to him, for a
price.

I had been hoping to meet Bill Rotsler at the
convention; he'd been due to make an appearance but,
sadly for me, he didn’t show. Still, I did meet Harlan
Ellison for the first time. And also Dave Gibbons to
whom I'd previously spoken on the phone. Dave had
once done a superb heading for an article of mine
about comic dealing in Singapore and later had kindly
given me permission to reprint it when I ran the article
as a precursor to an issue of my mail order catalogue.

I renewed acquaintances with Chris Claremont
whom I'd previously met in England and listened to
Jack Kirby telling a group of acolytes about having
watched a group of Nazi seamen in uniform walking
down some New York city street in mid-1943. I didn't
like to remind him that by that time the U.S. had been
at war. Mid-1941, yes, but 1943! I listened politely and
moved on.

One evening I went out for a meal at a boardwalk
restaurant along with two other British retailers, Jeff
West of Conquistador and Phil Clark of Nostalgia in
Birmingham. We sat and waited for some attention for
what really was an overlong period while a succession
of waitresses moved to and fro, serving other diners
and ignoring us. Eventually we walked out. One of the
waitresses called after us, “What did you expect on a
Friday evening?” To Phil answered, and the words
really require to be imbued with a Brummy accent,
“Service!” This is the only experience I've ever had of
American restaurant, cafe or diner service falling below
the highest standards and it rather shocked us.

There were a number of parties, hosted by different
publishing houses and a good, social gathering for July
4th on the roof of the Conference Center overlooking
the harbor. This event culminated in a fine firework
display. One American retailer, questioning my atten-
dance at the shindig, solemnly informed me that the
celebrations were to commemorate the U.S. breaking
free of British rule. “It works both ways,” I said. “We
celebrate because we got rid of you.” He thought this
over for a minute, before replying, “Yeh, I can live with
that.” We drank each other’s health.



The flight back to Chicago initially took a lengtiy
route along the US-Mexican border, offering the chance
to view different Mexican towns sprawling out midst
well-tended green plains.

Back in Chicago there was another lengthy wait
between flights. But still not sufficient an interval to
whip down town to the art gallery.

Ha! The wait lengthened — and lengthened. To
two, to two-and-a-half, to three hours. Eventually
passengers were told that there would be a further two
hours’ delay. We were all given vouchers which we
could use against a future American Airlines flight.

Yes, had I known about the delay when I'd first
landed, I'd have had ample time to have taken the
opportunity to view the Renoir.

I got my comics back to the UK. without any
trouble, loading them into two flat-pack boxes which I
assembled and taped together. It's always interesting to
declare a load of comic books at a customs post. In the
past I've had to unload every single box from my car
at Dover and once was refused entry to France and

deported back to England on the next ferry.

This time there was no trouble at all.

Within two days I had five phone calls from British
collectors.

“How was San Diego?” they each inquired. “Did
you pick up anything nice? Any Classics?”

“Classics Illustrated?” 1 echoed. “No, but I did get
hold of some excellent late fifties Superrman and
Batman.”

Tastes change. Classics, the very Classics I'd
examined and rejected were now the flavor of the
month. No one wanted the stack of fifties Superman
and Batman comics I'd carried halfway around the
world.

I may not still have that early issue of Captain
America, but those D.C. titles ... ?

Yes, I still have them.

Anyone want some fifties Superman and Batman
comics?

Real cheap ... ?

-~ Ron Bennett

FROM

NEBULA

SCIENCE FICTION

WALT WILLIS’
FAN COLUMNS

STILL
AVAILABLE

This 100-page volume (with stiff
Hyphen-green covers) includes all forty
of Walt’s columns from Nebula (1952-
1959) as well as five others—one that
appeared in my own Psi-Phi in 1960 (an
installment that was orphaned after
Nebula ceased publication) and four
others that were published in Pete
Weston’s Zenith in 1964 and 1965. I
contributed an introduction which also
includes some commentary from
Darroll Pardoe. Artwork from Nebula
by Arthur Thomson (ATom) and Alan
Hunter graces the covers and interior.

Published last November in 150
numbered copies, there are now fewer
than twenty left. Fanorama is U.S.$10
postpaid to anywhere in the world.
Please send your order to the editorial
address in the colophon.
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The Internet has changed the way I participate in
fandom. In fact, it’s chiefly responsible for getting me
back into fandom after a long, slow spiral into gafia.
By switching from paper to HTML, I have reconnected
to the tumultuous, argumentative, opinionated, and
highly amusing community I always loved. By publish-
ing almost daily, and interacting via e-mail, chat techno-
logy, and Usenet, I'm in contact with a much larger —
and by far more diverse —range of fans than I ever was
as the editor of a paper fanzine. I've found new
inspiration and more than a little addiction in the
almost instant responses possible in electronic fandom.
Halleluia, I have been saved!

I started my fannish career editing paper fanzines,
rarely retaining the same title for more than a couple of
issues. Now I do an on-line diary called Aries Moon. 1
think it's fair to also call it an on-line fanzine; it's per-
sonal journalism chock full of references to fandom, fans,
science fiction, and the occasional fanzine trope such as
publishing photos of fans to illustrate my con reports.
The biggest difference between the traditional fanzine
and this one is you don't have to trade for it. You can
just look up the URL (http://www.mindspring.com/

\{0 ~

~ huntzinger/dindex.html) and go read it.

My gafia, brothers and sisters, was brought about by
a sense of isolation, physical and emotional. In 1989 I
moved to a town with a fan base I found intolerable,
and no one from my former social group wrote to me
or called me on the phone. If only I'd had e-mail I
could have kept in touch, but I didn't realize just how
wired fandom was. I confess I used to deeply resent
fanac that took place only on the Internet and the Web
when [ didn’t have computer access. When I finally
jumped on the bandwagon six years later, I was amazed
at how much I'd been missing.

It does feel like a conversion, some days. Now that
I'm part of the HTML-based crowd, I'm not going back.
If someone really wants to read my diary/fanzine and
doesn't have Internet access, I will send it to them via
e-mail, but I no longer bother with printing out any-
thing I write. It’s not that I think it’s a bad idea — far
from it — it’s just that I find it more trouble than it's
worth, and a lot more expensive. I'm far more likely
to get my ish out if the process is simple and quick. It
is, and I do.

I published approximately twenty paper fanzines in


http://www.mindspring.com/

eleven years. I contributed to other fanzines, but
infrequently. Let’s say I wrote a total of 100 essays in
that same 11-year period, and I think that’s a generous
estimate. My mailing list topped out at 80 when I was
doing some of the collaborative zines like Abattoir and
Rude Bitch. 1 sent out four mailings a year when I was
at my most inspired.

In contrast, I've published over 400 essays in less
than two years for my on-line diary. More than a
hundred people read it every day; some days the hit
count climbs as high as 160, and the numbers keep
going up as I get more publicity. A large portion of
those readers are science fiction fans, but there are
many more who are simply fans of on-line diaries. My
counter is pretty sophisticated, so I'm quite sure those
are actual readers and not merely search engines
looking for “Hot Aries Moon Babes.”

An on-line fanzine is not the same as a paper
fanzine, of course. I rarely get letters, or e-mails, of
comment, for instance. But to be honest, I never did
much care about that. I wanted to know people were
reading my writing and talking about it, but I didn't
particularly want to hear what people thought of my
opinions, my writing, and my layout. This is completely
opposite from the way editors of giant genzines, or
those who desire to be the nexus of fanzine fandom,
operate. They crave that feedback; they thrive on a
meaty letter column. It’s a way of giving back to the
community, letting those voices be heard as well as
giving them a forum for interaction even if they don't
have a mimeo or a computer.

I was always a bit of a loner in this regard. It's not
like I was a devotee of the good old hand-cranked
school of mimeo, either. Virtually all of my fanzines
were photocopied. I never was a purist. [ used to get
letters chiding me for not having a lettercol in my
personal zines. I felt kind of bad about it, so every
once in a while I'd make the effort and put one in.
After all, | wanted the maximum number of people to
read my fanac, and some people will only read fanzines
to see if their names appear in it.

And it still matters to me that my friends and fellow
fans are reading my fanac. It's nice to hear from them.
They’re mostly who I write for. But I also write for
strangers, and posterity, and to see if I can compete
with good writers in other circles. I don’t want to be
restricted to fandom, and thanks to the Web, I don't
have to be. It's up there for anyone to find, unlike my
paper fanzines which must be directed to the readers,
and which tend to languish in boxes or get used for
kindling. That's why I don’t regret switching mediums.

I love the flexibility of writing for on-line con-
sumption. I write every day, though not always with the

diary in mind. Formerly, I found writing a cohesive
essay a bit of an effort. Being a perfectionist was hard
on me, and I tended to turn down requests for articles
from fanzine editors unless they already had a topic in
mind. Now, I don’t need to worry. I come up with
topics for my 200-500 word essays four days a week. 1
am also less concerned with perfection, but part of that
comes from having learned to write well enough that
close to every essay turns out just the way I want. 1
have to credit that in part to writing so often. It took
me quite a few years of hacking out fanzine articles to
write stuff that wouldn’t embarrass me horribly. Some
of those fanzines are still around, but unlike the fanzine
material, I can go back and edit my diary when I
belatedly discover spelling errors or stupid mistakes.
The perfectionist in me really likes that.

Doing an electronic zine has made other changes in
my life. For instance, I still receive a few paper fan-
zines in the mail, but they’re dropping off year by year
as I have nothing to trade and rarely LoC (of course, I
rarely LoCced in the old days, either). Thus, I have no
way to gauge the current state of paper fanzines, and to
some extent I feel I'm missing out on an important
shared cultural experience. On the other hand, I can
definitely attribute my decision to attend both Worldcon
and OryCon this year to having been active on-line. It
reminded me of how much fun it is to talk to people in
person. It's always tempting to hang about in chat
rooms rather than getting out and having a life, but I
don’t think this is significantly different a temptation
than paper fanzine editors face. Some people will
always find it easier to stay in their bedroom or their
office bashing away at yet another incisive and witty
editorial rather than interacting face to face. I like both
the private devotions of writing my fanzine, and partici-
pating in the communal rites of conventions where I
reaffirm my faith in the power and the glory of the
written word no matter how that word is received.

O, it's a fine thing to be an electronic fan. It’s
given me back my identity, and brought me closer to
old friends after a long separation. It’s helped me
make lots of new friends. It keeps me stretching myself
as a writer instead of lapsing into old habits. It’s
exciting to watch the daily readership grow as the hits
jump up with every new article I add to the database.
And you never know, I might yet bring someone into
the fold. A neo is out there reading even as we speak,
feeling strangely drawn to this concept called fandom as
he or she works their way through my electronic oeuvre.
I can feel it. Praise Roscoe!

— Lucy Huntzinger



SAN FRANCISO
AND THE BIG
BEA Wm.

Breiding
We were sitting in Hamburger Mary’s one day in

1989 talking after taking in a matinee of “Scenes from
a Class Struggle in Beverly Hills.” Mary’ s was its usual
mid-afternoon-on-a-Sunday-nurse-your-hangover-self:
There was a line out the door. The cute Samoan
doorman that liked Peggi pulled us out of line, much to
the disgruntlement of the many ahead of us, seating us
in the center of the larger dining area. I happened to
be facing the wall where a mirror had been placed just
at head and shoulder height. One could either preen
during their meal or glance uncomfortably at one’s own
face, depending on the disposition of your vanity and
self-image. I was slightly disturbed at my own counte-
nance, which was a bit ragged and puffy looking.

I have problems with trendy places and trendies. 1
love fashion and observing people, an inveterate
watcher, seduced by the idea of bars, clubs and upscale
restaurants where the hip hang out to be seen and to
see, but ultimately I am uncomfortable in these places
and around such people. I am not a barfly and could
hardly be construed as much of a trendy in my blue
jeans and cowboy boots. I'd really much rather be at a
working-class diner checking out Joe Normal. But even
at these diners I feel out of place, a poseur. There isn’t
anywhere in public that I feel at home or accepted.
Though I go to my share of bars and night clubs, I
don’t think I'm trendy. I certainly don’t feel trendy.
Therefore I must not look trendy. When I'm in what I
think of as a trendy place, 'm somewhere between
awkward and amused. In a working class dive I'm
awkward and slightly paranoid.

/l-

Looking in the mirror across the dining room, I saw
a balding man growing into middle age. My face
showed signs of hard living and didn’t look particularly
handsome to me. I didn’t much like what I was seeing
and turned to Peggi, saying, “I don't have a trendy
face.” She looked at me quizzically. “What do you
mean?”

“I don't have a trendy face,” I repeated. “I don't
have a hip, pretty face.” I looked around as I said this,
realizing what an idiot I was being. I noted that most
of the people in the room didn’t qualify for the height
of trendy, either. They were just trying to get through
their hangovers.

A tall, good-looking waiter with shoulder length
black hair and a curt demeanor took our order. The
food came in a fairly timely manner considering the
rush and the slow drain of alcohol abuse that I sus-
pected the waiter was suffering from, and probably the
cook as well. There was a long black hair in my home
fries. Peggi picked it up gingerly between thumb and
forefinger, handing it back to the waiter. Not assuming
it belonged to the waiter, she said, “Take this back to
the kitchen, would you?”

Our waiter’s mind was elsewhere. A tall, skinny
blonde woman was seated at a table in a corner where
two windows met, superbly arranged and on display,
both to the outside world and the dining room. He
mumbled a brief apology, dropping the hair on to the
floor as he moved towards Tall Skinny Blonde and
hovered there, radiating sex, with one hip arched. The
blonde’s companion, a small, slightly frumpy brunette,



sat shy and uneasy staring at her plate. It ran through
my mind that some of us surround ourselves with
people that makes us look better, and that these
relationships are a variation of S/M. Peggi shook her
head in disgust as she eyed where the hair had fallen.

We had also asked the waiter to bring us some
mustard. Since the waiter was ignoring us in preference
to the blonde, Peggi borrowed from a neighboring
table. My gaze moved back to the mirror, studying the
face therein. As Peggi was about finished with her
burger, the waiter returned. Upon seeing the mustard
at our table he said pointedly, “Oh, I thought you had
asked for mustard.” He clanked the Poupon jar down
on our table next to the borrowed mustard and moved
towards blonde. “Do you want some poppy seed
cake?” He asked the woman. Tall Skinny Blonde
giggled. In the mirror I was smirking. And deciding.
Though I wasn’t trendy or good-looking, my face was
acceptable. It looked like the kind of face a cowboy
might have. I could live with that.

Perhaps out of a sense of guilt, or perhaps at the
insistence of the other two waiters who had seen the
hair being handed to him, our waiter returned and
offered us something on the house. Peggi smiled,
dazzling me as usual, and ordered some crispy French
fries. They came almost immediately, crispy as ordered,
and piping hot. After that the waiter dismissed us
entirely. He moved once again to Tall Skinny Blonde's
table and stood there beguiling her, apparently, with
amusing anecdotes. She was laughing and swaying back
and forth while her partner at the table sat quiet and
uncomfortable. The Samoan doorman who had seated
us and the other two waiters began to visibly bristle. I
watched as, with heads together, they conferred, the
occasional dagger-eyes crackling sharply over my head,
to be absorbed without notice by our waiter. I wonder-
ed how many other customers were being ignored, and
if this was a daily pattern. The other waiters weren't
hiding their irritation. I drank from my water and
chortled. When our waiter finally pulled himself away
from Tall Skinny Blonde, I turned casually in her
direction to see what all the fuss was about. Tall
Skinny Blonde was staring right over at me, her Way-
farer shades lowered slightly on her nose. My face
remained immobile as I turned, just as casually, away
from her. Then my face split into a ridiculous grin in
the mirror.

As Peggi and I finished up, Tall Skinny Blonde In
Shades And Ripped Jeans stood to leave. She was
followed by the short plain woman with mousy brown
hair and timid demeanor. As they passed us, I turned
once again to look at their table and saw that an eight-
dollar tip had been left. I wanted to rush over and see

if there was a phone number on any of the bills. [
turned again to watch them leave. Our waiter was
nowhere to be seen, but the two other waiters were
watching Tall Skinny Blonde as if she were a big wet rat
in need of a bashed head. Their eyes followed her out
the door, along the windows, past her table, and around
the corner. Then they looked at each other, briefly,
sneering in disgust.

Peggi looked over at me. “Did you catch all of
that?” She was grinning. I nodded, laughing. Her
eyes widened in disbelief. “That was just amazing!”
We discussed the entire sequence of events, laughing,
trying to decided on our own tip. I didn’t want to leave
anything at all. Peggi, however, had worked a great
deal in the service industry and felt we should leave a
tip, no matter how small; a minimal tip would be a
better clue than none at all. We agreed to leave a one-
dollar tip, less than 5% of the total.

Back at our flat on Moss Alley, Peggi was reapply-
ing her lipstick, looking into the mirror in our bedroom.
She was readying her lips again, after the meal, as she
often does. She studied her face, then looked over at
mine, studying me where I sat on the bed, watching her.
“] don’t have a trendy face, either,” she said with a
slight petulance.

“Oh yes you do,” I replied, “a very trendy face, a
very hip, beautiful face.” She smiled and blew me a
kiss. We went down to the sidewalk and Peggi strad-
dled her little blue motorcycle, a Kawasaki KZ440. She
put on her black lambskin gloves and pulled the collar
up on her black French leather jacket. Just before she
pushed the dark round shades up her nose to cover her
eyes, she winked and smiled at me. I watched her glide
to the end of the alley and turn right on Harrison
Street.

I stood under the thin warm sun of spring smiling.
For as long as I could remember, I had felt uneasy
wherever I was, whatever I might be doing. I treasured
these moments where self-doubt and insecurity were
assuaged with a larger sense of belonging to the world.
Shortly after Peggi and I had met, only half joking, I
asked her if she hung out at Noc-Noc, a closed-door
club in the lower Haight. We were passing the club on
her bike. She turned slightly, cocking her head as I
held her about the waist and said, “I got my own scene
going on.” Peggi was beautiful and arty and had
chosen me out of all the other boys in San Francisco.
It didn’t matter if I was trendy or not. I had my own
scene going on.

— Wm. Breiding
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When John Clute visited Reading and surveyed my
book collection with a polysyliabically critical eye, I was
quickly crushed by remarks like: “Ugh! You permit
reprint editions on your shelves?” At the end of it all,
he allowed as how there were two books in that 25,000~
odd which he wouldn’t mind owning. One was the first
edition of Terry Pratchett’s The Colour of Magic. The
other was a 1931 collection of bits by newspaper
columnist J. B. Morton or “Beachcomber” (1893-1979).
That Beachcomber column ran for over fifty years and
spawned at least twenty such volumes of selected
extracts, leading me to the erroneous belief that I could
attain riches and book publication by writing a long-
running column for Interzone ... but I digress.

Speaking of Beachcomber — yes, experienced fans
will have recognized the tell-tale signs of a highly
contrived Langford opening link — one of my rare
contributions to fan history is a tentative theory of his
influence on fannish terminology. At one of the early
British Eastercons, Cytricon in 1955, the Liverpool SF
Group convulsed the audience with their “tapera” (tape
opera) The March of Slime, which included ad jingles
for a product fated to enrich our microcosm'’s language:

Blog’s the stuff for work, Blog’s the stuff for play,
Blog’s the stuff, whenyou feel rough, to chase the
blues away. ..

Now among the hotchpotch of weird fragments that
made up his columns (“SIXTY HORSES WEDGED IN CHIMNEY
/ The story to fit this sensational headline has not
turned up yet”), Beachcomber had a similar habit of
inserting joke ads. One collection, Captain Foulenough
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and Company (1944), contains the following sensitive,
aristocratic dialogue:

“Why is Sir Arthur looking so gloomy, Sir Harry?”

“Poor devil! It's like this, Sir George.
[Lowers voice.] His capillaries, set end to end,
wouldn't circle the earth more than once.”

“Phugh! That's dreadful, Sir Harry. Poor
blighter! Is there no hope?”

“Oh yes, Sir George: BLOGGO. A year ago
my capillaries, set end to end, would barely have
reached China. Today they would circle the
earth three times. But where are you dashing
off to, Sir George?”

“Imgoing to buy some BLoGGO for Sir Arthur. . .

So was Bloggo a fabulous fannish influence that led
to Blog? (And what indeed of resonances between the
rival product Slobbo and Lower Slobbovia?) I have no
hesitation in leaving the question undecided, and
digressing in the direction of Beachcomber’s other — far
more frequently mentioned — universal panacea, called
Snibbo. Snibbo had a million uses, including art resto-
ration. (“For three years I was a martyr to dirty
pictures. Then one day a friend told me about Snibbo

..™) and treatment of obscure psychological symptoms:

Dear Sir — For many years I thought there
was a little Persian milkman in iron trousers
riding a zebra round my room. Then I was
recommended to take Snibbo, and I have not
seen that little Persian milkman since.

(Signed) F. Toggleton.



[If you suffer from little Persian millanen,
mice in tartan overcoats, yellow gasworks with
bristles all over them, neuralgia, depression or
boils, write for the free Snibbo Booklet, recom-
mended by 123,784 doctors.]

Any critic who pursues sources and influences with
the enthusiasm of the late Sam Moskowitz would surely
detect a link between Snibbo and the fannish enterprise
which likewise offers solutions for absolutely everything
... Widower's Wonderful Products, the brainchild of
Eric Needham.

King Canute defied the tide,

But couldn't stop it flooding:

He should have made a barricade
Of WIDOWER'S XMAS PUDDING.

See Geri Sullivan'sIdea 6 for many more, as creatively
misremembered by Chuch Harris. ... There is acompul-
sive fannish charm about this kind of template verse,
although I admit the only Widower’s quatrain which I
myself have written are the following dubious specimens:

Harlan's shrieking mad this week,
Regretting wrong decisions:

He missed our sale of one last bale
Of WIDOWER'S DANGEROUS VISIONS.

From voodoo gods to Joan-the-Wads,
And hex-charms drawn in crayon,

Our magic stall’s what John Clute calls
The WIDOWER’S APOTROPAION.

On Van Vogt Day we think Null-A,
We drink a slannish dram —

And true fans send each dearest friend
A WIDOWER'S SEVAGRAM.

But I did once do a series of fearful SF clerihews....

Theodore Sturgeon

Allowed his emotions to burgeon:
On sighting a friendly visage, he
Always attempted syzygy.

Marion Zimmer Bradley

's fan club doesn’t do badly,

Since founded and urged to carry on
By Zimmer Bradley (Marion).

Jerry Pournelle,

When his Mote in God'’s Eye wouldn't sell,
Asked friend Larry to cure its failings

By putting in some aliens.

Digressing back into mainstream humor while keep-
ing template verses in mind brings me to Paul Dehn's

obscure little 1956 collection of essays and squibs, For
Love and Money. (No sneering, Clute! Mine is a first
edition, and — what’s more —is printed for no apparent
reason on pink paper.) For reasons which will emerge,
this had been on my wants list for aeons, and ace book-
hunter Brian “It Will Cost More Than You Can Ima-
gine” Ameringen finally tracked it down. Proudly he
pressed the volume into my eager hands at the 1997
Clarke Awards party, only to snatch it back as he realized
in embarrassed horror that his original purchase price—
probably about 20p —was still pencilled inside. Me: “I
don’t mind knowing the mark-up, I just want the book
.... " Bran, frantically accosting revellers: “A rubber, a
rubber, has anyone got a rubber?!” Fortunately he
remembered not to put it this way to U.S. visitors
Norman Spinrad and Pat Cadigan.

Where was 1? One treasure in the Dehn book was
his set of “Alternative Endings to an Unwritten
Ballad,” which introduced a new template character to
the world of letters. Samples:

1 stole through the dungeons, while everyone slept,
Till I came to the cage where the Monster was kept.
There, locked in the arms of a Giant Baboon,

Rigid and smiling, lay...MRs. RAVOON!

I stood by the waters so green and so thick,

AndI stirred at the scurn with mry old, withered stick,

When there rose through the ooze, like a
monstrous balloon,

The bloated cadaver of MRS. RAVOON.

And so on; I think you all get the idea. The inter-
esting point was that, just like Widower's Wonderful
Verses, Mrs. Ravoon rapidly began to acquire imitators.
Dehn was vaguely bemused by what he called Ravoon
Sightings in distant and unexpected parts of the literary
jungle. These outbreaks continued long after his death
in 1976, and some later ones were published in John
Julius Norwich’s Christmas Cracker commonplace-book
selections (guaranteed fannish, since the 1992 Cracker
included highlights from Hazel’s Language Lessons, as
featured in Ansible) ...

Below the salt Channel they're drinking champagne

And ministers jostle to board the first train.
Emergency bells ring in French and Walloon,
Forthere onthebufferssquats. . .MRS. RAVOON.

What could I do but send the whole dossier to that
connoisseur of high fannishness and low taste in the arts,
that martyr to dirty pictures, Chuch Harris? He was, as
it were, ravished, and in his erratic letterzine Charrisma
he put out a call for new Ravoon sightings. The tragedy
was that no one wrote any. “So okay,” Chuch told his



readers philosophically, “keep your measly talent under
the bushel, and don’t come creeping round me for these
very special pies and exquisite pints of Tetley’s bitter the
very next time you see me...”

Not wishing to inflict disappointment on this staun-
chest pillar of the wolf-whistling community, I scratched
my head and tried to draft the next best thing — some
verses so deservedly rare that even John Clute probably
doesn’t have a first edition:

Who Needs Mrs. Ravoon Anyway?

A sculptresswho's famousin crafts and in arts

For molded impressions of gentlemen'’s parts [1]

Invested her fortune in plaster of Paris

So she could immortalize ... CHARLES
RANDOLPH HARRIS.

Prince Hamlet retreated in sudden dismay:

Was this the wrong universe, or the wrong play?

Foracounterblast came ashe skeweredthearras,

A flood of invective from. ..CHARLES
RANDOLPH HARRIS.

It wasn't exhaustion, it wasn't the booze,

But the sight of our Lucy’s strategictattoos[2]

That weakened the man whom so few could
embarrass,

And brought some rare blushesto...CHARLES
RANDOLPH HARRIS.

A New Age believer in mystical bliss

Suspected the gods might be taking the piss,

When a whiff of that dope known to Hindus as
charas

Gave luminous visions of ... CHARLES
RANDOLPH HARRIS.

All down the long coastline, Narth Walesto St. Ives,

They lodkup their daughtersand shackle theirwives,

For the rumor has run from Land’s End to
Beaumaris [2]:

"Tis the holiday fortnight of . ..CHARLES
RANDOLPH HARRIS.

Scholarly Foomotes:

(1] One of Cynthia Plastercaster’s subjects was my
little brother Jon Langford of the Mekons and other
rock groups (a True Fact). He is trying to live this
down, which is why I feel it my duty to remind the
world once in a while — say weekly — of his peculiar
heroism in inserting tender parts of himself into a jar of
gooey pink dental mould. As Jon proudly puts it, “For
God’s sake never tell our Mother.”

[2] Lucy Huntzinger would prefer not to be identi-
fied as the subject of a veiled poetic allusion concealed

in this line.

[3] Beaumaris is in Anglesey off the North Welsh
coast, as any fule kno.

[4] There is no note [4], but here's an even more
poignant and politically correct bonus verse:

A Hollywood actor of Charlie Chan fame,

Mishandled his accent and mangled that Name:

“Foleign devil who mocks the Impelial Palace!

It’sthe Thousand-Cuts Tolment for. . .CHALLES
LANDOLPH HALLIS.”
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