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UUDULANT FEVER #3 is the honefully Ppril 1979 issue of a p=2rsonalzine published ev-
ery so oftea (and not sc cften) by Bruce D. Arthurs, 4522 E. Bowker, Phoenix, AZ
€5C40. Aveilable for tihe usaal, trades and/or locs preferrxed. Print run: 125.

IT HAS BERY A HELL OF A iONG TIME since I did a fanzine for general circulation.
And there have been a hell of a lot of changes in my life since UNDULANT FEVER #2
came cut about three yearis ago.

I am drafting this in £he middle of one of the Fraday Night Inevitables, a
weekly open housz held at the home of whoever is willing. The person willing this
particular week is me. i

Perhaps to be more accurate I should say "us", since I seem to have become
half of a couple since I last pubbed an ish of anythings besides apazines. I mar-
ried Eilde in July of 1977, after about a vear of dating and a month or so of liv-
ing tcgaether.

I 1.2d never thought of myself as ever marrying. It always seemed like one of
these things that other people did, not me. I never thought that there would be
anyose willing to share tehir life with me. It still seems a bit strange at times,
if nc longer terrifying.

Terrifying? Hoo-boy, you betcha. I remember the first thought that passed
thru my bead immediately after proposing to Hild=: "Oh my god, what have I done?"
The szme thought went thru my head again some months later, right after I'd firished
repeating the marriage vows in the JP's office. The commitment, the responsibil-~
ities...hcle-e-e-e-e shit! Anyone who isn‘'t married reading this, don't be sur-
prised when you £ind out that the first year of marriage is the scariest.

One of the scariest of the responsibilities is Aric, Hilde's son by her first
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marriage. There was one respect in which I wvas extremely fortunate; Aric was almost
out of the diaper stage by the time I started dating Milde. (I am still rather
leary of children younger than that.)

e moved out of my one-bedroom apartment (where Aric's bed had to be set up
in the walk-in closet) into this two-bedroom~and-study house in Auqust of 1977.

It's a fairly nice neighborhood in the southeast part of Phoenix, a couple of blocks
from the Phoenix-Tempe line. The house itself is also quite nice, well laid-out,
good privacy, and I would say it has plenty of wall space for bookshelves if I didn't
know better; we have seven bookcases of varying size in the livingroom alone, and
I'11l probably have to do some rearranging before the year is out.

The front yard looks like hell. One of the reasons the front yvard looks like
hell is that I almost never go out there; the carport is in the back of the house
with access via the alley (which is the first paved alley I've ever seen) and the
only reason I ever have to go out the front is to get the mail...and who gives a
damn what the yard looks like when you're getting the mail?

(One of the reasons that I am trying to publish something generally available
again is that I'm not getting anywhere near as much mail as I used to. I am to a
great extent out of touch with many fans that I used to trade and loc with, not
to mention tlie new genereations of fans springing up. 1I'd really like to get back
some of that feeling of kinship.)

One of the other reasons the front yard looks like hell is that most of the
back yard has been converted into garden. We started this last year with-a fairly
small plot, planting snow peas, broccoli, lettuce, cauliflower, onions, chinese
cabbage, and one or two others, with mixed results. The soil is very bad and take=
a lot of work, being mainly clay and silt from the olil riverbed, which bhas baked in
the sun for years and has almost the consistency of rock; in fact, I vusad a pick tc
turn some of the soil over, and a hammer to break up most of the clzis. (The clais
that were too tough to smash with the harmer got piled up on the sides of the cgardan
to help form irrigation lecvees.) This year, when I expandcd the old garden and adaa
a new section in the side yard, I got smart and rented a2 rcto-tiller. The new crops
included rutabagas, carrcts, and kale. W%e also tried to grow tomatoes, peppers and
cucumbers this last season, but they got wiped out in the first of several bad
frosts this winter. We'll be trying those again this spring, slong with corn,
melons, two types of squash, and okra.

(Inicdentally, a hint to slichtly-more-than-casual gardeners: One of those
little tiny boxes of sead corn yocu get at the five-and-dime will cost you abut &7¢.
I found I could go to a seed warehouse abut a miel from here and buy a full pound
(minimum) of seed corn for a buck and a half.) (Of course, if I tried that with
carrot seed, it would be a bit much.)

I've changed employment several times since I last puhbed. Vhen last s=2en,
onr hero was a professional &itudent at Arizona State University, skimping along
on GI Bill payments. After gctting bhack from liidamericon in '76, I fourd myselt
rove and more dissatisfied with my presence in college. I &:opped out and began
lonking for honest work. After a couple of months of fruitless applications and
livingin off of dwindling savings, I was about ready to settle for dishonest work.
Lc this point I landed a job as secretary to a local attorney, which I guess is
sulmawhere inbetween.

I have encountered very few things as depressing as extended job-hunting. I
really detest those oh-so-kind people who say "Well, we'll give you a call when
ve decide to hire you or not," and you never hear from them again. (And there ares
so manv=of them!)

Legal secretarying was rather interesting. On at least one occasion, one cf
the people calling the office refused to believe that I was not the attorney he was
trving to reach.

After about nine months with the one secretary job, that attorney gained a
staff position with the Arizona Court of Appeals and left private practice, closgirg
his office. I switched over to working for another attorney, which only lasted a
connie of months; I finally turned in my motice when I admitted to myself that not
onty dida't I enjoy working for that particular person, I was going to go crazy if
I tried to stay on. And so I got ready once more to go into that goddamned jcb-
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hunting market.

At which point, the day after my final day as a legal secretary, I received
a piece of mail from the Phoenix Post Office. My name had, after three years,
finally came up to the top of the register for a career letter carrier position.

Which is where I am today, and expect to be for the foreseeable future. It's
a job very well suited to me; I'm not good at working closely with other people,
and as a letter carrier I work almost entirely alone.

I started out skipping from station to station and route to route throughout
the Phoenix area, generally spending from two weeks to two months at a station be-
fore being reassigned to another. I'm now permanently assigned to the Northeast
station as a floating relief carrier, working wherever neceded.

Working on such a variety of routes has its points of interests. Among other
things, I've delivered mail to A. Merritt and Robert W. Chambers. (Dead letters,
vhy of course.) Not to mention the fellow with the unlikely name of Barsoom Bar-
soom.

And on one occasion, I S*A*V*E*D a fanzine!

I was working route 1603 that day. It was hot in Phdenix. I was sorfing
the flats. I came across a large envelcpe addressed to Ken St. Andre, a local fan.
Xen had usad to live in one of the apartments on route 1603. The envelope had been
mailed bulk rate, so it didn't qualify for forwarding to Ken's new address. As I
prepared to toss it into the throwaway stack, I noticed that the return address cu
the cnvelope was Frnak Denton's. "An issue of 2SI-WING," I thought to myself.
“Frank is a friend. Ken is a friend. I can't just trash a fanzine that has two
¥siends of mine personally involved with it."

So I tossed the zine into an uvnizad crorner of thz sorting casez, scrted the
»est of the mail, delivered the route, ¢got back to the station, explair:d (sorta;

< sitvation to my supervisor, got p=rmissicn to take %hie mine, =i «wked out, din
o s Phoenix Pubiic Library, and hand-delivered the zine to ¥en ac his desk in
the cataloging Section.

One of the other bencfits of being a letter cazrxier is that a lot of the
money you people out there spend on postage stamps =2nls uvp beinc given to me. (X
on the other hand, I find that Parkinson's -- or whozvaer's —-- Lav is true; expens
dn rise to exceed income.

I think I've pretty well covered my life and the changes and major events in
it the past few years. What's that? Did someone mention Tguanacon?

Don't mention Iguanacon. Not even mundanely. I've written elsewhere a* <on-
csiderable length about that thing and various of the people involved with it, and
i'd rather not do it again. I can sum up my impression of the whole shebang and
leave it at that: emotional cesspcol.

Oh ho, one more change in my life I've thought of:

Priss, the cat I shared my old apartment with, died in 1977 of infectiou:
reritonitis. 1t was a very painful way to die, and it upset me rather badly.

“hen Hilde and I moved into this house in August of '7'/, we discovered haug-

‘re avoand a large, grey, fluffy, soft-voiced cat, whom we took in and named Aslaa.
“%in large grey cat turned out to be a kitten that grew even larger. Aslan is a
a2t deal different from Hilde's own cat Kali, a tempermental, neurotic, pure-bred
fsouese; Aslan is cool . He never gets excited or upset over anything. Anything.
Cre tim2, when Aric was just beginning to learn to usz the big-sized toilet, he
accidentally pissed on Aslan. Aslan jucst z=t there, the expression in his eyes
cbwvioutly saying. "This is not happening. If this were happening, I would lose k7’
Gicnity. Since it is impossible for me to lose my dignity, this is not happening.
Therefore I will ignore these non-existant wet spots on my fur." Cooool.

Or as I've sometimes suspected, Aslan is really just mildly retarded.

One other thing of interest abanat Aslan: Mike Glicksohn likes him! I kid you

ot. like stopped over here one evening about a week before a convention whose nam»
37721 not be mentioned. Aslan jumped up into his lap and not only did Aslan get
~tzeked and petted, but Mike Glicksohn actually said "“This is a cat I like."

»l
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§ 4//@~ — Sk (j\ I suppose the lettercolumn is as good a
7// _4} (/~ kx ~ place as any to get into a few editorial
r\\ ‘Q\w/’k<i‘ Gr s e e matters. I'm publishing UF again mainly
; g as a method of getting back into socme

sort of regular contact with fanzine fandom. This means I'd like to trade. I'd
also like to get locs and locs of comments from the people I send this to. But I
realize that this isn't always possible. I realize this because I rarely have the
time to loc the fanzines I still get now and then; I think I've written three or
four locs in the last year, if that many. But lemme hear from you.

My intentions at the moment are to send this and the next two issues of UF
to everyone on the mailing list I've compiled. Anyone I don't hear from by then
will be dropped. UF will, hopefully (he said;, come out on an approximately quart-
erly schedule.

and what about GODLESS, the genzine I used to publish. The bells have tollecd
at least for that title. However, I still do have a fairly large amount of materir
and artwork still sitting in my files. So I think I'll try to do what Donn Brazie:
aid with title: Every fourth issue of UF will be double-sized, with articles by
other contributors, more artwork, maybe even *gasp* book reviews (if I find the
time to read any books).

when I first-started looking thru my old card files in order to compile a
new mailing list, I realized just what a goddamnedly mobile group of people fans
are. Mavbe not, but it seemed like at least half of the cards were out of date.

So ny primary source for addresses was a copy of Iguanacon memberships from about
vear ago that I borrowed from Curt Stubbs (thx), plus varicus upiatings I culled
f-om fanzines, apas and other sources. However, I STILL NEZD UP-+rQ0-ND2A'E ADDRESTI%
on the following people: Alyson Abramowitz, Mike Bracken, D. Gary CGrady, Patricl.
Zaydcn (for whom I have an address I think is good, but who I hear is moving to
Seatlie soon or already), Paula Lieberman, Tim Marion, Eric Mayer, and Chris Sher-
man. <

The people who are getting this for sure, if the addressi I have are coriec:.
are: Sid Altus, Lon Atkins, Don Ayres, Don Bailey, Mike Bailey, Todd Bake, Franix
pzlazs, Rich Bartucci, George Beahm, Allan Beatty, Doris (the Younger) Beeten,
pDeris (Elder Ghoddess) Beetem, Carl Bennett, John Berry, Sheryl Birkhead, Mark
Plackman, Janice Bogstad, Lester Boutillier, Bill Bowers, Donn Brazier, Bill Preic-
ing, Ned Brooks, Brian Earl Brown, Ed Cagle, Linda Bushyager, Marty Cantor, Mik:=2
Ccarlson, Jackie Causgrove, , Cy Chauvin, Rich Coad, Eli Cohen, Ed Connor, Buck &
Juanita Coulson, Brett Cox, Ctein, Tony Cvetko, Don D'Amrassa, Garth Dantielscn,
Frank Denton, Leigh Edmonds, George Fergus, Jan Howard Firder, Jane Ficher, Jeaff
Irane, Gil Gzier, Dick Geis, Alexis Gilliland, Mike Glciksohn, Mike Glyer, Jecnne
Gowcl, Michael Harper, Richard Hatter, Fred Haskell, Norm Iollyn, Denys Howaic,
"'ery Hughes, Dave Hulan, Ben Indick, Rob Jackson, Ken Joseithans, Arnie & Joyce
¥zurm, Jorry Kaufman, Leroy Kettle, Mike Kring, Bill & charlene Kunkel, Eric Lindnav

+ Jocke, Sam & Mary Long, Hank & Lesliegh Luttrell, Barry Kent MacKay, Don
veyvlistein, Gary S. Mattingly, Jeff May, Mike & Pat Meara, Linda Ann Moss, Jodie
uit, Brad Parks, Ken Ozanne, Bruce Pelz, Tom Perry, Fandy Reichardt, Neil Rest,
.+er Roberts, John Robinson, Sue-Rae Rosznfeld, Joe & Ruby sheffer, Mike Shoe-
maker, Jon Singer, Al Sirois, Willie Siros, Paul & Cas Skelton, Fran Skene, Jeff
% 7on Smith, Milt Stevens, Mae Strelkov, Curt Stubbs, Dave Szurek, Riy Tackett,
Gary Tesser, Don Thompson, Bruce Townley, Bob Vardeman, Victoria Vayne, Paul Walke
Variy Warner, Doreen Webbert, Bud Webster, Robert Whtiaker, Laurine White, Kevin
Williams, Susan Wood, and Joe Woodard. Plus the people listed in the previous
raragraph if I get good addresses for them (I have, incidentally, just now found
<n up-to-date on Alyson Abramowitz, so scratch that one), and there'll probably
he a few more given out here and there as the mood strikes me.

One other thing I want to mention is my policy towards letters or sectiors o
tetters marked DNQ: I'm not going to honor the DNQ, folks.

Of course I realize that such would be a horrible breach of fannish traditinn
which is why I'm giving you fair warning. Time and time again, I have seen or heoa
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people use a DNQ, but almost never have they actually meant "Don Not Quote." What
DNQ actually seems to mean is "When you spread this around, don't tell anyone you
keard it from me." And I've seen too much backstabbing and character assassinatiosn
h2ing dore in this merner.

So it's very simple: If you don't want something quoted, don't tell it t+o
m2. If vou don't want ssmething printed, cdon't tell it to me.

Ind now it is time to actually get into a leatter or two:

AL, SIROIS, 550 Dixwall Zve., New Haven, CT 06511
Thought yon might be interested in this. Eracd Parks is a normal human keirc!
If you met him on the street you'd never realize that he was Brad Parks.

MIKE GLICKSOHN, 141 Hich Park Ave., Toronho, Ont. MEP 2S3 CANADA

Unfortunately I don't have thz time to read the issue of UF that was amcnc
the pile of seventy fanzines I got while away during the summer: I thought vou‘#
like to know that. Therefcre I didn'c see scurrilous remarks by Sam Long about oy
identitiy and its dependence on a certain item of attire. Because of all these
‘diings that didn't happen, I won't have to mention to you a certain picture in
Tzronto this summer showing a certain Sam Lorg in a state of disrepair, lying on &
couch, vast ameunts of flash exposed, gazing In itotal rapture ud at one Sheryl
Smith. This is fortunate indeed for Sam, because publication of that picturz micghl
well cast some doubt upon the integrity of his ideati%y. But I didn't read abcut
it, so he's okay. Coff, coff.

iz Bartucci, Box 369, KCCOM, 2105 Independence Ave., Xansas City. MO 64124

Then you pick yourself up after your physics coursa di:bazlz, allow me to
comzicerate with you. I did myself a nose-dive in a czlauliie covrse in collexw:
and nzariy killed myself making it up in my junior j2as o top ¢f the MCAT's. I
suzgast that you consider the following probably zrzwax canses for your defeat:

1) You're An 0l1d Fan, and Tired : I know older students in KCCOM who hava =
Letter grasp on the subject matter of our varied courses than I do. These old:r
stulents are failing, for the most part, in droves. Their experience with hz2ndling
=ha practical aspects of life cripples them irrevocably; once back in academs, thev
c&nr 10 longer handle the plethora of bullshit so easily assimilated by theixr
youngar cerpatriots. In a physiology exam where I got an A (thereby cue yourzelf
©o the fact that the exam must’ve been ungodly easy), one of these old war horses
was g2lded. He froze up. Over coffee in the hospital cafeteria, immediateiy aftex
2 exam, I guizzed him on the subject matter. He knew it as well as T did, I f
¢ better; he could discuss the ins and outs of estrogen synthesis, of the man~
:wrral cycle, of neurohumors and releasing factors with facility and £iuency. It
wrs Just that he was incapable of toddling thru a mass of muitiple choice questiors
thysiology exam at I'CCOM looks like one of Korzybski's wet dreams) and putting
“he znswars down on the computer-graded answer sheet. He blew it -- and he m2y be
fivrked out cf the schocl. Scratch another future Marcus Welby, victim of tha com-

2) Your Profiessor is a Whirligig Bastard With Triple Screws: One can nevexr
overlcok that fact that the average college professor, especially in the hazd
sciences, is not primariliy a iteacher. On the contrary, nost of the little lovelies
aze more interested in their next paper in The Journal of Obscure Pesearch than the,
are in Joe Q. Student's troubles with the mathematicz of inductance fields or what-
sver it is they're spouting. Accorfingly, then, ycu may ragard you inztructor as
a subjact besctted fool who hardlv nctices the difficulty of his area. Like a fish
in the ocean, he can hardly uaderstand why us poor humens drown in deep water.

Also, a good many professcrs hate their students. Thay smile in a cordial
Zashicn, they attend society meetinos and student-faculty parties, etc. -- but they
szuretly despise their students, they resent tneir youth and aspirations. they
conzider the rising gemeration to consist of nascent nihilists bent on obliteratirg
“nz czder and stability they'd fought so hard to obtain.
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Of course, you might consider your professor to be an exception to the rule.
pPardon me while I snicker into my handkerchief.

BEN INDICK, 428 Sagamore AvVe., Tsaneck, NJ 07666

T don't remenber what your"four essentials" dor living are, mentioned by
Gil, brt I usvally lJist only three; three things which are (aside from food and
shelter) indispensible: 1. iusic (ore can enjoy music under any circumstances,
even pitch black nights). 2. Art (very important for me). 3. Coffee.

7 ¢riend was willing to ¢o with paxts 1 and 2, but felt number 3 should at
least be airls. I pointed out lie is a young man.

Anyway, coffee is funnier.

and aside from occasional indigestion, is less trouble.

JACKTE CAUSGROVE, 3650 W. Newton St., #15, Torxarce, CA 99505

The USPS does charge more — within the 2nd class rate - for zines with adver-
tisirg, and it is already based on page count. MOTHIR EAFTH NEWS upped its folksy
"sositions & Situations" rates (a sort of help wanted/for sale/swap list/lonely
licarts/commune seeking collection that resembles an unclassified column in a small
town paper in format) 500% because UsPS rnled P&3 was advertising instead of putii=
service pages. "

Now if the system were altered sO as to mare macazines bearing inordinate
amounts of advertising really cost, tzxe them out of Znd Class eniirely, then we
might be on the road to solving things. catalogs could be charged for (and some
cnompanies already do, s~id fee refundable with first order). Words, Sears and
guicgel could save by using UPS in Metropolitan areas.

T somehow doubt if D. Gary Grady knows anyone who has worked for the PO. &=
ceuldn't defend then if he did. I know five PO employees, and all damn the oragazii-
zation. If even your personnel can't support you, who can?

03 D'AMMASSA, 19 Angell Dr., East Providence, RI 02914

Idi Amin serves a very definite purpose, despite his idiocy. His blatant &=
actions reflect upon all nations who ally with him, in the UN for example. AS haeo
ciitical as the USuposition usually is, it is somewhat reassuring to note that &l
of these emerging nations who condemn Israel, South Africa, and the US see nothzrg
wzong with claiming Amin as an ally. Obviously, hypocrisy is not confined to %@
Geveloped nations alone. Amin (along with the UN actions expelling Taiwan, thocw
ing Israel out of many organizations, expelling south Africa, etc.) has finally Gov
“e¢n me to reverse my stand. I am no longer a strong supporter of the UN, and an
wil)y pleased with the idea of getting out and watching them struggle for othsr
f.»dc. This may make me a blatant right winger, but wven though I admit that e
imjuerrialized nations got that way largely at the expense of the underdevelor i
ca+icns ~- and therefore have some obligation to assist - I don't think that x="ov
271 =hligation from the latter. I see no reason, for example, why we should go
wi+r.-ut fond So we can donate to a starving nation, if that nation is vastly ove:i-
---wded and is taking no serious steps to solve their own problems. I'm thinkinc «.
iuGia, of courze, but the same kind of thing holds true elsewvhere.

nd I think that's enough letters, men. When I first dug up the packet of locs T
-4 received on UF #2, I disocvered to my surprise that I had already sorted out
which lettersI wanted to print a couple of years ago. If 1'd printed them all, *'2
jz+tercolumn would have been twice or three times as lorg. But some of those lo.:
tzd become outdated or obscure (not surprising, considering that I have scme trovr i
—-emembaring what these locs refer to in the last issue.) Next issues will prohElLy
be a bit longer.

Oh, and one thing more I almost forget to mention about the mailing list.
m~ve are a few (very few) of you who arz on the list as prilileged characters.
nhis means that I'll prchably keep on sending you UF even if you don't respond,
iw-ause vou're a particularly Neat Person or somesuch. But I'm not going to tell
vew who you are; swelled heads are already a bit too prevalent in fandom for mer:.

-
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THE ARF OF MAKING °| iy

ENEMIES N FANDOM

Nk
I' r«: '\

INTRODUCTION: Back around May of 1977, I ' A {ﬁﬁg
received a phone call frorm the younger A o
Doris Beetem. She invited mc to be the
Tan Guest of Hono: at Milehicon Nine in
Denver the fnllowing October. After say-
ing something to the effect of "You must y
be ki-ding" 1 accepted thz honor. oo

Wnat follows is the written text !
of the speech I gave that nervous Sunday {
morning. I think everything else about ke
i~ is self-explanatory, so 1'll go into
tha speech:

There are a number of people out
llere in the audience who have been eageir-
iv anticipating this moment, the momernt

¢ 1 T have to stand up here and attempr to malie & coherent speech.of twenty-five
165 or more. They are fully prepared to zaugh and cuffew and throw leftover ban-
R *,3d as T fail miserably, making an utter fool of nysalif.

I have taken a desperate movex therefore, and heve actually written my sp=sch
‘r navance. This does not guarantee my rise to the heights c¢f racontaur extra-
¢~ aire, of course; I could faint, or forget how to real, o 411 scrts of nasty
wi.sfo-tunes. But it increases the odds in my favor, cnd spoils tne fun of those
miiszs out there wanting to see the sweat break out a:l over me.

The sadists I am referring to, incidentally, are my friends.

Which gets me, in a roundabout way, to what I wanted to talk about. Mos

Tan Guest of Honor speeches I've heard have raised or discussed the same po ..

“snaom is a place where you can make friends, where you can meet people with sumi.x
irnrorasts and opinions and attitudes.

But I don't want to talk about that. Instead, I thought I'd spend a fow -
mersia talking about how to make enemies an fandom.

I've been involved in a couple of out-for-blood-type feuds with other fan-
cin= [ got involved with SF fandom. The feuds took up a hell of a lot of time.
c: a1 2 lot of bad feeling, and the repercussions lost me some friendships I°¢C
-~ .. not have. 1I've also had a number of strong disagreements with other fans
i -ine to time.

S~ T was wondering, how did I, how do other fans get into these disagreem:'.-

c: Ffe.uds? These are some of the ways:
“ou can make enemies by telling lies about other fans. You can rizke enemic -
o5 1ling half-truths about people. And you can make your worst enemies by telliiy

+}. waole truth about people. T
You cen make eneries by liking Star Trek. By not liking Star g}aﬂggjgﬁﬁaliki:
v+ wot liking people who like or don't like Star Prek. Rk o2
You can make enlemies by being anti-feminist. Or pro-feminist. Or non-
- -aist. Or the wrong kind of feainist. _ ol IR
You can make en=mies by pa.cicipating in dlﬁBTpdiitics. Or convention poll-:
<‘cs. <{r, if you absolutely want to make ené@iqﬁ,'by participating in Worldcon
S oS, . dARE
“ou can make enemies lylstgaiing'of trying to steal someone's cirifriend.
wife, siscer, daughter, mother, of -- even worse -- their copy of Howatd the Duck
3] R
‘ou can make énemies by criticiging pecplae's opinion's on writers, ofni artisits
O ELes s, on fanzines, on conventions, ¢n food, on music, on sex, on the relai:ws=
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merits of Pepsi and Coke, on Dasher, on Dancer, on almost anything which it's possi-
ble o have divergent opinions on.

Once you've made this neat bunch of enemies, ths question remains -- what do
you do witin them? Believe me, they're absolutely no fun to invite to parties.

I hope I haven't been scaring away any neofans in the audience with z3l this
talk about ememies and disagreements and feuds in fandzm. The reason most fan
guest of honor speeches seem to talk about making friends is because that is the
most prominent side of this social microculture. Almost all of my friends are
fans; I even married one.

But there are a lot of people in fandom these days. Anyone coming into fan-
dom now will find not only new friends, but also a large group of people who do no:
share his interests -- some of them don't even read science fiction; some don't
watch TV; some don't like politicking; some don't even like Star Wars! -- and a
smaller group of people who are quite easily dislikaple.

(Which is not to say that the people in this last group are completely horri-
ble and evil to everyone; different people make cifferent friends).

There are two sides to this: The first is that with all these different in-
terests and viewpoints and opinions in the new, giant-size fandom, there's some-
thing for everyone. The second is that fandom is harder to get into, it's harder
to find those people who share your intercsts.

How many people here are at your first convention? I did not enjoy myself
very much at my own, first convention. I attended the programming; .the only party
T went to was the open con suite party; I ate my meals alone, and I went to bed
¢arly, also alone. Luckily, I tried another convention, one ebrut this size =-- it
w23 more informal than the larger one I'd first attended. I was able to meet penp’ e
z* that convention.

So what am I trying to say? I think I'm trying to say that if anyone stay:
i‘n fandom long enough, he'll find a lot of people he'll consider nerds and fugghead-
ané jackasses. But if he's lucky, he'll also find good friends and companionshi::.
10 porson's perfech, and fandom is made up of people, good, bad, and indifferecn®.
VYcu night make enemies in fandom, you might ha-ve disagreements.

But despite the disagreements and fights I've had with fans on occasion,

Jr it here in fandom. The friends I've made, the good times I've had, have fa.
.utw1eghed the angry feelings and the times when I've lost my temper.

So, my advice to new fans is this: Stay in, even if your first impressions
eren't that impressive. If you're lucky, you'll have some of the best times and
wake some of the best friends you'll ever have.

I'm getting near the end of this speech and I've been wondering how to end
it.. For lack of inspiration, I'm going to fall back on an old writer's trick:

Suddenly attruck ran over me.

I would like very much to get this fanzine finished, run off, and into th2
m=2iLl. With some concentrated work, I think I can do so by the end of next week.
czn tvpe the address labels later this afternoon, get the stencils run off tongiht .
zuilate in a day or two, stamp & label, and take 'em to work the next morning for
tailing. The thing is that I'd like to do at least ten pages, but I appear to ha=
»un out of material on hand.

On= of the ideas I have to fill out the next few pages is something I've us ..
crce or twice in FAPA. On occasion I've gone thru a couple of old boxes containi.:
vld papers and writings and such of mine. Some of these are dreadfully embarassin::.
Yom've heard of "The Best of..." collections? I'm thinking of dragging out some c?
that old writing and calling it
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THE DREGSLOE ARTH URS
INTRODUCTION: Way, way back around 1970, when I first got involved with
Tunsine fandom outside of Dick Geis' SFR (who you can probably blame for my beinz
Iizre typing away now), there was a local fan by the name of Bob Prokop. Bob was

a 5)~1allst. Nice fellow, but a socialist. And he and a few of his other friend=
~ided to put out a fanzine reflecting their beliefs. SOCIALIST REALISM SCIENCE
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FICTION actually did publish at least one issue. I wasn'= much of a writer at the
time, but you can believe me, SRSF was so-o-0-0 ggg_that I figured it would be im-
proved a great deal if I contributed to the next issue. I had what fodlows already
written, but it did seem what Bob might want, so I showed it to him. He enjoyed it,
the fool, and said he wanted to publish it. What with one thing and another, tho,

T don't think I ever got the manuscript typed for him, and while there was another
issue or two of SOCIALIST REALISM SCIENCE FICTION, I don't think Bob had anything
to do withthém, and they may have been spurious parodies. At any rate, here in its
first publication ever is:
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Once upon a time, deep in the %x military-industrial complex, there lived a
voung communist named Little Pinko Riding Hood, who lived with her middle-class
comservative parents in a small ranch house with a liver-shaped swimming pool.
Little Pinko's parents liked to think of themselves as nonconformists.

Little Pinko's parents did not know that their daughter was a communist.
Little Pinko had kept it a secret. She had become a communist when she was sev2n.
The local cell had been short on its recrultlng quota that year, so Little Pinko
rad olgned up when they had given her a quarter. She still had a "Make Mine
Marxist" button in her dresser, hidden under the box of birth-control pills her
mother had given her when she was twelve.

Little Pinko was not happy as a communist, however. She felt she had out-
¢rown communism. She ran away from home.

Little Pinko went to a Republican convention. She met a shoe salesman from:
Towa there, who seduced her in the men's room at the convention center. She went
with him to his motel for the night.

Early the next morning, a group of Republican elder statesmen broke down the
@oor of their room and rushed in with shouts aof "Tricky Dick forever." They grabbec
the shoe salesman from Iowa, ripped off his disguise, doused him with gasoline,
aud set him on fire. He had really been a flaming New York liberal all the tine.

Pity poor Pinko! WNot only had she been fooled and her dress gasoline-
stoined, but she soon found out that she was pregnant.

Little Pinko returned home. Her parents had not noticed that she had been
Gonr. Little Pinko told her parents that she was expecting a baby. Her parents
=.2id they understoed. They arranged an abortion for Little Pinko. Little Pinko's
wot'ar had the abortion preserved in a Mason jar which she placed on the coffee
table for a conversation piece. Little Pinko ran away from home again.

She met a dying vegctarian in San Franoisco. The vegetarian was dying be-
~ause he ate only corn flakes and prune juice. The swift passage of the corn flar
=inped his intestines to shreds.

Little Pinko moved in with the vegetarian and his roommate. The vegetarias
died. His roommate wanted to marry Little Pinko. Little Pinko told her no.

Little Pinko became an alcoholic. She became a prostiute so she could buy
ller liquor. One day, her liver rolled over and died.

Little Pinko was taken to a hospital to die. Her parents came to see her.
Tey said they understood. They said she was looking well. Little Pinko dropped
ézad.

Little Pinko was buried two days later. Her parents and friends and johns
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chipped in together for a monument. The inscription on it said:

rmice D. Arthurs

4522 E. Bowker

‘hoenix, AZ 85040
usa

FIRST CLASS MAIL

one hell of a daughter,

One hell of a friend,

One hell of a lay,

She lived one hell of a hell.

And we appear to be just about
at the end of this zine. I'd lik
to thank those people who have
continued to send me their fan-
zines for the last three wears
or a good part of it, even thouth
they've had no response. Two
particularly faithful senders
have been Dick Geis and Garth
Danielson. I'd also like to
thank Mike Glicksohn, Susan Wood
and Bob Vardeman. The first two
for having published ENERGUMEN,
and the latter for having sold
his copies of NERG to me at Bu-
bonicon last; it was reading
those NERGs that really inflamed
me with the urge to do a fanzine
again. Also to Bill Bowers for
XENOLITH #1, which just arrived
earlier this week and gave me the
final push necessary to get this
finished. Final stencil typed
4/14/79. A Malacoda Press Prl~
2lication. Art on page 1 is by
Alexis Gilliland, page 7 by Todd
Bake, and this page by Barry Kent
MacKay.
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