The deadline is approaching on
little cat feet, and inspirat-
ion has stubboranly refused %o
strike. There appears to be no
alternative to sticking a sten-
cil in the machine and having at
it, inspiration or no, if I am
to have a zine in the mailing.
The pedestrian matter which fol-
lows is called

THE VINEGAR WORM

Vol. II, No. 2. Published for the 95th FAPA
Mailing by Bob Leman, 1214 West Maple,
Rawlins, Wyoming,

and it will begin with a
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EGOBOO FOR YOU - Eney: Egoboo indeed, far beyond my desserts or ex-

~ bectations. This, I take it, is FAPA's gracious way of making a
newcomer welcome.

STEFANTASY - Danner: Many thanks for the review of Rogue Moon;

I hope to see a lot of laudatory reviews of this fine novel. If it
doesn't win a Hugo, there will have been a grave miscarriage of jus-
tice. More than any SF I know, this book fulfills the requirements
of the novel as an art-form, and I hope it'll receive appropriate
recognition.

LARK - Danner: To my surprise, I find no checks here, and so,
apropos of nothing at all, I'm going to use your space to set down
the cast of characters of Ring Lardner's play, "I Gaspari" ('"The
Upholsterers"):

IAN OBRI, a blotter salesman

Johan Waspex , his wife

Greta, their daughter

Herbert Swope, a nonentity

FPfena, their daughter, later their wife

Egso, a pencil guster

Tono, a typical wastebasket

Does that strike you as funny? It does me, particularly since none
of these people appears in the play. I'm most curious about the
trade (or profession) of pencil guster. Can any of the members eluc-
idate this arcane matter for me?

HELEN'S FANTASIA -~ The contretemps occasioning this small explosion
was before my time, of course, but if my interpretation of what hap-
pened is correct, I .can't quite see why you're so indignant. If.you
had lost your membership, couldn't you have petitioned back in, just
as Perdue d4id? There is certainly a vast difference in the number

of pages the various members produce during a year; if the member-
ship likes Perdue's four annual pages well enough to keep him a )
member despite delinquencies, why that's the membership's prerogative.
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FZOT LAWS - Grennell and Danner: I posted this on the wall in my
office, and it made a considerable hit. As a matter of fact, there
have been copies made on the Verifax--a good many copies. I hope
there's no copyright problem 1nvoived.-

*

I'm going to interrupt the MC's for a moment here to talk a
little about a project that's near and dear to my heart. I wonder
whether it would he possible to generate any interest in organizing
a Dorcas Bagby fandom. Burroughs has his fandom and his magazine,
and so has Howard, and I understand,K that I.. Frank Baum's devotees
are attempting to form an organization. The Tolkien fellowship
seems to be flourishing, and there are rumors of a fanzine from the
Titus Groan cult., It seems a little unfair that Dorcas Bagby should
lack such honors, and I'm writing this in an attempt to discover
how many of the faithful would find pleasure and profit in a Bagby
fanzine.

There are, I know, other Bagby admirers in FAPA: the Busbys,
Warner, Grennell, Eney; but whether any of these are keen enough
Bagby fans to take an interest in--and contribute to--a Bagby fan-
zine remains to be determined. A sketchy sort of Bagby cult exists
in the nurdane world, -and the likelihood is that some of these
people would take an interest in such an enterprise; but then again,
they might not. A few yeaws back I was active in the fandom of
William Faulkner--an infinitely more eminent novelist than Miss
Bagby~-and the magazine expired alter eleven quarterly issues.

(Redd Boggs will remember Faulkrer Studies.) It wmay well be that
there aren't enough 1nterested people to make a Bagbian fanzlne
practicable.

I find it hard to judge. I am a Bagby fanatic of the most
abandoned sort, and a fanatic is seldom able to make a valid judg-
ment of other pecple's attitudes toward his fixation. I have felt
an intemperate admiration for Dorcas Bagby ever since I first hap-
pened upon her work three years ago. The first book of hers that I
read was the second that she wrote, The Moswell Plan, and I acquired
my copy quite accidentally. I fell for omne of tnose boolx store
dodges in which they sell books by the pound; I believe I bought
twelve pounds of books for a dollar. It was practically all junk,
of course--ancient arithmetic texts, The Yearbock of the Cheese Im-
provemens Soc1etv and the like--but alsoc in thec bundle was a copy of

Ty rédctloa to The Moswell Plan is a matter of reccrd: in The

Vinegzr Worm Vol. I, Nc. &, I published a long review of the bock
coilirg it, among other things, "the greatest novel of the super
natural ever written." I have not since seen any reason to awnen
that judgment.

A few months after I published my review I received the follow-

ing letter:

Department of English
Laxpson College
May 22, 1959

Dear Mr. Leman, ] .
My young son recently acquired from a friend a
number of srateur magazines, and among them was your
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own publication. It is my habit to vet the boy's
reading, and in the process of dping so I came

upon your review of "The Moswell Pian." I may

tell you that I was startled. I hed thought that

I was acquainted with every Bagby enbthusiast in

the country (in point of fact our nimber is exig-
uous) and to find yeur hymn of praise in so unex-
pecteq a place as a mimeographed "fanmag!" was a rare
surprise.

I feel entitled to talk in this patronizing way
because I am considered to be the foremost authority
on Dorcas Bagby. (Actually, that's not as immoiest
as it scunds; it doesn't take much of a frog to be
the biggest in a puddle as tiny as this one.) Fif-
teen years ago Dorcas Bagby was the subject of my
Master's thesis, a monument to scholarship called
"Prairie Christabel: The Life and Work of Dorcas
Bagby." This is unpublished, and seems likely to
resain so.

You mentionsd in your review that you hadn's
been able to find out anything about Miss Bagby, so -
you may find the following of interest. She was born
in Lewellen, Nebraska (my own home town) in 1883, the
daughter of a rancher who was also a lay preacher.
She is, as of this writing, still alive, although she
has written nothing since 1920. Her mind gave way in
1912, and she has been in a private sanitarium ever
since.

She wrote, in all, six books. They are:

Stones and Scabbards, 1903 (Short Stories)
The Moswell Plan, 1905 '
Each to its Tether, 1907

Time's Fool, 1909

In Mossy Skulls, 1912 (Short Stories)
Enter Aegisthus, 1920

"Enter Aegisthus" was of course written after she
lost her mind. It was privately printed, and not more
than a dozen copies are extant, to my knowledge. Three
of them are in the Bagby collection here at the college.
This is as strarge a book as ever was written. It is
an inchoate, fragmented thing, clearly the product of
of a deranged mind, but there are scores of passages
--some pages in length--that malte one tremble with
frustration that her brain was not capsdle of organ-
izing her material. "Enter Aegisthus" i1s the adunbra=-
tion of a novel that would have made "The Meswell Plan¥
seem like a small child's bedtime story. Buv it is a
novel that will never be written.

I would like to point out that I think you have
misread--or read incompletely--"The Moswell Plan,"

On the surface it is, as you point out, a brilliantly

conceived and flawlessly executed novel of the super-

natural; but it has a deeper level than this. I sub-

mit that the real intent of "The Moswell Plan" is to

describe a mind slowly succumbing to the implacable ad-

vances of insanity. Go back and re-read it with that
..3..



idea in mind, and see if it doesn't clear up some
of the incidents that seemz2d irrelevant at the first
reading., Or Ffor thbat matver, simply re-read the
last chepber, paying pacticular attention to Dulcie's
interior monologue as she realizes that Cleek, too,
is an enemy. Tae thing is almost made explicit here.
I'd be glad to lend you these books, but they

belong to the college, not to me. However, I rather
think that if you work at it you should eventually
be able to find all of them except "Enter Aegisthus"
in the second-hand-book stores. As you read these
books I'd be pleased if you'd write and let me know
your reactions.

Very truly yours,

/s/ Ben H. Hannifin

This letter marked the beginning of a continuing correspon-
dence with Professor Hannifin (Hi, Ben!). He lent me a carbon
of Prairie Christabel and managed (by methods which I have never
cared o inguire 2nso) to let me borrow Lempson College's copies
of Stones and Scabbards and Time's Fool, neither of which I have
been able to buy. We have had a considerable number of disagree-
ments about certain disputled points in the Bagby canon, but by
and large I must admit that Hannifir is indeed the foremost Bagby
authority (although I ccntinue to hold that aay reasonable person
will agree that Marcel Decantre could not possibly have been in-
tended as Hannifin thinks: "at once sophistication carried to the
point of rotteness and of the primitive innocence that Signe found
in him." It should be pexrfectly clear that Decantre ié intend-
e& as nothing more than the vampire he appears to be, and that to
read anything else into the character is to sacrifice meaning to
a critical theory).

But all this isn't getting my pet project any forrader. Let
me get down to cases,

L want to put out a trial iswue of a Bagby fanzine. I plan
to call it "Vistris", after the buried city in Baph to its
Tether, unless somebody has a better ougvestlon The first issue
B"JJQQTy won't be very pretty, since I'll be the publisher, but

I hope to have some interesting material in i% if I can pred
some of the cognoscenti into conftributing. I think I can get a
biographical article out of Hannifin, and perhaps permission to
reprint from his book. I have a couple of essays of my own
fermenting at the back of my mind, so I'd dcubvless have a con-
tribution of my own to help swell the bulk of Vol. I, No. 1. But
this is all there is, so far.

So I'm putting out a request for material. Anything to do
with Dorcas Bagby or her work will be welcomed: artwork, essays,
poetry, parody--anything. But I also have in mind some specific
articles I'd like to see, and I think I know just the people to
do them: a piece by Elinor Busby on the poetiy scattered through
the novels; an essay on the humor in the canon, by Dean Grennell;
a complete bibliography, with special attentlon to the magazlne
stories that have never been reprinted, by Dick Eney, who's at
herie in the Library of Congress and the copyright office; a
review of Each to its Tether by Harry Warner, and one of Time's
Fool by Buz.

Freinds?

Will you oblige? e




A SHROPSHIRE PFAN
by
A,E. Hous***n

I

When I was just a neo

I heard an old fan say,

"You'll never draw like Rotsler,
Though you practice night and day;
Youill never write like Warner--
You're not as bright as he,"

But I was just a neo;

No use to talk to me.

When I was Jjust a neo

I heard him say again,

"You'll never jest like Tucker,
You l:aven't got the brain.
You'll never print like Danner,
Or pud a zine like GRUE."

And now I am an old fan,

And onh, ‘tis true, 'tis true!

e

With rue my heart is weighted
For fangines dead and gone.

For these that were highly-rated
And those that were spat upon.

In files too far for seeking

The bvig-name zines are laid,

And the crudzines lie there reeking,
Not fit to read nor trade.

\ 11 tE

Loveliest of fenne, Matilda now

Is drunker than she will allow;

Her voice is loud, her eye is b¥ight,
She is unquestionably tight.

Now of my five days at the con,
Four have come, and passed, and gone,
And when from five you take the four,
It only leaves me one day more.

And since to pluck so rare a bloom
A single day is little room,

This grand seducticn must be tried
While she's conveniently fried.
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And now, after a four-page interruption, we return to the mailing
comment department., Bult btefore we begin, I have been reminded by
the travesties on the preceding page of the finest Houseman
parody of them all, and I'd like to put down for you all of it
that I remember, which is the first verse:

What, still alive at twenty-two,

A clean upsvanding chap like you?

Sure, if ycur throat 'tis hard to slit,
Slit your girl's and swing for it.

Parody, I think, can hardly be better than this.

LOGARITHMIC - Silverberg: Your memory of our meeting briefly at
the Solacon is correct, and so is your recollection that I have
been endowed with an uncommonly long chin. I cannot, however,
lay claim to more than 5'9" of height. But what I lack in
altitude I make up in flabbiness.

VANDY - Coulsons: The nymph on the cover has the most luxuriant
crop of pubic hair I've ever lzid eyes on. This, I take it, is
what the bat-critter finds appealing. Am I 1ignt in thinking that
Prosser is giving us an outworld version of Leda and the swan?

My own pet peeves in peckaging are the jam and crackers
you get in restaurants. The Jlunatic who decided that a table-
spoon of jam should he empalmed inside a plastic capsule =0
thoroughly sealed that it's imrossible to get at the contents
without getting jam on all ten fingers ought to be forcibly
crammed into one of his damned coniraptions and sealed in there,
And how often has the red strip on one of bthose cellophene
cracker packages torn off in your hand, leaving you to get at
the crackers as best you can--which is usually by brute force--
resulting in only a heandfvi of crumbs? What really burns me
is that you pay extra for these idiot packages.

SERCON'S BANE - Busby, F.M:; This may become a sermon; somehow
your zines always have something to say tihat moves me To become
even more windy than usual. By a coircidence that's almost too
pat to be believed, I saw the "Operation Abolitioan" film fcr the
first time this afternoon on the telly, and I was still a biv
steamed up when I grabbed SERCON'S BANE out of the stack and
found that the first check mark had to do with this film. What
you say is well-considereé: and persuasive, and I wish I were
restrained enough to approach the matter as celmly as you do. But
the lockstep behavior of the poor little misguided conformist®
liberal undergraduates who marched so obediently to the drums cof
professional communists frightens me enough to make it diflicult
to be temperate about the matter. I was, God knows, pretty nuch
of an ass myself when I was an undergraduate, and T hope I re-
member enough about my looney mental processes of the %Hime w2 Te
tolerant of these pore chillun. Still, it's frightening. These
kids were marionettes pulled about by men of bottomless cynui:al-
ity, and it hurts to see our youngsters being used this wey. What
was going on is clear and obvious; the slick disingenucus per-
formances of the proféssional agitators ought to be encugh to
convince anyone at all that the little folk were being used.
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But you'll never persuade the kinder themselves; they're the pro-
ducts of the soft-diet theory of education and the tail-fin
cultural milieu and the liberal political climate, and it is most
unlikely that logic and reason would affect them in any way. They
don't know why we have congressional committees, or what these
committees have for a function, or what part they play in the
orderly working of the government of the republic; their reactions
are emotional, not logical, and the galled communists have discover-
ed the trigger that will push the witless creatures into action.
The youngsters are as well-conditioned as Pavlov's dogs--and
reason about as well--and when the proper button is pressed they
leap to engage in degrading performances like that in San Fran~
cisco.

SALUD - Busby, E: The cover is really fantastically good; I can't
remember ever seeing a more beautifully complementary picture and
caption. You and Arfur are to be congratulated. Very inter-
esting, your observation that people who don't like sweets are
likely to condescend to those who do likethem. I hadn't thought
about it before, but now that you point it out, I realize that I,
a total abstainer from sweets, have always had a feeling that there
is something virtuous about not eating them, and have been inclin-
ed to feel superior to the poor clods who eat sweets. I like
to think of myself as a thick-gutted person with skin., Your
comment on The Tents of Wickedness brought up a p01nt of view

that I hadnTt considered, and I think there's a lot in what you
have to say. But, after all, it's not really a sequel to--was it
The Funnel of Love or Comfort me Wlth Apples?--I'm not goigg to

go downstairs at this hour to look it up. But anyhow, it's not
really a sequel; there are the same characters, but the use of

the novel form and a sketchy sort of plot was simply a convenient
rack to hang the parodies on. And have you, by the way, read
Dwight McDonald's new anthology of parodies? It's a good 'un.

*
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This is the evening of April 7. The time is 7:45. The wind
is blow1ng at, I would guess, about twenty miles an hour, and
there is about four inches of snow on the xround (and up to a
couple of feet in the windless corners where the drifts fall.)
(Hi, DAG!) The snow is still coming down.

These meteoroclogical data seem interesting to me--if not to
you~-because the snow has obscured the date of what may have been
an historical occasion.

I mean by "historical occasion" an event that would have been
important to me id it had taken place.. It didn't take place, and
possibly the whole thing was a joke or a hoax. I'l1l know before
you read this, because I plan to write a card to Jack Bpeer to-
night and if he answers I'll know whether or not I managed to
miss a confrontation I'd have enjoyed most immensely.

Anyhow, here's what happened: this afternoon I came home from
a flying trip to Los angeles to find this snowstorm in progress.
My Frau met me at the door and gave me a warm kiss and the snow+:
shovel. I dutifully went to wogk.



I tackled the porch first, and as I was about to toss a shovel-
ful of snow over the railing I spotted a business card lying there
in the snow. I fished it out. The card said

JOHN B. SPEER
Lawyer
North Bend,.Washington

and on the back, written with a blue-ink ballpoint pen, was this
message: "Mr Leman: I'm soliciting memberships in the John Bris-
tol Society. Can I interest you in one at $24 a year?"

I can only conclude that I was called upon by Jack Speer, who
found nobody at home, and left his card. If this is the case, I
regret it immensely. Visitors from the microcosm are always wel-
come, and Speer is one of the people I'd most enjoy talking to.
(And by the way, let me here extend an invitation to all the mem-
bership to stop by if you find yourself in this remote corner of
The lepublic. We can provide some coarse food, alcohol and/Or
fizzy drinks--including lager--,a spare bed, and floor space for
a number of sleeping bags.)

There is no clue as to when Speer was here (if he was.so in
fact)., The card was simply there in the snow. None of the family
has any idea how it got there, or when it arrived. A most mys-
terious visitation. But if you called and found nobody home,
Jack, be assured that we regret missing you.

One other thing: the "John Bristol" puzzled me, and at first
I took it to be a slip of the pen, and thought that "Birch" was
intended. Then I thought I remembereé that I'd read somewhere
that Bristol 1is Speer's middle name, and that he has used it as
a pen name.. Is that right? (I do have a copy of Fancy II, but
its whereabouts is not precisely known to me.) If that's how it
is, The John Bristol Society is a clever conceit, and worthy of
further development. Although, knowing something of Speer's Pol-
itical views, what such a society might be up to gives me a cauld
grue. :

~The End of Interruption Number Two-

*

DAY*STAR & WINTER QUARTERS - Bradley: What are you, some kind of
a nut or something? Peake tedious, indeed! Comparing him in-
vidiously with Tolkien! Next you'll be trying to tell us that
vegetable soup is better than tomato soup.

CELEPHAIS - Evans: Your defence of the punch card as qualifying
under the terms of the constitution fails to persuade me. Eney's
interpretation--that it's artwork--makes more sense. After all,
there are people who cdaim that Jackson Pollock's dribblings are
erty, so why not a card like this? Wyoming thanks you for
your kindly views on our scenery; going through the state on the
U.P. doesn't usually elicit any kind comment on the equality
state., The Grand Tetons and the snowy range have scenery I'll
put against anything in the country, but when they were building
the railroad they were looking for the most convenient route, and
by and large the scenery along the way is pretty dreary, unless
you see beauty in sagebrush. Your defense of civil servants
is eloquent and able, and there can't be many people who'd dis-
agree. The point is that we've got toa goddam many of 'em~-the
result of too much government. 4



LIMBO - Rike: What, if anything, is this "Peace March" supposed
to accomplish? Don't you think it likely that a whiskery rabble
straggling from city to city to picket defense installations will
only versuade observers that there must be something wrong with a
cause that is served in this undignified and rather childish way?
You don't say, but I suppose that your objectives are banning the
bomb, unilateral disarmement and. the rest of it. These notions
strike me as being criminally unrealistic (where they are not being
urged by agents of Soviet foreign policy, but in good faith), but
if these are your beliefs you certainly ought to push them for-
ward. I simply question the efficacy of your method. -Dona-~
ho: Good union members always automatically respect a picket line,
whether they know anything about the disputed issue or not. And
they continue to respect it, no matter how ridiculously uanfair the
strike may be. In the same way, I violate picket lines as a matter
of principle; but I do take the trouble to check on the relative
merits of the two points of view, something a unionist would never
do. What's the ovaer original art form America has developed?
The comic sHrip?

PHLOTSAM - Ecomomou: Another plug for Rogue Moon. Goodo! As
of this writing, the Eichmann trial is much in the news, and the
commsnt by Les Nirenbersg and Betty Kujawa on What Is A Jew seem to
fit in very well with the currant discussion ¥ of the legality of
the Eichmann trial. One of ths ccunts in the indictmentz against
EBichmann js "Crimes against the Jewish people.”" Apart from the
question of the competence of Israel to try Eichmann, it would
appear that it's almost jmvossible to determine what '"the Jewish
people™ is.

HORIZONS - Warner: The Jean Young cover was very good. She does
a first-rate imitation of Blake. OQur airport now has only two
flights a day, and the airline (Frontier) is doing its dead level
best to drop those. There just aren't enough boardings, they say,
to make it profitable to land here. It's not surprising, since
scheduled flights in a town this size are a marginal thing at best.
But it'll be tough on the people who depend cn these planes.

I now realize that separating individual trains of thought in MC's
is not a good idea; the lest sentence ended too close to the end
of the line to begin this one on the same line, and without some
sort of separation you natumally thought when you began this sen~
twnce that I was continuing to talk about airplanes. So I'll have
to find some sort of separator. I could of course just paragraph
--and if something touches off a longish piece I'll wish I had--
but I rather like these separators, particularly when turning out
choppy little bits like this. DPractically all the little-used keys
have been pre-empted as separators by somebcdy, so I may be stepping
on somone's toes by doing it, but I'm going %o try ++ for a sep-
arator for a while. Your own ' ' makes a nice, clean readily-
recognized symbol. ++ The Dodgson piece is a real tour de force.
When I recad the antepenultimate sentence and the great light
dawned I immediately went back and read it again. Everything fit.
Beautiful!

TARGET: FAPA - Eney: DNothing here for you, really, since this issue
is really comment-on-commenbt-on-comment to an unusuval degree for
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you, but your reference to Linard's sending a set of STUPEFYING
STORIES to the Archbishiop (who he?) of Bensancon (pretty tricky,
the way you got that cedilla in there--I'm not going to try) re-
minded me of a clipping I have around here:

Vesoul, France. (No date.) --Abbe Robert
Tissot, who used a hammer, sickle and red
star as part of the Christmas decorations
for his church, decided to replace the
Communist-symbols with a globe.,

That's the news item in its entirety, and that's all I know about
the matter. But Linard's clerical circulation of Tanzines leads

me to wonder winether he may not have passe& the good abbe a copy

or two of GEMZINE.

TPIMETHEUS - Speer: I suddenly note that your address is Snoqual-
mie, not North Bend. How long has this been the case? Could

that card have been a truly ancient thing which had been in the
possession of gsome fan for many a year, and was used by the fan
for a hoax? But even if that's the case, scmeboedy called here. ++
Your choice of title shows irmense self-conficdence: any mather
under such a title almost bas te be creative. £%ilil, he had Pro-
metheus To boss the job, dian't he? ++ Your points in objection
to my piece on Reynclds are wslil taken, and at this remnove of time,
feeling considerably less heated than I did when I wrotz it, I
would probably withdraw the assertion taat the storiezss should not
have been published, and pcssiviv the onz2 that they wers not even
science ficvion. But ths rest must stand. rropagenda tvhalb urges
the notion that the comnunists have gcod (or sven harmless) inten-
tions must be argued against. The libzrals have of ccurse always
had a fierce desire to Lelieve the best of the U.S.S.R; and where
their argument has prevailed we have come to disasber, ss when we
took as truth their trumpetving that the Chinese commvnists were
simply reformers who wished to correct the iniquitous distribution
of land, and Castro a holy crusader bent only upon deposing the
beast Batista and bringing democracy to Cuba. There is, and has
been for a long time, a scarcity of voices raised against this kind
of propaganda; and where they have been raised, they have been
deamned as being of the Neanderthsl Right, am being vroto-Ifascists,
as being, God help us, '"witch hunters". It seems to me that where
one firnds printeé matter that aids and comforts the eneny he nmust
-—-at the very least--point out what is going on, and that's what I
was doing. You have to a considerable degree side-svepped my argu-
ment; I was holding that the nature of communism, as demonsitrated
by its theoretical writers and itvs actions since the Russian
revceluvion, is such that the futuvre Reynolds writes about cannot
legitimately be extrapolated. That’s what [ meant when I suggested

T

that these stories aren't science fiction.

LIGHTHOUSE -~ Graham: "Hydra Ceuntxzy" igs 2 good hatchet-job, with
almost the fine-honed edge of malice of the origiral. ++ You say,
", . » the Cuban revclution waw by and larg:, think, 2 demccrat-
ic social revolution at the stvart (but) it has deteriorated cousid-
erably in the last two years, due partially tec Russian iafluences
but mostly to United States pressures and influences." What makes
you think it was ever democratic? Che Guevara has been at the
beard's right hand from the beginning, and there is plenty of reas-
- =l O



on to believe that Guevara is actually running the whole show, and
has from the beginning. With an avowed communist at the tiller,
the revolution could never have in any way resembled a democratic
revolution. From the day Castro took power the pattern has been
clear; his first act after taking over--except for the mass butch~
ery——was the expropriation of foreign-owned property. This is
simple theft (and Proudhon me no Proudhons) and hardly the mark of
snything remotely connected with democracy, except by a very spec-
ial definition.

INTERRUPTION NUMBER THREE
® k¥ & X ok kK ok k Kk ok Xk Xk
(Being the second install=-
ment of our '"Mundene
Views of S.F."Department)

The New Yorker recently ran a two-part article by John Brooks
analyzing the Ford Motor Co's Edsel fiasco. You will recall that
the Edsel was to be ilotivational Research's great triumph. Every
insight that had been gained by the most eminent and respected
Motivational Researchers was pressed into service, in designing,
in advertising and in building up a "public image" of the car. Mon-
ey in fantastic amounts was lavished upon the enterprise. If the
"hidden persuaders" were in fact persuaders, then the Idsel was
assured of unparalleled success.

As everyone except a few of the more 1solated Esquimeaux
k nows, the Edsel was the most resounding flop since the Tower of
Babel. The simple truth was that nobody wanted to buy it. And the
anguished motivational researchers have ever since been searching
their souls to discover the reason.

All this is by way of leading up to a quote by Brooks from
S.J. Hayakawa, editor of the magazine ETC, which concerns itself
with semantics. In analyzing the Edsel debacle, Hayakawa argued
that "the Edsel's flop could be attributed to Ford Company exec-~
utives who had been listening too long to the motivaticn-research
people and who, in their efforts to turn out a car that would
satisfy customers' sexual fantasies and the like, had failed to
provide reasonable and practical transportation, thereby neglect-
ing the 'reality principle'. 'What the motivation researchers fail-
ed to tell their clients. . . is that only the psychotic and the
gravely neurotic act out their irrationalities and their compensa-
tory fantasies,' Hayakawa admonished Detroit briskly, and added,
'The trouble with selling symbolic gratification wvia such expen-
sive items as. . . the Bdsel hermaphrodite. . . is the competition
offered by much cheaper forms of symbolic gratification, such as
Playboy (fifty cents a copy), Astounding Science Fiction (thirty-
five cents a copy), and television (free).'"

So, all you dirty degenerates, we know now why you read
Astounding Science Fiction (thirty-five cents “a copy). You pretend
an interest in literature, but actually you're Jjust after a session
of symbolic gratification. By God, you're no better than a bunch
of television watchers.

«The End of Interruption Number Three-

THE DIRECTORY OF 1960 SFF FANDOM - Rennett: Many many thanks. What

more is there to say? 11



DESCANT - Clarkes: "Pass the Nostalgia". Beautiful beautiful title.
And a mighty funny piece. Should have been longer, but a little

gem as it stands. ++ The good parts from the novel are fine, too,
but not up to the former. ++ The compulsive mangling of paperback
books is not limited to female fans; I think it's a characteristic

of all women. And I speak from bitter experience.

ICE AGE - Shaws: Much as I'd like to claim it, that poem wasn't
mine; I was quoting Morris Bishop's poem, "How to Treat Elves."
You can find it in Permabooks' anthology, This is my Funniest. ++
Because we live where we do, we don't see many fans, but those who
have called on us have been without exception a pleasure to have
as guests. But I know exactly what you mean about the presence

of boors in fandom. At the Solacon I threw what I intended to be
a medium-size party for the fans I'd met. A horde of fringe and
beat types turned up and consumed the booze faster than I could
replace 1t. The whole thing cost quite a horrifying amount of
money, and I never did get to talk to most of the people who -were
the real guests.

PHANTASY PRESS - McPhail: Your comment on the Moskowitz's contrib-
ution persuades me that you have too tender a heart for your own
good. Presumably your concern for their feelings led you to say

all those mendacious nice things about DIFFERENT #5, but to per-
Jjure yourself to be friendly is going a little far. Or--horrible
thought--did you really mean it? ++ I especially deplore people
who write as they talk. Practically all talk is full of loose

ends, ill-constructed sentences, indifferent grammar and hackneyed
figures of speech. I don't like to see that sort of thing written
down.

THREE-CHAMBERED HEART -~ Champion: I can readily imagine that the
incredible punch you describe would have to be super-cooled to be
palatable. If a thing is cold enough you can't taste it at all,
and that's exactly what this kind of a mixture would require. I
note, though, that the tendency to chill things to the point of
tastelessness is so widespread as to be commonplace. It's imposs-
ible to buy a glass of beer that's not too cold to taste, and the
same is true of milk. And you may find this hard to believe, but
I have found people so debased that they keep red wine in the re-
frigerator. A thing like that is certainly one of the early signs
of a regression to barbarism. (I refer, of course, to real wines,
not to loathesome syrups of the Mogen David persuasion.) Indeed,
it would appear that the American people no longer like to taste
anything at all. Whatever foods and drinks possess a pungent ox
strong or otherwise distinctive flavor are processed or pasteur-
ized or fiddled with chemically until they are reduced to the
bland tastelessness that appears to be the popular thing. There
are a hundred fine cheeses, each with its own special taste and
bouquet, but the popular cheese (if that's what it is) is Kraft's
rubbery "process cheese”. And notice how many of the ads for alco-
holic beverages boast that this particular product is "light.,"
"ILight" means "not much taste." Even the fruit you buy at the
store has somehow been robbed of its taste. I'm especially 1pcensed
about what they've done to apples. They're big, rosy symmetrical
things that make your mouth water; and you bite into a tssteless

mush.
L T



£k ok ok Wom ok ok Kk
NTERRUPYICN NUMBER FOUR

JL g
* ok Kk ok k% ok k %k %k ok

¥ H*

Some weeks ago while flensing a whale, I suddenly found my-
self troublesd by an arnoying shoritnesz of breath, and I was moved
to make thes not entirely original observation that I'm not as young
as I was. There are, %o be sure, gcod reascons for my current de-
crepit condition: I hevs survived a depression, a war, marriasge,
fatnerhocd and a science fiction convention, and these are experi-
ences well calculated to dull the bloom on the cheek and thin the
hair on the pate. Still, one occasionally feels a pang of regret
for the lost capacities and resiliencies of youth.

Most particularly one regrets the steady accretion of inches
at the waistline and of chins at the chinline. (And how did I get
myself involved in this "one" business? Excuse me while I shift
gears.) I cannot fathom the source of all this excess lard, but
it is indubitably there. Unkind persons have hinted that it may be
the result of absorbing an excess of nourishmeat ("You eat too
goddam much," is about the way they put it), but I scarcely think
that this can be the case. The fact is that I eat like a bird,
picking daintily here at a slice from a chicken breast, or nibbling
delicately there at a soufflée, Wwith occasionally the merest sip of
chempagne for my stomach's sake. But never any gourmandizing.

And yet the pounds accrue., It has occurred to me that perhaps
I am a mutant, capsble of manufacturing adipcse tissue out of thin
air and water, and that I should offer myself to the Department of
Defense for experimental purposes. On the other hand, it may only
be that my digestive apparatus is a mcre efficisnt machine than
most, and utilizes the total energy in every calorie. Either way,
I manufacture waistline &t an alaraing ravce.

Now on the whole, it has always seemed to me that it is a
good thing for a man to be reasonably well-fleshed; a moderate
corporation adds dignity to a man's appearance, and the surplus
povndage night well serve as a f00¢ resgerve in case of dire want.
But this point of view does not appear to be a comnon one. Most
people seem to feel that there is something at best comical, snd at
worst degraded, about a person who hanpens to weigh a few pounds
more than the doctors szy he should (and what do they know about
it, anyhow? I know plenty of doctors who are as fat as Waldo.)

And so pressure is brought to bear upon the uniortunacs
possessor of the expanding waistline: his wife develops an unnerv-
ing habit of making admiring remarks about the trim figures of
low-browed athletic types seen here or there, and his children
(doubtless coached) arz cverheard to comment on thes curious wheez-
ing noise daddy makes after climbing a flight of stairs, and his
doctor loses no opportunity to lecture balefully upon the deleter-
jous effects of overweight on the liver and lights. The poor wretch
is given no peace.

In my own case, however, this campaign wasn't too successful;
I have long prided myself on being impervious to any but the most
subtle propaganda, and anyway I wasin't convinced that the few extra
pounds I'd inadvertantly acguired were worth worrying about. It
was not until I discovered that when I buttoned my collar my eyes
bugged out and my face turned brick red that I was ready to goncede
that they might have a point, after all. I decided to look into

the matter of diets. =



Be sure that I d4id not enter lightly into this thing. There
are certain decisions in life which shcould be approached solemnly
and with prayer, and only affter =l1 data are in hand and all poss-
ible conseguences carafully concidered. I therefore mounted a
scientific investigation: I asked everyhedy I met. "Ever go on a
diet?" When I received an affirmative answer, I obtained The par-
ticulars, and since practicelly everybody haz gone on a diet at
one time or another, I managed to amass a quite lengthy syllabus of
diets.,

Most of them seemed somehow to be not quite the thing. I
could not, for example, imagine any extreme of obesity that could
persuade me to live for weeks on smid onrn drafts of that patent
chalky fluid which is supprosed to convain all the elements essen-
tial to life. INox was I prepared to subsist entirely upon green
salads. A properly dressed salad is cliose o palatable when eaten
with a squaze meal, but on the whole I incline to think that the
good Torc intertied leaves as fodder for animals, not Ifor man.

And these proposals were iild compared with some of the sug-
gestions I received. These were the real freak diets, each of
wkich had at least one proponent, and all of which I thought equal-
ly demsnted. One c¢f these daft resimens prescribed nothing but
gauerkrzut juice and all--bren for six days a week, with a surfeit
of dairy products on the seventh; ancther eilowed only ckim milk
and buananas; and a third leaned heavily upon rusks, stewed rhubarb
and boiled eggs. And there were others equally exotic and equally
calculated to cause nausea by merely heing convemplated. There
was ne quesvion in my nmind about these revolting systems; I would-
n't have undertaken one of them if it had meant that I'd turn into
Charles Atlas.,

Still, the surplus of too, too solid flesh remained a fact,
and I was determined to drop some of it, if only because I couldn't
alfford e new wardrobe. A sober stuvdy of the matter showed that the
answer was perfectly simple: one need only eat an extremely small
apount of ordinary fcedstuffs, and the spare tire must inevitably
fade away. To pararhrase Micawber: daily intake 2500 calories,
daily energy expenditure 1500 zselicries., result--laxd; inbtake 1000
calories, expendivure 1500 calories, result--loss of weight. All
I had to do was to eat caly 1000 calories a day.

This, vnhapopily, is no simple matter., 1 wonder if you have
any icea just what a small amount of food it Hakes to furnish 1000
calories. I have discovered that 1 custonarily ate at leaszt that
much batween meals each cdey. There's morz then half that amount in
a piece cf pie and a glass of 2ilk, a third of it in a bowl of
breakfast cereal, My custome:y bedvime snack probavly furnished
three-fiitihs ¢of what is now my daily allowance.

As you can »eadily imagine, I ar a hung=y man. All dey long
the spectre of famine sits at uy =2lbow, preoding with a white-not
trident at my vitals and cunningly compounding the torture by
telepaschically conveying to me mentzi images (complete with odors)
of all meyner of desirable viands. t alinost any time you are like-
ly to find me in a state of necar-trance, siiting with giazed eye
and ravenous expression, drooling slightly., while in my wind enor-
mous banquets are spread: a roast pig, say. in his nest of mealy
roasted potatoes, hclding an apple in his mouth and eagerly awailt-
ing the keen blade thebt will cisave through the crisy 20d oily
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crackling into the tender flesh bensath, :gently separating a thick
and toothsome slice which will take its place on the plate beside
the spicy applesauce ani—-

I've got to cut this out. That way lies madness.

What makes dietirg so difficuit for me is the fact that all
ny favorite foods are wunder interdict. I have always been a meat-
and-potatoes man, a lover of well-buttered treadstuffs, a devobes
of rich gravies and sauces, a thirsty consvmer of malt beverages.
Gone, gone. these lovely things, all gone. Gone the heaping
platter of spaghetti, each strand made succulent by an unctuous
sauce of tomato blessed by garlic, rich with meat; gone the crusty
chunk of firm hot bread, torn with rapacious hand frcm a long French
loaf, spread thick with golden butter; gone the fat tumbler of
Chianti, whose bright astringency cleanses the palate and leaves it
eager for the next steaming bundle of spaghetti, all dripping with
its sauce, already apoproaching on the fork; gone the--

Dammit, I've got to cut it out.

There's one thing to be said for hunger: it unquestionably
is, as per the aphorism, the best sauce. 1 would hardly have be-
lieved, a few weeks ago, taat I would find myself dining off a
bowl of leaves inadequately dressed with cne miserable teaspoonful
of olive ¢il to temper the vinegar, together with a crust of zwie-
bach, and smacking my lips over this Sparton fsre with all the
gusto of Squeers exclaiming over the wetered milk. '‘But if you're
hungry enough, even such horrid comestibles as broccoll and aspara-
gus become palatable, even brussells sprcuits ard squash can be
eaten.

But they're no substitute for real food. And even as one
forks in this green fodder, his thoughts stray to Ttetter fare: to
a great thick chunk of sirloin, well marbled with faf, seared black
on the outside snd blood-rare in the middle, which parts easily
under the knife to welease nourishing julces to be sopped up with
a hot biscuit; to an enormous mound of snowy mashed potatoes,
drenched with thick mahogany gravy; to fiuffy round dumplings float-
ing side by sice with chunks of chicken in an oleaginrous golden
broth; to a thick creamy--

But I can't go on. Flesh and blood can bear Just so much.
Anyhow, 1t's-dinnertime. Would any of you care to Jjoin me in
carrot sticks and melba toast?
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and we return to mailing comments with _
SCIENCE FICTION AGE -~ Taurasi: Cheest, Cully, dis is wot I calls
a real Scientifiction fanzine.

NULL-F - White: I was about to gripe because I'd already read al-
most all of this in VOID, when I was brought up short by the real-
ization that if I'd read it in VOID I'd read it dnly because jou're
extraordinarily patient and long-suffering. You've been sending
VOID to me whenever you've published, and you've had nothing ouv
of me for--what? Two years?--which makes you, in my book, a Gecod
Man. So's this Willis fellow whose trip you're spousoring, and
I hereby obligate myself to aid this project.
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FOR NO REASON ETC, - Graham: Perhaps I missed it in the papers,
but I haven't seen anything about the final disposition of Mailer's
arraignment for stabbing his wife. Maybe he'll be as lucky as he
was in Provincetown. T wich +thig Fellow would get his neuroses
under coatrol and sehttle deovwn to do a little serious
writing again. He's about the only one orf the nost-war crop of
novelists who seems to have any likelihcod of preducing anything
of permanent value (Styron might--just npight be anotiier onz) and
the spectacle of him frittering away his talents on fragnents and
sketches isn't a pleasant one. 1I'll lay a considerable wager that
the putative "Prologue to a long Novel" at the end of A“vorulse—
ments for Myself is in fact a prologae to a novel that will never
be written. Tiere is a spirit, in these late pieces in Advertise-
merts, of a writer who is groping for material that is worthy of
his abilities. I can't think of a first novel which showed more
promise than The Naked and the Dead; 1t is not, God knows, a great
work of art, Ut 1t did manage to make contact in a suverficial
way with a few ideas, and the young Mailer seemed to be in perfect
control of his material, and I suppose everybecdy who read the book
thought that this was the Hemingway or the Faulkrer of post-world-
war-two. Then came Thq Barbany Shore, an allegciy at once too
otvious and too dishewvzliled, aaci we ﬁassed it oif as the bad second
novel that is a literary c;1c-e, and said, Just wait for the next
one. The next one was The Deer Park, It's a failure, I think,
because it's obvious evers soep 0f uhe way that Mailer tock thws
novel as a deadly serious metfter. and it's almost impossinle to
convince anybody that thz zubgject of the novel., and ite milieu,
can be taken seriously. Th=s mock just dida‘t ceome off. FEuc until
Adverticements appeared. L for ong, still tno cught Mailer might
write ihe Great Americen Novel. Jow I have GOH‘*SA There's more
ability and power here than in any of his confemporaries, ovut the
fellow's haring off z2fter ideas that are by no means as important
as he thinks them to be, and he's writiang ninor novels when he
could be writing great ones. ++ There's an article in the May
Esquire that might interest you, in case you haven't seen it; on
liailer by James Baldwin. Baldwin takes the opportunity to write

a lot more about himself than he does about Mailer, but it's inter-
esting to hear a Negro's reaction to "The White Negro'.

SHADOW MAILING -~ Hansen, Metcalf, Chauvenet: The iswmue is close to
its end, so there's not space to comment at anything else in the
mailing. I want only to thank you chaps for these zines, and to
clarify one thing for Russ: Esso was one of a considerable number
of domestic affiliates of The Standaré 2.1l Co. {¥.J., As of Jan. 1,
1961, a number of these affiliates--Humble, Certer, Esso, Oklzhoma,
Pate and others--were combined in a big new company, zalled The
Humble 0il & Refining Co. The main object was to market gasoline
and other products under a single trademark coast-to-coast. The
trademark is Enco, and is now in use except in the east, where the
Esso sign will be used for a time longer.

IE MOINDRE -~ Raeburn: A~blcody-men to your comment on "totalitarian
liberal." Have you read Hayek's The Road to Serfdom?

*

As always, mimeography done by URPress, c/o T/Sgt. Ellis T. Mills,
Box 244, Carswell ATFB, Texas.
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