It has heen a full year since the last appearance
of this best »f all pmssible fanzines, and I
daresay many of yeu theught I was dead. This is
not the case. I will admit that remeval frem the
salubrious air of the Rocky Mountains te this
damp and superheated Eastern climate has effected
a_diminution ef energy apd enthusiasm, but I beg
you te note that I retain eneugh life to prepare
for yeu--just in the nick of time te retain my
membership-~this new, effete, Fastern versien of
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@rville held the bmek in his hand.

The ksek had a cever.,

The cnver was ef paper. Or, rather, cardbeard.

Cardboard? It seemed te be cardbeard, and yet there was somsthing abgut jts
extreme flexibility that felt other than cardboard. It was, semehow, thinner
than cardbmard. Was it paper, after all?

Perhaps.

Or perhaps net.

It was hard to tall.

But there was at least a picture en the caver, It shewed a waman pgking
her finger into a man's eye. That was wrang! The man sheuld peke his finger intp
the woman's eye. Someone wnuld have te answer fer that! He supposed he'd have
te ki1l somebnady. Tonight seemed like a good time fer it.

Yes, tonight.

The assagai was conveniently at hand, behind the everyday cups #n the oupbgard
over the .sink. He moved stealthily toward it, his mavements somewhat hampered
by his landlady's daughter, who was clinging te his lapels. She was stark naked.

He thought perhaps she was hinting at something.

It was hard to tell.

With a swift movement he cmncealed the six-foot spear upon his persen. Ne gne
had maticed.

New.

He was ready.

He went out inte the night.
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At policc hoedcuarters the telephone rang. Charles Diclke: -, licutenant of
homicide, enswered the phonc: "Good cevenings This is the homiciue burecau, Licu-
tenant Dickens spcalding, ilay vic scrve you?!

A voice said, "I'm going to lill somcone at 7:06 tonight, Licutenant Dickense”

"My, £ Gosh, thot's terribled" . Dickens! voice was sick with apprehensions
"That's no wey to bechave, ilowr just give me your Jame and aeddress, and I'11—"

But the caller had hung upe '

The line sres dead, ]

There wias no one to talk to.

Dickens rushed into the night to prevent the murder,, Iic was a lear man, his
ninety~five pounds henging looscly upon his cight foot, mine inch .frame, and he
moved fast. Ile was closecly followreg by his assistant, Sergecent idgrman llelville,
The scrgeant was four feet, tiio inches tall, and weighed 420 rounds. They made a
good teai,

But they were in the wrong part of toim.

Orville drove along the frearay. IEvery now and then he potted the assagai
concealed under his clothes, The traffic was heavy. Therc were cars and trucks
and an ocecasional notorcycle. There were Fords, Chevrolets, Plymouths, Dodges,

Oldsriobiles and Pontiacs, s g o A
There were also DeSotos, Vollkswagens, Chryslers, Cadillecs and Jaguars.
Some wWere driven by men and some by omen, s

The drivers darted from lane to lane at several hundred miles an hour, -t the
same time maldng love or spanking the children or giving thaasclves monicures,

They don't drive that way in Kenosha,

Orville left the frdeway and parked his care He mingled wwith the crowd
listening to a streetcorner pitchman hawldng seismographs. The pcople had halitosgis,
dahdruff, body odor, long fingernails, dirty fect and snotty noses. It would be a
pleasure to kill any onc of thorni,

Ile looked at his wratch,

7:0’40

Twro minutes to goe i £ & 1y L)

The watch had tiro hands, a minute hend and an hour lizne., The hour hand as
short, while the minute hand iras. Longer. =« . ol

ovr!

There Tas a flashing movement, and then the assagai vwias again safely concealed,
Orville strolled aivay in leisurely fashion. He was alrecady in‘his car when his #
victim finally toppled over. 5 . ¢

The next day Orville kept his regular appointment.ivrith. his psythiatrist; Dr.
Alldat-Jasgz.s . e : : iRy s

"Seec, doc, I get like wncontrollable urges," he saide "I can't help ryself,

I nake up ry mind that I'11 never do it again, but first thing you lmow, -there I am
at the telephone, giving the police advance information that I'm about to slip the
assagai to somebody. If I don't cut it out they!re going to catch mes TYou'lve got
to cure me of this uncontrollable urge. to call the police." £

The psychdatrist'!s voicé was impefsOnally sympgthetice "Boy, you'rc a real
mt, 811 right. Just®Men yol've made a good”adjustment to.your little problenm
of ldl1ling streflgers, you pop up with this nifty'ncurosis. lialdng anonymous tcle~
phone calls is highly antisocial béhavior. %e'll have to get to the bottom wf this. ¢
Get off my lap and lie down on the couchs" :

Or¥ille stretched oute

The doctor began his therapy.”

nGoddait, Orville," he said, "it makes mec so mad I could spit, the way people
keep complaining obout violence on‘'television, Oh, sure, there's some violenccs A
A few beatings, a little torture, some child molesting, rapes and murders on most
shows,®aftd 411 like thate llaturally they got to slosh & 1ittle blood around,
That!s what nales television the Great American Institution that it ise. Tclevision
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is a silver symbcl of @il -.aat is greatest and best in Amer-c:n life. And yet a feir
sour and desiccated old malds of both sexes would strike bave blews at this hallavred
mediun simply because of a little so-called !violence.,! i/hy, Benedict Arnold did no
viorse, Only think what television has done to aid the national econoryys Take a
writer, for cxample, who formerly slaved for peanuts in the rural hinterland, and
vho now commands stifz? fees for television scripts. Is that ‘violence!'? llo

Eptisie it .
Orville rose from the couch. "Ihanlk you, doctor," he said, "I think today!'s
session did me a lot of good. I may be able to control the urge to warn the police
next time,"

"Atta boyi!" said the doctor.

At this same time the carly cditions of thoe evening papers wrore hitting the
streets., Copies irere bought by various persons.

One was bought by Cordovan iisp. 1Asp was thin and pale and sirished ihen he
walked, [He iras wearing women's underwrear beneath his yell v silk shirt and mauve
clan-digger pants. He read the headline: "Demented Assagoi ifelder Strikes Again,”
He said, in a fluting voice, "Oh, isn't thpt just dweadful?* ifisp was as queer as
a sqQuare grape,

Louella Potts also bought a copy. She hated to do it because it wras a Los
Angeles paper, and she hated everything about Los Angeles, It i7as a {leshly,
recking, sinful city., Louella rccked somawhat herself, od unclean undermrear and
the mouldering fragments of food that had lodged in the fissures in her sikin. then
she read the headline a tremor ran through her skinny frame., A demented assagai
wieclder! Perhaps he'd attack her, Louslla Potts! Ilie iras no doubt a big, sweaty,
hairy man in & torn undershirt. Thy, he'd probably--. And Louella began to daydreame
She was a frustrabted old maid,

Bell Lett bought a copy. He was a rotten beatnik writh a beard who lived in a
pad. Godd old Demented Assagai Viclder, he thought. Killing the squares onec at a
time. He wished he had an assagei., Zip! That for Lavirence lellk! Zip! One for
Horman Rockwell! Zip, zipn! Jonas Salk and Albert Schireitzer. Zip, zip, zip, zip,
zip! The llarlem Globetrotbers., IG11 all the squares! He ncant like this demented
assagai. vrielder iras cool, man, Killing all them squarese.

(ilbte to the reader: the characters sketched above need not be remcmbereds
they have nothing to do with the story, It takes 2 heap o! paddin' to make a movie
script a noveligation,) :

Liesutenant Dickens and Sergeant ilelville iiere baffled, They were without any
leads at all,

"Sergeant, I'm baffled,® Dickens said. "I'm without any leads at all."

Sometimes it happened this way, he thought. You had to wait for the break.

He remembered the case of the pollia-dot carnation, the case of the mad meadle
polisher, the case of the frozen snecls, the case of the giggling barber, the case
of biére. In thesec cases he was still veiting for the break. 4 policeman had to
learn patience.

But he also had to rclax somectiigcs.

Dickens decided to go > *he chess tournament, to forget the case of the
demented assagai viielder for & time. Therc, armidst the cheering throng, the cares
of office srould drop from his shoulders for a fewr hours.

There ras a roar from the crowd as he canbered the stadium. Black had just
nade a shrowd move, and white appeared to have no alternative to resigning.

Automatically, Diclkens scenncd the crowd, A policeman is never really off
duty. He spotted a fagiliar face. "llello, Doctor,! he said.

"Iieutecnant Diclcens!" Doctor Jasz scned pleased, "I wvant you to meet a
patient of mine, Orville Germ, !

Dickens shook hands vith Orville and sized him up shravrdly. Orville stood
almost unnaturally erect, almost.---Dickens chuckled at the conceit—almost as if
he had a spear concealed s7ithin his clothing. Hc had a white, demented face, and he
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wdtched with scme iieuency. A rope of spittle hung out of “a corner of his mouth,
lle numbled sometih . ng.

"Speak up, Orvills," said the doctor.

'Seven—on-=ix is the time," Orville drooled.

Dickens chuciled. "I sce you've been following the case of the demented assagai
wieldere That's my case, you know. I don't think he!ll strike today., He didn't
phone me. Bub if he ware idlling today, he'd be about ready to do it. It's seven-
oh-five and thirty seconds right nowre!

4 roar Irom thc crowd caused him to look at the chess board, ‘hite had deftly
turned what appeared certain defeat into a very strong position.

"Howr about that move, doctor?" Dickens asked, turning, And then he stared,
vihite~-faced.

Dr. Jasz vias & crumpled heap on the floor.

The dencnted assagai vwielder had sbruck again! 4ind, as usuwal, had left no
cluc. Dickens wranted to ask Orville Germ if he had scecn anyiiing, but the young nan
was gone, Oh, well, he probably wouldn't have made a very go 1l iritness anyvray.
Scenmed 2 bit giddy.

ihen Orville eatered his rooming house his landlady's daughter attached herself
to his lapels. JShe was dressed as before.

"Tsn't it terrible, Orville?! she said.

hat?n

"ibout your doctor,®

Crville vas not foolish enough to fall into a trap. "ihat about him?!"

"iets in the hospital. He was stabbed by the demented assagai riolder,"

Orville was suddenly wiealt and faint. Jasz wras alivel 4nd he had scen who had
stabbed him. If he rccovered consciousness he vould tallk.

That must be prevented.

Dickens ncrvously prowled the hospital corridors, lighting onc cigar from the
stub of anothor. Jasz had to recover consciousness and talk before he died. He
Imer who hed stabbed him. If he could reveal the killer!s n:zize it would be the break
Dickens had been vieiting for. It wras only right that a man should solve at least
ong case -afiver t'.‘:ent,f—-govon years on the force., It was only justime. Jasz had
o talke T

Orville parked the car and strolled nonchalantly along the half-block to the
hospital, His mind seethed with plans for dispatching Jasz. The tip of the assagai
ras razor--sharn,

The landlady sras browsing through her scrapbook. She was a dear, plump, motherly
little goul vho made & lot of checken soup, and her scrapboek ias her hobby., In
it she kopt clippings from the Los JAngeles papers. The clipoings srere about crimes
of violencc, She was a rurder fan, but sne specialized a littles Discubowelling
1ras her favorite crime, although any visceral tampering made a crime scraepbook—
wrorthye . Thus the a\,ncntod assagal vriclder s finding his iray into her book.
siccording to the reports he stirred up his victims'! innards for a while with his
coear belors fleeing the scene of the crime., ie sounded deliclously frightening

The landlacy trenbled delicabely. Howr fortunate she iras ’oha‘o she had her
noble-ninded jounb bo rder to protect her against such crimdnals Jhy, he even kept
an assagsi behind the everyday cups in the cupboard over the s:Lnk, just for the
proteciicn of the houschold. iho cared that he looked somcihat demented?

Orville Tras noT rising in the slow hospital elevator toiwrard the seventh floor,
vhere Jasz luy internally bleeding. The assagai iias as sharp as an ice pick.

Dickens wias astonished to see Orville omerge from the clevator. The young
man appearcd to be quite distraught because of his psychiatrisv!s misfortunc. He
wos baying like a wolf and wsmving about his walking sticlk, which was as long as a
spears

"Cone along, Orville,!" Dickens said., YI'1l take you to the bedside of your
mantor.n
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ULds up lLas guos, ' Orville droqled savagely.

"Ycah, the domentved &s3zgai vrielder sure tried," Dickens ‘huclled, "But 1f the
sawboncs can just keop Jads Mlceking long cnough to talk, re'll have the criminal,
Jell, hercls ht s room. G2 o . ing! ‘

‘Orville entcered the rson,

Jasz lay still o. a cerpse, there in the gloon,.

But his cycs vierc open, They scemed to be trying to say something.

It was hard tn tcle.,

Orville raisca the assazai.,

Jasz spoke, in & hoarse rhigper: "Orville, I've solved your problem. I know what!s
the matter with you,"

Orville halted the dowmrard-thrusting assagai.

"hat?" he cricd. ™Mhat's the mafter irith me?!

"fou haven!t recally been «illing 211 these people, Orv lle,! Jasz said. 'You've
been ldlling nc.*

"Youl" said Orville, suddenly shocked,

"7es." Jasz's voice wes reaceful. "You identified me with a wwiter you used
to admire. Vhen you found that he was producing padded potboilers like this, your
mind gave way. You wanted to ldil him, and since you identified me with him, you
desired to ldll me. But you still felt a need of nuy therapy, so you killed
strangers, and cach time you felt for a vhile that you'ld destroyed the writer. But
then you'd come across another sample of his recent tork, and you'd fecl the urge to
ki1l again,"

Orville gasped!

It swras trucd

And lmovring the truth had curdd him. Ile was well againid

Hic sair before hin a vision of his fuburc, nowr that he could rctire from the
vocation of demented assagai sriclder: he irould merry the landlady's daughter and
within a far months have a cottage ncor the river, vhere hi  laughing children would
tunble about on the sunny lavm while he raiscd profitable cips of sorghum,

The door burst open. .

Dickens rushed in, his revolver blasting., Orville staggered under the barrage.
Bullets entered his right ceye, his left nostril, his liver, his stomach, his small
intestine, his heart and his pancreas. He wras dead,

Scrgeant liclville burst into the room, his gun in his hand., It took but a
monent, howrever, for him to rcalize that hc had no nced of the wreapon,

"Jell, I scc ya got 'im, Loot," he said, "but with all the clues that iiere spread
around, how comc it took ya so long to catch up with this coolde?"

Dickens! voice was heavy. #1I don't lmowr, Hermen," he said tiredly. "I just
don't knowr, It almost scemed as though I had some sort of a menval Gloche”

—~The Inde—

Cincinnati, 0., July 3—This is not a convention report., I've already written
a convention rcport, about the Solacon, and I don't like to repeat. sanyhow, a
igdwrescon is not really susceptible of being reported upon. I feel very happy and
satisfied and convinced that I had a great time, but nothing really hapoened. It
didn't have to., There'!'s a confortable, gemitlich atmosphere at a imddwescon, and I
think cverybody who attends on¢ has a strong urge to zo back egain, but it's hard
te list rcasons, apart from the atimosphere and the people.

tlor on the whole, the people who wcrg here were not from the fandom with which
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I have been most closcly associated, . 1y concern has been » nost entirely srith
publishing and cxchanging and rcading fanzines, and correspondii.; when iy feeble
energies permit. 3Zut the amount of’ correspondence has been small (as these things

go in fandom) and I lLave ncver taken any serious interest in collecting or inde:ding
or-~to tell the truth--- in talking about scicrce fictione ihen I
read the magasines (and I still do) the matter goes in one cyc and out the other, and
I'm elways a little uncasy with someone who is ready at the drop of a hat to cite
chapter and verse in order to estakblish who has precedence in the invention of the
space-i7arp. 1 do not, in truth, take science fiction that seriously.

So I camc to this, my first iddwescon, with certvain misgivings. It scomed to
nme that it was quite possible that I would find myself a layman in 2 ccnclave of
scholars, cntirely unable to conbributec to any conversation whatcver.

I'm glad to rcport that this was not the casc, ith only one conspicuous
ciception, I found the people at the llorth Plaza to be pleasart and friendly, with not
a monomaniac in the lot. -

The tenor of the gathering-—rhich, as I say, is vholesom:, warm and cnjoyable—
is, I have no doubt,a consequence of the personalities of the hard core of the Cin-
cinnati group, ihich is, aftcr all, responsible for the convocation. I'm speaidng od
Don Ford, Stan Skirvin, Lou Tabakow and Dalc Tarr. 4ll these fellows have done their
fanning in a different ballpark from the onc where I've had my innings, and I'nm so ry
it's been that way. Up till now, fandom to mc has been people who publish . fanzinese
Like others who break ocut of a parochial milicu, I am perhaps inclined to gush over
my discovery of this other fandom. Bub to put it bricfly, I thought this convention
VaS greav.

I have been protty much out of touch irdth fande:: for a long time now, and it
nmay bo that the situation has altered since I had ny finger on the pulsc of the
microcosn, but thare uscd to be, I think, an invidious attitude toward the Cincinnati
group, @n atbtitudc which I think might beogt be described os patronizing. This may not
have been general, but I beliove it iras the case among the feas I knar best. It
should be rocognizaed, of coursc, thet thesc fans irere intercested in fandom more as an
cnvironment in which to, practicc belles lettres than one in which to discuss SFe 1
fecl that way about it nysclf.

The question is, why this attitude? 1y guess is that it has (or had) two roots:
quantity of publishing, and political philosophy. The scorned majority of fandon
has never publishod very much. It has had its cheorished megazines--SF TLiES, IHSIOL,
end now HEJ FRONTITS~—but the bulk of the group wrerc subscribers and rcaders, not
vriters and publishers. 4nd tlose who irote and published were inclined to scorn those
stho did not. This atbtitude was accentuated by the fact that much of the publishing
donc by the majority wras in the naturc of roference works—-bibliographics and indices
and. such--and that whon they did atteipt writing of a less mechanical nature, the
vriting was wually pretty bad.

ind I can't help feeling that there is also a matter of politics. The surface
manifostation of tho difference herc is, I suggest, a division into Bohemian and
bourgeois factions; but thesc two modes of life roflcct tiro divergent polditical
attitudes, onc conscrvative and the other fundamentally unconcerned. (George Scithers
+All say that I'm over-simplifying, and of coursc that's truc, )

And I may be cerrying on about a situation that does not in fact cxist. Sut if
it does, I'd like to reccord rysclf as having a foot in both campss I trust I dll
keep ny friends among the writers and publishers, but I also mmst say that I liked
the people at this convention very mueh, cven though people from wy custonery fandon
were in short supply. I was glad to sce again the threc or four poople I'd mct
before, and it was 2 plcasurc to mect Tucker at last, and I was glad to got a look at
2 couple of characters about whom I'd been hearing for ycars, and ho quite cvidently
came from the voodtvork oudt.

lnyhovi, I think you ought to come to the con next year. I'd like to meet you
in person.
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1 LiST FLANZINE
(4fter Brovming)

Thotis my lost fanzine, lying on the shcelf,
L 1ittle froycde Iow oven I, uysclf,
fiould hesitate to call it great; but still
It's not as bad as Coulson saide Until
4t leost & dozen others have agreocd
With him, I'11 still belicve it'!s fit to rood.
Sit dovm and recod the zine; I think you!ll sce
That peovish Coulson was unfair to nc.
Well, yus—the reproduction: IL'm aware
That I ron into troublc herc and there,
I Inowr page cight is blanl; it'’s just the samo
Throughout the run., The master was to blame.
But if youtll take o carceful look you!ll scc
That nay words are legible on throe
4nd SOMC On SCVaN.
Ycs, of coursc I twirote
That cditorial; but you should notc
Thet I was youngor thon-—-olnost o year,
I don't think any morc that spclling "beer!
45 "bheer" and "God" as "Ghod!" is such o crinc,
The big crusade I spoke of ot the time,
To vripe thesc spollings out, is wholly gone,
Like other ncofonnish nonscnscs
On
the nattér of ny story, let me soy
I vouldn't print o thing like thot todoy,
I've learned cbout fan~fiction. But you knoir,
It'!'s reolly not half bade You'd have to go
4 long sy back Lo ferret out o bem
43 foul as mine, I meon like it's o gom,
I there were prozincs like there used to be
They!'d losc no tinc in buying this from nce
But Coulson thought the issuc stonk. s4nd T
Proposc to prove him irrong. 4t least I'll try.
I'm working on the sccond issuc nois '
The reoproduction will be perfecte How
This will be donc romdins in question, but
I promisc that.
Hloir no onc but & nut
Tlould usc his cditorizl to proise
The 1B3F; yet I intend to raisc
The question vhether U3F nmay bo
The birthplace of & nar philosoply. g

e o o But why go into dotzil? You will sce
The greatest number two in history,
—Poultice Danby

_;{'

"Peoplc somectimes ask me, 'here do you get 2ll those crazy ideas?! I invericbly
roply, 'Fossbinder!s Rut—ratce BPhormocy, 2340 Poncreos Roed, Upper Hinge, licbe! ™
—Orson Gensfother, in
licnoirs of eon fging Reformer
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THE LaST PaGhn

I think it bchooves us ¢1l to do something that doesn't cc form occasionally,
and this issuc ic my owmn eebellious gesturcs I know that cverybody clsc is going
to have a hundre. pages for “iec hundredth mailing, so I'a squeczing in with 2 short
cight pagese. This may rot be as nonconformist as wearing sandals and a black
turtle-neck sweatshirt, bul ot docs give e a certain quict private satisfaction.

1 shall wirite on this page some random notions, most of which arc inspired by
metter in past mailings. It is being iritten (and stencilled) in some haste, because
ir T don't have cight pages in this mailing I'm going to losc my moibership. I
regret inflicting upon ~“you - composcd~on—-stencil matter like most of this
magazine; but I want to save my membership. ilotv for any sclfish purposc, you un-—
derstand, but because FuPha will lose a wealth of fuburc robust adventurc, rib-
tickling humor, wholesonc romance and scripturail oxogesis if your scrvent passcs
from the scencee You don't think I cnjoy the toll of pecking swo-fingered at a
typavrriter in the awful heat of a Pittsburgh swmoer, do you? .nd yot, despitc the
horrors involved in producing this nonconforiist issuc, I'm g.2d to do it. I want
you all, decar freinds, to kmowr that I have your best'interests at hearts I'm not
rcally keen on retaining my membership. wnother threc years on the ¥L would be a
lot of fun. But onc has a ceruvain duty,

4nd now, if I nay drop the frivolity (the young person in the fourth rowr whno
renarlced that he didn't lmowr that that!s what it was supposed to be will pleasc
lcave the room) I would like to cnter upon the scrious matter which the last page is
supposcd to cover, '

I went first of all to cntor & public apology ©o A.dJ. Budrys. 4 ycar ago,.
after I had turned out a’‘zine of thirty-odd pazes, I dovcloped delusions of grandcur,
and I decided that The Yform ought properly to become a conscquential and influential
general fanzine. To that end , I proposed to publisih good stuif by other pcoplc,
and not confinc the content %o riy ovm good stuff, & colwm by L.d. Budrys scomed
like about the best counterploy to Bergeron'!s column by Blis' , cince theac are cboub
e Boo nost thinldful felicers in the business right now., I Licd the tomerity to ask
A.J. to contribute, and he (God bless hin) responded with an 2bsolutcly first-rate
picee which should have been thie first in @ scries of ivregular colurms, Circunsten-—
ces (and perhaps to some degree my ovm sloth) Have delayed the instent publication
until this date, and i4.d.'s finc colummn has become dated and should not, in feirness
to him, be reproduced, It!'s a damm! shamc. Dutirossed by mattor like 4jey's pilccc,
The Worm might, in time, come to be knom os The Thinking ilen's VARIOOW.

And then, another mattere Bringing it up may be an indication that Itve become
2 tebehy varmint in my old age, but I'd be intcrested in the general rcaction to this
incidente )

Sonc of you may know & fon namcd Tod Peuls. He publishes @ zinc called KIPPLE,
and has cvidently done so for some timc, since he dis, if T reoacnber correctly, now
past number twenty. I om e little vague about the procisc number becausc I have scon
only onc issuc of the fanzine, and that issue (as often happens to things eround herc)
has beon loste. .nyhowr, ke sent me onc issuce It containcd a lenguvhy reprint from
sn old SAPSzinc of winc. . Pauls gove proper credit to both the fenzine ond nc.

But sccing the issuc was the first I know cboub the reprinting of the picce. It
hod olwoys been my notion thet decent monners, here in the microcosm, whore roans
of uncopyrighted mettor crc published, requlro that one ask permission beforc ro-
printing morc thon o short cxcorpt. There wies nothing of the ldnd herce I received
my onc ond only cony of the zine, and discovered then that a writing of minc wes
foaturced in the issuce 4And discovercd further that the publisher had the conswmiate
goll—or bad tasbe——to put o check in the box opposite "This is the last issuc you
i1l receive unless you do something.! Or words to that cffcct.

I didn't do anything, and I didn't rcccive cnother copy. hich wos oll right,
since I've nover sent Pouls o Jorm. But I'd like to heor somc opinions on the cthics
of re¢printing in fonzincse
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