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TR Vol.4 He.2 18 a fumziae put eut 4 or b times a year selely fer

the befucdlencat of Fandew. The inztizateree of this coentfusion are

Blotte Otiv Pfelfer, editer and Wallace Vastebzsket Weber, publisher.

4Rk is free &nd may be had fer trzle=, centributiens amd/er letters

¢f commsant. Mailing address for Wik is, boex 267. HBL7 3rd Ave., Sezttle,

Washingzten. 98104. Wil is a Wal-2-%W®1 Publicatien.
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Before I zet en te the Haubuleusly Fameus Table ef Contents, would

like to apolegize tor loecke ef the t,ping an part of this issue. Mainly

the pagee I typed myself. The lettere oh the typer that I have been

using, den't leok like thelir givirg u sharp imprescrisn. Hewever, we will

have a brand new Smithk-Coreuma Electric for the next lssue.Alresdy WKR

is impreving.

And new en toe eur Fabuleusly famsus--
TABLs Of CONTuNTS
Fust efft, fer yeu whe like covers if yeu leck at tLae page preceeding
thie one, you'll find that we have one. Yep..by Deug Lovenstein,a mighty
Tine one at that.
0f ceuree you 2ll knew what thier page is. Page One.

And right after this en page twe you'll fiasd the editerial by
Blotte Otte.

The next three pages after that are fer the berries as Whk preudly
prerentr Coern zud fet Mere Corn by Jokn Berry starting en page 3.

Beware the Grapes of LKapp en page 6 which centaims Mission: Impreb-
able by Art Rapp.

De't resd ryz e 8 untll a Sunday it ceasias an article semetimas
knewn as Banana Split by Wally Weber.

Fer yeu fanaish types, we have Returm Of The Nee by Steven L. Muir
ox psge 11 :

Yeu can partaske in & tale of great interpluretary derring-de as
presentsl by Irene Wammer with SterfWreek beginniug en page 18

Our regular celuma of Panzine Review by Blette Otte emn page 30

Grab a bunana peel uird slither up te the peem A Snake Solileguy by
Betty Kuight en page 32

Letters! We get letters. All serte can be feuxd imn Hzcking the
Lettorhacke cenducted by Blette Otte startiig em page 33

The last puge contains a pelical Advertiement.

Interier illes snd headinxs were deme by Wally WNeber, Patricia
Preifer, Irsne Wanner and Vers Heminger.

That's sur table ef cententes fer thie iesue. Tume In nixt issce
tfer the further adventurees ef Agent Coentents.
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SOM& KEVOLVING THOUGHTS FROM A WERING PARVIZH EDITOR ovvsw.

Betcha theught that this issue wouldn't be out fer another six
years. Just choewse thst yeu can't even depend en WRK te be as irregular
¢ o1l that. One thing abeut being an irregular regular zines is that
Jou can be as irregular as needs dictate.The main problem is dediding
whether you really intend te be irregulur en & regular busis but never
Tegular en s irregular basie. Of ceurse the real solution to this press-
ing und world-shaking preblem is te keep z ‘bettle of Phillips Milk of
Magnecia en hand.

The respense to the lust Whi was very enceuraging considering that
lhere was a4 8ix yeurt lapse between issues. Ve received quite u few
latters, many tradezines (The Zlectrical Journal, The Gravediggers Gazette
The rence-builders Pest efc.).Only six bombs, a ene-way ticket to Cuba,
und a Madaguscan headhunter whe was educuted at Oxferd and speke perfect
pigzeon english. Hde wus educated on a loftier plane. After helping him
find his head we gave him the ene-w.y ticket te Cuba, there he can beurd
#1del in hig den.

New would be the time te tsll you abeut zeme of the future pluns
that we huve fer Wkk. Aell, letmenee, next issue ws plan to ummmm...oh..
she.ohorme,..0h ges, we plun te have one.This policy will be kept up for
all forthceming isscues. Then, we ure going te.....isn't that exciting
news? Then Jamwxx¥iigk promised a etory in the nexr future, thies will
be illustrated by none other than KmiYyx¥rmxx, se you see we have grest
plangs fer you WRK readers.

Incidently, there hae been a let of respense te Bznana Splits
creeping criticisem discussiorn. This ie fine, keep it up but ne fair
criticizing WiRli. After all,we knew we're imperfect but you have teo admit
that we are enly 99% imperfuct.

Many thanks to everybedy whe sent in centributiens. I hope that
this trend will centinue. We need material badly,fictien and =rtwork
especiully, yeu knew the type muteriml WRK uses, se get yourself on
Whike fubuleusly fumous Table ef Centente...cenmtribute. ISAAC ASIMOV, WHERE
Aks YOU¢%%°®

C:ems te bs abeut all fer
this iesue.The next issue will
arpeaar cometime in the future.
Vieit yoeurfoertune-teller feor
the exact date. Ve are. Look
for us in sbout three menthe
the.

cllogic ¢s
mare fon
than

This iscue has been fun
1 hepe thut yeu enjey it.

-~-Blette Otto--
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MORE CORN

Jornw BERRY

I am confronted by a terribly difficult prablem....ar nmaybe I will
be in a couple of years time.

It all started o innoesntly. One Saturday ufterncon in May this
year, 1 was wuving the tableglotn a2t the back door te distribute the
crumbe for the sparrows which flit about in my guarden.I i foldcd the table-
cleth up neutly, and lesned against the deerframe, watehing the new green
leaver on the three large sycamore trses at the betitem of my garden. In
the corner of my eye 1 noted a rucing pigeon break hie line of flight and
gweeprdown inte my gurden. He landed, waddled towurds me cuite tamely and
ate all the crumbs I'd juet depocsited. Then he flew up ente the roof,
immediately abeve the back deoer. I thought he was just resting.

Next wmorning being Cunday, I lay in bed until neomn, then staggered
down inte the garden, because the sun was shining brightly, whieh us I've
taid befere, is a rare phénomena in Nerthern Ireland.

The racing pigeen fluttered down and looked at me, head on one sids.
I fetehed & piece of bread, breoke it up and fed it te him. Experimentally,
I knelt down, but he was quite unperturbed, and even let me tickle him
seductively under the chin. He had a blue ring en ene leg, 2 silver one
on the other, 2and a long thin metal tag wac affixed te the front edge of
one of his wings. He waeg in fine eendition.

And so he came to stay with ue, and was affectionately dubbed Fred.
He gpent all day with us...sometimee witting on the grass, 1 realised
that a bird of thie pedigree should not be fed om bread, and I purchased
pigeon food at two shillings per quirter stone. This would lazet him about
a2 weegk. But every night, Jjust when the sun subsided, Pred always flox off
in u weesterly direction. after a month, I noticed the blue ring on his
leg wae missing, and then I alto spotted that the wing tag wse also mise-
ing. aAlwayse in the evening he flew directly in the esame direction, but
alwaye came puck next morning.

One day in early July, my wife said conversationally at lunch time,
"Pred's got a friend." 1 asked wus it another pigeon, and she said it
wasn't, it was u greyieh bird something like a pigeon, but smiller than
Fred. It was a couple of days before I suw it...it hid cruftily in the
foliage of one of the sycamoree, &and when we threw {red his corn, and
Fred flew down, this other bird would flutter down and creep forwurd sort
of on ite etomuch, grub a piece of corn and scuttle away. after a wesk it
wag bolder, and I obcerved it perform a most clever stunt. Jhilst Fred
was munching away, this other bird would creep forward, then suddenly
rise, its wings fluttering like miud, msking & peculiar screech. IFred

aould flup hurriedly away westwards, leaving the bird to settle down




and pinch all the corn.

No one¢ xnew what this bird was, and it took me gome research to
find out...it was a Collar Dove. I read, open-mouthed, thst until the
middle of the nineteen fifties, the Collur Dove was confined to Eastern
Burope, und thean tuddenly exploded wsstwarde, reaching Englund in the
early cixties...and obviously in Horthern Irsland a few years later.
Comsone £.id they had seen two birds with collare around their necks (I
mean 4 feuthered puttern,silly) a couple of years ago over Belfast. anyway
w8 now hud u semi-tuame (and getting tamer) Coellur Dove.

at the beginning of August, my wife said, "Fred has got two friends
now." ’

another Collzx Dove had now Jjoinsa the clan., It and the other dove
und fred cat on the edge of the roof, snd swooped down for their corn. I
vet now using three bags per week.

The Collur Dove ig a lovely bird. It's a sort c¢f fawn/beige color.
ite collar consiste of u black and white band around the back of its neck,
ri.ther as though the stud were at the front. Its little eyes are jet
black und its probing beuk has 4 slight curl dowawards at the end.

1'11 come to the climux now. Thie ie the honest truth...we now have
Fred and twenty collar dovee rermunuately domiciled sround the perimaster
of my garden during the duylight hours.

A8 soon as I step outside the door, there is an expectunt flurry of
winge, and the firet collur dove we 'owned' flies directly towards me,
then flutters without moving about « yurd away. The others wheel sbove
my head, coolng like mid. I throw the corn and they immediately scttle
around it, gobvling up the corn, I can heur their beaks clicking. Prad
mukes « lute appeurance, landing with » thump in the center of the flock,
his head shear sglushing poetry in motion as he hits the corn.

It now tukes two bage of corn a duy to feed them. 4 couple of woeks
ago I tried to starve them, to drive them away, but theylcoked at me ce
uppeslingly as I walked to and from the hcuse thet I gave in. Now 1 app-
reciute that I started 211 this. Although it is costing me feour sghillings
a duy, I'm prepured to continue feeding them. But its the side affects
which are so frustrating.

1 have now discovered that the Collar Dove is a nmost fastidious

bird, hygilene-wise. also, a flock of twenty are susceptible to sympaithetic
bowel movemente. You haven't lived until you've seusn twenty Collar Tovss,
in unison, turning «round s¢ that thelr reur ends overhung the rool =dge
wnd going through their motioas with something approaching o wilitury
manuever. The Yeplutt-esplatt-splatt' echoes arsund the nesighborhood. Fred

s ulso adept at the gquick turn-and-fire, as my wihe diccovered to her
cost whilst sunbathing in her bikini in the buckyurd during the summsr.
I heard her scream In the office, & half mile awuy.

But this ien't the mujor problem. I mean, u few bucxets of hot water

andéd a4 boy of detergent and my wife has the backyard as eleun 2¢ new in
helf «n hour,
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No, thers is nothing more harrowing at five ‘sm than a flock ef
Collur Doves giving their versien of 'Come to the Cookhouse door,boys'.
I éon't mind, but the neighbore are livid. I mean, give them their due,
Collur Doves are dumn clever birds, but they surely can't underetand
vulgar screams of abuse. I can, though, and it's only becuuse I'm an
extrenely patient person that I domr't yell back.

I'd like you te try this little experiment in the interest of
gecience. 1 don't knew whether the Collsr Dove hus reached America yet,
but one day you might see one, snd you can try out the call. Now then,
gently mold a half mouthful of spittle at the roof of your mouth and
ullow it te rell dewn your tongue, at the same time mauke w noise ag if
your trouser zipper has burst st the Vicar's Garden Party. This is the
mating call of the Collur Dove. Becausse Cellsr Doves are dexd sexy, the
male doves puff out their necks and prowl about whllst the females are
eating the corn, the males kseping a beady eye open fer a female whe is
too intent upen her food. I've heurd the expreesion 'Lightning Genzales'
before, und was perplexed at its meaning, but I know now.

If any ef yeu ewn an uviary, I'm prepared te ship the whole lot to
the States. Because I've werked eut that if Collar Teves multiply as I
think they de, I'm going to have three hundred in twe yeurs time.

My preblem is, you sees, thut it's starting to get celd, and the
birds are edging imperceptibly neurer my house 211 the time. Fred huas been
in the kitchen three times tedauy.

Hen I knew why yoeu shet «11 the Pacsenyer PigeensS.cccce.

John Berry 1968




MISSION: IMPKOBABILE
by
Art Rapp

aschen-faced, the Assistant Seattle Postmaster burst into the offige
of hie superior, the Seattle Postmaester. "Mighod, have you heard what's
happened?" he e¢ried.

"VYipe the ashes off your face," smapped the Ceattle Postmaster, ann-
oyed at being interrupted in the midst of his duleimer practice. "how do
you expect me to learn 'Grsen Is The Coler Of My True Love's Hair' in
time for the Sesttle Folksong Festival? By the way," he added,"it's not
really necessary for you to address me as Ghod when we're alone. 'Your
Magnificence' or sowething of the sort will be sufficient."

"iA thousand purdene, effendi,” babbled the Aessistant Ceattle Post-
mister, prostrating himeeolf on the luxuriocus Oriental rug, "but this is
a crisis.”

"Crieis, schmieis," snapped the Postmuster, removing the Jhite Owl
from hie mouth and placing it in the onyx ashtray where it sat ruffling
its featherse and hooting dismally. "I'11 decide what's a crisis around
here, Smedley, Why," he continued reminiscently, "remeber the time you
were all running around wringing your hands because no one ¢ould think eof
a slogan to put on the cancellation machine, and I came up with SEND
OBSCRUEMAIL TO YOUL POSTHMASTER? It not only solved the problem, but it
built us up an interesting little librury here." He gazed fondly at the
bookshelves that lined the wall.

Turning baek to the duleimer he lsunched inte the 1lilting strains of
"Cown Went McGinty To The Bottom Of The Cewer' remarking as he played,
"What do you thimk of this, Smedley? It's my eown arrangement, in the key
of H (that's four fluts and a blowout pateh, you know)."-

"l've neveor heard anything likcyitfﬂws&;aloy told khim. "But Chief,
you've got to listen. They're doing it again:”

"Doing what again?"
"Mailing out WRK."

nianarrrrgggeghhhh! " remarked the Seattle Postmaster, Jjumping up so
violently that the dulcimser erashed te the floor and even his peuce beads
and surfer eross went flying across the room. "They wouldn't! They
wouldn't darel”

"Oh, they dare, all right," Smedley ussured him. "They right dsre
in the mail sacks, dozens of copies of 'em. We thought at first that
someocne had muiled =2n srmadillo from Death Valley whieh had diesd in tram-
sit, or something. Then we thought maybe 1t HADN'T died yet, e0 we bor-
rowed & couple of buseball bate the boys over in Parcel Post keep hundy
to swat FRAGILE puckages with, and we beut the bejeszus out of the =sagk.,
But when we finully opaned it, all we found were," he shuddered and took
& long breath, "copies of WhK."

"The dirty doubleercesers!" saurled the Postmaster. "ind after ths
golemn pact we made, sesled in blood and eursed with 'cross my heurt and
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hope to be bit by lightning bugs' tool"
"Yhat do you mean®?" cried the Assistant.

"It was several years ago, before your time," esaid the Postmaster.
"WYe'd been putting up with Weber and Pfeifer and, ugh, WRR until we'd
had all we could stand. Pinally, I devised a fiendish but effective way
to stop them, I called them Inte my offiee and liid down the terms, take
it or leave 1t, and they had no choice but te stop publiching."

"What did you threaten them with? I mean, anyone so depruved as to
publish something 1like WKR, he's not going te b- affegted by the usual
gubtle preesures, like Postal Inspectors or charging him Pirset Class
rates, or the uenal stuff like that.”

"0Of course not," agreed the Postmaster. "We got them where it really
hurt-- by a finaneiul threat., You see, at that time there was another
funsine being published here in Seattle, cealled CRY OF THE NAMEIECS, and
in the course of the years we'd accumulated hundreds of copies which hud
supposedly gone te CRY subseribers but were sctually piled up back in our
storage area., Every month I used to grab the first issue that went through
here, turn to the lettercelumn, and luugh mycelf siek at the complaints
from readers who hadn't gotten previous issues they'd paid for. Anyway,
vwe told Pfeifer and Weber that unless Whkk went out of bueiness, a2ll those
back ilesues of CKY would be returned to the Busbys~- EACH ONE MAKKED
POSTAGE DUZ! Oh, it was a fiendish plan, I tell yosu. Espeeially sincs
thie gug Weber was the Nameless treasurer, and knew exactly how much dough
was avallable to pay such expenses,"

" 4 masterly pley indeed," breathed “medley in admiration." Worthy of
the Postwmaster General himself, if I may say so."

"You may, indeed you muy," beimed the Postmuster. "Of cource, in the
vears sinee then, CRY has felded, and when my nephew becams a fan I do-
nated all these back issues to his collee¢tion, =0 now we have no weapon
to use against these two foul blackguards.”

"By the way," asked tmedley, "What does WER stand for®?"

"There has been a great deal of contreversy over that," the Post-
master informed him, "We Repair Robets; Whiskey Rebellion Revisited; Wild
Raunehy hibaldry; Wally Resents Keality; Why kead KiAMPAKRTS; Whither honald
Keagun; Womsn Resent hespect;ieber's Really Responsible; the list ig eond-
less., "

"How about Weekly keliglous Ketreat?" ventured Smedley.
"Widows Lemalin Responsive."
"Washington Jteprecses Kepublisans.

"Careful, <meiley: elaction year, you know," cautioned ths Poctmuster
"But enough of this chitchat. Thie erisis demunde aection. Get on the
hooter, Cmedley. Tell the lFostmuster General to raise rates acrocg the
bourd, and curtall a few more deliveries., We'll ehow Wally snd Blotto Otto
they can't zet a~ay with thiel"

(But will thay? Only time will tell; ulso newsweek und the suturduy
reviow of literuture, perhups. ttana by ior further adventures of Tmodley
and the roctmaster, in future icssues of --ech--VKk)

7




BA/VA NA SP[./T

5/ Mr/é Waslopas kel Weber
£ he C.C.C.

L.ast issue, WRR announced the formation of a committee to combat
that terrible menace to all that is fannish, Creeping Criticism. It seems that
this issue we are stuck with it, For you new readers who don't know the
grand purpose of this committee, and for those old readers who tried to forget,
here is a recapitulation.

A trufan knows that all science fiction is inspired writing and there-
fore is without flaw of any kind. Quite often, however, Truth takes on strange
forms, appearing to be inconsistent or outright false. If these seeming flaws
are left unexplained, doubt may come to the trufan and cause him to lose Faith,
(and Faith's parents will beat hell out of him unless he finds her again quick).

The CCC (Committee for Criticizing Criticisms) has been formed to
end this terrible threat to the trufan. No longer will fans be forced to nurse
their secret doubts about the sanctity of science fiction, possibly going so far
as to drift away from fandom and fall into the evil ways of the athiestic mun-

dane.

If you think you have discovered a flaw in science fiction, don't creep
around criticizing, but send your problem to WRR where our committee of ex~
perts can get their hands on it and make you realize what a stupid mistake you

made.

Now it is time to present to you for the very first time anywhere
the first report from the CCC.

REPORT NUMBER ONE

Our very first problem for our very first report is brought to us by
a nosey but completely bewildered mailman in the form of a letter from Good
Ol' Denny Lien of Bad Ol' Lake Park, Minn., Denny wants to know, in the Star
Trek, ‘‘Blood and Circuses,'' episode, if the planet's culture is identical to an
Earth where the Roman Empire did not fall, how come the inhabitants speak
flawless, idiomatic English? Well, Denny, don't feel bad about being such a
stupid clod that you can't readily see the answer to that. That's why we're
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here, to take away your feelings of shame by pointing out how many others are
just as incredibly ignorant as you. Even the inspired writer who did the script
for that inspired episode doesn't know the answer to that one. But the answer
is simple; it had to be simple because the Committee got it from an OUIJJI
board with thirteen letters missing.

The reason the inhabitants spoke flawless idiomatic English rather than
flawed unidiomatic Latin was that, with the type of students you get in the 20th
or so century, no Roman would stoop to such a menial, degrading task as school
teaching. All their language was taught to them by foreign slaves who spoke
only flawless idiomatic English.

Jerry Kaufman was a little more all-encompassing in his criticism. He
wants Star Trek explained. All of it. Well, Jerry, we happen to have an inside
connection with Star Trek, and boy is that ever messy, being connected to the
inside of Star Trek with all that anti-matter and green echor oozing around in
there. There is a very good reason for Star Trek to appear incomprehensible
at times, in addition to the inspired writers and directors that is. Star Trek
is working on an extremely limited budget, and so to cut costs, they shoot the
episodes on location in the future as:they actually will happen and then ship the
films back to now via time travel. Quite often events or equipment appear in
the episodes that were not dreamed of in our time, even under the influence of
I1SD, and so seem slightly odd to our twentieth century viewpoint. Once explained,
however, Star Trek is as easy to understand as a Bill Mallardi letter.

Ned Brooks has two criticisms for us to combat. The first, from a
book, STAR QUEST, by Dean Koontz, Ned complains about laser cannons belch-
ing forth ‘‘corrosive froth'’'. What, he wants to know, does corrosive froth have
to-do with lasers? Ned, the clue you should have used to explain this is the
fact that the word laser is actually the initials of its true name which is --
um, er -- well everybody knows what the initials L.A.S.E.R. stand for so there
is no need to go into that. The real point is that Corrosive Froth actually
stands for Cannon Originated Radiation Reaching Outlandish Super-Intensity
Viciously Emitted, Formidable Radiation Obliterating Targets-Horribly. (And
that's only the English equivalent.) Really quite a terrible weapon. It works
on material objects much as a Blotto Otto pun works on a healthy mind.

Ned's second criticism was more difficult to cope with, but the
Committee knew there had to be an answer and didn’t stop searching until one
was found, -- or given away, actually, since the original owner, who discovered
the answer in a box washed up on the beach, wanted to be rid of it. Ned's
criticismm was of a film, ‘‘Five Million Years to Earth,'' in which a symbol
consisting of seven interlocking
circles (see Figure 1) is univer- .
sally recognized by the charac- /\
ters in the film as a pentacle.
Ned points out that the root
'penta’’ means five, and that in
dny case there is no resemblance
between the symbol in the movie
and a pentacle.

Figure 1 Figure 2




Well, Ned, it is true that we think of a pentacle as a star-shaped
fipure drawn with five straight lines to form a pentagon on the inside (see
Figure 2). But even in our comparitively unenlightened age, we know stars
are comparatively round bodies, except for a few like Leonard Nimoy, hence
the circles instead of the sharp corners. As for there being seven circles
instead of five, that is simply a logical extension into the future of a trend
already well established in the present -- inflation.

We have plenty of time and space for another question or two before
we go to press. Anyone? We can answer anything, you know.

Ah, I think there is a customer headed this way carrying -- let's
take a peek through the binoculars -- it appears to be a woman carrying a
three-foot high stack of onion-skin paper. Good grief, do you suppose they
could all be typed, single-spaced on both sides? Who can it be? It looks

like . . . it seems to be ... onu ! 11 ReAwey 1S/

ISLAM!
*CLICKH*

(((Sorry, Mrs. Heminger, but the Committee is closed for this issue.

We had to send our report in to the printers already. Come back next issue.
That will be -~ oh, whenever the next issue of WRR is scheduled -- when is
the next issue scheduled, anyway? Uh, why don’'t you wait for us to give you
a call?)))

end of report number one

By some quirk of fate
there seems to be some
space left at the bottom of
this page for a technical
discussion of just how WRR
is produced. Many of you,
including the editor and my-
self, will be surprised to
learn that the whole process
from setting the type to
printing a full-color likeness
of a postage stamp on the
envelopes is done by a single
machine called a Weirdly
Ridiculous Reproducer. To
the left, if the experimental
attachment works correctly,
is a photo of Don Day holding
a photograph of the machine.
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Return of the Neo

by Steven L. Muir

Bobbie-Joe Klanter walked carefully up the gradually ascending steps toward the Insti-
tute. The lawns were sparkling green. Sprinklers were making small rainbows with the
morning sun's warm beams. Despite the beauty of the blue-bright sky morning, Bobbie-Joe
felt apprehension churn his breakfast-laden stomach. This was the first time he'd gone to the
Institute and the first meeting with any of the Science-Fiction Forever Society officers since
his disgrace about a year ago.* A lot of earnest explaining and hard-talking had finally
convinced them that he had renounced detective/mystery fiction and that Spreading the Word
to the Unenlightened was the prime objective of the sincere Science Fiction reader. Which,
in fact, he waos.

Now he was approaching the tall, wide, glass doors that led into the lobby of the
all-white modern building of the STF FOREVER INSTITUTE. He went to the receptionist and
handed the appointment card to her.

"Oh, Mr. Klanter. Mr. White in Membership is expecting you. Just go through that
door and down the corridor.” She smiled a routine smile. "Fourth office on your left."

He thanked her and followed the directions, knocking gently on the fine plastic panel.
A voice within bade him enter.

"Bobbie-Joe, glad to see you!" White stood up and extended a hand across a wide,
uncluttered desk. "Pull up a chair!" He sat down and opened a file folder as Bobbie~Joe
uncomfortably pulled a modern chair unsmoothly across the deep-pile carpeting.

"Let's see-~hmmmm-~-" White studied a sheet from the folder. Bobbie-Joe grew more
uncomfortable and warmer. He surmised that White was indeed looking ot his dossier. He
glanced around the well-appointed office, the reproductions mounted in built-in showframes
in the wall. He especially liked the color cover by Paul from an old AMAZING.

“Well, | don't see why we can't accept you back as a member of the Society, Bobbie
-Joe." He closed the folder. "You do have a couple of smudges on your record...l note
that your parents publish a faanzine...but the Society is forgiving and we need People to
carry on the Work." Here an Elmer Gantry-like fire blazed in his face. It faded quickly.
"Of course, it will probably be a few additional years along with outstanding achievement
before you are likely to be up for full membership in the Institute---" He stood up and
Bobbie-Joe, who remained carefully silent, did likewise.

"Come, I'll personally show you through some of our activities in the work areas in
the rear of the building." He led the way to the door. "The offices in this area, of
course, contain the administrative activities. You can return here later and complete the
forms. You'll once again be a Functioning member."
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Bobbie~Joe grinned agreement and followed White down the long, waxy corridor that
led from the carpeted mahogany row. They came to a large, sunlit room filled with tables
and small chairs containing small children. Several adults were busy there.

"Here is our day nursery school for working parents of the Institute." He smiled be-
nignly and waved negligently toward the respectful attitude assume by adults at sight of
him. A young woman approached them. "This is Bobbie~Joe Klanter who is rejoining our

group. Show him around the place and then send him back through Membership paper-cycle.
Okay?"

"Yes, Mr. White." She didn't quite curtsey.
"This is Miss Bullock; she will continue from here." And he left.

She was small, round and blonde. He was still trying to think of a friendly, witty,
engaging opening sentence to attract her interest when she began explaining to him, in a
non-stop, mechanical, impersonal voice, just what went onr in her area. '

"Now this is the pre-school day nursery where we keep the children occupied, in-
structing them at once in regular nursery school skills and introducing them to basic prin-
ciples of science-fiction." He saw them at their little tables pasting green rockefs on
black poster paper. The blackboard to one side had an alphabet: "A is for Atom, B is
for Bomb, C is for Cobalt, D is for Doom." He shuddered.

He regretfully bid goodbye to the blonde as he went into the next area and so on
through some parts of the buildings. He saw older fans poring over the publication of the
Society's many and various publications. These did not seem to bear the appelation of
"fanzine". There was the room where a few fans were compiling a basic document to gov-
ern the form and layout of all such publications so that there would be a basic standard of
excellence. It's something like a MIL Spec, one of them told him, but he wasn't sure
what that was.

It was near lunch-time before he finally completed the cycle and had turmed in his
membership re-entry paperwork. Somewhat dazzled by the scope and magnitude of the
operation, he caught a bus home, determined to once again be a part of that dynamic,
forward-~striving organization.

If he worked real hard, he might have time to read some of the current science-
fiction it was trying so hard to take to the masses.

The next day, Bobbie-Joe Klanter entered the neighborhood in which he was to work.
It seemed to be an older part of town, full of two and three-story buildings infiltrated
partly by modern new structures containing motels, small offices and the like. These he
immediately struck off the list as potential habitats of unwitting non-fans.

Therefore, he proceeded up the cracked cement steps of a rambling old building
fully expecting to find somebody home.

Remembering a previous experience*, he was not a little apprehensive about what
could happen, but a zeal inflamed him as he remembered the Mission. Bring the Word to
the Unenlightened. They may watch STAR TREK and reruns of "The Outer Limits", but to

read GALAXY is to livel
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The old door swung open and a young girl stood there. She had dark hair, cute
blue eyes and a sweater that was as tight as it was full. She came up to about his nose.

"What is it?" she asked, looking at his stiff suit and attache case.

"I..uh.." Again, in a moment of siress, the Technique deserted him. "Do you
read Science Fiction?" To his amazement, she turned, without moving below her waist,
and hollered into the confines: "Hey, gang, somebody out here wants to know if we
read that crazy Buck Rogers stuffl" Tearing his mind from the scenery thus presented by
her posture(it was a white sweater), he tried to assimilate just what she meant.

A voice from within bade him enter.

"C'mon in!" She had a lovely smile complete with white teeth and dimples.

"Thanks, " he said and immediately rammed onto the edge of the screen door.

The attache case fell to the floor and, somehow, popped open. Sheets of paper and
some digest-size magazines flew in all directions. :

"Oh, let me help you!" The girl knelt down opposite him. It was then that he
realized she was wearing shorts, black and short, to go with the white sweater. He itried
to avoid looking at the smooth round expanses thus presented as they gathered in the con-
tents of the case.

"Hey, these are science fiction magazines!"

"Yes, they are and I'm trying to help people start reading them if they already
didn't realize what they're missing."

"Oh really?" The voice from down the hall again sounded over a clanking, chunk-
ling sound that Bobbie-Joe had noticed before.

"Hey, what's keeping you two?"
"We'll be there in a minute. By the way, my name's Suzie-Lizzie, what's yours?"
"Bobbie-Joe Klanter." He snapped the latches on the case.

"C'mon, I'll introduce you to the bunch. Say, don't you publish that fanzine,
FAMZINE?"**

They arrived at a large room before he had time to answer. In it was a conglomer-
ation of people, tables, typewriters, bookcases and a miscellaneous assortment of furniture
draped with more people.

"Everybody, this is Bobbie-Joe Klanter, of FAMZINE, finally come into our midst!"

Some of them even looked up from what they were doing and one, that voice, said,
"Hi, Bobbie-Joe!" and extended a hand. "I'm Harry." At the other end of its crushing
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grip stood a giant of a fan, over six foot and proportionally built. He had reddish-blond
hair on his head and on his face in the form of a beard; blue eyes that bore right through
you and a genial disposition. He promptly started naming off the people in the room, of
which there were more men than women.

"Don't worry about names, you'll get to know them all later," said Harry.

"Say, | hope you don't mind my saying so, but | thought the last issue of FAMZINE
was sort of square." Bobbie-Joe turned to find a tall, fairly heavy fan with thinning
reddish~-blond hair standing at his elbow, a beercan clutched in one hand. "l notice you
didn't have your regular column in it, either."

"No, I didn't. | don't write it any more." Bobbie-Joe felt rather warm and
wished he could remove his necktie.

"Well, | don't blame you. FAMZINE comes on less than cool, all this talk of
publishing, publishing, publishing and what do they publish? Fan-poetry!"

"Take it easy, -Steve, his parents publish that zine!" A squat, dark man, thickly
bearded, was pawing through cartons of paper. Stapled paper, Fanzines. "It's not his
fault."

"Oh, yeh, that's right," and with a deep pull from the can, the tall thin one
named Steve ambled through one of the several doors in the room. Bobbie-Joe found
himself standing alone amid a veritable cacophony of sound and activity. The girl called
Suzie-Lizzie seemed to have disappeared somewhere and the atmosphere was so casual that
he wondered if anybody remembered that he was there.

Soon his attention was attracted by several people standing around an electric mimeo-
graph which was chunking out sheets with a smooth rapidity. Several of the people would
pick a sheet out of the air as it shot from the maw of the machine and suddenly bend
over in a fit of hilarity at the stuff they read on it. He wandered over to them.

This then, he thought, was a centfer of those so-called fanzines which had little or
nothing to do with science-fiction. This whole area, though an original hung on the wall
here and there, was a beehive of facan-activity and ought to be a prime target for such
as he with the Crusade to further.

Suddenly he felt a round bounceness off his hip. He turned to see Suzie-Lizzie
standing alarmingly close to him. "Lost?" she asked.

"Well, | was wondering what they're doing here."

"They're publishing the genzine ~- our zine -- " she said. One of the fans, a
medium-heavy man with a roundish face, freckles and graying hair, broke up over some-
thing he was reading. “"Don't mind him," she said, "he always loves his own material
the most!"

"Here kid," said a tallish, thin fan. His hair was also graying, what there was
left of it, and he peered sharply at Bobbie-Joe through glasses as he handed over what

was evidently a completed copy of the fanzine.
14



"What is this?" Bobbie-Joe mumbled distractedly as the girl stood close to him to
apparently look at the cover.

"It's GONAD, man!" chortled the thin fan. "Fandom's own funzine. Qur motto
is '"Have a Balll' Read it and shriek!"

"Oh, 'Gonad', | thought that was a novel by George O. Smith."

"No, Bobbie-baby, that was Nomad, a long time ago," he said. "This is a lot
more fun. Read it. Loc us." At Bobbie-Joe's blank look, he added, "Write a letter-
of-comment." He turned back to the stapler.

"Oh, | couldn't do that," blurted Bobbie-Joe. He held the fanzine between finger
and thumb like it was a necktie soaked in catchup.

"Why not?" Suzie-Lizzie was genuinely amazed. Her eyes were wide, her jaw
dropped a bit, lips glistenly full and red. ‘

"Well, 1, uh, | read science-fiction. | don't have time to read other stuff," he
finished lamely. Somehow, in the midst of this group, the Directives of the Handbook
seemed to pale.

"Well, why did you come to the Clubhouse?" She sat down in a basket-chair,
one leg hiked over the side. He turned his eyes away. They came to brief rest on a
large portrait of a nude on one wall.

"| wanted to---" He paused. Suddenly the room seemed dead still. Then the
noise of the mimeo, the laughing fans, the cluntch of the stapler, flooded back. A
short eternity passed. "The Clubhouse? Didn't that used to be a fanzine review column
In___ll
"] don't know about that," she said, breaking in, "but this is the Clubhouse and
probably the fan-center of the whole area. C'mon," she jumped up, a study in lithe
movement, "l'll show you around."

An incredibly wild thought panged through him for a blazing moment. Then the
allusion in all its desirableness fled as they went through one of the doors; he became
conscious of the firm, utterly alive, warm hand tugging at his own.

"This is the Reading Room." He was almost stunned by the sight of it. Yea, and
verily, science fiction magazines still existed. And Books. The room was literally walled

with shelves full of them. "See?" She led him to a couch and they sat down. Her
thigh rounded dangerously firm against his. He tried to concentrate on what she was
saying. "---and all those are bound FAPA, SAPS, OMPA, APA L and other mailings

and disties. Over there," she waved an arm which caused fantastic things to happen
with her tight sweater, "are bound files of genzines... QUANDRY, YANDRO, LOKI,
SPACEWARP, BLOOMINGTON NEWSLETTER, EXCALIBUR and, oh, just oodles more

from all through fandom from the first right up to GONAD."

"Is, is that all?"

15




"Well, Bobbie, it is all of them all the fanzines from all fandoms, at least a good
representation of them all."

"Well, what | mean is---" he glanced away from her accusing stare, "aren't there
any other publications?"

"Oh, sure," she said. She bounced up and went over to a table strewn with fan-
zines. "Here's one." She handed it to him.

"STUMMEL, " he read, "The Official Organ of Pipe-Smoking Fandom."
He looked up at her, eyes anguished. "This isn't exactly what | meant."

"Well, what do you mean? | mean, there's lots of other fandoms...we're not a
bunch of snobs or anything..."

"Uh," here he took the bit between his teeth, "doesn't anybody read s-s-s-science-
fiction?"

She idly flipped through a fanzine. "Oh, sometimes | guess. You?"

"Why of course. It's the only True Literature!" Now the rote of the Manual was
.coming back to him. Convert the heathen! Get at the Very Base of the Renegades for
Verily, they are Most Active and Could help Spread the Word! A blaze leapt up in his
eyes. "Have you read the latest issue of Ballantine Monthly?" He rummaged in his
attache case and handed her a paper-bound book. "See?' It has new stories by Ted
White, Terry Carr, Arnie Katz, all the top-flight stfiction writers of today. It has a
letter-column and everything." She took it and flipped thru it.

"Oh, | suppose it'd be something to do if | caught up on my apa-activity require-
ments." She dropped it in his lap. "C'mon, there's lots more to see."

She tugged at his arm until he arose and stumbled after her, out through the door
into a long, dim hall. A faint buzzing noise came from an open door on their left. As
they passed it, he peered into the door. A man in a blinding sportshirt was sitting at a
table, electric razor in one hand, a peach in the other. A small mound of fuzz lay on
the table. There was a basket of peaches, a notebook and pencil.

"What's he doing?" She hauled him down the hall.

"Research, he says." She steered him info another room. Bookcases lined two walls,
a cot nearly obscured by piles of fanzines and magazines, cartons all over the floor, a
desk stacked high and obviously a fan sitting at it, hunched over a clattering typewriter.
A yellow stencil was in it.

"Hi, Suz-baby! Who's the neo?"

"Kev, this is Bobbie-Joe Klanter. He just wandered in today." Bobbie~Joe stepped
gingerly into the room. The fan, short, light and smiling, reached out and casually
crushed Bobbie-Joe's right hand. "Glad to meetcha. Have a seat." He waved aimlessly

in the general direction of the cot but it was obvious there was nowhere fo sit.
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"He's working on his FAPAzine," Suzie-Lizzie informed him. Bobbie-Joe almost
blanched. A real member of FAPA, that arch-organization of ex-fans, fake-fans, non-
stf~readers. [t was that citadel that The Institute most wanted to crack. It had members
that continually referred to the Institute and its members as "SerCon", "Square", and
"102%". Bobbie~Joe wondered how such a nice-seeming person could be a member of

FAPA.
"Why," he asked, "are you in FAPA?"

"It's a lotta fun, baby." The typing stopped briefly. He handed Bobbie-Joe a
fanzine he fished out of a slather of them on his desk. "Here's a copy of FNOOHG,
my FAPAzine. Read through it." Bobbie-Joe took it gingerly.

“"Uh, | don't know=--"

"Sure, read it. Maybe you'd like to get on the Waiting~List. It's down to 140 now."
"How do you pronounce the name of it?"

"You don't!" Suzie-Lizzie laughed.

"But, how, where---2"

"Oh, the title?" The typing stopped again. "It came from an Old Grandad ad on
page 53 of the October 4th, 1958 SATURDAY EVENING POST. Took the first letter from each
paragraph. We're original around here!" The typing resumed as Bobbie-Joe said: "Oh."

Suzie-Lizzie led him out of the room. "The main reason they are in apas, or any

of us," she explained, "is that we like to see our name in print."

She stopped him in the hall. "Are you all right? You look sorta peaked."

"] guess so. But it's getting late and I've got a long ride on the bus back fo
Pasadena.”

"Oh, too bad, we were going to whomp up a batch of spaghetti and all the crew could
stay 'til way late and get their zines done. It's nearly deadline time, " she added significantly.

He uttered a feeble "Goodbye" as they passed the entrance to the big room. A few waved
their hands. "Come again soon!" somebody shouted. "Do that!" Suzie-Lizzie added. "It was
nice meeting you. The club meets every Friday night, y'know. Drop around."

He mumbled something and stumbled down the stairs. A faint tug of something, a sense of
loss, as he realized he wouldn't see Suzie-Lizzie again. He couldn't. But it was difficult to
erase the visualization of her as he walked to the bus-stop. She was attractive. He sat on the
bench below the triangular green sign. He sure would like to get befter acquainted. With the
group. Of Course.

For the Cause. Of course.
He set down the attache case and discovered, in his other hand, he still held two fanzines.

The bus wouldn't be arriving for twenty minutes yet, according to his watch. Gee,
Suzie-lizzie was—--

ldly, he opened GONAD. | 17
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PANZINS REVISWS BY BLOTTO OTTO

Singe the laest issue of WKR made its appearance, 1 seexm to have
saequired quite a stack of fanzines. Thick ones, thin ones, pretty ones,
not 80 pretty ones and those im betweern. At the moment, time is prescing
and I won't be able to review theésezines, However, 1 can hear all those
faneds, who have experience a Blotto Otto review, heuving a collective
sigh of relief. So I will just acknowledge each zine that I huve receivad
at thie time. Next issue, tho, comes der review. The only thing that will
ceave you from a Blotto Otto revies will be some eourageous soul to vol-
unteer to do 4 regular review column for WEK.
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FaANTASY NEWS #7--Harry Wasserman, 7611 N. Regent Rd. Milwaukee, Wisc.
53217, 36¢ & eopy or 3/$l. No sehedule listed.

LOCUS (various #&)-- Charlie and Marsha Brown, 2078 Anthony Ave.
Broux, N.Y. 10457. 8/$1 16/32. Bi-weekly.

GRANFALLOON--Linda G. Eyster and Suzanne Tompkins, apt. 103, 4921
FPorbes ave. Fittsburgh, Pa. 156213. 50¢ a dopy or LY
About 6 eopies per year.

NIMhOD 11~- 4l Snider, 1021 Donna Beth, West Covina, Ca. 91790 and
: Dwain ﬁaiswr 1397 N. S2e¢ond ive. Upland, Ca. 91786.
50¢ per issue 2/$1l. Bi- monthly-irrogular. (hmmmn)

STARLING 12--Hank Luttrell, 2936 Barrett Ctation Rd. Kirkwood, Mo.63122
Leslie Couch, kt. 2, Box 889, srmold,Mo. 63010. 25b¢
per eopy 4/@1. mxcept #13 which is 501 Monthly.

TRUMPET 7--Tom Keamy, Alex Hisenstein and Al Jacksonm, 6400 Forest Ln.,
Dallas, Texas. 756230. 60/ per sopy or bH/$2.b0. Irrezular.

SHANGKI L'AFFAIRES-74-~Ken hkudolph, 745 N. upaulding Ave., Los dngeles,
Calif. 90046. 50y per eopy. 4/@2. #75 will cost
"6¢. Luarterly.

SN GaRDE b-~Kieard Shultz, 19159 Helen.Detroit, Mich. 48234. Co-editor,
Gary Crowdus, 27 4sest 11lth St. New York, N.Y. 10011.
This issue 707/. Irregular,

This was a close call, Buck. Fortunately Vera warned us in time.
B.O.P.

QUIP 9-- Arnie Katz. 98 Patton Blvd., New Hyde Park, N.Y. 11040. 50/
a copy. Bi-monthly.

P4EaDOX 8-- Bruce kobbime, 436 £ Stone Ave., La Grange, Ill. 60520,
Sample aopy Bbd 3/

FLIP 1-- Edward K. Smith, 1315 Lexington .ve. Charlotte, N.C: 285203.
254 a copy, 5/%1, 10/%2. Bi-wmonthly.
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LUEUI-- Creath Tnorme, hte 3, Box 80, Savannah, Mo.,6448b, 25¢ a
copye Bl-monthly.

HECXMACK 18--Murio Kwiat, 44 Munster/iestf. “tettiner Str. 38, Germany.
Munfred Kage, Cchaesberg (Lim.), Aschter den Winkel 41,
Netherlande. No price or schedule,

CPTIGN 16--Bob Gaines, 336 Olentangy “t., Columbus, Ohio 43202. Zb¢
per copy 4,1.50. uarterly.

BEABOHEMa 1--Frank Lunney, 212 Juniper St., Cuakertown, Pa. 18951.
26¢ per copy.[rrsgular. '

AKIOCH:-~Doug Lovenstein, 4£6 Coolville Kdg., athens, Ohio 45701.
£/75¢. lrregular.

DREZGH 1--Bruce A. Fredstrom, P.0.Box 647, Lugene, Ore 97401. 40/ per
copy. lrregular.

CRY 177--Vera Heminger, ¥Wally Weber and Blinor Bueby. Letters and
contributions to Klinor at 2852 14th Ave West, Seattle Wash.,
98119. Subs and trades to Vers at 30214 108th ©E, Auburn wWash.
98002, 40¢ per copy. Bi-monthly.

Well that seems to be the stack. If I miesed a zine or two I'm
sorry, but I'll give you the full treatment next time. I should mention
that all zines are usually available for trade, LoCing 2and or contrib-
utions.

I'm gpplggdd amazed at the change in zines ofer the past few years.
In most cuses the repro has improved greatly. The muterial is pretty
much the same. Oh well, WKk is back, things will ckange.

S0 much for this lssue. Remember,
we are looking for a kind soul to vol-
unteer to do a regular ¢olumn for us,
No pay, Jjust egoboo.

\
M

ep The b’a.(ol\,,’
1 forgot to mention,all you fan- Fodh .
eds who sent in tradezinas. It won't

do you any good to quit pubbing, you
are stuck with #Rh for good. You ean't
move as we will search you out and send
all of our erudsheste or come sue¢h

thine.

Farewell and don't forget to review
Wkk, the fgfid fetal point of
random.

--~-Blotto Otto---
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The Shd[’e S S 0/i/0gli /

The shining serpent slowly glided by,
A tear was in her eye -- so sad she seemed;
And this is what | heard her say, as woe-
Fully she wrung her coils and scales:
"Ah me! To regurgitate or not to regurgitate,
That is the question. 'Tis a problem hard.
'Tis full | am, to breathe | hardly can.
It seems that rabbits are too large for poor
Sleek snakes like me; a tummy of the prop-
Er size | fear | simply do not have.
Ah, me! 'Tis sick | be and it's the fault
Of that cursed rabbit that | gobbled up!
"On hand the other, that bunny surely was
The swellest tasting bunny that | e'er
Did swallow whole. So juicy, luscious, and
Salubrious! How then could | e'er dare
Regurgitate that oh so wondrous rabbit?"
Thus Lamio the snake-gal did coil, uncoil,
And stew as she the pond'rous question in
Her mind debated long without result.
Then suddenly she half-way sprang from out
The grass, her shimm'ring, gorgeous, multi-hued
Form writhing like -- what else is there to say? --
A serpent. And in bitter anguish this
| chanced to hear her loud and shrill exclaim:
"Alas! Alack! | fear the moment has
At last arrived. The thing is ta'en from out
My hands. No more can | soliloquize!"
And then no sooner had these words she spoke
Than all her scaly coils did writhe and heave;
Her mouth flew ope and out was flung a bounc-
Ing bunny that was live and whole. And when
He landed on his cottontail, he turned
His head about and wagged his ears and winked
At poor astonished Lamia and said,
"What's up, doc?" So with that, he hopped away.

(With all due apologies to William Shakespeare,
John Keats, and Bugs Bunny)

by BETTY KNIGHT
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436 8, Stone Ave
La Grange, Ill.
605625

Deur Wully,

I'm delighted with the revival of Whkk- like meeting an o0ld friend aufter
muny years of sepatation, u4s wue the case with Don anderson at NyCon 3, und
yourself very brdefly. In fuct it wae Don who got me going in fandom around
1960, wnd ¢ER was one of the first fanzines I read.

) V4. N1 was &« riot. The penultimate paragraph on page 8 would be trite
*snywhere else but in WKR - coming from you, it provokes some rare genuine
luughter in me.

) I hope your letter coluimn gets into its 0ld form - hulf the fun of the 3
0ld Whh was the letter column.

I'm cending Paradox 8 in exchunge for WkR V4. Nl. Since Fauradox is a
yeurly wuffalr 1 will be sending back ils.ues also to muke up for the extra
Jha's you will undoubtably be sending.

Yours truly,
Bruce hobuins,
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(You hope that the letter column returns to its old form?
Thut ie exactly what Put tells me whenever I try to put

on an 0ld pair of pants## You wdmit that you actually READ
a copy of WRh?BOYF)

2769 Humpshire kd.
Cleveland Hts. Ohlo
44106

Leur Seattle-ites,

Got WEE und enjoyed it. I guess it's "out-of-the-voodvork" time in
fundom. 411 these doddering old Fanzines come stagzering to the mailbox
und surprising the hell out of the older fans who think they're having
hullucinutions. The younger fans, like me, are just grateful/ Maybe..
maybe CKY or VOM or QUANDRY or GRUE will now come back. (Thut's four hints
to whomaver's out there listening, and I hate wasting hints.)

1 saw the name "John Berry" and my heurt sank. There's a bronxville,
NY John Berry, you know. But the moment I began to read "Total Eclipse"
1 reulized my mist.ke. Belfast, I meun. Thuts not Broaxville exactly.
Berry (the Irish one, now) deserves every bit of his enormous reputation
uS w humorcus. I laffed and laughed.

Hell, Mr. Weber, get your panel of experts together on this project:
explain STiK TREK. all of it.

There isn't a great deal one can s.y to or about a humorzine once
you've gaid it's funny (yes, I know I could say it twice). Using almost
w1l John Berry material isn't the wisest thing you could do, since xll
your possible contributors know that they will be subjected to the follow-
ing words, "Well, it wasn't as funny as berry." who wants thuat sort of
compatition®

Yours truly....
Jerry Kaufman

(Loddering? anything but that. With « house full of females
now, I don't need any more dodders.##Shux, even if we had
oaly used one of Johas stories that 'not as funny us Zerry'
would sti111 pop up.## By the time that thish gets published
4 revived CRY should be out.BOP)

b77 K.91 St.
Brooklyn, N.Y.
11236

Desr Wally,

Tank youee for de mag WKR. After reading it, the only eonclusion that
I can draw is that I'm dealing with some very siek and dengerous people.
Kevolving thoughte wasn't too bad compared to the rest of the ieh, whieh
wakes 1t great. Totally Kelipsed was a waste of time, it was not funny and
not even vagueoly interesting. Banana Split was nothing from nothing. The
liziting Game was a cecheap story with a cheap stupid gimmieck at the end. Why
waste time on such erap. Twelve yeur o0lds make jokes like that. Mountain
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Greenery was not &s bad as 4ll the the other John Berry trash, which by
no meuans mukes it good.

Believe it or not I wish you luck and hope you cun get some real humor
for the next ish.

Yours,
Joe the B. Drapkin.

{Oure? I'm not too sure that we want it. What ever a Joe the )
B Drapkin is.## I sure hope that you approved of the paper
that WHh is printed on. We might have a hard time getting
Papyrus.BOP. ;. ) .

619 South Hobart Blvd.
Los Angeles, Calif.
90005

Dear Otto;

Woell, I always thought if we held on long enough,time would ecome full
eircle and the 014 zenzines and personalzines would cecome back. At the FunCon
I hsard about the impending revival of the CKY, but V4Nl of WRKmappeared
in my mailbox without & word of warning; it looks as if Seattle 1s likely
to become a force in Fandom once wgain.

I don't know whether you're connected with the rumblings of Seattle in
'72, but you're helping it ulorg. I'é@ be perfectly willing to eswpport such
a movement at the moment; if I e£till feel the sume way in 1971 I'1ll vote
for you.

You &nd John Berry have a fun zine her=. I won't go eo faur 2e to say it
wus waiting six years for, but even & child isn't worth waiting much more
than nine moaths. On the other hand, «ll that time I didn't know I was wait-
inz for a revival of W¥RR with am all Berry issue, 80 what with one thing and
snother it passed without drugging awaeh.

I suggest you .talk politely to your publishers and find out what huppen-
ed to the lower nalf of nearly every page--at least in my issueo, most of them
are clear erisp olfset wut the top, progressing gradualiy uand almost Impercep-
tably to sn eye wching touble image 2t the bottom whieh made me think wuy
optical sycstem was failing to traek properly. It wxs, frankly ,more thoua a
little dise¢oncerting. Becides whieh, I'm curious to find out what c¢aused it.
I've seen eimilar elfects over the entire sheet when ite been double-run and
the rogistruatvion wus Just & chade off--Jacs Harnees ueed to do that from
time to time on purpose-~but just the bottom?T?

Wally's column on eritieism ctates & need that has long been felt in
Stf-- far too mauny rewders c¢ritieise needlessly what they think ure flaws’
snd errore in the stories «nd movies and booke they «bsorb. By 411l me.ns
let kit sturt this explanation service.May I suggest for your next icssue
on wnvnlysie of what 1g actuwxlly happening in 2001 ? Bear in mind,vu«llace,
th .t your £tatement thut etf ie an accurate report of aetuul events’comewherse
zlon» our spuce-time continuum” is awfully limiting--lote of them would huve
to be hoppening in come other spuce-time continuum, like the Burroughs Mare,
snythip of Breodbury's, snd STalt TREK.
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John Berry ought to be ushsmed of himself for dressing thut 0ld chest-
nut up in narruative form und pussing it off ue & story. Just becsuse it was
wall written ¢né enjoy.ble is no excuse. By the way, you chould put the
Billycuddymarlin S§C on your list for trades or «t leust saumples; enthusias-
tic neos with 4 genuine interest in huré science &«re becoming rurer and
ought to be encouraged. Hoping you are the sume,

T 1“’& J .

(Twlk politely to my publishers? Ha! They wouldn't understund
polite talk.%hy they might run me through « repruducing mac-
hine and you know thuat fundom couldn't tuke two)Blotto Ottos
However the problem you brought up was c«used by our unpate-
nded stretchable paper musters., The are find «t the top but
s you get towards to bpttom of the page they streeth «nd
you pick up some of the former ink, hence you get eye-uching
resulte. /e have developed, Just for you Ted, « shrinking
master. Jith this master we etart off with «n eye aching
double imuge sand gradually work down to e¢lear, crisp print.
That should belance things out just niecely.BOP.)

2330 N. Hsncoek =t.
Philadelphia, Pa.
19133

Deur Wully and Otto;

0 I have like & stack of 14 letters to answer und sseveral personal
notes pertaining to my planned visit to Calif. sitting here on my desx and
I am trying to get wun wddress file in order and make & costume for the ball,
or 1'11 buwl wnd I am hoping, against hope of course, that no more muil
will wrrive. Just then I hear the c¢lick of the gurden guate and the stealthy
footeteps of the mun from the postawful. He hus the nerve to drop & funzine
culled WKK into my mail box.

I tuke it in and sit and glure wut it, wondering how I rute this zine.
Then I gingerly open the e¢over and start to read the top parugruph. I
closed the cover fagt wund Just sat und stared. I could not believe my eyes,
50 I opened it wgwin und rerewd it. after &« bit it hit like =& deluyed drink
of Vodku« or such. after a« third look 1 finully convinced myself thut «l11
the 01d fen hud not died, but Just gotten luzy, like Rip Van Vinkle thuat is,
€0 0.K. says 1, no matter if I am swamped with chores and trying to get «11
the reudy for the trip west wnd all that sort. This I got to resd. Ae I
read, ew.ch little line mude me chuckle more till I was uctuully leughing. I
laughed s0 hurd «nd long though that now I could not stop to take my nup,
and that eould kill me in my condition.

I have been trying to locate the Berries for over three yeurs. I would
like to cxlled them bluck berrys but I note that they muet be . 1little blue
from «ge. S0 hers you turn up with them. Oh I see, you live in the right
tovn for them eh? Well my father is & native of that town too. Teattle is
nothing ney to me. I traveled all the way from there to here «t the tender
agse ofb, but 1 could never find my wuy back it seems.

Jodl, you swid estyre. Or- did I misunderstand you?
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Ha?{ You think your f«mily is large,how about my 23 cuts und & husband,

not to mention 41l my S.F. femily and my own resl fumily. In the past
year 1 have gained 3 sisters in CS.F. and guined a sister in law in real
family. I loet this last very fast too. Seems she wanted greener pastures.
fWomun! Bah! Hey, what am I saying?

I made the Cincl eon «nd found it lucking in the good old time fla-
vor., They tried so hurd to put some real ¢.F., spise into it, they ruined
the whole set-up &nd dropped in & little bitters by mistake. I think
that if you «re an ESPZR you have the right to say so, and if your not,
juet shut up. Too, who wants to watech good 0ld movies, when they ce«n be
out drinking and br¢w11ng and just having fun. Besides who ever heard
of a con without folk songs?

If that toilet is like mine it will take 3 flushes just to wash
the first section away. Aw come on now boys, it wint &ll thit bud, and
really you should be proud that you eould stay «wake long enough to get
the thing out «t all.

#8ll my best regarde to all of you and youre &nd please stay off the
insomnia kiek for 4« while. Ve do miss you, you know, and your snorest &re
evidently not that loud.

Neo-Ficially yours,
Harriett Kolchak

(I've heurd of peorple gaining weight, but you are
the first that I've heard of that gaine sisters.
I hope that this isn't &« glundular problem.BOP)

1316 Lexington Ave.
Charlotte, N.C.
28203

I was merrily typing stencils and making covrections for my first
issue when WKR boumded in. My fingers were already getting tired, so I
stopped to read it. That made me lose enough time,but I felt guilty,
getting it free and all,so I declded to loec. That meant delaying the zinme,
tuking the stencil out, putting the ribbon buek on. I hope that you guys
«ppreciute this. .

My ghod,you don't hardly get them multilithed no more. I hope you
e¢an afford keeping that up with the tremendous profits you make off WEKK.

I used to be put off by fuanish fanzines, but, through back copies
of HYPHEN, some issues of DYNATHON, and some of the younger fen's attempts
at fasnishnees, I have warmed to that gchool of writing to the point that
I enjoy them better than most sny type. (The favorite is the not too-
serious sf eriticul-type zine.)

Berry's things were good, but were worth reuding, if for no other
reason, to get gems like TOTALLY ECLIPSED., Th«t wae one of the most well-
written and entertaining things I have seen in & fmz in some time now
(and I haven't been in fandom very long, €0 make senee of that).
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Yes, Wally, I do «gree that as fen get 01d s«nd Hardened they are much
- too critic«l of ef. I don't let one typo on puge 130 or one illogical
remurk ruin my enjoyment of an otherwise good story, «nd otheres would do
well to follow suit. I have been resding £f for «bout five years now
(which ien't very long, I know), snd I have read stories from ull time
periods, from Verne and Wells to last month's puaperbacks, and I think

we ure entering « very good few yeurs fdar sf. When I entered, I wdmittedly
was fascinsted and astounded, more over-uwed than I have ever been in my
life, but then I wes reading primarily snthologies of the best from the
various time-periods, so maybe I did have on hell of &« good time. But I
didn't think as much of the new stories. And I didn't until about the last
of 1967, and now, 1968. e may have fallen down on shorter fiction (most
of the stories in the prozines are pretty bad) but I huve already read
several novels that are Hugo-quality (at least four) with only h«lf the
year gone.

Did John Berry do those illoe for his stories?

How do you get eontributions from Berry? is there any mugiec formula
or speei«l praise or bribes he is susceptible to?

I hope you appreciate utterly ruining my day. I'll send you my Thing
if I ever get it finished. Is that enough comment for a« god-damned 20
page first-issue-in four-years?

Ed Smith.

(Those illes were done by none other thin 0l' banuna
eplitting Wally Jeber.# No we didn't bribe or threa-
ten John. He happened to hear « rumor that we wers
giviniG.M. Carr « onme-way ticket to Belfaust.#BOP.)

423 Summit Ave.
Hagerstown, Md.
£1740

Dear wally:

where will it all end? Firset Psychotie, then Warhoon and now VKR.
More important, what ean fundom do for «n enceore that will not be an
unti-elimax? Diseover that the South Gate eonvention was staged by mis-
take « dozen yeare early und hold it instead in '69%? Or face up to the
fact that the Ballard in fsndom and the Ballard in prodom xre the ssame?
I've just watched The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll snd Mr. Hyde on tele-
vision, a«nd thut served as &« sort of mild preparstion for the much
worse personslity split that the two Ballards would represent.

In any event, I'm most happy to see WKkK agsin, &nd You can see that
even at my «dvenced «ge, a little pructice enables me to spell it corr-
eetly with capital letters Just us in the 0l1d duys. Now if I can jJjust
got out of the habit of writing You with & capitul letter, I'll have the
shift key under almost e¢omplete control.
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I don't know how you got «l1ll this muterial out of a Berry that
geemed to huve gone to geed or something. However you did it, the feat
should bpe repewted. I'm astonished to find how eusily he huas resumed
writing in the fumiliur und inimituble style. &ven his fuvorite words,
like ecruffily, «re on hand uagain.

The first of the Berry contributions, Totally Eclipsed, must be the
moet effective use of this partieular theme since the Mark Twain chapter
in which it happened just &« little differently. (They climbed a mountain
at great expense and difficulty to see the eun rise umid spectacular se-
enery, but made & mistuke snd looked in the wrong direcectlion and didn't
look to the euast until the sun was already ten degrees or so «bove ths
horizon.) The Waiting Game ie not quite s much fun to read for a purely
personal reason., I'm growing afraid of tin ecane, because they seem to
have formed a plot to take over the entire world, firest the lovely spote
of the countryeide, and graduaslly they're intruding into the towne u«nd
the ecitles. What other explunation can there be for the fact that beer
and soft drink euns are becoming ever more sturdy and complicated, while
it's guite impossible to find any metel in things formerly mude of metal,
like childrens toye and Excedrin Bottle tope?

Mountain Greenery is «lso fumiliur, for « quite different reason.
In this c¢ase, I don't suffer cold chille from reading it, beczuse I had
no personsl contuet with the illiecit liguor industry that once flourished
about fifteen miles south of Hugerstown in « csecluded little valley known
a8 Frog Hollow. Instead of rockete, they used as & warning signal a man
on & white horse who galloped through the bick roads every time an un-
identiflied automobile entered the wrea. This white horse duly uppesred
in severs«l books about Maryland folklore «s « legendary phantom sometimes
glimpsed by touriste who hxd lost their way. Some years ago, we hed an
ascsistant social editor at the office who seemed to know all the import-
ant people in townr, even though she wae simply a2 modest country lass who
had seldom been in 4 larger c¢ity like Hagerstown before. Some people who
came to the offlee used to look «t her as if she struck some fazint chord
of memory, too. idventually we discovered that her father had been one of
the best-patronized bootleggers of the prohibition area and she'd grown
to know 80 many miniesters and high school principals and c¢ity councilmen
ag a little girl, when they'd come to her home as customers.

1'd always aesumed that people eite the first science fiction they
read as their favorites becuuse secience fictiom gets worse all the time,
but your mention of Zinstein in Banana Split causes me suddenly to wonder
if I wasmn't wrong, thereby preserving my perfeet record. Maybe the whole
tiruth ie quite different. If there is an expanding universe, with every-~
thing flying away from earth at unteld veloeities, this would autorati-
cally thin out the runks of sclenee fictionm writers more and more as the
yeare go by, thereby lescening the amount of good science fiction that
could be written within the limited area represented by the American and
suropean publishing ures.

The cover is magnificent,but I wish you'éd made it clear about the
identity of Put Pfeifer. Is it the wife, the dog or the duughters? I'd
irnclude the goldfich in the list of poesibilities except thut this Jdef-
initely does not look as if it had been done in watercolores.
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Thanke for including me on the revived mailing list, and please
aon't tell me in udvanee that the Cry of the Nameless, Sinisterra and
The Fansecient are mext. It'll be such a nice surprise and I'11 have lots
of time to rsud them during the three-day labor Day week-end.

Yrs.,&e.,
Harry Warner, Jr.

(Oh,that was a elever one. Berry gone to seed.Ummm yes,
Berry.....seed, uh-hu very good.## Of eourse, by this
time you have received the revived CRY. Don't know
about PFunsecient,but an 014 iesue appseared in the 85th
SAPS mailing,i Binieterra,that is.BOP.)

713 Paul ©%
Newport News, Va.
23606

Vevar Wally,

Much thanks for the WRR, it if great.... I don't seem to have the
previous issue of six years ago, but I know I saw it, probably over at
Harrell's, I had just become a fan in 1962!

TOTALLY ECLIPSED and MOUNTAIN GREENZRY are the kind of thing I wish
I eould write. Sure am glad to see Berry writing again. THE VAITING GaMi
wag not nearly as good as the other two - or maybe I am just too high
minded to appreeiate it!

On an emotional level, I agree with your ideas about Creeping
Criticisms,., But my scientifically trained brain Just wont ignore those
logical and technieal goofs in sf stories. I try to have faith, but
after sponding 40 hours a week at NATA thinking logieally, 1 can't jJjust
turn it off when I get home and piek up an s8f book.

€0 I will take you up on that epeeiul service. There are andless
examples 1 could bring up of details that annoy me 1in =f stories, but
I think the following should illustrate the problem -

Book - ST4R CUEET, by Dean Koontz. Cituetion - story open with a
rip-snorting battle between super-robots srmed with super-weaporpe. One
of the robotse suddenly realizes that he is human (he has a humun brain),
and not wanting to be killed in the battle, takee off on his own built-in
rockete to escape. Now that is all perfectly reusonable. But in the des-
cription ofthe buttle seene we have the following- "Laser cannon erupted

-

like aclid-stomached gliunte, belching forth corrosive froth..." FULIL STOF!. -

screeches my logicul eclentific mind... This makes about as much sence

as sayling that you suwed down a tree with your bow and arrow, or 1lit

your way home ucross the durkling plain with a shotgun. A lager is a
device that emite electromagnetie radiation at a fixed frequency, spccif-

ically, coherent rudiation. 4 laser cunnon is cuite likely and they appear

often under the names of "blaster", "beam cannon", and =o on. But where
does the corrosive froth come into 1it?
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And there was the otherwise excellent film, #IVE MIILLION YEAKRS T0
EskTH, based oa "UATERMASS AND THE PIT. On the incide of the elien ship
they discover a symbol scratched on the waull...Seven interlocking circlos,
a center one surrounded by six more. Por some roeason which ie never ex-
plained, this is instantly seized upon by everyone as evidence of & con-
nection with medieval sorcery, and it is continously referred to as a
"pentacle"! A pentacle must be five-sided, as the root "penta" meuns
five. und the pentacle is u standard symbol of medieval magic, i.e., a
pentagram. But thie thing is not a pentucle} If they wanted a roentacle,
or even something resembling one, why didn't they use one? Or even a
center eircle surrounded by five eireles...

Yell, I hope you can return me to the True Fsith, Juest goes to
show where to much thinking will get you...

Best,
Cuyler Warnell Brooke, Jr.

(Guestione, questions, always cuestions. Anyhoo Wally
answers them in hie colyum.## 1 didn't copy your

circle design because I don't want the readers to think
that our lettercolumn goes around in circles.BOP)

14524 Filmore Streot.
Arleta, Calif.
91331

Dear Otto,

Gad, I almost didn't believe it! Wkk did, Just as you said it would,
finally appear.

The cover sure seemed appropriate to the event all right. One nice
thing about the medium, you ean do £0 much more in the way of rerrocducing
illustrations. In this csase, do you work right onto plates or make camera
readt copy? I seem to figure the former.

Luckily for you, John Berry eame through. Of the three, "Totally
Eclipsed" was by far the bect, in the grand old tradition of the Berry
etories. It usee the understatement to best advantags.

Ah, yes, BallaNA SPLIT. It is like o0l1ld times all right. And there is
a certain Truth brought out in BS (oops, an unfortunate coincidence,that!)
about the masterworks of science fietion, the deathless proce of the
hzlycon ysars of the great prozinmes. Llike PLANRET STOKIES. Let Hank
Reinhardt and Marsha Brown write in envious agony as 1 chortle and gloecat
(ever try that, gloeat I mean?) over my complete run thereof. Indecd, it,
too wus one of the first magazines I started reading when I becume inter-
ected in science-fiction. snd that Winter 1943 issue featuring Henry
Xuttner's "Crypt City of the Deathless Ones™ was the very firct iccuce of
PS¢ that I bought. I still remember that elassic cover trio. Thc lovely
cirl, stending in an attitude of terror best suited to schow off hor long
limbed figure. The hero battling hie way through the Spik;—for:g@ Fo heud
off the translucent blue human-shaped Thing bent on doing corunln]
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unimaginebly Horrible to the girl. I never did find out just what it was
thut the Thing could do to the girl but in the procecs came to reslize
what good stuff old Hank c¢ould turm out. Much different from his relat-
ively FferCon etuff as Lewils Padgett. But lest this turn into a thing about
Kuttner and his muny and varied talents (which the Wik staff might condemn
ag crecping eerconism),l will continue to comment on WKK.

"The #Jaiting Game" wasn't quite up to the first story although it was
a good transposition of a basic old "dirty" joke. Well done in thzt con-
text but not up to the Berry standards.

I'm afraid, however, that "Mountuin Greenery" wasn't with it. Not
up to hie usual at all. It was sort of foreed and the whole thing depend~
¢d on a couple of lame coneluding paragraphs to sort of tie up the loosely
knit bundle of fibres. It, too, of course, was u paraphrase of an 0l4d
joke. In this country, during the Presidential tenure (or campaign) of
Hgrry €. Truman, there was the Jjoke going around that some Whk readers
might remember. He visited un Indian Keservation and every time he guve
& little speech or made some promise to them, they'd all hollexr "QOMPA!
OOMPALI". A8 he was leaving the pluce, near a c¢ow pasture, he was cuution-
ed not to step in the oompa. Fo.

kight now there's a lot of oompa going on in Chieago, Jjust like in
Miaml a few weeks agol...

Well, so much for that. There isn't too much to get wound up sbout
this trip. Naturally, getting the zine off to a rousing start isn't all
that easy. I imagine by the next issue or so, the letter-~column will be
abounding with the same type of stuff thut made it so lively znd uniguely
WkKich, as it was before. Mebbe even it will aguain attain sdch heighte
and WKK letter-hack carde will be distributed...

Then again, mebbe not. Well, we'll see. Thanks again and best of
luck.

Yours,
Ed Cox

(As you see or will see,our letterhacks haven't
changed,maybe esome numes have changed but the fiercs
Wkt flavor is still there. Letter-haek cards? wWell
maybe. We do have some plane in the future for our
dear lettershacks .HHHEEEA AAHHHHAAAAY!Y BOP.)

745 M. Spaulding
Loe Angeles, Calif.
90046

Leur wally,

I'm not LoCing WKh. The spsctre of 2 humor funzine that 1le¢ really
funny and good, is to much for this fasnish heart. Of cource thure ic
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alwaye the consolation that you cheated and published three items by
John Berry. as if that weren't enough, you STOLE my (admittedly unpub-
liched) ideu azbout the dangers of addistion to eriticism. I've always

had the notion that it doesn't do one any good not to like the thing

JOU re spending your time doing -- so why bother veing critical? Now
you've gone und epoiled the bit before I hed & chance to write my brill-
iant and definitive article on the subject ## So, sgir, I'm mud at you end
absolutely refuse to LoC W#RE. ## However please do not stop sending me
this §onderful Rip koaring zine under any circumstances.

Best,
R. Kepneth Rudolph.

(Humph, well in that cuase we refuse to print your
letter. Oh, you may very well say that you see it
here in print. But don't you believe it, it is
just one of our many mind-shattering devices that
mukeg you think that we ure printing your letter.
o there., BOP.)

369 Wildwood Ave.
akron, Ohio.
44320

DBAR BLOPP0 OTTO:( AND INCIDENTLY? Mh. WEBER,TOO)

0 YOU JUST COULDN'T LEaVE #ELL ENUFPF ~LONE,EH??? YOU JUST HaD TO
T.X THE TOLBKANCE OF FaNDOM ((SaY, I LIKE THaT EBA E-~SOUNDS REAL BOSFS,
MaN, BOOSMaN-~--UH THAT SHOULD S.Y BOSSMAN ...mebbe we should make it THE
offishul fraze of Fandom..for whatever good it would do!))...uh, where
was I? OH. You just HAD TO TaX THE TOLERANCE OF FANDOM? didn't you??
How?? Why, by re-issuing WRE, of couree., YHAT IN HELL YOU TRYING TO DO,
MaKE WKEK THE FOCAL PINT OF FANDOM? FE'VE ALEKSaDY GOT ENUFEF RuVIVED Fall-
7 INES THAT HAVE EXTUKNED FROM THE DEPTHS OF FANNISH GAFIA,WITHOUT HaVING
TO CONTEND WITH #Kk. FIKST THEKE WaS ODD,THEN PSYCHOTIC, THLN WERIL IS
FARDOM SLOYLY BUT SURELY GOING #kK-CRA "Y9? Uh, 1 mean C'TIH -CRAZY? (There,
you ses,how insidious your Zine is.. already it s affected my weak liddle“
mindoo .

At any rate, welecome back:

You may wonder why it took me so lomg to answer WEK's arrival, but
then, 1 NEVER questioned the unarrival of WRR for all these ycaers---I0T
MUCH' Methinks I had even sent a contribution way buack whin--and then
WRL folded! (do you still have it?) Truth to tell, I've becn elightly
Gafia myself lately, but that was NO EXCUSE on the Pateful Day that VKK
arrived at my Parents House. No. Funny thing was, I was therc, helping
my folke paint the houcse (and natchurly I got more on NI “than I did on
the houce!) When my mother brought the mail in. che didn't tcll me I
had some mail--altho I STILL get mail there insteud of herc off & on,
oven tho I've been here for a4 year and a half. So, out Ol curiousity I
checked the mail, and saw a rather thin pumphlet sddrosced to va, vith
the unucsual initials of "WKK"™ on it. "Ch my Ghodl™, 1 ykllcd mitte VLIES
"yhat's wrong?" me mither ssked from the kitchen. "It's Whki" I crelained
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srein, walking into the kitchen myself. "Is it a girl?" ehe avzced., "io,
it's Jkki" 1 explained once more,"und it's bees a long tirme since Ifve
gotten itl" "Is it & letter from a GIKL?" my Dear 014 Mom percisted.
(You see,she has a one track mind, sSecing as how I'm 31 and unm.rricd
yetl) "NO,LOM," I screamed loudly, "It's & #sNTINE called WER thut 1
huven't gotten for ut least..oh..." And quickly my alert mind grusped
for what I thought was approximately the right answer,..™ah,..at leact
SIX YEART, anyhow!™ "Oh," she said feebly. You con imagine my astonich-
ment when, upon opening WKk to your Editorial page, you casuslly remurked
that it was exactly SIX YEARS sinee your last issue! Howse THAT for
£.C.P. perfeetion? Great eh? (Now that I've won thie little victory, why
don't you fold «kk for good now, singe it's evident you cannot fool me,
who (2long with around 25 other faneds) elaims to be the Cecret llaster
of Fandom?) THE CSHADOW KNOWS!! HEH! HEH! HEH! ({( Your mind is getting
foggye.sclondy...isn't 1t? Well if it is, it muet be that booze you've
been hitting agsain,Blotto Otto!l))

Upon reading WRk, I must confess, Father, that I eannot tell a lie..
it seemsd a bit too much on the SERIOUS side. Get rid of that Stupid Clod
Of i Publieher (In initials, that's SCOAP)--WASTEBASKET WEBEK. TH4T PUTON
in his Banuna Split re:c¢ritiecism has turaned me off that dessert for
life! (Banana Splits, I mean) All that foofawraw about criticism and all,
why, THAT'S nothing but Creeping Criticism, itself. Wally Weber is not-
bing but a2 Creeping HypoCriticiesm, hieself! Nyah! Go back to being
F*U*N*N*Y, Weber, ok?? It may not be better but it can't be worse! ( I
hope this eriticism of you 1s tsken with a few pounds of Morton's salt,
Wally, so you can epice up YOUR FUTUKE COLUMNS! Heh!) Just kidding about
it all, of eourse. (But juet in case, I WON'T be at BAYCON--that way if
you have ideas for revenge, you'll be foiled...again. Personally I prefer
typerwriters at 2,000 miles instead of Foils.) The reason for not muking
BAYCON?? No money:

As for the rest of the Rag...uh..]l mean Mag...Berry?----- John
Berry?---Ghreat Ghu, it's good to see him buck in FPanactivity again--
kecp getting etuff from him alle time. Must admit tho, that this stuff
doeesn't have the "Glow" that vintage Berry-tales had. Let's hope it is
regained for future ish's. Of the three tales, I 1liked 1. MOUNTA4IN GRELLK-
EKY; 2. TOTALLY ECLIPSED; 3LKD, THE #AITING GAME. And thet, aside from the
apropos cover by your wife, BOP.,is, as they say,THAT

I enjoyed WEREK, and more espeeially, enjoyed seelng it's reseurrection
maybe later 1'll send another sontribution, if you went. Use the firet
one tho,too.

Bemmishly,
Bill Mallardi

(AND 8D COX thought we might not have the WRhish
flaver of old.fpwWhaddya mean fold WKK? Do you
SEE& THE SIZE OF THIS THING? and you want ue to
fold it. Ha! snvelopes is the only way.ROP.)
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R.t.D.
Lake Park, Xinn.
56554

fowee Gang-

Thig morn, rueset muntle beclad In suituble mornish fushion, I was
awakened from a sound 10 A.M. e=lurber by a ringing telephone, u roaring
trumpet (free plug for Unknown), a2 elanging gong, a whistiing whistle, a
steam c¢alliope and a shy zither named Zaechary. Boundimg from my bed, I
hastened to answer them in approximate order (or evem "ordure”) and
gwooped down the stairs to discover said ringiag telephone was a wrong
nurmnber (with 9,999,999 possible wrong numbers out of every 10,000,000
per one wright ome,Il'm not curprised). Bleary-eyed ard hangdog (who
barked,zargled ehoked then died dead), 1 tottered om to disecover the
proximate gause of the rest of the noise, aul spproaehed the table on
whigh my morming mail waes reelining patiently. The trumpet, gong, whistle,
and ealliope 211 seemed to be e.acznuating from a chunk of pulp paper with
a Seattle postmark and a nawe like a helicopter in heat. (The shy zither
named Zachary? He had just eome alomg for thes ride.)

"Gaahh, yecchh and *GOOD*LOkL™{¢i.C.)," I moaned. "Another erudzine
to line the bottom of my 2madillo eage." (No, I uon't have an armadillo,
just a e¢age. Don't bother me.) "Sesttle? Whom do I know in Scattle? Oh
yeah, the Busbye." But a little voilce deep within my outermost being (1
have no innermost beinp, but I have a very deep putermost being) whispered
"Not s80; the Busbys are Good Fer and True and would never acescrate fan-
dom by issuing a thing with u mame llke a drapgonfly belching. As Polige
Commisioner Gordom is fomd of saying, "Onlt one man ¢arm haxdle this....

I don't knmow who {or ia this case where) he Is, but I do know this...that
looke like hie typimg!”

"Halleluiah," I chortled, "a tanzime from Batmamn!" I daueced about
for a few moments with a somewhat less lictless thar usual eir before
attacking the erole and singlie &rd wolitury epd.'stmewhat solidifiea staple
that separatsd me from the leannish publlisutionm of Bruce Wayne, wealthy
soclalist (or it that 2ocialite? If hneat shall be given off by buruing
a copy of WEk, ®=o shall 1lite. Wes.)? thesn pounmeed. .

Well, I meaa, it wae only WVW aftsr &ll. I mean, no offensre, WWW,
but eould you elimb up the Empire Btate Buildimg ow a Batrope? Kven if
BlottoOtto helped you? I must say the dicappointment was crushing and how
dare you raise my hopes, only to raze my hopes? {Subtle pun there.)

0.XK., 80 Wally dJeber lives! and 2ll that and I wouldn't want,gzood-
nass knows, to begrudge you that share of glory (1'm very generouc with
my free pluge today)® but still, Bruce Wayne is Bruce Wayne and you are
you. (Just try to find something to argue with in thut comparicon.)

aAnd I'1ll bet Blotto Otto Pfeifer casn't even fit into a« hLobin euit
(assuming that you kick the Lobim out firet, along with any bLaby cuckoos
who may have usurped the nest) or even alfred's tux or aunt Hattle's
apron, eo what good is he?% Yeah, Blotto Otto, what rurt are zg% playing
in this great comedy, or medioecre comedy anywhy, called Life? (4hich scaid
great comedy was cancelled by ABC after thirteen weeks.) After all these
years when Blotto Otto was just a name to me &and at lucst you're reul,
with a goldfish and canury. Pleace cend me a 3xb color photo of your gold-
fish amd eunury and I will iseue u permit to go on breathing.
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Hey Wally, what evar happemed to Alabama? (Yeah, I know, sture fell
on it, Write your owwm straight limee,) It seemes like only four years and
5 few months s£imee ChY died...ChY dle-ie-e-di-(sob...s0b...)- well, you
know- and then Serunch and the Fakeery #*. and other than that and that
one loe on my brilliant earthsha ing collaberative one-chot,PIASCO (2
copies sold, 100 givenr away) 2nd a 50¢ refund from Elinor Busby a year or
80 ago ( er...that doesn't soumd very propsr...ths 50¢ refund was really
from CkY, via Elinor Busby), aside, I say from these driblets and drabe
and drorlets, I've had to assume that the earth opemed amd swallowed The
0ld Gang (Buz, Elimor and Wally; as opposed to Bonmnie, Clyde and C.V.,
that is). And now here among the mail reelining on my morning mail-mouxd
ie a chunk of something returning from the tomb with a name like posit-
ronie robet purring and Wally WVeber lives! and so does Blotto Otto, a
former name to me, and the latters entourage and Seattle and all of that
and all's fannish in famdom.

S0 now 1 guees I'll have to reud the damm thinmg...

Hey just a quiek additiom while reading "Banunanama Split" before I
forget or Just in case I gafiate before finishing the issue. 0.K., you
want s8ubmissions of supposed errore aund flaws in storiee to explain away.
Remember one of the more terrible Star Trek episodes thils spriang, "Blood
and Circuses" (the gladiator ona)? Here's this planet *JUST*EXsCTLY* like
Earth only the Koman Zmpire never fell. 0.K.? Physically identical, same
koman gods, customs, arehiteeture, clothing ete,, slightly futurised -
the "Jupiter V-8 Automobile," for instance. 0.K., Kome never fell, right?
So how come everybody spoke English? Flawless idiomatie English? And it
was Engllsh, not translated Star Trek-ish Basic Galaetic or whatever,
Pecause the whole cuote surprise ending uncuote (not to say moral) depend-
ed upon & misunderstanding betwesn worshipping the surm and worshipping the
Son.~--Gakh ard double gaah.

Onward and upward and montgomeryward to note that John Berry aleo
lives! WVhich is no mean feut in iteelf. "The waiting Game" is a variation
of a better known dirty Jjoke which all fen rrobably knowbut I'1ll tell it
anyway to prove to the world that John Berry is just a rewritten version
of Hugh Hefner.

an astronaut landed on (take your piesk (a) the moon (b) Mars (e¢)
Alpha Centauri IV (d) his backside) and eBuw & beautiful humanoid alien
woman stirring something im a pot. He used (take your pick (a) an uni-
vergal translator (b) telepathy (e) sign language (d) his Diper's Club
e¢ard) to ask what she was doing and she replied "Hiking a baby," to whish
ke parried, "How long does it take?" "About tem minutes,” the answered,
and went on etirring dntil a humanoid aliean baby crawled out of the pot
and tottered off, Not to be daunted, the astromuut asked her 1f she would
like to learn how bables were made on Earth, and receiviug an affirmative
answer, he pounced and they ( take your pick (a) made love (b) slept
together (¢) eopulated (d) forget it- this is a fawmily fanzins). After-
wardes she smiled mistily and asked how long it took for the baby to arr-
ive. "Nine months," says our heroand the aliem woman pouts and &ays "then
why did you stop etirring?"

But 28 I said everyome knows that versionm so it's & good thing that
1 didn't waste your time with it.

I'm surprised Berry didn't get suspiclous earlier in "Mountain
Greenery". The Ballycuddymarlia group sounded entirely too polite,
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rationdal and sober to be fans.

and to think that Berry will be 83 before the next eclipcs...five
or gix ysars is a long time to wait...Alf had the right ideu; he doesn't
nesd to worry «bout almanace znd tirce zones. and the thought of a globe of

earth ringing is frightening enough without slipping into nightdresses
and sueh, .

Banana Split again: how dare you imply that 1943 Planets are the
ultimate in sf when they're befor my time? Everyone knows that the great-
est sf was put out aroumd 19954 or 55 and that the sescond greatest sf book
ever written (being the second that I read)was Loger Lse Vernon's T he
Space Frontieres - whigh I re-read 2 or 3 times in the next few years,
which faet may aecount for my beeoming the.shambling hulk (fres larvel
plug) you know and love today. Maybe there's something to be said for
'43 Pluanets afterall.

I'm about to begin my second year of graduate sehool, hoping to
finieh my M.A. and muke a start om & Ph.D., all in English, which ig not
that good s field, and at the U of Arizona, whieh is not that good u
sehool. I wae Jjuet givem 2 so-called "permanent 1-Y" draft elassification
which means I don't kave to join Canadian Pandom, and my most recent heard
just passed the two-eonsecutive-year mark, though it's only a goutee these
days. ©till unmarried, poor and lazy as hell. I've run through two Kam-
blers (ons ageident,one junkheap), a motoreycle (resold after one day
of terror) and 2 bieyecle (given to Students for McCarthy for am auetion).
.~ Currently I'm walking,staying at home, reading the Magazine O0f Horror,and
writing letters to erudzines like yours that sounds like two Olinky toys
fornicating..

Hoping you are the same.....
Good 0O1' Denny Lien

('Bghade, if I hadn't left a few pages of this billet-
doux out, I'dom't think that this ish would break a
hundred pagee.##Did Zachary slither? I used to know
a slithery zither but net under the name of Zachary.
Sorry no ples of the goldfish or camury at present,
I eouldn't get them to pose tegother.BOP)

THOSE YHODIDN ' TGU ITEMAKE ITDEPT : PAT BAKNWELL sends us a little artwork.{we
will try to find a spot for it, but we will probably have to print it
anywayBOP)SETH A. JOHNSON thinks omly Wally Weber cam stop Wkk and not

the reader. {((dite right, sinee no fans by the name of Reader gels Wkk,
BOP. JLYNN HICKMAN eomments on the faet that it seemed like such 2 short
time mgo that he gppl)ed read an issue of WRk(ahh, but the old odor doth
prevailethBOP)HAKOLD FALMELR PISERK sends us a sard of acknowledgzement.(We
will send you another WKk in acknowledgement of your scknowledgoment . ROP,)

That'e the lettercol for 4+his issue. Hope that you had fun, the w.y
it looks I would eay that it wont be long before we huave u lettercol to
match the one 0f 0ld. VaYs CON PaNaCeeveeseessvss.Blotto Ctto.
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Richard A. C.

Puget Sound Bridge: If it becomes necessary to

GREENE build a bri_dge across Puget Sound, it should be a
5 . covered bridge because of the rain.
epublican State Parks: There should be an expanded system

to place parklands within easy reach of every citi-
zen. For the citizens of King County, I envision a
wilderness area on the site of the Boeing Company.

Quilcene Oysters: Baked at high heat with a little
chive, parsley, garlic and wine. Littering: A litter-
bag at Bert Cole's private hunting lodge.

Employment practices: Elimination of all catch-
polls and tipstaffs.

Indian ﬁshing_ rights: Individual catches will be
limited to 4 Indians. Geoducks: A Republican Land

Platform: CO{?IEilSSifraerItohbelllcl% up:hGovernor Evans.
Land use: Land should be used gently but firml sion Wi ias g sk DL Sen
Whidbey Island: Whidbey Island must be replaced?. the (le:n:)iv.ho will go out fearlessly and commission

The above political ad is being printed at this time because Mr.
Greene's ultra-conservative policies required that he take full advantage of
WRR's reduced post-election rates.

The entire text of the ad has been lifted without permission from
the state of Washington's Official Voters Pamphlet (honestl). At press time,
Mr. Greene's chances of winning the office of Washington State L.and Commis-
sioner are considered to be slim by most experts. With 100% of all precincts
reported in, he trails his Democrat opponent, Bert Cole, by approximately 80%
of the vote.

§ 6855888585885 8585585585885558588558855§85585§8§5858868§8
Notes from the Publisher (in this case, Wever's Other Head)- - -

Open letter to Irene Wanner (artist of Start Wreck):

Please, Irene, next time draw your cartoons on paper 8-1/2 x 11, leaving some
margins. We had to photographically reduce those drawings this time, and that
gets expen$ive. Also, we had to do a reversal of your title page, to get ink cov-
erage, but then, I always did take a negative view of such things. §§§

I don't know if the press will ever be the same after running this issue of WRR,
but we can only hope for the best. Right now, it is just sitting there going
“‘Gloggle, glggle, grumph’’, and it still has a couple of pages to go. I hope it
recovers from the ordeal. The only thing that got me to run it in the first place
was the threat of WWW's turning off the TV set on Friday nights, and the prospect
of missing one of Pat Pfeifer’s ‘*WRR Assembly Party Spaghetti Feeds'’. See how
insidious this thing is?

l.ate news from Dannie Plachta; LGS

MARCON 4 ..... 28, 29, 30 March, 1969 -- Holiday Inn East, 4701 Broad Street,
Columbus, Ohio 43227 -- GOH: Terry Carr, Special Projects Editor

of Ace Books -- panels, parties, banquet -- Please make reservations 2 wks

ahead of tirne -- Last year sold out. Chairmen: Bob Hillis & Dannie Plachta.



