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Los ingeles 56, California) and for the Spec-—
‘ - tator Amateur Press Society. This is #13,
— 1 to be initielly distributed in the €0th SAPS
i W mailing, July 1962. The cover of this issus

i e was done with a magic marker by Bjo Trimble;
pix o1 the rear cover is by Arthur Thomson, Don Fitch
| Eil“ﬁ kindly consented to do the lovely litho work
u.fxffj on these two pieces of artwork, and though we
i114 have already thanked him rather profusely we
I {1 should like to do it agsin here in print,

f 4 Interiors are by Coe, Harness, Rotsler, and

{ maybe a few others; unless you’re completely

L ) style~blind, you ought to figure it out for
yourself without much difficulty. Commeats
on this issue are welcome from mon-SAPS, and
a8 we keep no permanent mailing list from issue
to issue will insure your receiving #14. . This
is Silverdrum Publication #58.,
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IRV, formerly Speedy Jack

editora

This issue would have been about twice as big as it is i?
it weren't for all sorts of Digturbing Elements, Initially, there
was the fact that I was going to college and had my finals during
the period following the release of the April mailing, Then there's
the Westercon, which would have been raported on in all the Gory
and Drunken Details in this issue save for a lack of time and co-
herence, but we won't even mention that. Additionally, I'm working
with Don Fitch on a project for the National Amateur Press Assoc-
iation which has taken up all of my time, or 28 much as I can spars
of it for that particular interest.

However, all this is neither here nor there, and is not
really the reason that this issue is dimunitive in size compared to
previous anniversary issues of the series. Rest esaured that they
will not interfere in the production of the October number, how-
ever, and that we will do our utmost to make that issue the big,
big, big, a&ll prose and poetry issue that this ons isn't.

In short, the October issue will be even smaller,
=000«
"TO0_THE WORKING CLASS, SHE'S A PRECIOUS PEARL"Y

Being somevhat of a creature of habit, I made it a2 practice,
almogt every day of the school year just recently past; to sit in the




cafeteric at noon reasonahly near to a table frequented by the radicsal
and left-wing elements of the UCLA campus, dangerous people vhom you
would do well to avoid. And, since I am also an inveterate people-
watcher, I soon noticed that the left=wing girls that showed up for
lunch were almost always very tired, dead on their feet, and in their
manner.

For a while, this perplexed me no end. However, it wasn't too
bothersome since most of the students on campus wvalk about as though
they were in a mental vacuum eracked only occasionally by the epproach
of a kindred vacuous mind or the announcemert of a midterm. Or
political rally. Then, the reason for this left-wing lassitude sude
denly dawvnad on me,

Ahaha, I said in my languor one noon, I guess they act that
wvay beceuse there's so few of them, It must be a formidable task,
indeed, keeping all those left-wing fellows from defecting to right-
wing girls.

«000=
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Sitting in a geology class in which I was not enrolled,
watching the two girls in front of me chattering away quite obliv-
ious of the lecturer’s machinations, I learned that every year approx-
imately five or six feet of England’s east coast is eroded away by
the effects of time and tide. Since Romen times, the lecturer said,
this has resulted in a loss of nearly three miles. And England isn’t
a very wide country,

Better watch it, George Locke!
=000=

THIS WAS WRITTEN DURING AN ENGLISH 132 CLASS

I took a lengthy steam shower last night, to cleanse my
body. The pores opened and the accumulated dross of eges loft. But
vhere do I go to steam out my soul?

The body 's beauty is fleoting, somevhat sadly, but it serves
a8 an open door (one cf several) to the .soul. The aoul’s beauty is
not fleedting, if it is present at all; it may, with love, grow in
beauty though the body holding it (but not often conteining it)
diminjishes in apparent beauby.

Sharing is important. T want to be ablc to share mysel?f,
body and scul, with as many others as are willing to share with me
equally. This, and not considerations such as abolition of money
(something I heartily disagree with), is why I subscribe to the
Nelson pledge. [The reference to abolition of momey is in relation
to Ray Nelson's article in FANAC #85./

You can never steam yourself enough...

=000=

Por those who may conceivebly comment on the above, T ought
to note that it's hardly a complete statement of my idees about life
and love. - Keep this in mind when and if you choose to comment.

In the next issue, I sort of hope to have more 'Critters" by
Adrienne Martine. She said she would see about it, anyway. There
may also be an article by Gary Deindorfer. If some of you outsiders
(er, non-SAPS recipients) will write interesting letters, there?!ll be
en interesting letter column, B -

— Bob Lichtmen



OVERHEAD, the sun was shinipg more brightly than on most
other summer deys and every once in a while uwe starlings would
go flosting happily by on an errant breeze. The leaves in the trecos
were brown and orange, the grass was dull green and dry to the touch,
of & small boy's hands or knees. It was Indian summer. A squirrel
darted across the lawn in front of the little house just off Fair
Oaks Avenue, but the two boys busily working there didun’t even no-
tice it, so intently were they focused on their self-appocinted
task, nor did they notice the riwvulets of perspiration vhat ran down
from their brows as they vorked. The day and ‘the season were soon
to end; but the mood was to continue and be known ag ..-
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hildrens hour

"Hey, Ted, hand me the screwdriver!" one of the boys seaid.
The speaker was Bruce, a slightly overweight youngster with extremely
dark hair wvhich while cut quite short still nanaged to look unruly
because it vas never combed or even brushed down. Bruce was wearing
a dark black teeshirt with long sleeves and a pair of black trousers
to match. On a chain around his neck there hung & plestic black
heart, which he had von in a penny arcade game aome months earlier,
on a rare visit to the amusement park in a nearby city. Bruce wore
a deep unintentionally evil expression on his face and when he spoke,
he spoke in a harsh voice.
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the fitty-minte ¢

Ted hended over the screwdriver, then returned to his work
hammering nails through the thin boards to hold them in place on
the main structure. Ted wasn't his renl Zirst neme ~- which was
David == but it hed been for scme years in his town an affectation
to use ore's middle name, or another mame entirely, in placo of onels
real name. No one was quite sure vhere Ted picked up hias ekenane,
but everyone secretly thought it was perhaps because Ted so resem=-
bled, with his wavy light brom hair and hie plump presence, a teddy-
bear. Ted wasn't naturally overweight; he used to be quite a ‘rim
1sd, but then he read some booclis and soon afterwards started eating
Pive meals o day, when he could get them,

Pruce’s real name was really Bruce, for he had not been a
native of Ted's meighborhood, having imigrated to it from another
gstate. If he thought anything at all, one way or the other, about
the local habit of picking ckeczames, he never voiced his opicions
on the subject,

Ted and Bruce were both friemds of Peul, the lititle boy with
the large imagination who lived over on Raymond Street. They had
been amongst those kids who, three months ago as this scene takes
place, had chosen kingdoms from the city map of their naighborhood.
Tor an afternocon’s divertisgement %o endure this long was unusuel
enough, %rue, but it had also taken on some unusual new agpceis,
Rether thon merely being limited to an imaginary world centered
on the towm, at least six more levels had been added until the whole
picture was quite complex indeed. Porhaps part of this wss due to
the fact that during the summer, Panl had been away at youthk camp,
$hus becoming umable to administer the divected grovth of bis ideao
Ba this as it may or may not, what Ted and Dxruce were doiag that




afternoon was building a siructure out of orange crates and old
plywood in which =~ in their little imaginary structured world
they could travel great distances of time and space. Thoy called
it, for lack of a better term, a "spindizzy," though none of }hem
were quite aware of the term’s origin or meaning.

Coincidence would have it that at exactly the same moment,
Bruce finished driving in the last screw and Ted finished hammering
down the Pfinal nail, They both stood back at a shert distance and
surveyed their finished product, To the casuel observer, perhaps
a dignified gentleman or a female doctor walking dowvn the street,
i{ looked like nothing more than a hodgepodge of boards mailed hap-
hazardly onto a quartet of orange crates, with screws and levers
sticking out here and there for no particular reason, Hewever,
to the boys, it was the culmination of hours of hard work. They
surveyed it jubilantly,|silently, for a long moment. Then one
of i{iem spokey in.a voice that'quuverad.withasqppressed excitemaent.

"I can hardly wait for Paul o coile over tomorrow and see How
it looks," Ted said. Bruce staried to nod and say something in
agreement, but suddenly there was am intrusion.

"What is that...that thing you've got there?" a familiar bub
unfamiliarly angry voice demanded. It was Ted's mother., "If you
think for one minute, young man," she said, wvaving an angry finger
- at the two boys, "that I'm going to allew thaot monstroszity to stay
out on our front lawn, you've got another think coming!"

"But it's not hurting anything," Ted objected weakly.

"I don't care if it's playing liozart behind ell thet wood, "
Ted's mother went on, "I want you to get rid of it. Take it out in
back for the trash collection in the morning! VWhatever gove ycu
the idea that you could leave——~ Bruce, you go home!" Druce darted
off towards Fair Uaks os fast as his legs could cerry him,

“But, mom'" Ted objected once more. "Why can't it stay---7"

"Because I say it can't," Ted’s mother said; "now help me
drag it sround in back and then we'!ll go inside," Together they
tugged and straeined and scraped it acrxoss the graess, up the d rive-
wvay, and Pfiaally to the rear of tho garage. "Now come in ahd have
dipner," :

Ted ate dinner slowly, grudgingly and pensgively, looking up
at his mother often and gulping his food down. After what seemed lilke
several hours, his mother, silent through dinmer, spoke once again,
only more gently, soothingly, "Now, Ted; I want you tc go %o your
room and go right to bed. And I want you to thirnk bafore you go
to bed about why I made you teke that thing off the front lawn, I
know that youw and Bruece are heving fun playing this Coventry game,
but this is just going too far, you know,  The idea itself may be
good for you at your age, but you just can’t go around manifesting
it in gsuch strange ways. Now, kiss mother goodnight and go to sleep

Ted d4id as he was told, but as he wellked off; he could be heard
mubtering to himself, over and over, "An idea isn'i responsible for
the people who believe in it, . An idea izsn't responsible for the
people who believe in it, .An idea isn’t responsible for the people
wvho believe in it. An idea isn't —"

==B0D Lichiman
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*Mailing comments are the friendliest
thing two people can do."

HOBGOBLIN #8: Ter:zy Cerr

I wish you weren't such a good writer, Terry Carr. Bo-
sides Ve fact that you are all the time cowing on with Clever Quips
and Deadly Barbs (poison~tipped?). if you and meybe five or six
other people were absolutely horrible, uninteresting writexs, I'd
feel no gualms whetever about concluding the sparkling series of
SAPSzines I've been doiag for the past three years and gunietly
making my exit,

After all, T'm not in SAPS because I like reading through
the collectively cruddy meiling commerts of & whole bunch of peo~
ple vho could do better but won't, IT'm not even in SAPS because I
am aasvering any sort of clarion demand, or betause I imagine my-—
self a sori of kpuckle-dragging lmight, nocking over windmills
full of FAPA members, So, remember, forewarned should be fore-
armed, so heed ye: if you want to get me ont of SAPS, ebout six
cther pecple will have to drop with ne.

All of which is a rather round-about vay of seying that
I'm hardly @& SAPS meuber for any sort of group spirit. I'm a SAiPS
member becavse I enjoy the writings ‘and opinions of some of the
people; some of the time. Eut you can't &l13 please'me ell of the
time, 8o help me; Ambrose J. Weenms. .

Well, yes, it ought to be abwvious, just Ly a comparison
of membership lisis and a sampling of mailings from eech group that
FAPA is quite superior tu SAPS, even when SAPS is at its best aud
PAPA is just logfing alomg. I am rather curious as to what my cwm
reaction to becoming a member of FAPA wi¥l be, T mearn, insofar as
ay SAPS metivity is conecermed. 1 rather expect that thevre will he
a dirop in my actiwity in this here apa as 7 pick up interest in
That Other One.




The thought occurs to me thel maybe I can capitalize on uy
£211 this year in the Pillar Poll results from 10th piace to 13¢h
plece by doing the same sort of prima-doame act that Earen pulled
last year when she fell from 10th place to 17th place. By simply
sticking out her lower lip in print end moaning about how SAPS
didn't appreciate her end how she was going to do mimimum activitly
?rom pow on, she managed to raise herself all the way back up to
8th place on this year's poll, in the meantime putting out & num-
ber of sterling issues of a gemzina,

I don't think Y°11 do that, though, I look sort of silly
with my lower lip banging out, and it's hard to talk that way, too.

Yesh, I know I missed a lot of staff in that article on
Berkeley because I had & few more notes down someviere for that ar-
ticle, I didn't use those beceuse it was already quite long enough
and besides I would heve had to continue it to the end of the mag-
azine, since I'd already run off the following pages of meiling
comments with page numbers on them. I sueppose page numbers do
have their disadvantages at times.

Sather's Tover or Sather Tower (and I think you're right),
practically everyone up there on canpus calls it the Caapanile
these days. I guess I was perhaps one of the few people ito refer
to it ever as "Sather's Last Erection® (a term I picked up from your
column in a long-ago Shaggy) end vhenever I &id im the midst of a
bunch of students everyome thought I was beimg terribly original
and witty, tee=hece, The only really big deal made about the struc-
ture while I was up there was the ipstalation of glass around the
observation deck so people coul@n't jump of? avymore, like. This
was supposed to be & great improvement, but I think it Iowered the
attraction of this classical old landmark a good deal.

I bave always thought thet the placard on the Sather Gate
ought to be at the faot of the Campanile. From wemory, I believe
it went something like this: "Erected in memory of her husband by
Jene F. Sather, 1878.7 And then of course Walter Dreen mentiened
a plan on the part of some engimecring students to ccustruct a huge
conden and leave it at tke foot of the Tower some night...

I knew that the fountain was called Ludwig's Pountain, oo,
though these days thaet ghastly beasi has some competitlion from other
dogs for space in the fountain and ihe attentions of other people.

I wonder what the dogs thought about heving the water of their
fountain pericdically and regularly tinted one coler ur another,
or having it filled and overflowirng with scap bubbiles,

In my article, I said that the Zountein was sort of a social
center on campus, but I guess I exaggerated a bit. liowecver, I used
to think of it as such, becsuse on weelends (especially) when I would
come riding up to campus I would slmest inverisbly fiand & buuch of
neat people there doing all sorts of silly fun things, like swim-
ming in tbke fountain or heving water fights, or something else squelly
raucous. One afternoon I managed to get into a wild long conversat—
ior with one young ledy cver who had the most claim. to use of ihe
fountain: the people or the dogs. I thipk we decided that the dogs
could use it all they wanted duxing the week, if they wonid let the
students have it on Saturday and Sunday, but I couldrn't be sare; be-
canse the conversetion terminzated by her falling ip the fouvntsin
backwards.

"fhe lasé man cn earth sat alene in his fallout shelter,
There was a knock oh the door.,® T guess I wede this.up, but I
really couldn’t say for sure. I hope I did, becamse I rather like
it as a logical conciusion to this sort of thiog,.



Though I didn'd notice them the first time through, I711
also agree with Gerber’s gripes on the use of “alright" and run-
on sentences, For well over a year, now, I've been recommending a
book by E.B. White and William Strunk, "The Elements of Style," to
fans, If you can't find it in your area, I will get one and send
it to you for $1.25 postpaid, flat in an ernvelope. It's a paper—
back with ell sorts of explicit directions on how to write clear,
readable English prose. Offhand, I'd sey about 25% of SAPS couléd
use it, at least. '

Another thing that rather bugs me is the extreme affect-
ation some fars have for shortent spelling like "tho", "thet", and
"throo® or "thru", Maybe I am an old purist, and stodgzy, but i
think English should be rendered as it was set out. Not &s it was
ariginelly set ocut, for God's seskes, since I don't read 0ld English
and I don't suppose you deo, either, bul at leest in 1line with cur-
fently accepted usage and spelling. The advertising fleld is doing
quite enough harm to the language these days without fans edding
their own particularly peculiar two cents worth,

However, this is a minor quibble with me, so long as you
don't use run-on sentences everything will be alright,

After reading your comment about Kirstenfs idea for a
combined laundromat and coin-mimeo place in Berkeley, last night,
I had a short, discontinuous dream about it when I went to sleep.
About the cnly thing I can remember from the dream; other than be-
ing teken to the place and led to a typewriter to cut a deathless
stencil, wishing for the thousandth time in my life that I'd Lept
my mouth shut, is a little snatch of dielogue between me and Kir-
sten back at the Nelsons' house in El Cerrito,

"You mean," I was saying to Kirsten,"that such a plece
really does exist? I don't beliewve it,"

*Certainly it exists, Bob," Kirsten replied. "Ray and I
are going over there in a few minutes to do the laundry and V¢ put
out the next issue of Universe. Would you like to come along?"

And I said, "Yes," and we did, end I did, end vhy <hat's
fantastic, It was a very amusing dream, but I wish I couid re-
member what I wrote on that deathless stencil, Everyone secmed to
like it,

Real-life washday in Berkeley used to be somewhat of an
Event, anyway, even without & coin-mimeo around on which to pro-
duce a one-shot., Ve would all meet at the Payless lecndromat en
Hearst near the corner of Evelid, mext doox to the inexpensive but
good coffeechouse, and while the laundry wves doing dtself, we'd all
go over to the coffeehouse and sit around chattering and watching
WValter T. and Poopsie do all sorts of silly things, like bring
laundry carts into the coffeehouse {or disappear up Fuclid which
they did several times).

Vashday was something I counted on every once in a while,
since I tended to let all my clothing pile up until then, and I
timed how long I would wear stuff by hov long it was vo the next
likely+washday. 1If washday wvas cancelled for a few days or a week,
I was often in a bind, unless I went out and did some lauvudry myself
or pot some more clothes. Usually I did peither, end soxrt of stoyed
avay from everyone for a few days, unless I met them out in the open.

Hovever, I'd better not write any more about ¥oshdey, or
else people will really start accusing SAPS of being a sewing-
circle club,

Well, there's always Ted White's mailing comments...
Perhaps the Mensae test does neced revisicn end revglidation




so it can logically be applied t¢ en Amevican audience, I'm not so
surc that it's valid for mest of the people who are taking it, any-

l(:)wayn Or coes the 0ld rule azbout IC tests being inaccurate and in-
velid for anyone above the &age of 13 not apply in the case of a test
as difficult os Mensa's?

Yhanke for your interesting dissertation, Ted, on the mews-
papers in the New York and Capitol ereas. Howewve, I'm afraid thet
for the time being I'm lost as a newspaper reader. I just don’t
Care snymore about whet's happening out there in the Real ¥World.

For instance, this semester just.past i wes supposed to have sub-
seribed to the Sundey edition of the New Yerk Ti for & Political
Science ceourse I was taking to £ill ovt some requiremente. I not
only didn't subscribe to the %iﬂ%& e it was avound $8.00 for the
semester end I eouldn’t justify deying out that kind of money —-
but I didnft even touch an issue
of the local Timeg, the Los An-
goeles one, to see what was going
on until baeseball season started,
snd since then 1've been checking
the sports section every once in
2 while to see where the Los
Angeles teams stend in relation
+0 the others, out cf sheer cur-
iosity.

Por instance, wvhen Carpenter
went up, it took me an a complete
surprise, I hedn't even knovn
thet there was another avtempt in
the offing at orbiting someone.
The first I heard of it vas on
the cexr radic while travelliag to
schocl one morning, and by thal
time the capsule Carpenter was
iz had alteady completedone full

orbit and was heading into its

¢ second time eround. Aad even af-

TG s W ter scquiring krowledge of his

e . ” flight haging taken place, I wasp't
sufficiently motivated to pick up

the nex?d dav's paper and read about it.

In fact, I guess the only newspapers 1've read this year,
since T wrote those comments in the last issue of this megazine,
have been two or three copies of the fan Franciseco { icle, and I
will readily sdmit that I oniy read that paper because I like the
slant they give to local bay area news and I like their colunmnists.,
Otherwise, I wouldn't read the Chiromicle, eithew,

I've also read most of the isznes of the UCLA school paper,
the Dgily Bruin, but I hardly think that comwmnis. It's not as in-
teresting as it used to be either; despite a fine column by one Joel
Siegel, examples of vhich are reprinted elsewkere in this issus .

I used %o like the Daily in enocugh to write silly, pointless let-
ters to it under the name o arl Brandeon, & 20-year-old Negro math
nejor, one of which even got printed; bub X don't care mach Lor id
anymore,

I seem to have a checlmark by your comments regaxrding the
prospect of aucticning off nubile youmg women at the s~-{ conventions,
but Por the 1life of me I can't remember what it wvas. A copy of
TEURBAN T #1 $0 whoever write me the cloast couzment to the one I had

i MANM%sc0



PSILO #3: Jame Gallion

After my little stoxy, "The Children’s Hour," ir the last
issue, and the story later on in this issue, I suppose I had better
explain my attitudes towards Coventry and the people in it, and wvhet
better place than uader the title of the zine whose editress is giv—
ing Coventry such a lousy irage.

I think that on the level &t which Coventry was initally cr-
eated, the level reflected in the sdories I'wve written to further
the Coventry mythos, which is Ceventry aua Pasadene (to use proper
terminology, for once), Coventry is & useful device. However, this
level is nothing more than & neighborhood on Earth occupied by e
bunch of nine and ten-year-old children, There isn't anyone in
Coventry as it nowv stands wvho is much less than 18 years old, and
most of its chief proponents are in their early and middle twenties,
Obvionsly, on this level, at least, Coventry is a reverzion to some-
thing they should have left a dozen or more years ago.

Coventranians are apt to use all sorte of ratiomales to jus-
tify their continued participation’dn Coventry. A popular one at
the present time is that of a useful escape from realkty, into a
vorld where one can set up one's own position in life, usually a
highly romenticized and successful one, and interact with others who
have chosen “o do the same. There is a cealbral coordinating bmureau
for all this, which has its headquarters in a big browvn envelope
in Bruce Pelz's briefcese, Well, okay. Considering that Cowentren-
ians are science~fiction fans, membexrs of fandom, they're just take
ing the same step that got them into our paper world to begin with,
There's nothing wrong with this, so long as you don't take it serw
iously.

- Another explenation for Caventry is its use as & literary
device, to provide an instant background for rollicking, free-vhsding
adventure stories. A number of Coventranians have admitted their
inability to invent their own background to such an extent, and
thus maks no bones about the fact that they are, in essence, put-
ting themselves in the position of being a bunch of leeches sucking
away at Paul Stanberry's little children's dream world. (And to
some extent add in so doing to the overall structure.) This, oo,
is a perfect rationale, so long as it isn't used as a cruich; it
is nice to be able to write other kinds of fiction; tco, not just
Coventry stodies.

However, my complaint about Coventry iz, first, that it isr't
really vo 2ll the attention that is lavished on it by its chief
proponents. Though the possibilities for literary expansion and
identification in the fantasy world are relatively infinite, there
isn't enocugh substance to the concept to make it worth following on
such a scale. Constructing fantasy worlds con a methodical basig —
and its publisher had admitted that The Coveutrarisn Gazette is no-
thing more than e repository for this cons%ruc%xon; he goesn‘t really
care if it's read by non-Coventranians (but then, why not publish
only as many copies as are needed, and let SAPS off the hook?) —
geems to be taking all the fun out of it. VWhen I constructed fan-
tesy worlds as a child, they were spur-of-the-moment things, and
though my interest mey have been kept mp for a dey, or even a fevw
weeks or so ou occasion, I didn't write any of it down, and I no
longer bhave any interest in doing anything like that.

Ancther considerxation is that the prime proponents of Coveniry
have tended to ireat it just the same as any other kick they get
turned on to: by leunching themslevoa into the Coventry circle, |
hobnail boots straight in front of them, they tend to turn off &nd
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alienate most of the rest of fandem. Howevey, this is but a minor
cavil, so far as I am concerned, in relation to wiiat T consider the
major favit: the fact, as mentioned, that Coventry isan't woerth all
the fuss & boiier, Most all the people participating ip it actively
are very capable, and under other ecircumstances prodace mmch that is
gOOdo y '

¥hy they should heve any serious, extensive interest din Cov-
ehtry’s brand #f escapism is quite beyond me, Suppose cne of you
explain why? 1'd be interested to kaov,

I don't like your cover this isauas, cven thongh the eyes are
ditto-anelogous to my own somevhat olive--green eyos. However, Ted's
sonnet on the fronitispiece makes up for ithis. I hadu't thought Ted
cepable of something quite ms good as this -- his usual vork is move
like 3hat song you printed overleaf, which I liked bu® uot %oo much
~=— gnd I'm pleased to see it. This ought to have » wider audicnce,
you Lknowy see if ycu can get permission to submit it to some po’try
quarterly, maybe.

Vell, I disagree with ycu aboul beer and home brew, but I
do agree regarding mixed drinks. About all I will deign to mix my
straight liquor with is an ice~cube, so that after nursing the drink
for a while it tends to become rather dilute, as the ice-cube melts
down apnd diffuses into the alochol,

Tn fact, at times I guess I'm rather a snod about mixed drinks,
particularly when I'm in & silly mood. which at parties is often |
gquite often. I am apt to find someone I know drinking & mixed drink
and nutter something, although rather lowdly, on the oxrder of "Gad,
mixed drinks! What a ba:gggjc custon.® I really don't like adding
nixers at all. The very vhought of something like rum and coke
makes me feel violently ill; but then, I don't lilke coke. (It's a
litile too coal for me.) |

The probelm of birth comirol on an intelligential level is
one which I doubt will ever be resolved, so long as governments are
madec up of rec:onably “average' people., It is extremely difficult
to predict just what sort of oifspring will resulti froin any givea
set of parents, and ithe chances of baving & genius from u pair of
subpar parents is just about as good as those of heving a mozron fiyom
a couple of geniuses. I don't think there is any definite means of
predicting the odds one way or the other,

Too, you run into the problem of human rights. It is all
very well and good ior those who are meztelly endowed sbove and beyond
their fellows to run around Jdishiag thcose who are rot so endowed,
trying to run their sexlives for them, but whati do rou think the
pecple on the receiving end think of all this? Subiozmel in intel-
ligence, they heve feelinps, too, and I darxesay thecy don't guite scec
the logic of allowing you to foxbid them to have children becawvse
the chances are their children will neci be particularly gified.

And once a subnormal chilld is borun, there's notling you can do,
short of mmrder, to prevent it. DBeliave me, if you could come up
with a solution for this, I’'d be glad to bhear it, but 1 don't think
you can. I lkmow I can’i,

Thanka for your information on local worthwhile restauranis,
though I haven't yet had a chance to try eany of them cut. In return,
maey I reccommend en Hungarian restaurant to yoa?  When you're in the
vicinity of the 1900 block, wesibound., on Washington bonieward some-
time, drop in at the Debrecen, 2 estbrmation delicetcssen end zes-
tourant. Their Hungavrian food ig guite fine stnlf -+ aad I speak
with the authority of someone whs's had en Dungeriun backpround,



incidentally ~— and it's very reasonable. They have a reasonsbly

wide selection of dinners and almost all of them are only a dollar 13
apiece. However, it's not quite as tacky as you'd expect for e dol-
lar; their dollar meals are relatively monstrous, and very good, and
rather f£illir;. I recommend their stuffed cabbage fairly highly,

and their so-called barbeque plate even moreso. ,

The waiters at this place zre fantastic, too., The one that
waited on us last time we were there seemed to speak about four dif-
ferent lenguages. He took our order in a heevily accented Emnglish,
of course, passed it cn in Hungarian, then at other times was heard
talking in German end in some Slavic tongue we couldn't sort out,
Many of the other employees secm to be similarly mmltilingual. I?
you speak any of these tongmes, you might find it interesting to
vigit just for that alone.

I diecovered an interesting place on Santa Monica boulevard
in West Los Angeles recently, too; a cheap Chinese~Americen rest—
gurant that is situated somewvhere on the north side of the street
between Baring and Colby and which looks for all the world from the
outside like a greesy spoon that BDoyd Raeburn would abjure. Hov-
ever, I was walking aleng the boulevard with Terri and ve were both
hungry, but she didn't feel like doing any cooking. So we dropped
into this place and wvhen I found it was a Chinese place I was utterly
fantisted.

Terri doesn't care much for Chinese food so she ordered e
New York steak dinmer. I ordered chicken chow mein, since that could
be fixed in a hurry and I had to catch 2 bus in an hour or so and
didn't have time to get anything more special. The food wasn't
exceptional, but it was very good and there was plenty of it. Terri’s
steak dinner came with a salad that hed en unusually good dressing
on it, Yoo, I took a taste of it after she raved about it and
it was like nothing I'd ever tested before, T can't identify the
spiese but I liked it.

n1:11 bet people come in here ell the time just to order a
steak dinner and get that salad dressing," I said.

Howcorc I don't talk 2= much as I write? Well. I suspect thai
some people are talkers and others are listeners, and e great meny
others fall somevhere in between. T tend more tc be a listener, and
unless enimated by one thing or eaocther am content not to say too
very much, Alse, somevhat of & reticency and a dislike of sticking
my foot in it too often might heve something to do with it. As
you know, I occasionally temd to be extremely silly, perticularly
when I heven't had enovgh sleep or I'm gildly looped. At these times,
I koow I'm going to be rather mmehy and not make too very much
sense, so I usually shut up tighter than an acre of clams,

Well, vhat's your theory?

SAPTERRANEAN #6: Naltexr Breen

Despite the feet that, as noted ebove, i tend to be rather
quiet at fan gatherings, or at most other gstherings as well, unless
circumstances demand that I meke my presence known, I would not clas-
sify myself as a withdrawing introvert. . Nor have aay of the SAPS
members I've met particularly qualified, with Ruih Bermen being the
only possible exception; she was almost' painfully unobirusive when
I met her (briefly, at a pariy out at Lewis!') in 1960 after the
convention. '

I use Polychrome stencils myself, Walter, thz green veriety
wvhich sell for around $2.10 = guire at the plaece where I do most of
my supply-purchasing. and they are quite soft and senstive. fhen I
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make an error on them, I firsi burnish it out with the top.end of

my Rapidograph, which is smooth and doesn't make further cuts into
the stencil, and them, though this does the job fairly well aund on
small errors of one characterxr would be quite enough I =zpply a thin
coating of correctine and carry on. :

I don't have the same trouble with gﬂ-;g§$ion fluid drying out
or evaporating as you do, but then I always makd it & point to close
the bottle eech time after 1 use it. This takes a little lounger, of
course, but there's no wastage et all. I have two botiles of cox-
f£lu around here because when I got my Rex-Rotery and supplied myself
with mimeo equipment again, I forgot I 3till had the first bottle
of corfiun I bought back in early 1960 or thezeabouts. . {lo, come
to think of if, it was late 1959, arcund September.) Though it's
pow vell over two years old, it's still in usable condition; and it
is one o those "wide~boitomed, conical botiles” against which you
80 vehenently rail. .

Tali narrov botiles may retard evaporation & so forth, but
they ere moze likely to fall, ovex, and I guess you know what happens
wvhen corrccition fluid gets on furniture. , That is wby the manu~
facturers of the stuff largely mse the conical bottles with large
bottoms, ard not to bilk the publie,

Pictures you want of the cute nymphets that live eround here?!
To hell with that. ILe¥ me extend to you a sianding invitation to
come over here some Sgturday afterrcoon during the summertime, when
the girlwatchiug is fun and easy, and See For Yourself. JT'm hardly
able to take pictures, not having a camera, much less ged prints made
of them.

Besides, these nymphetls are slowly, ever so slowly, heginning
to turn into (you should pardon the expression) nymphs. Onco a
nymphet, not always a nympheti, and other heady thoughts.

When I was living in the Bay aree, Welter, Y got quite used
to taking those hills on vhatever bike I was using, either yours
or the one I later bought from Jerry EKnight. Perheps this is be-
cause I am, to begin with, fond of walking and exemcising my leg
muscles in othdr non-strenuous fashions. Organised and planned
claisthenics turn me off, but stuff like taking long walks and rid-
ing a bike doesn't iturn me off at ell, This coruer of Los Angeles
also Las & grealt many hills muck like those in, Berieley, so I was
prepered in o way for what I found there.

The Claremonid district I hardly ever wenvtured up into, sinece
there was nothing and no one up there that I wanted to see, but I
did a great deal of riding in and through Albany, including moxe
than once going up thal hill on Solanc awvenue from the foot of it
at San Pablo all the way up paet Peralta and to The Alameda,, which
later turns into Brove street as it goes into Berkeley, I alse
made the trip up University avenue at least once e&.day, and when
I was living at Ray's and visiting your Peralta addréss every day
I made frequent trips along Peralta to the nmorth of your house,
vhieh &s you know is a hill-&-valley situation,

All of this is not to say that I regard climbing hilis as
the be-all and end-all of bike-riding. Not so. I use a bike be~
causc I cen’t afford a car, vhen I'm by mysel®, and I want to go
sompplace not too far awey in a burry, However, being lazy, if I
can get a ride with someone or take mr bus, I'm more apt to do that,
Bike-riding is ond showld be fun, but it's not a Way Of Life,

Trom vhat I heard, Danny‘s 1-Y eclassification means that if
there were an all-out war, and ali the first-rate sold@iers had been



killed in battle, and all the replacements had been deciwated by the
enemy, then tiecy might comsider takiang Dauny, bab srobably he’'d still
get off the hook. Bul maybe iI'm exaggerating. Whea the elassi@-
ication is made public, would somsone let m= lmiow exacuvly what it is?

beed
Wi

There should have been 3D glasses in your copy of my 11ih
issue, Walter; everyone was supposed to get o copy, as I slipped ono
into every SAPS copy of the issue. Maybe the owe for your wailing
fell out somevhere? I cen't supply a duplicate, unforiumetely, as
there were only 42 available,

SPELIOBEM #15: Hruce Pelz

You re moving., I never kmew precisely how much stuff I swaned
until last year, dering which period I had to move it 81l msome four
times., VWhen I was wp ip Berkeley, e large proportion of my collection
remeined dormant in Los Anpeles, but when I moved t0 my apartment on
Hearst street, I was almost overwhelmed by the zmount of packing ¥
had to do. Since I was working for a shipping operation, getting
all sorts of cartons wes no problem, I "borrowed" (with Gibson's
permission and encouragement) a large amount of unassembled cartons
vhich when assembled with the use of some plasticised tape hod di-
wensiors of something like 12x18%24 -- anyway, they were big ihings.
It took something like nine cartons to hold what books and fenzires
I had, three or four more cartons for odd items of food, clothing,
end other kipple. Plus my bed. Plus my typewriter (or rather the
typewriter I was using at the time, that being Terry Carr’s old
‘Remington Upright, & Very Strange Machine), Plus & bike (I rode
that over). And like that.

If I were to move again, you could figure that if I hauled
along all my fanzines it'd take a dozen cartons for them pluvs my
books and emateur papers. And down here I have more clothes than
I had up there, as well as a bunch of household siuff that I bought
aft#er I moved into the apartment. Also two daplicating machines and
more supplies than I
even want to hink
about (dazmit, I meant
think about, but let
that stand).

So the upshot
of all this is thnt I

will gladiy joim you b =
in abjuring the very - FARA
thought of having a ) & e Si
moving experience, Y . sAPS
No, I don'% 3 #Q P oy

read every word of

every mailing, I - Kooy

read perhaps every . ¥ 4 . ot
other word of every ¢ A B
mailing, to put it " $ie-4 iy

in en odd fashion. "Goddamn., There ;

‘ o goes gnother of those
I skim about 90% of SAPS knights runuing ewey towards the
the other 50% of the FAPA waitligt!™

mailing, but there

ere a few zines I don't

bother even to open when I come across it in the mailing. The Covent-
ranian Gazette is one of these, bnt that’s to be eupected: there ove
e fev members whose output doesn'ty iptereet me in the 1lsast. 1 doubt
I'm alone in this.




16

0f course, I don't read evexy word of any apa mailing, and
haven't for several yeers. Of those apas of which I am currently a
me mber, I guess the one whose meilings I read mest eompletely is
OMPA, whexe I reed at least 75% of each mailing. 1 read tle N'APA
meilings the least -— seldom more than 30% of any given mailing -
brt that’s alsc to be expected,  .and anyway I'm dropping out for
dzmned sure when my term as official editor is up, this Dezember.

You =ay, "..My comment about not carirg whether I could ‘make
it in Mundene! was based on s social viewpein®, not financtial." "So
all right, let’s leave the finamcial side of"it’out of the inquiry
in this discussioan of mechamies. I would really like to know :
you den't eare Vo make in in Munlane on the social Tevel. Surely
you dou't consider yourself such a complete social failure that the
only people you can get along with are s~f fans? Thet secms obvious-
ly felse from my own observabion: .Equally unlikely is the prospect
that you don't coneider non-fans worth yonr trouble in getting ac-
queinted with them; this also 'has had the lie put to it through my
observations,

Let me bring in my own social concepts, which I apply equally
+o both fan and non-fan company.  They‘re quive simple, reallyj I
regard everyone .8 a Person and if I doun't like him/her as a pexrson
I1°11 4ry to have as little to do with him as possidle, though I
usually won't be pariticularly obvious in what I'm doing. . People on
paper and in person ara two different things; I can't make any
character judgements on people I've never met and spent some time
with, so I-couldn't say whether Fan X living in Side Pockets, Illia-
ois is 2 jerk or mnot..x However, just as there ave mundane people I
wouldn 't have at & party I was sponsoring, so there are fan types.
But I don's propose to name names here, since the fan types live
in Los Angeles and s0 do Io (&7 dwledudy aqee odb e ongnad, fome 2 morths (afer..)

Aveway, I'd be very interested te reed your own criteria for
social acceptance of a persomn, fan or otherwige. And I'd like to
know, cousequently, why you don'ti eare to make id in mundane social
life,

YARQOON #13: Rishard Berzexzen

Your defense of Varhoon being as mich & SAPSgine as any
othe effort appearing in the gquarterly bundles is admireble and
entirely indefensible., Your note that "other members use their
sapszines as sublimstion for letier writing aud this is noticesable
from their mageziuse a8 well es their statements,” is well taken,
and pretdy well sums up ons of my bet peeves about SAVS. 1 em rot
8ll of e sudden jumping off the pro-mailing comments bandwvagon, but
I om getting incroesingly sick of ir the mailings., There are more
and more members who produce sickly, enacisted mailing comments in
precisely sufficient driblets to mainiain the ir membexship. (Ox,
perhaps, tho thought occurs thet the ratio of psople doing . this re-
meins abouvt the same since my joining the Soclety, but my willing.-
ness to wade through ail the drivel has markedly deczaased. In
fact, I'm spure this is closer to the peint and the truth.). I give
these people leave to do as they please, of course - as above, I
don't have H0 and usually don't give their contributions much at-
4antion, and the Pillar Poll results usually bear me out on the value
of “leir contributions, but I wish quietly and dcep doww thst they
would start producing better meterial, if they’re capable of doing
80, - And most SAPS members are.

I used %o publish my SAPSzine exclusively for the Soeiewy and
if outsiders rsceiving it didndt understand the allusions to SAPS



it was just too bad for them. However, I have never gone oub of wmy
way to be deliberately obscure, believing as I do thai insofar as is
possible I should personally try to maks my epa comments as clear to
all resders as possible, so that recourse to skimming the previous
mailing to follow my notes wouldn'’t be necessary. However, SAPS was
what I vas aiming my effort at, as witness the reviews of early SAPS
mailings, the reprinting of SAPS poetry and fictiom, the still-open
SAPS History department (to which no one kas contributed in sges,
probably becsuse I haven't mentionad it), and liks thet.

Today, pothing like that Temains. Watling Street in its pre~
sent form is written for circulation through SAPS, but while I hope
SAPS firds it entortaining, & good proportion of the stuff I put into
it is &s much for a select group of non-SAES, even non-fan recipientis
as it iz for SAPS members., There are several possible veasons for
this, aside from my growing laxity regerding SAPS as a Creat Thing.
In the first place, I no longer publish & generel f anzine, so I have
not got that ciilet for material of general inherest, In the second
plece, I am not particularly interesied in what gver SAPS membex
thinks of whet I do in this magezinej I write as much for the few
members of SAPS I am vitally interested in a3 I do for those non-
members receiving the magazine.

This situation is not expected to last much longer. DBefore
very long, I will be a member of PAPA and rost of the extra-good
speeinl material that I have been filling my SAPSzine with for loi
these many mailings will end up in FAPA's hallowed corridors. Howe
ever, this is not a defection from SAPS, and I don't think 1111 be
dropping the organisation with my entry into FAPA, nct for a while
at least. Too, that I am transferring the general materisl over to
FAPA does not mean I am aiming it at FAPA exclueively. It will be
published for the same reasons as above: to entertain and enlighten
the relative few towards whom I aim all my publishing efforts.

1 4o not mean to sound like a snob.or an ass. . I appreciate
the fact that I am welcomed in the bundless; I would rather have it
that way than being one of the people whose magazines are regularly
ignored by everyone but Lee Jacobas, who reads every woxrd of every
mailing. But I'm not going to aim myself towvards any one organisg-
ation, and I sey this equally to OMPA and the cther groups I belong
0. Fair enough?

According to what I heard from my political science professor
last semester, when he was urging us all tc subscribe to the Sundsy
N.Y. Times as & worthwhile adjunci, to his eourse, the Los Angeles
edition of that paper is due to go into operation next March. It
will not be available, apparently, on newsstaends and copies will
be delivered by mail. I suppose this is en accomodatien to the
local papers who will be losing customers es it is. Bul £ renkly,
it sounds like rather a dud, since the New York Times, West Coast
edition, isn't going to earry local news. I em as interested in
local news as in internationel and national nevs —— or would be, if
I read newspapers with any degree of regularity.

The rest of Warhoon, outside your meiling commeri section,
vas reed avidly, but outside of intending to present some of my own
views on Virginia Blish's topic in Ler review ~ the subject of "La
Dolce Vita" —~ I don't really want to add enything more. Werhoon
is by far the best fanzine beirg published, bub like Babeakkuk in its
day, attempting extensive coruent is a formidakle task,

~ Bob Liciimen, 1962
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‘7" @ 5 tew AL
WG By Sucron Ceare:

they. had. a budge

They'd been told thet & bmdget made everything great,
That two lived as cheaply as one
If every last cent
Most immediately went
In the Little Black Book charged to Clothirng or Bent,
To Pood, Educstion,
Good Health, Transportation,
Or Pun,

Then they married. The budget was guite a success
Pill her trousseeu proved lacking the kind of a dress
That was needed. They couldn't skimp Food, Heglth
or Rent,
So their budgeting fingers reluctantly went
Into Pun,

The budget, dear readers, has still its good points,
Altbough itis decidedly strained in the joints
By e throat operation (They charged Transportation),
A hat with a snocod (Fut e debit to Pood),
By Ma on Vacation (He charged Eduntion!)
And by a fat, gurglesome son-of-a-gun
(WVho was debited gaily and gladly to #up)!

WIOW

Give the little girl a hand,
So she'll know she's been a smarty.
Her performance merits something
Better than a stare,
She's completely stopped the show,
Stopped the show and wrecked the party.
Must you sit there like a dumb thing?
Give the little girl a hsand,
You know where.

«= Burton Crane

EDITOR'S NOTE: Burton Crapne is rather the Art Rapp of the Nationel
Amnpteur Press Association, and some of you may re-
cognise his name as a member of FAPA back in the 1940g. His doggerel
ie gquite popular in NAPA and quite rightly seo, as ihe sbove two ex-
amples show, 7These were reprinted frow his mejor jovrnel, MASAKA,
being from issues 6 and 7 in that order. Eurton also did some
lunger items of similar calibre which we may reprint in leter issues
of this masazine.






