
Now th a t  I  owe everyo n e  a l e t t e r ,  i t  m ust be p a s t  tim e  f o r
an o th er i s s u e  o f  Whims^y. A ll  u n c re d ite d  m a te r ia l  i s  mine
and c o p y r ig h te d  © 2985 by Jeanne G om oll. R ig h ts  r e v e r t  to
a u th ors and a r t i s t s  on p u b l ic a t io n .  C o p ies o f  WhimsAy can
be  o b ta in e d  w ith  th e  usual and n o t so  usual l e t t e r s  o f  com
m ent. Are you rea d in g  th i s ?  I  d id n ’ t  th in k  s o . . .  Of
co u rse  th e  main reason  p e o p le  d o n 't  b o th e r  re a d in g  colophons
i s  t h e i r  m inimal ego-enhancem ent p o w ers. But a d e v io u s  fan
e d i t o r  knows th a t  t h i s  s i t u a t io n  i s  e a s i l y  rem ed ied . L et
me ta k e  t h i s  o p p o r tu n ity  to  t e l l  you th a t  I  g o t l o t s  o f  l e t 
t e r s  a f t e r  th e  l a s t  i s s u e  o f  WhimsXy, though th e y  d e crea se d
in  number t o  a q u i t e  d is a p p o in t in g  and p i t i f u l  d r ib b le  a f t e r
o n ly  s i x  months o r  s o ,  even  though I'm  s t i l l  l i v i n g  h ere  a t
409 S . B rooks S t r e e t ,  Madison WI 53715 USA, and can s t i l l
be  rea ch ed  by  phone a t  60B -255-9909.  O ther than th e  p e o p le
q u o ted  e x te n s iv e l y  w ith in  t h i s  i s s u e  o f  WhiiaSAy, (which
happens to  be  H3 and O b se s s iv e  P re ss  p u b l ic a t io n  1172), I
a ls o  heard  from  R o bert W h itaker,  A lexan der Y u d e n itsch ,  Mike
Ducharme, D. H. Sherwood, Tim Moe, W alt W i l l i s ,  P . M ichael
Spagn olo , and Karen T rego, who a tte m p te d  to  b la ck m a il your
e d i t o r  w ith  an in c r im in a tin g  pho to  o f  me p o s in g  as a B e tty
C rocker c lo n e . H arold Bob w ro te  as d id  b o th  Avedon Carol
and Lucy H untzinger, who s e n t  a j o i n t  p o s tc a rd  from  London
lo  th e s e  many months ago in  which Avedon s a id  th a t  sh e  lo v e d
"being in  a co u n try  where i t ' s  fa n n ish  to  go on p r o t e s t
m arches". I  g o t  l e t t e r s  from  Jim  Meadows, Joan R o g ers,
Jeanne H ea ly , Brad F o s te r ,  Irw in  H irsh , Al S i r o i s ,  T aral
Wayne, J o yce  S c r iv n e r , J u d ith  Hanna, Mog D ecarn in , Paul W il
l ia m s ,  B i l l  H a rr is , J r . ,  E th e l L in d sa y , and T erry  C arr (bu t
n o t a word from  C arl Brandon),  Andy P o r te r ,  Joe  Sokola and
C arol Kennedy re v ie w ed  WhimsAy i n  SF C h r o n ic le , G a la c
t i c  D isp a tc h , and Rune. More m ail came in  from  David
S te v e r , R o bert T a y lo r , P h il P a lm er, Sue Thomason, and Dave
Rowley whose l e t t e r  was th o u g h tfu l ly  a n n o ta ted  by Joy Hib
b e r t  to  a l e r t  me to  th e  s e c t io n s  c o n ta in in g  m athem atics
("A void u n le ss  f e e l in g  c o n f id e n t,"  sh e  w r o t e . ) .  The lo c a l
Diane M artin  n o te d  "one sm a ll c o r r e c t io n  fo r  W h im sA y 3—
th e  van i s  H ank's, no t D ick ’s ."  Ooops. S o rry  abou t t h a t .
Hank. I  a l s o  heard  from Atom, Linda Lounsbury, D avid S ing
e r ,  S te ve n  Bryan B ie l e r ,  Maia Cowan, Don D'Ammassa, V ick i
C a g d o sik , R ick  uom olj., A le x is  G i l l i l a n d ,  Mike G lick so h n ,
Danial F a rr , Joan Hanke-Woods, and S u z e t te  Haden E lg in  who
hopes th a t  "you d o n ' t  have to  move again  u n t i l  y o u 're  r ic h
enough to  h ir e  p e o p le  to  come box i t  up and ta k e  i t  away and
unbox i t ,  w h ile  you and your f r ie n d s  l i e  about w ith  g la s s e s
o f  w h ite  w ine and boxes o f  c h o c o la te ." Me to o .  Both Loren
MacGregor and C h r is t in e  Kulyk c a l l e d  in  l e t t e r s  o f  comment.
I  a l s o  heard  from  C h r is t in e  aga in  ( in  w r i t in g )  and from  Ar
th u r  H la v a ty , Linda Harms, R ick  S n ea ry , John D. Owen, A d r i
enne F ein , and doug harbour who jo in s  Ted W hite in  c o r r e c t 
in g  my use o f  th e  n o n -p o s s e s s iv e  a p o s tro p h e s , and in  g e n e ra l ,
th e  l o t s  o f  p e o p le  who had c r i t i c i s m s  in  g ram m ar-re la ted
a r e a s .  The th in g  to  remember abou t making s p e l l i n g  m is ta k e s ,
I ’ ve le a r n e d , i s  d o n ' t  p u t  them i n  p ro p e r  nouns. I f  you
m is s p e l l  som ebody's name, a l l  t h e i r  f r i e n d s  w r i t e  t o  you and
p o in t  o u t you r s tu p id  e r r o r  and in q u ir e  w ith  n o t v ery  sub
t l e  t w i s t s  o f  th e  pen a s to  th e  l e v e l  o f  your i n t e l l i g e n c e .
S u b tle  R o e lo f  G oudriaan, f o r  in s ta n c e ,  w ro te  " s c i e n t i f i c a l 
l y  sp e a k in g , you a re  an i n t e r e s t i n g  p e rso n . Very few  p e o p le
have th e  a l l e r g y  to  names you h a v e . The few  c a se s  I  know—
w ho're g iv e n  w ide covera g e  on t v —o n ly  p a le  when h ea rin g
a name th e y  a r e  a l l e r g i c  t o ,  l i k e  ' f a th e r - in - la w ' . You,
upon re a d in g  a name l i k e  Joy H ib b e r t ,  b rea k  down i n t o  a t o r 
r e n t  o f  t y p o s .  H ubbert, H ib b e t, . . .p o o r  J o y ."  Jean W eber,
Lee P e l to n , T erry  J e e v e s ,  and D ebbie N otkin  ru sh ed  to  jo in
th e  fun and w ith  somewhat l e s s  s u b t l e t y  p o in te d  o u t th e  same
double  m is s p e l l in g .  T hey'd  p ro b a b ly  a l l  b e  s u r p r is e d  to  know
th a t  my s p e l l i n g  s k i l l s  have im proved s in c e  th e  days when
th e  Madison SF group d e c id e d  I ' d  n e v e r  be  a llo w e d  to  p ro o f
read  a n y th in g . That was when th e y  found a  word— and a non
p ro p e r  noun a t  th a t— s p e l l e d  th re e  d i f f e r e n t  ways on th e
same pa g e , a l l  wrong.  I  u sed to  be  even  more c r e a t i v e  when
I  was young . Age d u l l s  th e  im a g in a tio n , I  g u e ss . In any
c a s e ,  thank you f o r  p o in t in g  o u t th e  e r r o r s  o f  my w ays,
f o l k s .  And J o y . . . 1 ' m s o r r y .  R e a lly .

T erry  Hughes r e v e a ls  True F acts about th e  Olden Days
and w r i t e s  about th e  WhimsAy IAHF colum n, so  i t  seem s ap
p r o p r ia te  to  s t a r t  th in g s  o f f  w ith  h is  l e t t e r . . .

T u erry  Huughes S u b -z e ro  w e a th e r seems to  have
6205 W ilson B lvd . #102 a  s t r a n g e  e f f e c t  on women, a t  l e a s t
F a l l s  C hurch , VA 22044 i t  has on you . I  am o f  c o u rse  r e 
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sa y in g  t h a t  " l e t t e r s  o f  comment, how ever, sh o u ld  be  ty p ed
o r  w r i t t e n  on s t a t i o n e r y  and r e f e r  to  WhimsAy." P ic k y ,
p ic k y , p ic k y . Back in  th e  days when I  was a  fan  we d id
th in g s  d i f f e r e n t l y .  In  th o s e  g o ld en  days a  mere m en tion  o f
th e  fa n z in e  in  p a s s in g  c o n v e r s a t io n  was co u n ted  a s  a  l . o . c .
and a s s u re d  th e  m en tio n e r o f  th e  n e x t th r e e  o r  fo u r  i s s u e s
b e fo re  h e /s h e  w ould n e x t have t o  mumble th e  f a n z i n e 's  name.
Why we used  to  c o u n t i t  when someone j u s t  s a id  " I  g o t  your
f a n z in e ."  T h a t was damned h ig h  p r a i s e  in  th o se  d a y s . B ut
t h a t ' s  n o t  good enough f o r  you young t u r k s ,  no . You have
to  have y o u r l e t t e r s  o f  comment a l l  w r i t t e n  o u t  on s t a t i o n 
e r y .  N ext y o u ' l l  be  i n s i s t i n g  on r e le v a n t  comm ents. You
a r e  becom ing damned p ic k y , my d e a r .

T h a t was a t  th e  b e g in n in g  o f  y o u r f a n z in e  and th e n  a t
th e  end I had to  d e a l  w ith  th e  f a c t  t h a t  you d i d n ' t  l i s t  me
in  th e  " I  A lso H eard F ro m 's " . No d o u b t you w i l l  u se  t h a t
same s o r t  o f  lo g ic  to  say  t h a t  you d i d n ' t  IAHF me b ecau se
I  d i d n ' t  send  you a l e t t e r  o f  comment o r  even a l e t t e r  o f
non-com m ent. I t ' s  enough to  make me sh ak e  my h ead . D o n 't
you know t h a t  in  th e  o ld  days th e  e d i t o r s  o f  p e r s o n a lz in e s
would j u s t  random ly l i s t  p e o p le  from t h e i r  m a ilin g  l i s t  (o r
o f f  i t  f o r  t h a t  m a tte r)  in  th e  IAHFs  so  t h a t  everyone  would
g e t  h i s / h e r  tu rn ?  Back th en  l e t t e r h a c k s  would g e t  p a id  fo r
each  l e t t e r  a c t u a l l y  p r i n te d .  A d m itted ly  i t  w a s n 't  ’nuch,
no more th a n  44 a w ord, b u t  th e  fa n ed s  g e n e r a l ly  th rew  in
some bonus money i f  we in c lu d e d  o u r  own p u n c h lin e s  w ith  th e
l e t t e r s .  But t h a t ' s  n o t th e  way you w ant to  do i t .  You
a re  d e te rm in e d  to  throw  t r a d i t i o n  o u t  th e  window and become
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what is  known as a fannish s t ic k le r .  I f  you must do i t  your
own way, you should at least begin a new section called I
Should Have Heard From (or ISHHF) fo r  those o f us who were
not able to w rite  due to major surgery, kidnapping or ju s t
regular napping. That way we wouldn't feel le f t  out.

This a l l  kind o f makes me glad I  d id n 't get around to
mailing you my le t te r  o f comment on Whims^y #1 i f  th a t's
your a ttitu d e . Besides sending le tte rs  to you is  not the
safest thing in  the world. One need only look a t your most
recent issue to see what you did to poor Alexis "G u illila n d "
to know that I  could have become Tuerry Huughes" or even
John Berry. Speaking o f John Berry, I  fin d  i t  ju s t the
s lig h te s t b i t  d i f f i c u l t  to believe that he re a lly  began a
le t te r  to you w ith "In c id e n ta lly , why did yo u ..."  I  cer
ta in ly  have never received a le t te r  that went: "Dear Terry,
Inc iden ta lly  you f ly  i s . . . . "  On top o f th is  on your f i r s t
page you quote John Berry as p redicting that you w i l l  be in 
undated w ith  le t te rs  of comment but there was no such sec
tion in  h is actual printed le t te r .  How many John Berry's
on your mailing l i s t  liv e  in  Seattle? Or was th is  ju s t an
exercise o f e d ito r ia l contro l on your part to make him look
foo lish  by beginning h is le t te rs  w ith "Inc ide n ta lly " and
fo rge tting  to t e l l  you tha t le t te rs  would f i l l  up your mail
box? I ' l l  have you know, Jeanne, tha t John Berry is  per
fe c tly  capable o f making himself look foo lish  without any
help from you. I f  th a t 's  what you do to a nice guy lik e
John, who does fanzines and everything, what would you have
done to a le t te r  from an old has-been lik e  me? My le t te r
was f i l le d  to the margins w ith w it ,  amusing personal attacks
on people you don 't lik e  and fresh punchlines (as opposed
to the time-tested ones most o f your readers seem to use).
That le t te r  o f mine was so good and so funny—fa r more
amusing than anything that those turkeys whose le tte rs  you
did quote said—that I  almost wish I  would have actua lly
w ritten  i t  despite how you might have edited i t .

The rest o f Terry's le t te r  was rea lly  funny and much
more in te res ting , but I 'v e  got to keep th is  fanzine down to
manageable s ize, so I cou ldn 't ju s t le t  him go on and on
forever, and anyway he says he'd get mad i f  I cut out the
f i r s t  b its  o f his le t te r  ( le t t in g  him seem to s ta r t out in
mid-thought with " In c id e n ta lly . . . " ) .  So le t that be a
lesson to you Terry—you'd be tte r s ta rt putting the good
s tu ff  r ig h t a t the beginnings o f your le tte rs  from now on.

★ ★ * -tr
Chapter 1: Cover Giri Make-Up

Christine Kulyk telephoned in  a le t te r  o f comment some
time la s t year and said (with the voice o f a clerk at a
fashionable women's cloth ing store) that the gunslinger
costume on the cover o f whimsfy vias "me". And Sue Thomason
comments, " i f  that cowperson on the cover is you, I must say
that you look very much lik e  some pictures o f Oscar W ilde...
is th is  s ign ifican t? " Probably. In a funny part o f his
le t te r ,  Terry Hughes thought he remembered tha t costume as
being what I wore at Constellation. Other le tte r-w rite rs
thought that the person on the cover o f whims^y 2 was sup
posed to be David Langford, o r, i f  they recognized me
through the disguise, that i t  represented an angry put-down
of Langford. This is a ll  getting to be very confusing.
Fandom has enough misunderstandings, feuds and burgeoning
arguments w ithout th is . So: what happened, you see, was
that I was working a t the Department o f Natural Resources (DN?
e xh ib it a t the Wisconsin State Fair la s t summer and during
one o f my breaks I wandered around the exh ib it buildings and
checked out the fa i r .  Most o f i t  is  p re tty  boring unless
you actua lly  l ik e  getting  sick and risk ing  death on ricke ty
old ro lle r-coaste rs , or ru ining your tennies while you walk
through the barns and see farm animals. Some of the bu ild 
ings are re a lly  ju s t mundane huckster rooms though, and
there's some reasonably fun, kitschy s tu ff  to inspect. Like
the V ictorian photo opportunity booths. They provide cos
tumes (and one size actua lly  does f i t  a ll  because a ll the
costumes come with e la s tic  straps in  the back, which is  OK
since they only photograph your fron t side) and you dress
up lik e  a high- or low-class hooker or flo oz ie , or a hard
working p ra ir ie  w ife , or a gunslinger, or a gambler, or a

s h e r if f  or a cowboy, or whatever tick les  your fancy. Then
they take your p icture w ith an old-type camera and the photo
turns out looking lik e  a daguerreotype p r in t .  A fter the
second day at the fa i r ,  I 'd  run out of places to explore and
I decided to have my p icture taken by "The V ictorian Photog
rapher" (a lia s , Ralph B erlovitz of Minneapolis), and I walk
ed in to  his booth to examine the costumes. F irs t of a l l ,  I
decided that I d id n 't want to dress up as a flooz ie  or a
so lid  p ra ir ie  w ife .

"So, what do you want to be?" asked Ralph.
"A gunslinger," I said-.
"Great," Ralph said, grinning. " I lik e  drag shots."

So he gave me the Wyatt Earp o u t f i t  w ith the vest and long
jacket, a six-shooter, a r i f le ,  a c igar, wire-rimmed glasses
to replace my p las tic  aviator ones, a black leather hat, and
a powder barrel on which to rest my r i f le .  I tr ied  to look
as i f  I knew how to maintain a poker face and was prepared
to shoot down anyone who doubted i t ,  and tha t's  when Ralph
snapped the p icture.

And th a t's  the True Story of the cover of whims^y 2.
That gunslinger was me. And I'm re a lly  not angry at David
Langford.

Cy Chauvin Dave Langford comments on your co—
14248 W ilfred ver, but I  th ink what's more remarkable
D e tro it, MI 48213 is  the change in  the t i t le s  o f your fan

zines. Your WAPAzine [A Women1s Apazine l
was t i t le d  Obsessions; th is  one is  called Whims^y. Now th is
seems to indicate a to ta l change in  a ttitude  towards fan
zines (even i f  published by "Obsessive Press"). Be ca re fu l,
Jeanne; i f  you le t  th is  obsessive whimsey take you too fa r,
you may be drummed out of fandom.

Threats, now I get threats!
I'm ju s t growing out o f my earnest-young-fan stage, Cy.

Chapter 2: Houses, Home Life and Moving On
My story about moving in  the la s t issue e lic ite d  lo ts

of le tte rs  from you about your moving experiences, so many
in fa c t, that i t  seems to me that I might have tapped in to
the essence o f fannish experience. On consider
a tion , th a t's  not surpris ing . I 've  been in  charge o f the
mailing l i s t  fo r the Madison SF group fo r many years now,
and i f  there's one thing that fans have in common (even
more, perhaps, than a knowledge o f SF) is  an intimate ac
quaintance with the experiences of moving. I bet that you
could s ta rt a conversation w ith any group of fans at any
convention and, once the topic was broached, you could e l i 
c i t  one or more long tales o f horror from any o f them. I t 's
almost lik e  going to New York C ity and ta lk ing  about How
You Got There.

(A d ig ress ion ...) I was in  New York City la s t w inter
and soon noticed that everyone who lives  there has a f ix a 
tion on how they get anywhere from anywhere, and w ill  want
to te l l  th e ir  story r ig h t a fte r they get there. Like you
walk in to  a party and the host comes up to welcome you,
takes your coat, gives you a refreshment, and where in the
Midwest you'd be asked how have you been and what do you
th ink about th is  weather, huh?—in New York C ity the host
immediately asks how you got there. I f  any host asked that
here in Madison, they'd get a blank look and a slow glance
down at the guest's fee t, and maybe a question or two: "How
did you get here? What's in  the drink?" But in New York
C ity , the question is taken perfectly  seriously and w ill
trigger an eager rec ita tion  of the names o f a s tring  of
subway and bus stations along with notations of how long
the w ait was fo r each connection and a description of any
unusual violence or machinery breakdowns witnessed along
the way. The object o f the game seems to be to discover a
route that the lis te n e r has never used or considered be
fore in making the same t r ip .  Extra points are scored when
the route actually saves any amount o f time or avoids time
spent in  more dangerous areas of the c ity .  New Yorkers
spend a good portion o f th e ir  lives getting from one place
to another, planning how they are going to get from one
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place to another, and afterward, telling each other how
they did it. Midwesterners, on the other hand, spend a
great deal of time surviving various kinds of weather,
planning how to survive the next season, and on giving
each other advice on how their neighbors can best survive
it. But that's another story.

Fans, now, spend a great deal of their lives moving,
planning to move, and telling stories about the last time
they moved, and vowing never to move again.

Ted White wrote about one of his moving experiences,
which in New York City takes on some of the characteristics
of a Getting There story. (He also asked what oakum was.
You don't want to know what oakum is, Ted. Believe me.)

* * * *
Ted White When I was hired by Heavy Me-
1014 N. Tuckahoe St. tai in 1979 I had about three weeks
Falls Church, VA 22046 in which to find a place to stay

during weeknights. I thought it
would be easy. Since I planned to keep a minimum of posses
sions in NYC— commuting down to Virginia every Friday night
and back again every Monday morning— beyond fresh clothing,
I figured I could get by with a room in someore else's apart
ment. "Something cheap," was the way I thought of it.

I was wrong. I answered ads for roommates. I wasted
money on a referral service. (One woman the service had
listed to me told me "I don't know why they gave you my num
ber. I told them no men.") I was shown pull-out couches
in tiny livingrooms, directly between my putative roommate's
bedroom and the bathroom, the kitchen, or both. And worst
of all, the rents on these inadequate quarters were not
cheap. They averaged between $250 and $400 a month I But
at that time Manhattan had an apartment vacancy-rate of less
than 1%, which really put the squeeze on rents. I ended up
sharing Brad Balfour's apartment, a dreadful place with
dreadful roommates (of whom Brad was by far the easiest to
get along with). My room had one window— on the airshaft.
Even in the coldest of the winter that room, a triangular
wedge with a big radiator, got stiflingly hot unless I kept
the window open. A floor or two down somebody else had the
same problem, but they also liked to watch TV all night with
the volume turned up. I could hear every word Johnny Carson
said, as clearly as if the TV was in my room. What a choice!

By sheer luck, a friend of a friend passed on the news
that a friend of his was looking for someone to take over
the sublet of a one-room studio apt. It was on East 79th
St., and was only $270 a month. I snapped it up. It was
great. I fixed it up and loved it for five months. Then
the real landlord, who was cracking down on the illegal sub
lets in his building, followed me up to my door one night
and informed me that I didn't belong there and I was illegal
and I'd better get out. I gave him some jive about waiting
for the woman who was the legal tenant, and how I wasn't
"really" living there myself. He didn't believe me for a
minute.

Right after he left I called my landlord, a married
couple who lived in the next building and had kept her pre
marriage apt, subletting it out to people like me. They
acted like I'd gone and done something terrible: "You let
him see you going in!" For the next several weeks I re
turned "home" each evening wondering if I'd find the locks
changed. I went to a St. Louis Archon and came back with
the same fear. I toured Astoria with Susan Palermo, looking
for apartments. (Astoria is a very close— a couple of
stops— by subway to the area in Manhattan where my office
was.) It was depressing.

I was one day away from signing an agreement on an
apartment in Astoria when the publisher of Heavy Metal
called me into his office and fired me.

All in all it worked out fine. At least I hadn't put
down hundreds of dollars on that apt in Queens.

Joseph Nicholas I really wanted to write in re-
22 Denbigh Street sponse to your house-moving story, since
Pimlico it reminded roe so much of our own— al-
London SW1V 2ER though we had the advantage over you in
England that we didn't have to do it all in one

day. Because we had to give one month's
notice before moving out of our previous home (a bedsit in
St. George's Square, just down the road from here, which until Judith arrived in March 1902 had been inhabited by me
alone), we could therefore spend the entire month shipping

everything up to 22 Denbigh Street (during which month we
were of course paying two lots of rent, but that on the for
mer home was more than repaid by the return of the deposit
I had to lay out as security for the furnishings when I
first moved into it.) Mind you, I shouldn’t say "we" with
respect to our house-moving, since as it turned out I had
to do almost all of it, Judith spending most of the month
(this was July 1982) touring around the UK with a visiting
friend from Perth (which means that she's now seen more of
this bloody country than I, curse curse). So one fine and
sunny Saturday, as that summer's Pimlico Festival caroused
away in the "Square" part of St George's Square, I shoul
dered the first box of books and set off up the road with
a spring in my step and a merry smile on my lips...and by
the time I arrived the spring and the smile had gone com
pletely, and my shoulder was beginning to feel a little raw.
Well, hell, I thought, let's keep at it, let's get it over
with, for am I not saving a small fortune in moving fees?
(Besides, I can't drive, so hiring a van and doing it that
way was right out of the question.) And by the end of the
day I was so knackered that it was as much as I could do to
crawl into bed and fall asleep...to awake the next morning
with aches in places where I never knew I had muscles. But
Sunday I spent in the same manner, and the evenings of the
following week, moving a few of our possessions at a time
and getting them all properly sorted out as I went along so
that we wouldn't be faced with one vast pile of stuff that
would overwhelm our efforts to tidy it up, taking a few
evenings off here and there when I felt I needed a rest or
wanted to write a few letters or do other fanac-type things
...and I was still engaged in moving, although with thank
fully very little left to do, when Judith returned from her
tour. So we loaded what remained into the hired car she'd
been using and completed the move that way. And if and when
we ever have to move again you can bet I won't be repeating
my performance. God in Heaven, but I never knew we had so
much stuff! Or that it weighed so damn much...but then this
is the way with books and magazines, or indeed any paper
matter at all: what looks like a small, compact, easily
maneuverable box is in fact such a bugger to lift and carry
that it has to be unpacked and its contents conveyed to
their destination a bit at a time. (which is no doubt why
the whole moving operation took so long to complete.) This
is one of the main reasons why I've since "rationalized" my
book and fanzine collections— never mind that this flat is
bigger than the bedsit, I don't want the burden of all that
paper to cope with in the future (particularly as, life be
ing what it is, we're continually acquiring more paper, of
one sort or another, with every passing day). Indeed, the
fact that this flat is bigger than the bedsit will make any
future house-moving problems even more nightmarish since,
as you probably know from your own experience, one's poses-
sions expand to fill the space available. I know, in a dis
tant, abstract sort of way, that (barring a few acquisi
tions, like a bean bag, and some extra shelves to replace
those that went with the bedsit) everything fitted into the
old bedsit, but I'm damned if I can now visualise how...

I've done it (.movingJ a few imas
the years...and each time have
professionals (hollow laugh) to

I still remember one

Terry ueeves
230 Bannerdale Rd
Sheffield Sil 9FE
England

over
paid
do it for me
occasion...the chap who came to esti

mate quantity of material and cost said airily..."Oh the
men will bring boxes and pack everything." Like suckers,
we believed him,..and were sitting peacefully in the kit
chen brewing up the endless cups of tea which is the only
way of ensuring the British workman even remotely resembles
a workman...when gentle tinkles of crockery from the draw
ing room reached our ears. Brainless stupid misbegotten
idiots of removal men had actually manhandled the sideboard
across the room and were in the process of up-ending it to
get it through the door...WITH ALL OUR CROCKERY STILL IN
SIDE IT waiting for them to do their packing bit. Another
time, having loaded their van, the wights vanished over
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lunch time...for two hours... taking with them our tea kettle
so that WE couldn’t brew up. Those were the clods who man
aged to lose a carton of paperbacks including six early edi
tions of MAD Comic. Next time I want moving I ’ll buy Ex-Lax

Well, Peter and 1 have been liv in g  at 409 S. Brooks
Street fo r about a year and a h a lf now, and lik e  the memories
o f labor pains, the memories o f our move here have faded and
the story, in  fa c t, has become one o f my favorite  funny anec
dotes. We got se ttled  p re tty  qu ick ly ; as fa r as I'm  concern
ed, the unpacking part, the getting organized part, is  the
fun part of moving. So a ll those o f you who asked those
sarcastic questions about whether or not we were unpacked
ye t: yes, as a matter of fac t I got unpacked and got every
thing put away in  the f i r s t  two weeks o f liv in g  here.
I f  you had asked Peter that question—in fa c t, i f  you ask
Peter that question now—you'd get more sa tis fac tion  fo r
your sad is tic  thoughts.

Once, several months a fte r  we'd moved in to  th is  place,
my mom v is ite d  fo r the f i r s t  time and i t  was a measure of
both the appearance o f Peter's o ff ic e  w ith a ll  i ts  many s t i l l
unpacked boxes, and in  small p a rt, o f my mother's feelings
about Peter's and my liv in g  arrangement, that her f i r s t  re
action was a question: "Is  he staying?" In the la te r , fun
n ie r parts o f his le t te r ,  Terry Hughes asked what part of
the house Peter has. "Perhaps his o ff ic e  is down in the
dark, damp, c h il ly  basement along w ith his workshop, fa r from
sun ligh t, warmth, music and le tte rs  of comment. Doesn't he
deserve some space in  the fanzine too?" Well, Terry, i f  you
w i l l  check out the f i r s t  f lo o r  map on page 7 o f whims*y 2
again, you w i l l  find  the room Tabled "PETER'S OFFICE", but
in fa c t you're p a r t ia lly  correct in  tha t he also has space
in the dark, damp, c h il ly  basement. And both o f those plac
es, his warm o ffic e  on the f i r s t  f lo o r and his c h il ly  wood
working shop downstairs, are e n tire ly  his domain. In fac t
th a t's  our deal; he gets h is kind o f organization there, and
I get my kind o f organization in  the rest o f the house. I
also have to promise to re fe r to his rooms' conditions as
having a kind o f "organization". When two people liv e  toge
ther many compromises are necessary. In th is  case, the com
promise has been to accomodate my p ick ie r needs fo r neatness
and Peter's righ ts  to his own specia lly  "organized" retreats.

I t 's  been an in teresting  experiment fo r both Peter and
I to liv e  together, being, as we are, such very d iffe re n t
kinds of people. The neatness fix a tio n  vs "organization"
has been the easiest difference to overcome. Another amusing
difference has stemmed from the fac t that I am innumerate
(to  borrow Alexis G illila n d 's  found label) and that Peter is
working on his Ph.D d isserta tion  in  math at the University
o f Wisconsin. The d isserta tion  w il l  cover some algebraic
subject in an area called "group theory", and th a t's  a ll  I'm
prepared to te l l  you here. No le tte rs  o f comment attempting
to explain th is  top ic to me w i l l  be prin ted; in  fa c t, I
won't even promise you that I ' l l  even make a serious attempt
to read any such le t te r  a ll  the way through, so stop rig h t
there i f  you th ink you've found a good comment hook. Peter
attempts to explain quite  o ften, and actua lly  he's a rather
good explainer because he comes up w ith analogies that are
p a rticu la rly  apt fo r the explainee. Usually, h e 'l l  try  to
explain things to me using graphics, or map-making examples
(areas with which I'm very fa m ilia r ) . Unfortunately, a fte r
these explanation sessions, I usually emerge contemplating
the map or the graphics problem, or i f  Peter's lucky, my ad
m iration at his s k i l l  w ith analogies.

I'v e  met some fascinating people through Peter though,
that I probably wouldn't have met had i t  not been fo r  Peter's
special in te res ts . There is  a couple, fo r example, who used
to share an o ffice  w ith Peter in  the math department, and fo r
whom Peter stood up when they married, that I've  gotten to
p a rticu la rly  l ik e . Darrah and Peggy Chaveh gave ballroom and
square dancing lessons at th e ir  wedding rehearsal because
th a t's  one of th e ir  hobbies. And when someone asks Darrah
which floors  in the mathematics build ing have
the restrooms, Darrah is l ik e ly  to answer, "on the floors
congruent to 2 mod 3 ." I had to w rite  that down in my notes
and to ask p a rtic u la rly  (as they a ll laughed over the joke
on re te llin g )  tha t they net try  to explain i t  to me. In th is
area of d ifference between Peter and I ,  the main sort of com

promise has been lis ten ing  on my part and then patience on
his when I subtly red irect the conversation. At one of
our f i r s t  parties I found that I 'd  been lis ten ing  and not
understanding a word fo r quite a while during a conversation
among Peter and a number o f his math department buddies. I
so rt o f straightened up in my chair from the slump I 'd  sunk
in to , smiled b rig h tly  a t the person to my le f t ,  and said,
"You know, ever since I've  moved in  with Peter, I've  got to
lis te n  to some re a lly  d if fe re n t conversations!" . . .A t
which point everyone laughed a t my now sour expression and
changed the subject to the s im ila r it ie s  and differences be
tween SF conventions and Dance conventions. Actua lly that
was a re a lly  in teresting  conversation, and someday maybe I
can convince Darrah and Peggy to w rite  i t  up fo r some fan
zine or another.

Peter and I have other differences (though infrequent
arguments) in such areas as p o lit ic s  and re lig io n , and i t
often amazes me (and I'm sure, many o f our friends too) that
we get along as well as we do. I won't go into the sub
stance of those p o lit ic a l and re lig ious differences, though,
as I th ink I may already have gone fu rthe r in w ritin g  about
Peter than Peter might feel comfortable reading. But I have
fe l t  committed to w ritin g  something about him. Peter, along
with several members of the Madison SF group was very in 
trigued with those f i r s t  two w him stys , rea liz ing  tha t the
tendencies of my firs t-pe rson  w ritin g  might eventually catch
them in  the spo tligh t o f some anecdote or another. For
weeks a fte r an issue came out, Peter or other group members
would h in t about th e ir  desires to be w ritten  about, but
then, ju s t as frequently, during some conversation or meet
ing or amusing s itua tion  that quite obviously could be re
to ld  in  some whimsically anecdotal context, they would warn
me in  a worried aside, "Don't w rite  about th is  though, OK?"
Frequently I would hear th is  admonition a fte r a WisCon
planning meeting. Spike is  s t i l l  not sure that she
likes being made in to  a whims Ay character. I don 't know
how my s is te r  Ju lie  w i l l  react to the story about her in
th is  issue. Once, Carrie Root stopped in  the middle o f what
she was doing (but I 've  promised not to say what exactly
she was doing), cast a worried look over at me, and said,
"you know, i t  sort o ffcasts a dampening e ffe c t on things,
knowing that anything you say or do might eventually find
i t s e l f  in  p r in t in the next Miimsfiy."

So you see, I'm s t i l l  struggling as I w rite , with the
problem of how much o f my l i f e  (and the lives of those
around me) to report here in  uhimsftg. But I got lo ts  of
opinions from you on th is  subject—fa r more than I can re
p rin t here.

* ★ ★ ★

Eric Mayer You will probably find that your
1771 Ridge Rd. East biggest problem in writing Whimsny is
Rochester, NY 14622 deciding how much to reveal, and what,

and in what manner. I got a fanzine
the other day from Hans Jurgen Mader in West Germany, who
refers to these sorts of fanzines, not as personalzines but
as egozines. I think egozine is a much better term actually
— sounds more fannish and is more accurate. It is a kind
of egotrip to publish a magazine about oneself. (Certainly
no one else is going to publish one about us.) There is a
tendency, I think, because it's an egozine to want to tell
all. I don't myself, although I may give the impression
that I do. when I lived in Brooklyn there was a problem
Kathy and I had with one of our neighbors. I wrote about
it at some length— on the theory that this was what was go
ing on in my life so to be honest with my readers I had
to— . I rather regret it now, because it was unpleasant and
unenlightening. Since then I've tried to play up more posi
tive things for the most part, though some readers seem to
prefer the other. Anyway I do edit my experience, more, say,
than Linda Blanchard. But it's also a matter of how good a
writer you are. If you write well enough, if you can com
municate well enough and universalize your experiences you
have a better chance of writing about very personal things
without making a fool of yourself. I think Egoboodle (and
its progeny) are among the best things published in fandom
today, but I doubt I myself could get away writing about
some of the subjects Linda so skillfully writes about.
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Harry Warner, Jr. I've never been very communi-
423 Summit Ave. cative in fanzines about my most
Hagerstown, MD 21740 intimate experiences, partly due to

the dangers that you point out inthis whimsfiy. For those who are brave enough to communicate
to all fandom their amours and other crises, I have admira
tion. The trouble is, almost anything that appears in a
fanzine has the capability of causing trouble much later.
An extreme example occurred a few years back when a now
mostly inactive fan got embroiled in a lawsuit over mundane
matters. The attorney for the other side somehow came
across an old fanzine in which someone had described her as
sick in terms that seemed to refer to her intellectual
health. He seized upon this as part of his case, taking it
as evidence that she hadn't been in a condition to do cer
tain things which had created the lawsuit. She was able to
prove that her problem at that time had been a serious
physical illness but that careless paragraph in a fanzine
caused her a great deal of extra trouble. I almost got my
self beaten up about a dozen years ago because a mundane
who had been having an affair with the sister of a fan
came across a fanzine in which I had a loc and thought the
loc contained snide references to his romantic life. He
telephoned me to be sure to be at home at a certain time
that day because he was driving to Hagerstown to give me a
thrashing, from which I was spared when I convinced him that
he had a faulty knowledge of fannish slang. He had thought
my reference to fanac in the loc was fannish slang for sex
ual intercourse.

Of course, chronicling
one's love life can have un
expected consequences in mun
dane publications, too. The
most famous example must be
Goethe's Werther, a thinly
disguised retelling of a youth
ful love affair. He made the
story more dramatic by causing
the hero to commit suicide from
disappointment, something he
hadn't done, and the story be
came so wildly popular that it
was blamed for scads of suicides
all over Europe by disappointed
young lovers. That story was
still having consequences of
other types as late as the 20th
century, when Thomas Mann wrote
a fine novel, Lotte in Weimar,

whose protagonist was the woman who had been Goethe's girl,
visiting his home town late in life. I hope your narrative
of moving day doesn't create a contemporary parallel of
Werther. If I hear about fans here and there commiting su
icide on the eve of the day they were supposed to move to
a new place of residence. I'll blame you for frightening
them to death by all the misadventures you encountered.

Jean Weber "Is this likely to embarrass me— or
PO Box 42 someone else— a few years from now?"
Lyneham ACT strikes me as an excellent criterion for
Australia 2602 a decision on whether to publish or not,

especially if one is young (and thus faced
with a lot of years in which one's early scribblings may
come back to haunt one). I'm often quite happy to blather
away about myself and my ideas, but I'm very careful not to
mention anyone else by name (except in the most innocuous
contexts) unless I've cleared it with him or her first.

my life still exists in print, and I'm glad that it does.
I tend to treat fanzines as a diary substitute at times,
as I'm not a great diary keeper, and so I can go back to
them and find out things about me which I would have other
wise forgotten. I think that, unless one's self-perception
is very shakey, one can survive seeing old fanzine material
being brought to light. It can even be amusing...I suppose
I'm not quite so sensitive about relationships being dis
cussed because I can think of little that I would say in
print about a relationship that 1 wouldn't say to the other
person in the relationship, whether the relationship were
extant or defunct...

Debbie Notkin Glad to see people discussing the
680 66th Street Miss Manners stuff about privacy and
Oakland, CA 94609 self-revelation. Don’t worry, you tell

a fine story. I was real uncomfortable
about the stuff in Egoboodle about Linda and rich, but for
different reasons than yours. Despite my admiration for
Miss Manners, I'm a great believer in necking in public—
you're happy, and you want to show it off, and why not?
And despite Miss Manners' dire warnings, it's been my exper
ience that ten years later you can still be holding hands
across a restaurant table and making excuses to touch each
other. What bothers me about revealing love experiences in
print is that it opens people (in this case, Linda) so much
to, "I told you so" and/or "What happened next?" The urge
to second-guess other people's lives and relationships is
a strong one in a lot of people, and the more you tell the
world about how you found each other, the more the world
will feel it has a right to follow the course of your re
lationship— and if you do break up, are you going to want
to write those details up in the same cheerful, mildly
euphemistic style? I couldn’t help inserting my own doubts
about worldcon romances into my reading of Egoboodle, al
though I didn't mention them to Linda when I wrote a LoC,
and I’m sure I'm not the only one. If you neck in public
and then break up, the same public is likely to see you not
necking and draw their own conclusions, but if you tell
tales out of bed, your listeners may want tales you don't
have as much fun telling. And yes, everyone has their own
boundaries of privacy— and I know I've learned a lot about
mine by overstepping them.

Time has passed since my tentative expressions of dis
comfort with making very personal revelations in print. And
time has passed since these letter-writers wrote their reac
tions to Linda Blanchard's Egoboodie revelations. And in
all that time lots of things have changed for Linda and lots
of things have changed for me. Linda moved to the Falls
Church area to live with rich and then she moved away;
things didn't work out for them. As it turns out, things
aren't going to work out for Peter and I either, at least
for the long haul: we won't be renewing our lease together
at the end of the sunmer. And now, in retrospect, 1 feel
more sure than ever that keeping a low profile in
print is best for me. Answering Debbie's question: no, I
definitely would not want to have to contine the "Peter and
Jeanne Story" here in some cheerful, mildly euphemistic
style. But as many of you pointed out in your letters, we
all have different styles. I think Linda deserves the final
word on this matter. Now Linda may have changed her mind
about some of the things she wrote in the following LoC, but
I suspect she won't have changed it much. Keep in mind,
though, that this letter was dated January 1984.

Marc Ortlieb ...I know exactly how much
GPO Box 2708X of my person I’m willing to re
Melbourne, Victoria 3001 veal in my writing. This doesn't
Australia seem to change, and I don’t at

all regret that I wrote about my
previous relationship— with Linda Smith— in assorted fan
zines and apazines. She's now married, and I've moved to
Melbourne to be with Catherine, but that previous part of

Linda Blanchard From what little I’ve seen of
c/o Weatherlow her opinions, I like Miss Manners.
21339 Willow Lane I generally agree with her, but on
Strongville, OH 44136 the subject of public display of

affection (in her context, on
people’s couches, or in yours, in print) I have to argue.
Relationships are not fixed objects— they' re entities that
are born, grow, and die— they live. It seems to me awfully
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silly to feel etnbarassed that a relationship changes. So
you start out passionate, unable to satisfy your craving
for another’s company, and in time the passion slows, the
craving mellows and you're better able to keep up with your
appetites. The growth, the change is a good and natural
thing (you’d exhaust yourselves otherwise, and have no
time for anything else but each other, become narrow, con
stricted) and to be expected. If people snicker because
a relationship in its course slows down— if they count it
then as dead, or even merely devalued— then that's their
problem; let them laugh, and enjoy their joke. £  know the
truth (and I'll probably tell anyone who cares to listen):
I am happy, and they're laughing at a fiction of their own
creation if they think something died when it merely changed.

The other case was the death of a relationship: How em-
barassing to have loved someone once and to stop loving them
or have them stop loving you! That's a horrible way to
feel! The Event is painful enough! Do we have to add to
that pain being ashamed that things didn't work? Listen!
It's a confusing world, people are intricate s different.
You can think of each relationship between individuals as a
new life form and a hell of a lot of them are just not via
ble. Fortunately just because the death-rate is high we
don't just give up trying. Because a relationship failed
does not necessarily mean You Are A Failure. If you stop
loving someone it doesn't make you a bad person, or a fool.
If someone ceases to love you— or never did— that doesn't
make you less worthy. It happens. If people want to
laugh, laugh meanly, spitefully at your expense— well who
cares about the opinions of those people anyway? Let them
laugh at their own bitter jokes!

Alright, there are occasions when we make fools of our
selves. It seems to be human nature to get our hopes up
high, to develop impossible expectations— and if we flaunt
them in front of the world, then yes, we're foolish. But
again if people laugh, well, if they've never been foolish
before themselves, if they've never believed in something
that wasn't true, then they've a right to laugh; but I don't
think there are many of the "Genuine First Stone Throwers”
alive. Most everyone has done it one time or another, and
if someone who's done it, too, laughs, well it may be the
kind of chuckle one laughs with— and in so doing both recog
nize their human frailty, and perhaps build up a little in
sulation against the pain (it is often better to laugh than
cry); or it may be the hurting kind of laugh of one who's
been there, in which case again, I don't put much stock in
that sort of person's opinions.

The worst thing is perhaps to speak in the heat of an
ger. There lies the potential for many other typically hu
man errors, like misjudging the situation, or reacting de
fensively, errors that could cause someone else besides the
erring human pain.

So let's not just Not Talk About It for fear of being
laughed at. You don't really want to cut off a whole area
of communication about life, an area not often talked about
in an open forum. Don't deny yourself the therapy of
writing about something that concerns you, concerns us all,
quite a bit. Human relationships are difficult, and confus
ing, and the only way we'll understand them is by talking
to others who feel differently, and the same, about things.
Some judgement is in order, though, some reserve (but that's
true of all fan editing— as you point out, you don't want
to bore your audience with every little thing; you must
choose what has interest, and be careful to think through
what you write down, with an eye to the durability of print,
and the feelings of others) without which consideration
we'd be foolish indeed.

When I wrote about rich & myself, our meeting, our bud
ding romance; I wrote knowing it was "against the rules" and
even agreeing that writing glowing reports about anything—
new lovers, new jobs, new video games— was risky. But I did
consider what I was saying before I put it in print. The
messages I intended to get across were many, but the high
lights were: that I love him, an awful lot as you can tell
by my committing to marry him; that the whole thing was a
whirlwirxi, and fun; that it made me dizzy and, yes, full of
passion for someone I consider a very good man.

It could be that rich and I will never marry— we could
split next month for all I know (but I think it quite un
likely, since at this point we don't even see each other but
once every two months!)— or we could marry and then divorce.

Looking back on what I wrote in Seeing’Stars I don't think
I'll be embarassed, for it will all be true. Even if rich
turns out to be an ogre overnight he will still have been
worthy of my love and commitment on the day I gave it. He
is certainly not an ogre in disguise now as his many long
time friends can testify, so if I am being fooled now into
believing I can live with the man, I don't think I'm impos
sibly, incomprehensibly foolish.

Sure, there'll be a time when I don't have to be close
to him 'most every minute we're together, but don't a-one
of you think my passion for my old man's diminished then;
it'll merely have gone. . . undercover, so to speak, to
where I think is the proper location for physical relations
between couples who have the time for it— in privacy. But
now, if you see rich and I together, close together, you
have my permission to laugh, broadly, but only with the
kind of warmth that knows what healthy lust is! I mean
c 1 mon I we only see each other once every two months!

Honestly, though, I left quite a lot out of the account;
a lot that went on between us, and that was important. I
only briefly touched my doubts and nervousness, and the
glowing heady highs. They were important to the tale, but
a thorough analysis wasn't necessary, nor would it have been
politic. Ditto the ongoing romance: particularly as we
get to know each other better, the details are more appro
priately kept between us now. Later, maybe ten years from
now, I might write about one of the most amazing periods in
my life, about all the feelings and changes ripping through,
but at the moment I'm too much in its thrall to deal with
it publicly in print (I will make notes in private).

But please don't think I'm not nervous about talking
about myself in print; I am. If you'd been around me long
enough, in person, you'd know I'm really quite shy, almost
in contradiction to my wide-open print personality. Talking
about what I feel, about the mistakes I've made and so on
makes me a little uncomfortable, but so far I've found the
returns on the investment (in the form of dialog) is quite
worth the effort.

* * * «
And so now Linda has moved on. The address listed with

this LoC is the most recent I have for her, but it may not
be her current current address; her plans were in flux, the
last I heard. I hope she doesn't give up on writing for
fanzines or on editing E g o g o o d ie , though.

And I'll be moving on, too. My address will remain a
Madison address and I'll be letting you know sometime later
this summer and might have a new, thrilling moving story for
you. I hope you're as excited about the prospect as I am.

* w ★ ♦
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S p ike , p re s id e n tia l
candidate Sonya John
son, and me

which one o f us is

Chapter 3: Spike: The Myth and the Name
Remember Spike from the la s t issue?

is n 't  completely sure
Steve Stiles
3003 Ellerslie
Baltimore, MD

Steve S tiles  s t i 11
which.
Spike was the one

Yours, Steve
Dear Jeanne,

on the left, right?
Stiles

Ave.21218
Right.

Jeanne Bowman
PO Box 982
Glen Ellen, CA 95442

I love the photos in the ish—
especially Spike's . But does she
really want to tell about the black
nightie for the rest of her life??

Or is that a secret code? "Aha, a new pigeon, wants black
nightie, eh? That means outrageous story time, heh, heh,f
heh, wanna buy some silk drawers? He he he.” 1

You're r ig h t too. \
Well there was a black n ightie  s to ry , but the tru th  has\

by now been long surpassed by the usefulness o f the phrase
as an apocryphal reference. Spike thinks i t  would be bet
te r to change the subject. So, I thought I 'd  ta lk  about how
Spike Got Her Name. Talk about apocryphal references...
Everyone asks what i t  means and never re a lly  gets a s tra igh t
answer from Spike. So she proposes that we have a con
test to explain her name, and she w il l  choose the
(based e ithe r on the closest approximation to the
or on entertainment value, or both). She assures
there w ill  be prizes.

The f i r s t  entry has already been received...
John B a rte lt, 1333 Woodland Ave., Menlo Park, CA

winner
tru th ,
me that

( from
94025):

To f in d  th e  o r ig in  o f  S p ik e 's  d is t in c t i v e
n icknam e, we shou ld  s t a r t  back when she was in
ju n io r  h ig h  s c h o o l,
she
i ng
was
the
the

she a r r iv e d  w ith  the  p in t  o f  rum fo r
She g o t such a re p u ta t io n  f o r  s u p p ly -
th a t  he r f r ie n d s  s ta r re d  c a l l in g  he r

Because she looked o ld e r  than
a c tu a l ly  was, she c o u ld  o ften  g e t away w ith  buy
l iq u o r ,  d e s p ite  be ing  w e ll under age . Thus she
a lm ost a lw ays the  one to  su p p ly  the  a lc o h o l to
teen-aged p a r t ie s  in  those  days . Many were
tim es th a t  the  s o ire e  in  someone's basement

(w h ile  th e  p a re n ts  were away) d id n ' t  r e a l l y  ge t
go ing  u n t i I
the  punch,
ing a lc o h o l
"B o o z e r" .

Of c o u rs e , in  s e n io r  h ig h  she was one o f  the
s ta rs  o f  th e  v o l le y b a l l  team. She was so good a t
pounding the  b a l l  in to  the  o p p o n e n t's  c o u r t  th a t
she was known as "The Ki I l e r " .

When in  c o lle g e ,  she g o t so  in to  the h a b it  o f
w earing  h ig h ,  na rrow  h e e ls  a l l  the  t im e , even when
no t in  fa s h io n ,  she was ju s t  c a l le d  "W e ird " .

But i t  was a f t e r  he r sex-change o p e ra t io n  th a t
she o b ta in e d  her c u r re n t  m o n ike r. I t  happened be
cause she had he r fo rm er p en is  bronzed and wore i t
as a pendan t. F rie n d s  w ould say "H ere  comes W eird
Pat and The S p ik e ."
s e l f  as "The S p ike "
a n a tom ica l o rnam en t, she a ls o  dropped the d e f in i t e
a r t i c l e ,  and became s im p ly  " S p ik e " .  And t h a t 's
th e  s to r y .

Obviously, you w ill  stand a better chance in th is
contest i f  you meet Spike before entering your theory,
but w e 'll accept f ic t io n  too. And ju s t as obviously,
a large part of th is so-called contest is a joke. But a
l i t t l e  b it  o f i t ,  1 th ink, is  very serious.

Spike and I have often talked about the images var
ious people hold about us and how these expectations a f
fect us. Sometimes the expectations are s im p lis t ic —the
resu lt is ,  at worst, b igo try , or a t best, we know that

John B a rte lt should have been credited fo r that photo
graph las t time. Sorry, John.

we've been merely c lass ified  and ignored on the basis o f
one iden tify ing  t r a i t .  For instance, Spike is  a l ib ra r 
ian at the DNR and forever battles the stereotyping ten
dencies of tha t category. The expectations, fo r some,
are that she be prim, conservative and bookish. Perhaps
tha t's  why she's asked me (as a DNR a r t is t )  to design
lib ra ry  information brochure with a theme of "Conan the
L ib ra rian". That should shake up some o f those assump
tions!

u u W
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Sometimes the expectations
s im p lifica tio n  o f one known t r a i t ,  though. Spike and I
have marveled at how we are sometimes known as d iffe re n t
people by various "special in te res t groups" in our liv e s ,
such as our fam ilies . Somewhere in  our youth, the re a li
ty and our parents' image of what we should be, separated
and began liv in g  independent live s . Going home is some
times lik e  a b izarre episode o f tw il ig h t  zone in which
we discover we've never been who we thought we were.

I th ink Spike is  sensitive to the expectations of
others and more than most people, she refuses to tempor
a r i ly  camouflacp her real s e lf fo r the convenience of
those who would prefer th e ir  simpler, self-made images
o f her. So she constantly surprises, constantly a t
tempts to t ic k le  those around her in to  dropping th e ir  as
sumptions and see her new.

So how do ynu think Spike got her name?

Soon she was re fe r re d  to  h e r -
When she stopped w e a ring  her



Chapter 4: An Update on the Life of an
Innumerate

I closed out 1984's books true to my resolution to keep
careful records o f a ll financia l transactions. I got behind
on checkbook-balancing now and then, but actua lly  balanced
my checkbook to the penny several times. (This is  not a
sarcastic comment; I'm re a lly  quite  proud o f that accomp
lishment.) And I don 't have a care in  the world, now, as I
contemplate putting together my tax forms.

You see, I 've  got to declare myself a business with my
1984 tax returns and so have to explain to the government
how come I'm deducting expenses fo r almost h a lf of our house
as o ff ic e  expenses . (My o ffic e  takes up almost h a lf of
the liv in g  space.) That includes rent, heat, e le c t ic ity  and
phone b i l l s .  No, I'm not worried a t a ll  about figu ring  out
the correct procedure fo r reporting th is  s tu f f .

There are copies o f my b i l ls  to Bob Fay who is a con
su lting  archaeologist fo r agencies dependant on federal
funds. These agencies have to do environmental impact
statements before they s ta rt bulldozing, and environmental
impact includes archaeological resources. I did graphics
fo r his reports. Jenny Armstrong is  responsible fo r a por
tion  o f my free lance income la s t year too, because she ran
as a Democratic candidate fo r congress and 1
did her b illboards , yard signs, bus signs, newspaper ads,
several brochures and handouts, and sta tionery. And then
there's the income from my illu s tra t io n s  fo r Lizzy Lynn's
The s i l v e r  Horse (Bluejay Press, 1984). For several months
la s t spring I camped out in  my o ffice /s tu d io  with a stack of
lib ra ry  books fo r source m ateria l, a new set o f technical
pens, plenty o f b r is to l board, and drew fourteen fu l l
page illu s tra t io n s  fo r L izzy's fantasy novel. I t  was great
fun. My mom went in to  business several years ago as a
word processing sp e c ia lis t, and la s t year asked me to design
her business brochure. There were several jobs—T -S hirts ,
posters, and signs fo r the YWCA; and there were some other
miscellaneous jobs that I'm fo rge tting  about r ig h t now. But
anyway, I ’ ve got a ll  the invoices ca re fu lly  f i le d ,  because
i t  turns out that I ' l l  have to pay social security tax on
the income from these jobs. But I'm  not a t a l l  concerned
with the business o f figu ring  which forms are needed fo r a ll
th is  business. Not me.

The do tted-line  d ra fting  table (shown in  the map of my
o ffice  in the la s t issue of whim s^y) is  now a so lid  line
dra fting  table and is  accompanied by a brand new so lid  line
dra fting  cha ir. That and several other acquisitions from
my business should balance everything out so that I won't
actua lly  show a p ro f i t  in 1984 and should get a refund from
the IRS. I have no idea how to work that out on a ll the
forms I'm  supposed to f i l l  out th is  year, but again, I'm
not worried. Not a b it .

Why not? A d is tan t cousin o f mine is  an accountant,
and I 'v e  hired him to do my taxes fo r me.

You d id n 't  re a lly  expect to hear some remarkable suc
cess story o f a reformed innumerate, did you? "Ooooo, I
love doing my income taxes now! Whenever I feel depressed,
I balance my checkbook again, i t ' s  so much fun!" Come on.
I hired an accountant. I t ' l l  probably add on five  years to
my l i f e .  I figure  i t ' l l  be worth i t .

My cousin Jim, the accountant, does lik e  f i l l in g  in
forms w ith long columns o f numbers in  his spare time. In
fa c t, th a t's  exactly what he does, in his spare time, that
is . Jim's got about 25 c lien ts-m ostly  people who free lance
or do consulting work-and he takes care o f th e ir  income tax
returns fo r them. My returns are a l i t t l e  unusual, even in
comparison to th is  group...

"So...where are your car expenses here?" Jim asked as
he peered through the lower portions of his b ifoca ls at my
1984 ledger book with i t s  columns o f check numbers and in 
come and expenditure notations.

" I  don 't own a ca r," I explained.
Jim's eyes froze in  th e ir  tracks. He paused and looked

up at me over the rims o f his glasses with an ir r i ta te d  ex
pression. "Wrong answer," he said.

“But I've  done de liveries and picked up supplies with
my 10-speed. And I had to buy a new bike th is  year because
the old one was sto len—"

"And these bus expenses?"
" I  get around by bus in the w in te r." I t  ju s t doesn't

pay to own a car i f  you liv e  in a c ity  lik e  Madison, as fa r
as I'm concerned. The bus ystem is  excellent; I can get
anywhere in town in  about 20 minutes—45 minutes max i f  I
have to backtrack and transfe r—and from A pril to November
I can get places even faste r on my bike and keep in  shape
too. No expensive car costs, no gas, no repairs, no
parking problems... I've  never even been tempted to buy a
car. When I need to get somewhere outside the c ity ,  I oc
casionally rent a car which is  a re la t iv e ly  minor expense,
but I do quite  well without one.

Jim shook his head, grinning a l i t t l e  now. "This is
going to be an in te re s tin g re tu rn .. ."

With my "unorthodox" tiusiness and l i fe s ty le ,  I'm  a fra id
I gave Jim several "wrong answers" (which meant that I'm
not taking fu l l  advantage of the tax w rite -o ffs  that the
government allows small businesses). And I had to te l l  him
that Sonya Johnson was the C itizen 's  Party presidentia l can
didate in  order to explain my donations to her organization,
but fo r  the most part there weren't any problems. A ll I
have to do is  s i t  back and wait fo r Jim to f in is h  the job ,
thus completely missing my annual making-out-tax-forms head
ache. No adding, no subtracting, nothing: ju s t sign my
name and ( I  hope) wait fo r the refund check!

I recommend th is  course o f action to  a ll you innumer
ates out there who anticipate having to complete anything
more strenuous than a short form.

Chapter 5: Breathing and Other Sports
This June I

w ill  celebrate my
fourth anniversary
as a jock, and one
lesson I'v e  learn
ed concerns the
importance o f good
breathing techn-
nique. While
w e ig h tlif t in g , the
tr ic k  is  ju s t
remembering to do
i t .  As you s tra in
to push the
weights up, or out,
or down, with a ll  .
your strength, /
there's a great /
temptation to hold /
your breath. And
so, one hears con
versations lik e
th is  one at
Bodyworks:

" O n e . . t w o .  ____
down, push i t  u p . . d o w n . . . "

II f  II
"Hey! " Breathe!"
"psssssssssssss. Oh yeah, thanks. I fo rg o t."
I t 's  the same in  the pool, too, but people ra re ly  fo r

get to breathe. I f  they haven't got th e ir  timing down w e ll,
th e y '11 sometimes try  to take as many strokes as they can
before they breathe,but that sort o f thing catches up with
you eventually and they end up cling ing  to the side o f the
pool p ractic ing hyperventila tion . The tr ic k  with breathing
while you swim is  inhaling when your face is out o f the wa
te r and exhaling when your face is  in  i t .  That probably
sounds easier and more obvious than i t  actua lly  turns out
to be, but once you've got the hang o f i t ,  i t ' s  compulsive.
For instance, whenever I get in the water I find  i t  d i f 
f ic u l t  to exhale unless I f i r s t  submerge my face...even i f
I'm not actua lly  swimming at the moment. Which makes fo r
odd moments in the bathtub.

One of the re a lly  tr ic k y  breathing techniques is prac
ticed by b ic y c lis ts . Here, too, rhythm is  a ll  important.
Breath in , breath out, s p it out bugs. Repeat.

These days the only breathing patterns on which !'m
concentrating are those accompanying my (aquatic) fron t
crawl. The attention is large ly unconscious—except fo r
the weeks la s t month when I was suffering with a bad cold
and my exhaling strokes must have appeared rather "explo-
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sive" to an observer on the pool deck, since I was com
bining some exhaling strokes w ith  ra ther v io le n t sneezes.
Nevertheless, when healthy, I th ink  I could swim a m ile in
my sleep. And in  fa c t,  sometimes a fte r  pushing myself out
o f the water onto the pool deck, i t  seems as i f  I'm  waking
up from a semi-conscious s ta te . I can hardly remember the
swim sometimes.

Some fr ie n d s , to  whom I'v e  described swimming experi
ences, say th a t they are l ik e  those o f someone in  a trance.
With each length o f the pool, i t ' s  as i f  a voice fa r  in  the
back of my mind sings each successive number o f the length
to me—lik e  a Sesame S treet mantra. S u rp ris ing ly  ( fo r  an
innumerate, I mean), I never lose track o f the number o f
laps I ’ ve swum unless somebody tr ie s  to ta lk  to me while
I'm  swimming and mentions something numerical to  me. Then,
my number evaporates l ik e  a dream tha t is  impossible to
re ta in  upon waking. The subconscious lap-counter doesn't
take a ll  my a tte n tio n , though. I usually enjoy fantasies
or work on artwork in  the " f ro n t"  o f my mind and ignore the
mechanics o f swimming almost e n t ire ly .  That becomes auto
matic.

Sometimes i t  doesn't seem th a t I'm a c tu a lly  ge tting
any exercise, I feel so relaxed afterwards. You don 't get
sweatty from swimming, you know. But the other day I asked
the lifegua rd  to help me check my pulse rate  r ig h t  a fte r  my
swim, and I'm  apparently ge tting  my heart ra te  well up in to
the useful range. I was concerned about i t  though, because
since I 'v e  s ta rted  swimming every weekday (and some week
ends), my stroke has re a lly  improved. I 'v e  been swimming
much, much fa s te r, and i t ' s  come to fe e l . . .w e l l . . . ju s t  too
easy.

...A s  opposed to w e ig h t lif t in g  which was fee ling  any
thing but easy la s t spring. My bench press weight had p la -
teaued. I co u ldn 't press anything more than my 30 reps
o f 132 pounds, and i t  looked as i f  I never would press more
unless I wanted to s ta r t  tra in in g  more often than the hour,
two-three times a week tha t I  was already doing. And I
d id n 't .  Knowing tha t I probably w ouldn 't be improving any
more, th a t from there on in ,  my "progress" would more or
less s ta l l  in  a holding pattern—w e ll,  I began to get bored.
A bored w e ig h t l i f te r  is  a careless w e ig h t l i f te r ,  and th is
can sometimes be dangerous. Even on a universal gym set-up
where a s l ip  is n ' t  fa ta l (as i t  could be w ith  free w eights),
a careless person can unconsciously get in to  bad hab its , in 
correct ways o f l i f t i n g  or pressing th a t—cum ulatively—are
p o te n t ia lly  more destructive  than strengthening to  muscles.
And I found myself lapsing in to  some o f the easier, but
unhealthy l i f t  patterns. I decided tha t I needed to  take
a vacation from Bodyworks.

I t  was summer and i t  was ho t, so I s ta rted  to swim
every day and promised myself tha t in  September I would go
back to  trad ing  noon hour workouts between Bodyworks and the
pool. W ell, as i t  happened, the extra hours o f laps were
a ll  my swimming stroke needed to dram atica lly  improve—and
suddenly I was streaking past every other swimmer in  the
pool- Swimming suddenly became e ffo rtle s s  (a t leas t fo r
most o f the conscious parts o f my mind), and by the time
September ro lle d  around, I was having too much fun to q u it
my new schedule. My shoulders, back, and upper arms stayed
muscular and firm  even w ithout the w e ig h t l i f t in g .  The fro n t
crawl turned out to be a s u f f ic ie n t  su bs titu te  fo r  body
b u ild in g , and thus my la s t motive fo r  re tu rn ing  to Bodyworks
crumbled. I  love swiriming and don 't th ink I could ever get
bored w ith  i t .

Which makes i t  strange to  have a ll  these le t te rs  re
sponding to my w e ig h t lif t in g  essay. E ric  Mayer wanted to
know i f  i t  "was necessary to l i f t  enormous amounts o f weight
in  order to  work o u t."  There are a few ways you can go about
working out w ith  weights. You can e ith e r work toward higher
and higher weights to increase muscle bulk or you can work
toward a la rge r and la rger number of rep e titio ns  o f a fa i r ly
low weight to increase muscle f l e x ib i l i t y  and maintenance.
You can also work on a combination o f these two programs,
which is what I used to  do. Or you can t r y  fo r  aerobic
workouts—doing very low weights and many re p e titio n s .

★ ★ ★ ★

Cath Easthope ...Hey you mentioned you were
113, Abbey Road a "jock" and I had to ask Martin Tu-
Erdington, Birmingham dor before I found out what one was.
B23 7QQ England It sounded slightly obscene— some

thing to do with jockstraps and sweat as far as I knew—
and I'm told I wasn't all that wrong...

...I do feel guilty and inadequate when faced with
someone super-fit like you, almost as though I've no right
to call myself a real person because I'm not developing my
body to its full potential. In other words, when confront
ed with someone who does things better than I do, they be
come my standard of excellence and I start to feel second
rate. Now that I think about it this happens all the time.
There are people who are “better" feminists than me (lesbi
an separatists?), there are people who have achieved higher
standards of academic excellence (Ph.d's), there are lots
more richer people than me, and there are people who have
achieved a great deal through their careers. Really dynamic
and successful career women scare me because £ should be
able to do what they do as well. Strangely enough, career
men don't scare me at all. If I have any reaction there,
it's just resentment that you've got to be twice as good
as they are to get to where they are.

The reason I enjoy sports l ik e  b ik in g , swimming, and
(in previous years) w e ig h t l i f t in g ,  is  because they can be
s o lita ry  sports . I  can do them on my own, by myself.
There's no need to  constantly compare one's progress w ith
someone racing in  the next lane or against teammate's expec
ta tions . The only comparison is  yo u rse lf. Competitive
sports a re n 't my s ty le : I tend to get suddenly awkward in
a basketball or vo lle yb a ll game, fa r  too aware tha t my team
mates need me to perform w e ll. A competitive atmosphere is
d e f in ite ly  no m otivation fo r  me as i t  seems to be fo r  other
people. Sounds lik e  you might l ik e  to t r y  some so rt o f non
competitive sport y o u rse lf. Don't worry about what other
people are or a re n 't doing. A fte r a l l  there are always
going to be people who are b e tte r than anyone else a t ju s t
about anything. No one would do anything i f  they needed to
w ait t i l l  they could fin d  something a t which they were the
absolute best.

The term "jo ck" does re fe r  to  jockstraps, sweat, and
other obscene references, e tc . Formerly, I used the word
complete w ith  a ll  i t s  deris ive  references to describe my
younger brother and other students whose whole lives  seemed
to revolve around the locker room. To me, "jock" meant
mindless machismo. "Jock" meant a person opposite the kind
fo r which I had respect. Then, an in te ll ig e n t  jock would
have been a con trad ic tion  in  terms. I d id n 't  get along
very well w ith  my younger brother in  those days. So now,
as I 'v e  begun fin d ing  value in  some o f the a c t iv it ie s  and
points o f view fo r which I used to hold so much scorn, I
re fe r to myself as a jock in  a so rt o f se lf-k id d in g  manner.
I use i t  now because I consider the categories s i l l y  f i c 
tions th a t used to seem such obvious re fle c tio n s  o f re a lity .

Bernadette Bosky I do think that the standard of
819 W. Markham Ave. feminine beauty is switching to one
Durham, NC 27701 that emphasizes health instead of

weakness, and I do think that's a very
good thing. I'm not sure how that ties in with bodybuild
ing, though, however you want to divide it up. As you
point out, muscle bulk is in no way inherently healthy, and
can be quite unhealthy if not done right. The kind of
specific strength it develops isn't one that is often used,
by males or females, in daily life. I feel about it, I sup
pose, as I do about my own ability to do, say a complete
front-split, which is also pretty useless in daily life when
you think about it: it ensures one gets to the level of fit
ness which I think anyone can benefit from; in going a
good deal beyond that, it's no longer a matter of health,
but becomes a hobby in which, as in any diversion— de gusti-
bus and all that— the main thing is that it's something one
does well and enjoys, with the benefits to mind & body that
always brings, regardless of what the diversion is.

Debbie Notkin
680 66th Street
Oakland, CA 94609

I think you're right about the re
lationship between bodybuilding and
status, but I wouldn't dismiss the more
obvious relationship between bodybuild-
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ing and stength. It isn't in the interests of a male-
dominated society for women to be able to take power, and
it isn't in the interests of most individual men for women
to be stronger than they are. Think of the implications for
wife-beating, to choose an obvious example. If women con
tinue to fit the old picture you describe (idle, weak, lack
ing in stamina, delicate), they continue to be at the mercy
of active strong men, who thus retain control and power.
If, on the other hand, women use their bodies as men are en
couraged to use their bodies, the relationship changes,
fast. So status isn't the only consideration which leads
to male (and female) ambivalence about women bodybuilders.
He, I think it's fantastic, and I think you probably under
rate the amount of work and effort you've put into it.
(Literally) more power to you!

♦ * * *
Joy Hibbert ...I read an article last week, in
11 Rutland St. Forum (a magazine of human relations, i.e.,
Stoke-on-Trent a sex magazine without the sexism, that
ST1 5JG England discusses different areas of sex, gender

and sexuality) about why this belief that
athletes (assumed to be male) should not have sex the night
before a race, fight, whatever. They looked at lots of art
icles about this, talked to a few people, and pointed out
that it was the most distinctly male sports (e.g., boxing)
that this rule still applied most. Eventually they found
there was no physical reason for this belief, or as one man
said, "you can put back the energy lost from having sex with
the first cup of tea with two spoonfuls of sugar.? But
there was a psychological reason too. A few quotes later,
the writer says, "anger and aggression must be generated and
they must be generated towards an opposition...not wasted
on the wrong things." Or, as a boxer's wife put it, you
accept this abstention from sex before a fight because,
"it's to cause aggression...instead of taking their urge out
on you they take it out on the other fighter." Do you think
this is true, and does it apply to women athletes too, or
not?

Whew! One more reason fo r  giving up bodybuild ing...

Chapter 6: Tall Tales and Big George
George Knudsen is a big man. When he re tired  two years

ago from the Department o f Natural Resources and his posi
tion  as Wisconsin's Chief N a tu ra lis t, I drew a caricature
o f him as Paul Bunyan, and some people d id n 't notice that
i t  was a caricature. There's an old photo of a much young
er George, before he got to be the Chief N atura lis t and
moved to an o ffic e  in  Madison, when he was in  charge o f a

Black Bear survey up in  the north woods. The photo shows
George from the point o f view o f the bear upon which his
foot rests. George's arms are folded proudly over his enor
mous chest, that hasn’ t  shrunk even now, but ju s t looked
rather s i l l y ,  a ll  cramped and tucked in to  the chair behind
his desk a t the DNR. He's ju s t tossed a shock o f the black
ha ir o f f  his forehead in  the photo ( th a t's  no problem now:
i t ' s  white and too th in  to fa l l  in to  his eyes); and he
looks b it;. He is  very powerful-looking even now.

George is  also one o f the most knowledgeable people I
have ever met. He knows the coamo n and the la t in  name fo r
every blade o f grass, every tree , every flower, every rep
t i l e ,  every insect, and every animal you can find  in  North
America. I th ink he knows almost everything there is  to
know about surviving alone in  the wilderness and has made
his own home p ra c tica lly  s e lf -s u ff ic ie n t. Madison Gas & -
E lec tric  pays him fo r e le c tr ic ity .  And besides th a t, he's
ju s t about one of the most entertain ing people I know. I
could lis te n  to him fo r hours ta lk ing  about anything he
wanted to ta lk  about. Most o f his conversation is  a mix
ture o f nature lore  and ta l l  tales...George resembles Paul
Bunyan in  more ways than ju s t physically.

He's got several big sons (o f course) that he talks
about quite a lo t ,  who“ 3o things lik e  extinguish big o il
derrick f ire s ,  chop down giant trees, and liv e  alone in
log cabins out in  the middle o f the big p ra ir ie  out west.
“Big" is one of George's favo rite  words. One time George
was te l lin g  me about one o f h is sons, J e ff ,  who lives in  the
log cabin, and how J e ff had k il le d  a buck out on the p ra ir ie
about ten miles away from home. J e ff was on foot and the
deer was a big one (o f course) and so J e ff had to cut the
carcass apart, r ig h t there on the p ra ir ie , and carry i t  back
home in  pieces. While he was doing th a t, some guys rode
past on th e ir  horses, took in J e ff 's  dilemma and offered to
help him transport the deer on th e ir  horses. J e ff consid
ered the generous o ffe r , but refused, saying that he'd
rather do the job him self. In te llin g  the s to ry , George
huffed a l i t t l e  about J e ff 's  stubbormess but I could te l l
that he was p re tty  proud o f his big son. And he chuckled
as he said that J e ff took a long time to do i t ,  but tha t he
got that whole big btick back to his place, cured i t ,  and
stored i t  away, a ll  on his own.

George was te llin g  me th is  story in  between b its  o f ad
vice on m orel-spotting. In payment fo r  a drawing I 'd  done
fo r him, George was taking me morel hunting, an outing that
everyone a t the DNR envied me, I'm sure, because George,
lik e  a ll  morel fanciers, guards his knowledge o f morels
ca re fu lly . And George's morel secrets were apt to be more
valuable than those o f the ordinary morel lovers' secrets.
Morels can 't be cu ltiva ted , George reminded me. No one has
ever discovered a way to raise these delectable mushrooms
tha t taste lik e  steak when sauteed in bu tte r. No one can
even predict fo r  sure where they w il l  be found from season
to  season. Oh, they're  generally found around the trunks
o f elm trees that have been dead fo r three to four years,
but not always, and hardly ever w il l  a place, f r u i t f u l  one
year, be the place to look next year.

I t  was pouring ra in  out. We'd only been out a h a lf
hour and I was wearing good ra in  gear, but already my c lo 
thing was soaked. But there was no postponing morel hunting
fo r another weekend. Morels only grow fo r a period of a
few weeks in  the early spring—at the same time w ild
asparagus—and we were already approaching the end of the
season. I t  was now or never. We were climbing a steep
ridge and George had already found three small morels that
I hadn't noticed, but George thought he'd taught me enough
so that we should s p l i t  up and try  to cover more te r r ito ry .

"OK, George," I said. And I climbed o ff  to the le f t ,
eventually grabbing hold o f a fern plant as my foot started
to s lide  down the muddy, slippery in c lin e . I caught myself
as I f e l l  to my knees (ge tting  even wetter and muddier than
I 'd  been before) and there, r ig h t in  fron t of my eyes, on
the path I was try ing  to reach, was an enormous morel, about
nine inches long and four inches across^ I t  was ly ing ac
ross the path as i f  someone had ca re fu lly  la id  i t  there.
"George!" I ca lled , exasperated tha t he had set me up th is
way so tha t I could "f in d " a morel. I had no doubts that
he'd put i t  there. O ff to my r ig h t I could hear George
approaching. But then I saw the rest o f the morels.
"George!" I ye lled , th is  time not at a ll ir r i ta te d ,  ju s t ex-
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c ite d . "Look a t th is ! "
By the time George got there I was counting the num

ber o f morels growing in  a r in g  around o f a l l  th in g s , a
healthy Burr Oak tre e . There were a dozen morels and they
were a l l  enormous, some o f them having fa lle n  over l ik e  the
f i r s t  one I saw, from th e ir  own w eight. I f e l t  as though
I 'd  walked in to  one o f George's t a l l  ta le s . We cut them
down and la id  them c a re fu lly  in  the w icker basket strapped
onto George's back and he to ld  me how very unusual i t  was to
fin d  morels in  a r in g , and how impossible i t  was to  fin d
them around a Burr Oak tre e . About a h a lf  hour la te r  we
found the second rin g  o f g ian t Burr Oak morels, and several
minutes a f te r  those were co lle c te d , we found a th ird  ring
o f Burr Oak morels. We co llec ted  almost 14 pounds o f morels
th a t morning and George had another anecdotal s to ry  o f *b ig *
proportions w ith  which to  regale fr iends and fa m ily .

But since we'd been so successful so e a rly  on in  the
day, and since the weather was s ta r t in g  to  c le a r up, George
suggested a second pa rt fo r  our f ie ld  t r ip .  He wanted to
c o lle c t a ra ttlesnake  to  use as pa rt o f a ta lk  and demon
s tra tio n  he was going to  present in  a week and so we drove
o f f  to  a ridge he knew th a t overlooks the Wisconsin R iver.
By the time we'd struggled to  the top o f the very steep
ridge , w ith  me holding on to George's b e lt  a t tim es, i t  had
begun d r iz z lin g .  But the view over the r iv e r
was wonderful. The r iv e r  ran about a m ile  beyond the ridge
and several hundred fe e t below us, and the m ists were tumb
lin g  over i t s  surface, w h ile  the sky was tu rn in g  several
shades o f pink and purple as the sun set behind the clouds.

"Pay a tte n tio n , Jeanne," George suddenly barked.
"There's ra ttlesnakes up here."

“ I d o n 't see any," I sa id .
"There's one r ig h t th e re ."  George nodded vaguely ahead

o f him.
I stood very s t i l l  and peered in  th a t d ire c tio n  but

c o u ld n 't see anyth ing. "Where?"
"R ig h t . . . . th e re ,"  George sa id , p o in tin g , I s t i l l

c o u ld n 't see anyth ing, and George slow ly stooped u n t i l  h is
fin g e r pointed only a few fe e t from the co iled  (and sleepy)
snake. I t  being a cold and wet day, the snake was p re tty
groggy. We were lucky to even fin d  a r a t t le r  th a t wasn't in
i t s  den. But I suddenly saw i t  and gasped a t how e a s ily  I
could have been fooled by i t s  co lo ra tio n  and perhaps, would
have stepped on i t ,  had i t  not been fo r  George's warning.

"That one's too sm a ll,"  George said and s ta rte d  to de
to u r around the snoozing ra ttle snake . "Stay behind me,
Jeanne."

" I 'm  r ig h t  behind you, George." And, boy, was I .
When George found the second snake, he again had to

po in t i t  out to  me, and I stood stock s t i l l  as he caught i t s
head w ith  a p a ir o f metal tongs and then transferred the hold
to his hand (the  snake's head gently  and c a re fu lly  held be
tween thumb and fo re fin g e r, i t s  t a i l  thrashing back and
fo r th  below), and lowered i t  in  to  a canvas sack. We were
done, I thought. George had h is snake. And my heart
stopped hammering in  my ears.

But as we s ta rted  to re trace our steps, another r a t t le r
announced i t s  presence ahead o f us and th is  snake turned out
to  be a granddaddy o f a r a t t le r ,  a re a lly  b ig one. I d on 't
th in k  I could have compassed i ts  la rges t g ir th  w ith  my hand,
and I 'v e  got a good sized (b e tte r than an octave) hand span.
Anyway, George threw out the f i r s t  snake and went a fte r  th is
one, and had a l i t t l e  more d i f f i c u l t y  th is  time because th is
snake was so much stronger. A fte r  he'd gotten a good hold
on i t s  head and was holding i t  so th a t i t s  t a i l  d id n 't  touch
the ground—having to  hold i t  a t eye leve l to  do so - George

Chapter 7: Corpse By Fischer and Like That
Remember back in  issue #2 o f whimsAy when I in v ite d

you to  send me examples o f s i l l y  English tra n s la tio n s?
Well I got lo ts  o f them. I got photocopies, packages,
and tea r-s ta ined  sheets o f d ire c tio n s . I even got an
un-opened package o f prawn crackers, ready fo r  deep f r y 
ing , from E llen Kushner.

I almost feel g u i lty  making fun o f these imported
typos when I 'v e  made so many home-grown ones, but here
goes.. .

...To serve Pigeon Brand Prawn Crackers: Heat the lard or
vegetable oil in a frying pan to the boiling point and
then put in Prawn Crackers for deep-frying until float
ing. Their exquisite crispness in taste will make a very
good dish both at meal and for a cut of wine. (from
the Pigeon Brand Prawn Crackers package, imported from
China, sent in by Ellen Kushner) 11

said he needed help g e ttin g  the th ing  in to  the sack and
asked me to hold the sack open.

I s ta rted  to  t e l l  him th a t I co u ld n 't do th a t, but d is 
covered th a t I no' longer had a voice ava ilab le  to me. And
by the way he was holding the bag out to  me, rea lized  tha t
he was expecting me to hop to i t .  And so w ithou t th ink ing
much more about i t ,  I grabbed the sack, closed my eyes,
turned away and held the th ing  open fo r  George. A few
seconds la te r  the snake was ins ide  and George had grabbed
the bag from my hands. And I s ta rted  breathing again. Like
the c a th a rtic  climax o f a bad movie, i t  thundered and the
ra in  s ta rted  to  come down hard.

George put the c a re fu lly  tied-up canvas sack in to  h is
w icker backpack and we s ta rted  walking s low ly down the
treacherous slope, holding on to  trees and saplings a t
each stage, try in g  to prevent our fe e t from s lid in g
out from under us. A t one po in t George almost lo s t  i t

he grabbed a tree  and I grabbed him and we ju s t
managed to save him from fa l l in g  on h is back onto the
basket and the snake.

I grinned a f te r  the c r is is  was over. I  was f in a l ly
going to  get the punchline on George out o f th is  one, I
thought.

"G eorge..." I sa id .
"Yes, Jeanne?"
"George, i f  you had fa lle n  down and h u rt yo u rse lf up

here, you know I 'd  have had to  cut you up and carry you
home in  p ieces!"

We laughed a l l  the way back down to the ca r.

...now add the shaked eggs, stir with energy and serve im
mediately.. .Cut aubergines into thin slices following the
length of the vegetable; put salt on the slices laid on an
inclined dish in order to allow the water they get out to
slip away...Add spinich after defrozing and cook slowly
with low flame for 10 minutes, stirring often...After five
minutes strain and let become tasty in butter; join minced
tuna. Stir, add cream and warm the whole; cook lasagne in
salted boiling water and flavour with the above sause.
Serve with aboundant parmesan cheese...200 gr. of mozzarella
(cow-buffalo's milk cheese)... (From the Marcato brand Pas
ta maker recipe book, selections from several recipes, sent
in by Rick Gomel 1 who "envisions "water, ashamed of itself,
getting out at the last minute and slipping away down a dark
inclined dish."



...Shanghai Surgical Instruments are good in assortments.
Now we can supply you with General Surgical Instruments,
Dental Instruments and Materials. Ear, Nose and ThroatInstruments, Orthopaedic instruments, Microscopic Instruments and various other instruments... (from an ad for
SMIC China National Chemicals Import and Export Corporation,
sent in by Joseph Nicholas)
...The Ai-version of UNIX is a result of many months' engin
eering which are backed up by our accumulated professional
experiences in computer technology, and thus we have chosento use the name of ai-KUD0S86, rather than using the UNIX
itself. Reflecting to our above spirit and our confidencein the Ai-version of UNIX, we therefore wish for your kindsympathizer's patronage for the name of "ai-KUD0S86".
(from an Ai Electronics Corp announcement, sent in by Joyce
Scrivner)
It is a baby creature in an egg. 6 different babies in
their shells. Open the shell, out comes a baby— Chick,
Duck, Penguin, Turtle, Bird or Crocodile....This toy intending to encourage creative play and curiosity has been manu
factured under the high quality standards of C. Nordon. It
complies with all the child protection and toy safety.
(from a Nordon, Hong Kong, package, sent in by Jeanne Bow
man)

...We offer a fantastic variety of beautiful silk garments
which will be the significant things in a trendy fashion
market.

In addition, we would like to expand collaboration and
trade ties with fashion experts in the world, i.e.,: We can
manufacture garments with clients' designs and material.
Our excellent workmanship will make designers' ideas cometo truth.

We also supply with a wide range of silk fabrics.
Prompt delivery is guaranteed.(From an ad for SS China Silk
Corporation, sent in by Joseph Nicholas)

...make several winds of threads then winds towards you; putthe bobbin now on the bobbin winder spindle and make it sure
that a cut hole on the side of the bobbin must be exactly
fixed to the pin at the bottom of the spindle... (From a
Spanish-made sewing machine, sent in my D. M. Sherwood)
Darrol Pardoe Ro's mum recently acquired a new
116 Cote Lea Square sewing machine, of Japanese origin.
Southgate, Runcorn and had to work out bow to assemble
Cheshire WA7 2SA and use it all by herself, because
England the instruction book wasn't in English,

or even Japanese. It consisted entirely of diagrams (with no text). That would have been OK
had the diagrams been clear and sensible, and easy to fol
low. But they were actually completely opaque to human reason, and seemed to bear little relation to the machine itself.

Well then, maybe what happened is  that your mum re
ceived the instructions to my Italian-made dra fting  tab le . I
th ink that my mostly-diagrammed instruction  sheet portrayed
a thing more closely resembling a sewing machine than a
dra fting  tab le . And the minimal tex t may as well have been
in  Japanese.

"Attach A to B," i t  said simply. "A" was the table
part; “8" was the rest o f the assembly. But there was no
simple way to attach A to B. And a fte r much puzzling and
several ca lls  to the US d is trib u tio n  o ff ic e  which f in a lly
sent someone out to help, i t  turned out that holes needed
to be d r il le d  and bolts attached. I don 't d r i l l  holes in to
expensive d ra fting  tables unless the instructions e x p lic it ly
say " d r i l l  a hole here, r ig h t here, th a t's  i t ,  r ig h t on the
mark. I t 's  OK, re a lly , you won't hurt the tab le ; i t ' s
necessary and we're not kidding. Go ahead." Needless to
say, these minimal instructions are not too reassuring.

Chapter 8: Why Does the Morning Have to Come
So Early?

Ju lie  has always had a a hard time waking up.
She's my s is te r and I suppose the problem must run in

the fam ily. They t e l l  me th a t I'm no piece o f cake to wake
up e ithe r, though how you'd wake up a piece o f cake I don 't
know. Well, maybe th a t's  the po in t. Anyway, one story goes
that when I was about f if te e n  years o ld , I fe l l  from the
top bunk one n ight, and woke everyone in  the house but my
s e lf . A fte r that episode I lo s t the coveted top bunk to
Ju lie  whose sleep at the time tended less to violence and
ambulation. There are lo ts  o f stories about me sleepwalking
and doing or saying bizarre things in  my sleep. They're
the so rt of stories horded by every fam ily that get to ld  in
the most awkward possible times—usually to the new friends,
employers and lovers o f the fam ily members whose fondest
wish at such times is  that these tales might be e n tire ly
forgotten. So don't expect me to repeat family gossip about
me h e re ...I 'v e  heard i t  a ll  too often already. Ask my mom.
Dr J u lie . A fte r th is  l i t t l e  story gets published, s h e 'll
probably be more than eager to te l l  you stories about me.

I ju s t want to establish the fac t that the Gomoll s is 
ters have a rather distinguished record in the area of
imaginative avoidance of morning consciousness. For in 
stance, the fin e s t moment of my somnolent s e lf was the time
I dreamed that I 'd  been v is ite d  by a l i t t l e  green man from
outer space who presented me with the g i f t  of a time machine,
with which I could stop everybody e lse 's time and so steal
time fo r myself to get projects fin ished or books read or
sleep a few extra hours. Well, o f course I pushed the “on"
switch on the mechanism r ig h t away, figu ring  to s ta rt o ff
w ith the few hours of extra sleep and catch up on work la te r .
And, of course, I woke up an hour la te  to discover that the
“ on" switch had been fo r the alarm on my bedside table. I 'd
switched i t  o f f . Nowadays I re ly  on a radio tim er. A mere
h a lf hour o f news and music w il l  gradually wake me up early
enough to preserve my job.

Well, J u lie 's  waking problem makes mine look lik e  a
mild case of the yawns.

The most recent episode started one day when Ju lie  had
overslept and got to work la te . This in  i t s e l f —a rriv ing
late  to work—was a catastrofhic thing fo r  her. Of a ll  the
virtues Ju lie  possesses, she flaunts her obsessive punctual

i t y  most annoyingly. (How many times have I heard the
words, "you're la te , Jeanne"?, or mocking laughter when I
innocently promise to appear at a certa in tim e ... So you
must understand why I take a l i t t l e  pleasure in  te llin g  you
that Ju lie  was la te . ) She works as a typesetter and graphic
a r t is t  w ith a smal1 weekly advertising newspaper where work
time is  rare ly  bound by the trad ition a l business hours of
9-5, but tends to d r i f t  regularly in to  the evening. Over
time seems more business-as-usual at Sunshine Press than an
exception, and so a rriv ing  la te r  in the morning was not so
much a career catastrophe as i t  was, fo r J u lie , a personal
a front to her self-image.

S t i l l ,  when she returned
was bothered by the problem. Spike, J u lie 's  housemate,
asked her i f  she’ d had a nightmare the night before. " I t
sounded l ik e  you were beating up on your c lock." Spike said.

"That's funny," Ju lie  rep lied. "My alarm clock d id n 't
go o f f  th is  morning. I th ink i t 's  broken." She went out
and bought a new clock radio, having remembered nothing of
any bad dreams and th inking that the broken clock must have
fa lle n  o ff  the bedside table during the night.

The next morning, the new clock radio lay wasted, dam
aged in such a purposeful manner that no appliance clerk
would ever authorize its  replacement on warranty. The cord
had been ripped out not only from the wall but from the
innards o f the clock radio; i ts  case was dented as i f  some
one had pogo sticked on and in to  i ts  case. Again Ju lie  was
late fo r  work, and again, she remembered nothing unusual
from the night before. But i t  was now pre tty  obvious that
the clock's sabotage was no accident.

Ju lie  went back to a local department store and bought
another clock, th is  time a less expensive timepiece, one
without AM/FM reception. She set the alarm and placed the
clock on her dresser, a good distance away from her bed.
But the next morning she again woke up more than an hour
a fte r she had planned on s ta rting  work. This would be the
th ird  la te  day o f the week. She looked across the room at
her dresser top. No clock. She glanced down at the flo o r
beside the dresser. No wreckage. The clock was nowhere in
the room; i t  had simply disappeared. Later, though, as she
heated up some coffee fo r a hasty breakfast she found i t .
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The new clock sat undamaged beside the toaster on the k i t 
chen cabinet, its  cord and plug dangling over the formica
edge lik e  the leafless vine of an unwatered coleus plant.

Things were getting p re tty  serious. Ju lie  to ld  some
of her friends about her problem getting up in the morning.
We joked nervously about her sleeping s e lf 's  determination
to avoid wakening and to what lengths i t  might go next to
continue dreaming undisturbed. We nervously examined the
remains o f the smashed clock radio. We suggested that
Spike wake her up, but Spike worried aloud—considering the
things J u lie 's  sleeping s e lf had done to mere machines that
threatened to wake her up—what Ju lie  might do to Spike i f
threatened with consciousness from the next room.

I t  was the weekend and there was time to consider op
tions. Ju lie  wouldn’ t  have to wake up on schedule fo r a
couple days. And so a plan was developed. We worked out
a schedule o f ca lle rs , employing people who would be awake
and competent enough a t the necessary hour to telephone Ju
l ie  and Spike's apartment. Ju lie  had a phone in her room,
and so we figured the problem would be solved.

Of course we were a ll woefully naive about the obstin
acy o f J u lie 's  sleeping s e lf .  Monday morning, when Ju lie
f in a l ly  woke—long a fte r she'd hoped to wake, and, again,
late fo r work—she found the phone packed and wrapped with
towels and clothing inside a du ffle  bag, the receiver
separated from the phone, i t s e l f  wrapped in  a double layer
of towels. The week's f i r s t  c a lle r had attempted the wake
up ca ll several times and gotten a busy signal fo r his
trouble.

That evening Spike proposed another plan. While Ju lie
was gone, she (Spike) would hide a small travel alarm clock
somewhere in  J u lie 's  room. Unable to focus any destructive
energy on a potentia l waking force because she d id n 't know
where i t  was, Ju lie  would be roused at the r ig h t time the
next morning. The plan seemed foolproof and so when Spike
got up the next morning—an hour a fte r Ju lie  should have
le f t —she was amazed to discover the innovative way that
Ju lie  had found to evade the prearranged awakening. My
s is te r  was asleep on the liv in g  room couch, the door to her
bedroom firm ly  closed, behind which the travel alarm clock's
buzzer had long ago run down in  whatever corner Spike had
hidden i t .

For a ll  the sleep Ju lie  was supposedly ge tting , her
eyes now began to take on a haggard, tired  appearance.
There were bags under her eyes and she frequently complained
o f headaches. Getting more sleep, turning in e a r lie r,
seemed to make no difference in  her waking patterns or her
weariness. The s itua tion  was c lea rly  getting out o f hand.
Soon Ju lie  would v io la te  even the lax punctuality standards
o f Sunshine Press. Already there were questions, warnings.
And besides th a t, she was so frightened by the Hyde-like
character who was manipulating her l i f e  during its  n ight
time s h if t .  And more and more she began to fear going to
bed a t a l l ,  to dread what she'd discover she'd done the
next morning.

And each night the sleeping Hyde grew stronger.
Spike f in a lly  relented and agreed to take responsibil

i t y  fo r waking Ju lie  up the next morning. Spike returned
from a movie one evening to find  the apartment door lock
jammed. She ended up having to spend the night with a
frien d . There seemed to be no lengths at which sleeping
Ju lie  would stop to get those few extra hours o f sleep each
morning. The s itua tion  seemed hopeless.

One o f the engineers in  the group suggested a complex
system o f lenses arranged on the porch outside J u lie ’ s room,
so, with the drapes and shade removed, the sun i t s e l f  would
wake her up. What could Ju lie  do to stop the sun from
ris ing? Ah...

Well, I can feel myself s lipp ing in to  fantasy now.
Family stories are supposed to be exaggerated, and I admit
tha t there are some exaggerations in the story as I've  to ld
i t  so fa r, but I guess th is  is  going too fa r, Ju lie
eventually conquered her waking problem with several tr ip s
to the chiropracter who discovered that she had some rather
severe problems with her backbones. A fte r some therapy,
J u lie 's  sleeping patterns returned to normal; she began
waking refreshed and, importantly, on time. S t i l l ,  the
whole episode does give me some reserve ammunition fo r  the
times she badgers me too much about my ta rd iness...

The episode also gives me the chance to sort o f prepare
fandom fo r the "new" Ju lie  GomolI, who gets a l i t t l e  tire d
o f being asked i f  she is n 't  the s is te r o f one Jeanne Gomoll.
The new Ju lie  Gomol1's name compliments her roommate's
Spike's n ice ly . Call her Crash, now, i f  you see her a t a
con. Really. 13

Chapter 9: Promises, Promises

Terry Carr Thanks for UhimSAy, which I agree
11037 Broadway Terrace with Tucker should continue to be
Oakland, CA 94611 typed just like that, in honor of

fannish traditions. A couple of
notes re Yerke's The Knanve and The Damn Thin: I suspect
both of these were deliberate "misspellings.” Though I don't
have the first issue of The Knanve, I do see that the titles
on both issues #s 2 and 3 were hand-lettered rather than
letteringuided as Tucker remembers; if the title on #1 was
done the same way, the likelihood of its having been a
"typo” diminishes. Be that as it may, the issue of The
Damn Thing that Yerke’ titled The Damn Thin was almost cer
tainly done deliberately that way: the colophon says, "Un
finished issue #6," and the issue is noticeably shorter than
the previous ones. Evidently Yerke ran out of gas halfway
through it (he never published another issue, and gafiated
shortly afterward) and acknowledged the issue's incomplete
nature by slightly changing the title.

The all-time record for embarrassing titles, though,
goes surprisingly to Redd Boggs, probably fandom's all-time
most impeccable publisher. About thirty years ago he pub
lished an index to Astounding; it was as meticulously done
as all his fanzines, save for the title, which proclaimed
in half-inch-high letters, THE ASTOUDING STORY KEY. Red
still remembers that gaffe; he mentioned it just last year
in tones of amusement and a little rue.gMore directly relevant to whimsAy was a fanzine pub
lished by Miriam Carr (now Miriam Knight) in 1960, titled
Uneyen. I was there, so I know that was done deliberately.

★ ★ ★ #

There are too many witnesses—and more importantly, too
many people who know me too w e ll—fo r me to ever get away
with a claim that the missing "e" in  whims fry was deliberate.
So, as you can see, I'm  taking your advice and making the
mistake a permanent part of whims Ay's spe lling . I hope,
though, that the rest o f the words in  th is  issue are typed
more.. .urn.. . t ra d it io n a lly . They should be. I 'v e  got a new
proofreader, or "ghost-speller" as she ca lls  herself. In
a note attached to the corrected galleys of th is  zine, Spike
wrote, " . . . k id ,  you can 't sp e ll. Let's face i t ,  you need
me." So, the f i r s t  promise is  better spe lling . John Bar-
t e l t  is busy out there in C alifo rn ia  counting a ll my spel
ling  errors: he should have more time fo r less tedious ac
t iv i t ie s  and fewer s ta t is t ic s  to co lle c t from now on. A ll
spelling  e rrors, from now on, can be blamed on Spike. Got
th a t, John?

The second promise is  that I ' l l  publish a few whimsRy's
th is  year, more anyway, than I did las t year. This issue
turned out to be mostly about people. I d id n 't rea lly  plan
i t  tha t way; i t  ju s t happened, and probably re flec ts  the
focus of my l i f e  these days. But next time, I'm going to
w rite  about and to fanzines and some conversations going on
in them.

A la s t promise is an enigmatic caution to those of you
who might have been convinced that I've  already moved.
Don't believe any coa's fo r me u n til la te r  in the summer.
I s t i l l  liv e  a t 409 S. Brooks S t.,  Madison, WI 53715. I
promise.

Having made a ll the promises I'm w illin g  to make at
the moment (lucky I don 't feel the necessity to move to
England or anything lik e  th a t . . . ) ,  here are some thank-yous:

Thanks to Al S iro is  fo r the artwork on the mailing co
ver and thanks to Atom fo r the illu s tra t io n s  on pages 5 and
6, and to Alexis G illila n d  fo r his cartoon on page 8, and
to Spike fo r proofreading. And thanks to a ll  of you fo r
w ritin g !

13 March 1985
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