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It sure as hell has been a long time since I wrove an edit-
orial for a fanzine. Iuclr too long. .nd I start it with great
trepidation. liaybe -I don't Iknow Low to fan anymore,

? It was a
little over two yecrs ago thot I wrote to you from Poughkeepsie,
Things surely have changed since tlien. Jfirst of all, we bought a
house shortly after we got back. It is a very pleasant smallish
two bedroom cne story stucco witl: the most incredible jungle of
a yard you ever saw. .e got it very clheap and like it 2 whole lot.
It really is a great economy, lome ownership. When we get our
second mortgege paid off, our total moathly payments (mortgage,
taxes, and insurance) will be .21 per month less than our rent
wvas on a smaller less groovy place waere tihe landlord got to de-
duct all that stuf? from his income tex. .lso some time in 1988
it will be OURS all OURS.

I mentioned two bedrooms? Je wanted
that feature for & guestroom-den. /e painted the smaller bedroom
a sort of cuiet burnt orenge zid furnished it with brown bdurlap
curtains gnd a brown hide-a-bed ond like that. Jut wvhen we'd
been hiere less than a year, we threw out tl.e greenish rug and got
linoleum. and gave away the hide-a-bdDed to replace it with a
crib. Decause of the other tling that has heppened around here,

Sunday morning, July 19, I weike up ot 4:00 feeling very odd.
oufter I'd aad viwree contractions I was so excited that 1 woke up
Jerry. e lay in bed timing tihem till six when I couldn't hold
off any longer celling the Doctor. I kept calling him 2ll dey and
my labour's progress jusl never went anywiere. Tiie contlraoctions
iept speeding up cnd slowing down and never got close enough to-
gether for long enough to zo to the hospitel., oHut they never
abated enough to let ne forget about it all and go take a nap.

(Or even lie down, as my shape was really not conducive to that
posture znyvay. I was a trim 40-42-40.)

ivent ally I put a supper
of salad, steal, green beans and moshed potatoes on the table for
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us and severpl friends. I tell you, I had boundless nervous
energy. About 11:00 everybody left and I was about to drop from
fotigue and excitement, though not pain. A little later Jr.
inderson called and advised me to go ciieck into the hospital
just so I could get some rest. I was very indignant about rid-
ing up the elevator in a wheelchair. "I just fixed dimner fa
six people. I'm no invalid!" 3ut rules are rules. *shrug¥
- Then came the "prep" —- tlie shaving of the pubic arez and an
enema. &4n ebysmal and humiliating experience. The only thing
I have against going to the hospital, Other than that (end the
prices) I'd go all the time. Tiie cranii up ana down hed was
blissfully comfortable, the nurses were friendly, cheerful, kind,
and pampered the hell out of me. The chow was great! There
was even a selective menu.

The hospital sent Jerry home about
12:30 or 1:00 and I got to sleep around 3:00. I woke up sixish
and called Jerry to come back to the labour room and bring sone
things I wanted but had forgottem. Iy this time thére was no
‘more progress in the birthing, but I was tired and nervous. Much
of my goosieness:aznd excitement was giving over to petulance,
fear, and e bad case of nerves,

‘Iwas afraid of the delivery, not
because I thought it would be so horrible or that I was in much
pain, I wesn't. It was just alltaking so long. 3ut I wes
‘afraid of tlie aspect of teking care of this awful little stranger
wvio was causing so much trouble —- what would I do with him?

But the real tliorn was the overwhelming lhorrible fear that I'd
never let myself think of in all the previous nine months and
twenty~two days of the pregnancy-+ill then when I was so worn
down and out. WHAT IF THIS BaBY ISN'T ALL RIGHT? :
So there I

was and Jerry and I talked and held hands and even played a couple
of hends of bridge. und the nice nurses came in and out with
glasses of juice and Lomey sayings and progress reports on the
women in the otlher labour rooms who were yelling the house dowm.
Those ladies, by the wey, scared me a whole lot. I didn't hurt
much -at all, but all that carrying on was making me very appre-
hensive of what must be coming. Then I found out that most of
them were not even as necr delivery as I. They were just flip-
ping out and/or punishing their husbands. So a student nurse
then taught me Yoga breathing, which is the big deep breathing
bit in Dr. Reid's so called natural childbirth. It really
worked, too. Right up until almost TIlZ. 3But toward the end, when
the contractions changed into pains I finally lost my bravado
and cried for the doctor to give me something for the pain. The
doctor was go sweet and uanderstanding. You see, ny labour was
progressing so slowly that they finally started giving me siots
to speed it up. 4nd this drug, I later found out, is famous for
causing severe pain itself. So anyway I was cooked to the gills
(or something) on morphine for & few hours, which in turn slowed
down the expelling bit. The morphine mede me feel lilke a dande-
lion seed floating on tie breeze. But it also gave tle effect
that these pains were coming ten seconds apart instend of tie
two minutes that they really were. So I still thought I wasn't
getting any rest. Then they wouldn't give me any nore as it
was slowing down tl.e baby's egress. 1'd completely given un ..ope
of ever having a baby when I complsined loudly and excitedly
of a big turd that was lhurting me. I had to have anotier enema
or something RIGHT HOW. The doctor came in and said, "o, that's
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the beby's hecxd,” but I refused to believe in any baby. 1 knew

thet "they" were all incompetent and sadistic end weren't even
listening to me. .11 of a sudden in the midst of this semi-
obscene harangue about tiis "big turd" that was hurting me so,
the bag of woters broke and I was on my way to the delivery room
while Jerry was suiting me up for the event.

Jerry wes wearing

a white coat a la 3Ben Casey ever his clothes and some green
Yoots., I didn't lilke the anaesthetist —-— she forced me to take
a whiff of nitrous exide which I didn't even want. But I waes
sort of trapped. The whiff of gas made me punchy again and I
agrilly accused Jerry of smoking in the delivery r oon, an inex-
cusable breach of protocal, I thought. Of course, e wasn't,
even couldn't have been, due to the surgical mask he was wearing.

411 this time things were pretty uncomfortable but I don't
remember sufféring so much s being incredibly angry at all the
pointless indignity. (You'll remember that X'd ceased to believe
t3at there was any baby. It was all a vast conspiracy to
inconvenience and humiliate me.) So I was roaring and yelling
and when they catheterized me I made 2 vulgar but rather complex
and witty creck considering the occasion.

One more huge push and
there was the baby girl we'd wented and hoped for, and even more
beautiful. They let me lie beside her for a while before they
toolr us to our separate rooms. I'd forgotten all the pain =nd
fear and everytihing. I wes yery tired, but completely exultant
ond satisfied. 1I'd been awake and fairly with it and Jerry
and I together had produced and watched our wonderful daughter
corie into the world. and she was aLL IGHET. i

: We named her Jennifer
Lloyd (Lloyd was my mother's name) and somehow we inew what #o do
with her. She is still beautiful and still all right and
though only nine months old she's as big as the average one-year-
old. She is bright and winsome and funny and much nicer than
guests for our second bedroom.
: So that's wkat 1've been doing.
I highly recommend it. : ;
Love,



"he signm on the wall seered to suaver as througzh an clcohiclic hoze.
& /s (<3
sehnsor felt Lis eyelias blirk over his stoare, and thne sign buriied ir the
9 (=
terentary dorkness:

TILE COnVeNTIONESRS, IKC.
CONVIHTIINDS 8 ANY VE& IF Ti PAST

YOI Mad s TL0 CSH
W RS VO R
Y0J Teass IT
The ruscles arcund Sohnscrn's throat forced a swuile cs he pubt his hand
slowly out upon the air, andéd i thaot kand wavec & Jolar Credit &t the fan
behind the desl.

"o you guarantee I coie bacl...safely?" he asiked.

Nle guarantee rothing," seid the fan, "except the JWis." e turned.
"Phis is Lr. Jillien, your Conveuntiorn Guide in iwe Fost., .e'll tell you
vhat and where to tape. If Lie says don'i tayge, dom't tape. If you dis-—
ovey instructions, there's & atiff fine to be jaid om your relurn."

Jo.nscr ienced acrccs tie vast office at a rass and taungle, a snak-
ing and slithering of wires and steel boxes, at an aurcra that flickered
rov oramnge, nhcw blue, now sreen, like & vast Hucleer Fizz. There wes a
sound like & gigentic bonlire burning cll of tiie, all the fandows and the
mineot calendars, all the yewrs piled high and sel eflaue.

L touch of the finger and this burning would, instantly, beautifully
reverse itself. Johmson reverbered tiae wording in FanCyc LYXIX to the lei-
ter. Cut of blaclenred crudsheets, sut of cld stencils and enpty bheer
cans, like the legendary Tucker, the old fandors, the green fandous, wight
leap; corflu sweeten the air, grayec tendrils turn to Irish black, fur-
rowveC brows vanish; all, everything, fly back to crection, flee the fimal
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gafia, rush Gown tc beginmnings, suns rise in vestern siies ancd sei in
glorious easts, moons set therselves oppesite to tne customs, all anc
everything cupping one in another like bheer heciz into cams, crudsheets
intc virgin white, all and everylhing returning te the fresh ceath, the
seed cdecth, the green death, tc the old begimnirg of the inzortel storu.
i touchk of a finger might do it, the merest tcuch of a finger.

"Ghu and lcscoe,!" Johrnson breathed, the lighkt of the Lacinine on his
sersitive farrish face. "4 real Tiwe Lachine.!" iie shooi his head., '"l.aices
you tainZk. I{ the results had gone bedly in the electior yesteraay, I
right be kere running away froix it. Thanlz Ghu thet llagner won. Le'll be a
fine President."

"Yes," said the fen belind the desk, "we're lucky. 1f Svarson and his
N3F Perty had gotten in, we'd have the worst Linc of fuggheadisw. There's
an anti-everything men for you: enti-trufan, anti-bheer, anti-convention.
Fans celled us up, you know, joking but not joking. Seid if oswanson becane
‘resideant they wented tc go live im Sixth Tandom, back in the tice of Hoff-
pan and reesler. Of course, it's ot our business to conduct escapes, but
to forw Convention Farties. Lnyway, wagner and the Fxlins are in now. xll
vou heve to worry about is..."

"fajning oy convention," Johnson finished it fer hiwm.

) We H

v, Seventh fandom BEF. The demndest wonster in fanbistery. OSign this
release. .anything happens to you, we're not responsible. Those Jlifs are
vicious."

Johnson flushed angrily. "Trying to scare wme?"

"Pranikly, yes. ‘Je don't want anyone going beck who'll gosawow at th
first word. Oix convention leaders gafiated last yeer, and & dczen conven-—
tioreers. 'le're here to give you the biggest thriil a trufan ever asked
for. Taping & ccn of a hundred years ago." I@e studied Joarson's face, sew
thet it wes set determinedly. "Good luck," he said. "iillwon, he's all
yours.'

Firast a day and then & night epd then deyrightca
conth, & year, a fandom! A.L. 2063. . L.D. 2050. 20z
Gone! The lachine roered.

yaightday! un week, a
0! 2000 1%84!

4 on their beanies. They tested their itajers, put thew back in
their ts. Jounson sweyed on the padied seat, his face ysale, no longer
sensitive end fannish, his jaw sviif. e fedt the trewbling in his orm and
he looked down ond found his hand tight on the new taper. There were four
other fens in the mechine: Hilluen, the Conventicn Leader; his assistant,
Brown; end twve other ¢omventioneers, onoven ard Vocc. They sat looking at
ore another, ané the fandows blazed past thew.

"Con these tapers get a WY cdown cold?" johnson found hingelf saying.

"If you use them right," Hilluem replied.  MGel your mike right up
nert to his mouth. Loud anc clear."

The Lochine howled. Time wos an electric Gestetmer run baciward.
suns fled and ter thousend moons fled after them. "Good Ghu," said Johnson.
"ivery fan that ever lived would emvy us now. This reles Belfast seer like
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on Oklecon.!

The Lechine slowed; its screewm fell to a wuruur. The l.achine stopped.
The sun stopped im the siy.

The swmog that envelopec the Lachine blev away and they were in an old
fandom, 1953, & very old facdor. indeed, three fans end tve Conveution lead-
ers with their blue retal tapers nesctling in their pociets.

"Nope of us exist yet," ilillman saic. '"Down't forget tast. You, I,
“agner, Swanson, all our 3s...pone of thew exist.!

The fans rodded.

"That" -- Hillwmen pointed -- "is the Cornvention Hotel cf one hundred
yecrs before President “ogner. Los angeles, Celifornia, 1653."

de indiceted o metal poth that struck off into o wass of peogle, over
scoldering cigarettes, awong trufons ond neos alilke. '"/ind thatl," he sddd,
"ic the Fath, laid by Tiwme Conventioncers for your use. It floats six in-
ches off the floor. Doesn'i touch sc ruch as the lewliest reofam. It's
on enti-grevity metel. Its purpose is to ieep you frou tecuching this fan-
dom of the past in ony way. Stay on the rath. Den't go off it. I repeat...
don't go off. For any reason! If you fall off, there's a penalty. find
den't tape any fons we don't okay."

Mhy?" asiied Johnson.

They sct in the ancient hotel lebby. ar fanrnish couversation blew in
cn a breeze, and the amell of the bar and freshly-poured breer, the oily
spell of o mimeo and the sherp smell of cigareties.

e don't want to change the futurc. e don't belong here in the rast.
e have to poy much graft to Ieep our franchise. . Time Lichine is tricky.
Wot Lmowing it, we might gefiate o small meo. If we gefiate go much as one
neo, we might very well destroy aen icportent link with ocur own fandom."

fe peused a uinute, looking ot the conventioneers. '"3ay, for instance,
we gafiate one neo herc. Thot rLeans all the future output of this one par-
ticular rec is destroyed. und all the fonzines of thet one neol! Vith o
harsh word, you arnikilate {irst one, then o dozer possidble new fansl'

"So they're gone,'" suid Joimsorn. "So what?!
"So wnot?" IDillcor ecorted guietiy. 'eil, whet aboul tue fonzines

tacse fons wiil publick? Jor wirt of thel, o neo never erters fandow.
ilzybe twenty yeors licter o prospective B goes lookirg for soce funzires
to read, the fauzine thct would introduce hin to faneoiz. 3ut ue newver
finds it -- for you, friend, hLove desitroyed tict zire, by goficting one neol
LG that far is noit experdable, reo! e is o future 3! TFrom him might
have wrisen o whole pew fondom! Caficte this orne particular reofom, ond
by doing so you perhaps shaige the foundations of our cown fandom! rerhaps
Chlique House is never rebuilt atop l.ount Juoste. rerwags 3icch i8 never
pickled for posterity. 3Brazilicn funcor is forever a aaork forest of wun-
darity! Fandom in 1688 wes o frigile thing, ond it rcuained so for years
aftervardé. Pannisih continuity wust be precerved. Snarl ot © neo und
leove your mork, like arother GI.GINE across eternity. farndow wight die
out aliogether, aud eighiy-first fordow mever exist at cll. 8o be careful.

b ot e el
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Stoy on the pathiln

"3ut the other fonc, the omes Lere in the Lotel," Jolncon preiested.
Lhey cee ug cn the Path. (on't they nciice us, thiunir it sironge?"

"No. VYou've never beern in Sevenrtlh fondeu. It wos o sirenge opd
voncerful place. They'il orly guess that jyou're TILL regorters who don't
wvant to soil yourselves, or iLaybe seie farcleb hos put it us s o pros, or
perhaps Villis hos giver you o ind wora."

"Hewr Qe we Immow wiich 3HPs to tope?"
"hey're warled with nireo inmi. T v, befere cur trip, we seut 3rovn
back here with the methe. He stufied this porticulor fondon, viiis con-

vention, he siudied its 3lils."

"Rigit," soic 3rown. "I track thew thirough their entire fannigh llfe,

noting how long they rerain mciive. 'ery few repain more than o few ye
Tonce is harsh, o struggle. hern I find one thot's going to gaficte, I

nove wher. 1 shoot omn inl cellet. e thinks it's wmerely fro. tie one-shot
session iast weelend, but we can't wiss it. Then I plon our Urij here in
the post, tiring it to coincicde with the last con this W will attena. OSo
we peet him oniy o short vwhile, perhays only o few days, before ne would
hove goficted anywey. le choose 3ilPs with ro future, the ones vhot will

AT,

drop it oll and never have any conmection with fordon egain. See heow care-—
ful we ore?"

"3ut," Johnsen said, 'what difference Coes it rale whether ihe 3T we
tase gefiotes within o month or not? by would cur taping ralke lin lose
interest? Iow could this affect Seventith Fandou?"

Wi B

e has an odd psychological effect,'" 3rown said, "especially
when it's be

ing wielded by ¢ stranger. crce the 3U'F Imows his werds are on
tape, he mosv likely ”crbcts thei.. But othervise, those few words wighv
have stuecl in his wmindy woybe something he wonted vc say to, well, even
Block. Crerha:s tney d forr a nmew farnisk saying, serhops lead to o whole
new fanzine! Jince we pick 3Ps that will gafiate shortly, it alkes no
difference. But the cther fen —- tle still active cnes —— siay evay fron
themt"

~

Johnson swuiled polely.

Miveryone on his feet!' Hillion said sudlenly. They were reucy to
leave the lLaachine.

"he Lotel lcboy wes high ond the hotel lobby was broud and it wes fan-
dor: forever and forever. Sounds lile wLodern jozz and si.ortscors downshiit-—
ing filled the air, ora these were the trufoms, flitting poast with dork
lines under their eyes, throbbing hangovers oul of blojg glasses, out of
lost night's pardy in the Ueilroit suite. Johmson, balaumced on the nerrow
Poih, wointed his Licrojskone Llayiuily.

"Stop thet!" Hilluer said. "If that thing should go one.."
Johnson [lushed. '"lbere's our 3AF?"
Brown checlked his wrist waitch. '"Up chead. e bisect his Loth in six-

ty seconcs. Look for the mimeo ink, for Ghu's sile. Son't tope until e
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Mlext to that couclhi. There ke is. Therce's hi
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They roved forward in tshe breece of o theousend peonie propas wairling.
moironge, " Luriured Johne

dey over. llogner rade rreside

1653, and they don't exist.

on. 'U. ahctd, o hanared yeors, c.iecitiocn
nv. dveryocme celebrating. Lnc here we are,
et ever born, noi even tacugit of yet."

"Power on, everyone!" ordercd Lilloen.
9
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"I've tosed cons everyvhere in 2083, put
5 2
"U'nn shalting like o neo."

itl" said Johnson.

*r

"ah," saic ZDilloon.

Zveryone &topsped. Lillman raised Lis hond.  "ikheod,! he whisi.ered.
2, e
»~

reiesty now."

he hotel lobby was wide and full of chattering, coupoigning, puns,
roans. Ooudderly it oll censed, &s if soueone had slut a deor,

Silence.
L sound of wonder.
Cut of the haze, only yords away, cere the 3.

"Great CGhu!'" scid Sohnson.

18]



Howrn
bsise

I4 come on' tiing striding legs. Ii.seesed tc svend out frow the sur-
rovrding fons, & soirking, guodiiie tling, itvs deiicote Londs folded ot its
woist. L0 ourc of pover, of wejesuy surroundea iit. Llwhough it was no

)

covered by <¢arl glocks and o feded sioris shirt., Ffrom its bony yet kingly
shoulders, tuo ceiicate arus cangled, arcs thot wight oick vyl ond exouLine
fens like toys, whiie the thim nmeck guivered. .. the head; a finely-chisel-
ed thing, lifted gloriously wo the sky. 4 wain block nustociie lernt & sipis-
ter oir to tie geunt foce. o peuth garted, cxmpoging o row of Leeill, &

d °
great iz size, it seewed righiy ond awescie. Ivs bhody seeLed golcen SoLenow,
: ;
-+
v

rhe
forized tengue Tlicikerirg in end ocul. Ivs eyes, ccvered by skining glosses,
gleaied lile dicionds, eipty of oll expression save an occusicnil sneering
glorce ot o cowering reo neorby. 1t sirode alomg, ite konds drusiimng vside
legser fons, its lomg, thin Tingers cluich

r

irg ot ferrefons, leaving brown~-

1. ] L

L
igh ricotire gtoins, It wellked with o graceful, assured sicy, Tar tco
uvoised and bolonced feor ite hongover; it woved invc & oritiioniiy it poart
of the lobby, werily yet comiidertiy, itsc sensitive farmish cars :luclking
sourcds fron the oir.

"Greot Ghu!" Sobuson twisted liis Louth. "I ccould fri_uven cwoey Ll-
lison hinself!"

.

ki Hillen sadd \\
t seexn >\\\ X

angrily. 'He hosn't o
us yet."

"It cen't be dope,! @aid —_—
™.

Johmsen cuietly. The to.er

in hig poclkel secred ainere
toy. 'le were fools 1o coie. j
This is izpcossible.™ ,//

"Shut up, " hissed Hill-
LOh.

"Wightiare."

"Puern around,'" commanded
Hilloon. . Wl quiebtly bock A
to the lachine. Ve'll rernit
half your fee."

"hidp't realize 1t would
bhe likze this. IL:iscalenvlotea.
T wont out.!

We sees-usl - There's
he mirec ink, or hi

&

The BNF stroightened

hig shoulders.  Iis short
black hair scewed to
prickle suddenly. Le

EXo

neo's ear. The 313 exhaled.




The omell of siele todacce blew down tae surrounding fens Lile d nurri-

s

TR W A LS S : ; TR ol At~y
Saic Joanson. it wos uever liice this wefore.
ic8. Thig vifierI figdreq wrongs 1'we el Ly
Sicc muchk .,

"Get, e ocut of Lere,"
T ha6 good conveniion perd
rateh, I odmit it. This is
"Dor'd rur," 3rown scid. "Turn oround. Hide in the rachirne.
"Wes," JclLunson SeeLcd to ne nuih. e loocied at uis feel, os if he
were trying to roxe ihem move.  EHe gave o helpless groon. e took a few
© €3 = &
steps, blinking, shulflicg.

"Soumson! ot that weyl"

The BNF, ot the first motion, lunged forword with am omirous chuckle.
% covered the few reueiring feet ir less than o second. The tajers
clickeé cnd spun madly. .« storm of fire and invective from the JHr's
couth engulfed thew im the stench of bourbor. The 3NF lovghed, teeth glit-
tering in the hotel lighis.

Johnsor, not looking baci, woliked blindly to the edge of the Toih,
his picrosuone liup ir his hand, stepged off the Poth, end wolked, not
“nowing it, into the bor. Iis feet dragged in & mess of cigarevie butis
and Chicago propcgenda. Eis legs moved hiiz, and he felt ciore and reicte
from the ¢venis peiind.

The teyers siun on. Their thin whine was lost in spitiipg scorn anc
fiendish laughter. Thc BHF's tongue flicked in ord out, faster, facter,
lashing ot ¢ll ke sow. fons jerked suddernly, ond ron. The conster
twitched its hands oo it sloviy welked forward, gesturing, sliciug fars
verbaily in' half, crushking thei. intc o dazed ancé helpless palkp. is
glittering eyes ievelec thewsclives ot the converntioneers. They saw thew-
gelves rirrored in the Loclished glasses. They thrusi their wicrophones
daringly at the monster's routh and horrifying sinlz-rea tengue.

2

,

Like o cloyfooted idol, lilke o wodbbling top, the 3IIF stoy.el. Snorl-
ing in wrath at these fearless fans wilh their to ers, he clutched for
suzsort, pulling his foilowers bock with uin. e meited the ot with
onother girear of wencious imvective. JIven the hotel cetective, atiracted
by the cutting noise, stopped ot the siyht ond backed awoy. The conven-—
tioneers flung theuselves bock. The 3IF recled in anger ot these pre—
sumptive fans who pointed their wierophomes ot nin without hic gsern:ission.
fie let out o great, high-pitched roar that filled the lobby, ana fers, o
ress of cold flesh ond scie, bieached siin. The tapers spun ogoin,
eagerly gobbling up the sudaen surprised uprear. The 3IF lashed his nands
out, twitehed Lis jows agein, coilarsew omto the couch, lay still. [Fons
ciustered oround, woving tieir honds. The conventioneers stood still,
storing. The uproar faded, & gloss f Jaock Deniels was breught, the 3UF
revived. The. hotel lobby wos silent. [fter the storn, peace.. Lfter the
rightomore, LOrnilig. :

In the Time kachine, on his face, Jchnson lay shivering. e hed found
kis way back to the Path ond clivbed in.

The 3WF sat in & cheir now, chest heaving, eyes nlocashot. Diall
choked sounds couid be heard trying to escape frem his routh oo he sat
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there, Gurbfounded, telen chael ot the effect of kig wrath. Funs spun
wedly ir his brein, flickered, and dicd in a cloud of black anguish.
Gefic settled over niw like & cloud, siowly, insiciously. Ke wos through.
fis reputation wus gonc. OSowething cl1cke , his eyec glased, and he lay
vack weally. 4 friend waved o copy of 4 Bid in his face. The 3N stured
blarkly ot it ond mclicned it owey.

The convertioncers let thewselves be led hack aleng the metal Path.
They sank wearily into the liachine's cushious. They gozed boack ot the
ruined 3T, vhere already sUrwhge 100L1LS fokefors ond clustering novg
swvoried about. i sound ox the floor of the Lochire stifrened thewu.

Jonnson sot there, quivering.

F ]

"'z sorry," he said at last.
"Get up!l" said Hilioen.
Johnsor got up.

"Go out cn that Foth alome,” scid Hillwan. He raised o plerler

bl r
threateningly. '"You're not coming bock inte the Liachine. We're leaving
you here."

3rown seized Hillmoun's ara. "Taitl"

"Stoy out of this." Hillmen shook ithe arm cway. '"This fugghead nearly
rvired us. 3But it
isn'dt that so much.
Jid you see kim? He
ron off the Path!l
Chu, that ruics iLs us!
“ho Imows what we'll
have to pay? Ve guar
antec 1.0 orne leaves
the Fath, and he did
it. Ok, the dapned
fugglead! Ghu Inows
what he's done to
foudomt Y

"Palze it eosy. 4ll
he ¢did was brush o
fow neos oside."

"iow do we know? tlho
were those necos? 1It's
ell o oystery. Get
out there, JSohnson."

cokiigon fumbled for
WA e Il L S
onything. Ly conplete
file of PLLY3CY.
Don't leave ne here
in Seventh Fondon.
Do 'atasit

)




Eilloen glar ¢ ot hi;, Ul SRR ST Gy there. Tale this con ;pro-
graiz. The 3lP's sivting i o chair at the end ¢f the Zathk Get his cuto-

grozh. Then you can coue bock with ug. ™
"3ut that's unrecasoneble! You can't--"
Mae's just on old, tired fan, you yellow... Get out there!"

The hotel lodbby was olive agein, full of the old converscticn and
regertece. Johuson turned slecwly to siore at tlhat priceval noss of fans.
iEier a long time he shuffled cut clong the Zath.

e returnod, sauddering, five minutes lIoter, his clothes wringing wet
with perspiration. e held out the prograic. There was the uncistalecble
signature of the 3N, but weak ond sprovling.

Thern Johuson feli. IHe lay whcre he fell, not roviug.

196€...1634...2000...2030. They changed their bearies, wiped the
sweat off their faceg, silently. Jchrnson was up agein, silent aiso. Hill-
oen glared at bip for o full ten minutes.

2040...2050...2088. The Lochine siopped.

They got out. The rcom was as they hoad left it. But not the sace os

they hoac left it. The same fon sot Dbehind the saue desk, but the scue fau
did not gquite sit behind the saie cesi.

nillron looked around. "Iverything olkay here?!

"Wine. .elcome homel"
Hillmarn did mot relax. e secred to be looking ot the very atewms of
the air itself, at the way the sun strcaned in the windows.

"0y Johnson, get out. Don't ever cowe bock."

Johnson did not move. "You heard me," Hilluen gnopgwpec. '"het are

you storing ot?" ‘ 57
’

Johmmson stelled of the air, and there was a foint thing to it, sore-
thing lackinug, hut so subtle he scurcely knew it wes there. The colers,
rhite, groy, biue, pink, in the wall, in the furnivore, in the fonzines
stacked on the desk, were...werc... “Ld there wes o fecl. Iis vendrils
twitched. Iiec stood driniingy the sirangeness, the oddress, the dirfercnce.
Something wos different, soredvhing seecced subtly unfonnishk; just o bit
cundone. Beyond this well, beyond this fen who was nol cquite the sace fan,
lay on entire fondow: of feéns and fanzines. Wnat sort of faondonm was it
now? Ee coulid feel vhe odduess seeoing out of the walles, alwest like
cigoretie asheg drifting to the floor.

2ut the imrcedicte taing was vhe sign on the wall, vhich was defin-
otely not the same sign he had secn yesterday:

m’IPORAL RECRUITING 30T, INC.
FLHS RACRUITLED PO THE w07
YuU HNodod TilS L3SCN
14 8 RDCRUTIT LIl



Sobnson felt himself fail imrto o chair. 'lic gosped. "o, it con'tl
be! Hot a little thing lile that, rno!l"

wihet is 1t?" Hillicer siorled. "WMihet's the wotiter?!

"ot such ¢ little, haorcless, hogeless-lcoling neo. llol

Thot hoppened?!

TThern I wendered off the roth... & nec asied e the way to the auction
rocr:. I didn't hear hic, I pushed him away. Le ron awey... he said sowe-
thing ahout lousy concelbcd fong..s Uh, Ghul"

Wihet?" [Dilluads voice thundered in the vast roocm.

It wos o small thing, this frightening of ore mneco, 2 scoll thing that
could upset bolances, Enock down o pile of soall fanzines ond then big an-
nishes, cll through the tenuous thread of past fondom. Jcohnson's rind

A

vhirled. Gofiating one ncofam couldn't be that irgertant. Could it?"

X

Tis face wos cold. e asked, trembling. '/ko won the eicction?"

The fan behind the cdesk laughed, o friendly outward laugh. "The RIW,
of coursc! ot those degererate Firimns, thenk goodness! le've got o good
for orgo uutlon now, one devoted o sericus cud coumstructive activity.

By the ry,-d111m&n, who's the latest fan you've brought e to be recruiteq?

I'11 call the VelCommittee if you'd like."

Tilloar %icked up a ty:scr ploten. He roised it over the quivering
Johnson. There was o sound of wonder.

oot ME
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a HaRLAN ELLISOIl STORY

erl:in .llison, one of the writers on the TV slow, "urke's
Lav," dressed like & ollywood writer long velore e actuzlly
beceme one —— snrlish tweed suit, Itelien shoes, Jrexn = otie,
The Pipe -- everytling. .e wss dressed just like that vhen, at
the age of sweet 15, e ordered o wiisikey sour iz o little pin-
ball and julebox bar on tle outsiirts ol Detroit, in tle company
of myself (age 20) znd & rowdy mob oi similerly —mdersge kids.

Je all knew tlen that narlan was destined for great tiings
because he wos served cad we were not. iHow did he manage ti:is?

‘Then.the bartender dem nded our ID, dorlan simply took The
Pipe from his mouth and scid quietly, "They're 2ll rigzat. I'1l1
-4 v ¥ o &
vouch for them."

=000-

4 PHILIP K, DICK STOLY

Philip . Dick, vho once received the dugo, the science-
’ietion writer's counrberpart oi tie movie uscar, and the TV
L . > 1 . - - - 2 3
Enny, hetes to get up in the moraing. Once 1 croppeG in on

“im at two in t.e ofternoon, only to find Lim still in bed.

"Ivery dey," he exnslained, betveen yawns, stretclhes end
serctches, "I wke up just o little later." Then his science=
fictional mind begen Ffurctioning and he added, "One of these
mornings I'm going to pull up tha’ window shade end see whoosh-
ing by o rocket c~r with o robot ot the wheel."

«000-

4 RO GOUL.,RRT STORY

I rocently attended a cocktail party given by anthony
soucher, tie fovnder of Fantasy & Science Fiction nagazine, for
the then—editor, Avram Dovidson.  uite a nunber of tle negazine's
"staoble" of vwriters were present, including that beorded lepre-
chaun, Ron Goulart. .s so often lappens when wvriters gather,
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they begen boasting about liow many stories they had sold cnd
wvhat good "morkets” they lod '"broken into."

"I just sold Alfred Hitchcock the TV rights tc one of my
mysteries,” said Anthony Boucher.,

nand I," said avram Davidsoa, "just sold a s’ort story
to Playboy."

Ron Goulart was silent until 2is turn came. Then he seid
offhandedly, "Why sure, I sold & few tuings just last week,
liy guitar. Iliy tape-recorder. Ly typevriter."

~= 2y delson

—— -— —— o —— ——— ) S S T G S G G o S g S S S - S S —

Vhen was the lost time you heard .l ashley sa "You bestard”?
1 ?

- — P ———————EEE R B S kst b

LITTiS: A is the "silent ..leph"; silence. o is "pbe", existence.
C is "see", tl.e sense organs (2all the senge organs are one sense
organ) (I hesrd tle stars in ucapulco one ni ht). D is doom.

E is the square. [P is frivolous. G is tlie religious letter.

. is spirit.! I is the seld, individuality, the letter one.

J is false or im-~ginary self, the damned soul. K is the priest.
L is the young god. 1. is Om or .men, the 0ly sound. If is the
nevw Om. O is nothiug, sero, the sun. P is the earth letter.

Q is the queer letter (always followed by U/you). R is the
"mystic" letter. S is t.e snake, wisdom, "a men who knows the
truth.” T is tl.e crucifix. U is the receptive letter. A is
the unknown. Y is the forking of tie road. Z is for Zebra or
Zoo, I guess. (Z is 7 -- in shape in .nglisl, order in Greek
and liebrew, name in l.ebrew --; . is, in shape, thie numbers 1

ond 3 joined in & unity (tie iliystery of the Yrinity, plurality
in unity and unity in nlurality). Tere is a Sufi saying, "God
is hard to understand becouse he is first One, then Three, and
then Seven." Our elphabet, designed undoubtedly by Adem Hadmon,
the mystic adam ("4.K." in high school slang), begins, clter the
silent A of non—existence or tie (some say "primary") unmanifest
state of deity, with 1 and 3 (B), and ends with 7 (Z).)

ADVERTISEMENT: The above /is an excerpt/ from various things I
am writing. If you would like fuller copies of any or to see
more, send some recsonable amount to: Be..edict Scawartzberg,
310 Columbus Ave., San ‘rancisco, Cal.. Titles include: ESSA4X
\10 pp.), POSTRY (55 pp.), XHAS CaRD (1 p-ge), 1UiDL.S (ci. 30
pp.), »STROLOGY (ci. 30 pp.), 4LPLABET (30 pp.), etce. I need
money, in order to travel and to avoid working, which I find
unbearable. Clease send chority. I am Enlightened (Western term
is "eclear," "& clear," I tiink), end will 1) welcome correspond-
ence, 2) consider any highpaying idiosyncratic job (Greek Latin
Ph.D(-), Eng.D.ia.). I wish to go India, need 9000 more,

(above is from a for-real leaflet)

g < S ———— T—— Y T S T—— — - -

headline in San francisco llews-Call Bulletin, .ug.29, 1964:
"Jatered Pot liay lave Saved De Gaulle's Life"

—_—— - ———— —_— ——— —— e
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My Secret Mffate Waekh

"Licwor store. 3realfast. dhe," stid Jik Horwon. - Ze closed his eyes

vnd let his, pretiy pink droins churn away cwhile.  "Redd 3oggs stopped ot
the licguor sitore to get scoeithing Jor breoliass.'™

The hair on the becks of oy hoands bristlced Jdongerously. Xerhaps it
wos decouse I itenked dc toss Jim farwmon cut of my apertuent focr doing
violence. to the Fopulor Ivage of edd Boggs. (r perha.s it wes becouse I

wonted very Dodly tvo whil o balipoint frow ry focket =nd noie down Horion's
recori te wge s o interlivesticn in oy fapasine. These two cesires snor-—
icé ot cach other briefly iun the depths of iy being, thewn reached o state

of peoceful cocxisterec. 1 cdecided tc o both. Thus Lorwon's base couient
oppears in 3ote Hoire #, cage 8, oand Lerton hicself turned up at the Tcho
Zork Commnity Hosgzitel, word #10.

Panrish reoction to the interlimestion it 3ete licire wos cruelly dis-
cppointing; by vhe woy. The fun-loving eletont in fundor: scews 'tohave
crowied boek into the woodworiz. Ifobedy sowr in it o gleoricus oppoertunily to
twit the scholoriy 3cggs, enwompea in his bock-lired burrcw, soderly pur-
suing reseorch on Lis mehiogroph "RK. . Btoarzl: i boster of Jeicmce Piction™
ond zis cuthoritotive essay "Tie Jex Life of 6. D. Thoreauw, ‘or falcen As o
Love Cargp.'" Mot one person was clever crough to send e a casc oi ioported
chomgague or evern & casc of cheop bourbon, with o Iitele mode cttached:

"To guzzie with your Shredded “heat towmorrdw Lorning." Ho,:I've kad io
quaff o con of Busclh Buverian for preckfast judt os I've cltrays done.

1w

Or wmoyhe most fors realize ~—— o8 weny ocundone (eople do ned =— that in
scuthern Californic the liguor stere is usuelly sort of o corner grecery
with an ottoched liguor degortoent. Ome who shops ct a4 liguor siocre isn't
necegsarily laying in ¢ fresh supply of Jecl Leoniecls, But people-frow
other poris of the ccuntry, where grocery stores ond liguor storgs ore
rigidly segregated, assuze thot this isc the case. juolotlion irol o letter
written to Lo by Lr E. R. Firret, gereral saics rancger; General-iitlls,
Inc.: "I caz ot o loss o understond.liow or why this sroduct found its way
into o licuor store."
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lr. FTirvet ic referring lere %0 tie boxz of Beity Crocler [den't
stop here; Hot Toccted 40% Bren thot I bought et the 3oniie 3roe Liguor
Ziouce & Tew Lontis oge. This was the purcloge that coused Honuor to
foriulate the interlineationm thet lomded Liv in ward ##10. Zn route howe
fror dirrer at Lorry and Toby Green's in Culver Cily I stepped ot the
licuor house beceuse it woo the ornly mlace oper at 1530 n.o. I wanted to
buy sowe cerecl {mctes cereal, for brealfast.

Yufortunctely the grocery shelves were bacly depleted ef stock; the
store loclked as if it stced on ithe todtering brinkx ef bankrupgitcy. I hiad
o big clicice in breclfast foods: I could buy eitlier Grape-Nuts or Corn
FlaZkes., Then I feound soretling else, tucled cway under vhe counier crap-
ved with dry soups and cofze Lizes: o srall siccel of Dot Toasted 40% Braz.
Dusty and forlorm, the paclmages lcolzed @s if tuey had keen there since the
last issue of Famac care oui.

I bouvpht a box of the siuff, neverllieless, ond took il hoite. HHext
Lorring when I sterted to oper 1t, I noticed Hict tlie packige was bodly
shopworn, loolking lilke & survivor of a flood and a fire. The printiug on
the certorn wos hoadly faded tnd smudged froi scie auncient calowity.
Squinting closely at it, 1 realized thet the pockage night wetually have
core thirough the biblical deluge. This wugs on cld pacliage. There wos 8
coupon printes on the gide of the carton, offering '"UiLi) for 2 boxticops...
& 14 oz, plg ¢f Betty Croclker famcake Llix." I noted that I wus just o
hit toc lote to itale advantoge of the cifer, Liowever. It hod expired
1 Jonuery 1661.

1 Jenuvary 1561, That reont that this pocikoge lind been knocking about
en the grocery shelves since sowetire in 15€0, and probudbiy & year or iwo
Iovger than that. It wag not less ihan three yeors old, possibly four or
five. The cerecl irside od been willed in the days of the Zisenliower
eduinistretion —— paybe even in the recl dark cges befcre they'd even be—
gun filuing "Cleopatra." 1 held the packoge up te Ly eor end fauncied 1
cculd Lear a foint gricding roise, s if the bron imside was being de-
veured by litile greem worls.

Instead of ecting the sitwff, T stuck the paclinge into the cupdvoard,
ond sat dowr end wrote on anroyed letter to Gereral Lills., 1 asiced thew
if they thouzzt their Lot Toasted 40% Bran wes still fit to eat after
three or four years, or whether tice right nocl have taken its toll of the
fots, proteins, crude fiber, thioiine, and even the riboflavin and the
niccin the label claired woos imcide. I told the I didn't intend Lo eat
the cereal tili they reassured Le.

L couple of weelrs Inter, I received tle letier frou iLr rirrev I re—
ferred to ahove. e erpicainmed tuct 1y letier hind been referred to Liw
—— he operotes im Polo ulto, Califcrrie -—- ic o deuble-play, 'Trow Tinlers
to idwveng Lsiq£7 to Chance." e belatedly extended his syupathy ond "ex-—
trere regret" tlat I hod gotlern stuck with an orcient box of cereal and
zronised to have the Los Jngeles sales office preovide e with "o couplelely
frech packege of this eicellemi product.”

“le rext roii breught o letter frer ix 2.C. Nelson of the guelity con-—
trol degartient of Geumerel Lills in Linneacpolis, who aisc thonked ve for
Ly letier and extended Lis gyLpothy. iowever, he backed Liis words with &
refundé of the toney I had spent Vo buy the over—age cerecl and alsc enclosed
o specicl couvpen enivitling re to o free pacicge of the Betty Croclter korncake
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llix I was three yeers too lave to obitin otuerwise. 1 Lurried cul ana £.ent
the 35¢ refunc in rictous liwving irsediately, but stuck the ccugon into a
éraver and forgoi abouu it.

i weel or two later, two salester fror the Los ingeles office Imocked
et oy door. They were laoden vwiti. agologies and regrets, and gsore parcels
a8 well. They teld e they nec checized outv the stoci cl the 3onuie Brie
Licucr ficuse and found thot according 10 vhe code nulers on e reLaining
peckeages I had not exagierated the oge of the uroduci. They were unable to
provide me with a fresh paockege of Lot Toasted 40% 3rom, they told we,
but they wonted me to accept o feckage of 3etty Crockzer hieat Heorts, which
is anocthier General [.ills cooked cerecl. They clsc srovided e with @
colimentary packoge of 3etiy Crocler lloccles Rouonoif,; whiclh they i.ressed
on me zroudly was General 1.ills' biggest selling srocuct ot the Lonent.

o
(¥

Tuey asked for the unogened poclkige of Zov Toasted &% 3ren in exchonge.
after holding it up to their ears to gee ifl they toc could hear lhe huzzing
sound made 3y little green woris, vhey went oway. [Lltogether, I hod dorne
wells I hed received o refund on Ly original Zurcliase, pius two free

packoges of Generel I1ills products, and o coupon for still amotlher product.

I remeubered about the couvpon and fished it out of ithe drawer. INext
cey I svopped ot the sugeriarket ot Third and wiverado o receer. it. is
I wes seerching for the pencalie wix, I noticed & su.pily of Lot Toosted
40% Bren on o nearby snelf. The lackaoges were o little dusty, but other-—
wise in good condition. I glanced cusually ot the 3Betvy Crocler silver-
ware coupon that agpecars cn all Genercl I.ilis yroducts cad noited that it
expired in sugust 16€4, where ithe cculons on hesties jociages next tc che
3ron expired in 168 and 1867,

I blew tic dust froi. the pockoge and squinted cliosely. There was o
specicl coffer zrinted on the sack of the cartony cifering o Twirn Star
serving set for Gl. I lockel ot the expirctiorn date in the fire princ.
3C Sesterher 1662. Thet reant thot this peeizege hod beern iciing arcund
since sometile in 156! or even earlier. L year cr Laybe TwWe or uhrec.

I wonder whot Generel i.iils will do waen I bring this pocioge to
their attention? I wonder wict I1'il get? Lrobabiy curacred.

#
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OLD Fall 4ilD TIRLD

Dean Grennell said it belore me, Hut it's true: farzine
publisiing is the easiest thing under ilie sun when you do it reg-
ulerly and make your mind up to keep plugging at it, but when you
don't do it much, <ine Lias a way o. catchiag up with you and you
find vourself staring ot e deadline aad gasping .Jor breath.

Sack in the Good 01ld Days of 1959 wad 1960, my ITirst two
full yveers as an active fean (I got into ti:is scene in 1953, hub
floundered arond —retty much as o Subscriber until 1 got to-
gether witl: Arv Underman and we »dut out the first PSI ful in
December of that year), I actually published over 300 pages euch
yecr. Jhen one compores that to my 1964 output of under 100
peges and to my 1965 output, w.icl. you are Dresently reading,
it's fairly astonishing.

Cr moybe not. Jaen I was publishiang 300 pages a year, 1 wes
in my last yvears of ligh sclool, I didn't dote nmuch ot all, and

hoa litvle or no reswon510111tv to anyone or auvtnlng. So it
ién't motter i7 I shot my wed publishing fanzines for five apes,
plus a gencr~l zine on tl.e side. _ut that was 1959.

ot it

Lest yeor's FRAP was somet .ing or e return to that sort of
product1v1ty, but 1t nroved to be too much. iob only wes it dif-
ficult soliciting -and getting materiel to fill a 24—n~6e bimonthly
purporting to be “neaanish," but the actual work of editiang (I
didn't do tl:e printing nys elf), even tlioug:. it coisumed Derhapds
only three evenln;s out of two months, 11fr1nged on things I
preferred to do. ufter tle final double issues ol last .ugust,
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I entered into a deadly 17 unit final semester at UCL. -nd thet
was the cut-off point for almost all more time-consuming and
exnensive fan activity.

Jut just as one must eat, so one must preserve omne's sacred
PAPA membership at all costs, so lLiriam and I are collgborating
on this joint effort in the lhopes thot it will turn some of you on,
some of you off (you can't »Hlease everyone), and remind 2ll of
you that we are, the both of us, still cround and interested.

Even thougl: we have both of us been around fandom for nearly
seven years, we still retain a strealk of tie neofan in us, and
that is in this respect: we love to get letiers of comment from
people wien we publish. There is nothing worse than publishing
a fanzine and getting no response. iowvever, as FRAP cmply demon-
strated to me, today's fast-paced fandom seems to leave no one
with time to write on old-fashioned letter of comment. I re-
ceived less response on all six issues of Fll.P taken @s a whole
than I ¢id on any one of tie lost three issues of my earlier
subzine, PSI PHI. I hope that this offering won't meet with the
same fate.

Ve'd really enjoy hearing from you.

WOT BE.IND T PLOUGH

- I don't know if I should even bring this subject up in

FaPi, lest it crouse self-righteous yelps froin the liltes of Larry
Shaw (who has so yelped before), but because of that war in
Vietnam, it is altogether possible that I may soon be drafted.
As I write this, I am awaiting schedulin; of & pre-iadvction .o
physical in the Day area to replace one that I was supposed to
talte in Los .ngeles but could not bec use the distuices involved
vere too rrent.

Ti:is is not going to be wnoilier ome of those articles |
against the draft per se, although _ could eesily write one of
those at grect lengtii. This is specifically a feeler on the
matter of the war that this country is presently engaged in over
in Vietnam, 2 wor which I, along witl many others on both sides
of the nolitical spectrum, feel is a war created and wholly sus-
tained by foggy-minded political ard military tlinking in our
government.

4t this point I wish to quote in full Lewis liumford's letter
to the President, which appeeored in the lLarch 3, 1965, issue of
the San Francisco Chronicle:

Mir, President:

Ti.e time hos come for someone to spealt out on behalf of
the great body of your countrymen who regard with abhorrence the
course to which you are cormitting the United Stotes in Vietnam,
.8 a holder of the Presidential l.edal of Freedon, I liave a duty
to say »l.inly, and in public, what millions of patriotic fellow
citizens are saying in the privecy of their hones. Nanmely, that
the course vou n~re now following affronts both our practical
judgment and our moral sense.

Heither your manners nor your metiods give s any assurance
tliat your policy will lead to a gooG end; on the contrary, your
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attempt to cure by militery force & situctioa that has been
brought about by ocur own arrogent, one-sided nolitical assumptions
cannotv have ony Tinal destinction sliort of an irremediablenuclear
ceotastrophe., That would constitutve tlhie terminal illness of our
.vhole civilization, and your own peonle, no less than the Viet-
namese and the Communists would be the helpless victims.

In embarking on this program, you are gambling with your
country's future, becouse you have not had the courage to discard
a losing hend and start a new deal, though this was ti:e magnif-
icent opportunity that your election presented to you. Your games
theorists bhave persuaded you to play Russian Roulette. 3Jut you
cannot save the Government's face by blowing out our country's
brains.

From the beginning, the presence of .merican forces in. Vie t-
nam, without the authority of the United Nations, was in defiance
of our own solemn commitment wien we helped to form that body.

Our steady involvement with the military dictators who are waging
civil war in South Vietnam, with our extravagent financial support
and underhanded military co-—-operation, is as indefensible as our
Government's original refusal to permit a nopular election to be
held in Vietnam, lest communism should be installed by »opuler
vote. TYour attempt now to pin the whole blame on the government
of llorth Vietnam deceives no one except those whose wishful
thinking originally committed us to our high-handed intervention:
the scme set of agencies and intelligences tuat inveigled us

into the Bay of Pigs disaster.

Instead of using your well-lmiown political adroiiness to
rescue our country from tlie military miscalculations and political
blunders thot created our impossible sivuation in Vietnam, you
now, casting all caution to the winds, pronose to increase the
area oi senseless destruction and extermination, without having
eny other visible ends in view than to conceal our nolitical
impotence. In taking this unreasonable course, you not merely
show a lack of "decent respect for tlhe opinions of mankind," you
likewise mock and betray all our country's humane traditions.

This betrayal is-all the iore simister because you are now,
it is plain, obstinately committing us to the very militery
policy that your countrymen rejected wien they so overwhelmingly
defeated the ilepublican candidate.

3efore you go further, let us tell you clearly: your pro-
fessed aims are emptied of meaning by your totalitarian tactics
and your nihilistic strategy. /e are shamed by your actuions,
and revolted bY our dishonest excuses and pretexts. WHat 1is
vorse, we are horriified by tlie immediate »Hrospect of having our
country's fate in the hands of leaders who, time and again, have
shown their inability to think straigiit, to correct their
errors, or to get out of a bad situation without creating a
worse one.

The Government has forfeited our confidence; and we aill
oppose, with every means available within the law, the execution
of tihis impractical, and above z]ll, morally incefensible policy.
fhere is only one way in wiich you can r emove our opposition or
regain our confidence; and that is to turn back from the course
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you have taken eond seek a lunen vay out.
LEVIS nUNFORD

Ls Munford points out, many people voted Zor Joansoa bLecause
they felt that Goldwater would lead the United States into an un-
warrented ond unwvanted "locol war! which might well escalate into
a worldvide conflict. Tiis was one of the recsons I voted for
Johnson, despite my uneasiness over his stands oa civil rights
whaich I felt snd feel are equally as dishonest as l.is treatment
of the Vietnam situation.

Speaking as a citizen of this country, I cen feel nothing
but disgust and reprehension at the wholesale slaughter -- includ-
ing the use of gas, an atrocity we rightfully condemned the
Germans for during VWII ~- of Vietnamese citizens, boih north
and south. As an individual end possible unwilling candidate for
perticipation in this shameful sl-ughter, I feel thoroughly re-
pelled at the prospect of being forced by an unfriendly govern-
ment (ours) to assist in such a madness.

_ Unfortunately, due to the insanities of the Selective
Service ict, I om unable to do much more than cross my fingers -
and hope tiat I won't be among those at whom the finger 1s pointed
to go out and do LsJ's dirty work. All I cen do is sit here .in .,
my quiet corner of the universe reading about low the United
Stotes makes repeated raids and night bombings over iorth Vietnam,
gloating over how many native villages and industrial instal-
ations are destroyed eacli dey, ‘wiile at the same time eocting
horrified and put upon whenver, in retalistion that is surprising
only in its restreint thus far, a few U.S. owned buildings in
Saigon cre bombed.

FE R 5

wlthough the situction in this war, which I Delieve will be.
Vorld War III belore 1966 dawms, chenges from day to dgy, I would
ve interested in hearing a F.PA diazlogue chout it. I helieve
the politiccl spectrum in FaPA is sulficiently Hroad -- irom Dick
Lllington to Jam wc.hail -- to make tlis soiething & little more
interesting thef the ..d liartin aifair.

is .one 0f the more entertaining political clowns of the
day is fond of seying: how do you stond, sir?
%

.8 & Footnote to the above, ome should note that the usucl
flood of utterly preposterous anti-enemy prop gonda thot accompan-—
ies every war in whiclh the United States decicCes its position in
needs bolstering amongst the general public, so that it will be
swollowed whole, is well underwoy, as witness this recent article
in the San ’'r-ncisco Chronicles:

DOPED UP SUICIDE SQUADS

Some ‘communist /iet Cong guerrilla units may have re-
cently made suicide otticks while under the iniluence
of opium, reliable mericcn militory sources said yester—
daye _

They said that the Chinese communists used similar
methods of attack in ..orec and th.t their suicide assault
units were drugged in the sarie woye.

The military sources claimed thot opium wis founc on
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decic.es

meny guerrilles killed while itrying to overrun nmilitary
outposts in "human wave” charges. They said these guer-
rilles showed strong evidence of having been heavily
drugged.

The U.S. sources reported that unidentified light
planes with no markings vere observed recently flying
into South Vietnem and dropyping opium in areas where
he Viet Cong had been massing. ..euters,

WiiY I STaY IN FiPA
{An eddendum for Lruce Pelz,

iAveryone else hos written sometiing about this, so Z might as

well not remzin silent. I remain ir Fnls to the exclusion of all
other fan activity because I find it the easiest and most pain-
less way to stay in touclh with vhat's goiung on in fandom. I find
hat simply being in FaPi not only brings me a quarterly bundle

of fanzines, but my presence on the roster means that on occasion

I =m surprised by fanzknes from mumembers wlo use that roster to
cull their meiling list for their hopeful young genzines.

I find a lot of the material published in P.P. to be enjoy-
able and worthwhile. Lee Jacobs, ilorm and Gina Clarke, Terry Larr,
Andy Main, Boyd Raeburn, Ted White, Bill Rotsler, and many others
provide me with entertaining magaczines.

Cn the other hand, ¥ most emphatically do not Find pleasure
in stomachcurling stuff of the type included in the February bundle
by the iZllerns -- specifically the crudely drawn comic book which
eppecred from a glance to come out of thit old Coventry/fentasy/
aren'twesickbutnice orientation that spoiled most of the public-
ations from certein elements of Los .ngeles fandom for & time sev-
eral vears ago. I thought it had passed; apparently not. If the
Ellerns really feel the need to play Secret sgent 8X, lhow much
more relieving it would be fof Fara (no one I know dug that comic
book) if they'd get all dressed ud like Secret ..gents and pley
it in the privacy of their own home.

Sut this is e minor cavil, for efter all one is free to (as
I ultimetely did, throw away the parts of tlie meiling one does not
wish to retain. F.PA being the lerge grous it is (just like the
world is e big place), one can hardly expect or demand that every-
one be as interesting or vital as everyone else.

inyway, that's why I stay in ?.24, beccuse I find some of the
material entertaining and enjoyeble. 3By extension, that's why I
stay around, period, because enougi of life is worth having to

endure the rest.
~— Bob Lichtman, 1965




