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AS DAN STEFFAN'S CARTOON SUGGESTS, this issue of INNUENDO is a little
late. I originally planned to publish it in 1971, when a special fund had
been set up to bring Bob Shaw over to that year's worldcon in Boston.
Donations were solicited, old fanzines and such were auctioned, and several
faneds published special Bob Shaw Issues at special prices with the profits
to go to the fund. INNUENDO #12 was to be one of those, and I immediately
set about asking for contributions for the issue, concentrating not only on
those writers who had been regulars in INN's first incarnation (1956~

~1960), but also on a number of top fanwriters who had never appeared here,
“ ‘mostly those who, like Calvin Demmon and Arnie Katz, had entered fandom
after INNUENDO folded.

Most of them responded with fine material and by the middle of 1971 I
had fifty pages of the issue on stencil. But then Carol and I moved from
New York City to the Bay Area, and during the move I misplaced the stencils
I1'd prepared. By the time I found them it was late 1972; the Shaw Fund had
Leen a success without needing any proceeds from INN; BoSh had come to the
worldcon and returned home; and any sense of urgency about getting the
issue published had faded into a fannish past that seemed as remote as the
Staple Wars or the Crusade to Clean Up Fandom. Besides, I now had to earn
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all my income from freelance editing and writing, so fannish projects
became decidedly secondary.

Despite the fact that the above reads like the beginning of one of

those boring editorials about The Trouble I Had Pubbing My Ish, I'm not

going to put you to sleep by writing such a piece. Amy Thomson made that
certain when, at a late night party at Corflu I, she asked me why INNUENDC
#12 hadn't yet appeared; I said there were at least a dozen reasons, and
she insisted that I list them. I did give her a dozen reasons -- some
true, some deliberately fanciful -- and she wrote them all in her notebook.
Apparently she intends to publish them and if so, that will probably be
the first time a faned's excuses for a publishing delay have appeared in
someone else's fanzine.

Instead I can concentrate on telling you about the material here.
Most of it was written thirteen years ago, which makes this issue of
INNUENDO largely a document out of history. Aside from the pieces written
in 1971, which means most of them, there's Harry Warner's column (1973) and
Susan Wood's piece from 1976 when she made a determined effort to jog me
into finishing this fanzine. The last lines of Susan's article are
terribly ironic in light of her death a few years later: she did indeed
achieve gafiation in 1980, but in the most tragic way.

The letter column in this issue contains responses to the last issue
of LIGHTHOUSE (#15, August 1967), and because Lths was a much different
fanzine and published during a different period of fanhistory, these
letters differ in origin and content from what you'd usually see in the INN
letter column; nonetheless, my fanzines have always been basically fannish,
so I was able for the most part to edit them to suit INN's purposes. I
realize that letters written almost seventeen years ago (and stencilled
thirteen vears ago) will seem anachronistic now, but I disagree with fans
who claim that the past is of no interest today. Good material, good
thinking, good writing strike me as being always interesting.

The letters aren't even the most ancient material in this issue, in
fact. Elmer Perdue's article was written in 1959, for THE STORMY PETREL, a
oneshot fanzine 1 published in memory of Francis Towner Laney, who had
recently died. It consisted of articles about Laney by people who had
known him well in his fan days, but when Elmer sent me his piece I was
afraid to publish it because it contained words that were then suspect in
the eyes of the post office. More recently, even that branch of the
government has come to terms with some everyday realities, so I feel safe
publishing the article now. But ironically, during the decades when
official strictures against the kind of language in the article were
disappearing, many people were changing their opinions about some of the
attitudes portrayed in it, so no doubt the piece will now be offensive to a
lot of you for new reasons. I offer the piece as a bit of fanhistory that
accurately records attitudes that were prevalent nearly four decades ago.
(My admiration for Laney's fanwriting has never convinced me that I'd have
liked him personally.)

Two of the longest contributions to this issue, those by Carol Carr
and Sidney Coleman, are actually reprints of a sert: I selected the
passages published here from material published in Lilapa circa 1969-1971.
Lilapa was and is one of those furtive correspondence groups that #drained
the life-blood of fandom® (according to some fannish critics, who were
quite right) by inducing top writers to contribute most of their fanac to
small by-invitation-only groups, thereby hiding much excellent writing from
fandom-at-large. It happened that when I began this issue Lilapa was in a
very active period, and both Sid and Carol were writing marvelous things



for the bi-weekly mailings; so I got their permission'to publish selections
from them.

Sid's "column" (you could hardly call it an article) is made up of
short items that stand up without the Lilapa context --'Sid had rarely 1f
ever written mailing comments. The
only thing I have to explain is that
his piece on Moskowitz, which he
wrote "in homage to Calvin Demmon and
Gregory Benford," was inspired by the
very item you see by them in this
issue (itself inspired by Donald
Barthelme). But "An Ingquiry into the
Theory and Practice of Norman J.
Clarke" hadn't appeared in Lilapa or
anywhere else: 1I'd shown the ms. to
$id when he was visiting. No doubt
Norm has been curious to read the
Demmon-Benford piece ever since.

Carol's "sStuff" (the same title
she'd used for her column in
LIGHTHOUSE in the mid-'60s) is the
antithesis of Sid's in that it has no
formal structure for any of its
sections; this is because all of it
is excerpted from her mailing
comments. As a result it may seem to
sprawl, but mainly it flows in that
slightly deranged, off-the-wall way
she has. Fan critics who claim that
mailing comments are by nature

: substandard, thoughtless and witless
material at best should read this "Stuff" bearing in mind that it was
written over a dozen years ago.

The newest of the written material here is the piece by Carl Brandon,
of which I wrote half in 1976 and the rest in 1980. I know this will sound
laughable, but I wrote it when I felt the pressure of the issue's deadline:
Brandon has appeared in every issue of INNUENDO, so I realized that no new
issue would be complete and authentic without him; it would be like a day

wig?out sunshine or a Chinese restaurant without cliches posted on the
walls. :

. But the very last thing written for this issue is of course the
gdltorlal. Does any faned pub an ish by writing the editorial first? Must
oe a neofan, if so. You've got to save room for your feeble last-minute
excuses. Myself, I don't intend to type out this editorial till everything

else is run off -- and even so, I'll probably have to print several puerile
addenda on the back of the envelope.
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YET HOPE SPRINGS AS ETERNAL in the fannish breast as trilogies do in
whatever professional publishers use to breathe with. I dare to think that
this fanzine may strike such awe into you that you'll read a few sentences
about how this miraculous fanzine was produced. First I must mention that
most of the illustrators stencilled their own work, so I thank them for
saving me a lot of trouble as well as making these pages look better than I
could have. Thanks, Dan Steffan, Steve Stiles, Lee Hoffman and Jay Kinney.



The only drawings I stencilled are those by Grant Canfield and Ray Nelson,
for reasons that seemed sensible at the time.

I did the layouts and letteringuide work myself because I'm fussy
about the overall "look" of my fanzines. 1In fact, I can get so caught up
in such things that I once expressed the passing thought that the ideal
method of reproducing a fannish fanzine would be to stencil all the artwork
and lettering by hand, then run off one perfect master copy and Xerox from
that; thus every copy would represent the best that mimeography can do,
without constantly adjusting the amount of ink, watching out for show-
through, or slipsheeting every copy to avoid offset. I meant what I said,
in my dreamy perfectionist way, but I never thought I'd find myself
actually going through such a complicated and expensive process.

Then, only a few years later, I found myself buying a Canon copier and
discovering that the state of the art had improved so much that it could
reproduce anything with nearly photographic clarity. How nice it would be,
I thought, to illustrate Harry Warner's column on LE ZOMBIE by reproducing
one of its covers --that fine one by Ronald Clyne on the March-April 1943
issue, for instance.

Then too, ‘there was the problem of the Hannes Bok cover I wanted to
use. Many years ago, Jack Gaughan let me borrow one of Bok's sketchbooks
(Jack had been a friend of Bok's during his last years) so that I could
make copies of some drawings from it that had never been published. I made
electrostencils of some of them to illustrate an article on Bok that Jack
wrote for an issue of LIGHTHOUSE, and they reproduced well; but I also
tried hand-stencilling a couple of
the "simpler" ones, and. found that
Bok's art just wasn't right for
hand-stencilling. Yet I had this
fine fannish cartoon by Bok that
would make a perfect cover for
INNUENDO, and it couldn't be
electrostencilled because Bok had
never done a final version of
it -- he'd drawn several versions
.0f each figure, marked the ones he
preferred, and made a quick sketch
to show how they should be
positioned. So the drawing, I
thought, could be put together in
its final form only if I hand-
stencilled it, moving the figures
into their proper positions
myself. I ground the left lobe of
my brain against the right and
muttered, "Dare to be great, Terry
Carr." But I knew that no matter
how hard I tried, the result
wasn't going to be...quite

...right. Sl P
Now it's 1984, and I have g
this splendid copier with which I J’ WE‘;%)%;%UFAN

can make several copies of Bok's

various versions, and cut out each
figure and put them all where they belong. Then I can run off a test copy
and white-out any lines that may show around the cut-out edges, thus ending
up with a perfect result. Sure, a lot of painstaking effort, but it would



work! My fannish superego became tumescent at the very @dea, I began to
breathe hard, and before I could stop myself I was thinking beyond that....

As long as I was planning to use the Canon for partg of INNUENDO, why
not go the whole way, just this once, and produce a fanzine that %ooked
exactly how I wanted it to look? My lunatic dream of combining mlmgography
with the work of a copier rushed back into my head; suddenly I regllzed
that I was dealing not with an idle fancy but rather with a practical
necessity. The scheme would actually solve all the.nagglng problems about
the issue that I'd been avoiding thinking about.Jﬂ;lke:

(1) All those ancient stencils that I'd cut thirteen years ago -- :
‘hadn't I noticed that they were turning brown around  the edges and pagts oL
them seemed to be melting? How had I ever imagined that they were.stlll
strong enough to withstand tne strain of reproducing a hundred cop}es? Oh,
some of them would hold up pretty well -- some of them were only eight
years old, after all -- but there were too many that were going to shr=d on
the whirling mimeo drum after ten copies. Sure, I could retype the teris
on those, but I'd never be able to restencil most of the art even halfuzy
. properly. Whereas if I could just get a few, even three, good copies o1
each page, why, I could take the best of each and use it as the master cop;
for the Canon!

(2) And Sid Coleman's .
L e illustrations for his column -- they

. iﬁAhK)CMA'i looked simple, even primitive...but
UL ISNET that was just the problem. Might as
¥ I WHAT \T soon try to stencil the art from

Lascaux. Besides, Sid told me he'd
made it a point of honor to look up the
proportions of the Great Pyramid so
that his drawing would be authentic --
one slip of the stylus, a single line
that wandered, and 1'd make a Harvard
professor look like a scientific
illiterate. ©No, it would be utter
folly not to use the copier on those
drawings.
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(3) The Rotsler illos that I
haven't even asked him to do yet -- how
could I dare to mail the stencils for
those articles to him? The last time I
mailed him something to illustrate, the
package got there while he was in the
process of moving and my fanzine got
lost among all the cartons; by the tiue
he found it and sent it back I had a
beautifully illustrated fanzine that
was months too late to save my FAPA membership. But if I were to use the
Canon to make two master sets and send hin just one, why then if one set
was lost I'd still have a perfect duplicate.

: Thinking of all the potential disasters that would be averted by using
mimeo plus copier, I was turning from perfectionist to paranosid before my
very eyes. Suddenly it was crystal clear; my only salvation lay in maxing
mimaeographed master copies, and then --

Wait a minuvte. T didn't have a nimeograph.



But then again, there was this convention coming up in just a week --
Corflu, the-convention for fanzine fans. There'd be plenty of people there
who owned mimeos, and if I smiled just right and spoke in a sensitive

fannish voice and used all the right words -- "egoboo...your name will be
embossed in gold om the eternal scroll of fanhistory...would you like to
make a BNF happy?" -- then surely someone would agree .to run off my

stencils. I needed only three copies, after all. Well, three copies each
of maybe eighty pages. I began practicing just the right way to say
"That"s not too many" and "It certainly would be a wonderful thing."

So I went to Corflu, and found a whole hotelful of faans. One of the

first I saw was Lucy Huntzinger, a sympathetic person and -- according to
the Letter of Introduction that Ted White had written for her when she'd
returned from visiting Falls Church -- "a fannish catalyst." Just the

person to ask. I asked.

And she said sure, no problem. A week later she phoned me and said,
"Congratulations, it's a fanzine." Lucy, Gary Mattingly and Sharee Carton
had run off the copies exactly as I'd wanted them; I picked up the package
and looked through the pages in wonder. They looked even better than I
could have hoped -- those people can really run a mimeograph.

So now I'm in the final stages of pubbing my ish at last. Thirteen
years in the making, and I'm actually beginning to believe it was be as
close to my fancies and fantasies as my crazy fannish hubris envisioned.

What? You found a typo? Two of them? Three?

-- Terry Carr, 1984

NOTES FROM THE PUBLISHER: As you wil! have guessed, things did not
go as Terry planned, and I'm sorry that he never got to see INN
in print. ['m thankful, though, that Robert Lichtman agreed to

play clean-up editor. With his experience and resources, he was able

to tie up all the loose ends. Among those that helped him were Carol

Carr and Steve Stiles. (See Trapdoor 9 for details.)

My part in this is to turn the crank, figuratively and literally,
of the Pacific Fantod Press, trusted Rex Rotary mimeo given to us by
Mike O'Brien years ago. In order to do so, I have received a cash
donation from the Seattle Corflu committee and much help from Suzanne
Tompkins. I will get collating help from Fabulous Seattle Fandom. To
all those that have helped, and all those who will, many thanks.

--Jerry Kaufman, 1990
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(With apologies to Donald Barthelme,
author, Come Back, Dr. Caligari.
Snow White, At the Tolstoil Museum,
ete.s etc.s :

"A jest breaks no bones," -- Morm Clarke

NORM CLARKE GOES TO NEW YORK

. In August 1963, Norm Clarke was shopping at the Miller Grocery Store
in Canada with Boyd Raeburn when Gina called out to him from another aisle,
He was embarrassed, and pretended in front of his friend not to know her as
well as he did. The next day he was in a movie (Bye Bye Birdie) alone, and
sav a travelogue., He heard a rooster crow. He decided to go .to New York.

He arrived in New York with a letter of introduction to a friend of
Boyd's. Boyd's friend put Norm Clarke up in his apartment for three months
while Clarke worked in a bookstore on 1lith Street, until one morning when
Clarke got up to go to work he found the bathtub filled with flannel and red
dye. Boyd's friend was knitting a Porsche. Clarke moved to Brooklyn.

NORM CLARKE SPEAKS TO CALVIN DEMMON ON THE TELEPHONE

Back in Canada, Norm Clarke called up Ted White on the telephone.
“:1rin Demmon happened to be at Ted's house when the call came through,

"It's Norm Clarke," Ted said.
"Let me talk to him," Calvin said.

" In those days Calvin forced himself into cbnversations and called
people "a pile of crap."

- "I heéar you've been going around Calling people a pile of crap," lNorm
Clarke said.

"You're a pile of crap,” Calvin said to Norm Clarke. This actually
happened. : S s - =
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NORM CLARKE AND GINA

: Mother Morlan's house in the Out Isles was hardly bigger than a large
dog kennel -- but 1t was comfortable and full of interesting things. There
were two horseshoes nailed on the door -- five statues bought from pilgrims,
with the used-up rosaries wound around them —- for beads break, if one 1s a-
good prayer -- several bunches of fairy-flax laid on top of the salt-box,
which contained only unrefined sea salt -- some Scapulars wound round the

- poker -- twenty bottles of mountain dew, all empty but one -- about a

bushel of withered palm,; relic of Palm Sundays for the past seventy years
-- and plenty of woollen thread for tying round the cow's tail when she was
calving. Norm and Gina came in separate tourlst buses, but when they saw
all this they looked at each other and burst out laughing.

*E¥

"Society rests upon conscience and not upon sclence." -- Norm Clarke
- #i$

NORM CLARKE IN CONCERT (from the Toronto Mail)

. "Last night Norm Clarke and the. Glenlea
Boys blew at the Glenlea. Norm was out front
as usual. ‘Gina was in the audience. The
Gienlea Boys are undoubtedly the best rock
nusicians around. And for those of you who
haven't heard them live, and who assume that
there are large numbers of studio effects
on thelr records, there simply aren't.

Clarke does nearly all of it with his mouth.

"And then it was time for Norm's solo,
the highlight of the evening. The lights
dimmed, and 2 harsh spot stabbed out and caught
Morm Clarke's sweating face as he played a
little opening riff, apparently by mistake at
first. Soon he had the audience in the palm
of his hand., Ev2n though I have been to
several other rock concerts I have never seen
anything like that."

L DREAM, REPORTED BY NORM CLARKE
I am walking down the street on the way to the Glenlea. There is a

small dog walking beside me. He seems to be walking slower and slower. I
vegin to reason with him. & bus passes and the people inside look the other

" way. Haven't they ever seen a man talking to his dog before? Suddenly I

realize that I don't have a dog, and that I am late to work again.

NOR!M CLARKE AS A CHILD

(From a pregress report, Glenlea High School, Miss Cary's Englilsh
class, June U, 1954.)

“Norm&h is proceeding admirably. He continues %o employ the comma-
fault 2s a means of self-expression. His spelling 1s adequate, but not

1



sensational. I don't know who combs his hair, though."

NORM AND GINA CLARKE'S HOUSE

Certain houses, like certain persons, manage somehow to proclaim at
once their character for evil. There is manifestly nothing in the external
appearance of the Clarkes' house to bear out the tales of the horror that
is said to reign within., It is neither lonely hor unkempt. It stands,
crowded into a corner of the square, and looks exactly like the houses on
either side of it in Aylmer. And yet this house in the square is horribly
different. Persons who spent some time in the house before the Clarkes
bought 1t declared positively that certain rooms were so disagreeable that
they would rather die than enter them again, and that the atmosphere of the
vhole house produced in them symptoms of a genulne terror. And yet the
Clarkes have made their home there, and claim to be surprised when they have’
so few visitors.

H%®
"Who keeps the Truth from the People stands in the way of God."

-- Norm Clarke
(p. 47, Hutchley's Life of Clarke)

* % %

NORM CLARKE'S FIRST REJECTION SLIP
Dear Mr, Clarke,=--

I am requested by the Council of the American Medical Association to return

to you the draft of a paper on The Truth of Alchemy, which you have been

good enough to offer to read at our forthcoming meeting, and to inform you

that the Councll do not see thelr way to including it in the Programme, as

we have told you hundreds of times,

: I am,
Yours Faithfully,

etc.

NORM CLARKE'S INTIMATE FRIEND

Little 1is known of Georgina Ellis; even less is understood. She w~~'eA
for some time in some connection with the bus company in one town or another.
in some part of Canada; she 1s a woman; she once read scilence fiction but

i
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gave it up for fandom -- these are all the details we have. Her early re--
lationship with the younger Norm Clarke is a subject perhaps best dealt

with in the reader's own imagination; certainly we shall not touch upon 1t
here. A search of the files reveals a tattered copy of WENDIGO, several
letters from Norman G. Browne (a Clarke pseudonym?), a poem to birds, a
grease~stalned HYPHEN, a bullfight poster and three typos. A stack of Ranch
Romances (May 1952 through' September 1955) brings to mind the Clarke ob=
servation, "Remance is the pornography of women." Other than these driblet -,
rumor remains. The actians of Georglna Ellis at an early convention are
well-remembered but have never been reported in print. Her wit, her beauty,
her sly manner -- all lost. Walking as we do through the gutted streets of
Aylmer, flitting whispers of memory recall the days of legend, the nights

of fire. And all this came to a quick end when Georgina left Norm, left to
travel to Los Angeles and take a job nodeling dental floss,

S ERR
"Being in a ship is being in a jail, with the chance of being
drowned.” _

-=- Horm Clarke

NORM CLARKZE, ADVCCATE FCR PEACE

The world has not yet responded to Mr. Clarke's repeated calls for
peace and love. His dramatic fasts -- in which he adamantly refuses to
take any form of nourlshment other than alechol -- have gone unheeded:. His
recent stunning "bed-in for peace" canpailgn was perhaps overshadowed by
John Lennon and Yoko Ono, who had upstaged him by holding theirs in 2
prominent hotel and asking in members of the prezs, Mr. Clarke was without
funds teo stage such an event, and so hls bed-in at heme; surrounded by his
wife end children and featuring visits from concerned relatives, was over-
looked by the aensationalist press.

NORM CLARXE AND MR, MONTANSEN
Mare MOontansen remembered the war. He had been {n & Japanese prisoner

of wer camp, forced to eat rice and root vegetables to stay alive. Cne day -
an old native wao workad in the caup gave him three rice bails, shaking his



head over Mr, Montansen's emaciated condition, and instructed him to eat
them quickly, gulping them down whole, or they would do him no good. Mr.
Montansen complied, tasting only the sticky rice. Only later did he learn
that the rice balls contained earthworms, a valuable source of protein. The
old man had known Montansen could not force himself to eat them. They were
taboo for westerners, he thought. He did not realize that Mr, Montansen
was a vegetarian. '

Dreaming moodily about this, sighing, perhaps, Mr. Montansen punched

the cash register and rang up the change he had just taken from the sale of
three Fat Boy Burgers to Norm Clarke.

: ¥4
"Lay me low, my work is done, I*a? weary., Lay me low." -- Norm Clarke

HANDWRITTEN NOTES FROM A PRELIMINARY STUDY

Why does éubJecﬁ have long and continuous association (indeed, re-
latlonship) with clarinet, oboe, saxophone =-- all phallic instruments?

 What is "motoreycle symbolism"?

Did wife of subject find copy HYPHEN in bus station in 19356 in Calgary?
(Check this out.) 1 :

Where is Calgary?
Gordon Eklund: "Clarke most nonlinear writer I know." Who is Eklund?
Does FAPA have secret handclasp?

Color Clarke eyes? Helght? M? F? Color hair? (Have hair?)

NN

.rioved4he Y~ NORM CLARKE'S CAREER AS A LETTERHACK
BPrjay cover,

\1/\,1';\4\J\,‘;J/ (From Thrilling Wonder Stories,

G D - Summer 195%.)
' Dear Thrilling Wonder:

Sam -- your editoria)l shocked my
eyelids open., So that is why I've
been feeling like this lately! 'I have
"blue tongue" -- a rather pretty shade
of' blue, though -- and I think I have
"scrapie," or scraping together at
the ankles, and if vesicular Exam-
themata is characterized by falling
eyebrows, I've got it, I also have

"Hard Pad" but this only occurs in the shoulders of my (1) suit and in my
saxephpne keys. ' ,

Maybe Mercury isn't hopeless, but the Mercurians definitely are. Liv-
ing on Mercury, we would have to stay in the dark, or rather in the aim.

v



I know some people who would make perfect colonists.

Morman J. Clarke

NORM CLARKE AND THE ONE BIG UNION

Hunching over against the bitter cold wind that licked around corners
and tickled his nose, Norm Clarke scurried down the street.: If it hadn't
been for hils undyilng devotion to the cause of unionism -- particularly the
unionization of the musician -- he would not have dared set foot outsilde
his miserable worker's hovel on a night like this. He sneered at the rosy
lights of other homes, where other workers just as oppressed as he slept
before braying TV sets, while the capitalist exploiters snatched bread
from the bleeding lips of the starving poor. Were they all so blind? Did
the age not cry out for vision for tne mighty arm of the working class?
Well, shit. Probably there wasn't going to be anybody at the Local 547
meeting when he got there, either. Nobody seemed to understand. That
drummer the other night, he'd laughed when Norm told him about the meeting,
and fallen off the stage. That was the sort Norm had to deal with.,

Norm frowned. He was convinced of the validity of their struggle, sure
of the eventual victory of the workers, ready to do anything for the labor
movement, yes, but for some reason tonight he could not make his mind think
"of anything except his stuffed teddy bear.

%

"I pelong to the Church of the Unwarranted Assumption."
g

-= Norm Clarke
%%

NOTES ON INTERVIEW WITH NORM CLARKE AUG., 10 1970

, Now plays Standish Club, Aylmer. Member Rock&Roll Band (note differ-
ence w/rock band...not same, says subject), Band: "Maury Logan & the

Targets." Jailhouse Rock. Johnny B. Goode. Beatles. Triend: "Sure hate

to play in band called 'Targets' at Standish." Subject unafrald, says is
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hard rocker. "Joint was jumpin'." (Joint = dope? Check this out.) Ask 1is
subject using his new theory of polytonal resonances. Subject: "Do 1t like
dee doo dee waddie doo." Analogy to Dylan. (Thomas? Check this out.)
Subject denies influence of Tolstoi. Subject uses "nick" or NIK for No, I'm
Kidding - new jazz idiom? Subject falls asleep. - )
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"It's no disgrace to be poor, but it might as well be."

s —-- Norm Clarke

NORiM CLARKE ANSWERS BOYD RAEBURN'S INSINUATION

"I tell you, Boyd," Norm Clarke said, "your art of war 1is of no use,
because your knights are no good for real fighting. What use is armor
against gunpowder? And if 1t was, do you think men that are fighting for
France and for God will stop to bargain about ransoms, as half your knights
live by doing? No."

NORM CLARKE: FROM A LETTER TO LES NIRENBERG

Insufferable, your letter. Once and for all, I refuse to be cursed at
or whined at; I suply won't be reproached, or condemned I do what I like
and I don't admit anybody's right to call my dolngs into question. Last
week I thought 1t would be amusing to go to Madrid with you; thils week I
don't. If my changing my mind has put you to any inconvenience I'm sorry.

XN

"There was a star danced and under that I was born." -~ Norm Clarke
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NORM CLARKE: PROFESSIONAL EXPERIENCE
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Norm Clarke acted the roles of White Bird and Beast Man in Clties in
Eezique at the Public Theatre last winter. He has appeared on Broadway in
aer First Roman, The King and I, Caligula, and Kismet. He has toured in
productions of Roar of the Greasepaint Smell of the Crowd, and appeared in
the film The Girl on a Chain Gang. Off-Broadway he had the main role of
Black Militant In Riot, though because of his light color he was subject %o
inverse prejudice. :
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"I am as an oblate spherdid." -- Norm Clarke
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It seems that once was a fan by the name of Bob Cumnock. Bob Cumnock's
parents displayed their good Jjudgment in not letting him attend the local
league meetings, and so this potential fan passed out of existence. How-
ever, he left his mark, for he gave Yerke Bradbury's address, and Yerke,
then edifor of IMAGINATION!, sent Bradbury a very official letter. On the
meeting night of October 7, 1937, Yerke was sitting imbibing on a malt and
listening to George Tulis play a ten cent flute, when a voice 1n the back
sald: "Is Mr. Yerke here?" All turned and screamed.

That is how it all started.

-- T, Bruce Yerke, in THE DAMN THING! #1,
November 1940

We were arguing about TAFF or something, but, after he moved, I was
able to put off replying because, after all, he'd be arguing from different
premises nowv,

~- Chuck Harris, in SWAN SONG #2, 1959

The erroneous idea that Ibid 1s the author of the Lives of the Poets
is so frequenft.ly met with, even among those pretending to a degree of
culture, that it is worth correcting. It should be a matter of general
knowledge that Cf, 1s responsible for this work., Ibid's masterpiece, on
the other hand, was the famous Op. Cit.

-- H. P. Lovecraft, in THE PHANTAGRAPH,
June 1940

The unit of ink ic the smidgin. The table is: 3 nylmfs--1 smidgin,
5 smidgins=--1 dirty great dollop. The British Standard Smidgin can be 1n-
Spected at Slant House. Printers ink has most of the qualities of van
Vogt's perfect paint. It is impossible tc go within flve feet of a tin
withonut getting covered wi‘h the stuff. As we say, "I was inking my hands
and got some on the press." There are solvents, of course, but the only
real sclutlon i3 to wear black clothes. Noc need to buy them speclally.

-=- Walt Willis, in SLANT #6,. VWinter 1951/;2
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As 1939 was tiptoeing into a barrage of war scares, a rosy-cheeked and
almost typical American boy was getting some healthy exercise in the great
Midwest. His fingers and cerebrum got a better workout than the remainder
of his body, because he was publishing the final issue of his fanzine,
SCIENCE AND FANTASY ADVERTISER. The last of the four pages of this thirad
and last issue was devoted to an explanation of how another fan would take
over this fanzine (he never did) and to a description of other fanzine
projects, now that S&FA was no longer taking up time. The last paragraph
of the last page added:

"Golly, we almost forgot to mention; we also publish another 'thing,'
LE ZOMBIE, which is a two or four page affair of Candid Comment distributed
gratis to readers of FANTASY NEWS, D'JOURNAIL and YEARBOOK. So, pip pip,
Bob Tucker."

Tucker totally forgot to mention that he was also going to write a
long series of successful novels, invent much of the lasting fan termi-
nology and legendry, sire a son with fannish instincts, win every available
award except the ones for producing the best movies, and remain down
through the decades exactly the same cheerfully sardonic personality that
he was when the first issue of LeZ appeared at the end of 1938. The last



issue probably hasn't been published yet, because they've been emerging at
lengthening intervals ever since. But the bulk of them were published
during World War Two, about sixty of them. They weren't large fanzines,
they weren't lavishly illustrated, they cost only a nickel or so per issue,
and they represent one of the most wonderful fanzines in history. Tucker
as a humorist was more prolific, more rambunctious, and more unpredictable
when he was publishing LeZ regularly than he has been while writing for
other fanzines in recent years. Some of 'his humor in LeZ has dated a
trifle because its targets have grown tattered and indistinct with *he
passing of years. But a sizeable collection of LeZ is something like a
one-volume edition of Shakespeare: your blood congeals at the thought of
losing even a few lines through some monstrous accident, no matter if this
or that passage no longer means as much to the reader in 1973 because his
environment and philosophy aren't those of the LeZ mailing list three
decades ago.

It was one of the first general c.rculation fanzines that was largely
a reflection of its editor. Lots of other fans contributed to it, but the
bulk of the writing over the years was by Tucker and the reader paid about
the same attention to the paragraphs by outside contributors that you give
to the commercials during an interesting television program today. It was
also one of the earliest examples of the faanish type fanzine. It wasn't
the pioneer in this respect, but it persisted so long in its creation of
legendry about fans and their doings that it must have had the greatest
influence on the full flowering of the ultimate faanish era of the 1950's
in savannah, Belfast and other farflung outposts.

It started as a single-sheeter that contained gossip, news and comment
by Tucker. As early as the fourth issue, the gentle art of Moskowitz-
baiting was being taught by o0ld master Tucker: "Altho Tucker (yeh, me--)
was not mentioned by Moskowitz in his SPACEWAYS 'old-timer' article, he
lays a few claims to being one, anyway. Which leads to this: on April
first, Tuck is publishing, free of charge to anyone who will send a stamp,
a fan mag commemorating his tenth anniversary in science-fiction! The mag
is called INVISIBLE STORIES. The mag is small size, mimeo'd, done in the
lighter vein thru-out." As I recall, Tucker actually published it, and it
fit his description exactly.

And even before the first worldcon, site and committee quibbling was
being pioneered: "As this is written, the Powers-That-Be in New Fandom are
trying to decide whether or not they should take up the World's Fair's
offer of a free convention hall inside the fairgrounds. Cease worrying
this instant, boys, Tucker has decided for you! The big convention is not
to be held in New York! Nope! 7Tt will now be held in San Francisco. And
the convention hall will be Sally Rand's Nude Ranch! Sexology science
addicts, please note! Miss Rand will be much more educational and
instructing than a bunch of old fogey scientists, anyhow!..."

It took only a year or two for the Tucker humor to become less
frantic. By 1941, he had invented the LeZ-ettes, a fannish art form that
has lamentably died out by now. Here are some examples from the January
1942 issue: '

chapter 1: chapter 1: chapter 1: chapter 1:
Amoeba Brain Dog-Star Yngvi

chapter 2: chapter 2: chapter 2: w tchapter 2%
Vacation Rain Pole-Star Dog-Star
chapter 3: chapter 3: chapter 3: chapter 3:

Gone fission Hydrocephalic Who's all wet? Scratch!



In the same issue, Tucker described a less successful innovation, a
new kind of chain letter "which was designed to produce material for LeZ.
Each fan getting the letter was to dash off an article for us. We sent the
letter first to Dick Wilson and damon knight. So what happened? ngl, Doc
Lowndes informs tnat the last he heard of the letter, it was shuttling back
and forth between England and Australia. Some genius (?) apparently ;
destroyed the original names and addresses (all in the U.S.) and supstl—
tuted a list of fans in those two countries. Therefore our letter 1s now
wearily plying back and forth across many thousands of miles of water...wet
water, too...from England to Australia to England to Australia to England

to Aus/////"

Fans were recycling things long before the ecology movement began:
Writing as Squire Pong, Tucker described how his elementary education in
detective science had enabled him to figure out why the wrapping paper on
some magazines received from England had seemed worn:

"July i6, Korshak departed from tae 'Little Olde Hatte Shoppe,'
Chicago, with a certain amount of brown wrapping paper. 1In this paper he
wrapped three books of stfnal nature, and sent them to Shroyer in Decatur,
Ind. by parcel post. ** Upon reaching Shroyer's house they remained
wrapped for nine days while a wet party was going on in the room where they
had been tossed. Two nights in succession a cat slept on them. (I was
unable to determine how the cat slept thru the noise.) July 25, Shroyer
opened the bundle and discovered the covers were ruined by moisture; in
anger and dismay he returned them to Korshak. He had a beer in his hand as
he licked the stamps, the beer was Blatz, and it was flat.

"July 30, Korshak again mailed to Shroyer the books, new copies, and
this time they were inner-wrapped in oilsilk. Korshak was grinning and
drooling as he tied the string. ** August 9, Shroyer turned the paper
inside out and addressed two old, ragged books to Joe Gilbert. Shroyer
still had the same flat, Blatz beer in his hand. *#* Gilbert received the
books, wrapped up a condenser coil and three broken radio tubes in the
paper, and carried the packet over to Harry Jenkins. ** Jenkins used the
paper to mail a packet of old love letters to a friend (girl?) in NYC. The
letters were written in green ink, were some years old. Jenkins smoked a
briar pipe that hadn't been cleaned since May Day, 1936, as he licked the
stamps.

"How the paper left the friend's (girl?) hands is not known. It next
turned up at Julie Unger's place in Brooklyn, who used it to send three
copies of Future Fiction and one Planet to John Millard in Jackson, Mich.
Unger was eating peppermint drops when he mailed it, and just recovered
from a cold. *#* Millard made use of the wrapper immediately, sending two
phonograph records to Walt Daugherty in L.A. One of the records was warped
and beginning to crack at the edges. Millard smokes Camels. *%* Daugherty
carried the paper over to Ackerman, knowing the latter saves such. #** A
few days later Ackerman mailed a bulky fan article (probably on the Chicon)
to Eric Russell in Australia, still using the paper. He had again just
finished a chocolate malt, but this one had a two-day-old egg in it.

Morojo licked the stamps and stickers.

"The customs inspector (or censor?) who intercepted the package smoked
cheap cigars, drank a very cheap grade of whiskey, had a glass eye and a
missing thumb. He once failed a Boy Scout test; tied poor knots. ** Eric
Russell kept the paper two weeks, once threw it away, retrieved it again,
and finally used it to mail some western magazines to Ron Holmes in
England. Russell lives in a two story frame house, crawling with red
termites. ** Holmes received the package October 1. The inspector
(censor?) who intercepted it this time has a scar on his right thumb, a
minor criminal record, and was not a suspicious soul. He merely threw the
package on the floor to see if it would explode, didn't open it. Holmes




had just signed up fcr the army and was wearing his uniform and smelling of
a}e when the package arrived. Busy clearing up his collection in prepara-
tion for an expected long absence, he seized the paper to wrap the Unknowns
and sent them off at once to America and me. ;

"Think of the thousands upon thousands of miles it has traveled, hands
upon hands it has known, perhaps a foot or two."

Tucker also ran fake advertisements like those later made famous by
Bill Danner. After Earl Singleton's hoax suicide, he gave a full-pager to
the Oliver Xing Smith Company Fight-a-Feud Service. This gentleman was the
Singleton roommate under whose name Singleton's passing had been reported.
Smith's Asserted Services offered the client any line of attack he chose
for conducting feuds, including: Ignorant (in fandom less than five
years); Perverted (reads Amazing); Old-fashioned (likes science fiction);
and War-mongerer (thinks next convention should be in New York City). This
was in October 1941, and things haven't changed a bit.

The June 1940 issue contained a more or less straight description of
Tucker's den in a newly acquired home in the country. I think these are
the first published references to two more fragments of fannish legend:

"Not so long ago I read somewhere of a chap who was a wallpaper
maniac. It seems he had his heart set on a wallpaper that had pictured on
it black octopuses, and he hunted for years until he found his beloved
octopuses. I inmmediately wanted some of the same: the idea of sitting for
hours staring at grinning octopi appealing to my Pongish nature. I didn't
find any, but in my search thru perhaps two dozen stores, I found some of
the damdest wallpaper! Once I found some dead black paper spattered with
white horses and palm trees. That would have been on my wall if they
hadn't wanted 75¢ a roll for it. The final choice was something more
frugal, but: a cream background splatteredé and splashed with bright red
fire engines, prancing horses and racing dogs! The fire engines are the
old horse-drawn type, and now and then a surrey goes dashing by. It really
slays the neighbors. I did ny best.

"To round out....a sign over the door reading: OUR DAILY PRAYER.
Please, Lord, help me to keep my damn nose out of other people's business."

Claude Degler's ris=z and fall co’ncided with LE ZOMBIE's youth. The
November 1943 issue gave otherwise unpublished details on the time Claude
lost his way in the Everglades while attempting to find his way to Raym
Washington's Live Oak home and was treed by an alligator. After a while,
an Indian wandered by.

"'Ugh,' the Indian is asserted to have asserted, peering up into the
tree at the parched purveyor of cosmic clarions. And again: 'Ugh!'

"'Hullo,' was the nasal reply. 'I'm Claude Degler, nation-wide
organizer of the Cosmen. I'm searching for Raym Washington Jr of the Star-
flecked Cosmos, Ark of Firebug. Unfortunately, a monster has treed me.
And I am without a weapon. See--that crouching crocodile at your feet.'

"'Ugh,' the Indian is said to have said. With one thumping whack on
the thick hide he sent the gator gallcping. 'Ugh.‘

"It is then related that dauntless Degler descended downward and in
his own unique manner attempted to reward the lowly Indian. 'My brave
Brave,' said Degler, 'take this--ocne of my dearest possessions.' And he
gave the Indian a copy of the Cosmic Circle Commentator.

"!'Ugh,' the now enlightened savage is supposed to have said. And he

proceeded on his way, waving the paper in the air. ‘'Ugh.'
*And then there was the postcard broadside that hit the midwest a few
weeks later. Like Paul Revere's. famous warning flung intoc the night to the

sleeping country-folk, came this postcard in the mails:



WiFlee!' it screamed. 'Flee for your lives! Degler left Washington
this morning, heading west. He hit Hagerstown Friday the 13th; fortunately
the entire family was down with beri-beri, so he couldn't stay. If we knew
his exact route we could broadcast storm warnings. Flee!'

"The card was unsigned in a shaky hand."

By July 1946, LE ZOMBIE was appearing irregularly and Tucker was
claiming editorially that "we no longer believe LeZ has it on the ba .t
You'd never guess it from this slender and totally inspired issue. For
instance, it contained Tucker's answers to questions in a poll Fhat Rick
Sneary was taking. One question had been designed to find out if the
polled person would "be willing to be the first person to land on ?he moon
if you knew you would die there alone." Tucker answered: "Damn right pe
will, unless he can plant one foot on Earth and the other on Mars and die
in three places at once." Rick asked what the individual would take to
kill a person he had never met. It would depend on who paid for the
transportation and the distance involved, Tucker answered, but he recom-
mended "that you take at least two suits of clothes, three changes of
underwear, and an umbrella." When Sneary asked with whom the individual
would like to be lost on an asteroid, Tucker referred to "an amazing
variety of answers, all immoral," then decided that such a life would
become boring and therefore: "Take along a snapping turtle, preferably a
talking -one."

The biggest LE ZOMBIE that I can locate at the moment runs’ to just
short of fifty pages, counting a variety of inserts. 1It's the January 1944
annish. Even today, when fanzines have more spectacular art than they ever
possessed in the past, you won't find anything like the front cover,
credited to Frank Robinson. 1It's done with airbrush and some since lost
secret of perfect registration in five colors that are as brilliant as if
the ink were still wet. This issue contained a news flash about Degler,
who was then using the name of Don Rogers: "Len Marlow informs us that
Rogers has acquired several copies of INFINITE #2 (November 1941), inserted
new contents pages in them with himself as editor, and distributed the
copies as new fanzines. Startling Stories last summer received such a copy
and printed a review of it in their fanzine section."

For a long time, LeZ subtitled itself The Kept Korpse, because E.
Everett Evans was angeling it. At least once, Tucker didn't even do the
publishing work on an issue. The Apr.l 1941 edition looks like a forgery,
because it wasn't stencilled on Tucker's familiar typewriter. While Bob
was in Los Angeles, Walt Daugherty and Virginia O'Brien turned out an issue
for Tucker. Most of it contained a reprint of a serious C.S. Youd article
that deserves a new reprinting in full today, not just because its author
became the professional John Christopher. It described his experiences in
the fireblitz and it might cheer up some present-day fans who think nothing

could be worse than what they've been enduring in this disintegrating
world:

"Back up the High Street, avoiding leaning walls. Two policemen fell

in with us for a time. 'On duty?' We assented. 'Watching for looters, I
s'pose? Orders to shoot on sight?' We agreed importantly. 'Bloody good
thing, too.' I attempted a discussion on the contrasting ethical values

involved in picking up a chemise from a store supporting several million-
aires and the violation of small bombed-out houses, but could see it was
not going to be successful. Th2 other policeman, young and well fed,
spoke. ‘I don‘t Lelieve in Hell, but by Christ the people who started this
will roast in torment.' I saw what he meant. Curiously I heard no talk of
reprisals. All were too numbed and shattered to want anything but a
respite... The Forum was intact, but a thin pyre of smoke rose from the



top. All along that black fires munched steadily and, with walls leaning
outwards all the way, Newman and I detoured around the back. We passed
buses and trams scorched like living organisms. Newman is going to be a
pPilot. 'Swine!' he grunted."

_ By the time he published the July 1948 issue, Tucker was repeating
himself, insisting: "The well of original humor has just about run dry."
You can judge for yourself by these selections from Pong's Dictionary:

"Fan: absolutely undefinable. If the Greeks had a word for them, they
took care never to speak the word in public. Time: an unseen but often
felt something which fugits along in a straight line until a harrowed
author needs a plot. Fan-mag: a stack of sloppy sheets stapled together,
containing Rick Sneary-like spelling, horrible art work and excuses.

Number one fan: biggest jerk.™

After all this copying of old Tucker fanzines, I'm unhappy because T
haven't even mentioned Poor Pong's Almanac, the wonderful Tucker comments
in the letter sections, the incredible puns that swarmed through occasional
Walt Liebscher contributions, the wild dancing savages that Roy Hunt drew
for the LE ZOMBIE calendar for 1942, the columns contributed by D.B.
Thompson, and scores of other important aspects of LeZ. I don't know
whether it would be easier to collect a complete set of that fanzine or to
persuade Tucker to start publishing it again. 1In case of doubt, choose the
latter alternative and make everybody happy.

—- Harry Warner, Jr.

0 Y !
Aorz,ag JRes [ svee, Bt 175

T 4w vp P CHALMING,
7 NostALGle BuLe

SO Wiy Npr?




JUST THE OTHER DRY JOHN D. BERRY
AND [ DVIDED FNDOMC
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Just the other day, John D. Berry and I divided fandom. I:didn't
think much about it at the time, but mulling it over, I can see how

it could be of interest to the rest of you. Let ne man say I have
kept vital information from him. So, I repeat, John D. Berry and I
have divided fandom.

It was all péffectly inevitable, of course. 'There we sat, John
D. Berry and I, drinklng Pepsi and dividing fandom.

"You know, John D., there has been a succession of famous pairs
of fans. First there were Burbee and Laney. Laney, the insurgent,
the cutter and slasher, teamed with Burbee the incomparable satirist,
the dirtiest talking man Towner Laney ever knew."

"That's right," John D. Berry said, between bites of food and
sips of Pepsi.  "That's absolutely right." :

"And then, when Laney had gone east to die and Burbee was for- .
gotten in FAPA, there were Terry Carr and Ted White. Terry Carr was
the Burbee of the sixties and Ted White cut and slashed his way to
the hearts of fans everywhere." '

"Yes, yes, I see it all," John D. said to me. Knowing John D.,
I bet he probably saw it all. '

"Then I came into fandom. At first I thought I would be the
Laney of my generation. I looked around for my Burbee, skewering the
odd fugghead who happened to come my way Just to warm up. Keep in

- practice, you know. : :

"I looked arcund for the fan to play Burbee to my Laney. At first
I thought Len Balles was good Burbee material. But then I looked him
over, up ané down. I searched into his mind, I checked his posture,



Len Bailes was not the dirtiest talking fan I knew. Len Bailles was
not meant to be the Burbee of his generation. Len Bailes was meant
to write articles with titles like 'Where Has It All Gone?'

"I looked elsewhere for my Burbee-figure. I really thought Lon
Atkins was destined to be Burtee to my Laney. He wrote in the Burbee
mold. He drank beer, and I was sure he would take to the idea of
home Erﬁw. When he moved to Los Angeles, I knew it was the crucilal
moment .

"What happened?" John D. Berry asked me.

"I knew he would either become a fabulous 1n§urgent and write
tales of Los Angeles fandom filled with the doings of fabulous Burbee-
like characters or I would have to seek elsewhere."

And. s
"He started bowling with Bruce Pelz."

John D. shook his head. "And since then, you've wandered the
plains of fandom, seeklng that perfect specimen, the four-sauare fan
capable of talting the mantle of Burbee from the palsied fingers of
Terry Carr."

"Mo. At first I went on looking for the new Burbee. But then
it didn't seem necessary anymore. I wasn't getting the old joy out
of skewering fuggheads. I began to wonder if my Laney days were
drawing to a close."

"Do you-have any left-over fuggheads lying around?" John D.
Rerry asked. "I'll skewer them up for you."

I smiled. John D. Berry is a mood man, but he was rushing the
conclusion of this article. "Let me finish, John D., and then you
can go skewer a couple of fuggheads.

"Then one day someone said to me, 'You know, Arnie, you write
like Burbee.! 'Like Burbee?' I saild. 'A little,' they sald. 'Like
Burbee?' I sald. 'Well, a little,’' they said.

"So I looked within myself, using my fine mind, and I saw a
little Burbee. I have been watering this little Rurbee every day.
Things are going so well that now I'm looking for a Laney."

"You're looking for a Laney. Goddamn." John D. shook his head
in wonderment. :

I leaned forward and clapped him on the shoulder. Now that I
have decided to be the Burbee figure instead of the Laney figure I
am friendly. I can be approached, notebook in hand, very easily.
"John D., you are the new Laney!"

"Me?" I could see he was thrilled.

"Yes. I've been watching your progress. You've been making
splendid progress, John D. I look at you and I say to myself, 'Now



there is a fan who 1is progressing.'"

"You liked my attack on costume balls in EGOBOO?" he asked, warm-
ing to the toplc of John D. Berry's progress.

"Indeed. Certainly. And you did a fine job on A. Graham Boak."
At the mention of this little known British fan, John D. emitted a
"boak." "No, no, John D., that is all behind you now. You are the
new Laney. Larney would have boaked at nothing.”™ He nodded. -

"Can you see how it will be, John D.? You. .will be the cut-and-
slash king, the bltter cynic exposing evil and corruption wherever
you find it, and damn the consequences. I will write lilting satires
of subtle deadliness. Together we will see to it that fandom once
again has i1ts Burbee and Laney figures. You and me, Meyer, we'll
do. thagt:"

Sq we shook hands, and I'm writing 1t up.

Reality is a symptom of mescalinre deficiency.
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Just before the last war, I'd got myself involved in Fandom and in
publishing a fanzine called NOVA. Another puy and Evans were in on the
mag with me. Three issves came out, each better than the one befoie,
The future looked bright. ‘hen one day E. E. Evans approached me.,

"Al," he said, "I find I'm not getting my money's worth of egoboo
cut of NOVA."

Considering his position as a third partner on NOVA, I was trying
to use all of his stuff I could. Still I was supposed to be the editor,
and to be. thinking of all that readership out there, and such stuff,

I must admlt none c¢f the three issues so far published had contained
more than 55% of material hy Evans.

"So0," Evans went on, "I'm withdrawine my support from NOVi, and
devoting all my efforsis to the NFFF.," Drawing himsz2lf into a stance,
he exclaimed, "In the NFFF I feel T shall attain my full stature, and
receive what 1s coming to mel" :

' -~ Al Ashley, in SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES #3C,
November 1947

Just after the war, Martin Llger owned.a huge Packard which he
used to drive from Detroit to Saginaw and back loaded with as many as
nine fans. When he decided to get a newer model, he scld the old
Packard. He pushed it off on the State of Michigan, which put it into
service hauling neuly-committed patients from Detroit to the State
Insane Asylum at ¥psilanti. Martlin thought that was a very appropriate
destiny for such a fannish venicle,

-- Art Rapp, in MUZ2Y #2, August 1953

Ben Singer was on a radio program, where he and the announcer were .
kllling time c¢hatting. It was near the end of tGhe program. The
announcesr said, "Gosh, I'm hungry, I haven't had breakfast yet.” Ben
was sa%d to repiy, "Thet's okay, you can have mine, itfs on the
floor.

—— Max Keasier, in'WOMBAT, January 1952



Three years ago (or possibly six, by the tiline you read this), Terry
~ Carr told me I could gafilate.

tle were standing in the All Our Yesterdays Room, my fanhistory display
at Torcon, assuring each other we dldn't care about fandom and speculating
on our chances of losing the Best Fanwriter Hugo.

"Of course, I'm never going to have anything to do with fandom again,
after I leave here on !Monday," I insisted., "Still, I wouldn't mind winning
a fan Hugo.” .

"ifo," said Terry firmly. "I'm going to win it this year. Then I can
gafiate. You get to win it next year. Then you can become a Big Name
Gafiate too. After you write something for INNUENDO,™

It came to pass even as Terry Carr had predicted. We won our respec-
tive Hugos, and ceased our respective fanac. The occasional personalzine
here, the odd spot of FAPA minac there, didn't count as Real Fanac. Terry,
holing up every year with a suitcase of Reese's Peanut Butter Cups and a
year's worth of prozines, continued his rise as a Big Name.Editor. I
moved 2,000 miles, gafiated and became an Academic., I even taught sf, .
which 1s as unfannish as you can get, On the rare occasions when my path
CYOSSER Terry'a, we would excharige rarified intellectual conversation de-
fitting blase oid fen who'd matured beyond All That., Well, actually, we
would 1ndulge in- fhat great East Bay game of’ onedownpersonﬁh%p. ‘More Gafia

" ]



Than Thou.

"Susan! What are you doing here at the Ellingtons' party, with all
these fans?" (Terry attacks, scoring the first point.)

"I'm in town for the MLA conference.” (Susan, pleading scholac,
parries, then attacks:) "Say, I just got the new FAPA mailing, with
DIASPAR in it. Thought you were gafia."

"I am."” (He is forced to the defensive.) "But I discovered I'd al-
ready paid my dues, so what the hell. ...Besides, I just got your fanzalne
with the Aussiecon report. I didn't go all the way to Melbourne, to be a
-~ Fan Guest of Honori"

"Only half a Fan Guest of Honor!" (I counter, feebly.)

"Mow, I admit I typed a page and a half of a NASFiC regcot - but I
never finished it. You not only wrote a report, you pubhlished it{ And
malled iti Susan, you're so..." (He pauses, poised for the couv de
grace.) "...so goshwoul"

. Bestowlng a lcok of amused tolerance somewhere above my hcad, Tercy
ambles off to talk to Dick Ellington, leaving me muttering, "“...isn't a
fanzine, mumbie mumble, wasn't a real trip report..." into my orange juice.

‘Of course, I can't hope to win a game of More Gafia Than Thou agzinst
Terry Carr, He's eleven years Older and Tireder than I.. He 1s also ter-
ribly Cool. (All fifties fans are terribly Ccol My generation was ter-
ribly Involved, and old heoits die hard.) »

Beslides, I cdo keep making these goshwow blunders. Last spring, I
thought I'd finally achisved gafiation. I was dropped from FAPA. I cul-~
tivated an 0ld and Tired expression; his the fanzines that kept arriving,

two or three a day; and drove out to the airport to meet ouvr Special Guest
for V-Con 5: Terry Carr.

"Hello, Susan. Nice to see you. Did you know the FAPA mailing is
late agzain?" : :

“Oh, really?" I shrugged (thinking, Dammit, I couid've gotten my elo™’
pages in after 2l1l1). '"vWell, I suppose it matters to people like you, but
I just dropped out. I've gafiated, you know." : =

The eyeorow raised itself. The tone became indulgent. "Susan, I

don't think you quite understand. You aren't gafia. You're on the V-Con
Committeel!”

Score another ten peints for the East Day Hasbeens, I thought, but

?ipt f%ghting. "You just published a Lilapazine. And you mentioned FAPA
rst! .

Terry seemed shaken, but that could've been my driving. He rallied,
though, and counterattacled with svery resserve he possessed, "Face it,
Susan, I realiy am More Gafia Than Thou. ZXI've got sixty stencils for the
next INNUENDO in my offlce. Greg Benford keeps calling me lcng-distance
to agk when I'm going to publish his article. There's fabulous stuff
2itting there...especially the half an editorial I wrote. And it's all

i



been there...stenclled...unpublished...for six years!"

, Okay, Terry Carri you've won the first round. We goshwow neofans are
sneaky iittle critturs, though; and we kriow how to turn an uncurable Sense
of WOnder into an advantage.’

Terry Carr, I'm going to expose your fannish soul!

) My plan began to take shape when I saw your column in SYOOil. Fanac!

tlot just from Terry Carr, but from Joyce and Arnie Katz, who'd been

fabulous fannish gaflates for a couple of burnt-out years. The Kunkles'
RATS arrived soon after, followed
by SWOOll #2, When I visited the
Bay Area in July,; Terry showed me
SWOON #3...with an Entropy Reprint
he'd cantributed, a talking fan-
nish blues by Terry and Miriam
Carr. Good stuff, too. Whén I

' said so, he seemed pleased.

Egoboo 1is addicting, after ali:
one fix and you're hooked, Per-
manently. The Katz-Kunkle
coalition couldn't kick it: Even
Charles Burbee is back in FAPA.

Egoboo: a swiftly-acting drug that 1mmediate1y produces a rash of
fanac., - And what was Terry saying?

"Um, yeah, that talking blues wasn't bad. Ran across it when I vas,
well, actually, I was going through my fan files.

"Nostalgia?" I asked sweetly, raising an eyebrow.

"Well, no, actually, Arnie and Joyce asked me to find something of
.*ne to reprint

"What egobool” I exclaimed.

"Egoboo...." murmured Terry. Longingly. Faanishly. "Yeah. I just
sent off my seven dollars %o Joe Siclari for a copy of A WEALTH OF FABLE.
It probably has my name in 1t."

I vent over a pile of moldering FAPA mailings from 1953 to hide my
exultant grin. Terry was ungafiating!

Soon the warldcon will be here. I'll be pretending I'm at a scholarly
conference; Terry will pretend he's at a pro writers' conference; and
there'll be 4,000 neos, convinced they're at an autograph party. I'll
1ure Terry away from the Meet the Authors party and show him Ro Lutz-Nagy's

'20fan Room. "Sense of wonder, Terry! Egoboo! This looks like fun! How
do you hand-trace an illo?" I‘ll show him Goday's offset crudzines, the
ones that sell bad fanfiction for $1.50, and when he recoils I'll aak him -
to explain what "fannish" means. I'll beg till he teaches me the chord
changes for the Void Boys' Song.

Then I?11 fulfill his deepeet rannish craving, revealed only to a



few intimates in the pages of VOID #29.
Yes, I'll take Terry Cerr to the First Fandom Party.

Surrounded by real 0ld Fen and Tired, he'1l be exposed for the fake
gafiate he really is. As his defenses crumble before thelr arcane and
unspeakable rituals ("Yog Sothoth...Ed Earl Repp..."), If1ll move in with my
final weanon.

I'1) give him my article for INNUENDO.

It will elther be so z00d he'!ll take the next plane home to start
stencilling it, or so bad he'll call room service for a typer and stencils,
and finish his witty fannish editorilal before my eyes, to show an upstart
what' real fannishness should be.

Either way, he'll succumb to the egobco~-and-fanac drug. There‘ll be
an lssue of INNUENDO in my mallbox before Halloween, and two mors bhefore
Christmas zs the loecs start pouring in. Terry Carr will be less gafia
than I!

Then he can publish THE INCOMPLEAT SUSAM.
And then I can gafiate at last,

S € SO W > CD @ @ D G G G oo G+ a1 G M P G TS O I CI P OB | WD G G0 PO T TVY PID W P B AP D S S D I WD - D TP T Gl WP WS T S S0 < U TN D G G W WD T WD G O D U TP W D GO OP W W s

I feel I was with th2 Tao when I thought of the propellor
beanie as a symbol_iar fandom. -~ Ray Nelson
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Br2oathes there a fan with soul so dezd
He never to himself hzs saild,
"I am a mémber of ﬁruiandom!"“

Vho ne‘er has ca2lled himself twice blest
Finding a stfyera 'mong the rest
In scme muncdanezine chiosen at random?

If such thers be, his fate hou gruesomel

No fannish fire expends hiz basomg

il2t him rule fandom, produm too =--
Boundless hewz'er his egoboo,

The wretch who finds no joy 1n stf

Living shall be .sn LWF

£nd, doubly dying, shall be forgotten,
Evicted from the reaim of the Star-Begotten!

~- Gorcdon Black, in CENTURY HNCTZ

e longcr does there renain eény nscessity to explaln to you the
glories of the grezt World Convention to come. I&'s here! Your living it
now!. Your breathing the atmosphere of sclence~fletion . . .-. New's the
npportunity to make acqualiitances {hat you may cherich the rest of ycur
natural 1iife. Refuse to Czpart untll you are virtually forcibly ejected.

( 2
~- Sazm Moskowitz, in NEW FANDOM #5,
. July 1939
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Of F Towner Laney, the man, much has been written. Some studies have
attained remarkable depth in developing why this college graduate turned
his back on the academic surroundings to make a living as a machinist and
leadman. His versifying (which, so far as I know, has never seen print)
will be dealt with 1lightly in this retrospective essay.

It began in 1945 shortly after one Walter J Leibscher arrived in
towa. I was standing in the clubroom unpiing some of the three hundred
pounds of mixed type that faced me when my printing press arrived here.

\



They'd forgotten to mark the type cases with This Side Up. But that's
another story. Laney, Leibscher, and a couple others of the Michigan :
contingent came in. Wailf was telllpng amuslng bubt usprintablie stories irom
his notebook. He carried his fund of stories in his head, all except the
punch line. Not yet to the step of "63"--ho, ho, ho, "2"--ho, ho, ho,
"g2%--well, some people never can tell a story well." The notebook was 2
step in that direction, though. H

So Leibscher came to one, laughed, said something like Laney, this'll
k11l you, and proceeded: : :

Under the spreading chestnut tree
The village half-wit sat:
Amusing himself
By abusing himself
And catching 1t ir his hat.
. ~- traditional

The Laney laugh is fabled in song and story. His response was all
that a raconteur could desire. The tale, though, was old hat to me and I
-- 0ld hat? Heh'heh. I used the interval to seek for a topper -~ topper.
Heh heh. Inspiration struck and I improvised when the echo died:
Under the spreading chestnut tree
There sat the village queer:
Amusing himself
By abusing himself
And stuffing 1t in his ear.
-- e, perdue

Laney ekploded as per expectation. Does memory fail me after a
decade and a half, or was there something not quite wholehearted in the
entire audience response to my sally? Probably not.

At intervals over the next few days Towner and I would greet each
other with some new contrivance, working on the second and fifth lines,
covering many of the village occupations and assoclated disposal techniques.
It was Laney who broke the couplet barrler in the third and fourth lines,
though., It was at a party at his home and I was drinking muscatel and he

;ame up to me, leered, and said I got a new one for you meyer especially
or you:

Under the spreading chestnut tree
There lay the village mayor:
Making time pass
By licking the ass
Of a drunken piano player.
-- f t laney

How about that, meyer? You're a piano player and you're sure a drunken
piano player, :

Thus not only was Laney the innovator of free form for the last four
lines of the quintazin, but also the originator of the personalized ditty.
He thus unfettered my imagination, to where I could create:



Under the spreading chestnut tree
Lay my (sweetie®) with young Master Kepner.
He toXdsme , 11T Ery
Viith some fresh Spanish Fly
To put just a little more pepner."
-~ e. perdue

One of the fabulous lasfasans of the time was a newspaper reporter,
Niesen S Himmel. He lived in a weird triangular back structure within a
block of USC. After about three months attendance he and Laney found that
they were near neighbors. Seems to me there's a:story goes with that, but
. I've forgotten what it was. Himmel, a good liberal, worked for the Herald-

Express. St111 does. Says it's odd but newspapers attract workers of the
opposite political faith.

My own best chestnut tree was dedicated td Himmel, composed during the
long long midnight hours operating an engine 1lathe:

Under the spreading chestnut tree
Lay a drunken reporter for Hearst,
Shouting in shame
"Communlism's to blame!"

When he found that his condom had burst.
-- e, perdue

It could never have been done without Laney's inspired leadership.

By this time Charles Burbee was away fighting to make the world safe
for something or other. I don't think they ever told him what he was
fighting for. And in his absence I talked the peopnle in the machine shop
where Burbee had got me a job into putting Kepner to work at one of the
engine lathes. I spent some time covering up for Kepner when he took the
night off, too -- but that's also another story.

. And around the club at that time was a loud-mouthed beetle named Lora
Crozetti. Joe Sullivan was playing piano at a bar on Western just south of

Hollywood Boulevard. A good pre-war or rather OPA location, too. Beer

was thirty-five cents a bottle. Sit at the bar, listen to Joe Sullivan,

thirty~-five cents. Somehow Crozetti talked me into taking her there. I

made it clear to her that when the plano was going her tongue was not to be.

And was horribly bored on the long streetcar trip.

So one night during those horribly long eleven and one half hour night

¥Name, as used in original, deleted to protect Badge 714,



shifts at Hayes Furnace and Manufacturing, Kepner came over and sald Meyer
I've got a chestnut tree for you. And he prated a five-line bit that
started wlth chestnut tree and was an utter semantic blank in-lines two to
five inel. I think he had some Latin and a bit of Spanish in it, but 1t
meant nothing 'soever. Huh? says I and he repeated, wherzat I shook my
head. :

Well then, try this:

Under the spreading chestnut tree
There lay the village Crozetti:
Ignoring the hump
Of fat on her rump -

She was boasting of posing for Petty.
-- J. kepner

Which made me feel rather proud of Jimmy, for turning out one that was both
clean, wittily malicious, and parsed well. Both, I said.

Thereafter things kinda went to pot. One night Laney broke me up all
to hell with the village photo-engraver. Something about his abnormal
reproductive processes, or maybe how he got the ink off after inking his
roller, or you guess. He told me while I was drunk, and I laughed all the
way .home, but the words are as one with the muscatel that died that eve...
all I know is the photo-engraver was Laney's best and two weeks later when
I asked him he'd forgotten what it had been.

One other time and one other time only did I top F Towner, He came ug
to me at club meeting one night and sald wilthout preamble:

Under the spreading chestnut tree
There lay the village Morrie#
His meat he was pounding
With a rolled-up Astounding
Untll it was bloody and gory.
-~ £ t laney

Avkward rhythm bothers me, particularly inverted trochees. And I was
sober at the time, which was before my braln had turned to gray cheese.
Within five seconds I replied, also without preamble:

Under the spreading chestnut tree
Lay the village garage dweller,
Pounding his meat :
On the bticycle seat . .
Where (his girl friend*) had sat (he could smell her).
-- e. perdue ;

This was the one time I have seen Laney go hypersonic. Honest. His laugh
was so violent, explosive, and unheard that for a moment I feared he was
having an attack. : : '

The last chestnut tree to come from Laney was surprisiﬁgly gentle and
impevrsonal in its aim, He was also a hard man to get away from, and as I
stood on hils doorstep he said like a benison: ¢ :

. ¥*Names have been changed te protect the innocent.



Under the. spreading chestnut tree
There stood the village priest:
-Jacking off without malice
Right into his chalice
That his 1libido might be released.
: : -- £ t laney

Shall we'leave Laney on his doorstep, a soft smile on his face, as he
.muses of priests, nuns, and watermelons? Thinking, we presume, of churche-,
accordlons, and watermelon seeds? No, not yet.

Let us instead, as this informal reminiscence fades like an unfixed
blueprint under the sun --

Let us instead, wonder. What scene did the photo-engraver make? You
who =~ yoo hoo ~— you who knew Laney: Seems to me from muscatel memory that
engraving aclids may have formed part of the quintain. What, knowing Laney,
do you think his immortal five lines were?
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Last month, I understand, the brave men of the U.S. Air Force in Viet-
nam strafed to death seven elephants and eleven water buffaloes, because
they were believed to be carrylng Viet Cong supplies. MNow, I think it was
quite 1likely that those elephants were not Communists, and possibly nelther
were the water buffaloes. Even if you will grant that it 1s permissible to
ki1l Communist human beings because they are Communists, a premise I'm not
yet ready to concede, I think it 1is probably immoral to kill Communist
elephants or Communist water buffaloes, especlally when there is no clear
evidence that they have Red tendencies.

-- Bob qilverberp, in SNICKERSNEE #2,
August 1966

Russ Winterbotham seems a nice guy, not at all the cold stern man you
would expect from his name.
-- Walt Willis, in.SPACESHIP #16, February 1952

What the hell is this all about anyhow? Doesn't anybody know why we .
are floating down this river of piss in a blue-enameled bedpan? I just
woke up myself to the situation. A while back I thought the river was soda
pop and we were riding in the Queen Mary, but there's a certain air about
this whole thing that gave 1t all away.

‘ -- Ray MNelson, in SPACEWARP #37,
April 1950

Al Ashley proclaims himself as a "Timebinder -- who can see the past¢
the present, and the future as one continuous scroll; as one picture.”
Well, I wish this were true of me, but it 1isn't. The bookle's agent down by
work was offering, on the afternoon of the recent election, odds of 60 to 1
on Dewey. Did I, with fannish aplomb, put a hundred bucks on this sure
thing? Hell no. Had I been a fan in the Ashley sense, I could have done
this and gone back the next day and picked up $6000, almost enough to finance
a large and ornate edition of FAN-DANGO. I'm just not a fan.
-- F. T, Laney, in MORPHEUS #2
February 1949
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PATRIOTISM & FOLITICS & P0%: Last month I went to Washington, to serve on
: | a panel sifting applications for Naticnal

Sclence Foundaticn Postdoctoral Fellowships., This is awful work, and pays

nothing but expenses; nevertheless, I did it gladly. The reason is that

I am basically a very patriotic boy, and this offered me a rare chance -0

serve my country without being a swine., Such opportunities come all too

infrequentiy 1in thess parlous times, and are to be seized, ‘

Some of the applicztions were strange reading. For example, this year
Peter Freund at ¢he Unilversity of Chicago recommended no less than three
graduate students, in three separate letters of recommendation, as each
being the best graduatc student the Jniversity had had in the last ten
years. 1o do you think reads these letters, Freund? Goyim?

While I was in Washington I me% Dan' Feivel, an old friend who is part
of a group that selzed cortrol of the D,C. Democratic Committee in a
McCarthyite, . ., oup. The District's voting strength being what 1t is
(zero), thi”R8nks, in terms of realpolitik, with taking over the Cosmic
Circle., Natneless, it offers cducational opportunities (a3 we say in the
Middle-Aged, or Gutless, Left) and Feivel was preparing to testlfy atl.
local hearings on the possible legalization of marijuana., "I plan {o
begin,” he said, "by saying that we think these hearings are tco hasty and
superficial, and should be more spaced out. Then I'11l tell them that we've
done an extensive heacd count, and found & lot of grass-roots support.®
Now I inow why McCarthy never had a chgnce. ;

On the plane back I found myself sitting next tn Lester Grincpoon, &
soczl shrink who wro%e the article on pot in a recent Scientific fmerican.
He hed been to Washinzgbon to testlify at the abovementicned hearings. He
was drinking like a fish., "You drink like a fisk, Grinspoon,®" I said,

He explained that this was noS his usual habit, but that he had a bad back

that zcted up once in a while, and, when this happened, he Knew of no



muscle-relaxant as efficlent as alcohol. "What about marijuana? It was

used in the twenties as a remedy for menstrual cramps and such.” "Oh? I
never touch the stuff myseif."

He didn't know about the Scythians, either.

THE SCYTHIANS, OR, TOTO LIVES: From the Histories of Herodotus of Hali-
carnassus, translated by Harry Carter: "The Scythians, then, take the seed
of this hemp, and creeping under the felt covering of the tent they throw
the seed on the stones glowing with heat from the flre, and there it
smoulders and makes such a steam as no vapour-bath in Greece could surpass,
and the steam makes the Scythians howl for joy. This serves them for a
bath, for they never wash their bodies in water." Dirty is as dirty was,
eh? They had long halr, too.

THE MOST DEPRESSING THING I'VE HEARD THIS YEAR: 1In a discussion of favorite
: foods, Seymour Pappert

ooserved, "After you reach a certain age, you don't have favorites any

more.”"” I feel this 1s a saying that will frequently return £o me at four

in the morninz (the hour of the hoo-has, as Mr. Eliot felicitously put it),

along with "The young think growlng old is a gradual decline; in fact, 1t

1s more like falling down a flight of stairs.” (When I'm in a certain

mood, I go around quoting at people like mad; I usually wear a tweed sport

Jacket and smoke a2 pipe for the occasion.)
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The concept of asymmebtry appears to have issued from a
compromnise between the rigour of the scientific repre-
sentacion of the world and the esthetic requisites of
human thought. Should this b= fLrue, sclence would be con-
relled to renounce physical, blolegleal, psychologlecal
symmetries as unavailing. And culture wonld be obliged
0 the sam2 renuncilation, as it could be induced by
hybrid notions to propouand mystifying hypctheses,

Conversely, the starting point of this semlnar 1s the
presupposition that the noticn of symmetry represents a
signiricant conguest of contemporary science, and that
1t can and should be probad into by pliiioscphy and his--
teriography. Symnetry and structure are syncnymous, and
express the effori that 1s being made by sclentifice
thougl:t in seeking teo regain fundamental objects, loglcal
constancy, constitutive relations. “Symmetry"” and :
"symmetries,” method and results of a methodically
oriented research thus were worthy cf being the subject®
of thz seccnd meeting on interdisciplinary research at
Venice,

FIASCO IS AN OLD VENETIAN WORD: (It's what hapnens when a glassblower

i coughs ) Tre above quetaticn is from the
introduetion to tlie programn of the UNESCO Interdiscinlinary Conf=rence on
Symmetry, held this April in Venice, wnich I attended, and scrves to zglve
a falr sample of the tone o the conference, £z Gotthard Guather remarked
In another context, UCan th: readexr understand this? Of course not. But
riig asiured, the editor reuds hnglish, ani he can not understand it
either

It was, in fact, a confercnce wnose name should have been the UNESCO
International Festival of Bullshit. I knew this from th2 moment I re-
ﬁeived my invitation ("Irnterdisciplinary’ is cane of those sliny words:

S/M swinger sse4s domlnant women. Object: ZInterdiscipline.") but I
couldn't resist the prospect of a free week 1n Veaice. (My strength is
but the strength of nine, for I am only 90% purz iIn heart.)

|

Anyway, I declded to play it hor=st, ané oper2d the conference with a
perfectly straipght (bul ncn-cechnical) talk about how symmetry is used in
modern physics, I went over like Harlan in Dayton. I'spent the resi of
the conference nodding uvnder my earphones and exchanging expressions of
horror and disgist with Jerry Lettvin {another lest soul) acrcss the sroonm.
I think Jerry and I lovered the tone of tae confercnce. We would say
things llke, "I think the prevlious sneakzr's remarks are nonsense." This
is not How Things ire Done. Kow Things Are Tone, I learred, is to say
instead semething like, "I am sure I express thz fezlings of the whole
conference, when I thank the spezker for his stimulating and penetrating
analysis. However, merely tec illumlnate the structure of his thought, I
would like, with his permissicn, te play for the moment the Devil's Advo--
cate....* (Thls is an bonez® quote, as well as memory wiil serva.):

4 We alsec amused curselvas by inventing The Pvench Intellectuals® Quiz
ame : : : :

T raster nind ol medern thougnt s
(2) Richard Styeuss
{b) Eliphas Levi
{(¢) a combination of tne¢ zheve,

<



Merleau-Ponty 1is :
(a) very expensive and glves you a bad hangover.
(b) a bridge over troubled waters.
(c) both of the above. :

Which of the following sentences make the most sense?
(a) The essence of existence is the cholce of structure.
(b) The existence of choice is the essence of structure.
(c) The existential ethos is the ‘structuralist choice.
(d) The wogs begin at Calais.

Last Interdisciplinary Conference ther'll ever invite us to.

THE STORY OF THE DORIAN INVASION:

The Dorlans were a race of dim- 41
witted nomads who lived in Central Asia.

One day they were standing around the
steppe shivering and drinking mare's
milk when one of them sald, "This is no
life for a Dorian. Let's go to Miami
Beach." So off they went! Unfortun-
ately, they took a left turn too early
and ended up in Greece instead. At

first they did not realize their mistake,
since Greece 1s also a land of sea, sun,
sand and matriarchal culture, but they Erased Rotsler

soon became aware of their error when (after Rauschenberg)

they could not find the Fontainbleu

Hotel. Alas, by this time the season

was over, so they settled in Greece anyway, and built the Parthenon to make
up for their disappointment.

THEY CAME FROM BENEATH THE SHORTS: "There goes one now," said Terry Carr,

: : x peering intently at my scrotum. "It's
definite. You have the crabs.

This was in Aosta, in the Italian Alps. For several weeks my groin
had been itching something awful, but I had assumed that 1t was merely
prickly heat, an effect of combined hot weather and inefficient laundering
of my underwear. However, that morning I had noticed numerous tiny blood
spots on my Jockey shorts, and a dread susplcion had formed in my mind.
Thus, as soon as the Carrs and I had checked into our hotel, I asked Terry
if he would mind coming to my room and inspecting my crotch. (First ex-
plaining my plight, of course.)

"Crabst!" I cried. "How can I have crabs? I'm straightl”

"Well," said Terry? wifh_his famous sophisticated smirk, "you can get
them-from tollet seats.” °
"But what can I do?"

"Well, when I had crabs in college, I was so embarrassed that I
wouldn't even tell a doctor, so I picked them off one by one, That took



éround three months. If I were you I'd go to a pharmacy; I think they have
a medicine that gets rid of them right away."

That night was restless. The shock was a2 terrible one to a boz with a
nice Jewish upbringing. I seemed to hear ancestral volces crying, ;Unclean!
Unclean!", and I imagined the God of my fathers saying in a voice like
thunder, "You have eaten crustaceans, and so you wlll be eaten by crus-
taceans," : ; :

Early the next morning I went to the pharmacist, who, I discovered,

had only a few words of English. 'In desparation, I tried to explain my
- troubles in Italian, but the only sen-

,tence I could frame was "Small animals
eat my prick." This got me nowhere. I
resorted to graphic sign language, which
seemed to be more effective: The
pharmacist produced a tubte cf olntnent,
vhich, she assured me in broXkzn Eanpglish,
was just what I nceded.

L mnmp—

=

I took the medicire back to tha hotel
and pieced out the meaning of the leaflet
, that came with it. It seemed to be a

l- : poultice for bee stings. I applied it
anyway. Like the bombing ~f the llcrih,
- it served only to infuriate the enemy,
Erased Rotsler who attacked with redoubled force .
(after previous Erased Rotsler) throughout the day. :

R : That afterncon, we arrived in Chamonix,
a big tourlst center, where we found an English-spezking rharmacist, Be-
tween giggles, she sold me a container of patent flea-ard-licec powder.

While not eliminating the animals totally, this seemed to keep them 1n
check.,

As soon as I returned to America, I visited my neighborzood druggilst.
As we were exchanging pleasantries about my European summer, two large
armed men entered the drugstore and cleaned out the cash register. (In
case you were vondering, they were Ni.on people: r.on-black, non-young.)
"Welcome back to America,” the drugglst said, and solid rie a Lottle of some-
thing called Kvell, or something like that.

It seemed to work. At any rate, I haven't been fingering my grola for
several months now, which is more than I can say for some.

(Dear Bob Silverberg: Can I rezlly make. Big Meoney writing stuff for
prozines Just like I write for fanzines? I have several other stories
about my.medlcal experiences, includiag ilow. I Undressed for Nine VWomen in
Four Days .in the Soviet Union and Never Deliver Yourself into the Hands of
a Turkish Urologist, I will tell Them to you néext time L cee you, and you
can give me pointers about putting them into shape for Roger Elwecod.)

YOU CAN'T GET EGG ON YGUR FACE WITHOUT BREAKING ECES: Elymoloplcally,

Cidney ic St. Denis,
first bishop of Paris. St, Denis was a roman soldier, and his name vas
really” Pici, or Dionwysius.



Why did my Jewish parents give me such a Gentile name? Because'
Gentile names do not sound Jewish. Jewish parents are like those deluded
blacks who move into a white neighborhood in an attempt to better them-
selves, not realizing, the poor suckers, that as soon as they move in, it
ceases to be a white neighborhood. Thus, within this century, such once-

impregnable WASP enclaves as Irving and Sheldon have become hopelessly
ghettoized,

-

The process continues. ‘My cousin Sharon has named her two children
Brian and Maureen. "Briani" I cried when my mother informed me of this..
"What sort of name is that for a Jewish boy?" "Well," she replied, "they
wanted a name that didn't socund Jewish." "Why not Booker T.?"

Coleman is also a cop-out. The family name was originally Cohen.
The story my father liked to tell was that the change occurred during the
Depression, when he and my Uncle Dave were in business together. One day
the phone rang and my father answered. The voice at the other end said,
"Is this Coleman Brothers?" "No," my father said, "this is Cohen
Brothers." "Sorry, wrong number,”" said the voice, and hung up. My
father turned to my Uncle Dave and said, "You know, if we were Coleman
Brothers, we might have got that order."

: The real Colemans (or Colmans) are Irish. There are 209 saints named
Colman in the Book of Leinster, but none of them was ever Bishop of Paris.
They all derive their names from St. Columba, about whom you can read in
The Improbable Irish. Columba is a latin word meaning dove.

It is a fine thing to be walking about the world named Dionysius Dove,
.and no one knowing.,

INFORMATION RELEVANT TO TWO LINES BY W. B. YEATS: To get to the Rosa Spier

Huis, you take the train .
from platform 6b, every half hour, two minutes before the half hour, .From
Hilversum, you take a taxi to Laren, instructing the driver to take the
second left turn after entering the town. The Rosa Spler Huls is at the
end of the road.

To return to Amsterdam, you ask the nurse in thz front. office to phone
for a taxi, which will take you back to Hilversum. The train for Amsterdam

2
= o

Hah

geElE
DGH
RIELE

iy

i
e e

b

Exr—lDr

25 Erased Rotslers, silk-screen by Andy Warhol (detail)




ieaves from platform 3, every half hour, twelve minutes after the half hour.

Impressions of the Rosa Spler Huis: Pleasant, rambling, modern, low.
Blezchad wcod, large windows, sunlight, gardens, Handrails along the
corridors. Easy to get lost. He 1is in studio 20.

Re locks much 1like the self—poruraits. perhaps a bit thinner. There,
on the cabinet, is the crystal ball. Next to it, the carved sphere. Oq a
shelf, the brass blrd from Persla whose images populaue "Another World.'
Deja wu.

He explains that the Rosa Spier Huis is an old age home for artists and
wyiters. To become a resident, you must be still productive at the time of
your acdmission. The residents range in age from the mid-60°s tc 92 or 93.
He is 72. He speaks English well, but slowly; sometimes he has troudle
‘finding the word he wants. "Of courSe, when you stop working, thay c¢o nrot
“hrew you ocut. You die here." He is very cheerful.

Nc, he has never studled science or mathematics. Sometimes a matb-
ematician friend will try to explain something to him, but he usually finds
it too difficult to understand. "It is all visual. I Just put things to-
gether, make patterns.” Yes, others have remarked on the parallelism with
Zorges. "I have tried to read him, but he is too complicated, tco literary.

We should not feel that it 1is necessary to buy anything. "They are too
axpensive.” He sets the prices high to keep the demand down. %If you just
want them to look at, buy the dook. The reproductions in the book are very
good."

He thinks hils great recent popularity is due to the hippies. "I am very
popular in California.” I speak of seeing slides of his work flashed on
the walls during the light show in the Paradiso the night beforé. HEe opens
a drawer and shews us a large collection of pirated posters of his work,
dazzling 1in day-glo, sent to him by American friends. He pauses over one
exbremely garish poster. "Look at those colors. They didn't understand
what I was doling at all, not at all. He also has a t-shirt from America,

-th "Another WOr;d" stenciled blurrily on the fronu. He seems happler
about the t-shirt

I ask about the dragon. No, no copies are left, except the one he has
kept for himself. He takes 1t out for us. "You see, he 1s flat, but he
nas stuck his head through the slit here, trying to become three-dimensional.
But he remains flat. He runs hls hand over the print. "See, he is still
quite flat.” I: "But he is also still trying."

Craft, technique, is central. When the paper is on the stone, he
smooths it wlth the bowl ¢f an old bone spoon. Nothing else seems to work

as well, No, he does not have much interest in the yocung people; he thinks
“help technique is poor.

At the center is always the refractory technical problem. He talks of
that great design of two vortices, tiny red fish swiriing out of one,
swelling 1n slze as They travel, and swirling diminishing into the other,
slue fish spiraling the other way, the dblue fish £filling per<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>