SIKANDIR #7, June 1982, is edited and published by Irwin Hirsh,
279 Domain Rd,..south Yarrz, Vicioria 3141, Australia. I ]
available for a . lestter of conuent, written and/or drawm
contributions, your fanzine ia trade, Old Fanzines or ;1.00.
Dedicated to ilark Cherny.
Electrostencils by ioel Kerr. ELntire conteats COPYRIGHT (c)
1982 by Irwin Hirsh. All rights revert to the original writer
or artist unon publication. siegistered by Australia Pest -
publication no. VBL2625. Helbourne in 35

ART CRuDITS

Mike #cGann (p 1,2), Raloh silverton (p 4,22), Stu Shiffaan
(p 17,18), Bruce Townley (p 20) and Alexis Gilliland (p 30)



3%

e WS F A RN AR HH AR A NI A AR RN S L L o o o S ol DAL PR i e b b e et

% %
i 3=
> SANDY LANDS 3
% edito ial column by Irwin Hirsh 3
£ *
2&%%%%%%#**ﬁhﬁh}**#%%%*%k**ﬁﬁﬁhﬁ}%*w%#ﬁﬁﬁk%w%ﬁﬁé%%ﬁJ*ﬁﬁ'Hhhhh%&éwﬁ&ﬁﬁ%ﬁ*ig

e 2 Three years ago, on the iAustralia Day
e weckend, Leigh ldmonds typed up a fanzine
fPA(’El} QUT N\ for the February mailing of ANZAPA and
WHAr DQEs filled it with names like Killis, Darling,
SIKAM fk'/ Wood, Hughes and Ldmonds. When I performed
f)@ﬂ’ the usual scanning for egoboo upon the
5 arrival of the mailing I noted the names
and agsumed Leigh was referring to the
contents table of an ideal Fanzine: Halt
dillis, Peter and Elizabeth Darling, Susan
Hood, Terry Hughes and himself. Upon the
actual reading of the fanzine L very
quickly realised that the use of these
names were related to an item and e
individuals of far greater importance than
fandom or the above mentioned fans.

Leigh was referring to Test Cricket and
Test Cricketers.

Australia was playing DEngland in Test
Cricket over the Australia DPay weekend of
1979, and Leigh was following the fortunes
of the match on the TV. He was also
comnitting sacrilege by not devoting total attention to the game. As
already mentioned, Leigh was allowing fanac to encroach onto time that
is be devoted to cricket, and only cricket.

I mention: all this because during this past summner I've often felt this
little cringe while watching the cricket. The voices of commentators
like Norman Hay and Tony Greig are cringe—iorming as it 1is, but to hear
them say soilething like “In cames Sikander to bowl to Chappell (“,,n
and he's got him first balll) got to be a bit too much.

Sikander in this case is Sikander Jahkt, a Pakistani cricketer, and
during this past summer he was touring Augtralia as part of the
Pakistan Test Team. I don't think that it is just a coincidence that
his arrival in Australia as part of the fakistan touring party was just
prior to a high incidence of questions along the lines of llhere did
you get the title of your fanzine?®, It would appear that now is a
good time to explain the meaning behind the title of this fanzine,
because, to ansver the implication behind those questions, no, 1 did
not title this fanzine after a Pakistani cricketer.

I happen to know that the word Sikander has something to do with +he
lindo riligion, dbut k. must confeéess’ that with. thts connection -l knolrc
very.little.clses _ilhether it ic a.pergony a :-plaCéjcan adjeetive or,"u



whatever I just don't know. Excevt in the sense that it has becn used
in fiction. In particular, The len iho 'ould Be Ling, both in Rudyard
Kipling's story, and, more specificly for my purposes, in John Huston's
film. I first saw the film in Januvary, 1976, and was immnediatly taken
by it. That first opinion was coalformed when I saw it again 18
months later.

I'11 always have trouble trying to answer the question of what are my
favourite five, ten, or even hundred filmsj catch me on one day ani I
now my answer will be different of that of the day before. Blis el "do
know that in the long run The lan itho Hould Be King would show up very
often in those lists. (I should point out that I find the practise of
making up these sort of lists to be a futile exercise when compared o
taking one item on that list and describing what it is about it that
you like/don't like.) As a straight out adventure film it achieves its
aims there is barely a lax moment to be found. is a film with a deeper
level it also works well with its story of the break-—down of humen
nature by the too intimate contact between a strong race and the weak.
Its script is always forward looking (as opnosed to predictable), ks
sets majestic, its photography beautiful and its casting marvellous
(Sean Connery and llichael Cains were excellent in a way that is not
often seen in films)°

But to get back to Sikander. It is out of ay respect for this film
that I titled this fanzine. In the film the temple that Connery and
Caing .reach as part of their quest is called Sikandergul. All I did
was chop off the gul bit, and here we are with its seventh serving.
All very simple, recally.

In a way I wish I could have taken the esven easier way out and Jjust
said that I got the name from a Pakistani cricketer. After all, he was
also touring here at the same time that I was formulafing plans for
this fanzine. There is a definite relationship between its use in the
story and its place in iiindoism, and I feel like I'm wasting something
by not knowing more about this relationship. For all I know I could
have a significant title — something that makes a definite statement -
that is being interpreted as such by its readership and resulting in my
fanzine being responded to in such a light.

Alsgo, by saying that I cot the name from a Pakistani cricketer, I am
giving recognition to the worlds most weird game. I am not awere of a
game that can go on for 5 days and then be declered an undecided drawe
dJor am I aware of a game that has a set of rules that aparoa?hes the
length of cricket's (47 rules, most with notes and sub-notes). IL've
often thought that cricket has to be the most ridiculous game in the
world, and s© it would be the fannish thing to name a fanzine after one
of its participants.

The problem with that being that I would never name & fanzine after
Sikander Bahkt. He has never been more than the stock bowler in the
Pakistan pace attack, and is hardly the tyrpel ois pleyer{ito e called
upon to get his side out of trouble. ind I wouldn't want this quality
to be reflected in my fanzine, via choice of title.

fal

So, effective next issue; this fanzine is to be called Bradman.
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The previous issue of wikander is the
weakest issue I've put together.

I have to say this, particularly by way of
explaining the increase in size of this
fangine. It's hard for me to really
define what was wrong with the last issuey
because there was actually very little
about the last issue that was bad. Vith
one exception (which I'1ll get to later)
there was nothing wronz with any of the
articles, and they are stilli articles that
I would've wanted to publish. The same
goes for the art. The letter—column is,
perhaps, a strange one to look at as it
involves the meshing of many componants
and here the fault lies with me as I know
that when I was putting together the
letter—column, ny heart wasn't really in it.

Of course, ultimatly, that was the major problem with the last issue.
For the first time I felt that maybe [ should have dumped the issue,
rather than send it out. Sikander 76 is very much an issue that I
worked on and sent out out of an obligation. In an attempt to maintzin
the quarterly schedule that I felt proud of I neglected to look at the
structure of the issue, and didn't notice what was wrong. !ven though
I knew that something was vrong.

Basicly the problem with the lagt iscue was that all the articles were
too short, and didn't fit in together to form a cohesive unit. A good
fanzine should be greater than the suin of its partsy; but for me the
last issue was equ&l to the sum of its parts. I could have sent out
each article separatly and the effect would have been no different. I
know now that what I should've done was waited till I recieved a € page
article, worked out which of the shorter articles worked best with it,
and then opubbed my ish while holding on to the 'rejects' for a later
igsus,

This issue, with its increassd size and delibrate delay in publication
is ani attempt to get back on the track I was foliowing before thz
publication of Sikander #6. The size is to make sure that L do have a
balanced issue, because a 40 page fanzine full of 2-4 page articles
would be even more stilted thazn a 20 page fanzine. And by delibratly
blowing my deadline L was then able to sit down to getting things right
without having to rush towards meeting a schedule. 4And as it is, the
six month interval between the previous issue 2nd this one is still
pretty good by comparison with todays fanzines, and with the next issue
I intend on getting back to the more frequent schedule.

This frequency of publication is something that I'm quite proud of, &nd
is something that I feel is importint to a fanzins. A frequency of
publication sets up the situation where each issue is one part of



something bigger, rather than one in a series of one-—shots published
under the same title. Given a basic level of good editing, writing,
artwork and production values, it is a freocuent appearance of a fanzine
that generates the enthusiasin to bz self-sustaining. I think this
works not only for the editor and contributors (in the oft-mentioned
point that the writer ould like to see publicatdon of his/her article
and responce in pretty quick time), but also the reader; I've noticed
that the frequent publication recieves more resonse than the once-a-
year-or-longer jobs, and I can't help but feel that this is because
recieving a fanzine while the previous issue is relatively fresh in the
mind plays a large part in determining whether the inteantion of writing
a letter—of—-comment is actually transformed into practise. From
October, 1979 to September, 1981 I published 6 issues of this fanzine,
the lagst 4 in a year, and I have no doubt that this is the reason why I
recieve a steady supply of response, a relatively comfortable outcome
to my solicitations for material (even if they tend to arrive
uncomfortably close to my desdline) and the occasional unsolicited
article.

So for a while Sikander will be different from the previous issues:
look towards seeing some 40 pagers ia the future. It's going to
increase the workload in publishing this fanzine, but I find this far
more desirable than continuing with a fanzine the likez of Sikander #6 .
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It would also appear that when I wasn't taking proper notice I was set
up by one John Alderson. This is the one exception that % mentioned
earlier.

The article of John's that I published last.issue is something that I
really should have rejected. ihile it had a few interesting points to
make it bothered me in nearly all its assumptions and conclusions, and
I can't really explain what it was that possessed me to publishing it.
I've never been interested in fanzines that are interested in
controversy for controvery's (and a large letter—column's) sake, and
I've not wanted this fanzine to slot into that category. I can only
sugzest that the act of me publishing John'y article was a prime
exarple of the type of lazy attitude I had towards this fanzine last
time around.

It's beem: interesting to obgerve the way the fanzine activety of John's
has gone over the last year or soO, as onposed to that: from when L was
first in fandom. It used to be that an article from John would be
amusing or the type of article that sparked an interesting discussion
(as distinct to raising some heated controversy). udow, all John
apnears to be interested in is getting people woriked un. Hith every
article the pattern is the same2 all response to it will disagree, and
some people will note that it is another example of John selecting his
data to support his previously held "yrong' convictions. John will
follow this with a letter—of-comment responding to nothing more than
what his article generated — it would be a long time since I saw a John
Alderson loc that wasn't devoted exclusively to a topic he had raised



in a previous isgsue. I have no doub:i that thiz would've hLa»pened to

me, except this little editorial com2ent hos nrobably blswn any chance
I have of recieving a letter—of-comment froa the direction of Havelock.

Or anything else for that matter. I'd like to think that if John was
to go back to writing articles of the tyve that used to interest him he
will think of me and my fanzinc. For as it is now should he send me an
article with the same sort of tone as "fersonally Speaking" L'll reject
it out of hand. I don't need to be party to helping John: get his .
rather narrow minded thoughta to fandom.

— Irwin Hirsh
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Three days from now we depert Oregon for Lllinois and iissouri in the
midwest for two weeks, over Christmcs and New Yearsj; and L'1ll be
soaking up ghosts from my childhood and early youth in issouri., I
will let them enter. I met my best friend, John icilabby, in Iicosho,
where we both lived. John ilcizbb is a few years younger than I am, and
I was 21 when we got together in the summer of 1965. He turned me on
to what Bob Dylan was really all about. Though actuzlly, to really
tell you about this. crazyman properly would take something of book
length. Even the eszence of John Mcilabb is £0 cosmic I can't find the
few words or lines it would otherwise require. :icuabh is a man of many
lives. I'11 always remember John and his guitar. «do, not silver
stringed, as the man Wellman knows, but acoustic nontheless. ilostly a
kind of folk blues singer, lyric poet put sound to song and meke it . °
come out real. L love to hear him play. His self-written songs are
about nearly anything you might care naming. 1'd love to have a tape
of his stuff. I've got a Christmas present for John when we see him
and his lady in Columbia, iHissouri on Hew Year's Eve, and I can go
ahead and tell yous: (he'll get it before he reads this); I saved the
paperback edition of Ramsey CUampbell's horror novel The Parasite. Lost
of the fantasy John has read I believe has beecn in the Tolitien vein,
but I really feel he'll get gripved by this one. John and I don't get
together much these days, living in different directions of the country
as we do, though we do stay ia itouchs a letter, a loonys . Sradidlat LA L - s
something. 4 year ago kay he was able to fly out and spend a busy
weekend with wife Loretta, daughter Sara and L. He wants to come back
this coming summer and bring his lady Lori - and a very fine lady she
is - and I wish he could find work out here, but that's pretty rare,
even for the natives. Oregon has been an economically depressed area
for years already.

John and I got to see one another this past June, when I returned to
Neosho for my 20-year high school reunion. (That'!s another tale in



itself: quite smacey, in fact; sceing these ikid faces grown up and
doing their various occupations, habitej quite time-traveling, cuite
fount/adoly - Al ) flashback). Seeing John azain is always a dear flashback
and a dear few moments in the present whencver it occurs. So John,
Lori and I drove around the old haunts, visited other friends growm
older. We got to see Awuron .iright (otherwise known as the Horney -
Devil), whom I hadn't seen in soamething like nine or ten years.

And it seems John and I are something of underground historical figures
in that town of ileosgho, ilissouri for integrating that place in the
mid-60s. And they said it couldn't be done. Ii was manifold: in many
overt wvays (and in most ways) it was more snontaneous a thing than
anything else. It wasa't a '"political movenent'; as far as I'm
concerned politics had nothing to do with 1t. I'm apolitical. I've
said that before in: other places and it remains as true then and before
as it does now and tomorrow, and all the others that may be blessed to
come. It was (& is) just more like peopnle getting together, opening
up, getting high, getting open minded with open hearts. It was
partying. It was being lonely together & coming to realize more <& more
you're only meking yoursclf loaely in your own iittle headtrip ways. I
was beatnik—inspired and returned from California with reans of poetry
trying to get out of my head onto paper: most of it dida't make it out;
wish I could fish it up. ‘his leosho integration thing: it was more
n,.. 2 revolution under the ribs" as Lawreace Lipton used to er 1L T
so much more than znything elsc. 4nd the straights couldn't believe
it., The squares didn't think we counld blow their minds. It was heavy,
it was frustrating, and it wes very beautiful...mellow. ind they said
it couldn't be done. It was manifold. ihen Aaron told me this, L wes
reminded I'd forgotten about that vhole aspect. 4nd his dark face
laughed.

It's so easy and tempting to let the memorics run through this head and
heart through the hands, but you're not ready ror 86,000 words of
Wolfenbarger's memory lanc. snd John has always been tripyping in my
memory. Ior instance: back in the cld days John liciabh was always
something of a legend; a kind of crazy revolutionary; why, the people
dovm at the North Znd of towm (where all the black folks live),
ger.erally gave him the nane of Robin Hood. This is mostly because he
could get day-old bread early mornings to seec these WoZth-Enders could
get something to eat.

John was in a car accident many years gonz2 once vhere he went through
the windshield of a Vil and lost zn eye. ile had a black patch over it
(that hole, gaping) while they were fixing him up a glass onej during
this eye-patch time he'd play pirate to the little kids waiting in line
with their moshers and fathers in super narkets,

Three days from now we'll board that ole Amtrak in Eugene and go to
Seattle, where we change trains and zip through winter to Chicagos
where the beginning visits with Loretta's relatives keep our eyes Opc:i
and the ghosts stir; and may this be manifold. Christmas at Loretta's
folks on the farm, then probably reni a car for the long drive to
Heosho, spend a couple of days with ay motherj; and let the childhood
modes and other ghosts ramble. Then drive to Columbia, see John and



friendss next morning drive through that 0ld wintry midwest to Illinois
again, finally get on that Amtrak and come home again. 4nd maybe these
ghosts will haunt my fingers to get tae roal stuff dowm, to make it
truc whenever anyone thinks & billboard voster or TV or ulsers is the
only real reality. £L'm looking forward greatly:to this trip, Hay we
dinc with these ghosts and coie to kaow them better. 4nd may it be
madifold.

— Billy Holfenbarger
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PART 3z THy IGUANODOA DINfi  There wasn't enough air to breathe, for
ons thing., I'd be dowmstairg, in the
basement (Fully Finished!) watching TV

and I'd go upstairs to the kitchen to fetch a beor (a Dos Bquis if you

please). Then I'd nearly flop on the floor like a gutted trout,
gasping too! 1llo Air! WNo Lir? I figurcd that they should put some
kinda warning up in the airport at Denver, for that's where I was, for
unwary out-of-towners. 4nd it wes in the next Few wecks that the
hoards would be descending for the .orldcon (I got out of town just in
time). I figured it would take at loast four, maybe more, forty foot
semi trucks working round the clocik to hzil in enough air to make that

@mile high burg somewhat normal.

ty uncle has never had to worry abtout being mormal. He's too casy .
going to be normal and sometimes he's even too easy going for his owm
good. He and his family were the reason I was in Denver just then.
It'd been some years since I'd seen em and mom would have mede life
hell for me, when I got back, if I Lada't and I was gonna be in Ld and
san Prancisco and Detroit anyway so why not? Hhy not indoced. She
didn't tell me about the pzucity of air. Oz maybe she kel gl dTRE
thought she'd said hair. She often coes.

So I got there and soon found out that I'd be staying thore for about
three times as long as L'd planned but that was ok. It was even ok
with my uncle and even ok with his vife, Dawm, iy zuntie.

She even took ine out to lunch later to prove 155

We went to this place in a nearly shopping center (most of Denver
appeared to be in a nearby shopping center, unlike LA which appearecd to
be mostly in a nearby shopping mall, the encloscd kind). The big thing
about it was the big organ on the inside of it, only incidentally did
they serve pizza to the paying guests. liost of the guts of the thing
were incorporated into the walls by means of glass booths for all to
see. Lights would light up belhind the sections that were chorded; as
they were being played. anincted strings of lights like those on a
carousel also lined the walls and verious bits of furniture. They went
on and off in time witlh the music in various fancy patterns. All this



hi tech was utilized to pump out schmaltzy renditions of various Billy
Joel and Barry ianilow tunes, songs not excctly noted for their low
sucrose content.

But o0ld aunt Dawn really liked the vizza at this place aad so she was
really looking forward to it and zo was I gven though I'd never had any
there and even though they. only had Schlitz beer to drink e S
got one with the works, even anchovies. liy mouth watered which helped
to wash out the taste of the Schlitz from my mouth. Finally our
nunber, the number that was ascigned to our order of food, flashed onto
the tote board that displayed such things. I'd just thought that the
thing was part of that damned organ. Turned out not to be because one
of my cousins zoomed over to the counter and sure enough came back with
our pizza. "I like the crust besi," sez Dawm, "It's grunchy!". It
sure was. What it was, wes somctlhing that had just been schlepped out
of the freezer and so: .onto our nlate, just after being dosed with
microwaves to give it a life-like aprearence, steamy. The crust was so
crunchy it was like a big matzoh and just as tasty. Bleh. Ilade me
pine for the good old days of a few wecks before when L'd becn on the
first leg of my journey, visiting with Gil Gaier in Los Angeles. Gil
said t0 me over another steamy hunk of pizza, "I don't eat pi=zza very
much but I really like the way they make it here!". iell that he
should, it was some of the best pizza I'd ever had (this comes from a
pizza vet yet) with a freshly baked crust that was delightfully topped
with garden—fresh ingredients. It was light-years away from that
circular object that I was subjected to in Yenver.

Thing was, that wasn't the best bread that I broke with ny pal Gil,

The most memorable meal that we shared was in this little place just
off Hollywood Blvd. It served Indian food all the way irom the
sub-continent of. Of India, natch. It was called "The Bengal Tiger"
for the ample reason that there werz about 2C pix ol the critters
leering out from every vertical suriace, such as walls. Iloments before
we'd just toddled out of a semi-Japancse place that served sushi
burgers or tuna dogs and like that and since we were looking for food
as such it Jjust was the place for us.

Lh, but "The Bengal Tiger'", on the outside it looked to be even slimier
a plece than the one we'd just tottered out of. On the taside, it was

impossible to tell just what was going on, for it was real dark. So
dark I could just barely see my beer.

‘hat we got was curry -and rice and two kinds of bread. ‘'Big deal," you
might say, "I've geen BRELD befors! I've even gaten somel Hal" Lell,
you'd be wrong. One kind of bread came as & gort of puffy lump, a sort
miniature fried football, only better tasting. The other wes a kind of
pancake affair, but foreign, like a flapjack from the moon. DBoth were
deliciously different from each other and anything I'd ever eaten
before. They had complex flavors, both sweet like syrup and spicy liize
friecd onions. They uere both nearly a meal by themselves.

Of course there was the curry itself too. It was lamb c.rry and also
guite good. Certainly more edible than a tuna dog or anything else I
had in Li.



I'g have to say that that place, as good as the food was, was a dark as
the inside of an Iguanodon. O£ gouzsg i've never been on the inside of
an Iguanodon but, ut I've recd about some guys who have. See, at that
great Victorian exhibition, the Crystal Palace of 1853, there were
several models constructed of concrete by Richard Oven of dinosaurs -
all life—sizecd. Since they were (they have since fallien into comnlete
obscurity, they're not even there anymore) life—cized that also means
they were fairly large sized. Large enough, it turns out for sichard
Owen and about 12 of his friends to sit down and have a sit-down dinaer
party in one of em to sort of inagurate em. Liven though Owen got the
general shape of Lguanodon all wrong (he pictured it as an immense
iguana, lizard-like, when it seens to ha¥e actually strode about on . °
dut St h Fn legs) he certainly knew how to show em a good time.

The flight from LiX to San Francisco was pretty much faultless, no
thanikcs to the air—traffic controlilers' ztrike. It was a little late,
about 20 minutes, which was just as well because there was this great
huge line at the check-in couatex. liogt of the folks there vere
foreigners for some reason, from .ars oOr points west, judging from
their accents. Those accents soundsd like they'd been borrowed from
Cagablanca. I'd have drawn the line right there (points, vigorously)
1f I'd had to leave LA in a Ford Tri-otor just like all the refugees
did in that movie.

Took me longer to get it all together, including my luggage, from the
airport to downtown SF, then it took to fucking fly there. L had been
instructed by nonc other than Rich Coad to await Gary lattingly once 1
got downtoumn, It appears that Gary Hettingly has nothing better to do
all day at work than to wait for phonecalls from callow out-—of-towners
and get paid for it tool Hell, aayway, L finally got ahold of him on
the phone after he'd come out from hiding behind the office water
cooler or wherever he was. The Japanese lady next to me in the line of
phone-booths had had enough time to call momeboady's ansvering service
in Oregon. I hung up the phone after a brief clat with Gary and then
rememberod i didn't really knowm what Gapy looked like. 4#s I stood
there, tavving my boot, it occurred to me just how poignant my . .
situation was. 1 was wailting for some guy £'d never met and only knew
through that most tenuous of sci-fi fandom contacts, the apazine.
Stood there just about 3,000 miles awey from a neighborhood I really
knew well. &t least it didn't look like raii.

Just then, Buddy Uilson walks visht by me. Leally loolted like olid
Buddy Wilson, & buddy of mine from coliege (along with Buddy Webster)
who now works as an accountant for the Virginia wslzctric é. rouer
Company Headquarters in Richmond, V4 and looks GsEas Y i cepts of Legurse
when he's bowling or watching wrestling. Cne fatal night he absolutely
obliterated one of the doors to a showerstall in the dorm bathroom by
means of the deadly "“Claw® Lold, a sorta combination Brain-Buster and
Sleever hold that works just as wrell on everyday household objects as
it does on ravenous wrestlers.

"he only thing that looked wrong about Buddy was that he was dressed
like Lou feed (black T-shirt, back npegged jeans, black sneakers, and,

IR



later - when it got cool, blaclz leather jacket) which is why I didn't
immediately demand an explaination as io why he wasn't in fucking
Richmond, taking care of business. .hat goes on? Le walked by me and
everybody else still at the bus stop, glancing at cach of us in turn.
ilhen he started this routine all over again I took a chance and asked
him if he was Gary. Sure enough he was and had been: all the time.
Good thing too — I wasn't too wild about the thought that Buddy idilson
had gotten himself cloned.

-

WWe flopped into his car right after he'd driven it around and weirt
barreling off to his apt. I noticed right off that he didn't 1z (oY)
much which fit right in with what I'd read about him in fnz and also
with what Rich Coad had warned me about him. As we drove along I
noticed that he seemed to be talking even less. Gee, I thought, what a
shy guy. I was a trifle conccrned as he secmed determined to fill in
the gaps of his lapsing loguaciousness with hand and upper body
gestures of increasing bluster, wostly involving hig driving arm vhen
he was negotiating a complex turn. Gary turned out to be afflicted
with some kind of creeping laryngitis that gradually turned a normally
quiet boy into a hulk that wes only somewhat more inarticulate than
usual. 4As L have an abnormal amount of wax in my ears my chronic
problem after I've flown any distance is that my ears seem to acquire
an extra part from somewhere up in the clouds. This part consists of a
show box filled nearly to the brim with luke-warm Silly sutty that
slops around irregularly causing a souad efiect to transpire in my
niddle ear not unlike an improperly recorded tave on a tape recorder
that's real .cheap on a simllarly chezd tape so0 the sounds fade in and
out only part of the time.

So there we sat. Ie couldn't talk zo gocdé and I couldn't hear so good.
It became a joke for that week when [ was there to shout startingly &t
Gary, when he tried to rasp out something, a TSHonEE1ce Bhis s "HEH 12
WHAT ..2% YOU TRYIJG TO 5AY1? SPEAK Url?". A real scream. iore on
this later.

The plan was that I was to be dropped off at Gary and FPatty (Peters)
apt. and wait for them to goci off work. In the meantime I managed to
puruse a stack of slipsheets for the next Skug, get really hung:x_(like
here it was 5vm and all I'd had to eat all day was some goofy sandwich
on the plane), and nearly sabotage Gary's extremely complicated and
expensive stereo system just before he valiced through tie dooT.

WUh, I didn't touch it!" I stammered as L drew my hands away from the
Philips head screwériver I'd just gouged into tie innards of that same
sterco. "I was just trying to get this Residents LP to sound right!™ I
nervously expostulated. Gary expostulated right back with some nerves’
"Unp, it's sposed, ah, to, um, sound that way! Uh. Ua. Good to see
you again Bruce. £h. .Um. Patty should be here soon. Then we can,
um, go around and, uh, do things. Um,"

Sure enough, um, Patty did indeed sho'” up real soon we sure did go out
and do things. First on the menu was come food, much to my relicf.
And, boy, wvhat great food!

He drove in Gary's quirky Rabbit from their apt. in downtowm to a iex



restaurant, somewhere else dowmtowi. This place is called the
Roosevelt Tamale Parlour (Real south-of-the—border name, huly?) which
has been in the same location since 1922 oir so it sez right here on
this matchbook I've still got which rode around in the hind pocket of
my jeans for an undetermined amount of time and space. What we had was
burritos that had been deep—fried and then smothered in sour cream and
guacamole, dececeee-lish! We finished our secoand Dos ILquis and then
hopped into Gary's Rabbit what's got some personality problems. Then
e proceeded to drive around for about four hours, secing the sights.
Or, at least, attempting to. See, I'd always thought that the fog
coming in off the bay in SE was some sort of bogus publicity stunt,
perhaps set up by the postcard manufacturers. So when we drove by the
Pacific Ocean and thence the Golden Gate 3Bridge, about 20 minutes after
the fog had rolled in there was nothing to see aside from a sort of a
visual white noise. l!le gcooted by these visual non-events and Gary
waves his arm at this conceptual sight and croaks with glee, "ind
there's the Golden Gate Bridge!" I replied in a rather surly tone, #Oh
yeah!?t

le had reached a summit of sorts. Thero's this big hill astride the
major vortion of town, the rest of it, that's all dowmnhill. Ve'd
parked and gotten out to look around for that was the thing to do.
There was a wide spot in the road just for that. It was right beneath
this towering structure that looked like a IMartian tripod if Yves
Tanguy had done the special effects, all hard angles set in Jell-o.
Pretty surreal stuff. They said it was a TV tower,; so folks could get
better reception in the velley. Looked to me as though if it really
was a tripod like I'd hoped it would be, the most strategic spot for it
to be sited was just where it was so it could reap havoc. Just then
Patty turned tc me and commented that if an earthquake of the scale of
the one in '06 transpired today all those pretty skyscrapers down there
would be fodder of razor cdged debris. The whole of the downtown
district would be carpeted in broken glass 30 feet deep. I1'd been
feeling a chill and now I know why! Wooooosh!

Honted my black leather motorcycle jacket that L'd bought at Wards in
Springfield iall back in July for #$128 to take the nip off my back but
that was some thousand or so miles away. Gary got his out of the car
and put it on instead.

Zoomed back to the apt. and gave Bill Breiding a ring. oSeems that he
lives but a few blocks away. &nd sure enough he did for we trundled
over to his place and there he was. He and I got on famously. I soon
showed my true nature and started rubbing him unflaggingly and even
Haggingly about some niggling little error he'd made. To prove just
what a swell guy he was he waited till we were both outside before he
gave me a vicious curbv-stomping. I mean, that's where the curb was.

It was decided that we should go out and acquire some Anchor Steam
Beer. .Creat stuff! 4nd that's from Patty Peters' lips. Who was I to
argue. ‘ho indecd. We actually had to walk to get the beer. And walk
we dids to several corner markets that were germinated at the vertex of
every block of buildings around. WNever did find Anchor Steam even
though Patty was convinced there was some, just around the corner. Did



bump into a derelict who was confuded by a' tigket just issued to him by
some handy cops and also by God only «nows what combination of
chemicals. The guy rebounded off CGary with a wet, sucking gound and
then slobbered into his ear a query about the meaning of it all and
specifically the ticket. Gary told hims it's probably the best thing
for you. Gary was quite rightfully proud of this putecff, for it
completely short-circuited this guy. Couldn't find and inchor Steam so
we had to settle for Olyampia, (lint Bastwood's fave brand of beer.

Lventually it was time to slide on over to Richt*s. Rich had called
vhile Patty and I were sucking down beers, telling each other how much
we hated our bosses (I didn't even know she knew iy boss), finding out
that she knew vhere Jackson, iich. was ("Yeah, that's where the State
Pententiary used to be." just like everybody else vwho knows sez), while
Gary was in the other room: slipshecting and pumping out Skuz with many
grim gestures. Rich had called ¥rom. tork and tried to wheedle a ride
home froa Giry but no dice. o we hopped over to iiichi's apt. where I
was really supposed to be staying and got to meet the lovely Stacey
while I was in a somewhat sodden state we chiAtted about animals (she
was making a list of em when [ walked in, did I make the That?).

Sure enough Rich showed up a bit after lipm. Something flopped out of
my mouth that sounded a little like: "Aha! The Coad of the Hest!" but
not enough like it to get me into auy tTouble. f course we went out
to eat then. Lotta good places to cat in SF! L ordered some kinf of
saled on bread which I thought would end up looking an' handling like a
sandwich but vhich acted more like a vegetarian gored ox so I
concentrated on the pitcher of Bass ale utich had so thoughtfully
ordered. Some time later we went bacl through more of that damn fog
and I flopped onto that mattress that was my bed right on the floor,
next to Rich's amp.

Ihe next day we went out and had a fine brealcfast of chicken [ntaeeitine)
and Dos Bquis! Can't fault it! Too soon itich had to catch a bus to
work that wes trying desperately to imitate a trolley car.

Later Loren isacGregor showed up at dich's place and even though it took
me some 45 minutes to get hiwm to say his name, what a shy guy!, Loren's
a fine feelow, prepared to address any subject witlh the right zip coad
or zode even.

Kven later, like on that Saturday or Sunday even (I'd gotten into town
on a Tuesday) it was time for the band, Wilell % Welidd., " tosprasticesr Lhe
band consists of Jill Breiding, Lyna ifuehl, and Rich and some other
guys who never showed up like the ginger or the drum player, a pretiy
stripped down sound. They were trying to get some Carl Perkins tune
dowm which evolved into an involved task as not all of the band was
there and even 3ill who appeared to be not all there either because
they had to go over this one break in the song over and over again,
gsolely for his benifit. ‘hich of course Bill deserved the hard time
which I gave him for. or?

Somewhat cven later Patty and Gary showed up with some knnd of liexican

food on a flat tortilla with meat and chesse and lettuce and guacamole
which I think are called chziupas. Hhatever it was there are no



complaints from this corner. It was also a swell treat to meet Cheryl.
Cline in person. She was suitably iavressed with my Doctor X T-shirt
that L wore in her honor (Doc #£ is a masked wresitler who I've never
seen on TV but he must be pretty o023 to have his own T-shirt and
everything)° le went over to-a friend,of her's apt. that was nearby.
e collected Cheryl's friend and visited most of the bookstores that
line Haight St while the boys stayed at Rich's place, to goof around
with their guitars. I expressed only desultory interest in these fine
shops as I'd already visited 'em two hours before with Rich, Rich's
sister, Bill and Stacey. There's also this superb toy store at the
foot of Haight where it goes into Golden Gate Park, which we had to go
into. They musta had about forty different kinds of wind-up toys in
that placey, half of which I scooped up and even paid for. What they
also had which fascinated both Bill and I were these little cans that
you tip over and a bladder on the inside is squashed by its own weight.
A sound comes out, that is a little bLit like what a barnyard critter
vould make. Bill bought a cow and I bought a lamb ("Lamb-Baah" or so
it says)o In concert and with the same exact unspoken thought we hid
'em behind our backs and amused ourszsleves with partially gupressed
giggles by activating 'em as unwary Californians schlepped by. dut
that wasn't the funniest part. The funniest part practically
prostrate&_(good»thﬁng he was alrcedy eitting dovm) Lynn fLuehl when he
noticed what was printed on the side of the thing. "It likes to b
in a POCKET!!1" crackled Lynn, delightfully.

Jay and Dixie Kinney showed up later and we all sat dowm to chow down
and drink a fair quantity of Anchor siteam 3eer along with some Hdew
4lbion stout. I had to go dowa and open the froat door and the gate
for old Jay and he came in and warned ae thats "I can't hear too well
because L've still got Epsom Salt in ay ears. iope 1'm not talking too
loud.” He wasn't, much. ULpsom salt in the cars is a common enough
condition when you've just spent the afternoon floating in an isolation
tank ala Altered States. Loren :lacGregor also showed up later.

Hot in time for the Two Alarm Chili however. u«ich had coaxed me into
fixing some with and some without. lith and without beans that is.
Before L'd left for the west Coast L'd bought several packages Ent wleals
authantic Texas delicacy that has everything except some meat (you can
use anything from rattlesnake to moose though I prefer heef or pork),
some water and some tomato sauce. L bought them so I could pass them
on as gifts to my hosts. ft's nearly as hot as a nuclear melt-dowm
(the packet of red chilies azlone is about the size of your hand and the
whole melange demands something to coat your tummy, corn bread or rice
at the very least).

Barlier, Rich and I had gone out to a local organic veggie market (the
ouly kind in San Francisco, natch) and bought some Pinto beans just
so's we'd have some trouble with our gas tanks later. L didn't know
much -about beans and didn't want any in my chili so I had to make two
pots full. I just tossed the dried veans right in, during cooking.
Turns out that you're supposed to soak the beans for some time Dbelore
cooking 'em, preferably all nigiht long. Both pots turned out »retty
much ok though. Just lucky L guess.



hfter we'd had our chilli I ended up on the couch betweea Cheryl, Gaxry
and Jay. I couldn't hear so well still. Cheryl couldn't hear so well
because she just couldn't heln it, she's ncturally hard-of-hearing.

Jay still had all that Epsom Salt in his ears. iho knows how well the
normally only semi-loguacious Gary could hear because that demon
larygitis had him completely under its svell, he was even more
speechless than ever. It was a chorus of TFunh?i, Mifhat?™ and the very
air itself swishing from Gary's frentic hand gestures. I wouldn't have
missed it for the world.

Before everybody left that night we endeld up passing around this book
that Rich Coad's sister had dug up. What it was was a list of sexual
myths and fallacies and the true fax about 'em. By the time we had
started reading choice bits from the book aloud to each other IL'd lost
track of which were the fallacies and which weren't. Somebody had
hapoened upon a particularly juicy bit about how if you're a guy and
you like to have your nipples stimulated during intercourse then of
course you're queer! lihile I was still trying to puzzle out if this
was supposed to be a hit or a myth Gary squeaked out with unlooked for
vibrancy, loud enough so that it penetrated into every corner of the .
room and even into my earss ‘dell, W I lce: “to-shavieriy nipples
stimulatedl!?. Rich Coad decided to get to the bottom of all this and
with scientific pluck quizzed Patiy Feters if she'd noticed if Gary
really did like to have his nips tongued. FPatty allowed as she really
didn't remember, she was busy &t the time. So, only in the interests
of pure rescarch mind you, all the guys in the room started to chase
Gary around the apt. to perform the experiment. As this involved
restraining him while somebody else got dowm to stimulating his nipples
this got rather, um, involved. It never was concluded to anybody's
satisfaction, least aof all Gary's.

But, like I said before, I wouldn't have migsed any of it for the -
world.

— Bruce Towmley

Yid BED'S JOTE This has been the third installment of *Burgers I'rom

Mapg". The first installment appeared in Bruce's own:
iz. The second installment appeared in itich Coad's Space Junk 5.
Took towards a fanzine near you for the forth installment.

&
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As a result of having been in Lsrael I always push and shove when
getting onto a bus. Lven when I'm the only one getting on.
— Yvonne shafir

I played a little pinball at Cross—uyed Honse, did OX, then played
nStar Trek" and just couldn't lose. First I got 4 games for 25¢, thcn
a match, than a replay, then another match, a special, another replay,
another replay, another match ... it pays to be an ex—trekkie.

- Diane Drutowski, 16 Feb 1980, in a letter to the editor.

The last time I was disconcerted was due to my cries Ot Bomitgsla

during a Dire Straits concert, or maybe a Sley concerts I don't
remember. - Harc Orilieb, 18 Oct 1981, in a letter to the cditor.
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I should have thought of it befors ...sure, rcecading about the old
Unicorn Productions' Hrai Ballard, the #uscuite Kid and Terry Carr
practicing his lines "I'm F.il.Busby, and this is my child bride
Blinor®. Or even when oatching itobert Preston in The lHusic ilan and
hearing the lines of The ilimeo llan instead...

fhile still reeling from what L felt was Rocky llountain Hubris at
Denvention IL, I decided to investigate the "Fandom in the Seventies"
panel. The whole concept of the panel struck me as bizarre, as the
1970's seemed to have been spent wondering where the sixties had gonsc.
However, it seemed typical of the Denveation programming that we meet
to disect a non-existant decade.

Besides, 1'd get a chance to heckle my friends ...and they might
mention me,

The panel, (an assemblage of Tom Digby, Jon Singer, James Haxwell
Young, Hike Glicksohn and Hoshe Feder that was not at all moderated by
Gil Gaier) was discussing the prevalence of the non-reading media SF
fan at conventions and the sheer impossibility of socializing these
people in fannish mores and traditions. The usual methods, small group
contact and fanzine communication, are nezated by the size of '
convention populations and the visusl media orientation of those people
who swell '"our' cons.

Someone - perhaps the Illuminated Singer -~ came up with the notion of
making films to teach the throngs ...aid then it came to me (naturally,
2y olae o bl = vision)°

The Jalt .illis story! With Technicolour, Breath-taking Cincmascove
and STEREOPHONIC SOUND. Yes, I could eavision it and a whale series of
block-buster movies embodying the fannich ideal.

The more L thought zbout it, the better it sounded.

le'd open with a slow pan over the verdant Irish countryside (Larry
Carmody can be in charge of our location team) up to a picturesque old
cottage. Sure and begoriah, comes a high feminine voice with the 1ilt
of the Emerald Isle, what are ye doing with that filthy machine, Haltexr
o A Willag ! Beljabliarss  conesial PEpIRyiemig darlin' iladelaine, I am of a
nind to become a scientifiction fan and be publishing a magazine with a
new slant on the genre.

Oh, too Sam Goldwyn? OK, then to the attic of 170 Upper Newtownards
Road in Belfast, the Gem of Ulster in those happier times. A furious
and madcap ghoodmitten game is golng on between tio actors made up to
be John Berry and Walt Jillis. They both collapse after the eleventh
hour use of <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>