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OF THE
NAKED

aRTICHOKE

- STRIKES

| AGAINY

Don

Studebaker

( incognito
_on ‘the road)

(((( Studebaker comes in running. His shaggy black hat is covered
with wet leaves and grass, both:in the first stages of decay. His
long brown coat is, soaked and the rain has covered his shiny black
boots with sticky mud. He shuts the door. of the cellar and crosses
the room wearing an air of impending disaster, He sits at the
brown wooden table and fidgets, his fingers running idly over the
keys ‘of the: typer. - . E '

 Cheslin watches him from the depths of a large red-leather
armchair, quietly swirling Napoleon brandy around in a small
snifter,

Studebaker pounds the keys for a few minutes,knocking out

-a few pieces for FATE and an artvicle on his experiences as a stud
for the Cosa Nostra. The tension hangs in thé air on taut piano
wires,electric. -

"All right,Ken", he pants at last,"I know I'm late and all
tnat,but really I couldn't help it,and you know yourself that it
takes time to turn out a column,and the last few months have been
rather hectic for me,which is why I didn't send you anything for
the last mailing and I've been on the go constantlye.ceescececcces”



Cheslin takes from the pocket of his voluminus smoking
jacket a peculiar looking golden knife and strops it until, drawn
along his thumb,it catches slightly.In his eyes is a feral gheam,

Studebaker notices tnat Cheslin is cross-gartered, rather
like Malvolio. - But the garters are red,not ycllow,and as they
drip stickilly onto the floor they exude a carrion smell.....

"No,KeniNot that! ne cries,and flings himself at the
typer,nis flnger twitching soasmoalciylj............,......) ))\))\

It must be wonderful to sit down to a typewrriter and turn out page
upon page of soggy nostalgia; stuff that brings tcars to the eyes of Neo
and Eofan alike., Reminiscence for the good old days when fanzines were so
literate that today's young wits can't understand a word of them.(Rather a
symptom of Literati influence out of Mundanity, I should say). It must
be wonderful. To write like Willis,

(Put down that shillelagh! Ethel, don't
hit mc with that bottle of \cottlsnc..cr Scotchl) .

You see, gent1c reader,I'm a little jealous. (Gnashes tooth), I have
hardly anything to write nostalglcally about. (Pr690s1 ions ending with
which and all bcs1des) I wasn't there. I haven't becn in fandom long cnough
to get poetic about Hair 0il, or really plumb tne depths of refercnces to
rosecbuds. I just wasn't in fandom Way Back When.

So, in an attempt to get on the nostalgia bandvaggon, to cash in on
some of that vintage egoboo,I shall tcll you something about my exira-
fannish lifc, the dark secrcts that have made me what I am; viz; a fan.
Return with us then to those golden days of yesteryear,Phe/LHHE/ RADEGELLLL/
(er..) Tne Naked Artichoke relives his cnildhood.

T don't remember Mama as she rolled into her new number,dressed in
sktight black sequins, because I was too young to notieec such tnlngs wnen
Mama was in Burlccouc. She prudently disposed of all her posters and
publicity releases before I was old enough to read.

But I do remember Mama fighting the flood waters. Thc storm broke
when we were on the way to our new house. The rain was much t00 thick to see
wnere we were going, so my stepfothér speeded up a bit. It was a stake-body
truck, and all our precious posscslons were lashed to the back,vith no
covering. *

e turned into the little 51de road that led to the housc, and
neglected to remember the Drop., L railroad ran along the top of a steep
hill over which the road passed; -On one side of the tracks,the road was
level,on the other 2 seventy-five degree inclinc. it 51xty miles an hour
we 1eft the level plateau,crossed the tracks,and negotiated the wet air
space well béyond the base of the hill.

Al} four tires burst as we came-down, Vitn four flats we continued
the half mile to our gemuine Stately Crumbling Cottagc.iWe nearly missed it.
The nedge (ordinary boxwood) nad, uh, grown, in the few months since our
purchase. It was fifteen feet tall and covered the house from our view.

Inside it was warm and ...floooed. Pardon, I exagerate slightly.
There was only four inches of rain in the attic, which could hardly be
called a flood. Grandfather took care of that irmediately by searching
througn the packing cases for his tool box, flndlng br%ce ana bit, and
drilling noles in thne attic floor, j



(Perhaps I should explain
that the weight of the

water was dangerous; it
could easily have caused the
plaster ceciling of the first
floor to collapse) (( as
indeed it did with the very
next storm)) This added the
four inches of rain in the
attic to the five inches of
rain on the first floor, so
Grandfather had to drill
holes in the hardwood floors
to let out nine inches of
water. The nine inches of
water didn't matter much when
added to the six feet of
water in the bascement.

While Grandfather was thus
engaged, the rest of us
unloaded the furniture and
tricd to save it from furthur
damage. It was period
furnitur---made in the
roaring twenties and as
heavy as lead, The thick
cotton padding was alrcady
soaked, so we had the weight
of two hundred gallons of
rain to move as wcll,

But wait! I must moke
my childhood sound dismal _
and unhappy. This is not strictly true! There werc periods of
ligntness and gayity. Surely I can be more happilly nostalgic,give
more of a #illis-type Jjoi de vivre.

As I mentioned, the ceiling collapsed with the next storm,
By the time we cleared away all the broken plaster,pumpcd out thd
water in thc basement, and fought down the hundreds of snakes that
came with the spring rains,it was wvinter.The new furnace nhad not
arrived,and we curscd tne fact until we found out about the Autumn
floods. You see, in the Autumn we had hurricanes.....and tahough
they weren't really as danderours as in more southerly lattitudes,
they did cause tne river to risc. We found thcn tne one piece of
good about our new house. For our township it was ideally situated.
Halfway betwcen the river flood and the swamp flood. At the
southern end of our strcet people arrived in motor-boats,evacuated
from tne riverside colony. At the nortnern end they arrived in
galoshes from the swamp.

Perhaps I'd better cxplain about the swamp.lt was only a
block away,and at the top of a hill,situated in an abandoned
quarry for the most part.

That is quitc corrcct,our house was below the level of the
SWamp o



swamp.lt

The svamps of home..How many happy memories that dear phrase conjuara
I was bred a city boy, and I'd never really seen so many trees and so much
wild-life.Willow, Pin Oak, briars, brambles, tnistles, nettles, poison iyy and
poison oak....There were nundreds of pluyful little anlmaiqn Birds®of
various specis,squirrels,rats, snakes,mosquitoes, turtles,(snapping turtles
tnat is), dragon flys, and, once cvery scvcntcen yoars, a Slauge of locudts .

Those were: nalcyon days. I explored every inch of thatl swamp, and
eventually went Beyond,

Beyond was thc city dump and the gas works . Two o;.tnobe giant
floaulng tanks and several nuge buildings surroundeéd by a barbed wire fencec.
I'11l never forget the day *hc gasworks exploded. Every window loﬂ uhrgc
miicg was broken.: '

It was'.wonderful,exploring the ruins and playlnp ambteur '*chcologiqtr
Trying %o reconstruct the scene of maynem and horror that mus® have ocguired
wnen all that gas went up in smoke.

There were other ruins as well, In.ouz‘uowr tnlngs got done rather
‘tslowly, ana the city council has not got around %o repairing the Gamage done
by the Br1u+sh in the war of 1812, There were remnants. of a gunpowdar
factory ér some such structure which were always fraught with mysiery and
excitement, The huge concréae ovllnos had Jong ,copf“nn shaped recesscs 5n
in their bascs, with fragile cnomlcnl stalactites depending from thel
roocfs. These shalactites were probably po_sovous,uau we cnjoyed Nqulna
with them. All the.rocks and gtofies in the- arca were discouloured with a
pecculiar verdigres bluc substance,and therc werc plcnxy or COLﬁO“ mt{eh
meccasins to make our games eyc:d,lnge

My~ -Grandmother worried constantly.Not so much about unwuqauu &l
dangcra,but That some Dirty Old Man might leap out of the wcods ab any
moment and Do Horrible Things to my brother and 1. Waat Horri nLc Things
she . nean't she necver made clear, but I began ‘4o suspect, as I grew CTO“rj
that my Grancmotber had a oartlcuairy vivid, and -r;gnulr imagination.
We discovered,after her death, that snc madc nin money by taking besls on
the "mumbers®, and that she was an honorably retired Bookio.

AL “enumbcr running through our onc public park. It was mogtly sand,
left by the floods,and oak trées. The oak <irces filled the sand with acorns;
so one-‘couldn't go barefoot in the park. In the. centre of the park was the
'Duck Pond?. There were amever any queks;just tarcch frogs,cerp, and
millions- of leachess I wes running, as I 4id most every day, to escapc the
visciocus dogs and ‘thc -school ‘bullys, Perhaps its unial? to apply these
epitaphs, tut the dogs tore my - pct rabbit to picces, and I was the bottom
of the scholastic pecking order. By sixtn grade I had made ouc friend, and
the re&t of the school 'a carefully: o:ganlscd__gkgxb _ '

Oh;‘tﬁoée nappy days of nostalgic reminiscence.

1
i

- "Have you ever been run over by a Trolly?. That's whét_puppy lote
did~for me. I was walking Peghy to.the pet shoppe. I worked at the pet
shoppe for ten cents a weck plus all I couidfdrink« andvI became $0
absorbed in chgy s-witty conversation that 1 didn't seg tne trolly
coming. TFrom tne fromt,forcrissake,and I was walking on the trask.

The driver was furlous and T escaped with a stupid . c i essiOn
on my face and every tone in'my body aching . .

Meybe I'd better.leave criildnood nostaiala to Goorgp Spencer. We
seem to have had similar expericnces,and he writcs. about it so much hetior
than I, and besides,all this happy. nostalgia is rauno” coD“esc'nbac,,,o



I suppose some OlPAn's are wondering wny I never do malling
comments, WhynI seldom tell Ethel how much I enjoyed SCOTTISHE,when its
obvious that I do, just like everyone elsc,go wild over every precious Word
she writes, ' ' -
Yell, partly its because of finances.LP is published by windfall,
and,thanks to Ken, I now have a column in which to sound-of f a bit.

, But T can't really believe that what I say about your magazine in
particular,people,will be as interesting as what I might say in general.
Still, egoboo is dear to us all,and I do try to write mailing comments.

I sit down and read the mailing through,tnen I let the artistic
trance take over,and whatever channels of tnhought have been inspired work
themselves out on paper. Thus, a thing like A HAPPY PARABIE, or LUST: AND
LUDMILIA, is actually a reflection on what is going on in OMPA, a not-so-
direct comment on the last,or next to last,mailing. iy

I can, however, understand the feeling that one has' to know what
the Peader thought about a piece. So this time I'm going. to include a
little bit of mailing comment addressed directly to specific topies, and
nope that it gives somebody a plcasant dose of egoboo.Starting with:

This bussiness of changing the mailing dates and membership
mumber and redefining things. = . . .

Tts all so much nonsense' I haven't been in OMPE long,but I think
I am in a position to speak with amthority; after all, I have as many
faults as any OMPAn could have in regard to his membershipe

IgmHM1LE.MwnIcm1Mdeimvmmhimfthyoﬂmmmﬁs
column takes care of my miniac. If there arc people out there who can

' write enough to take carc of their miniac, but
who somchow don't get around to publishing for
one reason or another, perhaps they could work

out similar arrangemcnts with other OMPADS.
The dollar we Americans pay for
membership is just about right. Any more
and I couldn't dig it up; any less and I
doubt the AE could afford to sencd out
the bundles. ‘

Upping the mailing membership
pumber wouldn't add enough to OMPA
4o Justify the bother of

reorientating that bit
of information in my
skull. ‘There have
been times in the
recent past when
five more members in
OMPA would have done

away with our
waiting list.And
what kind of APA
doesn't have a
waiting list,I ask
YOUZeecooe



Before I joined I looked arournd Fandom and checked the various requirements
of APAs, as balanced against what each APA offered in exchange.l  lighted
on OMPA as just about exactly what I was looking for.A nice relaxed place
to publish, ‘with a friendly atnmosphere and no stuffiness.A place I could
write mailing comments if I ever wanted to, or science fiction, or fantasy,
or murdane fiction, and not havc somebody jump on me about "unfannishness"
or "ignoring the Great Important Issues Of The Day". I like OMPA. If people
want it improvedm-I'd suggest tney devote more time to improving their own
magazines. Mailing comments are writing, so is everything you say in OMPA.
Writing is something a little sacred, and deserves attention. :

OMPA is fun as it is. It won't be fun if we disolve-into a group,
whose purpose is the re-definition of its own politieal system, or its own
economic system,or a self-centred organism concerned primarilly with its
public image. Sure, good members leavel! But its not because therc aren't |
enough members in the Organisation. Its because they are having to write
all the decent material ‘themselves. Bad members leave too, because they
aren't writing anything readable; or anything at all. If a man considers
his membership worth having, he'll consider it worth keeping. If not,he'll
drop out. If he considers it worth keeping,he'll put something into it.
Please ignore those -people who send through junk to keep their. memberships.
They are paying the price,thcy are getting something out of OMPA,and if
they can't do any better, so what?. If they enjoy my writing enough to stay
on, that makes me happy,since,after all,I'm writing %o be read. If they
can't do any better, but want to, they can always pick up a copy of ;
STRUNK'S EIEMENTS and FOWIER'S ‘MODERN EMNGLISH USAGE, and with those two
volumes become-decent if not good writers. . . _

People who go around .finding things to do, and never doing things,
make me retch. (I often look in the mirror,and retch..)(Thus I avoid
mirrors and tfy to keep this annying trait out of my OMPAC.). B
: Politi¢ions are peoplé who spend their lives and the taxpayer's
money in finding scnemes for doing things which they could have done
themselves in half the time at a quarter thc cots. Statesmen are like
politiciens, save that they do it themselves.

" If a man inherits a vast fortune,and nhe doesn'g know how to handle
it, he'll lose it. Plain and simplé. Death duty's are an after-tne-fact
infringement on a man's right to make money, a final attack on a man's
liberty to be better than somebody by the effort and sweat of his own
brow) in the one situation wherein he cannot defend himself, namely,
when he's dead. ¥ e ;

_ My family owned slaves beforc that certain war,and after that war
we set tnem free, Many of them refused to leave. Don't get tne idea that
I advocate owning human beings! But I will defend a man's right %o be
subserviant to anotner man by choice. When our slaves wcre set free we
tried to htlp them to adjust to the new corditions, We did what we could,
Maybe that wasn't good énough. :
' ~ But I don't tnink its good enough to take today's Negro's out of
'catfish row' slums and put them in middle class suburbias,or ‘develop-
mental' apartment houses, ‘and expect them to behave like middle-class
bourgoise. It won't work. : :
Nor will it work to take Tobbacco Road type whites and put them
in similar conditions.



Pcople arc not classes.
Neitner are they races.
They arce individuals.
Each man has his own
culture, his own values,
his sc¢lf, Take a man
out of a slum, put him
in a fine and shiny
white nouse with

. alumirmum shutters; then
put 4 chain link fence
arocurd the house,ant.
tedl hinthenesn! &
paint the walls to
suit himself, or hang

. pictures on the walls,
or le¢t his children
play with the chlidren
in the next bhock
because they might get
togéthcr'and form a
tgang's i

The slums will
return, maybe Worsc
than ever. The kids

“will climb over the
fences when they are
old cnough,. ard they
will fight with the

7 5, .Strangers up. the
street. My block's better tnan your blockh, ard both are exactly alike,
Only the dirt ard filtn are different,because that's all the people
are allowed of tneir ola culture. The great mensge in America today
is cultural standardlsatlon and one of the greatests wastes is the
sperding for government houslng projects which suceed only in
taking people from a friendly,. if savage, enviroment, and putting
them in a coldly savagc cnv1roment whlcn Qestroys tn01r last
vestiges of self-respect.

An aqualntance recently’ snovca slldes ©iF e Silplms aer

‘Barcelona. They are beautiful. They are slums,and they don't come
up .to the stardards of middle-class suburbia, (savc possibly that
the people arc a little bettér &t stlcklng to their own moral
standaras) ard ‘they are no archetectural wordcrs. Just houses thrown
together out of mud and. what-nave-you. They ar¢ neatly whitc-washed,
and brignt coloured- clothes - ‘dangle ‘wetly in the wind from clotues
lines stretehed bctwaen them. There. arc flower pots on the window
sills. The people arc as happy as anybody can be expected to be in
this life, which is tolecrably so.By their own standards,(not mine
or yours, ‘on the standards of their own culture) ,they are happy,
healthy and‘dléan. But the important thing is this: they Have  a
culture of their own,and nobody is taking it away from them.




Incredible as it may seem, there are people who enjoy living in the
slums, who enjoy life in the slums, (Their own slums, not the cnromium slums
the government builds for them, not the ones they are forced to live in,
not the rented slums), and its them I'm sticking up for. It Is tnheir right
not to bdcome supermen, .not to raise themselves up!.

‘How many of you arc comfortable at coronations? How many like to
wear a tight tuxedo and dance stiffly in a ballroom with crystal
chandeleers? Sometimes, for a change, but I'll wager not as a steady dietl.
Not many of you. People live in different culturcs, ard its that which
gives variety and intcrest to this little planet,

_I've spent a lot of time in slums lately. Not the beautiful
Barcelona slums, but our plain old American eyesorcs. There arc pcople who'
who sing and dance in .the strcets. Don't tell me its becausc they-can't
afford television; most of them own a big ugly idiot box, euecn ¥f ‘1e the
only thing -they own. But they go out, and fiftecn ycar old girls practice
popular songs, and the boys practice singing in groups.They SEHInEIt

I am somewhat a paupcer. I'm not rich because there is something I
would rather do than making money. I would ratner write. I would rather
spend five, or ten, or twenty or sixty years learning how to write a decent
book, a fine piece of science fiction, a beautiful fantasy, I would rather
learn to be observant, to glean from every little ray a 1light reflecting
back a drab object, the particular item of beauty therein, the inherant
beauty, and with ink and paper etch words about it and make it apparent to
somebedy, andbody who hasn't time to do it for themselves. As my alternative
to a quidt paying job with security, I prefer the all-or-nothing gamble that
I might get what I want, that I might end up a writer of some valuce

So maybe 1711 starve to death and never get anything. So what?

Tough apples,Bharlie, thats the gamc,and I've played it my way. Thats what
freedom iz. The ability to play the game your own way as best you cane

Never mind if a man is black,or white,.or purple, just for
gawdsake treat a man as a Man, and lét him do-what he wants. If he want{s
to leave his estate to a snmiveling btrat, let him do so, If the kid ean't
nandle it, you can be sure someone else will, If a man groks making money,
ke'll make it. : : :

If you wan't to keep people from starving, don't go arournd worrying
now you can take it from the rich and give it to the poor. Teach the poor
to take it for themselves., If they want it ‘bad enough,thdy'll listen. If
they don't, its neither your fault, nor your bussiness. The proper concern
of the man who works against poverty and and want,slavery and oppression,
is the human soul, where all the barriers allowing of these things have.
their foundations. : ' ' :

teeesvesec00000000000000—====~======0000000000000 s sasssesss,

I think I've written enough for this time,but-. there are so
many things I want to say in this mailing: Well,I suppose I'll have to
cordense, put everything into a sentance or two,and drop any bombs I may.
still retain in a small area.

Elinor and Alchohol is the first thing I want to talk about.
Eli, Bapy, anything for your recipe for Dandelion Wine. I've been drooling
since I read the Bradbury book. Please publish your process in DOLPHIN.(or
would a plain brown wrappcr te more appropriatc?) ...I make an old family
stuff called BIOOD OF THE DUICHMAN, which requires,amongst other things,



that you cut yourself ovVEr &n arterj ‘and ‘bleed into a- foam1ng mass of
fermented apples, rmaisons,. mollases and cinnamon, :

This"last sestion of the column is being written in.a gllaer over
Lake Ontario. My brother Paul has infectcd me with the desirc to try this
absurd sport, and soon may infect me with various merine life forms if he
doesn't manage to recgain control,

I've been meaning %o mention that I'm new on thc road, inncomunicado,
and in all ways, urcontactablc. The writering womdering urge to sce and
experience, to gather Henry James' charming 'notes'. I'1l probably be able
to read my mailings in between jaunts, but my address will kecp on changi
so fast, too fast for you to find me at homé,

Paul has just inflated a rubber life raft, and I begin %o wonder at
his experience in piloting this thing....We scem to be getting furthur and
furthur away from land.

I really ought to tcll you about Paul, but perhaps I'd first better
tell you about Antonia. I'm going to marry ner,you SeE, fE L el e
OMPAns have a right to know. It will affect the mcmbcrsnlp,you know,
Actually, it has'already affectéd the membefship.

==Ah, Paul just informs me that we will have to jump for akie, e i
‘can untangle the parachutes. I belicve I did mentlon tnat I cqn't sv1m?.

Feither can Paul...Now he tells mel.

Where was I?, Ah yes. You see, Antonia ard I are Water Brothers. I
have several of them now, ard w¢ have formed a Nest. Thd Watcr-hrotner
relationship, if you recall, is akin to marraige. Nay!, it is the spiritual
equivalent of marraige: Therefore I am 'married! +to all of my Waterbrothers,
in a very real ard spiritual sense, Therefore, the matter of getting more
people in OMPA is taken care of. I told you tncrc was only one way to get
anything done, and that was to do it yourself., Well, I've donec it myself,
Ard the beauty of it is, is that nore of you have to run off extra copies
of your zines. Eight nef members for the price of ond old one! And some
of them are those 'old life- blood members ! mno droopca out of OiPA,

Sorry about not serding off the column 1ast time,Ken, I hope this
one gets to you (gulp) in plenty of time. I think I like thc mailing dates
the way they are,., Mostly because they fall on my birtnday.How sweet.....

I've been meanlng to have a bath...but not with quitc this muech watcr,
and Ontario water is cold this time of year. I hope this msc., is dry
enough to decipner.

Paul has just jumped,holding onto...to..my Ghod! my ripcordl...

Just one last comment...fellow OMPANE, about that gugrlpsshrldeeeceecseccces

(the reat of the msc i8 obscured by -blaodstains) .
————————— 000000000000000 e s s esaasasse=—mmmmmse———=— RIS SRR RIRIRIEREA br 505 ACAG s
ALL of DON STUDEBAIERS material in Cheslinzines is to be countcd to the

credit, activity wisc,  of DON  STUDEBAKER.



THE REGULAR
"MONSTER

.

. To be quitc honest it was ncver myrintcntion_to takc on another
case after the shocking affair of the Ghost Train. Hogever . 3

e I had decided that the best woy to recover from the térrible
strain of the aforemcntioned ease was to take a holiday...far from the madding
crowd, and -all that .rot. So.it will not grently surprise you to lecarn that
& couple of wecks later I.was safley ensconed in "Tne Goo! Shepard", a quict
little inn situated in the village of Graigness,a few miles from John'o Groeats.

d The village was difficult of “nccess,being difficult L0 B CHREOMNISE
was thercfore little frequented by tourists. The moin industries seemed 4o be
fishing and;shecp farming...often the sheep farmer and the fisherman was the
samc men. I was: there almost a.weck before I heard of the Greigness monstcre..

: MAyeol.its abbot due" T heard onc old salt say,somevhat dourley.
(I was sitting in onc of those geat.high backed and sided chairs, by the side of
the firc in the pubs great parlour...the lignt was from the fire and oil lamps
wonly so the locals didn't notice me...at least,not at first). "Tha's T8 G
says another old codger.."'tis ncar the firrust o' the month...it should be
along any day now...".. "or night" put in ~notner. "aye,or niget" they all
grovled,softly. ‘ '

You may imagine that hy interest was aroused.Mayhap thcy arc
expecting the Excise launch,I thought, becrusc half the hard stuff thcy scrve
here never saw a tax stampe, Suffice to s~y that oy dint of carcful quustioning
I managed to picce together a rather curioms local legend.
; The area, it scemed, was innabited by some sort of nguatic
sreaturce of e¢nourmous size...estimotes voried from forty to 120 fect in
length, the ncad of the creature being carricd,again estimates varicd, 6

to 20 fiet out of the watcr...the head of the mons ter, estimates cte., was 4

to 15 feet long,~nd it had great gapeing jaws,filled with gigantic and

nosty looking teeth, a pair of eyes which they swore glowed green,and on the
creaturcs head wre a pair of quecr shdped horns, Not the sort of creature

onc would like to mect on 2 dark night in fact. The monster was veriously
repotred as having small humps along its spine,and a pcculiar tail arrangcmcnt,

&



2]

The evening passed pleasantly enough after that,we siwrapped yorns
about similar phenomena and indulged in wild speculation as ‘to the origin
and nature of the various beasties mentioned. Of their own local tale
they had no doubts. They werc quictly convinced of its reality and of its
nature. One chap even wemt to get the local policeman (the innkeopers
fourth son) to bear witness,which he did, quoting copiously from Wi
notcbook the times and naturc of the various sightings and the identity
of the witncsses..a pretty thourough job St A :

I had oportunity to talk %o this officcr of the law the next
morning..in the cold light of day TI'confess I felt the story a good deal
less convinceing. But Ian, (the constablc) soon disuaded tnis opinion.

"As a matter of fact" he said, "Ttve been meaning to spcak to you
about the wnole thinge. For when I heard you were in the detection hussiness
T though, 'An,just the man %o ask!, I know you are up here:on noliday,but
if you could see your way to meking a bit of an investigation...." he
10id an arm affectionately on o keg of firc scotchas.."¥c'1ll find us
very appreciative". So,naving notning to lose..and much 4o gain, .. agreed
+o have a nose around to sec What I could se€,

—— e o T S i B S G G O P

The first thing I did,of course.( you kno7 my metheds ). Woas to-
assemble all the data relevant to .the sightings sThis -dome I got A ENOR
Dave for a couple of days by hireing nim out to a local shepherd, (who
decdared cntnusiastically that he was the best working collie he'd ever
come across, much to Daves gratification), and startcd on #he task of
meking sense out of the assembled datae.

Spon a pattern started to cmergc, The beastie was always secn
travelling either approximately South-east or approximately North=-weste
Following fish migrations? I speculated. And tne timing of the various
appearences Was rather curious...sévery tarec moths ,about the 2nd of
the month going south..and about tne 8%tn of the month going north. Most
peculiar,..and it reminded mc of . spmething. :

The next day being tne 2nd.I decided to take a boat out to see if
I could sce anything of the sea creaturc. Dave. rowed us out’ beyonct the
point, the water being shallow nerc we were nearly a mile from shore, ¥herc
we anchoreC, wgile Dave took his axe and “jumiped over the side $0.-Gb.a spot
of fishing I opened the hamper I'd thoughtfully caused to be packed and
indulged myself in a spop of tea and a2 couple of ham sandwiches.

The day wore on.Being. early Marsh the daylignt soon fadcéd and the
air grew cold. As the sun.sank in the sky I saw the begginings of a mist
start from the sea. I gotDaves bell and,holding it under ithe water, I rang
it a couple of times. Im 4 few mimutes Dave surfaced and c¢limbed into the
boat. Unfortuneatly thc ancnor had caught on the bottom and Dave had to go
dowvn agein %o frec it. By'%his timec it had become much darkecr,and the mist
wasvturning into a fog. Ve roved arouni for an half hour before I saw



that we werec getting nowhere. We might be rkwing out to sea. So I told
Dave to throw the anchor over again and prepared to make a night of it.

- I was awakened about 5am the next morning by Dave shaking my
shoulder. Silently he pointed into the gloom. I strained my eyes, I
stretched my cars..and then. A creak of cordage..the rustle of water under
the bows...a low dark shape loomed out of the mist. A pair of glowing
green eyes..a flare of red nostrils...

We were almost run down, but luckilly Dave yelled out in time,ard
the helmsman swung the rudder rourd...scared half to death by the
bloodcurdling bellow,he said afterwards.. and a few minutes later our boat
was taken in tow and we were aboard and slipping south.

qurrounded by a crew of bearded grinning Viking types, horned
helmets and all,I looked arourd. One of them I noticed was cleanshaven...
things began to click into place...Vlklngs ship...seadragon. .monster!
Vikings...betiween the 2nd and 8th of the month...south and north...I looked
across, popeyed..."Fred! I cried, "FREDL!!",

As. I sat tnere,swigging mead and swapping yarns,I thought..."How
on earth can I explain to the villagers of Graigness that their monster
was Fred Hunter in his Viking craft taking his OMPA mailings to be
pOSLEA? Bt iis i v atnia'a

oh,well.




~ OFF TRATIS. I'm sorry I sent you one snprt Ethel, I had plenty to
spar¢c so I must have made a miscount #hen I burdled the
OMPA copies upe ! :
. .Extra copies from members, while not withir the letter
of the constitution,is surcly not such an objectionable thing, If it
comcs to that the surplus you cannot get rid of by any other means
can be given away., I sec no problem there...unless the membership
absolutcly insists upon the spares being sold,at all costs, and I do
not feel they would do so. If you don't want to use the members money
by posing them....put them on a "help yourself" table at the son.
- They'11l go. e ‘ -
: Oh, any remarks I've made while commenting about the idea
of increasing the membership to 'enliven' OMPA would seem to have
had the ground cut from under them. ®e can hardly incrcasc the
membership if so few people (re; the current,Dec,waiting list) want
to become members, Onh well,back to the drawing board.



SCOTTISHE 34. Ethellw b complete with another superb atomillo...on board
et “yet.nmmmand back cover is board.
"the frothy sort of mailing comments that
are churned out by that ertwhile publisher Ken Cheslin."

Very well, I'1l grant you that every mailing comment is "frothy",
and that the adjective "ertwhile! is thouroughly Jjustified. OK. You sccm
to have a down on mailing comments. But,

in Whatsit 1,2,3,4,5,& 6. therc are I have.

COVErS.....b " Mcs.ppsi 48 others .pp. 37.
Sally Port 1,2,3.

covers. 1. Mcs .pp. 15, other.pp. 10pp.

Envoys 3,4,6,8,10,12,13,14, (remember myself & Dick Schults
alternated issues)

covers. 8. ICS.PPe52 others.pp. 60pp  plys
Baxter L4pp. Art Haycs 4pp legal lenth. ard Studebakérs 15pp.

now I figure that,wnile I do do mes., you ar¢ not entirely justified
in making what I consider to be scathing comments, as out of the
216pp I've personally produced, no less than 101 have consisted of i
fiction or articles .... not the mea., you find so pbjectionable. Ard,dammit,
IF you allow me to ad@ the covers and the odd items by other contributers
I've run, I've had a lot more non-mcs than mes., SO there.sec?. -

“I'm a retirirg,innofensive bloke,but I object to being tromped on.

I don't fecel like commenting on WA¥,tho' twvas intercsting enough,
or cven the Machiavarley's amusing yarn.

SOUFFIE 6 JMB. Yes, I noticed the MENSA clipping..hch.heh....I liked the
: onc obout Stan Freberg toc...in fact all of them....I
must remember to cut out a fer things tnat I see, like
there was a beaut last summer. A negro gentleman,in shirtsleeves,and
weafing a bowler hat and carrying a furled umbrella was observed to be
wcaring a roller skate on one foot and scooting happilly down Regents Street.
Oh, your remarks about the Manchurian Candidate. So many pcople have
mentioncd the thing that . went and bought it thc other weck. Now all T
have to)do is find timc. to rcad it. ("tnere are no less than 57..." brokc
Mme .UPass) o

SIZAR 10-11 combined. BBurn. I hope the American report on the rclationship

- "of cigarettc smoking to lung cancer gives
. _ you that warm,satisfied glow,..at least you

can now say "I told you so" with considerablé more authority...therc has

been some. talk about making tobbaco illeagal....but I don't think much will

come of that idea. Not with the tax on tobacco as uscful to the govermment,

»eoany povermment...as it is. 0ld nuthead Wilson was oiling his way thru'

a television interview the other night...as far as I recall he said _

something - about. trying to reduce the number of adverts for fqgs...(I hear

Imperial Tobacco Co sharcs took a nosedive...s).... i g



SIZAR continuedeecse

; I always thought that
‘a faggot was a s1ngle Tump
of cut wood, but you're right,

its a bundle of twlgs bound togctncr

but on the other nand its adso

a sort of "dish" made of chopped

up liver and seasoning ard baked.,

I always imagined it was somcthlng

as revolting as tripe, or maybe

pigs trotters.

AMBIE 15. Archie. STASL was another

: - of those books

- I heard so -much

‘about...and when you come right -
down to it there is nothing much
therc...on,a bit about eating :
people, is that so wrong?, and the
setup in the nests..which is not a
new idea by any means...and quite
harmless...the book was entertaining,
I enyoycd it in spite of my dislike
“«+I thought it awkward and unecceeary,
of the "supernatural" organisation..
why, all his powers have becn gonc
over time and again....the result,
to my mind, was, "mixture much-as
before, but improved by the
sriting skill of Heinlein,". --

: Oh well, "as common as
cigarettes" is just a mectaphor,...maybc S s soon become a dcad
metaphor if anyone takes notioe of the latest medical report. Hmmmm now
how about flndlng mec a new comparison..having ruined that one?.

‘Ashmolean is something to do with historical libraries or something
like that...it isn't in my dictionaries, but a couplec of hlstory boo‘cs ifE
have thank thcm for assistance in the prcfacc...

MEIN OMPF. Colin'Frceman, nice to see you herc 8olin. a survey- map
; of Northern England in which Yorkshire is completcly
missing?., Yup...(screams nysterlcally) ‘that sounds like
- Archies work,.. On, ARCHIE, If I don't seé you before you read this,
please..P L E A" S E. where did you get that Viking ship you gave %o :
Colin, and, have they got any morc¢?, Yus, Colin, I'd love to have a photo
ok thc, tnlng (Archie, for heavans sa‘{..\mats keeping you...where did you
get tham damn shipiit).. actually thats just the thing...we've been
messing’ arourd with a cinecamera just lately...l think that a couple of
thosc ships..hmmm, a few modlc,.Vikings made out of papicrmache, eted,
and wc could make a nice little cartoon...(wc used of- 1 inch high soldlcrs
and the Imdians and made a film of the Indiand massecrelng the Union
waggon train...camc out very fair....next time we'le usec colour.-.that
way all out effort in painting them is put o usc.)... -
if tnerc is anything in the idca that OMPE nceds more humour to
liven it up, I reckon you will prowide enough in this one zine.hum,
no room,go to next pp.
plecase?,



MEIN OMP-F Colin. (I hope I can think of something to say now I've
: started with another heading)... actually its very

frustrating to get a good zinc and then be unablc to think

of anytnlng to say about it...at least,I fcél frustrated...and I gucss that

if you've becn forced to leave a zine Oractlcally unremarked for this rcason

you do appreciate it when, perhaps,someone confesscs to being unablc to think,

of anything to say about your own zin€...at least...l try to look at it likc

that when my pride~and-joy ohly gcts one linc.

Yes, thats the trouble of course, some people, just don't have any
sort of feeling of respocibility for anybody but themselves. An:anarcy,which
I'm in favour of under certain conditions...would only work if everybody
had a sense of obligation. As for thnese familly groups, you are right therc
that (unlecss they were responcible minded) the "family" would have to be
supported by law, as monohogamy is supported in tnis country at the precscnt
time, The power of the law to punish brcakers of the marraige code..desert-
ion, non-support,etc., must be a factor in kcuping together many marraiges,
plys the fact that many people have bhe impression of supernatural sanction
of *%their marraige.... and,as you indicate, the property scnse,and the "I
belong"..the "social instinct", plays a big part too. Pcrsonally the
closest you could get to a perfcct system,as far as I can see, is to do
awvay with formal marraige...(pcople could still have legal contracts if
they wanted them)... and every child be supported by gencral taxation. And
whcn they get to be old enough they do a few ycars statc service to pay
for their upbringing. I doubt that this is likely to cone about in the next
thousand years or so. Pcople take a long time to ..um..evolve.

I believe I did, ( tho' I will take correction), point out that the
real "sin" Profumo committsd was. in lieing to the House....Har. Quite a
thing..all that queing for the Denning report....l bet the NEVS CF THE
WORID would have given thousards for prior publication rights...pcople are
peculiar,arc¢ they not?.
Cheedar chesee,with which to make Welsh Rarebiti it....(wait for it..)
..makes my gorge risc. (ta taril)..

DETROIT IRON 4 the Schuttz.. ISD sounds intcresting. But whenever I hear
the word "drugs" I think of addiction,and
Chincsc ompium dens in the east end...a la
Edgar Wallacc... You knom..(I suppose this has becn said before ,better),
I was thinking the other day about this socalled racc hatrcd...anﬁ its not,
you know...its class hatred. Therc are plcenty of peoplc,as should be very
evifent, who live in slums,arc dirty,idle,dishoncst ctc., but white...yct
it scems to me that cvery negro,in some quartcrs, represents just this
imagc...and some of it, a hundred ycars ago,wvas truc cnough. They wcre poor,
illiterate,ignorant if you like..possibly even shiftless...but thats because
they were a suprcssed class, not because they happened to be born with black
skins...and today, the ncgro is climbing socially,he gets to rcad and
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