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Welcome to DEJA VU -- whatever it is.
Yesterday I was sitting in a lawnchair on
the postage stamp lawn beside our rented
"house" ( apartment behind, antique store
in front of us) trying to decide how to
describe this magazine. My own impressions
of things are not, I've learned, always
trustworthy. Until I was 34, for instance,
I believed from watching cartoons that
ducks had flexible, rubbery biils and was
shocked when one bit me, with a very hard
beak at a petting zoo. So I didn't want
to describe this magazine to you as, say,
a duck and find out later that your idea
of a duck is different from mine. ~
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ur, who's six, and Tristan, who'

g%:yeé in the dust at the edge of t)slefoUr
flowerbed (never mind the sandbox) where
the last tulips of the year straggleq up
through the weeds. Through the tall nyt
threadbare hedge seperating us from Ridge
Road East came the sound of rush hour
traffic -- an intermittant sussuration,
like waves on a beach. During the 1lulls
I could hear the sparrows carrying on.
They were out early because the sky to
the north, over Lake Ontario was darkening
to storm. A few heavy raindrops rattled
into the leaves of the big maple tree and
we ran for the door. I never did decide
how to describe this thing.

Maybe I'd better leave that to you.
In part it's a diary/journal/scrapbook.
In part a toy. A box of crayolas. The
big one with the gold and copper crayons.
It's a place to get together and talk, too.
It's my belief that we all have interesting
and worthwhile things to say, 1in our own
ways, not ways prescribed by professional
markets, or some fandom or other, or a
peer group. And where else, but DEJA VU,
can -- for example -- a junior high ‘
student, a legal editor, several pro comic
book artists, a chemist for the Detroit
department of sanitation and a former
official in the government of Northern
Ireland get together for a chat?
Things I forgot...Matt Levin's work will
appear in FRIENDS from Renegade. Tim'S
article is reprint ed from BAFFLEGAB, my
CLOWN THEORY is from Eric Bentcliffe's
WALDO. Thanks to Tim and Carol Corriganl d
for donating their typewriter when my ol
side-kick bit the dust partway through
this magazine.
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THE CLOWN THEORY

‘'he universe 1s full of nmysteries and scientiste seem
deternined to solve £11l the wrong ones. ‘hey can tell me
what the life expectancy of a nmuon 1ls, how much energy a
quagar generated two billion years ago and howv tall 1+d
be a gsecond after dipping my toe into the event horizon
of a black hole, what 1'd really like to know is where the
1V GUlbk has gotten to,

kver since Hemo krectus grunted, *I know I saw thet
hand axe next to the bone plle yesterday"™ mankind has been
bedevilled by inanimate objects that won't stay where they
belong, Last Saturday 1 played hide &nd eeek with a
screwdriver, 1t had to be in the toolbox 1n the bagement
closet, sgo, of course, 1t wasn't, OUut of the closet came
winter coats, overshoes, broken mop handlee, but no screwdriver.
when 1 finally trudged upstalirs, defeated, dust balls in
ny halr, Kathy said, “1'11 bet Fleur got her little hands
on your screwdriver,*

The little hands theory, which blamed out then threee
Year old daughter, is our own addition to the long line of
falled attempts to exnlain the disappearance of objects that
show no proclivity towarde locomotion except when they're out
of your sight., Unring the Middle Ages 1t was widely assumed,
Tor instance, that lost objects had migrated to the noon
when nobody was looking. Hut thias Moon rheory, wao discredited
when the Apolle miesiona failed to discover craters full of
screwdrivers, hand axes and TV GULDES,.'

in fact, moet theorles have foundered on the evidence,
1l once leaned toward Tne Paperclip theory which asesumes that
matter naturally tends to disintigrate into the form of
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paperclipa, Arfter all, the scissors are never in the draver
where you put them, but there are always paperclips, oven
theugh you haven't bought & boXx of paperclips since 19¢u

1he Faperclip UIheory cannot explain, however, why Objecc; t

to show up again when you no longer need them, end

As an example, lapt Tuesday, at 8B:30, 1 decided to
undertake a search of the magazine rack for the-1V GUIDE,

Cur magazine rack 1s net the -size of, say, Asla, g0
Tigured that 1f the gulde was in the rack my finding it waan it
bevond the reslm of poesibility. The TV GUIDL waen't thepe,
until 10:01 when it suddenly popped right into view, right
where 1'd already looked, Just in time to inform ne that the
lsst eplaode of the firfteen part serles 1l'q been watching hag
aired from 9 until 10. (Maybe 1 actually saw the 1V GUIDg ip
the rack but developed instant amncsla, 1 still haven't ruleg
out the Mesmer Theory which postulates that missing objects
aren't really missing at all but have the povwer to cloud men's
minda. )

Things don't vanish for no reason elther. ‘they do it to
get our goats, Socks are among the worat offenders, If you
stick six perfectly respectable pairs of socks into a draver,
within a week they will have vamoosed leaving you with
sleven unzatched asocks, three in bizarre shades of puce or
orange, the rest varlations of charcoal virtually

_indistinguishable from one another in the dim
incendescent light of- your bedroom but glaringly
individualis*tic under the office fluorescents,

when it comes to goat getting though, nothing beatg the
TY GULD=, L always check for 1t in "the usual place* --
on the %televiaion set, or in the magazine rack. -- which 1s
where it never is, As soon as thls well documented
phenozenon is confirmed the rTamilliar cry rings out,

“Have you seen the 1v GUIDE?®

Eathy and I then seek to reconstruct its movements.
“lim gpure 1 saw it on the kitchen table this morning.*

'But weran't you looking at it in the dining room this
afternoon?® "Didn’‘t 1 see 1t upstairse an hour ago?"
lt*s renarksble how agile & collection of printed pages
can be, Just once l'd like to catch the wretched thing
ekulking aiong the baseboard,

Sometimes &8 we wander around the houae, opening
cupboards, pulling the cushions off the sofa, peering under
the cat litter box, L experlence a sense of unresllty.

Maybe there 1s no- such thing as the v GUIDE, I find
myeel? thinking. Maybe it was just something I dreamed.
The lmet time 1 got into this state, 1 accoeted Kleur.
~pid you take the Tv GUIDE?" 1 asked, still clinging te
tThe Lyttle Honds ‘theory. i

~No,* she told me, “Clown took 1%t," -

“Yhet do you mean 'Clown took 1t'? What clown?

“Glown in my room, He took Gulb on rockint horse.

Him ride.-*
“Thers'q no clown in your room,* I said unsaslly. .
‘“Yesah., Him is, * she sald., There was a faraway look 1n

her three-year old eyes, *“Him live in ay room, Him

g1t on my potty with you scocdriber,®
Hod Serling stepped around the co

rethy. “Doeen't anyone know where the

rner and turned_lnto
'y GULDE 1m?* sne

agked, o
upNever mind,” 1 sald, “Scme things man vwas not ne

to know,*
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Last July I came down with a bacterialogical infection —
pancreatic. And remember, I was then just 69. (1'11 ve seventy
this coming July) Time to die, I thourht, but I didn't want io
die in my son Ed's nice car (he and his wife had been here on a
visit) so I clung to life all the 200 odd kilometers from
the Palma Sola hospital to the big one in Jujuy town, and by
then tre immediate crisis was over. The heart had stopped trying
to give out and was struggling along. Though almost unconscious,

I enjoyed the feeling of again facing that "lioment" when decisions
are made. (To go on livinz? To accept the "call"?) It had seemed
to me a relief, "Now I won't have to study further about the mush-
room. I'm being excused". For I was scared re what I might

yet discover. Instead I had just one decision to make at the
hospital. "uill you fight?" seemed the question. I1'd been
fightins all my life, against all sorts of obsfuscation, injustice,
spiritual darkness., I was tired. I thought I wanted out. But
when a priest refused to give absolution to a poor girl in the bed
next to mine simply because she'd had a baby while unmarried and
she'd refused to demand that the father (very upset by her illness,
a nice young lad) marry her. She wasn't going to tie him down.

The priest was so scornful and rude to her, as I could not help

but overhear, and he left her unshriven and weeping to 'die in her
sins", I blew up and chattered away to her, reassuring her "Jesus
was not like that. He stood up for vomen."

That polarized thinss at the hospital. All the Catholic patients
vs the few, very few Protestants. I'd been trying to remain detached
but from that ingtant on, the fight was on for me. The reason
priests here now are like that: they're embarrassed by the Radicales
in power, sneering at their Catholic attempts to resist new laws
like the one granting divorce. The Radicales ensvoer, "Bah, all your
faithful aren't even married. Only a few beatas are, and you're
defendinz them against all the men's mistresses and commonwlaw
children, that's what,”

Well, I got into it "thick"” when I returned home +« Dausghter
Sylvia and son Tony thousht bible reading in public might wake the
locals up. They tried one Sunday and along comes the Bishep and a
bunch of nuns and priests to warn about Masons like us. Oh, bah,
it's all blown over. What these folk need are another dozen or
So incarnations, Karma is the only solution. As for this "born
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Do the Billy Grahamites even know what th
= ter and Spirit". Hal Water. Juat bapti: Soncept
ﬁ; the flouvind, overvhelming watgr of Cr9ation gushing over :A Ah
through one constantly, transforming one into part of the figy e
Full of innev certainty I lay in the Jujuy hospital with .
(scrum flowing into a vein, a pipe into the
nostril) and beamed my amuscment whene
rom the dace. Before it was known I'm "Protestant" (A:er
ayself, not to say "Nature-lover” or sometiing "worggn
riest came ready 1o shrive me. He knelt beside my "dying be;")
ympathetically. I smiled at him sleepily, thinking he was just
riendly type. Didn't catch on at first., "How are you," he ask da
nGetting toiter. Almost well." (I was on the critical list mieh%
die any minute. He 1ooked very sceptical.) Four days 1ater’1 wiﬁ
well, thoush they starved me for ten days in all. Only sauﬁ?—:
I lost three or soO kilos, which pleased me, though I did look gaunt
for a bit. Then suddenly the younger doctors arrived grinning,
nyoutre well nowl" And off came the needle-in-a-vein
{all the veins were broken by then anyway) and out came the pipe
in the nose, and in rushed a nurse: "Get dressed quickl We're going
to take an echogram." (The attempts to X-ray me taken the niqh{ g
they'd trought me in, dying, hadn't turned out at all).
Tha echogran c&ne out with the news that I was "perfect” inside
The solemn doctors couldn't believe itj ’

notninz wrong with me.
they gathered sround me grouchily, ordered a whole series of
agts 2nd A-rays. By the time they'd tzken all the tests and X-rays

they wers grouchier still.
No:t an X-ray came out, no matter which of the batteries of X-ray

pachines they put me under. Well, the lung X-ray came out perfectly
clearly, but not my Mthorax"e.s.liver, gall bladder, and so on.
Chemical analysis had confirmed 1'd had a terrible pancreatic
attack tus I was over that. The heart, they decided, was "rmetiing
0ld” so I do have to tzke five pills a week. Also, because I warned
them I sometimes have asthma, they didn't dare open me up to take

a peek 2t the mystery.

¥y terribly amused expression foiled them further when they'd
gather zbtout to poke me and take my pulse. After three weeks
they had to let me out and I came back to our lovely wilds and
have been working ferociously at the studies ever since.

¥y amusement was because they were stumped. Nobody, normally

could foil all those X-rays or hide 2 ginrle secret in
Yet all that comes out bencath

What sort of blur? For me?

acain' tusineddeese
cans? Born of "wa
A ]

+ amusement
2 stuck throush a
9

ch
(]

e §
belled

e

speakinz,
a perfectly normal seeming midriff.
the clezrly defined lungs is a2 blur.
I've no doub: now. I asked the good Lord for thig "water of 1ife"
years ago with perfect faith and acceptance. I%'s here, for {frees
You don't even have to be a saint. Jesus offered it to the Samaratin
woman 2t the well,

This is not Christiaam. In India they'd call
"Prana" coming through, God is more than we think
Jesus happensd to be "really" he's not jess tnhan a Bu

more, far more., But what? I can't say. Not Billy Graham's
ore image of the

it “Cosmic Enersy"s
and whatever
dda —- surely

"Christ" anyway.s.nodb any Pope'tsl They have a2 m ' £

Reality fized in their heads., But the Reality? TOPTB?tlfl‘ )

transforming ezperience, Christians call it “poss§§alon Jb:us .

don't accept that in the sense they'd present the ideas e e
he was 80O real. Stu

. nyind an

also zccugsed of serving Beelzebub because
shirts, plaster images, these absolutely s
water” of Cosmic Truthl They curl up and
while singing their hymns and chanting their set pT
Spirit, piously.

hrink from the

swrivel af th
ayers 10 the
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ame up with the X-rays
He started saying, "Tour
Vot a single X-ray

My young doctor when dismissing me ©
to show them to me that last day there.
case is unique. There's never been one like it.
came out, We gave up trying."

I blushed guiltily and waved the X-rays aside. "] don't
understand any of that,"” I muttered, blushinz still more. (1
"ihat have I

should have been elarmed: proper female reaction.
got inside?" But I knew. By then I was convinced. By all those
X-rays that came out blank where the belly ig..slocation as per Jesus
of "the well of livinz waters" he offered for free. Just ask. I
couldn't stop chuckling deep inside myself. "So what of the echogram?’
“Oh, that came out clearly. You have no gall stones: your pancrear,
is functioning normally again. There's nothing wrong with you
ingide." "So I can be released?" "Any time you likel" I nearly
yelled "Hoorahi" The doctor then added, "We don't like to let you
g0. You've made a lot of friends. We'd like to keep you here
forever,"

But the Catholic faction breathed a great sigh of relief when
this "devil woman" danced off that same evening.

(2)
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A DREAM

Tim Corrigan

I into my dreams, I'm not into any veird

r anything like that., I just have a lot of
Some of the stuff that bubbles
Sometimes it scares the

o
= oy subconscicus.
=+ drezzs really surprises me.

”
sz cut =e. Imeges so dark and terrible I will not
£ vledze then in my weking life, but they're therel Primal,
e7:1 ztuf?, ‘inger to the 10th degree, I'm glad I can purge myself
=< <ris stuff in my dreams, If some of it ever leaked out into my

#izz 1ife I'd be in a mess of trouble.
¥7 subcornscious warns me when my life is getti
2

wnren I lo3e sisht of my values, my ol' subcenscious wWill
-ird me of what's really important. My subconscious and 1 :re
an mos

riends 2nd I think I get alons better with mine th
e do with theirs. This is because I'm not afraid of what's
rnz down there, I recognize it as part of me, and as long
orscious reasoninz is in control, 'I've nothing to worry
It's only electrical images and jmpulses after all.
£o be afraid of? I revel in my nightmeres. In my sleepdl
5 all the things I'd like to do to the people I can't stan
st away with it. Dreams are really 2 marvelous
ure vazlve when you think of it. Anger is illegal in real 1=
e emotions have to go somewhere, right? toot I
2all my dreams are dark. 1 have some beautiful °“°§on't
zlso nave 2 lot of bland, seemingly disjointed ones, th“tr pconse
eeen tn make a2 lick of gsense, I guess thoge 2re just my su
gcrtine out and filinz the day's data. 4+ the
Moat of my dreams are gone the moment I wake UuDs bu o
really important ones — the ones that are trying to tEIber
something — I remember clearly. Sometimes I even reme:ory
lon~ enough to jot them down and maybe use them for a S

later,
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I had a very beautiful dream many years a70 that affected me
so deeply that I remember it with crystal clarity all these years
later, It went like this:

I was younger, maybe 11 or 12 years old (1'm 34 now)., 1 wag
in my parenta' backyard in safe, secure, suburbia. Suddenly it
started to rain, only it wasn't raining water, it was raimng
INK} Every single drop of rain was a different color and as
they splashed the house and lawn the drops created a constantly
chanring collage of shapes, forms, textures and tones.

Paintings of incredible beauty and detail began forming themselves
on the roof. Every second they would change and be replaced by
something even more staggering. They were paintines of such
guality that I could never paint them in my waring life, They
were coming zn going by the thousands in split seconds. Naturally
I was thunderstruck. I ran into the house and upstairs to My
room. I grabbed a thick handful of posterboard and ran back out
into the backyard. I besan placing the sheetls of postertoard
around the lawn. The rain would create paintings on them in & split
second and I would scoop them up frantically and take them into
ths garage to dry. In a short time I had hundreds of them in

the sarage, many more than the blank sheets of posterboard I had
started with,

1711 remember that dream as long as I live. It told me something.
Tn my subconscious, and in the subconscious of all people
everywhere, there is 2 common creative pool we sometimes
tap into. It contains a creative pover so overwhelminz
We cannot consciously reach it. It is buried too deep to Iind
at all except during the deepest sleep. The thing is —-—
my subconscious manufactured literally thousands or paintinrs that
rivalled the best of Da Vinel in a matter of minutes., I believe
this creative pool extends from mind to mind around the world.

Tt exists in all human bYeings, to the same degree, everywhsre

on earth. The only difference between us is the desree to

which we are able to tap into that creative force, I will

never be a2 Da Vinci. I don't have the gskill or patience. Yet

the pool from which he drew his ingpiration is available to me, to
everyone,

I draw great comfort from this. 1 embrace the idea of this
"pool"” as beinz very real. At least there seems to be more truth
to this than to what those half-baked froz worshippers are
peddling down on Main Street.

Liz-
THE PUNK ROCHK
ALBINO FERRET

(10)
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have zone its way. Perhaps it was even hetter sunmcdhup by Edward
Fitzgerald when he Wrote:

"And much as Wine has play'd the Infidel,

And robb'd me of my Robe of Honour - Well,

I often wonder what the Vinters buy

One half mo precious as the Goods they sall."”

Cne good thinz about quotations is that you don't have to feel
guilty when using them. Quotations you see are really just
cliches which haven't yet gone down-market, and cliches, as we
all knot', are terribel thinss. They are to be avoided at all
costs. Or are they? The Concise Oxford Dictionary is in doubt
no doubt, %Cliches? I've shot 'emi% it seems to say, or as it
puts it : " Metal cast esp. stereo or electro duplicate". Hang
on, that doesn't sound right, let's look again. Ah yes, it does
have a secondary meaning, "hackneyed literary phrase". Of course
then you have to chase it up throu-h "hackneyed", just to te on
the safe side. "Hacknoy" we find is all about horses of middle
quality and size, for ordinary riding, hired horses, drudge horses.

A drudze is defined as a servile worker, and "to drudze" is to
work slavishly at distasteful work. I think we're getting the
drift here. A secondary meaning for “"hackney" is to make common
or trite, this latter meaning both commonplace and worn out.

Well, that's one way of defining a word — tombarding it
from a dictionary. The above paragraoh is a cratered landscape
reminiscent of a Pirst ilorld War tattlesround, and at the bottom
of every shellhole is a frasment of a cliche. L€t us summarise
what we've learned about cliches -- they are phrases that do a lot
of work; they do this well and become much used, commonplace,
to such an extent that they get worn out. By this last I assumse
it means the vwords become incapable of carryins the meaning they
are suprosed to carry. You start to hear them just as words
because they have become so commonplace, and they no longer bring
to your understandinm they freight of ideas they onco connoted.

Well perhaps, but who actually decides when a useful phrase has
become a worn out cliche? I suspect that the intelligentsia, the
literary establishment, are the first to become fed up with &
phrasc and decide that it is now a cliche. The problem is of courss
that they are the people who are writing the definitions, and so
it becomes cliche. But what of the masses? What of the everyday
readere? I suspect th t to them the phrase may well still be
performing useful work. Thus we have a contradiction in terms —
cliches which are not worn out.

07)



"Wanna go thero Dad os LI
v v 28 well ag by the y
rittle cra
ckli

plastio as robote and voniesg alika arpg trampl : ihg of
riFht in front of the act, Presumably in hopned in tha Tuah anpmq
sunﬁhiﬁﬂ w11l pour forth and warm thoir kinf 3 that g4 flop t
Let's face §%. ‘Walaie far too SRpATiens S :P“'Chlllr_\d bo 1oug
20 that we no lonrer even take the time to ‘hﬂ‘JoyB of tﬂmurrc
Pleasures of today, an attitude that 511-‘11(0“1:;:32?_}]-\; eni',io.'.- the W
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"At Chris e
! LhTistmaa I no more desire g ToBe

Than wish a 00w in Mayta nev-fanesleqd mi

But like of each thing that in sez;son (I;r;):'::"

I was thinkins of Christmas and its cliches as I was puitine
the Chrisimas cards. What better prompting, for after al} uhatu;:
Christaas cards if not little cliches of Christmas? Each on;a )
desperately trying to embody the very essence of the season ip aa
few square inches as possible (and even feweer than seen possibla in
50me cases), Now, I don't know what you do with your Christmas card
cards, but we get a load of Blue-teck, or Buddies, or whatever and
cover tre lounge doors with them. Hell, with three kids all having
birthdays in December, =2ll the available shelf space and sideboard
space 13 already claimed by serried ranks of birthday cards.
Anyvway, I was looking et the door into the living room and I noticed
Scnmething that seemed odd to me. On all those cards, of all those
trite symbols of Christmas, there was only one honest-to-goodness
Christmas tree, As 2 svmbol of Christmas, the Christmas tree
appears to be passe., It has become a cliche and has been swept
eside.

So what are ou$ symbols of Christmas, I wondered. I did more
than wonder, I decided to carry out an investigation., I paved
the cards when it came time to tazke them down. I figured they
ouzght to be a representative sample. I got cards, GCas got cards,

the kids got cards (kids? Deborah is 20 years old, and Nic}.c 13;
whilst Bethany is 12). Carde from relatives, cards from frzltznof,
cards from® neighbors, c~rds from workmates, and even a :ougmw —
tusiness cards — surely a reasonable basis from which oistmas i
conclusions. And out of about eighty cards, only one Ch:ent?
So what symbols are deemed apnropriate for Christmasd§£§0m1

There are 4 anoWmen, 9 Father Christmases, T t:a -l1mludin5
characters (wise men, shephards, Joseph a{xd Mary e :.scenes of
the only duplication we received), 10 c}.)nstgas{s;i:naneous uildlifetr
yesteryear, 2 Christmas puddines, 8 robins, 6 mis tha

. J. mony
4 Christmas present 13 decorations (6 im’o1vmgdc:2:iegé;initely
I can't seem to put into a catecory, afld last, an fuok all %o do
least, 17 twee cuddly animals that basically ?a‘:; Birthday 3
with Christmas, and which look like refuzoeﬂ rof which some ;
Well Soon cardas. Thaere were 14 "funny" cards, rds fell 1B o

i f the two Garfield ca Yoth
actually were (thour;h nc;;};:: Sere e tE P et

this latter catezory)e.
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from of fans as it haopens —- ono from Sam and Mary Long and the
other the by now traditional Wdishing you a Merry and Huclear Free
Christmas® from Joseph and Judith., Whenever this latter card
arrives I have this trcmendous urgo to' rush out and scour the shops
for a Wiishing you another frec Christmas brought to you by the
acency of a nuclear stcndoff which m2ans we'd nuke +the bastards
if they nuked ust. Stranrely, such sentiments are not deemed
in keeping with the Chrictmas Spirit, which is a pity in a way
because constant propapganda, or whatever persuasion, gets on my
tit.

I note inceidentally that when we get cards from Jewish fans
they are always wishinz us a "Hapoy Holiday" rather than a "Merry
Christmas®. N w at first this seems perfectly reasonable, on account
of them not cetebrating Christmzs...but on closer consideration
it's 2 bit dodgy. It's mo they're sending the card to, and 1
celebrate Christmas (even if only in lay terms). Is there some small
print on the bottom of the Beinz Jewish contract that says not only
dont you ret to believe in Christmas, you musn't wish 2 Herry
Zhristmas to those who do? If I wasnt the sort of cheapsxate who

thinks money spent on ‘cards is a terrible wasze I would have no

objection to sending vHave 2 joyous Purim" or "Happy Chanuxah",
or whatever cards to Juwish friends or acquaintances -- always
agsuming that I could get hold of the cards and also that I

knew they were Jewish in the first place. The last is unlikley
because, p3 one who considers religion to be irrelevant I never
even consider tire possibility of my friends being religious,
never mind them cleavin~ to any rarticular religion.

It has always struck me as bizarre that anyone could actually
telieve 1n a religion. It completely blew me away a few years ago
vwhen I discovered that my father really did believe in God.

He always seemed to me to be possessed of t®pical Yorkshire

common sense and dovn-to-ea thness. Drunken down-to-earthness most
of the time, yes, but no less forthright a wisdom for all that.
Perhaps, indeed, he was only be.rinj cut the words of A. E. Houssman
when he ‘rrote:

"And malt does more than KMilton can
To justify God's ways to man.”

Mind you, I reckon he was A boozy burger that Houseman, as I
think these two verses from seperate poems make amply evident:
) "The troubles of our proud and angry dust
Are from eternity and shall not fail,.
Bear them we can, and if we can we must.
Shoulder the sky, my lad, and drink your ale."

"Oh I have been to Ludlow fair

b And I left my necktie God knows where,
And carried halfway home or near,
Pints 2nd guarts of Ludlow beer."

I know precisely how he felt. I've lost no end of neckties myself,
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» In my own personal chriétmas o B R Pe finally a8chewing,
olicke. Hy own personal cliche at least. Why, these pagy g,
Christnases Cas and I haven't almost gotten divorced, Thyg i
new, Svery other Christmas, for.mumblety—mump years, Cas apg 1
have nearly gotten divorced. This has alvays been because g
discovered we had irreconcilable differcnces....about Puttine
the lichts on the Christmas treer

My task, whether or not I decide to accept 1?, is to pot the
Christmas tree and put the lighits on. Cas' job is then to do the
rest of the tree's decoration. A, would that it were that gygp,
Cas has ene other function involving this seasonal arboreal EVeﬁt :
she supervises me putting lighte on the tree. Now the sag truth g
that, in all the years of our marriage.I havg nover yet manased t,
put tue lights on the tree to Cas' satisfaction. Every year the
lights are either a complete disaster or at best "OK, but not as
good as last year”. 4As I don't particularly want to do the damn
job in the first place, all this back-scat decorating expertige
gets rizht up my nose, and invariably harsh words are exchanged,
Now, whilst neither of us cre worth a fart in a thunderstorm when
it comea to putting on Christmas trce lights, we are Secret Masters
of Harsh Words. It is only the sheer ludicrousness of what we've
beea arzuing about that has prevented us from gettins divorced
every year sinee nineteen—thingunmybob.

This last couple of years though, it just hasn't hanpened, and
I think I can claim credit for this fact., Now that I'm pushing
forty I am displaying a newfound maturity...which can also be
translated inio not givimg a fuck. "It wants to go up there next,
not down." "Oh really? Certeinly dear, is that OK?" Maturity?
It's cool man. So we didn'i nearly get divorced again this
Christmas because of my newfound maturity and self-control.

Hind you, we came pretty close shortly afterwards when I, with
great maturity and self-control, threw the turkey stew all over the
kitcren cieling, but that's another story. As the Marquis of
Halifax wrote, back in the seventeenth century:

“Anzer is never without an argument,
But seldom with a good one.”

There was at least one
from trite tradition,
by my time of life ome

other way in which my Christmas broke
namely in the matter of gifts. Normally,
can bank upon receivi bottle upon
niscellaneous bottle of obscurelyp branded a?fer:have, she main
function of which scems 4o be to ensure that the wearer doesn't
get jostled on a crowded street. I say "the main function'" quite
deliberately because I did once discover a secondary benefit
glffed upon the wearer of these types of aftershavel__ namely it
1s impossible to get lost in any stirange city that has a zoo0e
This is simply because as SOOn as one draws nigh within a mile

17)
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tablishment, every warthoz and wildebeast

upwind of such an es
adiately into raucous

succumbs to an inflamed frenszy and goes imm
rut, It is then the simplest of matters to pull out one's gulde
the zoo, test the wind direction, end presto —

brochure and locate

one has one's bearinss.
Well, I was having none of that cock this year —— not if I

could help it. This year I made up my mind that I would get

at least onc present that I really wanted. I persuaded Cas and tne

kids to club together for gometning useful, something I've been

hankering after for gsome time, but which I could never justify to

myself as a personal purchase. I got them to buy me "The Oxford

Dictionary of Quotations'.
What do you mean, you'd guessed?

(13)
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The most commo
nonly asked
started uritin,; roems?" A question I get 3g o
E e B e s el R00§ question bué it
Allan Foe's "The Raven" I ver is that after
e h Prcommite szt;rted writing Eﬁzd
ty ® L]
It seems that I am afflj won't stop with thI Ve never
as a learninT disability ;iied with what is coat‘
- m 1
Aww. Yes, I've had my prOblemstogether now: one msn;y known
I e S s surro dW1th learning, BOn?o'?hreau.
us are stupid. That's one gt learning dimabilit ooty mey
one must h , 15 nmisconcepti les. No
ave averase or higher i ption. To e ¢ no of
gets you into the d n intelligence. Low intelnjer. »
: evelopmentally h ov intalli b
find them writing columns like ti' andicapped range andlzmme
in what causes the disorder. It ;B. The biggest m;stery;"lwonlt
SRl S en peoven inju;y e :s not been proven to %eles
and it is devastating to a young :h?i. It 1s there, it iBfen“i&
e i) T Gl o my";app; d;.lihremember noﬂnnrz?L
cokerent thousghts are of i s ood." Some of g
. s my getting in s Ty
getiing alons with other students?g I rZ;:ugle e T
?wptl:ezs. In my particular case, there ster pain, and I remember
in tho 1eft side of my brain. For those th ta ch?mlcalimbdanw\
the side of the brain that stores info;matizn 203 ; tiow,thn e
functions What I had t O
functions. A i} o learn to d i
Not as easy as it sounds. Let me seg :iz gzzn:§ound the disorder.
I 2o iz my la;t year of qunior High School, no one likes me
itude — w?lch.more and more is changing, and
peo:le~don + like me. I cannot read., I cannot
understand my problem and that there are

what

80
is a’ ¢ ne

long

ine 1
ing Edga;’ onp

beczuse of my att
I don't know why
write. And I do not
people trying to help me.

As you can see, not an easy situation to be in. But I did
rself arouni that year, and did as much, if not more,

turn &
catehing up 23 j+ is possible for a person to do. Like a rubber
During this time 1 began reading

flyins upwards I wWaB.
me 1 began writing poetry.
I was reading and writing now.
I began to understand What was goipg om
By the time High School vas done With
4 the past I did.

The teachers

tand, sSnap,
rin> this ti
e Then things

comics., Dur
were content, gt least
cleared up even moT€e
I bezzn to take control.
you could zot tell by looxing that I ba
Eut there were znd still are problemee.
7 don't remember things well, and my sp
On the flip aide, the rig
peen well exercisad
handles creative an
in my writins-d

ability on my

g0 2Waye
ahstract at beste.
so that it has

just fine,
e rizht side of the brain
ives me 2 distinct advantasge
ive %O credit oy success and

Havinsg jaid this backgroun§
wyhat got me atarted ¥Wrl
had nothin”? tetter to do during @
2r excluded. I had found 3 vor 318, eve
zza developing jt to the fullest. _,B:le or, ig hm‘my
L e eer 0 dewﬁg-fauhioncd

P P verything i3 20 art.
+ eoverythlDE A%, 1 have bee

1 can returs to t

1 L Quite
ting poems?
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poet, in that I
poets to rcad.
aid read it.
friends, 18 what gotl me
1t's been 2 l1ittle
small press and I've ma
Tt's been said you can't m
my point of view that's not true.
there who are willine
kind of profit 1 knov.
wondering about
to the fact that I met my
anger out of my poems
year now (hi Bavei J.

It is my crusade
started.
gver & yea

de my sha

don't like to write

Once upon a time, P
to see this again.

Hut the best is
ar now I've been publishing in

ake a profit in gmall press,

+o accept me
Oh yeah, for those ¥ of you who are
wthe very last yeer exclude
+irlfriend then.

and my hearts
1 pguess tHere's hope

only for other
sople who didn't write poetry

And thaty, my
yet to comee

re of waves for 2 newcomer.

put from

A whole world of people are out
as I am. And that's the best
4" above, I am referring
It took most of the

We're still together, over a

for all of uSe

—

Have you €VeY noticed ?......

When you 5e’c rigl’l{: down

to it, some advertising
act is dowvxrigh’c
CREEPY!... frinstance..

Dr -
Rogsted 4

rm

Vocaum-
Packed

Ur ban
5°fniafrmf,g
-

Seram,
ul&‘f"‘rle =

ister Turkey

here! T cant
wait to be ground face ! They
vp and stuffed want pig-

into weenie-skins
{:0r you nicé

'5\. ;uﬁi

Ehhh...Charlie da Tuna’s
my name. My [ife's am-
bition is ta ke chapfed
ta b}{-s,,vackealin oil
and devoured with

mayonna/‘se/

Sor‘rb“ Charlie.
o |We're go0in

o/ ef'jyoug
Live !

/W, there... Tm he cate 1]
guy on the aq of Camlpi;‘.re
Marshmallows . Frerce my

head with a stick and thirvst
me into a Fire until my
Skin o charred and my
nnards are 8 ranny white
mass... T LIKE (T /!

m_/{}mr/ff 3-3-87
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L2 & LUKE NCGUFF I

I walked into the dimly 1it, sticky floored
t down 2t 2 back table, near the counter where

Pl 53
= sses plzced their orders. As whenever anybody goes into
— for the first time, Paul expressed amazement at the ting
T ivs on every table, with the quarter slots so you can
W lats skhow while eating your pizza, "You BUyS brought pe
and I dida't even Xmovw it existed,” Paul said.
<z BER us, 2 mean looking man chewed the hell

2 z2nd glared at a Christmas movie, Elves

snnll screen, sinsing "We need a little

minute! It hasn't snowed a single

we're in 2 hurpyt"

=e zncd itook our order. Joe said Quietly after

she was really gorgeous.," I hadn't even noticed

7y "Yeak, znd she's got really big tits, tool" Joe's

iinz in love with every single woman he .glanced at

ike =v own.

* trpiczl euy things, vomiting puppies, how to
The cook came over and leaned on the table,
telling us the waitress was really upset at

btrezs¥s. We apologized. We got nervous about

4 So we talked a

o n'!\'n Moo
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o
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H
o
v
o
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£uy 2cross the room from us asleep on his table.
BizZz caze, znd ke woke up to pay and take 2 bite out of a
Tisce. Tren ke fell back asleep unto it.

iZze ceme: large house special, which is everything but
» Pinezpple and black olives. There was a biz pile of .
fiz middle, pink and greasy. We decided there was a Cgftaln
of mezt they hzd to use every week, and since it was Friday
£ight, tkey were pilinz it on. The guy across the room from us
72s still asleep in his pizza, sauce and congealing cheese
Szearinz his face when he stirred.

Durinz a lag in the conversation and eating, Joe fished two
fuzriers from his pocket znd told Pzul to pick out some tunes.
Paul went over +p the Jjukebox. As he stood and tried to decide "
betieen "ifiernocon Delight" and "Almost Paradise" (I mean the Sha:
Should have Hank Hilliams or Bob Wills and the Texas Playboys, 1o
E?? C?uﬂ) %0 policepeople came in and walked behind him to the
01?&;15:; Y. sme
. The policeman tarped him on the shoulder, saying "'get ups b

0 get Up rovw, gotta zo gotta 7o now," etc., while the ° .
?013cefcman talked to the manager and fot a box for his plzzgélter
92 s2id he hated to call the police to the Salvation Army S

1)
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to take vy the uya Loo Seunke e wkay WHARO Piveonan e Ui
alweys Tot beat up on the way to dotoxs hi poliog wore kil
pounding the slecplng /muy on the shonldor when "Orandmn e

me ovor tha Jubkip b Moy ol d dedim el

Qver By & Heindeer" ¢l
to the strains of "Sho
with her nedication, wo fow

dranle too mucle oenors P Logdxedd ap

Ln o pnowdid EL el e

Wt hor
morning."

Paul came back and said "Thore werd mi
fot five of them.” Joe and I comerratulnbad him on b
the surreal. Watching the cops carry Lho pruy oul watvr Yha o
with the Indians and drunks all watchin{ tu nnd Lhe Chedabmib
novelty tunes playingz on the jukobox made me ool oo pakriohic
jf I had had a flag I would hove waved it and wunr Lo
anthem.

% Ghedohmin buaoen
L

nitk b anil

talking nhout whitl they wWere

As we left, the cops ceme back ing

going to get on their free pizzgs

RANDY RECOGNIZES SoMEONE W A Mﬁ'\”ﬁ
ON TV THAT HE'S WATCHING W ITH HIS
Mom, BUT CANT REMEMBER WHO SHE
IS. THEWN, HE REALIZES WITH A JoLT
OF HoRRR THAT IT5 P

ORAS ST
MARILYN CHAM BERS. i

| kNoW IVE SEEMN HER
SoMEWHERE BEFORE. OH,

/
VEAH, SHE S /,HAPU"” oM SHIT/
No, M2, | DONT swow HER.

©

.". ‘?7
’ Rnﬂ)ry Reus
(22)



MATT LEVIN

A \ . e oo ri;;ht—on-the-
| Wiw .1 Ve thores the roge, the ggzz prise'
\ Iq‘\,pu.u whal | compoze (that is thi .
e wle, l.lznniul repoge with those.-- aidpgoﬁe)
e tvem ovoerdone of “ohg® L o
rdo hs", I'll close, ¢

¢ you to know the weather is your's, enjoy it
1]

“ic coed st o wmhy not, why not if you're maki i
PR Sl ey S ing a nice
er the weather i3 your's ~- you're stuck wiiﬁy
-3 A well make the best of it you can, and if
. .‘?_ :.rfn\; §oos lgokin' up and rememberin® those
X oIS, Dootndoodoodew
o v A::lght:tL ew, here comes the sun, dootndoo-

Suxr weather.
+ T not ever to blame.
~ur weather; it's free, enjoy 1t, take credit
+ avound and share it. If you don't 1like it,
<s=orrow's another day.

3% 9 W%
= <ar words; I owe'm my living, for what would I
—reatest of playthings, the jumble of sounds,
=s I pile on each other like a mad mason
no lime? This isn't rhetorical; I dunno:

i

|
i
I] "
mot

|
I
Iy l
I

for words, especially those in the great

~_—-:=r gy favorite language, being it's wild and

ag sexually sensual as innuendo in an eye.
rnere can be vague as fog. Oor precise. I
ferent tongues'n all of'm're this'n; Just

« I use it, doncha know.

ti11 reading these words

li ;r.|.4.

S TN

iU

-~ this these

gu're 2
e==<< rignt here, now, those words you just -- these, too,

- = =rz |%<nat one) and this: if you're still reading these
yor=z %niz's likely your language too. Nifty, eh? is's
= z- =u%lan, J'KDOW. Yup. Says SO in this song. Thi

.- wersm; wnat would 1 do without'm?
OUTLAW PALABRAS
orth

forever on the run. To n
jt's an outlaw on the run.
it claims exceptions

pal; never cou

srpunpe inoan putlaw

st WY unrts ol mouth,
srpaaps inon dapperado -- 4
yl ey rle, Lanpunge 1oa desperado,

s r oGl

0
1d sit

er-
sneaking over ev'ry bord

cnpanpe a0 rlnnplsr‘n(lo, e

u?ahi.t ;nqpuuL for convention or sect,

wiing nen Wil bl tlmﬁﬁllo in the face of the
f1g an oullnw, b= A B as an

T A A
d iy pitrt Wh
g Gy ks FUENs

anl Ho bk hy wor



DY HHRerDtElen WIS

BY Eric

My grandfather was quite & ballplayer in his day. Or
80 it vwas eaid when I was a kid. My Uncle Ben, who I was
afraid of on account of his glass eye, used to tell me the
stories,

"There wasn't a better pitcher in the whole Back Mountain
then your Granded," he'd say, when my grandmother had left
the living room. "And when he wasn't pitching he caursht.
Had an arm like 2 rifle, your Grandad did. And tough?
Every time we played in Fernbrook there was a brawl after
the game., Never falled." He'd fix me with his watery
Bood eye while the glass eye stared off into the past,

't"flziy wereca ;;ugh crew in Fernbrook, but no one was tougher
your Grandad. Best ballplayer and t i “to

Charly never lost a fight,." i e REEEle oo
My grondfather's

ballplaying was lesend . :
M8S Bparse, There wag the > - Hard evidence
2 baseball to pe, ne Jellowed snapshot o

H
alvays dressed n ¢ Was dressed in the work clothes he

— dark gray b
shirt, gr 8ray bagey trousera, 1iph
of Ph:.\taaay felt mat, nig lean, weathered fat’:o - t S
of Ty Cobb., I myst ha reminded me

ve been foupr when the
(24)



the headset. Then he added, pointing to a socket naxt t, =
red light, "Just don't plug into that'un. That'g the bosgeg
home phone,"

The ohilling realization that a slip of the hang might
bring to life one of those baleful board room faces madg the
game all the better,

My grandfather won his fight, lasting at that Jjob
the requisite five years, thoush at the end he limped home
half crippled with arthritis and an ulcerated leg that ’
never did heal, My parents urged him to collect unemployment
For a few weeks they helped him into the car and drove him
downtown to the unemployment office. At last he refuseq to
g0. He was too proud to steal.

"I oughtn't tell anybody I'm looking for work., I oap't
work a lick and enybody can see it." He took off his hat ang
didn*'t put it back on.

I remember him building me a tree house and the Yearly
"corn hut" made from shocks of corn lashed onto a wood
frezme with a spongey floor of pine needles. There was
the giant rutabaza he borrowed a neighbor's garden tractor to
pull cut -- to impress me with its size — and the times
he'd take my brother and me down to'the cellar to roast hot
dors over the embers of the coal stove, But we never played
tall, and he never talked about it.

¥y Uncle Ben told me how my grandfather had once driven
to Fhiladelphia just to see Pepper Martin -- the feisty
reckless third basemen of the St Louis ™Gas llouse Gang" who
my grandfather admired more than any other player, I never
asked my grandfather about that, or about his own playing days.

By the time I'd gotten really interested in baseball my
grandfather was gone. He was still working at the phone
company vhen he climbed a ladder, to get at the fat, Bartlet
pears that only grew in the upper branches of the pear tree,
He fell, broke ribs and wzs never right afterwards,

We used to take his bat and mitt out of the hot, wasp
haunted dark of the barn on summer dayse I could hardly lift
the bat, let alone swing it. We kept it for times we needed
2 "big hit". There geemed, to us kids, to be something
magicel about 2 bat that had existed in the days of Babe Ruth.
And, oddly, thotigh ve shattered innumerable bats on our old,
sodden, heavy baseballs, we never broke my grandfather's bat,

I 31ill remember the best hit I ever got. John kept
throwinzg the ball harder and somehow I rot the barrel of my
srandfather's bat out in time, I can feel the old hickory
telling my hands it'd caught the ball just right. It
Wwas a rising line shot. It was still rising when it clipped
the top of the pear tree, vwhere the Bartlets grev, and
dropped to the lawn in a shower of twigs, If it had just
cleared that 1limb it would've gone all the way into the
backyards of the houses along Clause Street or as far as
I wanted to imagine,

I wish I'd seen some of the shots my grandfather must've
hit with that bat in his day, They say he was quite &
ballplayer,
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SKEL
75 Bowland Close

offerton, Stockport

Cheshire SK2 S5NW

ENGLAND

When he isn't analysing

gystems (or whatever it is
aystems analysts do) brewing
his own ale, bicycling through
the English countryside or
building rabbit hutches, Skel
is busy writing better, and more
articles for sf fanzines than
anyone else. His humor and
sharp insights are unsurpassed.
uMore Than Milton Can" is the
first installment of a column
he intends to be interactivee.
So I'11 be immediately passing
along to him any periinant
comments. you want to make.

MAE STRELKOQV
Estafeta Postal
4501 Palma Sola
Jujuy

Argentina

A missionaries! daushter,
born in China, Mae has spent
most of her life in South
America. She has published
fanzines by such esoteric
means as hectograph and
rostcard mimeo. For years
Bhe has conducted a monumental
8tudy of ancient symbols which
Tresonant throuchout the
wor}d's languages., You'll be
Seeing some of that material
here, (Some forms the basis
;f”KIVANHI — DAUGHTER OF THE
G*I‘_;N due this fall from C&T
hﬁhahlcs) Presently with
déz ;nd Vadim, sor Tony and
a i3 te? Sylvia, she is
eVeloping a tree farm in the
Mountaing near Bolivia.
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=y oy o R gt i &%
Cor‘li‘.-.n, due in Sevtember., )p i currently forking on an;ww
AATHY MAYER t
YER Half of the GROGAY comics team

s in case
an s fashion FU€Ss.  She has two 25¢ minis :wailableyoupmuld'n''h
bl =S810n mini done in collarce and MoM Pomty e - DANDY,
fileve rer mom sa2id - byt she didl Send a:, : ;umns things we can't
currently working A o auarter and a sta
= e J WOCKins on DANDY 7 2. All this with two kids m;e;?g;t Kathytg
-

./} small press dynamo, Ian's DIMESTORE coures
is responsible not only for Collier Attard
winner DUNGAR THR BAHBARTAN, but also HERHAN

min:i.) e cj:‘af_s ;‘:‘-r* penguin) and MYSTEAIOUS VISIONS ( a poetry
“Ues BAHEXSe vend lor a catalozue or just ask for samples of

the zbove a2t 25¢ a2nd a stamp each,

RANDY RIUS College student and small press'! most famous

9412 Euron Ave produce clerk, Randy has vublished under the

Rickmond Tlegia Press imprint hilarious titles like

VA 23229 SHAPSEOTS, PARTY GUIDE, STRANGERS and DIMON CHILD.

Each 252 and a stamp.

QTICESID BZICT0N Richard's last address was "The Dakota”., In the

Box 5939 interests of space it's just as well he doesn't

0ld San Juan weant his achievements listed. In the 60s he

Puerto Rico published the sf fanzine WAIHOON vhich ‘6'-'33

00935 recently revived — one issue being the 600+ page

Willish — the writings of Walt Willis -_defor
fandpm's best ever writer. Probably still available, hardbound,
$25.

LORI ICK= I'm sure Lori must be plotting a publ

i dic knov
98 Beyr urt shzred with me her encyclopae : !
Al § art, rudbber stamp art and other fascinating

ication, She's
ledse of mail

03 1 : ' ; .
L;;dgzojq mail networks, Another artist with childre
d
. amps" « S‘bﬂiﬂpe‘
ELLEN O'DONNEL Owmer of “"Loving Littlﬁ?&?ﬁﬂbrgrpggmgﬁ“ trar Wiich
2 Spring 5t on Bllen's letter was e tives our Finat

Stoneham MA 02180 che added, "Yes, I'm due Sy
That was more than 3 weeks 280.
gerious eye problem
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respondants) Ja!srend o GouLe

baby in 3 wkziil" (He's

JAY HARBER Despite an extremely

lookinz for tape cor

Z2¢ T
S P iTie contimued his art and BUASTTE ooy,
Libertyville vs for THE BZST OF NOTE ==
. 60047 oy the oreater of WALKING IMNTh;s-eUZi: highly
] e i

MATT LEVIN M:Z:i:z told with rubber B;ﬂfsfeels Baut na‘t'ljlm‘g
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COLIN UPTON
6424 Chester
Vancouver BC
V5W 3C3
CANADA

T can't bezin to list Colin's comics. The two
characters in Deja Vu were drawn from his collections
of character studies REAL WUBBI&Z but he also puts out
great slice of life FAI'OUS BUS HIDES and his led

has appeared in GIANT SIZE WINIS.
for a sampling. and a catelog.

Send him a buck

Wayne's No Way Comix are real v

orks or art, alvays

WAYNE HONATH
332 Atlenta
Pittsburgh

PA  15228-1125

unpredictable. GHOULKIRE features rock related
humor; Howie is another 2lumni of GIANT SIZE MINISS
for jazz fens Wayne has, for 31 a set of Louis
Jordan Memorial postcards. gend 81 for a sample or

a stamp for a catalogs

LUK® MCGUFF
Box 3680
Minneanolis

MN 55403

THINK OF IT,
ELLEN - A

Luke told me a lonz time 280 there Was more out there
than sf fandom. He's a pioneer of the "pondenominationa
zine — see LIVE FROi THE STAGTER CAFZS (Sl). Hext

isgue you can catch me frothing at the mouth about
politics.
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