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Anyplace Else is, or how Everyone Elso w 
or lacking anything else to complain abw 
Frankly, after a whole day of apologiasiidic 
fabulous finds in my fansine box for Len to list. I’m pretty tired; I 
think it'll cost lots less work foe me tp forget the whole thing (none 
of the fanzines were worth it, anyway; so why bother?)0 Smile, Len!
FELICE ROLFE: John saya you node up a name like Creed Crowder
GREGG V/OLFORD: You got the sane guy we'Ue tried to deal with in the 
harden Grove POl The others call him "The Squirrel" (and not in the 
sense we use it fannishly), and say, "Get back in your cage. Squirrel" 
and things like that, I think the guy is psycho, John tried to buy 
a sheet of comnemorativo stomps from him once, and it went this way: 
"I can't sell you a whale shoot," "Why pat?" "I can't sell you a 
whole sheet of comaomorative stampsT" *Cfoll, why not, some noxv kind 
of rule?" "I'm not selling you a whole Shoot of COTanemorative stamps!" 
"Look, you've got to give me a reason why not!" "Well, I'vo nover 
sold a whole shoot before...." Now you.JXnOw what I moan when I say 
that tho GG PO is run by trolls!
GREG SHAW: Knowing of tho "visitors fromr.tine" schtick you and others 
ore trying to pull (badges, gadgets, odd' speech forms, making nuisances 
of yourselves in hotel lobbies and so on), I really don't boliove you 
on this Analyzer's Deck bit. And I*m willing to beliove many improbable 
things (having lived a rather improbhble life), Howsomever....

IDJIT CARDS: I’m a failure? My snoggor's card is signed by only 3 
people, and one of them is my husband! Now back in the Old Days,..,
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BARRY GOLD: About not read 
is my perogativo, and not I 
an interesting expbrinont; 
toll no if anyone said someth! 
quick to nato sure I know iff d ^„ra —x 
flunked» Meanwhile, whon you U- young and have no developed tastes 
in things, you can road anything in sight if you wish) I’m older and 
more "sot" in ny ways, and if I choose not -to road about objectivism 
or anything olso, it is my choice, and not your concern, OK?co, and not your concern, OK?

Another factor of not roading certain zines comes from tho fact 
that I’vo had ulcor trouble for yearso Unfortunately, I react to un­
pleasant thing's in unforseon physical ways, and tho last time this 
happened, it cost us several hundred dollars, and me several woeks of 
torriblo pain. Frankly, I don’t think a measly fanzine is worth it, 
and if you do, you just go ahead and road them, but meanwhile, Isoo no 
reason to road fanzines that I know aro antagonistic to me* Perhaps 
this lias changed now; I hope so/'but I’ll let someone else (perhaps 
the authors of said fanzinas) tell me about it, first. Permit mo?
BRUCE PELZ: I was not thinking particularly of trying to follow the 
Tasto t symbol ism, In making a Tolkien dock, but merely utilizing the 
idea of a game in which most of tho cards wore face cards of certain 
valueso I cannot agree that the standard deck offers any freedom of 
expression for this sort of thing. But I also cannot seo how Tarot 
could be tied in; except perhaps a fantastic "tarot" symbolism of its 
very own. There are easily enough characters to use for the faces,
MI ICE KLASSEN: Someone mentioned that you were looking at a grey world, 
so rmyhn thowo words, chosen by Adlai Stevenson to be his Christmas 
greeting, will bo of some value to you: "Go placidly amid th* noiso & 
the haste & remember What peace there may be in silence. As far as 
possible without surrender, be on good torms with all persons. Speak
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Ed Meskys has Xeroxed the entire sketchbook of Hannes Bob! Too bad 
I'm going to cut up my copy for uso in laying out the portfolios,, for 
I feel that there is some value in keeping these things. Well, it is 
necessary, and that's that. Ed made a copy for himself while ho was 
at it, but I doubt he'd ever give it up! Watch for the portfolio/s 
later in the year; we're taking our time on it for a good job.

Cheers (3, count them, 3) for Anne Cox, who Saved Our Lives on 
Nev/ Year's day! She did this by inviting us to dinner, bless her li'l 
warm heart! If, in my weakened condition (a bad case of the fuzzys 
liad set in the night before, complicated by acute frazzling of the nerves 
and lassitudes in the living zone by the next morning), I'd had to 
fix dinner, I'd probably have poisoned us all in a fit of mercy! So 
instead of fried hot pad, dovered with jam jar lid, and sauteed in a 
gr^vy of maple syrup (which is about all I'm sure I could have found 
in our kitchen, in my state), we liad a fine has® buffet dinner and 
good company at the Coxes, and left feeling that life was, after all, 
worth considering for another day at least. Hooray for AnneI Hoot! Hoot!

My New Year's resolution is to have a,figure in time to wear some­
thing fabulous for the Tricon fashion show. Depends on how much roal 
exercise I can do, if my back stays cricky, but I'm game to try! But 
I dunno about that yeast....BLARG1, is the way I put it, when I first 
tasted it; there simply has to be another way to take that stuff! I 
tried the Knox's flavored drinks save your money, for it’s weak and 
expensive (14 envelopes for 89^2 unflavored Knox's gelatin^ $1.49 for
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to toll her that ths freeweyw,^ sho admitted she
knew where the freeway was. ’Tncye.♦ aren't we oh our way?”
I inquired in a mildly hysterical voice. "pa trying to use up all 
the gas in the car so I can got nor©.” says Barbara. There was a 
stunned silence until Forry timidly asked why for on that, so Barbara 
patiently explained that she didn't want to mix the regular gas she 
planned to buy with the ethyl gas which was now in the tank, so she 
was using the ethyl all up first. (Honest, this actually happened!) 
"You see," said Barbara, who had been studying this all morning, and 
had figured out the car's problems, "the ethyl is too thick." "Too 
thick?" gurgled Forry. °¥es, and that makes it clog up the spark 
plugs, so that the car overheats,; you seo?”

Well, we finally got her on the way down the freeway (for some 
reason, we'd agreed to let Barbara drive most of the way....too..•) 
and just past Bradley (2 houses, 2 bars, a garage), the car broke down 
completely and refused to budge. Barbara admitted that the "tune up" 
hadn't happened, either$ she'd intended to take the car into the 
gargge, and that should count for something! Miriam and I carefully 
broke the single aspirin in the ear in half, and with great coroaony, 
swallowed our respective shares of said pill.

A tall, very dark Negro soldier stoppod in the wilderness (14ok 
on the road mad; we were between the Army base and Bradley; Nowhore USA) 
and looked doubtfully under the hood. lie didn't know what was wrong, 
but took us back to the Bradley garage, whore a man was delighted with 
the idea of taking a coupla new suckers. He drove out, and peered into 
the depths of the motor. "Oh yeah, yer framistan is all geewowzalled 
with the perkomstar; it'll cost about $40,, 00 bucks to fix ite" The 
Negro, who had stuck around, then leaned his tall self over the garage 
mechanic and said, "Say, man, hew about this 11'1 wire here; don't it 
go on somethin'?" Thor§ was a pause, and the serviceman said, "Oh, 
yeah, so it doos..." and attached It back, and the motet started!
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Wo got homo with only a few cioro iacidonts, and I lamented using 
up the' aspirin so soon.. So Iator, X bod a Tory nice fan approach mo 
with a fatherly attitude, asking km if I needed help. Be was so 
circumspect about it all, I really didn’t kaow what ho was talking 
about until Im grow osaaporatod and blurted out that hoM found I was 
taking dope! Well, when wo got it all straightened out, seems that 
Barbara, with the best intentions in the world, had told several fans 
about my abnormal craving for drugs, and even my "withdrawal symptoms" 
on the trip, when I'd used them up; and worse yet, I'd started poor 
Miriam on them! Well, it was a long time for that story to die!

Of course, those of you who know of the fudge-coverod babbage 
incident will recognize the name of Barbara Gratz.
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TED WHITE: I don't know if you are simply misunderstanding me, or 
what. Carrying for any reason Jmt a mutual need is ridiculous, but so 
is marrying for sheer lonliness. By "need" I mean all sorts of things 
I don't think I can explain to you (and I certainly can't explain to" 
Nawkom, who abides thus fur, it would seen, by the "if you can get the 
milk for free, why buy tho cow" cliche) but wo have a problem in 
semantics* I can't, from my own lacks, bridge at this time. Sorry.

Meanwhile, please don't explain what someone else meant by what 
he said! Don Fitch made the remark about did it matter if it was true 
so long as it was funny when I was very hurt and upset about alie 
that Burbeo had told about me; that Don lias learned and changed his 
viewpoint now, has not exzxased that memory, nor the point I wished to 
make when I brought it up. However, you have the very bad habit of 
explaining, as if it wore fact, what someone else is thinking, and you 
do your friends little service in this, Ted, as many could tell you.

*Semantics: Once when Alex Bratmon was discussing words with an- 
tbhhr fan after a LASFS meeting at Zekes, Barbara Gratz camo into the
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Ron started badgering supposed labk in
reading Great Literature, er& or Genji (knowing full well
Lois hadn’t read then) to tw5 ^vciVt you rood those
stories? Uidd^ you reatfre of the world?
How could you not have included tn’rJr, In .t wil-roundod life?" Etc, etc...

So I, knowing that it chanced that I had a bit more information 
than Ron on this particular subject (not because I’m so intellectual, 
which is the main point of this story, but merely because I happen to 
enjoy the stbries for themselves, and therefore did some research), 
decided to take a hand,, "OK, Ron, if you’re so smart, who wrote Genji?" 
I asked. "Uh...Madame Somebody or other...?* "Lady Murofeaki, you 
clod! And I’ll bet you don’t even know what murasaki moans?" "No, 
of course not* says Ron, starting to beat a retreat. "What a stupid 
thing you are; it means "purple* in Japanese," I said, loftily, "For 
it was a pen-name of a lady in the high court of Japan"...and so it 
wont, and finally Ron gave up, and Lois shook hands with me!

The main thing I pointed out to Greg was that the entire exchange 
was worthless in that it accomplished nothing (unless you happen to 
think that adding the Japanese word for "purple" to your vocabulary 
is a great thing), and it was therefore a pseudo-intellectual thing 
to indulge in, in the first place. But it was fun, being able to 
one-up Ron Ellik, after all!

Q=oxi!»nn3sasencncs3S3B«oo2

JANE ELLERN: The spice catalog is very nice, and I’ve got mine in my 
cookbook shelf, so I don’t care what kind of paper it was stapled on! 
Now if I can only find a recipe using Real Unicorn Root (or even False 
Unicorn Root)! I guess I should get one to keep and one to staple 
back into the zine, to make it complete.

So there you are, gang. Another in-tho-stick Ex from tho lady 
with the stickiest child in the world (it’s only a phase it’s only a phase it


