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IT HAS BEEN thousands of years since I last batted out an
"Ant in the Bottle," and in that time a few interesting

things have happened. For instance, a thief broke into the
home of Russell Gass of Trenton and robbed him at gunpoint.

Gass'! wife, Myra, was watching "Wagon Train" the whole time
and didn't realize there had been = robbery until her hus-
band told her.

Trenton is the very same place where a monkey fell out
of a tree and died. This tragedy of our time occurred at
the local park, which sports a modest zoo. From all re=
ports, the monkey was cavorting in the special tree in the
park reserved for monkeys when he slipped and fell fif-
teen feet to the ground. He sustained head injuries and
died of a cerebral hemorrhage while being rushed to a hospital. Isn't that ridic—
ulous? When a monkey can't even make it in his own element, he has gone to hell,

He had obviously been around Men too long.

It was Halloween around here recently, or All Hallows Eve, as some rustics
call 1t. All sorts of little children tapped on our door and then skipped in
wearing their little rabbit, cemel, duck, pirate, or what-have-you suits. This
is still kind of a new neighborhood for us, so at first I had a bit of difficulty
when they said, "Betcha can't guess who Iam,"

During the early part of the night I said, "I'11 be damned if I can." The
little tads then laughed very loud and took a few of our candy bars and galloped
out of the house. But then I decided I could at least make a stab at figuring
identities, so every time a child posed me that little question of his or hers, I
said, "Why, you're little Jill Janowski, aren't you? "

Now, I didn't know any little Jill Janowski, and I still don't. I don't even
think I want to know one. I should have stayed with the phrase I was using earlier
in the night, for after I asked a child if he or she was Jill Janowski, I got
kicked in the shins and the little tad saiéd, "Boy, but you are a stupid man."

Later on that night I finally changed my tack. I said to all .

the beings who looked like boys, "Why, you're Stu Hoffman,

aren't you?" To all those who looked 1ike girls, I sald, "Hey, S \\\

you're Karen Anderson, aren't you?" o
I recommend this gombit. All the tads merely turned 60 o

and ran. They even forgot to f£ill their goody? bags {) )

with candy bars. o

This chatter reminds me of //4? /,/’M‘f\\\ <§/\\
my own Trick or Treat days, as i?’_‘\\ Aﬁﬁfgwf \ )
you might expect that it would. i

} 4
‘e A AN )

For instance, there was the time (“///?> 5 {f)” Ti& : }

when I was very, very young and ///’ ;7-*“
tromped out with a group of my ‘kﬁ~*’ i

eronies with my treat bag. I was [ ‘

dressed as a ghost. While we were \ ]
standing around in one family!'s A {

kitchen, about 3/4ths or our

rounds made, I suddenly had to go

to the bathroom in a very big way.

I all very diffidently asked the : :

womagn of the house if I could make "Hello, Shirley Oamper and son Fred."

use of her bathroom, and she splut-
tered and then ecalled inte the
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living room for her husband, brother—in-law,. nother, sons and daughters, and any-
body else who night have been in there at the time. They all came running out

to the kitchen. Then she pointed at me and said, "That gheost there has to go to
the bathroom." [They all fell out laughing, and I turned and left the house with
ny tiny friends, walking down the street under pressure.

Then there was the day of ‘the first grade Halloween Party. Everybody in the
class had come dressed in a Halleween costume except. for one little colored girl.
"Why aren't you too in costune, small Negro child?" teacher asked.

She' replied, "I an not. in costume because ny fanily is very, very poor and
they cannot afford such luxury items as Hallowecn costunes."

Teacher then smiled with boundless coripassion and went off %o a corner of
the room where she. began fussing around with a pile of newspapers lying ‘there,
Soon she carie back 4o the girl and said, "Here, I have riade 'you a costune fronm
newsprint. You can be the Papcr Girl." '

Teacher placed a paper hat fashioned from the business section on the girl's
head. Fron the funnics and editorial pages she had rigged a paper dress which
the girl slipped one

: It was so beautiful and sentimental an occasion that the entlro class began
sohblng and couldn't stop for three ronths.

A ocouplec of yeers ago, a grcup of Halloweon typce clemped into the house.
Anong a group of kiddies all ef two foet tall stood a person dressed in a por—
poise outfit. Ho was about 6'2", I naturally assumeﬂ he was the parcat or
guardion of the surrounding tots. "Of coursc you're séeing that thesc small
children ‘don't corie to any horm on their rounds," I said, snmiling broadly.

Fron behind his porpoise mask he replied, "No, I just sort of fell in with
thoso kids. I'm an out of work man.

.1 dropped a canned hari, threc pounds of hamburger, 2 ecuple ecans of peas and
o filet of solc into his bag, bocausc I didn't know what clsc to do. It didn't
gtrikc me until later that instcad of being an out of work man he was a big liar,
ginec out of work men don't have the moncy for porpoisc suits.

As a Zast littlc talc of Hallowceon, therc was the tinc whon T was in third
grade at'Julius Watkins Grarmar Sehool. The weck bofore the big night, all ny
third .gradc frionds and I were cexcitedly discussing what we word going to wear
on our roundse "I'™m going to wecar my Kodlak Bear suit," I said proudly. "And .
I-am going to wear my Spaccnen outfit," said soricbody clsc.

Finally, aftcér cvcrybody clse had announced what he was going to dress as,

& last boy said, "I'™m going to dress as a nudc girl. I have'anudc girl suit
at hone which I plan to wcer."

We didn't belicve hin ond said so. "Well," he said archly, "wait until
Hallowcen. "

Helloween arrived, and we werc all drossced up in our costurics as we wont
to our friend's housc. I knocked on thc door, and he answercd ity dreésscd in
& goblin outfit. "Yaaaa,“ WG choruscd "we know you didn't have any nude girl.
suit!"

‘His nothcr, who had becen standlng bchind him, said quictly, "It dldn't
get back fron the clcaners in tine.

That’s énough in the wey of Hallowcen rcminisconocs, I fecl.

A FEW WEEKS ago I'witncsscd a policeman’pinning o parking violatian ticket
on the windshicld of a wonan's station wagon bececausc it was parkod illegally.
He was a'loan, hard looking fellow of about forty-five. He had probably -been on
the forcc for a long time, since he had acquircd the determincd, cven nasty, look
which policeren scen to got after a whilec at their jobs.

He was just walking back to his motoreyclc whieli hc had left parkcd bchind
the station wegon whon a dunpy, harasscd looking woran ecame stoming out of o
drug storc and began yolling at himi It was obviously hor:car whieh hc had
ticketed. He listened to her haranguing for a while, stondimg-stdlid before her
frenzy, and then he took the ticket from behind a windshield wiper, and honded it
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to her with a small bow. Shc rcad it, sniffed, and got into her station wagon and
drove away, defcated. It was a nmagnificont nonent for the policeman. The consider—
able crowd that had gathercd began checring and clapping.

He bowed to the crowd and then strode over to his motoreycle. He leaped on
it and slamned his foot down on the starter, planning to roar nightily off with a
great’ skid around the .corner and ruch srioke and sinilar stuff.

But it didn't start. Grimacing, he slarrmed his foot down on the starter
again, and again the notorcyclec-failed to start. He did this five nmore tines
without success.. The crowd began breaking up; the policceman was-losing his audi-
ence. . 3
Finelly only one old woran, a srnll boy with chocolatc from a candy bar
snearcd all over his face, and I werc lef¢ watching hin. He tried threc morc tincs
to start his motorcycle without succcss. Then he leaped off it, carricd it for-
ward to the "No Parking" zonc in which thc station wegon had bcen parked, and
began pasting parking violation stickeors all over it. Then he kicked it o fow
tines, cursing loudly all the whilec. .

After that he swaggercd down the street and walked out of our ken ‘around the
correr. Thc threce of us locked at thc motorcyecle, and then left to follow eour
various routesy coughing and blowing our noscs.

A COUPLE MONTHZ AGO T received in the mall a flyor announcing the opening of
an art novic housc in nearby Lambertville, All sorfs of wonderfully -arty and
esotorlc riovies werce listed in ‘the badly nincographed thing. Playlng the first
wockend of the movio!s openihg was 2 double bill: a Japanesc novi¢ called "The
Mists in the Valley" and a Mexican movic entitled "Four Storics.”

"They sound protty good," I thought, sc F called up a girl and told her what
was playing thcre, and did shc want to go. "No, I want to scc 'Pillow Talkt,"

I dceided she was anti-intellectual, so next I called up an incredibly arty?girl
I kmew slightlys She Had Tong and stringy black hair which she never combed and
probaﬂly nover washed cither. She never plucked her eycbrows and she didn't wear
Tipstick or such things. BShe went around all the time speaking of Henry Janes
and Mondrian although she ‘probably only lmow about them what she had studied up
on in the. public library during her lunch-hour. "I'd be awfully glad to go,"

she rmunbled ‘when I asked her about accompanying rie to the art houscs

It was d dark and-rainy Saturday night, and after much eruising around Lan-
bortville wc finally found the art theater on a tiny back strcet off the railroad
tracks. It wes located in what had probably oncc becen a vacant storc. We walkod
in and a sycophantic looking niddlc-aged man walked up to us and seld us two
tickcts. He then simpered and shld. "Would you likec sormc icec coffcc? We have
frec icc coffce for our patrons.' L 8

I wasn't in the mood for icc coffecc sincc it was cold-and wot both outside
and inside the theoetor. My date wantcd somec, though, Whilo he was pouring out
her icc coffcc he looked at ne again fron bchind his smudged glasses, and he
sa2d, "I truly wish you would havc sonc of our frec ice coffec. It's complinents
of thc thcgtor and is offercd to all of our patrons. It!'s good icc coffce, if
rnaybe you'rc ofraid that it won't be.

I changed ny tack and ¢xplained that I had a rarc discasc such that drinking
icc coffcc would be fatal to me. His cycbrows shot up and he said, "Oh...I didn't
khow. Plcasc, pleasc forglvo nec. I'n very sorry. I didn't know, as I night
have ‘szid o fow scconds agoo" .

He wcnt walking over to @ group of pcoplc who had just eomc in and began
pushing icc coffec onto then as he took their tickect momey. My datc and I stood
around in thc lobby along with all the othor pcople who werc therce. I watched her
sip her icc coffcc as we telkéd of Griffith and all the progross which had been
niade in the art of £iln making sincc his tinc. ‘

"I hecar now they've docvclopéd such techniques as the 'fade! and the ‘cut, not
to rmention the fpan® and tho fecolor windmill? " I said quiotly.

Shc agrced politely, as I thought she would°
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Soon there were hundreds of
thousands of peopld standing
around in the lobby. Everybody
was sipping ice coffee except for
a group of frightened looking
women wesring -severe gray suits
and metal fremsd glasses. The
theater proprietor noticed me
looking at them and he came over
to me and whispered, "They must
have the same thing you have."

He them scurried over to
the curtein hung doorway into
the interior, or "business,"
portion of the thecter. "Okay,
kind ladies end gentleman. The
show is ready to begine. You can
come in now!" ho said.

Everybody pushed into the
interior of the thecter while he
rushed upsteirs to the projec-
tion booth, It was becoming more
and more obwvious that he was run-
ning a one-man show. ) e : ' yap Sl

M711]1 bet he's also the usher,” I said to my dete. "In fact, I'1ll ‘bet he
even changes the toilet paper in the men's room." s

She didn't laugh at that becausc she was too arty. I couldn't help think-
ing that the girl who had wanted to sec "Pillow Talk" would have laughed. '

We sat down in our seats. They weren't theoter secats, but folding chairs.
I don't know what it is with me, but I always scem to go to places wherc therc
are folding chairs when one would cxpect 90doth1ng bette». Therel's that church
of minc I wrotc an Lccount of going to, for instancc. Then therc was the time
when o neighbor took' me for a ride in his Piper Cub and instecad of airplane
scats there worc folding chairs bocause it was the cheapost Piper model. The
scats weren't cven attachced to the floor of the plancs Someday I cxpect to go
to e placc where onc would normally find folding cheirs, like a PTA mccting, cnd
find pews or movic scots or somcsuch. % :

But I digrcss. Anyway, we set dowvn in our folding scots and cvcrybody clse
sot down ‘in their folding scats. Then therc was o loud noisc as thousands of
wadded pdper cups werc dropped to the floor. Then the lights wont out, ond the
first movie began.

 This was thc Japancsc movie called "The Mists in the Velley." It was al-
lusive and subtlc. T know this beecuse my date told me so about halfway through
it oftcr thc lead choractor looked down at a broken piccc of pottcry out of
deep black cycs and the pottery turncd inte a wood nymph who ran cway from under
his bold gazc.

The movic concerncd & person who thought he was a greot Sgmural and clankod
around the strocts of his village in full -Scmurci geor even though it wos 1960
and Socmurci soldicrs werc boings of the long post. There was much mist and much
Joponesce music plinking off in the background cnd mtny tears from the wifc of
the Semurci since oll the village thought her husband wes insenc and she knew he
was not. _ -

For mc the high point of the film comc when the Samurai wos dragged away to
a nental hospitcl and o wisc old man of the village seaid to her, "But he 1s."

Anywey, "The Mists in tho Valley" ron on for thrcc hours and it was o
wrcnehing cmotional oxpericnec for my detc. How can stringy haircd, homoly
girls bccomec all involved in such stuff? Thoy couldn't possibly be as sensitive
as thoy would have the world belicve. At leest the girl I was with couldn't bee
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The housc lights camc on and therc was an intcrmission betwoen the Japencsc movie
and the Mexican onc. My date began cxplaining the significance of she titlc of
the Japancsc movic to mce.

"You soc," shc said, " thc M'mist! rcprescnts the villagerse They have for-
gotten the proud and noble heritage of their paste They have left the ways of the
Semurai, and as a rcsult they arc the faccless pcoplc, the insubstantial pcoplc,
They arc as niste Thoy arc tho mist, and the mist is they. On tho other hand,
the Scmural is a solid figurc. He has harkencd to his past. Ho is man."

"Did you first draft that?" I asked. gy

"Thet's all complincnts of Timc magazinc," she said.

A boy sbout our agc who was sitting in front of us turncd in his scat and
said to her, "I must rcspoctfully disagrcc. The nist is Just mist. It has no
cspecial significanccs On the other hand, thc 'valley! of the title is all-inpor-
tont. The valley rcprecsents the valley of the mind, the valley of the soul—-tho
vallcy of dcadly dull routinc into which thc villagcrs have all fallen. The
Samural i1s a pillar stending in the valley. He is lifc, he is truth, he is the
courage—of'-your—~convictions and hard-candy-in-your—hand."

"Phat's courtcsy of Horper's," hc nddeds

Thc thecater proprictor had come down from his booth and wes pushing icc
coffec onto pcoplc again. He camc to us, and ny date took seonc norc, and I said,
"How can you cxpcct to make a profit if you kcep handing out frcc icc coffec? ™

He lookcd shocked, and then he looked around at overybody sipping their
coffeo. "You know, I think there!s soncthing to that," he said to nc. Then he
sct his largc coffoc jug and his tray of cups down on thc floor and ran around
grabbing cups full of icc coffcc away from cvorybody. "What arc you all trying
to do, ruin me?" he said in a loud voicc. i

He scurricd back to his booth with his jug and a tray now full of confiscated
cups of coffcc. The lights went down and the "Four Stories" movic began.

As the title sort of suggests, these werc four storics. As the squib in the
beginning . explaincd, they were four taleos of Mcxican lifc writton by Juan Carlos
Soncbody-or—othcr Pcrez Luis Rey. = They cech lastcd about half an hour and were
about identical to cach othcr. The first was called "The Dust.' All I rercmber
about it was that therc wero a man and wonan living  together in o rnud hut in a
dry flat arca and the woman was forcver breast feeding her tiny baby and the
nan was forever hoeing the ridiculously sterile land. Occasionally he stoppod
hocing long cnough to try to catch a chicken of his which kept trying to cscape
from its little cardboard pen. Tho dust wes.always blowing. It was altogothor a
rotten thing. Oncc he and his wifc end child went into a village to try to barter
their chicken for somc eloth and a frying pan, but the arrogant proprictor of the
storc with whon thcy werc attompting to trade insisted on money. He kicked then
out of thc storc and they trudged back to their hut and I neover .did lcarn what
becanc of then.

The noxt story was called "The Pricst." For half an hour this pricst talked
to a stolid Mexican wonan while e onc-cycd bird or bat flow about in the sky.
Finally thc wonan scratched hard behind her right car and then walked away.

The last two storics were celled "The Cow" and "The Autoriobile.! In "The
Cow" a snell boy was shown painting a sconc of a blind beggar on the sidc of a
cows Onec in a whilc old pcople carrying large baskcts came up and stood watching
hin for « whilc and then.thcy walked away. In "The Autonmobile" d young boy stood
atop a 1939 Ford and did a dances Two American tourists camc along and begen
throwing moncy at hin until they werc sct upon by a bunch of enraged Mcxican towns—
pcoplc who stoncd then. .

The lights camc up, and irmediatcly the boy in front of us turncd and said
to my datc, "How is that for fcarless portrayal of the human condition?"

"That was cven morc of a wrenching crmotional cxpericnec than 'Mist! was o
wrenching criotional experionce," she replicd.

Shc didn't look wrcnchcéd, and ncithor did he. I loft then talking therc and
began walking out of the thooter. The proprictor stopped nc and said, "Noxt weck
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we'll have a profound story of discasc anong the Russian pcasants of the Tserist
cra as well as a touching and probably brilliant movic dealing with a mousc. who
lives in a housc of prostitution in Bombay."

I left the thoater, wondering if Mexican pcasants cver went to scc movics
about the lifc of a ncatcutter in Hoboken, and if prostitutcs in Borbay over
had wrenching cnotional expericnees whilc looking at novics about little boys
living 4n Kansas City who paint cryptic desighs on sidcwalks,

A FAN CLLLED ME LONG DISTANCE for tho first tinc a fow wecks ago. I pickod
up thc tolophonc and a voicc said, "This is o fan. Guess whoo" T said, "Phil
Harrell, becausc ho is always calling fans up.”

"No, this is Calvin Derrion," seid the voicc. _

A1l thc way across:tho great eontinent of Lnerica Calvin Dormon was calling.,
That sort of grebbod no, so I found I did not have o dann thing to say to him.
L1l I could do wes nmumble about thc wonders of scicnco, cnabling two pcople to
talk into a littlc plastic and motal device and sond their voices through funny
wircs across thousands of nilcs.

He wanted to know what the hell I was roforring to and I said I mcant the
telephoncs M"Whenever people telk about the wonders of scicncc, they always
dosoribe thon in Kid language, so that a phonograph rccord becomcs a 'little
black vinyl disc,! and a tclcvision sct heoeoncs a 'strangc box with o window
in it? and 2ll," I said.

Therc was a long pausc, and then Biff said, "Say soricthing brillisnt and
scintillating." _ |

That of coursc is a ridiculous rcquest to nekc of anybody, cspceially of ne.
As T romenber, I said, *Shirley Canper.? I don't know why, rcally., Calvin
ropliod, "Thet's brilliant and seintillating." _

I asked hinm why he had called and he said he didn't know, actually. Then
I said that he didn't telk in Capital Lottcrs éver the phonc the way he docs in
print. I irmcdiatcly hoped he would say, "That would cost mc too rmuch oxtra,"
but hc didn't.

Then he said he had to hang up so we said good-byc and hc hung up.

'Why thé hell do fans call cach other long distancc?

THOSE OF YOU WHO HAVE alrcady rcad the lcttor
colunn will have noticcd that I made a corment
to Norm Clarke about planning on beeconing a
Nane in fish fandom. Well, that was in refer—
cnec to this then unwritten column segnent.

Onc of my uncles was over at the housc
rceently. He dabblos in trupical fish raising.
For sonc rcason which I forgct he brought along
a copy of a mag for fish fans called The Aquar—
ium. ; P N T
RN T el surpriscd that fish fans turncd out
anetour nagazines too, and I asked hir whethor he
would loan me the mag to look throughs He said,
"You can kecep it," and walked out of the house,
trailing billowing clouds of cigar smoke behind
hin.

The dquariun is a printed, handsonely pro-
duced effair full of serious articles on tho
carc of guppics afflicted with dropsy, brecding
killfish, news of fish fan clubs around the
country, profilcs of prominent fish fans, and
rcviews of fish fanzines. Its nasthead proclaimns
that it was founded in 1932, and it is ¢evidently
as prostigious o magazine anong fish fanzincs as
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Warhoon is among science fiction fanzines.

If I an to judge by this magazine, fish fandom is now at zbout the level »f
development that stf fando was around 1935 or so. This nag and the other fish
fenzines reviewed in it are concerned primarily with fish and the raising of fish,
just as the fanzines of 1935 were by all accounts concerned prinarily with science
fiction. The entire tone of The Aquarium is an incredibly sophomoric one. The
editorial, written by somebody living in Norristown, Pennsylvinia naned Helen
Sinkatds, concerns the joys of the Fourth of July, or "the Glorious Forth," as Miss
Sirkatis calls it. It is full of the sort of wonderful editorial platitlides which
children writing for their grarmar school newspapér are so adept at spinning out.
The nag as a whole vibrates with a deadly sericusness and a frightening fervency
of dedication to things fishly. , Again, from all accounts, the stf fanzines of
1935 were nostly sophororiec and dreadfully serious and fervent.

' But The Aquarium is full .of signs that fish fandon is beginning to becone
aware of itself as a microcosm, and to becone interested in itself for that pur-
pose. News about fish fans and profiles of fish fans as well as fish fanzine
reviews all point to that.

Now, I have decided to help fish fandom along the road to sophistication and
ingroupishness. My position is that of the alien fronm a Type 16 planet who comes
to eorth, -reted a Type 9 plenet, and attempts to bring up its rating. Whether:
fish fans want to enter a nmorc-advanced stege of fandom is unimportant. My duty
is to make thern do so whether they want to or not. 5 ' ;

I plan to write to Miss Sirmkatis, editor of The fAquarium, and subscribe to
her nagazine., I will also request that she loan ne her mailing list. After
reading a few nore copies of The Aquorium to becorme more completely oriented, I
will be ready to inject the elenments of our sophisticated faondorm into prinitive
fish fandon. B

I will gtart up o fish fanzine, but it will contain the elenents of a
foonish fanzine translated to fish fannish terms. Sarcasn is 'absent from fish
fandonn, so I will introduce ite My fish fanzine will have sorie sort of title like
The Broken Gill or Neurotic Guppy News. Since fish fans moke a big thing out of
their elaborate equipment and their rare and expensive fish, I will neke it clear
in the first issue'ls editorial that I don't reoally give & demn about raising fish
but just sort of fell into it. I will write in glowing termns about ny 25¢ goldfish
which I bought from Woolworth's, and how he is thriving in his little bowl., I
will say that I feed him once a day when I remember to, and that I change the water
in his bowl "every once in a while."

The lead article will concern ny guppy raoising deys. When I was eight years
old, a neighbor who raised gupnies in a huge tank gave ne around a dozen of then.
I put then in a bowl, expecting them to thrive and flourish. The next day the
first guppy died. -Just about every day thereafter enother guppy passed away, so
that after two weeks I had no more guppies. My article will end, "I didn't like
the lousy things anyway."

Lastly, I will introduce ny scopegoat. This will be good old mythical Dean
Ford, and hec will be a neighbor of nine with all sorts of elaborate fish reoising
equipnient. He will be « stolid and fanatic fish devotee. He will represent the
archetypiccl fish fon of the time. The gonbit will be thot his fish are always
dying on hin, and thc norc he spends on theri, thc more of them die. I will play
up Ford as a true -schruck, thus introducing the foanish concept of sercon fans
being inhcrently stupid, fanatic pcople. (This, of coursc, is not really truc, but
it has long becn o faanish tradition to rcgord serson fans in this light.)

Going by Miss Simkotis' mailing list, I'1l mail the first issuc of ny nag to
fish fans all around the country (and, indccd, the world). They will of coursc
be horrificd by ny cavalicr cttitude towords fish fandonm, but they will also be
fascinated by it. People will begin putting mic down in their fish fenzine rcvicws
as not having the proper outlook on the wonderful hobby of raising fish, but
that will only be the initizl reaction. As I mail out nore copies of ny fanzinc,
cach issuc beconing progrcssively norce sarcostic and biting, people will begin
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emuleting ny epproach. A whole crop of the younger fish fans will make light of
the older, sercon fish fans with their expensive equipnient and rarc fish. The
younger fish fans, following my cexamplc, will brag of their goldfish in tindy
bowls. Thoy will writc slashing satires ori the old guard fish fans. And, incvit-
ably, they will beconie ingroupish, in an atterpt to isolate thensclves proudly
fron the ploddingly serious followers of the hobby. They will edopt all sorts

of inside words and scattcr allusions all over the countryside. They will, in
short, be faanish, and fish fandon will have becorne nore like our kind of fan-—
don.

And, of coursc, -I will be recgarded as a legendary figurc by the new group
of fish fans. I will be looked up to as their mentor, qnd vhotever I should
happen to write or say, no metter how uaimprassive it night scenm fronm an objce-—
tive standpoint, will be ooched at and ashed at.

Doos all this renind you of anybody in our own fiecld? I recan, did you ever
wonder if Burbec conc to us from a higher forn of fandom?

'EVERY NIGHT FROM 12 midnight to five NN N
in the norning a fellow named Long ik o AP
John Nebel runs an interview show on %
WOR radio. It is sonetines a fas- ,
cinating show, for he frequently \%
invites intercsting pcople to guest on
it, but it is oven rwore fregquently an
infuriating show, for the nuwiber of
infuricting remerks made in the course of
the usual show is frighteningly high.

If I were Ted Pauls, I could devote the
whole of "The Ant in the Bottle" to
turning over the fugghcaded remarks nade
on the showy picking at them fron this
angle znd that one, and in general naoking a
very big thing ef it all. . But I om not Ted Pauls, but, according to a few of the
people who wrotc lotters of corment on this issue, am a gay, carcfrec—as—hell
faanish fan, and as .such I couldn't carc less about writing pages on Mr. Z's
stupid opinions re medical aid, or Mr. Q's ridiculous corrments on the Mississippi
segregation problen.

But. I :ean't let pass without corment something thot was said on Nebel's show
last night, even if I thercby shoot to hell ny say-nothing—about—the—world-
situotion image.

Last night a newsrceel man named Cherles "Chick" Peadon was gucsting. He has
been in the mewsreel business since 1927, says he, and has been in on filming
nost of the najor events in the world during that times He has a gruff, no
nonscnsce nanner of talking and an opinionated way about him which I found only
nildly annoying eas I listened to hin reminisce on his days in the business.

But then onc of the other guests on the show said to Peadon, "Well, if World
War- III should come at least you won't have to worry about filming the action."

There was a long silencce, during which tine only the carrier hun could be
heard coning out of the specker, and then Charles. "Chick" Peadon said in very
heavy tones, "What do you mean? A nevsrceel nan rust clweys be preparcd to get
the news. We will cover World War III just likec we would cover anything clse,
of courscas"

"But, Mr. Peadon,” said the other guest, "what if word conies that an ICBM
is on its way towards New York City and will arrive in twenty minutes? You necan
you people will be covering that?"

"No doubt about it," replicd Pcadon. "News is news. If such word comes,
the crews in New York Olty will be out thcrc with their camoras, rcady to cover
anything that happong,.”

"But, Mr. Pegpdon. Everything will be stonized in the city. What would
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be the sense of taking pictures of everything blowing up, even if the canera and
the £iln in it and the newsreel man behind it weron't blown to nothing as soon as
the bomb cxploded?" asked the other guest.

"News is news," Peadon repeateds "It is our job to get thet nows under any
circunstonces whotsocver,"

I turned the radio off at that point.

No goddamn corment.

AROUND THE TURN OF THE CENTURY a nidwestern humorist neared George Ade wrote
fables of slang. They were incisive, sharply satiric, and contained what as faor as
I know was an imnovation: the use of Capital Letters for Humorous Fffect. Ade
rlaced in initial majuscles the catch phrases of the time,' thercby heightening
their essential shollowness and blandness. He spoke of Well-Bred Young Ladies,
of Indusitrious and Ambitious Young Bookkeepers in the Enploy of the Firm, and
the like. I first discovered his work five years ogo when a friend of nine loaned
ne a copy of his Fables in Slang. I became an irnedicte convert to George Ade.
Even at their most cynical, I liked his fables, I was egpecially taken by his
clever use of Capitalized Words for Humorous Effcct.

That was around 1957, and I was a ncofaon at the tine. Having come across
George Ade, I found that fans occasiona’ly used capitalized words for humorous
effect too. Trey used then sporingly, and I found them funny. Boyd Raeburn
was the forcnost practitioner of capitalizing words for hutorous effect at the
tine, with references to Fancy. Expensive Restaurants and Big Name Scientists and
the like.

I gofiated in late 1958 for sundry and mundry reasons and lived in cold, cold
mundane for three years. (fictually, it wasn't cold, cold at 2l1l. T had lots of
fun during thosc threc years.) Then in late 1961, for reasons as complicated and
various as the causes for ny going gafia, I rcturned to fandor. T innediately
discovered Calvin W, "Biff" Derrmion and his work. I found his writing stylc a do-
light, and im its clevor usc of capitalized words for huriorous effect I was happily
rceninded of George Ade's writing. In oy first letter of comment to Biff, I said,
"Your writing sournds liko George fideis.”™ (Calvin replied, "I have never Heard of
George Lde.  If1ll bet you arc Kidding rie." In yeturn, I nailed Biff an Ade fable,
and wrotcron it, "Sec tho resemblance?" He roplied that, yes, he and Ldc wrote
very nuch ulikey namely, they were both Funnicr Than Holl. .

On that I couldn't vgree morc. Calvin's usc of Qapitalized Words is fresh
and funny, poerhaps morc than anything because it is not an affected thing with
hin but is the way he octually thinks. In rcply to a question from ne on why he
wrotc so extensively in capital letters, he replied, "I write in Capital Letters
row nostly becausc it is a habit. T think like that. Every word which cores out
Capitalized on paper of mine has becen mertally given a sort of Funny Accent
which is rcscrved for words on which T an about to put Capital Letters.”

He neens thote I know it. But increasingly in the past six nonths, piles
of other fans have taken to using cepital letters for cffbet extensively, pro-—
suwiebly becausc they have coaught the habit from Biff Dermon. Sore fans usc
capital letters cven morc than Biff does., The only trouble is, on then it isn't
natural. And for many of then it has becorie 2 nearly compulsive thing. Even Biff
adnits that it is o habit with hin. But at lecast he uscs copped words with scnse.
And; actually, his usc of them is only a snell facct of his style. Given the lower
case; nost of his stuff would scen just about as unique 2s it does with copSs

But with the overusc of capital lotters on the part of so many pcople, .the
whole thing has long passed the saturation point. If you will pardon rne, it has.
becone a giant Pain.

I forosce that very soon every word in a scntonecc will be capitalized, so that
when erphasis for humorous cffect is desired, the lower casc will bc usecd, sort of
iike, "We Will Mail Cut Copics of Foggputz #16 rcal soon now, Everybedy." Then the
pendulun will swing <ll ture yay to thot Sids and cverybody will becore archics and
nethebeis. O %empora, o norcsi O Noblc Shift Key; I adorc Theol esssloOrf




BY TED WHITE

ONE OF THE MARKS OF GENIUS might. be in-
consistency———that is, a genius is diffi-
cult to type-cast. Every time you think
you have him neatly pigeon-holed, he doeg
something which dumbfounds you.

‘Charlie Mingus' career has been a wide

and varied one; his music has explored many {:

areas, uniformly with a-flair uniquely
Mingus'. Recently Mingus "retired" jazz,
laid flown his bass, and began to write a
book. . T '

He had irmersed himself in this ac-—
tivity for a period of over several nmonths,
when he was prevailed upon to appear one
evening at Columbja University for what
was billed as "An Hour with a Serious Jazz
Musician."

Mingus was introduced by the Reverend
Ginzel, who also introduced himself ("I

speak as a close friend of Charlie Mingus

ee.he comes to my church..."), and made a
few preparatory remarks about Mingus and
the fact that Charlie had- decided to stop

playing the bass, and was indeed coming

OHARLIE
NI GUS

out of retirement in order to appear that
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night. -
Mingg, looking like a cross between Faust and Orson Welles, wearing a curly
full beard, then moved over to the piano. He fumbled for a few words, paused for

a long and pregnant silence (during which the audience seerted to hold its collec=
tive breath), and then sat at the pilanc. Out of range of the microphone, he rmr-
mured to himself, "If no words come out, well, you gotta play."

He spread his hands over the keyboard and began a piece which sounded impro-
viseds It was two-handed, out of tenpo, reminiscent of his Scenes of the City, and
not without a touch of Gershwin. The nusic rolled out, waves upon the peopled
beach, and then ebbed into silence.

He reached for the microphone, and pulled it towards him. "I started out
playing piano," Mingus told the audicnce, "but then I heard Art Tatum." An apprec-—
iative sound rippled through the room. "Now I want to go back to ny first love,

I want to play piano again. Here's Fats." Then he rolled into a gentle, rollick-
ing piece with o pumping left hand, the rusic sounding less like Fats Waller than

it did Fats Waller as reinterpreted by Charlie Mingus (in a way like Mingus' Jelly
Roll), and at ome point liingus burst into a snatch of song.

"Art Tatun played with both hands," Charliec said. "But a lot of nusicians
today have lost one hand. And Art uscd hermonies that are riore advanced than any-
thing they play today. Like, the way he did All %he Things You Are with o contra—
puntal nelody.e." He began playing the song, a piece which has fascinated hin on
nany occasions, but this tine it wasn't going right. His fingers scened stiff,
and he had trouble negotiating sone of the arpeggios. Sensing this, dissatisfied
with what he was doing, he brought the tunc to a quick halt, and then, with a tron-
sitional chord, began Sophisticated Lady.

Without comment, he followed that with an untitled piece which hinted at nany
earlier Mingus tunes, snatches of it strongly reminiscent of the earlicr Mal Wal-
dron solos for Mingus. His hands sceried to be limbering, but he was still scarch-
ing, still uncertain of the dircction in which to nove.

Then he anncunced, "This is a piecc I haven't rccorded, and you probably
haven't heard it, called Carol, for ny doughter.” The tune was to be his last.

He rose from the piano, and recalled Reverend Ginzel to the stage. "I told
you I wasn't roady tonight," Mingus said. "So I'n not going to play any longer.
I'm going to ask you a questicne Where is God?"

""Where is God?!" repeated Ginzel. "Why, I don’t-—-well, he's all around you,
uhrrm, everywherce...I!n not God."

"What I ncan is," said Mingus, Yhere you asked ne %o play herc tonight, and
I told you I was not ready. I'™m not playing ny bass any longer, I'n going to play
pilano. But Ifve got things inside me which have got to come out. I know theyl!re
there, but I'm not ready yet; I'n not ready to. do that yot. Now you asked re to
corie here tonight, and you nade it hard f r me. bocause I didn't nake it, man.
When you introduced me, you said I night find God here tonight. Well, I didn't
find God, man; I couldn®t nake it. That put nec on the spot. 8o now Iln putting

ou on the spote You tell ne——where is God?"

"Well, Charlie," replied Ginzel, scarching for words, "I don't know. I nean,
I don't know if you'll find God." The nudicence laughed, and Ginzel reddened. "I
don't ncan it like that...Charlic and I arg--——werc?———good fricndse.. What I nean
isy I don!t know how you'll f£ind God, Charlice. FEach nan has his own way; maybc
God will find you, Maybe he already has. But then again, naybe I'n wrong, and
raybe I don't know you as well as I think I do. I only huian; I have hunon
frailties. I can be wrong."

Then why arc you wearing that suit?®

"hy an I wearing this suit?" _

"Yes, when you wear that suit I can't think of you as just a humon being like
nes I can't scc you that way. If you're as human and 211 as I am, why arc you
wearing thet suit?" Mingus demanded, 2 . T,

"You nean, this collar, and-—-"

"The whole scene! You oughta take that suit off, man."
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- "Well, now, you mean T should stand here naked?!

"Yoohi ' Maybe that would be closor to the truth," Mingus said, and the audi-
onco applaudeds  "I'™m not putting you dovm, personally. You lmow that, What I'm
saying, that suit is a gynbol, and when you wear that suit you should bo Gode If
you're -just another hunan baing, you should dress -like one, baby." oY,

The audicnce closely applauded this, and Ginzel -changed the subject. Ho
brought up again Mingus? retirenent from jazz.

"I've quit jazz," Minpud saide "Tho things that are going on in jazz today
have nothing to do with the music of Charlie Parlor. I not going to nane awy
nanies, or pin ony labels, but sore people in jazz arc trying to nake jazz into
sonething it shouldn't be. So I've left jazz. Or naybe it's left mee I still
playing nusic, but I won't call it 'Jazz! any riore.™ ., pAIt - : Lo

“One of Mingus! objections, ho sayey is to the "back to Africa nmoverent in
JosZy M, proud of being black," he said, but ho ingisted that "I'n an American
Negro, ond jazz is a product of oy culturc. It isn't Afeican! any nore than
it's Chincse. The Negroes who have grovn up here should be true to their own
heritage," he said. "Well, sorie of thon haven't, and thoylre gebting rocist and
eorrupting jozz. 8o now I don't play jozz." o '

Oherlie also talled about his bopk. _ Apparontly a novel drawn heavily fron
hig owh 1lifc ond expericnces, Kingus eclis it Beneath: the Underdog., "I've read
parts of “the nanuscript,” Ginzel said, "and I think 1t's a good book. It says a
lot of irportant things,!

“1I've becn saying things with nusic,” Mingus replicd, "and now I want +to
say then with words,

FEVINNIRSE really educateds I'm from the strcots. IMn saying these things
becnusa™~Itve Begn thers," _

""Now, ‘Charlie," said Ginzel, "you hive o lot of inportant things to say, and

I don't think you need to apologize for any lack of cducetion. You don't need to
put yourself down, Charlic."...

"You nisunderstocd,” said Mingus, eycs twinkling, "I was brogeing.”

The hour reoched its cnd, and Mingus asked if thore were any questions fron
the audiencec. : :

 The first question wos o foolish onc about the date of the rocording sessions
for the Candid Nowport Rebels (the. albur notes furnish the dates)s "It's o bad
albun, Charlie,™ Thc questioner said, "Well, we had o little rhythr section
troubloy” Mingus adritted, "but Roy_éﬁidridgd7;was‘great;"
"hat is this Rotary -Perception you were talking about o while back?" asked
ohalehiis(e. P RS) - ey :

"Well," replied Mingus, "thot wes one way of looking for ahother wey to play
nusic instond of calling it “Jezz.!' I wented to get away from the label, sec? So
we tricd that. It uses aon inplied beat..a.like & classical beat, where you fecl
it but we don't play it." [ 9% :

Another asked, "What do you think about conmbining elassical nusic and jazz,
like the Modern Jazz Quartet?!

Mingus locked at hirm and shook his head. "I don't lmow," he sgaigd. "I'n sor-
rys, I just couldnft answer that right now,"

"Well," said Ginzel. "Our tino is nbout up...would you like to play just a
little more, Cherlie?™ i, :

"No," Mingus said. "I don't. But there's a eat here who likes to play piano
and can really play. I know he's here; I saw him .ccre in a while back. I heard
hin up at the Berkshires last year, ande.ewrm, YoSeseyou-—=" He pointed to g
neniber of the audience over on one sido. "There he ig." '

A shy young blond nan rose hesitantly, rand the audience applauded, His nare
wos Ban Blake, and it sderis rore than likely that his rorie will gain wider curren—
¢y in the jazz ficld in years to core. :

This cot ¢an reelly play pianc," Mingus said. Then ho turned to Blake and
told hin, "Play like I heard you play before.” : '
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Blake sat at the piano,. and stretched his arms. Suddenly he struck massive
discords at both tnds of thc scale, and launched into e short percussive piece
studded with BartOkian harmonics. He played with fire and fluency, and whether
intentionally or not, he startled the audicnce. He was heavily applauded when he
finished. Hec rose to lcave, but Mingus called him back for & sccond picce. More
at case this timc, he playcd a longer, more lyrical picce, softer at times, and
in a style startlingly rcminiscent of that of the late Diek Twardzic. The fioreely
personal style was also akin to that of Cccil Taylor, although a closcr comparison
from such a short hcaring would bc impossiblec. ~ His music wes immcdietcly cmotional
in its appcaT to thc audicnce, and as he left the stage hc was again hoav1ly
applaudcdo

" But, as Mingus said in closing, "I could say I ’dlsoovcrod’ him, but I won't,
Somcbody's gcing to 'digsover! him and cash in on him, and try to milk him, own
him, and ruin hlm. Ho turncd 4o Blakc. "You oughta leave the country," Mingus -
saide 3

Postscript: Mingus appcarcd latcr that fall at Birdland, leading a ncw group
' starring Roland Kirk, thc blind multi-saxophonist, and hc playcd piano

throughout the cngagemont. Atlantic Records has sincc rclecased Mingug! first
album with this group,-Oh Ycah. (But Mingus' piano playing cen be also hcard on
the carly fiftics Bethlchem/Jazztone album, Jazz Exporiment, wherc he doublcd on
piano for scveral tracks:)

Ran Blakc has madc his first album, as an accompanisi for a femalc singér,
for RCA-Victor.

—~Tcd White

Frobably thc most anomalous bcast on thce Africam Continent-is the "lion." This
most fascinating of bcasts has the strargest habits of any as yet discovered wild
"preying" drcaturce -that other animal gives birth to its young only to cnclosc
it insidec an cgg and forcc it to breck out of its .ellipsoidal prison? What othor
animal slecps until the noon hour and then rises for a timc of hunting until
it rotires at five in the aftcrnoon? What other animal has such very acute hecaring
but such deficicnt scnscs of smcll and touch? Whaot other animal kills its precy
by loaping upon its back from a trec limb ond thon jabbing the stinger on the ond
of its tail 1ntn'bhc croaturc s right forgleg? What other animal avoids man so
sedulously only to comc running to him when he holds out a bag of popcorn for it?

~——Charlcs Compton-Shaft, Littlc Known Beastics of thc World, Promicr, 1872.
it was a purplish, rcflcctive night. I was pecring at thc starry void when the
reveiation came. - Suddenly as I watched the firmamont I knew the stars werce holes
poked in the biack cloth of space, through vhich n million watt light shonec.
I knew that the plancts werc billiard balls running through the hecavens on metal
tracks. I knew that the world was a tri-dimensional crcation fashioned on the
back of a turtlc by a bored godling. I knew that Lifec. had comc into becing and that
Life would fade out of bclng, and that pawn awn tickcts and wicker chairs and potato
recs wotilld vanish with i%,

T cricd aloud into the night in 1ncffablo joy, "By God, I am insanc!"

———Pctcr Rlbbon

Why, oftor ail, is ‘toothpastc ncccssary? 2t has toothpastc donc for humanity

in the five hundred years sincc its invention by the Arabian genius, Omar Khayyam?
Has it ied to amecliorcting world tensions?” ‘Has it impartcd to humanity a freshness
of vision? i b - :

The answer, of coursc. is a broad "nay". The truth Is, when we darc face it, -
taat toothpactc has donc nothing for humanity. It has not given him swect smelling
breath, sinecec iiquid oral detcpgents do that better. It has not killed decay germs,
becausc decay germs arc tenacious ‘and somctimes have been found to be inmmortal.
Toothpaste is octually an insidious substancc and should be sbolishcd. —-B. Froeg




FAWNING PUBLIC WRITES LEPT.

- . THE OTHER }EMBERS of this family Eevo tured
ST S o 1 _ § - in the Jack Paar Show andive kcrun revel.-

ing in the happy flouncings and pranc- "

: , ings of that person, and I've dodided
e l F\J suddenly that it would be" a ‘good time
] 1 A . to climb my rope ladder up to my ‘room

and begin another issue of Lyddite’
(A fev people who have visited me here
+in Trenton cen testify to the fact that
I honestly do reach my bedroom by
climbing a rope ladder:) ¢ And, of ¢ourse,
what: better. place to begin an issue of
a fanzine than at the' letter column?
Some..of you people will remember
- that I said last time that I would
‘continue doing Lyddite if I..received
lots and-lots of wonderful letters’of
corment. Well, I didn't get lots and
lots of them, but I got a fair amount
of them. Enough to give me reason to '
go on with all this, anyway.

; I think I may have got many more
‘letters than I did if Lyddite were less -
the carefree, free-of -comment-hook fan-

) Zzine end more the Kipple sort of pUub-
1ished—on—broWn-paper,jndﬁfunnies—in—thidlmagazine sort. of affair. But, when one
sets Fight down to things, is it better to receive a jolly half-page letter from
Jean Grennell or two serious, Concerned y three—&—a—~half page letters from Mike-
Peckinger and David Locke?

DEAN L. GRENNELL, FOND DU LAC, WISCONSIN

Thank you for Lyddite. #3 (The Brisant Fenzine), whish appears to have materialised
on my desk here. I cnjoyed this/more than somewhat. "Permit me to-say that you
have a very nice.editorial- touch, This is sorething which, apparently, is sone-
times possessed but rarcly acquired. :

The ant in the bottle is a good title for a few pages of editorial belly-
rumbles. I particularly enjo&ed-your explanation of a fanzine to Mr. Hughes.

I also’ yaklked at your Timex commercial.- I-had a Timex once. It ran and still
does“but after the first six months, i% bocame the first watch I have.evér seen !
which cotldn’t stay within an hour of +he correct time, cven if reset every hour
on the houre Owel.

Gun fans sometimes also cxperience the almost -instantaneous rapport you
describe. Scnetimes they don't, too. The other evening a couple fellows were
shooting out at the club's outdoor range. I went down to sec who they werc and
we hit it off at once, almost like ths jazznan and yourself. Never saw ‘cm before
(as a matter of fdot,-they werc two brethers, both from Hungary) but we had a bond
in common and that's all it toolk. Onc- or two of the biggest schnooks I know of,
though, arc also gun fans so tha'ls howit goes. z 22

Stiles 'toons were all finc. Specially liked the "That's not too nany" onc.

The Encounter is a bit baffling (like I don't get 1t) but otherwise goode
ZRCHIE VERCER, CHELTENHAM, GLOUCESTER, ENGLANL

Like as I was passing- this slan-shack, I heard slan—type ntiscs coming out of the
top Wwindow., "It cortainly is a wonderful thing" -~ "Goshwowboyoboy,"
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"Sit down on the step and listen,"
be there at tho time.

"I thought your landlady didn't like fans sitting on the step," I demurred.

~ "It's not the landlady you're thinking of," said Pimple, "it's Dave Kyle.
Siddown and listen."

"fA lot of rubbish, isn't it," I opined as I sat and listcned.

"17Tain't," said Pimple, who just happencd to be in a laconicadictory mood.
"Haven!t you cver heard the story of what it all means?®

MNom~—go on."

"Well, it's like this. It rcprcscnts the mundanes beating up the slans.

Take 'It ccrtainly is a wonderful thing.'! First of all 'it'e-—that rcpresents the
mundane hitting the slan with a rolled-up Szaturday Evening Post. 'Sir,! says the
slan humbly. !Tcll me,' says thc mundanc full of arrogance (mundanc arrogance, of
course), 'is I wonderful, thing?! !'Goshwowboyoboy! says the fan in awe. That's
how it goes, 'It.! !Sir.' !Tell nmc, is I wonderful, thing?' !'Goshwowboyoboy.!"

But then Dave Kyle camc out and we had to go away.

£I_prin§pd that whole darmed thing just for that becautiful punchlinc, you
know. Hoog.r

Anyway, the third Lyddite is to hand with thanks. Bulk for bulk, it docsn't
impress quitc as much as thce last one, which went to cxtremes, sort of, but itls
still muchly goodly. Er—-—the raisin sandwich was missing from mine; I supposec
I'm too old to qualify? é—As long as you are a little boy at heart and all that
we will let you cnter the Land of Beyond, etc. I'm awfully sorry I had to go and
make that joke about the raisin sandwich, though. Evcrybody scems to have madc
corments about not getting one. Actually, who'd want such a strange thing? I
doubt it would bec cdiblce. Or evcn potable;?

LeceH's bit was decidedly of intcrest. From a distance, as a far-flung rcader
of Caravan, I watched her over much of her course, and I'm glad to secc the full
story.

What happens every tine you smash a little picce of Calvin W. "Biff" Dermon?

suggested Pimple, who just happened to

CHI/RLES WELLS, ATLINT.., GEORGIL

Steve Stiles! cartoons have the usual fault of leftwing political cartoonists:
they are overdone. I rofer to "Josus Loves Me," the crucifixion one, the JBS man,
and the preacher. (Well, political and recligious.) The others were of variable
gquality, but nonc of them had that lack of subtlety, that hit-you-in-the-facc-
with-it quality of the ones I naned.

Lee Hoffrian's article was absolutely fascinating, IMa very impressed and
now I go around tclling people the Girl that Taught Me A1l About Fandom (when we
both lived in Savannah) Was Singlchandcdl:r Responsible for the New Lost City Ren-
blcrs,)by Ghu. (I always did think thot the NLOR was a grcat nane for a singing
group.

NORM CL{RKE, AYLMER, QUEBEC, CIN&DA

Unaccustoned as I am to laking Corments, yet I would like to say that Lydditc is
a fine fanzine, all full-of scrious discussion of Scicnee Fiction, as well it
should be; for is that not the purposc of o fanzine? I hope that Mr. Hughes will
not get a Wrong Inpression of fanzines aond fanden; just as I hope that fanzinecs
and fandor: do not get a wrong impression of "bop" from lHister Hughes. :His is a
clever and almost convincing cxplanation of the origins of bop, and of zourse
thore. is a neasure of Truth in his thesis: one can readily rccognize the con-
nection bectween the onomatopocic "bop," "bewbop," '"mop" sounds and clubbing of
Ncgroes by Square white cops who do not like jazz. But, let lir. Hughes cxplain,
if he can, thc equally inportant "bop" phrases "oobladee," "shoobecdoobee,"
"Speelyada" and "vout." Anyone ‘who.ignores thesc fundamentel "bop" phrases come
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Pletely misunderstands the meaning of "bop" and its contribution to World Culture.
Dig? Orooney. ]

Stiles is-a Funny Cat: ny only cavil being that I hawve read the line "e..that's
not too many..." scven hundred and twenty tines. 720 times? That's too. nany.
fﬁﬁiles’ cartoon was of course a comientary on the overuse of that phrasc .

B Your little vignetie concerning the Instant Corrmmnication with a stranger
——-0. tenor player-—-necds just a little bit added to it to nake it & hilarious
little bit of fiction. The cnding? You Mect Again, sone tine later, at a session,
and neither of ycu con blow worth a God damn.__éThat’s what happencd.£

But all of "The &nt in thoe Bottle" was roal hoo-haw, and a ball right fron
the top-—-cspecially the bit about conversing with a South Sce Islander. And the
fillers and interlineations were vcry funny, too.

Is_therc a sort of Cult or sohicthing growing up around Calvin W. "Biff". Dere
non? AIf you meah the Calvin "Derrmion™ who lives in Borkeley and who is a whiz at
tying his shoes, yos; only we refer to it as "Apa Xtiz

Lée Hoffman's story of Building Her Own Fondom was very cnterteining and
.Goody and it made me wince with nostalgia; for, once upon a tinme, I intended to
start a Jazz Fandom. I had discovercd Jazz and Fandon at approxinately the sarie
tine, and thought-it would be a Wonderful Thing to publish a fanzine full of op-
ticlos and things by Sorious Young Jazz ilisicians: ™fhat Lec Konitz Says to Mo,
Subjectively," and ‘"How I Finger My High F# and Others." fThat sort of stuff. . But
I sonchow’ Never Got Around to Ite Maybe, Gary, .yould 1ike %0ese? Afhat with
the Hughes story last tine and Ted White's article this tire I think maybe I'm on
the verge 'of publishing a jazz fanzine elready. I don't really have any desire
to do so, though. I'd rather concentratc o Beeoming a Narie in fish fandoqiz

DICK SCHULTZ, DETROIT, MICHIGAN

Hoffrian, ndateh, stole -the wholec issuc. For information on Follmikdor: was fabu-
louse ‘And besides that, she had a muzber of those NLCRL cards with her at the
ChiOon. If only I'd rcad this article 'fore going to the Chifone.. At any rato,
Lee made it to tho Cons She and Grandpaw Tucker and Bloch and Willis were at it
again, as thoy say. Willis was nusing over the past and I noted that all that was
necded was for Keasler to walk through™ thc drug storc doors. :

I'n beginning to get a little bugged at Stiles! habit of drawing odious nos-
trils on every cotton-picking nosec he plops on stencile Tt!s getting to be a lit-
tlec sickeninge. ‘ﬁﬁhqt, of course, is Steve's hong-up. Other fan cartoonists arc
hung up on-hnir§navels, breasts, or Wazi arm bands.f :

STEVE STILES, NEW YORK, NEW YORK 33

Mr. Deindorfor, sir, I understand that you arc a "fan." I mn very intcrosted in
beconing o "fan," and-in learning morc cbout "fondom.” I read scicnce fiction
every day, oxcept-ron Thursdays when the library is closed. Did you ever recad-
Freddy the Pig Goes to lars??? Very good scicnce fiction (or "scientifiction," as:
Unclc Gernsback caif§_f€7:~ dnyway, I would like tc.correspond with you to lcarn
morc about this "fandon"; I need a hobby, far my hubcap.collection was FEAEL44
stclen. I om eleven years old, ond an.six fcect talle I work in daddy's missila
dofonse plant. Are-all "fanzines" as good as Srudgc???? ATt is letters like

this one which give a young foned the strength to go on. Seriously, gang, I
think we have a rcal "corer" in this boy nomed Stiles, don't you? By tho way,
Steve, I rcad Freddy the Pis Goes to lars back when I too was eleven years old,

It was ny first scicntifiction book and bigosh I was really and honestly "hooked."™
I finished it in just four weeks and stumbled into ny school library and asked +he
librarion where I could get "more books likc that!" She smiled indulgently and
recached bchind her desk and brought out a paperbound cdition of Housc of Joye And
by Jeoz I've been reading "the fiction of the futurcl!® ever sincey Stevell
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RICK SNEARY, SOUTH GATE, CALIFORNIA

Lyddite came to me at a very good time. I'd just gotten a whole raft of fanzines
(a - very soggy way to get fanzines) filled with war and rumor of war. It scemed
that about half of fandom was out to prove the other half were crooks, idiots,'or
at least un--American. It got so that I almost felt like reading the newspaper
to see something cheerful. Then Lyddite came along, with a whole crew of happy
people, People I Have Been Watching. Yes. Well, there arc exceptions. I've
~known LeeH since she was a boy, and of course Langston Hughes is none of our own.
(But they is real great folks just. the same.) But you, Stiles, Koning, Demmon, and
maybe a couplé of others have been fighting the trend. You have been swimming
against the current. You have been beatiig your own paths to feme and all that,
Or even ALl That.

How,- I* can hear you ask. Well, noe¢..I can't hear you ask. You won't ask
it until you: read this, and then how could I hear you now, even if I could hear
you all the way from New Jersey. But never mind that, 1111 answer you, just as
if I did hear you. The answer is that you are friendly and enjoy life and like
people and donft try to make a big deal out of anything. No, you guys write stuff,
and when I see it I know I can read it with a good taste in my head. You're
going to be clever, and funny, and maybe say something important. You are not
going to tell me what a hard wordd it is, or what a louse so&so is. You're as
apt to talk about the girls you have raped as Redd Boggs or Harry Warner, You
sron’t reveal how you first took up narcolics, or analyze the scclal significance
of the last UPA cartoon. You won't be likely to be talking about the "German
Problem" or how to do away with the NFFF. You don!'t even try to write like
e e Lrying to-write like - —— « You write frésh stuff. Not all
of it is deacthless. Some of it isn't nearly as much fun to rcad as it must have
been to write. But that don't hardly take the fuzz off it.

Get me not wrong, I dig Warhoon and its message to the worlds I read
Axe with baited breath, waiting to see who will sue who next. I'roll around and
Taugh and laugh at some of the sly digs in Void, Shaggy, and Hyphen. But it
is nice to pick up zines which I can enjoy; just for fun. You are all part of a

roop that I kind-of hope might be a new trend in fandoms One that was sort of
like Fifth-Fandon———when things were just funa fThanks a. lot for the kind werds
on our group, Rick, but who is "—werro o ‘Z

Now, since T got an FM (right now out of whack, as it is a4 real old set and
they don't make *ubes for it--—and one of thc oncs that cost $8.50 has died) I
have been digging folk music. BEspecially Thecdore Bikels, I . have also dug LeeH
for a long time, like I said. So I'm real interested in what che writes. I
remember the first doys of the crazc with her, when she wes running folk rwusic
fanzines through FAPL, and I didn't understand them any more than a South 8sa
Islander understands thermodynamics. Then she stopped writing cnything for a
while but minac. Then ¢ ycar ago she starts up with more or less FAPL old-tinmer
anounts of necteriale Never said why she cooled on the folk bit. I understand
now. dJust like her first time in fandoms She burned herself out.

Stiles is sometines a little "sick" and sometimes a little too "sharp! but
there is no arguing cbout taste. And he is one of the most talented cartoonists
in fandon. A Good Pellow, und these arc o first-roatc scream.

Koning is scrious in his well-written bit of fan-fiction« But unlike other
fan-fictionists, he worries that othecrs might take him seriously, and cast hin (in
nane only) into the villain’s role. Very good, end I enjoyed it.

Lastly-—of the famnish stuff—--is k Genuine Biffable. ‘A type of humor thet
rust have a linite It is so linited in scale and scope that it cen't go on being -
funny forever, But I still laugh et them, and hope that they’ slowly soften ny
srain or warp ny mind so that I keep on thinking they are funny for o Very Long
Tirme. (If only he would get over killing his characters off. 1Is there a death
wish hidden among 2ll this -light-hcarted whinsy? Are all your funny remaorks
secretly nessages of hate ondrdespair? Arc you all really secret agents 'of Koning
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and the DWE moverent? A&re you planning to undcrmine fandon by being funny nen,
and then when the Best Minds in Fandom lay helpless and exposed beforc you, are
you going to pour the acid of contempt upon then? Sayl That's a pretty good
line isn't it?° &% 13¢ a word that would be worth almost a half buck. Why en I
wasting such jewels on you? éﬂ check for 50¢ is on its way to you;z

FRED QALVIN, ST. PLUL, MINNESOTZ

I liked "Thc Ant in the Bottle" best. The piece about South Sea Islanders really
got ne; even after I'd rcad it to mysclf severcl tines, I still couldn't rcad it
to a friend without laughing.

Why does Calvin W. "Biff" Demmon use such a complicated name? Every timc I
see it, it reninds me of campaign posters that say, "Vote for Robert W. !Bob!
Anderson for County Cormissioner” or sormcthing like that: the full name so the
voters will recognize it on thc ballot, and the nicknanc for the folksy touch.
éﬁhy do you use such a complicated name, Celvin W. "Biffl Demnoqu

BOB "SEFTON" LICHTMEN, LOS INGELES, CLLIFORNIA

I dearly love receiving faanish fanzines in the mails thesec days, because I was
brought into fandom during the time when they were perhaps at their zenith
(late 1958 and through 1959 was the pealk, I think; I cane into fandonm in nid-—
1958) and they'rc My Kind of Fanzinc, rcally, though I've never produced one
nyself. Nowadays, when the only two non-apa faanish fanzines left that eppear
regularly or even irrecgularly are Void and Dafoe, thc addition of Lyddite is a
significant factor. sAnother issuc of 4 Bes should be appearing soon. Joylf
None of these fanzines quitc ncasurc up to the past greats like Innuendo
and the carlier Hyphen, of course, for what can? (I read ny Imn file, quite
completc, thank you, at least once a ycar, muttering "skatekey™ under my breath
all the while.) " But I surc as hcll rcjoice cach tire onc drops into ny mail
box. In fact, the receipt of Dafoc Pert VI last week is what's pushed me into
writing this letter to you on Lydditc #3 boforc the season is post, if it isn't
alrcady. s Y .
I cortainly did enjoy LecH!'s article, cven the morcso after I realized
that she was telling me Somcthing I Alrcady Knew, though she was casting it into -
a more solid nmold than I'd nanaged to place around it herctofore. Having lived
in thc same town as Richard D. Ellington and having talked this surmicr past to-
Jock Root, I've already fanaged to get most of this information from ther. Why,
I've oven skimmed through (and rced sore of ) .the file of G'oo on Dick's book-
casce. . And I have ny Very Own Copy of G'oo #7, zowee! Thc first kid on my block,”
and all that. - : ' : ' 2T
411 of Stilesis cartoons werc goodgoodgdod this time, but the Lincoln onc
in the lower right.cornér of thc spread was by far the best., This onc descrves
ruch, much, mnuch widcr dietribution than the 75-100 copies of Lyddite in which
it appears; perhaps sone rogazine like The Realist.or even Now Yorker would be
intercsted. And, hell, the "Man" scorics, or ruch of it, is also sinmilar bait for
professional publication. Get on the stick, Stiles. ' e
Jeez, but I like whak Koning is doing in this scries of interlocking stories
of his. He's taken the old Larry Stark idec of using rcel neries in these storics,
though not nccessarily applying the roel names toithe rcal person's personality,
and like that. Of coursc, thc usual running jokc of "Dcan Ford" and "Gary S
Styles" is always Nicc. : Rt
Calvin's Biffablc was terribly nminor, likc hec said. B
I like Hughes! Bop fable, but sorichow this busincss reminds me of the reprints
from Road & Track that Racburn uscd to run in & Bas. They werc funny, and this
is funny, but sincc I don't understand all thc allusions thot must be there, I
feel somcwhat left out. ‘éfhe Hughcs story wasn't torribly inside, and it wasn't
neant to be funny.Z 3
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HARRY WARNER, JR., HAGERSTOWN, MARYLAND

You are to be congrdtulated on obtaining that Hoffman item about her old folksongs
at home days. Some of this informotion had come out in partial form in various
places but I'd wondered about the whole course of events and this description in-
dicates that the most interesting matters were those that did not slip out piecec-
meal. The motto, I supnose, or moresl, or whaotever you might wont to call it is
that o fandom hag ¢ hard time getting itself into the form of a real entity if it
hasn't been brought together by the written and printed word.

Your editorial indicates thaot you haven't been out in the great wide world
quite long enough to realize the slaming lengths to which Instant Recognition can
go in fields other than our fandem and jazz fandom. On several occasions I've been
present ot conventions because of newspaper duties, mistaken by this or that
individual as an attendce: whom held never seen before, and almost drawn into watecr
brotherhood with him before I could explain that I'm neither Elk nor Railroad
Prairman nor Grangere Now, if all this communication can occur on a one-way basis,
with me failing completely to return any of the conversation and stock phrases of
the particular group, how must it be to belong to one of these organizotions and
encounter a bunch of brothers in the group whom you've never seen before? It must
be almost as terrible as the voluntarily adopted procedure of those Americans who
visit Europe or Asio and spend most of their time planning schedules so thcy can
attend a Rotary club meeting in a different foreign city every day. [gtrangely g
believe it, that instant rocognition bit of mine was a play for laughs or chuckles
or whatever. The joke was that our communication consistcd of abbreviated 1little
gay-nothing phrascs. Nobody scems to have reelized this, thoughe I suppose this:
con beiascribed to the fact that I didn't develop the segment as well as I should
have., As for the peoplec vho plan their foreign climc schedules so that they can
hit a diffcrent foreign cityl!s Rotarian mecting every day, I find that sort of
reminiseent of the pcople who plan their vacation routes so they can hit a diffor-
ent group of faaans every day.~

You too fall into the plebian error in your comments on the Glenn journey,
when' you say "I.was watching the flight on television." Doggone it, nobody saw
the flight on television, and yet cveryonc in and out of fandem spcaks of having
done that very thing. fﬁn the tv staticn on which I followed the Glenn flight,

a hand periodically noved o tiny capsulc from one point to ocnother on a world
globc, I naturaily assumed, as a ridiculously typical follower of the whole
affair, that I was bcholding the hand of God moving Glenn's capsulec along its or-.
bital pathe I still believe this ? I gave perhaps 9C minutes of my timec to tele-
vision for the Glenn flight, a half-hour to Carpenter and none to Schirra for the’
simple ‘rcason that you couldn't scc anything that an intelligent dog couldn't
visualize without the help of a television sct and the sound portion was every bit
os platitudinous as the quotations that you cite would indicate. An East Germany .
correspondont tclls mo-that he saw tolecasts direct from the vehicles during the
reccent twinpack orbit by Russia, afid cven if thosc werc taped fakes, ot lcast the
public bohind the Iron Curtain docsn't go cround talking

about sceing things that were not on their screcns. (’Y g 't‘
Joan Shepherd betrays youth or inéxpericnce or somes \ ohyaus

thing whon he gets all cxcited about an lp record devoted / Ca1v1n

to sobbing. He apparcntly docsn't know that long a%o in "Dermon"
the 78 rpm da thcro was a qpectacularly succossfu lfor heh oo
record doyvot c to auphtcr—— 1Fy eg, horuolaughs,' thas

guffaws, tittering, and all dés in betwcen, ﬁ°$0
I heard it recenily over thn 11* and thought it was LTS

impressively done, considering that they couldn't
work with tapes and somconc had to keep all those
people in o jolly mood for threc whole minutes., It
would be safe to say that there is nothing so out-
landish or pointless produced by the record industry
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today that hasn't been excecded in its drecdful past. ABut today's outlandish
or pointless rccords arc forty minutes long, rother than three or four, thonks
to .science and various industrious and ingenious poople.f

I'm glad that you liked Bop because I road it and still haven't found a
piece of fiction about jazz that intcrests me. But I think that the Steve Stiles
portfelio is perhaps the most brilliant thing that fanzines have offered in the
form of art since Ella Parker's ATonm dnthology. %Ybung Stiles will be happy to .
read that.f =

LES GERBER, BROOKLYN, NEV YORK, LITHUANIA

Lydditc #3% surprised ne, in several ways. PFirst, it surprised me by arriving
without a copy of “Axe wragpped around it, Sccond, it surpriscd mo by being moro
than two pages long, and by containing material by people othor tham your noble
cditorial self. And finally, it surprised e by being full of things I didn't
like., Now, this doesn’t mean I didn't like the fanzine. There are some fanzines
you just den't like, cven though thec noteriel in ther my be perfectly hunky-dorys;
and there arc other fanzines you just like, cven though you doen't like the ma-
torial :in them, like the old Gry of threc and four yenrs back, or Yaondrc whon it
isn't carrying good naterial. Lyddite fits-into thot cotegory. I 1like the fan-
zine, of coursce But therc werc a mumber of things in it thet I didn't like, T -
did like Lee Hoffman's letter, cspecially sinee I've been wondering for years who
was responsible for thosc NLCRA tags. (I bought orc nysclf for a nickle in the
Folklore Center, and I still have it around somowhorc.) But I didn't like Johm -
Koning's story, which was curiously ‘inept and uncorifortably written, especially
in the nelodramatic end ridiculous cnding. It sounded like Mike Deckinger trying
to write Koning style. SThat!s frightening.Z I didn't like the Biffable, which
reninded me too much of Xent Mooraw and destroyed the happy-go-lucky hoohah tyno
of attitude I usuclly got from a Biffoblee I didnlt 1ike the thing by Langston
Hughes, which I thought was horridly sentimental. Music isnlt produced by being
bopped on the headse The same impulsces provoke all art, and being beaten on the
head isn't onc of then. The expericneces pcople have color their art (if youfll
pardon the unintended pun), but I con't go along with these theories that nttrie
bute jazz or folk music of the Negro to the fact of his oppression. £I think the
fact of the Negro's onpression accounts for a good bit of thc aspect of his music.
It docs not, of course, account for =ll of it. But I lilkod Hughes! story., I'n °
sorry &lncet nobody else did. " About the most positive reoction canie from Ted
White when I wos talking with hin on the phonc one daye &Ho called Bughes! ‘story -
"intercsting. "~

Your commercial for Tinmex watches isn't nearly so good as the one I saw
once, when the watch slipped of f the propellor blade and got lost in the tank.
I'd always wondered vhat would happen if one of the Tinex comrercials went off :
wrong, and I was monunentally pleasced whon thc Tirmex disappecred. Swoyze covercd
up pretty well, though. He said something like, 2Well, the watch foll off, but
if we could find it there in the tank it would be running perfectlyeeeed: I wish
held gotten flustereds I've always wantcd to scc that.

After dll the bitching about the material, I should at lenst tell about what
I liked. AYos, you should.Z Most of your oditorinl was OK and up, pretty far =
up. Lee's lotter-article was fascincting, cspccially to sorcone who watched the
New Lost Gity Remblers' build-up from the outside. ibout half the Stiles car-
toons arc nasterpieecs, the nastorpicce being "Holl of a eliehoc.” - £Y¥ou nean
there were only two cartoonszz And while the sandwich was terrible, the paper
tasted very good. If you don't pudlish Lydditc #4, pleasc send me some nore of
that crunchy good papor.

SOME OTHER WORTHIES wrote, mostly on thc backs of postcards.  Dian Girard thought
Koning's story was very fummy. I better not toll hor it wosn't ncant to bte. And
Golen Purcscent, Wilheln Furtwlinglor and Bob Vining sent moncy.




This was, or will be, Lydditc #4, depending upon whether you arc reeding this af- J
ter or before reading the rest of the issue. Table of contents is as follows:

The Ant in the Bottlc.ieseceeeroncean- s e Yourk Brdéndly cditordue & shieteie s e bl atetere
Onc Evening with Charles Minguseeeesess.Ted WhitCuesrsoivoeveasaisoacacsanseall
Bolden MouthingSe«.ecesseersssrsavencessIOUy; JOUy, YOU ANA YOUsoesoessseasssld

All interior artwork is by Deindorfer, ond the drawing on page eleven was traced
from a Hi-Fi Stereo Review photograph. Oover is also by Deindorfer, although he
shouldn't really adnit it.

8ince two pecople getually sent noney for copies of this Lyddite, I'm dropping a
price tag on this nog. It obviously isn't worth 30¢. Gad, sorie peopleese
Henceforth (or "hereinefter," as Bob Lichtmon would sey), Lyddite will be availa-
ble ‘to new reeders for loc's pronised, selccted ‘trades, acceptable contribs, or

a kigk in the rear. :

-

Thoge fans clready gottlné this nag nced only writc onece in a.while (or "every
'1ssue") to signify eontinued intercst gund £ll of that. If they send contributions
or trade their ftnz1nes for nine thet will make ric happy too. ("It docsnlt

take ruch  to make & little boy happy-—-maybe a picce .of ‘candy, a kind look; a'
wipe of your handkérchief on his runny nosc.") | |

It strikes ne that the ebove night lead people to say that I an aping Calvin- :
We "Biff" Derrion's colophon writing style. Well, I think one and all should kmow
that I was around fandor when Calvin Y. "Biff" DCMJOH was kicking little girls

of f! trlcycles; and I wrote like that thon, although sonewhat riore crudely, belng
but & young lad of thirtceny or "seveh. ;

A'letter just errived today from Boyd Recburn. He log some stuff on Lyddite that
rought just as well be printed herc, sincc it is klnd of happy reading. And so,
here is o Boyd Racburn letter of commend:

?
"CODC boek for children whose parents sey Millions of starving children here and
therc would love to have your food or whotover, is to soy Nerne One. Another:
coneback is, fine, let thon have it. Third onc is, !If you have to be starving
‘to bc able to cat ite.s! and variations on samc theme. However, parents sonetines
do not guitc Apprccistc thesc witty sallics on bechalf of their offspring,: hnd S
retribgtion can bo swift.

"Justified nargins arc not only a Drags, but also a Waste of Tinceesfor this roader
anywey, bccausc unobscrvent ol! me never noticcs that they ARE justified unlegs
the cditor talks sbout his justificd margins,; and then I look-again and think,

10h yos, they arc justified, aron't they. Silly ass editor.'" o -

Thdnks, Boyde £And on thct notc we will lcavc onc and all. 'Hopo yoﬁ cnjoyed (or
will cnjoy) thls issue, again deponding upon whether this pugo is last or first
on your _zgdlto #4 roeding schedule.,:

Lyddite, the Brisant Fenzine, fron
Gary Deindorfer
121 Boudinot St. .
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