ooy,
SEFC

on-Navigation 11.1

Special Corflu Edition

Wees befors Corfin was to become 2
ior me I began o accelsrate the
iu-‘mun of my fanzine, Brodie *3,
secretly nolding <lose to my heart the hope
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ol naving Brodie finished in fime to hand
sutat ':,rzl suiting anything together on

iy ning vear old Macintosh SE is a chore.
THirty -twio pagss was really mors than |
was prepared for, but I'm the ambitious
sort and had the bit {irmly between my

Two days before Zorflu I made
mysel! believs that Brodie was close to
‘.:h:.ir ) ignorinu" any and all signs that
I just had o type up a
Juick ev.ntu 1.11 urmt out my letler column
S IGF Twelve page piece about my
criminal frisnd, pick out some illos, do the
sk, fnd a cover, then deliver the whole

it up for collation and
iing, thsn, Brodie *3 would
it 1 had blindfolded myself and
ould only drsam of the egoboo [ might
CelTe 'vh"‘n I passed Brodie *3 out
during the convention.

[ tried W coordinate my publishing
endeavors at times when I thought many
fans might be resting, and found myself
working on Brodie at unu-“la.l hours, doing
wihat needed deing, and frantic that [ might
e missing outon gomf-*- ”rr—at going-ons at
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the Flaza. I couldn't bring myself o hold
SIf o B odie nntil :uter' orfiu ieven when

the middle of it, thinking I'd
figuring Corflu is an

L the best time) to pass out a
itz a faned conv enm tor Ghod's
zake! I D gh“f couldn't
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hand Brodie out to someapenple.

In the beginning [ dreamead of 3 largs
stack of pristine Brodies dominating the
Free Fanzine Table, available 10 evervons
on that first frenetic day when it zeemed all
the best stutf fo be found on the FFT iz laid
out for the circling zine-hungry fansds.
Deep down inside | was probably working
on 3ome sort of camoutlage angle, butI'm a
brave sort of lad (did I mention
ambitions?) and I thought Brodie might be
noticed among all the other fanzines and
conbids. At the very least because it looksed
30 -- neoish.

Late Wednesday night | found myself
sKetching out little niches of time
throughout the next couple of days when [
could work on my zine, but [ didn't taks
into account the hugs lump of ﬁm-ﬁ and
eneryy the Katz's Pre-Corflu Kick -off Party
would consume. [ actually ‘obm-ﬁd to
provide my driving services but had
prepared a few of Zood excuses o prevent
my immediate indentureship into the ferry
business, and so looked forward to leaving
the office =arly Thuraday afternoon. I
thought, af the very least, it'd be a zood
opportunity to meet some faneds.

[ arrived at the Katz's around 3:30pm
on Thursday afternoon, ready to meet
those many fans ['ve seen in the {anzines
=at, drink, be merry, and provide the
occasional ride. Before my first frip out
{which | managed to delay until close to
S:20pm) I met, for the first real time, Jerry

E’aufm:m Moshe Feder, Andy Hooper,
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saelby Vick, Dan Steffan, and a myriad
-ztssvrtm-enu:f Siller fen whose names
#3caps me at the moment.
inevitably 1 was asked t provids
shuiile service. Several times before |
had 3 handy ¢ :::fuse, but being plain all out
iand xnowing I was going to me Ted

White up, well.; My mission, which |
chose 1O az...-.,:pu.._. was o pick up Ted, his

wile Linda, and thetr kids; no problem in
my Rodeo. A quick chat with Ted on the

pnone 3%0 Up our rendszvous. |
remember that someons nesded a ride

ba ,‘{ ¢r their medicine, but [ was in such
a state that [ never discovered who
needed the Uit No bodies were recoverad
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n 2ot thetr ride.
ST FOULAare.
nort dme later I found myself
bx hn: circular drive in front of
e Plaza. 2en Wilson was there fo point
s OUL W Tee l 1 knew what Ted look=d
ke from Zilvercon 3 but he couldn'™®
w033ibly have rememberad me.} Ted and
family piled in and off we went.

Now, unless Ted had a bit of the
lemming in him and was Zoing to lead his
{amily in a planned jump from my moving
car, I had Qim for a 2ood fifteen to Dwenty
minuees.

[ conldn't help but goshwow over
i3 reviews in Habbakuk. [ asked him if
the general response he was receiving

Was Acceptable, to him. After exploring
e WEIC A it mors it was decided that
veopls mbht nw, o ugsed o such a
:~‘_Lb]'-7-:"~:t\i_?"':' revisw that wasn't |U'=-t
fice” fanzines uf
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ail tas tins ks manvy
eday.y 1owid lum that [ hoped he would

sontinue fis reviews without change and
12 sadd he would. He said he had a
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surprise for the readers of the next issue
who thought Ted White was being too
darsh. I could spill the beans, I actually
Know what the surprise is, but I've been
sworn to secrecy, you know, blood oath
and all that.

[ told him [ really =njoved BLAT,
and no, I hadn't read the last ish. Upon
hearing that he graciously offered me one
from his reom upon our return to the
Plaza. I was quick to jump on this, and as
my reward [ have a pristine copy of
BLAT *4 and it's accompanying BLAT
Archive issue, Syndrome *5.

In our last minutes together I told
Ted and Linda how Ted's mere presence
in mv vehicle had considerably ratsed my
status betors the eyes of my Vegas peers.
{ azked Ted {f it would be okay for me to
lord it over the YVegrants, he nodded in
what I teok to be the affirmative, a small
zmile on his wise fannish face {which [
secretly belleved was also his
benediction) as we pulled into the Katz's
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osasien in my life
mpetitive-liks

hizs mamentous o
birthe a somewhat
r#il e.. in methatl soen be':_m Dracuoing. |
fo myzelf crdsing l,onld the rest of the

ho needed 3

OragELr g gn-wmrm less ambitions
Teers. [ would clean my seats svery

mornmg, set fresh donuts on the dash and
rrovide worthy beverages and smcekables
o anyone of suffictent stature 10 satisfy
oMy Craving.
How that Corflu is over [ find myself
offering rides 0 Araie and joyce
wheneTer e mood strikes me. They
inform me they have their own car but
ey neglect W lon :1der the historical
importance of my vehicle in regards to
who nas gracsd my gray-clothed bucket
38at3 3 hlh their behinds. ['re even gone o
far as to replace the Jonuts. But they
ontinus wodeny me, smugly stating that
th-.-:h entire house had been inundated by
fannish i eger-w and BNF's, and that my car

is only a transitory and nnimportant sifs
wne.r~ fannizh buttocks mavy have only

reronorarity

rasted. (They reveled in that
word "temporary’, hinting around the
name of a cerx:un fan thr—*-v had 1'n

I"-.-"F; resigned mysell to the fact that
the zame opportunity again

WO ave S0 many real live fans ride with
me in my car, conversing apout things
fannish, and éamng my Jdonuts. But, I've

alzo tound a way to keep this compulsive
CoUp-counting alive. Once a week [ gift
myseil with the company of somsone’s

ianzine, a symbolic representation 5o o
speak. I still 2ot the vicarious thrill of

2
1
having a BNF {and in some cazes even

severall ride with me, stapled together and
seat-belted in, providing me “with fannishly
arausing thoughts as [ cruise the streets of
Las Vegas. [t also saves on the donuts.

Hawing finally returnsd to the
apartment after some five ferry frips,
sometime around 3:00am Friday morning,
Brodie still unnm:.hed, I realized I wasn't
Zoing to make it in time {or the Free Fanzine
Table Fantazy I'd been lately nursing.

Crap.

[ was also unprepared for the
unexpected fatigus. [ consoled myself with
3 stale beer, and as [ slowly drifted off fo
sleep, [ 3aw the hazy image of myself
assing Brodie out to the curions and
celebratory fen in the consuites Saturday
night, the fuzzy picture (1 was falling asleep)
of necish dedication. Before unconsciously
spilling my half finished beer to seep into
beds nr-:-ef“ and mattress, [ decided to do a
lump of work Friday mght, and finish off the
rest Zaturday morning, and lats that
afternoon deliver the finishad product m
Kinkes. But, as I was to later discover, I
dreaming.

Friday night furned into early
Zaturday morning, 3:30am to be exact.
While my letter r:olumn slowly burped out
of the printer {and my girlfriend blissiully
slept), I was roughing out my editorial. Not
quite done, I returned o the Plaza around a
quarter o five, slept five hours, went back
to the apartment, finished my r-*-ditoriftl did
some proofing, layout, and printing, then
scooted back to the Plaza.

[ was to partake in the Fannish Feud
and theught the entire proceedings would
be mere tolerable if I croggled my greep, so
[ headed to the ASS and =njoyed the
company of the Falls Church Team for an
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hour or 3¢ before we headed down to feud.
(W= had worksd curselvss inte a frenzy by
weing nice o sachother ;| Having disabled
their buzzer o prevent the Falls Church
Team the chance to answer by ringing
thelr ziass with their spoon ithereby
aierting Arnie they had the answer), the
MLE Bovs made an incredible come from
tehind victory with the aid of a suspicious
s¢oring system and JoHn Hardin's quick
tut humble skill with Team Church's
spoon. Soon after, [ abducted Tammy and
made my way back to our apartment for a
little finishinz-up and printing.

[ forgot how slowly my printer

printed it tm"&:: over an hour %o printsut 3
twelve pag longer than [ planned.

it _,_Lj_ ;:5_!. 7 e tnnﬁ to ratd my newly
acquirsd Rotsler-Gilliland Sampler
Portfolio for art, that [ nabbed af the FFT
3ometime garly Friday.
_ﬂ._’r‘p %o H5:00pm, [ worked.
Fma“" nm ng figured st a cover (thanks
wsler), and still outting and pasting (but
-':t*m"f closer all the time), [ was begmnmg
mm: my Jabirday night fantasy might
With sverything done Tammy

ot L" ) *.{j

l’:

I;ettel Jwer o Kinkos for the final
phase. (Where :uhgr that long birthing

I’ ianzines 'lI' = omkwn

jagzed shore.J
[ was told it couldn't be done until
ZJunday morning.
“Sunday morning?t° 1
that's 2 day :d‘ﬂ Zavurday! Wha

LI -
el '.Uﬂl‘?::u L

cried, "Why,
at about

, JOrry. Tonight's impaossible,”
Sehind the counter zaid, "we're
1,.-,;1;; :1 J:,,hu 2ut we can have it ready for
Fou Junday morning. "

Tammy held me cloze, comfortiing

mrh and keeping at bay the dark shadow of
Ep r that was threatening o overwhelm

Now, 1 could hawe tried other copy
atorrr- fand probably should hawve), but vet
another one of my egoboo dreams had been
dissipated, and *houtfh [ was on the verze of
complete despondency (reallyl, I was alze
sager for the evening's festivities to begin. It
was a little past &:30pm and [ wanted to take
Tammy to dinner, fuel up s to speak, then
party the rest of the night. Running about
looking for a mors accommeodating copy store
just didnt fit into the evening's plans.
Besides, Tammyv promised she'd comfort me
back at the Plaza.

“When? [ asked dejectedly.

"@0dam,” the 2uy said.

"a:00am?" [ asked dejectedly

"Qam,” I was assured.

nday morning it was.
my Saturday night hand-out rantasy

So much for
. Backin

UNDELThje” DORL MBOY « KBTS




the car Tammy had already begun to
comiort me, [ swerved alittle, and the idea
i passin ; out Brodie during the E‘m;{ufar
'o ed in my distracted little skull. [ saw
nysell ; 111.1;11; from fable to table, a thick
stack of Brodies cradled in one arm
cutting quite a figure, | must say),
el atiully surpri: mg the happy f2n with
iy Cinsas :r ¥ -'-mﬁ"’- {I'd never besnto a
Sandguet zo didn™ know if it was at all
possi ble but I was Jreammg, Tammy was
compicriing me, and it seemed a fine idea at
the *_er-:- ) Reluctantly {and with my head
in the clouds once again) [ decided Sunday
morning would be a splendid time to pass
out Brodie.

e,
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Corilu Vegas. Jaturday night Tenish.

From cur room on the sizttsenth floor,
Tammy and [ made our way to the
consuites for a pizza feast we saw
scheduled on the program for that evening.
Upon our arrival Aileen and Zen (the
Formans) said response to the idea was
iacking 30 they had decided against any
pizza. Tammy and [ plucked the remains of
some delicious chicken wings tfrom a
nearby wok while listening to this
4isappointing news. It's not like there
wasi't encugh lood, buta pizza craving had
36t upon us sarlier in the evening {after
dinner, and atter the comforting) and there
was no shaking it. We saw the program
and had made it our mission to descend
upon the picza fsast with a hunger befitting
wie idea of [zasting. No pizza. Welll

Being the actifan that [ am (they
don't call me Mr. Enthusiasm for noth"n-::;‘!, I
zrabbed a nearby phone (really in the next
room and not nearby at all}, and began
scanning through the yellow pages for
ossible pizza places. During this time (no

one seemed to deliver to the Plaza, much
less know where it was) [ met Mike
Mclnerny. We zat on the bed together

while [ tried pizza place after pizza place,

talking about movies, the Oscars, and what
really deserved what, as far as we werse
concertied. Mike touted the Shawshank

Redemption while [ zroused :about how |
hated the Oscars to begin with. [ finally
discovered that New Tork Pizza would
deliver, placed a conservative order of four
pizzas (though knowing deep Jdown in my
heart, that four wouldn't be enough) well, I
figured, it would e quite a display of slice-
snatching and pizza-pinching. Let the
skilled gorge themselves on pepperont and
cheese. Survival of the fittest.

Having placed the order [ sxcused
myself from Mike's pleasant company and
went in search of Joyce (telling Tammy I'd
be back in a2 moment) to advise her about
the nunplanned pizza purchase. Af thistime,
having cornered her in one of the consuites,
we had begun to notice the converzational
ripples of "bheer, we want bheer” {loating
down the hall and through the consuites.

“We want bheer,” a thirsty fan with a
beard and glasses said.

“f2ah,” another piped in, “or we'l
start touting you for a Worldcon.”

Joyce recognized the danger of
thirsty fen and suggested a quick bheer run
to the Holy Cow. Now, we only planned for
one run, Burbes's Bheer Bash Sunday
afternoon, but it was Saturday night and
the fen, mouths dry and throats parched,
were understandably thirsty for the Food
stuff. They wanted bheer with a little color.
& little character. Bheer that made you zay,
‘Hey, I'm drunk!” Bheer that stained.

somewhers along the way [ said
goodbye o my lover and recruited JoHn
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Hardin (not a fair trade but JoHn can ft
more), and togsther we decided 1t would be
aicg i we could find an out-of-town fan t
accompany us iin the interast of sut-of -
wwn fan relations, and because we wanted
one Mors person to help carry.) Crossing
the conconrse towards the parking garage,
after being turned down only a time or two,
who should happen to come along? Why,
Mike Mclneravy!

"Hello Mike!” [ said, "Whatchya
doin?

“Went up o my room to change,” he
anzwerad, sipping a firmly gripped beer.

“Want to come with us?” joHn asked,
“Wete Zoing on 3 beer run.”

Teah,” I chimed 1n, "and we'd Ke W
wring an out of town rfan with us”

"in the interest of out-of-town fan
relations,” JoHn supplied.

"And my, don't you have strong
WwoKing arms?” 1 said.

Mike took another sip and looked us
1p and down with an inebriated and semi-
critical a#ve, "You need help carrving the
hesr " he zaid.

"That t00,” joHn zaid.

{Having spent, Ghu only knows how
much time in his car with his wife, Jdriving
from Zan Francisco to Vegas, I'm sure Mike
was thinking, "Fuck, I don't want to 2o with
these guys and help carry theer. [ want to
20 3¢¢ some of my old friends ")

“Surs,” he shrugged, "it sounds liks a
Zood thing o do”

“We're Joing o the Holy Cow, ('3 just
doetwn the street” 1 3aid, 33 we started for
tae parking garage. "We'll have a couple as
Wiy Il our order”

"OKay,” Mike said around another
Zulp from his can.

oy the iime we arrived at the top

floor of the parking arage where [ parksd,
I realized that I'd left my Kevwsin my room.
foHn and Miks wanderad about for more
than a few minutes, but [ was back in less
than fen. Armed with a fully
comprehensive understanding of "The
More Bheer The Better” {a motto shared by
the three of 13}, and with the warm
knowledge that we were doing a good thing
tucked near our hearts, we boarded my
Rodeo and fastened our seatbelts

[ made short work of the parking
garage and zipped down the Strip to the
Holy Cow in no time at all. We placed our
order for eleven half-gallon jugs of their
beer (they had Guiness and such on tap but
would only sell their own micro-brewed
bear ) We decided on four red ales, four
pale ales, and three wheat beers. If took 3
while to fill up 2leven half-zallon {ugs 50
we settled in for a pint or two and teasted
ourselvss with a deserved "well dons”

“#hat did you get again?” JoHn askad
Mike.

“Their red ale,” he answered, lifting
his pint for a sip.

"How ‘bout you?" I asked JoHn.

‘T 2ot the Boston Red,” he said.

"Can I taste that?” Mike asked,
offering his for a taste in return.

“Sure,” JoHn said, as they exchanged
beers.

“That's pretty good,” JoHn said.

I like yours better,” Mike said as
they traded their beers back.

During this sipping and critiquing,
while our pretty bar maid filled the jugs, I
witniessed a belligersnt drunk mobbed o
silence by the macho cow cops that patrol
the Holy Cow.

"Here,” JoHn said, passing me his
beer.
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“Mmm, I lik= that ” I said, 2ves wide
a5 i watched the two cops quistly wrestle
the drunk to the flcor over Mike's and
Hn's shoulders.

Tow compare,” Mike ordered,
passing me his beer and taking JoHn's.

“Teah,” I zaid, after a good gulp,
“JoHn's i3 batter” I passed Mike's back
and Miks 51id the Boston Red (the better of
the two, 30 we 3ay) back to JoHn. By now
the cow ops had faken the drunk away,
l=aring a scon-to-be-filled empty space
wehind my Uwo companions.

“What did you order,” JoHn asked
me, licking fcam frem his upper lp.

‘Guiness,” I answersd proudly, "the
est beer in the wotld!

"Oh,” joHn replisd.

“Hmrmph,” Mike said.

N¢ one wanted to taste my beer.

i made no mention of the late
strugzle o my companions, choosing
rather to e Miks enjoy our company
instead of worrying about life-thraatening
Jdrunks, macho cow <ops, and the minor
frenzy the combination produced.
Incident ignorad (I still don't know if Miks
eyven saw it), we finished our bheers and
ingged the {ugs %o my car.

Northbound on the Strip, just a few
blocks before Bonneville (see map/ a local
Tan owner and a tax driver battled
sachothsr for roadspace. Typical Vegas
traffic sassgunfire. The cabby quickly
won the bout by slamming the side of his
cal into the van's, pushing the local into
oncoming traffic (a practiced move |
mself relish, yeot am now bereft of due 0
my new vehicle), {orcing him o maks a
zharp and unexpected left turn into a side
street. During this time Mike ifrom the
vackaeat; was telling JoHn and I how he

S

came to be in fandom (we were entranced
(read that as drunk) and were paying full
attention to his oration.) I remain ignorant
(it was beginning to bother me that such a
feeling was coming upon me so often) as to
whether JoHn and Mike even saw the brief
traffic duel. Anyway, we left the tad fo
cruise for unwary drivers and glided down
Bonneville, chattering about this and that,
oblivious to bumper cars and crazed cow
£OPS.

Turning right on Main Street we wers
in s1ght of the Plaza when the car in front of
us swerved {and [ mean abruptly), taillights
glaring as he hit the brakes. A shopping cart
full of someone’s life (Mik= cautioned me)

“loomed befors us, quickly followed by its'




zeparated and desperate owner lurching
after it. [ cranked the wheel left (into
oneoming traffic), we swerved around both

the cart and ownsr, missed some car 2oing
the other way, and soon found surselves
riaring up the parking ramps @ the safe
and fannish haven of Corflu. With nota jug
fostled, bounced, broken (or sadly), opened.
It was a bheer run of Indiana Jones
proportions, with drunks, crazed cow cops,
a pracious and priceless treasure, bumper
cars, and homeless shopping carts, but we

3

made it. We returned to find the pizza
Jdevoured and a small hoard of dehydrated
fans ready to relisye us of our “ud“" cargo.
Tammy, whom [ left behind safe and
zound, filled up on her share of pizza and
thoughtiully saved JoHn and [ a couple
siices. I turned to ask Mike if he'd care fo
partake_. but he was 2one, last sighted with
1 {ug in hand wandering the consuites, his
wize fannish face aglow with bheer and a
zood deed well done.

I think I went to bed around four or
five in the morning that "night”, but I can't
raally remember. My wake-up call rolled
me out of bed at 2ight. I didn't get off the
floor until half-past, but [ made it to Kinkos

by nine, awake, unwashsd, and
immeasurably anzous.

When they pulled out the ream-sized
Loz my order was suppesed to bein [ knew
I wasin serions irouble. [ had put togethsr
a thirty-two page fanzine. [ ordered a
hundred and twenty copies, and there was
1o way over two thousand pages wers
going to it inte a five hundred pags box

[ opened that box to the muifled
cracking of my breaking heart. Within ifs
shadowed recesses [ found one hundred
and twenty pertect copies of my first and
second page, twelve copies of my third and
tourth pages, seven copies of my ninth and
tenth pages, and fen copies of my fifth and
sixth pages.

[ wept.

No banguet distribution for me. No
quiet thank-yous or congratulations. No
2g0boo. No fun. [ sobbed into the crumpled
copies of my cover, hands unknowinaly
clutching, as if to 2ive those pages life once
more. [ stood there leaning against the
counter, tears dripping pitfer-patter into



the open box and useless pages within.

W could have it fized and ready by
wo o'clock this afternoon,” a helpful voics
promized me. [ looked up to find the
uncomiortable store managsr staring at
me, not only with pity, but a bit of
ravulsion L well. After having scuttled out
of his office to 32¢ why this larze
unwashed, unshaven, smelly man was
weeping (n the middle of his store, he
assessed the sitnation immediately and
thresy me that small line of hope.

"2:00pm?” [ asksd through my tears,
desperate and perhaps a little crazed.

"2:00pm,” he promised me with his
oily and ingratiating smile.

[ Kasw I couldn' trust him, but [ had
ne choics 1and it wasn't like [ was thinking
wery clearly at the time) As [ walked out
W mv car, my cracked and broken heart
supped careiully in my hands, [ thought
that it'd Deen a pretty zood four days. My
tirst Cortlu, my second convention, and [l
been having a blast the entire time. Even
without having passed Brodie out. Still, |
thought, ¢7es narrowing as a plan formed,
thers was Burbee's Birthday Bheer Bash!

Why, that very evening a large
aumber of fen would remain o celebrate
Burbee's birthday (unfortunately without
the Burb). Dri'-.-'mg back to the Plaza I
daydrsamed of unsuspecting fen receiving
2 cool micro-brawed bheer (it was my job
W run to the Holy Cow for the bhser that

night) and a Brodie (a two in one deal, you
: ust can't beat .h:’f) as [ handed them out
at the party. “It's still not too late,” [ told
myzelf as [ par ..ed my <ar in the parking
Zarage.

ol ot oo late,” became my
mantra, muttering it under my breath
while dressing for the banquet, in the

elevator on the way down, and even af our
takle. I was a little whacked ouf but
Tammy wisely ignored me. jack Speer's
beenie distracted me from my worries long
2nough to 2ot me back on track and enjoy
that morning's meal, awards, and speeches,
not to mention the slightly tired but happy
company of my fellow fen,

2:30pm. Kinkos.

Instead of exploding with
eXasperation, killing all within the copy
store and leveling it to the ground when [
discoveraed two blank pages in my pracious
fanzine fr\nn before my letter column, and
the second my bacover), I just slumped my
shoulders, der-ﬁ-atei A bit of drool hung
down from my numb and disbelieving face
as [ stared at the tall pile of flawed copies
that shared space on the counter.

[ was no longer able to produce fears
but didn't seem to have any f ouble at alt
manufacturing a thick rope of zpit that
continued £o slip from my slack-jawed
mouth. As [ shook my hiead ithe beginning
of 2 zerious bout of denial) my rope of drool
began fo oscillate, swinging in time with my
head as | sadly moved it from side to side.
Given sufficient time I'm sure some sort of
moaning “wail would have begun to develop
somewhere inside me, but the drool was
meore than [ could handle and was
becoming somewhat of a bother.

With a sharp shake of my head [ sent
it flying against the wire-wrought colored-
paper display sitting on the counter next to

my stack of flawed zZines, encircling it with
a wet bolo-like slap, little bits of spit
ricocheting off and landing on the counter
{and my zines) like sticky raindrops. This
was oo much for the store manager, and
when [ wetly suggested that [ only pay for



nty-five copies {stiffing them for the
re:st), he was quick fo nod agresment while
irying to discrestly signal for a sponge and

ack at the Plaza [ retreated to the
ACE, fllt'rh‘-*f"’x’?fl Jefeated, but not down for
the count. After all, [ 4id have twenty-five
copies. Cn the drive back [ stopped and
bm.v:f‘lf 3 -3fap1e-=r and after a few calming
wkes, Andy Hooper and JoHn Hardin
h@lped me ’.‘t&pl'-" together my paltry and
Hawed twenty-tive copies. [ will always
remember those two kindly.

The migratory faneds in the ASS
asked for copies and socner than [ expected
[ was left hoarding my tast six slightly-
crumpled iszues of Brodie * 3, carrying
them around in my bag after leaving the
AZS, adrift and alene. Tet again, another
distributon dream, bheet and Brodies,
faded into the times that never wers

Later that night Arnie found me
sxplaining my trials to the firedoor at the
2nd of the hall, slightly delirions but
smphatic in my hatred for Kinkos, copy
stores, and people in general. Looking to
Laum me, Arnie promised he'd help me copy
off a whole new run of Brodies, assuaging
my fears. He gently zuided me back fo the
And imoking Suite as [ wiped a bit of
accumulated spit from my lower lip with
the back of my hand, nodding at his
persuasive voice as the door to the ASS
whooshed opensd and we were enveloped
Ly the smoky <louds waling within.
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