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Clifford Stenberg, While it is true that such measures as buying beverages in re-
1430 B Defence turnable bottles, refraining from throwing papers on the ground,
Maskegon, Mich. 49441 etc. are of relatively little value in the real battle against

pollution, they are important. It is far better to treat the
symptoms than not to treat the disease at all, Just because your contribution is of
little real help is no excuse to live in a pigsty.

I am inclined to be extremely pessimistic in outlook as far as pollution is concerned.
Indeed I'm afraid that our government will not move in any meaningful way until mass
deaths do occur. hen of wealth and power will never, never never do anything to jeo-
pardize their standing with others of their peer group, especially men whom power so
i1l becomes as Richard Nixon and Spiro Agnew! Hell, every time I see Mr. Nixon on
the telly he seems to be thinking: "Whee! Look at me; I get to ride on an airplane--
for free!l" What someone has to do is to bring home to these people that their lungs
are just as susceptible to dirt as us common people., While we're at it, maybe we can
also convince them that their shit does too stink!

Rosemary's column was very good too. I like the way she can handle a serious topic
without sounding Voice of Doomish but can still get the point across. If everyone
could do that (I can't) the world wouldn't be any cleaner but we'd all laugh a lot more,

All of this has led up to one point on which I must take issue with you: abortion re-
form. VWhile you didn't say so in so many words I got the distinct impression that you
are in favour of abortion on demand. I am not.

Overpopulation is indeed one of the most, if not the most, serious problem facing man-
kind today. Of all the scourges of man, none (with the possible exception of organized
religion) has caused and will contintie to cause more suffering and misery than over-
population. However, abortion on demand is not the answer. I am one of those people
who believe that a human being is a human being, from the very moment of conceptiontil
the day he dies, all protestations and pseudoscientific "evidence" notwithstanding. All
my life I have heard people weeping and gnashing their teeth at the cruelty and injust-
ice of capital punishment, staunchly maintaining that no man has the right to take the
life of another. Is abortion any different? Is the death any less permanent?

kMany critics of war act similarly, but is dropping napalm on a 3-month-old child any
less inhuman than coldbloodedly murdering one at minus 3 months? How much more help-
less can a child be?

I'm not trying to say that abortion is never necessary; in certain instances of course
it is. The victims of forcible rape should not be suffered to bear the rapist's child.
If there is a good chance that the child would be seriously deformed mentally or phy-
sically or if the mother's life is in immediate danger then abortion not only should be

performed, but in the name of humanity, it must be.

I for one however do not wish to live in a world in which one citizen is given the ar-
bitrary power of life and death over another, even if it is an unborn child's mother.

The worst thing about the abortion controvery is that if the aborticon-on-demand bills
are passed (and they probably will be) they will not help one iota in the battle again-
st overpopulation. As a rule women who do not want children do not get pregnant. Those
women who do not want children and upon finding themselves preznant demand free abortion
are only sacrificing their unborn children on the alter of their laziness and ignorance.
Worse yet, those who would sacrifice a child to the god of Women's Liberation deserve

an end that man for all his cruelty has not yet been able to devise.

((And so they are “"punished" by bearing the child they do not want, or cannot support-
economically and emotionally? And so the child too is punished by being unwanted? That
seems cruel enough to me... I think, too, Cliff, that you contradict yourself by
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saying that aborting a fetus is "cold blaoodedly murdering" it, yet agreeing that under
certain physical and emotional conditions, abortion "must" be performed "in the name of
humanity." And I do not much like living in a world in which governments, legislators
and the "silent majority" (who are usually pretty vocal) have arbitrary power over my
lifestyle, And... but on to the editorial.))

Greg Shaw, ASPIDISTRA leaves me similarly lost for comment. I was most impres-
64 Taylor Dr., sed with the artwork ("Yawn" say iike and Susan), especially the .
Fairfax, CA. 94930. fact that Bjo Trimble seems to have ended her retirement from fan-
dom, unless you have raided some old fan's art file. I can't rouse
the interest to read any fanzine articles about ecology and pollution. It seems to me
that if I wanted these facts I could turn to any newspaper or .iagazine published in the
last 2 years. You may think I'm a fink for not wanting to bone up on all the details of
pollution, but my feeling is that I don't need to be an expert, since I have no intention
of becoming an envircnmental scientist or even an eco-activist, I will support ecolog-
ically sound products and lezislation, but I'd like to think I already have enough know-
ledge knocking around in my mind to tell good from bad in that respect. Percentage
figures for atmospheric pollution or any other such technical information interests me
about as little as could be imagined. I know things are bad, and that's all that matters.
There are people around with scient fic minds who will fix things up as soon as public
support forces the govt. to take the problem seriously, and in the meantime the only
good those endless columns of alarming facts can do is to outrase complacent people who
have the mistaken idea that all is ducky. Surely fans know better already.
((Several other people commented on Pjo's fine art work, Greg-- I gather that Alicia Aus-
tin and George Barr have pdgdéd #¥ encourazed her to draw more, in her leisure moments
between looking after a family, zraduating from art school, publishing, planning art
shows and all that, and the response to her work here and in I'EDGUMEN would seem to
indicate that fans are delighted that they have done so! Vhen fans comment on the art
at all, of course. +sigh+))

Lae Strelkov, Oh, but what fun is Susan! Susan's going to discuss Serious Prob-
Casilla de Correo 55, lems? Yes®? But when? Surely not in "iy 2¢ Vorth"» I laughed
Jesus waria, Cordoba, so much I fziled to read between the lines where the Serious
Argentina, Problems undoubtedly pullulate!

I think the most serious problem is

~ ‘exactly one of those draconian sol-
Fanc‘om IQOS o(cme. move utions to pollution and waste-less-
over the years to paper : "Don't publish the next is-
- . sue of your fanzine." Yes, I've
t M b
' toyt PO “ut ° heard the paper mills are among the w

~ ()
4, . worst polluters, but what would we
do without the stuff? I'm afraid de-
spite my infatuation for ".other
Larth and Her Gang," if the only way
to keep the paper-mills turning is to
Pollute Her Flanet, let's continue to
pollute it and let Her figure out the

. < | {', an any -
‘ . one elseg
hT—LI(me CYF

1/, A the tons

of popel

\1/ solutions in her own way. She can't
4 t:léCJ up th fxpect us to return to happy illiter-
. acy? Of course, we could all start
C_O“@Ct ons microfilming everything and sit a-
that otheLwise round with a gadget to read the stuff.
104 h and what if we mislay that gadget as
wov ave I expect you also (not only I) mislay
one v every damn thing constantly? Peonle
- try to et me to correspond with
tlne,tyath’ ~ tapes... that's great and I like



vapes and having heard my voice on one (one of our sons has the taper) I was so impres-~
fod I'd happily have sent the tape to every last friend.... However, to use a taper
I'd mve to be more gifted mechanically than I am, I even have trouble putting a long-
play ;n! (Back-to—front, as likely as not, I'd try to place it, if that were pos-
sible.

S0 anyway, tapes, microfilm, and all modern sadgets are not for me in this paleolithic

mood I got in. My typer works by threats and cries of dismay that cow it again into
submission. I will soon burn incense to it as the folks in India used to bum incense
to their tools.

Now, getting back to Susan (don't I wander?) LDT and I are friends ever since I had an
invasion of cockroaches in the kitchen several years back. Shall I tell you the shame-~
ful story? First there were no cockroaches, and then the next evening there were thou-
sands. The original Adam-and-Eve had immigrated from the peones! quarters, or maybe
the almace-ero had brought the pair up in a bag of potatoes from the squalid world a*
the foot of our hills., I don't know. A1l I know is we have a stove that burns on il
oil always burning from dawn to late evening, and the cozy warmth behind it is unreac.. -
able, and I have cursed the bright guy who installed it that way-- the "Administrator
cf this Estancia" before Vadim. Yes, there the eg s were leid and the eggs duly hat.l.:d
while a population explosion proceeded merrily. Ve tried the various insect powders
~ad sprays we had around, Nothing helped. The cockroaches and I developed telepath-
etic links in no ti“e. The moment I'd turn my back to attend to someone at the back
door, out would pour the entire population to feast on the sugary pies on the counter
walting their tums in the oven. (I'd thought they were lemon pies. Turning back, 1+
ee they were "plum pies" til the little fellers poured out of sight behind the stov-

sy stocks had dropped to an all-time low in my eyes. I felt SNUALID! The wretches def-

initely read my mind and anticipated my every movement. Besides, I hate squashing beet.-

1es or flies (leaves an ugly mess, and I'm semi-Puddhist about "life" you'see) and did
they recon on it! They tried to win me over, make me "in tune with the Group Mind and
their worthy, humble ambitions." I tried to like it and communicate. (Enough to

drive one ziny? Thinking cockroach thoughts philosophically?)

However, Vadim remembercd one day to shop downtown for a bag of PURE DDT powder. Hec
Gropped it amply behind the stove. We breathed in the fumes gratefully.... Even if i
would cut ten years from our lives, it was worth it. I love cockroaches, butterflies
and lice, oh, sure, why not? They're struggling to achieve an ecological balance alcng-
side us if we'd only co-operate. (4ilso our deg's ticks and fleas. 4nd certain human
parasites I shan't now discuss, cozy on our backs throughout our planet.)

But... you know... visitors to my kitchen simply don't understand my love for pets,
There's a skunk in our dining-room, for instance.... Vhen my incredible husband started
boasting in town that "e've a skunk in our dining-room," people sympathized, "Oh, how
terrible! 4nd can't you smoke it out?" Tt never dawned on them we deliberately spent
our evenings communicating with it subtley!

Ah, well, I acknowledge we liquidated every last cockroach. Never has another appeared,
Racial genocide! I committed it, woe is me! DBut a reputation's a reputation, and in

this world of dog~eats-dos , could we keep up with the Joneses and Perezes if my kitchen
was a cockroach stronghold, and stray ones showed up in my pies and cakes? Like raisins?

((Eech! The thought of bugs in my kitchen would send me running for DDT too, I expect--
if I could keep it out of the food. What I do object too is that the average North
American supermarket (or 'Garden Shoppe' or farmers' supply house) is crowded with &
deadly arra; of cleansers, disinfectants, caustics, pesticides, herbicides, "optical
brighteners," scouring powders, jiffy sprays to whisk away grime and zap anything that
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moves, detergents and other aids to Purity and Sterility-- which people use with absolu-
tely no concern for the potential effects on the environment-- and on themselves. I'm
not saying we should go back to pre-Pasteur days or lets the roaches overrun us; I am
saying we should find out what we're spraying so cheerfully! Not to mention finding
alternatives-- what's wrong with swatting flies, weeding the garden by hand (good exer-
cise!) and scrubbing windows with warm water and vinegar; washing floors with hot water,
soap, and a heavy-duty scrubbing brush? (What's wrong is that you can't find a good
scrubbing brush, right?) A4s for paper, by now the Pyst Offices between me and you, mae,
will have delivered yet more Wagféd creatively used paper to you (iae's loc was on Eh,
but I thought it so delightful I wanted t share it.) Fans are dependent on bocks and
writing paper, though I expect the mundane world would survive nicely without them; I
personally have become pretty dependent on kleenex to mop my streaming eyes when the po-
llution count goes up; but the real problem is not the use, but the waste of paper. thy
are so few efforts being made to re-use paper-- particularly the billions of tons of
newsprint incinerated across North America every honday? Or will we only start recyc-
ling when all the trees are gone?))

Roy Tackett, Dasic-~the tap root of the whole problem: there are far too
915 Green Valley Rd. N..,, many individuals of the species Homo Sapiens on the planet
Albuquerque, N, . 37107 EBarth at the present time. Under the circumstances there

is little that can or will be done about that. Little? In-
deed nothing. Oh, certainly some of us will make a conscious effort to contain the
population explosion but:

Not too longz ago when DeCaulle was in power he called on France to produce a population
of 100,000,000 by the year 2000. {(If 50,000,000 Frenchuen can't be wrong, what is
rrong with twice that number?)

argentina, one of the more advanced nations on the continent vhich has the fastest rate
of population grovth in the world, offers a substantial cash revard for every baby born.

Japan practically has people stacked on top of one another now but Japanese industrial-
ists call for uore to support "economic ;rowth.”

In all of the so-called emer ing nations the call is for wmore people to enable them to
emerze wore rapidly.

The supreme hi_h priest of one of the largest reli ious bodies in the world tells his
followers to be fruitful and multiply for it is the word of Zod (as set down by some

forgotten writer years azo vhen itorld population was smaller by a factor of more than
10-<)

And the vast majority of people happily comply.

Cbviously nothing is going to be done (consciously) about the basic cause of the problemn.
“ut can anything be done otherwise? Over the years, particularly the last 50 years,
population growth and an increasin 1y high standard of livinz have led to more demands
for goods and more sophisticated goods which lead to more industry and more demand for
raw material and more and more and more and more
and one day we suddenlyfound that our

lakes were cesspools and our rivers were open sewers and we were being buried under

our own garbage and the air itself was becoming unbreathable. 4nd people began to de-
mand that something be done about it,

There was, Industry and advertising got hold of it. Our gasoline burns cleaner than
their gasoline. (Joth gasoline companies have the same ovners and both burn dirty in
an internal combustion engine.) General Garbage Producers Are Doing Something About The
Environment (They certainly are and it isn't good.) Advertising is doing something a-

bout pollution. (Yeah, making a fortune off it.)
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Ah, butlet's get to the general public., What can they do about ecology and the environ-
ment and all that? They can get out and clean things up. Gather up all that trash and
send it in to be recycled, Sure. Except once it all gets gathered up you can't get rid
of it. Recycling? Don't be silly. Try to find some commercial outfit that is inter-

ested in buying old papers, or metal, or glass or whatever. Consider, for instance, that
five or six years ago the junk yards were paying 7¢ perpound for scrap iron. Iow the

price is 3¢ per pound. Vhat happened® The steel companies aren't interested in proces-
sing scrap iron; they say it is cheaper to process ore.

Automobile makers claim they are workinz on low pollution engines. A chap in Florida in-
vented a steamer-type engine that used freon gas and was said to be almost pollution free.
Detroit wasn't interested (ky God! It will cut into the sales of gasoline!) so he sold it
to the Japanese,

Politicians like the pollution issue. Being anti-pollution gets them lots of votes and
lots of "gifts" from lobbies to make sure that pollution control measures do not pass.

Susan, you say you are pessimistic because you give us only another 50 years. I say you
are optimistic. I don't think we'll make it to the end of the century.

The problems are world-wide and solution would take world-wide cooperation and education
and effort. 4nd that is, shall we say, unlikely.

((I'm called a pessimist, Roy, only by those people (the majority, I suspect) who don't
believe we have a problem., I think we'll adapt to it-- living in our 3 square feet of
living space, wearing gas masks, eating yeast cultures. I hope we'll do something about
it, and I believe we still.can. Optimistic? DNaybe. I prefer to think of myself as
selfish-- selfish enough to sacrifice the (Forth) American Myth of Progress , the bigger-
is-better life, for impractical things like birds, trees, and the odd lunzful of fresh
air.))

Joan Bowers, Barberton, which is smog
F.C. Fox 87, and filth city, Jjust pas-
Barberton, Ohio 44203. sed a law against selling
nonreturnable bottles and
cans for soft drinks and beer. The law says no-
thing about hard liguor bottles. Bill brought
that point up. The state sells the booze. It's
a good law, but in 3Barberton it becomes a farce.
Pittsburg Plate Glass company has a chemical p-
lant here. 1Itfs just down the road from us. That
plant throws out tons of soot, smoke and just
plain garbage. 1've washed the car at night and
then gone out in the morning and wiped the gritty
soot off it. The city will do nothing about the
plant. It pays good taxes and employs too many
people, The state, about a year ago, told PPG
to clean up. PPG stated that in order to do so
they would have to lay off several hundred em-
ployees, The whole matter was dropped. 1It's
blackmail. Unfortunately, the air is black too,

({1t all kinda makes you ask dirty hippy radical
questions like-- who's running this world, bus-

iness or the ordinary people? And what can we do
about it? "Bill"-- is Bill Bowers, famous co-
editor of DOUELE:BILL your father? Tow! Look-

ing forward to his next issue! I like your zine
too, Joan-- uh, OUTSIDE, isn't it? An ecozine?))
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tike Juergens, Alright, Sue-- stop publishing ASPIDISTRA! I mean now! Or
Box 128, Wehrenberg Hall, else move to the U.5. to publish it. You're disturbing my
Valparaiso, IN 46383, world, Sue, can't you see that” You're a Canadian. Cana-
dians can't have nollution problems-- Canada has to be clean
so I can move up there and escape all the shit when I graduate! So, tell me it ain't
so, Sue. Tell me I still have a way out. Don't make me et involved-- please don't
make me face the pollution, Sue, I'm -- I'm afraid, Sue.... Sue?

((Great. So am I. Now lets zet up out of our fetal positions, go out in that nasty
smog-- and make Pierre Llliot Trudeau afraid! Richard Nixon! Indira Ghandi! 4And
especially the Fords! The president of General i:otors! The president of.... Do it!))

Bob  Vardeman, I am of the firm belief that the U.,3, _overnment will eventual-
P.O. Box 11952, ly let us die a slow, lingering death from pollution, and that,
Albuquerque, N,i,97112. due to the bureaucratic structure, there is absolutely no-

thin; that can be done about it. Voting the current crop of
clowns out means nothing to the bureaucratic structure. It rewains intact and that is
where wajor policy decisions have to come from. I s ort of picture it as a huge mil-
lion-tentacled blob of green jelly slowly spreading out in a slimy way throught the
world, not destroying anything but just absorbing it.

Perhaps the best way of getting this great sreen glob to react is to set fire to other,
more vulnerable globs and in this way force them to attempt to solve our problems since
the government glob can't. I guess pollution fits well in this niche. The zovernment

isn't where any great change will come from. It has to cone from the polluting com-
panies-- and parties. ILike 667 of all air pollution in the US comes from auto exhaust,
One solution is to ban all cars which really isn't a solution at all. e have unfor-
tunately created an entire lifestyle bound up in individual travel. The individual
travel isn't the unfortunate part, but that we had to choose a wmachine that is less
than 307 efficient is.

The wotor comprnies are doinz nothing about developin. pollution-free cars because
they know deep down in their jelly-blob hearts that the U3 fools will buy whatever the
manufacturers offer. The U5 is just cominz out of a fairly bing recession (or heading
for a vhopper, dependins on who you listen to) yet car sales are up 12.. That means
12% more autos polluting our air. As long as the people as a vhole continue such stu-
pidity, our air wull ;row blacker and blacker. ,., The car manuficturers won't give
the people pollution~free machines because the public will buy anythin;. The govern-
ment probably isn't capable of reacting within the next 15 years. 5o what can we do?

Gas mask, anyone”

But that doesn't meun that there aren't fields of endeavour which will turn up the very
devices we need., Like the space program. Vhat we learn about the ecology of a space-
ship destined for kurs on a f-month one-tay trip could be vital to spaceship Earth.

AMr purification, water restoration, thermal conditions are all rather pressing needs

on both a spaceship and zood old Terra., Until the technological devices are develop-
ed which may be 20 years now that the US has decided that the space program isn't needed
as much as a war-- well, we're ;oing to have to keep things in a status quo. We can't
effectively do anything to improve our lot, but at least right now our lot isn't abso-
lutely deadly.

Hi, kike O'Brien. I reiember you and your wonderful tour guide lecture thru the pictur-
escue canals of floatin: garbage in Amsterdam. Did the seninar speaker also tell you
that drilling holes and pumping all that nerve gas down into them has caused a couple
earthquakes? I had wondered where Blish picked that up in "le All Die Naked." It

turns out to be true.

Hey, Jerry, I think I can cualify for the hijacking in several fields-- I am a Semi-
expert in explosives, wave mechanics, have played with a laser on a couple occasions,
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am a fair machinist and think hijacking the
first starship would be a nice vay out.

Right now, talking about stopping the vorld
because we want off isn't good enough. 1ith
a starship, it would be. Hmm, that makes me
wonder. Fans seem to represent a variety of .
fields with one notable exception. 1o den-
tists. I can think of a couple of fan medics
(well, semi-fans like Alan Nourse plus some
in the Good 0ld Days like Keller) but no
dentists. I wonder how extensive a group of
professions are represented in fandom...

(( I happen to think the only Way Out will
be the one we make here. On which, more anon.)

Mike O' Brien, I am not as invol-
551 L. Hoover #11, ved in ecolozy as 1
Ann Arbour, kich. 48104 might, or should be,
primarily because I
am a coward. I know that almost nothing is
known about the incredibly complex processes
now going on, and I also know that what is
known is bad and is getting worse, so 1
admit to abashedly hiding my head in the sand
to save my sanity. I'd rather go out igno--
rant and sane than informed and crazy. If
I get a chance to employ my talents to the
problem in what looks like an orderly and reasoned program, though, I'1l jump at the
chance. It's an ideal problem, really, if correctly approached. Not only does it stand
a chance to save our skins, itt!s fascinating in its own right.

There appear to be four or five organizations loosely connected with the U, of Colowado
at Boulder, and most of them seem to show some connection with study of the environ-
ment, some of them outrizht ecological studies. 5o there's hope yet. The lecturer
who spoke here mentioned that there are many scientists in my position-- able and in-
deed all too willing to do research on the problem, but with a deadly abhorrence of
going out in the public places and shouting tkeir results through the flying clods and
stones until people start to listen. At Doulder, they're trying the experiment of hir-
ing public screamers to take care of getting the scientists' results listened to., (n a
regional level, at least, it seems to be working.

One thing about Alex's argument. UWell, several things. True, if the no-phosphate de-
tergents won't work as well as the phosphate detergents, people will use more, and the
phosphate level will remain unchanged. However, if we jet good results without them,
using another process, well then it's OK. From what I've learned, the basic action of

detergents is based on the hydrophobic interaction of long alkane chains with ionic
charges on one end. The alkane '"tails" bury themselves in the grease and dirt, the ion-
ic "heads" stay in the water. The net result is to break up the dirt and grease into
near-microscopic globules which are then washed away. So far as I know, there's no
specific need for the phosphate group. DlMaybe it's just the easiest ionic group, giving
the right pH, etc., to synthesize onto the ends of the alkane chains. Should be pos-
sible, with a little looking, to find a substitute that'll work just as well.

((Dditorial intrusion. There is one. What do you think housewives used in Darkest pre-
Detergent Days?-- pure soap flakes, with sal soda (washing soda.) Cheaper than deter-
gent, and research (mine) shows it gives you that all important Superthiteness.))

Also, the phosphate argument ilex uses (eliminating L,O0% of the supply won't help) is
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based on the well-known (to techies at least) idea of the "rate-determining step." The

idea is that, if a process is made up of a lot of fast steps and one rather slow one,
the rate of the whole process will be due 1ainly to the rate of the slowest step, aAlgae

growth is this way. Accumulation of phosphates is the slowest step, so more phosphates
means faster growth. Alex claims that with all the phosphates now being released, phos-
phates are no longer the rate-determining factor, and he may be right. Still, 40% is
L0, If once we get dovn to the point where phosphates are phe rate-determining step,
the rate law says the growth rate will fall off exponentially, with a linear decrease in
phosphates, Of course, it has a long way to fall. and besides, the phosphates already

released have to leave the systen,

And all of this scientific stuff is just pure theory. None of this theory will be put
into practice until politics does its thing, which it is famous for not doing.... le
scientists actually stand ready anytime--for all the good it'll do,

Cy Chauvin, Rosymary ((liosymary?!)) might be interested in knowing that
17829 Peters, rigley Supermarkets conducted a survey in lLichigan recently,
toseville, Mich. 48066. and found that "of all the people who responded, two out of

three preferred returnable bottles.," So now they will stock
returnable bottles in all the Vrisley Supermarkets in kichizan. Perhaps it will start
a trend; at least I hope so,

Re "adaption" to pollution, overpopulation, etc., which you mentioned in your editorial:
I recall reading an article about a scientist who let rats breed (uncontrolled) in a
defined area, until they reached an over-populated state., He zathered a lot of data on
how the rats behaved, divided their food, etc., in this state, and one of the most in-
teresting results was the emergence of some "beautiful! rats. These rats were very
plump and glossy-coated compared to the other rats, but were rather passive and did no-
thing. EIvidently they had "adapted" completely to their overcrovded environment, and
even when these "beautiful" rats were taken out of the experiment, they didn't retum to
normal, Rather frishtening, isn't it? "ill the "beautiful" people of tomorrow be me-
rely plump sausages, with no soals or directions?

Sut I'm not really a pessimist about this whole thing; I believe the human race will
pull throuzh, though it will involve sacrifices. Alexis Gilliland may be right that
using returnable bottles and no-phosphate deterzent won't solve the pollution problem,
but saying that individual action is a wasted effort and industry is the one that real- -
ly has to do it sounds suspiciously like "'passing the buck." Dropping a beer bottle
into a ditch may not be as wrong as dropping ten tons of .ercury into the Detroit Liver,
but it's still wrong. Or uaybe it's Just a matter of '"good examnple:" there was a pro-
test uarch here recently concerned with pollution. Cuess what the protesters did with
their signs when they were done? Yup, they left them lying all over the place...

Really liked C. Lee Healy's artwork which accompanied "An Experiment in kodern Living."
He has a nice sleek style, and his stuff is very modernistic and abstract.... I hope you
get some szood art criticism from some artists, since I think it would be very interes-

ting, but I doubt that it will come to pass,

((I doubt it too. The art comments printed are what I got-- period,))

Jerry Kaufman, Sandra's story was certainly different for.fanzine story, but
1485%'Pennsylvania Ave., I like her s&s better. Perhaps the dialo; could have been
Columbus, Ohio 43201, longer and more brittle, like a Thin Man interchange.... I

am also glad to see so rwuch art from Bjo here. I have a Man-
ekonekl I keep only for her cartoons that illustrate the Westercon report.

lead poisoning is reputed to have added to the fall of the Roman Empire, since the rich
ate from lead dishes. I heard on the radio the other day that some brand of dishware
was ordered off the market in the States because of its hizh lead content. Just one
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more parallel, I may make it a hobby, collecting para-
lels. Here's another. The Roman Army, especially that
part that protected Rome itself, regularly changed Dnm-
perors. It kept close tabs on anyone it thought had
influence with the emperors, and in changing emperors
it frequently killed those senators or imperial servar-
ts who might later cause the Guard trouble. Our Army
is now found to have been watching just about everyone
in this country.... Worries, worries.

Lesley Luttrell, I think it is rather strange
1108 Locust St., that Michael is forcing you to
Columbia, lio. 65201. put out a separate fanzine to
express your interests....I have

been co-editor of Starling since long before we were
married, and I guess I have made the fanzine a little
different than what Hank would have done by himself.
but then we don't really have a strict conception of
what our fanzine should be; we just print what we like
and find interesting.

I really would like to see more elements of women's
1lib in fandom, I am very interested in it, and I
think fandom, since it seems better on this point than
many other groups of people, would be a good place to
work on it. Certainly Richard Labonte has proven
beautifully that he can accept the notion and enjoy it.
The purpose of women's liberation is to liberate all
people. Really, that's not just a slogan, it's true.
If half the human race is limited to stereotyped roles
the other half must have their own possibilities 1i-
mited. That really is one of the biggest problems.
Yorking on a campus organization malled The Commission
onn the Status of ‘Jomen, I've found that most of the
colleges won't adiit to prejudice in admittance or
grading, but say the prejudice is in the applicants.
t.omen don't think of becoming lawyers or doctors, men
don't consider being nurses. Yet no-one has ever
proved (in fact all the evidence is to the contrary)
that women or men are limited by their ability to cer-
tain roles. I think people would be happier if their
possibilities were limited only by their individual
abilities, and I think the professions and trades
would gain a lot of talented and skilled people if
anyone felt free to try them.

((Right, as they say, on. lomen's Lib is in many ways
a misnomer-- '"people's 1ib" would be more appropriate
for many aspects of the movement, insofar as it aims
at accepting cach individual as an individual-- not a
member of a mysterious Yopposite sex" to be feared, re-
sented, cajoled, seduced, looked down on, tolerated,
but never, ever, liked or understood. And no, kichael
didn't force me to put out ASP--we both agree that L.
is a genzine concerned with sf and fandom. He does
most of the work on E, but that's mainly because I've
had more schoolwork (wait til next yearl!); and he gets
99% of the mail (but then I think your mailing labels
on E, have just said "Hank Luttrell"--sorry, imichael
makes up the mailing list! I'll change it...)




Dean Koontz, There is a place for a cooking colum in a fanzine. Gerda and
L131-E King George Dr., I enjoy nattering around the kitchen togeyher, though I am
Harrisburg, Pa. 17109. unbelievably clumsy with pots and pans and ovens and refrig-
erators, I rarely manage to open a coke bottle (returnables,
naturally) without spilling half of it. When I scramble eggs, 1 come up with what I
call egg beads. Lgg beads are scrambled eggs which, for a reason unknown to science
or even Jeanne Dickson, finish up in thousands of tiny balls of cooked egg with which i
it is impossible to make a sandwich-- and which one can only eat with a spoon. Uhen I
am cooking something which requires soft butter, I invariably forget I've put the butter
in the oven to get soft-- until it begins to smoke. Vhen I fry onions and tomatoes for
a side dish, they never come out crispy like they do for everyone else, but dissolve to
mush that looks waguely like something someone left on the worgue table after an autop-
sy. IDut I struggle on and try to learn. Maybe Elizabeth'c column should devote a bit
of space to teaching the
spastics like me how to
manage the simple things
of culinary finesse. Or
is my case hereditary
and incurable?

((Yes, if you're the ab-
sent minded type-- all
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seems a pity she portrayed the flower being tromped on by a hippie. The danger to flow-
ers is probably much greater from the various carbons thrown into the atmosphere by
cars, factories, etc., all of them (pretty near) as a result of solid citizens,

"An Experiment in Modern Living" is written beautifully.... But tuming it into sf seems
to negate the theme. It starts out like a satire on urban living, but it can't be if
Bems are responsible.

((In Sayers' The Nine Tailors, too, the vicar's wife arranges her aspidistras around the
tombstones to make a background for the Easter flowers, observing: "People may say what
they like about aspidistras, but they do ;o on all year round and make a background."))

444+
Roger Bryant, in a lo-o-ng letter, asked what made "Canadian fandom" or Toronto differ-
ent from, say, "Indy fandom" or Chicago-- I point I hope to have an answer for by next
issue. Generally, "we" are 50 or so years less urbanized, less freewayized, less in-
dustrialized that "they"; we have a strange love-hate relationship with the US (hate
economic imperialism, but, oh, love them Yankee dollars)-- and maybe have a chance yet
to solve our problems. He gave details of Akron's battle with deterzent manufacturers
over phosphate limits; observed that personal gestures can be important in persuading
industry and government to work on pollution control since "it doesn't take that many
committed people to start the ball rolling (witness Ralph Nader, who hasn't won the war
but has made a good start)... 4nd if not us, who?!'; and proved that he was still stuck
in some mental ruts by putting down lomens'Liberationists—-- in "male chauvanist pig"
rhetoric. Roger, lamb, can't you understand that it's people like you, who keep re-
ferring to women as "broads" and to feminists as "harpies" with "hacked hair" and "bra-
less breasts" who turn normally sweet, gentle, un-hacked-haired people like me into
"loud-mouthed exponents" of militant action? "Will idchael seb upset if letters to
you are longer than the ones to him”" you asked. And he replied "Why should I?'" I
knew that was a joke, Roger, and I do appreciate your letter-- but why do people keep
assuning that I am publishing in competition with lichael? David Hulvey, too, rapped
about Amerika, sent poems, and said he hoped I would stick with ASP until "it attains
true equality with zines like ENERGU:TN and SPECULATION." Huh? I mean, ASP is differ-
ent! Separate but equal, maybe.

Alicia Austin called ASP "a zine with balls" and observed: "The idea of 'fandom as a
microcosm' doesn't hold much water now with 99% ~f the fans imnoring the world around
them and shooting for the stars. What the hell are they planning on coming back to if
they ever do zet off this world? I can just see us littering and polluting this univer-
se. Then coming home to that big garbage dump in the sky... old Terra Polluta."

Jodie Offutt commented that Chris, the eldest Offuttspring, had to observe a creek for

a school project, and came up with the following list: "Two Strohs and three Falls City
beer cans, a Comet container, a coffee jar, two oil cans, an anti-freeze can, seven

huge logs, 15 rusted tin cans, 19 other bottles and jars, bricks, two milk cartons, one
tire, one large gasoline drum, one sack of garbage, lots of leaves on the creek bed,
This is a very small creek in a very obscure part of our county." Oh yes, if Chris gets
fiu from wading in the creek in the rain, he zets an automatic Al

C._Lee Healy confided a Dreadful Secret; Dan Osterman sent art and his despairing be-
lief that "Dreams are all we can possibly cone up with to save this country" as there

is no time to mobilize for constructive action; Sandra iiesel sent art, encouraging
letters, clippings and a bibliography of environmental sf, if anyone's interested, and
asked "If you get a mimeo, do you plan to call it 'The Tunafish'?" No, we were thinking
of "The Richard A. Labonte People's ..emorial Revolutionary kimeograph.! Elizabeth Kim-
merly (who liked the back cover of #1 better than the front), Tim Kirk, Jack Gaughan

and Devra langsam have already contributed to the next issue, which will have a cover
by Connie Faddis. And thank you, Richard Labonte, Andy Porter, Deborah langsam, Gloria
Ptacek, Cy Chauvin, Ray Ridenour... and my brother Bob who gave us a sturdy stapler!
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ITt's about time I stopped procrastinating. I've typed out all the rest of ASP., I've
laid out the ToC, I've tidied up. the stencils and letters scattered over the floor and
even cleaned the floor itself, Iﬁve turned the radio on and off and made notes and
doodled and stared out the window (it's iiay 24th, people, Victoria Day, a national ho-
liday-- and it's 48 miserable degrees out and pouring with chemical-laden rain,) Short
of doing the laundry over ajain, there's no escape-- I've got to write my trenchant
editorial,

Only I don't feel trenchant.

I don't feel like arguing with anyone. Or heavyrapping. Or trying to convince Creg
ohaw and kichael Glicksohn that we should all be out fi_hting General iotors and US
Steel for clean air,

People are selfish. T.e'll probably choke on our own garbage before we develop a sense
of community, a concern for our world and each other. Or we'll simply adapt to this
mess; our grandchildren will all live in concrete highrises (segregated by nationality
or age, or income of course) under a grey sky. With grey faces, drinking grey water
that comes out of the tap in a2 lump, eating yeast cultures that come out of another

tap in a lump. ((Our great-grandchildren, of course, will live like Tarzan and Thongor
because all the fuels and metals will have been wasted.)) 4nd no-one will miss trees.
Or care about the extinct wolves and zolden eazles, or even about my favourite robin
who sits in a swall maple tree outside the university library being joyful.

That's on a bad day. Like today. PBut even today I'm not ready to give up, to say
"The world is doomed, so lets all enjoy ourselves vhile we can"-- and toss my ASP.
stencils into the street as I rush to buy myself a iustang. I've noticed, too, that
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the "gather ye rosebuds while ye may" people usually add that, no, they don't mean that
everyone should stop planning for the future, and that I, sweet naive child that I am,
am probably right when I say that if everyone tried, we could clean up our mess.

Even on a bad day, I try not to listen, or at least not to get too uselessly angry, at
the "everything is beautiful" ma jority. "/hat pollution? he air is still blue," hx-
cept it's really yellowish-grey. And then there are the smartasses who try to make
their selfishness look good by putting down the ecology movement. "Ya gonna save the
vorld by collecting tin cans? Har, har!" No, but it's a start-- and I think it's a
better way to spend my time than sitting on my butt watching the dirt in the air settle.
"That women, she's a real nut. Every club meeting she's on at me to put my cigarette
out-- thinks she can save the world &f I stop smoking." Well, it might help. Smokers
are completely selfish. I'm fed up with people forcing their habit on me, filling the
air with smoke; I've had enough of sitting in university seminars, or meetingzs, or buses
or parties feeling sick to my stomach, my clean hair and clothes stinking of smoke; I
resent having to clean up butts and ashes that have flowed out of my ashtrays onto my
table and floor, or are carelessly scrunched into saucers and house plants. Ruin your
lungs at home, but not around me, please. And don't dump your litter-- the cellophane
and empty package, the matches and ashes and butts-- around me either! Fellow non-
smokers, we're an abused minority: let's get militant. Get the suoke out of the air
inside and make the world a little more pleasant.

Oh yes, and then there's -- "You ecofreaks are real hypocrites, just onto the latest
fad." Well, yes, putting out a fanzine to tell people to stop wasting paper is a little
silly; there are contradictions in the ecolozy movement, as anywhere else; and many
people are only interested in Saving Our Stormy Petrels and holdinz Anti-Deterzent Ral-
lies because it's the In Problem, Sure, advertisers are using anti-pollution pitches
while subsidiary plants still turn out napalw, and DDT and dump their chemicals into
the nearest river. lany of us, though, are sincere-- a ouality hwmns find hard to
accept.

And finally, the clincher. "Haw, haw. Those ecofreaks, Half of them say all the pol-
lution is going to cause a new ice age and we'll all freeze. Half say it's going to
make the ice caps melt and we'll drown., Ridiculous! Besides-~haw-haw--if there's :on-
na be a disaster, we should have niore babies, not less, so more will survive! Haw, haw."
No, Greg Shaw, fans dont!' know better, All of the above remarks are from Lunacon atten-
dees. And while ASPIDISTRA is not a technical journal full of "percentage fijures for
atnospheric pollution" or even full of the interpretation of those figures, and the
technical things we can do about them (read a journal like EITVIRONLHTAL SCIiiCuL AND
TECHNOLOGY for that), it will be a place for discussion about the environment in all its
aspects, and what can be done to preserve/improve it. We. Ordinary people. "I know
things are bad and that's all that mattersV-- well, Greg, I agree with the first clause
but for the second, I substitute "and I'd like to know what, if anything, I can do a-
bout it." wmaybe hijacking the starship and running away is all we can do, but I think
it's a cop-out. Even if the starship does get built, I wonder if I'd like Grace Slick's
world any more than Nixon's and Trudeau's? I mean, while we're all groovin; on the free
dope and free nusic, who'!'s runningz the life-support system? Cr is it getting fouled up
like the one we have now?

On good days, I get quite positive. If this were a good day, my editorial would say:
"A discussionzine." Yes indeed. Thank you for the term, Cy Chauvin. Welcome to ASPI-
DISTRA 2, a magazine in wvhich science fiction fans are invited to discuss pollution,
ecology, and for that matter sf, fandom, and the fanmnish and serious writing herein.
And the art. I printed the comments received, the "liked so-and-so's stuff," to drama-
tise the dearth of art comment. I think there's some good art here, and I've spent a
lot of time experimenting with layout to enhance both art and text. Was it worth it?

It is not, primarily, a poetry magazine. Thank you to all the people who did send me

15



the "gather ye rosebuds while ye may" people usually add that, no, they don't mean that
everyone should stop planning for the future, and that I, sweet naive child that I am,
am probably right when I say that if everyone tried, we could clean up our mess.

Even on a bad day, I try not to listen, or at least not to get too uselessly angry, at
the "everything is beautiful" majority, ™/hat pollution? The air is still blue." kx-
cept it's really yellowish-grey. And then there are the smartasses who try to make
their selfishness look good by putting down the ecology movement., "Ya gonna save the
vorld by collecting tin cans? Har, har!" No, but it's a start-- and I think it's a
better way to spend my time than sitting on my butt watching the dirt in the air settle.
"That woman, she's a real nut. Every club meeting she's on at me to put my cigarette
out-- thinks she can save the world f I stop smoking." Well, it might help. Smokers
are completely selfish. I'm fed up with people forcing their habit on me, filling the
air with smoke; I've had enough of sitting in university seminars, or meetinzs, or buses
or parties feeling sick to my stomach, my clean hair and clothes stinking of smoke; I
resent having to clean up butts and ashes that have flowed out of my ashtrays onto my
table and floor, or are carelessly scrunched into saucers and house plants. Ruin your
lungs at home, but not around me, please., And don't dump your litter-- the cellophane
and empty package, the matches and ashes and butts-- around me either! Fellow non-
smokers, we're an abused minority: let's get militant. Get the suwoke out of the air
inside and make the world a little more pleasant.

Oh yes, and then there's -- "You ecofreaks are real hypocrites, just onto the latest
fad." Well, yes, putting out a fanzine to tell people to stop wasting paper is a little
silly; there are contradictions in the ecologzy movement, as anywhere else; and many
people are only interested in Saving Our Stormy Petrels and holdinz Anti-Detergent Ral-
lies because it's the In Problem, Sure, advertisers are using anti-pollution pitches
while subsidiary plants still turn out napalw, and DDT and dump their chemicals into
the nearest river. lany of us, though, are sincere-- a oguality humens find hard to
accept.

And finally, the clincher. "Haw, haw, Those ecofreaks. Half of them say all the pol-
lution is going to cause a new ice age and we'll all freeze., Half say it's going to
make the ice caps melt and we'll drown. Ridiculous! Besides--haw-haw--if there's zon-
na be a disaster, we should have nore babies, not less, so more will survive! Haw, haw,"
No, Greg Shaw, fans dont! know better, All of the above remarks are from Lunacon atten-
dees. 4ind while ASFIDISTRA is not a technical journal full of "percentage figures for
atmospheric pollution® or even full of the interpretation of those figures, and the
technical things we can do about them (read a journal like EilVIRONiLIITAL SCILiCL AND
TECHNOLOGY for that), it will be a place for discussion about the environment in all its
aspects, and what can be done to preserve/improve it., We. Ordinary people. "I know
things are bad and that's all that matters'-- well, Greg, I agree with the first clause
but for the second, I substitute "and I'd like to know what, if anything, I can do a-
bout it." wmaybe hijacking the starship and running away is all we can do, but I think
it's a cop-out. Even if the starship does get built, I wonder if I'd like Grace Slick's
world any more than Nixon's and Trudeau's? I mean, while we're all grooving on the free
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like the one we have now?

On good days, I get quite positive., If this were a good day, my editorial would say:
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It is not, primarily, a poetry magazine. Thank you to all the people who did send me
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poetry, but please, no more! I don't know when I'll be able to use it, if ever, on my
irregular publishing schedule, and while there is enough enthusiasm Out There to publish
a monthly sf poetry zine, that zine is not ASP. (K?

It is not, either, a gung-ho antitechnology crusade, shrieking "Shriek! Technology
causes pollution. Technology is BAD! Let's get back to wother ilature's womb! Love a
tree, yeah, groovy!" DNow it is evident that technology as we know it-- the automobile,
the Pittsburg Plate Glass factory Joan Fowers talks about-- is "bad." Progress, un-
controlled and thoughtless, is "bad." We don't understand our technology, much less its
consequences, notably pollution and dehumanization at all levels (a Dow chemical tech-
nician is "only following orders" vhen he dumps chemicals into a stream, just like the
soldier who uses the napalm the technician makes.) Technology is "bad" because it's
misused-- and just plain inefficient.

The inefficiency is, of course, the real problem. Untuned cars, 3loppy--but cheap, and
easy-- production methods in factories., 4ind we're not about to zet rid of the techno-
logy. Oh, people like ime will still prefer the '"personal touch," will fume when the sf
book club computer fouls up their order again, will feel sad and a little frightened
when they read a story like this one, from the Toronto Telegram, headlined "Tea served
with love:"
Students at the colleze of art, 'larrowgate, ingland, were upset when a vend-
in~ machine replaced their rezular tea lady, .rs. !lilda Crossley, 56. llow
there's a recording next to the tea machine and anyone lonesome for ..rs.
Crossley's voice can push a button and hear her say: '"Do you want a cup of
tea, love”"
There will always be people who'!ll react sympathetically to lae 3trelkov's '"paleolithic
mood." Like me. I wonder if burning insence beside this typewriter would persuade it
to stick to my idea of a proper left margin?

“ut I'm not zoing to give up paper, or electric lights--and neither are you. e don't
own a car; we don't need one, thouzh the City Council is doinj its best to turn the
downtown core into 'the kanhattan of the North" and force the people livin: here out
into the suburbs, where we will 'need" cars. (und then there are the taxi and truck
drivers who think it's a great joke to scare the hell out of a girl bicyclist by pre-
tending they're going to run her down, basketfull of aroceries and all., Only half the
time, as they edge into my lane or open their doors into my front tire, I'm sure they'
re not pretending.) I don't, for that ratter, '"need" all the wrapping paper and bags
and plastigoop food stores try to give me. Have you ever, though, really tried to con-
vince a checkout zirl you have your ovn shopping bag, thanks, no, don't wrap that? I
mean, one girl got so upset as I shoved a cabbage into my roomy purse-cum-carryall she
grabbed it back, imploring "Let me wrap that! Please, let me put it in a bagl”

Michael and I do, however, 'need" our new mimeo. Let me introduce you. It's a used
Gestetner 366 which we bought--cheap-- from the i.7. Dick company, where it was sitting
forlorn and obviously unwanted, (3ee how I personalize technolozy...) Lven the Gestet-
ner man who was trying to find things wrong to prove we shouldn't have gone to the com-
petition seemed to think it was in good shape. Only iichael is unhappy, who welcoumed
it with a blood sacrifice by dron-ing it at the door and zashing his leg-- and who

then had to help run ASP, not LVER™Uilll, as the first publication! ¥e 're still play-
ing with the baby, trying to zet good reproduction, while eliminatin; pickup; we're
setting the former (if the art looks grey, you're right-- the machine ca.e with five
tubes of ink, all charcoal grey) but gettins the latter too and having to slipsheet
every page. Sigh. Inefficient techology.

Another aspect of inefficient technology is birth control. Now, Cliff, and all you
other writers (all amle-- is that significant”) vho said you opposed abortion: fine.
Support your beliefs, lio-one is going to make you, or anycne else, have one. But
since we're not bo:mg to gzive up the medical technology prolosing life-- and leading to
overpopulation-- we're going to have to re-think all our concepts of procreation and
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the family. I uentioned the abortion ,uestion originally as an example of confused
thinking about population-- I still think the statement I referred to, that abortion is
vrong in Canada because Canada is underpopulated is ridiculous, even dan;erous. and I
personally, Cliff, am in full agreement ith most of your points; I would, I think, only
seek an abortion under the circumstances you jive. But I would like to know I would get
it then, and not be told by some pious legislator (or, in Ontario, a panel of (male)
doctors): "The fact you have five children already, a weak heart, no money and German
measles does not alter your moral duty to bear this precious life. Stop being hysteri-
cal, woman, you'll love it once you have it." WNor do I thin I have any rights over
another woman's body., WNor is it true that Yas a rule women who do not iant children do
not zet pregnant." They may be ignorant of birth control wethods-- and certainly abor-
tion is a lousy wethod of birth and population control, and we need uore, and more :en-
erally available, and more factual, sex education. Or, those wmethods may have failed.
At the, moment, there are only three totally "safe' methods-- tubal ligation for the
woman (irreversible); vasectomy for the man (often not reversible, and confused in the
popular mind with castration) and abstention. .rany doctors won't perionn the first two,
especially if you're childless, while the last is rather impractical, isn't it? 4s for
the statement that women seeking abortions are "sacrificing their unborn children on
the altar of their laziness and ignorance" or "to the god of iomen's Liberation"-- do
you really believe that? Do you think Kate idillet lies in bed thinking "I'll get prez-
nant so I can sacrifice the baby to the god(dess) of Vomen's Lib." Or that a confused
16-year-old in a New York clinic doesn't wanta child, and maybe a forced marriage, be-
cause she's lazy? Ignorant, yes-- fizht that with education. Zut deliberately cruel?
I think it's crueller to bear an unwanted child, and far wore ignorant to swallow the
"motherhood myth" that every woman, because she can bear a child, can also love it and
raise it properly.

Welcome to ASPIDISTI:A, the journal of radical lifestyles... except it isn't really. But
obviously we're going to get into the problems of the human environment as we go along.

telcome to ASPIDISTRA, the personal gesture. 4nd it's a pretty useless gesture, too,
because it's preaching only to the Aware kinority. I don't know how to reach that house-
wife in Hamilton, Ont., who told the Pollution Probe wvorker, no, she still used a high-
phosphate detergent because water pollution was caused, not by phosphates, but the dirt
you wash out of clothes! Still, you are the Articulate iinority, and if you can spend
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tine putting each other down, and savin; 3TAR TREK, why not spend it cleaning up our
world? Unlike you, Jerry lapidus, I believe in perscnal jestures. Doing something is
better than doinj nothing. B3aying "lell, no-one else buys returnable bottles, and it
won't make any difference" seems to me like a cop-out. 4nd yes, it does make me feel
better. '"'hat's wronz with that, as long as I fon't lose the real goals? nostly, though
(and you should understand this, Jerry), it's a kind of suerilla theatre. A public de=
monstration of beliefs and ideals. Let e illustrate. A friend of ours, Jean Hutchison,
is particularly interested in saving wolves. Like every other wild creature, they're
becoming rapidly extinct, thanks to us, with the added problem that there is, almost
everywhere, a bounty on them-- because "everyone knows" they're nasty, vicious, man-
eating beasties, The Little Red Ridinghood myth. Ixcept it's not true, as Farley lowat
in Never Cry Volf or Jean herself will tell you. "Daby seals are deserving but they
have all the help they need now, The wolves don't have many friends," she'll say,
urzing you to write to your representative in Parliament or Congress, your winister of
lands and forests (Rene Zrunelle in Ontario), and whoever's responsible for wildlife

and conservation. But while she's taking, you'll notice she's concerned with the total
ecology of which volves are a part-- she's doing little things like putting litter into
her purse, or a trashcan, not on the street; and pouring soft drinks from returnable
bottles; and consciously trying to save water; and in general "living as if the tomorrow
we don't want is here-- so it won't come." 'hat she's involved in is 2 kind of guerilla
theatre, dramatising that, in every aspect of 1life, we can live ecologically if we try.

And besides, positive anti-pollution action won't come from jovernments and industries
until we-- with our hundreds of thousands of protesting letters, and our meetin;s, and
our boycotts, and our demands to know what a candidate who wants our vote or a company
that wants our money is going to do about the environient-- force such change., 4and
these insignificant gzestures are, at least, proof that we want action, that we are
willing to zive up something to get it, that "the public won't buy it" is no longer an
excuse for not developing, say, a non-polluting internal combustion enine. reanwhile,
isn't it more honest to express your concern about the environment whei you're not
pclluting it? How can you complain to Gi. about car-exhaust pollution when your untuned
Chev is part of it?

telcome to ASTIDIGTLA, the journal of creative selfishness., I'm selfish too., I put my
robin ahead of Toronto City Council's new Spadina Expressway, which will bring suburban-
ites downtown ten minutes faster to spend 30 minutes idling their engines in traffic
Jems, lookin; for a place to park. In fact, I put my streaming eyes and choked-up
sinuses ahead of your "right" to drive your car downtown, or anybody's "right' to profit
from a factory that poisons the air

for everyone else. I'm selfish enough
to want my jovernment to represent me
and luy rights as a human being-- not

to represent industry, and property,
and BEig ioney. I'1l put people ahead
of property and profits any day. Naive,
aren't I? I'm selfish enough to work
for-- read "try to impose on other
peoplet'-— an ecological ethic which
will put concern for the future, for
the (natural and human) environment,
ahead of any other interest, even your
material comfort and mine.

Can we do it? nd how?
telcome to ASPIDISTHA, the trenchant-

mouthed discussionzine, ¥eep on dis-
cussin'.,
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"Rosemary! What have you done?" Su- 4
san exclaimed one Saturday morning
when I appeared on her doorstep with
a new hairdo and a plastic ba; full
of cinnamon rolls,
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"Bought some cinnamon rolls at Eaton's"
I grinned, holding up the messy-look-
ing bag. "“They got kinda mushed.

How's about making some tea. OQueen
Mary, I think, Yes, Queen Mary will
be fine, The subtle taste of the
darjeeling blending with the cinn..."
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"What in hell have you done to your
hair!!" the Boy Wonder roared from
his typer. "It looks awful. All

that beautiful long hair, gone... forever,"

"I certainly hope so. I look abysmal in long hair. Even you have to admit that," I
answered.

"No woman looks abysmal in long hair. It makes her look beautiful and feminine and..."
"Balls!i®

"Well, in your case, even long hair wouldn't help. Besides, it's too fancy, all those
curls. No, I really don't like it,"

"’ell, I do," Susan declared. "Maybe I'll get mine done like that," she added, winking
at me,

"You do and I'll divorce you," Lichael muttered ominously above the clacking of the
typewriter.

"Where'd you get it done?" Susan asked, ignoring him.

"Bruce of Crescendo,"
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"He sounds like a real winner," Michael growled.

"Ch, he wasn't there. Vito did my hair. Susan, you are
not going to believe this place."

"Early bordello?" she asked, pouring the tea.

"No, middle-aged Spanish, The whole place is brick and
fake leather. You go in and there's this harpie who sits
at the reception desk. She fills out a little black and
white card with your name, what you want done to your hair,
and whether or not she thinks you're good for a tip. Im-
portant things like that., Then she hands you a multi-
coloured shift and tells you to be sure to sit in Vito's
section or he'll never find you and some unknown will do
your hair (horrors!) She nezlects to tell you where Vito's
section is. 5She is a very dumb harpie.

CATHRYN WATHING "I pulled the shift on over wmy sweatshirt and jeans, fluf-
fed up my dirty, long hair and looked around, wondering
which of the sweet young things was Vito. A girl with a
broom came up to me and told me I was supposed to take my clothes off before putting on
the shift. 'The hell you say,'I said. I'lhere's Vito's section?' She took me to it,
sat me on a chair in the farthest, darkest corner of the room, and handed me a magazine.
'No thank you, I have my own,' I smiled, and buried my nose in QUARK/i#l.

"Two stories later, someone touched my arm. 'IMiss, uh...Rosemary?!
"I looked up from my book and mumbled 'Uh huh.! I'm anything but articulate.

"My name is Vito and I'm going to do your hair,' he said, taking me by the hand, I
was so dumbfounded I actually let the man lead me like a little kid into a huge magenta
and brick and fake leather room where dozens of women were having their hair washed.

"He picked up a lump of my hair and asked what I wanted done with it. I told him. He
looked a little strangely a‘t me, then nodded affirmatively and said, 'Yes, that'!ll do
nicely. Angelo will be along in a moment.' And off he went.

"Angelo turned out to be the little man who washed my hair. Vhen he was through lather-
ing my scalp three times, he led me (by the hand, again; they must think you're going to
run away or something) into the sanctum sanctorum,,, Vite's section. Vito looked at me
as if I had just crawled out from under some leaf mould, and attacked my hair with the
scissors. One hour later, ingelo came back and blew my hair dry with his little blower
and natural bristle brush. Then Vito reappeared and squirted some weird-sumelling stuff
all over my nicely dried hair and began to do perverted things to the top of my head '
with a curling iron. It was ten minutes belore I realized that the weird-smelling

stuff on my hair was beer. Well, my sinuses were clogged. The pollution index was 29,

"When he was finished he stood back and murmured 'Nice, hmm...' Nobody talks in that
place, it must be a rule or something. 'I dunno, you have my glasses.' He gave them to
me and it did indeed look lovely, All tiny little curls on top and longz at the sides
and back. For the first time in years I got exactly what I asked for at the hairdresser?

"What did all that ridiculous nonsense cost you?" the Boy Wonder gueried, sarcastically.

"$12.50. Oh, by the way Susan, I need $7.00 from you. You can give me a cheque made
out to..."

"That's a hell of a lot of money to pay for a simple hairdo. 4nd why do you want $7,00
from my wife?" E? ()



"T don't know, how come®"

"Well, if that's what my Tweetie wants," he sighed, reaching into his pocket.
"Dear (ne," Susan cooed, sitting on his lap.

"Little Sweetheart," _.ichael answered, patting her bottom,

"I may vomit," I said, taking the money and slamming the door.

+4+dtt
"Iosemary, has it occured to you that there are no men in this audience?" Susan asked as
she settled herself into her §7.00 mezzanine seat at the 0!'Keefe Centre

"There must be," I answered, looking around. Taking into consideration that neither of
us can see ten feet beyond our noses, she was right. All you could see for miles around
were rows and rows of bright-eyed suburban matrons, their hair specially shellaced...
for Him. "My God," I said, "if we look like that we'd do well to put bags over our
heads and saltpetre in our tea. Hasn't anybody but us come to see the man dance?™

"NO. 1"
"Waddya mean, 'no'?V

"Rosemary, I'm willing to bet money that half the people in the audience wouldn't know a
good pas de deux from a bad one until the rest of the audience started beating each other
ove r the head with their programmes and screaming "Bravo Rudi'... or whatever."

And do you know, she was right., Every time a man leaped across the stage the woman be-
side me jumped and asked her companion "Was that Him?" This woman didn't know a ballet
slipper from a riding boot; yet she'd paid a lot of money to watch a man she thought
sexy flit (as idchael and my Dad would put it) across a stage. In my naiveté, I thought
people went to the ballet because they appreciated
the grace of the dancers and the beauty of the
dance and music., They will, apparently, flock to
see a performer who has achieved some notoriety.
"He was sleeping with Fonteyn, you know. 4nd
probably Jacky iennedy too." I overheard that one
in the lobby. No one commented on the man's per-

formance, which had been exceptional, except to
mention that on the previous evening he had fallen:
a feat not unigue at the C'Keefe, the stagze is
notoriously slippery.

Iater, at the Glicksohn apartment, Michael asked
how the tallet was, "Did Big Balls dance pretty?"
he said, leapinz about like a ruptured duck.,

"Very good," I declared. "He's a very powerful
dancer, and moves with an ease that's.,."

"Did He notice that you'd had your hair done?"
tiichael asked, twisting his body into his idea of
an arabescue,

I merely sniffed disdainfully, tossed my freshly-
washed curls, and pirouetted daintily out of the
room,
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revelations

Michael Glicksohn's Famous Tuna Fish Sanwiches are almost as well-known in fandom as
his Fabulous Fannish Hat., Like pemmican, they have sustained many & hardy Canfan on
treks into the jungle of expressways, the savage land of border guards and New York
drivers. At last, the secret recipe is about to be revealed-- but first a word from
the Boy Wonder.

"To the uninitiated, the recipie which follows may seem to be a coiipletely ordinary
method of preparing tuna fish sandwiches. The initiate, however, understands that its
essence is not mere gastronomic novelty, but a grokking of the fullness f tuna. 1In
preparation and consumption, one approaches the mystical P.atonic ideal of tuna-ness."

Yes indeed. Take one 7-0z. tin of tuna fish. Use the flaked "light" as opposed to
"solid white" meat as it is usually more flavourful, is pre-mushed for convenience--
and is 10 to 15¢ cheaper. (It also hasmore mercury. De warned.) Drain off the oil.
Place in a bowl with a couple of tablespoons of dressing of the idracle Whip sort, 4
green onions, finely chepped (zreen stems and all), celery if you mist, salt and
pepper. Maybe a pinch of garlic salt? Mix, ritually and in fullness. Butter three
slices of fresh wholewheat bread. Pile the tuna generously upon the bread. MNote the
esthetic beauty of the colour combinations. Butter three more slices, place on top,
and cut the sandwiches in half, diagonally. Consume, appreciatively.,

+++t++
Mother Haldeman's Tuna Salad: A Variation on a Theme
Add chopped-up pickles and sliced hardboiled ezgs to the basic combination. Spread on
white bread. The tuna goes further, and gains new richness and meaning.

++ 4+t
Richard Labonte's Tunafish Spaghetti:
Affable Dick Labonte, erstwhile Secret Master of Canadian Fandom and current President
of Carleton University Students' Association took time off from training the student
body to talk to the administrative body (and vice versa), training his puppy, and try-
ingutopersuade the RCMP to reveal their Top Secret File on him to communicate the
following treat.

"Take two large cans tomatoes, lots of stalks of celery, a fair share of onions, mush-
rooms (if the price is reasonable), green pepper 1f you have it; fry the vegs in a
large kettle, add the tomatoes as the frying goes on; then add a2 can or two of tomato
soup, Let the mixture bubble away for a while, until it starts to look like a sauce,
and in the meantime add the appropriate herbs and spices... basil and oregano and a
bit of cayenne or chili, garlic or celery salt, thyme. 4And then, after you have a
synthesis of good smells, and about twenty minutes before you are going to serve the
meal, flake into the sauce as much (drained!) tuna fish as you can afford. The glory
of this recipe is that you don't really need the meat; but it can be used if the ham-
burger is frozen or if you really feel a need for meat in your sauce. Don't add cheese,
it tastes terrible with tuna. The recipe here feeds eight people in a co-op... pro-
bably ten or so in the real world."
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Apart from sphagetti, and sand-
witches, and the dleter's de-
light of plain tuna on lettuce,
{with some dressing added in
desperation), the prospects
for tuna are dull., Most tuna
casserole recipies are like
everyone else's tuna casserole
recipies: mix a can of tuna or
so with a cream sauce (like
cream of celery or mushroom
soup); throw in a green vege-
table (peas); serve it over,
or with, a starch (macaroni,
usually. )

and those ducky "cool salad
treats for warm days®-- ugh!
Flalzes of tuna in jelly--
with green peas, and olives
and stuff, and the jelly
melting all over. Or the
worst ¢f both worlds-- tuna
rived up with cold peas and
cold (shudder) macaroni, on
lettuce.

Then there are the "tuna

goes glamorous" recipies

that start with basic old

tuna casserole but try to
fancy it up with sherry, or
shrirps, or cashews, or
slivered almonds sprinkled

on top. Dear modern

hostess-- it won't work.
You'll still end up failing to
impress your guests with good
ol' tuna casserole, and you'll

Why Tuna and Swordfish?

As PeTER axp KATHERINE MONTAGUE point out in adjoining columns, the
danger of mercury poisoning in fish generally increases with the size
of the fish. Te provide an adequate number of marketable cuts, sword-
fish must run upward of 100 pounds in weight. Therefore, the chances
are high that swordfish will remain off the market in this country be-
cause of the mercury threat.

There is a greater chance that tuna supplies will be less curtailed for
the following reasons.

Tuna meat is classified by its color, with the white meat of albacore
most popular, then the progressively darker meat of the vellow fin, the
skipjack, the big eye, and the blue fin.

Albacore average 45 pounds, yellow fin 150 pounds, skipjack 13 pounds,
big eye 235 pounds, and blue fin somewhat more than big eye.

The original sample that caused the U. S. Food and Drug Administra-
tion to order a million cans of tuna off the market shelves was made up
largely of yellow fin. All samples of big eye and blue fin taken since
Norvald Fimreite's alert of March 20 have measured above FDA's 0.5-

ppm danger level.

SA/FEBRUARY 6, 1971

WASHINGTON (AP<Spe-
cialy — A doctor Yaid yes-
terday he has discovered
what he believes 1o be the
first American afflicted
with mercury poisoning
from  eating  stare-bought
fish — a woman who ate
swondfish as .a diet food and
developed such bafflin g
symptoms she spent .two
years under psychiatric
care,

The U.S. Food and Drag
Administration  has vecom-
mended Americans not eat
swordfish, Bt says all tuna
fish on the markel have
been cleared for damgerous
amounts of mercury.

have destroyed it's basic virtue-- the fact that it's

cheap.,

Besides, does the thought of "tuna-horseradish cana-

pes" really excite your taste buds?

think it would.

No, I didn't

You might, however, try tuna chunks as a substitute
for other white fish, or meat, in a stew-- with a
tin or so of tomatoes, chopped celery and onions

and such, and some chicken broth.
sprouts, chopped celery (again!) beans, green pepper and such in Exceptionally Unauthen-
Stir-fry the vegetables in hot oil for 5-7 minutes; add soy sauce and

tic Chow Mein.

Or use it with bean

Note for tuna eaters

A card seen recently in Chock Full O
Nuts, in New York City, read as fol-
lows:

Dear Customer:

We're serving Tuna Fish Sand-
wiches today. We had this lot of Tuna
Fish analyzed by a reputable, accred-
ited firm of analytical chemists. They
found .136 parts of mercury per mil-
lion. The Food and Drug Administra-
tion considers .500 parts per million as
safe. .136 is about */, of .500.

Mercury shipment spoiled

“The Union Chemical Co. has an-
nounced that a shipment of 3000 gal-
lons of ultrapure mercury, destined
for its giant petrochemical facility in
Stumfton, Ind., was spotled when a
worker, during a routine inspection,
inadvertently dropped a tuna fish sand-
wich into the tank car in which it was
being transported. Company spokes-
men said the mercury was found to
contain 0.5 p.p.m. tuna and is con-
sidered totally unfit for industrial
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use.

Nuationel Lampoon, March 1971, p. 6.

the tuna, so it just gets warmed through (maybe some garlic salt, too); and serve over

rice.

Or you could stick with the tried-and-true sandwitch.

Just don't eat too many.

FPish swim in water.
trations of heavy elements like mercury,

Water is polluted.
Warning: your lunch may be a health hazard,

Fish retain concen-
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Our
oceans % 0(.?‘)6
are getting 4 N
such bad p-
ress lately.0il
slicks in the Gulf
of mexico...beaches
ruined and birds dy-
ing on the Pacific coast..
the horror of the not-so-
Great Lakes...even in Hawaii
the water is browning with sew-

age. Oh, it's not the fault of the N
waters; it's ours. Progress makes pol-
lution.

(One result of all this ickiness is bound to be that a lot

of us would think twice before going to a beach for the pleasure of swimming. I'd like
to counterbalance scme of the bad things you've read about our oceans by telling you
about my afternoon in the Atlantic.

It was the last weekend in January and we were in Florida for the Apollo 1 liftoff.

We were staying with Joe and Nita Green. Joe called some friends--Jean and Ralph Dun-
ning--and asked if he could bring some folks to their house to swim. The Dunnings live
in Cocoa Beach, right on the ocean., We piled in Joe's car: Poul, Karen and Astrid An-
derson and me,

(On the way to the beach Karen and Astrid told me about taking care of the birds in Ca-
lifornia. (Us inland people pick up & newspaper or Newsweek and see a little article
about volunteers cleaning and feeding the terns out there, and think "how nice," and
give it not another thought.) It is an involved process, this reclaiming of our wild
birds, and takes a lot of time. The first thing that must be done for them, after they
are brought to the centres in crates or packing boxes, is cleaning. They are soaked in
mineral oil to loosen the gloop, and then wiped off. They tried detergent at first,
Karen said, but that also washed away the natural oils,

If the birds could be cleaned and sent on their way, it would be a simpler matter.
But they're so frightened by the sudden loss of freedom and inability to fly that they
must be forcefed. They iust also be given something to rid their insides of any oil.

It takes two people about 15 or 20 minutes to feed each bird. (4strid and Karen had
places on their hands and arms where they had been pecked.) One holds the bird while
the other puts a tube in the mouth and works it down its long neck. Through this tube
it is given water, food and the cleansing tablet,
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It takes about three weeks of this daily care before the birds can be tumed loose to
fend for themselves. Even at that-- and this is the sad part-- only a very small
percentage of them survives, Less than ten percent.

A lot of people spent a lot of time out there trying to save our terns and it was fas-
cinating hearing about it,

2: The ILiving Breathing Atlantic

Then we drove down S. Atlantic Ave, and saw the ocean...and smelled it,..tasted it...
watched.,.felt it...heard it...played with it.

OH WOW! I have experienced that first sight of the ocean, and I'm glad it didn't
happen sooner. I might have accepted it or tossed it off as just another thing to
see,

I walked into the Durmings' living room and...

there it was, framed by a big picture
window. ioving...moving...moving. Imagine having a wall-to-wall picture of the it~
lantic in motion as part of your decor. That's the way it struck me, that first sight
of the ocean. All I was aware of was the water moving. The waves, I've been in
rivers, but they don't move that way. And lakes don't move at all, except by boats
making artificial, temporary waves.

The Andersons and the Dunnings were talking about the differences between the Atlantic
and Pacific oceans, (Whee! I thought-- I am a provinciall!) At least nobody said, "If
you've seen one ocean, you've seen 'em all,"

As we walked across the sand (I kept twisting around to see my footprints), I said

I'd never seen any ocean. Astrid gave me a funny look and asked where I lived that

I'd never seen an ocean. I sorta shrugged and said I hadn't been around much and
told her there was snow on the ground at home.

Astrid said she'd never really seen snow,
It was my turn to give her a funny

look and wonder where she'd
been all her life.

(4s I write this, muscles
still sore from swimming
with an ocean wave, I

wonder what it would
be like to see snow
for the first time,
I'1l bet it would
be a lot like that
first glimpse of
the ocean. I'm
sitting by a warm
fire and there
are eight inches
of snow on the
other side of
the wall. The
tempergture is
six degrees,
and the wind
has blown the
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snow into lovely soft drifts, the way the ocean molds the sand.)

The first thing I did with the water was scoop some up in my hand and taste it. I
think I was mildly surprised that it really did taste like salt. Then I stood there on
the beach and watched the water come and go over my feet. I realized as I watched the
breakers foam away why Tide is called Tide.

I began walking across the Atlantic, stopping every now and again to brace myself again-
st the oncoming waves at my lmees, hips, waist, chest.,

Somebody asked me later how the water was. Compared to what? I didn't know. I suppose
it was pretty cold; my fingers and toes sure numbed up in a hurry after I got out of the
water., But at the time how cold I was was the least of my feelings.

Watching the waves coming, jockeying in front of a big one... getting on it to swim in
with it...being bowled under...falling back on another one and being delivered to the
shore like a raft...plunging my hands in the foam and watching the bubbles on my arms...
diving right in front of a wave and floundering...trying to beat it to shore...swim-
ming on my back and seeing only sky and water and the gulls swooping., I played with
the ocean that day. I moved with it. I thought about all the ships out there sharing
it with me. I marvelled at where the water touching my skin had been. I'd never get
seasick, I know. I loved rolling with those waves. The ocean is alive and breathing
and it took me back and forth with each breath. It was pure joy, being with that
water,

I asked Poul why the waves came in unevenly. He used the beach as a chalkboard and
gave me a guick explanation of all that's involved in breaking up a big wave into
little ones,

Karen had gathered lots of shells for us--and knew the names of most of them. There
were two little boys abouteight or nine years old with rolled-up jeans and floppy
hats gathering sand doliars. Their bucket was nearly full. I asked what they'd do
with them; probably sell them. Who in the world, I wondered, would buy shells in
Florida! ’

The last thing I did before I left the beach was write my name in the sand, and the
date, and take a picture of it.

Would I like to take a shower? Lord no! I wanted to feel and taste the salt on my
skin for awhile, Just before we left, our hosts did the nicest thing: they brought
out a tray piled with perfect, clean shells and invited us to take a few. That extra
little bit of hospitality was the perfect topper to an exciting day of firsts for me.
What a weekend!

To feel God's ocean and lian's rocket within the space of two days is enough sensation
and excitement to feed on for weeks and weeks.,

Oh, I almost forgot-- I didn't see one drop of oil,




MOON BRINGDGWN

CAROL CARR

Everyone who ever wrote a pome
will write a pome about the moon,

and lMan,

lian and the loon,
the Moon and lMan,
the Relationship
of kan to Moon,
and Men to Moons,

What Man Can Learmm from Lunar Rock.

Like Tallulah's death,
the moon incites fresh
interest at the city desk:

"Hey, Mac, dig up
everything you got
on the moon."

The green cheese bit,

song titles,

what lunatic means,
Shakespeare,

and a paragraph

of all the scientific facts.

Do you think the moon
has cured man
of his virgin lech?

Or will it just arouse him?

Iet's hear it for the moon.
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a column of no redeeming social importance by mike glicksohn

t

It's taken me awhile, but I think I'm finally catching on to what's happening around
here.

Now I'm known to be a somewhat unperceptive sort of zuy. I can never remember whether
or not a given person wears glasses, no matter how long I've known them. I don't

spot eye colour, or vhat my wife or my friends wear, or any of the other details of
everyday living. But hit me over the head with something often enough and it will sink
into my consciousness., And there it will percolate until my pseudo-scientific brain
can synthesize it and find a hypothesis that will fit it into the scheme of things as

I see it,

H
So after nine months of marriage, I've finally bee able to account --I think-- for
several observations I've made sinfe changing my life style. And the result is both
puzzling and a little bit scary.

1t only took me about four months to notice something strange in my new relationship
with my wife Susan. I never see her.-in the morning. As far as mormings go, I'm mar-
ried to a mole. I get up, any time between six and nine depending on whether I'm out
practice-teaching or off to the college, and beside me lies a large, shapeless bundle
of blankets. Sometimes it moans, more often it merely burrows some more, but Susan
never gets up in the morning. I stagger out, on will power alone, et ready for the
day, bring in a cup of tea for my loved one, and she just lies there totally flaked
out,

At first, I put this down to differences in the physiology and metabolism of the male
and female. But by accident, and admittedly through hearsay, I leamed that some wives
not only can, but also do, get up in the morning. Then why can't my wife? We go to
bed at the same time, and while I know I have a bit more stamina than she does--con
attending has proven that-- it doesn't seem quite right that I should be able to get up
while she's still bone weary every morning. She doesn't complain about not being able
to get to sleep. In fact, she's usually fast asleep long before I am. Or at least it
looks that way. As I said, after the first four months this began to niggle at me,

About the same time, I started to take notice of the other dominant new feature in mny
life. My wife's hair. For those of you who haven't had the pleasure of meeting my
wife, she's reasonably short, pretty, and has shoulder-length-plus blonde hair. Now I
like this, I've even forbidden her to cut it, since I've always preferred longer hair
to the short, mannish styles. But I began to realize that I was seeing an inordinate
amount of my wifet's hair,

No matter where I go in our apartment, no matter what article or possession I'm working
with, I find at least one of my wife's hairs entangled in it. This, I started to ob-
serve, was an irrevocable law. Once I was on to this fact, the evidence built up at an
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alarming rate., In the food, in my clothes, woven into my beard, between the pages of
my books, everywhere I went, Susan's hair was there before me. Some time ago, I pre-
pared a plate of smoked oysters on pieces of buttered rye bread as a snack to accompany
ny beer and hockey-watching. Leaving them momentarily in the lcitchen, I went into the
living room to turn on the TV set. All this time, Susan was working at her desk, and
she never once left it. Yet when I brought the oysters into the living room and reached
for the first delectable snack, one of Susan's hairs was draped across it! It was then
that I started to worry.

My thoughts began to crystallize. The omnipresence of this hair became apparent and

the various symptoms that had been building up just beyond the range of my perception
started to jell into a coherent theory. In a typical Boy VWonderish flash of insight,

I put two and two together and got eleven. (A4ll us Boy Wonders have our inspired flash-
es in base three.) So I've come up with a hypothesis which accounts for my observations
but that I'm totally at odds to explain, But it fits the hair and the moming exhaus-
tion beautifully.

My wife, for reasons that well may be beyond human ken, gets up after I'm asleep and
goes through the entire apartment, pulling the hairs out of her head and planting them
in our possessions! Don't ask me why; but it's the only explanation. I can see her,
creeping silently through the darkened apartment tu:;ging her hair out strand by strand
and putting it in our books and in my underwear, opening my beer and dropping a hair in
each bottle before resealing them, winding them around the keys of my typewriter and in-
to my school notes and around the toothpaste tube and placing them in all the myriad
other corners and crannies in which I later discover them. No wonder she's exhausted

in the morning!

But what can be behind it all? Vhy am I supposed to wake up with her hair between my
toes and in my beard and wrapped around places that I can't even mention in a family-
type publication? Is it voodoo” Some identification pattern for an alien invasion? I'm
bewildered and a little bit scared. ILast night we watched Durn, Witch, Burn. Susan
kept chuckling hollowly. Is it all some mystic rite to assure my success? If I stay
up all night some time, and prevent this ritual, will my jeans fall apart the next nor-
ning? ¥ill it all bring me a Hugo”or some dreadful fate at the hands of an animated
zargoyle”or perhaps even Dave Lewton?

So I'm worried. I don't understand it all and wonder what's coming next. Those of you
who read ENERGUMIN 1 will recall that cne of the reasons I zot married was to regain at
least partial possession of a painting that Jack Gaughan had given to me and Susan had
appropriated in my absence. 3So every time I stumble across (or choke upon) the evidence
of my dear one's midnight machinations, I'm reminded of that old proverb with all its
ominous implications for my shaky-looking future.

You know the one I mean: llair today and Gaughan toumorrow.
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Fanon, memery is the key to altemate futures; through
the processes of memory, past events reappear in new
lights, thus negating the deterministic qualities of the
material world, What we may notice here is a gquantum
JWIp--a leap of imagination akin to the gestalt switch.
Man exists as a potential to become something other than
what he is at present. 1In the process of recreating him-
self, however, he finds identity through temporary stabi-
lizations--paradigms by which he defines his nature. Per~
haps, then, creation can be viewed as a discontinucus
process.

However, the creative imagination is easily thwarted.
Fanon's wretched of the earth are victims of a totalitaw
rian myth system which paralyses imagination through an
ontological destruction of the possibilities of their
humanity. The colonizing force defines out of existence
any reality in which the black man can be accepted~-by
others or by himself--as a human being with creative po-
tential, The black is powerless because his experience
has no validity in that realm which both he and others
accept as "reality." Iaing and Berger extend this con~
cept to humanity at large in speaking of the reification
of social relationships:man produces a reality that he
experiences as something other than a human product, In
terms of Fanon's model, human beings colonize themselves
and each other.

But if such a totalitarian myth system can destroy the
human potential--or at least severely damage it--this is
not to suggest that man can do without myths, A society
exists and is transformed under a succession of world-
views, which give stability and, if limited so as not to
deny the creative imagination, a sense of identity, or
integration with the world, to the men who inhabit it.
The present level of psychological damage and confusion
in the "modermized" world may perhaps be attributed not
only to the dehumanizing effects of a totalitarian myth
system, but also to the fact that while this world-view
is becoming increasingly outmoded (unable to account
satisfactorally for everything that is happening in the
world), no coherent alternate world-view has presented
itself to the population at large. The gestalt switch
has not yet occurred. The development of the so-called

"counter-culture" represents the movement toward a new, v

as-yet-not-fully-articulated paradigm of living.

Under these conditions there is tremendous yearning for

a new, or re-newed, equilibrium. The last few years have
witnessed the political left and right engaged in a kind of
politics-of-the~Apocalypse. The hope here is for a final
change beyond which will lie the Millenium, But history
does not end in this way. If evolution is an open-ended
process, and not a movement toward some Eternal City,

then any equilibrium is only a temporary stabilization
before further change.

Man continually pursues integrity of identity by seeking
to integrate wider areas of experience, Northrop Frye
speaks of imagination attempting to swallow the universe.,
The success of imagination in this venture would pre-
sumably bring the Millenium, and yet the Millenium is not
to be. Imagination, then, strives after the unattainable,
Man dreams of the impossible, and so must dream forever.
But far from being futile, dreaming is a special human
talent: it is the path of safety between fossilization
and chaos, the jump that allows man to become something
new without losing himself in the process.

If political theory is not to be an instrument of mysti-
fication, then it must become an instrument of liberation,
revealing to men the nature of the myths by which they live,
so that they may dream new myths, In an imperfect world,
rebellion must continue, The world can never be perfect,
but it can always be better,
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Discarding the old concept of scientific advance means
changing the concept of progress; science must now be seen
as evolving from-what-we-know, and not toward-what-we-wish-
to-know. Progress is thus seen as an open-ended process,
not & goal-directed one. Successive stages in the develop~
mental process are marked by greater articulation, elabore-
tion, and power to solve problems, Direction is more and
more replaced by freedom,

Although Kuln makes only brief mention of an analogy be-
tween sclentific and political revolutions, it seems to

me that such an analogy can be quite useful, There comes
a time, either in the scientific or the political realm,
when the dominant paradigm fails to adequately meet the
needs of the community, With the emergence of a new para-
digm to challenge the position of the old, a crisis point
is reached; between proponents of the old and the new there
is no common ground for arbitration.
group can accept argumentation whose logical basis lies be~
yond the scope of its own paradigm. In the political realm
it is at such a time that recourse to violence becomes

most probable,

In either a scientific or a political community the re-
placement of one paradigm by another is not an instanta-
neous process, However, viewed in the perspective of
history, such a revolution may be seen to be accomplished
within a rather brief period of time., Kuhn likens the
process to a gestalt switch., The outmoded paradigm gives
way to another which appears better able to integrate the
particular forces to be understood.

Basic to the gestalt process is pattern recognition, or
selection, Camus has described how the artist works through
selection, by isolating the unique in the context of the
universal, The artist plucks an instant from passing time
and gives it a permanence, but a permanence which is shaped
by the artist's own vision, Camus' rebellion expresses

the desire for coherence and unity. Rebellion is a "fabri-
cator of universes," a method of imposing pattermn on the
world, in much the same way that the artist imposes pattern
on the world, We may also see in political and scientific
world-views this aesthetic dimension-- the imposition of
coherence and stabllity on incessant change.

By definition, neither

In the movie Gimne Shelter we can follow the Rolling
Stones on tour across the United States., At certain
points in the movie the action of the tour to which the
theatre audience is giving its attention is suddenly
transposed to a film-editing room, where, in the context
of the movie, it is now being viewed by the performers
and the directors of the movie at a later time. Instead
of filling the theatre screen, the on-tour action now
occupies only a small portion; what the theatre audience
had perceived as "reality" a moment before is now per-
celved as only & selected segment of reality. At the
end of the movie, at the climax of an actual murder
scene, a similar transformation occurs, This time the
film in the editing room is stopped, run backwards, and
then re-run in slow motion and stop-action to reveal de-
tails of the killing that had been imperceptible during
the initial run,

Time is crucial to creation.

The present encompasses

the past, allowing its

events to be trans-

formed into art

through selection. *
Memory is the in-
strument of the
mind by which
the past is
edited, re-
created,

and given
meaning be-
yond that

which it
possessed
originally.
This recre-
ation of

the past
through me-
mory is the
theme of Vladi-
mir Nabokov's
novel, Ada. For




“SMSTA-PTIOM JOUTISTP UBYJO I YJM TeSp Bufeq

ST 9%YM ey} Buzyresd weyy Jeyjel ‘eTopom OTJFTIUTOS
GATSE00ONE JO ATTIqRINSUSWNOO Oy oumss® 03 ‘s Jvys3
~-sFueyd WI93-JUOT JO 9JNIBU SNONUTIUCISTP OYF IN0eqo

03 pue oZpaTmoin] Jo ejeqs quosexd eyg Jo UOT308a TP &3

I8 POWT® 8Jom sOTIO8Y] ‘sMITA ‘sosow snotaerd 3ey} eums
-8 0} ‘wdypexed Jeu3 Jo BT cqy uT £I098TY 3ONI4SUOD
-3d 03 wWdTpeied oTyTIWLTOSs AW Japun Aduspusy queysys
-18d ey £q peyousajus sy UoT3deoucosTw 384l *eInoqer
£39T008 UISpOW YITYM JOPUR SOUITOS JO uop3dasuoosm

FBUT N0 MOIYY 03 Inq ‘8dUSTOS N0 MOIYF O3 JOU ST IOMSUR
OUL °JTeS3T suTejuTew Lowloouydoe] WPTYM L4 UOTIBOTZ
-13sdm suwtad eyy sy --sagezedoosy UOFYM JIspun wdTpesed
JeTnoyiaed oYy ev quouemred se Lruo sf poyjem O TIJTIUSTOS
® 398F UT --poyjel OTJTIUSTOg enbrun v Jo quemfordme eyy
YZnoays ynal e3EmTITN DIEMOG topssaddoad Jeouyy snonuyy
~U0d ® 8% 90UEAD®R OJTIUSTOS Jo uoTqdesucosPm oyl “Lowlo
-ouydey 83 Jepun popunodxe soustos Jo uoTpdesuoostu 9wyg
308 UL ST ,MOTA-PTIOM DTJTIUSTOS 83, STTEO Ne280Y JBUM
*SMATA-PTIOM OTJTFUSTOS OATS8000Ns Luvm gnq ‘MOTA~PTIOM
OTJTIUSTOS ® J0U ST 8Ja8y3 38y pendae eq Lew 9T snyL

*aroJeq auos

S¥Y UM UJTa oTqeInsuemmoout ArTenjow Us1Jo 3nq oyqeged
~WOJUT ATUO 30U ST WOTINTOAS ® UYONs WodJ gofloms 9%y3
UOTITPRI] IPJTIWTO8 Oy) pue ‘JresyT 9oustos Suypuodsea
=200 2Y3 Jo UOTITUTFOPSI 938T3Is8000U 04 spusg mIrpered
#9U B Jo woT3deded OYL °pPOATOAUT SO TUNBIOD OTJTjuetos
oy3 £q pejdsode uoTinTos Jo sprepueys pue ‘preTJ-werqoad
‘epoyjsm oy3 JO eoInos eyq aIw sudtpeaed °oTqETIOUCD
=9IJT s} axe suwdTpetsd eaTssecons ussmjeq se0UNOIITq
*pesodmos 87 Lrdde M3 PTUM 07 esILATUR SY3 PTYR Jo
S}BUATe TRIMIONIE TRIUSWEPUNJ OU} UT oSUBYD> SOATOAUT
SOTUBRYOOUW URTUFSISUTH 07 UPTUOIMON WO UOTITSUBRI} oyj
J07 ‘9, ure3suTy Jo esed SujTuIT © ew A1duys pepasfag
9q Jouued SMET §,U0IMeN ‘seFuryp TejueWesOUT UL LTedem
j0u ‘aeyqo yowe moxy LIrejuemepuny J9IJTP Loyyq oouTs
‘8MaTA-DPTIOM OTJTjUSTOS JUIINIITP ode suldTpeed esoyj
‘9087 ur *3Iom sysyIUSTOS Yoty £q syspom Tenjdeouod
peoxq ‘suStpered eatsseoons Jo JuswedeTdsTp 8Y3 ySnoays
890UBAPROOUBTOS By} Sendie oym ‘wmy °g sewoyy £q

] .
pexorye L7eatssexdut uesq sy wTdeouod sTYL ‘*esIsATun
®43 Jo eanjeu (eAT30efqo) ,enI3, eyj Jnoqe oFpaTMow]
SI0W JOA® JO UOTHETRMEMOO®R Tenpeid oyjg UBnoxyg sesueApw .
93WsTos Jey3 ‘Arewsu--L£49To0s wrepom Ut Texsus? sT YOTUM
I¥UI J00TJed 03 SWees GOUITOS JO SINjBU OYF JO uotydasaed
8332604 (PTIOM OU} WOIJ UOTRTUGTTE JO WNWTUTW ® sTrel
~US 3BU3 META~PTJIOM ® 309]J° 03 Uvm Jo L3FTTq® oug pue
8oueAp® dTJTIUSTOS Usenjeq diYsuoTjeTed oy3 sf usYg FBYUM

*£397008

JO smiog TelIysnpui-edd 03 uolsIoss ¢ eq o3 L1durs jou

ST %Y} MOTA-PTJIOM meU Lue Jo L37TTqissod oyj Inoqe sjqnop
SNOTJIO8 8STRI 0F swWOes TTEO ® Yons gng *M3TA=DPTIOM OTJT2
TUSTTS eyl JOo uoTeaeAqms 9Y3 J0F STLEO oJ07elsy) Xezsoy ‘oo
-~uweTIedxe eAfyoefqns Jo eFuex o3 PUSIX® puU® ©3TVPTITBA PINOA
UOTUM MSTA-PTIOM MAU ® JUTIBO0ADR UL  *HOTA-DPTIOM 91313
~USTos e} y3Ta LowIoouydel saTJTIUSPT Nuzeoy *MOTA-DPTIOM
® 8% 1T SoyrTend ecusTredye usmmmy Jo efuex SATBNTOUT

=Tle ue Jeao L)TTE0l JOo SIMBU Y3 SUTWILOUOD suoysenb

Jo £3TpTTRA oY} oUTIOP 03 YINOY3 Jo epom ® Jo £37TIq% oYL

*OOUSYSTX® JO 3N0 sUOTysanb Jeyj0 Te Sutuggep
4£q suotysenb e1qeqdesow uresren 03 lepro T®o13TTod 843 Jo
UOTIET [I80AUT JTWIT 03 ST 300370 83T pue ‘Fupiuiyy oyqed

~OuYoe] JO UOTYBISOFTURE ® ST 350 93 UL 9OoURTOs e}
-T1od TexeqTT popeated swy 43} esuasuou ,LFoToepy Jo pue,
oul *sIupilom TEUTWITNS 83T ‘WTUWLIR}ITv303 eTqIeTAUT
83T UL 8OT[ 3w STY3 Jo S8GUSATI06IJe orf *@Ous Tos TUmoO
pue eousjodiumo Jo suoTsnITE Supjesto £q pumm xerndod ey
s0TJTIs8dm esTiredxe €seqyTe FupTng JO 8puUBY 843 Ul °pesd
~oxd quewsBpn{ TEOTYIS PUe $00TTOIUT YOTYM Wory sesTwexd
POTING oy3 Butmoosq ‘9danos oy3 3w soueTaedxe dres sanjeu
pue ‘£19T008 ‘wem Jo eanjeu euy noqe suopjdimssw 2fqexoou
~yoe3 ‘qno squyod Yezsoy exoposyl sy¥ °sixedxe pezyreroeds
JO upemop ey eq 04 L3TTeed sTY3 Jo woyqeTndiusm o3
SpTOY puw ,‘L37TBex eaT30e(q0, pejernisod ® jo anoasy ut
eoustredxe eaTgoefqns Jo L3TPTTEA eyj S89TUSR YITYA quFnoys
JO opou ¥ ,‘880USNOTISUOD eAT308(q0, Jo yjim eyg 34
Lovaoouyoeq Jo syseq eyg *Aepoy 807397008 eTunEmOD pue
38TTe9Tded yjoq 03 uowwoo eI Jo w0y v s Lowxoounoe]

*£30T008 OT3BIOOUNOD] UISPOW $3UOIFUOD Tey3



8TsTI0 oUy3 seTTLapun Louspusy epelfolial sty *ssedcad
LIguoTanIoAep ® ‘saoqe pourTino dIysuUoT3eTaI J093wu=-pUTul
* Teo 038 oY3 JO smady Uf ‘sT edusTsadxe TenppaTpul Jo
eguadxe ayj q® pedaeTue ST pTIom TeUIajxe eyj Jo Jemod
ay3 YoTym ut ‘esnjonays TBTO0S Y3} JO UOTIedIJTed oyl

*gfeM uMo JTRY} UT Moeyje ‘arduwexe J0J

‘Ie3aeg IX9q8d pue Bure °d°H UYOTUM YiAuw 8y3 sY 869USNOTOS
-uod TENPTATPUT Jo ATquepusdepur £3sTX3 UYOTUM qXa3u0d
usumy ® ‘pTJIOM TeToos ® Jo yfw sTY3 94®8Y3 oW 03 smees 3T
*uoT3eedd onbyun £q Buryjou FuFIngiLuocd “isnayy Lpduys
I STENPTATPUT UOTUM O3UT °ESBUSNOTISUOD JO JUSpUSdSpUf
PIIOM TEFO0S ® JO adueqsTxe 9yg swlelo yotum ‘ATTsrsusd
aIN3Tno Wlspow Ul WMIOJ SMOTOSUOSUM Ue UL FUSIOYUT OST®
pue sjsPUIEN ,TRUOTITPRIGy POTTe? eq Lem Jeym £q paqe|
~NOTIIE MBTA ® JO UoTqoafsd B €T 9asy pull Aem om JeuM

*poUTEIajepUm 8U73 PUB SNONUTIUCOSTP 8Yj3

07 sJanjeu uy eseTd TeJqued v uBrsse YoTym ‘Aroay; umjy
~upnb pue £3TATIRIS 6% Uons ‘Aanjued sTYT JO SUOTINTOASX
OTJTIustos eyl UT MBTA sTU} J0J
UOTJEMITJUOD SPUTF Joyduag °4L9%
-Teal d1seq 8y} se e3lewe ATTe
“N3UeAS 07 J8378W JO SIUTBILS
~U0D QU3 WOXJ SUT} JPAO JTeS3T
Supeaay ArTenpead ‘uoTanyoA?

UT POATOAUT JI833%W JO UOTI®O
-1Jxe1duwos eyy jJo sseocoxd syl
ygnoay3 ‘ssouUsSnNOTISUSD 8986
JoyFueg ‘UTPIRY) Op DIBYTIL]
woxy AYTATey Furmed] ‘uWsTXIEH

Srunawm NETLYY

HOTAVL SNONV

Jo qno smoad yoTym eatqoadsaed TeolJdolsTy ® URYITM “qTa1ds
Jo Lovurad 33vWIITR 8YZ JO MOTA WBITIJY oyq soagasaxd
yotuym £37Ten3Ta1ds puw wsTITe[O0s Jo sysoyjuls v s38933ns

¢ 1e8eueg Jo jueptsedad aesydosoriyd-gecd ‘aoyfusg prodoa]

*JI9PJO gnon
~FT3u00 A[TeWIaquUT suo FuTwmaoJ aToym eyj3 --ssyoeax xeddn
oy3 1® ‘uew o4 Jedoad qratds qeyy Suppniout ‘sqiatds pue

‘oTppTw oy3 uf ‘Apoq uwwmy ayg Futpniout ‘sTarde YIM
pegeTooss® s30efqo fspue JsmoT oyz e sfurys BuTAT]-uUOU
Y3TM ‘sButaq Jo LyoJeIdTY ® S3STXe oJdeY] SsJPATUN SUJF Ul
‘WeyBIqy *I°M JO SPJIOM 8y3 esn 0% ,‘Tenitards L[juepads
~9que, ST eanijevu vyl ‘Armijuoo ey} uo ‘3nq fMATA STY3I UT
pezITenitatde s eanjeu jeyj L1duis jou eF 3I  *31aTds Jo
Loeurpad Y3 s31985® MOTA~PIIOM UBDTLJY oTqeudppesed ayl

*gonTeA TRUOT3TPRIY UL pelood s6T4TIUSPT TedtdoToys

~-£sd ,oT3UsyUIN®, JOJ YOJdwes oyj puw quemdoTsaep OFwoOUODS
pides Joj poou 8yl YITM SUOTIBU UBROTIJY 63U0IJUOD UOTY
~BZTUOT028p Jo seedodd oy] *I999eW pue pulw JO goTod Ten
~qdaouoo eyj ezTuowmlvy 03 POSU 8TUF YITM POJUOIJUOS uesq
0ST® SA®Y LWSTTBIO0S UBDTIJY, JO 893BO0ADE oY} WOTIJVY Ul

*£J03sTY oXew sSnY3 pUe SUOTIENIIS JTOYZ

JO sUOT3FpUOD TelIejwm aYy3 ssedins ATTenupjuod o3 uem Jo
£37TTq® 9y3 sT dTysuoTyeled sTYS JO OT3sTIe30mIeyd Suwisd
8yy “pespur “*eotoyo epnioead jou seop diysuolqerel STYY
nq ‘seATeswe U} PUTS L8yl YOTYM UF sUOTITPUOD TelJejem

oy3 o9 dyysuoyjelea UT 38X usw ‘aJqueg JOJ °*MOTA OT3ST
~Upmta3ep LT30713s Lue soTudp ATIvsssddU oY ‘asIsATUN 3YY
JO UOT]ONIYsUOD TEIO08 OUj U] §60USNOTOSUOD uUsmny TenplAlp
-ut 9y3 Jo uotjysced Texjued oyj Surqaesse U  ‘wslelIejEm
TeOTIO38TY YITM WSTTeTruUsisTXe Furrioucsed Jo wetqoad oysg
Y3TM peos] ussq sey ‘Alo3sTy Jo MeTA jeTXI®y ® Supsnodse
ut ‘aeydosorTud TeTjueqsTxe 8yj3 edqJaeg ‘41 puejsdaspun T sy

ROTEVRIDVIAT - ROIEHTO AT



Blank Page



ASPIDISTRA
TOO






