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Arnie Katz

Welcome to Idle Minds #3, the latest edition of
the Vegrants current group fanzine. | guess it
proves that Joyce had a good idea and that we can,
frivolous fans though we be, publish more than
two issues of something.

It's rather scary to report that the editors have
already picked the theme for the next issue with an
eye to distribution in late April or early May. That
sure sounds like Idle Minds is assuming some-
where between a bimonthly and quarterly sched-
ule, which would be pretty good going for this
stage of our current group.

Someone, | think it was Guy Lillian, described
me as the “man who loves Fandom.” | can’t say
that’s wrong. | appreciate Fandom more after hav-
ing gafiated and returned, because the difference it
makes in my life is much more obvious to me than
when | was active 1963-1976. | returned to Fan-
dom, because | came to realize that | was missing
something in my life that Fandom could provide.

My success as awriter and editor painted me
into a corner in some ways. | tried not to cultivate
close friend in business, because | didn’t want it to
sway critical judgment or journalistic integrity. |
had alot of acquaintances and well-wishers, but
very few true friends of the type I’d known in Fan-
dom.




| wanted a peer group of people who were ar-
tistic, colorful and weird. | wanted to “be myself”
rather than feeling like | was “on stage” every time
| got into a public situation. The more | thought
about it, the more | realized that | knew where |
could find such a collection of glorious misfits —
Fandom.

Fandom delivered. I’ ve now been active for 19
years since my return and have written and pub-
lished more, by a wide margin, than | did the first
time through. Las Vegas can be atough townin
which to find friends, but Fandom has blessed me
abundantly with friends, from the “golden age”
Vegrants of the early and mid 1990’ s to today’s
“new generation” version of the club.

So, yeah, | love Fandom.

Jolie LaChance

You'll see my full-length article, which
will probably seem kind of gloomy, later in
thisissue. | have to share this about Sweet-
hearts. The little candy hearts with the mot- §
tos on them have moved with the times.
Along with “be mine” “kiss me,” etc.,
there is now “email me.”

Who would have thought it?

ArnieKatz

Those chalky little hearts that Jolie
mentioned, aren’'t the only confections with
sweet sayings on them. M&M’s are now

available with inscriptions, too. In fact, you can go
to the company’ s website and order customized
messages.

Until cooler heads, and the state of the Corflu
Silver treasury splashed cold water on the idea, we
considered ordering some with fannishly appropri-
ate sentiments to put in consuite candy dishes.

We never got beyond the stage of Four-
Dimensional Menta Crifanac, so we didn't actu-
aly invent any messages, but the prospects are in-
triguing. Grants, the bite-size candy is too small
for something like, “Everything two fans do to-
gether is fanac,” but we could’ ve used
“FIAWOL!” “FIJAGH!” and “Pub Your Ish!”

Joyce Katz
Well, gloom is at |east half of the composition

- of love. Gloom is around every corner, whether

it's merely sorrow from separation from your de-
sire, or the horrors of unrequited emotions, or the
misery of regret (or dread) of the end. | guess
there must be gloom in order to really understand
love.

I’ve recently started noticing how cheap the
word love has become. My carry-out girl at the
grocery today told me that she loved the rain; the
sales person at the shoe store told me she loved my
socks. | say | love all my friends; we al love our
families, and we all love our pets. Love is appar-
ently lying around all over the place, ready to be
picked up or put down at whim.




Jolie LaChance

But what is love? There was afellow who
worked one building over from my shop in Office
Machine Repair (yes CCSD Maintenance is that
specialized, | do radios, overhead projectors and
other miscellany). Anyway this guy was just your
basic ‘hi, how’sit going’ coworker type. We
would end up at the same freeway exit leaving
work and wave on our motorcycles. He went
south on Mountain Vistaand | continued east on
Tropicana. His wife served him with divorce pa-
pers so he went to where she was staying (with her
dad), shot her, shot her dad, shot himself. She'sin
critical condition and might survive.

| would have bet money that such a nice mild
guy would have been the last in the world to do
this. Isit love that is so powerful? He was obvi-
oudly in too much pain to live. But why the rest?
Enough pain can make you crazy | guess. I'm
glad he didn’t cut loose at work and I’'m feeling
guilty for feeling glad. | read a quote fromC S
Lewis (in a Sharyn McCrumb mystery), “grief is
selfish”. Grief isaso stupid and short sighted.
But what is this love that can turn to hate this way?

Ross Chamberlain

It's hard to remember how deeply emotional
we sometimes can be in various stages of
involvement with someone. Love can be so
bloody inclusive of various degrees of in-
fatuation, lust, possessiveness, fear, and
probably a bunch of other less desirable
attributes, as well as moments of quiet har-
mony and contentment. One of those is that
unheeding focus on the object of our devo-
tion that leads to aberrations like stalking

and jealousy. But then, there's also the tennis
score....

Teresa Cochran

Ah, love. It's very complicated, yet it can be
spontaneous and innocent. It can be filled with
new discoveries and nice surprises. Fandom
brought me my current husband, after all.

| do have alove of knowledge, asisthe case
for alot of fans. | went on one of my curious
quests the other day after listening to some old-
timey Appaachian music. | know intellectually
that many old-timey songs came from England,
Scotland, and Ireland. | heard a song about the
cuckoo:

O, the cuckoo, she's a pretty bird.
She sings as she flies.

Something was niggling at the back of my
brain. Hmmm, there are no cuckoos in those
Smoky Mountains. | went to my good friend
Google, and there | found the cuckoo’s range:
England and the British Ises in spring; Africa dur-
ing the winter. Very interesting. Guess where that
song comes from?

I’ ve been wondering what a cuckoo sounds
like in spring. | went to Scotland in the middle of
winter, so | didn’t get to hear one. Maybe | will
visit during the spring someday, perhaps for Cor-
flu!

Joyce Katz
Ah, Spring! In the springtime, every fan's
mind turns to Corflu.

ArnieKatz

It's sort of remarkable that, in an issue themed
“Love, Sex and Romance,” that no one has men-
tioned the Elephant in the Room. And by




“elephant in the room,” | do not mean the little
stuffed elephant | bought for Joyce as a Vaen-
tine's Day present. (Come to think of it, that ele-
phant also fulfills the theme, since | gaveit to my
loved one on Valentine' s Day in the hope of even
more enthusiastic sex.)

No, the Elephant in the Room to which | refer
is that we currently have two courting couplesin
the Vegrants. | won’t embarrass them by men-
tioning their names — I'll leave that pleasure for
someone else—but it is certainly areminder of
what a mating ground Fandom is. Several cou-
ples in the group, most recently James Taylor and
Tee Cochran, met and married in Fandom.

Spring is coming — and Love and Fanac arein
theair!

David M Gordon

Sex, love, AND romance? Sheesh, | know
nothing about any of those topics. All my at-
tempts throughout my life to romance someone,
anyone, went for naught. Do you know how
humbling it is when you try to be romantic and
the woman laughs at you for your clumsiness?
And sex? 1 ill am avirgin, and likely will die a
virgin. But | hear talk that sex can be alot of fun.
| hope someone more knowledgeable, more...
experienced, will chime in on the topic. Which
leaves love — atopic that confuses poets and phi-
losophers.

Y ep, you guessed correctly; | fumble my way
through life. But that’s not such a bad thing—not
when you see me drive. But that’s a whole differ-
ent story!

John DeChancie

Love sucks. Romance bitesit. Sex? Fairly
soon you will be able to get it cheaper from
Amazon.com. And delivered right to your door.
MasterCard, Visa, and Discover cards are hon-
ored. This offer isvoid in states where voids are
not enough. Actions count. And I’'m taking ac-
tion. I’'m swearing off sex for the rest of my life.
So, apparently, have all the women | know. Be-
fore our divorce, my ex wife reduced our conju-
ga joy down to twice a month. | was lucky. Two
other guys she cut off altogether. She had awild
streak in her, though. She liked to go out in the
car and make love in the back seat. She wanted



meto drive. But | am well rid of sex. What has
it ever done for me? From it, | contracted her-
pes. | guess you could say I’'m an incurable ro-
mantic.

James Taylor

| most be doing something wrong--1"m not
confused or bitter. Of course | did wait until |
was fully grown to get married. Having
achieved enlightenment and given up the notion
that love would ever happen to me, it of course
immediately appeared, tazered me and slapped
the manacles on, and that was that. Resistance
was indeed futile.

Don Miller

Love, schmuv...I'm a confirmed bachelor
who just hit the half century mark.

| can tell you about a sci-fi convention | at-
tended, accompanied by six females and my-
sdf, al in one hotel room. It was 1976, | was
18, had just graduated from high school and
joined alocal Vegas sci-fi club almost entirely
made up of young females. Seven of us drove
down to San Diego and spent 3 days and 2
nights there. At the convention | became
closely acquainted with my future girl friend, a
hot registered nurse 26 years of age at the time.
No kids, | can’t make this stuff up, it was the
best time of my life.

On another topic, it recently occurred to me
that I’ ve reached a milestone of sorts. Way back
in 1979 | was working as a disk jockey at alo-
cal radio station here in Vegas and on afew oc-
casions, sent greetings to extra-terrestrials. |
said something like, “Since FM radio escapes
the earth’ s atmosphere and keep going at the
speed of light indefinitely...l’d like to send a
big hello out there to those who might be listen-
ing”.

| haven't thought about that in years, but it
recently occurred to me, that this year marks the
30" anniversary of that muse. | looked it up out
of curiosity, and found that there are over 250
stars within aradius of 30 light years from
earth. | played it off asajoke at thetime but it's
cool knowing there's an increasing potential for
it to be heard with the passage of time.

On one last topic, Comet Lulin that will




reach it's closest approach to the Earth, this Mon-
day night 2/23/09 and Tuesday morning 2/24/09. It
should be visible to the naked eye and easy to find.
Look to the Southwest and you'll see the planet
Saturn, a bright yellowish star. Just below Saturn
will be a greenish fuzzy star. Observation indicates
that the tail will be visible with binoculars or a
small telescope. The comet is passing the Earth on
it'sway back into deep space. They say it'sarare
comet that has never felt the heat of the sun and
still has the frozen gasses that formed in the pri-
mordial solar system. Its green color comes from
cyanogen that is sublimating from frozen gasses.
Hopefully the weather will cooperate; we may not
have clear skies but try and take a look.

Jacqueline Monahan

| suppose that stars and comets have their place
in an issue about Love, Sex and Romance. It must
be the celestial proximity to Heaven, that fleeting
refuge for lovers and other dangers; ex-fiancés and
cuckolded husbands (pendejos, en espanol) com-
bine with true believers and ballad singers to
search for promisesin the dark.

Springsteen declared Love, “an angel disguised
asLugt,” but | think he got it backward. Lust cov-
ers up its g-string with a silk robe and seductively
impersonates Love in a brazen charade.

And we buy it, long with flowers and con-
doms and declarations of forever, athough our
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own built-in expiration dates doom that premise.

Makes one appreciate Don’ s thirty- year greeting,
still hurtling madly into deep space, desperate for
ears.

The extra-terrestrials haven’t even responded
yet, but somewhere, someone or something is
waiting for the phone (or similar instrument con-
verting voice/sound signals into a form that can be
transmitted to remote locations) to ring. Seems
long courtships are making a comeback, just not in
this galaxy.

ArnieKatz

Hey, what are you, Jacq, one of those Scien-
tifiction Fans with their minds in the stars (and
their butts in the back rows of some anonymous
convention hall)? | like my Lust earthbound, pref-
erably within easy reach.

Of course, | am a survivor of the Brooklyn In-
surgents, a group that rallied around the slogan,
“Hedonistic to the Hilt!” Our apartment was the
Hedonistic to the Hilton.

Derek Stazenski

OK, I will try to give a few thoughts on love,
romance and sex. Let’stake these one at atime.
First off love: Thisoneis easy. Love is the most
wonderful thing in the entire world. Until it is-
n't!!! Take that how you will. But that is what |
believe.

Romance...hmm. Well, | am always saying
that | am aromantic so this should be easy. Yet |
find it difficult to put into words just what a ro-



mantic is. Isit being a sucker for agood love
story, which | am? Don't tell anyone, please! Isit
giving flowers or pulling the chair out for her at
dinner? Maybe it is being patient and not forcing
anything. | am not sure, but | believe that all of
these things and more come into play. If you'rea
romantic.

Last, but certainly not least, sex. | think thisis
the most complicated of the three. Not always—
sometimesit issimple. Wham bam thank you,
maam or Sir. Both parties go their separate ways
and everyone is happy. Most of the time, how-
ever, it doesn’'t work that way. For many of us,
like me, it always seems to be that things don’t
seem to work out. Maybe I’'m aweird guy, but a
mental connection has always been much more
important than a physical one. Besides, when you
grow up not being very attractive to the opposite
sex, you learn to look for the mental connection.
And you also learn infinite patience. But, | will
say that when mental and physical come together it
is glorious.

Jolie LaChance

It's amazing how many of us think that we are
unattractive, especially since most of us has or
have been attractive to someone else at some point.
Furthermore thisis probably a universal statement,
“he/she thinks | look great!” with a grin to go with
the exclamation point. So that’s the trick to look-
ing attractive; stand in front of someone who loves
you.

Rick King

A great point, Jolie. In fact, from a different
perspective, | have often been of the mindset the
world is full of people “looking” for love. If they
only stopped and turned around they would proba-
bly find someone standing right there already in
love with them. It's just that everyone in so many
ways is too busy “chasing” or “looking”. Kind of
like “the grass is greener” concept. | suppose as
well some might say that appliesto sex aswell. As
for romance, I'm not redlly sure if that would be
the case or not.

ArnieKatz
And having reached this point, let’'s leave the
editorial and advance to the rest of the zinel



ROossS
Chamberlaimn

| was under 12 when the Burchard family moved
next door to our house on Montclair Ave., near the area
then (possibly still) called South Gate in College Sta-
tion, Texas. Thiswas in the post war building boom;
and | watched their house being built. I say next door,
but it was on the far corner of an acre block; I’ m not
sure there were any other houses on my block yet,
maybe a couple further up from them along that next
Street.

Google Earth doesn’'t much reflect what | remem-
ber about that part of town. It's grown tremendoudly
over these intervening 60 years. Now, a couple of
blocks away in a couple of directions, there’' s a couple
of big multilane highways. One is called George Bush
Drive, which naturaly didn’t exist in my time, though
it largely parallels a street that was a main drag in my
time. The other, Wellborn Road, was dso afairly main
drag then but still just atwo-lane road...

There are street views, the house | lived in is now
painted grey (it was white) and is surrounded by full-
grown trees—all grassy lawn in my day.

And it looks a lot smaller than | recall.

What | remember of the Burchards was Mr. &
Mrs., older (teens) son, and younger daughter, whose
name | only learned later. If | thought anything about
them at the time it was that there might be potential
playmate or pest in the girl. It was too soon in my life
consider any other possibilities.

Pest, it turned out. Betsy, as | learned soon enough,
was my age, though because I'd skipped my first grade,
she was in the grade below me. She was a bit chunky,
and—I won't say belligerent, but combative. She'd
grown up with an older brother, and had learned op-
pressive techniques that |, while fairly strong, never
learned to counter.

She'd come over to my yard, act friendly initidly,
and then I’d find myself on my back, with Betsy grind-
ing my elbows into the ground with her knees. This
was unpleasant and unfightable.

Do | remember what led up to the frays? Not redly,
but it seems like there must have been some challenge.
Sort of an equivalent to the “come on” gesture (hands
extended, pams up, fingers beckoning) that seems to
be popular these days.

| dunno. Whatever, the results were conducive to




frustration, irritation, and a preference to staying away
from that girl whenever possible. | may even have gone
inside to hide when | saw her looking like she might be
heading my way.

Y eah, yeah, you can see it coming, can’'t you? Sto-
rybook situation.

Thefirst inkling of incipient trouble was one day
when, for some reason that was incomprehensible to
me at the time, Betsy came over to our house for my
mother to cut or wash her hair. | dunno. Maybe it had
something to do with Mom’s church work, or, because
we were not really financialy all that strong and they
paid her to do it because the person who regularly did it
was out of town.

Or my mother, who was that kind of person, smply
volunteered.

| was pre-teen or barely teen, self-absorbed, largely
ignorant of the real life around me where it didn’t di-
rectly impact my own routine. Being asked to mow the
lawn, for example, was an intrusion. Being signed up
for Vacation Bible School—in summertimel— was
trauma.

In other words, my attitude toward life hasn’t much
changed over the last 60 years. Oh, | suppose | may
have gained some maturity beyond the physical aging.
Y ou know, that emotional and socia stuff. Probably
mostly in the 25 years since Joy-Lynd and | were mar-
ried, but you might get araised eyebrow from her about
that...

Meanwhile, | was shaken by the presence of my
béte noire in my house. Puzzled when she spoke to me
nicely in my brief glance in to the kitchen, where she
was sitting draped in towd's, my mother fussing with
her dark hair (which | remember as generally shortish,
with bangs, but somehow my memory supplies longer
hair for that particular occasion; and probably I'm right
on both counts, there being a few yearsinvolved).

It's likely Mom didn’t have time to shoo me away;
I’d have retreated to sanctuary elsewhere immediately.
Certainly it wasn’t an occasion for me to stick around
for light conversation.

But aremark | overheard Mother make afterward in
conversation with someone el se triggered the beginning
of an attitude adjustment: “ She's going to be a heart-
breaker.”

| wasn't sure | understood the remark, exactly, but |
was naive, not dumb, and | was alittle afraid that | did
catch its drift.

Betsy? Chunky little tomboy Betsy? No, not that
bratty girl who could wrassde me to the ground and
make me say “uncle.”

[Hey, | was the one who did that to other kids...
Uh, oh... But no, | didn’'t have that insight until much




later. Can't pictureme asa
bully? That little bit of ma-
turity, at least, | did absorb
eventually. Perhaps another
story for another time—or
perhaps not; | don't think
there’ s anything | can make
into an anecdote about it.
Okay, confessiontime's
over. Nothing to see here.
Move right along, please...]

Heartbreaker? Betsy?

Nawww...

| didn’'t seealot of her
over the next few months,
and any “whole new light”
| might have seen her in
from around that time
waned. Pretty much.

| did notice shelost a
lot of that chunky look. A
lot of the girls around my
age, and hers, were...wdll,
yes, developing isthe
word.

One Mexican girl | re-
member as almost spec-
tacularly so. She had
changed over that summer
from dark, plump, monobrowed and plain to dusky,
curvy, plucked and pretty. | recdl afirst aid classin the
gymnasium—these were rare, maybe once a year, actu-
dly—when we were practicing CPR techniques (|
don't think we had learned that term, yet, but essen-
tially the chest compression process: “In goes the good
air, out goes the bad air.”). This Mexican girl was
wearing a classic peasant blouse, and as she leaned for-
ward straddling and pressing on the chest of the student
underneath her, | got an eyeful of cleavage that might
well have jump started my puberty right then and there.

But | digress.

One day, as | was waking home from school, | met
Betsy and a couple of other schoolmates with whom |
was not well acquainted, and didn’t particularly care to
be. She had not yet really dimmed down that much, but
her casua sweater bulged somewhat in appropriate
places, indicating that her transition was under way.

Her attitude hadn’t changed much, however; still
more challenging than belligerent. I’m hazy about how
the encounter proceeded, but somehow her friends were
aware that I’ d had problems with her, and they offered
to let me punch her. No retdiation.

Huh? Yeah, | know. It didn’'t even make alot of
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sense at the time, but quite aside from not trusting the
“no retaliation” part, | realized | had no desire to hit her
for any reason. My eyes kept returning to her chest. |
couldn’t really explain to them that that was the rea-
son—I’m not sure, myself, that | really thought there
was more to it than that. They pursued the question—
“You'resure?” And | was adamant. “No.”

Y’ unnerstan, she was standing with them. Making
no objections. Going along with the gag. If that’s what
it was.

All the obvious responses like “I can’t hit agirl!"
were somehow the wrong thing to say. Yet | think
that’swhat | may have finaly fallen back on. Nothing
happened; | went my own way, they theirs.

In any case, while till didn't really understand
how | felt about her, it had definitely changed.

Then, sometime later yet, there was to be a dance.
A costume ball at the school. | don't think it was Hal-
loween-related, though | suppose it could have been. |
can’t remember now if there had been dancing classes
before that, or to what extent | had participated. If |
had, it must have been required; no way would | have
readily volunteered. But | must have, otherwise the
very thought of inviting Betsy would never have been
entertained. Yet, | did.

The process of inviting her was in itself more or



less in the same category as traumatic. Certainly | vac-
illated over it for along time. | don’t remember anyone
pushing me to do it, though | had family encourage-
ment. | suppose there must aso have been that element
of peer pressure that is such a part of what schools are
al about. (Evenif you're ageek. In my day, asfar as|
know that specific term till only meant the guys who
bit off chicken heads; it was yet to become commonly
applied to those of us on the periphery of the popular
set. Nerd was till further in the future.)

Eventually, whatever the nudging process, | man-
aged to walk over to the Burchards' house, and, heart in
throat, butterflies aguiver, dl that stuff, knocked on the
door, and braved asking the undoubtedly amused parent
who answered if | could speak to Betsy. | have no red
recollection of details. It does seem like when | asked
she was not reluctant, but rather pleased. All | know is,
she accepted my invitation.

My first date, and hers, too. We were 13.

My family was one that gathered in the living room
of an evening, possibly listening to music ( radio or 78'
records) from the big console, or just conversing or
even reading. When | came home, | plopped in a chair
and pretended to read a magazine, holding it upside
down on purpose, waiting for comment. It wasn't long
coming; they knew what I’ d gone out for. Congratula-
tions were forthcoming.

My grandfather and grandmother lived with us, and
my brother Hale and sister Elinor were staying with us
then. Elinor came up with the idea of my going as Rag-
gedy Andy; an ideathat did not strike me as lame (can
you imagine it today?). | had blue pants and a tartan
shirt. My grandfather, an entertainer in the 1920s and
*30s (more recent then than then to now), contributed a
wig that would stand in for Raggedy Andy’syarn hair,

Elinor sewed together a round sailor’s cap, and Hale
may have hel ped me make a mask from posterboard.
He said that it was obvious that Betsy and | were a
foreordained couple—just look at our names! I’'m not
sure if | had suspenders; | could well have owned a pair
in those days.

When | picked up Betsy at her house, | had to do
the classical bit with waiting in their living with the
parents, and possibly even her big brother, while she
finished getting ready. She went as a newspaper— she
had a skirt (probably Rayon; something silky) designed
with newspaper print, and a blouse that had a Sunday
color funnies design, and she had a paper hat made
from actual newspaper.

Mom drove usto the dance in my grandfather’s
Mode A. | consider that kinda cool now, but | recall
feeling a bit embarrassed about it then.

The dance was not held in the gymnasium, per all
the classic scenarios, but in one of the classroom build-
ings, decorated and cheery looking.

| brought her in, and soon pretty much lost her in
the crowd. She was definitely “in” and | was “out.” At
least that’s how | felt. | danced once with her, and may
have tried another with one of my classmates—Marilyn
Floek, a pretty blonde that | felt more comfortable with
than most of the other girls. But if | had had dance les-
sons, they hadn’t taken very well. | saw Betsy occa
sionally, seemingly having the time of her life.

I’m unclear about the balance of that evening, but if
| remember right, Betsy was driven home by someone
else, and when my mother picked me up at whatever
predetermined time, it was just to take me back.

There were no more dates with Betsy. Astime went
by she toned up, became one of the most attractive girls
in school. I'd see her walking up Montclair, tanned and
pretty, sometimes with a tennis racket or other sports
outfit. I’d watch out the back window to see her. | got
the old, inarticulate puppy love thing rather bad. My
mother’ s prediction was pretty much on the mark, at
least where | was concerned.

We left Texasin 1953, and | fell in love with an-
other girl up in the Massachusetts Berkshires a couple
of years later. Thistime it was pretty much recipro-
cated. But that’ s another story, aso for another time.

A decade later yet, Jack Smith, my best buddy from
the College Station days came from military service to
New York to go to Columbia, and we shared an apart-
ment for awhile. He had a picture of Betsy, one of
those school portrait shots, and he let me haveit. | kept
it in my wallet; which was later stolen. So al | have
now are those fairly fuzzy memories.

And Betsy Rossis just the flag lady. Doggone.

— Ross Chamberlain
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The male prairie vole is a mouse-like mammal that
mates for life, resolutely sticking by the female to
whom he lost hisvirginity. He'll even attack other flir-
tatious, would-be home wreckers; a hormonein his
brain triggers afierce, lasting bond formation with his
mate.

By contrast, the human male will usually encour-
age or actudly solicit avast array of stray femalesinto
his realm. His logt virginity is smply the starting gun-
shot for alifelong race, fueled by “vulvaing’ (my
word). Hormonesin his brain trigger cravings for porn
images and Judd Apatow films.

Swans are monogamous for the most part, although
those that do cheat go to great lengths to conced it.
“No baby, that wasn’t me gliding in tandem on the far
side of the pond. That was Kurt. Besides, we al look
aike!”

Men engaged in unfaithful field trips will pretty
much emulate such covert behavior, being tripped up
only by their ability to accessorize. It's easy to tell
most male Homo sapiens apart. Beer preference alone
will separate the “tastes greats’ from the “lessfill-
ings.” Electronics and automotives will take care of
the rest.

Bald Eagles remain faithful to a single mate until
death, scientifically confirmed by DNA taken from
feather samples. It helps that they go through an en-
tire lifespan with a face frozen in a disapproving glare.
“Ernest, you're not thinking of straying, are you?”’
“Why, no, dear, I’'m not one of those deazy swans!
That was Kurt.”

Wolves are capable of monogamy, but the alphas
among them generaly tend to stray, which is what
may have contributed to the notion of the wolf whis-
tle. “Look, Virginia, I'm the leader of the pack. | do
what | want...wait aminute....who'sthat? Hey,
baby, you from around here? (howls in two distinct
notes) Nice set of forepaws!”

Human aphas aso possess this sense of entitle-
ment; rock stars, sports heroes and politicians, regard-
less of marital status or committed relationship, flit
from conquest to conquest like hummingbirds aong a
honeysuckle vine. Please note: clever use of “hum”
and “suck” in the previousline.

Gibbons (small, acrobatic primates known as




“lesser apes’) are characterized by maintaining
lifelong pair bonds. Monogamous by obliga-
tion, primarily because of an unusualy pro-
longed period of offspring dependence, males
routinely initiate “ conciliatory-appeasement
gestures’ toward aggressive females. “Aw
honey, don't be mad. | let the kids stay up —
it's not a school night. We'll clean up the forest
tomorrow. Promise!”

In the human world, this kind of behavior
keeps florigts, jewelers and confectioners thriv-
ing. At least something gets stimulated, even if
it's only the economy.

Males from certain arachnid species die
during or after intercourse, the females devour-
ing them as akind of post-coital snack. Ar-
giope aurantia spiders willingly sacrifice them-
selves while mating, but exact a diabolical re-
venge. During sex, amale will leave its repro-
ductive appendage inside the femal€'s body, to
act asakind of organic chastity belt, prevent-
ing her from mating with other males. “Eat
ME, will you? Y ou'retotaly screwed now,
baby! And for the last time, you...
aasaaahhhhhh!”

A male Argiope aurantia has something in
common with his human counterpart in that he
cannot turn down a chance to be eaten, even
under penalty of death.

For black vultures, enforcing monogamy is
afamily affair. If caught copulating with a bird
other than its partner, the culprit gets harassed
not only by its mate, but by other vulturesin
thearea. “Vinnie, what the hell yadoin'? An-
giescryin’ her eyes out. Go bring her some
nice carrion and stop carrying on, or so help
mel”

It seems some species have mastered what
intellectually gifted bipeds have not been able
to achieve. Isit love or pheromones? Instinct
or infatuation? We may never know, or care
enough to court insight, et alone each other.

Inhisclassic “Let’'sFal in Love’ Cole
Porter wrote, “Birdsdo it. Beesdoit. Even
educated fleasdo it.” (Well, termites are actu-
aly more loyal. Fleas are absolute whores).
Porter himself was never exclusive about gen-
der when it came to affairs of the heart.

Nevertheless, I'd say he was onto some-
thing (or someone), wouldn’t you?

— JacgMonahan
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Joyce and | were sitting in my office, listening to
Howling Wolf tell the world that, “ Someone's call-
ing... on my telephone,” when our conversation
drifted to Bettie Page, the darkly erotic pin-up queen
of the late 1940's and early 1950's.

| propounded my theory about Bettie Page's place
in the intricate process that formed the lurid mental
images of the American male.

The very next day, Alan White sent me a URL
that led to a story that said that Bettie Page had
died of a heart attack that previous day. She'd had the
attack aweek earlier, quickly gone vegetative and
was removed from life support in the Los Angeles
hospital in which she was a patient.

Much as | admire Bettie Page, | hadn’t planned to
write about her for Idle Minds at thistime, but her
death certainly seems an appropriate time to do so.

Bettie Page certainly evokes some images and
memories for most men, even those who never saw
her. | know the name “Bettie Page,” never failsto stir
my libido.

Precocious as | may have been, I’'m not nearly old
enough to have seen Bettie Page’ s photos when they
filled page after page of both newsstand “tease”
magazines’ and packets of fetishistic photos dis-
pensed primarily by mail and in big-city adult book-
stores.

| eventually became aware of her when | began to
visit New York City’s backdate magazine stores at
about age 16. My sidekick Lenny Bailes — he may
claim that | washissidekick — and | went to these
establishments to find old science fiction and fantasy
magazines.

Lenny and | patrolled Sixth Avenue, not yet gus-
sied up as“ The Avenue of the Americas,” to search
from the mid 40°'sto themid 20’'s. Asrelated in a
story | recent wrote up for Askance, we found many
science fiction magazines from the 1950’ swhich led
directly to our first contact with Fandom..

The backdate places were not science fiction
shops, they were magazine stores. They had heaps of
National Geographic and Time, and many had old
books, too. The stock of digest-sizes Science Fiction
magazines generaly got a couple of small shelves or
rowsin abin display.
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For convenience, most of the stories kept digest
“tease” magazines close to the SF titles. Both types of
publications needed essentialy the same size retail
shelves.

The Tease magazines thrived in the morally &
biguous climate of the post-WW |1 United
States. Men wanted more sexua con- -
tent, but censors kept alid on it. The
result was a class of publications
that speciaized in the minimum
amount of female flesh exposure
needed to spark the male libido.
Their pin-up photos didn’t show
anything you couldn’t see on the
beach or at the shopping center,
but the poses and accompanying
copy reeked of titillating innuendo.

| can’'t speak for Lenny, but my
natural male curiosity caused meto dis- 3
creetly thumb through one or 17,000 copies
of Taband Flirt. Unlike Playboy, which
showed bare breasts and more, these maga-
zines didn’t contain articles unless they were
associated with at least three pictures a page.
They wouldn’t have sold me those magazines, but | ™,
was a big boy for 16, aready approaching my eventu-
a 6'3", so theretailers didn’t seem to object to me
browsing them.

So it wasthat | encountered Rog Phillips and Bettie

Page in the very same place. Who says sex and science
fiction don’t mix?

“The Clubhouseg’ was tremendoudly important to
me, because it pointed me toward Fandom. Y et seeing
the provocative Bettie Page in al her exotic splendor
sparked something, too.

Many have speculated that Marilyn Monroe's pre-
mature death solidified her status as an enduring icon.

Sheisfrozen in time in the skirt-blowing scene. Bettie
Page didn’t die, but she did vanish. And she left aleg-
end of a sweet girl who posed for the most salacious
photos most had ever seen.

Two men profoundly affected Bettie
Page's life during her modeling career,
Irving Klaw and Estes Kefauver.
One helped create the legend, while
the other did his best to destroy it.
Irving Klaw opened a smdll

publication caled Movie Sar
News. He and his sister Paula
built the family businessin a
modestly profitable enterprisein
the post-war 1940's. He devel
oped agood mail order business
salling photographs of the stars,

» udng MSN sfiles as the source of the
+2. pictures.
. Stewens  Klaw couldn’t help noticing that
) photos of sexy actresses sold especialy well.

y He expanded his business to include pinup photos,

\ generdly solo girl and non-nude. From there, it was
A only asmall sashay to athriving businessin sexy
photos of hot girls only dightly steamier than the

.. tame pin-up shots found in the day’ s newsstand
W, magazines. .

Klaw discovered ataent for photogra
14 phy, amode named Bettie Page and a market
decidedly different than the beach poses and
lingerie shots. He began turning out fetishistic photo
sets that starred Page and other provocative models.
They featured women in high heels, stockings-and-
garter belt, corsets and similar attire in poses that were
more suggestive than explicit.

Estes Kefauver wanted to be President. He only
made it asfar asthe Vice Presidential nomination, but
it wasn't for lack of willingness to immolate any luck-
less person who stood in his way.

Witch-hunts were all the rage during the early
1950’ s heyday of red-hunter Senator Joseph McCarthy.
Tennessee Senator Estes Kefauver, a Democrat, built a
national image as a no-nonsense reformer by relent-
lessly grabbing headlines and manufacturing crises that
caled for drastic, mostly unconstitutional, action.

Kefauver conducted some sensationalistic Senate
hearings that warned American of the evils of comic
books, rock ‘n’ roll, teenagers and anything else that
might shock staid 1950's America. He was sort of a
mid-Century version of Senator Joseph Lieberman.

These two men collided at hearings of the
Senate Subcommittee on Juvenile Delinquency. They
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tried to make Klaw responsible for juvenile delin-
guency, despite the fact that his pictures had no overt
sexud content and were sold only to adullts.

Irving Klaw was just asmall businessman over-
whelmed and overmatched in a confrontation with a
powerful political figure with full media support behind
him.

Even in that benighted era, they probably couldn’t
have touched Irving Klaw. They could, and did,

frighten him into folding his business and burning more E

than 80% of the photos he took of Bettie Page. The loss
would’ ve been totd, except that Paula couldn’t bring
herself to torch some of Bettie's best work and squir-
reled them away for posterity.

Bettie Page, afairly naive and remarkably whole-
some girl from the rural South fled to the obscurity of a
redneck rural existence in the South. She underwent a
religious conversion and married a guy, twice, who
apparently beat her for the fun of it. She had a complete
nervous breakdown and went into mental hospital for a
20-month stay.

Bettie Page remained in obscurity, ignorant of her
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iconic status, for many years until Greg Theakston
brought her back into the light and, in concert with art-
ist Dave Stevens, helped Page get at least a fraction of
the millions of dollars in roydties she should ve earned
from use of her gtills and films.

The news story called Bettie Page “a 1950’ s pin-up
gueen.” That's like calling Babe Ruth a 1930’ s athlete.
It is correct asfar asit goes, but it doesn't go nearly far
enough.

Bettie Page was a pin-up queen, but she was dso
one of the three great female sexual icons who essen-
tially created the popular sexua image of women in
American popular culture. Even now, in 2009, more
than a haf-century after their heyday, the American

- concept of female sexuality is still formed to a great

extent by those three women: Marilyn Monroe, Diane
Webber and Bettie Page.

Each woman embodied afacet of our visual ex-
pression of sex.

Marilyn Monroe radiated naive sexiness, an inno-
cently exhibitionistic girl with powerful animal mag-
netism. | liked Jayne Mansfield better, but her public
persona wouldn't have existed without Monroe's
breakthrough. | don’t think many men are immune to
Marilyn’'s dlure, even now.

Today, many people would like to reduce beauty to




aset of numbers, a set of dimensions that theoretically
guarantee physical perfection. Marilyn’s “numbers’
would be ordinary, if that, by current standards, but no
one' s a mathematician when she turn on her high-
impact sex apped.

Diane Webber was the free-spirited American girl
of the late 1960’ s and 1970's, except that she set the
pattern with photographs taken mostly in the 1950's.
She was the predecessor of the Playboy Playmate —
ripe, uninhibited and clean.

Her photos weren’t as super-glossy as those that
would soon be gppearing in Playboy, but they dis-
played a natural exuberance and an unchained spirit.

Y ou had afedling that Diane Webber didn’t so much
pose as allow photographers to take snapshots of her
life.

Bettue Page represented the more colorful, and yet
decidedly darker, side of American sexua cravings.
She was dark haired, wore striking make-up and in
many photos, various types of fetishistic gear. Even
though the government browbeat the wife of Irving
Klaw, who took more photos of her than everyone else
put together, into destroying the photos, there are
many, many images of Bettie Page in corsets, high
heels and such.

Even though her photos had no nudity or sex (real
or smulated), they disturbed the censors far more than
Marilyn’s perpetual tease or Diane Webber’s nudist
lifestyle.

Bettie Page did regular pin-up work and was even a
Playboy Playmate in 1956, but she was best known for
the stark, yet arousing, photos of her in various pro-
vocative positions and fetishistic outfits..

Fandom was no more immune to the influence of
these icons than the rest of US society. In the 1960's,
Katya Hulan (later Atkins) was certainly the Marilyn
Monroe type — and Dian Crayne was the Bettie Page of
the same era.

Dianne Webber? Maybe it was Joyce in her pre-
Bette Midler period.

| thought about Bettie Page when | got that email
from Alan White. She had disappeared from public life
for nearly 30 years and then was rediscovered living a
poverty-stricken rura life that left her ignorant of what
a personality she had become.

She was helped by severd people and ended up
living in Los Angles, apparently in some comfort, in
her last years. She had the hardest life of the three, yet
she lived the longest. Good-bye, Bettie Page.

Remember, properly viewed, everything is news.

— Armnie

19



At
[FANMie

Dear Aunt FANnieg,

My girlfriend and | arein aterible state and | don't
know where else to turn. We're very much in love and
extremely compatible in almost every way. We both
are fans. We both enjoy reading science fiction, drink-
ing tea with exotic women in oriental resturants, going
to conventions, lying in the moonlight and having lob-
sters crawl over our naked bodies... al the usua stuph.
But there is one thing about which we do not agree
which has caused us great emotional pain and | worry
that it will eventually develop into ‘irreconcilable dif-
ferences resulting in our breaking up. You see, sheis
bored at little conventions like,oh say a Corflu for in-
stance but she smply loves big ones like the Worldcon.
[, on the other tentacle, prefer small cons like Corflu
and hate conventions like the Worldcon. Please help...

(signed) CONfused

Aunt FANnie says: Hurrumph! Big ones, huh? And
they say size doesn't matter. Good Ghu Meyer, | dunno
how you got mixed up with such a deceitful soul-less
hussy, but dump the rotten con-whore and get away
while you still can. To make amends to the Ghods, say
10 “Good Ghu's’ and 20 “Hail Willises’ and read al

of the newest fanzines available at eFanzines.com! And
may Burbee have mercy on your fannish soul...

Dear Aunt FANnieg,

HELP!

My mother is ruining my marriage! Me and my
wife of four years used to be real close. We used to
spend every minute we could together doing the fan-
nish things we love. One of my favorite times would be
when | used to sit on the floor and color in my favorite
Rotder illos while she sat by the fire and knitted afan-
zine. But these days | hardly ever see her 'cause she and
my mom have become BEST FRIENDS! Gak! They're
always running around town, shopping or out seeing a
movie or driving to Canada for a convention or some-
thing. She never seems to have time for me anymore
and I'm afraid my mom is gonna come between my
wife and I. What should | do?

(signed) Charlie Wildroot



Aunt FANnie says: Stop whining Charlie. After all, it
IS her basement...

Dear Aunt FANnie,

| have a decision to make about which | am stuck. |
just can't decide on my own. | know how good you are
a answering questions so | have eected to write and
ask for your opinion.

I've just been offered the opportunity to get a col-
lection of every Science Fiction and Fantasy book ever
written for my wife. What do you think?

(signed) A K.

Aunt FANniesays: I'd say, that'sa great dea. MAKE
THE TRADE!

Dear Aunt FANnieg,

| am afan married to afan and | think my infant
son is dready showing signs of his fannish genes. This
morning while | was warming his formula | was sur-
prised to catch him actually teething on my first edition
copy of "The Immortal Storm" which he proceeded to
shred in afit of what | presume was sheer joy, then af-
ter breakfast he crawled over to my fanzine collection
and somehow found my copy of "The Enchanted Du-
plicator" which he eventually spit-up on, though it was
Vegas Fandom Weekly he really vomited on... but then
when | was cleaning his face he plopped down on a
copy of "The Drink Tank™ and made a big poo-poo! Is

it an omen? Do you think it means he's destined for
fannish greatness?

(signed) Gracie

Aunt FANniesays: No. | think it means he's sick you
dummy! Get the poor kid to a doctor! Sheeeesh...

Dear Aunt FANnie,
Is there a practical way to socialy integrate mun-
danes, the 'average Joe, into a group of ‘average fans?

Aunt FANnie says: Great Ghu, NO! Why would you
WANT to?

Dear Aunt FANnie,

My current lover is wonderful, except for one
thing. Heinsists that | dress-up as Betty Paige when we
have sex! It takes forever to get into one of those dam-
nable corsets and my legs weren't made for stilletto
heels. My calves and my feet are killing me! And after
all that effort and a stroll once-around-the-bedroom, he
just wantsto rip it al off and make mad passionate love
dl night! | just fed so used. What am | to do?

(signed) Mrs. DePoint

Aunt FANniesays Yeah... that Arnie Katz is a scamp,
ain't he? But, it's an age old custom to have one's mate
dress-up, or adorn themselves with specia paints and
trinkets, to enhance the experience of arousal for their
partner. And being an age old guy, it's no surprise it
would be among the Kingfish's preferences. And since
Joyce insisted he stop leaving stains from specia paints
on the sheetsit was alogica progression. So, just count
your blessings that he doesn't ask you to dress up like
Art Widner... anymore.

Dear Aunt FANnie,

| am aamiteir righter. | right some good sci-fi
stoorys. noT sum bad onez like uther onez, but reel gud
onez. My Mom sayz there was the beast righten shed
ever node. Mi kweshiun is... shud i git a agint and be
publ eeshed?
signed Faulkner Fitzhemmings

Aunt FANniesays: NO

Remember to send your important persona queries,
guestions and quandries to your ol' Aunt FANnie. She
can't wait to answer each and every one of them each
and every week (‘cause she's not paid until she DOES)).

-- Aunt FANnie (Bill Mills)
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| came by it naturally; my mother lost hers when
shewasjust achild. She had afruit jar full of them,
collected one by one for years. She prized them highly;
they were her shining treasure. But Grandma made her
give some to her sisters, so after that Mother dug a hole
and buried them under the front porch, so she wouldn’t
have to share.

One day Mother and her sisters came home from
schoal to find no one. The house was empty, the furni-
ture was gone. The little girls thought they’ d been
abandoned, and they sat on the porch crying, no idea
what to do. Pretty soon, Grandma arrived to take them
to their new home. It wasn't until long after that
Mother thought of the jar of marbles, now lost forever.
Thirty-forty years later, each time we' d drive up Vine-
gar Hill, she'd point out the old house and tell again
what happened to her marbles way back then.

| spent the first grade in a one-room country
school. Poor old Miss Minnie did her best, but | was
the only first grader, so she wasn't able to spend much
time with me. The only thing | remember learning that
year was how to draw a cat on the chalkboard. Most of
the time | took naps at my desk, or moved over to Sit
beside my brother.

Earl was powerful in the school yard marble
games, and built up a good collection of the glass
globes. Mother remembered her own lost marbles, so
never made Earl share his winnings with me. But now
and then I’ d take out the cloth bag in which they were
stored, just to see and admire their beauty.

After the War, we moved from the farm to town,
and | found new friendsin the neighborhood. Scotty
was my favorite; we played baseball in the street, end-
less games of tag, and king-of -the-mountain.

Back then all of us were big on jump-rope chants
(“Genera Eisenhower went to France, to teach the la
dies how to dance. How many dances can you do?
One-two....”) and action games like “Red Rover Red
Rover, send Scottie right over.” We aso did gymnas-
ticson Lanny Evans paralld bars and high swing.
Once we tied arope between the legs of the equipment,
and spent a day learning to walk the tight-rope. We aso
shimmied up every tree in the neighborhood. The big
maple in Pauline's yard was the best. We each picked
afavorite branch, and called it our “office building.” |



was the chief story-teller of our let’ s-pretend detective
adventures.

| recall asummer in the mid-*40s when newsreels and
comic strips were very heavy into finding spies. That con-
vinced us that there were quite likely spies everywhere,
and it was our duty to help root them out of our home
town. We knew that spies took refuge in the underground
tunnels of Paris, so we figured that was the best place for
us to search. | still remember us going into the under-
ground caverns formed by the drainage culverts in Poplar
Bluff. We patriotic second-graders were small, and | re-
member walking upright through the tunnel under our
street. The cavern was large, much taller than me, though |
now redlize it was just a very tiny ditch.

Our block was shady and cool from the giant oaks that
lined the street, a good place for irregular baseball games.
As| recall, Scotty was pretty good at it — he particularly
liked my pitching, since he always scored on my slow ball.
One afternoon | was short-stop, and | crept up behind him
to try to see just how he made the bat connect. But | got a
little too close to the back-swing, and caught the wood
full-force on my temple. That was the only hit | ever got,
and put an end to my participation in street baseball
games.

He was definitely my first boyfriend. When summer
ended, it was only natural that Scotty showed me the way
to my new school, and then walked there with me every
morning, carrying my books. Years later | learned he
walked Tammie home each noon, and he walked Karen
back to school after lunch. But when school let out in the
afternoon, he took Donna home, and stayed for cookies
and milk. Guess that showed which girl was actualy his
favorite. Or maybe it was just the pastry.

Eventually Scotty and his family moved out of the
neighborhood into a different school district. | didn’'t see
him again for severa years, when al the district grammar
students consolidated into the town’s Junior High Schoal.

Students from different districts were mixed into new
classrooms, and Scotty was assigned to Mrs. Gibbon's
homeroom, aswas |. But by thistime, | had devel oped the
elevert year-old shyness, and even though | liked him, |
never dared start a conversation with him.

Instead | schemed on how to draw his attention. When
| observed him in the marble games on the playground
each day, | made my plan. That afternoon, while Earl was
on his paper route, | opened the bag where he kept his
stash. | selected a beautiful red shooter. When | held it to
the light, | saw through it and it gleamed like a jewd.
Earl’d never missit, | reasoned, since he had passed be-
yond the age for such games.

Now, how to giveit to Scotty — that was the question.
A nervier person might have just presented it to him. But |
was much too shy to consider that. | carried the marble
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around for severa days, until | finally got my opportu-
nity. While Scotty was across the room talking to some
other boys, | casudly backed up to hisdesk. Hehad a
notebook that zipped al around — perfect for my pur-
poses! | reached behind me, and opened the zipper
about an inch. Then | stuffed the marble inside, and
reclosed it.

It wasn't long till Scotty opened his workbook, and
the ruby orb fell out. He picked it up, rolled it around
in his hand, and then showed it off to the other boys. |
was thrilled; my plan worked! Only trouble was, | did-
n't have the nerve to tell him I'd put it there, and he
certainly never guessed. For that matter, he never even
glanced my way.

| lost interest in him as | moved into my teens. But
perhaps that marble brought him luck. Y ears later, on
one of my trips back to Poplar Bluff, | learned he'd
been elected into town government as alocal Ward-
man or something like that. In fact, his speciaty was
public morality. His greatest accomplishment was
closing down the Peppermint Lounge, and getting all
the go-go dancersfired. “Can’t have that kind of thing
in our town.”

To tell thetruth, I’ ve aways regretted the loss of
that red marble. Scotty really wasn't worth it. I'm glad
he never knew about it. Fortunately, neither did my
brother Earl.

Remember that fine wooden cigar box | used to
carry to conventions? | originally bought it at aflea
market in Coney Idand — found it in a stack of mixed
refuse in the backyard of the junk dedler, and paid two
bucksfor it. It served Arnie and me (and quite a few of
the fans reading this) for nearly twenty years. But the
box grew old, and developed a large crack across the
top. Attempts to glue it failed. Eventualy the lid split
into two pieces, and couldn’t be mended. We needed a
new one, badly.

EBay isjust about perfect for thiskind of thing; at
any given moment there are thousands offered for sale.
| started my search for similar wooden boxes, until |
found one that seemed ok. It was smaller, but seemed
like it'd work for my purposes, and | got it redly
cheap. Best of dl, the handsome box was offered as it
came to the dealer, filled with a collection of cat-eye
marbles.

When it arrived, the box was nice, but not good for
my purpose. Even without the marbles, it was too shal-
low to hold an ashtray, too narrow for the smoking sup-
plies and accouterments. But | didn’t send it back be-
cause | wanted the marbles. | washed and polished
them, then returned them to the box for storage.

Having the collection revived my old interest, and |
started browsing the eBay listings for specialty pieces.



Some of the hand-made, one-of -a-kind marbles were
fabulous art items, small worlds of colored whorls
and peaks that staggered the mind as | tried to imag-
ine how they were made. A few artists leapt out at
me: Travis Weber, James Alloway, Joseph Hamra,
Richard Hollingshead — master miniaturists who cre-
ated display marbles valued in the hundreds, even
thousands of dollars. The urge to collect beat in my
heart, but | stayed strong, and collected only pictures
of the ones | loved most.

And, the box? The old one was ruined, and the
new one was too small. | started a new eBay search
for 8 by 10 wooden boxes. That narrowed the return
from over athousand cigar boxes to a more manage-
ablelist. Eventualy | found one that seemed right,
and the price was only $8 plus shipping — which was
considerably less than the one before that held all
those marbles.

The new box isabeauty — dark wood, lined with
white velvet inside. No cigar box this; it was sold as a
“Graduate’ s Photo Box”. The cover had awindow,
just exactly postcard size. | removed the picture of
handsome seniors in graduation gear, and put in the
Bill Mills' Corflu Silver postcard.

No way that white velvet would stay nice, so | cut
apiece of cardboard to line the bottom, and covered it
with wood-toned Contact shelf-liner paper. Theinside
of the lid held a plastic loose-1eap photo abum. |
carefully cut the picture of wild horses away from the
lid of the old box, and inserted it to decorate the new
— asentimenta connection to the old one, forever re-
minding Arnie and me that “Wild Horses Couldn’t
Pull” us apart (our own love song for these thirty-
eight-plus years.)

Introducing the new box to our friends was great
fun; everyone agreesthat it isindeed a most beautiful
storage container, filled with good sentiments and
memories of great fan times that flood to mind with
each use.

All that, and marbles, too. Lifeisgood.

-- Joyce Katz

Send UsaloC....

All you need to complete your perusal of this
issue of Idle Minds is a glance at the back cover.

We hope you’ ve enjoyed it as much as we
Vegrants have enjoyed bringing it to you.

We aso hope that you won't feel you are
actually done with it until you send us a letter of
comment.

Send letters to: crossfired@cox.net

—
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