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INTRODUCTICN, FOREWCRD, PHELJIUE, AHALYSIS AND FANFARE FOR COUNRTER-
TENOR & !} TUBAS
by Fod Walker

" Diplomacy seems to be cne of those hobbles which inspire literary
effecrt, Partly, of course, it's the game. But moztly it's the person-
alities which bring on these bouts some of us have with this or that
muse. S0, when Bob Lipton asked me to do some musings on his massive
effort. THE PUBLISHER, I wes happy tov do so. His writings have kept
me somewhere between amused and bemused, so hnw could T refuse?

THE TUBLISHIR is not ¢anly frem a personality, it is about person-
alities. Tt is a masgive in-joke and g satirigal tour de firce, somew
thing very few peeple in the hctby would have the gutd “To try., 1t hasg
its strengths and weaknessSes and I shall try tc explore those as wd
proceud on this different snrt of tour,

Something cammet came froem nothing and, while T d» net wish te de-
t;act from the originality of what Bcb has done, I want to suggest THE
PUBLISHER has its rosts sunk very firmly in the habbhy. (Just 88—
since y?u are reading this— Bc¢bhb has hiz hands firmiy sunk in your
wallet, '

There ig a loug tradition in this hobby (if ene way speak of "long
traditisn” in g liobby only twelve years =1d) of litverery becrowing.
The first persen to develupe a pestal version of the geme (Conrad von
Metzke), the founder of the postsl hobby {Joh Baardman) and many
prominsnt early players (John Koning, John Smythe, Dan Alderscn, Don
Miller et c.) were welliread. Very freguently they were alsc sf fans,
The result was probably predictable. There was an early traditicn that
zines were named eftew fictitious places (MONGC, COSTAGUAIIA, GRAUST-
ARX, LRFHWON, TRANTOR, BROBDINCNAG and, of course, such recont encries
ge THE MIXUMAXU GAYVETTE and PQICTESME), Early press reieas=s tended to
lean on the actual historical circumstances of the gam:iez pariod but,
as ©time woent on, releases boarrowed from a wide varicty of siurces .-
Lurdi o7 the Rirgs, Jewel in %he Skull,. Pellucidar, the Lvthurian cv-
ele and 40 GETTA  TeprnéEe Player in a curvent Youngstowm goa fo Arau
ing inepiration from The Wlkado, by the way.

gREE) PTQbTSHLP is more then a mere OOPPOWLng hewever, It is als:

a s+ of versonalitiess, This has been going on a long time, and tha
numdser of such characters 1s legicn (and a little scurvy too): Madame®
Edythe, Jersus Bar--Sihwara, General Rochdestvensky Walkoff, Conrad the
Tall, Peerikles, 3ir John Boardom, Feg the Cacophagous One, theze are
but a few. Getting yoursslf into the press by proxy, as it were, 1is
one of tle prices you pay for becoming prominent in the hobby. Let's
gev.., Bob Lippizan, the worldis most egotistic trained horse? Lord
Eyron Lipten, Chairman of the Last India Company? Lybt*n} the inartic-
late thing-servant of Glubbdrubkb & Feierabend (A Podékaggian contract-
ing f:fm)° Liptonite, a substance fatal to Superdiplomat? Hmmmmm, ..

Veive had scmeching like THE PUBLISHER before, it you consider
The ”1kqﬁo 2 musical { don't scream, Bob.s.). Larry Peery published at
Teast two, of which "You're a Good Ian, Charliie Turner' was typical.

It was a reprint of the songs, anyway, 1if not the book, in which the
name:s of the Peanuts characters were changed to names f penple Larry
knew in the hobby. Nec other changes were made, s0 the effect wes min-
imal. THE PUBLISYIR is something else again: a genuine rewriting cf
trie criginsl.

As I gaid before, THE PURLISHER is a sort of gilant in-jcke, a sat-
ire of the Diplomacy community by one of its members, This vehicle for
humor has a great strength. It also has two drawbacks. On the one hand
it can speak very directly. Humor is best if it hits the understanding
of ite audience; if it is over their heads, they are not going to find
it funny., That is why the in-joke is a good bet with the right people:
it speaks moast cirectly to them.

Cn the other hand, there are pitialls t> this scort of thing. If
you direct your in-joke tc an audience and one part of it is more "in"
to the joke than the rest you lose a lot of your effect. Similarly,
you may find you will not use your vehicle to the best effect. The re-
guit may stili be funny, but it will fall a 1little flat in the final
analysis. ..

The reacon I bring this up is T feel THE PUBLISHER has, to scme
extent, not avoided these pitfalls, When Bob asked me to do an intro-
duction, I was going to say nething of that, But, having placed the
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ACT ONE

SCENE: A SATURDAY APTERNOON DIPLOMACY SESSION IN NEW YORK CITY.
THERE ARE TWO GAMES IN PROGRESS, WITH EIGHT PLAYERS STANDING, THE
REST LYING FACE DOWN, WITH KNIVES IN THEIR BACKS

CHORUS OF DIFLOMATS: TC THE TUNE OF "IF YOU WANT TO KINOW"

If you want to know who we are,
We are all Diplomacy fans,
Often afternoons we 2ll mar -
With our never so devious plans.
We haggle and beg and stab,
And if we are stabbed we crab.
We all have the gift of gab!
. Oht
If you think we are pleasant folk,
"'Cause we smile when we look at you,
You will find that it is no Joke
When we take all your centers too!
Perhaps you believe this throng
Can't stab themselves all day long.
If that's your idea, you're wrong!
Oh!

ENTER CONNIE~POO IN GREAT EXCITEMENT. HE CARRIES A HECTOGRAPH AND
: - MANY BLUNT KNIVES

RECITATIVE: CONNIE~-FPOO

Gentlefen, I pray you tell me
-Where a lady editor dwells,
Penny D., she helps out Nicky.

A PLAYER Why, who are you that asks this question?
CONN, Come, gather 'round me and I'1ll tell you.

SONG: CONNIE=-POO & CHORUS:'TO THE TUNE OF " A WAND'RING MINSTREL"

A Dippy editor '
Who turns out press releases,
And who both his palms greases
By charging outrageous fees!

My list of 2zines is long,
Through every fantype ranging,
I'l1l print one for you ere long,

Are you in hum'rous mood?

I'11 laugh with you,

While feigning madness.

For good releases do you brood?
I'1)1 write for you,

While feigning madness.

I'1l tell you how a fleet

Is phallically neat,

"While feigning madness,

But, 1f statistics one the game are wanted,

I'11l turn out your statistics by the ream,

For, wheree'er our hobby's mailgames may be planted,
To catalogue their players is my dream!

America is far beyond all others,

If you add in England, France and Belgium too!

And I shouldn't be surprised if your Bilg Brothers
Told- you not to read the works of Connie-Poo!

And if you long for a Canuck zine,
You'll find I print one too.
We're independent as we can be,

We love our Queen, as you can see,
That is, if you get my zine!

CHORUS Canuck! Canuck?
Hurrah for the Canuck ginet



CONN. To see his name in an offset zine
) Mzy tickle a Yankee's taste,
But the happiest hour a Canuck sees
Is when a Newfie is on his knees, ho ho!
Admitting that he's a waste!l

CHORUS Then raze the U.S.,. off we go,
As the Yankee zines go down, with a ha ha ho,
Hurrah for the €anuck zine!

CONN. & Dippy editor, et cetera
| ENTER DUN-TUSH
DUN. And what maylyour business be with Penny D,?

CONN. I'll tell you., lMany years ago,.while playing postally, I
fell in love with Idi Birsan. Imagine my surprise when I came to
New York and found out he was no girl! It was while on this trip
that I met and fell in love with Penny's work, bdut she was work-
ing on the staff of Nicky, a cheap editor. We loved each othex,
that's Penny and I, for I was not going to repeat my mistake

with Edi, editorially, of course, but, alas, my sult was hopeless,
as she was already working on a zine. Overwhelmed with despair, 1
quitted the town, Imagine my delight when I read thet if Nicky
did not get eighty nine more readers in two weeks he would stop
publishing, and, a month later, I learned he had gotten three! I
hastened back at once, Hoping t¢ find Penny at liberty.

DUN., It is true that he said he would cease publication, but it
was a cheap trick. The Hobbyy tired of:-his assinninnities, black-
listed him, But we stopped. this to.elect him t¢ his present high
position under the following remarkable circumstances:

SONG: DUK-TUSH & CHORUS: TO' THE TUNE OF "QUR GREAT MIKADO"

The Publisher, most wondrous man, -
When he to print MG began,

Resolved to try

A plan whereby -

The Hobby'd be assisted. ‘

30 he declared, in words succinct,

That all editors whose zines stinked,
Until they sent him coins that clinked,
Should forthwith be dblacklisted!?

And T suggest (I am not snide)
That he was right to so decdide,
And I am right, and you are right:
Our hobby should this way abide.

CHORUS And we are right, et cetera

DUN. . This measure harsh, you well can see,
Caused problems through our wide Hohby,
For E., Birsan '
And J., Boardman
Were equally affrighted. ‘
The men who ditto up .one page,
Or through sixteen xeroxes rage, .
Were stifled by this marv'lous sage,
. They =28ked that this be righted!

And you will see (I do not jest)

- That they were right to so request,
And I am right, and you are right:
And enemies, in peace they rest!

CHORUS And we are right, et cetera

DUN. And so we took (none did resist)
' * This person from the Blacklist list,
Who was net nice, '
Whose zine's demise,
Had made him let his phiz down.



Him being 'Lister We'd insist,

For, when he'd add onto the list,
Before another name's cross-crissed,
He must, before, mark his down!

It makes great sense (I think you'll say)
To argue in this kind of way,

And T am right; and you are right:

And 211 is right, Too looral-ay!?

CHORUS f And we are righty et cetera

CONN: Nicky, the cheap editor, the official IDA Blacklister! Why,
that's the highest rank a sadist can attain!

BOAR-RAH It is, Our logical Publisher, seeing no difference be-
tween' the writer who urges the blacklisting, and the foonl who car-
rries 1t out in its gory details, has rolled thc two functions
together, and every Reinsel is his own stooge.

CONN. But how kind of you (for I see you are an editor of the high-
est circulation) to tell all this to me, a mere two-pager, .

BOAR. Don't mention it, I am, in point of fact, a particularly
haughty and exclusive editor, of Pre-Buchananite Publication. We
all understand when I say that I ean trace my zine, in an unbroken
line, back to a two~page flier in an sf zine, Consequently, my
editorial pride is something immense, But I struggle to overcome
this defect. I mortify my pride continuously. When all the IDA
Council resigned in a body because they were too proud to have a
cheap editor as Blacklister, d4id I not accept their posts? Did I
not run Diplomacy games, Origins games, Fall of Rome tourneys and
Frigate games, all of which were started at immense fees? Did I
not accept these indignities?

DUN. And the fees attached to them? You did.

BOAR. It is consequently my revolting position to run all of the
IDA, transfer the ireasury into the $17,000.account I built up by
smuggling resisters into Canada, accept the subsidies as Boardman
Number, Miller Number and Origins Numbers Custodians, as Census
Keeper, Orphan Games Director, and so on? And at a salary? I, a
freelance, salaried! It disgusts me, But I do it.

CONN. And it does you credit.

BOAR., Oh, but I don't stop at that! I retail game moves before the
deadline at reasonable rates, I write for cheap editors for small
fees, I accept sample copies from any fan, and I sell Do-Not-
Quoteables at very low prices, For instance, any further news
about Penny would count as a Do-Not-Quoteable, CONNIE-~POO HANDS
BOAR-PAH A POSTAGE STAMP. Another insult and, I think, a flighty
one, ' . ’

SONG: BOAR-PAH WITH CONNIE-POO & DUN-TUSH: TO THE TUNE OF
‘ "YOUNG MAN, -GO TO"

I suggest you

Should forget it..

Penny's works you - :

Will not edit. CONNIE~POQO HANDS BOAR-PAH A
No, I've read it. SAMPLE COPY

It's no credit

To you, your writing is slack, Mister,

Today, to this same spot, Penny,-

Will come, followed by fans many,

With reams of press, = SR

And dough, no less, . | o

To. write for the IDA Blacklister!. -

And the knives will flash,

And theé stabbed ones bray, -

And they'll smoke their stash

On*theéeir printing day. . . -
She'll.write from now on, a4ll insist her
Works should -go to the great Blacklister!



BCAR,CONN. And the knives will flash, et cetera
& DUN,

BOAR. You've come too late
For her writing,
S0 hold in bate
Replies biting,
A1l her writing
is exciting. ‘
In six years you just might come back, Mister,
They'll print their zine not far from here,
ind while they work they'll drink sonme beer.
They have no fear '
0f non-fans jeer, ,
You came much tdo 1ate and, you hack, missed her,

And the knives will flash, et cetera

-~ BOAR, DUN. -And the knives will flash, et cetera

& CONN, .
RECITATIVE: CONNIE-POO
i ;ﬁnd have I paid out'sueh.large’sums of money,
) 90 buy a ditto for Penny, who's funny,
To print. her words, and flnd ghe'ls gone to Nicky”?
BOAR. Being a good player, he's very tricky.

But here he comes, ecuilpped as sults his statlon.'
He'll give you any further informatlon.

FXIT BOAR-PAE & CONNIE-POO _
CHORUS: TO THE TUNE OF ."BEHOLD THE LORD HIGH EXECUTIONER"

Behold the stupid Dippy Blacklister, .
Who. thinks he has a noble rank and title.
Undignified, impotent officer:

You just are not.particularly vital,

Humor! Humor: The demented Dippy Blacklister"

.

ENTER NICKY, ATTENDED
SO0LO: NICKY: TO THE TUNE OF "TAKEN FROM A COUNTY JAIL"®

Taken from the ranks of fans
Because I'm a stupid moron,

With seme yet unrevealed plans,
Plans that Edi still feels sore on.,
With the right to create bans,
Which you later will hear more on.
Anyone who my 2zine pans

Doesn't know what I c¢an pour on,
Though not one of the humans,

Them all I can shut the door on.,

None of Dippy's many clans
Has such power, Please, implore on._

CHORUS Humor! Humor! The demented Dippy Blacklistér?

NICKY: Gentlefen, I &m much impressed by this grovelling reeept-
ion which indicates the tenror you hold me in., I can only hope by
strict attention to my duties it will be my pleasure to continue
to receive such Adisgusting deference. It -is a pleasure to think
that, should it become necessary to .blacklist someone, I will not
have to stra* from the Gity to find someone whose loss to the
Hobby will be a dlstlnct gain to’ rendom at 1arge.

SONG: NICKY & CHORUS: TO THE TUNE OF "I'VE GOT A LITTLE LIST”

As somedny New York City ehoulﬁ be 1eve1ed to the ground,
I've got a little list-—I've got A little list

Of wvarious mad Diplomats who'd better not be found,

And who never would be missed-—Who never would be missed.



There's the idiot with frizzlied heair and badly mismatched socks,
The one who's fat and looks as if he's got the chicken pox,

And the wire-Haired midget who is an expert on a1l fish, :

The mailman who to get his moves in late at night does w1sh

The loud-mouthed genius who on Italian factors does insist:
They'd.none of 'em be missed——They'd none, of them be missed!

CHORUS: He's got 'em on the list—He's got 'em on the 1ist,
- “ And they'd none of 'em be mi#sed-—They'd none of 'em
be missed?

NIC. There's the self—proclaxmad leader :nd the others of his
typp-
The Asseciationist, I veﬁgot 'em on my list,
ind the publisher who at other wargnmes loves to-Snipe:d
The stalwart Leninist. 1hey'@—none of 'em be missed,
. The moron who denounces with a 'quickly changing tone
. No century save this and no country but his own.
. And _the gentleman from Texas who's aware that three is Y -
And who doesn't know what X is but thinks that it might be Pi,
_And that singular example of antlscatologlst
I don't think she'd be missed. I'm sure she'd not be missed

CHORUS He's got 'em on the list, et c.

'NIC. There's the sic transit type moron who writes of the Drekkish
1ife,

And the sf columnlst I've got him on the list. :
A1l wargame testers, poets bad, and clowns of Chinese life,
They'd none of 'em be missed—-They‘d none of 'em be missed.
And the folks who £ill up their zines with press of a rotten

kind,
Such as What d'ye call Him; Thing-em-Bob and likewise never mind

And 'St~'St-'St and What's his name, and also You Know Who...
The job of filling up the blanks I'd rather leave to you,

For it really deeésn't matter whom you put upon the list:

For they'd none of 'em be missed—They'd none of 'em be missed!

CHORUS: You may put ‘em on the 1list, et cetera
EXIT CHORUS N

NIC. Boar-Pah, it seems that the festivities accompanying the off-
icial announcement that Penny will be my .co-~editor must last a
week, 1 should like to do it handsomely, ‘and I want to consult you
as to the amount I ought to Spend ‘upon themn.

BOAR. Certainly. In which of my capacit1es° As President of the
IDA Council, Executive President, -Recording Secretary, Nonrecord-
ing“Secretary, Treasurer, or some other office?

NIC. Let us say as Nonrecordlng Secretary.

BOAR. Speaking as Nonrecording Secretary, I should say that as
the IDA will have to pay for it don't stint yourself, Do it well,

NIC., Exactly. As the IDA will have to pay for it. That's your
advice,

BOAR, As Nonrecording Secretary. Of course, you understand that
as Treasurer I have to see that due economy is maintained.

NIC. Oh. But you aust said not to stint myself to do it well,
BOAR. As Nonrecording Secretary. .

NIC. And now you say due economy will have to be malntalned.
BOAR. As Treasurer. | :

NIC. I see, Come over here where the Treasurer can't hear us.

PHEY CROSS THE STAGE. Now, as Counsel to the Council how do you
advise me to deal with this problem?

BOAR. As Counsel, I have no hesxtation in saylng “Chahce it."
NIC. Thank you, I shall, . :

BOAR. Except; as Intra—hssociation Arblter, I am bound to see the
bylaws are not v1olated : ' _

NIC. I see, Come over here where the Arbiter can't hear us, THEY



CROSS THE STAGE.  Now then, as Executive Treasurér5

BOAR. Of course! As Executive Treazsurer I could propose a Sp601al
vote to cover all expenses but as Fastern Regional Secretary I'd

be obligated to fight it tooth %nd nail. Or, as Assistant Treasurer
I could so cook the books that as Auditor I should never discover
the fraud. But then as Association Chaplain it would be my duty to

denounce my dishonesty and glve myself 1nto my own custody ns Sar-
geant- at—ﬁrms .

NIC. That's extremply\awkward.

BOAR. I don't sqy'that 111 these blstlnguishedfpersons couldn't be

sguared; but it is only right to tell you that they would not be
sufficiently degraded in their own eyes unless thecy were insulted
with a very considerable bribe,

. NIC. It shall have my careful consideration. But my co-editor and
some miscellaneous people approach, and a little compliment on your
part, such as the sort of grovel Ray Heuer would give John Beshara,
Dick Miller, Edi Birsarn, Robert Lipton and Gene Prosnitz when it
appears that his only poqs1ble 2lly is Evan Jones would be Ppprec-

iated.

BOAR. No money, no ﬂrovel'

LXIT BCAR—PAH & NICKY. ENTER PROCESSION OF PENKY'S SCHOOLFFLLOWS
HEADED BY PENNY, GILﬂPEEP & STEPHEN-SING

CHORUES: TO THE TUNE OF “COMES'A*TRAIN OF LITTLE LADIES"™

Comes a bunch of some, playtesters,
From SFI's clutches free,

Each, convimeced that she the best is,
Wonders whoe the others be.

£11 our games are games of troubles,
1adhess set ta hex,

We've burst 2ll our 1nbred bUbblpu
Lnd locok for some sex. '

~Is it better than NPter1009
Better left unsaid. '

- Would you say wheot_gender are you°
We want to.get 1=z id.

Wargamers, pubescent, nearly,
From SPI's clutches freed,
And we 911 wonder merely
Where we 11 satisfy our need,

TRIO PENNY, GIL—PEMP & STEjHEW-SING‘ 70 THE TUKE OF "THREE LITTLE
MAIDS"

Three little Diplomats are we,

Smart as three Diplomats can be, -

Armed to the tecth, as you can see: )
Three little Dlplomqts' v

PEX, Stabbing friends is a source of fun* CHUCKLES
GIL. Nobody's safe, for each is a Hun! CHUCKLES
STEPH. Tortures a joke that's just begun

THE THREL Three little Diplomets!i

ALL, DANCING Three little DTiplomats who, dreamlng,
Come here for their victories dreaming,
Hiding behind a guise of seemlngu—
Three 1ittle Diplomats!

PEN, One Diplomat, me, and I edlt,

GIL, Two Diplomats, knowing her,  dread ity

STEPH. Three‘biplomats-demand some‘credit!

THE THREE Three little Diplomats!

PEN. From Three Diplomats, take one away—
GIL. Two Diplomats remain, and they—



STEPH, Can't be stopped from starting zines some day!
THE THREE. Three¢ little Diplomats!
ALL, DANCING, Three 1little Diplomats, who, scheming, et cetera

ENTER NICKY & BOAR-PLH
NIC. 4t 1lzst, my co-editor that is to bel £BOUT TO HEIBRACE HER

PEN. You're not going to kiss me in front of 211 these people?
TO GIL-PEEP I didn't know this was part of being an editor.

GIL. He's always been strange that way,

FEN., Well, of course I know nothing of these things., But I've no
objections if it's usual.

NIC. Ch, it's gquite usual, APFEALING TO BOAR-PLH Eh, Hobby Morals
Arb1ter9 : .

BOAR. T hoave known 1t done, NICKY EMBRLCES FENNY.

PEN. Thank goodness that's overi! SEEING CONNIE-PCO, SHE RUSHES TO
HIM. Why, that's yout

THE THREE DIPLOMATS ALL RUSH TO CONNIE-POO. THE THREE FOLLOWING
SPEECHES ARE SPOKEN SIMULTANEOUSLY,

PEN. 0h, I'm so glad to see you! I've not seen you for ever so
lonb and 1've won thirty-eight games and I've got my own zine and
I'm going to be the best writer in the Hobby?.

GIL. ‘nd have you got a zineY Penny's got one, but she doesn't
like her co-editor and she much rathers it were you! I've lost
thirty-eight games and I'm not going to play any more,

STEPH. Now tell us about everythlng, but not about Indiana, be-
cause we've been busy playing and I've lost thirty elght games and
I'm not going to play any more,

*

NIC. I beg your pardon., Will you present me?

PEN. Oh, this is the lcser who—

GIL. Oh, this is the gentlemzn who—

STEPH. Oh, it's only Connie-Poo who=——

NIC. One at a time, if you please!

PEN. Oh, it's the idiot who thought Edi was a girl!

COWN. Sir, I think your co-editor is the best writer in the field
and want her as my writer.,., Oh, I know I Adeserve your anger:i

NIC. Angexr? Not a bit! I think she's the best too. Charming style,
hasn't she? Pretty eyes, nice hair. Very glad to hear my opinion
backed by a competent authority. Thank you very much. TO DUN-TUSH
Remove him, DUN-TUSH DOES S50,

GIL, WHO HAS BELN EXAMINING BOAR-PLZH What's this? Player looking
for a game?

NIC. That is a tremendous fan;
GIL. bh' It's alive! STARTS BACK IN HORROR
BOAR Go away, you little son-of-a-bitch, I can't talk to you.

NIC. ﬂllow me to present you, Boar-Pah, These dre my gamesmasters.
The one in the middle is to be my co-~editor.

BOAR, What do you want me to do with them? Mind, I shall not pay
a gamefee,

NIC. No, no, you don't have to do that, A little bow, a mere noth-
ing, you don't have to mean it, you know,

BOLR. It goes agalnst the grain, These aren't Diplomats, they're
people.

NIC. Come, make the effort,

BOAR TO NICKY Oh, very well, But I shan't mean it. ALOUD How de do
young Diplomats, how de do? ASIDE Oh, my one-page prot021ne'

KIC. How about a gome?

THEY SET UP 4 BOARD. BOAR-PAH IS ENGLAND, AND IS WIPED OUT BY THE
END OF 1901 BY A COALITION OF PENNY, GIL—PEEP & STEPHEN-SING



QUARTET: PENNY, GIL-PEEP, STEPHEN--3ING, BOAR-PAH & CHORUS : T0 THE
TUNE OF "S0 PLEASE YOU, SIR"

PEN, GIL& So, please you, sir, don't be a loon
STEFPH. Because we've wiped you out so soon,
You, editing a big name zine—
we'll never act again so mean,

PEN. But we, of course, must have our fling,

So pardon us, so pardon us,
GIL. ind don't in 1902's spring

Be hard on us, be hard on us,
And react to our backstabbing.
Tra la la la la THE THREE DIFLOMATS DANCE

CHORUS But we, of course, et cetera

BOAR. I think you ought to recollect
You cannot show too much respect
Towards the Hobby's eldest few,
But nobody does, so why should you?
That you at me should have your fling
Is hard on me, is hard on me,
To my prerogative I ¢ling,-
S0 pardon me, so mrden me,
If I react to backstabbing., OVERTURNS BOARD
Tra la 12 la la HE DANCES

CHORUS But we, of course, et cetera

EXIT ALL BUT PENNY. ENTER CONNIE-POO

CON. Penny! At lagt we're alcone! I've been traveling here for thre«
weeks, believing Nicky to be blacklisted, and I find you're to be
made his co-editor today,

PEN. Alas, yes.

CON. But you don't like him?

PEN. Alas, nol

CON, 4 dAraw! But why don't you refuse the position? Start your own
zine!

PEN. You forget that girls do not have their own zines,

CON. True, They are considered too sensibdle|,

PEN, Besides, a wandering two-pager is hardly a fit co-editor for
a staff member of the IDA Blacklister,

CON. But——ASIDE Shall I tell her? Yes, she won't stab me, ALOUD
And what if it shoulad prove I am no simple gamesmaster?

PEN. Therel! I knew it as scon as I saw your adjudications!

CON. What if it should prove I am no other than the Editor of the
Publisher?

PEN. The Editor of the Publisher? But why is your Excellency dis-
guised? And what has your Excellency done? And will your Excellenc
promise to never do it again?

- CON. Some time ago I had the occasion %o print some press by a
player, an untalented person. He misconstrued my customary encour-
agements into expressions of admir~tion, and claimed the right to
become my house hack. The Publisher, the greatest adjudicator in
the field, ordered me to make him my house hack within the month
or perish, That night I fled from his mimeo and, assuming the dis-
guise of pica type, set up in San Diego, on a trip from which I
found you! HE APPROACHES PENNY,

PEN. If you please, I don't think you should ask too much. The by-
laws against staff-stealing are severe. RETREATING.

CON. Reinsel praise the bylaws!
PEN. I wish he would, but they are widely observed,

CON. If it were not for the bylaws, you might be sitting here be-
fore your typewriter, working away, with me leaning over your
shoulder, watching the words flow onto the paper, HE LEANS OVER
"HER SHOULDER.
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PEN., Instead of your having to be at least 23, 5. meters away. SHE
MOVES AWAY, Like this.

CON You should“look up at me and ask. what I thought of your writ-
~ ing,- HE MOVES TO HER AND TILTS HER HEAD UP, Like this.

* PEN. ‘Smiling at’ your approvel, SHE SMILES. Like this.

CON., And I should hug you for your brilliance, 1ike~—HE HUGS HER
PEN., FREEING HERSELF Yes, if it weren't for the bylaws.

CON. If it weren't for the bylaws. -

PEN. As it is, we couldn't do anything of the sort SHE PLACES HIS
ARMS ABOUT HER WAIST,

CON. Not for anything! | . B
PEN. Gbiﬁg to write for Nicky, you know.
CON. Going to write for Nicky.

SONG: PENNY & CONNIE-POO: TO THE TUNE OF "I SHOULD KISS YOU FONDLY"

CON. Were you not for Nieky to write,
_ I should tell you, more or less,
"Penny, let us make my zine bright,
Let's edit each other's pressi®
- I would give you equal billing.
Egoboo is naught twixt us,
+And Yo show my feelings thrllllng
I would kiss you fondly, thus, HE KISSES HER

BOTH  7° would kiss mes fondly, thus. THEY KISS.
PEN. ;fBut as I'm to work with Nicky,

"Such a process would be sticky, ~
For, with his staff he's quite picky.
Altogether he's a 51cky.

BOTH  Sicky, sicky, sicky, sicky.

CON. So, in spite of all tempation,

Bylines I will not discuss,

And on no consideration,

wWill I kiss you fondly, thus. HE KISSES HER,
Let me make it clear %o you:

This is what I'1ll never do: .

This, oh, this, oh this— KISSING HER

EOEH‘ This, oh thls, ‘oh this KISSING ELCH OTHER
Is what we'll never,'ever do,

THEY EXIT IN OPPOSITE DIRECTIONS ENTER NICKY,

NIC. There she goes. To thlnk how entirely my egoboo is wrapped up
in that little packape Oh, fanac,—- ENTER BOAR~PAH & DUN-TUSH,

Now, what is it? Can't you see I'm sollllqulzlng You 1nterrupted
an apostrophe!

DUN. I am the bearer of a 1etter from His Exeellency, the Publishex

NIC., TAKING THE LETTER WITH GREAT REVERENCE A letter from the
Publisher? What can he want with me? HE READS THE LETTER, Ah, here
.4t is! I've been expecting this! The Publisher is struck by the
..fact that no one has been blacklisted for more than a year, and

~ decrees that, unless someone is blacklisted within a month, the
post of Blacklister will be abolished and the -City reduced to the
- rank of ‘HE CHOKES IN HORROR Zeeland!? '

DUN. But that will involve us in irretrievable ruin!

NIC. Yes, theré is no help for:it. I shall have %to blacklist some-
one at once. ‘The qguestion is wko shall it be?

BOAR. Well, since. you've incurred the sentence for your last zine,
you seem tne natural choice.

NIC. What are you talking about? I can't blacklist myself'
BOAR. Why not?

NIC. Because if I blacklist myself, how will I send out notices
of the blaciklisting?



BOAR. That is true, no doubt,

NIC. Besides, 1 don't see how a man could bring himself to knock
cut his own teeth, My gums are very strong.

'BOAR. You might try.
DUN, Even if you only cracked a few incisors it would be something,

NIC. No, -pardon me. I am adamant. 4is IDA Blacklister, my reputat-
ion is at stake, and I cannot consent to embark on an Assocational
Function until I can be sure of the results. :

DUN., I'm afraid that unless you can find a substitute—

NIC, . substitute? Nothing easier! T0 BOAR-PAH How would you like
to be Council Executive—Executeec Substitute?

BCAR. I should be delighted, I could then return all my gamefees
and—-but no. At any expense I must set bounds to my insatiable
ambitiont

TRIO: NICKY, RO.R~F.H & DUN-TUSH: TO THE TUNE OF "CHIPPY-CHOPPER"

NICKY

My mind, it teems
With endless schemes
Wise and witty

For the City.

But if I fiit

The benefit

That I'd diffuse
The town would lose,
Now every man

To be a fan :
Must plot a2nd plan
A8 best he can.

And so

Although '
I'm ready to go,
Yet, recollect
'Twere disrespect
Did I neglect

To thus effect

This aim direct

So I object.

BOAR-PAH

I am so proud,

If I 2llowed

My well-earned pride
To be my guide,

I'd answer tame
"I'1l leave the game
Instead of you,"

In a minute or two,
But all my rpide
Must be denied

ind set aside

And mortified.

ind so,

Although

I wish to go,

And greatly pine

To brightly shine
ind take the line
0f a hero fine,
With grief condign
I must decline,

DUN-TUSH

I heard one day

A tactician say

Of players that
Units go 'splatl!
"They have no brain
ind feel no pain,
And so are killed
Before they build,"
If this is true
It's jolly for you.
Your courage screw
To bid us Adieu,
ind go

And show

Both friend and foe
How much you dare,.
I'm quite aware
It's your affair
Yet I declare

I'd take a share
But I do much care.

ALL To sit in sudden silence in a darkened den,
Justifying the jeers of all forgotten fen,
While waiting for thé crudely crashing, cracking crunch

0f a bored~looking Blacklister wheo's just left his lunch.

EXIT BOAR-P.H & DUN-TUSH

NIC. This is simply appalling! I, who have allowed myself to be
respited at the last minute that I might benefit my City, am now
required to depart the scene within a month. And that by a2 man
whose zine I have plugged! Is this~—~ENTER CONNIE-POO Am I never
to be permitted to soliliquize? Go away, sir!

CON. Oh, don't mind me, HE THROW A ROPE OVER A LAMP POST AND TIES
A DITTO TO THE ROPE'S END.- .

NIC. What are you going to do with that set-up?
CON. I am about to

NIC. Terminate your existence? Why not wait until dark and go to
Central Park? Why are you terminating your existence?

terminnte an unendurable exXistence,

CON. Becausefydu are co-opting the editor whose works I adore.

NIC. NonseﬂSe, sir, I am a humane man and if you attempt anything
of the sort I shall have you thrown out of the hobby.

CON. That's absurd, If you attempt anything‘of the sort I perform
the happy dispatch with this dagger, _

NIC. This is horrible., SUDDENLY Why, you cold-hearted scoundrel,
do you realize that by committing suicide in this fashion you wil’
irretrievably damage your ditto machine, any attempt to do so
being punishable -under the IDA bylaws with—Oh!. Substitute!

CON. What's the matter?



NIC. Are you absolutely determined to leave the hobby and, in-
cidentally, the world? ;

CON. Completely. I'm 1osing'allhmy'gamee.

NIC. Then, if: you're determined to drop out why not do it in
style° Why not be officially Blacklisted?

CON: I don" t see how that would benefit me.

NIC. You'll hkave a month in which you'll live like John Beshara,
wihning all of your games. When the day comes, we'll hold a mini-
con for it. There will be a march, all the glrls distracted, Penny
in tears, and then, afterwards, a game, You won't be ‘there to play,
but we'll hold it @ll the same,

CON. Do you really think Penny would be. upset by my Blackllstlng9
NIC. Certainly, She's absurdly soft-hearted.

CON. I should not like to cause her distress. Perhaps, if I retired
to Youngstown for a few years, I might forget her,

NIC. I don't think you could forget her exquisite writing style.
CON. True.
NIC. A zine without Penny— Why, it's absurd!

CON. And yet there are many editors who do W1theut her.
NIC. Poor devils, yes. You are right not to be one of them,

CON. I shan't be one of themt
NIC. Noble fellow!?

CON. This is how we'll do it: Let me edit a 78 page one-shot with
her, and in a month you may blacklist me. : .

NIC. No. I draw the line at Penny.

CON. Very well, If you can draw the 1ine, so can' I, HE PREPARES
THE ROPE,

NIC. Stop' Let's.negotiate. How is Penny going %o be your co-edit-
or if she's going to be mine?

CON. My good ally, the operation will be defunct in a month, and
then she can be your co-editor.

NIC. Dear me. I fear that my p031t10n during the month w111 be
very uncomfortable,

CON. Not as uncomfortable as mine at the end of it.

NIC I agree., But you won't prejudice her against me, will you?
I've told her that I am the best writer and player in the Hobby,
and I shouldn't like to see her views on the subject disturbed,

CON, Fear not. She shall never learn the truth from me.

FINALE
ENTER CHORUS, BOAR-PAH & DUN-TUSH
CHORUS: T0 THE TUNE OF "WITH ASPECT STERN AND GLOOMY STRIDE"

With aspect stern

and gloomy stride,

We come to learn

How you decide.

Don't hesitate

Your choice to name,

We beg to state

We'll hear it all the sane,

BOAR. To ask you what you mean to do we punctuaiiy appear.
NIicC. Congratulate me, gentlemen, I've found a volunteer!
ALL The New Yorker's eguivalent of Hurrahi! THEY BRONX

CHEER
NIC. PRESENTING CONNIE-POO 'Tis Connie-Foo! '
ALL Hail'connie—PooE AR
NIC. I think he'll do? -

ALL Yes, yes, he'll do!



NIC. ‘ He yields himself if I Penny surrender,
Now I adore her work with passion tender,

And could not yield her with a ready wi
Or her allot y wiil,

If T d4id not
Adore myself with passion tenderer still!?

ALL ' Ah, yes, he loves himself with passion tendérer s¥iFi!
ENTER PENNY, GIL-PEEP & STEPHEN-SING
NIC,Take her, she's yours, HE HANDS TENNY TO CONNIE-FOO AND LEAVES

L4

CON. That moron's zine has passed away

PEN, ind soon will come our printing day,
CON. What though the cnd will come too soon,
PEN, We'll have a month for our lampoon!

CONNIE-POO, BOAR-P:H, PENNY, STEPHEN-SING & GIL-PEEP

Then let the throng
Our zine advance
~With patter song

" And merry dance,

CHORUS With joyous shout and ringing cheer,

Inavgurate your dbrief career!
STEFH. A day, a week, a month, a yvear,
PEN, Both far and near, both far and near,
BOAR. You'll find your issue soon is done,
GIL. it least you'll have a lot of fun!
ALL Then let the throng, et ceters
CHORUS With joyous shout, et cetera
BOAR. As in a month your zine will die

If Nicky tells us true,

'Twere enpty compliment to cry:

"Good luck to Connie-Pool”

But as one month you have to live

As fellow Dippy fen,

This toast full seven times we'll give:
"Good luck to you—"'til thent"

ALL DANCE
ENTER EVANSHA, DRAMATICALLY
EVA. Your revels cease! Asgist me, all of you!

CHORUS: Why, who is this whose screaming voice
Halts our festivities?

EVA. I claim my lost editor, Connie-Foo.
Oh, fool, to shun releases that I write!

CHORUS Go, leave thy inmne work unwrit,
EVA. My work has = satirist's bite!
CHORUS Aiway, away, you're full of shit.

CON, ASIDE, TO PENNY 4th, ,
Tis Evanshal
The nut whose works will bore youl

EVa, DETAINING HIM No! '
You shall not go,
I've got releases for you!

Oh, fool, that leaves

The worst of fen:

Up in my sleeves

I've works of pen!

Oh, quick, ‘
Who can see from one release,
I'm sick,

And grudgest my littlest pleas:
Thy taste unbind,

oh, fool, oh, blind.

Give me my place,

Oh, rash, oh basel

Wt
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CHORUS I7 truc his tale, give him his place,
. Oh, fool, oh, blind, oh, rash, oh hase.
FV.1.8HA, - Oh, skillj that rulest
ADDRESSIkG YWhnere hockwork serves,
PENKY Talent that foolest

ritsch-turdened nerves!
Quick tongue, that scornest
Rejected years! -
Wise voice, that warnest
Who rightly heerrs!

. Thy end is nigh,
Talent, great luck!
Now, say goodbye.

_But first, let's fuck.

CHORUS If true his tale, you're out of luck, '
Oh, talent, skill, but first, let's fuck.

STEPHER~SING. Away, nor prosecute your quest—
Prom our intentions, well exXpressed,
You cannct turn us!
The state of your auctorial views
Towards the fan whom you accuse,
Does not concern us,

For, he's going to work with our friend!

AT Qur friend!
STEPHEN-SING Your anger, pray, bury
So all may be merry.
It will be that way in the end!
ALL The endl
STEPHEN-SING So Jjoin our expressions of glee!
If you're nice they'll you an issue send.
ALL Will send! _
STEPHEN Your thoughts are all hazy,
Your syntax is cragzy,
That shouldn't send you round the bend,
ALL The bend!
STEPHEN-SING Print your own zine, and let it be free!
EVA. The hour of gladness The press I've turned out:
Is dead and gone. All worthless junk!
In silent sadness My skill is burned out.
I write alone. It always stunk,

Oh, faithless one, this insult you shall rue?!
In vain for mercy, on your knees you'll sue!
I'11l tear the mask from your disguising!?

CON. ((Aside)) How ccmes the blow!
EVA., Prepare yourself for news surprising!
CON.({2side)}) How foil my foe?
EVA, This hall's not good as Avery Fisher.
PEN. ((aside)) Ha ha! I know!
EVA. He is the editor of-—
LLL Zultz voxen vee uh tzibbullah mitten kup in drerd!
EVA. This attempt at stoppage is Just a pisher!

He is the editor of—
ALL Zultz voxen vee uh tzibbullah mitten kup in drerdt
EVA, You put between my-——
ALL Zultz voxen vee uh tzibbullah mitten kup in drerd!
EVA. Words a fissurel '

He's the editor—
ALL Zultz voxen vee uh tzibbullah mitten kup in drerd!
EVA, Of the—
ALL Zultz voxen vee uh tzibbullah mitten kup in drerd!
EVA, Bditor of the—
AL Zultz voxen vee uh tzibbullah mitten kup in drerd!

Oy vey! Oy vey!
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ENSEMELE
EVANSHA OTHERS
Ye torrents roar! Now, go away,
Ye tempests howl!? You're really foul!
Your scorn outpour We've Jjoy today
With angry growl! Despite your scowl!
Do ye worst, my vengeance call The echoes of our festival
Shall rise triumphant over alll Shall rise triumphant over all
Prepare for woe, Away you go!
Ye stupid bawds! Collect your hordes!
At once I go Prcelaim your woe
Publisher-wards! In dismal chords!
My wrongs with vengeance shall We do not hear your dismal
be crowned! ' sound,
' For Jjoy reigns everywhere
around!

EVANSHA RUSHES FURIOQUSLY UPSTAGE, CLEARING THE CROWD RIGHT AND
LEFT, FINISHING ON STEPS AT THE BACK OF THE STAGE

END OF ACT ONE



ACT. TWO

PENNY IS DISCOVERED SEATED BEFORE A MIMEOGRATH, SURROUNDED BY
CHORUS, WHO ARE INKING THE MACHINE, BRINGING IN PAFPER, ET CETERA

SONG: STEPHEN-SING & CHORUS: TO THE TUNE OF "BRAID THE RAVEN HAIR"

CHCRUS Neatly type this page,
Don't make it 2 mess—
Constant war we wage
With our sloppiness.
Do not overink.
Turn the handle slow.
'"Twill be neat, we think,
As thesge dipzines go!
Ink and paper: In between
Them you print = perfect zine?

STEPHEN=-SING 8it with downcast eye,
Look a2t the machine,
Try, if you can, cry
When copy's not clean.
When a stencil's brought,
Filled with writing fine,
Become overwrought,
Seeing a bad line.
Carefulness at printing-tinme
Makes a dippyzine sublime!

CHORUS Neatly type this page, et cetera
EXEUNT STEPHEN—SING{ GIL-PEEP & CHORUS

PENNY., Yes, I am indeed a wonderful editor. Sometimes I sit and
wonder, while contemplating the best manner in which %o stab an
ally, why it is that I am so much more talented than anyone else in
the Hobby. Can this be vanity? No! Diplomacy is a wonderful game,
and it rejoices in the perfection of its best editor. I am a fan
of Diplomacy, and take after my hobby.

SONG: PENNY: TO THE TUNE OF "THE SUN, WHOSE RAYS"

The game’, whose fnns,
Have many plans

To further it in glory,
Can do no wrong
In word or song
Or in Diplomat's story!

It doesn't shrink

Because I think ,
Playing it is resplendent,
But, it is found,

The whole world 'round,
Fandom's in the ascendant!

T mean to run this zine
As it the world!

We never become mean,
Nor our brows furled!

Observe his fame
Who, of the game,
Is the 1nventor-founder.
"He knows his worth,
Causing the birth
* 0f the game, and won't flounder,
He made it start
That, in its heart,
The Hobby'd all acclaim him
And, truth to tell,
He shows up well
When G & P would name him,

I prey, do us no wrong:

We are not shy,

Our names will endure long,
Alan and I.



ELTER GIL-PEXT & STEPHEN-SIRG

PEN. Yes, everything seems to smile on me today. I am to turn out
the first issue of my magazine with the man I adore, and I believe
I am the happiest girl in the Kobby.

G1L. Considering how many there are, that seems likely, especially
as you have almost attained the pinnacle of happiness for anyone in
Diplomacy.

PEN. "Almost'?

GIL, Well, as your cc-editor is %o be Blacklisted after the first
issue, it does niazke the whole thing fzll through in the end,

STEPH., I don't know., It all depends,
GIL. In any case; he'll find it a drawback.
STEPH., I don't know,; it all depends,

FEN., IN TEARS I think it wvery indelicate of you to bring this up.
If ny editorial happiness is to be,.. to be,..

GIL. Blackened?
PEN. Well, blackened, in a month, can't you let me forget it?

ENTER CONNIE-POO & DUN-TUSH

CON. Penny in teers, and Just as I've brouzht the first stencils!
Why are you cryingr If you're not careful, your tears will rust the
mimeograph's cannister,

TEN.,SOBBIKG They've just been reminded me that in a month you're
to be Blacklisted, SHE CRIES

STEPH, Yes, we've just been rehinding her that you're to he Black-
listed. HE CRIES. _

GIL. Yes, we've been reminding her that you're to be Elacklisted,
Have you got anyone to take over when you go? HE CRIES.

CON. Now, some pecple would he upset by this. A month? What's a
month? and o hundred page zine? Purely Prbltrary distinctions. Who
says twenty four hours make a day?

GIL. There's a popular imprecssion to that effect,.

CON. Then let's efface it. Let's c¢all each second a day, each week
a decade, and every line of copy an issue, That gives us fority
years to.print six thousand issues.

GIL. At this rate, this conversation has made us miss eight dead-
lines!
EXIT GIL-PEEP & STEPHEN-SING

PEN., STILL CRYING Yes, how time flies when you're having fun!
CON. That's the way to look at it., Cheer up.

PEN. Gertainly, let's be perfectly happy. SHE IS ALMOST SOBBING,
CCN. It's absurd to cry.

PEN, Quite ridicukcus! SHE TRIES TO LAUGH, FAILS, AND COLLAPSES
INTO CONNIE-FO0'S LRMS.

ENTER NICKY

NIC. Go on, don't mind me. ’
CON, I'm afraid we're distressing you.

NIC. Wever mind, I must get used to it., Only do it by degrees!
First, hand her a stencil, Let me get used to that,

PEN. Wouldn't you prefer to leave? It must pain you to see this.

NIC. No, Obllgo me, Now, help her put 1t on the machine straight,
Thank you. It's simple agony.

PEN, Come, it's only for a month.
NIC. No, it's no use deluding myself.

PEN.

CON . What do you nean’



NIC. My poor girl! ASIDE How shall I break it to her? ALOUD My
co—editor that was to have been!

PEN, Was to have been?

NIC. Yes. You never can be mine.
CON. What? -
PEN. I'm so glad!

NIC. Yes, I've just determined that when an editor is Blacklisted,
every member of his staff has all his fingers broken and is not
permitted to do anything in the Hobby again, '

CON, Who told you that?

NIC. Boar-Psh, He's my liason to the Council;
PEN. He must be mistaken.

RIC, I thougbt so too, 80 I consulted the Counsel to the Couneil
the Bylaw Editor, the Intra-Association Arbiter; the Bylaw Adjué-
icator and the President. Never saw such a unanimity of opinion in
ny life.

CCN. But stop. This bylaw has never been put into effect.

_NIC. Not yet. You see, the only crime punishable with Blacklisting
is running a bad zine, and everyone knows that zines with staffs
- are never bad. : .

" CON. T had forgotten that, Well, it seems that my dreams of the ult
imate zine are at an end.

PEN., I don't want to appear selfish, but when I agreed to be your
co-editor, I had no idea that I should have my fingers broken.

CON. Nor I. This is the first I've heard of it.

PEN. It does make a difference. 'You see... breaking my fingers...
I just had my nails dones,

CON. It's not the handiest way of ending a career,
PEN. You see my difficulties, don't you?

QON.Yes. If I hold you,to’your bargain, you'll suffer insufferable
agony. If I release you, you start to work with Nicky immediately!l

TRIO: PENNY, CONNIE-POO &‘NICKYf TO THE TUNE OF "HERE'S A HOW-DE-DC

PENNY Here's a how-de~do!
If I work with you,
When the time comes you're Blacklisted,
Then the girl who you assisted
 Will be 'listed too!
Here's a how-de-do!

CONNIE~-POO Here's a pretiy mess!
In a month or less
I must die without 2 printing
If I understand your hinting.
Witness my distress.
Here's a pretty mess!

NICKY ‘Here's a state of things!
70 her hands she clings!
Editorial devotion
" Doesn't seem to suit her notion,
Agony it brings.
Here's a state of things!

CONNIE-POO & PENNY ENSEMBLE NICKY

With a passion that's intense With a passion that's intense:
Your writing I adore, . Your writings you adore,

But the laws of common sense But the laws of common Sense

We oughtn't to ignore, ' You oughtn't to ignore,

If what he says is true, If what I say is true,

'Tis dumb to work with youl '"Pis dumb to work with you!
Here's a pretty state of thingsi Here's a pretty state of things
Here's a pretty how-de-~do! Here's a pretty how-de-do!

BXIT PENNY



NIC., My poor hey, I'm very scrrv for you.

CON. Thanks., I'm sure you ars.

¥IC, You czn see that I'm guite hélpléss.

CON.I can quite gee theot,

NIC. I can't conceive of anything more dlﬂtresolng than having your

zine £old before its first issue, But you will rnct be disappointed
of a zine, You shall have a copy of mine! ‘= -

CON., It's ?wfuljy kind of you, but guite 1mposqlole.

NiC, What do you mean9

CON, Teday I commit suicide,

JIC. Whatt .

CON. I can't live without Penny. Lh;S afternoon I perform the happy
dispatch. _ .

HIC., No. I cennot permit that,

CO¥. Why not? '

NIC, DBecaus2, hong it 211, you're scheduled to have vour teeth
kncecked out snd 211 that by ne, in & month, and T certainliy can't
do 1t when you're in the morgue, and i1f you can't be Blacklisted,
what's to Dbecome of meT I shall have to heve my tecth knocked cut
in your place. ' :

cor, It would certsinly spem uO.
E“”FR BOAR-PnH

NIC. Now then, Varinnt Benk Custodlan, what is it?

BOAR. The Publisher and hlS suite are pn.the next block, ~nd shoul’
be hers within the hourd

NIC The Publisher! He must be .coming to see if his orders have bee:
carried cut. T0 COJVIE POO  See here, yOu Ve never wcn a game, So
g0 you must be » man cf honor. 4 bargain's a barg-in, and you must

not prevent your Bl cklisting by commlttlng guicide, You are bound
to have your mimeo destroyed, your teeth knockid out ang a1d copie

of your 2ine destroyed by the IDA Blacklister,.
CON. Very well then. Knock themiout.

NIC. What, now? L
BO4R. Bresk them up, Nicky, breﬂk them’ up.

YIC, My dear sir, I don't goAabQut<prepared to bresk a person's
tecth at o moment's notice. I've nevér hurt anyone. I was going tc
take lessons, storting by punching a chipmunk in the nose and work
ing by degrees to 2 Diplomat's teeth, perhaps continuing on to hun
£ns, AS a humane m=an, you don'td than I would have accepted my pos
ition as IDA Bl(cklloter if I hadn't thought the dutles were purel
nominal? I can't hurt yuu—— I can't hurt 1nyone' I ¢can't hurt any-
thing! HE WEEPS .

CON. LOme my poor fellow, we 211 hav btad pesitions to play out,

If£ I don' £ mind lcsing my taCth why should you? Remember, soone:
or later it must Le done. .

dIC., SFRINGING. UD: SUDDENLY Must th I'm not sure about that!

CON. What do you meen?

NIC. Why should I kncck out your teeth ~nd destroy a valuable maet
~ine when making an =ffidavit that you'wve been Blacklisted will do
Just s well., Here are plenty of witnesses—— The Chief Arbiter, t!
- Buropean Regional Secretary, the Assistent ExXecutive Treasurer, t1
entire Adjudications Committee and the janitorial staff,

CON., Where are they? _

NIC, There they aret-HE POINTS AT DBOAR-P:H

BOLR. in I to understand that all of us high IDA officials are to
perjure oursclves to ensure your safeby? ,

WIS, Why not? You'll be grossly insulted, as usual.

BOiR., LSIDE vell, if will be a vseful discipline, ALOUD Oh, wvery
well, chocse yeur fiction, and we'll endorse it, ASIDE How do you
like thnat, Editorial Fride, my buck?



CON. But I tell you that life without Penﬁy——

NIC. Ch, Penny, Penny! Botler Penny! Here, ID2 President, go fetch
Fenny. EYlL BO:P~-PAH Take Fenny and have Penny as your co—edltor,

only go away ond use o nseudonym. ENTER BOAR*DnH & PENNY, Here she
is. rYenny, =2re you rarticularly busy9

PEN. Ho, I'm only writing = letter to =an idiot in Pennsylvmnia =houd
press relesses,

KIC. You've five minutes to spare?
PEN. Yes,

NIC, Then go with the Editorinl Regletrar He will make you a co=-
editor of Connle Too,

PEN. RBut if my fingers are to be bro&en?
NIC. Den't e2sk guestions., Do as I say, and Connie-Poo will explain.
CON. Tut one moment— ’ -

KIC. Not for first plaoce on the Beyor1e1“ P19yer Poll! Here comes
the Publisher, no doubt to "scertaln whether 1've obeyed his orders
and if he finds you smiling, he'll find 1% difficult tc believe 1'w
destroyed your mouth, EXIT CONJIZ-TO0, FENNY & BOAR-PAH. Close
thing, that, for here he comest :

EXTT NICKY

MARCH: ENTER PROCESSIOV'HER;LDTNC THE PUBLISHER
ENTRANCE OF THE PUSLISHER & LV.»J\TSrL“ TO THE TUNE OF "MIYA SAMA"

CHORUS Mixumax, Mixumaxu, .
: : Toke Hoke Hdmomild
Phumphn, Phumpha and Umoertc,
M T i. :
Press releases, releases, heyd

DUET: THE UUBLISHER & EVANSHA: TC THE TUNE OF "FROM EVERY KIND®

PUB. From all who are on the scene
Obedience I expect,
I publish~arDiplomaCy zine—

EVi. /né I'm his Editor's hack-elect!
He'll print 21l the words
(They =are only worth turds)
By his Editor's hack-elect!

TUB. My sanity has been declared
Particularly suspect—
EVA. But he's sensible when compﬂred

With his fkvorlte Bditor's hack-elect!
TOoW, bOoW, to his Bditor's hack-elect!

CHORUS Bow, tow, to his EAitor's hack-Elect!

FUB. In a very well thought out way
The best %o print I select,
11 listen to what I say--

EVA. Except for his Editor's hack-elect!
He vnrobably knows
Thmt my wrltlng blows!
v T'm his Editor's hack-elect!

PUB. My nrture is love and light,
My freedom from all defect—
EVA. Is very significant, qulte,

Compured with his Bditor's hack-elect!
How,. bow, to his BEditor's hack-elect

CHORUS ~ Bow; bowy to:his editor's hack-elect!



SONG: PUBLISHER & CHORUS: TO YIE TUNE OF "MY ORJECTS .LIL SUBLIME"

PUDLISHEL 4 mere insane Publsiher never
Did in this land exist.
‘e ncbody second
I'm certainly reckoned
L ecrazy humorist,
It is my ridiculous endeavor
to meke to some extent
Ereh humorless men
L onrt of my plean
Of ~sginnine merriment!

My objects all insane

I sonmeday £hall attain:

To c-use all seriocus men great pain——

L1l sBerious men great pain,

snd wring from frces smiles

By various snezky guiles,

imd bring great joy to the renks ond files—
Great joy to the ranks and files,

£11 writers who've perfected their typing,
ind turn oui works thot borey

Until s2ch one repents,

My good friend, Ferb Barents,

Types pages one throurh four?

The bad releasse writers, whose crumby space-wasters
Given erch reader a pang,

48 soon as they write ‘em,

They're told:

"Serd each item

fo Jion Horton's Clew & Fangi!

The person whe claims great skill in the game,
The bhest, and no one har,

Who is wvery surly

snd gots moves in eavly

I listed as "NMR":

Tieegditor who will not trade his zine

A8 will accept no gamefees

Recelves consternstions

From around the nation

When folks say he emells like cheese,

My objects all insane, et cetera
CHORUS His objects all insane, ¢t cetera

PUSLISHER E~ch person who asks for a subsidy
To help his private schemes
Gets it on condition
That he goes cut fishin'
In the Lena River's streams.
The musician who nadulates Haydn
Is punished this way: he
Must pay lots of money
ind, dressed as a bunny,
Will listen to John Fahey!

The Diplomat who his gamesmasters bribes,
Nobody him reproves.,

When people inform us,

The. fine is encrmous,’

We underline 211l his moves!

And when he's knocked down to just one center,
Six units him enfolding,

When they're all about him,

When he's sure they'll rout him,

They =211 support his holding!

My cbjects 211 insane, et cetera

CHORUS Hig objects all insane, et cetera
ENTER BOsR-PAH, NICKY & STEPHEN-SING
- BOAR-PAH EARNDS NICKY A4 SHEET OF PAPER.



NIC. I am honored to be permitted to welcome Your Publishership. 1
guess at the object of Your Publishership's wvisit-— your wishes
have been carried out., The Blacklisting has taken place,

PUB. Oh, so you've had a Blacklisting?
NIC. Yes, The Hobby Archivist has just handed me the notifieation.

BOAR. I am the Hobby Archivist. HE HANDS THE PAPER TO THE PUBLISHEF

PUB., READING. In New York, in the presence of the IDA President,
IDA Council Chairman, IDA Appointments Committee, Boardman Numbers
Custodian, Calhamer Awards Committee Chairman and Subsidized
Doodler— '

BOAR. They were all there; Your Publishership. I counted them mysel:
PUB. A very good turnout: I wish I had been there to see it,

NIC A tou%h fellow he was, Your Publishership, His teeth were ver;
firmly roo ed, and his hectograph had to be handled with a sledge-
hammer., His etruggles were terrific, I think it was a moving scene.

PUB. Describe ift.
NIC. Describe 1it?
PUB. Describe it.

TRIO & CHORUS:NICKY, BOAR-PAH & STEPHEN-SING: TO THE TUNE OF
"THE CRIMINAL CRIED"

NICKY: The Blacklistee cried as he felt my fist,
In a state of wild alarm,
With a fearsome, frightful, frantic twist,
1 broke his big right arm,
1 knocked him on his hippy~length hair
- And heard a nasty 'crack'?
As he sgquirmed and struggled
And gurgled and guggled,
I drew forth my blackjack. -
Oh, never shall I
Forget the cry
0f the fire from his stack
0f paper, and cries
0f mortalities
When I drew forth my blackjack'

CHORUS: We know him well;
' He never_ tells
Lies or procrastinates.
He cannot be -
Better than we
When he negotiates,

STEPHEN-SING: He shivered and shook, for he knew his pllght
- HYis c¢areer had run its course.
When, suddenly, I saw 1 had his sight,
And he asked me to run a bourse!
For he turned his mind from his disaster,
And gave =zn hysterical laugh,
As Nicky did take .
In his hands and break L
His brand-new hectograph,
When one's life's clean,-
A ditto machine,
To the hub of your zine's a spoke,
And, oh, I'm glad
That Placklisted lad
Was unconcious when it broke,

CHORUS Her terrible tale
You can't assail:
with truth it quite agrees,
.. Ber taste exact _
For faultless fact
Shows she's some dread disease,



EOAR-PAH How, Lhough that mechine just could not work,
And asz from the flemes I1I'd flee,
I gaw the core roll with a qudden jerk
ind print a plug for me!l
It was none of your frequency-and-price plugs,
But worshipful as could be,
For it clearly knew
The plug that was due
To such a great man as me!
Ané I have to note
That the last he wrote
Was a wondrous sight to see;
Though it was a mess,
It could not print less
Than the plug that was due to me!

CHORUS This ag%d man
Is his best fan,
AS he will tell’ you, sure.
His great self-love
Is far above
Ahy similar bore!

EXIT CHORUS

PUB. All this is very interesting and I should have liked to have

seen it, but we are here about a totally different matter. A while
ago, my Editor, the second-best humorist in North america, bolted

from my writing staff,

NIC. Indeed? Had he any reason to be discontented with his position
EVA. None at all, He was going to edit my works,

BOAR. I am surprised that he disassccinted himself from one so tal-
ented,. '

EVA, That's not true.
BOAR. No!

EVA. You hold my work to he bad because it lacks any merit whatso-
ever, But learn that it is not in talent that press is to be writt-
en, My rele=ses are boring.

BOAR. They are,

Evi. But if no one else enters, I can win poetry competitions., I
have a2 release eighty-three prges long, People come to admire it,
faded red ink on pink paper. I have a series of one-liners that
none can equal

BOAR, May I see them?

EVi. They are being shipped in by REA, and the boxcar should be in
any day now, As for my collection of rejection slips, it is the
largest in the world,

NIC. And yet he fled!
PUB. And is now masquerading in this town as a dittoed one-pager.
NIC., BOAR. & STEPH. & dittoed one-pager.

PUB. Yes, would it be too much trouble if I asked you to produce
him? He goes under the name of—

EVA. Connie-Poo.

PUR, Ceconnie-Poa,

NIC. It's easy enough. That is, it's impossible. He has left the
City.

PUB. Left the City? His forwarding address?

NIC. Czre of Gary Jones.

EVi., WHO IS READING THE CERTIFICATE OF BLACKLISTING Hah!

PUR, What's the matter?

EV.i, See, see, here, his name, Connie-Poo, Blacklisted this morn-
ing! Oh, where shnll I find another, where shall I find another?

NICKY, BOAR-PAH & STEPHEN-SING FALL T0 THEIR KNEES



PUB. ,LOCKING AT ?APER Dear, dear, this is very tiresome. TO NICKY My
poor fellow, in -our anxiety to carry out my wishes, you have .
permanently disfigured the heir to my publlshlng emplre. -

NIC. I wish to offer an uncuallfled apology. - .
EOAR. I wish to a85001ate myself with. that expreSSLOn of regret.
STEPH. We really dldn t have the leagt idea—

PUB. Of course you dldn t. How could you? Come, come, don t dlstress
yourselves, It was no fault of yours. If a man of exalted talents
chooses to disguise himself as a one-pager's editor, he must take.
the consequences, It distresses me to see you so upset. I don t
doubt he deserved his fate. -

NICKY, BOAR—PAH & STEPHEN-SING RISE SR e

NIC. We are 1nfinite1y obliged to Your Publlshershlp. You aren t
opening any games, are you? -

STEPH. Very much obllged

BOAR, Most kind of you,

PUB. Not a bit: Don't mentlon it., How could you tell?
BOAR. No, of course, we couldn t tell who he was,
 STEPH. There was nothing 2bout him to make him stond out.

PUB. Nothing at all, TO EVANSHA I forget the punishment for: encomp—
assing the Blackllslng of the Publisher's Editor,

NIC.,BOaR. & STEPH. “Punishment! THEY DROP TO THEIR KNEL.S

PUB. Yes, something ridiculous about it, like having one's works
rejected by Barents, or being tossed out of one of Reinsel's games
- when you're ahout to take your 18th center., I'm not sure. I know
it's something excruciatingly embqross1ng, with either Herb Barents
or Charles Reinsel in it. Come, I'm not angry.

NIC. If Your Publlqhershlp will believe we had no idea=-—
PUB. Of course,

STEPH. I didn't know anythlng about 1t

BOLR, I wasn't even there, -

PUB. That's the pathetic part of it., There's not a word in the ‘by-
laws about it being a mlstake.

NIC., BOAR. & STEPH. No!
PUB. Or not knowing-—

NIC. No! . '

PUB. Anything-about 1t-—
STEPH. No! B ’
PUB. Or not being there—-
BOAR. No. :
PUR. There should be, of course—
NIC.,B04R. & STEPH. Yes!
PUB. But there isn't.
NIC., BOAR. & STEPHE. Oh.

PUB. That's the sloppy way these bylaws are written, Cheer up, 1'11
have it sltered next session, Will after lunch be soon enough for
your punishment? Can you wait until then?

NIC., BOAR. & STEPH. Yes, we can wait until then,

PUB. Good. I'm told there's a good greepery around here. ~fter
lunch! s :

BOsR. I'm on a diet.

PUR, I'm really very sorry for you, but virtue is triumphant only
in badly written press releasges,

EXIT TUBLISHER & EVANSHA



NIC. w§11, a2 fine mess you've gotten us into, with your plug due
to youl

BOAR., Merely corroborative detail, intended to lend verisimilitude %o
an otherwise bald and unconvincing narr~tive,
STEFH. Cobbob..., Corrol... Fiddlesticks!

NIC. ind you're just as bad as he is, with your cock-snd-bull stor-
ies about him asking you to run a bourse. Fut that's so like you!
You must ~dd your little details to a deliecate piece of negotiation.

BOAR. But what about his broken arm%

STErH. Yes, and your blackjack? _

NIC. Well, never mind that now.,. Connie-Poo and Penny were going to
take the amtrak 10:5% out, and it's 12:30, so they'll still be in

Fenn Station, ENTER CCNNIE-POO & TENNY. Ah, they must have tried to
get a cab, Connie-Poo, I've good newsg for you. You're reprieved,

CON., It's too late for that, I've had .my limbs and teeth smashed, an
we're leaving for Youngstown,

NIC. Nonsense. & terrible mistake has been made., It seems thet you'r
the rublisher's Editor.

Co¥., It didn't seem 2 mistake 2t the time.

NIC. But the Publisher is here with Evansha,

CON., 'The Publisher? With Evansha? My, my!l!

NIC. 4And he wants you,

BOsR. So does it, 5

PEN. Oh, but he has =2 staff now.

NIC. Bless my heart, whnt has that to do with it?

CON., Evansha has a two-member-staff license, and I can't take him
on because my staff already has two members. Consequently, Evansha
will insist on my Blacklisting and my co-editor will have her fing-
ers broken. '

PEN. You sce our difficulties,
NIC, I den't know whet's to be done,

CON., There is one chance, If Micky con convince Evansha to become
his co-editor he would have no fuarther c¢laim on me,

NIC. I work with Evansha?

PEN. It would seem the only way.

NIC. But have you seen his works? They're horrid.l
STEPH. RBut that's his quality. His volume is enormous,
POsR. I =2m told his shaggy dog stceries last for hours.
NIC., I decline to place my hopes on shaggy dog stories,

CON. It comes to this: while Evansha has no zine, T prefer to be
Blacklisted. When Evansha is working, publication will be as wel-
come 28 the GRAUSTARKs they print in the Spring.

DUET: CONNIE-FCO & WICKY WITH PENKY, STETPHEN-SING & BOAR-FAH: TO
THE TUNE OF "THE PLOWERS TH-T BLOOM IN THE SPRING"

CCNNIE-PQO The Graustarks they print in the Spring, N
tra la,
Tell us Dipdom's lived one more year.:-
48 we sit there bhusy collating, _
Tra 1=z,
We welcome the hope that they bring,
. _ - " tra 1le,
Of some more time of madness and beer, '
tmd that's what we mean when we say that a thing
Is welcome as Graustarks they print in the Spring,
tra la la 1a 1la, et ceter

ALL Tra la 1a 1a 1la, et cetera



NICEY The Graustarks they print in the Spring,
tra la,
Should be piscaed underneath some birds,
I've got to take under my wing,
o _ tra 12,
+» Schlockmeister who cannot wring,
T : ‘ tra la,
A laugh out of six thousand words.
snd that's what I mesn when.I say or I sing
"Oh, bother the Graustarks they print in the Spring.
ST tra 12 la la la, et ceters

ALL | Tra 1s 1a la la, et cetern
THEY DiNCE & LELVE

ENTER EV.NSHA
' RECITATIVE-& SONG: EV/NSHEZ: 70 THE TUNE OF “OH, LIVING I®

EVANSHA ilone, =nd unpublished: Rejectione slips,
, My works are still my personal estate!

Vi - . Remecte the Joy that publishing can bring:

My doom to write, punished by rejections!

They who read zines
Know net what it mesans

Tc be told "Bad, oh my!"
To be but a blip , :
Though they try to grip
Sohe zuthorship. '

To be either dend,

Or else, perchance raad
By Reading Eye!

Ch, keading Eye, - ' I C
Can you sce why - .
Why they decrec _ _

From ne to flee? ’ I ,
Why write for days

When it dismays?

Oh Reading Eye,

" Please tell me why
When telent's gone
Dost thou stay on?

Say that my work is goadd,
Liel .~ :

. ENTER NICKY, STEALTHILY

NIC. Evanshal!l
t

EV.i, -The backstabber who, robbed nme of my editor, Dut vengeance
pursues— They are c~lling ®Worb now! .

NIC. Bvansha— Behold a suppliant st your feet! Evansha——Mércyi

EVi. Mercy? Had you mercy on him? See here! You heve Blacklisted my
editor, He would nct look at my works, but he would have loved

them in time. I am an acquired taste~—0Only the educated can apprec-
irte me. I was educating his tastes when he left me., Well, he is
Elacklisted, and where shall I go? im I to implore mercy for you,
who robbed me of my prey—I mean my pupil, just as his education
had reached the point of savoring my words? Oh, where shall I find
another? ' . '

NIC. Here, Here!ll

EV.. What:i!

NIC. Evansha, for yesnrs I have loved your works with a white-hot
passion that is slowly consuming my sanity. ;f there is augsht of
mercy in your heart, turn not from a humor-sick suppliant whose
inner fires flare 2t your byline! True, under a poor mask of dis-
gust I have tried to concenl an adoration whose inner fires have
been slowly consuming me, but it fzils, it fails! Evansha, I can-
nct hope for you to write for me... but I will not live without
your writings.



EV%. Gg tol Who knows =2 well ~e T 4het nonz heve ever dicd from
rejection?

NIC. You don't know what you say. Listen!
SCNG: KICKY: TO THE TUNE OF "TIT-WILIow"

NICKY Next teo the Hudson River, 2 crazy halfwit
Sang "Rejected, rejected, rejected,
/npd I said to him 'You mornn, why do ycu sit,
Singing "'Jected, rejected, rejected"?
Have you lost your soft job from John Lindsay's regime?
Has some consumer spoiled an money-making acheme?™
With n shake of his welt-covered head he did scream:
"Rejected, rejected, rejected,”

He scratched at his fleas as he sat on that pier,
Singing "“"'Jected,; rejected, rejected.”

And ncrosg his face there flsshed = cold lecok of fear.
Rejected, rejected, rejectsdl

Then he ca2refully climbed down to the river's bank,
ind of the filthy weaters he then deeply drank,

Pull of garbzage and phosphates and dead fish that stank,
Dying 'jected, rejected, rejected,

Now I'm sure just as sure as I'm sure that my name
Isn't "'Jected, rejected rejected”,

It was some c¢-llous writer that made him exclaim:
"Rejected, rejected, rejected."

And if you will not write for me, then will I

Go perish 28 he did, and you will know why,.

'"Though I probably shall net exclaim as I die:

"Rejected, rejected, rejected."

EV.A., WHIMPERING Did he renlly die of rejection?

KIC., He really cdid.

EV.. 711 on account of a cruel writer?.

NIC. Yes.

EV.i, Poor little chap.

NIC. It's an affecting tale, -and quite true. I knew him from hust-
ling votes down on the Eowery. '

EV:.. Did you? He must hove enjoyed editing.

NIC. His devotion was something extracrdinary,

EVi., STILL WEIMPERING. And if I refuse to write for you, will
you go and kill ycurself?

NIC. Well, right after lunch.

EV:i. Mo, no, you mustn't do that! Oh, you must think I'm being
stupid. :

NIC. I do.

BYV.. ind you won't hate me because I like to turn out reams of
press releases?

NIC. Hate you? Evansha, 1s there not great beauty in press re-

leases?

EV:. My thought exactly. .
DUET: NICKY & EVANSHA: T0 THE TUNE OF "DERRY-DOWHN-DERRY"

\NSHA There is beauty in three-hundred-years-— old puns,
EVANSE Or in ~» release bundled in a bale.
I've an elegant outpouring J
Cf a saber-tooth.aroaring. ) L
(That's a neiger all-alashing of its tail.)

NICKY Me,‘I 1ike to seée a neigress,
From the Ebro to the Tigris, ' .
:nd especinlly when alashing of its tail,



EVANSHa Releases ¢iphered have a power that attrrcts,
init so de hierarchicel schisms,
But, to him that's literary,
e ) There is nothing that is scary
o In a relesse that's full of anachronisms!

NICKY Yes, in spite of all my badness,
- I feel a oculck jag of gladness,
When 2 release is filled with anachronisms!

BCTH If that is so,

Sing. Dippy-Down-Dippy,

East of Mississippi,

Our tastes agree,

we'll £0 and steal

A joke (you've not read it?)
ind will give no credit

Or author's fee!l

NICKY There is heauty in extremely ancient press,

Do you think your writing's moldered long enough?
Interest, you see, is increased

When = wrlter becomes deceased——

Will you just stand there and take this rotten guff?

EVANSHA -Throughout 211 New York City
It is known I am not witty
nd will stand ond take 'most any rotten guff.

NICKY Are you old enough to print now, do you think?
F'rap we'll wait until you're cighty in the shade,
Interest, you see, is increaged _
When a writer becomes deceased,
Let's just wait until your brain's become deCPYGd

EVANSHA ° The grey matter that you mention
From doctors has got attention,
ind they think it is sufficiently decnygdl

ROTH - If that is so, et ceters
| EXIT NICKY & EVANSHA

FLOURISH. « ENIER - PUBLISHER, ATTENDED BY COURT & DUN-TUSH

PUB. Well, the grceps were undercrottled but we're quite ready,
Have all the humlllatlng preparations been made? .

DUN., Yes, Your Publ;shersh;p, all‘ls_prepared.
PUR. Then producé the unfortunate gentleman... produce Nicky and
his two unfortunnte accomplices.

ENTER NICKY, DOAR-FLH, STEPHEN-SING & EVANSH.A. THEY THROW THEM-
SELVLS AT }UBLISHER S FEET

EVi. Mercy. Mercy for Nlcky. Mercy for Stephen-Slng. Mercy even
for Boar-Pah!

PUE. I beg your pardon, I don't believe I caught that remark.

i

LBOAR. Merey even for Doar-Pah.

EV.. Mercy! My editor who was to have been is Blacklisted, and I
have just become co-editor to this miserable thing,

PUR., That must have been cne of the fastest negotiations on
record,

NIC. We've filed notice with the editorial Registrar,
BOAR. I am the Editorial Registrar,
FUR, I see. But there is some difficulty, in that you have in-
jured my Editor-——
ENTER CONNIE-Y00 & TENNY. TEHY KNEFL
CON. Your Editor is not Blacklisted,
PUB. Bless my heart! My Editor!
PEN. £nd his co-editor elected;



EVi,, SIEZING NICKY, Traitor, yoﬁ have stabhed mel

PUB, Yes, you are entitled {tc wsn exXplenation, but I think he will
give it better whole than in pieces,

NIC. Your rublishership,

it's like this: it's true that I stated

that Connie-Poo had bLeen Elacklistede—
PUB, Yes, with most affecting narticulars,
BOAR. Merely corroborative detail intended to lende

NIC. Will you shut up during negotiations? TO PUBLISHER It's like
this: When Your Publishership says "Let a thing be done', it's as
good as done—proctically, it is done-—— because Your Publisher=
ship's word is bylaw. Your Publishership says"Blacklist someone",
and someone 1is told off to be Blacklisted. Consequently, that
scmeone is as good as Blacklisted-—practically he is Flacklisted—
and if he is Blacklisted, why not say so? T

PUB. I see., Nothing could possibly be more satisfactory.,

STEPHEN-SING
LLL
STEPHEN-SING

LLL
STEPHEN-SING

ALL
STEPHEN-SING

ALL
STEPHEN-SING

PENNY &
CONNIE~FPOO

ALL

FIN.LE

For he's going to work with our friend!
Qur friend!

Your anger, pray, bury
So all may he merry.
It will be that way in the end!

The end!

So join our expressions of glee!
If you're nice they'll you an issue send!

Will send!

Your thoughts are all hezy,

Your syntax is crazy,
That shouldn't send you 'round the bendl

The bend!
Print your own zine and let it be free.

That moron's zine has passed away

And soon will come our printing day.
What though the end will come too soon,
Wwe've years ond years for our lampoon.

Then let the throng

Qur zine 2dvance

With patter song

and merry dance,- _

With joyous shout and ringing cheer,
Inaugurate our new career.

Then let the throng, et cetera

CURTAIN



LB W ORD)
by the rlaywright

Writing this little opus has been an enjoyable exercise, The
original inspiration is buried somewhere in the haze of a year
ago, tut it first surfaced in ~ poem in John Boardman's GRAUSTARK
that was later incorperated into the play. ("I've Got a Little
List", if you must know,) .‘fter conceiving the play itself, writing
varied. ot first I wrote erch part as the deadline to MIXUMAXU

GAZETTE aprroached, with only moder=te success, Then, in april, 1
wrote the entire thing and edlteﬁ each section as I published 1t
with great 1mprovement (If that's the word I want,) But the Poor
guality of the earlier sections disturbed me; and thus this pub-
lication came into existence,

Erroneousg beliefs, approaching a mythology sprang up as the
play continued. Most remarkable cf these is the idea that the majer
characters may Le associated with members of the Diplomacy hobby,
principally with members of the New York fandom, The last I heard,
the latest set of identifications were:

Connie=Po0 ssseseriasscesssnsssssesveessConrad von Metzke
Dun-TuShloiiio.-oloooou.ooiallou.o.clo"Dlmcan Smith
P()&r"‘?ﬂhiiihtlooluca-ol.ccoiccooilo-ooloJOhn Boardm(ﬂn
NiCKYoo-aiiaiu----o-..-.-.o..»-cct......NiChOlaS A, Ulenov
Penl’ly.'si.o.....-.-......-.......ié.o....PenelOpe DiCkenS
Gil-l‘eepa........-........-........-.-a.G’ilheI‘t I\Teiger
Stephen~Sing.ccceeecsrsesessssssnssssscssoterhen Tihor
EVansha..csecscrecrasensnersssssnasssasssbvan Jones

The most remarkable association was that of myself with the
Publisher, These exercises, while no doubt amusing, are patentl
ridiculous. If I was seeking 4o indentify (and perhaps satirize
certain membe¥s of the hobvy, why should I choosc this group? Such
identifications are equated, in my mind, with those "proofs® that
the works of Shakespenre were actually wrltten by Kit Marlowe, or
the story of the professor who spent fourty years proving that the

Oddysey ~nd the Iliad were not written by the Homer whose name one
Sces on every couy, but by two distinct men with the same name,
These subjects are interesting, but not important, and I ask the
reader to decide whether I should remember, aftef‘a yezr, the
doubtless insignificant reasons I baged the choice of the charact-
ers' name on . Still, I hesitate to make a flat denial of the
above associations. lee the denials of presidential crniidates, lt
may be taken to be of the "He doth protest too much" variety. 1
therefore appeal to the intellipgent reader %o mqke the correct
interpretations,

nd now that this play has been published, what will become of

it? I fear its life will De ephemeral., The average hobbyist lasts
two years before tiring of postal Diplomacy. In five years, this
play will be relegated to the memoTy of myself and the files of
of few dedicsted archivists.

" This has not, obviously, stonped me from writing the play.
Diplomacy may enccurage”a carpe diem philosorhy. If so, such a
set of beliefs does not upset me, This was written to amuse the
present members of the hobby. Engoy thls, and don't worry about
the next.,
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’ CORKECTICKS

(MOTOLY'S PERFECY
Prge 1, in the eong “A Dippy nditor, between the sivih and seventh
lincg of the first verse, insert the line "And for your humors

) 5 e e
chomging”.,

In the song "Dippy-Down-Dippy" on psge 27, in the first verse aft-
er the refrain, substlitute for the lines "Interest, vou see, is in-
creased/ When a writer becomes deceased” the lines "Informstior I'm

requesting/ Ouw subjects uninteresting”.




