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THE AMOR DE COSMOS PECPLE'S MEMORIAL QUIET-REVOLUTIONARY SUSANZINE: A PERSONALZINE
AMOR 1

produced by Susan Glicksohn for her friends: available at the editor's whim, usually
in response to a response: Pile'o'Bones Publication #2: October 29, 1973: Regina.

I was sitting in the Miller's living room, listening to their records, fondling their
cats, drinking their Galliano, and talking about fandom. I have introduced the Millers
to two faanish concepts: "egoboo" and "Real Soon Now." "I must put out another letter-
thingy, Real Soon Now," I observed. "Although it won't really be a letter. The response
has been absolutely overwhelming--I even got a letter from ROTSLER, who never writes
locs, I mean, far north, and I still want to get you people to write up fabulous fannish
happenings like David getting paid to yell at the Mounties, and I have all these letters
and even ARTWORK, and I think I'll change the name and make it a proper personalzine.
Maybe I could revive ASPIDISTRA?"

"Yeah, I liked ASP, It published mel" said Cathryn.

"Egobood" Dexrid grinned. He was rehearsing his new concept. When "Rita Joe" opens next
month, I expect t& hear at least one ad-lib about egoboo.

"Or maybe I shouldn't. ASP was a very specific fanzine., I could always revive AMOR."
Two questioning glances. "The Amor de Cosmos People's Memorial Semirevolutionary Cana-
dapazine, I dropped out of Canadapa when I went gafia before TORCON, and killed it."
"Far northl{ Do iti"

So I am. Since the title is somewhat changed, and the format entirely changed, let's
agree to call this AMOR #l. For the benefit of my friends who are not sf fans, this
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verbal construct replaces the letters I have no time to write. It tells you of my
life and times, includes bits from letters you send me, artwork, or anything else that

may drift onto the pages. I hope to keep it coming frequently in an eight-page format,
which will enable me to send it first class. Some hope.

And there's my first unjustified left margin. I hope I can get my 8-month contract ex-
tended. I'l1l never make it as a typist.

Repro will be, once again, by the university duplicating service=--the girl who told me

they had a Gestefax was both new and inefficient, so last issue (for the benefit of filing-

freaks like Auntie Rosemary at library school, and Paul Anderson, count "a letter" as a
trial run for AMOR, ok?) was printed offset, with paper plates., Poorly. Apparently

Globe Theatre has a mimeo; I really must get some stencils, corflu and the rest, and go

back to mimeo., Real Soon Now. I should also learn to proofread.

MAIL: "Any time you'd like some easy-to=reproduce line-drawings, drop me a card. "a
letter" seems just a little... well... geee... not empty, really; the words &re the body,
but it... just doesn't... seem... dressed! -

"Of course, if you start putting in illos, you'll have to start worrying about layout.
Before you know it, you'll have covers, a lettercol, several feuds, one Bob Tucker
hoax, and Terry Carr columns, Harry Warner letters, Bill Rotsler cartoons, and complete
'frantic' all over again."-- Connie Faddis-~

Yes indeed.

This metamorphosing letter~thing goes out with best wishes to: Michael Glicksohn, of
course; Elizabeth Kimmerley, Richard Labonte and Rosemary Ullyot, who are keeping me
supplied with gossip, newspaper clippings and Doonsbury strips out here in the boonies-
I share the latter with Doug Goodhue, a fellow refugee from University of Trawna and
the Maynard St. area, even, and a fellow smaller radical--we watch the politicking, and
talk about "fear and loathing at Regina Campus" (his daughters have adopted me as a
surrogate aunt); Angus Taylor, Bruce Gillespie, Uncle Tom Clareson and Doug Barbour, all
of whom helped with suggestions for my let's-keep~hoping maybe-next-semester sf course;
Patrick McGuire, Joan Bowers, David Emerson, Philip Dick, Don Stuart, Terry Austin,
Paul Novitski, Sandra Miesel, Connie Faddis, Harry Warner Jr., Rick Stooker, James Shull,
Jodie and andy Offutt, John Berry, Bill Rotsler, Ken Fraser, Debby Davis, Gloria Margeson,
Linda Lounsbury and all the other nice people who wrote letters; Sheryl Birkhead, who
regularly and relentlessly fills my mailbox--many tharks!j Paul Anderson, Eric Lindsay,
Bill Wright and all the nice people in Aussieconland--I'm sending a copy of this to the
committee~in-general, so please pass it around so you know something about half of your
fan guests-of-honour; Eli Cohen, who sends me funny cards; and Bob Tucker, who not only
wrote, bless him, but sent me two of his books (except I really shouldn't be reading
anything but poets of the Montreal School of the 1920's)... and anyone else I forgot.
(Apologies, Lesleigh Luttrell, David Piper, Garry Hubbard...)

w3t AMOR #1 is dedicated to my friends, but especially to: DOCTOR BAG!-~- John Sutton
Baglow, Ph.D., Glasgow-- who proved it can be done. Someday Soon, Maybeise

As the above list indicates, "a letter" generated a hefty response., I AM PLEASED, I

AM TOUCHED., I AM OVERWHEIMED--with letters to answer. Which doesn't mean I don't want

you to keep writing, of course., I feel isolated from fandom, out here in the granary of

the world (my mother was visiting, a few weeks ago, so we took her out and showed her
stubble-fields and agrarian things like that; she agreed It Certainly Is Flat, Isn't It?)

So far, the only fanzines I have received are Nowm Hochberg's BIG MAC reviewzine; Marvellous
Mae Strelkov's TINC (that's who I left out, up above--sorry, Mael); and the Susan-egoboo
issue of STARLING.

To clarify editorial policy; for Father William and others: until further »rotice, AMOR



will be sent to people to whom I feel like sending it, and who have given me some in=-
dication that they would enjoy receiving it.

WHAT DO THE ACADEMIC FOLK DO?

They go to meetingse. They hold conferences in each others! offices. They go to more
meetings. They present course proposals, which they have worked on all weekend. They
have more meetings and consultations. They confer with experts. They go to meetings

of the Undergraduate Committee of the English Department. They go to meetings of the
Standing Academic Committee of the Humanities Division of the Faculty of Arts and
Sciences. Somewhere in there, they actually prepare and present a couple of classes.
Somewhere in there, they talk to Richard Meehan who wants to write a thesis on Margaret
Atwood (I am busy turning my friends on to the joys of my favorite writer's THE EDIBLE
WOMAN). They politic (hence I lend people Atwood's poetry sequence called POWER POLITICS.)
They spend an awful lot of time talking and planning and revising and arguing. Hence,

it is now Friday, Nov. 2... AMOR isn't done, but my sf course (under the general proposal
for English 219, "Special Studies"--Rick in the next office wants to teach children's
fantasy under. the experimental banner, just to take one example) has passed two of the
six levels of approval,

And since the department finally has a pemmanent chaimman, the politics have cooled off
for awhile. It seems I am being forgiven for being a smaller radical. And we spent
yesterday's department meeting deciding important things, like why we should change the
number of the American poetry class from English 269 to 263.

And I have gone back to exchanging poems, instead of political strategies, with people
like Fraser Sutherland (he who sees the building in Miltonic terms; he was pleased y'‘all
found that description an evocative one.) Fraser is a mad Marxist Scots poet and trouble-
maker (or creative revolutionary, depending on your point of view.) His second~youngest
son, Robin ("Robin's even given up reading Marx for this Asimov fellowl") is my chief
consultant for the sf course, and one of the two or three people in Regina who are
Impressed to hear I won a half-Hugo (actually, I don't have the thing yet. Maybe by
Discon...) Fraser and I amazed certain members of the department by, at the inaugural
faculty-student party, having a serious discussion of Presbyterianism, to the accompaniment
of the Rolling Stones, at an advanced hour of the morning. And then there's Rick-in-the-
next-office, who is the first 18th century specialist AND formalist critic I have ever
likedd Rick has, however, one unfortunate habit: he is tall, and slim, and dresses
gorgeously. He turned up at a dinner-party last Saturday in an incredible red knit suit,
and revealed to me that I am, in some ways, a female chauvinist: I dislike being made

to feel dowdy by a man} Still, bless him, Rick did NOT wear his dark-red velvet suit

to "Swan Lake" on Wednesday... "Rick," I had said, "I've Fulfilled a Lifelong Craving

and bought a black velvet pantsuit that I'm going to wear to the ballet, and if you look
more gorgeous than me, I Shall Hate You." "Oh," he said, "Well, actually, I was planning
to wear my velvet suit, but..."

((Just for the record, it was the National Ballet's production of the Eric Bruhn "Swan
Lake" with Karen Kain and Frank Augustyn--some of you may have seen it on tour last
years I saw it with Nureyev and Kain in Toronto last year; Kain was as brilliant as
before, but this version puts a great deal more emphasis on the male dancer and Augustyn
just didn't do justice to it. Reginans clapped anyway. I was first introduced to the
Phenomenon of the Regina Audience when I went to see Kris Kristoffersen: the audience

is very, very slow to wam up, lost in the huge cavern of the Centre of the Arts, but
by the second half, after they've hit the bar, they will applaud ANYTHING.  They will
give a standing ovation to ANYTHING--maybe out of sheer gratitude to any performer who
treks all the way out herel))

sa#from a ROLLING STONE description of the Monty Python company, making chicken-noises

on a plane while LA-bound: "Why not make poultry noises? They'd just finished a

Canadian tour where they'd packed the hall in places as remote as Regina, Saskatchewanees"
(Media note: Monty Python is being repeated by the local CBC station at 11.30 pm, Wednesday.
Thursdays, I teach from 8:30 to 8:30. But I stay up the night before anyway.)



L
MAIL:"You make Regina sound like a part of this planet, after all the wild things I've
been imagining about any city which lives in a place called Saskatchewan. There was a
big hit tune when I was growing up which began something like "What a delight when I
think of the night that I met you in Saskatoon, Sas~kat-Che-Wan," all about a romance
in several feet of snow. That froze permanently my mental image of anything in that
general area as blessed with a perpetual winter for matchmaking purposes, completely
denuded of buildings, a sort of topsy=-turvy Italy in one sense because the song had a
tarantella~like tune which went very fast. Such a modern university inhabited by normal-
sounding students is hard to fit into those old synapses."=--Harry Warner, Jre=-

SUSAN SHIVERS IN SASKATCHEWAN

I had intended to tell you about last Saturday, when I shook off slothful slumber about
three hours earlier than normal, because if I didn't get into the university and mark
term-papers, I knew I would find myself with a minor student riot in my 8:30 class. I
looked out the window; and---ghaaah! A white world} Frost! Everything was quiet and
glittering; even the trees were white.

When I arrived at the university, I found that a power failure had plunged the entire
Humanities/Admin building into Infernal gloom, I wandered into the library, blew the
dust off of a copy of E.J. Pratt's collected poems (Regina campus students seem to be
beer-oriented, rather than book-oriented) and sat down to read "Towards the Last Spike,"
an epic account of man's conquest of the hostile Canadian landscape--while gazing out
over frost~bitten Wascana Lake, cold, grey, fringed with brown dead bulrushes. And then
the sun came out. Immediately in front of me, on the library lawn: orderly rows of
white, white trees, waiting beside a lake now shrouded in mist. The mist rose slowly

to reveal the lake again--now a brilliant blue--and across it, the Centre of the Arts.

I found myself hoping that Karen Kain would move more gracefully than the Canada Geese==
and grinned rather ruefully at my English-lit mind which had to turn Nature into Art.
When I looked up twenty minutes later, the mist had been burned away, the frost was
gone, the trees looked wet and dull-brown (so much for swan-maidens) and the sun shone
down on the power-plant across the lake,

Wednesday morning, I looked out the window into the gloom (Saskatchewan stays on Daylight
Saving Time, for some mysterious reason, so it's still "night" at 7 AM.) "Frost again?"
Blink. "Since when did frost fall down in little feathery flakey bits? GHAAAHIM

Trick or trick--snow for Hallowe'en. I even got slush on my velvet pants.
In the past three days, we've had over 4" of snow.

1 told my students what I thought of Westerners playing nasty jokes on poor defenceless
Easterners. They laugheds OK=--I know about winter, I spent most of my life in Ottawa,
after all. Snow. Cold. Misery. But in OCTOBER? Shit la merde, as one of my favourite
Can-lit heroines, Suzy LaFlamme of LARK DES NEIGES, is wont to say.

Unfortunately, this white stuff is like Toronto snow (only clean): that is, it's wet.
Slushy. Forms an ice layer over the roads. Saskatchewaners don't salt their roads
(which is a good thing for the cars); but apparently they don't sand, either. Janet and
I woke up late on Thursday morning, moaned softly as we saw it was still snowing, hopped
into the coughing Falcon, and proceeded to skid, slip and skate our way to the university,
along with every other resident of Regina who hadn't gotten around to winterizing the
care You know that sickening feeling you get when the car is totally out of control?
Well, imagine a whole shoal of slithering automobiles... scarey. Today baby car is

at the garage, and Susan's new snowboots %thank goodness I was winterized) are a'walkin'
home. The sun's out, the temperature is in the low 20's, and the wind is making it's
chill factor felt. *S#HxI#VxEs#R (Still, we were lucky. The Goodhues' Bourgeoismobile,
a two=~week=-old Pontiac LeMans, had an intimate relationship with a truck yesterday
morninge I even got to my 8:30 class., So did at least half my students. I was touched
by their devotion.) o






