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Welcome Back!
Well, that took longer than I would have liked.
This issue should have been out in November but I had
several problems that kept me from doing that. Then, as December
weared on into the beginning of January, I began to feel that no one
cared where the newsletter was. Thankfully, I have been proven
wrong and there seems to be some life in the group yet.
Unfortunately, that life was due to an issue between Steve
Skeates and Jim Main/Floyd Sumner and then the matter of the BL
lateness itself. I’m sorry that it’s taken these two things to spur the
BPP back into life but sometimes it takes desperate measures.
The BPP is in trouble. I am very concerned by the lack of
new publications, difficulty in getting people to contribute to the
newsletter and a general feeling of ennui. We need to be more
active as a group and that means publishing more, commenting on
member zines, contributing BL columns and helping each other. I
know that we can do this so I’m counting on all of you.
Steve Keeter is stepping down as co-chairman as of this
issue as he previously requested. Floyd Sumner has graciously
offered to take over and I’ve accepted. Floyd has a lot of good
ideas and enthusiam about the BPP that will make him an excellent
co-chairman. Please give him all of your support.
As a gesture of good-will, I am not deducting anything
from member accounts for this issue. Also, we’re starting fresh
here with a new, vital BPP so I’m also starting everyone fresh in
terms of publishing and column requirements. Everyone has a year
from now to publish something and must contribute at least to
every other newsletter. I’m hoping that EVERYONE will contribute to the next issue of BL.
A word about this issue: Adam Owen’s column is a short
story. Larry Blake’s column (and one from Brien) previously got
lost in the mail.They’re indicated by ‘classic’ on the top of the page
This issue is also available in pdf format. I vow that the next issue
will be sent out within ONE WEEK of the deadline.

Next Deadline:
March 15, 2008!
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skeet bleets
**********************************************************************************
Brought to you by Steve Keeter/ PO Box 536368/ Orlando, FL
32853-6368. This here was typed on October 26th, 2007.
**********************************************************************************
Hi, gang, how's everyone? Hope you all had a deliciously ghoulish
Halloween, and hope you all have delicious goulash on Thanksgiving. Nah, have turkey on Thanksgiving. Save the goulash for when
the in-laws visit.
Haven't received a lot of BPP books lately, but a few have made it
here to the skeetcave. The most curious of these were the first
seven issues of Brien Powell's HUMAN PATRIOT. Each comic is
one sheet of paper folded, and printed on one side only. Now, I
seem to have misplaced the note that came with these, and maybe
Brien explained this; I suspect these were intended to be
webcomics. Well, no matter, it's all very funny, as wonderful as
BWP's comics always are (though we miss Magnet Man!). I especially like Neighborham Lincoln, the somewhat inept leader of an
organization so secret that not even its members know what it's
called (haha!). This guy's so gone, he hires a brainless brain eating
zombie as his personal assistant. Funny comix, as I said, but they'd
be twice as funny with printing on both sides. What the heck, loved
'em anyway.
THE BPP SPECIAL was a knockout this year! Floydman did a
super job on production, and the Grim One pulled out the stops as
editor, assembling some of the BPP's finest to create a nearly
perfect potpourri of potent comics and text. Magnet Man was back
in a printed comic (I'm clapping about this, but MM isn't!). Kevin
Cool (illustrated in eye-popping psychedelic fashion by Larry
Blake) got indepth about how he came to Earth. Juan Manuel
Perez's unusual volume of super hero poetry was reviewed in witty
fashion by Steve Skeates. Sam Gafford contributed a wildly imagi-

native Chthulhu Mythos tale (great job, O' Mighty Gaffsam!). Nate
Corrigan's "Joe" encountered "the all-powerful Egg Lord!"-- and I
was rolling! And Doug Freeman dazzled us with some really weird
space fantasy. It was all fine work; I'm partial to Floyd's "Captain
BPP" or "Super BPP Man" or whoever that was on the frontcover,
beautiful Golden-Age like artwork. Excellent job all involved,
congratulations.
Darrell Goza's RAMA-VAD was a much welcome change of pace
for the group, a text novel-- first of a series, in fact. John Brown
told a gripping, gritty tale of greed, murder, and vengeance in a
hostile urban setting. And it was told very well, so much so that I
read the whole thing during my lunch hour at work-- and almost
forgot to eat my lunch! There were some jarring typos here and
there, my only complaint-- especially something as obvious as
"Girl Rilled by Subway Train"-- ouch, that one was real noticeable.
So one might advise care when proofreading subsequent issues.
But this was an admirable beginning to the series, and we'll be
looking forward to what comes next (the ending certainly left room
for a sequel).
By the way, Darrell, your column last issue was very thoughtful
and well written. And, if you're really, really interested in illustrating a Sunwing tale... I'm honored, sir, and well, that just might be a
possibility.
Not much else to say at the moment, except hope everyone's doing
well and working on new comics and stuff. I actually did some
typing on the lettercol and editorial pages of the new SUNWING
comic, and, really, only finances are holding the book up. But that
will be solved soon (I want this book out and soon! It's waaayyyy
overdue).
Until next time, all the best,
--Steve

The Congregation by Adam Owen
Chapter One
In 3126, Allistare Siggmun went to Trallax Seven to
preach to the locals. He never thought he’d end up joining
them.
He was a Neo Chrydhist, a 28th century fusion religon
taking the best of a few popular religons and making them
one. He was also one of a thousand chosen to be shot deep
into space. This was an honor, as the CHURCH’s secretary of
longevity had given him copious doses of Stendoplex, the
newest life enhancing drug that added sometimes a century or
three.
The extra life was to make sure you made the trip from
Central to the outer worlds, and have plenty of time for deep
meditation in the process. Central was Earth of long ago, but
supplemented by a lot of machine stations and orbital worlds.
Siggmun knew he wouldn’t miss Central, it was crowded and
full of distractions, and the True-Scrip had all sorts of things
to say about avoiding those.
Trallax was far away, but still on the maps. Most
people on Central didn’t care what went on in the boonies,
there was too much old and not enough new to really give a
damn about the remote peoples. Thank the Almighty the
CHURCH still did.
Siggmun’s ship touched down on Trallax at midday.
When all was unloaded, he would take the ship apart. Every
CHURCH vessel was built to be taken apart and rebuilt as a
branch office. He would of course need to immediately convert some of the locals to hire as assistants.
A man he thought was the town mayor came out and
greeted him from an assemblage of shabby wooden houses.
The man, named Phillips, was quaint and dirty. He regarded
the spaceman, his ship and his clothing with little or no sur-

prise. “You had better get changed, you’re one of us now.”
Siggmun smiled cautiously “--What?” but the man was
already walking away from him. There were afew dozen other
locals, none of which took the least bit of time to even regard
him. They weren’t avoiding eye contact, like in a holy reverence, but they just didn’t care.
“What is your title?”
“Phillips, but my moth’r calls me Phill.” The man
called back at him
“NO-NO, your title, are you chancellor… mayor…
president?”
“None of those. Our mayor is a hundred clicks away.”
“And—Click, is that a metric?”
Phillips turned back at Siggmun smiling. Everyone else
had turned to watch the interplay unfold “Naw, you walk
awhile, till your knees start to click… you have walked one
click.” The children, mud faced all laughed at this joke. The
older people smiled and resumed their work. There was no
technology to be seen, the village was a quaint photograph of
life on earth thousands of years prior.
“Which way?” Siggmun asked slamming his foot on
the ground for effect
“Which way What?” Phillips responded getting a little
irritated
“Which way is your mayor?”
Phillips shrugged, turned to his right, squinted and said
“That way. Over the hills. You will top five of those hills and
at the bottom of the fifth is where we bury our dead.” Phillips
turned, leaving Siggmun gape mouthed and confused.
Back at his ship, Siggmun began to dismantle his
vessel, and build his own CHURCH. Siggmun took out his
anger on the process of building. “The audacity!” he spit “I
am one of THEY now… the savage AUDACITY.” He was
hammering joints and walls together much harder than was

required by the tech specs, but it felt good. It felt better than
the relaxation meditation he was required to take upon the
instance of personal anger.
A day later, it was finished. Everything that was ship
was now church. The computer housed the words of the
almighty, the engines powered the heating, cooling and water
recycler and the hull was now the walls of the sanctuary.
A lad was the first of them to make any real inquiry.
“Why do you still wear that? You are one of us now?” the boy
said the last as a question more than a statement. The lad was
small, freckled with dirt and missing a tooth or two. Siggmun
smiled down at the boy.
“It is you who may yet become one of… us.” He
gestured about the cathedral of the CHURCH. “That is why I
am here. That is why I have had my life stretched to five times
yours. To ensure the spreading of the faith.”
The boy smiled “Stretched? Got unstretched is what I
hear. You’re one of us now.”
Miniscule anger flashed in Siggmun’s eyes and he
released it as controlled irritation. “Think what you will boy.
Think what your elders will boy. I know the truth.”
“Can I work here? My mother says I need a task.”
“Wisdom to be found here at last.” Siggmun recited
“And is found in the mouth of a child.”
“Chrydist Recites 5:44” The boy said “Mom read me
that last year or so.”
Siggmun gaped. “You know that one?”
Chapter Two
Phillips smiled when Siggmun walked in with the boy
in tow. He was sharpening a root in his work shed and dropping the shavings into a kettle.
“See you found my cousin’s youngest.”

“It seems. I do not know the boys name…”
“Harry.”
Siggmun found a stool, and sat with a slight wince. He
watched Phillips carve away with rapt interest. “What do you
mean, I Am one of you now?”
“The moment you opened your door, breathed our air,
you became one of us.”
“One of—“
“You are not the first, by any means.” He finished
shaving the root and set the kettle over a small fire. Harry
played absently with a rusty bolt, miming a gun or a ship like
Siggmun’s “Years ago, our people landed on this rock and
made it work. Worked the soil, worked the water made it good
to live on.”
“You’re talking the earlier settlers from the Great
Division.”
Phillips nodded “then, sometime between then and
now, a whole lot of you guys come down for a visit, decide
we’re unconvertable then bam… disappear.”
“That was a kindness, the faith usually… reacts harshly
to non believers.”
“There were 14 million of us. Now only 14 hundred,
and those 14 hundred are scattered into dozens of smaller
villages, scared to congregate, too many people and the virus… reacts.”
“Reacts?”
Chapter Three
Phillips grinned “Had us a city, a big one, rivaled some
of the ground cities on Central. Well one day they get this big
black box on the outskirts of the city, it burned the ground up
some, so it was obviously a space dropper. Doesn’t do anything, so they leave it alone.” Phillips scratched his head

trying to remember some of the details
“Next thing they know half of everyone starts dying,
the other half can’t have kids no more, and them that do don’t
live long.”
“You can not blame--”
Phillips cut him off “Men a whole lot smarter than me,
or anyone on this planet for that matter, traced the plague to
that black box. They even popped the thing with explosives,
but it was too late, plague did its damage. Wind and people
carried it all over the world, soon everyone and everything
had it and it started to get lonely here.”
Harry smiled up at him, having moved on from the bolt
to a cruder carved wooden toy. Phillips stroked the boys hair,
smiling down at him.
“Seemed that the virus only accelerated when there
was a lot of folks around. Smaller towns didn’t get it or at
least didn’t die as fast. They lived a spell, maybe 30 years, had
kids who had kids, eventually the plague goes easy on us, lets
us live longer and longer. We Even in this town, its active, but
our number is small enough that it lets us live out our days
numbering about 60 years from birth to death.”
Siggmund sat down hard, bewildered “They who will
not congregate with the CHURCH will never be allowed
congregation of any form.” He closed his eyes, suddenly
aware “It’s a verse from our book, speaks of a curse to they
that refuse the gift of conversion.”
“Oh we know some of your verses, when the dead
piled high, a few of them back in the day tried to convert,
seems your Almighty wasn’t listening.”
Siggmund shook his head “Our Almighty… indeed.”
“Still, ain’t a total wash. Some hermits live in the
mountains. Alone, the plague lets a soul live out 100 years if
he can feed himself and stay sane, talking to no one but the
trees and leaf lizards.”

“But you all… here together…”
“We all… here together, swap a good 40 years of life
for a little…”
“Congregation.” Siggmund smiled darkly and closed
his eyes.
He stood, shook Phillips hand and turned to walk out
of the home and village.
“You are more than welcome to stay with us, we need a
good worker.” Phillips said non chalantly
“Its not my… calling.” He replied and made his way
back to his church.
Chapter Four
Siggmund scanned himself with the medical computer
and saw his body was in fact dying, it even identified the
virus with a verse from the book. The conditioning of longevity was erased and even his natural time was truncated. There
was still no known cure for a disease made to punish the
unconvertible.
He had very little time left in the grand scheme of
things, but perhaps he though there was time enough for one
last pilgrimage.
Siggmun finished disassembling his church at dusk, by
dawn it was a ship again. The fuel cells were charged, and
would easily take him back to Central before his days ran out.
There would be time enough.
He was a missionary, a man of the almighty. It was all
he knew or understood. He could stay, become a farmer, have
a family, but he knew it wasn’t his calling. His calling was to
spread the truth. He would share his new truth with those who
had sent him, see what wisdom they could glean.
They watched him as his ship took off. It’s cold fires
burnt blue in the night.

B.P.P.’N...By "Grim" Jim Main, 13 Valley View
Rd., Brookfield, CT o6804. Intended for publication in THE BLUESLETTER #45. Accept no substitutes.
Greetings, one and all. Even though I don’t really need to
do a column this issue, I thought I’d try and help out the page
count for this issue by sending one anyway. ‘Sides, I got some
things to say to some people in the group so I thought I’d do it
now before I forgot! Lol. A mind is a terrible thing to waste.
First, some feedback to various group members—
Sam--PLEASE put my email address on the contents
page!
Steve Keeter--Hi, pal. I’m presently working on COSMIC
MAN #1, just to let you know. Next time, we’ll have to get some
kind of back up strip in there...maybe 6-8 pages. And, NO, I don’t
think I’ll be doing any co-chairman duties here...I’m way too busy
at the moment. As always, I’m looking forward to your upcoming
books.
Darrell Goza--If you want to do something for my comics
and/or zines, just let me know. You know what kind of material I
need by now, so either send me something or contact me and
we’ll talk, okay? I enjoyed your issue of Rama-Vad, mainly because I’m always happy to see a fiction zine, cause I think there
just isn’t enough of them. The story wasn’t too bad at all, but I
would’ve had at least two illos in it to break up the text. Are you
just the publisher here? When will the next issue be out?
Brien Wayne Powell--your new minicomic series HUMAN
PATRIOT was quite a surprise and well received. It has a pretty
diverse group of characters and some great dialogue and situations. When do you think you’ll be doing more? The only problem I
had with it was the page amount...why do all these four page
comics when you could easily do 3 or so with at least eight pages
in them? Just a thought.

Geez--only these books to talk about? What gives?
Steve Skeates--Hey, you and I have something in
common...we both wrote Underdog for a comics company!!! I
wrote a back-up strip in Underdog #2, for Spotlight Comics. My
story featured the confused King Kongesque ape Fearo. Art was
by Gary Fields, I believe. Didn’t Charlton also have Underdog?
Larry Blake--hope you’re doing okay. I know what happens
when a loved one passes away.
Floyd--Nice job on Ka-Whump! #3. Hope you get to do a
book for the B.P.P. soon. Maybe Mondo Flod #4. We really need to
get STRANGE SPACE STORIES #1 going. I think I’ll make that a
BPP book.
Damn! Now I’m on page two! I only wanted to do a page!
Here’s what’s going on with my books...’Zine Of Bronze #3
and Comic Fan! #2 were sent to me from my printers almost a
month ago and I still don’t have them. Satyr #7 and Dark Corridor
#1 should be in my hands by the time you read this. My updated
news/review/opinion zine Gnome is being wrapped up currently,
as is Cosmic Man #1. The last batch of books for this year should
be
Cavaliers #1, Phantascape #2 and the long-awaited issue
#28 of my long-running title *PPFSZT! Plus, I’m doing some new
minicomics and digests too...more on that next issue!

Bye for now and Happy Halloween
"Grim" Jim Main

B.P.P.’N-A VERY SPECIAL EDITION!!!
I like surprises as much as the next guy, unless it’s
like the one I got in the mail recently from Steve Skeates.
In his latest publication, "Butchery" sent out to our coop, our pal Steve, who I admired for doing such great
silver age comic stories, rakes me over the coals. Well, I
guess I deserve the tongue-lashing he gave me for just
not paying attention to what had happened to that grand
and glorious material he had sent me to use in the B.P.P.
SPECIAL! He had sent me the material all camera ready,
which I believe was on color paper...I can’t really remember too much about it. Anywho, I sent it in a envelope, along with all the rest of the material, to Floyd, as
he was doing the production on the publication. And
then I waited for the file to be sent to me. When I finally
got the file, I noticed that Floyd had re-typed Steve’s
camera ready contrib, but didn’t know that he had
changed all those things that Steve pointed out. I didn’t
have
Steve’s original pages to check out, so I couldn’t
tell. To be honest, due to the time lag with this publication, I simply thought it was okay and told Floyd to send
the file over to the printers so we could get it out finally.
Lately I’ve been more of a publisher than an editor and
have relied on others to do that job, so I am to blame for
not double checking Steve’s piece. In short, I’m willing
to give Steve an apology, provided he gives me one right
back for the insults he hurled at my staff, my publishing
company and myself. Fair is fair, wouldn’t you say?
"Grim" Jim Main

THE BPP CHECKLIST
(Fall/Winter 2007)
******************************************************************************

THE BPP (Blue Plaque Publications) is a co-op of small
press and fanzine publishers who have joined together to
promote, encourage, and aid each other in their efforts.
Publishers interested in the group may contact Sam
Gafford/ 624 Metacom Ave. #103/ Warren, RI 02884, or
Steve Keeter/ PO Box 536368/ Orlando, FL 32853-6368,
for more information.
******************************************************************************
THE BLUESLETTER
($2.00 for a sample copy from Sam Gafford/ 624
Metacom Ave. #103/ Warren, RI 02884)
This is the bi-monthly Official Newsletter of the
Blue Plaque Publications co-op and features artwork,
articles, news, and more from the membership, which
includes such notable publishers as Larry Blake, Nate
Corrigan, Doug Freeman, Sam Gafford, Darrell Goza,
Steve Keeter, and more.
HUMAN PATRIOT #1 thru #7
(No price listed, but try 50 cents each, or a couple bucks
for all 7, from Brien Wayne Powell/ PO Box 911/ Forest,
VA 24551)
Brien Powell makes a triumphant return to self
publishing with these seven brief but hilarious
minicomics. The Human Patriot, a hero who hates apple
pie (just the taste), but loves his country, is introduced in
typical madcap BWP fashion. Also introduced are
Neighborham Lincoln (head of an agency so secret no

one knows the name of it), a brain devouring zombie
(who will settle for a sandwich instead), and the not so
dynamic Peace Pony. Weird and wild comics unlike
anything else in the small press realm.
RAMA-VAD
($2.00 from Darrell Goza/ 1715 East Cambridge St./
Allentown, PA 18109)
Publisher Darrell Goza and editor Fenwick
Thaddeus Ford present the first in an exciting new series
of text novels. The story of Rama-Vad, a fighter trained
by the Chinese Shaolin, is told in dramatic fashion by
writer John S. Brown. A young woman targeted for
murder seeks out and befriends the hero, but that friendship is shortlived. Vengeance is the name of the game, as
the suspense mounts. John Brown also contributes the
bold frontcover.
THE BPP SPECIAL #4
(Still Available!-- for $3.50, from Jim Main/ Flying Pig
Publications/ 13 Valley View Rd./ Brookfield, CT 06804)
Jim Main and Floyd Sumner present the first new
BPP SPECIAL in quite sometime. Some of small press's
finest contribute, including Larry Blake (with an offbeat
psychedelic sf tale starring Kevin Cool), Brien Powell
(Magnet Man returns to the printed page!), Doug Freeman (a futuristic space drama), Steve Keeter ("Skeet Vs.
the Monsters"), Nate Corrigan ("Joe Boils An Egg," with
hilarous results), Steve Skeates (reviewing Juan Manuel
Perez' BENEATH THE TIGHTS), Sam Gafford (a
strange Lovecraftian tale), and Judy Keeter. Greater
variety in a small press comic you will not find.

THE BPP CHARTER
Each member will publish at least 20 pages of
material per year, and said material should keep
within the boundaries of good taste.
Each member will affix the Blue Plaque
Publications symbol on their member publications,
preferably on the front cover. Members are to send
each other a copy of their new book once it’s published for review purposes.
Each member publication should contain the
BPP CHECKLIST either as part of the publication
or as an insert. We would prefer that it be a part of
the publication if at all possible.
We’d like participation in the club newsletter
to be at least every other issue by members. Use
your member column to review other’s titles, offer
critiques, and discuss club bizness. There is no
grading system here.
Please keep a minimum balance of at least $6
in your acocunt. You will be notified when your
account is becoming low.
Check your egos at the door. Bickering is not
allowed here. Please remember our goals are to
have fun and enjoy ourselves and our publishing
endeavors!

