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RIGHT KIITDA! PEOPLE REVISITED

It may be a political truism that tWo or more Wrongs bring with
them a Right. That is to say, vhen, in a society in which the radical
Left is practically non-existent, it becomes obvious that the mainten-
ance of social injustice and the perpetuation of obsolescent political
attitudes are seriously endangered, a New Right springs up to defend
its sacrosanct traditions. The French have their 0.A.S5., and we have
our J.B.S. (And Hitler had his S.S. .ec...)

The County of Rockland vas recently "honored" with a visit from
that very model of a Bircher Major General, Edwin A, Walker. It will
be recalled that Walker Was, in genteel government parlance, "relieved
of his command" in West Germany when, in 1961, it was determined that
he had been using John Birch Society material in compulsory troop-
information sessions: He is alleged to have "led the charge'" of red-
neck segregationists, vwhich resulted in the deaths of two people, dur-
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ing the riots of September 1962 vhen the University of Mississippi was
desegregated. (There is no conclusive proof that he did this. It was
darlz at the time,) A press release distributed before his Rocliland
County appearance stated that "He Malker/ was attacked as an 'ULTRA',
meaning a target to be destroyed, a term dating back to the Russian
revelutionary days. The Worker, N,Y. Times and other papers continued
the party-line attack, using the term 'EXTREMIST'." /A1 strictly. sic./

An organization called The Nevw York Association for God, Country,
and Family made the first attempt to sponsor a speech by Walker in April.
IThis group was denied the use of the auditorium in the County Off’ce
Building on the grounds that it was not a county organization. Immedi-
ately, both the Rockland Jewish War Veterans and the Rockland Johin Birch
Society offered to take the place of the God, Country, and Fanily people
so that no one might be deprived of the opportunity to hear Walker's
message of Wisdom (J.B.S. version) or of Absurdity (J.W.V. version).
Presumably because the County Board of Supervisors is not possessed of
of a delicious sense of irony, the sponsorshin of Walker was finally
given to the John Birch Society. He Was to appear on May 13th.

About 150 members of several civil rights and church groups, inclu-
ding 15 or 20 clergymen, participated in a silent "vigil" outsicde the
Office Building. Few of the demonstrators got into the auditorium, due
tc the fact that the vigil was to end only when Walker had actually
begun to speal:, and most of the 350 seats were already occupied. The
audience, howvever, seemed to be divided about equally between adherents
and opponents of the Walker philosophy. The Pledge of Allegiance at the
beginning of the program was enlivened when the final word of the parase
",..liberty and justice for all' vwas shouted by an undetermined number
of people. It rather unnerved the right-wingers,

A lady named Mrs. Anne Belle Quimby introduced Walker as 'a modern-
day Nathan Hale." Oh well.

Walker began to speak in a rapid-fire staccato tone, rarely pausing
between sentences and rarely emphasizing particular WOTéS, constantly
"threowing avay" what he probably thought were his best lines. He said
that he had just come from an appearance in Biloxi, Mississippi, and he
“1as tospeak the following day in Little Rock, Arkansas. (His sponsor
in Littge Rock was to be the "respectable segregationist" Citizens'
Council. United Press International reported that the president of the
Little Rock Citizens' Council said that Walker would speak on the steps
of Central High School, scene of 1957 rioting, in spite of a school
hoard order banning his appearance.) The right-wingers in Rockland
County, appluvading cheerfully, Were appropriately appreciative when
Walker noted how he had sandwiched them into his schedule bhetween two
such patriotic Southern gatherings.

My notes on Walker's remarks are disjointed but roughly chronological
and, I suppose, all too sadly accurate. I fear that even a faithful com-
nlete transcript of his speech Would earn the adjective "disjointed,"
since there Was in it an almost total lack of cohesion and a distinct
shortage of coherency. Oh, there wWere a few narrative hooks herec and
there. but Walker could be counted on to choke on most of them.

Walker assured us that "the government in Washihgton is a temporary
sovernment ." (When was there ever a permanent government there?) He
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deplored Mexico'!s recognition of the "Mao Tse—tung,Communist_conspinacy\\‘
government." He called the civil rights movement the "psychological
trojan horse of the Communist conspiracy.” He noted, mysteriously, that
"things don't just happen -- they are planned, 15, 20, 30 years ago."

General Eisenhower, he contended "spent all of his eight grinning
vears in the White House concealing the fact that they'd just put forty
more people in the U.N." Walker never let us in on the identity of
"them," nor did he elaborate on the point. Did he mean that the United
Stated increased i1%s U.N. staff by forty people? Did he mean that forty
nations became members of the U.N.? We'll never lmow.

Skillfully clouding the circumstances under which he left the Army,
Walker said "I resigned, and intended to resign...thirty years is
enough!" There vas a pregnant pause here, followed by aborted and
rather hesitant applause. I applauded Wallker for the first and last
time because I, too, thought that thirty years of Walker in the military
was quite enough iThe Armed Forces," Walker continued, 'hasn't even
informed its men of the planned program for disarming the United States.
«..Get somebody else to command our boys under U.N. flag and U.N.
direction!" One should hoépe so.

"If you haven't studied the U.N. charter,'" Walker cried, "you'!ll
regret it and your children will regret it. n’ He then reeled off the
publication numbers of several State Department and United Nations docu-
ments pertaining to arms control measures. U7552, 3428, 8630, 8375,U
and so on, like a hopped-up Bingo caller, he droned 1nto the crowd
"Read them!"

The atmosphere of innuendo was stifling. "Your President is serving
two bosses, and if we, the people, don't re-establish our pover in

Washlngton, we better look out! No man can serve two bosses!' Walker
probably believes that he insults his listeners' intelligence by naming
the two bosses to whom Mr. Johnson kowtows -- so he doesn't.

He allowed that "you can call Cuba Castro's basej you can call it

Khrushchev's base, if you like: -1 . don't call it that, I call it the
U.lN. base for subver31on. Well, paging the Secretary-General....

Holding up a map of the world distributed to high schools by some
U.N. agency, he growled fiercely, ''the world is all one color! All the
same color!" The U.N,'s vile and vicious plans for conquest became
S0 much clearer. The one color of all the land bodies on the map, inci-
dentally, was a sort of sickly yellow. After a few snipes at a man he

called "Add-and-Lie Stevenson," he suggested that "we'd better be more
fundamental on the issues.,"

He quoted "Strom Thurmond gatrlot" on eivil zights (next, perhaps,
the Marquis de Sade on love?) said that "this leglslatlon o solve
all the problems of the WOrld...Well all I've got to say is, they're

nutsil" This searing insight was met with emphatic applause.

He sounded warnings against Bearers of Untruth: "There is a greater
weapon in right and truth than there is in the deceit all over the
world,..your psychological efforts have been destroyed...your medica
includes CBS NBC and ABC. They're all deceitful: You look at a movie
box..." At this quaint reference to "movie /continued on pagc 5/
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boxes," conjuring up thoughts of stereopticon viewers and the like,
sheer soggy nostalgia stilled my pencil and I never did find out just
how soon the Bolsheviki plan to swoop down on the airwaves and make
the kill. Will it happeh in prime time, I wonder? Will we lose any
of our favorite commercials?

Deceit, deceit, deceit. Henry Bale, Chapter Leader of the Roclkland
John Birch Society, yawned as Walker spoke of '"deceit in Viet NWam." He
admonished the Voice of America for broadcasting "to 111 countries in
48 languages, that we're living in poverty. It's a dirty deceit, %f
you'll pardon the expression!" In another of his unwittingly telling
cratorical flourishes, he said that "if you projected the policy we're
taking on any one issue, you'd see it's been misrepresented."

He related the tale of a defector from Eastern Europe namec
Goleniewski* who "has been trying to get to J. Edgar Hoover /Vith what
Walker described as important information/ for three years, and he
can't do it. He can't do it!" A man in the back of the auditorium,
puzzled as many others were about what seemed to be an attempt to
impugn the patriotism of -- yes! -- J. Edgar Hoover, shouted "Vhat's
your point?" Walker, however, either didn't hear or didn't want to
hear the interruption. A hard-eyed fellow sitting in front of me did,

however, turn around and sneer, "He must be pretty stupid if he can't
SE SRR GHAT

"Everywhere I go the U.N. has got its hand in something!'" he com-
plained. "The U.N, put 26,000 troops in Oxford, Mississippil" The
problem in Oxford when James Meredith applied for admission to the
University of Mississippi was "not just racial," Walker maintained.
"The U.lN. wanted to bring down the state boundaries of the U.S. 'Sov-
erignty must go,' they say...I don't know when the U.N. currency is
going to come out, but that you can expect!"

Walker even reserved a minute or so to describe the supposed perfidy
of Harold Stassen. "Mr., Stassen proposed that we form a neutral zone at
the Bering Strait, on our side and on the Communist side. I've never
met Mr. Stassen," he noted menacingly, "and I hope I never do,"

He got applause when he said that "If anyone here votes for Lyndon
B. Johnson because he thinks the Texans like him, Well, disapprove
yourself." And finally, alluding %o American armed forces in Europe,
he voiced his belief that "if the men over in Germany knew that there
Was a patriotic meeting herec tonight -- and I hope that this is a 99.99
per cent patriotic meeting ~-- I can assure you they'!'d break down-into
tears." Since there are many kinds of tears -- tears of remorse, tears
of sorrow, tears of anguish, tears of sheer horror -~ I don't doubt
Walker's confident statement, for I am an optimist.

The Birch Society's literature table did a brisk business after
Walker finished his speech. 1In the aisles and in the corridors, lots
of 1little groups of three or four people each were gatherecd, and it was
easy to determine their composition by noticing in which ones there
were stern nods of agreement, in which there were pained winces of
bewilderment, and in which there werc clenched teeth and accusing,

* see page 4.
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pointing forefingers. At the prayer vigil earlier in the evening
mempers of Rocldland County's CORE and HAACP branches had distribu%ed
black crepe-paper armbands to vigil participants. The armbands were
intended to be symbols of nourning for Medgar Evers and for the six
Birmingham, Alabama children who were killed in a church bombing last
September -- all murdered by sick individuals very probably ineited to
violence by the kind of hate-filled words men like Walker speak in

the South and invariably tone down in the North. (There was no overs
bigotry in Walker's speech, but he did use the above-mentioned U.N.

map to good erfects; he did malign the leaders of the civil rights move-
ment as Communists:; and he did refer several times to the murderecr of
Lee Oswald as "Jack Rubinstein.") After the meeting, a grey-haired lady
Wearing a Goldwater button walked up to me, glared intently for a moment
at my somewvhat wilted armband, and asked with a glcam in her eyes, '"Did
someone die?" Before I could say anything, she turned around with =
leer and suggested, "Well, why don't you bury him?"

Not five minutes later, I nassed a group of clean-cut teenage types,
anc one of their number, Vearing a much larger Goldwater button than
that of the lady, pointed at the crepe-paper pinned around my arm andé
asked me the same question as before: "Did someonce die?" I was only
able to ansvwer in the affirmative when Clinton Taplin, local political
reporter and gooé¢ friend, came over and informed mec that if T wanted
transportation in his trusty VW back to Pearl River (about eight miles
avay), I had better make haste and come along. The young Goldvater
supperter and his colleagues reacted to my profuse apologies and exit
lines with patronizing nods of their heads and murmurs of "Suuuuure,
maybe vou'll tell us some other time....'

There is good evidence to support the view that the 200 or so who
burst into apvlause for Walker seven times that night, and who gave him
a standing ovation at the end of his talk, represent a rather small
fraction of the 'hard-rightist! contingent in the County of Rockland.
Although not as large as some and richer than most, Rockland is a
fairly typical suburbain arecaj there would probably be more Waller fans
per thousand residents in rural and small-town envioriments, and sonme-
vhat fewer in large cities. However, spcculation on the relative
strength of the Walker appeal in different situations may not be too
relevant: it's what adds up that probably counts. It is interesting to
note, then, that Walker was able tc garner over ten per cent of the
votes cast in the 1962 Texas gubernatorial primary, two months after
his well-publicizes anpearance at the Universifty of Ilfississippi. In
the Texas contest, he had five oppcnents, and although he finished last
in the field, he madc a very respectable showing for a political novice
with no machine and little spare cash.

"General Jack D. Ripper" in the film "Dr., Strangelove" was a
brilliant caricature of Walker. Walker, however, is no cause for fits
of laughter. He is not made of celluloid. Anéd in his own words but
without his intent, perhaps "we better look out."

i NEW KIND OF WHITE CITIZENS' COUNCIL

Throughout this issue you will find none-too-subtle reminders t@at
Inclave most enthusiastically supports the TAFF candidacy of Ted White.
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Ted's sterling qualifications to journey to England as 1965 TAFF repres—
entative are so numerous -- nay, voluminous =~ that it is difficult to
compress them into a reasonable number of well-chosen words. Briefly,
then: as publisher of Stellar, Void, Gambit, and Minac, he has produced
thousands of pages so impeccably legible that all fandom's standards of
mimeographic excellence have been raised. As editor or co-editor of
those same fanzines, he has performed superbly. As a contributor to
Cry, Yandro, Hyphen, Kipple, and ghod-only-knows hoV¥ many other fanzines,
he has entertained and enlightened fans with polished prose the likes of
vhich we see all too rarely. 4nd in person, as a bright, congenial
human being, Ted White is a friend worth having: a Good Man. Britifan-
dom shouldn't be deprived of a few days of his beardecd eminence.

And although, as Dick Lupoff rather petulantly pointed out vis-a-vis
the Marion Bradley campaign last year, "this is the Trans-Atlantic Fan
Fund we're talking about," I trust it won't be held against Ted that he
is Assistant Editor of Fantasy and Science Fiction and an up-and-coming
science fiction writer.

Oh, Ted has some faults, too....but what was the name of that other
candidate, again? You wanna break up the Anglo-American alliance mayhe?

L'AFFATRE PACIFICON

Following is the text of a letter I sent to Bill Donaho, treasurer
for the Pacificon II committee, on June 7th:

"I am enclosing my Pacificon II membership card. Please cancel my
membership. I have waited for what now seems like an inordinate number
of weeks for some legitimate and acceptable explanation of the Commit-
tee's actions toward Walter Breen, but needless to say, none has been
forthcoming. (And yes, I did receive the committee's statement. I also
received The Loyal Opposition. Receipt and perusal of both of these
documents at the same time was lile unto reading Senator McCarthy!s col-
lected speeches and then turning to the annual report of the ACLU.)

"Whether or not you refund my two dollars or some fraction thereof,
I do not want to have even the most tenuous membership-connection with
the Pacificon Committee ~-~ an institution for which I have acquired a
distaste matched only by my feelings toward the Eastland Committee.!

I am naturally in favor of as many people as possible returning
their membership cards vith their own statements of disaffiliation. The
Pacificon IT Committee has proven itself unworthy of the trust generally
placed in a con committee by fandom at large.

On a related item, even as I type these lines I am looking at my
rough notes on Things To Mention in Enclave #6. One item I see is an
underlined admonition: "Plug Cleveland in '66." I had-every intention
of doing this at the behest of Don and Maggie Thompson, who until a
month or two ago Were prime movers in the group of Cleveland area fans
who wanted to stage the 2hth World Science Fiction Convention. The
Thompsons no longer support the present Cleveland in '66 committee. Nor
do I. Apparently the dominant element in the Cleveland group has come
up with a ludicrously novel variation on the Pacificon committee's
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discordant theme. Descending to a new low in the "presumption of
gullt" department, the cringing Clevelanders would like to exclude
Walter Breen from their proposed convention two years in advance!l

They might call that justifiable detention, but I have another word for
l-Co.oo

"...PUBLISHED ON A FLEXIBLE SCHEDULE..."

Some months ago, at the nifty-comfy dvelling of nifty-comfy Terry
and Carol Carr, I remarked to Pete Graham that Enclave would eventually
have to deop the colophon fagade of "a bimonthly fanzine' anc¢ become
"irregular." Pete Graham shot back with one of the great, but mcstly
unspoken, fannish truths: UAll fanzines are irregular,! he said, Hit's
just that some are more honest about it than others.u

This is true, and as it shoulcd be. The issue of Enclave you are
nov reading shouid be dated January-February, but if it were sc designa-
ted, I would be placed in a HUEALLY/IALLLEALISA rather inconvenient situ-
ation. Of course, I could publish two or threec four-page issues and
Catch Up Fast, Dut I'd rather not. There is "quality=-continuity" and
there is "quantity continuity," the latter involving steadfast sticking
to schedules much more often than the former (although you can have

both), but I prefer the former.

Enclave is still a bimonthly, though. You just missed issues 5.33
(January) and 5.67 (March). Sorry, no back issues.

STICKY QUARTERS AND LUMPY ENVELOPES

Enclave has received what should, in all graciousness, be called
"nice plugs" in Fantasy and Science Fiction (April) and Aardvark (Spring).
About forty people, at last count, vere moved to send me money on the
strength of these big-time endorsements. Unfortunately, they wanted to
be sent copies of Enclave in return.

If I really vanted to be sadistic about the whole thing, I could
publish each and every one of the letters (accompanied, perhaps, by
tracings of the coins enclosed) in the lettercolumn. But suffice it to
Say.'.‘

The price of Enclave was given as 35¢ in F&SF and as 50¢ in Aardvark.
No one mentioned- subscriptions. However, a few presumptuous souls sent
checks for $1.05, $1.40? or $2.10 and asked for the next three/four/six
issues. They will receive this issue and a refund, as Will another
gentleman who asked for the current issue and two back issues, a sort
of regressive subscription. If you want to subscribe to somefhing, I
recommenc. Look.

Someone also sent a check for 35¢., Honest.

And then there were two guys who sent their money, and a weck or two
later sent dunning notes asking where the hell was the fanzine, Dc T
publish at my convenience or theirs? Am I expectec to aclmiowledge
all the sticky dimes and quarters I've gotten? How long, O Lord....

I got some letters scrawled so illegibly that I can'’t decipher the_
sotential, er, readers' names. Their money, of /continued on page 37/

o A= enclave #6



a_modest propcsal by bob {ucker:

N

PRo PANEL

T/\/\/\/ P NN A NI AR G

i i

did not attend the last world science fiction convention
because I knev from weary experience it would be a deadly
dull affair: three or four tedious days shored up by apa-
thy and buttressed by mediocrity. Creening stagnation
has overcome the conventions and the unimaginative com-
mittees are responsible for it. Further, the attending
fans lack the wit to see it. They think they are having

4 a Wonderful time because they have known nothing livelier.

In recent years, Harry Warner attended his first regional
conclave and his first world convention. If I read between the lines of
his accounts correctly, he was predictably puzzled and not a little dis-
sapointed. His few published remarks have been cautiously worded state-
ments interspersed with comments on his visits to book stores and record
shops. Harry was puzzled because the con gatherings vere not at all
vhat he'd been led to expect, not at all the riotous affairs depicted
in fanzine reports. It was his sad fate to begin attending conventions
after mediocrity set in. Had he started earlier, a good twenty years
earlier, he would have thoroughly enjoyed the lively conventions unboun-
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ded by stifling rules and deadening regulations; in those days, fans and
their affairs were not yet civilized, and the differences showed.

No longer are the con committees, and their friends and enemies,
divided into two warring camps, having at each other tooth and nail.
For that matter, no longer are there two rival factions actually fighting
for the convention; a city novw gets it by default. No longer does the
one side of a city-faction prohibit the opposing side from entering the
hall, and no longer does that other side have the splendid oggortunity
to paper the countryside with flyers and fanzines denouncing S cn il i
sion act. What a pity. When was the last time you witnessed the heady
excitement of a convention chairman fainting from fatigue and nervous-
ness? VWhen was the last time you saw one fall ill, and be carried home?
When was the last time a ccnvention city was chosen by a group of head-
strong individuals in a smoke-filled room, and delivered to that city
over the opposition of fans on the floor the next day? How long has it
been since an embattled. committee stcod up on its collective hind legs
and roared defiance at the audience, telling them it was putting the
funds and profits in its own pockets, and to ferget all that jazz about
doling it out?

Now there, dad, was the day of glory. I shared in it.

I was one of the committeemen in Chicago, 19%0. There was no TAFF
fund then, no N3F or Neo-Fan Fund to claim a slice of those fat conven-
tion profits, but there were (as alvays) busy-beaver fans eager to split
that money into a dozen little wads for their favorite charity, or
;immicl:, or whatever. This breed of cat must always be stopped. Someone
wanted to donate a sizeable sum of money to the next convention commit-
tee, to help them get started. We beat that down, pointing out that
the next committee could start on borrowed money, as we did. Someone
clse wanted to use the profits to send packages of books and magazihes
te hard-pressed fans in England, then undergoing a German siege. This
sugegestion was also defeated handily. If the British fans wanted to
continue reading science fiction while under bombardment, let them write
their own -- they had plenty of time. And someone else, a female, made
a tearful plea to give ten dollars and a bus ticket to a destitute fan
who was present, to help the poor fellow get home. That female got
short shrift. If the destitute fan didn't have enough seinse toc stay
home, he could damn well patronize the Chicago soup kitchens.

The fans tried. Despite our rigged and carefully controlled
business session, they tried. They wanted desperately to get their
greedy little hands on our profits, but we fought them off with a fero-
city seldom if ever seen again on a ccnventicn floor. And we won. We
kept the booty. Oh, it was a glorious day.

But it hasn't happened since, because the ribbon clerlks have taken
charge. Conventions have become civilized. Today, a committee must
resor’ to chicanery or embezzlement 1f it hcpes to make a peinny. Once
in a long, long while, a professional writer will turn up on a committee,
and when that happens the financial statement published at the end of
the vear is a thing of joy and beauty, a masterpiece of fiction. One
cannot help but read it and admire the deft manner in which funds Vere
siphoned off. But, alas, all too often that closing financial statement
is composed by an amateur and the leakage shows at the secams; there is
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little fun in uncovering the chicanery of an upstart.

The program is another bed of mediocrity: panel after dull panel,
speaker after dull speaker, film after dull film. A lifeless auction
that goes on and on and on until every last penny is wrung from a list-
less crowd. A guest of honor who bores his audience by rewriting his
last two or three books. There is no longer a spark of imagination in
the program.

No one has proposed setting up a panel of editors, and letting those
editcrs entertain the fans by revealing what utter bastards the writers
are. DNo one has proposed a counter-panel of writers, and letting them
entertain by revealing what unspeakable S0B's the editors are. No one
encourages editors to tell how they cheat and gouge
by cutting vord rates and dropping thousands of
Words from the middles of stories. No one encour-

ages writers to tell how they cheat and pad by i 5.
inserting thousands of useless vords into the mid- SR 7
dles of stories, how they steal from each other, ;:::;{D e
how they sell the same yarn again and again by S e
changing the title and the herc's name. No one : } i Smep i /
encourages the homeful would-be writers to stand 1= 204 7\

up and reveal how the editors stole their ideas \iJT:::ﬁééréﬁ

and passed them on to the hacks in the stable, or §<\33:;:§?Fw\Q

to relatives; or else, how their stories were re-
turned unopened, unread, but with the postage stamps stolen from the
envelope, or Worse, how their manuscripts were never returned at all,
with the editor ignoring their follow-up letters. To close the show,
editors and writers alike should be permittced open season on thosc most
inhuman of all humans, the literary agents.

Exploration of these really meaty subjects, of the inner workings of
the science fiction world, does not occur at conventions. Civilization
and mediocrity have set in. To save future conventions, I therefore
cffer three proposals Wwhich are to be considered a beginning, a few
steps in the right direction: a base upcn wWhich livelier conventions
can be built.

1) Drop-the fan panel. It is a waste of time and intelligence.
In its place, schedule a Wrestling match between two feuding fans.
There would be no holds barred, no artificial rules of civilitys; the
audience would be permitted to wager on the outcome if they chose, but
in return they would be bound to defend the winner by lying to the
police 1f necessary, and by accepting his side of the argument as the
gospel truth. The feud would be encded when the bloody loser is dropped
down a convenient elevator shaft.

2) Eliminate the guest of honor and his overlong speech. He and it
are an insult to the intelligence. 1In his place, program the trial of a
lawsuit ~- any current lawsuit in Tandom -- choosing a jury from among
the audience. The chairman shall act as judge. The two principals of
the suit may aet as their own attorneys, or they may choose a fan
present to act in their place. The entire case, with evidence, shall be
presented there, and the decision of the judge and jury shall be final.
In the event that a sum of money changes hands as a result of the ver-
dict, the convention committee is to receive a ten percent service fee.

enclave 7#6..e0.11



(If the spouses of the opposing parties object to the verdiect, or
refuse to abide by it, defenestration shall be mandatory.)

3) Eliminate the auction. It is an insult to the pocketboolk.
Clear the flcor and make it over into an arena, and in place of thne
aucticn schedule a rumble complete with switchblades and ice picks.
The contestants in the rumble are tc be twelve of the most useless fan
editors against twelve of the most useless fanzine reviewers and/or
commentators., The three or four competent critics in fandom are to
serve as judges, ahd also will be obliged to protect the combatants
from members of the audience who may be packing grudges. I believe
that two such rumbles at succeeding conventions will clear away the
trash and leave fandom with a fev decent fanzines.

And all fandom will revert to its former glory!
~- Bob Tucker
/Tt should be noted that the preceding article was written in January ,

1964, at which time Mr. Tucker was presumably unaware of Things To Come.
Or was he....? After all, the Secret Master....... -- jp/
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punctuational piffle by TOM PERRY

Raise your hands, all you out there, if you despise Victor Lasky's
vile book J.I'.K. The Man and the Myth. Ah, a clear majority. low,
leave your hand up if one of the things that annoyed you about it as
its punctuation. I see. Well, the rest of you can leave the room to
write the editor asking him why he doesn't publish articles on vital
matters like the speed of light or the tax cut. Ta ta.

Like the book as a whole, its punctuation is too flawed to discuss
in detail. However, a couple of samples should serve to get me off the
narrative hook I snagged you with.

Most irritating to the punctuation fancier is the triangle of dots
in the running head, which is rendercd on 283 even-numbered pages as
"J.'.XX.: THE MAN AND THEE MYTH". The colon does not appear on the spine
or the title pages, but if it had to be used someone might have told
Mr. Lasky or his publisher that when a colon follows an abbreviation
like that, the period vanishes into the colon like twWo beads of water
merging. See Bergen and Cornella Evans, A Dictionary of Contenporary
American Usage.

The other outstanding example of malpunctuation occurs on page 539,
where Mr. Lasky makes a plural this way: "The two Dulles', of course..."
(No, the context indicates that this is not a mistakc for "the two
dullest.") I think Mr. Lasky must be avarded the prize for the worst
use of the apostrophe since Bloch wrote Finnegan's Wake. (Oh,  you
thought some toff named Joyce dicd it? See Hyphen, December 1§5ﬁ, or
The Eighth Stage of Fandom, pages 154~155.)

Let us leave Mr. Lasky, Whose thinking is as backvards as his sen-
tences ("Complained a Lodge licutenant..." ete.), and ap?roach fandom
itself. Apostrophes are frequent here, and ordinarily I'd not say boo-
boo about an occasional slip of the typer or a personal preference for
an outmoded form. The English language is often difficult, and 1ts
system of punctuation is no less so. VWhy I make mistakes my ovn self,
just between you and I.

But when a faned has expended a lct of paper and ink and, presumably,
thought condemning the language for unphonetic spelling, it's amusing to
see him make a singular possessive like this: "Willis' philosophy."
Grammarians are divided on vhether making the singular genitive of a
noun ending in S. Z, or X With an apostrophe alone is permissible
(though most seem to agree it belongs only in poetry or the ninetecenth
century, and Strunk condemns it outright). Anyone is free to use it,
of course, but no onc who does so can claim to be advancing the cause
of phonetic spelling; except in rare cases, the singular possessive
alviays acdds a syllable to the noun.

An example of the phonetic inconsistency involved can be found in a
recent issuc of Science Fiction Review (# of the third fan publication
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to bear that title). A revievwer refers to "Nourse's Raiders from the
Rings, Jones! Man of Two Worlds...."

By now someone out there must be demanding to know Wwhat right I
have to be so punctilious about punctuation. A fair questicn. The
truth is probably that I am a cranky person to whom Dale Carnegie or
Will Rogers would take an instant dislike. My rationalization, hovever,
is that being editor of half the extant fanzines I can think of named
after a punctuation mark (Quark -- the other one is Hyphen) confers a
certain responsibility on me. Please address inferneal devices to -my
home address.

Talking of addresses brings us with only a faint clasn of gears to
the Zone Improvement Plan numbers. No, I have no objection tc the code
nunbers themselves. (And if I had, I might be too prudent to express
it. I had originally expected to see the innovation attacked as a tool
of the international Communist conspiracy, and I did see a Southern
newspaper denounce it as a scheme by the Kennedy Administration to make
;obs for "illiterate minorities." But it seems to have Won acceptance
as thorougnhly American. The Secretary of State of a Western state com-
mented, in replying to correspondence from the Communist Party, that
the Communists'! failure to include their code number in their address
was evidence of their perfidy.)

No -- T repeat, in a louder voice -- I have nothing against the
code system itseif. My reasons for not using it yet are explained by a
clipping of a United Press International dispatch I have here. I have
stupidly neglected to date it, but it was published within a fevw week
of Inclave #5. It quotes C.R. Schultz, code co-ordinator of the
Chicago post office; to the effect that until the nation's post offices
are equipped with electronic scanning devices (presumably not members
of minority groups) to '"read" the coded addresses, using them won't
speed up delivery of mail. Just last January I read where the govern-
rment had let contracts to develop the electronic scanners. They!ll be
ready any year nowv.

In a speech on March 1lth, according to the Associated Press,
Postmaster General Gronouski claimed that Z.I.P, codes already help
speed mail delivery. If this is so it is hard to see how; the same AP
story quoted Sean Keating, New York regional postal director, as saying
that postmen do not look at code numbers on the theory that "the address
is more accurate," (Mr. Keating also said it might take two years to
develop machines to read the code numbers.) It is also unfortunate that,
as an "economy move," Mr. Gronouski has had the cancellation times
removed from postmarks, so that if the codes ever do make swift comple-
tion of appointed rounds even svifter, it will be impossible to tell.

But what grotches me about the whole business is the constant refer-
ence to the Zone Improvement Plan codes as Zip codes. Aside from the
minor point that there's no zip involved as yet, I dislike the way the
connotation of smooth, efficient and speedy delivery of mail has been
coaveyed. I suppose the Post Office Department would like us to
believe that, initlally, the name Zone Improvement Plan was assigned to
this plan to improve zones and one day something like the following
occurred: '"Please, Mister Knight, the most astonishing coincidence has
just come to my attention.” "Yes, yes, Frobischer my boy, what is it?"
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"Well, sir, I just happeneé to notice that the first letters of each

word in 'Zone Improvement Plan,' when combinedF spell the worcd 'zip.'"
"Are you quite sure?" "See for yourself, sir.” "Hmmm -- why-dodgast
it if they don't, Frobischer! But what about it?" "Well, sir, could we
not base a campalign for the increased utilization of the Zone Improve-~
ment Plan by associating with the area code numbers the smooth, effic-
ient and speedy delivery of mail by judicious emphasis of the ﬁappen—
stance of the word 'zip' being formed by the initial letters --" "I
believe I see what you're driving at. Why, that's a brilliant idea. I
shall suggest it the next time the district inspector comes through. If
it goes over it will be quite a feather in my cap. I might even become
the next Postmaster General. Er, heh heh, that would follow as the
Knight the -~" 'Excuse me, sir, but I've heard that joke before."

"Why you young whippersnapper! You get out of my office with your
smartalecky ideas. You're firedl"

Well, T donft think it happened that way at all. You want to khow
what I think? I think they picked out the word "zip" as the one they
wanted to associate with their old mail codes and then made up the
longer form. I really do. (Ted VWhite defends "zip codes," but that may
be in the belief that they Were named for his former fanzine.)

Why didn'!'t they simply call them "zip codes" and forget all this
Zone Improvement Plan stuff? The only explanation I know is the Ameri-
can tendency for using long words where short ones would do. In the
past we have had the Emancipation Proclamation and the slogan "taxation
without representation"* -- fine things, but with long~winded handles.
llow we have the Zone Improvement Plan,

But my beef against that acronym (nothing personal, Forry) is as
nothing compared to the irritation produced by the newest horror, the

* unjust impost. --TP
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non-acronym acronym. The only example I know of this so far (thank
deity) is the National Committee for a Sane Nuclear Policy, Which likes
to be knovwn as SANE. I wouldn't object if fthe group wanted to be knowm
familiarly as "Sane," for much the same reason a manufacturer of a
washing agent wants his product called "Clean" or some such variant.
But I cannot fathom any reason for the all-caps rendition of the
nickname. '

But then, I have a strong sympathy for the downstyle that used to
be popular in America and, until recently, prevailed in its newspapers.
I have a firm conviction that if god had meant us to use lots of capi-
tal letters, he would have made the shift key easier to push.

In fact, an easy test of whether something 1s really what it claims
to be is to sece if its name is still applicable in lower-case letters.
Is the United States really a group of united states? Is the Republican
Party republican and a party rather than a faction? Is the Democratic
Party really democratic and a party rather than a coalition? 1Is the
Union of Soviet Socialist Republics a union of soviet socialist repub-
lics? 1Is the National Committee for a Sane Nuclear Policy a national
comnittee for a sane nuclear policy? Does Young Americans for Freedom
consist of young Americans for freedom?

Some things simply collapse when you remove the prop of proper
nouns, Take the Imperial Potentate of the Ancient and Arabic Order of
the Shrine as an example. Take avay his majuscule dignity and revealed
tnto you is a little man in a sack suit, with no empire and possibly
impotent.

This is known as the method of improper nouns. Or as Willis might
say, down with capitalism!

The penchant of Time magazine's staff for sentences without verbs
should be noted. "The anthor: Lyndon Johnson," write they qualmlessly.
This use of the colon in copulation must be condemned as a perversion,

Similarly, the Women's pages of most newspapers will usc sentences
like this: "The material? Dacron fiber." Modern grammarians say that
the people who use a langurage ultimately determine its laws. I hope
they bury this usage as a point of inter rogation.

Possibly the most maligned punctuation mark of all is the quotation
mark (Britons read: "inverted commas"). I don't mean just the use of
it on signs you see in bowWling alleys and other low dives that say
things like "No" Smoking. I'm thinking of its use to enclose words
that are not a quotation.

Those who got Enclave #1 will recall Joe's mention of the trouble
Journalists hacd recording Richard Nixon's comments following his public
tantrwi against the press in 1962. TUsing the refined cultured language
he had promised to employ i1f elected President, Mr., Nixon said some-
thing like the following: "I gave it to them right in the behind. It
had to be said, goddammit. It hacd to be said." (Time version). "I gave
it to ,those goddamn bastards just where they deserved it." (Newsueek
version). The disparity of the reporting inspired The New York Post's
Al Horne to write, "Perhaps what We need ~- newspavers as well as news-
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magazines -- 1s somc newWw punctuation device to distinguish between the
verifiable quotation and the educated guess.”

Newsmen arch't the only ones who could use such an innovation.
Briton Bernard Newman in his travel book, Mr. Kennedy's America, quotes
an American as saying, "It wanted doing. n’ The odds against an Amcrican's
saying anything quite that way indicatce that this is something lecss
than an exact quote, and make the recader wonder about the other gquota-
tions in this otherwise fine book.

As Joc obscrved in citing the Horne column in Enclave #1, here is
onc problem for which fandom has the answer. The mundane world neceds
quasi-quotes, and there is no rcason why fandom should not supply them.

There are, however, two minor objections to the symbol in its
present form. One is that the Uquasi- quote-1 can easily be mistaken for
the ordinary quotation mark. (I had been in fandom a couple of years
before I realized that hyphens under quote marks had special signifin
cance,) The second is that the same notation is already used in other
ways: for 1nstance, Al Capp uses it to indicate that his comical char-
acters are thinking.

I suggest we make a slight change that would render the device
obvious and distinct, and its meaning immediately clear. I propose
making it with a quo%atlon mark and an equals sign, ¥like this.! It
could be called an equote, a name which has its own neologistic founda-
tion besides being a contraction of ”qua51-quote.” (I had wanted to
call the things "Perry-phrases," in honor of their inventor, but a
friend finally persuaded me that I am already immortalized 1n the name
of what he called "the figuré of speech of which you are the most
skillful user, periphrasis." I haven't had time to look that up yet,
but I want you to know I'm very flattered.) I believe that equotes
embody all the virtues of Jack Speeris ingenious invention and elimin-
ate its minor shortcomings. By using the equote for mundane correspon-

dence as Well as fannish, fans can introduce it to the big world
outside.

Of course, you may need a new typewriter to participate. If you'll
Just step this way I'll show you our latest models....

~— Tom Perry
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"Give me that old~time retention, give me that old-time retention...."

— T T S s B B S T S ot T T e B e e o B S S B S St o o o ot

GOD_PROTECT US

"Mr. Speaker, those of us in the House of Representatives from our
area, our Senators, and many, many others, are working hard to get
thesé facts over to the American people. We call on all to help.

"We must return to the faith of our fathers., We must save our
covernment from a capricious Supreme Court and again become a Nation
where our people are given freedom of religion and not freedom from
religion."

-- Rep. Jamie Whitten (Dem,, Miss.), in the House, May 4, 196kL.
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Not so long ago one well-known fan

e remarlced that while he dug my work, there
/q\)~r7 S Wasn't much he could say about it. As an
[ ﬁ\/ : art student embroiled in endless discus-

/%Z;\ sions and seminars on art I was a little

I thought. Now that I find myself in a
position to explain my own work, the shoe

X & A
£ [ / o
\\\i f (fJLJ perplexed; why, all you have to do to
)KE]\ ) k\~J discuss art is to open your mouth! Or so
/

on the other foot pinches. I suspect that
<§> I'1l have to work like hell to avoid soun~
U

T
’,’ 5 \:7 Q 7/
&f;} (;ﬂj — ding pretentious. If Joe titles this '""The
E;D\) ~ ) Art of Steve Stiles" or something equally
N (: pompous, I'11l quit being a serious worker
and become a Writer.

The things in the following folio are
called ditto collages. Like ordinary col-

| lages, they are made up of cut or torn
paper. But in this case the "paper" used
¥ N\ E

is not paper but color ditto carbons
pastecd down in what I hope are interesting

1(L Q) arrangements and then transferred to ditto
j \ master by a lot of hard rubbing with a
&3 /\\ pencil. My first ditto collage was done in
s () () August of 1962 in a "secret apa" (now de-
Ll L funct), for the noble purpose of filling
the bottom of a page. After that Bold Ex-
,-E(ép periment, I realized (partly because of
1)2/; encouragement from Terry Carr) that this
20 new fannish art form had some nice possi:-

bilities. As fillos, collages look good on
a page, do not detract from the text, and

T1 |
/ ) (for me) aren't very difficult to work un.
<E§;‘[] / ﬂ; Q;l) They offer plenty of room for experimenta-
= tion and exercise in the fine arts.

B Surprisingly enough, fans' reactions
! [} to collages have been mostly favorable --
L1

/f:TEK/*\\ at least there have been no loud outcries
S [>/ { agin' that crazy modern art stuff -- a
S 0 B gratifying confirmation for my theory that
fandom is a place where one's Wings can be
—\ un-self-consciously spread. I did, finally,
Sl 53)/7:3 get the expected question, '"What's It Mean?!
LEELL{ @i (B E%i) The ansver is simple: nothing. Because of
the nature of cut paper, a very inflexible
ez medium particularly with the ditto color
S oEe

range, it would be difficult to get repre-
sentational to the point of realism or
naturalism, but this isn't what I'm aiming
for. These collages are art stripped to its
barest essentials: color, shape and form,

I hope the arrangements are either pleasant
to the eye or visually exciting. N
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THE SATURATED EIGHT

a review by Marion Zimmer Bradley

Saturn Over The Water, by J.B. Priestley. Pocket Books
#AC-165, 50¢.

This is a confusing book -- and in spite of it, one of the best and
nmost exciting books I've read recently. It starts out like a nystery:
a scientist has disappeared, and his dying wife commissions her cousin
to search for him and leaves a small legacy for the purpose. The
cousin is a painter, and welcomes the chance to take a trip abroad.
Almost immediately, things begin to Happen. The missing man's last
letter contains a cryptic list of names; and as if by chance, tie
searcher encounters four or five of the men mentioned in the letter
in a single day.

Then it begins to look like science fiction -- for the trail of
the missing man leads to a secret scientific project in the wilds of
South America, and the missing man finally turns up, brainwashed, while
the hero finds himself faced with a secret society worthy of a James
Bond thriller....a secret society whose insignia is the numeral 8 over
a series of wavy lines.

And it is good science fiction of the philosophical sort: the '"wavy
eight" turné out to be the sign of Saturn, the planet which, in mythol-
0gy, signifies authority, sternness, and patristic values. Priestley
has gone into the field of science fiction, or science fantasy, worked
by Talbot Mundy: the eternal struggle between good and evil. The
Water in the title refers to the new age, in ancient philosophical
symbols given as the age of Aquarius; and the group calling themselves
"Saturn over the Water" is determined to make certain that the new age
is ruled by this concept embodied in the symbol of Saturn. Mass educa-
tion and egalitarianism are considered to have failed without qualifi-
cation; in order to create a new and better world, the group works to
establish a rigid, authoritarian system, a benevolent, but patristic
society founded on the failure of democracy. Their arguments are very
convincing, and their methods, like those of the undercover groups in
Mark Phillips's Supermind, are those of helping idiocy and stupidity
in power to bring about the collapse of the existing order. They indig-
nantly repudiate the suggestion that they are neo-Nazis or fascists;
but they are in a hurry to bring about the collapse of the status quo,
on both sides of the Iron Curtain, and rebuild the world along vhat
they consider rational Saturnian lines.

Ranged against this group, and undercover as Well, is a group which
has chosen as their symbol the concepts clustered around the planet
TTranus. They believe that a new society will inevitably come into
being, but that it must be founded on a philosophy opposite that of
the Saturnians: permissiveness, equality, freedom, and all those things
tracditionally associated with matrist societies -- the "feminine!" vir-
tues, or, as one character puts it, "all those things which the Saturn-
ian considers to be impractical and idealistic."

Priestley has the intellectual honesty to present good, as Wwell as
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evil, in the Saturnian picture. His book, in fact, might be considered

a somewhat more realistic outline of the vieWpoin% presented by Heinlein
in Starship Troopers -- the conflict betvween the idealist and the
strictly rational traditionalist who believes that authority may be
unpleasant, but it works.

Priestley's novel will probably upset a lot of people who start
to read it under the impression that it is a commonplace thriller. The
comparison with Talbot Mundy is not idle: Mundy, above all else, .,
adept at writing action-adventure stories which suddonly led the rea? i
into a philosophical tangle and made him sit down and think about the
future of the world.

No science fiction fan should miss it.

And incidentally, it's a damned exciting story -- with a surprise
twister in the tail.

-~ Marion Zimmer Bradley

A CHANCE THOUGHT ON THE REVISIONIST TENDEINCY
TOWARD SCHISMISM AMONG THE PEOPLES' POLICY-MAKERS

When Mao snarls and rails at Nick
Who is then the Menshevik?
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TIDES OF COLOR

a reviev by John Boardman

The domination of non-white races by the white race has been a
favorite theme of prognosticators. In The Red Napoleon Floyd Gibbons
felt this to be a proper way of life, and predicted a world conflict in
which the non-whites under the leadership of a half-Mongol Soviet ruler
went to war against the white races and almost defeated them. Other
writers, though none so skilled as Gibbons, perceived the realities of
the situation and predicted that the white race was laying up for
itself a huge store of hatred which would someday be visited on the
whites by their victims in Asia and Africa.

One of these writers was Solomon Cruso, who fictionalized his fore-
bodings in The Last of the Japs and the Jews (Herman W. Lefkowitz, New
York, 1933). This curious book is written in an incredibly vapid style,
vith needless attention to detail and a romantic interest which is
unreadably saccharine. But the passion which Cruso feels abour race
relations is clearly evident, and he would not be at all surprised at
the present rambunctiousness of the new non-white nations.

The book is written from the vantage point of 2490 o Sllowy o SR ER e =
turies after the white race loses its long world hegemony. America is
entirely Indian, with no other races and no contact with the 01ld World.
Cruso names the surviving Indian tribes in boring detail, and eulogizes
the way of life which, after a thousand years, they have resumed. He
then turns to the 01d World, which is divided among China, India,and
Tirkey. (This partitioning is also detailed, with the nations and prov-
inces falling to each empire carefully enumerated.) Whites are found in
the slave-markets of these teceming lands. No Jews or Japanese exist
anyvhere in the world.

The remainder of the book, apart from a hack love plot, tells how
this state of affairs came aboub. In 1942, fearful cf the rising indus-
trial might of the U.S.S5.R., lhe other white nations attack and destroy
her in a four-month war. Despite a bitter defense, which includes
scorched-carth tactics very much like those actually used in the Second
World War, the Russians are defeated, partly because of schisms among
their leaders and loss of confidence by the people. After the defeat,
the Romanov pretender is returned to the throne as Iiril I, and the
1914 borders of the Empire are restored. {(In fact, the Romanov preten-
der at that time was the Grand Prince Kiril.)

Nothing more of note occurs until 1960, at which time the home
islands of Japan are sWallovwed by the Paciric Ocean during a gigantic
earthguake and storm. Japan's dependencies are annexed by other nations.

The romantic interest, reeking with sentimentality, is introduced
in 1962, The male lead is a young Chinese officer nameq Chang Kochubey,
the son of a Manchu princess and a White Russian emigre, Prince Alex-
ander Kochubey. Just as racist fiction stresses the "pure'" blood lines
of its heroes, so Cruso goes out of his way to give Chang as heterogen-
eous a background as possible. His paternal grandmother was the daughter
of the Chief Rabbi of Plevna, Bulgariaj his grandfather had rescued her
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Trom a pogrom while on military duty in the Balkans in 1378. TFurther
back, her forebears include Swedes and Tartars.

The female lead is Arabella Cordozo, daughter of a Hexican grandee
who is a hct-tempered racist. They meet while Chang is attached to the
Chinese embassy in Mexico. (Despite his occidental appearance, he con-
siders himself Chinese and, more generally, a champion of the "yellow-
swarthy" races.) Scfior Cordozo objects to Chang and horse-whips him out
of the country. But --~ trust hack fiction -- they meet again in
Washington, where Chang and Cordozo have been sent to their respective
countries' embassies.

The Washington dinlomatic reception ends riotously in a formal
challenge and a fainting spell. The duel is to be fought in Havaii
between Chang and an arrogant Russian nobleman who makes slighting
remarks about the young Zurasian's ancestry. You don't need to he
told at this point who faints.

The duellists take ship to Hawaii, but the ship is vwrecked on an
uncharted shoal and Chang is the only survivor. He reaches land and -~
guess Vhat, kidcdies! He's on the island of Honshu, which, two years
after sinking in the Western Pacific, has come up again several tnousand
miles to the east.

Prince Chang Kochubey realizes that here is a chance to fulfill
several ambitions. First, he will avenge the "yellovw-swarthy" races
against the whites who have dominated and brutalized them. (Here Cruso
details several specific crimes, giving date, place, and numbers killed
or enslaved.) Second, he will use the gold reserves of the Bank of
Japan to incustrialize China and other backvward nations, And finally,
he will fulfill a hehest left in the will of his Jewish grandmother.
This document is addressed to any descendant of hers who will devote
his life to revenging upon the Christians of Europe the centuries of
pogroms and suppressions Which they inflicted upon the Jews. (Again,
there is a long, specific list of incidents.) She urges him to he
friendly to the one European power Which has never systematically per-
secuted the Jevs, Tdrkey. She alsc commends to his friendship the Jews'
Semitic kinsmen, the Arabs.

During 1963, the Chinese government buys up most of the world's
merchant ships. paying for them with Japanese gold. A bloodless coupn
restores the Manchu dynasty. Ten thousand American Jews are hirecd in
what would nov be called a foreign aild program ~- except that the na-
tions to be aided are footing the bill, again in Japanese gold, the
source of which is a mystery to the world. China makes huge purchases
not only of industrial equipment, but also of horses.

But Chang's hand is hidden in all this. Arabella, believing hinm
lost at sea, enters a convent, removing from the story a sub-plot even
less skilifully written than the principal one.

The industrialization of China comes to fruition in 1978. In that
year a cipher named Richard Dunn places before the League of lations a
demand for retribution by white Christian nations for their centuries of
oppression of the Jews and "yellow-svWarthy" races. (Again, a long itemi-

28.....cnclave 56



zation of details.) These demands are not met.

Consequently, war breaks out in 1980 with a revolt of the colonies
gainst their Buropean rulers. India becomes independent, and places a
Mongol emperor on her throne. The alliance of China, India, and Tirkey
uses veapons whose secrets Were discovered on resurrected Honshu along
with the "rust-covered gold." They include giant submarines and airships
with electrical armaments. The European povers discover that these elec-
trical guns are effective only against machinery, but they can't go back
to cavalry because China has cornered the market in horseflesh. The
"yellow-swarthies" overrun Europe in 1981, ltilling 25 million European
soldiers and losing less than half that many. The scenes of carnage are
described in mawkish detail, and in prose in which every sentence seems
to begin with the word "And."

The remaining four years of the war deal with the "yellow-swarthy"
siege of America, In particular, America's Jews rush to the colors to
convince their Gentile fellow-citizens that they are not seduced Dby the
enemy's promises of revenge. Almost every Jewish man in America is in
ﬁhe ?ight—million~man army which meets the first onslaught from the Cld
dorlc.

More gory battle scenes follow, Americans fight to the last man, in
passages obviously designed to bring to mind the destruction of the
first Jewish kingdom as described by the major prophets. A Jeremiah
arisesz crying for the lost glories of America. But the continent is
reduced to a Vilderness, and by 1985 the 01d World allies are victorious.

Of the 50 million American survivors, the whites and Negroes arc
returned to their ancestors' homelands. America becomes a Trco-TIndo-
Chinese protectorate, left to the Indians. The victors partition the
rest of the world, scrap all their armaments and airplanes, and decree
sunmary execution for anyone caught designing any kind of aircrafs.
Thev also decide to intermingle the races (except the Amerinds) t<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>