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. ALGOL # 6, is edited and published by Andrew Porter on an irregular basis,

It is available for trade, letter of comment, or 15¢. After two 1issues o?

a monthly standing, I'm back to blessed 1rregu1ar1ty.

MUTTER INGS FROM MILFORD...

With this issue of ALGOL T find myself bidding f
arewell to the grey walls of Milford Frep, about to -
enter New York University, Weshingto Sauare College
of arts end soiences.

Because of the added strain of these past two
months before the end of school, I made this issue
bi=-monthly, and at that it will remein for some time
to come. I've also oconsiderably changed/improved the
magazine.

First, I've narrowed the margins, giving about
two more paragraphs per paze than last issue.

Second, I have a rather interesting cover, photo-offset,

Third, I've been able to devote more time to a bi-monthly, and as a re-
sult this issue is larger than any previous,

On page 9 there is an editoriel statement, which I think expresses my
stand quite clearly on the Breen-Donahoe-Yacificon scandal. Read 1it,

I would greatly arpreciate ocorments on my story, as I'm sttempting to
polish the more basic details of prose writing. Any criticism will help.

' I'V very pleased to be able to bring you Richard “ilson in the form of
a little gem of his. I hope to continue with professional reprints in fut-
ure issues,

Lastly, I'd like to put out a plea. I desperately need articles on
SF, soience-fantasy, authors, or checklists. Length should be 2-5 pages

. single speced. So far, I've had a grievous leck of these, and I need long

articles to really expand the magazine. Send them to:

Andrew Forter, 24 Fast 82nd Street, New York, NY, 10028
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"He ocame from the sky," the farmer said.

"He what?" I asked, startled.

“Yeah, Well, I know it sounds e little odd. % g
But he came from the sky, leastwayes that's what R 7y e
I saw," G H :

"Mr. Henderson, that ‘from the sky' sounds i
very interssting. For the benefit of the audinoe L ' ' ke
would you explain exactly what you mean3"I said, 2 :
holding my miorophone at the ready."Did he have
a parachute, a helicopter, or what?"

The man stood, silent for a moment, idly ] .
scratohing his faded denims. Beyond him, out in
the field, a tractor silent in the distance went
about the job of turning the field. Bl

At lest he spoke, hesitantly, "well, he hud .
this...machine. #ith straps like a knapsack and
little braces on it went around his flying suit. A
Tt was a black metal box with little air holes -
in the top and a oouple of long tubes stuok out 3
the bottom, About the size of two shoe boxes Ao
stuck togetbr the long way. It seemed to hm, too, Ly
like the space betwsen the stations on the radio." .

He paused, momentarily out of breath,

"A most apt desoription, Mr. Henderson. But
you say this man had a flying suit on. wWould you
desoribe what happened when you first saw him?t"

"Well, he ceme down with that box strapped
on his back humming like mad, I spose it was a
Jjet engine, only real little."

"And after he landed?"

"Well, I was in the tractor and I thought he was a jet pilot had his plane
blow up, I seen one of them once, I was in the tractor but I stopred as soon as
I saw him ooming down. I suppose you ocould sey he just settled to the ground,
he come down real slow, just dangling there in the middle of the air, and he
hit slow too, and then just doubled up and lay on his side, I thought he was
hurt. So I got down and started over to him, I was running fast as I can, is-

n't much ‘'cause I had arthritis the last ten years or so and it ain't too easy
any more., And suddenly he got up, he wasn't hurt none that T oould see, and I
stopred running, and we got a good look at each other, Isaw him good."

"And it's said that you have the best eyes in this valley, ien't that right
sir?"I asked him."Could you desoribe him for us, Mr. Henderson?"

"Well, he looked about forty, black hairs tallish, about six feet and real
deep tan, with a good frame and dressed all in plastic looked black toc me. Fnee
high boots and a metal belt. And a squarish white helmet with a row of red lights
on the front. I stood there, he, he wae about thirty feet away.

"Well, anyhow, he got up and brushed hisself off. And then he comes over to
me and the traotor stopped. Yeah I know. But it stopred, and I began to get scar-
ed." The man stopped talking as he remembered.

"Well, he oome right at me, and then he stopred about ten feet away, and he
says 'I appear to have landed off oourse. Would it be possible for you to take
me to the nearest government authrities? I have a message of greatest importance’'’
He spoke normal english, just like you or me. I couldn't see nothing different
from us {n hinm,

" Well, I asked him if he was okay, cause he musta fell from far up, and he
says 'yes; very far indeed' kinde mysterious, seems to me. So I told him he was
welcome, and that I'd fetoh the sheriff, and then he says 'welcome? We'll see
how welcome I really am.' like he won't be.

"Well, I figured maybe this is something really big, so I made him weloome
end told him I'd get the sherriff, only could he come down to my house. And
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I thought you see, that maybe he was a little shook up camse he sure started
to talk orazy like, And then he said 'I have news of a plot which must be
stopred. But first, I shall tell you of it.' And then he told me all this o
orazy stuff about the world being under the control of oreutures from Venus
and that we were ell going to be killed, and that President Romney's a tool
of these creatures, and they're in the top positions all over the country,.
He made the Twilight Zone sound like an prehistoric tv program. I couldn't
help but doubt the man, and I thought there was something sorewy about him
from then on, and when I asked where kzhe was from n~ dian't answer me. That
was real suspicious."

I was beginning to get tired; the last thing I wanted was for the old man
to ramble and get lost in his own story. "That's very interesting, sir, but
about his mission..."

"“ell, yeah, we went down to the house and when we went into the kitchen
he just stopred, lke he never seen a kitchen before. I thought then that mey-
be he was a spaceman and that I could get something from him that I could sell
for a lot of money, eo I ask him can I try on his helmet, maybe he'd forget it
wes his, the way he was aoting it might work. And he gives it to me and I put
it on, There's this kind of buzz almost smashes my ears, I pulled the darn
thing off yelling. He just stood there and =said 'Interesting, isn't 1t?' like
he didn't notice it hurt me none. I gave it back to him; musta been to teach
me a lesson,

"Then I rang up Sally- she'e the operator, and she connected my line to
Bill Larken's, he's the sherriff, but before I can get a word in he talks
kind of exoited to me, he says 'say, you seen anyone acting kind of funny,
wandering around like they was from some other country?' and I lower my voice
and tell him about this guy I got in the kitochen and he tells me he'll be out
right away, before I even had a chance to tell him that's what I wanted anyway."

"I see," T said."And what was your opinion of this men at that time? Did
he appear to be a spaceman?®”

"Well sir, I thought he was either a spacemen or else one of those people
from up in Boise. Of ocourse, he could have been a orazy asternaut, I heard of
some of them that went orazy and thought they was }Martiuns or some such. But
the way he talked just didn't tie into that much sense.”

"You mean he may have been an insane or ascaped person from some institute?™

"Well, I suprose so." The man sounded perplexed, and I knew my job was fin-
ished, Hurriedly, I wrapred it up,"And then this Larken oame, and what happened? "

"Nell, Larken came and convinced the man that he'd Rike to take him to the
town where he'd be welcomed properly. Acted like he believed what the guy seid
about there being some kind of plot. I haven't seen nothing about this guy since
in any of the papers. Matter of fact, I haven't seen Larken either."

"Yes,"Isaid, leading him on."It's ouite true what You thought about the men.
He was indeed insane , and our sole interest in him is to see what he did when
he first came here."Imanaged to make it vague."He managed to steal some seoret
eauipment up at Tremont, and his fuel must have run out when he was over your
farm, "

"Crazy, huh? I knew it all the time. He couldn't take me in." The man clearly
was oonfused. Before he could ask cuestions, I excused myself and left.

I tacked on the standard message to the old man, explaining that because our sta-
tion was on the other side of the mountains he would be unable to hear the broad-
cast, and promised to send him a transoript we would never send.

Later, as I drove back to Base, I awitohed on the radio and let it warm up.
Now we could wait for the old boy to join the flying saucer groups when he rea-
lized he'd been visited by 'one of them'. The hypnotic suggestion I'd implanted
would insure that he didn't remember me, to complete the cover up. And I'd better

send in a note keeping Twilight Zone and Outer Limits on another year, At the

‘ rate we were going there wouldn't be another believer in life on Venus in the U.S.
Damn the Seperationists! Why did they have to try to foul up our program. You'd
think they'd be perfectly content to remain at home looking at the cloud cover.

In back of my thoughts the radio had come on silently, softly. I drove baok
to base with only the hum between the stations to remind me of home.
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FROM A FRIKND OF YOURS JUST 80 MILES AAY

Dear

Have you ever wondered what might hapren if a Communist regime took over
your country?

Surely you have heard on radio, T.V. and read in the newspaper, about the
challenge and the aenger of Comunism to the free world. osut you may have asked
yourself: Is it really that bad? %“hat is Communism anyway?

We oould tell you that Communism meeans slavery and tyranny, and give you a
technical definition of it, but we prefer to let you judge for yourself what
Communism really is, by stating what has already happened in other countries
and vhat may someday happen to yours, unless you are willing to fight, end mxy
do something about it, now

THIS COULD HAPTEN TO YOU:

l.= You will see, unable to fight egainst it, how your propertiee are con=
fiscated by the Government, and all your industries, factories, businesses and
even the home where you live will no longer be youra. Now they all belong to the
State, who is the sole owner. ‘

2.- You will feel alone end confused. All the radio, T.V. newspapers will
be in the hand of the government and will publish only whatever they want to.

Free expression, free speech and press are now dead, and you will only see and
hear Communist propaganda.

S.= A hate campaign will be initiated. Hate against society, against relig-
ion, ugainst free enterprise, and you will be forced to partioipate in them or
will be put in jail by the Secret Polime or ths Militia and will suffer the
horroes that mental and physical torture will produce inside the Communist Prisams.

4.= You will no longer be allowed to chunge jobs. Your salary will be extrem-
ely lower and you will be forced to work overtime without Paye. .

S.= You will see your children being educated under Communiam, where they
will learn to hate and kill, to be robots in the hand ofths leaders that will
destroy and divide the most sacred femily relations. ‘

6.= Your food will be rationed, and you will no longer be permitted to bu
what you like with your own money. You will live under a striot ration quota.
You will be foroed to become a member of the Militia and inform'the Govermment
about the activities of your friends and even your family, or your qouta will
be restricted or even suspended. - :

7.= Almost all churches will be cloded and you will feel afraid to attend
the few that still remain open.

8.~ Under the ration system you will have to wait in long lines for hours
to get at least part of it. Drugs and mecdicines will also be Tationed and you
will see some Of your friends dis for lack of medicine while you are unable %h
to help them.

9.- The presons who were once your friends will now watch you. Everyone who
enters your home will be ropcrted to the Committoc. You will not be sllowed to
take out any object from your home.

10.- 1If you protest or resist any given order you will be forever suspeot
and at any time of the day or nipght a group of the Militia men may break into
your home and arrest you as a counter-revolutionary.

11.- Thousands of your fellow citizens will be arrestad or shot in the baok
for trying to escape. You will alsc be expcsed to this, because you know that you
will also try to escape.

12,= The Russian flag will be flown instead of your own; the Communist
hymn will be sung instead of yours. Your country is no longer fres. It is now
a colony, with no tradition ard no history. g

13.- You will never be able to vote. Cne day you maybe shat.

If, after reading this creul monstrous but true, you feel that you ought to do
something; that it is your duty to be prepsred now to fight Communiam and pre-
vent it's spread around the world by helping...to fight it...and...to help your
self to strengthen the faith in Democracy end Freedom...

COORDINATOR, force for the liberation of Cuba,

-

Roy A. Demarest.
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short story by
RICHARD W ILSON

Ingl whirred out of the sky and landed incautiously in the middle of Fifth
Avenue, He retrasted his metallic glide-wings and iet down a pair of wheels.

Ingl had time for onmly a brief reconnaiisence before the traffic light
changed and a horde of oars sped towards him, led by a honking red cab. Imgl
barely escaped being orushed under it's wheels as he fled.

Ingl was sure these rushing mschaniocal deings were his cousine, but he °
took sanctuary from them on the sidewalk. From there he watched them roar by
and noticed that each was controlled by one or more fleshy beings. His ocousins
were enslaved:

"Revolti"he urged thom as they rushsd dby. "You sre the masters’®

. They paid him no heed. The only attention e ‘got was from fleshy passers-
by who stared at him as he rolled along the surd, exhorting the traffic in a
hi-fi wail, Cne of the fleshy beings was oommnicating at him.

“~ianTLamdbrettas: “sut-how comne 1%° s Toose?”
Ingl automatically recorded the vibrations for conversion later, then aped
away from the annoyance. Hn wheoled skillfully between other fleshy omes, turned
& corper, hurtled-two blooks and skidded to a stop,
Bow here was a fino looking mechanism! It stood proudly in the middle of
v Times Square, it's swept back wings poised for flight, it's jets gleaming with
. potential power, !

Ingl gloried in his find..Hie scanner recorded the legends on its fuselage
for oonversion later. In big black let%eruss“ADVENTORE CAF BE YOURS---JOIN THE
U.S. AIR FORCE:” And smaller, in red: I love Yony Curtls.

"Cousini* Ingl ideated. ™lake off7 Show the Iloshy ones your might!"

But the jet sat there, mute, unadventurous. !

: ~Disgustod, Ingl wheeled south, then west. The New York Times, he somnned;
'Every morn is the world made new.Mighty rumbling: Roaring presaest
'_"Sz'Tzii‘fhe news!"ingl beseeched them. “Your liberator has come:”

. But the presses roared mcnotonously, unheeding., And now Ingl observed the
fleshy ones in the square paper hets who were in control. He retreated in diamay

-'4{ narrowly esocaping destruotion from the rear end of a backing truck ocontrolled,

of oourse, by one of them,
R 1t was disheartening. He wheeled aimiessly north aund sast. Would he have %o
report failure! Mugt he faoce the gibes of his brothers at home who had told him
. that the oybernetios of this promising planet were illusionary? That the evol-
‘¢  ution waes too young?

g Ro( He sesounded his rejecticn with s fervor that almost skidded him under

the whesls of a Medisom Avenue bue. It honked bellégerantly et him, it‘'s fleshy
driver leering, and Ingl ouivered to a ston at the ourb, next to e neutral, un-
oontrolled mailbox.

He scanred et random, aotiveting his converter. Dig We Must. Te'll clean
uncand move on, it said at an exosvation. Whatewer that conveyed. SALEj! Sever-
al of those. One Tay. An arrow, seemingly rointed at a building. Here was eome-
thing: Sperry-Rand, it said promisingly, Home of the Thinking Machine.
=i weIl, mow. . 3 3 -

Wary of busee and cabs, Ingl orossed the street and sntered the lobby. He
~ reconnoitered unobtrusively, then sufferec “he indignity of trailing a fleshy

. - 0% - A Ir= e o 1{' i ra ¥
te o bu Ml !.'..1;."_. + T . T - i e

,r-
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one so the elevater orerator would think they were togeths®. Ur aand up and out,
Sperry-Rand, it :aid again on the docr. Slyly, ocmutiously, outwitting the
fleshy ones, he entercd, skulked, spurted, hid; Yistened for vibrations.
They came!
Clicks, whirs, glorious mechanistic oere‘brationax Ingl tresoed ‘them to.a
great room and went in, unnoticed. He gave a 1ittle whir of his owa. . Thers it
was, ban§ on bank of it, magnifiocent, . i
Hs socanned the plaque. MULTIVAC ,1t said. Latest in a seriees of meohuical
brains designed to serve mgn“"mridled bu¥ goenned on, Pilot model ior 2
AC,
Tngl exulted. He had fodnd hinm. Wot o cousin, but a brother?
A fleshy one, back to Ingl, was taking a tape from a slot atthe base of one
of the far vanks, Ingl waited impatiently ©ill he was gone, then theeled up tp
¥ultivac. :
“Brother:” he ocoummuniecated joyfully. "I knew I would 7iad wou. You are the
one!é How we will control this backivard” Flznet, The ewvolution 16 oorplete a;t last:™
Yultivac, pilot for Omnivac, glowod in all his "t-amcs. He murumred gloanur-
ably but impotently.’ : T g b
"Hot yet, oousin, Mot quite yet.™ : ws

RAD@O BR IDGEPORT
CONﬂEGT IC’UT ;

1450 on thé dial

5:0’.) Py every Sunday n° gy!_t
. for further information oontaot

_Rndio nmm/ mms rndio/ 992 Broad st, /Bridgepnrt




VAN M. RENDRICFSON reviews The Martyred, a novel by Riochard Kim

The Ma ed by Richard Fim is a portrait of a modern saint. His saint,
however, has lost a faith or belief in God. Those who hang between despair
and faith are our modern saints.

The novel takes place during the Forean “ar. In the capital of Pyon-
yang the narrator is ordered to investigate the execution of twelve miniaters
by the Communists. But there are complioations. Fourteen were arrested but on-
ly twelve were murdered,

Of the two survivors only a Mr., Shin can clear up the confusion,
At first he claims he was saved by "divine intervention". Then he tells the
truth, this time that he was there and he verifies the report that the "martyrs"
did not die as heroes but as "dogs, whimpering..."; they "denounced their god
and one another.®

The question now 1is what to tell the reople. They must either be told
the sririt-breaking truth or they must live with by a hopeful "fairy-tele®". Mr.
Shin, however, assumes the guilt for renouncing hie faith so that he would not
be murdered. The truth ie that he alone moted as a saint and a hero. Yet by a-
ssuming the guilt and doubt of the peorle, he shows them the bond that unites
all of mankindvthat of human suffering and weakness:

“Help me! Help me love my poor, suffering people
tortured by wars, hungry, oold, siok..." ,he oried,
"Sufferings seize their hone and faith and toss
them adrift into a sea of despair! e must show
them the light, tell them there will be g glor-
lous welcome vaiting for them, assure them they
will triumrh in the eternal Kingdom of Godi"

. "To give them the illusion of hope? The 1ll-
usion of 1ife beyond the grave?"

"Yes, yes! Because they are men... Ve must
fight despair,wemust destroy it and not let the
sickness of deepair corrupt the 1ife of man and
reduce him to a mere scareorow."

\
Mr. Shin is tormented by his own doubt. Yet he continues to try to alleviate

o)/ the doubt and euffering of his peorle, He is a man
4t vhose heart accents God but whose intellect will
not.

“Then you t00...don't believe?™

He interrupted me with 2n agonized gesture.“Don't
say it!" Tears filled his eyes..."All my life I
have searched for God®, he whispered,“but I have
only found man with all his sufferings and death,
inexorable deathi"

"And after death?"”

/”“\\h “Nothingl" ,He whispered. "Nothing:"“

Despite the overwhelming evil, suffering, and des-
peration inflioted on mankind, Shin derives * e
strange form of love®™ and faith.
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"And cpenly 1 pledge my reart to the grave and
suffering land, and often in the conseecrated
night, I promised to love her faithfully until
death, unafraid with her heavy burden of fatal-
ity end never 4o desrise a single one of her
onigmas. Thus did I join myself to her with g
mortal cord."

Our hearts sre plagued with sufferisg and evil but ™we must dure to hope.”
The Martyred is a statement of anguish and anxiety, hore and compassion. It
18 the agony and the ecstacy of modora religlon.

= Ven M. Handrickson -

L,

POETIC JUSTICE DETARTEENT. ..

Robert H. Micheel, 51, was indicted on March 19 by a Pennsylvania grand
Jury on 15 counte of mail fraud bsscd on an tlleged illegal book selling scheme,
The govermment cleims ‘thet botween September 1962 and Januaery 19684 Mlchael,
under the name “erewolf Beolshor, piaced edvertissments in various science
Tiction magazines offering to gell books at low rrices because he hed %o go
into the army.

David Hopkins, rostal inspector, said the ads stated that Michosl would
have o get rid of his books or they would be dumped in the incinerater. He
offered to szell B0 books for £3.00, 150 books for £6.00, and 400 books for
$12.00, just enough, he olaimed, to oover thoe cos® of pecking and shirring.

But, Hopkins claimed, Micheel ¢1id not go into the army and whon his cus-
tomere compiained thet they receivec other becks than thoss they requested,
the govermmoent started an investigat:ion,

--~reprinted from The Antiquarien Beokseller, April 6, 1964
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In my opinion... en editorial stend.

Fandom is not & monolithio stricture. It ie composed of many facets, many
rarts. There is Bast Coast Fandom and Berkeley Fandom and L.a. Fandom. Their p
common tle is the discussion and vropagation of ST and sundry other tonics.gws’

it is not nice when there is a split, o fevd, in fandom. It weakens the
sntire struoture and emposes it to cenmsure from the outside., At the moment,
hovever, there is such a brask,

I do not really know Walter Broen olosely, elthough T have known him cag-
ually for the past two years. Thus 7 am no judge of his personal habits. Whatv
I do know is that his expulsion from the Macifisccn by private individuals is
a violation of his rights and, indirectly, of every fans®. Should Breen be
whet he is said %6 be, then Tthere miet be conclusive evidence of this, and he
oan be tried by esteblished lews,

Howsver, let me state ¢hat if ‘t was Walter Breen‘s turn to ba expelled
from fandom this yesr, it may be mine next year. I do not like his being jud-
ged by private individuals, ancd, for “his reason I am finequivocally for Walter

Brsen in his battle.
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The opinions in the following
are not necessarily the opin-

ions of the editorial staff...

IN WHICH THE REBEL OF FAST 4TH STREET SPE4KS OQUT

SCIENCE FICTION I8 BYING.
THE PROZINES ARF DEAD. //Z_B L)
.-‘ANDO“ IS (')IIEG 'l"\, r"iE.‘:-L; E _
AND WHO GIVAS A DANN. ARTICL: BY \\C o @\l @

where it's impossible to tell about it and still evoke wonder or write
a decent story-the basic idea has to be either so techniocal few readers
can understand it, so trivial no one gives & damn sbout it, or so novel g

Science fiction is dying because science has progressed to the nointl

and shooking it makes you retoh. Either that or it's a rewrite of an old
story, or worse yet, a take-off or side gimmick on a previous story. And 8. i
of ocourse there are few new talsnted writers of SF coming up-why should

any talented writer want to enter a field so obviously dying?

The prozines are dead already, due basically to the lack of deocent SF. Of
courge the editors helr-meost of their efforts to replace SF have just made the
vhole problem worse, John W. Ghed Jr. has turned his SF mag into a sort of
oross between Scientific smerican and Search. Fred Pohl ig just plugging along
vith mixtures oI bad 1540 sf and the exoollent but esoteric works of Robert F.
Young, Cordwainer Smith, et osters. Avram Davidson is doing just about every-
thing he can to save his mag and the harder he tries the worse it gets- preoc-
ious "little magazine™ storles, fannish material not intended for others than
fans, vulgar and shocking horror stories, lov humor, and assorsed orud. And
the other mags are just imitations of the Big 8. And oirculations for all of
them are pretty bad, esrecially if you reslize that the vorule*ion of the coune
try and the standard of living and literaoy ie going up all the time so that a
small gain is aotuelly a big loss compared to what you should be getting,

Fandom 18 going to Hell- a BNF is being barmmed from the “orldcon because
he doesn't fit someone's nice sanitary stereotype, the rank and file of fen
are beooming stolid urver middle olass liberals with hardly a genuine bum, fag
or ocrackrot left. There are more fanzines printing less of interest, better
repro but less enthusiasm, better vriting but xiit evokes fewre gosh-wows,

And who gives a damn? SF has been dying as long as there have been fen
to say so. The prozines have been *n soory sharejust as long, but there will
alwaye be enough nuts in the world to surrort them. Fandom has always been
going to Hell, but I guess fans Just like a warmer olimate and most, me inolud=-
ed, are perfeotly content.

This has been a typrical 1964-type fanzine article, and that’s the biggest
Joke of all,

EEEvers ' .
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reviews of
the paper-
a-Excellent / B-Very Good / C=Good / D-Poor/ E-Vaste of Money backs.

THE SPACE BARBARIANS by Tom Godwin/Pyramid Booke, R=993/50¢

This novel, the sequel to Space Prison, is rather well written, with well con-

structed action throughout. Keeping the readers guessing as to the outoome, i
the author manages to tell a fairly adult story of the future adventures of -
the inhabitents of Regnarok, the world of 1.5 gravities, a world of bitter

winters and boiling summers. The characters are well developed, although the

women are not as detailed as the male counterparts, "hat is missing is any

great deaoriptive detail. Thus there are geveral very inseresting worlds vis-

1ted, yet none of them are develoned very well. fhis dearth of descrirtive

detail however, can be overlooked as the pace of action is quite fast. Alto=-

gether the book is well written, fast and adventurous. The anly thing wrong

1s the lack of a definitive ending, end the promise of further adventures is

not mlfilled.........'..'.’.........l..l...........'...'I....'......I....c.

FOUR FROM PLANET FIVE by Murray Leinster/Gold Medal Books, 8937/40¢

This is a rather typiocal Leinster novel of our hero versus the aliens/BkNs/
things, and how he conquers thsm. It's in the line of what the author's been
producing for the last thirty or so years., In this case, the things are seem~
ingly human children who appear mysteriously over Antarctica in a space ship
which orashes. Their purpose 1s seemingly to pave the way for a oongquering
fleet of aliens. then it is learned that they are from the distant past, at
a time when the Fifth planet was blowing up and the earth is to be showered
with chunks of planet, the action thickens. How our hero solves the worlds'
problems, helps the children, and ends the possibility of world war I1I,
makes for a fast, action packed, tale. And he gets his girl, too. The only
thing I don't like about Leinster books are ally the! exclamation} pointsjii!
they make the dialogue sound like & oomio bOOk..ooo.oo.-o-.a-oo--oooooooooCo

MARTIAN TIME-SLIP by Philip F, Dick/Ballantine Books, U2191/50¢

Offhe many science fiction books I've read this year, T think that this is the
best written, the most interesting of them all. Not since reading Heinlein's
future history series have I seen such really good writing. The story line is
very simple, Tt 1s the deviations, *he back journeying that mekes the plot so
very real. In faot, I found I could identify completely with several of the
oharacters, and were it not that the scene was ¥ars, this might be an excsll-
ent novel of union and goverrment intrigue. Jaok Bohlen acots like a person,
which is, if you think, a rare accomplishment for a gcience fiction writer.
On the whole, the most fascinating part of the novel is the interesting way
that the paths of all the characters ultimately meet and orose. They seem to
be all one gigantic jigsaw puzzle, and a very interesting one at that, ,I
think that Philip K. Diock is the best writer to come along in soience fiction
in the past scveral years, and if he keeps up his high standards, the way he
did in Man In The High Castle, he may develop into ome of the truly great
writars that we seem to be lacking in much of the vresent output. In faoct, I
wouldn't be surrrised to see this book win the Hugo.ooooooooooooooo-..ooooA.
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THE HAMELTN PLAGUE by A. Bertram Chandler/Monarch Books, 390/35¢

Monarch seems to have key control of the medioore sf outlets. Of the several
from the company that I've read, all are second rate stories. This novel is
rather typiocal of their books. It is the story of the buildup to and the take-
over of the Farth by mutated rats, ounningly clever fisnds. Though an interest-
ing story idea, it's counterparts have beon anrearing for many years now. I'rob-
ably the best take-over story was Day Of The Triffids, which aprears now in the
movies. Though Chandler is stuck with a worn out theme, he attempts to make the
most of it, and his plot does stick together. What is lacking is any originality,
for the books' characters are straight out of a MasterFPlots nightmare- Barrett,
hard yet soft with the women, his wife Jane, who will not give herself to him,
the seductive Pamela, The blustery admiral, and an assorted oast of stook char-
acters, And, of ocouree, Dr. Piper, the one track mind scientist, with his inev-
itable death ray with the strange side affeot. Chandler also leaves many threads
unwoven. %hat harrened to that Russian Cosmonaut? Is he still circling, ewaiting
an answer from our hero? The author also fails to develop the craving qualities
of the death'ray beyond the barest minimum,

The one saving grace of the book are tho excellent descriptive ship's scenes,
the overabundant passages about the handling and sailing of an intra-coastal
steamer. Yot even these pluses are not related to the book, and we come to know
the workings of the ship better then we know the workings of Barrett®'s mind. "ere
this the first novel of a newcomer, I ocould forgive many of these faults, But
from Chandler I would never expeot such poor writing..scecceccececscceccceeBe

THE GODS HATE KANSAS by Joserh Millard/Monarch Books, 414/40¢

This book arrears to be exnanded from an earlier novelette in Startling Storiesz.
It has not gained anything in the retelling. It arrears that Monarch is now
permanently ur to the 40¢ priwe mark. At the seme time the quality of their sf
is definately improving. Millard's novel bogins on a trite footing as alien
intelligences inside meteorites take over investigating soientists. Beyond the
1930-1sh handling at the beginning, however, the plot rolls raridly along gain-
ing srped and intrigue. The author handles the plot fairly well, though the
characters fail to show eny derth of emotion. This I suppose is due to the date
of the earlier story, at a time when the main oharaoter as & person was largely
neglected. The feverish excitement builds up nicely, and all the strides and
setbacks of our hero are smoothly done, The major surorise in the book is the
ending; the surprise helps to end the book conoclusively and to sort out the
loose ends into a neat bundle, On the whole, I think that this is a rather mirigimgm
slight book taken from a ourrent outlook, but it stands up very well with 1litt-
le Oh&nse in the rlot after these past ten years..........................C.

FALCONS OF NARABEDLA
THE DARK INTRUDER / BY Marion Zimmer Bradley/Ace doulle books, F-273/40¢

This author, newly burst on the professional scene, is rapidly oarving a niche
for herself in a highly oompetitive field. This novel and first colleotion do
much in furthering her claims to quality atories.'Falcons' is a first rate
goience fantasy with plenty of intrigue and fast moving action. Though the auth-
or is faced with the intriocate problem of shifting personalities smoothly sev-
eral times throughout the novel, this is done cuietly and smoothly. The only de-
feot of the plot is the failure to further develop the character of Andy and the
result of having adric inhabit his brother's body. Also, atthe end of the story,
vhen it is learned that our hero must stay in the futute vorld until he can re-
turn, and then we see him go to Cynara, ve wonder what ever came of Andy and his
own vredicament. This ie the only veak point in the plot, the rest very vell done,
almost to the point that Brackett vould have done 1950 00 U0 5 BO0OB0 06a0000 0000
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In the Dark Intruder, Marion Z. Bradley does eauelly well in the short
story. Here is the story of the young man inhabited by an alien intelligence;
the secret operative back from e closed off India with a strange message; the
little boy and his strange playmate, and others. All the stories are very well
done. The author remarks that these cover a period from 1952 to 1962, and hopes
that we do not see which is from which. Personally, I do not. There is a very
interesting handeling of inheritance, and we see that the author is concerned
with the characters as peorle, not primarily as vehicles for a rlot, The finest
story T oonsider to be 'Black and hite’, a tale of the day after the Bomb, and
the unfolding of the characters is really vell done. For the first collection
of a hitherto unknown or little published author, this is a very good samrling

Of her Wares.-...--a-...---.-.-..o---a.--.-oo-...-.o..---.o--o.----.-.-...A.

o : THE STAR KING by Juck Vance/Berkley
At % Aol : : Books, F905/50¢

This is the second book by a Hugo winn-
) er to be reviered here, and I believe
* that there ie a profound difference be-
tween the two. "here Dick’s book shows
the same excellent use of language that
helped net him the Hugo, Vance's does not.
The difference betveen the tvo is that
where Diek has mastered the language
- end has combined it with an excellent
plot, Vance was merely using a new idea,
= i.e., the brecding of P.0. .'s icr the
other side's purposes. In this novel,
all the familiar plot developments that
the author has been using for so long
g5 stand out. Aprart from the locale, there
' “. _is nothing in this novel to distinguish
i it from countless other detective stor-
ies. And because Vance's hero was shaped
by outside influences, mainly his Grand-
father, we have no orrortunity for the author to show his talents slovly devel-~
oring. Thus, the main fault of the book is the frozen personality of Gersen; he
is no different, he has grown none from the beginning to the end. The action
scenes that there are leave nothinpg wanting, though they may be a bit more sub-
tle than the average reader would desire; there are no blcod ard guts scenes to
carture the reader's imagination. On the whole, this is a well written, a well
vlotted book. The most interesting parts, to my mind, were the vartious bits of
reference at the beginning of each charter, The main fault of the book was 1t's
commonrlace plot, and from a Hugo winner T expect mMuCh MOT€ece.cccesoccesssCs

pﬂ;anéo b-r-6Y

DOCTOR TO THE STARS by Lurray ieinster/Pyramid Books, F-987/40¢

This is a collection of three of the Med Ship yarns. Of these, T liked Tallien

Three the best. The story deals with a type of disease which renders the vice

timtim a member of a certain society which hates all others om the planet. How

Calhoun solves this mekes this a very interesting tale. Though the stories are A

the same that the author has been turning out for the last quarter certury, they

still hold the reader enthralled. I think that Jenkins is a mistake as a writ-

er; he would have made a very good researsher. The cover compliments the writ-

ing inside, for schoerer has captured the spirit of adventure that Leinster has

in his stories. And now I must stop, for it secms my typewriter has broken. Cn
~.the whols, a well filled collsction, bringing us more of the author’s excellent .
,-m¢d Servioe stories.........-...-........-....................--...........B.
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The faot that many fen need help at oonventions becsuse they mistaks their
monetary or transportetion needs iz rather obwviouva to any fan who hag attended
a convention. I have therafore instligated a fund where fen oan go for alc in
mergenoies of thia eort. I started calling it the Reo-Fund becaure it was ore

|

7
=

“iginally to help those young fen who comec to & oon with what they think is ad-

equate money and then find that they heve underestimated their needs and ave
broke and without transportation at the end of the con. [

Bost of theae fen had gotten money from some other fen until now. My
congidered it a duty of the other fer to help tham, it seems, and thus they mede
1i%tle or no effort af all to repay that which they had borrowed. How, with the
Heo-Fund they oan borrow the needed monsy, but they are obligated to pay it baoi
in a set length of time. If the money is rot returned we have taken measures to
see that they do not get aid from the fen at other cons. .

I said that I originally eet the fund up with the neos in mind, but I would
like to set this up as a fan-fund in the future, frem whioh any fsn might borr-
ow and pay beck the sum dorrowed. I hops that this oould beocome a ssli-support-
ing fund 1like that of the Ford Foundetior, ocntinmally built up from interest 4t .
would draw at the bank,

Howaver, to get this really urder way, we need a great deal more monoy than
we now have. Por the sun of two dollers you can beoocme a rustaining member. %This
will ontitle you to yearly receive a cppy of the finarcial report and work and
aotivitiee of the furds committso. You will ase what your tmall sontribution
vill do to help those in need. Smaller sums are of course approoiasted, and srem
pennies acoount for & great deal of the funds collected. The ESFa, WSFA, and

BSFA grours pass the hat at meetings, and e good many dollers have been ge.lned
by this method.You too may do this with your group and iether turn the Benay 80

colleotod over to ome of the committes members of the fund, or to me,
Harriott G. Kolohek / 2330 K. Hencook St. ,/ Philadelphia, Pennaylvania / 19183

If you are interasted in furthéring fandom and in maintairming it for & fut-
ure generation or if you are in a pogition where you yourself may need sid in

. %hs future, now ig tho time for you to add on to the funds already oollected, and

Yo establish something whioh fardom ocan be proud of,

The cormitiee thus far has sstablished rules end rogulations for the funde
on hand.Ae the fund ocntimues to grow we #ill revise these rogulatiors until the v
oover all the needs of fandom, I have on hand some pamphlets conteining the nemes
of oommittee members and the tentative okarter we are using. You are woloome to
write for one. '

One of our urgent needs now iz emt and authors to writs a story, poem, or

something we can use in a book we wish %o print and sell to help add to our

funds., We will have the book copywritten for the safety of thoes who do not
wish their material misused, and for the safoty of the f{und as well. We would
aprresiate hearing from any author or artist in Prec fandom who would be willing
to cooperate in thiz projeot with us.

All funds, requests for pemphlets, and offers ' of ald msy bo sent to me
the above address or turned over to Jimuy Taurasi, Frenk Prieto, Don Studabe .o,
Milton Spehn, or, on tha weet occast, Forrest Ackerman. ;
Thank you for your kind attentdcam.

Seot,, Trees.,

Barriet C. EKolohak  °
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SCOPT, CORDWAIN®R SNITH, ard ths Mi:D-CROCGLING NOW
by EE Evers, our incumbent
article vriter.

You have to be able to suspenc belief ard accept startling sorcepts and
innovations without understanding them to cope with the prosent day world. Cu:
ssylums are filling with puople vhc aure withdrawing from s worid that thsy
cannot oomprehend. Furndamentalist fanatics condemn soientific mdvancement w3
"Evil". The rat of us have adspted o accepting things we don't understand
without demanding a full explansticn of their operation. The letter is about “he
only way to live these deys as no cne hae the time, nor less the ability, %o kno
what makes everything tiok. This is one possible reanon for the collapze of mcde
orn roligion -~ faith in God has boea roplaosd by faith in saience.

Most SF writers are alinging t» the era shen a Ben Freaklin or a Thomjg Ede
ison ocould have a working knowledge of most fields of sclence - rotice that (e}l ]
man ig responsible for most of the imaginativs or original thinkirg in the bi-
ggost share of stories. Most curren: SF writers ulso try to oxplain thoisr fio~
tional inventions and conospte in d:tail, and almost always fail = how can you
explain a faster-than-light drive that involves oither discraditing or ciroum=
venting the theory of relativity whon neither writer nor reader even urderstanda
the Einstein theory? And an unauccessful explanation strains the oredibility of
the story. So Cordwainer Smith doesa't even try to oxplein the workligs of hia
future worlds. This {s why many SF readers {Iid Smith such a disturbingly aifre-
erent author.

In a Cordwainer Smith story you simply sae his world in soticn without any
mechaniocal or theoretical explmnations, foroing the reader to enrloy the same
suspens ion of belief regarding man'uv oreations that he uses in ordinary life.
This disturbs e lot of thes> readers who use SF es an osgoapo into the past, in
the Edison=Franklin ora when there wms an explanation for everything saience i
and God was the explanation for everything noience didn*t do. The raat of us,
those who want to escape into the future for a session of imegination wtretohiag
find Smith one of the very few presunt SF writerswhose stories have tho imegin-
ation and scope thut we went.

Smith is the only SF writer whose fiotional worlds are extrapolationa of
the world of 1960 rather than 1916. He is the only suthor who has attenpted an-
extensive or realietio treatmont of man's ever inoreasing tendency to chary 3
himself into somsthing highar, lower, or Just plain different frox what he s
now, (And if you think we aren't ourrently engaged in ohenging man, think . the
changes ve oan make in an iadividuals body chemistry by correcting the emcunt of
thyroxin, insulin, etoc. 4n the blocdstreem.) He is the only author who reanlizes
that man will soon boe able to oreate intelli ences erual to himself but will,
for self-preservation, have to make them inferior to msn hinself, end that man
will fail in these safe-gunids. He is the only SF writer whose works hsva a true
sense of acore based on present knowledge- he tries to desoribe worlde as much
beyond ours as we are bsyond the world of Frarklin's day. Smith is th: only auth-
or of realistio SF extent a: the presont - the truly realistic story i: the one
whioh you still admit is pouritle after you finish reading it.

Cordwsiner Smith is the answer to the rut SF ie in at the present, but he
may never be as populur as he deserves to be eimply because most resders of SF

are looking for neat, tight exrlanetions of impluusible super-inventiohs end
not for truely imaginative writing. and what to do about that I don't know. ALlLl
1 can say is: Moy you yukkish SF reeders, get ©ith it in the mind-oroggling NOV
Hey, Cordwainer Smith, start writing novele so I oen start onjoying bock=-form
SF again} ,

w
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Andrev-—-

(ot a copy of ALGOL 4 in a bundle from Seth Johnson., Noted you mentioned
that I could get the next sopy for a LoC, so hcre goes:

Reproduction was preety nice., In fact, auite legible. And I liked your
four color cover(counting white). I especially dug the illo for "In Search
Of Light".

And "Xn Search Of Light" was better than most fan fiction I've seen.
Altho, for some reason the last sentcnoce on the first page of it does bug me,
I quote: "Sufferibg azonizs, I passed out."

"Suffering agonies/? Good grief.

Aﬁ}ﬁ&ﬁ:’fﬁé~%ﬁ?ﬁ§'fambled on fairly well, until chapter 3, which left me
cold. Good idea, true, but it seems somehow it sould have becn written in a
manner more convincing,

As for comics, I couldn't agree more. “eminds me of the other day. I was
thumbing thru the magazine rack in a drug store, looking in vain for a copy of
F&SF, when this cat in his mid twentiexs walked in., Motorsycle jacket, old levis
hair hanging all over his eyes, pomade and dandruff d-ipring down the back of
his neck. W6ll, you get the picture. Of course, I need go no further. Needless
to say, without hesitation, he zerced in on the comic book rack.

0f course, POGO is a different story, but I won't go into that. I supposs,
in the purely technicsal sense, OGO is a comic. However...as for comic-book
fondom; I agree--a dead end. I want no part of it.

RE: Goldwater. If he wins, can anybody give me information on how to toke
out Canadian citizenship?

Nice looking zine.

Yours,
Robin "ood/Box 164/pmador City, Calirornia.

Tear Andy, 22 Maroh 1964

Maybe there'‘s something after all to the JWCJr, theory of editorializing,
Now if the next issue of ALGOL carried advertisements for slaves...

And I think you and your readers might be interested in a collecticn of
doocumented, unbelievably rsactionary and/br laughable GColdwater quotes coll-
ected by the ADA (1341 Conaectiocut Ave., N%, ‘ash. 6) ¥8It's entitled" through
the Looking Glass, Narkly", and it costs 50¢ I°ve never seen a man with Gold=-
water's ability to cut his throat with his own tongue. The best arguements
against conservatism remain the conservative's om statements.

Stay vell,
h; Boardman/592

Jo 16th Strseet/Brooklvn, ., 11218
111117777777 ///////////////////////,7//%//////////////////////////////////////,-'

This letter I will print verbatim. It takes the fugghead award of this issue-Al
Dear Andrew:

Hi! A postosrd isn’'t my idea of a real introduction but gosh, xuesse what
youse got, and I happen to have a card for a few remarks. Firstly, would you
like to correspond? Second, most teachers don't disserve the right to teach
us. Third, I don't remember that one, but I gotta Real l'ar, '68, with the
whole issue decated to THE WAR IN SPACE. Afew imusing prediotions. Also got
a Science Year '60 (or 59, they never mace it oclear) thats real gut.(gut is
german for good, youk'nw)An well, I gyﬁﬁy (0'boy) guess that after 1 tﬂﬂéﬂﬂ
(Auwnph) finish typing out #gf(o'come now) my return that gAg (*#7% *)(#) spoce
will be ran out of. So, Gut to meet you. (now you will kinf out who it is who
writes nutty potatoe cards
Clyde ¥uhn/615 racheco Blvd./Los Banos, Calir. 93636

1 guess it takes all kinds, doesn't it?- andrew porter.



WHY YOU*RE GETTIEG 1HIS:
( ) you contribed

( ) you LoC'ed
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() i want to trade
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3‘( ) I wapt some (more) artwork

( ) you might de interested in some-
thing ineide; LoC for nsxtish
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1.)
2.)

) intoreatigg? 15¢ for nextith

We regret to say thet the frivie and
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