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ALGOL 7

This is ALGOL 7, edited and published by Andrew Porter or Dicomfress, on an irreg-
ular basis. This is the special gee-look-how-big-we-are :ummer issue, dated July--
August. I hope to continue on the bi-monthly basis started last issue. ALGOL 7 is
available for Trade, Letter of Comment, Contrib, or 20¢., With ALGOL is published
FORTRAN, a journal of mundane topics, available seperately for 10¢ or with ALGOL
for 25¢. FORTRAN is published by Mike McInerney and rich brown Hare.

I also publish DEGLER!, a crudzine for APA-F, It is avai.able free to APA-F'ans,
5¢ by mail, 1¢ in person, Letter of Corment, or Trade with other self-confessed

crudzines.
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Manhatta: Mutte:ings...

What I do at 2 FISTF: meeting...
"Operator, I'd like to place a person to
person collec:. call to Trenton, New Jer-
ey, to Garry Deinderfer."

Brrring! Brrri.ng!

"He isn't the:re! saic Mike McInerney.
Click.

"Hello. Deindorfer here?

|"I have a person-to-person collect call

for you, Mr. Deindcefer. Will you accept
charges?" the operatour asked.

"Who'’s callinz?" asked Deindorfer.
"Silverberg," I said.

"Is that robe:t Silverberg?"

"No."Said I, " Thie s Andy Silverberg,
calling for the Claude Degler Science
Fiction Reader's Association."

Steve Stiles juietly cracked up.

"I-I'm sorry, Andy, b-but I can‘t accept
your call. Goodbye."

Click!
It may set my reputation back two months,
lbut it was werth it all=just for the qui-
(ver in his vcice.
Small world dapatmens...

e, and here I um, looking at some Stiles
!artwork, and T look out the window, and
there’s this juy welixing along, glasses,

'4cigarette, slouch. ..

!
|
H

("Can it be?" I thot in wonderment.

And, by Ghod, it wus! I know, because he
stopped in front of an art gallery, and
Hooked at a F:mbrant or two, and shook

| his head, anc waiked away.

S s0ev0s0o00000000 0
e co oo

! But he still has tc learn séme things.,
!Me» I don't cven looic at competition
' anymore., Saves my Fride, y'know.
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Your glorious editors' edress is down here, because he didn‘t
leave any room for it up above.
ANDREW PORTER/24 E. 82nd ST./New Yurik, NY
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Page 4. AIGOL 7 .
##%) Brief sumaetion of the Breen-Donsho Affair///by rich brown

I have conceeded to Andy Porter that there may be some fans who have not
already heard the complete details of the fued that has currently plunged all fandom
into war., I woild suggest that these fans(both of them) skip this article and thereby
save themselves much unnecessary grief. I will have at least two readers no matter w
what; one to soe if I've included my latest up-to-the-minute views(he will be disa-
ppointed) and one to see if I have remained objective in my reporting(he will not, I
hope, be dissapointed).

About a month after the 107th FAPA mailing, William Donaho, & member of the
Pacificon II Committee and a fan publisher of merit(HABBAKUK, etc.) issued a duplic-
ated publication titled THE GREAT BREEN BOONDOGGLE, in which he launched his attack
and justified the Pacificon II Convention Committee's subsequent action of dropping
Walter Breen, who is a fan of equal note (FANAK,etc.). The charge presented was child
molesting; the contention was that the committee could not take the responsibility of

allowing Walter to come to the convention because he might molest a young fan in att-
endance. The publication cited instances of indicative evidence and a report of one
fan(whose name still remains unknown) that he (or she) had caught Walter in the act,
80 to speak. It is also here that Donahc made his now-famous statement about not just
wishing to seperate Walter from the convention, but to "perform a surgical operation.
..seperating him from fendom." At the time, this was considered to be solely the work
of William Donaho(though authorship is never definitely stated in the publication it-
self), but, according to Alva Rogers, he was acting on behalf of the committee, so if
there is any blame it should fall on the entire committee and not just William Donsho.
This publicstion, otigina circulated to 18 or so fans, later republished and .
circulated to (by Donaho's count) about 50, divided fendom into two opposing camps; f
one, which wished to be rid of Walter Breen, and one which defended him. Much of the
evidence as it was presented in the Breen Boondoggle was demolished.; some of it has
never been questioned or defended. At first in MINAC, then in THE LOYAL OPPOSITION,
Walter Breen'’s side was presented. Reaction received ranged from denunciation of the
actions and resignation from the convention to complete indifference to totally anti-
Breen. In the 107th FAPA meailing, fourteen of twentyfive voters exercised their per-
ogative and blackballed Walter from the FAPA waiting-list. There were two petitions in
that mailing to overide the blackbzll; much post-mailing type materhl flew forth for
a wrile, presenting both sides of the picture; one of the petitions, Redd Boggs®’, re-
ceived more than the necessary number of votes---the total now (16 July 64) standing
at 41 of 65 possible-——-and Walter became a member with the 107th mailing.
Bruce Pelz, OE of kkmSAPS and one of the organizers of the FAPA blackball(also
the circulator of the other petition), called for a vote from SAPSmembers on whether
Breen should be allowed to continue his membership. At this date, I have no informati
ion as to what the results were, except to hear the rumor that Toskey and possibly a
few other members had resigned rather than vote: the deadline for votes was 1 July 64.
There is not much to add, except that few fanzines are coming out without some
sort of statement about the matter. I am happily able to report (most objectively)
that most of them are pro-Breen. The controversy still rages hotly in the Cult.

= = =rich brown, 1944

In case you did nop receive my last issue; you did not know my stand on the .
Breen-Pacificon scandal. My position is this: 100%Z behind Walter Breen. I am boy-
cotting the convention, though I had plannsd to go this year; this is not mainly
because of monetary reasons, but because I feel that the emotions generated in fan-
dom will make this year’s cénvention much more trouble prone than any before it, as
well as the possibility of a Cop=Con rather than an SF~Con,
- <Andy Porter
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A HIGALY IRTELLIGENT CONVERSATIOW CCNSIDERING CERTAIN ASPEGTS OF

T N e st e e 18 JPSIONEL AMACHIFERY, ® 6 & 8 & & &8 &

*This is our new psiomic machine,® our lical msd sclentist told me.
"Where?” mald I,
"On the table,"
ROhon
IR "You’ll notiss 1t has no power supply.”
E“ I oxemined tho table from all angles. I looked uider the teble. "By Georgs, yuu'‘re
B pight,® I said. “NHo power suprly."
~"Right. 1 he7e no way of supplying power to it."
"You meun you don't give it sry power?"
"That's right."
"Brem," seid I, Looking at the table. Thore war a0 power eupply. I cams to the
A oonolusion that 1o power wes going into “be psionis machinz, Bu: only after ocare-
Eﬁ:‘“ ful inspsotion.
"You'll mptiss it .has no wirizg and mo tabes,” ho said.
"Yos, you're right. Fo tubss or wiring;" I chanued aa I stered ut tho teble,
fuoino.ted by this marvel--this ocmbinetion of the miracles of modern saiencs
“ and the sneisat wkills af witchersft.
"Also, you oun soo it has no sovirg parts at all.”
I locked. Eothin;; woved. I eonnem the point,
"I oarefully buili% uap the meching,” he said. “"Thom I begsn to use dinﬁrm in
pleos of varicus components, Finally I bod nothing left but diagrams.
"I didn't know pedionio research hed gone so far,” said I.
"It hadntt upti) '1.d3d it. But I wemt etill furvier. I bsgen erasing the dia-
§rwn » until nothing' was Jeft." -
- “Ah," said I, "Ardi now what are you left witht” ,
" “"Hotbing,” the looal mad ‘soientist said.
+1 blinked. I looked at the table. Sure suocugh, &here was mnothing there. In spite
sof my ocareful inrpection, 1 had overlooked the fact that there wms pothing on, :
~the table. A case of not belng able te uos t}\e forest for

g
)

" 9By Qeorge, y_.ou'ro right." I nid."l‘hora 2 nothing thare."”
. "I.was hoping you'd ‘agree,” he said as o rubbed his valms _
" together with glec. "I needed an impartisl observer to ver- )
“Afy my cenolusions. Now I em osrtain thore is nothing there. ' ;
.1 have cmiad tLe loiame of plionica tc ite ultimate _
 etep." - .°
"I sort of cuapoctod i*t: would snd up likc: thie," T m’b].ed,,
: rouh!ng sver to touch the table where ncthing was.'
. "Don't!"™ shouted the mud suientist, grabliing my arm. "Don‘t
- you realize what nothing can ds o you?! For the love of God
“don't tcuch it." -
*i "You just said it was nothing." .
j,ﬁ- " ®But nothing has no atmospheria pressurs. if you touched it,
. the blood: im your finger would boil; who knows, perhaps it
., would even explode. You are soquanted wiih what haprens to
& man whex eixposed unproteoted to outer 6paoee, aren't yout®
I edmittod I wes.
-~ "But I would hardly think thet bntoh of' nothing. as you
have would do thet to' me,” I .lido J,_._,,. :
"Ard why not!" :
"As you Just said,” I 'told hin. it does nothmg If itidoes nothing, how
. oould it do some "& tomy finger?™ :
i f"‘!ou may 1ave & p ‘there. (s ahsed  ax! taueh 4¢, if you wish." _
1 4T looked at. it. l reaghed’ forward =y tim,or andihalted, My finger rested above
thn pils of nothing, quivering. I admit %, I was worried. Suppose it did
' ‘make the blood {m my finger toil?! True, nothing oan do mothing, but the very
- statement is a double negative, theroforo it implies smthig A paradox,
tha.t'. what we ahd on our hands.” S
.tioky mess, irdeed. I withdm =y fint,oro

#
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( Rebin Weood, that ia,)

“T4 gffeate me tho seme way," the mad. sc tentist saiaﬁ "it is an awo-enspu ing
taing, to have a pile of rothing on his kitchen tsble,"

"You mzy have a saientific first,” I said.

"T¢'s the ultimato psionic maohime," he said, proudly.

"Taet will you use it for?® :

%1 den't knowe Thure'’s not much onw can de with a pile of nothing.

"True,” 1,looked In fasoination at the table. 1t ves €till thare. Nothing.
Wo c£ct there drinlking veffeee, cerefully avoiding tha petch of nothing on the
table. God only koows whet powers nay hewe been unleached, had we touched it.
It i: & foarful thing, to sit with your slbow inches away from ebsolute noth-
ing. Ye: thoughts No came Lo, the . cemelas fgrythas, there was absglute:.y pothing
yoa ¢ould dotwith noth ing, Auo‘?:her doqbloa nag.a{:ivg.. tm‘f: we were usai to paras
doxes by this. tims,. s ;

“You seuid write.an ari‘;icle on it a\ip“msa.i ; ..aid' B SRR
"who weuld Buy $¢?7 ke said.” ' Sy A ’
‘Csun;‘mll night. H6 goes in for thatt {§6r%"of Ehinge" 2008 TIt A D

"Trup," 3aid the pad soientiszt, Mt if T gave him proof thet the ul’t‘imu
vsiphin mgohirie* 4y Hotning, ‘8o you £kl ke "2 buyr 184"y

"You 'mey be Fight 3 3 spfde "I Suspast 1t2has) thermronyy slan.. for }u., magazina«
JIf el his. rée.deié Adsoovered thas: the ultimate psienis maehine mm(unted 18O g
nothing, hevd heve to turn to scnebhing else.”  baon nbn (LAY . madadw | Lot
"yt lcoks hopulers.”

"Ferheps: yow cbuld@ wpike 1t upsasisl 1otion‘.-}’r.‘-.t_-‘ BMEESE P ety o frln Tevena
"Rionten? Y ie cagnd o et avloV odT Diysed :!e.;'; aade o Jan? E"-;,;.!"t‘:’t.' L Sk wats
"T h'f n‘lt?" blasg ve ; f_‘_f,-___ it -4 aveak ol = m i ] "
“Eub I've pever written any fictiano T voulda' know shors to begite I'd need’
ohgorog em. I'd reed a, ‘maro. ¥ho uld I urlte ,11: aboﬁ:f"

L
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ALGOL 7

Short

Story by

#Richard Wilson*

Have another drink, Gyubi, Woof! I wish I had your double gullet, Pal-I'd
use the lined one for pouring down this Venturan varnish of yours. If you ever
get to Earth, Gyubi, look me up. I‘1l buy you a real drink-something you'll want
to pour down the gullet you taste with, As a matter of fact...but I'11 get to
that later. A story goes with it, as they say.

I was teiling you why we stopped building spaceships. The first onz up from
Eaith crashed, you know. That was because when it reached The Barrier it tried to
blast through it with its forward rockets, It got warned, then it want sut of
control, Crashed, all hands dead.,

The second ship went up mad as hornets. Cautious, though. Cruised around,
looking and listening. Thet‘s when they heard The Voice, the telepathic one that
sald nobody was to leave Earth until they said so.

The Federated Planets-we call it the Federation now-put it as tactful as &ixx
they cculd but what they put was that us Earth people had a long way to go be-
fors we'd be worthy of traveling outside our own air, We had all those bad things
they didn’t want rubbing off on them, So Earth was proscribed. You knowsnobody :
allowed in or out-especially out. 2

Well, you know how it is when somebody tells you you can't do something.
Maybe you never cared particularly whether you did it or not, but the minute
thoy tell you you can’t, you want to, in tha worst way, Like a thing ws had
aonce czlied Prohibition.

So we iried every way we knew Lo get a ship through the barrier. We tried
mass breaks, hoping one of many would meke it, maybe ¢n an end run. But The
Barrier was everywlere,

It vasn't a solid thing, that Barrier. It was like you were dropped intoc a
lifanet., You‘d go in & certain distance and it‘d spring you back out. Hall of a
sensation,

Along about that time scmebody discovered invisibility, so we tried that.
Sent up a spaceship disguised as an intercoatinental rocket. It leveled off in
a long cloud bank, then headed up. No go. It got bounced,too,

A bunch of amateurs at Voomera sent up a moon rocket one day. An unmanned,
rerniote=control, instrument packed job. It got to the moon all right-through
The Barrier-but nobody paid much attention. It landed nicely and sat there on
the edge of Aristarchus sending back aignals till the power ran out. Bui we
knew all about the moon already and nobody wanted to go there. We wanted at the
Fedazration.

Then the Asien bloc perfected telekinesis., The Anplo-Americans huffles ar-



ound a bit, then ate humble pie and bought in, That wes the Triple-A try-imeric-
an ship, British skipper, and take-off from an Asian telekinetic field, It work-
ed like all the others-a big flop. They aimed the thing at a point a hundred
thousand miles past The Barrier. The ship dissppearad from the field 21l right,
and everybody slapped each other on the back., But a couple of minutes later there
was the ship back again Just where it started from, shivering & bit, The crew
came out groggy, holding their heads. They didn't know what happened extept that
they felt the same old sling-shot effect of being bounced out of a net. And some=
thing ‘extra this time, Every man-jack of them had a migr&-ine hesdache tb:—:d, lested
a week, AREI{ T

|~

Well, that wab l-the m:lt, ’We ‘didn’t try afte athat,, We pava 35,
Licked. L 83805 aov0 5n id 3 Ael N Liaded ¥ 5 e Aeglatd F , ;
“ xa') wr bolm 1led ad Aawe-dd ba '
Then how come I°’m sitting here in a ifxmsaloon on Ventura v yarnmg abgut it?
That's a"fair'cuestion. Let*s have @nhother drinig ﬁrat,; Gyubd, wld pal. &nd tq=r
I'11 tell you. how I outsmarted you'and youryerondes in the Federa%iono

Yes, 'me,’ j:af‘sonally"laall Ly iy lonesomm b 40 oo don o1 uot we

SakieT oy to svedima yllaniros-wik ey 1. ey eueldim ol a

Well, after ‘the Triple=A (tirgudot. thmwn ~for aabas,:&paceghlpq were s drug
on the ﬁiarkét. They put ‘tHamitnumothball o-agvingefaces you Jdmow, ‘pretending thay
didn't“axists Aftep drfew pdars;ivhen theyigotiideassensitives they put them up
for salen There weren“t many takers but they were so cheap I bought one.

Aoty L asde aalidyne Jogs 3 nblb syebaet ‘batw 8'noldwisbed edi vl

“I'was’ 4 Prtepeontinentad tradesghens Teleklueais hadn’'tygatten Btax'tei comm--
ercially yet? Thoséspaces jobs uoren'uﬁhatlyouﬁdmlldg,gonomkwl on | fzuel bat wien
you ccnverted them they held about three times as muchaeargo a’s_an irrtercona And
they were so dirt-cheap 18 figu.red I cuold afford the upkeepo . |

raveddaw 41 dyndy brswod qu Dabied amw o:-qe ol ¥ @id

‘1" made ‘eut/ pretty’ M +Sémectompimies s/ ‘ness o Jzé

.

shipped by mé Hst’ for'the rwigtsotmwh«p £

th335W%%WiMsudm byl Bpacesoy 015 ‘t )

ship, ‘But I 81Waye'had" the feslaigrtherFedervoy ofyer 1l bl -
ation wae WA clﬁ!lg’ﬁ&}t ‘barotiedsbackiand: efqmes & (Aad ] ;}t:

forth®accross the' Padifiey assdf I wab goingls odwars «\\hi

to make another ﬁ-:!t Wr omwmwon 213540 B sl
N geds es nsw o gid 3o ad of ;’«w\';d:?" i

I always went 80100 The pacer was so sim- : '

ple to"handle 1’ dilin™ needa Coxpilot’. AndrD | o 07
passengers were against regulationsirow Jorfonc’ nl 13 3S

“-,
, s

1'd deliveréd's dozen ghoss dons of ly-
wheels, or mousetraps or corkscrews, I forget
what, to Singapore and the customer tossed a
big party which naturally I went to. It got
late and I tried to ease off but when the cus-..
tomer suggestes _orig- for-t hdd-to-go
along with ft, He must ‘have laced that one so_ -
it'd laet all the way to Calj 2 because & : T e
when I set the-autopilo Lot -for Muroc it we¥ stric- e e ===
tly a blind Jﬁb« o;f iu«wwﬁ-;"ﬁé and the spacer, baroom.” -’-=--“=:“~'-- & 56

Well, that was ito - Bai

Next thing I knew I wag out smnewhere"beyond M“”rs....., “'f:



Seared the hell out of me when I cane to, still boozy. The spacer wes in
free fall, headed clean out of the solaer system, when the Federation ship puil-
ed alongside. I pulled myself together as best I cuold. Drank a quart of millk,
straightened my collar, and prepared to receive boarders. Or get blasted to king-
dom come.

But no0, They were all kowtowy and if-you-please. I1'd busted through their
Barrier but they were too flamboozled tc imow it was &n accident so they figured
they were licked and offerec terms. To me, As if I was the representative of Barth
and this was all a carefully worked-out plan. :

0f course I played along; I signed the compact that opened them up to trade,
Me, an old intercon skipper, on behalf of Earth; but so hung over that only a 1ot
of static filtered through to their mind readers. '

That’s all they were, Gyubi, you old barfly-mindreaders and hypnotists. And
that's all their Barrier was, 8 vaudeville trick.

Sure I ¥now you're not one of them, Gyubi. They're the robber barons anc
your people are the suckers, even if you are nominally members of the Federaticn.
They had anice racket-trade concessions on all twenty-seven inhabited plenets
this side of the Coal Sack-and they didn't want any of it lost to a emarter op-
erator. That was us, on Earth, getting ready to take the glant step into spece.

Naturally the Federaticn’s mind readers didn't spot anything when I purched
the leftover button on my ccntrol panel and put the ship into spucedrive, It wes
my finger that did that, plue the one for the road; far as my mind knew, I was
punching for Nuroc, California.

Then by the time the spacer was headed up toward the stars it was toolate.
I'd passed out, and there just wasn't any mind for the mind readors to read or
the hypnotists to toss the big Barrier vhammy at. Why am I telling you this? Well.,
you figure it out, Gyubi. Why are you still exploited by the Fedaration? 3ecause
they cen read your mind-outfinagle you every single time. What you need, pal, is
an antidote. Happens I have a sample right here. Yes, sir-Singapore Sling, btoti.-
led in the full three-fifihs quarts sizz, only ten venturas the bottls. It goeu
right to work building a static field noc hymotist, no mind reader ceaa penetraie,
This is the equalizer, the way to be as big a man as they are.

You'll take a case? Smart boy, Gyubi. You won't regret kkit. Look at me- =
living testimonial to the way this product works.

w—mentRichard Wilson®

.’
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Page 12, ALGOL 7

A8 Tarzan swung north egain upon his widc oirclo the scent of the Conangani
care to his nostrils, mixod with the aorid odor of wood smoko. The ape-man moved
cuickly in the direction from which the scent wns borne down to hin on the ; entle
night brccze. I'rcsently the ruddy sheen of a great fire filtored through thce fol-
iage to him uhead, and +hon Tarzen comc to ahalt in the trecs near it, ho saw a
party of half a aozen black warriors huddled close to theblaze. It ving evidently
a hunting rarty from the village of ‘bongs, tho chief, eaught out in the Jurilo
after dark., In a rudc eircle about thor thcy hed oonstruoted a thorn bona vhich,
=ith tho aid of the fire, thoy apjarently horod would discourage the advances of
the larger caornivora.

That hope was not conviction was evidonced by thc very palpable fmxterror
in whioh they orouched, wide-oyed and trembling, for already Numa and Sabor were
moening through the jungle toward them. There worc other oroatures, too, in the
shadows beycnd tho firelight. Tarzen could see their yellow eyes flaning therc.
The blacks saw them and shivercd. Then one arose and grasping a burning branch
from the fire hurled it at the eyes, which immediately disseappeared. The black
sat down again., Tarzan watched and saw it was several minutes beforo the eyes
began to rearpear in twos and fours.

Then came Numa, the lion, and Sabor, his mate. The other syesscattered to
right und left before the menacing growls of the great cats, and then the huge orbs
of the mon-eaters flamed alone out of the darkness. Some of the blacks throw them-
selves upon thoir faces and moaned; but he who had before hurled the flaming br-
anch now hurled another straight at the faccs of the hungry liomns, and they, too,
diseppeared as had the lesser lights before them. Tarzan was rmach interestod. He
sav anew reason for the nightly firos maintained by thc blacks--a roason in add-
ition to thoso conneoted with warmth and lighting and cooking. The beasts of the
jungle feared fire, and so fire was, in a measurs, aproteoction from them. @Tarzan
himself knew a ocertain awe of fire. Once he had, in investigatdng an abandoncd
fire in the village of the blacks, picked up a live coal. Since then he had main-
tained a respeotful distance from sush fires as he had seon. One experience had
sufficed,

For a few ninutes after the blackhurled the firebrand no eyes epreared, tho
Tarzan could hear the soft padding of feet all around him. Then flashed once more
the twin fire spots that marked the return of the lord of the Jjungle and a moment
later, upon a slightly lower level, there aprearcd those of Sabor, his mate.

For some timo they remained fixed and unwavering--a constellation of fierce
stars in the jungle nipht--then the male lion advenced slowly toward the boma,
where allbut a single black still orouched in trembling terror. "hen this lone
guardian saw that Numa was again aprroaching, he he threw another firebrand, amd,
as before, Nura retroatod and with him, Sabor thec lioness; but not so far, this
time, nor for so long. Almost instantly they turned and began ciroling the Roma,
thoir eyes turning constantly toward the firelight while low, throaty growls
ovidencod their inereasing displeasure. Beyond the lions glowed the flaming eyes
of the lesser satelittes, until the jungle was shot all around the black men's
camp with 1ittle spots of fire.

Again and again the black warrior hurled his puny brands at ths two big oats;
But Tarzan noticed that Numa paid 1ittle or no attention to them after the first
few retrcats. The ape-man knew by Kuma's voio8 that the lion was hungry and sur-
mised that he had made up his mind to feed upon a Gomangonij but would he dare a
oloser sprroash to the dreaded flames?

Even as ‘the thought was passing in Tarzan's mind, Numa stopped his restless
pacing and faced the boma. For a moment he stood motionless, except for the quick,
nervous upourving of his tail, then he walked deliberately forward, while Sabor
moved restlessly to and fro where he had left her. The black man oalled to his
companions that the lion was coming, but they were too far gone in fear to do more
than huddle closer together and moan more loudly than before.
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2E AN ry roar, foiltowed Dy m swift charge, “ithe gingle bound the sa
oge bevr{ cleared the bome wnll as, with almost ecual agility, ‘the warrior sloar-
cd it uron the oprosite sice end, chancing “he dangers 1urking in “he darknoss,
vaulted for the ncarest tree.

Mume wos out of the boma almost es scon mas he wes insidec it; but as hc wont
back over the low thorn wnll, ho took a sorsaming negro with him. 'ragging his
victimn aleny; the ground he ~nlfec boclk towerd “abor, the lioness, vho Joined him,
and the tvo continucd into the blackness, their savago grovles minzling with the
piercing shrieks of the doomecd snd terrificd man,

At a little distance from the tlaze thc lions halted, there énsued o short
suocesgicn of unusually vieious growls and roars, during whioch thc ories and noans
of the black man ceased==forever.

Frcsently Numa rearrveared in the firelight. He made a second trip into the
Boma and the former grisly tragedy wes reenacted with snother howling vietim.

Tarzan rosc and stretched lazily. The ontertainment was beginning to bore
hir. He yavmed and turned upon his way toward the clearing where the tribe would
be slevping in the encireling trecs.

Yet even whon he had found his  femilier orotch and curled himself for slum-
oer, ‘ho felt no desire to clscp.' For a long time he lay awake thinking and drean~
ing. fAe looked intd the heevens ard wetched the moon and stars. He wondered vhat
they wore ‘and what power kept them from falling. Fis was an inquisitive mind.
slways he had boen full of ouostions concerning all that passed around him; but
tho:*e never had bcen one to answer his ouestions. In childhood he had wanted +to
know, and, denied almost all knowledgo, he still, in manhood, was filled with
The groat, unsetisfaied curiosity of a ohild.

He was nevor cuite content merely %o perccive that thinge happened=--he de-
eiesd to know why they haprencd. He wanted to know what made things go. The ses-
ret of 1ife "‘interested him immcnsely. The miracle of death he ooculd not cuite
fathom. Upon innumerable oocesions he had' ‘investigated the internal mechanism
of his k1lls, and once or twice he had opened the chest cavity of viotims in
tine to see the heart still beating.

He had learned from experiencc that a knife thrust through this orgsn breu-
ght immediate death nine times out of ten, while he might steb an antagoniet in-
numereble times in othor places without even disebling him. And so he had ocome
to think of the heart, or, az he called it, "the red thing that breathes) as the
gesat end origin of life.

The brain and its functions he did not comprehend at all. That his eense
percepticns wers transmitted to his brain and there translated, classified, and
labeled was somathing quite beyond him. He ‘thought that his fingers knew whcn they
touched something, that his eyes knew when they saw, his ears when they heard,
his noss when it scented.

He comnsidered his throat, epidermis, and the hairs of his head as the three
principal seats of emotion. ithen Kala had besn slain a peculiar ‘ochoking sensa-
tion had posessed his throats eontact with nisteh, the snake, imparted an unpleas=-
ent sensation to the skin of his whole body; while the approach of an enemy mede
the hairs on his scalr stand ereot.

Imagine, if you can, a ochild filled with the wondres of nature, bursting
with queries and surrounded only by bessts of the jungle to whom his question-
ings were as strange as Sanskrit would have been. If he asked Gunto what made
it rain, the big old ape would but gaze at him in dump astonishment for en in-
stent and then return to his interesting and edifying search for fleass and when
he auestioned Mumga, who was very old end cghould have been very wise, but wasn't,
as to the reason for the slosing of sertain flowers after Kudu had deserted the
sky, and the opening of othears during the night, he was surprised to discover
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Chet 'umga had never noticed these interesting feots, thcugh she could tell %o
an inoh just whero the fattest  rdbworm should Le hicings

To Tarzan those things woere wonders. They appeslled to his intclleet and
to his imagination. He saw the flowers clos~ and open; he saw ccrtain blocms w
which turned their faces always towerd “he sung he saw lesves vhich noved whon
there was no breoczc; he saw vines orawl 1ikn living thinys up the boles and over
the branches of grete troes; and to Terunn of tha dpes the flowors end the vines
abd the trees were living creatures. e ofton tallked to them, o5 he talked to
Goro, the moon, mnd I'udu, thc sun, end always was he disarrointed “hat thoy did
not reply. He asked them nucstions; but they could not answer, though ho ¥nor
that the whispering of the lecaves was the language of the lcaves--they talked
with one another. The vind ho sttributed to the trees and grasses. Flo thought
that they swaycd themsolves to and fro, oreatin;, the wind...The rain he finally
attributed to thc stars, tho moon, and the suns but his hypothesia was entirely
unlovely and unpoetical.

Tonight as rarzan lay thinking, there sprang to his fertile imegination an
sxplanation of the sters and moon. le became quite exoited about it. Taug was
gleeping in o nearby orotsoh. Tarzaen swung ovor beside him.

"Taug!" he oried. Instantly the groat bull was awake and bristling, sensing
danger from the nooturnal summons. "Look, Taug!"exclaimed Tarzan, pointing toward
the stars. "See the eyes of Numa and Sator, of Sheeta end Dango. They wait around
Goro to leap in on him for the kill. See the eyes and nose and mouth of Goro.

And the light that shines on his face is the light of the great fire he has bui-
1t to frighten away Xuma and 3abor and Dango and Sheeta.

"All about him are the eyes, Taug, you can sece them} Rut they do not ccme
very olose to the fire--there are few eyes olosc to Goro. They fear the fire!
Some night Numa will be very hungry and very angry--then he will leap over the
thorn bushes which enoircle Goro and we will have no more light after Fudu .“
secks his laire~the night will be blaok with the blacknoss that comes when Goro
is lazy and sldeps late into the night, or when he wanders through the skioes by
day, forgetting tho jungle and its people.”

A meteor fell, blazing a flaming way through the eky."Look!" oried Tarzan.
Goro has thrown e burning branch at Numa.”

Taug grumbled. "Numa is down below," he said. "Numa doss not hunt above the
. trees,” Rut he looked ouriously enc a little fearfullyat the bright sters abovo
him, as though he sww them for the first timo, and doubtless it was the firset
time that Taug had ever seen the stars, though they had been in the sky abome him
every night of his life. Taug fidgeted and was nervous. For a long time he lay
sleeplesss, watching the sters--the fleaming eyes of the beasts surrounding Goro,
the moor==Goro, by whose light the apes danoced to the beating of their earthen
drums. If Goro should be eaten by Kuma there could be no more Dum=Dums. Taug
was overwhelmed by the thought. He glanced at Tarzan half fearfully. sut now
laug was worried, and he fell asleep again still thinking of theo strange words
of his fellow,

The following day he thought of them again, and without any intention of
disloyalty he mentioned to wunto what Tarzan had suggested about the eyes surr-
ound{ng Goro, and the possibility that sooner or later Numea would charge the
Yoon and devour him. Gunto bit a sliver from a horny finger aksland recalled the
fact that Tarzan had once said that the trees talked to noe another, and Gozan
recounted having seen the ape-man dancing alone in the moonlight with Sheeta,
the panther. They did not know that Tarzan had roped the savage bcast end tied
him to a tree before he came to earth and leaped about before the rearing cat
to tantalize him,

Others told of seeing Tarzan ride upon the baok of Tantor, the elephant;
of his brifging the black boy, Tibo, to the tribe, and of the mystorious things
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'"Tarzan is not an arpe,” said Cunto. “lie will bring Numa to eat us, as he
. is bringing him tc eat Goro. o should kill him."
Imodiately Taug bristled. Fill Tarzoni ""irst you vill kill Taug,"he de-
claercd, and lumbered off tosearch for food.

Put othcrs jddned the plotters. iAmong them wes Teeka; but her voiee vas
not raised in furtherancc of the plan, Instead, she bristled, showin; her fangs,
and aftorward she went in search of Tarzans but she oculd not find him, as he
vas roaming far afield in segnoh.ef meat. She found anggﬁggpugh, and told him
what the others were planning, and the greta bull starped upon the rround and
roered, Soveral miles away Tarzan of the ipes lolled upon the groat head of
fantor, tho elephant. He soratched beneath the great ears with the point of a
sherp stick, and he talked to the huge pachyderm of everything which filled hie
bleck thatohed head. Little, or mnothing of what hec said did Tantor understend;
but Tentor is a good listener. Swaying from side to side he stood there enjoying
the companionship of his friend, the friend he loved, and absorbing the delic~
jous sensations of the soratching.

¥uma, the lion, caught the scent of men, and warily stalked it until he
came within sight of his prey upon the head of the mighty tusker; then he turned,
growling and mutterding, avway in:search of nore propitious hunting grounde, Tar-
zan strefshed back ixzkXgyluxuriously, lying supine at full length along the rough
hide. :

"Tantor," said Tarzan presontly, "turn and feed in the direction of ‘the tribe
of ¥Yorehak, the grmkkgreat aps, that Tarsan may ride home upon your head with-
out walking. The tusker turnod and moved slowly off aiong a broad, tree arched

. trail, pausing odcasionally to pluck a “ender branch, or strip the edible bark
from an adjacent tree. Just before they errived at the clsaring from the zaorth
thers roached it from tho south another f{igure--that of a woll knit black warrior.
Yet he passcd boneath the southermmost sentrythat wa: posted in a great tree
cormanding the trail from the south., The ape permittec the Gomandonnl %o pass
ummclested, for he saw that he was alone; but the moment that the warrior had
entered the olearing a loud "kreeg-ahi" rang out from behind him, irmediately
anewered by a chorus of replies from different directions as the great bulls
orashed through the trees in answer to the summons of their fellow.

The blaokman halted at the first ory and looked about him, But Balubantu
wag no coward. He heard the apes all about him; he knew that esoape was prob-
ably impossible, so he stood iis ground, his epear ready in his hand and a war
ory trembling on his lips. He would sell hie 1ifo dearly, would tulabantu, uc-
derohief of the village of Lbonga, the ohiefl.

Tarzan and Tantor wre but a short distance away when the first ory of ths
sontry rang out through the ocuiet jungle. Like a flash the ape-man loared from
the elephant's back to a nearby tree and was swinging rapidly in the direstion
of the clearing before the eohocs of tho first "Krecg-eh" had diad away. "hen
he arrived he saw a dozen bulls cirocling a single Gomungani. 7ith a blood=-curd=-
ling soream Tarsen lept to the attack. ‘that had the Gomangani done?

Tarzan asked the nearest ape. No, the Gomangeni iiad harmed no one. Gozan,
being on watch, ked scen him ocoming through the fores®; and had warned ths tribe-
-that 7wes all, The spe-man pushed through the circle of bulls, none of which
had yet worked himself into sufficient fury for a charge,and came where he had
a full and elose view of the black. He recocgnized the man instantly. Only last

. night he had seen him faoing the syes in the darkness, while his fellows had $
groveled in tho dust at his feet, too terrified even o defend themselves. Here »
was a brave man, and Tarzan had deep admiretion for bravery. Even his hatred of
the blaoks was not so strong a passion as his love of ocourage. !le turmed to the
apes. "Go baok to your feeding," he said,jend lot the Gomangani go his way in
Feace.



He has @0t harmed us, end last might I eew hin {ighting Numa ezd Sevor w=d®
fire, alene in the jungle. He is brave. Why should w2 kill cue wko is brave and
who has mot attasked ws? Let him go."

The apes growled. They wore displemeed. "Kill the Gomeagenil" oried one.
"Yos," roared another, “kill the Gomangeni and the Tarmangeni as well.”

7411 the white apel® soreamed Gosar, "he is mo cpe a® all; but a Gomene
geni with his skin off.®

K111 Terzanl®™ bollewed Cumbo. "Kill: Killi Eille®

The bulls wors now indeed working themeelves into tha frensy of sleughter:
but szuinst Tarsan rather thon the black men. 4 shaggy form chargod through them,
hurling thoss it came in contaot with %o one side as a atrong mam might scatter
ohildron. It was Teug——great, sevage Teug. "Who saeys ‘kill Terzen®?® e dewsn-
ded, "Sho kills Tursan must kill Taug, tco. Fho cen kill Taug? Teug will tear
vour insSdas frow you and feed them to Dengo.”

"¥e spm kill you all," roplied CGuntc. "There ars meny of ue end few of you,"
and ko was right. Tsug kmewitis but neitker of the apes would admit such a poes-
ibilitYO . ;

Gunte oeme, stiff-legged, close to Terzen and saiffed at him, with bared
faugs. Tarsan rurbled forth a low, merscing growl. Soemer or later one bull
would close with enother and then the whole hidecus pack would be %$earing amd
ronding at thelr prey.

Balubsntn oculd not, of course, understand apything wbioh passed betwoen
Tergzn snd the apes; but hs saw thet Tarian and one of the larger bully were in
argunent with tho others. He guessed, though it sesmed improbable, thai they
aight bs defendizg him, He knew that Tarcen had once spared the life of Mbonga,
the ohief, sc thab it was mot impousible that he would help Balubartu; but how
ke oould soccmplish it Balubtsntu could net gusnas dor as n matter of fact ocouid
Teirsan, for the odds againet him were too great.

Gunte snd the othera were slowly foreing Tarzen and Teug back toward Balu-
bantu. Thay juew that Tarsen was different. Tarsen knew it tooj but he was glad
that he wss--he wns & msa3 that he had learmed frem his picturebooks, annd he was
very proné of tho distIBdticm. Pregontly, though, he would be a doad man.

Gunte was preparing to charge. Then it would be over. Something moved among
the verdure at the opposite side of the jlen. Tarzan-saw it just as Guato, widh
the terrifying mpgory of a challenging ape, eprang forward, Tarzan voioced a poo-
uliar onll ard then erouched to mest the assault. Taug orouched too, and Balu-
benti, essursed now that these two were fighting upon his side, coushed his spear
ard sprang botwesn them to receive the first charge of the ensmy. |

Simultezecusly a huge bulk broke into the clearing from the jungle behied
the cherging bulls. The trumpeting af a mad tusker rose shrill above the ories
¢f the anthropoids, es. Tantor, the elephant, dashed swiftly acoross the clearing
to the aid of his friend. Gunto never closed upon the epe-men, nor did a fang
enter flesh upon either side. The terrific reverberetion of Tentor?’s challenge
sont the bulls sourrying to the trees, jabbering snd scolding. Taug rushed of T
" with them, Only Tarzen and Baluhantu remaimed, The black had the courage to face
2 certain and horrible deatl beside ome who had evidently dered death for hima.

But it was a surprised Gomangani vwho saw ths mightyelephant come to a sudden

halt in front of the epe-mam and caress 1im with his long, simsous trunk. Tar- .
an turned toward the black man. "Goi"™ he said in the languege of the apes, and

pointed in the direction of the village of Wbonga. Balubantu understood the gest~
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him until he disippeared. ‘Then he said to the eleophant: "Fiok nwo upl® apd the
tusker swung him lightly % his hesd. “Tarzen goos to his lair by the grast
wator," shoutsd the ape-man to the apes in the trees. "ALL of you aro more foolish
then Maenu, except Taug end Tooka. Taug and Toeks may come to pee Terzen; btut the
others must stay ayay. Tarsan is dome with the tribe of Rerchek."

Before the night fell Taug killed Gunto, picking a quarrel with him over
hies attack upon Tarsan.

For ¢ moon tho tribe saw nothing of Tersan of the Apes. Many of them prob-
ably never gave him a thought; but there wore those who missed him more then
Tarzan imagined. Taug and Toocke often wiched he was back, and Toug deternined
a dogen times to go and visit Tarzan in his soceide lalr; ut first ome thing
and thon enother interfered.

Cne night when Taug lay sleepless looking up gt the starry heevems he recall-
od the etrange things that Tarzon omoe suggosted to him--that tho bright spots
wore the eyos of the moat-caters walting in tho derk of the jungle sky to leap
upon Goro, tho moon, end devour him. The more he thought about this metter the
mere perturbsd he became. And then 4 styangs thing happened. Even es Teug looked
at Goro, one edge disscppeared, prooisoly abu shough scumething wore gnawing upon it.
Lerger and larger bogsme the holo smi%he ‘side of Goro. Vitha soroan, Taug lcap-
od to his foet., His fremsied rgroog-shs!® brought the torrified %ribe corcaming
and ohattering voward hiwm. . ' bit : :

" ooki® oried Taug, pcinting at the moon. "Look! It ‘is as Tarzan saild. Koo
has sprung through the fires and ig devouring Gorg. You callod Tarzen names
and drove him from ths tribes now goe how wise ko was. Lot one of you who bated
Tarzan go to Goro's aid. Soe the eyes. iu the dark jungle 1l abcet Gore. He: is
in danger and noxe can help him--zome bul Tavgan. Soon fioro will be dewoured by
Fuma epd we will have MO mMOI9 Light %o dance %he Dum~Dum by.” The epes tremblod
ond whimpered."Co end bring Tersani®.orisd ome, and thon' they ell took up the
ory of "Tarsani”"Bring farsan!™"He will scve Goro.” But who ~¥as o Yravel the
dark jungle by nigat %o fotch nim? . . . . S : L

"1 w111 go," wvoluntoered Taug, and en jnstent later he was off through e
Stygien gloom towerd the listle land-louked harbor by tho soa. And ag the tribe
vaited they watohed the slow devouring ‘of “the moon. Alrosdy ¥ama hed eaton out
a great semi-oircular piecc. A% &n&mw&o would ©e gone by the time Kudu
oeme agaln. Tho apes trembled at thol thought of perpetual derkneas by aights. .
They eould no® sleep. Restlessly théy-moved hare and there among the breumghos,
of treos, watshing Huma of the okies ot his deadly fosst, and liastening for ths
Oming ot Ira“s with Tarsai. /J . LLc no bed f P - 5"

o &

Goro was noarly gome vhon tho. apss heard the sounds of the approach through’
the treos of the two they ewaited, and »resently Tereau, folloved by Taugs SwWung
into e nearby iree. fhe aps-Tan wsmted. 20 time in jdle words., In his hand was his
long bow and at nis baak hupg e qulyer i’uﬁ},of arrows, poisscnsd arrows that hs
hed octolen from tho village of the Dlacksj just as ho had stolen the bow. UP
into a groat tree he climbad, highre end highre until he stood swaying uwpcn.a
orall 1imb whioh bemt low bonesth his waight. Hore he had a cleer and uncbastyme~
%od Tiow of the heavens. He eaw Goro and the inroads thoe hungry Fume hed made
into his shining surfece. Ralsing 2is face %o ths moon, pargan shrilled forth
his hideous challenge. Faintly and frot efar ceme tho roar of an apswering licn.
The apes shivored. Numa of the skies hed gnewored Tarsen.

Then the gpo-men fitted an arroe Yo his bow, ond drawing the shaft far back,
aimod its point at the hoart of Hema where ho lay in the hosvons devouring Goro.
Thero wes o loud twang as the relesced bolt shot imto the derk hogvens. Again
and agein did Tarsar of the Apes jeunch his errows at Fuma, gnd all tho while
the apes of ths tribie of Rerohak muddled together ir torror. At lash camo a ery
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from Teug. "Look! Look!" he sureamed."Nuus 18 kiiied, Tarsa: nas Kitled Huma.

See!l Goro is emerging from thc belly of Numa," and, sure ¢u¢ u;;h. the moon was

gradually emerging from whatever had devoured her, whether :t wac Numa, the

lion, or the shadow of the sarth; but were you to try to corvince an ape of the

tribe of ¥erchak that it was other than Numa who so nearly cevoured Goro that

night, or that another than Tarzan prescrved the brilliant god of their savage

and mysterious rites from a frightful death, you would havc had difficulty~-=-

and a fight on your hands.

And so Targzam of the Apes came back to the tribe of Ks: chalr, and in his
coming he took a long stride toward the kingship, whioh he vltimately won, for
nov the apes looked up to him as a superior being.

In all the tribe there was but one who was at all ske>tical about the
Plausability of Tarszan's remarkable rescue of Goro, and tkat one, strange as it
may seem, was Targan of the Apes.

A Tarzan of the Apes story by Cdgar Rice Burroughs. * ¢ : = s s & = »

This story was edited in several places for reasons of liritec space. It foll-
ows the toxt of the story as printed im Ace Books, #F=208, which in turn foll-
ows the text of the story as published originally in 1919, :ow in publioc domain,

(3 .
..

sssdsasIae:

LE TF

Ezra Pound, James Joyce, Dylan Thomas, Christopher Fry, James Branch Cabell,
Robinson Jeffers, EREddison, William Hope Hodgson, Lord Dursany, and E.E. Smith,
Ph.D.

Yes, and Edgar Rice Burroughs. What is the congruous €lement among all these
writers? Well, if it weren't for the inclusion of Burrough::, I could say, "Why,
the wonderful rich style of prose (or poetry) they've all pot on them," or scme-
thing. Unfortunately, Burroughs' prose style is not in the same league with the
rest, not even with Doc Smith. ERB contented himself (and just as well, toco) with
a worimanlike prose and concentrated on telling a story as well as he could, which,
(save for some unfortunate and recurring plot tricks) was jretty darn well, I guess
the only common denominator is that I happen to like all tlese writers very much.

To Justify my placing ERB in such. august company, I dcuby that I could go to
a better text than JUNGLE TALES OF TARZAN, which, as it is a collection of twelve
short stories, is mercifully free from most of the devices Bur:roughs found necess.--
ary in telling his longer stories.

Furthermore, most of the stories take place entirely vithin the framework of
Tarzan's life with the great anthropoid apes of the tribe of Kerchak--and as no
such animals as Burroughs' "geskk great apes" exist s he hac the great advantage in
writing about matters in which he was a greater expert thar =nyone else. (For who
knows more about any imaginary beings than their creator?) I pesrsonally feel that
of al] Burroughs' many creations, the Great Apes are his mcst real.

But the greatest advantage these stcries have over suci other fine Tarzan books
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as TARZAN OF THE APES and TARZAN AND THI ANT MEN is that hey are in miniature the
basic story of man and his slow conquest over the savage 'orld he has been thrown
into, a pattern not so clear in the first Tarzan book bec use of the necessities of
exterior plot that makes the latter part of the book less satisfactory. Once the
basic necessary elements for the telling of the story of Tarzan are accepted—-his
having been brought up by a tribe of apes without turning into a wild thing intell-
ectually stunted, his having taught himself to read an un!nown language purely from
picture books and a dictionary, his sturdy retention of a basically noble character
by heredity--we can allow ourselves to discover that thesc stories are surprisingly
rich in wit and even in a certain kind of real wisdom, of real insight into human
nature,

On the other hand, that may be laying it on a bit too thick. Burroughs attempts,
frequently with success, to explain in some detail the im:ginary background to his
creations, as when he creates a language for the great apcs that goes to many hun-
dreds of words. But in these elaborate constructs he occesionally manages to trip
himself up,

In "Tarzan Rescues The Moon," the word Bulamutumumo’ occurs. If you have read
"The God Of Tarzan," earlier in JUNGLE TALES, you would know that this word is Tar-
zan’s way of pronouncing the word spelled "God." The systcm is explained just once
and, in fact, is not used anywhere else in the Works save these two stories.

The system works this way. The young Tarzan of coursc does not know how to
pronounce the words that, nonetheless, he has puzzled out the meaning of; he can
read them, but doesn't know how to pronounce them. As a ccnsequence, he arbitrar-
ily assigned a seperate sound to each letter(b/do, d/mo, =/la, o/tu, and y/rg are
the sole examples he gives us), and, to pronounce a given word,,grafts on, in a ra-

ther Germanic fashion, the great ape prefixes indicating masculinity and feminin-
ity. Teking a capital letter to be masculine, 'G' for instance, this was vronoun-
ced bula (by-masculine, la-g or, 'capital G'). The femini.e prefix, for lowercase
letters, is gm. Thus Tarzan pronounces "God" as "Bulamutuiumo" which, translated
back into English, would be he-g-she-o-she-d, if you follow me.

Now, this
is all very well
and interesting,
even if he nev-
er makes use of
this strange sys-
tem elsewhere, but
Burroughs tries
to take it a step
further, and, for-
getting one cruc-
ial point, makes
a mistake which
rather spoils the
esthetic perfect-
ion of his system.
He makes a simil-
ar mistake in TAR-
ZAN OF THE APES,
which I?11 get to
in a moment.
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Tarzan’s nzme, of course, ciomes from the words tar and zan, meaning white
skin. Burroughs explains that at the time Taruen was assigning arbitrary sounds to
the mysterious letters whose mea:iings he had puzzled out. he had not yet come sccross
the words ‘white’ and ‘skin' and. wanting to write out his name in English, settled
on calling himself 'he-boy! Now, possibly Burrcughs misphrased this by accident, and
meant only to say that Tarzan wrote, in Englieh, the letters 'he-boy', which he
then pronounced as "“mecwmizbunude-mutcmuro," (M%wwﬂ’))
And, to quote, "so he wrote his name bumude-mitomuro, or he-boy," For he could no
have written the more cumbersome version--~he did not know what the English letter-
sound equivalent was for the ape words bu and mu! It is true he might eimply have
assigned arbitrary letters in Enjlish for equivalents, but it is highly unlikely
that he would have accidentally »icked Juet exactly the true equivalents...

This may seem like too fine 2 point. As a clearer example, let's take a look
at a famous moment in TARZAN OF "HE APES in which Tarzan posts a aign up on the
door of his father's cabin, in Euglish(which he was quite capable of writing, tho .
he didn't know how to eneak it), warning the visitors (Jane Porter, her father, and
others) to keep away from the czhin and disturb nothing. Fine. But Burroughs gces
on to say that he signs it "Targ'n of the Apes"!! Not too surprising, you say, con-
sidering that tlhat, after all, i3 his name? Aad, to be subtle, perhaps he wrote it
in the arbitrar;: translation sugiested above?

But Jane rcads the messege. and pronocunces the name as Targan. So his name
must have been vritten in Englie), a flat impoasibility.

Why? Well, Just as wes pointed out above, he did not. for instance, know the
true pronunciation of the Engliea letter 't', snd so gave it an arbitrary prorin-
ciation of his owa inveation. Bus &t the same time, though he pronounced his owmn
name as beginning with a t° souid, he had no 1ay of knowing what letter in English
was its proper cquivaleat--and €5 could not have written his name in a form com-
prehensible to Jane (or to the rsader, for tha® matter).

I suppose & child re=ding tic Tarszan stories with grest pleasure would prob-
ably not notice such a contradiczion, but I think that if he did, it might bother
him, children being infernelly literal about such things. A child will not be con-
cerned with such scenes as in TEI RETURN OF TANZAN, where we see Tarzan, depressed
at having lost, as he thinks, Jane, sitting in Parisien bistroes, smoking cigar-ettes
and getting drunk on absinthe. I that's what he did, that's what he did; it takes
an adult, conditioned by many miserable Johnny Weismuller movies, to read such sce-
nes with real sliock. A child accapts what he reads when it does not contradict it-
self, and accepis Tarzan &s he r=ally is, Whether this is or is not a good thing,
is Another Matter.

It is, I think, a credit to Burroughs' storytelling abiility and skill at con-
crete visualization that today his books are sclling so well and his fans are still
turning over his works for new lasights into his created lore, If I may plug my own
works, I'11 meniion that neither "THE READER'S GUIDE TO BARSOOM AND AKTOR" nor " THE
READER'S GUIDE 7O TARZAN'S AFRICA™ would evr have gotten past the stuge of the orig-
inally planed minor article if I hadn't found nyself fascinated by the ingenious com-
plexities of Burroughs’ works. There is more than one point of comparison betwten
Tarzan, and Jam2s Branch Cabell!s 20 volume Biography of the Life of Manuel, and,
curiously encugh, it rather ceers that more of the swirl and bustle of the reality
of life is present in the Tarsar stories, much though I adnire Cabell. (I plan some
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day a "READERS' GUIDE TO POICTESME AND VIAGINIA"...;

And a phrase of Cabell's, in deference of the true reality of the novel of
romance (fantasy, not love) is curiously apposite here: L...for man alone of an-
imals plays the ape to his dreams, and it is only, perhaps, by believing in them,
that we may, some day, make them come true.i :

1o L] valybed: I

'——>Dave Van Arnam, 1564

Cl.ollo.zl.o.ano.l.!.n.......l..l.oolQQ-u.c.o.-..l.-lno'-'.ono..---.ltl
sesecooooe 2 sscectcceeecsccssesnsenvsoosnessssnvns HEE R R E R R R E R R R R AR AU A

I very carefully planned this issue, long in advance of the time when I first
started to type the masters. Unfortunately for me, the plans were a bit too exact,
and it seemed that I planned myself out of room to do many things that I would oth.
erwise have thrown in as they came to me. I'd like to correct that now, at least par-
tia].]; .

First, the fangine that I planned to come out with ALGOL will be late; a lot of
.+ the articles I'd hoped to have in it never showed, and, in fact, it may not.getioff

. theiground until the middle of August, two weeks after this issue comes outa After
this, it will be a mimeographed section in ALGOL, not a seperate sine at-all.
I put an ad in SFTimes about ALGOL, and even before publication I've gotten 2

requests for the mag. I like that, especially the money that comes with the requests.
i One of the fanzines listed in my index towards the front is called DEGLFR!, a

decidedly odd name for a fanzine. It's pubbed for APA F, a weekly apa with no minimum
page requirements, no dues, no waiting list, and no blackball. Also no mailings; APA
o} is FAPA spelled backwards, and is made of the attendees of the Fanoclast and FISTFA
meetings here in New York. Our 3rd miiling was a total of 42 pages. Now take that sum,
multiply by 4, and you get 168 pages. Take that figure, multiply by 3, and you get
the equivalent of a quarterly mailing, or a total of 50, pages! Thus APA F could be
the largest apa in existence, if the mailings were all at least LO pages, which they
aren't. So come to the meetings, and join APA F!! '
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o REVIEWED BY ANDREW PORTEH

: A: Excellent B:Very Good C:Good D;Poor E: Waste of Time & Money
THE OTHER HUMAN RACE/H.Beam Piper/Avon G1220/50¢ ;
This, the sequel to Little Fuzzy, was originally scheduled to come out well over
half a year ago, but didn't, for some unknown reason.

We didn't miss anything by waiting.

This is a poorly constructed novel about the further adventures of Jack Holloway
and ithe Fuzzies on the planet Zarathrustra. Instead of a single thems, there are
various problems that crop up throughout the book in order to keep it going. There
is no central story line, and as a result, though the book is interesting in spots,
it becomes boring. Piper had no intentions of telling a story with a moral, but in-
stead, a simple adventure tale. In this he has failed. The story fails to measure
up to the other novels he has written such as Space Viking or Junkyard Planet.. The
only reason I can see is that he fully told the story in the first book, and made
the sequel filler material only. The jacket design and blurb don’t help the story
either; in fact, it could have helped if the blurb writer had read the book.....D

90000008000t en
B0 0000000000 ee v

THE DARK LIGHT-YEARS/Brian Aldiss/Signet D2497/50¢

Aldiss has been on a lets-say-what-happens-when-we-meet-the-aliens kick for the last
several years. This book is just the latest in his series, and I'm afraid the man is
becoming stereotyped, which seems a shame after such a fine book as Starship. Brief-
ly, this is the story of man’s first encounter with intelligent aliens and what he
does with/to them. After dragging on for most of the books' length, the action sudd-
enly becomes decisive, and we end the book on an upswing, a fine strong ending. Per-
haps Aldiss is ocne of the current school of writers that writes a politico-socio-ec-
onomic book, in the broadest sense of what we think sf may tend to become. But his
prose suffers, and becomes too long, too slow, tbo vague of detail for me. Aldiss
can take lessons from Ballard, a Man To Be WatchedocseesseeecooasocaccacessacessC

GODLING, GO HOME! /Robert Silverberg/Belmont 192-591/50¢

The cover of this collection is so designed as to prevent anyones’ buying it be-
cause of a sudden attack of nausea, and the contents are not much better. Silver-
berg may be pridlific, but a good writer he isn’'t, judging by the sampling in this b
book. The stories are short, all previously printed, and evidently in none of the
better magarzines. I'm sorry to see this collection out, for it does nothing for the
author'erreputation, and harms the field. It's hack, pulp style writing, ‘with stil-
ted language, abrupt cessation of plot( as in Solitary), and simply worn-out; better—
handled-by-previous-authors-plots. But I suppose Silverberg isn’t to blamej after all,
he has: a 28 room house t0 BUPPOBL.cceuerecooccecocessaosronsosssasssssrsassosoochh

TOMORROW X &/Ed. by Damon Knight/Gold Medald1428/50¢

Knight sure can pick 'em! This is the finest collection of short novels I've seen in
many months, with the best editor that it could have. First, the excellently done

cover attracts the eye at once, then the contents can take over, and they leave no-
thing to be desired. In fact, the cover is tho finest' combination of dexign and text
that I've seen from Gold Medal. Heinlein's classic, THE ROADS MUST ROLL, and Cather-

ne Moore’s NO WOMAN BORN could male an excellert book in themselves; but they are joined
by THE SOURCES OF THE NILE by Avram Davidson, one of the best Mad Ave. stories I've .
ever read, together with newcomer Richard McKenna’s THE NIGHTS OF HOAGGY DARN, a semi-
mythical treatment of a humans versus aliens war. Editor Knight has picked a fine crew
for his book; it will make the very best of roading L5 et 4o onlbie ofs s'o'e Folfgie s e oo eeh
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THE VALLEY OF CREATION/Edmond Hamilton/Lancer 72-7:1/50¢

Brought on by the Burroughs crase, there is a host of lost rece; secret valley/city/
country novels. Not to be outdone, Lancer has brought out this Hamilton tale of 1948,
a better year than the current. The author is & master story tellsr, and -he was a mas-
ter in 1948 as well. Roughly, this is the story of a mofad“ramohm
envolved in a fight between two rival flctiminalounnqintbl!hhyn.
mmm,mr.w,mmmmmh—nt 11igence ‘as well :as the
power of telepathy. A fast paced, adventurous tale, with plenty of action, blood; e-
mmmmmw this novel well .surfaced. Underneath, there's no
moral, little philosophy to slow the uum of the tale. An excellent Emshwiller
cover further enhances the bock. The surpriming ending is well fitted to the rest of
the story, and rounds out a typical Hamiltonian movel. Fast-paced, iateresting, well
\ll':l.ttﬂl. a good M for the summer donm"...uu..............Ju...........B

THE DAY THE OCEANS OVERFLOWED/Charles rammxm L3 /40¢
last issue, I told you that Monarch seemed to be hproving 2
Well, I was wrong. We've got the same bad writting, the / g
n-h&ormw.m-wmmr-
acters that Lave been in nearly every other book that
Monarch has published.

In this novel, the north pole is crossed by thou-
sands of nuclear reactors, designed to melt the po-
lar cap and create more cultivatable land. BOOM!
Big nuclear blast; tidal waves, land sinking beneath
sea, Questions for the author: What happened to the
people starting out toward higher land on their own.
2) How did the ark drift into the inner watercovered
areas Just in time to rescue our hero? What happened
to the crowd that Ashley was boss of? 'hat haprened
to the tsnm that they were attacking? What happened
to Ashley? What happened to Caravel's attempts to
reach higher authorities? What happened to make the " 'Zal
author write such a bad, i1l written, plottless;, 'in< ' | =
consistent w.ooooooonoaooooo.toooooo'ooooo'.-‘ /4
P.S. Brillhapt does l.diocro covers. T A

SIMULACRON-3/Daniel F. onoi‘w/sma J2197/10¢

This is a w-are-property book, full of ‘the consis- 'rc
tent Galouye writing that humdoluoh two books

such well received items. It's the story o ‘-Q-o..-::: {. £
ine designed to creat analog people in an analog :
worldya gadget for testing out what the: peapls /warty Q
how they want it, and why. The machine fs:built :maec?\»
us, ‘but ‘one of Us discovers that we are marely \an'\\\\\\|\\
anolsg 'machine for same other, greater world. Itfevzsi § NS
an interesting tale; with some very iroaic tamiste;: ;uof ‘S
a npot. or two of mien. tnd a lur;rtu ,-ldh..u..c aofoiJ

'y aual e'dt en Llod ban .dz i IREES
SPECTRUM n/lwm byl Amts hcanquutm nuvsoc agftdd Lo

The spectrum books will aparently be .a regular feature . ture .of the .-.tzmn.-.. af- deast
until the co-editors tire of the M fact, d&.;Mﬂ t.hut. ia
has J“"‘ come out. oy { bbd T fadd J‘Dﬂd’ oslqey ol s

In the current collection, there are p ,
Hann;;ﬂnhv Van Vogt, m‘%ﬂ ) ner,.  There is also the
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short story, Bridge, that formed that basis of the Okie series by Blish, plus Asim-
ov, Aldiss, PKDick's exceld@th icKikkenminaib roliobs,i Second/ \Vaxtisty, and, opening
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sawowoirbivo S5 sanpeshs Bhlldenginds jgycires bkl iinl Hoddshgodulll amsles & ¥ary. inker-
nle gbdags Oemilél, aliff dedvebdfiey abedg st Mindsoafl, fpmiape, hendferym idedlogical ne
eridomes iy ame shaegridt ativii pamswbn sbleovisl emmitergrigigeith et Qhdwrt Panadmdi ty.;
-«On tthd dwhodd Jos Sineliyiedgl ddtind gfosp o b mtmshin. Jbim stodeing Ao die smare «foem
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STARLING #1 &2: 30¢ or LoC; Hank Lutrell, Route 13, 2936 Barrett Station Road,
Kirkwood 22, Missouri.

This fangine has excellent reproduction for a neozine. However, the artwork is
prolific and terrible, and the writing is the same. In the first issue there are &~
bout § or 6 one and two page stories, each j1lustrated with a full page illo. This
might have served some purpose if the illos were any good, but since they ranged
from mediocre to bad thie only caused me to feel sad for the editors. In the second
issue they have started to learn their hobby. They have cut down drastically on the
number of illos and lengthened the stories and articles. The fiction is mostly an im-
itation of Robert E. Howard. In fact, Howard and Heinlein cast a spell over the fic-
tion and reviews and are frequently mentioned by the editors. Unfortunately the edi-
tors and writers don't have the talent of their jdols. I don't wish to give the im-
pression here that this is just another neogzine, since these two issues are superior
to the first two issues of 80% of fanzines...but they still have a long way to go-

GAMMA RAY #2: 25¢ or printed LoC; John Franklin, 2107 01d Turnpike Road, Des Moines,
Iowa.

I seem to be getting fanzines from neos I've never heard of these days, but us-
vally they don’'t have such an aura of misguided excitement as this one has. John has
been 1listening to some of the more radical elements of opposition to the Pacificon
and Bill Donsho in particular and he has made some possibly libelous statements here.
While I think it is a good idea to test Donaho's bluff of legal action against com-
plainers of the con, I do feel that someone who knows what he is talldng about should
take that step.I seriously doubt that his suggestion that Donaho be locked up in a
mental institution is going to help anything. The repro is spotty, the book reviews
are merely contents listings, and the movie reviews are merely plot summaries.

KIPPLE #60: 20¢, LoC, Trade, Contrib.: Ted Pauls, 1448 Meridene Drive, Balt, Maryland

KIPPLE has always been unreadable to me. Each monthly issue consists of page af-
ter page of unbroken type comnmenting primarily on liberalism and politics. I only
recently started reading Kipple again when comments on the Pacificon mess started t
turning up in the léttercol. Pauls has already alienated esome Breen supporters suff-
jciently enough to cause them to go to the Donaho side of the dispute. I wish he'd
go back to commenting on politics, then I could ignore him in peace.

TIGHTBEAM #26, official letterzine of the N3F; free to members, unavailabe to others.

The thing that gets me in this zine of letters only is the fact thet so many of
them are so completely uninteresting. While I don't expect detailed comment on out=
side fmmifeuds in the N3F, I do wish there were more worth while constructive comments
on the organization of the N3 ,and just what it does for it38 members.
This time around there seemed /| to be more comment on what members are
not allowed to do than on _ what they can and should do. It was
sort of depressing. " ~—-Mike McInerney,1964
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Shades of ‘the past department:

Dear Mister S8ilverberg, 10 April 1961

** “'Thank you very much for your jetter.l would like very much to send infor-
‘mat¥én about “the Claud Degler SF Reader's Association, but the CDSFRA is no lon-
ger extant. Two months ago it merged with the National fantasy fan federation.

It was decided that this would be best for the group for many reasons. Anyway,
perhaps you would be interested in joining the NFFF.((etc.gives info about organ-

ization(AIT))###Thank you very much for your kind letter.
Bets wishes,

WDean Ford" /11 De Cou Drive/Norr

orrisville, Pennsylvaniu
/1111177 -//_/////////////'//////////////f‘/////,////////_//_///////////////!{////////

_ear Andy: : 30.June 1964
It's flattering to hear tﬁat "gKin" wgs well received’”’Thenke for sending me’a
copy of ALGOL. ” 0 7 2

ALGOL #7 sounds as if it will be a fine ‘iesue, and T-look forward to: see-
ing it, ‘especially the article on Edgar dice Burroughs. ‘Incidentally, I once
wrote EiB at Tarzana because I had become annoyed at the Hollywood pronunciation
of Tarzan as Tar-ZANN and asked him how. he pronounced it. TAl-z'n, he said.

All the best,

Richard Wilson/Office of Info. Seriiges/syrdcusé University, Syracuse, NY, 113210
/:’////////_/////////// I e e e e e

Dear Andy, kb e _ 1 July 1964
'noever this: guy Dalgard is he is a good artist“It was sort of hinted in
your lettercol in ALGCL #5 that. Dalgard is one of your*pseudonyms.((Right. I pick=-

ed up the name from an Andre Norton :book, and used it originally to seperate me
‘from Bob ‘S5ilverberg. Steve Stiles is another of'my names)) )
g&timating from whet I have seen you,are trying te'do ‘the impossible, try=-
ing to’put-out:.acone-man fanzige;gpdlyqu'“'d:dding & good job on it.in the pro-
sega.((Yrong:I'm putting out 3 faQﬁineaJ GOL, ‘FORTRAN, ‘and DEGLIi!, the last
for AFA'_'F)') > i od ¢ ~ o) ] : : i
: Aside from "Dalgard's" magnificent artwork on the cover and ‘page -6((That was
by Frank Wilimczyk, not me))I}thiqkithqpfthégpagts_I'liked bestowere the excerpt
from "The Dreaming City" and it's agcampanying poem. Also of interest were the
_reviews, the ESFA review, and @hb}?éﬁtggboln- it :
Comments on the lettercol: & ' | AT

Seth [Johnson: aving the advantage of hindsightI shall say that CANTATA 140

[

F&SF is' what you want, a story with a| hegro protagonist, and/it is-s very good
one at thati Also, have you ever cc side: ﬁi}%he,pdssibiliti'that some people like
comics BECAUSE they are short. They can bvidqugoodieacape reading for 13—20 min-
utes which may be all tie time a person has avallable.

; _ , Cuess that is all...
Frank Stodolka/13508 Smith Drive/Hopkins,26, Finn./55343 _ 0
/_, YT T IRy, ;’.‘]1’." /12 ', _’ 74 r : ;J;.‘,/.;. ;'r/;'-_J’._'/_;"r,"l//‘f/;."ff, / /J /{ :4 r. .‘. + ’._.-I. t .’: / f/; : ' /4 '," /, .f_. f
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Andy ; i< vuly 19064
Re the Breen, etc. controversy. 1 think it's time to refuse to print anything
more about it.((On the contrary, 1 ohink wiat 1o £nouid LE Wriliei abouv eveil more
as the events recede into the past =and begin to come into perspective as regards
current and past fannish history.))

Top quality cover!

Re article on Communism., W/hat kind of communism? Isn't any kind of political
system, if overdone, as bad as any other? Demarest’'s article encouraging the readsr
to hate communism fails completely to warn him of the same system under another
label! The Pilgrims were not communists; Cotton Mether was a well educated man, yet
there is & section of Americam history that reccives no publicity. Mr. Demarest:
Show your mettle by turning your guns on totalitarianism of all varieties!

Sincerely,

b op

James Ashe/R.D. 1/Freeville, New York

((I'm sorry to say that you misinterpreted that article. It was no article, but

a genuine anti-communist leaflet, distributed throughout Connecticut, urging supp-
ort of anti-communists. You have a valid pbint; yes, I would say that any sort of
political system, carried to it's ultimate, spells chaos and revolution, including

d 3)
/?/m}?/7%/////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////////

Andy—- -

Well, I have here before me ALGOL 6, thanks, Repro is sbill good, and I can
read everything in it, so as far as I'm concerned, you need have no sweat as ro-
gards reproduction problems. I especially liked the cover. In fact, I almost didn't
get around to browsing through the rest of the mag, just sat there looking at that
cover. Very Goced.

liell, thanks for the egoboosting comments on my being rather intelligent., etc.
(Or did I get Clyde Kuhn's copy by mistake?)

And now, on to tearing apart the latest effort.

Goodwill To Men. ‘ell, it's an improvement over the last fanfiction I read.

Nc Suffering Agonies here, thank Ghod. In fact, I must admit it did hold my int-
erest, which is a rare thing indeed in fanfiction. Of course the idsa itself was
nothing too original. Pretty well written, tho. Have you ever tried writing for
the pros? If not, perhaps I can lend you my collection of rejection slips, so you
can brace yourself. Coldblooded, heartless things.

And ee evers is right. Fandom is going to hell. SF is going to hell. The hum-
an race is going to hell. And it always has been, and it alwayswill be. SF is not
dying, tho. It is being absorbed into mainstream literature. And where does this

leave the SF mags? With a pile of slush, supported by a bunch of nuts. Gernsback
type SF is dead., Fantasy is the only way out.

Getting back down to earth, I would like to see an expanded lettercol. Two
pages isn't really big enough.((So write more and bigger letters, people))

As far as the Walter Breen thing goes, all this happened before I tried getting
back into fandom, and I refuse to have anything to do with it, one way or the other,
I have no desire to make any lifelong enemies by saying something stupid about a

subject I have no knowledge of, as I do not know the guy(s) in question and em
hazy on the details, If at the Oakland con, scmebody askes me what I think of the
Walter Breen thing, I shall break out into a Profound Silence. So be it.
Robin Wood/Box 154/Amador City, California/95601

LAY / / / / / 4 f 7/ r/j

Dear Andrew 12 May 1964
N¥any thanks for sending ALGOL #6. Jim Cawthorns cover drawing is excellent with a
fine unearthly atmosphere. It's also unusuval in that it's in a horigontal position,
something rarely sden in fanzines.

Your story was good, but it left me with one question. What did happen to the
sherriff and his prisoner?((i/hat would happen to you if there were two groups sub-
verting a country and you were caught by the other group as you landed?))

e g L e e Tl e it g ok ee R LR (e R N RBAaAlrahan. Live
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are trying to accomplish.((Huh?)) They will never appreciate freedom until it is
gone. Then they will sit and wonder just when the United States went wrong.((Frank-
ly, I can't see the sense of what yuo’ve just written, but I'm printing it in the
hope that someone has, and can explain it for the rest of us.))

Might was a charming story of a not too distant future when we mi-
ght face the same situation.((If you noticed, this took place in the Now, or at
least a few years in the future, and it took (takes?) place on the Here, the Earth))

EEEvers is in need of help...A nice club over the head would be just the thing.
That's it for now,
Ida Ipe/1625 E. Indianola Avenue/Youngstown, Chio/4k502

7 'y, /
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Dear Andy: 4 June 1964
Thanks very much for the fifth issue of ALGOL. I was happy to get your note,
and I hasten to assure you that you are in excellent company in fandom, if you did
all these unspeakable things while you were young.(("were"? I still am!)) Ray
Bradbury almost got himself in jail because his high spirits impelled him to do
undignified things in Central Park during an early worldeon, Cyril Kornbluth was
more famous in fandom for his hotfoot habits than for his writing abilities for
many years, and Harlan Ellison's pre-pro activities are probably part of the comm-
on folklore of your own fannish circles. The fact that all that energy emergedwis
a pretty good sign that they had more than the normal amount of interior driwve and

s I hope that yours gets channelled into as productive or profitable streambads as
e theirs did.
You bring up an interesting point in that Bester-Joyce similarity. I don't
'. recognige any possible model on which both of the poems might be parodies, but

you might check one of the more learned works on Joyce to see if there's an ex-
planation of those lines. I might point out that the hero of the autobiographical
Joyce book has a last name quite like that of the Greek mythological figure, Dae-
dalus, who built the labyrinth. Daedalus was the father of Icarus, the cne who

put on those wings of wax and flew too high, so there is apparently some sort of
intentional symbolism in the way Bester borrowed the manner of Joyce in The Stars
MY Destination. I believe that I ran across the bester title in an Archibald Mec-
Leish poem a short while back, but I'll be biessed if I can remember for certain
about this and the exact context in which I found it. '

The little story by EEEvers is strangely like the atyle that we used to enc-
ounter in the syndwpes of serial stories in the old progines. In fact, I found a
ceptain amount of nostalgia value in reading the first five paragraphs, then I was
stiddisappointed when there was a sort of ending in the last paragraph and I real-
ized that I wouldn't start on the next page a 30-page installment filled with the
sense of wonder,

About Negro fans and their scarcity, I might point out another possible fac.-
tor. In general, the Negro seems to be slightly more gregarious than the white
man, whether by nature or by the environment into which the white man has penned
him all these decades. The Negro who likes music doesn't normally sit home prac-
tising the plano hours every day, or spend all his spare time listening to his
phonograph records; he goes out and plays in a jasz band or listens to one. Fandom
is pretty much a solitary activity during most of the year for the majority of us.
Except in a few big cities, the reader of science fiction will face the need for
spending much of his hobby time alone or in the company of uncomprehending mundane

. friends while he sweats over a hot mimeograph. I suspect that the white man is more
inclined to shut himself off from the neighbors and his family to pursue a hobby.
The few Negroes in fandom are mostly residents of metropolitan areas. I know of

‘ only two probable cases in which solitary fans out in the middle of nowhere in the
nation were apparently Negroes, and in neither case did the fan in question ann-
. ounce that fact to fandom in general.

The review of the Bergman movie produce’ in me the same exasperation that I
encounter whaenever I r»sad about & gond fored n mevdie Thia enmes Frrm $he bnawlae
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dge that there's next to no chaince that
I'11 ever see it. Back here in the hill ,
they don't show anytihing except 1008 Am
erican made movies guaranteed not to re
quire exercise of any portion of the an:
atomy above the waict, ‘and my attendanc:
at quality movies ie limited to vacatio
.time and a rare weekend elsewhen in the
year, ; ‘
Again, I sorry thet I'm so late :in
acknowledging your kindness, The stack

of fanzines awaiting comments. is nearly

a foot high right now, so ALGOL has beer
in excellent company these 1ast three o3
four weeks. : '

———— s ——
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SPECIAL EXTRA TAST MINUTE FLASH!!! 4 ¢ e

MATTER oNL
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Tuesday, July 14th, Steve Stiles and I
wandered out through that mage called
South BRooklyn onto Coney Island Avenue,
where I daringly laid down almost my en-
tire life savings, snd returned home wii :
Steve Stiles doggedly lugging a spirit : : 0 : 3
duplicator. That's what I'd brought hin {

along for. Pages 3 end4, and pages 17 or ; o e ~f~

to the end, will be dupped on my machine , © b ‘

which I'm naming DicomPress, The machine % ; 44”’//
itself is andOlivetti (made in Milan) : :
SADA Sprint, and lacks certain qualities
which make it excellent for my use, if :
bit balky at working right., And it's ney .
which means that no one has messged it
before I do, Altogether a promising sit-
uwation, Incidentally, you can be assurec
now that the next issue will be consider -
ably smaller than this, for the reason t
that I will have started college and car
thus devote less time to fanaé than I de
now. Your overworked, underpaid editor,

Oy Pl
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