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Several years ago there came out of New York a fanzine nemed Xero. Put out
by Fat and Dick Lupoff, it rose to the top of the fannish realm and finally won
the Hugo in 1963.

Six months after the last issue of Xero, there was born, here in New York,
a very inconspicuous fanzine named Algol, published by a teenage neo by the name
of Andy Silverberg. After six well duplicated issues filled with crud I discov-
ered, and was in turn discovered by, New York Fandom, specifically the Fanoclasts.
Since that day, little more than 14 monthe ago, there’ve been some changes made.

Not more than 5 feet from me at this moment is the 52nd mailing of apa F,
representing a year that a joke has been reality. Apa F has been very good to me;
it's taught me how to write, how to put words down on paper so that they come
out meaning something more than in a gradeschool exercise in handwriting.There'’ve
also been many ideas, stories, and articles that have been born in apes F,
and that have developed on paper and, most specifically, in
copies of Algol. Hindsight now convinces me that
without our Very Own A.P.A., I would
never have devel-

oped

BEATLE -
JUICE =

as a fannish

writer, nor for that matter as any other

type of writer. You‘ll have noticed, if you

have bothered to look, that the contents as well as
the reproduction have improved with each issue of Algol. The

strain of keeping up with a weekly apa has been the cause of this, and

it has also enabled me to learn the ancient and honorable fannish tradition

of learning how to fill up srace with entertaining and totally irrelevant fannish
chatter, and all types of goodigs like that.

The contents of this issue are based to a large extent on apa F, as was the
last issue. Both Ted White's and Lee Hoffman’s column are from apa F, and al-
though Lee will have nothing in future issues other than artwork, Ted has pram-
ised an original column beginning with the next issue. Ted's column has origin-
ally appeared in malAise, Dave Van Arnam's zine for apa F and apa L. Lee's work
was originally in LZ°129, a zine that ran for three mailing of apa F. I think
both deserve a larger audience than they received on first publication, one rea-
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son being that they are both simply darn good writing. Ted hasn't written any-
thing for the genzine field in quite a while, end here he is putting several
thousand words a week into apa L; some of it rigatfully deserved saving. 1'm
quite sure that many of the pecple receiving this issue will have already read
a great deal of the coatents in either aps F or aps L, but they have lost the
essence of his writing in the vast outpouring of words that we have all become
engrossed in. Tom Gilbert Have already issued & Best From apa L, containimg
somewhere around 100 puges of topflight fiction, articles, commentary, and art,
all produced within the period of several menths at mest.

Lee Hoffman is almosta legend with general fandom., (Who is general fandom?
Well, the last time you were around he was a chicken colonel.) Long a vimber of
FATA, Lee has been putting here minac in each year as the ccnstitution raquires,
Self-Preservation has always been a fine zine, but there’s never enough of it. I
suppose I can grab the credit for getting Lee active again; I learned that she
lived in NY, so I invited her to several Fanoclasts meetings, and she's been
coming ever since, and has in fact brought two other fine people inte the group,
She soon was publishing for aps F, but, over the years Les has beccme extrewmsly
wise, Fannishly Speaking, and she shortly broke herself of the weekly habit, be-
fore it got a stranglehold on her funac. I've asked for, and received, vermission
to reprint what she wrote. You'll find it further on in this issue.

Roger Zelazny's story, as you are probably aware, would not be in this issue
but. fotr two factors; the first is that Roger was probably acber when he wrote it,
and the second is that he probably couldn’t sell it anywhere. After the Disclave
I managed to get a cntribution from him, and he obliged me with this fine story,
for which our resident artist has worked many hours at illustrating.

This brings wme to another point of this zine that I'm changing. Up to now,
there have been illustrations used mostly as fillos; from this point on I'm go-
ing to have full page &llustrations scattered throughout each issue as a rslief
from semi-solid pages of text. Regrettably, I didn’t do this in The Golden lialls
of ¥irth, this issue’s dredgings, but only because I wanted to keep that story as
short as it was possible to do so. The purpose of the artwork will be to combine
with added effective use of layout to make & better package as sz wtnle. For
too long has the dittoed zine been a showcase for artwith little or mediocre use
of matertal. Any dittoed zine that has sttempted to go somewhere has dere so with
art, not materlal, and I have no intention of this happening with Algoi. 'hen a
fanzine of this former type looses it's artwork and layout, it either becomss a
poor ghost of itself or folds entirely.

There have been changes in Algol; changes to provide 100 more words per pags
in the sixth issue; an attempt to raise the quality of the material in the seventh
issue; the change of duplicators after the sixth, during the aeventh, at the be-
ginning of the eighth and ninth issues. The only change this issue will be (hope-
fully) in reproduction. I've finally fully mastered (sic) my dupper, and the qual-
ity of reproduction will be raised accordingly. However, this is the biggest iss-
ue yet, well over 60 pages, so I don’t know how things will come out in the end.

4
]

Dick Lupoff continues with his book reviews from apa F, At thkis date (23
August 65) Dick has finished his book, it has been at the printers for ssveral
weeks, and it will presumably be ready for distribution shortly after this issus
hits the mails.
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also want to mention at this point that the
official host of the Fanoclasts, Ted White, has a
double barrell of surprizes coming up. He has a
book, Android Avenger currently on the stands, as
well as Phoenix Frime coming up from Lancer, and
several books at his agents. We're starting to
think of Ted as the Phillip K. Dick of New York,
he has so much in thw works.

To top it off, we were all very pleasantly
surpriged at the last FISTFA meeting to hear that
Ted is now engaged to Robin Postal, daughter of 2
New York fans, and that a wedding is planned some-
time nearthe end of the year. A vast fannish peace
seems to be descending over New York, and this
DOIIYIA) /marriage seems to clinch it — the daugh-
ter of the president of ESFA marrying the head of
the Fanoclasts. A s

At this rate I may be marrying Dian Pelz before
the end of the year.

Anyway, Ted has also sold, with Dave Van Ar-
nam, a novel, When In to Pyramid books. It
should be published sometime this winter. Ted also
has a western, Probe Into Yesterday looking for a
home; it's cowritten by lLee Hoffman. And my own
short story, co-written with...

Unfortunately, I seem to have lost Robin
Wood. Can anyone help me find him? The last adress
I have for him in San Francisco isn't any good
any more, judging by the Fost Office. So If any-
one does coms acrosss Robin Hood ‘iood, stesr him
my way; I've got a request for a column waiting
for him,

\

\
i

e a—

Lest you think I'm rolling in material, it \
ain't the case, buddy. I badly need articles of i
longer than four pages, a sige I seem to have been
stuck with lately. In fact, I need articles period.

|
/

I take five months between issues mainly because i
that's how long it takes me to get the materials AND WHAT Doyoy THINK
for another issue together; fiction is usually OF THE OPER4?

taken care of by some or another NYFan, but article

writers are few and far between. Artwork from such

as Bjo, Rotsler, and Harness is always aprreciated.

Faan fiction is also enjoyed, such as the stuff that Ted Johnstone

loves to turn out. If I don’t get encugh material by next December, I°'l1 have to
reduce the size of the zine to a piffling 50 or so pages, or some other small num-
ber. And if you'll turn the page, you'll find all sorts of things I want to say.

WwR, éo
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Well, this part of BJ is being first drafted directly onto master, There
are several things I wanted to say, among them "Talk about death of genzine as a
general circulation type of fannish communication, and ask the readers to prove
me wrong, by responding to this iassue, as they have to no other." Thet, I suppose,
will have to wait for ancther issue and another R'. Seriously, I'm continamally
amazed by the lack of resp...ie I seem to get. The:s3's just no one out there, all
the evidence points out. On the last iassue I got 8 letters of comment. And near-
ly 20 people promised me material or at least a Letter of Comment (right, Dave
Van Arnam, Bjo, Jack Harness, lLen Beiles, Arnie Katz, bhob stewart, etec., etc?)
and yet didn‘t come through with either. Howcum? What is this, anyway? Is the
genzine dying? I'd certainly like to think that Algol refutes that, but I'm not
so sure. And I especially wanted comment on the editorial, but I suppose fandom
has tired of topic A, or something. Perhaps that, tho, is a Good Thing. I don't
know.,

I will mention at this point that this issue will see a temporary increase
in price; I'm increasing the cost from 25¢ to 30¢, and by mail from 25¢ to 35¢.
The reason for this is primarily one of postage; last issue cost me 12 cents 3rd
class to mail, almost 4 the cost of each copy. At that rate I lost about 10¢ on
each copy mailed. This issue sees an increase in number of copies run off, from
160 to about 130, as well as the aforementioned increase in pages. And so
the raised price. However, if next issue gets down under 55 pages, the price will
be lowered to what it wae. There is no desire to try to break even on a fanzine
in the increase,

Starting next page there'll be a }Mid'lesCon Report, hopefully just 2 pages
long. This is it for BJ, then; I guess I'll be seeing you in Last Thots, at the
end of this issue. Until that far-off page, then, it's goodbye -- and good reading.

0.
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The MidWesEnon was a fun affair for me. It began Thursday night when I got
to sleep at the unbelievable hour of 11 PM, the first time I had done so since I
gave up on milk and cookies. I awoke, just barely rested, at L:45 AM Friday, and
took a deserted subway out to Brooklyn, getting to Ted White's house at 6:50 AN,

[T1oUJEsCoON  REPORT vy

when I got there, I sat around on the doorstep waiting for someone to wake
up and open the door. iwhen Ted himself finally got up, I gaily clumped in and set
my suitcase on the floor with a loud thump. Ted dressed, th:n wandered into the
living room, where he put on a good loud, thumping jazgz record, sffectively wak-
ing up Dave Van Arba, rich brown, Vike McInerney, and Arnie Xatz, all of whom
had been staying there for the night. At this point Arnie got up, and with all
the rest of them wandering around still half-asleep, it looked like the wildest
orgy that Jack Speer could have thot up.

After one fully awake look around, I cut the scene and went in search of a
carton of milk to soothe my mothball-filled mouth. Y“hen I got back, we were about
ready to roll. And so, putting assorted books, suitcases, typewriters, stencils,
fanzhnes, and bedding into the car, we were off at the unfannish hour of 7:30 AM,

The trip out was long and dull, and almost uneventfull, except for one harr--
owing incident on the Pennsylvania Turnpike. Topping a hill at 60+ mph, we came
on the scene of a sudden accident, with 5 cars stremnin various positions on the
road. There was a space of only five or so feet between a car slung sideways and
the center rail, and Ted(who must be a good driver, otherwise I wouldn't be here
now) managed to get us through this thin slot, traveling at about 30 mph. At the
first -as station we stopped and reported the mess, which we managed to avoid,
but not by much. Ted was literally shaking for a good half hour; I donft blame
nim, either. Interesting signs seen en route: Gandolf Ford, in Columbus, and
Easper's Grocery, selling DuQuesne beer in Zanesville.

We finally reached the Holiday Inn at Midnight or so, and I was fortunate
enuf to get a room a scarce 20 feet fram the Con Suite. So, barging through Bill
Malardi, Lou Tabacow, and a bunch of Hochester Heaps, I got refreshed and then,
armed with a8 bunch of NY in'67! (plug) pamphlets, I plunged into the thick of
fandom.

Fun and games Friday night lasted until 3 or 4 AM, and I was sufficiently
experienced with cons not to dead-end it the first night. I met lots of inter-
esting people, too. The entire Cincinnatti group, lots of Midwestern Fandom,

a large contingent from New York, afew from Baltimore and Rochester, D:ve Kyle
and Jay Klein from Syracuse. I had a very interesting conversation with Ben Jason
about the problems of Tricon as opposed to NYCon, and found that they were very
dissimiliar. Among others, the major reasons are that Tricon isn't composed of
fanzine fans, and thus has problems of a graphic nature, and also that the mem-
bers of the committee are strung out throughout the state, and thus communication
between committeemen is slower than in New York Fandom, where we see each other
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sometimes more often than evary week, and we're also within easy phone communic
ation with each other, .

Feanwhile, Ted had plunked down in the inner room of the con suite, and sat
there the enlire evening, talking with all sorte of people; inclading the Fabulous
Bob #tUCKER®*. He told us later that he had almost ruined his vocal chords that ew
ening, but fear not! He was back in fine form the next day.

I awoke at 10 the next morning, ready to meet Tucker and go to breakfast with
him, However, Arnie Katz wandered into the room lugging & huge boxfull of fanzines
and remarking that Tucker had turned Huckster. When I washed and got down to his
room, it turned ocut that Bob had gotten up after 4 hours of sleep and had breakfast
at 8:30 ANM! VWhich foiled our Breakfast ¥ith Tucker Club.

Tucker was selling a huge collection of zines at ridiculous prices; I got
an almost complete run of Fanac and Axe for 75¢ and 50¢ respectably, as well as
Bob Leman's first half dozen zines for 15¢! Arnie bought 16 FAPA mailings for
50¢ appiece...When Dave Van Arnam wanderdin, he uttered a great cry of dismay
and buried himself in what was left — I wnderstand he bought {8 worth of stuff.

The afternoon was spent in poolside conviviality, rather like what the Dis-
Clave should have been like. I tried to wobk up the nerve to plunge into the pool
with all my clothes on, but never did gst my trufannish spirit up, alas.

+++++++++4+

Saturday evening there was a program of sorts, with a panel I don't remem-
ber too much about, and several films, including Automania—2000, and the Wolper
film on Bradbury for Biography. Wheh Jay Kay Klein got up to fill a space in the
program with "I know a good joke" Arnie Katz Loudly replied, "Yeah -- Syracuse
in '66!" hich was much laughed at (the MidWescon was heavily pro-Tricon).

After the program was over, several people went out to open up their hoarded
liqour, and the parties were going strong by 9 PK. By a chance of reservations,
Ted and Dave Van Arnam had a two room suite that interconnected with the con suite,
making a Jiant con suite that was soon filled with people. The Cincinnati group
must be commended for beins such good hosts; other than hard liqour and bheer
they supplied much mixers and even sandwiches!

I had a very interesting talk with Mike Domina about the difficulties if
getting ditto supplies in the Midwest, and he told me tales of woe streng enuf
to deter the strongest fan, which is the reason that Introaspection, Mike‘s ditt-
oed zine has been inactive lately. But Mike promised to have another issue ready
fakrly soon, an issue I'm looking forward to, Judging from the back issues that
I picked up from the Coulsons. I also remet many fine fannish people such as
Duncan McFarland, and met Bill Malardi and lotsa others for the first time. The
parties were, in short, a blast.

-

Well, the conversations lasted until the early hours of the morning, and
at last, long after Ted and Dave had gone to sleep, a group of us went over to
the pool and dead ended it. I got to sleep as the sun was coming up, at 5:30AN,
The trip back to New York I won't go in to; it was totally rediculous and
graeling, and I finally got to the office without any sleep for the last 36 hours,
and fell asleep half a dogzen timesthat day. I slept 14 hours Fonday night, and
earnestly made a pledge to myself; Never Again, I swear to myself, never again w
will I torture myself. At least not until the next convention., =- AP, 1965 .
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"I'11 kill you, you son-
uvabitch!" the man snarled. He
had one fist knotted in my shirt;
with the other he cuffed me,
twice. "1°11 goddamn right kill
you," he said again. He reached
for his pocket and pulled out a
knife.

It was Xemorlal Day, Vonday
the 31st of }Yay, 1965, And itwas
happening to me, in broad day-
il light, on the Jersey Turnpike.

For most of its length, the
turnpike is three lanes wide in
each direction. I was driving
down juat such a stretch, between
Exit Six (The Fennsy Turnpike) &
Exit Five (Philadelphia). I was
in the far left lane, having pass-
ed my umptyumph cluster of cars.
It was Vemorial Day, and the turn-
plkes and expressways were jammed.
I was slightly amazed when the
open stretch suddenly developed,
and for a brief while I had the
whole road to myself.

But not for long. In my mirr-
or I saw a black Cadillac perhaps
a quarter of a mile behind me, in
the middle lane. It was overtaking
me. I was driving a registered 65,
despite the posted limit of 60. Vy
speedometer reads about ten miles
an hour slow at this speed; I was
probably holding to about 75.

I glanced back again. The
- black caddy was a lott closer now,
E—» and then suddenly it swerved into
) my lane, only & few car lengths
- behind me. It was not slowing down.
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I would probably havse autamatically swung into the middle lsne, twt it ann-
oyed me that someone who covld easily pass me in his own lane would decide to
force me out of my lane instead., And ahead, I saw another cluster of cars. Within .
two minutes, I would have no choice anyway; only my lene was open-

The car behind me rode up within a few feet of me, gailgating me, I cculd
hear a faint beeping of his horn. I could meke out two people sitting in the
front seat, and the driver was making a wide aweeping motion with his arm, wav-
ing me to get out of his way.

Kceping my foot on the accelerator; I touched my left foot lightly to my
brakes, Just enough to light the brake lights. The car behind me dipped its nose
only momentarily. Then it was up on me again.

By this point I was thoroughly angry and thcroughly frightened. It was ob-
vious I had a maniac behind me. But now I could not get out of his way, and I
feared to slow down. He might ram me, intentionelly or not. Then a hole opened
up in the middle lane, a car there dropping over to the right lane. I started
to swerve, saw the Caddy dart out behind me. He pulled abreast of me, and his win-
dow slid down. e both shouted obscenities at each other for a second or two, and
then he spurted ahead. ithen he was perhaps three or less car-lengths ahead of me
he swung half into my lane and began braking, fast.

He ran me off the pavement, into the grassy center meridian. The strip is
divided by a heavy guard rail, and I came to a stop within a foot or two of it,
the black Caddy fishtailing in beside me, its reser still half in the traffic
lane. There was only enough space between the cars for a door tp be opened,

Before I realized what he was doing, the driver of the car had jumped from .‘
his seat, and yanked open the door of my car. At this point I was still in the
frame of mind to cuss him out, but thern I took a good look at him.

He was tall —perhpa six foot two—— with dark wavy hair, and a dark goatee;
no mustache. He was expensively dressed in a dark summer suit. He looked Italian,
or Jewish ——darkly handsame. His expression was ugly, and before I had any idea
what he was up to, he’d grabbed my shirt and made his threat.

He was almost incoherent with rage. "Wassamatta, don't you know the goddamned
law?" he screamed. "In Jersey you pass on the left, see?" He shook his fist at me
--"and when somebody wants to pass you, you goddamn move over, see?"

“"There's also & lsw about speed-limits," I said. "I was going well over the
1imit —-how about you?"

He cuffed me across the mouth, open-handed. "You shut up, see?" he shouted.
"You Just shut your goddamned, fuckin' mouth!"

The other occupant of the car was a woman. I never had a good view of her,
but her hair was a bleached dirty blonde, which fanned out over her shoulders.
I'd guess her to be in her middle or late thirties —five or ten years older
than the man —and her face had the coarsenesa of too much use. Throughout this
rather one-sided exchange, she shook her head at the man and made imploring gest.-
ures at him. He never paid her any attention.

After delivering himself of most of his anger, the man backed out of my car,
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and slamied the door, hard. "Go on --pull on out," he said, jerkinz his thumb at
the road. -

I had visions of him running me down again, and decided I1¢d stay behind for
a few moments. I shook my Lcad. "Get you own car out," I said. "You're still on
the road." 'ihile he’d been threatening me, cars had been braking to skiddinz halts
and then swerving around the outthrust tail of the big Caddy.

lie started for me again, and this time I had the sense enough to slam the
lock down on my door and run the window up. lie tried the second door, but it was
already locked. ‘hile he was coming around to my side, I locked that door and
pulled in the wind ring. "You pull your car on out of here," he said, stooping,
"or I'll break your window, you sonuvabitch!" ‘'hen he came up he had a small stone
in his hand. He rappred against the window with it once,

Shruggini, 1 slammed my foot down on the accelerator, and my car shot out
into the road. Since the Caddy was blocking the lane, I didn‘t have to worry a-
bout the traffic, for a while. I watched the mirror, but was soon over a rise.

That was the last I saw of the black Caddy and its driver.

Afterwards I thought of many thinss I could‘ve --perhaps should've done. 1
could‘ve pulled out while he was half in my car, and drasged him. I couldfve
slamned him into his own car--maybe even creased it with my bumper. And when he
held the rock, I could've swerved to the left and pinned him against the «uard
reil.

There were a lot of things I could've done, equalling if not excelling in
violence the man’s actions. I think it’s to my credit as a
reasonably civilized person that I thought of doing

77 ‘ f\ none of them at the time. It also came to me why
ATk !\R he insisted on my departing first — he didnot
\ \ want me to see or copy down his license plate.

number. Under the circumstances, I think that
" even if I'd thought of it, any of the things
I'd contemplated afterwards might well have
sparked the man into a truly danferous act
of revenge -- he might indeed have taken
after me again and rammed me or tried to
smash me up, His threats to kill me were
larglely empty onegs —- & catharsis for

his anger — but his temper was entirely

too explosive tot trust his judeement or
sense of pepportion. I was well rid of him.

I contemjlated a complaint at my exit (Exit Cne-—DNel-
aware Bridge) -- but even though I loitered along at fifty

and less, I nemer saw him again, and I finally decided that his compan-

ion had talked him into le~ving the turnpike irmediately. LBesides, my description
of the car was too scanty -- I didn‘t even note its year. It galled me to think
that in the end I°d done nothing at all, really. I wanted some kind of revense,
and I'd had none. BFut that's 1life. If I make a story out of it, it'll come out

differently. And I owe it to myself to at least extract some monetary satisfaction

from the experiernce.
+ o+ 4+ 4+
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r There were ghosts all around me, and I knew somehow that the stranger \
at nmy side was the Wandering Jew. |

Neither of us spoke., ile watched the ceremony.

The speeches were made, and despite the quiet sobriety of the speakers, the
occasion filled me with unease,

Iy time had come, as it had for the big engines.

Femories drummed in my mind, and thunder grumbled in the gray sky and some
of the drops on my cheeks were rain,

The railroad spike was designed in 1831 by lobert L. Stevens, of the Camden
and Amboy Railroad.

The crowd was small, mostly ex-railroad men like myself; and there were in-
visible satellites circling the Earth, high above our little storm.

ol
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The last speaker was “-zinning the last spe= n. The symbtollec hydraulie plier
was made ready. The growr 18 hard-packed and endy. The air was cool. There
were ghosts all around mc

All my life I workec the big car-barns, where the wheels rattle and are
still, where the smell i: »age and steel, wet wond and manure, rotten vegetables
and coal dust, where the dents are always bad cnes.

I knew them at midnig:: and early morning. I knew them in snow and the blaze
of summer. I knew the last of the hoboes, and I knew all their scngs. I used to
hear undergroung gossip from all over the wide country.

Men had gone from the wheel to the rocket, from the freight car to the
pneunatic tube, the ground-effect machine, the pipeline, the beltway.

You must have stopped at some time or other in your life, somewhere, by the
round sign with the "X" in the middle and the blinking red 1ight. above. There was
a bar across your path and a parade of names went by: Burlington, NYC, C&0, Ill-
inois Central, Vlestern Maryland, Great Northern, lackawanna (Route of Phobbe
Snow), Pennsylvania, Chief, Grand Canyon Lines, ATSF, Missouri Pacific (Route of
the Eagles), Gulf Mobile and Ohio, Pacific Fruit Express, N & W, Nickel Plate,
Monongahela, B & O, Lehigh Valley, Fittsburgh & Lake Erie, and all the others.
There were boxcars, flatcars, oil cars, cattle cars, Pullman cars, frcezsr cars,
the big engine, the little caboose.

We stood and watched and listened, and didn't listen. It rained harder.

They moved down onto the track and I turned to the man at my side.

"Was it like this the last time you were here?" I asked him.

"No," he replied, watching. "There was revelry."

"What can this mean to you? The shifting of a sand or two? The batting of
an eye?"

He shook his head.

"The passing of a mode of transportation. The end of an order. A reminder
that almost everything cames to this."

"Rather masochistic, aren't you?"

It comld have been the iightening reflected in his eyes that made them seem to
flash so.

"0r proud,” he replied, and was taller scmehow.

I shrank back.

"I'm not," I said. "I'm not much of anything anymore."

"] know," he said, "for I know the lonely, and I pity them."

The machine was started. It lowered itself for it's single, big bite.

"It was on May 10th, 1869 that the Central Pacific and the Union Facific
Railroads were joined here," he said.

"I know."

It struck meteal, bit, raised itself.

It came up slowly, resistingly.

The man from the Smithsonian accepted the recently-planted, shining symbol
it had just drawn from the ground. The local lightening of flashbulbe competed
with that in the heavens.

The man at my side had winced as the splke was drawn from the cross-tie.

He touched his forehead, turned away.

"Are you leaving already?"

"Yes, I've seen what I came to see."

"Good traveling, then."

"The same to you."

He walked away and I stood there in the rain. The iron horse now thundered
along the tracks of history. It had been my work all my life, and vice-versa.

Now I was alone, and I realized suddenly that I had loved those ugly, smcke-
belching brutes with their raucous whistles and traditions. The drawing of the
golden spike was completed, the crowd bezan to disperse, to move past me &nd away.

There were ghosts all around me.

-~ Roger Zelazny, 1965




COSMIC ENGINEERS by Clifford Simak, Astouriding 1939, Shasta 1950
Paparback Library 1953 159 pages,

I came upon Clifford Simak with his first Galaxy serial, "Time
Quarry" (booked as "Time And Again"), which struck me as & very fine
example of the up-close realistic sf novel; in the years since then
I've read a fair amount of Simak‘’s works, feeling generally that he
was a good writer but one on whom I'd just about reached saturation
point., Now, this book introduces a new (or rather, old) Simak to me:
a rip-roaring space operator who can stand up to Williamson, Hamilton
Doc Smith or any other practitioner of the world-wrecker’s craft.

In fact, I think that Simak may hold the mark for 'recking. Dig
this: he does not merely menace a planet, or a solar system, or a ga-
laxy, or a universe...but two complete universes! In addition to the
threat of bi-universal destruction, throw in the themes of interplan-
etary warfare, suspended animation, instantaneous matter transmission,
alien intelligences including disembodied group intelligence, time
travel, probability worlds, assorted BEMs and super weapons, iutell-
igent robots, ancient interstellar civilizations, the Last Man on
Earth, and probably a few others I°ve forgotten...all told from the
how-hoary-can-you-get viewpoint of an interplanetary reporter-photo-
grapher team who continually bitch about being #nderpaid and who love
to drink up a storm.... Hoo Boy!!!

This is not a book, it is a ritual danee, and Simak proves him-
self to be a consummate dancer. As for whether or not COSMIC ENGIN-
ERRS. is Recpmpqnded Reading, I can only, suggest that it is a highly
specialized art form, marveloualy performed, but far from everyone's
choice ag a form. Personally, I found that the book provided more
laughter than thrills, but I loved it every minute.
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and hilarious graveyard-humerous interludes.

Maybe, because I certainly do not claim total perception. Nor am I at all
“in" on the current literary mobement of which Burroughs is the darling.

I have not even read Junkie or Naked Lunch.

So okay, so Nova Expr-=s is utter tripe. Inasmuch as it has content in the
conventional sense, 1t seeu: to be about a plot to sell out the planet Earth to
same sort of extraterrestria. gangsters, with humanity eventually being wiped
aut and the world being turned over for the use of the aliens.

Feanwhile, a sort of interplanetary or .interstellar police force is workdng
to thwart the plot and bri:: the dastards to the bar of justice.

The narrative techniq 1is a series of bewlldering semi-coherent flashes
rather than conventional & ‘on and dialog. There is an attempt to shock by
sprinkling the text with = 1 naughty words as — get ready to gasp — "shit."
There is also a small sect.... of homosexual porny at the end of the book; a prige,
perhaps, for any reader faithful enough to stick it that long.

Maybe there is a whole lot here that I am simply missing, but my considered
opinion of the book is still: utter tripe.

THE RADIO FLANET by Ralph Milne Farley, Ace, 1965 (All-Story eekly serial-
igation, 1920).

This, the last of the Radio Man series, is the best, largely thanks to a
sequence much anticipatory of Heinlein's The Fuppet Masters. Farley left a large
and carefully planted sequel hook in this story, Myles Cabot's intelligent ant-
friend Doggo and a beatuiful princess being left under "puppet-master" control
on a continent or island controlled entitely by puppet-master-ridden creatures
of all descriptions. But apparently he never wrote the sequel.

A pity...Just when Farley was starting to show some inventiveness, and the.
series was actually getting ggod. Here 1s fertile scil Ifor the would-bs series
taker-over! n '

THE WIZARD OF LEMNURIA by Lin Carter, Ace, 1965.

Lin's first published novel is yet another entry in the Burroughs revival
sweepstakes, with a touch or three of Howard and just a smattering of Horrid
Fhillpots Ludgecramp snuck in too. Buck Coulson has put Lin's Remarkable inven-
tion of perpetual motion on display, and the whole book has a tongue-ih-cheek
quality to it. Not really good, I'm afraid, but this is far from the worst book
that has ever seen print, and for anyone interested in the swor:-and-sorcery
revival, an interesting item.
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. THE FLYING LEGION by George Allan England, McClurg 1920, 394 pages.

Although "Darkness And Dawn" is a much better known work, TFL is England’s
best book, or at least is the beat of thosa GAE books I have been able to cbtain,
It is the ultimate novel of high adventure, bordering on both science fiction and
fantasy, but acturlly growing out of a different source, that of Achmed Abdullah,
H. Rider Haggard, and Talbot Yundy. In TFL a band of mustered out World War I her-
oes, all of them wounded, decorated, independently wealthy and boped to distrac-
tion by peaceful civilian pursuits, set out to achieve exploits and thrille in
exotic settings.

Their vehicle is a great experimental air-dreadnaught capable of one hundred
ninety miles per hour, and large enough for small aircraft to land and take off
from ite upper deck. Under the leadership of a mysterious figure known only as
The Master, the members of the Flying Legion face perilous opposition above the
sea, in North Africa, in Mecca and fin-
ally in a lost city in the very Empty
Abodes of the Arabian peninsula.

Books of this sort are out of style
nowadays; an adventure like that of the
Flying Legion has been reduced, by the
changing world, from merely extravagant
unlikelyhood to outright impossibility.
But while the genre existed, George All-
en England was its master, and "The Fly-

. ing Legion" is his masterpiece.

CAPTURED BY ZULUS, by Harry Prentice,
kamilton, 1890, 282 pages.

L

Frentice's "Captured by Apes" is a
possible source for "Tarzan and The Apes" “y \
this other book bears a suspicious resem- fou're me¥ ve\ng ‘
blance to "The Targzan Twins." Trouble is, ye PSM;D’ ,
when you work as long and determinedly as
I bave for the past couple of years, you
get to the point where the least similar-
ity Jumpe off the page and shouts "Sourre! Source!" at you, when it is in fact
only a coincidental similarity, and a trivial one at that. I dunno.

THE ISLAND OF DR. YOREAU by H. G. 'lells, Stone & Kimball, 1896, 239 pages.

The more I read of Verne and 'Jells the more I become convinced that the
latter is the real daddy of modern stf., He pioneered Time Travel, Earth Invasion,
Other-world exploration, and in this story controlled mutation (although in 1296
it was_by means of surgery rather than genetice). Another of wWell's genuine class-
ics, /And an influence on ERE's "The Monster Men?" See above._/

OUT OF THE SILENCE by Erle Cox, Hamilton, 1927, 319 pages.
. A very fine time-capsule novel set in Australia. Distinctly worth reading,

but if you do, skip the prologue which telegraphs the first hundred rages or so
of the plot.
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THE GREAT STONE OF SARDIS by Frank R. Stockton, Harper 1898, 230 pages.

This is the double-plotted travel story, of a sutmarine exploration of the
North lole and a journey t“rough the crust of the Farth, to a gigantic diamend
which constitutes all but ti:c outer crust of our ;lanet. Fairly well done, but
with a pointlessness unfortunately characteristic of Stockton. Included in the
1900 Seribner's edition is "The Water-Devil" -~ a beautiful talk tale that is
likely Stockton's best work, or at least one of them. It's almost impossible to
describe it without giving away too much, and it does deserve resurrection.

THE KYSTEQY OF ARTHUR GORDON PYX published by Associated Booksellers in 1960,
consisting of "the Warrative of Arthur Gordon Pym" by Edgar AZ#€ Allan Foe
(1837) and its sequel, "The Ice Sphinx," by Jules Verne (1897).

The T'oe 18 a chilling and powerful story of horror and wonder as survivors
of an oceanic storm drift south into unexplored watera beyond the Antarttic
Circle. The story is incomplste, and Verne's completion is no great shakes.

THZ KIGHTI&ST MACHINE, John /. Campbell, Jr.,Hadley, 1947, 228 pages.
THE INCRUDIBLEZ FLANET, " v i s " Fantasy Press, 1949, 344 !ages.

These pooks contain the four interdimensional exploits of Aarn Funro, Camp-
bell's Jovian avatar. The first is pseudo~Doc Smith space opera, and very bad.
The latter book is more of the same, somewaht (but not much) better done. Those
were the good old days? ;

POLARIS CF THE SNOJS by Charles B. Stilson, serializeé in Munsey's "Caval-
ier" magazine, 1915; book edition Avalon, 1965,

Well, classics are where you find 'em; with the old Argosy-sroup stories
becoming available again, it's a risky business as to whether any given epic is
going to turn out a rediecovered classic (like "Darjness and Dawn") er a dud,
like "Falos of the Dog Star Pack" or the current volume. PotS is a hero tele of
a fellow raised in a Sou’polar cave. When he comes out he discovers a lost Greek

' colony in a warm valley in the Antarctic.
I do not know ho badly the cutting hurt
this story, but it is quite bad.

CN TO KILIFANJARO by Brian Gardner,
Macrae Smith Co. 1963, Macfadden
Booke 1964, 190 pages.

The byways down which the researcher
are led are unnumbered; "Targan the Untam-
ed" takes place in East Africa during the
W. I Campaign there. In fact, this is the
famous story in which Tarzan literadly
feeds German soldiers to the lions., A post.-

WWI Burroughs boom in Germany was nipped in
127{ the bud when Stefan Sorel published an 87
page (!) review titled "Targan der Deut-
schenfresser" (Tarzan the German-Eater)
LeeH describing the contents of the book.

‘But accarJ'\:j % A‘f“ (Ra?\g_.,_




PAGE 21

Gardner‘s book is a non-fiction view of the same German East African cam-
palgn, one of the most bizarre ever fought. Tarzan or no, sentries were eaten
by lions. Crocodiles, rhinos and hippos played a substantial part in the war, and
one major engagement was terminated in mid-battel when swarms of infuriated
bees drove off both battling forces. The dominant figure of the campaign is un-
questionably the German Colonel l'aul Von Lettow--Vorbeck, whose force of three-
thousand men, cut off from supplies and reinforcements, fought a succesful guerr-
ila war for four years, holding off allied forces that reached a pesk strength
of 45,000 men. The British forces were apparently commanded by a series of total
incompstents, forced finally into a policy of hopelessly following Lettow about
the countryside, unable to come to grips with him except for minor skirmishes

from which he invariably withdrew at his pleasure, leaving the British triumph-
antly empty-handed.

According to Cardner the British poured troops into East Africa — British,
Indian, South African — and they promptly became unable to fight, due to poor
supply, poor support, and an appalling disease rate. Gardner cites a total Brit-
ish casualty rate of 62,000 deaths, over 48,000 of them due to diseass rather
than enemy actionl! By contrast to the British policy of rouring in foreign
troops, Von Lettow used his sparse European personnel as cadres, relying for
manpower on native askaris; rather than shipping in heavy supplies (which he cd
not) he lived off the countryside, plus whatever he could capture from the
British, Portugese, and other forces that opposed him.

By the time of the armistice in 1918 Von Lettow was still at large, his 1i-
ttle armg, thanks to the recent capture of supplies from a Fortugese garrison, in
better condition than his relatively gigantic opponent. Any comparison with pre-
sent military engagemente in Socutheast Asia and elsewhere, is for the reader ra-
ther than the writer to draw.

DARKNESS AND DAWN by George Allen England, serialiged in Cavalier magazine
in 1912; first book edition not known, Avalon Bocks 196i..

This 1s the opening story of England's femous trilogy coneerning the awak-
ening of Allan Stark and Beatrice Kendrick in a future world, 800 years after a
mysterious disaster has, apparently wiped all humanity from the earth. An intro-
duction by Robert Lowndes suggests that this ",..may not be the first story of a
man and woman alone in the ruins of civilization," but lLowndes lists no earlier
example, and I would be grateful for such informatiocn if anyone can supply it.

The style of the book is a bit stilted, but any reader of antique sf should
be able to overlook the only two people in the world, awakening from an 800-year
sleep, naked and dishevelged, quoting Victorian poetry at each other. Things
pick up after a while, and Stern tties same reconstruction work, and the book

becomes quite gripping when the two discover a savage sub-human race operating
about them.

A curious touch: the locale of the story is the area between 23rd street &
14th street, fram Third Avenue to Broadway, with much of the action takinz place
in the lMetroploitan Tower, the Flatiron Building, and Vadison Square Fark. I worked
in that neighborhood for five years, and the feelingz was creepy. Steve Stiles &
Larry Ivie both went to school a bit further east, and should enjoy the book for
that particular reason, among others.
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BEYOND THE GREAT OBLIVION by George Allen England, 268 pages, Small, Maynard
and Company, 1914,

This is the second tale of ingland's Darkness & Damm trilogy. In the 1914
edition, "Darkness and Dawn" is the title applied to the trilogy, and part one
is called"the Vacant VWorld." The original version also has excellent end-papers,
and a number of good illustra$ions by the classic pulp illustrator F. J. Fonohan,
including a full-colour frontispiece.

"Beyond The Great Oblivion" takes up directly where "The Vacant “orld" ends,
with Allan Stern, survivor of a universal disaster recovered in the distant fu-
ture, having beaten off a horde of attacking sub-men, made good his escape, and
setting up housekeeping in a long-vacant mansion on the Fudson liver. In BtGH All-
an and Beatrice Fendrick build a boat for themselves and set out acrpss long Ts-
land Sound, hoping to sail to Boston for an attempt to get some use cut of the
observatory once built there.

Overtaken by natiral disaster they wind up resurrecting an ancient airplane
standing in a hangar near Trovidence, take off, hit a terrific storm, are driven
far west of their course, and wind up discovering P@XIdé¥ddy¥ a sort of lost wotld
in a gigantic new canyon hundreds of miles deep and wide. And so on, more or less
predictably, being imprisoned, gaining their freedom and position in a buried so-
ciety, Allan fighting the inevitable single combat for cheftainship, and finally
emerging to try and re-establish Man on the face of the earth.

Some one commented on the glowing optimism that pervades these stories, and
he is entirely right; naked and alone in a terrifyingly changed wobld, Allan and
Beatrice set out without hesitation to rebuild civilization; crushed down time
and again by natural disaster, semi-human anthropoids, primitive neo-berbarians,
they rebound afresh from each disaster; the work of months destroyved in an instant
they only set out with new vigor and enthusiasm to re-do, better than last time,
all that has been undone.

This, more than any other anachronism of astyle or device, labels "Darkness
and Dawn" as a work which could not be written todsy. A sad commentary on the de-
pressing world-view we have reached since the days before 'Jorld lar I, when an
author could seriously propose universal reconstruction by a lone couple surviv-
in; otherwlse universal holocaust.

TEe AFTH.LGLOY by George Allan England, 234 pages.

In this final portion of his gigantic super-novel, Zngland has his hero and
heroine finally married; they return to the Great Abyss of BtGO, bringing out ips
neo-barbaric inhabitants and of course rebuilding an entire hightlevel scientif-
ic civilization with them.

Englan’s writin: was really quite good, stylistieally smootth and not intol-
erably unnatural. His imaginative concepts are fine; the universal disaster, the
ireat Abyss, the dark object in the sky, are all satisfactorily explained. The
idea of two survivors taking charge of a tribe of savages and reconstructing an
advanced civilization is a 1little hard to accept, but perhaps we will someday re-
gain the pre-'/W I optimism tiat permitted inglend to use this idea in his stories.

Unfortunately, amidst all these virtues, Englandis plotting is distressinly
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elementary. The basic structure of the whole three stories is a series of devas-
tating disasters following each of which Allan Stern and Beatrice Kendrick Stern
proceed to dig out and rebiuld Bigger and Better, until, as indicated, they fin-
ally rebuild the world.

England's method of presenting his alternation of disasters and recoveries
is a modification of the Odyssey. Much of the time Stern and Beatrice do travel
about, falling into one pit and then another. The rest of the time, they stand
still and disaster comes to tlem. 5.G., toward the end of the third book they
have established a semi-permanent settlement near the Great Abyss, to which Stern
is gradually bringing the Abyss-dwellers by airplane. Just when all is going well
in the new colony, a landslide wipes out half the habitations and their inhabit-
ants. Before they can even dig out there is a revolt against the rule of the civ-
iligers. Before this is even put down there is a pestilence which strikes the col-~
ony.

vhen the colony is starting to recover from the epidemic, the sub-human An-
thropoids introduced in the first book invade the colony....

Depending upon one's saturation--point for this sort of thing, the end of the
trilogy arrives just in time...or maybe not in time. Still, a remarkable work,
well worth delving into even if gou find that you don’t want to wale comrletely
through it.

CITY by Clifford D. Simak, 1952.

This is the famous novel — in fact, a novel-length collection of short
stories and nvellettes — that won Simak his International Fantasy Award. Am I
right in assuming he is the only man to have won both the IFA and the Hugo?

At any rate, "City" is the story of the intelligent dogs who take over the
world after man abandons it in favor of Jovian changeling-life. The dogs, guided
by a long-lived robot named Jenkins, accomplish nothing in the way of mechanical
advances, but develop a world-wide Brotherhood of Beasts. Fresent here also is
the multiple-earth concept that Simak exploited in his later "Ring Around The
Sun.*®

The book reveals a depth of emotional values that was little known in stf,
especially magazine stf, when these stories began appearing in Astounding in 1944.
The humanistic era of science fiction, one might call the late °"LOs and early !50s.
Before that, externals. Since, too-internalized attitudes have dominated, leading
to the reactionary sword-and-sorcery and adventure stf movements. (W/as Larry
Shaw's "Science Fiction Adventures" merely premature rather than whr#otn¥g?)

DH. FABUSE by Norbert Jacocues, 1923,

This German novel, translated by Lillian A. Clark, was the basis of a series
of highly successful movies, still being made, I believe, about a European Fu
}anchu. The translated edition is badly done-~ the translator, perhaps fearing
to alter the original meaning, has given a version almost word-for-word. As a re-
sult, some of the ifioms are pure gibberish, and the general flow of the language
is constantly jarring.

At the same time, the literal quality of the book is its chief literary val-
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ue: it offers an insight into the German mind of the VWeimar days, the feeling

of total lostness, the search for absolute values :nd for a leader who would .
relieve the awful responsibility of personal freedcm.....I‘m afraid that Hitler

was not the master but mersly the product of a national character in s pertic

ular time. "Dr. Mabuse" has :ade me afraié, again. of our ally, the bastion e¢f

NATO.

Strange things keep h:opening to "Edgar Riee Burroughs: Man of Adventure,”
or whatever the title is. Strange things. For cne, it won't stay finished. Back
around January, 1564, I finished a preliminary psrtial version that ran to sbout
28,000 words. Through the apring I rewrote that end added wholly new material,
finishing a complete draft in May, 1964, some 65,000 words in length. For the
better part of a year I continued researching; meanwhile H. H. Heins and Hulber:
Burroughs both provided corrections to the existing ms. This past spring I went
back to work, did another complete draft, cutting judiciously, and the thing
comes to something like 100,000 words.

It was finished April 11. Again, Heins aund HulBurroughs provided correct-
lons and a couple of a!ditions. I inserted them. For a second time I thot I waas:f’
really done, Jack Tannen, tho, thought the book ended tco abruptly. So I added a
couple of paragrarhs, some 175 words or so. For the third time I thought I was
done. Then Dave Garfinkel, who's editing the book for me todd me that he still
thot it ended too abruptly.

Frankly, it did, and by calculation. After 300 pages of jabbering about ERB,
I sort of felt that I°d said enow, or maybe toc much. I figgured tkat by that
time the reader cd pretty well Judsze my opinion, and maybe form cne of his ewn te
boot.. But Dave and Jack both felt so strongly that the author shd reach a conclu-
sion, even to offer it and even if the reader rejects it and reaches a different
one of his ewn, tlat I gave in. I wrotc another few Faragraphs, some 1150 words
worth, more or lees., Now I really REALLY think the book is done. ‘'e shall see. I
don't see what more I ecould be asked to write, and besides the book is sa faor a-
long physically...

If and when the book gets published, I'11l check the page and Faragraph where
each version ended. If any of you readers pay the rather steep price that the
book is going to cost.

/hen I said "if and when" I was not kidding. I‘m not having editor or pub-
lisher problems; hell, I'm theeditor and the publisher 3s pleased with the ms.
But. Canaveral has this sticky relationship with ERBInc, over the Burrcughs btooks
they‘ve done these past three-four years, and things are in a bit of a anarl over.
who done whom wrong when and how. And my book, although a seperate matter altoge-
ther from the snarl, has somehow got dragged in by one side as a sort of spite
fence against the other, and I doy‘t know but what the book is going to be su-
rpressed. Ain't that a buster for you. Is suppressed the right word? I don't mean
stopped from distribution, I mean stopped from publication. But it’s already well
into production, and...S5tay tuned to this column for further flashes.

-~ Dick Lupoff, 1965




BILL BLHCKBEAR

There seems to be confusion in many fons®’ minds over the range of published
material covered by the term, "pulp magazine." Some think that the term included
the true detective und confession magazines, as well as the stapled "men's" mag-
azines (as opposed to the saddle-stitched variety).

Now while it is true that most of these magazines are printed on a "“pulp"
variety of paper, they are not pulps. The reason is simple: they print muterial
that 1s loosely, very loosely, termed ngn-fiction. And to every editor, publish-
er, writer, reader and collector of the pulp era of American publishikng, "pulp"
referred wholly and exclusively to the all fiction magazines of the time. Con-
versely, the term "slick," now largely obsolete, did really mean almost any mag-
azine printed on slick, i.e., amootth surface, paper, from Liberty to Sunset,

from the Open 2goad For Boys to Vogue; to a wribver, the term meant higher rates
and a step "up" from the pulps,

Thus, the all-fiction "pulp" was a very specific type of magazine. However
widely differentiatedthe contents of these magagzines: science fiction, wierd,
fantasy, detective, mystery, air-war, sports, horror, terror, adventure, west-
ern, war, epicy, etc., etc., they were, like the paperback novels of today,
nearly all the same general shape and size -—— for convenience of printing by
mass publishers and ease of display in stands three times as crowded as those
of today.

Some were trimmed, and some were shagesy, but the general dimensions of all
were six inches by ten inches; in the twenties they averaged 130 pages appiece;
in the thirties (when the dime fiction magazine and , after a while, the "new"
dime novel, were introduced), about 110 pages. lield to this precise definition
of content and size, there is only gpe honest-to-Munsey pulp magazine still ex-
tant: the quarterly Ranch Romances of Standard Fublications, distributed almost
entirely in the west with (alas) a diminishing circulation every year.
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But even in the heyday of the pulps, there wore dimensionel sports. Such
zines as Wierd Tales, Blue Book (both in the twenties and in the fortiea), Fen- .
tastic Adventurea, and a majority of ths Gernsback fiction zines, all of these

1004 fiction titles and pr':ted on undeniablle pu'irsood stock, appearod in a lax

ger format at one time or anaother, approximating :ine inches by twekve inchee

in size, and about 96 page= in thicknsss. These werz included in the pulp cat-

egory despite their sige. ' .d when the reduced, digest-aized all-fiction zine

was introduced by Street & Smith in the mid-?40"3, the term embraced this varie-

ty as well.

Standard size overlooked, then, there are perhaps a dozen to two dozen
pulps, all digest size, still on the stands. Nost of these, as we know, are sci-
ence fiction. Of the others, a cpuple are sex-sadism, one is horror-fantasy,
perhaps half a dozen are detective-mystery. And that's it.

For all practical purposes, the tradition:l pulp is gone, replaced in large
part by the original paperback novel (as piloneered by Fawcett®s Gold Medal Books
circa 1950, when the big pulp chains were falling apart forever) -- but only the
novel. The short story and novellette, as units of fiction, and for half & cen-
tury the mainstay of the pulp, seem to have lost all appeal for the great bulk
of the reading public, who presurmably prefer a half-hour tv show to a half-hour
story in a magazine, and would rather get their teeth into a good novel for ser--
ious reading -~ if serious reeding is to be kundertaken at all,

In ten years certainly, possibly five, eben the scattering of pulps we still
have will be gone, absorbed in scme fashion into paperback format, or simply van-
ished altogether. Elary Gueen's l'ystery Fagagzine will probably be the final hold- .
out, but in the end it too will succumb to the public®s increasing inability to
waste time looking for reading matter anywhere other than the paperback books.
And an era will have come, belatedly, to an end.

Except, possibly, for Ranch domances...

+++t++++++++

‘/here did the pulp come from, then? It did not, as many fans think, evolve
from the dime and nickle novel at all. It did,; in fact, co-exist with these for
years, but was not regarded in that turn-of-the-century era as in any way simil-
ar to them.

The basic pulp format itself —— two columns of type on a fairly wide and
high page (as oprosed to most books' single column of type per paze) was stan-
dard in general non-fiction magazines of the early and middle parts of the nine-
teenth ceitury in both Aimerica and “ingland. larper®s was the leading Awerican
magazine of thies knid to first adopt the approximate height and breadth of what
was later to be the standard pulp size, although numerous others, from The Atlan-
tic to Jodey's Lady's Doek (which printed Poe), cuickly followed suit.

This size for general non-fiction magazines was the norm when Frank Yunsey,
tryin; to find a way to rebuild the circulation for his Golden Argosy (atabloid
size boy's fact and fiction magazine) hit apon the notion of an all-fiction per-
iodical for men, emphasizing adventure, printed on inexrensive pulpwood paper at
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the outset, and run off on one of the large presses handliny the general non-
. fiction magazines of the period. Thus Argosy, after many fluctuations in title,
content, and evea paper stock, was born. And with it, the pulp magagines.

The dime novels, on the other hand, were approximately the size of comic
books of today (about an inch larger all around -— save in thickness -- than
the pulp); nearly always, as their categorical name implies, containing noth-
ing but the text of cne novel appiece; and were published largely to appeal to
addolexcents —— while the pulps’ appeal was always, at least nominally, to the
adults. And when the dime novel metamorphosized into its pupal stage — the

first truly popular paperback books in this country, mostly
printed by Street & Smith in the early 1900's —
all rhysical resemblance to the pulps ceased
{until, of course, the idea of the dime
sovel was revived by the pulp pub-
listers themselves in the early
130%y),

In its first thrity years,
the pulp magazine carried none
of the popular onus of the
dime novel. The pulp fiction
titles ware considered amus-
ing supplemental reading, ex-
cellent hammock fare for men
or vomen (Munsey had broaden-
ed the appeal of some of his
titles to reach the feminine
readers), and as reasonable a
source for top-quality povu-
lar fiction as the big slicks
of the time. Edgar rice Burr-
oughs, H. rider Haggard, and
Joseph Conrad all appeared in
the same magazines, selected
by the same editors, and read
by the same publie. All were en-
‘or i for the same common denomi-
i of exotic adventure in their

The depression dealt a ruinious
blow to this idyllic situation. It suddenly became difficult to sell fiction mag-
azines at the old prices -—- and to afford the writers whose names af on the cov-

. ers sold what magazines were sold. Prices were slashed, contents cut, "nome" au-
thors abandoned, and lurid covers adopted by several publishers -- and one pub-
lishinz house which entered the field in the early '30's, Mopular Fiction, aban-
doned all standards of external taste.

Horror Stories, Terror Tales, The Spider, Spicy kystery, Detecive, '‘estern,
and Adventure (a jaunty set of four) became thetypical™ popular fiction pulp ma-
gazine for most people, and all pulp masagines suffered an accordines decline in

. reputation, Many fans who could have bought Amazing or ‘ionder or 'leird in the late
'20's with no more than a curious glance by parents, found in the '30's that the
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MOST obviously staid science fiction magazine wae iransformed by parental eyes
into a counterpart of Torrid Thuggee Tales and castigated accordingly.

Still, the desperate ne=d for diversion in th» depression years and later
in the war years kept the pu.ps seliing despite their increasingly cheap app-
earance and precipitate decline in quality of contents. The futile attempt of
one or two publishers, such as Street & Smith, to reverse this trend with att-
ractive magazines and a high level of contents in both fiction and artwork,
only underscored the approach #f the end.

This came, of courss, once the war was over and the combination of the new
household idol of tv with & returned GI oriented by tens of thousands of Army
overseas paperbacks to think in terms of single-subject books and fiction made
the basically unaltered pulp look like one of the most indisputably dispen-
sable items around.

It was dispensed with quickly. Except for the science fiction titles, the
five years between 1945 and 1950 saw the demise or imminent ruin of all the great
pulp houses and their dozens of titles (amajority of which, unrevived, had been
victims of the wartime paper shortage), and the few remadning writers of any
worth in the field, contacted by Gold Medal or Lion or Popular Library, got cut
of the sinking ship fast, /lith no sources for even readable fiction, no rates
to pay writers even if they could get them, and no reader interest, there was
nowhere for the pulps to go but away.

which is where they went...

+t+++++++++ 4+

The foregoing has been, of course, a very sketchy and superficial discourse
on the pulps. Despite the general truth of the trends described, the 1930°s were
in megy ways, for many fans, the Golden Age of the pulps —— and the same Populsr
Fiction Publishing Company which tarred so many innocent zines with their lurid
brush was responsible in great part for this, with their superb Dime Detective
Yagazine -~ which launched Raymond Chandler at his best — their even better
Detective Tales, which gave John D. MacDonald his first leg up; their fabulous
G-8 And His Battle Aces and their unforgettable and gergeously-written (if al-
most comp, etely peychopathic) Spider. To those of us who grew up in those years
the pulp size was ideal, the format and illustrations an integral part of the
whole, and no matter how high the quality of the fiction sold in papaerback tecday,
the special magic of the newsstand that we felt then is gone forever today —
the pathetic rearguard of digest-size zines left today more an irritating remin-
der of this than an authentic remainder.

-- Bill Blackbeard, 1965
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MILTON MeSMER

AT BLOODY GULCH

Roughly a quarter of a century ago there was a small child name of me. Ny
folks had Just moved me from that Hotbed of Evil where I was born (Chicago) to
a town in Florida that was so small that I was allowed to g0 on my own and see
movies. This was one of my favopite pastimes. In fact it was Just about then
that I discovered Chapter Pictures (I discovered comic booke about the same
time). Of the many movies I zaw, I recall only a few. Favorites were DRUMS ALONG
THE MOHAYK and NORTHWEST PASSAGE, both of which I saw several times there and in
later runs. I also remember that the chapter pictures that I saw were ZORRO'S
FIGHTING LEGION and TIK TYLER'S LUCK. I don‘t remember much specifieally from
them now, but recently I caught a few chapters of TTL on the Chuck McCann show.

But one thing I remembered most vividly was the climax of an Anti-War film
I saw once. It stayed with me —- this scene — over the years, aven though I
didn't recall the name of the picture or anything else about it. And over the
years, while haunted by the scene, I walted, hoping someday to see it again.

When I came to New York and encountered the time-binding aspect of the Big
Eye on the Late Show, the Late Late Show, and later, The Late Late Show 1I, I
watched and waited. I saw a lot of fine fillums and T Kept the Feith, For roughly
ten years I watched old-timey movies on TV whenever the opportunity presented it-
self. Then --.a few weeks ago — I saw The Eagle And The Hawk, starring Fredrich
March, Cary Gran$, Jack Oakie, and Carole Lombard,

It was the film.

this is a oneshot column by

FEEHOFFMAN
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Sunday is usually a pretly so-so day for TV, at least from ncon until 10:00
F¥. Today was one of the Good Ones. .

From nine until ncon, of course, there was the Chuck McCann show. lLast Sun-
day Chuck presented the first episode of a new serial with Ace Jackson. Today I
saw Chapter Two. This is practically undescribable, but I'll try anyway. Ace
Jackson (played by Chuck McCann) is a Hero of the Great ilar in the Air. This
serial deals with his adventures during the Great 'Jar and today he was in combat
idth Von Richthofen (played by Chuck )cCann). Dogfights, done live in the studios
of WPIX (or at least live onto video tape) are like nothing else I've ever seen-
espacially bi-planes making passes at each other. There are some minor technical
flaws ——either this is a different Von Ric!thofcn or he's in a different plane--
and anachronisms--Ace accidentally pushing the ejector button rather than the
machine gun button (buttons?). But there is 0ld School Cliff-Hanging—this episode
ended with Ace floating gently toward the ground in his chute while the Baron
circled. Ace is contemplating aloud whether the Baron would consider potting off
a man in a chute and calling out various things to the effect that he has relatives
in Germany - some of his best friends are Germans -~ etc.

Chuck is also doing a series of her Best Commergials by his L'il Orphan
Aonie. I've explained on occasion that this isn't the same little orphan you
see in the Sunday News and I mention it again to keep the record straight. But
I suggest that if you have a TV set and are ever up between the hours of 9 and
noon, you catch it for yorself.

By me, Chuck's show is a high notch above the much~touted Soupy Sales.

After the Chuck McCann show, I watched TYPHOON (1940) with Roberti FPreston
-- young and muscular--and Dorothy Lamour--young and not muscular. All froth and
absolutely charming.

And some very fine special effects.

After TYPHOON I watched STORM OVER THE NILE (1956) for the first time. Why
didn't somebody tell me this wae an almost scene-~-for-scene, angle-for-angle, cut
-for-cut remake of FOUR rEATHHERS?

FOUR FEATHERS is one of the greatest movies ever made. It ranks with DAWN
PATROL and-—-well, I'1ll save the titles. But anyway FOUR FEATHERS is Great. STORK
OVER THE NILE was good. I suspect that, like FF, it suffere considerably from be-
ing cramped into the tiny monochromatic screen. FF, 1ike MOBY DICK (which is
sort of great except for the scenes with Gregory Feck) should not be seen on TV
unless one is sufficiently familiar with the film and sufficiently flexible of
imagination to handle it in that form.

STORN OVER THE NILE put me in mind of one of the pastimes we used to indulge
in: double bills. Among my favorites were:

DAWN PATROL/THE EAGLE AND THE HAWK (After the film they issue you a Lewis
Gun and a Croix de Guerre)

FOUR FEATHERS/GUNGA DIN (afterwards members of the audience receive a full
canteen and the Victoria Cross) .
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THE INFORFEH/ODD KAN OUT (after the show busses take the audience to the Brit-
ish embaasy where they arc imsued stones to throw)

BIRTH OF A NATION/UNCL: TOM°5 CABIN (on tha out of the theatre ycuire
given a carpet bag with @ wi'ie sheet in it)

STORK OVER THE KLILE ciicied in time for me to catchithe last half of CUSTER
TO THE LITTLE BIG HORN, whi.ch I saw in toto noct long ago. This is a nice piecce
of typical TV documentary. ... ile personally I'm prejudiced against Custer, I
still get a charge out of the 7th Cavalry, whether they're charging cvor the
hillto save the wagon train, or riding to the Little Big Horn while Garyowen
plays in the background.

After a short dinier bresk I saw the sinking of the Lusitania, They mention-~
ed the rumored armement, but didn't go into details. I suprose it was all a ru-
mor, but it was a juiey one.

After that I saw the life and times of Charles A. Lindbergh (one of my fa-
vorite Heroes) condensed into a half hour. There were some fine film clips of
aeroplanes. That Ryan NYF always looks like it must have been hell in the cotners
when the tanks were full.

Now I am watching '"agon Train, which is generally a little too Yadult" (i.e.,
full of psychological overtones) for my tastes. But at least it's got cowboys
and horses and guns, which suit my mood of the moment,

In between watching TV, I’'ve been working on a book; a 'estern. I have come
to the conclusion that I am not a real professional-type writer, like Ted White,
Ted showed me how to outline/plot a book when we ztarted work on Frobe Into Yes-
terday together, and I decided to try it for myself with this titleless ecreation.
The outline I came up with is a lot vaguer than the one for Probe, but it was
more than I used when I tackled book-writing befcrz (some ten-or-so years agoe).

I started off writing to it, and as I worked, it scit of grew and changed anc
shifted. The book is still headed for the same endirg, but it's taken several
unexpected twists along the way. Today, for instonce, the protagonist got himself
shot, which just came as a bit of a surprise to both of us, and now I'm wonder-
1gg what effect it’'1l have on what happens next,

Jlell, it makes for fun and excitement. And I do enjoy readinz what I'm writ-
ing more if I don't know exzctly what's going to happen next.

As I cast an occasional eye toward the TV I wender how come so many cowtcy
villains look like Bruce Bennett.

Well, we're twenty minutes into 'agon Train, the action is over and the
psychology has set in. I wonder what it is that haprens to things—westerns, af,
mysteries, stuff like that there. Oh, I know that the Death Of Science Ficticn
has been hashed over ad inf., but what is it with TV +lesterns, for instance?
There used to be an action/adventure 'estern name of Laramie. I used to watch
and enjoy it. Then all of a sudden it got "heart'"--that is, it got a ldid and a
nice old motherly broad. Immediately it went to hell in a bucket. For adventure
ROUTE 66 was a fine show for a long time. Sort of pulp type show, with each epi-
sode set against a "background." Then they got on a kick for young blond chicks
who were mentally disturbed (to put it mildly) and off it went in the same bucket.
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Speaking of Whatfs i/rcvg With...while watching TYPHOON today I fisured cut
one of the things that's "_ght with old-tiny pulr rovies. (Like, for inctance, .
the Richard Arlen fillume I know and love.) The msople in them sometimes laugh
because they are happy end there is fun in 1ife. Even in Adversity they cracked
Jokea~-J1lke the comic beck characters who used tc ~:ichance witticlsus from panel
to panel while they indwl; i in brutal figtfights, ostec.

Yea, I kunow. They do it in MLAFEY fdApféd THE VAN FROM U.N.C.L.E. And occasion-
ally they do it rather weli. I watched this show fcr & long time before I man-
aged to adjust to it--to jut over being irritated by the 1llogicalities and in-
consistencies. People who 1iked the show kept expiaining the humor to me and fi-
nally I began to see some of it. But even now Lhsre 1s something about the show
which antagonizes me--makes it difficult for me to achieve that suspension of
disbelief which comes soo easily with the old movies. Maybe I'm prejudice.

"What hath God ‘lrought?®

e -

Books: 1 am 2 compulsive book-buyer. ’‘hen-
ever 1 get nervous, tease, miserable,
and at odds with the world, I get the urge to buy
books. I also get the urge to buy books when I am
happy, cnthusiastic, and at peace with tte world.
It is only on my absclutely dark and dreary misan--
thropic days that I do not feel like buying books. .
And those are the days when I don't feel like buy-
ing anything, dammit (but if I had to buy something,
I'd rather it were books.) A

This problem is compounded by the fact that I
work within walking distance of my home--straight
up Fourth Avenue from Astor Flace to Union Square
! (with a short detour onto Broadway). Since I us-

3 wohJcr f‘: '\'\nm s ually leave work feeling rather blah and in need of

lXe AWis \""‘P?"‘ +% some diversion this is Not Good (financially). How-
: vk, ever, I habe admirable self-restraint and usually
Ted White manage to make it through to payday with food mon-

ey and rent money-—-most of the time.

The wonder of books is that there is at least one an just about everything,
including a History of the Self-i/inding “‘atch (which strikes me as admirable
specialization). The trouble is that I want at least one book on just about ev-
erything-~though as yet I haven't indulged in a copy of The listory Of The Self-

"inding %atch. The reason for this involves space and money, but another hinder-

ance is the fact that my friendly neighborhood bcokstores don’t always have the

cxact moment I'm looking——at least they don‘t have it in the window or on the .
sidewalk stalls. But they usually have hugdreds of other books that I'm kind of

looking for, including many that I didn’t know existed until I came across them

in the store. So disposing of my book budget is no problem...
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And scmetimes I end up «:th things that
leave me wondering what it was that prompted
me to choose them. Like y:uste day or the day
before that I bought "A Practicia Treatise
on Bridge Construction baiug : Text-Beck on
the Design and Constructi:n o* Bridges In I.-
ron and Steel For the Usc D Students,
Draughtamen, and Enginac:-:" Ly T. Claxton
Fidler, K. Inst. C.E., 1327 -ith the front
board missing. It sounds ir:ieresting, but it
is entirely too technlcal for me, consisting
largley of math and chartis and jJass like that
there. 5o if anyone of you cdizs this stuff &
would like to trade some cthe: sort of beok(s)
for it, contact me.

LecH

Because of my tendency tc shoot my bolt, ¢ “fL
there are whole bookstoraa in the neighborhbod /qﬁJ " (fhlver' /4Venue
that I haven't even gotten in‘o yet. This is Line connéctisd UJFTL "
a sad situation and certainly the “rong App- =

roach, when I want scmethirz in particular.

If I went around inquirin; ‘n the propper

manner, I might well have ivind exactly what

I'm looking for by now. But I keep wandering

in and browsing before enguiring and--whoosh--that's this week's budget shot. So
here I am with & whole toric I haven't found a suitzble reference volume on yst.

The topic is the telegmash in the 19th Century. Anybody got any good books
on the subject--preferably for sale cheap?

Max Yorath 1s the World®'s Createst T'iano Micker

FAYBE FANCOM IS A VAY OF LIFE DEPARTMENT:

Fy typing has probably nct made a good impression on fandan since about the
third issue of Q. For some reason I make great quantities of typos when I'm com-
posing in the stick. But oddly, I do pretty well at business typing--the stuff I
have to type at work. This is probably a Good Thing, because all the jobs I've
had since I came to New York, except one, re quired typing. And I learned to type
because of fandom. So, through fandom, I acquired the basic akill which has enab-
led me to earn bread.

In fact, it is because of fandom that I came to New York in the first place.

A few years ago I pretty nuch lost coritact with fandom. I got involved in a
Job that tended to become 2 'lay of Life and I lost touch with a lot of things.
For imstance, my reading dropned off quite a bit, When the job ceased to exist,
I rediscovered reading—and got very much involved in it. But I was almost entire-
ly involved with non-fiction--the kind of jazz that Froject Report was inspired
by.



PAGE 34

Tren I renewed my fannish contacts and now I‘m reading fiction again. Lar
gely westerns, of course,

But assocfating with Ted hite and other people like that who talk about
the craft of writing, etc., has made me very aware of all sorts of aspects of
a book which never bothercd me before. Within the past few weeks I've whupped
ten vWesterns and I am finding it more and more difficult to locate ones which
are satisfactory as far as the writing goes.

And I've encountered a:iother problem. Last night I was watching a re-run
of an episode of the TV scries THE VIRGINIAN. As usual I forgot to catch the
writer-credit at the opening of the show (I wish they‘d re-run it at the end).
Put during the show I kept finding myself concluding that this is largely the
movie version of Dee Linford‘s MAN WITHOUT A STAR, with just a dash of Louis
L*Amour's RATIGAN. The climaxwwas from a different source which I couldnit place
at the moment, but I'm sure itf1l1 come back to me.

~~ Lee Hoffman, 1965




PAULSTANBEF?Y

of Rhysling, the Blind Singer of Fandom -~
but not the official version. You sang his words,
no doubt, in some convention hall, when you were but a neofan:

"Je pray for one last reading

Of the zines that we gave birth;

Let us look again on the Home of Fen
And its Golden Halls of Mirth."

Perhaps you sang it at Detention or the Chicon IIY; perhaps it was a
Disclave or Eastercon, a lildwest- or llestercon. Or it might have been at
the Loncon III, or at the Solacon II, while the banner that read "South
Gate Again In 2010!" was rippling over your head.

The place doesn't matter —— it was certainly with trufen around you,
whether at convention or club meeting. No one has ever translated "Golden
Halls" into the machine gun jargon of Madison Avenue; no Folknik
ever lisped or groaned it in the damp darkness of a Green-
wich Village coffee house.

This is ours. e of fandom have
known all kinds of fan, from serious
science fiction publishers to
socialist revolution-
aries -=but
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this belongs only to trufen, only to those who are the very breath and soul wf
fandom.

We have all heard many stories about Rhysling. You may have been one of
the many whe have sought BNFdom by scholarly evaluations of his published works
~- SONGS OF TRUFANDOM; THE BERKELEY TOWER, AND OTHER POEMS; HIGH AND WET; and
"YNGVI WAS A LOUSE!"™ among others.

Nevertheless, although you have sung his songs and read his verses since
you came into fandom and from that time on, it is at least an even money bet --
unless you knew Rhysling yourself, as I did -- that you never heard mest of
Rhysling'e unpublished songs; such items as SINCE THE FUGGHEAD MET MY COUSIN;
THE OE IS A FATHER TO THE SAPS; KEEP YOUR PANTS ON, TRUFEMME; or A DUPER BUILT
FOR TWO,

Nor ean we quote them in a family magazine.

Rhysling's reputation was protected by the happy chance that he had never
gotten around to publishing his own fanzine., SONGS OF TRUFANDOM was published
the week he died; when it became a fannish classic, the stories about him were
pleced together from what people remembered plus the highly colored (and often
downright untrue) con-reports written during his activity,

The resulting traditional picture of Rhysling is about as real as Joan
Carr or Carl Brandon.

In truth, you would not have wanted him in your hotel room; he was not
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