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If we were 8till issuing this thing from the Great
Swamps I would be tempted to say that this is Dyna-
tron Nine from Caroline, however, since our days
in the Low Country are only a memory which we are
trying hard to forget, a statement such as that
might give you the impression that America's well-
publicized crown princess had taken over tne reins
of this publication (with appropriate self-censor-
Shvips’ ofteOlrscs: ) such is not the ecase. I must
admit that a four-year-old doés get involved in
fhnenproduciElon - of thlss 4t +times bmbther ngme: is
Rent. In any event this is Dynatron 1X, a fanzine
of# sertse. Dynatron is flung at tine cringing fan
world every other month, or thereabouts, by Roy
and OChrystal Tackett, 915 Green Valley Hoad NW,
Albuquerque, New liexico. Chrystal is in Albuquer-
que, that is. She's the working half. The non-
working half 1s still lounging about in tihne Land
of the Pising Sun. If . you want tne next issue you
can send M*0*N%E«Y (154 each or 8 for $l), or you
can send along your fanzine in trade, or you can
yrEeLnd shia Aletite®r; | o B CRMMETESY or YVollxeln- Send 1S
sometning Lo print in‘ Tutidre lsuess ' Thisiis /- ‘as
usual, a Marinated Publication and we support that
Lindsay gal for TAFF.

COdTENTS

The cover is by Len Moffatt who drew it, put it on stencil, and also
ran it off. He's a ghood man.
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AR NATING

FELHAANIANAANK

IT SAYS IN Td% COLOFHON that I am stiil hiding-out in the Myster-
ious Bast ‘and;~as ‘of/this writing, that-is- true. *.However, my tour here
1S rapidly nearing completion and DYNATRON 10 will not only be published
wn Albuquerque, it will also be edited there. All faneds, correspon-
dents and otaer interested parties (such as the great mulititude planaing
to contribute written material or art--you are plenning to, aren't you?)
please note tnat effective immediately all mail for the Tuacketts snould
be sent to 915 Green Valley Road NW, albuquerque, New Mexlco, USA.

I DIDN'T PLANET 10 BE THAT BSOTEZRIC. It's like tinls: AMAZLNG used
teo bilLlltseclfvdas | thetaristecrat. of wS'' and - FEANTASTIC 'is oft referred
to as AMZis "ilittle brotaer'. Lo you get it now mikie Kurman? walter
Breen? Anybody else? Does 1t become startlingly cleart Galaxy, if I
have to stop to exptain tuese things eacn time it will be a wonder that
we ever get on to anything else.

SO0CIZTY is defined as a number ¢f persons united for a common in-
terest or people collectively wno live in any region at any given per-
iod. @ Society, then is people and it is amusiang, to me anyway, to find
tnose fans wno are tae loudest in proclaiming an obligation to taeir
fellow men are also tne loudest in disclaiming any obligatioa to societx
Unless vou happ'n to be a cynical, somewhnat misantarcpic grouch like me,
unwilling to admit that vou have obligations to anything outside your
own personal sphere, it would appear to be extremely difficult to assume
an_obligation to man and not to society. Or the other way around for
taat matter.

In PANAC 80 Walter Breen ventures tne opinion tnat tne issues of
draft-dodging "aren't limited to whetner draft-dodging is' Cowardly, E-
vial and Selfish, etc,.«.but instead tiaat drart-dodging is only a small
special instanee~of ang' ol a rather ) large group 'of impilicat or explicit
answers to the following questions: (1) what claim, if any, has present
day society on the individual? (2) Is this claim modifiapole by individu-
al Jacitagn<~spaciticafrlyitctin sitiaber lessened by minimizing one!'!s involy=
ment witn .society, as begts and some othners maintain? (3) Fs this e Paim
by society lesitimate, i.e. moraily binding whether or not one accepts
divine sanctions, or merely enforceabie as by police and courts?‘

13ociety", in 1tself, is a rather general term which contains a
vast amount of shnuffiing around room. I assume that what is specifaical-
ly meant by 'socicty" as used in this context is tne general capitalis-
tic society we term "western civilization' or, perhaps, it can be nar-

rowed even further to mean specifically the United States. Fernaps the
latter is too narrow a definition.

It has become a =Zreat game in all sorts of strange quarters these
days ito!'dec Taim onsibhé ignog's < fiau Iestand-fadilure s  'of tae \United. States,
perdon me; ' I mean ‘ocur society. -~ Tde nuts on the far rient profess to
find the body of our society infected almost beyond the recoverv point
witn the disease of communism; sort of & red ander every bed as it were.
The nuts in the other direction profesz to fiand society in the crushning
Zrip of capitalistic overtords bent on acquiring every daollar in tne
world and reducing tae pbulk of mankind to chattel and slavery. And, of
course, everybody knows tin.t everyvbody else 18 plotting to start bashing

Page 4 DYNATRON



heads in with nucleur bombs at the drop of the hanky—p&nky.

I am not a chauvinist steadfastly proclaiming that it is my country
right or wrong. I can probably find more faults in our society in 10
minutes than all the bearded or becardless beraters can in a month of
coffeecshop moaning or soapbox haranguing. But I like to think that I
om somewhat realistic about it. The fact that society is Corrupt and
4vial and Full of Faults doesn't send me off to the nearest corner to
shrug resignedly and contemplate my navel.

Does present day society have & claim on the individual? Too right
it does! Society has assumed certain responsibilities toward people, as
groups and «s individuals. The people, as groups and as individuals,
must assume certain responsibilities toward socicty. Society, our so-
clety as we know it, is bccoming increusingly aware of its own short-
comines and making uattempts, albeit somewhat fumbtling attempts at times,
to rectify these faulis and better tne lot of man collectively and in-
dividually. Social reform doecsn't come easy. It is constantly beset
and hampered by the bigoted, tne self-secking, and by tine dead weight
of public indifference. oCertainly present day society has a claim on-
the individual. In its stumbling way it is doing what 1t can for tne
individual. Tine individual must do wnat he can for society.

and just to add a bit of spice to taec whole mess our soclety finds
itself confronted by another soclety which pushes and probes and threat-
ens and waits for us to full apart so i1t can tuke over. If you think
that our society has its fuults tuke a good hard look at the oppositilon.
That one 1s really obnoxious.

Society'!s claim on the individual can not be modified by minimlzing
one's involvement with society; by disengagement or withdrawel or what
ever fancy appeluation one wuants to put on it. The individual may with-
draw from socicty but society does not withdraw from the individual. It
is still there doing wnat it cun to keep him alive and reasonably free
ond even insuring tast tnere¢ is an adequate supply of coffee for the
espresso pot. The attempts by beuts to disassociate tnemselves from so-
ciety is analogous to catatonic withdrawzl on tane part of tne psychotic.
It is an infantile and negotive rewction, a refusul to fuce the reali-
tics of life. Let tnem curl themsclves up into a foetul ball if they
want to--sociecty will still look after them to the best of its ability.
If that isn't good enough then do something cbout it. '

Society's claim on the individual is legitimate. If one acknowl-
edges an obligation towaurds his fellow man taen he also acknowledges an
obligation towards society. The individual 1is morslliy bound to support
that society as it supports him. The individual is morally bound to
prevent tinat society from getting any worse than it 1s, to take whatever
action he can to improve tnat society and correct existing faults. The
individual is morally bound to get off his gluteus maximus and work in-
stecad of sitting around bitching about how lousy things are. 4and the
individual is morally bound to defend tnat soclety if called upon to
do s0.

Wnich more or less .brings us back to the original point.
You don't like military service. Can you think of anyone other

then a small minority who urc, so to speek, sick in the head who does?
Don't 41l of you stand up «t once «nd try to tell me how unpleasant and
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obnoxious military service is. I'm an expert on it. I've been at it
for ‘almost ‘20 years. 4 didn't like it 20 yeurs ago snd I don't like it
now. But I have stuck with it because I belicved it was nccessary.

You don't likc conscription. It 1s unpleasant end obnoxious and
Anfeic,  NMOW afe rdghtit-- I Pasa e taetc apdimerc.. ;. -1t I's radso, ‘most un=
fortunately, neccssary. Let this country, this society, this western
civilization once lower its guard at this moment in history and you
will find out just how unpleasant and obnoxious 1ife really can be.
serving a two year aniten in the army may not be enjoyable but it is far
morc pleasant than a hiten 1n « labor camp.

Socicty'!'s claim on tie individual is that tae individual must do
his utmost to improve tnut sociesty, to correct the faults which may ecx-
ist in thnat socicty, to make thut society one 1n whieh all 'men are free
to live as they wisn witnout bsoing subjected to cconomiec, social, or
political tyrenny. Whsn thet job is done such unpleasantrics as mili-
tarv service and conscription will no longer be necessary. Then we can
211l sit around and debate whetner or not we have «ny obliguations to
society.

1

By Roscoe, thzt last bit is almost enough to gct Dynatron labeled
"new trend! again. Now if [ hed only been uble to work something about
comic books 1n there..... # ]

————————————— J*—--n-——_—n.q---—--—-—_—_

Make a note of 1ti{ Bthel Lindsay far TuFF

it Sl TR i am Phems s Ae N G e MU RSl e e S ALY W - (ot o ma i e L amn | 'R e - em e = wm ® = -

Carys and I thank all of you who sent holiday greetings. Especisli-
ly two charming ladiecss Etiel Lindsay of London and Shoko Uhara of
Japan. And wasn't the card from willis a gasser?

Sort of a plug, - I've juat recelved a copy of SILME, Bjo's fan art
fanzine. You don't have to be an artist to enjoy this fmz~-all you nawe
to do is enjoy art--fantasy art. Thish contains reports on the 2nd
Fan art Saow by tue judges and telis of forthcoming projects. 4ll fan-
eds should ﬂet this just for Juanita Coulson's article on “"Art and
Mimeograpay", waica nas pointers galore on tns art of cutting stencils.
The PaSteil «rt Contest has-as 1ts subject Doc Smith's Lensmen and I'll
be at thes westercon just to see tne results of that. SILME 1s publisaed
quarterly and a ‘year's sub costs $1.50.  No trades. Is good. Get it
from: BjorTpinble), 222 S.Gramercy~FPls Hos. Angeles b, Calif.,

If we had any fillos we could use-one in tnis space but since the
art file is empty- I'1l have to ruttle on wmeredbout nothing in particu-
lar. STarSHIP TROOPERS showed up at tne PX newsstand taree days before
payday whicn meant that I didn't have the wnerewithall to get a copy at
that time so I stuck a copy behind a paperback of classic poems where
it remained undisturbed until I could pick it up. Rich FFCs had made
off with thne remainaer of the avallable copies but nobody goes near tihe
classic poetry. So I final:.y got around to reading STaARSH.iP TROOFERS
a couple of years after reading STAKSAaiP SOLDIBR. Tnere does appear to
be a difference between tne two. Capsule comment: wiaat's all the fuss
about?

Coffee and cocoa mixed nolf and half is one of my favorite drinks.

. ROY TACKETT
ARAAA
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TADASHT TAKA
(Translated by Tadashil Kousal)
“Don't be surprised, please,” said the man. "I am a Venusian."

: The woman's face distorted with a scream. “Trouble,” she tnought.
".f only my senseless curiosity had not led me to invite tnis salesman
into the nouse. I should have realized that no salesman ever visits a
home with a first srade contract from the National sSupply Company."

“I feel very sorry to have surprised you by my sudden et " the
man said. "I've come here to let you know trnat tne Venusians are plan-
ning an attack on tne Tarth. wun our planet, Venus, tnere are two par-
ties: one is tne aggressive party and tne other, the one I represent,
is tne pacifist party."

The woman lListened witinout a word.

"The cause of tne conflict is the shortage of food," the man con-
tinued. “"As our population increased too much the supply of food grew
smaller. This phenomenon was forcast by our great economist, Suhtlam,
about twenty Rarth years ago. According to Suhtiam if other conditions
remained unchanged our population would double in 25 of your Earth
years. e nave some food in reserve now but it is evident that we will
face a serious snortage in less than thirty of your years.

"The discussion of how to solve this great crisis has led to the
formation of two parties witain the government. we all realize that we
must find a source of rood outside our own planet b.t tiere nas been
sreat disagreement as to where we snould go. The..agressive party in-
sisted tnat we should colonize tne tnird planet, excuse me, Hebehdatght BIE
of the pacifist party opposed tiais plan and insistea taat Mars, tae
fourth planet, be the site of our colonies. Altnough the conditions
there are more severe, Mars is inhabited only by some small ‘reptiles
while Tarth has a great civilization of intelligent beings. we Thigi=
sisted that we must choose sars from the standpoint of humanity."

The man paused as if expecting some word of approval from tne wo-
man but she remained silent.

"We sent spacesinips to both Zarth and Mars to investigate tne
natural surroundings of tne two pianets. Lt was to nave been done in
strict secret obut sometimes our spaceships were seen by the inhabitants
of Bartn. Your people have called them 'flying saucers'. :

"Dhe result of tais investigation was nopeless for both Earth and
our party. The agsressive party increased their power. It was found
that tne natural environment of mars 1s too much deserted and severe.
There would not oe enoigil time to reconstruct the planet fopr itneisRows
ing of food before our cppulation reacined tne danger point. It is bad
to sacrifice otaer human beings but tue aggressive party insisted that
there was no alternative waye.
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The man sighed. "As a Venusian I feel awfully ashamed of my fel-
lows for having accepted this solution. 3ome of the people of the ag-
gressive party have already come to live on Earth and make plans for
the general attack which will occur at tac time of congunctlon four
years from now."

“Is this true?" asked the woman.

"0f course it is true. It is no use to tell a lie. Wwe have ‘tried
desperately to stop it but i1n valin. But finally I nhave found a way to
stop this wicked plan and beat tne aggressive party down."

“what iIs ;t?" asked the woman.

"The key tp solving our food problem is on Barth, not biars," the
man sald, "but it does not 1lie in colonizing the Eartn. it lies in
crolera, the new food plant your botanists have developed. Crolera
grows at zreat spssd even on Earth. The natural surroundings of Venus
are even more' fitted for its cultivation.. Our planet -abounds 'in water,
carbon di-oxide, and we are nearer the sun. With crolera our food prob-
1&m 1S sodwed./ Bub, ‘dahhins =,

But whatz?

'l cannot take tnis great discovery back to Venus. There remains
no energy in my ‘8paceship.”

"This 1s a great misfortune for both Zarth and Venus," the woman
said. 'Is there nothing you can dou’

*ft will cost 300,000 credits to resupply my ship with energy. I
have been visiting tne homes of people who hold first grude contracts
wita N.S5S.C. trying to get them to contribute to tie cause of inter-
pPlanetary peace. If I can get back to Venus the security of :Rarth is
guaranteed but I still need 170,000 credits more. Will you give some
money for interplanetary peace?

"That is too large a sum for any one person to give," the woman
said. "Why don't you go to the government and obtain tae money there?

The man smiled. "By the time the government decided to put out
the money it would be too late," he suid. "So I have been visiting
rieh men wno can understand these serious eircumstances.: O0f course, 1
do not cxpect to receive money for free even for sucin a great cause as
interplanetary. pecace. in return { offer carbon crystals of great puri-
ty. I give one crystal, with s diameter of five centimeters, for each
10,000 credits. 1 have observed thnat pure carbon crystals arc higaly
estecmed on this planet.”

Tne woman's eyes shone. ‘'Wait a moment, please,”" she said.

She stood up and turned tiae switen of taec visi-pnone. The face of-
an android appeared in the screen.

"Get me my husband,! she told the android.

"He is out now, madam,'" the android repiicd. ‘de requests tiaat
you use the miniphone if 1t is nccessary to contact him."
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The woman cut off the switch of the visi-pnone and removed a tiny

case from her pocket, Shc put tine sarphonc on ner ear and pressed the
activating button.

"Hello, darling, it's me," she said into thne microphone. "Therec
is a4 man nere who says he is a Venusian..." aickly she repeated the
story thc man had told her.

The man who called himself a Venusian chuckled to himself. "An-
other easy mark," ne thougint. This one ought to be good for at leest
20,000 crcdits. Women will get insane for diamonds very ecasiiy. Yes,

tihe knowledge of astronomy was by no mecans useless. It had paid well
ia the past few months.

The woman's exprcssion did not chnange as sne listcned to the voice
of necr husband which came 1cily cold through the filtering of the mini-
phonc¢ earpicces "Found out? The crolera? Premature publicity will
larzely rcecduce our profits if tac opportunists work not only on Earth

out on Venus. Kill him nowl" ;

{ TADASHI TAKA
Eyirt
A UNIQUE STORY

Dy
Jary Deindorfer

fLorf says he pictures tae character portrayed in this vignette as an
NYU type. Not naving met any NYU types 1'1l leave it up to you. RT{

Bertrand Santayana was born with a funny hair-do, which ne kept
through to tne age of twenty, adding slasses somewhere in his pubescent
years.

AHd ‘taere' We. sat-in-his room,;;en a'‘cushienson’ the Ffleer. “ Theko=
nius sionk came from a five-inch speaker, and bertrand Santayana studied
the binding of a book in his hands.

and wnile he sat so, nis mind formed thoughts wnlcn because it
was the first time ne had tnought them, his ego seized upon as being
organically original.

"How unique am L."

] am watter. Matter in a Universe of Emptiness.'

"1 am cooled, completely assembled iiatter in a Universe of very
fiot, simply assembled matter.*

"I am living Matter, part of an attenuated scum lying over a huge
spherical solidification of non-1living matter."

I am sentient life, aware of my ex1stence as sucih, among life
which is not aware of its existence as life."

9T am 1, tne only latter of alli tne matter of all which is I.

And so bertr&nu Santayena, paralyzed into a state of immobile awe
at the fact of being the first completely sentient entity wiich ever
existed, died of starvation in nis room.

A
Hﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂﬁﬂﬁﬂﬁﬁ/ s ﬁ?f}f’kf;é’ifizf‘f!ﬁﬂ%ﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂMﬂﬂ/fﬁﬁﬁﬂﬁﬁ# i

Pass it on: FEtael Lindsay for TA
AAHAAKAAAARAATATAAN T :";:Hiiﬂﬁﬁfﬂ%ﬂ%ﬁMﬁﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁﬂﬂffﬂ}!%ﬁﬂi‘%ﬁ
Meet Bthel at Chicon. Get your membership now. Send <2 to George W.
Price, Treasurer, 20tn worid sSF Convention, Box 4864, Caicago 80, Ill.
willis will be tinere. idow adout you?

GARY DEINDOKFER

DYNATRON Eage A8



o L RS G B 6

A Column of Discoinected Continuity by
LEN J. MO¥FATT

On a certain sunny Saturday afternoon in August Rory faulkner, Ella
Parker, Rick Sneary, Stan woolston, and I were having s happy nattering
session at Rory's home in westminister, California, wnile munching on
grapes, nuts, chicken, ana other goodies.

2lla nad offered Stan some grapes, which he had (politely) refused.
Later, bStan offered Ella tne bowl of nuts.

“You wouldn't take my grapes," said she. "So I won't eat your..."

She'stopped abrupLigg abrgels=hitishe . splite second realization of
whet she almost said. Amid hoots of evil laughter I crieds “Wwrite
that down, Kick! Wwe can use it as an interlination.”

Sneary (sometimes--but not always-=-obedient to my strange whims)
wrote 1t down in his little black notebook. The line 1s preserved for
posterity. I'm not sure what posterity will do with i1t, and I'm not
sure when it will get used as an interlination, but perhaps witn some
good strong fannisn effort we could make nufs de le Woolston nearly as
Pamouelasi-'the "Sgquiprelhdia i :

Later we discussed subjects of a more serious nature. Communism,
for instance. (News of anti-Communism raliies being held in tne locale
of Garden Grove and Westminister inspired tine discussion.)

"But surely you don't have many Communists around here," said Ella.
"No,"® replied Scan. "But we have a lot of anti-Communists."

Which leads me, oddly enough, to the subject of science-fiction as
she 1is writ in this day and age. ;

We've scen more tnen one story wherein the autaor, in an effort to
extrapolate current evénts into a probable future, has depicted & world
waere the Free World anda CQommunism are stiil competing on a “cold war"
level. (Other stories have aealt directly witn a 'not war®, or with
the results of same, but most of these can be classifled as post-Atomic
doom stories, of whicn we've had all too many.) ' Tae autnor assumes--
at least for the purposes of his story--that neither side is liwely to
be foolish enough to actually use nuclear weapons in an attempt to des-
troy each other, and that the conflict will be carried on and on, more
complicated than it is now (if taat's possible), carried to the otaer
planets, maybe even to the stars. In some of tinese stories we find the
Uede (or a futuristic version of it) reigning supreme, and--on tne sur-
face at lcast--all appcars to be lovey-dovey between tne U.3.A. and
Russia. (Illustrated by Americen scientist "Sam Jones! working side by
side with Russian teciniclan, "Joe Russkivitch', usually on & reseaich
team, or a .planetary exploration team, where tne problem 1s not the con-
flict between capitalists ana communists, but tne troubles encountered
in space travel, colonization of other worlds, etc.)
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It occurs to me that there¢ are many more poessibilities, assuming
we don't destroy old Terra in 'an’ ulil-ous nuclear-war. . Let's say, for
instance, tnat we wir . tae cold war, thut tne idcology of communism 1is
reduced to & 10tn rate power, or is eventually blotted out by a world-
wide democracy. 4li of th.s would be wccomplisncd, over a long period
of L &me oV L LHe idem@eraeae sy T T the Wordd > with st ber oncne* bloodshed;
or=-in other. words--on‘thec official, governmental level. - To continue
the "wnat if-.ng’, let's assume taat the unofficial, but very strong,
anti-communist leagues, chapters, and so on, continue to operate, unable
to stop due to taeir currentiy ing¢reusing momentum. In effect we might
very well have a world in which much or the population would be composed
of anti-Communists, despitec tne fact that Communism itself was no longer
a tnreat to tne democracies. By this time the anti-C folks might be so
well organized (on & world wide level) that it wouid be strictly uncon-
stitutional to even- try to mect them to disbund through governmental di-
regtlve, on vielkéwcry — They ‘coulld i turn "mbe" Jehn BlrcH Soctety ‘types:
taey could continue to promotc thne so-called iceals. of totalitarianism,
and prove to be the same tarcat to government-by-representation theat
Communism now is. Of course, I'm assuming that the official world gov=-
ernnecnt in this future time ‘hasn't itsclf become more totalitarian than
decmocratic. That's yet another story--many of which have becen written.

Now I don't read every S mag and book being published thesc days,
so it's possible tanat the ideas proescnted sbove have been usecd by more
Bhan fonc/ SEWpdtcri-{ If"so, clustmeé Ins. If ndty or. ¥f theres hdvs been
only a few such stories, «nybody here in favor of morc of samc?

Meanwnile, we do have tne cxcelient satire in tne fogo strip, wita
Déacon Mushrat and the Jack 4cid Society.

3o now the nappy cry of “"Electron' has been replaced by the happier
one: 'Ron Won!' Sounds almost Chinese, doesn't it? And I would 1like
to suggest a sloguan for the next TAFF campeaign, in whicih we nope "to
bring a British fan to Caicon III in '62: Vote ALFTAFF! (das a kind
of Tolkicn ring to it, wot?)

et

I was going to write an article entitled: "A Moving Txpsrience!,
telling of how tine Los Angeles scicnce Fantasy Society moved, for the
umpteenth time in its 27 years of existence, this:time from 8th Street
to 222 S. Grammercy .Place, Los Angcles 4, California.

1 was going to relate how 25 cager members saowsed up to help move
thc “elubis” priopereyyyas wedl as the 'privatc helongingsg: of! LthesHRann Hills
ton crew.

I was going to laud the super-human physical .efforts of Mike Hinge
and Steve Cartier, and praisc all the others for taeir hard work, well
dene.. " (Tt isnt ef ten” I get the ehante™to) 1and'LE ever Ksomecbogys. ") I
was goinrz to reveal how sStiff and sorc my own musclecs were for a couple
of days uafter the big move, and cipress my approval of the new anode, as
well as my hopes that tihe club inembers would aupreciate thelr new club
room enough to obey ‘the rules of tihe house against no loud noises after
nidnignt, ctc.

4nd’ T ‘very muel wanted to-téil-about the piight of the poorclub
librarian, Bd Baker, who had finally-'got tae books and mags into some
semblance of order--and then received the word that tnce old nouse on 8th
3t. was to be torn down, thut once again tne library would have to be
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packed in boxes and moved to a new address. In connection with this I
would also huave to tell of Mike Hinge's cuest for “more Empty Boxes.*
Everything possible (including thc library'!s books and mags) nad becen
packed into corrugated cases, but there just wasn't cnough cases on hand
to pack everything at one timec. So 1t was necessury to unload the cases
<t 222 S. Grammercy and bring the empties back to 8th 3t. for repacking.
Needlsss to say, « good many of these boxes had been used to pack tic
library. BEd, conscicntious to the core, had carcfully packed tne items
in as much ordcr s possible, periaps even labeling some of the boxes.
As soon as ne, and the ooxed up library, arrived at 222 S. Grammcrey (I
love that address, and may cven writc a song about it entitled “"Tne 222
South Grammcrcy Blucs") along with some of the library shelves, hc be-
gan to unpack, hoping, I suppose, to have the library all buck in order
before the day cnded. His hopes were dashed by the arrival of tac hard-
working kiwil who cried, "We nced morc empty boxes, goddamit, gotta gct
this stuff MOVED!' Mike, also conscicntious to the core, likes to Get
Things Done, and he procceecded to empty tne cases of their books and megs.

Apon ! t - touchtthem!l® poared tae. Librgrian, but he was too :late-r
taey hod already been touched by the fdingc, wnosc return roar repoated
the need for cmptics. Now this docsn't meun that Mike nas no respect
for books, mags, libraries or librarians. On the contrary, ne probably
rcads s much as any otiaer member, «nd mors thun some, i1'm surc. It's
just that Mike was as centhusiastic about getthg thc stuff moved (waile
we had the use of tine rentecd truck) as Ed was about trying to keep the
library in order. Mike won, of course, and the grcater (i.e. immedlate)
need wes scrved.

But' . any week now, ®d, a prescrving cihup, will be announcing tnest
the club .librury is ready for use amain. ‘4ll the books scem to.be back
on the snhneclves (and he has talkcd the club into spending a few bucks
cach month to buy titles we don't have), and as soon as he gets them in-
to the order required by iis system the members wilil be permitted to
borrow from the meny titles available. That is, if we don't have to
move again.

Yegs, I was going to write all.of this up intota fine fannish arti-
clegsbut <[ just didnl - hawe« toelstmes 90  I''put ‘some.of: it inte “this col-
umn instesd. actuzily, the moving of the huge "collators' (originally
post office pigeon-holc snelves in "bigger tnan all of us' wooden
frames) down thc steep steps at 8tn St., by Al Lewis(wC), wmike dinge,
Steve Cartier, ussjt, BEdco, 1jm, and perhneaps others...1ls beyond my
powers of description. wsuffice to say that tae tning didn't come apurt
.. but some of us ncarly did.

We all cams out of it alive, however, and the day ended on a hap-
py notec wnen Ellik phoned Joan Trimble tnc news of his TAFF victory.
All in all, a typical Le.d. funnisn day.. Well, nearly typictleecsse

LEN J HOFFATT
DA

Speaking of books: “Saturn Cver tue water" by J. B. Priestley is a
romantic yarn of high adventure, supra-national conspiracy, and some
people with rather unusual powers. Adventure fantasy in the clussic
tradition. "Music ol the 3pheres" by Guy lMurchie is an excellent sur-
vey of the more esoteric realms of astronomy and physics written for
the layman. Recommended for the young fen and non-tectinical older fen.
This is definitely not a juvenile book, tnough, and snould give you a
bit of mental exercise. : , RT

i
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A_SORT OF REVITW

by
E. Mitcnem Cox
WEIRD TALES, Vclume 26, Number 4, October, 1935.

To most of the new fans, WEIRD TALES is probably not more than a
title. To some of tne older fans, it is still nothing more than a dying
ember of things known to have been much better in days long gone by.

To the older fans and any collector wao has had a little money to spend,
WEInD TALTS is still a title to command some respect and a little remi-
rritemcin U sl 1 .

When we 20 back before tue forties, we start coming upon the good
old names suci as t'arnswroth wright, fabulous editor, and wmaregaret
prundage, wnose name is known to any wno have seen proofs of ner covers
at conventions, if not on tne magazines. Tne famous Brundage women.
But this isn't a review of tine Brundage cover-giris (although it could
become tinat!). This is a review, of sorts, of the October 1935 issue
of tne whole magazine. .

Let's make li<e a letter to STAKTLING STORIZS and review tae thing
from cover to cover. 3Starting with, of course, the cover. it 1is by M.
Brundage, of course, and features a rather lovely figure, bosom (espec-
ially for tnat day and age wnen legs were accented) and a rather volup-
tuous set of legs, quite uncovered. A real sleek type wolf-type 1is
angled on'a rock benind her. This exciting tableaux is an illustration
for the cover-story, entitled "The 3ix Sleepers” by none ‘other than ole
Edmond iHamilton.

it 1s typical damilton and another in wnat I'm sure is an ever-
recurring tneme of his. First time I ran across it was 1in a 1943 issue
of FUTURE AND SCIBNCE-FICTION (the last of tne pre-~postwar issues) and
my very first stf magazine (tne one that hooked me).

In this story, young Garry winton is pursued by Berbers somewhere
in tne Atlas sountalns. e runs into a cave from wnich his pursuers
recoil in norror. JInside ne finds warriors of bygone ages (a Crusader
knight, a pirate, a Homan legionary, and so on), alli alive but asleep.
By tne time ne realizes what nappened to them, he too falls victim to
tae preservative fumes wnicn pervade tne cave.

Thousands of years later, an earthquake opens the cave and they all
awake and get acquainted. HReconciling themselves to what happened, they
venture forth and soon run into adventure. The lovely on the cover,
complete with wolf-type, is beiag attacked by ua horde of human-faced
glant rats. Tne adventurers beat orf the attack, saving the girli and
the wolf, but two of their numbers are captured by tiae rats. The girl
tells taat they've been lost in tine underground maze and will be under
tae deserted city wnere tae warrens are. This 1s tne fate, she further
relates, thet vefell her brotaer and she and tne (amazingly enough) hu-
man faced wolf, teil that tiey were trying to rescue a2im. In a great
all-for-one and one-for-all (anotiaer recurring damilton taeme) surge,
taey saliy forth to the city to rescue her brotner and taeir two com-
panions from tine terrible sacrifice.
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Tnis 1s done at the city. In azes past, the humans had, through
biological science, made races of huuan-faced, speaking and thinking
animals. Surviving on the side of the remalning humans were thec wolf-
types. Others died out or degencrated (as the rats). The monster to
waom the peopl:s were to be sacrificed was a huge snake-type, tne last
(1f not tae only) of its kind. This tney kill ana tae group rushes
away, only to be cornercd in the doorway of a huge building. It is an
atomic power plant and Garry,; somehow, manages to utilize it to blast
to nothingness a huge pack of rats. They escape, knowing that they!'ll
rcbuild the world and that Garry gets the girl.

Not a bad story and a typical good Hamilton. Tne illustrations
for this story are by somebody wno has turned out to be an "old" friend.
Seen often and whoss work.was subject to a lot of debate in SS and TWS
lstter-columns as well as in the fan press during nis peak years in
tasse two and otner zinss ia tae post-war boom, tis none other than
Napolii Vincent, tnat is. d4is work is found often in tne magazines of
the mid and late thirties. As is a lot of work by somebody called Vir-
@il; later better known wita a Finlay tacked on the end.

Skipping a poem, “The Elder Gods' by W. L. nasty, Jr. (possibly an
fAru pen-name), we come next to another femiliar mwame ;' -Paul ‘Eraista ¢ *4The
dollywood Horror' concerns anotner, in a serics, adventurc of Dr Satan,
fiend-type villian, aha ais arch-enemy, Ascott Keane. Tnis time, Dr. )
Satan, tarougin the means of running a thin wire to the source of ililumi-
nation handy, turns flesn transparent so that tne victim walks around
looking like a skeleton. This dismays, to say thc least, the movic
stars and producers to wnom this pleasant thing happens. Keanc, of
course, sSpoils the fun, after a near fatéal strusggle witin Lr. Satan.

TSV Eer Le'S < ZoE 8 0 v 4.

Next we have a legendary type. A Northwest Smif storv by Catnerire
L. Moore (as sne signs a letter in tiac letter colyum) but by-lined C.L.
Moore on tnt contents pame. | Heal good adventure scicnce-fantasy this.
A little more outre then the damilton. Smith is Walking along a wind-
swept street in the outlaw polar city of Righa when he is accosted by &
woman wno conviaces him to g£o witn ner to her apartment. aere she turrs
out to be tne beautiful, sc¢nsuous Vonus.an, system-femous song-bird who
disaypearcd some time ugo. Sne offers him zny price (sugzestive, wot?)
if ne will procure a cortain box for her from a man in the city. ‘The
barkeep at tne nangout where Nw hangs out does this little thing for him.

wiaen NW gives it to ner, he finds out that ais suspicions werc cor-
recct and her body falls away, cmpty shcll that it was, &s a smoky Being
1ssues from 1t and claims Smith's for the purpose of loosing un eon-old
vod whicn, evil aund lixke that, wants to make th. sccne again. Tais is
all linkcd up in the ornats carving thut decorates all sartian homes
and buildings cven tinougn tuey don't know for sure what it means enymore
(although, waisper it, tncy tnink that 1t mey have to do with the God
wita the Name Nobody Better Pronounce!). NW rfoils tnis by taking back
ais body, sligntly aided by tne barkeep who fell by tne pad to see how
Nw was making out on tne gig. Actually, I liiked this stery.best of all
in tne issuec. !

- Seabury Juinn, long a namc to be conjured with, nas in tais issue,
not at all strangely enough, a Jule de Grundin story. I gucss these
had been going on almost during the entire length of WT's existence,
sort of. This 1s a<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>