


Urm, brs George, this is the 13th DYNATRON and it's the second
anniversary issue. Aren't you glad? To prove it is an ennish
we have booster ads. To wits:
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Len Moffatt loves Pong : &sm & 1jn love rms & jew 3 Leo Rand loves the Tecketts

——_—..._..._.--—--———.—-——-———._.——_—....-...-._—-.—..-._.————_..—_

___________.__,___._____________v__.____..___,_,.____.____*______

You were expecting maeybe a big rroduction? For the benefit of
the uninitiated DYNATRON is a, well, you might call it an amateur
negazine (but don't let me hear you do it) theoretically for the
discussion of science fiction and fantasy but in which one is apt
te find discussion of almost anything. DYNATRON is published
every other month by Roy & Chrystal Tackett, 915 Green Valley
Roed NW, Albuquerque, New Mexico, U.S.A., telephone 345-0011, ss
8 guaranteed noney-losing rrorosition. DYNATRON goes out to
contributors, to those who send fmz in trade, to letter of com-
ment writers and to the lazy characters who send cash at the
rate of 15¢ ner or eight for a buck., If you don't fit into any

' of those categories then you can pley guessing games as to .
how you hanpened to get stuck on the mailing list. This is a
Merinated Fublicaticn.

¥

The cover was drawn and stenciled by Dick Schultz. He's a good men, he is.
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It was definitely not a day like any other day. It isn't often that one is
treated to the sight of a six—feet tall squirrel removing sandburrs- from his 1large,
bushy tail. .

"I warned him," said the Hobbit. "I told him not to let it drag on the ground."

Then one lives, &s we do, adjacent to one of the main cross—country highways,
there are some compensetions for the disappointment of not being able to attend the
worldcon. Said compensations being an influx of fannish visitors to 915 Green Valley
Road.

The first grouv arrived on Thureday after the con and included Ron Ellik, Dian
Girard, Bruce Pelz, Jack Harness, Ted Johnstone, &nd our very charming TAFF delegate,
Ethel Lindsay. They had been travelling by bus for almost two days so Albuquerque
made a fine place for them to take a break, relax, and soak up & bit of sunshine.

And it gave Chrystal and I a chance to catch up on the latest news from the conven-
tion and elsewhere. :

Ethel zarticularly enjoyed basking in the sunshine. She re—
marked that it hed been a poor summer in England with two consecutive days of sun-
shine being something to marvel at. She hed to get a tan, she said, or none of her
friends at home would believe she had been to America. Ethel is a wonderful person
and just as we had pictured her. She was an instent success with the minor Tacketts,
too. She presented Rend with a telescope (but couldn't talk her out of her wee dog)
which is now the prize treasure in the treasure chest and Diena now insists that we
must go to England to visit Miss Lindsay if she can't come back here.

The morning
was spent in general relexation and during the afternoon we went off to visit Old
Town. O01ld Town is & section of Albuouerque preserved (in @& somewhat commercial fash-
ion, of course) in the old Spanish tradition with a large central plaza and sur-
rounding shops. It is picturesque and offers a variety of photographic subjects
which gave Bruce, Ted, and Ronel an opportunity to question the accuracy of each
other's light meters since all got different readings.
. : It is unfortunate that I must
go twiddle knobs and push buttons at the TV station fairly early on Thursday and
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Friday so I had to leave this fannish crew much too soon. Chrystal saw them off
about 2300 (that's 11:00 p.m. for you non=technical clods). Also much too soor. =t

e
second contingent arrived Friday morning when a wee small Volkswagon drove through
the gate at Sandburr Acre. The wee small Volkswagon contained an assortment of
Trimbles plus Al Lewis and Ernie heatley. It is easy to see that VWs are not built
for such as Ernie who had to fold his long, lean frame like an accordion to get into
the back seat.

Bjo told us about the Art Show and how pleased the committee was with
the entries from Japanese fandom. Eiiji Kojime won first prize in both the Astro-
nomical and Experimentel Art categories and Ryotaro }Mizun took second prize in car-
tooning. All of which pleeses me, too, of course.

Ten fan visitors in two days.
Thet's not too meny. Their visit was all too short but they brightened things at
Green Valley Road while they were here. "e'll be happy to have them come back any
time. Chrys and I were particularly happy to have Ethel Lindsay with us for a few
hours. We know that we'll see the Lasfsians again but it is unlikely that we'll ever
make it to London. We have some pictures and some plessant memories.

The telephone rang one evening & few weeks ago and I hastened to answer it in
my usual fashion.

"Roy Tackett?" inquired the telephone. "This is Mike Domina in Oak Lawn, Illi-
nois."

"Hello, Mike Domina in Oak Lawn, Illinois,” I told the telephone. M{hat brings
on this call?"

"I wondered if you could contribute something to INTROSFECTION," said Mike
Domina in Oek Lawn, Illinois.

There has been talk of all the money that is floating around fandom these days
and, although I haven't seen any of it, I'm beginning to believe it is true. Time
**************************T*f* was when a faned scrimped for a week to save enocugh
ED COX, 'DOODLE IN THIS ‘SPACE:* to buy a penny postcard on which %o request a contri-

* bution. Nowadays it is done by long-distance phone
calls. My sense of wonder grows daily,

It was nice
to hear from Mike Domina and INTROSPECTION is & good
fanzine. Get it from Mike at 11044 South Tripp Ave.,
Oak Lawn, Illinois. Get #5 and see what Mike's calls
around the country netted him.

* ® ¥ * x %

******************************

— _ Speaking of fanzines, I want to call your ettention to the first issue of
UCHUTIN INTERNATIONAL. Japanese fandom's new English~language fmz is edited by Norio
Itoh, Noriyoshi Saito, Tadashi Taka, and Aritsune Toyode. Takumi Shibano is the Pub-
lisher. #A contains, in addition to the editorial and publisher's comments, a report
on the Meg-Con by Talumi, an item on Japanese SF films, the beginning of a checklist
of stf published in Japanese, and a variety of fiction. I particularly enjoyed the
handling of Tadashi Hirose's vignette, Timemit. Future issues will contain more of
the same plus a history of Japanese fandom by Tekumi. UCHUJIN INTERNATIDNAL goes at
25¢ each and I'm the U.S. agent. British types can send 2/ to Ken Cheslin and the
rest of you can send the equivalent sum to Talumi Shibano, 118 O-okayama, Meguro-ku,
-Tokyo, Japan. ¥ b e ' ) :

I also have on hand a tape~recorded fanzine sent out by
Toshio Ogawa. It includees the voices of Tekumi Shibano, Shoko Uhara (who sings
"Swanee River" in Japaness), Tetsu Yano, Masami Fulushima (the editor of Japan's only
prozine, SF MAGAZINE, ), Aritsune Toyoda and Norio Itoh. Noriyoshi Saito reads his
trenslation of Shin'ichi Hoshils story, "Love Keys".

: If you would like a copy send
me & 600 feet roll of tape and the postage and I'll dub it for you.
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Oherleo Loe R1ddle, who published PEON in days of yore, feels the urge to be-
come active again. Lee is now out of the Navy and owns his own print shop (Peon
Press, of course) complete with offget press, letteroress and all sorts of goodies.
Lee says he has in mind pubbing & quarterly but first would like to catch up with
what's going on in fandom these days and would appreciate it if faneds would send _
him some sample copies of their zines. His address: 144 Elkton Road, Newark,
Delaware.

Chuck Wells, Dick: Lupoff, Dick Bergeron, Betty Kujawa, John Baxter, and Harry
Yarner constitute a committee that is looking into the poseibility of reviving the
Fan Awards idea. Opinion is thet the FANAC Poll seems to have faded away and some-
thing is needed to take its place. It is a good committee and should come up with
some sensible ideas, ' - : |

-._—.-—...———__—--———--—-——.——_.—.-....--.—-—-—-—...-———-——.-—-..—

--..—-..u——_—_—....-—b_—__..-—....___....._.._._...__...c—-—.-—au

I should, I suppose, say something ebout our latest Venus probe (somehow that
sounds & bit. obscene). You know, something about the anparent success of the thing
and all that. Like it took only 160 tons of booster to send the 454 pound capsule
on its way, - That's about 580 pounds of rocket for each pound of useful cepsule,
That's too many. - '

_ Anybody out there interested in doing & prozine review column for
me? Something other then a listing of the contents and & brief reaction to each

story.
v

Later this month we're starting a program called "Weird Theater" at Channel s
Reruns of a flock of old horror movies along the line of "Shotk". We've received a
number of calls since we first announced it so, presumebly, we'll have a good audi«~
ence. I've been bugging the program director to make & production out of it rather -
then just run it cold as e late movie. I think we could come up with something
interesting. And, Ghu knows, something will be needed to hold the .interest on some
of these old clunkers. L ety ; i, : ; i '

Yell, yes, we realize NOW that pure yellow just isn't going to show on this
paper. ‘The ink fooled us and dried light instead of dark., e'll do. justice by
Nancy Repp and run her illo again in & couple of issues,’ Yellow hereafter will be
daricened by mixing with something else as we did_for the cover of TIGHTBEAM,

Over in Duncannon, Ireland, receéntly a_.baseball-sized object fell from the slky
and exploded leaving a four-foot crater in the ground. . I've heen trying to. place.
Duncannon in relatiqnsbip‘gith Oblique Houyse, I realize, of course, that there is.
some distance involved and thet Duncaano is in Zire while Oblique House is in the
Northern counties but nevertheless there.could he a relationship. .Ian Mcaulay is a
scientist and you know how those'chaps'a:e.,,glwaya going eround having great exX—

plosions. P

I hear thet Redd Boggs hes been soaking up -the .Southern California sunshine and ..
mey even be thinking of moving to the vicinity of Smogville. Oh, I knew it was T ok s
bound to happen.  That last winter in Minnesota was too much for his brittle old ..
bonea. It chilled him to the core. No doubt we'll soon see DISCORD .being issued

from;DeI’Webb*i'Sqn”Q;fy or‘shme.dﬁhet haven_fdr senior citizens., Oh, .I tell you,
friends, we should have ligtened to Degler, If we hed fandom would now have & re-
fuge in Arkansae where elder fen could go to rest their chilled and tired bones. Not
to mention, of courss, that thers seems %G be little in the way of targets there so
Arkensas might be a fine place to be when the big boom comes. Right, Anco? :
WEINE I b e : Lt ROY TACKETT
iy
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14 was & dark and lonely drive from the Greyhound Bus Devpot back to Green Val-
ley Road. - The Red end Green lights seemed to yell out at me all the way home. I
hed just put the visiting fans aboard & bus to Los Angeles and hated to see them go.
1 did enjoy meeting them all and was especially gled they had stooped over since
Ethel Lindsay was with them. Otherwise we would not have had the opportunity of
meeting her and what e horrible shame that would have been. Roy, being new on the
job, had not accrued any vacation time so we were not able to attend Chicon. (But
look out next year you west coast types—we'll be at Westercon.) The only fans I
have met previously were a few of the Little Men years ago when Roy took me along
to a couple of meetings and most of those have faded from the scene, therefore I was
exceptionally glad to meet some of the people I've read so much about. I found out
one thing about them—they love to eat end that pleased me no end. As Ron inhaled
his umpteenth waffle he mumbled something &bout 1if you don't eat good the cook 1s
offended! and needless to say I wasn't offended by any of them. They are welcome at
my table any time. 'When they left they might have run for the nearest Alka-Seltzer
dispenser but they made me feel happy while they were here. '

The family sort of monopolized Ethel's time here. We talked of so meny things.
It was just like sitting down with & next-door neighbor whom I hed known for yeers.
I think she wes well checked—out on Americen family 1ife by the time she left.
Ethel was elso a huge success with the children. Disna, the elder, adopted Ethel
and hung on to her like glue, constently begging her to stay. T imagine Ethel was
greatly relieved to get back on the bus where there wasn't children and dogs to
crawl over her.

1t would have pleesed us greatly if Ethel could have stayed longer, however,

we realized that she had meny places yet to go and much to see before she returned
home. I hated to see the rest of the crew go, too, but I know I'11 be seeing them
again. Ethel said that New Mexico would be a wonderful place to retire so maybe
she'll come back someday.

We don't have an SF club here where fans cen get together and we didn't get
to Chicon so it was & great pleasure to have this group stop over here. They were

<
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here fcr only a faw hours but when they
depzrizu it csensd that thay hed besn here
smucn tonzer.  Tet when I stop to reflect
on tnzir visiy it secms like only a fleet-
W

“¢ is no doubt that one of my most
miserai:le mowents in life was that lonely
drive hemz. Tha zar meemed lile a great
empty nouse fiollowing tehind me. When I
aryived, noe % enteriha-ehpty hoyse {Tat
hac bteen villed viih the2ss dynamic pronle
it wea terribls., The silence was like a
great cresh. My ears rang with it.  Roy
is working nighta and wag not able +o go
With ne te sce them off and I thought he
never woald zet hicse 46 haip breal the
=1

e D,

presencs and guddsn departure has ever. ef-
fecles ne “be way thic one did. BEven
tho.zr svse of thew tcok the opportunity
to oup o sowe icst sleep and remove
the hiiizz azguired during their long bus
ride, treir individuel dynamic personali-

Q% /./” ties filicd ihe hcuse and left & vacuum
<L when tne;r hwué gona.
4/ 2 The ¢hildren s horseshoe game was
L/// T &

warmed vy & bit (Leware of Ethel, she's a
mean horeeshoz pitcher)., But this wasn't
really wiat: thsy were.looking for in the
- way of heorseshoes. " They were looking for
horseshoes with horses in them. There are lots of horses around her¢ but we have yet
to acquire one so we couldn't accomodate their desire to ride. A Boy Scout troop met
in the Villege Hall which is just across the roed frow us and Bruce Pelz, being a
full-fledged scout, felt the urge to attend. :

The second crew of fans arrived the next day to fill the vecuum left by the de-
parture of the first grouv. Bjo and John Trimble along with Ernie ‘/heatley and Al
Lewis rambled up in an overloaded Volkswagen. They stayed till late in the day but
hed to move on much to our regret. : :
as with the earlisr grouv, their de-
varture left 2 great emntiness here.

They had been very thoughtful and placed

some of the artwork they were taking

back to L.A. where they could sasily 3

get to it so we did get to sece some e : .

of' the lovely work which arvesred at
vhe Artghow, le'd like %o have some
fur our walle but, alas) theyire out
of our vrieé rinze foco-the time being.

Bj2 zud Jock Harvess left us some
drewings walich we'll have in the next
fers 1ssuea of Dynatron. Our thanks to.
both of tica. : _

Betty Kujawa, can't you find some
reason for' coming out this way?

CHRYSTAL TACKETT

(
;;m\,.\\,;_..ﬁ ki

3 R d
e ,/A = . A,j'
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AN ARTICLE

The team of L. Spregue de Cemp and Fletcher Pratt produced some of
the best light magazine fantasy that this century has seen. They based
most of their work on the legends and myths of pre-Christian Europe, and
the results of placing a man of modern times into one of these myths.
Probably the best of their works is the "Harold Shea' series, which ap-
peared in various magazines between 1940 and 1954. Recently this entire
series has become available in book form for the first time.

Harold Shea is a dashing young psychologist at the Garden Institute
in Cleveland. He is a typical example of what has become known as a "de
Camp hero" —-- good at swordplay, girl rescuing, and fast thinking, but
possessed of a number of human failings unlike most heroes of fantasy
epics. Shea is conceited, hot-tempered, and inclined to be careless in
métters of detail, but withal a likeable sort and quite believable., He
works under Dr. Reed Chalmers, who is something of a genius and something
of an eccentric (though in no wise to be ‘considered in the "mad scientist"
category), and has colleagues Welter Bayard, a sleepy but intelligent
type, and Vaclav Polacek, "The Rubber Czech", a completely irresponsible
youngster who beers a strong resemblance to a terrier puppy in his
personality.

The first story of the series appeared in the May 1940 UNKNOYN, and
was titled "The Roaring Trumpet". Dr. Chalmers presents a theory that _
all the worlds of myth and legend are real, differing from ours only by o
the logicel assumptions inherent in the natural laws of the universe. E}
If we can turn our minds by the methods of symbolic logic to thinking 0
in the seme way as the inhebitants of those worlds, then we will move
bodily from this universe to that. Shea decides to try this, since he
both likes adventure and wants to escape the clutches of Gertrude Mugler,
& domineering nurse who is trying to bully him into marriage. He picks
es his target the world of Irish myth, primarily because he likes readheaded girls,
but there is a slight miscalculation and he ends up in Norse mythology shortly before
Regnarok. Here he gets involved in the famous visit of Thor end Loki to J8tunheim,
is ceaptured along with Heimdaell, imprieoned by the fire-giants of Muspellheim (during
which 'time is heard for the first time the now famous phrase, "Yngvi is a louse!")
and discovers that in this world he can actuelly make magic work. The pace is swift,
the humor excellent, and the writing well above par. At the end Shea is sent back
to his own universe by the curse of the spaec-wife at the gates of MNiflheim.

The series must heve.been planned from the stert, becausc in August of the same
year UNKNOYN presented "The Mathematics of Magic", e sequel to "Thc Roaring Trumpet."
lhen Shea tells Chalmers of the verification of his theory, Chalmers decides to try
sowe adventures himself. However, he doesn't went to get into one of the more vio-
lent universes where there is no use for scholare, since he is somewhat old and not
adept at eswordplay. After some discussion they decide on the world of Spenser's
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"Paerié Queens”, with its knights and enchanters. They arrive successfully this
time, Chalmers being a bit more careful and accurate than Shea. 4s "The Roaring
Trumpet" is the most action-pecked of the series, so "The Mathematics of Magic" is
the funniest. Scenes of humor abound: the contest for the girdle of Lady Florimel,
which would only stay on faithful wives; Shea charging through the camp of the Da
Derge on a rhinoceros; and what was to me the funniest scene in fantasy, Shea van-
quishing the Blatant Beast by reciting & poem so dirty the Beast was embarassed into
leaving. During this adventure Shea also meets Belphebe, the beautiful huntress who
lives in the wildwood, and with who he mutually falls in love and later marries.
Chalmers also finds love in the person of the Lady Florimel, who unfortunately is a
simlacrum made of snow by enchantment end who for this reason cannot return to our
non-magical universe. After Shea, Chalmers, Belphebe, and some of the local talent
break up the College of Enchanters, Shea is again precipitated back into his own uni-
verse by the backlash of & counter-spell he wes forced to use againat the last of the
enchanters. This time Belphebe is with him, end when he returns she returns as well.

These two short novels were assembled, somewhat revised, into a single book by
Herry Holt and Co. in 1941, and published as "The Incomplete Enchenter". It is cur-
rently available in a Fyramid Books paperback.

In April of 1941, UNKNOWN egein presented a Shea story, this time "The Castle
of Iron". Shea and Belphebe were merried when they returned to our univeree, and
were living quite hanpily when one day they went on a staff picnic and during a walk
in the woods Belphebe disapreared. Shea's ex-girlfriend, Gertrude Mugler, is around
and when She returns returns without Belphebe she calls the police down on him for
doing away with his wife. She is being questioned by one of the local policemen in
the presence of Bayard and Folacek when suddenly the four of them find themselves in
some sort of Oriental setting with slave-girls, eunuchs, and Janissaries. After a
brief period of bewilderment, She determines that they are in Coleridge's Xanadu, an
incomplete universe where the same sort of actions go on and on forever. Since the
actions consist of watching dancing girls aad eating some rather vile concoction
called "honey-dew", it palls on one rather quickly. After an hour or so, however,
Shea and Folacek are abruptly snatched once more, this time into the presence of
Chalmers, who explains that he mede an error in his first attempt to bring them to
him. It seems that in his efforts to make Lady Florimel humen he had exhausted the
resources of Faerie and had decided to move them both to the world of Ariosto's
"Orlando Furioso", one of the Cherlemagne epics from which Spenser had drawn heavily
for the background of Faerie. For this last reason, it was fairly easy to move from
one world to the other. He went for aid to Atlantes, chief of the Saracen magicians,
and while he has been well-treated so far, he began to mistrust the Seracen and wan-
ted She with him to assist in protecting Lady Florimel. One of his earlier misses
had brought Belphebe to the world of Orlando Furioso, and because she (under the
neme of Belphegor) was one of the characters stolen by Svenser from Ariosto, she for-
got her identity and merged with Belphegor, thereafter fleeing the castle of Atlentes:
and resuming her former life in the woods. Chalmers begins to give Shea and Polacek
lessons in magic, which Folacek immediately tries to use and, as is his wont, botches
completely. It seems that due to his Slavic ancestry, whenever he tries to use magic
he ends up turning into a werewolf--a lesson he has a hard time learning throughout
the book. Shea, while trying to do some spying for Chelmers, inadvertently allows
Sir Roger, Atlantes's ward, to escane from the castle. Atlantes is furious, but de-
cides to hold Chalmers and Florimel hostage while Shea and Polacek find Sir Roger
and bring him back to the castle. She has hardly gone any distance when he is caught
by Belphebe (now Belﬂhegor) and Duke Astolph, one of Charlemagne's paladins and a
powerful magician in his cwn right. He bests Astolph in a duel and is allowed to
join them. Later She uses rsychological methods to relieve Roland of asmnesia incur-
red while drinking at the Fountein of Forgetfulness, escapes when the paladins plan
to hold him and prevent him from accomplishing his quest, is captured by the Saracens,
escapes with Belphebe, Roger, end Medoro (a Seracen poet with whom Belphebe is in-
fatuated) by transforming himself end Medoro into the semblence of Jann, and eventu-
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ally succeeds in getting Chelmers and Florimel free with the aid of Ledy Bradsmant,
a female knight.

"The Castle of Iron" is by no means ss good a book as "The Incomplete Enchanter"
but it is still good fun and high adventure. It was published in book form by Gnome
in 1950 and recently avpeared in a Pyramid paperback. The book version is expanded
end considerably changed from the magazine version, and is what I have been describ-
ing here, since UNKNOYWN is rather hard to come by these days.

After the publication of "The Castle of Iron" the series lapsed for a time, at
first due to the authors' involvement in war wvork and later because UNKNOJN had fold-
ed and there was no market for fantasy any more. In 1953, however, the fourth tale
of the series appeared. I believe that this was in FANTASY FICTION, but I'm unsure.

At the end of "The Castle of Iron" Bayard and Pete, the policeman, were still
stranded in Xenadu. 'When She and Belphebe get back to our universe, they are under
considerable suspicion as possible kidnerpers. She decides they need magical help
which they can't find in this universe, and starts looking for some alternate world
where they will be able to find a friendly magician. This is rather difficult since
most magicians are pictured as anything but friendly, but he finally hits upon
Vainamoinen, hero of the Finnish KALEVALA. The two of them leave for Kalevala in the
nick of time to escape the police, and upon arrival find that there has been a slight
slip-up. Instead of finding themselves in the territory of "Vainamoinen, strong and
steadfast", they are in the front verd of "the lively Lemminkainen", headstrong,
willful, lecherous, and irresponsible. Lemminkainen is reasonably friendly, and a
good magician in his own way, but he is envious of Shea's swordsmanship and wants to
swap his wife for Belphebe. Shea manages to persuade him to rescue Bayard and Pete
from Xenadu in return for help on a mission of vengance. After a good bit of attempt-
ed trickery on both sides, they set out on their quest. Pete's knowledge of judo and
Bayard's ability to see through enchantments prove useful, and Lemminkeinen creates
én ermy by multiplying Shea and Belphebe manyfold. Bayard ruins the whole affair by
a8 misdirected attempt at magic, however, and the four from our universe are captured.
Shea has no success with magic in this continuum, because it requires singing and he
is tone-deaf, but Pete has a fine voice exceot for a polyp in his nose. Belphebe
manages to sing loud enough for Shea to magically remove the polyp and Pete then as-
8ists them in returning, presumably, home.

The last of these stories before the untimely death of Fratt esppeared in BEYOND
in 1954, Shea, Fete, and Belphebe land in Chuchulainn's Ireland, and have some not
very interesting adventures among the Irish end the Sidhe. This last story is not at
all up to the standard of the others, and not really worth bothering with except thet
it is bound with "Wall of Serpents” (the previous story) in & recent Avalon book.

The Harold Shea stories, like mos=t series, started off with a bang and after the
first couple of stories begen to lose speed. The two stories in "The Incomplete En-
chenter" are both superior fantasy. "The Castle of Iron" is good but not up to the
first two. ™all of Serpents" is interesting but a further descent from "The Castle
of Iron", and the last episode is almost totally lacking in interest. It might be
noted that of the lot only "The Roaring Trumpet" is a complete and resolved story——
all the others leave several loose ends hanging. This is natural enough if your ob-
ject as an author is to make people want to read the next story to see what haopens,
but in the case of the later stories of this series I think it was overdone. Thus,
at the end of "The Mathematics of Magic", Chalmers was left in Faerie; at the end of
"The Castle of Iron" Chelmers and Polacek were left in Furioso and Bayerd and Fete
in Xanadu; at the end of "fall o? Serpents" Bayard's whereabouts are unknown entirely
and Chelmers and Folacek are still out of the picture as well.

The best thing about the series is its apt picturing of each legend or myth into
which Shea is precipitated. Both authors were scholars, and carefully researched
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their source material before writing. The world of Norse myths is fairly familiar
to most of us, though I'vs not read a story that pictured it better, but how many
are familiar with "The Faerie Queene", "Orlando Furioso, "Kalevala", or Irish myth?

"#all of Serpents" was particularly interesting to me in its setting. If the
story content of this one wes perhaps the least of the worthwhile yarns in the se-
ries, the background was the best. "Kalevala" ig a very interesting poem, hardly
known at all in this country. This ie a pity, beceuse what has sometimes been called
the "American epic", THE SONG OF HIAYATPA, is little but a paraphrase of "Kalevala.
There are differences, of course - the Finns and the Amerinds hed different cultures,
and Longfellow tried to be true to Amerind custom in his writing, but the meter is
that of Kalevala and much of the incident is also based on the Finnish epic. Vaina-
woinen is Hiawatha, Lemminkeinen is Pau-puk-keewis, and there are other parallels in
tzirsonality. The American poem haes less magic then the Finnish, but this is natural
when you consider ths Longfellow didn't believe in megic and the old Finns who com-
posed "Kalevala" did.

The Harcld Shea stories are the best series arising out of UNKNOWN. I would
advise every fan of this type of fantasy to read "The Incomplete Enchanter” which is
one of the best of fantasy novels, If you then have further interest in the charac-
ters, you can read "The Castle of Iron" and "™all of Serpents”, which are enjoyable
but not outstanding. All are now evailable in print. Someday they'll go out of
print again, and you may be kicking yourself if you don't read them now...

DAVID HULAN

fDave discusses UNKNOWN in'each issue of his own fanzine, LOKI. He has a dbmplete"

run of that fabulous fantasy megazine, the lucky dogface. If you're interested in

fantasy get LOKI from Dave at 228-D Niblo Drive, Redstone Arsenal, Alabama. RTY
iy u

TOKYO FILE
by TAKUMI SHIBANO

Kosei Ono has sold "Anihilating Machine"to ALL HUMOR MAGAZINE.

Shin'ichi Hoshi's 4th book, "Bonbons cnd Nightmeres", consisting of 36 of his
short—short stories has been published by Shincho-sha Fublishing Company.

A translation of Leo Slizerd's "Voice of Dolfing" apperred in MISUZU, the PR
magezine of Misuzu-Shobo Fublishing Co. 4

NIV is agein telecasting "One Step Beyond" and NET has begun telecasting a
series of fantasy stories constructed by Kimifusa Abe. They are using some material
by Jepanese SF authors such as Takushi Feyumura's "Touchstone".

Local SF meetings were held this summer at Gifu City, Osake, and Tokushime

City.
2 TAKUMI SHIBANO

o
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f"Hogen Smith" is a pseudonym for & very successful mystery writer who lives here in
Albuquerque. He's & stf bug, too, but has never managed to crack the field. I man-
aged to talk him out of this yarn a few weeks ago. Fogan is currently working on a
new mystery tentatively titled "My First Murder" and a science fiction novel is also
in the works. RT}

The sun wouldn't look at the mountain because the mountain was mad and wouldn't
talk. It was the mountein's feult, anyway, letting the cloud rain on him. One small
sun couldn't be expected to dry out every cloud in the sky. The mountain could have
used a thunderbolt. Even one small thunderbolt would have helped. -

"fe could have been right, except that we were wrong," the sun said softly.

"All's not fair in love, except war," the mountain said finally.

"There, that's more your new self." The sun looked at the top of the mountain
and smiled.

"Thenks, I was beginning to get a little cool." The mountein wished he could
shrug. He'd heard there were mountains who could shrug.

The sun was havoy, now that t“e mountain was no longer mad, and it looked at
all of the mounteain, ceusing the tree to come out again.

"Well, thank goodness, that's over," seid the tall, thick pine. "I hate it
when they argue."
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I"'Me, too," said a wild, red rose. "It's too bad we didn't seed on that stal-
wart hill across the valley."

"Other hill, other hill, other hill," said the white rose. UHe grunted and ad-
ded  one more. word. -

" ™ell!" The red rose began to withdrew into its burrow again. "Nasty, nasty,
nasty.”

y"Be still," said the pine.. "If the mountsin gets mad at us, he'll make the sun
go away, Then where will we be? And, you know how he grumbled et the last rain.
‘net if he decided not to let any more rain fall on him?"

1t vas a ‘sobering thought and when the white rose spoke, it wes in hushed tones.

"I heard that happened a few miles south of here," he said. "Now the mountein
is bare,"

The red rose shuddered delicately. "Horrible."

"Oh, our mountain will go, too, in time," the pine said. "That's how they die,
you know, but they never believe it when you tell them."

"Do you suppose there really is life after death?" The white rose spoke
wistfully.

"I don't think so," the pine seid thoughtfully. "No, I think not."

"I wish I could be sure," the white rose watched es the red rose slowly finished
the ritual of coming out of the ground.

"lould you live differently, if you knew?" the red rose asked.

"No, possibly not. But, I would like to know."

"It doesn't matter," the pine said. "It's like those old stories about the
gods. Ferhaps if we knew whether tho gods were real, then we could be more sure
about living egain."

"Pooh," the red rose said. "How could any living thing move from place to
Plece except when it seeds? That's silly. Living things 8imply can't move."

"You can't measure gods by our otandards," the pine said. "I've heard the [
gients in the north actually saw the gods, " )

"Jord of mouth. Most of the gients are dead, end the ones alive today certain-
ly couldn't have been alive when the gods were here. Besides, look at all the trans-
lations the story had to go through to get to us."

"™e've all heard obout the giants and the gods," the red rose said. "But gods
or no gods, living things simply cennot move around. Even when we throw our seeds,
we don't move. Just our seeds do."

"That's true,” the white rose said. "And the fire bothers me, too. If a great
fire ceme nnd it was so big it could destroy all of the gods, and mind you, these
gods"were 8o powerful they could move cround, then why didn't that fire destroy us,
too?

"That's where faith comes in," the pine seid. "If you believe there were gods
who could move around among us end who cared for us, then you can believe in life
after death. That's where faith comes in."

"Meybe we have sinned ageinst the gods and mede them angry and they left us in
8 great smoke and fire," the white rose said slowly.

"Oh, bother," the red rosme said abruptly. "Will you see that? The sun has
stopped looking at us again."

"Do wish they would get straightened out," the pine grunted.

Slowly the pine tree and the two rose bushes shrunk into their burrows. All
the rest of the mountain was bare.

Inside their burrows they folded their leaves carefully. It was cold when
the sun didn't look at the mountain.

HOGAN SMITH

oy
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"TWO BANQUETS™

Earlier this year I attended the LASFS Fanquet at which Rick Sneary, Esq. was
Guest of Honor. Shortly thereafter, I attended another banquet, at which a college
professor spoke to & group of business men on the subject of "Marketing".. I thought
it might be interesting to meke & comparison between these two banquets, the fannish
versus the mundane.....

I understand thet an upcoming issue of SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES will contain a report
on the Sneary Fanquet, and it is not my purpose to detail the entire evening here.
Nor do I intend to Tell All about the business men's banquet, the pre-dinner drinking,
the polite, buddy-buddy--but generally very-careful--yakking among the various compe-~
titors, and so on. The sum total of what wes seid could be expressed thus: "Times
are b<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>