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We're sort of late so I won't fool e2round this time.
This is DYNATRON and this particuler one is number 24, DYNA-
TRON is an ameteur publication loosely devoted to speculative
literature--or most anything else that comes along—and 1s
issued every other month (most of the time) by Roy Tackett,
915 Green Valley Roed NW, Albuquerque, New Mexico 87107.

The next issue will cost you five unused four cent stemosa.

Europeen types can send their funny money in the amount of
1/6 per issue or five for 7/6 to our esteemed and charming
British agent: Ethel Lindsey, @ourege House, 6 Langley
Avenue, Surbiton, Surrey.

Wherever that is.

Cover: by Angeleno
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THE FLYING WASHINGTON MCNUMENTS
It 1s told that when )Man end Mertien sterted to travel on each
other's plenets, two Martiens for the first time were touring
Weshington, D. C. Upon observing the Weshington Monument, one
turned to the other end seid, "It'l1l never get off the ground}"

0ld Fennish Folktale, circa 1959

I¥ has often been examined in the peges of the fan-press, & not too oretentious
phrege, after all, that old question: 1Is Science Catching Up With Science Fiction?

As Ray Bradbury seid right out loud in the presence of some one hundred witnees—
ses one month (Jenuery 1964 at e LASFS meeting), that when the atom bomb was an-
nounced to the startled world in 1945, we (science fiction peovrle) nodded end said to
ourselves, Uh-hun. Yes. e knew, Or words to that effect. '

Atomic submarines, not
to mention atomic y..wer, siomic piles, flying belts, spy rays, space flight, you neme
it, sclence-fictic. tm1d. .it-tirat!

Even nov, the eminent Jean Coasteau ennounces that
the conquest of the asca, its depth, denizens a.d rotential, is on the threshold of
reality. And he is using & reul flying saucer v¢ve vehicle to do just that, somewhat
analagous to the French designed and built bathyscape, the "Prieste". But hes he
read Arthur 0. Clearke? And so on and on.

: But th:re ere large holes in this oro-
gression of science-cetching-up-with-science-fiction.

. That is, there ars areas in
which science fiction missed the boat completely. I'm not referring to the bit where
Venus is turning out to be not the wetery jungle world of PLANET STCRIES feme or Mars
turning ‘out to have not even enough etmosphere or cenals to suovort the send-rats,
Death Valley-like Eerthling prospectors, etc., with breathers.

. I'm talking about the
beckyard svaceship of early science-fiction. How meny stories have you reed, espec—
ially if you have delved back into science~fiction for any number of years, where the
scientist, with the encouragement of his beautiful young deughter and the help of his
hendsome young assisteant, who henkers after the beautiful yourg daughter, build a
speceship in a hidden and/or remote gH¥f¢¥ area to take off for _ ~ (fill in appro-
priate plece in blank provided) so as to save the - (£111 in appropriate thing in
. blenk provided). There are numerous stories in which this type of thirnz hapnened.

The promegs were rife with them in the 30s and 40s with such notables as Murray
Leinster and Polton Cross, for example, foremost emong the authors.

Let's take & lodk
into the reasons why these Jaghington Monuments would only sit there, thrusting their
shiny steelness toward the stare in stetic futility.

. It is all well and good to con-
8truct a shiplike ribbed fremework and rivit or weld plates to it and work on &
"drive" to 1ift Men from Earth to the Stars. Hydroponics have helped keep lan alive
énd breathing in the void. But other than that, and the Force Shields and Anti-gravi-
ty and destructive rays (1asere?), there ere & few other small metters that always
were not taken into consideration. _ . ]
= ; Guidence and control for one. The electronic sys-
tem which controls the drive of the ship, the environmental system, the computers,
the internal electric end hydraulic systems, and whethaveyou. Daspthibcleinster'e’ vetry:"
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simple methods of getting his heroes out into the void (see "The Weiling Asteroid",
for example), there is a complexity lying beneath the simple, smooth metallic exter—
ior of those speceships that should bewilder the uninitiate and cause & great number
of those backyerd spaceships to cresh in fleaming ruin seconds after the blast—off
button is pushed or the power-feed is advenced (&s in "The Skylark of Space").

' You
have no doubt read in the newspapers, or seen on television, in films, or observed
through other news media, the failures of various rockets, Rangers, etc., "Theirs"
as well es "Ours" to function properly. You've very likely seen some of the films
of the early Germen V-rockets et Peenemunde where they take off and dance crazily
through the immediete sky end smesh flaiming into the nearby countryside. These
deys they have the Destruct System built—in to take cere of just such occurences—
which still occur for pretty much the seme reesons.

In the industry it's called
Reliebility.

Now this Reliability is seid, by some experts in the field of eero-
space industries, to be the Coming Thing to Get Into. Briefly, Reliability covers
the quelity of electronic and other type verts as to their properties, materials,
workmanship and how long they will function under & variety of conditions. This hae
long been detailed for government end militery use through @& series of Standards us-
ually the Military Specifications and Federal Specificetions. These cover just about
everything known to menkind! They ere very specific and, too often, paradoxically
ambiguous! But, in genertl, they set forth the requirements, and test methods, for
such things es relays, capacitors, resistors, transistors, switches, delay lines,
and & host of other items frequently used in the electronic and electro-mechanical
equipment we would find in the innerds of & spacecraft. Much of which would be nec-
essary even in the backyard spaceship, unsophisticated as it is.

' For the more sophis-
ticated equipment, & high degree of reliability 1s required of eeach component part.
Thet's why they must meet rigid requirements to pess tests in which their function
1s not altered or otherwise affected to their detriment by altitude, temperature,
humidity, shock, vibration, fungus, thermel shock, etc. Or they can just meet tests
that show that after so meny hours of normal operation they won't lose efficiency
ind cetge efficient functioning. Although the burning out of one trensistor, es in

Fail Safe" 1s not likely to cause all the Great Trouble and Tension and Suspense
that trenspired, it is all too prebeble that just such things do ceuse rockets to go
awry after checkout and countdown and 1iftoff from the bad. You have noticed those
gccounts of the Range Safety Officer and his Destruct Buttone..

For instence, a re-
lay which in its function has opened, may close again if a certain temperature is
encountered in the system, such as is generated by rapid transit through atmosphere.
The ratings said it wouldn't but @ defect in material or workmanship exists and was
not detected in insvection. What happens if the switch does close again, completing
& circuit thet.should be open?. It could alter eny number of things which could
cause the rocket to malfunction. In just the propellent system, for example, it
could alter fuel flow, mixture, cut-off velves, etc., etc. : ' :

, Or, elsewhere, television
cameras in & Ranger vehicle function hours before they ere supposed to...

. At this
point, you mey be thinking either "So Whet?" or beginning to see my eventuel point.

Which is, the chances ere fantasticelly high against the backyard rockets, the
spaceships of yesteryeer and not 'so yesteryear (a vhrase borrowed from The Lone Ren-—
ger, who had no such worries) ever getting very far off the ground. Did our Dr.
Seaton go and build all these numerous electronic parts himself? * Or the fuel injec-
tor velves (which.may or may not have held up under the possible corrosive properties
of his fuel)((and let me add that this is only & conjectural example, remembering
thet Seaton did not ‘use this .sort of system exactly...but had to have some sort of
guidance and control, if only rudimentary...))? Did our heroes go down to the local
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electronic perts house end buy the resistcra and cepacitors and tubes (who heard of
enlld state stuff in those days?) end reiays ~nd transformers, etc.? And did he have
ény idea how they would function in an embien’, temperature of many degrees below
zero? Did he have laboratories with the equipment to test all these perts for their
performence ratings in all the various environments, such as the Gs encountered in
take—off or the constent vibration from the thundering rockets that shivered the
deck plates? Or the possibility, not encountered in most science-fiction eples, of
8 technician or assembly-line worker dropping something on the floor before instal-
ling 4t? In the most delicete electronic parts, this would cause troubles like you
never dreamed of. You guess how meny Gs shock something encounters if you merely
drop it on the floor. It'lasts only milliseconds but thet's long enough!

So it ise
somewhat more complicated than neliling the rocket together and getting thet elusive
rocket fuel and blasting off and steering the rocket, evidentally with a tiller. The
backyard scientist, even the Murray Leinster and Doc Smith kind (not thet I meen to
pick on them) would heve encountered problems he never dreemed of!

i ; . : Therefore, I sub-
mit thet despite the acceptance of a premise for the sake of the story that is other-
wise extrapolated logically for the import of the messege, the majority of those
sclence-fictional spaceships would never have gotten Our Hero off the ground.

_ Y ; Like
the Waghington Monument, it might well have better steyed right where it was.

Ty
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By CHAD VANIS Fiction
THE NIGHTMARE! .

I still couldn't believe it! The world was in chaos, most of the population
decimeted by & etrange plague...or what was it? It had ravaged the lend, the people
dying in millions, no atomic werfere...no disease germs...no warning but all the
world hit a sickening belly-blow, reeling in death and destruction!

It heppened so rapidly thet most peovle got only scattered revorts on their news
shows before falling before the deadly wave. Governments hed no chence to bleme
each other for & devastating new mode of warfare. Before retaliatory weapons could
be launched at an unknown enemy, there weren't enough peovle left to do the job...or
to suffer, had it been done.

Actually, I couldn't remember too much about what heppened., It seemed to have
been & nightmare and my memory of what had happened to me wasn't clear., I do re-
member & day or so back, but no further. And for these last two days, I'd been
wandering around the middle of town...what town?...trying to find somebody...friendly.
I'd also been trying to gather & store of food. The supermarkets were plentiful and
8s & grim reminder of how meny people hadn't esceped, they were brimming with stock.
Only the dry and canned goods were of any value, of course. Most of the fresh
frulte and vegetables were deterioreting in a manner that I'd never before seen.
Great blotches appeared and they melted into sliming piles of tissue. I avoided
those parts of the markets in my rasids on the canned goods and the frozen stuff that
remained in the freezers. I didn't know how long electric power would be available
8o I existed fairly sumptuously on frozen fruits and vegeteblea supplementing the
great veriety of prepared dinners. I ate well but I was troubled by so many ques-—
tions. \ 5}

Why were the buildings falling into ruin? Just slightly, panes gone here, loose
bricks and morter there, peint scaling, discoloretion from water leakege, nothing
lmmeidate, violent and disastrous, just thet the city seemed to be fraying at the
edges. And what happened to the birds? I heard nothing from them end only orice did
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I see any end those didn't look right. They were huge-headed, weirdly shaped gnd
flopped clumsily through the sky. They reminded me of something I couldn't quite
place but I was otherwise occupled a moment later.

I'guess I didn't hear it as much @s I felt it when cement powder and chips
sprayed eround my head. It was a shot—fired at me but missed and went into the well.
I dropped to the ground end scuttled behind a fence as the realizetion sunk in.
Somebody was shooting at me!

I scrabbled across the cement, warm in the afternoon sun, dusty end rough on my
heands and knees. No more shots ceme and I mede off down an alley, repidly heading
for the sporting-goods shop I'd noticed in the center of town. If what few people
remained intended to fight among themselves, then I was going to be well-armed! I
gethered ammunition for the Winchester 30-30 carbine and the .38 revolver I'd chosen
from stock. The store looked untouched. There weren't even any corpses stinking
there as in most of the larger stores, such as the supermarkets which reme ined open
later hours. The catastrophe, or whatever you choose to call it, must have come
about close to midnight.,

I headed for the front door of the store noting that nobody seemed to heve
looted the place prior to my arrival. It would be & good place to return for outdoor
equipment. I was sure that I'd sooner or later head into open country eway from the
deteriorating city and the madmen i1t harbored. I pushed open the plate~glass door
énd froze. - I was vaguely aware of my heart thudding in wy ears, my breathing heavy

and lebored. I was sure, then, that I must soon weke up, for this coulc be nothing
else but & nightmare!

Across the wide street, in front of the magazine and book shop, & thing from a
terror<leden earlier age of this planet hulked on its huge hind legs, balencing on
1ts long tail, its tiny claws brushing experimentally against the building.

Iyrennosauras! My God! And it was real! 1It's huge heed, saber-lined mouth
gaping, swung about, great strings of salive audibly plopping onto the pavement in
slimy spetters! It wes hungry...and it had seen, or smelled, me! A huge, screping
lumbering heave and it was nearly acwoss the street! I turned, horror-stricken, end
raced back into the store. The carbine wasn't even loaded and I was sure it would
pProve useless against the creature. My best bet would be to flee out through the

rear of the building. I wes sure it had no way to plow through & solid block of
buildings. !

But there might be others!

I ren to the back of the otore tnd wrenched at a doornob. It was locked. I
smashed it off with the butt of the carbine end kicked the dooropen. A hall. I ren
down it as the plate gless 8t the front of the store crashed in. Another door. The.
lock was inside and I released it. It opened into an alley which led to & rear-block
parking lot. I raced across the lot, breathing heavily. I'd have to get into ghape!
Or weke up from this terrible nightmare.

As I reached the street at the rear of the parking lot, & great fleapping como-
tlon caused me to look up. I screamed and dove for the dearest doorway, losing the
cerbine as I did so. A hightmare on leathery wings, red eyes blazing, had swooped
down out of the sky and nearly caught me in the clewed talons at its wingjoints! A
pterodactyl!. I scrabbled back in the entrance-way of & Woolworth store es the thing
lumbered back up.- into the sky. Looking up and down the street as well &s up into the
sky, I dashed out &nd retrieved the Winchester. Loading it, I realized that what
I had seen flying before were pterodactyls. : ;

What haed happened to thw world? These creatures had become extinct millions of
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of yeers agol The tyrannosaurus hed flourished during the Cretaceous period and the
pterodactyls had lasted from the Jurassic until about the same time. Had the world,
in hours, leaped back across eons in its evolution? A vortex in space? Or what?

¥het horrible dregon's teeth had been sown and grown in furious fecund ferocity? Some—
thing even more horrible and real then 8ny sciernce-fiction writer had dreemed of had
happened!

Wondering whether or not my plen of leeving the city was any longer feasible, I
cautiously made my way down the street toward the largeat hotel. It would be safer
to stay in there, on an upper floor, then in any smaller building more eaaily crushed
through by some heretofore prehistoric monster!

To wender out in the country would probably be fatal., I didn't know what con-
glomerate of prehistoric typee there might be about. Other than sabretooth tigers,
there were a number of other four-footed forbearers that roemed singly on in packs
thet no modern man would want to meet, especially in the open. The best protection
ley in hiding from both lend and air ettack in the larger buildings of the city.
Until accidental fire leveled them...I shook that thought from my mind and started
down the avenue toward the hotel. The noise of it coming warned me.

I turned quickly and it wes indeed thundering down the street, heedless of small
inconveniences such as automobiles parked here and there. I didn't know they could
move so fast! I ran, I didn't know whether it was the same one or not, but pickings
must have been slim and it wes after me! I turned for another look and MY GOD! it
Wes neerly on me, the ground quaking as the asohelt flew in chunks from its mighty
strides. I ren down a flight of steps to & basement business place, lucky that the
door was glaas, smasking it with the butt of the carbine and crashing through fran-
tically as the iron railing was ripped away like spaghetti as it took & swipe at me.

It wag a Hﬁr. I ran through the gloom and slowed down, aware of & werm, soaking
trickle in my left arm. I wes cut, but still ealive! I turned and looked back.
Through the broken door I could see & small claw groping at the entrance. How it got
down that far I didn't know, but the monstrous tail probably counterbalanced it
nicely enough. Distractedly, I realized how I'd always wondersd how & beast built
like that could get things from ground-level.

I ley the carbine on the bar and tore at my shirt. It couldn't get in and be-
fore I tried to get out, I'd better tie up my arm. It must've been slashed when I
came through the glass, but in my mortel haste, I'd not noticed when I'd gotten cut.
How the hell does one bind one's own erm, I thought. I glanced toward the door and
saw from the gloom that my friend hed settled down. The noise I'd heard in the last
few minutes was its tail rumbling irritafedly back and forth across the street.

I bound up my arm with what wr 1 obviously a bar-rag, clean and ready for busi-
ness. I'd found it in a cabinet ul;er the bar. Then I explored the rear and found,
beaides "Gents" end "Ladies", thet ‘somebody hed had & friend. No way out., Ordineri-
ly the fire department, at lesst, would have nixed e one-entrence/exit public place
like a bar. But such multitudinous little inequities no longered mattered. Except
for this one.

How did I get out?
I sat down at the bar and looked at the front door. It had to leave somet ime,
It would get hungrier than I, sooner. I had, et least, pretzels, pickled eggs, and

pigsfeet, while it had nothing. I hed plenty to drink, of course, but that might be
dangerous.

I opened a beer anyway. They were still cold in the bar compartments so that
meant electricity was still on. I turned on e light, then all of them. I'd have a
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ball, The whole bar to myself. But no ber-wmaid...

I ate some of the eggs and dried stuff in little packages behind the bar, having
given up on trying to work the infra-red thing they had back there. Then, although
I never cared for them before, I ate some pickled pigafeet. Then some more beer.

Things got hazy after that. I remembered my fit of bravery when I went to the
door and enrsged, or maybe just annoyed, the tyrennosaurus by pumping several slugs
from the Winchester 8t it. It made & commotion but couldn't get at me. I gave up
after one wild shot riccocheted off the cement and whirred back past my ear into the
bar. I fired & few shots into the mirror behind the bar but, disappointed by mere
spider-eracked bullet holes rather than wholesale destruction like Hollywood westerns
presented, gave it up., Then I sat down in & booth with & Budweiser...

++«sothe sun shone in through the window into my eyes. I opened one but shut it. My
head ached and I lay there breathing quietly lest I disturb my head. What a hang-
over! I'd never meke it to work todey. No wonder I'd had nightmeres. I dimly re—
membered monsters, but wostly the pigafeet and gallons of beer! No wonder, 'What e
relief that waa...but now the disagreeable tesk of coming to life and going to work.

Or just opening my eyes,
I opened them.

The lights shown dawn on the disshevled barroom, glinting on the carbine on the
bar...and, under the blood—soaked rag, my arm ached and throbbed,

CHAD VANIS
31141
PAN-PACIFICON LOS ANGELES-TOKYO--SIDNEY 1968
ED COX _ : An occasiongl ceolumn
HEAVILY
TVICE

DECEMBER SONG, So another year has about rolled through its twelvemonth cycle and,
DEPARTVENT OF: as well as things portentious and important throughout the world,
politically,,economically, socially, and otherwise with Khrushchev's
fall, Goldwater's rout, and Viet Namese slaughter, Wilson's rise, Johnson's aweep,
and Congo slaughter, fendom has also lasted another 52 weeks, one way or another.
In broad, seeping generalities, there are a few things thet are most likely to affect
all fandom. One of these is the threat that reared 1ts ugly head lately, and prob-
ably will crash sickeningly into fendom's pocketbock in 1965, is the very likely
postal rate increase where fanzines fear most. There wes & postal strike in England
which didn't help things there for a while and one in Argentina which discomforted
the tiny fannish population there. Thers was a threatened rail strike in the US
which would've hampered fanzine delivery for & time. On & asmaller scale, all fandom
wae in turmoil over the Breen affair until the forces of verbosity end idealism
gained & triumph which in tura wiy be replaced by an even wider scale battle over the
impending regimentation in fandom, 4,e., the fi:xing of Huge norinations by & small
committee thet will usurp a basic fermish rights thinking for one's self. This hes
always been one of the precepts of that ultra—futuristic facet of our culture, fandom
in the present living in the future, or something like that. Besic to all this 1is
underatood to he an ability to think, evaluate, and decide, sort of a democratic
process.  Inroads on this have been made, but not in Great Britain! '

But in an area
which is yet vital to fandom, or.at lesst in certain quarters, there is trouble brew—
ing. The profeasional science-fiction megazines which, despite the inward spiraling
interest of fandom which more and more 8its narcissus-like in front of its fenzine—
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mirror, still form a part of the Big Picture, have had to up their prices along with
those of just about everything else necessary and un-necessery, but vital, to our
culture. AMAZING and FANTASTIC started it soms time ago when they jumped up to 50¢
& copy with no increase at all in rages or nroduct given. The subscription rates be-
céme almost attractive, offering a considerable saving over the newsstand price.
Little by 1little other mégazines upped their price until the 35-centers disappeared
Wwith the wind...and the 35¢ raperback. Now FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION has gone up
to 507 and GALAXY to 60¢! With no apparent increase in anything but the price.

My

only conelusion to all this is thet the magazines are at a crossroads, one way to
ruln and the other to solvency. Either they go under when people stop buying at the
newsstand price, in droves, or continue, a8t least out of the red, when people turn to
subscriptions, in droves, at the considereble savings. Only & survey of the circula-
tion figures over a period of two or three years will show whether or not this will
be true...if they last that long.

LIFE ON OTHER  Of course this theme 1s familiar to all who have read science-fiction
PLANETS DEPT: sinece Uncle Gernsbask decided that there wes some venture into which

he could sink money made from all the technical publications he pro-—
duced. And still does. One day in 1939 & megazine called PLANET STORIES was born
8nd it contained mostly stories of high action taking place on, strangely enough,
other planets. PS, es it was called among the intelligentsie, 1s still recalled with
meny & sigh for The Good 01d Deys Of Thud And Blunder Through The Spacelanes.

I have
leng shed a public tear when all those stories about the acticn on Venus, the Wet

Planet, went up in hot, dry dust when the reports ceame back from the Venus Probe.
But we still had Mars. Yes, that 1is the hot, dusty, dry planet we all knew and loved.
Meny a Planet Story, and others, took place amid the sterk shards Jutting up into the
thin cold air that sweeps over the bleak rust sands. Northwest Smith had his adven—
tures in the cold polar cities. Even George O. Swith's stories took place on Mers!
But it wes always a spareely watered, sandy planet whether it wes & C. L. Moore yarn,
Stenley Weinbaum's clessic, Leigh Brackett or you name them,

But 1964 saw this an-
nouncement from that bastion of all original scientific thought end invention: a
Professor Vaeili Kesarev, in Moscow (said bastion), ennounces thet the plenet Mers is
mostly inhebited by ocean creatures and the type of life to be found on the higher
Dountein peaks of Earth where the air is thin. Where does he link up the type of
creature living in the higher mountein reglons with oceanic life? TIs this some more
of thet science catching up with science—fiction thet fandom is often conjecturing
2bout ?

Does he mean to imply thet Mers is an oceanous planet, the kind we used to
think Venus was? And Neptune obviously still 1s? I say obviously because nobody's
gotten there yet and I remember a CAPTAIN FUTURE story (The Face of the Deep, Winter
1943, 1 believe) which tock place there. All water.

. The Professor seems to indicate:
that he means "now", not hundreds, thousands, or millions of years ago. Up till now,
We knew Mars had had great seas, Didn't Leigh Brackett write the classic example,
e8lmoat definitive story on this theme, back in 1949 called The See Kings of Mars?
That weg in THRILLING WONDER STORIES for June 1949 with an appropriate cover. Even
reécently she had & story which, while not as great as Sea Kings, brought back some of
the old glory that was Mars. The Road To Sinharat in the May 1963 AMAZING. (No, it
does not star Hope and Crosby.) All of these revealed thet Mars was once & great
maratine planet, but the seas dried away and the canals ran through the sea bottoms
carrying the remaining moisture to the race that receded from its former greatness
ta 2 subordinate status to the fresh vigor of the spa@ce—conquering earthman.

Right?
Now Professor Kesarev wants to take all this away from us! It's getting so a
8tf reader can't tell whether he's reading science-fiction or fantasy.
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RCCKET THUNDER IN It was in 1964 thet I first ceme to experience something that
THE AFTERNOON 3 happens every so often, now, and I never get over it. It's a

lot 1like flight. 1I'll always have that séme, svernew thrill of
being air-borne. Only this 1s somewhat different.

I was welking outside one of the
buildings at RCA (Aerospace Systems Division, not Victor, in Van Nuys) where I slave
over & hot desk for a living. It was early afternoon and very werm. It gets rather
warm in the San IUf#### Fernendo Velley, which was why the rein-birds were sloshing
great spumes of water over the green lawns,..barely keeping them thet wey., I walked
along the cement welks, keeping in the shade of the building, anxious to get inside
where the 8lr-conditioning is, nothing that there's nobody else in sight. Very
little traffic noise comes from the other side of the wall parexllel to Balboa Boule—
vard. A hazy, sleep-warm etfternoon, insents droning in the flower-beds bordering
the walk,

The noise intrudes into the dozing afternoon.

It first reminded me of
those old south sea epics which had voleanic pyrotechnics in the finele. We elways
knew this would be so since thers were earthquake tremblors earlier in the plot. Or,
like a real earthqueke, a distant grumbling thunder, a faint vibration stirring un-
derfoot. That's the sound and sensation penetrating the quiet afternoon. It split
through the calm, & quiet thunder far away, gently jarring underfoot. it could be
felt, like the mighty thud of alrplane engines high above, before jets ocame to re—
Plece them, Even in the building the thunder penetrated, a quiet roaring undertone
to the noise of people talking and working.

And this noise thrilled me as only a
sclence~fiction fan could be, I guess. How many stories had I read ebout the thun-—
der of mighty rocket engines? And this was what I heard. The mlsing power of
rocket engines, miles away among the Santa Suzanna mountains ai Rocketdyne. Those
which you have no doubt seen in photos; those Ray Bradbury (Rocket Summer came a
long time before...) saw in the Wolper production of The Story of a Writer.

It used
to be one could notice ‘a sudden sourt of black cloud gush up over the mountains as
some rocket engine astrained in a test stand. But the big ones need no telltale
smoke cloud. You know it without seeing. That sound unlike any other...at least to
&n Old Fan. Rocket thunder in the afternoon.

NAMES IN THE Looking backward, there were & number of familiar names here and
1964 NEWS: -  about. Not only in STARSPINKLE, that scintillating blaze in the fan-
nish fiymement, but in other, less inspiring, lerger lasting news
media such as THE LOS ANGELES TIMER, LIFE, NEWSWEEK and others which mey have rudely
intruded through the curiain of soddenly felling mimeosheets in your mailbox. A lot
of the nemes waren‘t.{g the news, but commented on it in the letter columns (letter—
hacks all,,.) with people like Roy Tackett, Dick Eney and a lot of others writing on
& variety of topiecs. Then a fenzine, RADIOHERO ceme in for a big plug in LIFE with
& subsequent letter frow Jim Harv.on inforning them that he published it, in case any-
body wanted to know, And they didese.
But in the news, as you've noticed in STAR-
SPINKLE if you paid 8ttention, there were & number of names involved in newsstories.
Foremost of which were old friend Sam Merwin end old fan Dick Geis in court action
in Southern Califernia versus pornography. They were ohly two among & number of peo--
dle who wrote, publishied, and distributed the stuff. A lot of adverse comment hes
come from major literary folk in the area concerning the prosecution of a lot of
these people. Not constitutionsl and I agree. But did anybody notice the neme of
Mllton Lurcs mentioned as "King of the Girlie Publications"? I believe it is the
same Milton Luros who used to do covers for the Double-Action stf and other zines
back in the 40a. I wasg happy to not noticd in the newsstory, the nemes of Dean
Welter Boggs and James Harmon..... )
- ; Then there was another name that leapt out at me
one dey, Complete with a cut showing the men who, 8t the Wilshire Ebell Theater,
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no dump by eny means, would tell one and all (with the nenessary $5.40) how to make
ESP work for you, author of a book by the same name. He was, I'm nearly sure, also
the author of "The Green Man" and other epics in the Ziff-Davis megazines in the late
forties. He produced children's books before that,..and maybe since. L. Ron Hubbard
made & go of it in the money—gethering field, why not others?

And finally, rounding
out the year, a fan made the news in more or less significant fashion. In a UPI
story out of Tuscaloosa, Alabama, site of the Univeristy of A, the students protested
the University President's nix on Louis Armstrong's appearance next Feb at the "Fes-—

tival of Arts” ball. A petition had been dropped but the student paper, THE CRIMSCN
AND WHITE, disputed the president's denial that the cancellation was on account of

race. In the editorial, he was urged to change his decision. Editor, Bill Plott,
if you memorize your STARSPINKLEs carefully, broke the story in the C&Y which caused
all sorts of ruckus. The upshoot of the whole thing, if you're interested, is that
this is & one~time ban only. It remains to be seen, however, if future scheduled
performences by Negro sters are also somehow averted...

FILMDOM'S OFFER- Ever since the first blush of science—fiction films in the first
INGS, STF 1964 part of the 50s, Hollywood has continued to grind out & number

of "science-fiction" thrillers, and & couple of half decent ones,
every yeér. Other countries, notebly Javan and & few out of Itely, have gotten into
the act. Any cne yeer's output might come in for Hugo consideration but seldom is
there much worth considering. 1964 went out with two me jor offerings to amuse,
thrill, shock, and, for some, disgust, the viewer. "The Time Travelers" (from veter—
en Ib Melchoir) and "The First Men in the Moon" (fiom granddaddy Yells.) The former,
from American-Internatkonal, an outfit that's prolebly made as meny as any other two
or three in Hollywood, got fair reviews here. The latter, partly & product from
veteran Ray Harryheusen, hed none other than Colonel John "Shorty" Powers' signed
endorsement. Goshwowboyoboy. But these deserve as much consideration for the Hugo
in 1964 a5 eny other audio-visual product with & science—fiction theme. And I doubt
if even the publicity departements of A-I and Columbia could care lesS.eees

' Next year

may see, for probably the first time in ages, a film which really will merit nomina-
tion, if not award, of the Hugo. And I don't mean IFantastic Voyage or any of the
others now bcfore the camevas but The Martien Chroniclss. Ww!'lh & glur like Gregory
Peck, giving a sincere performance, at eese in his role, and no messing around with
the story, which Bradtury doesn't tolerate, we ought to have something worthwhile.

MISCELIANY, The rreceding somshcw reminds me of ar aapect of ecience—fiction
DEPT OF: fandus that has be.ome popular in late years, thet of the imaginary

world, I don't see what the rage is all about. It isn't anything
new. Asylums and senatariums are full of people who have developed imaginary worlds
and believe in them more, much more, sincerely than Coventry and them others.....
But seriously, it still isn't new. Hundreds of writers have been meking money or &
living, some of them, with their imeginary worlds for years. In a field called fan—
tesy and science-fiction.

Which reminds me of the Geme of Fandom copyrighted and for
sale by Dian Pelz (address known to all, I'm sure). If one wents an exposure to
many en allusion to Things Fannish and Fan History both locel (LA area) and nationsl,
this for them. But remember, it isn't fair to read through all the cards! Only
read 'em when they turn up during the game; thet way they'll last for years and you
cén always look forward to new goodies. Anybody who'd read the cerds first thing
probably reads the Sunday funnies on Saturday. Or watches football before the base-—
bell seeson is over.

There was & strange thing that penetrated my outer defenses.
Green. Like DYNATRON. Called ARNIEKATZ., I may read it someday to find out why
such & thing would be called such 8 way out title. It must be outre and weird and
fantastic. So what do you heer from the Shadow King, Arnie?

ey
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the glass womb

by

Alvoris Theop

Comes now the night
Bringing with it,
Oooling breezes

Laden with the scent

Of quiet.

Yet this net'rul wonder

Goes untasted

By the many

Who are ridden
By their troubles

Most,unbidden,

Heving rushed away
Their day,

The new night's spent
The hours whiled,
Their spirits pent
Up inside the

Great glass tube.

In it, there!, they see

Themselves...

'Afflicted and cohatricted

Unsightly and beknighted
With bed breath, arm-pits sweating,
In great danger of permitting

foly—aatufates dq'blood-létting,
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This danger, oh so great,

Protect us, 0 White Knight!

They sit there,

Smoking the right cigarettes,
(The cancer is much milder!)
Knowing their heir is in place
And that carnel love will |
Spreiy come this night,..

The deodorant is right...

Beset with the artificiality
Ofltheir neurotic world, .

Théy cluster in the night

In front of their glass savior,
And let the coel, night breeze
Sweep away without :_

Ever having laid its kdes

Upén the févered foreheadq
Of:tﬁe self—damned, tortured souls,
.Who lock themselves

Within the

Flickering'

Glass yomb;

ALVORIS THEOP

77711
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Being the letter column, of course
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I keep playing around with various titles for this portion of the zine but keep
coming back to "Feedback". It doesn't quite have the ring to it thet I prefer but
seems to be better then enything else I've come up with.

So without further ado,

let's get on with it. My comments will, es usuel, be set off ((like this)). RT
HANK LUTTRELL "Asso. Editor" be @s it mey. I heve a teacher with the unfor-
RT»13, getable name of Gerry Aso. It's pronounced just the wsy you
2936 BARRETT STA. RD. might expect. ((Ah, so?))

KIRKWCOD, MO. 63122 The version of BATTLE FOR THE STARS

you read wes first published by Dodd, Mead & Comneny. How-
ever, it did have an early megazine publication in the June, 1956, issue of IMAGINA-
TION. Seme title, but "Alexander Blade" is listed as author.

PETER SINGLETON, Who else but Terry Cerr for TAFF? ((How about we trade you
WARD T"0, Carr, Doneho_and Root for Ethel Lindsay? Permenent-like?))
WHITTINGHAM HOSPITAL Ta for DYNATRON 22 and here's wishing you end Chrystal
NEAR FRESTON, LANGS., & very Merry Christmas before I forget. It's very merry here
ENGLAND all the year round because there's always something going on

and never a dull moment presents itself. Mind you, this is a
refrectory ward so there will be no supply of alcoholic beverages during the merry-
meking but that bothers me not in the least because when I was outside I never drank
enything stronger then pineepple juice. ((That's_pretty good with gin._But so_is al-
mogt_enything. What's & refractory werd?))

So you require an European Agent, then?
((Then, yes. Now, N ) ) If you hapren to be still searching around for some stupid

sucker to land himself with this post, look no further ((You lined up Ches Smith?))
—-I hereby offer my humble services. I'm a damn good bookkeeper if I say so myself.
((You did.)) I cen tell you at a glance how many fmz I've received so far this year
(225 including one-shots and bi-weekly newsfmz); how mény items I've borrowed from
the BSFA Library Service since first availing myself of this useful amenity on March
23rd (98); how many vbs and megs I've actually bought this year (45) and miriad other
fascinating (?) stetistice. Yes, I keep careful records of everything and I enjoy
doing it. So do take me on if I'm not too late. ((You just_scered me off.))

Enjoyed
your ish of TIGHTBEAM with your impertinent editorial interuptions. Your method of
riddling letters with your endless chatter is very enjoyable but this is a practice
I can't abide when most other faneds indulge. Whet is your secret for success? Do
you eet Kellogg's Special X every morning?((All Bran.))

I hope the plans for Villege
of Los Ranchos de Albuquerque (& lovely name) finally develop to the satisfaction of
the mejority of your community. The political remifications ere entirely beyond my
comprehension meinly because at school I was never taught politics of any kind and
I've developed an irreversable eapolitical disposition @s & result. This caen be frus-
trating, particularly when intense political issues are at stake. Your delineation
of rurel development in your aree reminds me of @ joviael Irish nurse who once gasped
in emezement when I hended him & letter addressed to you. I asked him what was tick-
ling and he kindly consented to enlighten me. It trenspired that he had spent two
years in the States end he said something about New Mexico being & vast wilderness
and firmly stated that you must live in a tin shack or & similar jury-rigged abode
8mind @ huge endless desert with nary another landmerk to blot the cleer, unbroken
expanse. He wanted to know if you were & hermit! ((A tempting thought. N.M. does

— e A T e st e e e e m—
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He has this strange idea of fandéem being a bunch of nuts ((he_is quite perceptive))
but I firmly disagreed with him. Until I received the Breen reports, anyway. Now I
know he was right all along. Very disillusioning. I've thrown away all my "Fans are
Slans" slogans in despair.

Question: Would fandom feel the loss if everybody stopped
trying to define SF? ((Answer: No.)) This sort of twaddle hes been going on ever

since a Certain Individual who shell remdin nemeless invented the term Stf end it
smacks of running around in circles frantically doing just about nothing end wasting

—_— e e T e — — —

— e e o ——

Nefferdom, honest I do—but this ingroup within an ingroup does have its drawbacks

et times.) Maybe its just my premature old age or the lateness of the hour or a com-
bination of both that's affecting my views, Sometimes my views on any given subject
can change back and forth overnight or even from hour to hour. 'What does that make
me? Hoom...on second thought maybe you'd better not answer this burning question.

I dig reviews of old prozines, yes indeed. Only compleint I have with Richie
Benyo's article is that it should have been extended to cover several issues for com—
parison, A one-ish review seems ineffectual somehow. ((Most everything in this fmz
suffers from thet.)) SATE ESE

I have no complaints about Notes Towards You Know What but my
interest can perhaps be best described as being of a morbid nature.

You know what?

1s real kinky! Like it's reelly swinging, @s they say in the best circles over here.
((For & minute_I_thought_you were going to_say it was twee.))

TFE NIGHTNESS is well
written and Wolfenbanger deserves & pet on the back for this smooth job of fan fic-
tion. (See? I'm not afraid to admit I cen enjoy some fan SF once in a while!)

. Hey!
I've Just spotted something emiss with EEEvers' views—whet the hell does he meen by
stating that A Mirror For Observers is one of several books not "accepted by fandom."
A meeningless expression as far as Mirror is concerned, which is one of Pangborn's
best SF and certainly emong my firm favourites. And I declare thet our neasty Mr.
Evers should be shot for lumping this novel with On The Beach. If I had & gun, & gun
license, etc., etc.

! s -
DWAIN KAISER This is sort of & LoC on DYNATRON 22. You cén bleme it on
5321 MOUNTAIN VIEW DR., Bob Davenport; I'm LoCing his copy. There are edvantages
LAS VEGAS, NEVADA to having & fan live up the street from you. ((Yeah, well

Davenport cen LoC your copy this time. He won't get &

copy of this. Or will he? Egad, where's the blasted trade list?)) |
Like the old let-
terhecks write, I think I'll start at the cover and work in. ((What old letterhack
wrote that1?)) & A T

ATom draws as good a cover &s you expect from him. He's & great artist,
and also a great fan, too. It is & shame thet he won TAFF, otherwise I could put
"Atom for TAFF" in this letter, but he won, so I can't do that. ((Ah, go_ahead.))He
made & great TAFFman, that's for sure, both during his cross—country trip (and his
atop off at my house here in Vegas) and slso at the con. Fis wit and humor doesn't
only exist in his cartoons, that anyone who hes met him knows.

. 2 ; You must be kidding

about CAPA? Isn't that one of the really old apas? ((Only if you consider the ages -

of the members. Moffatt, for instance, must be an eon older than Tucker.)7
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TV and idiots go together, there is something called THE ADDANMS FANILY on right
now., A so-called bunch of semi-humorous monsters with everydey problems tossed in,
in & humorous way. There isn't enything wrong with humore, but when it drives off
the eir some of the few good serious shows then I draw the line. If it was up to the
tv stations which show would go on: THE DEFENDERS, say, or some crud like THE ADDAMS
FAMILY, the show that would stay would be the one with the highest rating, you cen be
sure of that. ((Did I tell you, spesking of ratings, that the season's_first Nielsen
andicated that moot of the prime time televiewing was done by pre-teens? Fair hao_
the network execs chewing the carpets.)) 3

Richie can write the kind of article that
brings & long dead mag back to life. Quite interesting.

I liked THE NIGHTNESS.

4
DR. ANTONIO DUPLA Not as fast as I would like, had I that scarce commodity celled
Po. Ma. AGUSTIN 9, time, but not so delayed as to arouse once more your definite
ZARAGOZA , SPAIN. and justified wrath, here goes my thanks first place as having

. some value, and wy comments in second as being doubtful they
have none. ((é}l_gogmgnﬁs_g;p_yglgﬁhlggl) R :

On issue 21. You must specify how meny
parts of that rare gem written by E. M. Cox have run before. To know how mény times
must I weep for my losses. ((Not too meny.  I've run two or three episodes of SF

YOREVER and Fd's murmbering system 1s weird. Today's segment mey be #25 and tomorrow's
Et}]‘.ﬂ.-)-)-l)kre-you suro that ORY PLAGUE/THE JUDAS GOAT are SF? ((1'm not stre of any-
i;}_ng.' ) { GO = & ST e E
Roy, you lose page 2 in transit end you pass from page 9 to page 9 letting
beheaded the letter of Richard Mann. Weren't you citing some pages back enother time
track? Are you sure, too, that in Los Angeles the girls pass by Redd Boggs exhibit-
i“%_ tnedr navels? ((You and Jack Speer. Navels.)) I cen believe it but I like best
not to. . :

.Going to issue 22. Wolfenbarger's fiction hes left me colder then nightness
in-the_north“wind.' And, as far as my poor English allows me, I find some rather sur-
pTlBiEg things: welked for the kitchen.can pess but what is the recipe for quiet tea?
’ 1 must be in & negative mood because I get the impression. that EEEvers cetches
the examples and procustizes them to his own ideas. As when he says that & true con-
fession story hes explicit definition while poetry or tregedy does not. As when he
seys that those enjoying mundene prose fiction do so with all its branches. As when
he says that "A Mirror For Observers" was never accepted by fandom, and lacks the
8pproéch., As when he assimilates poetry to & minor little known field and westerns
to & sub-branch of & widely known field, And if the premise of "The Star" could only
be presented in SF (a2 rather doubtful thing, see Jardiel Poncela's "God's tournee"),
the seme heppens with *Pride and Prejudice” or with "Narciss and Goldmund". And es
for the characteristics of the common approach: stressing of ideas? Consider "In
Search of Swann". The stress of an imaginetive viewpoint? Consider fantasy just

round the corner. The purpose other then entertainment? Consider all the compromised
literature, ;

Not wishing to go on record as against everybody I don't comment on James
Ashe's dubious effirmetions 1) that the Breen dispute has had some good effects and
2) that Hoyle writes very good science fiction. i
; Marc Christopher:  you speak hard and
loud. But remember that Hitler became Chancellor of the Reich by legal and democratic
ways.. And before charging guilt or forgiving it (which is even more pretencious),
whet have you done about the occupation of half of Viet Nem by no softer & boss then
Hitler? Sophrosine must never be lost of view.
: f iR Oh yes, in No. 23 I have one of
those zeroes on my mailing label and as this lamentable condition of being on the
verge of not getting more Dynetrons is cracking hard on my nerves I eam going to sug-
gest four weys of solving it (in order of quality of less to more or of more to less):
1) Sending you vile money through the kind intermediate Buck Coulson; 2) to send you
some astrophiletelic stemp moe valuable then 4¢ Spanish or US: 3) to send you four or
more 4¢ Spanish stemps, end 4) to be placed in the category of never being put off
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the mailing list., Your choosing. Bu% you keep on sending Dynatron and without doubt
Speer's Classification, an item lorg desired thovgh never obtained. ((If you sent

— et e e
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I agree with you about the Hugo nominations. I have voted two years end this
yeer my nomination for novel got one vote: mine. But if the committee had taken my
place such a fine piece of fiction—for me—would surely not even have been mentioned.
No, I don't relinquish my rights. ;
Jerry Pournelle as alweys runs deep, runs smooth.
But I would like-to see how he integrates the repellant ideas of "Farnham's Freehold"
with those that, up to "Starship Troopers", he hes so skillfully dissected and more
or less justified, ;

Fine, the verses of John Baxter. Very fine indeed.

ROBIN WOOD Migod—I didn't get @ nurber after my name on the'address la-
375 DAY STREET bel of the last DYNATRON. You ineen you're going to keep

SAN FRANCISCO, - - sending me this thing? ((I ghow no mercy.)) Egad. 'Whet is
CALIF., 94131 happening to DYNATIION? 14 seems to be chenging. Why, #23

had & gaggle of grey pages in it...no doubt they were green
to begin with end turned grey when some postal inspector exposed them to the harsh
light thet inhabits pcatoffices. You knew tie tyve—a bare bulb hanging under a me%-
el shade; it's almost bad enough to turn people grey. I can't quite picture DYNATRON
starting out with grey rages. They must have changed on the way to me.

committee thing;; Who knows? - ((The Shadow knows!)) Perhaps it is a response to some

things like SAVAGE FELICUDAR (or hcwever it's spelled )((for sure not that waey)) get—
ting nomineted for Hugos. '(Don’t tell me if it ectually got one—I'd rather not know
if such is the case,) ((No, the idea is to_get more things like SAVAGE PELLUCIDAR

nomingted--or somebody else's favorite bit of nothing, Anything to help salea.fyj

—_—— e — — i —— — I NES —as| wme e Syt e ) . g S iy il e s | e | it e p i

I didn't wender into any business meetings at the con, could give & rip less. '/hich,
I suppose, when you come right down to it, is why these committees and whatnot POp up.
((Precisely.)) If everyone did give a rip about what was heppening, nobody would be
doing such things. Whatever they did. Oh, the hell with it. Who gives a rip? 1I'd4
sort of like to 'see the best yarns chosen by the authors and editors and the like

myself, Don't the Mystery Writers of America have something on thet order going?
Best erticle of the lssuer Franson's Con Report. Concéise, to the point, and
covered eyerything, ' ! s
But, Roy, this Renn chick is not green, Only her nipples are
_green, her skin 1s pure white. "....with no hint of rose..." it says. Now, I have
ment ioned I wouldn't mind oogling et & bare-breasted green chick, but somehow this al-
bino with the green nipvles seems to be & little far out. Especially eas she turns out
to be a figh. She sounds like & reel stinker. ((EQLIL‘XP“ know how it is with fish))

Tho it might be something hendy to keep in your bait box. (Tﬂhgﬁ_ygpgﬁ_ygy_ggﬁthY)
Don't think I'd go over to big on being an astroneut. Seems like en elaborate
and expensive method of suicide to me, to sit on a rocket and let it shoot you off
into space. Will heve to wait until somebody comes across with enti-grav before they
get me into one of those things. I had enough troubles boarding airplanes after I
learned all the multitude of things that can go wrong with them, and even if something.
doesn't go wrong, you cen slways end up with a drunk pilot or run into some CAT. '
Spaceships must be even worse. Count me out. ™ : i :
- ; Actually, I must confess, I would like
to become & fake—friend of Yossarian. So I could kill him before everyone else beats
me to it. Anybody who sits neked in trees can't be all right. Or supoose he is
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right? Mekes 1t even worse. Seriously, tho, perheps there is hope. In my desk, in
one of my duller classes at State, scmebody has carved the words: YOSSARIAN LIVES.
((What's wrong with sitting neked in trees? According to the anthropology chaps _

T TE T AL e o gl | el o e gt g T L N — e — — — — — —

Up 1n Amador City,
where I voted, we still use the old primitive system. You get & ballot and & rubber
stamp end an ink pad &nd have 8t it. No maechine to get in the way there. Am I to
understand that with & machine, you never actually see your ballot? ((True.)) You
just pull e few levers and leave? ((Yep)) I always thot it just marked your ballot
for you in some speciel ink. But if you don't get to see your own ballot—-hell, some-
body could eesily tamper with the machine so that it could count out enything it
wanted to, no matter what levers were pulled. ((Yepas..))

Injustice, intolerance,
deprivation, berbarism and animel brutelity don't dominate e mess of people in the
U.S.? Come now, Deckinger. Read your newspapers. Teke & trip to Mississippi.

And
even in California, proposition 14 rassed by a 3 to 2 margin, thus writing discrimi-
nation into the state constitution, proof that there are @ good deal of people living
in this supposedly progressive state who would just rather not have any niggers liv-
ing around them. So they abolished the fair housing act and worded their proposition
80 thet no other fair housing acts may be written., And if that cen heappen in Cali—
fornia, what's the next step? Good buddy, it cen hapoen here.

Juet_precisely what did it do? I understand that it repealed

8 lew that placed certain restrictions on ErEpErE}_o;hg}El_'th then I've heard other

e - IC e g R B o S T wre e e i — o —— — —— — i St i ol

Wolfenbarger, define the Beat Generation. Think your definition will metch up with
anybody elses? If I heve any misconceptions about the Beat Generation, it is in that
I think the term is next to useless, so much has it been misused. I prefer the term
Bohemian, which to me means something. And it eliminates beachbums, Hells Angels,
ordinary teenege punks end the like, which are often called Beat. I dunno if Monk is
beat or not. He definitely does have some cool, but the important thing about him is
his music. And why do you consider Miles unbeat? Because he wears fancy suits, or
what? Miles was involved in the bop school, if I remember correctly. Didn't he play
With Dizzy for a while? And Yardbird? ((Pardon, my old, but what in the EELL are

—— o =V T — o — — —— - — —— — o ——

Jack Speer: 'Well, no argument about being
tiresomely talkative in my fanzine letters. I'll be the first to adwit thet. So?
However, getting back to the military, I still say it wouldn't exist unless it was
there to kill or capture the enemy. And the only reason you want to keep your own
troops alive is so that they may be able to cerry out this mission. Dead soldiers
might méke one hell of a stink but they don't put up much of & fight. Technologicel
fellout-—sure, lots of it. But it's purely secondary. ((Agreed.)) Perheps you don't"
think technology is vossible without the military? And if so, why?

ANDY ZERBE You meen to tell me you didn't know whet archaeologists look for
3154 DUPONT STREET, here in Alabama? That's going to be & blow to some people. Here
MONTGOMERY 6, AIA, we are having been written up in the National Geographic and
various other learned journals as an excellent state in which to
look for Indien remsins, and you come saying just what do we look for here. ((Yes. I
8till do. I figured you were looking for Indien remains but I wondered what specifi-
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gﬂiﬁi.?)— The: week before I went on the trip an Indian hed been found buried upside
down. The trip I went on hed been to try to find out why he had been buried that way.
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#e never did find the enswer., All that we got out of a herd day's work was a lot of
broken pottery and the skeleton of & dog. ((Whet_kind of a dog was it?))
Since there
is 8t present no overseas director in the N3F end since you were & former overseas
________ ery hard et it)) I'm writing to you. I would like very
much to get some Aussie SF material but do not know how to go about it. Would you
heppen to know of any Aussie zines in which I could advertise for their 8F publica-

tions? ((No, but we've a couple_of those down-under types on the meiling list.

— e - —— — —— —— —

It's nice to see that people are teking en in—
terest in "The Fools of Time®, but weren't you & bit late with your review? I read
it when it came out in the hardcover edition and I know that reviews appeared in
AMAZING and ANALOG. ((Depends on what you consider "late®. The paperback edition,

— et — — — — — P S v e b — e e e e e e e e e e o —

Les Semple on local poli-
tics. Here the local people still point with pride to the fact that this state
reelly went for Al Smith. The reason it doesn't read that way in your history book
is because the local politiciens meneged to count the vote wrong, This year Alebame
went overwhelmingly Republicen. It's hard to see how it could have gone any other
"2y @3 Johnson's neme wesn't even on the ballot. Even so the victory was so unex—

pected thet the locel republicens ere now holding & caucus just to decide what their
policies are,

HARRY WARNER, JR. About six months from now, someone could produce the biggest
423 SUMMIT AVENUE fanzine of the year by reprinting all the suggestions and
HAGERSTOWN, opinions thet the Hugo committee proposal has produced. A new
M., 21740 one has just occured even to me. If the professionals ere so

determined to have & share in the Hugos, maybe we could use
them. Go out end hit the mé jor prozines and paperback publishes for cash donations
then set the pro-inspired committee to reading the current output of stf as soon as
1%t appears, and invest the money in bi-monthly reports to fandom on outstending items
found by the committee. This might help some of us to find the more important stuff
before it vanishes from the newsstends—at some newsstands, a paperback cen be
bought during a shorter period then the current issue of & prozine—and it would
heve some influence on fan voting on the Hugo nominees the next year, without cre-
&ting actual dominance of the nominetions. Of course, there's not as much science
fiction to read these deys, but the proportion of good science fiction is so minute
thet more of us are likely to go for months without buying & prozine or paperbeck
than was the case during the boom yeadrs when we tried to keep up with the better
pPublishers end prozines.

e ey & e e it - e e et e e— — e e e e e e e — e = e e
_——

B et S =~ - e Ay B S a1 o e S ) e

Sl e e i T o . i i T e G e W s et b e e — —— i — — amp oy e S S

Some deep—buried memory cell shrilled a violent protest when
you made that mention of K. Terrant as an unspeekable kind of editor of Astounding.
I believe thet the cell compleined because the nemed looked wrong. Without looking
it up, I'm pretty sure thet she spelled it Catherine.

—_— e el e e T S e e — —

——

One possible reason that science fiction seems ineffective on the stage
or screen: it usually requires trick effects to revresent the faraway places or
times, and the viewer is distracted from the story by trying to determine how they
produced those 1llusions. When you read science-fiction, where everything that
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occurs to the imagination can be described by the printed word as easily as some-
thing real, you can concentrate on the atmosphere and events. And this might be the
factor behind the success of Walt Disney's animeted cartoons. It's no more diffi-
cult to create a miracle then to depict normal activities when the pictures are
drewn by hand, the viewer realizes this, and the fantastic elements can be enjoycd
without distrdction. Another argument for the theory can be found in the success of
continuing series with fantasy themes on television during the past couple of years.
If the special effects recur regularly, they soon stop arousing the curiosity and

the ratings go up for My Favorite Martien or Bewitched. ((You mean_those Bre spec-
el effects? Gee, Harry, &nd all the time I thought Sementha was reslly megicking.))

e = e e e e o —— e o o S e mmn we e e e e e - e v s — — e o — o \—

TR PR o M 3y Pecificon remnorts
have been quite scaree up to now, so even a brief one like Len's provides much in-
formation thet hadn't reached we yet. ((Doesn't it seem that con reports are now

— e e e e e e e e e e e Em E— - e - — o —

much_rarer then & couple of years ago?)) 1In view of the unpleasentness arising in
several con committees, actuel end potential, in recent years, the Virgin Islands

con might stert a gratifying new trend in worldcons. 1I'd be willing to vote for a
worldcon there if I hed & guarantee that there would be no con committee: that some-
one or other would simply handle hotel arrangements for the most necessary things,
and that there wouldn't even be & formal vrogram set up in advence. Look over the
fens and pros who show up on the first morning, persuade several of them to talk on
some topic that interests them each dey, and you'd probably get better attendance at
the formel talks then ever, because fans wouldn't be able to brag about steying away
?rom 8 talk on this or that topic without 8itting through at least part of the talk
in order to know whaet they were missing. ((En? If the speakers were complefcly free
in their choice of subjects the gggignge_wgpld_ggt_iﬁii?hEi;ga_affhgg;iigT;ihe;fi;gt

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

Lang Jones makes me won-
der if England rsnlly is far behind the United States in science. One of wy early
memories is thet of going for walks through downtown Hagerstown with my father, and
enjoying a sense of expectancy, wondering if there might be enough light on this par-
ticular day to ceuse the little vanes in the glass bottle to go around in & pawnshop
window. That must have been before 1930, because I was losing my sense of wonder by
the time I entered the first grade. Hagerstown has turned from & small town into &
smé&ll city since then, the business section has become unrecognizable through fail-
ures of old local firms end new outposts of national chein stores, and I now reserve
Dy expectancy on walks downtown for specific semples of protopl®sm on the sidewalk,
not thin bits of metal behind @ show window. But improbably enough, the pawn shop
hes survived all these yeers and thet little bottle with the sun—powered gadget stil
Sits in the window, not one inch away from the position it held when I firet began to

_John Boston could get & lot of good reading at not too extreme en investment by
purchésing runs of prozines of perhaps a yeer's length. I imagine that you could
Plck up & dozen Astoundings from the finest yeers for $20 or less, and you'd get at
least four fine novels and & score of superb shorter stories. :

I'm tired of reading
Heinelin's fiction, and I'm even less interested in reading yet another &rticle
about Heinlein's fiction. So I imagine that in the next Dynatron I'll find letters
of comment ebout the article about the fiction. TPlease remind me to build myself a
new structural differentiel as soon as possible, to cope with this disaster.
((I will
Af_you will tell me what_a_structural differential is.)) N,

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

WESTERCON 18. 3, 4, 5 July 1965 at the Edgewater Imn, Longbeach, California. Ad-
:ance memberships $1 from Rick Sneary, 2962 Santa Ana- St., South Gate, California.
oee you there, chaps. Really and truely I will,

- ee = e - — -
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BOB TUCKER Indeed I do remember the Ass Editor, bless her blue nose, and I

BOX 478 8lso remember the ball-beering mousetrep that once slipped past
HEYVORTH, ILL., her editoriel pencil. I don't suppose she ever lived thet down.
61745 I once had the pleasure of meeting the woman in the long, long

8go, but she didn't impress me nearly as much as did a pretty,
young receptionist in the outer office. The girl pulled an old trick on me, and I
was so enchénted I let myself fall forit: she dropped @& pencil under her desk and
let me look at her legs while I picked it up. Ales, she may be somebody's grand-
mother by now, and the legs are but props to keep her body off the ground.

All this
is to inform you that I've finally read Dynetron 23. Sure, I'm late, but so were
you. ((And this issue is so_late I changed the date on it.))
_______ Your mention of

Speer's Fantesy Fiction Decimal Classification brought me up short. You said the
Work was brought out several years ago, and my first reaction was to credit you with .
the prize understatenment of the year; but then I went hunting for it in the Evans-
Pavlat Fanzine Index, and realized you were right for it couldn't be found there.
Not under that title. In December 1943, Speer issued @ one-page flyer under the ti-
tle Decimal Clagsification for Fantesy Fiction, and the following year he published
8 three-psge something called Decimal Classification for Stef. I suppose both were
forerunners of the present work,

Sam Russell also cublished & one-page something
under the seme title, at the seme time: December 1943, Perhaps he and Speer were
working together. But do you recell that at least two other wartime fans elso pub-
lished their own classification systems. A fen nemed Pederson, from some Colorado
city, issued a thick fenzine about fifteen or twenty years ago containing his system;
&nd another chep named Cameron (I think) from somewhere in Cenada came out later with
his. I don‘t remember the titles, and have had no luck searching for them in the
Index. ((The fleeting fame of fandom. I can't recall either.))

______ Perhaps you can coex
§peer into reprinting his 1939 opus, Up to Now, & History of Fandom &s Jack Speer
Sees It. He did it in one of his "Fyll Length Articles" series. Let's put him up
8géinst Warner end see which historien is the more fun. ((Can we include SaM, too?))

Finally, I was croggled to note that Moffatt paid five dollars for some old
copies of LeZ at the convention. Dollar-hungry huckster that I em, I'd elmost pert
With my set for five bucks. To think thet I peddled those fenzines at a nickle a
copy in the bad old days!

4

SGT ROBERT F. SMITH I thought it was about time another DYNATRON made an appeer-—
¢/~ SGTS MESS, 1 OCD,  &nce on this side of the pond, end by golly there it are!
BANDIANA, VICTORIA, It's 22 I'm talking sbout, of course, in case your activitiez
AUSTRALIA with that notoriously frustra*irg organisetion, the N3F, have
A left you slightly addled ebout wh:t time of the year it is,
(22! Egad, but _the mail is slow. No, I don't let the N3F bother me. The

Yes, I do think its about
time that you scrounged some new cover illos, old mete; can't Atom send you some ori-
ginal stuff for ol! DYNATRON? (' Course I know he has been otle rwise engaged with
that trip ecross the Fond, etc., but....) I like 'em, though, I like 'em (no fan
who 1is worthy of bearing the title of fan dislikes Atom, ot course....)((I'm not sure

I £9l12¥_xgﬁl_EPE;_#EQ_Qngt*QQ;%22 was new a8s heéve been all of Arthur's work that
PAS _been run here. _We've done RO: CoNE gl Ll ) TR T DT T
Pleagsed to see that DYNATRON
has reverted to its normel frivolous nature end is no longer a vegue mixture of you
&nd N3F materisl, T din't particularly like, you know. ((I find this strenge.
Ve Zon heve commented on the difference between the Musual" Dynatron end the
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I guess I agreed with your Hugo choicet "Glory Road"; it might not pess some
definitiona of "science fiction" but I enjoyed it. ((Let's not start defining SF

egain,)) But why do you consider "lay Station" --"not quite up there?T Tan't it the

cheracterisation in it that ig—go éveryone sé8ys——missing in most etf. I found it
tickling my usuelly dull emotional responses. It must have something; now, what did
1t lack for you? ((How long is a plece of string? How does_one explain e feeling?))

Hmomm, For some reeson Richie Benyo's line about Pthe notorious duo of Bea Ma-
haffey end Ray Palmer" irriteted me. An unfortunate choice of words poasibly, T
dunno. Back in '53 I was reading BAP's magazines and most of 'em were pretty terri-
ble, and I recall with affection his long gutsy letters over seles figures in FANTASY
TIMES, but "notorious"?

I'11 go along with you (and Heinlein): M"speculative fiction"
is much closer to what we mean by "science fiction", what we feel about it and it
also gives the definition more freedom; too meny definitions tend to be restrictive
and cennot comfortebly be used for our favourite literature. But...just who are we
breaking our necks to define science fiction for? Ourselves? Neh, haven't we more
or less agreed thet we, the enthusiasts end fens, have that feeling for stf and we
don't really need to paint a picture and wrap it up neat and tidy in sowe fancy paper
that yells out: "put me in this pigeon hole, this category, etc." Who then? ((How
@g&y@yrﬁjyyjjgyxgyyﬂgnTMtQmmmeominWMmmwm
pretty well clagsified science fiction years ago in their individuel and collective
minds? ((Qp_thgxﬂhggg_qingz)) They couldn't care less and we know it. Good luck
to 'em. The man in the street who loves end grows roses isn't going to try and get
his feelings across to ignorent, space fiction mad, me, ((lﬁ_hgﬂg_gggyipg_gggqg_;n
ihg_gtgqgtﬁh@“gggpggg'Qy_ggnsq_qg_!pgda;L)). The man who has hed a clessicel or
literary beckground considers me en odd creature ((uh—huh)) not woth the effort of
communicating with just because we both read—he's read some stf, of course, but
found it lacking in the finer things thet make good, mwawrable literature. 'He would,
if he ever saw it, agree with James Blish when he writes: "The ethical, the moral,
the philosophical horizons remain, and those are infinite; and it is there, I believe,
¥hat the realms of good science fiction must lie," (WARHOON 20) And here I must al-
most egree with our well-read gentlemen end Blish, and disagree with Evers; all SF
doesn't have something to syl Hell, if that were so I think I'd drop stf like the
good old hot brick! Imegination and ideas, yes, but when etf authors (not that the
majority of 'em could) go in for the "horizons" that Blish mentions then it is no
longer atf, specualtive fiction, what if, or whethaveyou. Stf authors are——as we
sy out here —just not in the race; 8t least most of them are not. I am inclined
to go along with Kingsley Amis and agree that fone is greteful that we have a form of
writing which is interested in the future, which ie ready...to treet as variebles what
gre usually take to be constants, which is set on tackling those lerge, general,
speculative questions thet ordinary fiction so often ignores. (I also disagree with
him on other appects of speculetive or ecience fiction, but then—who doesn't?) I
think that science fiction should broaden, examine, its own "speculative horizons",
énd I do not meen that it should follow J. G. Ballard's advice and go mad like Wm,
Burroughs or imitete Joyce, etc., but at times I think the science fiction fan isn!$
meturing quite as fast aa his favourite literature.

Whet has all thet guff got 6o do
With a definition of science fiction? Well, nothing, except ‘that I feel that in this
form of discussion we are becoming side~tracked. I don't care what sort of labels
are slapped on stf, but I do get concerned with the field's apparent inability to
speculate these days, combined with good writing. L

ol Let us now peer shortsightedly et
the letter column in an effort to glean new jewels of knowledge, grin at Teckett's
humor, and generelly meke & nuisence of ourselves....((Yes, let!s do that. Let's

— e G ek e e e e " — e - —

have & _go 8t_the letter colum, But, let us, first of all, finish up this 1ine, &nd,

if we can, this one 2leo, which will, of couree, bring us to_the botio
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James Ashet Hoyle writes good science fiction. Right, and that's precisely what he
does write; scientific, because he knows what he's telking about, and fiction, pure
and simple; but it's a far cry frox beingz what we interpret as science fiction or
speculetive fiction, and I find thet, like most scientists who fictionalise their
fields, his work is insipid and dull. To me, that is. And James...fans don't write
science fiction--science fiction writers do. ((Ah, yes,_end_thet is e fine point.))
Robin Wood: I think it's & trifle unfair of you to dismiss what you term the
"Beat Generation" with "just seemed to sit around and bitch about everything...not
really &ccomplish much, except & little good poetry...Kerouac did menage to write
The Subterraneans..." Kerouac wrote a trifle more theh that, and you can't brush
@side a5 insignificent and forgotten people like Anatole Broyerd, R. V. Cassill,
George Mandel, Clellon Holmes, Chendler Brossard, Carl Solomon, Allan Ginsberg, Nor—
wén Mailer, Vance Bourjaily, Nelson Algren, Herbert Gold, John Wain, Kingsley Amis,
Colin YWilson, John Brein, John Csborne, etc. Tsk. ((Tek, yourself. Thy can't we?

This bunch belongs_to that mob out there in Mundania. To me they are insignificent.) -

DYNATRON, did you ever read the lovely scalpel job that Perelmen did on Capteain Fu-
ture after dipping his eagle eye into "Captein Future, Wizard of Science"? In its
c8ustic fashipn it is a little gem. Reed it--THE BEST OF S. J. PERELMAN, Heineman,
1959, ((E?Xbi we_shouldn't. Have to_protect our illusions, you know. ))

_________ 5 Curiosity
prompts me to @s k just whet you were doing in Constantinople in 10667 ((Hiding.))
Pournelle is right, it was the Welsh who teught Edward I what the longbow could do,
8nd actually it wasn't until the 14th Century that it could reeslly be called the
English nationel weadpon. A decidedly nasty weevon, and I'm glad thet I waen't &
French knight at Crecy. .

ART HAYES Sorry I did not acknowledge Dynatron 23 earlier, but I'm here
540 BRIDGE STREET at last, ((Goood even—ing.)) Started this letter on the
BATHURST, N.B. 26th when hoards of holidaying guys barged in, and hours la—
CANADA ter,noisy hours later, they departed, with me completely
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: I've never voted in the Hugo elections, largely
because I've never felt that I could vote by memory, and never had the time to re—
read or to read the nominees for the first time. So I never felt quelified to vote,
&nd so influence, even by one vote. However, I cannot say I like the idea of a com—
mittee doing the choosing. No matter how inefficient our methods are, it is the Hugo
method, end pert of Fandom's customs.

: Just as I got jeded with s.f., so have I be-
come 1n regerds to fandom itself. Conventions got to be too much of the same thing
8o it will be some time before I attend another. But that does not meen that I'm
getting out of fandom. I'm of the tired, retired type, who will get by, he thinks,

. on minac for a while. {(Drink up and become a letterhack for Dynatron. ))

TOM PERRY It seems only a couple of weeks ego I put aside Dynatron 22
4018 LAUREL AVENUR thinking I'd have to write real soon and tell you how much I en-
OMAHA 11, NEBR. Joyed it. Lest thet heppen again I'm writing on receiving this

issue——and I'm still late, for it's already & month old. (I some-
times wonder why the people who urge dating of fanzines for the seke of fanhistorians
they never neme worry gso; the dates are never accurate anyway, Fanzines are dated
late just as pro mags are dated early.)((We all have good _intentions but time is a

fleeting thing. Thish was due in December. I didn't make It. If I'm lucky—and

T e < e T L e g g s - e R e g e = e e S )

fork 8t it—I'1l get it out in Jenuary.))
! I'm with you on the Hugo committee business.
- don't know if you're being kept up to date on this thing, but it seems as if the
London committee decided to take the course I'd recommended in ROX before they ever

88w thet onesheeter, to ignore the "Hugo nomineting committee" nonsense, and elso to

DYNATRON Page 253



drop the drama Hugo. This of course hed, and perheps has, Harlen in an uproar. He
phoned Elle Parker in the middle of the night to complein, and she hung up on him.
(In & newszine I dreamed of but never produced I would have given that story this
headline: ELLISON PHONES ELIA ON HUGOS: HARPY HANGS UP ON HOTLINE HARLAN. )((%And
ghe gelds TWell, we don't see them over 'ere_so we're mot 'avin' 'em..."@)) New, T
understend from Rick Sneary, Harlan wents to keep the Jugo statuettes from being
shipped to Britein so the London committee won't have them to give out. Herlen
phoned me longdistance, too, getting me out of bed atll a.w. (he probebly didn't re-
member I work @ niteshift at the paper)((E?Lﬁhg_ggpirarz,_hg_gpghgbly_dgﬁL)) and one
of the things I recall him seying was LI want to win & Hugo more then I want to win
& goddem Oscar baby!l Thig ig a worthy ambition, I suppose, but I think he's going
about it wrong. ((He celled me at midnight,...just_before I went to bed...and car-

T eem S e m e e g i e s e e e e e S e e e e o — — —

ried on 8t somwe length. Rather amusing. )
_ What Harlen was sore at me about was the

implicstion he read in ROX that there might be something wrong in touting one's own

work for a Hugo. I don't reélly think there is; ((Really? Good. Hey, out theres

loﬁﬁ_ﬂg;_pxpgﬁzqg.)) I suggested it because Dick Eney seems to think cempaigning for
fanpoll votes is morally wrong somehow, end I think it would be better all around if
it were decided whether pros should campaign to win a hugo. ((28th in the fen poll,

Dumble,. mumble.)) Even if it's determined that they cen, there are.some who would
find. it a bit embarrassing to do so, but I think they should know that, if they want
to, the ground rules permit, for instence, a special fanzine to puff their stuff.

Aga for the committee, I think it's okay to have one to add a nominee to the Hugo
ballot if something worthwhile seems to have been passed over because people didn't
know about’ it; I don't think the committee should be empowered to ignore & work the
fans have voted for. Nor do I see any reeson to change the system till the study
committee mekes its report.- . :

I liked your comments on Herlen's THE GLASS HAND and
°specially the quip about. the millenia saved here and there. ((Eﬁglﬁn_didﬁjif))(
_ By
the way, someone really ought to print the informetion about how this Hugo hassle is
unfolding. Reason I mention it is that fandom's one remeining newszine seems to have
folded, plus the faect . thet certain people have been debating the whole business furi-—
ously DNQ or DNP, apparently under the impression fendom needs & gecret master or at
leest en oligarchy., Thet's largely whet grotched me in the first plece—that vari-
ous persons opparently deciddd to rem this through a hot business session @t the con
without first discusaing it in fenzines. Ignoring such a freewheeling forum as fan-
zines in favor of one governed by Robert's Rules seems to me the act of someone who
doesn't think fandom in generel would approve of whet he wants to do. )((Or_someone_
¥Who thinks its none of fandom's goddem business, babx.))

: I'm glad to see Pournelle
¥ letter into an article, &s I advised him to when I returned it
spite the Latin and the learned 8llusions, ‘though, he hasn't
convinced me that Heinlein is undeserving of the criticism fandom has flang at him.
File critice have been &rguing morality; Jerry's thesis seems to be that since Heinlein
Wes discussing power——execuge we, POWER—the moral oriticisms don't count. Neverthe-
less there's a moral question involved in sugercoeting cynicism and peddling it to
kids asg aciencefiction, ag Feinlein has done, and I think Heinlein's on the wrong
side of it. Adult SF discussing honestly his views on POVER would be & different
thing. As for thia "Descriptive not normative" jazz, can' Jerry honestly contend
that STARSHIP TROOPERS ‘merely describes and does not approve? ((#s STARSHIP TROOPERS

finally converted th

e
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&8bout a year mgo, De
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=78 Dot aimed at_the kids.” How come every time 2n_unpopulé@r_or opposing theme_comes
HFa Xe_broadminded, intellectual stf fans immediatsly begin yelling about morality?))

&dvocated here—perhans he ought to show more concerne then he hes about the tendency
of government to abridge personal freedoms? Somehow the "conaservetives" seem most
selective about the parta of the Constitution they want to preserve untrammeled.
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But I've gone and forgot that Jerry doesn't like to be lectured to like en under—
greduate, especially by people not qualified to lmdturs fo-tadergraduates. ((Ah; now
that_1s interesting.

the part_of the instructor. Isn't thet true, undergraduetes? Hey, Tom, whet do_you

e e e et e S — - — a— — e mm o " — eaa —— - et — o — — o — —

think of the hoohew &t Cal?)) Walt Willls received two ebusive airmeil letters last
time he offended Jerry like this, and wes ordered not to quote them. Z2I'm scared to
mention his neme again,L he wrote, Lfor fear he'll hop in one of his Boeings and come
end overkill me.l
I egree with Ethel Lindsay thet your underlinings in the letter-

col ere eyestraining—why not be satisfied with double brackets? ((Why not get specs?)

Whet the hell is the Fennish Establishment ? Bill Doneho mentioned it offhand-
edly and when I was suggested thet he was cribbing from Bill Buckley I was told
you'd delineated it in en editorial. That must have beein in one of those Dynetrons
I missed somewhere 8long the line. ((It_must have been in one of those I missed, too. -

Hey, thers, Bill Dongho, who gets @ copy of this issue @as & trade for some fanzines,
whatTg your definition of the Fennish Es?éblishment?j)

I can't sympathize much with
your feer of being annexed or surrounded by the bigger city. I'm rather tired of
living in & primary city and supporting with my texes the facilities used by resi-
dents of the perasitic little towns all around it. They use our roads, our police,
ete., and none of them can truly cleim to be "communities" since most of the jobs
that support them are in Omehe om wouldn't exist if Omeha didn't. Fortunately Omeha
hes & modern ennexation law thet mekes it possible to ennex without the residentd'
permission- ((ﬂareg'i you grotching about the loss of individual liberties a_few_
EFIREYEPES_hEpgﬁ)T My biggest grotch is fo;é—rgszdEhfé—hﬁbnc;ogs-tﬁé_bgraér to buy
h?re, driving end parking on our streets, paid for by us and already too crowded,and
8lmltaneougly cheating their own state of its sales tex. I'll be heppy when cities
&re recognized #s the independent voliticel and economic units they obviously are
rather then sa political subdiviesions of states. ((Hell, let's see how much of that
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2ity parking meters end pey the extra 1% city sales tax which I wouldn't heve to_do

i I Bhogped_oﬁfEigé:fie_ciﬁi._ That should ngfg&_wgif teke care of the beef about

ERIC BLAKE Thank you for the latest issue of "Dynatron". I was particulerly
P. 0. BOX 26, interested by J. E. Pournelle's article on Robert Feinlein. I
JAMAICA 31, N.Y. find Feinlein & difficult writer to eveluate.. On the one hend,

he seems to eporeciate as do few writers of the present the na-
ture of man as an individual. His heroea, such es Gordon in "Glory Road" and Farnhem
in "Fernhen's Freehold", are proud individualists who meke no apologies for their
individuality,

But I em very disturbed by a streak of anti-religious cynicism that
exists in some of his novels. ((Ien't it his right_as en individual to_be cynical
5P9¥E religion if hﬁwsg_gegigﬁg?/y Woret in "Stranger in a Strenge Land" which is a
Viclous parody of the Pegsion of Our Lord. The adventures of Velentine Smith at
Svery turn erea & mockery of the earthly ministry of Jesus Christ. His eerly works,

Sixth Column" and one whose title I forget, which deels with the overthrow of a theo-
¢racy by ermed revolt ((IF_THIS GOES ON??)) seem to agree with the communist view
thet religion cen only be an instrument of oppression, or fraud. ((History makes 8
bretty good cese for thet viewpoint.)) I would like to see how Mr. Pournelle would
évaluate this aspect of Heinlein. It is futile to uphold the worth end dignity of
the individual, and at the same time to assault with a satirical pen the divine Source
of that worth end dignity. ]
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With regerd to Jack Speer's letter, I would recommend that all your readers reed
"A Texan Looks at Lyndon". It gives an interesting picture of just what kind of a
men we now have @s President of the United States.

JAMES WRIGHT - What the hell, I got DYNATRON ((how?)), so, what.the hell, I

1605 THAYER * might es well comment on it, what the hell. ((You got nothing
RICHLAND, WASH. better to do?))

9952y V¢! Tackett, you're the type that would pronounce

Leif Erickson's first name like "leaf", ((I always celled him
“Red! and spelled his last_name gorrectly.))

The ATom cover was goshwow good. Why
can't I get covers by ATom? ((For what?)) (Because I never 8sk...) But tis the type
of cover that really makes one want to grok and cherish & zine. One thing. Being
somewhat of an artless artist, I sympathize with artful ertists when their work is
méuled, ruined, and otherwise maimed by stupid, blind, ipporant editors. (I'll never’
forgive Patten for what he did to one of my illos) ((What did he do=-print it?))Well,
you, atupid, blind,  ignorant Roy Tackett, mauled, ruined, end otherwise maimed the
beautiful ATom cover thet mekes you want to grok and cherish & zine. How id you,
stupid, blind, etc., do so? ((ggll_pg_hoﬁ,_ph,_gn{igbﬁgpgﬁ one.)) By using one of
the most horrid logos I've seen. ((How meny have Ebu seen?) It wes traced from
DYNATRON 'for last quite poorly). (Zgaihgg;;éiialy,—igotﬁj An editor cen really hurt
& piece of art by using lousy logos. With a precise ATom illoghe loose, sloppy way
DYNATRON was written 8imply looks Bad. ((30 DYNATRON is a loose, sloppy zins. Cut

et e At e m— e e m— — — ——— — — —

the title off if you don't like it.)) And you don't want to lod Bad, Tackett, it

would ruin your image. ((Which is7)) I understend you don't have a lettering guide,

or can't use one, ((You understend wrong.)) but almost enything would have been an im-
Provement, even the title being typewritten, like this: D'Y NATRON 2% or
something. Hell, Tackett, if you reelly need it I'1ll do logos for you. Being an art-
less Artist, I cen copy and use lettering guides brilliently. ((I don't think we're
 quite that_desperates)) ik b B o

: ; I always comment & lot on the.covers because I hate to apen
them because they always shut on me by the typewriter. Unless I maul them to death,
and ‘with that beautiful ATow cover I can't bare to do it. I can't dare to bear?
(Dare to Bare? Sounds sex&.)Q(gggpgs_gg}ly;)) B 4
' A Your Writhings in the Send left some
pretty distinguished merks. (Get up off yer back, Tackett, it wasn't that bad.) Seri-
ocusly, though, I egree with you. I meen, this Hugo committee is rediculous. And
from the reections I've seen by most other fen, they tend to agree. At first I
thought it was & joke, but it being real...it's aluost 1ike having & nightmare and
weking up in Communist Chine. I sincerely hope this idiocy is extremely short-lived.
Isee nothing wrong with the way the Hugo noms are carried out now, and the only itém
I was disappointed not seeing meking the ballot was Leiber's excellent piece, "Suc-
cess" in the July 63 F&SF. I did not expect it to meke it, however, as it was too
short, really, to win. But it wes definitely the best piece of short writing in
1965. I doubt if the Nominations Committee would have put it ‘on anyway. One thing.
I don't think Boucher, Ellison and Co. are quelified to judge what is good and what
isn't. Tho says they are? I want to pick my own style of crud, not someone elses.
((How's thet_again?))

I don't know Taeckett. ((Obviously)) By all rights I should hate
your guts. But everytime I start reading one of your zines Iemd up rolling on-the
floor in histerics. ((Your letters have the same effect on me.)) Dynatron is really
funny, ‘and that bit on "The Sword of Johnny Demokles" was hilamious, expecially if you
have the added benefit of mis—promouncietion like me. I was celling it "duh-mo-kuls"
before I got the pun. But sometimes you cén go back, read.those prozines, and laugh
yourself mad. The attempts at dramatics, etc., are really funny.

f : ; Bill Wolfenbarger
knocks out @& meen fairytele. Scometime when I feel like I'm going to puke, I think
I'11 write & Hilarious Humorous Fairytale and send’ it to DYNATRON.  Maybe it will get
rejected. ((Probably.)) Hold it, it's coming on...I can't stop...Tackett, it's your
fault. ((The things I get blamed for.))
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THE GREAT SAGISTIC FABLE OF HENRY or EDDIE STRIKES PAYDIRT
Once upon & time there wes & boy named Henry. He was 8lso called Eddie. But
that is another story. This boy named Henry had an interesting gadget. He called
it e "dy nate run" for no reason. The neighbors called it a "Thingumebob" for even
less reason. Henry loved his dy nete run. Fe took it to bed every night,edd his
dy nate run would pley with Henry's robot Teddy Beer named Ozgood. Ozgood was pret—
ty daring considering his bare bearings. He pleyed wildly with the dy nate run.
Henry fell asleep and didn't see what Ozgood did with the dy nate run.
The world
went boom. There was nothing left, not even the dy nate run.
Some demn fool had
gone and stepped on the anthill.

I won't apologize for it. The bombs will undoubtedly be in the mailbox tomor-
row. ((zhg_lpgﬁ_liqg shows promise.))
I saw the GLASS HAND and didn't know what it
was, (Generally I avoid the OUTER LIMITS, but I had plenty of time so I whathehelled
and watched it.) It wes one of the most putrid sickening things I have ever seen.
And you criticize CAT'S CRADEE beceuse it had gimmiks. This had every two-bit thing
ever used in stf. Gah. It was really sick., Anybody who would seriously writ this
trash is supposed to tell us whet good literature is?

All in all, DYNATRON is for

the birds. Please send the next issue. ((Whet sort of bird are you?))

STEPHEN BARR I received that beautiful green (I like green! 'Tis my favorite
BOX 305 color) fanzine today. 'twas very nice. ((I like green, too,
NOOONA, TEXAS particularly the shede called "long".))

: : One thing I liked about
it was the fact that it is loosely devoted to science—fiction. That is really some—
thing because I received several fanzines today and yours wes the only one closely
rolated to sf. ((We_try to keep pointed in the general direction of speculative

Eﬂ_ﬁzy_tg,gchigvg.j) Your editorial expressed my opinions concerning the Hugo nomi-
netion system. Anyhow, I got & flyer from the now defunct STARSPINKLE seying thet I
f??ld vote on the first round of the nominations for the London Con. This is & fine
un ngo .
"Lorelei of the Red Mist" was substandard Bredbury & Brackett fantesy-——al-
:zoug?)the parte you quoted would win enybody over to it. ((Sex will sell it every
me,

: The Article entitled "The Politicel Philosophy of Robert Heinlein" by Four-
ne}le waa okay I guess. I really haven't had time to think about it and itconfused
thias young neo so would you pleese explain. ((Not me, chum, I'm not about to mix
Anfo thet: I don't oxplainlem—fustiun: lem: )} § | 3 TN AT et et S

: "Pacificon Report" by Don Franson
was very good. Pacificon Report by Moffatt was crummy.

"Soldier" on the OUTER LI-
MITS impressed my Dad more then "The Glass Hend" did. I liked Hend best because of
t@e better plot and the gimmick ending. The only thing thet kept Soldier from fal-
‘ling on its face was the surmerior acting. Like & good fan I wrote fan letters to
Ellison and Ben Brady. Mr. Brady, who is the producer of THE OUTER LIMITS, wrote me
& short note thenking me for wy letter. He referred to the show es "The Demon Of
Ehe Glass Hand." Everywhere else I've seen it ment ioned it hes been referred to &s
The Glass Hand." Anyhow, I liked it under either title.

Egad! Dear readers you will, T ‘hope, forgive any sudden flurry of typographical
errors but I have just made the distressing discovery thet the corflu is all gone.

I wonder if Ed Meskys hes been around? Ah, well, we shall struggle elong and try
not to goof up too much. 4And méybe get to the store this weekend for more correction
fluid. Homw. Wonder if stencil cement will do as a substitute? Let's find out.
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MAE SURTEES STRELKOV Virtuous end invulnerasble, I sat in my ivory tower (5000

LAS BARRANCAS, 't nearer heaven then you are—or how high is Albuquerque
ASCOCHINGA, CORDOBA, above sea-level?), and vowed, I'm through with fandom
ARGENTINA since CRY is no more. I've had my CRY and desire no
other! ((Albuguerque is also et_5000 feet.))
A long-

drawn out vostel strike helped me keen that resolve. Also & temporary illness
(strong and epirituelizing) due to food poisoning at & resteurant. ((Always ssid it

wes best to stick to strong spirits.)) From August till this minute, I felt adrift

from menkind. Honest! So would you if the U.S. post office went in for strikes

Argentine-style! Month after month, dregging along, with from 13,000,000 letters

(official cipher) end up, undelivered in all our post offices.
: However: Your Aug-

ust Dynatron just errived, and my sales resistance melted away. 'Why, hello! All

the old Cryers there too? Hello, y'all indeed! Marvelous. Here we meet again.

An
earlier Dynatron did come through (I remember it, with nemes and all I already re-
member from CRY), but where in heck did I put it? This strike! (Or can't I blame
the post office for that? ((I don't see why not.))

; i it But anyway, be informed, friends
abroad who read this--if I didn't answer & letter it's because the letter never
reached me. I insist upon blaimng those to whom bleme is due: the P.O.

I promise
not to say F.O. again...

- It's going to be fun (when I find the missing Dynatron)
browein% over these two issyes you've sent me so far, and trying to weave the dif-
ferent "themes" together to decide whet sort of & "Hive! your group is like, in a
gestalt way of speagking. Forgive me, Roy, but I'll have to——that is precisely what
interested me in fandom at the start. So? Individualists? Be on your toesa, for I
plean to assess y'all gestaltly, till Roy in disgust stops sending me Dynatron. I
think you could shepe un. But would you be a "bee-hive" or a "Disturbed ant hill?))
((Well, Some_of these cheracters_are pretty disturbed, Mee. _Others are disturbing.))

You, Roy, assure we (eand it is reassuring) thet you have & "cosmic mind". At
least you reemssure Jack Speer of that, but it's delightful to learn it, indeed. Cos-
mic minded people are just what I'm looking for of late. Nicer still then mere
Gelactics. ((Heving & cosmic mind is 2 bit better than having no mind at all and
1've been sccused of thet, too.)) s

In commenting on my letter, you say, "Don't keep us

in suspense, give us a hint". Now look here, Brother! Your answer to my first note
to you ran: "Do remember, though, that it is extremely difficult to sift the facts
from the fancies in legend. Legends tend to be embroidered in each retelling until
they are blown up out of all proportion and it takes real research to track down the
fecta.®

Which puts you in the cetegory of & non "True-Believer". And I'm supposed, *
still, to feel inspired talking to you? Me, 8 True Believer that I em? Roy, show &
little, or, faith before I talk about UFOs in Letin Americe with you. Otherwise we
shell stick, believe me, to FACTS! And facts, being a dime & dozen, are boring.
But you don't get & "golden, enchanted" city every dey even if they did dig up one
such (formerly called a chimera )—Bolivien Paititi. Hans Ertse found it a decade or
80 back, proving all our sneering historiens were wrong again. ((A not unusual oc—
gurence._ Historians, like estronomers, operete in e field in whick the "known' is_

__,_____,,______._,,______,.,,.__,___._.____,__.,_______,__.,__._. — e mmm a—
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But till the archeeologists dig up Linlin, do you exnect me to tell you another
fairy-tale? That I belive in its objective "magicel" existence in some co-existent
"diméneion" would mean nothing to @ hard-headed yenqui, I rather fear...Though per-
haps there mey be true-believers somewhers. Could you give me their addresses, per-
heps? Neffers? But they didn't answer. They've got their own "faiths" and don't
need mine.

Betty K worries a bit about my present rash of "faith" too, I rather sus—
orry about BettyK. Haven't heard from her in ages._ Are you still there,

pect. ((I w
Betty?)) But then, you don't meet & UFO every day, or even see one. And when you do,
you're never quite the same agein.... The world (read "universe" sort of opens up
8nd one develovs & new multi-demensional view. Next thing you know, one gets ac-

cused of mysticism, and we don't want that. God forbid! ((UFOs_seem to_have deserted
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So

I shell lay off the subject for the "sanity's sake". Otherwise my enthusiasm might
Tun BwAy with me. I never did like thinking of "men alone in the Universe". Nor
did I like those s-f novels where (when we bresk into Space), all we meet are non—
sentient creatures or at best, monsters.

- Cne thing I will add, for the sake of re-
8ssuring you. I still haven't mershalled proofs on anything. But the clues pile
up tantelizingly, and all I've got to do next is finally add two and two in a way
thet will be 22--not four.

ey

AND WE ALSO HEARD FRCM: DENNIS LIEN and JOHN BOSTON whose letters just plein got
growded out of this issue. This is page 29 and I think it is time to cell it to e
halg. JACK SPEER who sent along en advertisement for a new-type electric torch.

It is called & Dynetron——whet else?....TAKUMI SHIBANO whose eddress was chenged. It
1s now: 1-14-10 Ookayema, Meguro-ku, Tokyo, Japan...ROB WILLIAMS also moved. He's
Joined the mob in California: 1313 So. Whittier Avenue, Whittier, California, 90601.
»+«BILL DONAHO sent 8long verious tear sheets with comments on the Hugo hoo-hea....
DICK LUPOFF sent, along a copy of his open letter to the Hugo study committee with a
request for comments. He got them...Let's see, who else?....DICK ELLINGTON. In my
b9ok his stock just went up. A certain proposel hes been intrdduced in FAPA and
8lnce ? 8m number something-or—other on the FAFA waiting list I wanted to kmow more
8bout it. It'a that sort of a proposal. So I wrote to all those listed es sponsers
of the proposal requesting information. Ellington wes the only one good enuugh to
énswer. The rest, I suppose, are too busy pleying the role of BNF to bother to ans-
wer. Thenx, Dick Ellington, you &are & good fan and true....

Next issue. We'll have
the Speer Decimal Classificetion, @s promised. And JOHN BERRY. and ART RAPP, And
I don't know what all elge,

ARTHUR THOMSON sent along some more artwork, bless him,
and so we'll try to break up some of the wordage a bit.
HARLAN ELLISON phoned. He
hates me. But so do = lot of other people.
fe Barring the unforeeen we'll see you at
stercon. Leave your guns at home. RT
el Ooops. late communication from CREATH THORNE
ich may get in next issue, too. And BUCK COULSON seys he'll do eanother review for
me 1f he ever reads another book. ANN CHAMBERLAIN chenged her eddress to 4442
Florizel, Apt 99, Los Angeles, Celifornie, 90032, TIM EKLUND wants to knew how
come I wouldn't have ansessineted Hitler if I'd have had the cherve. Gee, I dunno.
Di@ I say that? Maybe because I was sort of young at the time.....Take & look at
the add?ess label. The number after your neme tells you how many more issues you've
Eot gominge Or .0 for & ctntributor,. . T for'a trade. -0 an S for a sample.
nd if there's nothing there--who knows? Down with the Hugo nominating committee.
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And here we are with part of a page
to go. I've got to do an address page
(who asked "why?") end the thought of
having & whole half-page blank just goes
against the grain, you know...Ethel says
we've got a real, live British type sub-
scriber. Gee, our first one. Ivor Latto
from Glasgow. Ivor Latto? Hey, Ivor,
Highleand or Lowlend?...The word is Los
Angeles &nd Tokyo and Sydney in 1967 or
1968 depending on who gets the con in
1966, . . PAN-PACIFICON. Remember it...
Doggone -it, Buck, thet's five four cent
stemps, not four five cent stemps....
CBS-TV ren a good documentary on "The
Mystery of Stonehenge" on Mondey, 1 Feb.
(A1l right, so we're late asgain.) in
which it is speculated that Stonehenge
was built as an observatory and computer,

The ancient Britons supposedly set it up . 3
to compute luner eclipses and experiments ' :
rerformed last year seem to beer out the )
theory. Quite interesting....I hope =
you all nomineted ATom 23 the best art- ®
1st. Sure he's eligible for the Hugo. .. i
Write already., STy :
-l ROY.
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