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" Maybe I ought to call it GHOSTRON or SHADOWTRON or somesuch,

DYNATRON, being published on ever lengthening schedules 6
indeed, therc is any schedule at a1l (and T Jdoubt that there
is) by Rey Tackett at 915 Green Valley Road MW, Albuquerqgue,
Nea Fexlco 87107, Only the bones for the Elephant's Grave-
yued. ¥ A Marinated Publication

The last time I did one of these was Novenber, 1276, and the
one previous to that was November, 1975, ‘Ywo igsuzs in TWO years.
No wonder fan editors are diropping me from theilr trade list, 5

Ah,
Welleseo
It has been difficult these past couple of Years to whip
up any real interest in things fannish., Maybe next year will be
better,
X

According to a communication from Ed Cox, Official Teller, it
appears that I am once again President of FAPA, Mostly. by default
Slnce there was no dther candidate. My theuiks, as part of official-
dom, to all who voted. 27 out of 65 is somethling over 40% which is
better than most elections manage to turn out.,

Touse some activity in the local Faps without a great deal of suc-
cess. I sald, sure, if he could gect an Albuquercoup worked up I'd
run for President. The other local Faps didn't seem much interested,
however. Just prior to the last deadline Jack called and asked if I
was still interested in running for President as no one else had
filed. I agreed and here I am and you are stuck with me, Don't
complain, Nextime get up some opposgition, ]

; As I customarily do,
"and from a vVague recall of the FAPA canstitution, I hereby appoint
Helen Wesson to the posltion of Officer for Other Purposes, What
the other putposes are I haven't the faintest idea. Helen will
Just have to figure that out for herself,

I suppose I am now in a position to make some sort of ru ing
on the question of Boggs' last presidency, Unfortunately I cun't
remember what it was all about,

Which is why we have historians
in FAPA,

Anyway I think that was all settled scveral malling back,
X



"Buck Rogers was the father of Captain JTames T. Kirk of 'Star
Trek' fame,"

I have that on the authority of the U.S, Alr Force, Would you
doubt the word of your U.S., Alr Force?

The quote above is from an article, Things That Might fave Been
by SMigt Harold Nawcomb 1n ths June. 1977 iisuc o AliianN Nigazine,
WeYs pessitie. T Surpiaes  I'm rnot sure AT LtLe Lias Irame is
righ*, Euck was .5th Century an' I haven'i tiha ' in'ecn Ldea of
the cnironological setting of STAR I'RFK, but, naverineisss, it's
posslisies Even if the times don't quite coineice 1'm sure that Dr
kuer prolably whipped up a time machiie somewher @ alorz the line,
He was rather good at that sori of thing, you Laow,

Enrely you don't think Buclk aneri a1l his tiwe charging
around the Systel and being true Lo Wilma? “ou know how these
soldier of fortune types are, Wiima might have been at home,
or on Mars, or Luna, or elscwhere (and 5°'11 lay ycu elght to five
that she wasn't lonely either) and N1' Bucl- nzy have been sending
her regular Ethergrams but you can bet that he was doing the best
he could with what was availab'e,

I know for sure there was some hanky-panky going on with a
buxom6brunette called "Flame*" during the uprising on Mercury back
in '46, _

There was a girl named "Gllda" back in the early days:. Wilma
really blew her stack over that one.,

No question about ‘1t, Euck had g roving eye,

It can be assumed that one of his conquests bore the surname
of Kirk and she eventually bore g manchild named James,

I think this a valid point for speculation ang research, I will

do the speculating. The research I leave to those who are more in-
volved with STAR TREK s

I'11 bet that Black Barney knows all the details,
b i
ED COX doodle here:

I Mo 2@ m=m=



The past year has been fairly eventful on the personal level,
In January I changed Jobs--involuntarily. The pcwers that be in the
Alr Force Weapons Lab have a new playtoy--lasers~-and were in need
of more personnel slots in the laser labs. It is not permitted to
create new slots but old ones can be rewritten to serve new purposes,
The transient radiation effects facility for which I was working was
deemed no longer necessary (much to the dismay of several civilian
cotllractors who were using it); it was deastivated and all of our
Jobz abolished, I ended up in the Precision Measurement Equipment
Laboratory which is g fancy name for an electronics repalr shop
where I fix meters and bower supplies and the 1lik=, Not exactly a
challerging or interesting position. I didn't gnuffer any direct
monetary loss although I did lose out on a promouinn in the shuffle.
I keep looking for an opening in something a blt more interesting
but there are a number of factors that make the possibility of find-
ing one somewhat remote, I am too old for one thing, getting too
cloge to the point where T can retire, Another is that the entire
personnel program has been downgraded and positions once held by
techniclians are now filled with engineers. 4and, of course, the
Alr Force also has recrulted vast herds of young men which it prom-
1sed to make technicians and now has to find jobs for, I suspect
that unless something comes up to drastically change the Situation
I am stuck where I am until retvirement.

In March younger daughter, René&, decided she wanted to try
making it on her own. She was then in her second year at the Uni-
versity of New Mexico. She moved into an apartment in town, got
2 part time Job ag 1 lifeguard at the University pool, wrangled a
basic educational grant, and is doing quite well as a starving stu-
dent. She is majoring in mathematics with side trips into physical
education, biology and englilneering. Like the hero of Zelazny's
Doorways in the Sand, the University may someday have to force her
to graduate, ‘

August brought g lengthy trip through Arkansas andg Florida,
We toured the Ozarks, Mammoth Springs (truly fantastic--an entire
river pouring out of the ground), wandered through northeastern
Arkansas, Tennessece and Georgia visiting with a number of Chrystal's
relatives whom we had not Seen for 20 years., (No, we did not go
to Plains,) Tourmd the length and breadth of Florida, visited St
Augustine, drove on Daytona Besach, toured the Kennedy Space Center,
visited Bok's Singing Tower and Sanctuzry, the Everglades, and
ended up at Pigeon Key for Dave Jenrette's Mooncon,

That was a fine

and relaxing few days., We lolled around (wet, I shruld point cut
a8 the rain came down almost constantly) enjoying the company of a
small band of fans, wading in the ocean, drinking runm, eating turtle
gteaks in Key West, eating conglomerations put together by Joe
Haldeman and his entourage and generally taking life casy.

That was
followed by Suncon, The conventinsn was mostly enjoyable. Lots of
good reople there (and o sSurprisi.s lot of good peonle who weren't
there). The hotel was terrdble: wverpriced, rundowr. nost of the
facilities closed, The cholce of hotlel is really alr ui %he orly
thing tgat I can fault the concomnittee on. Ctherwice they did a
good Jjob,

.J—



Attendance was apparently down {rom that of previous worldcons,
a point noted by the hucksters. I den't know what the official
fimgures are, somewhere around 2000, give or take a couple of hun-
dred.

I picked up a copy of Harry Warner's A Wealtn of Fable (which
the seller assured me 1s sure to become a collector's 1ltem--were yot
aware of that, Harry?).

First Fandom grows z2larmingly older which
is what prompted, I supposc, the official organization of Second Fan-
don at Suncon, I don‘t know what their requircments are. When we
learned, at the First Fandom meeting, that they were organizing, we
tottered over and made rude nolses at thenm.

Then in late September, the 24th, elder davzhter Diana was
married. The Tacketts now have a son-in-law, Tom Stull, a student
now at the University of Nebraska and formeily of the USAF. Oh, the
woe of 1t--one of those Air Farce types.

And that about brings us up to date. If I mahage to get this
run off and into the FAPA mailing it will be another blg event,

Two more items for ineclusion in the Fortean Rook of the

Damned. Which is to say they will be menticned in pPasslng and then
never heard about again because they don't fit the accepted pattern.
The first from SCIENCE NEWS, the report of the observation of two
distant galaxies which appear to tLe moving faster than the speed of
light. ©No explanations for this apparent un-Einsteinian behavior
were offered. We shall watch SCIENCE NEWS dlligentlyfor any fur-
ther reports but really do not expect any.

The second 1tem, from the
dally press, concerns the nunmy of Rameses II, Pharoah of Egypt more
than three thousand years azo. The mummy, one of the prize exhibits
at Cairo, had been deteriorazting and was sent to Paris to .see if
anything could be done to halt the pProcess, The scientists at the
Museun of Man in Paris thoroughly analyzed the mummy. One of the
strange and exotic herbs that the FEgyptian undertakers had used to
help preserve the body some 3300 years ago was tobacco,

TOBACCO?

Dwell upon that for a while. The newspapers played the story
strictly for laughs going on about how the ancient Egyptlans found

one way to make the evil weed useful--they stuffed their mummies
with 1¢t.

Ah, but tobacco_is, as we know, strictly a New World pluant and
was unknown in the 01d World before Columbus.

Still the body of Rameses II was treated with tobacco,

They were a bold, adventu:;sus people, those men of the Bronze
Age. They salled the Mediterrar:an aad beyond: p ©he west coast
of Furope to the Baltic arda Leyondg to Cornwall andt I land in
search of tinj; across the Indian Ocesn to Mohienjo-icro; arcund
Africa according to soue repuiris.

And to America?
= e



It 1s not necessary to posvuiate a comtinmous trade between
the 01d World and the New. 1t is only necessgary to uostulate one
successful voyage across the Atlantic...from the eastern lNediter-
ranean to America and return. A voyage extremely lengthy and full
of danger with the sailors completely uncertain or their location
or thelr landfall., But they brought back to their home port some
Souvenlers including thils rare and exotic heird. And since it was
rare and exocic where eslc would it erd up but with the physiciang
of the Great King of BaypT?

And what did the sailcrs leave behind?
Who can say? But it cauces one to take a rew look at the civiliza-
tlons and legends of Middle Anerica. Pyramids and white gods from
the east and all the rest.

It has been sneculated about for years.
Do we how have a smidzen of proc:? Will viwe clvilizations of Meszo-
Amerlca be re-exXsinined in a2 new light?

I doubt 1it,
But tobacco in

Fgypt thirty-three hundred years ago 1le proof enough for me.

The next Trans-Atlantic Fan Fund campalgn will be to send
a delegate from this side to ii .t slde. More srecifically from
North America to the 1979 Woric SF Convention 1o be held in
Brighton, U.K., 23-27 August 1%/9.

Nominatlowus wilil open on 1

October 1978 and close on 39 November 1678. The voting will open
on 1 December 1978 and close on 14 April 1979 (thls latter date
belng Easter Saturday which willl give Peter Roberts a d4y or so
to collect votes at Bastercon,

The nominating period opening 1is
less than a year away so0 now is the time for all brospective candi-
dates to start rounding up nominators. Or for nominators to start
putting the pressure on their prospective candidates to run or
stand ag the case may be.

: Lest you have forgotten--how could you?--
prospective TAFF candidates this time must have five nominators,
three from this side of the Atlantic and two from the European
side. There should also be a 100 word or less platform telling
all of fandom why this candidate is the one to choose and a 5
good faith boend paid to the approprlate administrator of the
fund. And you are aware, of course, that I am the American ad-
minietrator of the Fund. Peter Roberts 1s the Furopean administra-
tor.

Considering the way things move in fandom and the slow Tace
of the postal service it isn't too early to be getting started,
We'd 1ike to have at least three candidates in the rumning--the
more the merrier, of course--and are looking forward to an interest-
ing campailsen.

¥

One more for the 20ads « e o



((Editor's note: Fanzines are rubliched for pleacure (among other
reasons) snd one of the great picusures in doing DYJATRON is Dainis
Blsenleks® column. I have had the very great honor of running these
for the past several issues and I hope they continue. Dainis is one of
the most erudite and perceptive critics on the scene these days.))

DAINIS BISENIEKS: A REVIEW

FUIT'URE POVIER, ed. Jack Dann & Gardner Dozols, Random House 1976,
XXVil + 256 pages, $7.95

The publishers or somebody decided that an anthology needs a reason
for being. The editors were only too happy to provide an intro -- most
of those xxvlil pages -- and it 1s deadly. All the cliches of serying
into the future are there: "Modern technologv haz created new and un-
dreamed of capabilities for the 'control of others'; 1984 is already
upon usS..." Yes, that king of language. As if that were not enough,
they have introduced each story, and along the way they quote the cliche
of cliches, the infsallible sign of liberal non-ihought: "We have met the
enemy and he is us,"

I react to such things with growing disbelief. If these 1ideas are
barroted by so many, there must be something wrcig with them. Hmmm.,
Whatever progress may be taken to mean, said Bobert I'roct, 1t can't mean
making the world an ezsier Place in which to save your soul. I tend to
agree. How about harder, then, as some SF writers would have us think
(at least for the purposes of one story or another)? Shall we have a
future in which everyone 1s programmed to be uni'allingly bourgeois,..or
hedonistiec,..or enslaved, except for some poor doomed rebel? I incline
to think no: for one thing, there are so fany cross-currents in history.
No vision should be forbidden to SF--but there must be story value. As
to what that might be--well, outside this book Pohl's "Day lidllion" has
1t, as neat an example of bure exposition as I've seen, of a kind of
hedonist future far, far beyond the visions of Brave New World. But it
has verve, and it is blessedly brief. Here, now, we have "The Day of the
Blg Test" by Felix cC. Gotschalk, atout an insufferable young whipper-
Snapper taking what we primitives would call an IQ test, in a bourgeouis
technological paradise as gadawful as any I've seen. It is not so
blessedly brief. And I wonder: did the author want me to see his world
in this way? Any hints that he did are well concealed.

How will people in the future use the power that human inventiveness
has given them? How will they de:l with one another in human terms?
Ursuls LeGuin has an answer (Her r.ame attracted me to the book in the
Tlrst place). They will have to See those given into their power as
beople, be changed by them, and suffer for it. "The Diary of the Rose"
tells of, in our terms, a psychiatrist in advanced training with a power-
ful means of healing=--or mind-snooping, destroying. A "patient" iz re-
ferred to her by the Authorities, and she comes to know him and perceilve

his doom ang hers. It is one or the two moving stories in the book,
Now there is story value. :

! Domon Knight's "The Country n. the Kind" appecrs hers againg abeut
the mlsfit on whom the Ssocicty’s neariy 'nfallible mor. . of socializatlon

did not work and who is doomed s wander, g Golltary Gociroyer in a world
of hedonists. The tale could .t L. mupe shiddfaliy written, 1t is -.e
Of our classics. But 1t dces nol .aove me in thnt ways I cannot pliy

the urctagzonist®s fatess,
=] (e



Tiptree's "She Waits for All Mon Born" rereives a5 pretentious
introduction about life and dzach aad immortal: v. After some vig-
nettes from the history of evolutlon we reach the story of a post-holo-
caust mutant, a death-dealing immortal. I cannot stomach Tiptree's
rhetorics that's twice running that I've been disappointed by him.

Effinger has a tale with a long title about the last dictators of
a computer-controlled society, A cenedy, short on laughs: readsble,
no more.

"Coming-of-Age Day" by A. K. Jorgensson: a prudish soclety with
almost compulsory surrogate sex. Readable.

"Thanatos" by Vonda McIntyre, a short tour through a future hell.
But the glimpses I g0t of the solitary rebel and thosec who must deal
with her are too short, There are bits of, almost, awfulness for its
own sake here. So the future state will be served by some who enjoy
thelr power over others? Go cn~-tell us more.

What Lafferty's "Smoe and the Implicit Clay"” is doing here, I don't
know, glad though I am to see it. Fpikt, Aloysius Shiplap and others
of the old crew appear in an indescribably zany tale.

Last in the book is Gene Yolfe's novella "The Eyeflash Miracles,"
As readers of "The Death of Dr Island” and "The Fifth Heszd of Cerberus”
know, Wolfe is tHe macter of telling a tale through the protagonist's
consciousness with exquisite detall, revealing the pattern little by
little. Toward the end, as in the other stories, he did have to put in
a long patch of exposition: a forgiveable flaw, A blind boy astray in
a welfare utopia is befriended by a couple of the new joblesgs, He
dreams and strange things happen: miracles. Put the vividness of the
tale 1s for me the miracle: much as I hate the prediction game, here
(say I) is a winner. Reaq 1t, read it! Read also LeGuin and Lafferty.
But don't, if you value your sanity, read the editors' maunderings.

Oh, and speaking of winners, I wish blurbwriters would quit telling
us how often the authors (here, the edltors) have been nominated for
the Hugo and the Nebula. Often a bridesmaid....

ORBIT 18, ed. by Damon Knight, Harper & Row 1976, 256pp, $8.95

If at times, reading a story in one of these collections, .I ask,
"But 1s it science fiction?”, it wag Damon from whom I learned so to
ask. Now we know that "inner space” is preferred to outer in this
serless the stress is on ficthgn and the imagined science or soclety
can at times be (more or Iess baczground coloration, That's all right
with me i1f only I can get a story...

Now I will risk naming as a typically weak story "The Eve of thsa
Last Apollo" by Carter Scholz. It tells of the later life of Colonel
John Edwards, first man on the loon, His marriage 1s failing, the
Space program is in decline: he finds himself directionless., "...I
don‘t know" ~ his words to his adc! sscent son end the storv, Grant all
its imiman truths--yet they leave nec unmoved, add nciiftig Lo me, What
1s the story value in grey trutiis? [And the whole Lo¥e 14 no more 8S®
than ARROWSMITH isg; the setting is eéssenzially today.

ke



Now Kim Stanley Robinson, ar-thar new writer (with two stories
here) has a really lively one .i: "Lowink Back . Dixieland", abcut
some Jazz musicians from the exploited class of asterold miners. There
ls some very good background, passabiy well integrated,; but what car-
ries the story is the life in its characters. It is pleasant to read
about some winners for a chailgzs. "In Pierson's Orchestry" is a first-
person plece ot an anprentice performer on s ohe-man orchestra, re-
experiencing his past and deciding hls future =s he gces through the
agonics of withdiawal from a drug. Fairly good: now let's see if
Robinson can write SF that is not about nusiciesns,

Some more dooms now.  "Ladies and Gentlemen, This is Your Crisis"
by Kate Wilhelm: vicarious 1living before the big TV screen. Can't say
1t's badly done: there is suspense in the doings of the competitors in
Crisis Therspy. But we Ithow from the start that the Spectators live
only for this weekend show, neglecting all else, and one inevitable
failure in fiction is very much like another. "A Modulsy Story" by
Raylyn Moore tells of Interchangable colpany men, plugged into one job
and famlly after another. It belabors the poirt. John Varley/)s "The
M&M, Seen as a Low-Yield Thermcnuclear Device" tells of the Skinnerian
training or "pre-delinquent children": "We reward hanpy behaviors,
Smlle, Theresa." It's written in the present tense. o fairly effective
-technique here. "The Family Winter of 1936" by Feliz C. Gotschalk is a
farce of the coming fuel shortage, unbelievatloc, mildly funny, and
forgettable,

Lafferty has "The Hand With One Hundred Fingers", as describable
as the Golux's hat: about par tfor him., Better than the aforementioned
1s "Mary Margaret Road-Grader" hy Howard Waldrop--post holocaust
"Plains Indians" with salvaged mctor vehicles as "horses", 1It's g
lovely parody of the story of macho conpetitiveness, complete with a
closing lament for the Vanished old times. "Rules of Moopsball" by
Gary Cohn 1s an unclassifiable joke. "Who Was the First Oscar to Win
a Negro?" by Crailg Strete--g modernistic story (juxtaposed fragments)

about life lived in imitation of art. It nicely twits a certain few
SF suthors,

I thought and thought about "Meathouse Man" by George R.R. Martin.
Its protagonist is g wage-slave, a corpse handler controlling by elec-
tronic mind-transmission the brain-wiped bodies of criminals (ete) in
hazardous mining and factory work. He wants Something better, and he
wants love, something beyond the wrlthings of corpses in the whore-~
houses, controlled (as he soon learns) not by handlers but by feedback
clrcults., He meets, in time, real women, and experierces rejection and
dlsappointment, He has confused love with the Pleasures of love; and
So the story moves to an end which appears more and more inevitable,
This is true science fiction, £kilfully written. If it left me unmoved,

that may have been because I nowhere gaw the brotagonist getting a real
chance to redeem his error,

And there was yet "The Teachzr" by Kathleen M. Sidney--of a super-
annuat.ed schoolteacher coming in teoch with a kind cf ccisclousness in
a citys. I found it gomewhat pu::-liag, .
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