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TED - <PAUES

Here, consigned to your loving care, is another issue of Kipple, "The
Fanzine of Precise Writinc and Offset." And, oh yes, "of Seif~center-
ed Editorials.”

-

That wes your facetiousness for today, Now on %o more
serious matters. For instance, it minht be of interest to note that
I don't need material for next issue. I actualliy have enouch of a
Packloqg from matexrial submiitted to #10 1o #£iil <hiis 3issue as well as
another issue. The azrticie Creg Beaford rpromised arrived tco late for
this issue, hut it will aprear next time, and various peopie submit-
ted Clerihews which will appear then, plus whatever else happens to
come in hetweecn now and then. I was suprosed to have an "Experiments
in ESP" by Brandon for this iesue; hut a few doys after I received the
piece I 7ot an uvrgent nate u:z ginn me to retuxrn it, as he had just
heen scanning the carbon and came acrcss a ”ollo=al mathematical ex=-
ror. Desides, he said, he didn*t 1ike the style... So I had a heading
cut for EinESP, but no ariisie,

Other material coming up in the fu-
ture will include an article hy Boh Lichtman, which he promises to
have ready for the Annish, and an Experiments in ESP which Jerf Wan-
snel said he micht do. Ifve asked a couple dozen other people for
contributions, so who knows...?

Whiie I'm on the sukject of material,
would anyhody like to have a falriy weculiar Quotes & Notes~like col~
umn? I make a poirt of not writing for any fanzine o%her than my own,
bu%t I never cseem to find enouqgh spacs for Quotes & Notes., If anycne
wants a column from me iike the average Q&N--mostly cemmentarzy, hut
some quotes from various sources, perhaps a fanzine or hook review
every once in a while--write to me. I%*1! prchahly run abcut five pa-
ges per installment (thouch uniike Ted White, I'll not mind cutting)
and I'd prefer to contrihute such a column to a recvlilrr, fairiy fre~
quent fanzine. I may even he alle to tontrilute toiumne to more than

one fanzine, if the scheduies aren't too

demanding, -=-Ted Pzauls
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It would seem that this installment will be concernedA
totally with additions to my librarys It isn't that no-

. thing comment~worthy has occurred lately, it's just that--

‘" the only realiy important news development as of this
writinc--tihe decath of Lumumbha--will be dated by quite,a,ﬁ
few wceks +y the time this reaches the readers, Of
course, I' ¢could tell how, durinn a hurgiery, Raltimoxe .
police offluers shot not one, hut iwo innocent hy-stand=:.
ersy hut this is harﬂly hoastful, and at any rate:r is. of
purely local interesti., So as-:I say, this installment ...
will he concerned with additions to my dilrary. Like, :«.
for instance:

ONE OF THE MOST FASCINATING BOCKS I'VE READ recently is
' . Theo Loeh- .
sack's "Our Atmosphere". (Mcntor ﬂooks, MJ309 50¢..) It
isn't nearly as specializes as the title would seem to
‘indicate, for it concerns evcrythinn connected (no mat=
ter how remotely) with our atmosphere: flicht, sound, ..
the atmosphere of other planeus, mirages, .birds -and fly-.
ing insecis, the death of the sun, weather (a quite .. :.
. large field in 1tself), resplvat’on, cas cycles, efce ..
. This may not sound ra‘ticula*ly fasulnating--as indeed
=iyt 1% may. not he lf you don't :share my, inferest in sqienoe i
33 Q;--%ut £ found it bo o VAR 3 :
D 2y e . The homk is not really notahle 3
C ot TR the quality ‘of the wiriting though 1t is acequate.;- ...
2y Riaeit the impressian that Dx,o Loehsack consxders-wrltinav
a. necessary ev11, a means which irs only.sharely justified .
hy, the end, even thougoh .the Jacket-hlurh notesi-that he .
"%'s "a writev of science articles. This is hy No means a .- -
©. . statement of ract, merely my. imrress1on~ in the- same:
‘,_;zﬁ,way, I get the im: ression that. George Gamow would rather
"7 do nothing so much as write ahout physics. This impres-:
sion is supm:c“ce'q Fy the end results Loe“sack,as a dry,'
_humorless 1evturcr' Gamow, a wonderfully enterta1n;ng
writer. o 0 b : TRy e J,‘_ .”g;
7;ASIMOV REVISITED. In the stack of nrintep material 1 ye
read in che last month, there is;a be- .
wilderinﬁly large amouint of Asimov: From.the.rather une
- inspiring "Caves of Steei™ thromnh "I, Ro“ot" andy ' Thes 00
" Wellsprings of Life", and a story from a- Groff Conklin’ S
anthology. Two of these hooks, more..than anything I ~have:
read previously 'y this author,: demonstrate his. power.as.
i

X

S



a writer: “The Wellsprings of Life" and "I, Robot". These two hooks
could hardly be any “ifferent from each othar in content, and there is
a time lapse of twenty years hetween parts of "I, Robot" and "The Well-
springs of Life"--which really isn't so long, if you're a pyramid. It
is difficult to judge which of these books #%g better--their respective
subject matters are far removed, after all--and in a pinch I would he
forced to say that "The Wellsprings of Life" was more interesting; hut
that I enjoyed "I, Robhot" more. There is a fine distinction here; if
you can just make it out.

"I, Rohot" is a book of short stories tied
together the same way as "Colonial Survey" which I hlasted a couple is-
sues ago., There are passages in smaller type between stories. These are
no more coherent than Leinster's hackaground notes, unfortunately, hut
they serve a different purpose. At any rate, I found myself skipring
them entirely after the first iwo or three stories, and as it turned
out, this didn't decrease my enjoyment of the stories at all. I still
contend that it's rather siupid to misrenresent a hook of short stories
as one long novel, but in this case it was worth it. I don‘t quite see
how Asimov did it, hut the characterization is flawless, even though
the stories in this book were written over a period of ten years. Not
only that, bhut the bhackground is also perfect, as far as I can deter-
mine. Dr., Asimov has done with nine stories what Leinster failed to do
with four, and he ought to ke commended for it.

"The Wellsprings of
Life", on the other hand, htrings to the fore Asimov-the-science=-fact-
writer. To a person interested in "iochremistiry, this hook is more in-
teresting than the scionce fiction, hut as far as writing style is con-
cerned, it lacks something. Even as a fact writer, Asimov is by no
means as colorless as Dr, Loehsack, hut on the other hanrd, he isn't a
Gamow. "Wellsprincs" contains little in the way of humor or even light-
nessy it's very articulate and well-done, “ut no pronounced style of
writing comes to the surface. Roth hooks, however, are hichly reccm+
mended. ("I, Robot": Sicnet Books, S1885, 35¢3 "The Wellsprings of
Life"s Mentor Books, MD322, 50¢.) &
I mentioned a Groff Conklin antholo=-
gy a few paragraphs ago. This is "Six Great Short Science Fiction No-
vels", published fairly recently by Deill (#Cl11, 50¢). Dell is infamous
in the science fiction field, due mainly to Judith Merril's "Best SF"
series. On the basis of these collections and a few novels, the reputa-
tion is richly deserved-~Ray Palmer could find better stf than Mrs.
Merril--but I'm. afraid I1'l1l have to disappoint some of our noisier cri-
tics by admittina that this is really a pretty decent collection of
novels, In fact, one of these stories is so good that Mr. Conkiin can
even be forgiven for makinc an ass (collectively) out of fandom in his
introduction, I refer to omnipresent Isaac Asimov's "Galley Slave", re-
printed (replete with HLGold hlurbh) from Galaxy. I liked it when I
first read it, and I 1like it now, It is possibly Asimov's test rohot
story, and accounts for 35¢ cents of the hook price "y itself. Surely
the other five stories ought to be worth 3¢ apiece...? "Rule Golden" by
Damon Knight is a fairly good alien contact yarn, but I disagree with
his major assumption that life on earth would still exist if all car-
nivorous animals were destroyed. I'm no ecologist, hy any means, hut
ecology is among my interests, and I hoqgqle at Knight's idea that life
would continue on an even kecl if whole orders of animals were wiped
out. The most hasic of ecological concepts is that every type of animal
life on earth contrihutes in some degree to the control of other types.
Remove vast segments of animal life--all wild cats, 50¢ of all birds,
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a sizable percentage of fish; in short, the carnivorous animals--and
all life would »e seriously effected., Every form of animal 1ifé is as-
sisted in some respect by another (or others), and this halance would
he shattered hy the extermination of even so insionificant a creature
as the dragonfly. (Dragonflies consume many times ‘their weiaht in gnats
and mosquitogs every day. Without them these annoying insects would
multiply and hecome ahundant in very little time. If you further consi-
der the extermination of gnat-eating birds and reptiles, they would !
multiply virtually unchecked.) Consider, then, the situation if hun<-
dreds of species were exterminated...

Of course, Knight (through the
lips of Aza-Kra, his alien) admits that some peorle will die hefore
things return to normal...but some is an understatement of monolithic
proportions., I wouldn't go so far as to say that all iife would cease
immediately, but the long-reazhing effect would ke the same. Among the
worst. of man's troutles would be the unchecked multiplying of various
non-meat-eaters of the rodent family, the most dangerous of which would
of course *e the rat. Man mey be inteliiqent, but the hetter mouse trap
was built several million years ago by mother nature herseif; and Damon
makes no attempt to exclude the common housecat from the ranks of the
:animals his alien will exterminate. (Perhaps too late, I reaiize that I
oucht to have given a hrief plot synorsis hefore launching into this:
diatribe., So: An alien comes to earth and, with the:ultimate benefit of
mankind evidently in mind, releases a cas which makes it quite essen<
“tial to follow the golden rules you hit a man, you feel the pain, and
if he dies, you die. This epten 's to ewvery animal abhove the insect le=-
vel, as well as man., This isn't quite the whole plot, hut it ought: to
suffice.) ) _ G

To take anoiher and more illustrative example, .with the ex-
termination of carnivorous animals, rahtits would he free to multiply
as rabhits are wont to do. Now just how Ao you net rid of a plague- of
rabhits when the natural enemies of the rahhit are extinct and man can-
not kill a rabbit without killing himself? I don't know, Mr. Knight
doesn't know, and Aza-Kra is rrobahly too husy lauching to answeT,: '

The

concept of a nuclear war woulﬂ he mild hy comparison to what thls novel
would: see hrought upon the human race. There wouldn't he too much of
the world-overrun~hby=-flies that a number of scientists have visualized,
hecause the fly has a number ‘of natural enemies 'in the insect kingdom,
which 1sn't affected. But there are harmful insects which have practi-
cally no'enemies in their own class (i.e., the insect klngdom) The
cricket comes to mind-immedlately, alonc with related speciés such as
locusts. and ﬁrassnoprers. As far as I know, these insects have no im-
portant enemies within the insect kinqgdom (a2 fascinating suk-esology in
its own rloht) *ut are controlled hy hirds. Since these insect-eating
birds would cease to exist in a very short time--three days might be
the maximym guesd¢--there is no reason to douht that in a rather short
time every stalk of wheat ox craln would he devoured, Even if we chari-
tably assumed that Aza-Kra hegan to work his "gift" in thé winter when
such harmful insects were either pupae or egg, there is still reason to
helieve that by mid=-summer all wheat ard related foodstuffs would have
heen destroyed.

Take also the grder Lenridopteras moths and hutterflies.
These are controlled primari’y by hirds (in "oth larval and adult
stages), To he sure, there is a lectle known as the Caterpillar Hunter,
and one species of wasp lives entirely on tomato worms (larva of: the
Sphinx moths, also known as Tomato horn-worms). Cut! these controls are
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would.be

negligable, at best, for it is birds which contribute the most in the
control of insects. To take a specific example, the Baltimore Oriole
devours geventeen hairy caterpillars a mijute. Considering a sleeping
and resting time of 12 hours (which may be an over-estimate), this °
comes to 12,240 caterpillars per day per each hird! I have no figures
on the number of these birds in existence, hut it must be well into the
tens or hundreds of thousands. Taking the purely arbitrary number of
50,000 to represent the numher of Orioles, we find that collectlvely
they desiroy 612,000,000 per day (54x12241=61209). I could carry this
out further by muitiplying this total by the number of days in the
spring and summer seasons; and even this total could he multiplied a-
gain and again simply by considering species of birds other than the
Oriole, but I think my point is obvious without doing that. This is
what Knight proposes in "Rule Golden", It would be a heautiful world,
with thousands of butterfiies and moths of rainbow hues, but it would
be a very dead one inasmuc¢ch as human 13ife is concerned.

"MYTHOLCGY" is a rather general title for a hook, and a rather preten-

tious one inasmuch as it would presume to teil everyhing
about that subject, hut if any hook deserved the title, it is certainly
this one by Edith Hamilton. This shouid certainly be part of a basic
library on Greek mythology, for it is ahbout as complete as a 325 page
book couid be. It is difficult to describe this hook; theee isn’t any
great awkwardness or greai delicacy of style to compare, and no ecology
to find fault with, so I find myself at a loss. Miss Hamilton retells
all of the important myths (and some unimportant ones) in clear, con-
cise terms, The book is l1liberally sprinkled with quotes from Homer,
Ovid, Pindar, Hesiod, etc. Perhaps an example of the style would be-of
interest, even if the subject matter isn't:

“They parted, she to the palace to weep over her treachery ‘to
her father, he to the ship to send two of his comrades for the
dragon's teeth, Meantime he made a trial of the ointment and
at the touch of it a terrible, irresistable power entered in-
to him and the heroes all exulted. Yet, even so, when they
reached the field where the King and the Colchians were wait-
ing, and the bulls rushed out from their lair hreathing forth
flames of fire, terror overcame them. But Jason withstood the
fearful creatures as a great rock in the sea withstands the
waves, He forced first one and then the other down on its
knees and fastened the yoke upon them, while all wondered at
his mighty prowess. Cver the field he drove them, pressing the
plow down firmly and casting the dragon's teeih into the fur-
rows. By the time the: plowing was done the crop was springing
up, men bristling with arms who came rushing to attack him.
Jason remember Medea's words and flung a huge stone into their
midst. With that, the warriors turned upon each other and fell
beneath their own spears while the furrows ran with blood. So
Jason's contest was ended in victory, bitter to King AEetes."

There are only a very few lines left to mention that this Mentor Book
is MD86. I have also recently read "The Syndic", "An Essay on Morals"
by Fhilip Wylie (Giant Cardinal Edition, #GC-93, 50¢), "A Matter of
Conviction" by Evan Hunter (Giant Cardinai, #GC-94), and "The Greeck
Experience", a comprehensive study of Greek culture by C. M. Bowra, a
Mentor Book (MD275, 50¢).

-=Ted Pauls
/
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& scorumn << By TED S G 4 WIFHTLE

When I picked up Kipple #10 and opened it, I expected to‘see an Uffish
Thots column in it by me. "Where is my Uffish Thots column?" 1 asxed
myself, and I ferverishly paqed tnrouqh the issue.

It wasn 't there.

Now, I think this is ridiculous. Only an issue aco, Pauls printed a_
column by me which I hadn't even submitted to him. It was made up of
0ld letters and stuff like that. I read 1t all throuch, and it looked
pratty good to me. I nodded at the sage roints, of which there were of
course many--in fact, more than I'd remembered writing, which threw me
a hlt—-and chuckled over the witty lines, of which I blushingly admit
there, were too few, I presume Pauls edited them out. Kipple is & seri-
ous, pifhx, discussion zine these dsys, and he doesn't care for:chitter
chatter...like this., (However, he knows--pgu-~-that if he'edits my chit-
ter-chatter out, he'll have to go hack to oid letters' adgain.) ‘ .

Well, from the way he prefaced that column, I presumed he was going to
continue’ the. practice of editing a column out of my old’lettetrs :and

.whatnpt., T ‘envi cioned a sort of mohius-stzip column wh1ch would: Trun cy-

clically into 'the never-ending future,-;epedc;nc itself> over: and over
again at decent intervals., Why, the eophoo alone wotld %be' greats. I'd

justlsit_pack, never write anything, and watch the eoohoo ol in

But ,Rauls crossed me up, I just dcn’t‘UHderstéhd'i%.'Itfrbcks:1ike I
have to'go ‘hack to writing the column again., That doesn't seem.fair.

And, as long as I'm on the subject, I'd like to know why-nobody com=
ments on these columns, Mayre Pauls is editing my egohloo out of his

lettercol, but it is a sad fact that I've gotten precious little re-
sponse for my stuff in Kipple.

Let's look at it ohjectively (well, as ohjectively as I can, while re=-
lying upon memory...)s I had a column a while back® ({£June 19603) in
whizh I Revealed All akout my feud with Rich Brown. There was hazdly a
word of truth in this “expos&8", of course. But aaod ghod' The entire

),


whatn.pt

life of Disjecta Membra was oriented around that feud, and here my wit-
ty (and false) summation of it went over without a ripple. (Of course,
this may have been hecause Pauls never sent a copy to Rich Prown. I

had to have the item reprinted in CRAP before he found out about it--
chuckling with glee and claiming it the 100% Ghod's Honest Truth--No
Springs. )

Then there was a column I wrote, larcely inspired by Bill Conner's
frothings in Kipple and Retrograde, in which I first asked hypotheti-
cally what Bili's reactions would he if he knew I was 1/8th Negro? Now
despite fandom's blas® pretense at liberaiism, I knew from the case of
Carl Brandon that fandom does react in many diverse and not always 1li-
heral ways to the news that an active fan is Necro. Rut I didnft see a
single comment of my (apparent) revelation of tainted ancestry.

In the same column, figuring I might as well come right out and give
'em both barrels, I advocated in concise terms premartial sex for ado-
lescents on a recognized hasis. Now once again, this subject, while
hardly new, was couched in sufficiently Airect terms to do a little
shocking in certain quarters, It certainly should have inspired a qui-
et hossana or two.

Nothing., I think Harry Warner mentioned it in passing.

And that last column--pure distilled wit and wisdom? Don Franson says
"1 liked Ted White's discussion of stf and fandom." I liked Ted White's
discussion of stf and fandom!

In this very same lettercol, several fans comment on Mike Deckinger's
uninspired criticism of t-v, easily the dullest subject of the year, I
don't see it.

In fact, if you get right down to that, I don't see much of any real
discussion of ideas in Kipple's lottercol, or anywhere else in its pae
ges. Criticisms of Fanac Polls, yes. Discussion at tedious length of
which "pithzine" is best--ghod help us=--yss, And some reviews and
stuff.

Now it can't be because people don't want to discuss ideas. Why, every-
body and his mistress has Lheen horraying the "discussion of ideas." And
Iy a jaded old faaanish fan whose fanzine has heen jetisoned by rumor-
mongers at the very height of its career--I have been tryinc to Play
The Game with the stimulation of Ideas.

Foop on all of you. And particularly Ted Pauls, whom I suspect of cen-
soring my rightful egohoo. (My address is 107 Christopher S<trect, NYC
14. Why don't you send your comments on Kipple to me first. I'll read
my egoboo, if any, and then pass the lettsrs alonc to Pauls,)

+ + +

I think T mayhe have a partial solution ts the question of why Kipple
hasn't any of the Great Ideas of Western Man ensconsed in its pages.
Half its authors don't know what they are talking about.

I mean, Ed Gorman has a literate style, but I defy anyone to prove he
can organize his ideas, or even that his ideas are richt. He seems to
2)
C)
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think that stf (if I'm following him correctly) has has three, you'll
rardon the term, focal point editors, whom he identifies .with their
maoazines;rHe cités Ge;ns“aok Palmer, and Gold.

Good grief. Can t the man even refer to the Don Day Index for the °
facts? He has Pzlmer introducing the Formula Story to stf in 8mazing,
and virtuvally- reformlng the field. I d¢en't know what's so cood ahout
this, but it isn't true, anyway. .Palmer joined Amazing in 1938. In 1936
"--two years earlier--Gernsback had 'surrendered Wonder Sioriesg to Ned
Pines' Thr1111na G"oup, and the mag was rechristened Thziliing Wondexr
1S o:igg

Friends, with a title-like that, what kind of material cdo you suppose
the mag printed? Rights Formula Stories. And it spawned a successful
companioni Siartling Stosics, at the end of 1937 (dated Jan. 1938). All
of this,'mind you, hefore Pa;mer had even heen sized up by Ziff-Davis.,
Likewise, I douht like hell <hat Palmer had written too many million
words of salahle ‘fiction before’ he took editorship of &maz -ing. It was

CEP A I

at Amazing that he first heaan o rcaily blossom as a ghost-writer.

Now, it is'‘true that the. stf ficld with a couple of extremely notable
exceptions,'was formula ridden hy 1940, hut I think this is much more
attributable to:the fact that most stf maas were then published hy
large pulp chains, and efdited’ and wiritten hy the same men who produced
- the westerns, romance mags, and many etceteras.

Without goina into this essay-length, I should like to point out that
JWC Iz s moment of glory was when he becan rushing Astouwndina into its
.. "golden era," which dated rouchly from 1939 to 1943. Certainly ASE was
- _then thg stf mac, both in terms of quality and circulation. Not until
- ‘Palmer’ introduced *he Shaver Mystery to Amazing's pages five or more
"yeé?@_l%ter, did Amazing's circulation excede ASE's.

© " So much for focal point #2._

Number three is supposed to bte Gold. Well, I'll acree that Gold made
Galaxy the first stron? contender--in terms of quality--that ASE had
ever known.,Put this analysis of the ¥strong, honest storiesZ Gold
'wanted provokes me to only a horse-laugh. The fact is, of course, that
Gold ‘was quite dissatisfied with the stories in the early Galaxy. His
idea was the sort of mag it had hecome by 1955 to 1958, He was known to
complaln ‘that writers were still sending him the sort of stories he'd
“used in’ early issues, and these he didn't want. (He never had, but at
“first he' could cet’ nothing "better.")' Gold turned stf into an emascu-
lated aﬂoraphoFe, a sweet, SiCkly mixture of unreality and distortion,

So muchlfpr Gérman. A little later on in the paces of K #10, the usuale
ly more petrceptive Marion Nradley makes a ridiculous qgoof. She says,
"Void...with a rider from Sylvia White (who will hate me for identifye
ino her with her hushand this way, hut then, Sylvia, why do you mail
them ih the ‘same envelore?)..;

She has it backwards, “of course. Void 1qn't even mailed out in any sort
of envelone, and Sy1v1a s Fanz;ne was mailed sereratelv. You know, with

2 RN aTS: Figaten =%{ _ONCLUDED ~:ONn  PAGE, 17
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\_1LASS STRUGGLES have always heen good
for a plot or two in the science fiction
context. They make excellent material for
writers of the World To Be In Politics
variety of social science fiction.

James
E. Gunn's "egghead" series is a cood ex-
ample of the type that extends an actual
current confiict to an extreme resolution,
The ignorant populace simply burns down
all the universities, and conducts a scar-
let-earth scourge of all so-called "intel-
lectualis". Another inctance in which class
sirugale is used as a tool rather than as
a center of conflict is Jack Vance's "Te-
leika" In this story, men with telekinetic
powers form a soxt of aristocracy.

But
clioser to home, in conversations with
fans, in aliucsions to incidents in fan-
zines, I have often found evidence of
class animosity.,.

Three examples from a re-
cent fanzline: A young, sensitive-faced 1lad
walks into a drug store, casts his eyes
over the racks of magazines, and quietly
selects one titled Astounding Science Fic-
tion, He pays for it and starts to leave.
"Orne of the drug store cowboys grasps him
rudely by the jacket," writes our fan col-
umnist (from whom I shall take all three
examples, hecause they are representative,
well-presented, and happen to be by one of
my best friends, who will have a chance to
read this before I print it.)

"'Hey,' he
mouths gutterally, running his sounds to-
gether, 'what kinds s--t you got there,
punk?'"

After depicting a scene of laugh-
ter and other mental cruelty, our colum-
nist continucs: "'C'mon,"' yells the anie
mal, 'let's get th' little sonufabitch!'’
They slam out of the drug store, after the
terrified 1little hoy, From the alley be-
hind the drug store, sounds of flesh meet-
ing quivering flesh are heard.

"eeeNO,
that lad wasn't me. It was a good friend
of mine. He was hbeaten senseless by a pack
of lupine trash that should have heen
either cremated at birth, or sent to a
reformation camp to be thrashed soundly
till they respected intelligence, good,
honesty, and all the words they would ne-
ver scribble on washroom walls."
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Our same writer i1s later found at a movie theatre, watching the cur-
rently-popular "Them". "In one sequence,” our fan friend informs us,
"the entymological name for 'ant' was used. ...When it was spoken cn
the screen, the audience instantly burst into peals of gutieral laugh-
ter. The audience threw bhack %its 'heads, clutched its collective-bel-
lies, and ‘roared gt a gclentific name."

: The fan's reaction to this was -
‘to be "tempted to stand up and shout to the assembled.idiots, ‘you -~
mindless grub-worms! You oucht to be wiped off the face of the land!"

The third and most significant example tells of "a pack of ignorant la-
borers (hackhone of our country--in capital letters, no less--the ‘aver-
age man) scarching through the lonc, sterile corridors of an 1ndustr1a1
plant for a sclentist who had invented a lahor=-saving device..o"

: "Tha-
pack of them, searching throuch the plant--finding ‘the scientist, a-
cellulose chemist--heating him unconscious and throwing him-‘on a pile:
of stone to line a drivewuy o the parking iot, boith arms broken, his
Jawbone smashed, blood gusniang from both knees and the small punctures
from the gravel piless."

"Mad?" inquires the fan writer. "Yeah, you:
mioht say I was a little peeved. But it's nothing serious; gentile read-
er. Sit back and watch them iay you on your hack in The Final 'Hole with
the sotinds of some tinny scap opera advertisement ringing in your ‘ears.

“Dig the Brave New World, willya,"

EE. 2o 3 These illustrations are lucid and
interesting, But I find the'stand this fan takes on laughter and bru=~ -
tality ‘néarly as shocking, and just as tragic. His sensitive-faced lad
and*his cellulose chemlst are: ‘Just as ou'lty as his ‘drug-gtore cowboys
and his average meéri, The* mOVle ss1enti t ‘wi'th h1s knowledge of La.ln is
ITess so only in degree.'“

The rurpose of: scientifld lanﬁuage 1s to conVey
certain frnformation more readiiy amona a certaln croup, even as fan=
wards aré meant for fans oniy--and amovo fans“ ‘they £i1l a ‘specidl “need.
Now, use of a name like Formizadag-in a movie ‘is ‘not very useful “to an
‘audience -0f people who have no use for the termj and 'if they have-no
use for 'I't, we ‘can certainly excuse them for not knowing®it. As a mat-
ter of fact, no law 'of humor is héing broken by lauching ‘at ‘a’ person
who uses four syIlahles where one will do. - :
All of 'us Yaush at situs-'
tions like that. I know somcone who's vocabulary wouldn't compare un-
favorahly with Wekster's, 'Yet his favorite and 4nfa‘lib1e Teply to a
five-syllablc word is "You'do and:you'll clcan it ups" The scientist:
can be ekcused From using' such 'a word oniy if ‘he has -a certain species
in mind, which needs further description than the word "ant" offers. “In
the movie, of course, the word was tced as a rretty cheap way to ima
- press péople with the knowledge of the "SC1entlst"'on the screen., If-
some fail to be’ 1mpressed...1\vdy,_1 can't blame 'ém, Rut our columnist
identifies the audience reaction with "The usua train of demented :
thought which leads the average clod-type down’ the path from misunder-
standing to dislike, to fear, to threat, to hatred; to fanaticism and
ridicule that has been a known and accepted evil since the Gauls in-'
vaded Europe." ; ‘

Perhaps unfairly, I might paraphrase th1s whole sén=
tence, replacing the "clod=type" with the underlined wcrds: "The usual
train of demented thought which leads the average gnob-iypge down the
path from misunderstanding to disiike, to fear, to threat, to hatred,
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to fanaticism and ridicule has been a known and accepted evil since the
Gauls invaded Eurore." ;
For you see--the Gauls (and the Teutons, and the
Huns, and the Norse, and the Turks...) had as much to fear from the
sinister, ruthless, though highly civilized Romans--slaveholders and
conquerors-~as the Romans did from the miqgrating barbarians., As a mat-
ter of fact, the way this lowbrow remembers hisgtcry, it was the Rg¢mans
who invaded the Gauls, not vice-versa, And it was the intelligent, ci=-
vilized, art-loving Romans who slaughtered the crank who said that
loving your neighbor was the gnly way to happiness.

It-1s my opinion that these..."clods"...have as much to fear fron the
"snobs*™ who pretend to be so different as vice-versa.

Take the sensitive-faced lad who was heaten up for reading science fic-
tion, I've heen in similar situations without suffering such dire con-
sequences, simply because I didn't try to set up a different set of
values for myself, or set myseif "above" a group of people such as the
drug-store dwellers. If I‘m asked (by a specimen who more closely re-
sembles Pithecantropus Erectus than Homo Sapiens) why I read "this
s=--%t," I tell him "I get a kick out of the s--t."” The fact that his
mind hasn't learned to distinguish hetween different kinds of "kick,"
or that his style of life has no need for an hierarchy of aesthetics,
in which one type of pleasure is "greater" or "higher" than another,
has nothing to do with why I get a "kick" out of science fiction. 1
used 3 language common hetween us, and in doing so succeeded in telling
him why I read ASF. That I find "deep literary and philosophical con=-
tent" therein was as fgood as conveyed by the word "kick."

Consider the
little sensitive-faced bastard. He won't speak to the drug-store cow-
boys in their langiuage anymore than they'll speak to him in his, As to
which language is "higher,;" I can only say that each usually suffices
well, but that hoth have.bhroken down at this point.

And what, may I
ask, is "just" and "right" in this situation? The fan has idealized in-
telligence, and ridiculed strength., Do the heftier fellows have any
less right to assert their special talents than our shy scholer? Think
of the beating they take at school, six hours a day, five days a week.
Constant ridicule, shame, faiiure, Is it their fault they're better
fitted for one type of work than for another? I'd personally rather
take a bloody bheating every day than qo 1hrough the mental torture they
do.

Maybe our fan writer and his many sympathizers could shed some of
their tears for the nineteen-y2ar old illiterate in my father's machine
shop, who came to me with his third broken drill in an hour with- these
wordss "I can't do this job, I'm too dumh.,"

Then there's the-cellulose
chemist, and the chemist's employér, ‘who have only done half their jobh.
They have evolved a way to save lahor, hut have forgotten a much:less
important commodity: man. When an einplover lays off a worker, he is de-
priving him of his lifeshlood, and perhaps also his lifeswork. He is
making him an object of shame and pity, no matter what theé:reason for
the firing., His wife and children hegin to coubt him. He bhegins to
doubt himself. In addition he wonders where and how he'll eat. The em-
ployer is seeking his own ends (as he must), not those of humanity,
just as the émployee must seek his, ;

; ' The fan seems to think it's nothing

i



for them to he thrown out of work. It's probahbly going to be much hard-
er on them than on the scientist with the hroken legs. Each of them has
been pretty thouchtless of the other, thouch it is more the employer's
hurden than the scientict's...he was only doing his joh.

The fan de-
spises the workers for launhing, smilina, clapping each other on the
hack over the unconscious chemist. I do too.

I wonder if the scientist
smiled when he perfected his process. I wonder if the hoss slapped him
on the back. I wonder if the chemist cot a bonus. I imagine. Look at
all the slaves they could lay off now.

To Mr. Average Workinaman I say:
"Mad? You might say I was a little reeved., But it's nothing serious,
gentle ordinaryhumanbeing. Sit hack and watch them lay you on your back
in The Final Hole..." With the sound of some plastic android copulating
in a plastic red of retorits and test-tures, doinc the joh of you and
your wife in half the time.
And not a clod amonc them.

What this writer
seems to hate is the ignorance, not the violence, since hrutality is
what he suggests as punichment for stupidity. But I can't beiieve we
need ways to kill o hurt people who are different than us,. especially:
when we contribute more to the difference than they. I think wather
that we need new ways to learn to understand peopie. We need to work
toward the leveling of class differences that produce different value
systems, and this work should not inwvoive, as our columnist suggests,
leveling class differences by si mply 1e»e1 ng tne lower claases...lnto
their graves. :
I'l)l dig the Prave New World...as soon as Peorle Like
Thou and Peorle Like They stop trying' to" excluJe each othet’ from the. .
world in true barbaristic fashlcﬁ. Then you'll ke helping, not’ flgnting _
the process of civilization in its millenia- lono strugoie to un1te man-‘f
kind. T L

e : 1o 4
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--Jehn L. Maghus

A FANNISH  UMERICK: .

There was a young fan named: Spinner i S
.Who was4.as they' sald, a beginher, . '.& i 0’0" 05D
He miscut his stencils , . T, ]
With hectograph rencils, e N G Rl S O
So his fanzire was har dly a w*nner.=3 RS RN R

_,Ied Pau1% 1
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"We pray for one last fanning
At the cons that gave us birthg

lm
o2
s
ey
S
ey

Let us rest ourseives on some mouldy shelves

At the Golden Hal!'s of Mirth,"

--Rhysiing, the Blind Singer of Fandom

(DAFOE #3, August 1960)

Let us fan then, you and I

When ethercal ditto spirits are hlown acainst the sky
Like fanzines spread upon a tablej

Let us fan, in certain half-deserted banquet halls,
The desperate retreats

Of restless con nights in expensive hotels

And hot dog stands with ptomine Jellos

Nights that follow in tedious arguments

Of insidious intent

To lead fen to an overwhelming question...

Oh, do not ask, 'What be it?'

Fan with me and ye shall sce it.

In Seattle's room fen come and go,
Speaking of Retrograde and Yandro.

The yellow smoke that rubs its bhack upon doorknobs

The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on neoslobs,
Licked its tongue into_the corners of 4%¢ stamps,
Lingered upon the pools that stand in dittos,

Let fall upon its back the tingle of hent staples,
Slipped through the lobby, made a drunken leap,

And seeing that it was a Pittcon night,

Curled once about Asimov, and could not find its other

And indeed there will be rhymes
For the yellow smoke that slides from nostrils,
Rubbing its hack upon empiy heer hottiesy

There will be rhymes, there will he rhymes,

Tho Ellison won's adlib them until we're half-asleep;
And time to ship them to Encland, a day too late

To be placed in solemn wonder on a Londoncon slate;
Time for fanac, and time for thee,

And time for a hundred incisions

Through masters with sharpened styli

And for a hundred corflus and revisions,

Before dealing with F'APA sc;hisms.‘l
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In Seattle's room fen come and 00y . e g
Speaking of Discord -and Yanﬂro.

And 1ndeed there will he t1me

To wonder, 'Do I dare,' and 'Do I dare?'

Time to turn back and descend the stair,

‘Leaving Ted White standing there,

My rejected contributions mounting wanly to his chin
(They will say, 'How his heard is growing thin!')

His ego rich and modest, hut asserted by a simple orin--
(They will say: 'But how his Void is arowing thin!"').
Do I dare '
Disturbh his univezse?

In a quandry there is Ted

With decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse.

For I have written them all already, LoCed them all
Have waited evenings, mornings, afternoons,
I have measured out my 1ife. with empiy ma11hoxes;
I hear their voices dying with a fading tape
Beneath their filksoncs from another room.

So how shall I resume?

And I have known the ayes alreaﬂy, heard them all=--

The ayes that catch' you in a formulated rhrase,

And when my motion is fo*malated,'Sprawliﬁo on a p&n,

When I have read the motion angainst a wa*llno wall,

Seen them sadisticly hegin B

To spit out all the butnands of my 1mperfect grammar
And revise as they presume. * ° “

And T have known thely arms already, known: ‘them alle=
Arms that are scummed or white or hare - s

(And in the conlight, downed ‘with oréentsh’ scales there')

Is it perfume from a masquerade dress E2
That makes me so depressed? 3

Bems there are that crawl the floor, or wrap ahout a wall.

And should I thén presume
To win the masquerade hall?

+ oS PN ol e A S

Shall I say, I have gone at dusk throurh narrow hallanS'

And watched the smoke that rises from the mimeos

Of lonely men in leanies, leanino over corflu?..._ ST SR

I should have been a failure as a neofan . - ¥. . ;
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