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STATTUS QUO Deut Somewriere on the wma2iling label you will find a clue
to your status ¢uo for rec:iving this erstwhile publication. If a num-
ber appears there, it 1s the number of the last issue you will re-
ceive unless you redsem yoursclf in ong ct the acceptable facshlons,
4 "T" indicotes that we trade zines. A "C" ig syabol.iz of your alls
nowerful atatus as a contributor or a letterhack. If no nuubsr ap-
nears (inciuding "T" and " coplies) you may consider your status quo
as biing relatively good. The next issue will reach you despite rain,
snow, LOJU, gloom OF night, and all tahat jazz...
Please noie the abova change of address. They tirew we out of the old
place. Very ununderstending people. They told me either the orgys had
to 2o or I had to gc. So I picked up wy case of whiskey and my airty
books ﬁqﬂ lOft Showed them. -- Kay DiMiceli,
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”I dls gree w1qb you thexz," West s2id, "Var is only a symptom of tre
f¢sease, it is only en exrression of humanity. War itself I1s not at
fault, but man. Nor can man really be regarded as bﬁhag at fault, since
vhat he is now going through is only & stage of growth.'
~=-~Robert Hoore Willianms
in Doomsgday Eve.

"Unfortunately yes. And 1f they haven't seen fit to give you thz de-
tailg. thzn I musn't do so, either. Tf I told you all, I'd usurp au-
thority. It's the unforgiveable sin, It breeds anarchy, with all its
attending featuires of godliness, promiscucusness and every form of

untaxakle naughtiness..."
-~Eric Frank ltussell in Three to Conguer

(original title &4 seriaiized in Astoundiiz:

Call Him Dead.)
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My copies of Maals came dar~ynear a year upa“t...——Ceorge Earley
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This 1e -AJLUTROH #10, published by Bill Plott, P. O. Box 654,
npelik ., Alabane, This fahzine, being panshee P]GSD publication ﬁunn

ber #23%, 1a avaleble by the uoual nmesns: contributions, letters of

connent , trode for your Ianz1ne, or -- if you must -~ dirty old woriy,

(only U.S. currency, because I'm suspicious younz Caﬂltlest) Stamps
of gmall denom¢nat10n are acceptable.
T



DOUBLE FIGURZS, AT LAST Well, well, ten issues of this fanzine

have rolled off my battered Spred-o-
print during the last four ¥cars 1f my mathematlcs are correct.
That's something like 2% fanzine per year, not a very high out-
put to say the least., But if we figure in seven issues of my
SFPAzine, SPORADIC, and that ome-~shot called MYZINT that I
pibhied for Howard Shockley e few years bzck, the total number
of zineg climbs to 18; that's zbout one fanzine every uthree
conths. In view cf the reasonenly consistent improvement in
the various 1issues of my fanzines, I'm pleased with my output
in general.

Fanediting is an interesting hobby. It is alho time-consuming,
at times hectlc, and tfrequently expensive. Although, numerous
ertlcles have been written about the do's-and-don't's, the-
advantages-and-disadvantages, and so on ef Tanzine prblishing,
I still find wyself pondering, at times, Just why I continue
to exert time and money in this manner. Well, no, Bob Jennings,
I have not come ur with anything profound to say, Just a few
off the cuff remarks.

For one thing publishing & fanzine is fun. I enjoy cutting
stencils, organizing and selecting material, turning the crank
and watching the finished product slide into the holding tray.
Also, as I have mentioned above, it is interesting. Miz Flet-
cher, whose short story appears elsewhere in this lssue, once
ccomented to me that fanzines impressed her as being "an ex-
tended bull session." I think she has a valid point. Most fan-
zines present that picturz tho we like to think of our own per-
sonal labors-of-love as "little magazines." But, to get back
to fanediting-is~inteeestirg angle. MAELSTROM has never run
any partlcularly earth-shaking material and the lettercol has
generally been rather short, but I think we've had some pretty
interesting discussions in this 7

zine, particularly in the last few ih
1ssves. However, the general o €
congensus ecems to indicate (£
that most of you prefer my zines i
to be more persounal in tcne &1

and content and less Literary, -

B il
<t B
s

i >
Plom—_ \ FEEY




- ~MAFLSTROMN- -

My fanpubblng is much like my s-f collection, it's strictly for fun.
Neither myself nor iy fanzine has been mentioned in any fanzine poll,
egoboo poll or wvhat have rou, I enjoyed publishing MHAELSTROM =nd
SPORADIC, and if those who read them derive some pleasure from read-
ing then, I feel like I have been aaply rewarded for my efforts.

By the wzy, the results of THE FIRST ANNUAL FAN POLL REPORT are out.
Scue of 1y Taverites are on the vorious lists, some are not. Many of
thie blg wirners are merely names with which [ am familar, but totally
tnacquainted. For instance on the bect fanzine list, I have never
even sesn 8 out of the top 21. howevar I have rcad a sufficient num-
ber of coplies of each of the top six: WARHOCH, XERO, YANDRO, CRY,
SHAGGY, erd AYE. The poll results are moet interesting and copies

are av~ilable (free, I believe) from CHARLES WELLS, 200 Atlas Street,
Apt, #1., Durham, liorth Carolina. Charles said that additional copies
were ".vallsble on request'. He didn't mention a price, but it would
be a nice geotuwre if you'd include a couple of stawrns to cover the
postage., He did put ir a good deal of time and expense, yocu lZNOwW...

THE SHRINXING ROCM I gotv home from schocl on the afternoon of May

29, Two weekslater T was sltill trylng to get my
room into some seublance of order. Every bag and box I unpacked seen-
ed to pour out another load of books, magazines, and fanzines to be
deposited on some shelf or in-'soms nook or cranny in my rcom, I'm 2
typical fan, I car't pass up a beok sale of any sort. Yet, I know I
didn't buy that many books this past year...did I? Things are packed
so tight in this room right now that I'il have to move »y bed out in
the hall if I bring any more stuff in here.

The population explosion (book-wise)! has led

to the necessity ol cleaning out some uf the
stuff accumulated in this room. I have cut ny
fanzine collection Cown Lo less than hzll its
former size., I now have two king-size stacls

cf fenzines roughly 10-12 incheg in each stack
vhich I will sell for roughly the cost of pos-
tage: $3.00 per stack. (Okay, so that's slight-
ly more than the cost of postage, fanzines are
heavier than tlhey lo .z by the stack.) I also
have back issues of SPORADIC #s 1-5 at 10¢ per
zine; back issues of MAELSTROM #c 3, 4, 6, & 8
at 15¢ each, Somebody gotble up these "collec-
tor's itcms" Real Soon Now or I may get dis-
gusted and throw them away. Isn't that a Hor-
rible Theought?

Speaking of reading, ("Huh...oh, reading® Well,
that's those funrny looking blacli marks you see
above and below the EC plctures; you must have
noticed them from time to time.")--Al Andrews.

THE NEW LOOX I suppose cveryone has seen the ———7
new prozine, WCRLDS OF TCLiCRROV,
by nrow. I was rather well pleascd with the first issue. Several of
the stories were above average and most of them were, at least, en-
joyable. I think Fritz Leiber's "X llarks the Pedwalk" was my favo- '
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rite in the whole first lssue. Very humorous, very satiricsl and fun
to read. "Where the Phph Pebbles Go" by Miriam Allen deForéd kind of
fizzled out after a rather interesting start. "Heavenly Gifts™” by
Aaron L. HXolom (whoever he mzy be) was prcbably the poorest in the
nag.

T really enjoyed "To See the Invisible lfan" by Fobert Silverberg. It
vasn't reslly all tliat new anl original in theae or plot, but it was
well written and interesting reiding, Rcoert F. Young is e writer who
seems 0 be equally at home in the slicks and in the d;gest s-f mags.
fde 1s 2a writer vho can take a sex or love theme and turn out a good
story without making that the essence of the story, "The Girl In His
Mind" is a good exemple of that kind of writing. The only otner s-f
writer who comes cloéedt s t0 him is Jack Finney.

Y M w
gty 2 S . "The Long Remembered Thunder"
HERL R T, 3 ¢ppvxw 1s the first story I've read by
Y S Keith Laumer. That shouid be in-
/.Té”oywj”; dicative of how short my time
;7,§ﬂ4rx\ for s-f reading has been of late
because he hag been turning out
AMNW \ \Q stories at a phenomenal rate. I
v thought "Thunder'" was fairly
\ good ealong the Charles Eric Maine
‘s sclence-nysbery line but nothing
C L[ outstanding. As a vhole I wa:s
iy \\\' rather pleased with the first
‘;\\ 3 issue of WOT. Hope Fred Pohl
LR an k it going.
LS Mo e e eing
‘ «-\%}\’\}31 LN AVRAM DAVIDSON DEPT. I thought
i the re-

cent Bradbury issue of F&SF was
rather good, The two stories
were excellent and the commen-

i tary on Bradbury was very infor-
3oy mative and very well written.

\_ The checklist of Bradbury sto=-
I TN ries should be handy for the
Al collectors. I notice thev didn't
! 'S o include the Bradbury stuff that
s N / \ was adapted by EC, however. EC
Y} i ! did a great many adartationsg c?

; /7gi Bradbury stories. I wish =zmy col-
A48, lection of ECs were complete
encugh to work up such a check-
list, complete with artits and
all.

; somevhat unique among s-f fans.
Vo Lo When I first became really in-
R, terexted in fandom and s-f, T

< M2 was an accumulator by circum-
w,z) i~ stance. Then I became a coomple-
T rrsad tist, gobbling up every-
b Lowh. 9.\,
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X This business of ccllecting is
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Wilton Robert Parker stared out the train window to the
night beyond. He sat completely relaxed, his hands Jabbed down
into the pockets of his gray gaberdine topcoat, his shoes
Jammed between the back and the seat of the chalr in front of
him. His position resembled a reclining question mark and his
head, thrust a little forward, jiggled and rolled as if his
neck were a spring, His thoughts, lazzily flicking over
snatches of converastion arnd moments of movement that he had
been a part of during the ¢ay, gradually became conscilous of
the Jjiggling head arnd scttled thera. Up, dowm, left, dowm,
right, up, around...Around?

He tried to shake off the mental lethargy without moving
nls body. He tried to make a lens of his ming. to see if "a-
round"” was not just a series of up, left, down, right, up...
or was 1t up, right, down, left, up? Anéd he sudderly felt as
1f he had lived through all this before: the train, the seat,
the position, the jiggle, the thoughts,

Delayed mind reaction, he mused Silently. The left side
of my brain just isn't staying up with the right,..or is it
the other way round?

Wilton (Willie to his wife, Will to his friends, WeRP to
his associates) stretched and laid his head back against the
freshly starched cloth on the back of the seat...Wonder why
the Scientists settled on that explanation? Come to think of
it, I don't think I've ever read anything about it actually
being proved...Delayed Mind Reaction...Wonder if it's only
assumed.,.That Reincarnation sect swears up and down that it's
a subconscious memory of another life where the same thing
happened., That doesn't Jibe though...with the apaces they
give between lives, the train wouldn't have been invented un-
til after my last life...Thosge people are fanatics...No won-
der there's been talk of outlawing them...Well...I have becn
in trains before...Guess that's it.

He slowly became really aware of the night beyond the
window, the lights of the houses and country stores, the sound
rhythmically beating, and the Jigzle. His thoughts settled
there again. The jiggle...the Jiggle...I wonder if I tried...
I wonder if I could recreate that split-time feeling?...Re=~
lax...stare...I used to be able to get that funny detached
feeling by staring when I was a kid...Used to do 1t for funh,..
Haven't thought about it in years...It wasn't exactly the
split-time feeling, but it was close to it...Nuts...Must be
trying to hard...lLet's see...If I shift Just a little so I can
balance my head so it will jiggle...relax.,.Don't focus beyond
the window, just kind of on where the glass would be if I
could see it...Better hurry a little...two more curves, then
& trestle, and we'll be going past 2 brightly 1it station ana
that will ruin my focus and I'll have to start all over...
What?,,.0dd...Why would I think "two curves and a trestle"
when this is the first time I've ever been in this part of

[]j T T , the country...
<:j'[_{_tl11:l He leaned a little to the left as the train seem-
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ed to gently push him to the right. Awarcness of this movement crash-
ed 1n upon him and he braced himself expectantly for the next curve.
Wiren it didn'% come, he mentally smirked with shame and his alter=-ego
stood with his ego with bowed head and shuffling feet, a 1little boy
caught in o mischeivous prani:. As he apologiz«d tc himself for letting
his mind run wild, he leened a 1ittle to the right s the train seem-
ed to gently puch him to0 “the left. Le assimilatced the realizstion of
two curves as ths scund of a *restie rosred Leneath the wheels and
then bright 1lights of a station hliri~d niz for an instanc:.

The soft sound which came from between his lips was half whietle,
half hiss, Coincidence! But his body was tense and his heart beat
faster...Been vorking too hard...No...not reslly vhat, but he had been
getting upset and serious about every:hing lately...2mall Projects
became Big Crusades.,.Friendly conversatinns became 3cundinz Boards
for Beliefs...No wonder Ed had told hin to 50 reat and take it easy
for a week or g0.,.30 fishing...anything...but give his mind a chance
to unwind,..

Fis mind snapped, a vision of raw and bleeding nerve ends like
a handiul of soggy spaghettl dipped in ketchup yet each strand moving
freely like the arms of 2n octopus. With a shske of nis. head he smil~
ingly reprimanded himseli for such mernizl images.,.You really do need
2 rest and you'd better beszin right now...Go ligp...3tart with the
fingers...one by one.,,.now up the arm.,.relax...now the other hang...
one, two, three, four, five...up the arm...now the LOES . . WP . ore Ule bl
relax...relaxz.,.neck,..let vour head settle...close your g¢yes...re-
lax;..mind...empty...black..,jiggle...jiggle...hope that boy driving
the vagon has a good grip on those reins...train must have scared the
horse...be there in a minute...

With a jerk he roused himself back to awareness of the dimly 1lit
car with 1ts two rows of seats and the conductor iurching down the
aisle away frem him,..Whew! When you start having hallucinations
you're really in bad shape...and he turned his head back toward the
window to occupy his mind with glimpses of scenery vhich pulsed ir-
regularly by uander pools of electric light. A house stood nezr the
tracks, it's dcor open, and light lay across the porch and on the
road where a boy and horse and vagon waited patiently while the train
roared past, The horse suddenly reared, frightened, and boy's slim
body became rigid with alsartness.

One quick glimpse and the scene gave way to blackness, then other
scenes,,.Oh, God...the same horse...the same boy...His pulse guicken-
ed. His breath came faster., He felt a foreboding, a fear. He knew that
somehow the s»lit-time thing had not only worked again, but had out-
done itself in the delay elemert. One side of his brain had taken at
least a full minute to catch up with the otner side...Noooo...tkat's
not rignt...Onmigad...how did one side know something was going to
hapren in the future?...liot split-time at all...Chmigod...I Znew it
before it happened...Ohmigod...twe curves and a trestle tco...Before,
not awhile,..Chmigod... here are those tranquilizers Fd gave me?...Hot
in this pocket,,.other one...here they are...hard to get up when the
train vibrates like this...that seat cover is rough,..scretchy....walk
faster and it's easier to keep your balence...the bassagevay wall...
damn...cold and slick and shiny...brown and dark...lighter letters on

WAl
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“thcTdnor,..bright oblong silver handle...slippery...cold...door's
heavy...push...heavy...cup...cup...vwhere,..oh,.Jdooks like a dman
dunce cap...pill first...damn top...dam bottle.,..dropped it...damn...
omigod...forget it...get another...cup...water...why do they make a
lump when they go dowm...l guess it went down...not stuck halfway...
0y hand sure feels cold to my forehead...it's wet, cold sweat...sit
dovie, ~wbrzathe slowly...slowly...think about Jennie...

Jennie..,.soft...kind...good..."I iove you Willie"..."I love you"...
vwe have something special, Jennie and I...marriecge 1s funny...why am
I nastiest to the one I love most...feel better after I rest this
week...start fresh when I get back...she knows...always does..,hate to
see her unhzppy...crying...ged, why do they have tc cry o easily...
what would I do without her though...not much sense to anything if I
didn't have Jennie,..it'd te worse for her though, without me...every-
thing in her 1. fe is wrapped around me...the little day to day things...
if one of us has to die first, I hone it's Jennie...it'd be harder for
her if I died first...we've got something special, Jennie and I...Jen-
nie and I...Jennie and I...Jennie and I...Jennie and I...Boy! That's
gome smashup!...like a bunch of piclk-up~s8titks...Used to put two trains
on that old HO track and see how close I could make them come to hav-
ing a wreck,..and when thgy didf...

SMASHUP®?...that wasn't any TCY train...owmigod...ohmiGOD...we're
going to wreck...Jennie, don't cry, Jennie, STOP CRYING...how cen I
see her so plainly when she's not here...,Jennie...wreck...wreck...nhov
soon,..soft seat safest...damn door,..get back to the soft seat and
curl up...I'll be all right, Jennie...you're acting like I've died...
cur apyeno,

NO,..warn everybody...WE'RE GOING TO WRECK...run...damn...catch
yourself,..hurry...down the aisle...they're not listening,..CURL UP...
protect yourselves...down the aisle...narrow brown walls...cold...main
door...heavy...heavy...pull it open...wind...Jemnie...wind...

I can't die first...l can't die first...jump...not going too
fast...thick tall weeds...l could roll...can't die first...jump...
STEOP [CREMNINES,

On an inside page of the afternoon Tribune, almost lost among
the small ads for pills and restaurants and business schools and shoes,
this short paragraph appeared:

"Authorities are investigating the apparant
suicide cf Wilton Robert Farker, 36, whose
body was discovered this morning beslde the
B&R Rallroad tracks about 10 miles from the
scene of last night's train disaster. It 1is
known that Mr. Parker was a passenger on the
train involved in the accldnet. No lives were
lost in the freak accidnet."

--the end---
Around here we don't throw things away -- George Earley
A11 of my relatives are alcoholics. Thank God I'm not, I'm Just a
drunk, -- Dave Locke.

-——-————_—-————.a-——---—-.-——-———-——_——-_--——————n-u—-.——--———-——a-—-—----—-‘
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Those addicts of science fiction who have been pursuing the
works c¢f Ray Bradbury for the past decade or so may acssert that they
were tricked when they picked up Dandeilon Wine. (Bantam Books, 1959;
184 pp.; § .35). For tais early work (1946) of Bradbury's is any-
thing but science fiction. True, it does have a magical quallty about
its prose, and, indeed, the story itself, hut the subject matter is
vastly differert.

The bock is the story of the Illinois summer of 1928 in which
12-year old Douglas Spaulling suddenly discovers that he is rzallv
alive. "You do things and you don‘t watch...then all of a sudden you
look at what you're doing and it's like the first time," Douglas
says.

Being alive happens all the time, but really being alive hap-
pens maybe only once, and maybe not at all. Douglas' summer comes
alive with magical discoveries and revelations; he realizes that the
world is alive, that everything in the world is alive.

Simply told with great effect, Dandelion Wine is composed of a
series of vignettes, from the day of first going barefoot, to the
day of the first dandelion harvest, to the day of the first reali-
zatlon of death, to the day of the taking down of the porch swing.

cverything takes on a new and special meaning to Douglas. He
writes in his nickle tablet under the heading Rites and Ceremcnies
the date of annual events: the first time almost drownlng in the
lake. First mosquito. Then, under Discoveries and revelations, he
writes what he thinks about the event. After putting the first bot-
tle of dandelion wine under the first heading, he puts this under
the second: "Every time you bottle it, you got a whole chunk of 1928
put away, safe." After the first spanking of the summer, he put:
"The reason why grown-ups and kids fight is because they belong to
separate races, Look at them, different from us. Look at us, 4iff-
erent from them. Separate races and 'never the twain shall meet'."

The enlighening style of the prose contains unbellevably beau-
tiful Agee-like imagery: birds flickered like skipped stones across
the vast inverted pond of heaven; His breath raked over his teeth,
going in ice, coming out fire.

Paradoxically, the same summer Douglas Spaulding discovers that
he's alive, he also discovers death, leaving, and lonliness. Through=-
out the story, people die, leave for good, are killed, and wonderful
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machines are put away forever. Even the boy himself almost diles. One
night he writes in his tablet by the light of a jar of fireflies: "So
1f trolleys and runabouts and friends and near friends can go away
for a while or go away for goo, or rust, or fall apart, or dle, and
if people can be murdered, and if someone like great-grandma, who

was going to liveforever, can die...if all of this is true...then...
I, Douglas Spaulding, some day...oust...DIE,."

But Dcuglas asks the fortune teller at the penny arcade about
it, she says he will live forever, and he is back in his happiness
again,

There are very few books like Dandelion Wine which remind one
of all hc may have mlsced in hils ordirary, unimaginative life. The
Little Prince is one. Schultz's Peanuts is another. After reading
these, cne sinks down in his cffice chair, closes his eyes, and
tries to lmagine how it would feel to be really alive.

-=-Hank Black--
DAMN IT! (Regency Books, 1963; $ .50). by William E. Miles.

The title is somewhat misleading; the book is about censorship:
of words, movies, works of art, broks, comic books, TV, music, etc.,
etc. It's both funny and terrifying, it makes you want to argue and
it makes you agree -- and 1t often makes you seethe,

Virtually a whole chapter deals with the trouble Rod Serling
had with censors (TV) with several of his scripts. The book is full
of sterling examples of censorship: a scene in an adaptation of
Brete Harte's classic "The Luck of Roaring Camp" for Kraft Theater
showed a group of mindrs getting together and agreeing to sharec e-
qually in any ore that came out of the mine they were working. "Com-
muniem!" crisd the sponsor after reading the script and the scenec
was changed.,

In such classic and favorite songs as Stephen Foster's "My 01d
Kentucky Home,'" "Swanee River," and "0ld Black Joe" other words have
beon gubstituted for "darky," '"massa," and "mammy" when the lyrics
were sung by performers over the air because "these words may be
offensive to some people.”

Such things as comic strips: "Pogo." "In November 1958,John H.
Coburn, msnaging editor of the Richmond Tines-Dispatch, deleted
what he considered dialogue offencive to his readers in a series of
"Pogo" strips spoofing '"consegregated," "de-consesregated," and "un-
de-consegregated" schools". Coburn claimed,"'There should be no ed-
ltorializing or propagandizing ir: the guise of humor and entertain-
ment.'"

Book burnings of the modern day, cases of whether libraries
should carry Russian newspapers like Pravda and Izvestia, damns and
bans everywnere and on everything. This book is filled with censors'
opinions and judzes' decisions on ccnsorship cases. It is a highly
entertaining and thought-provoking book which is highly recommended.

-=-Norman Masters--
_9..
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If by any chence, vou cre offered the opportunity to view a
nicturs titled THE MONGOLS; don't! I repeat: don't.

I recently had the misfortune teo be exprosed to this film; and
after its coanletion, and I had conducted myself through alternate
states of bcred restlessness and nasty laughter, I come to the con-
clusion that a3 enjoyment, even the yourgest of the young would
probably be bored.

THE MCIGOLS is merely annther in the endless horde of Italian
imports, dubbed in English, with one or two FInglish stars and a re-
meining cest composed of individuals whose names sound like some
Italian dinner menu.

The color phorography is “mpressive, and in some instences
quite good, but this is entir-ly overshadowed by incompetent dub-
bing, rotten ~cting, miserablc effects, and thc most misguided di-~
rection I ve seen in many a day.

First we have vicicus snecring Jack Palance as the son of Gen-
ghis Kohn. Uniike 013 dad however, Jackie-boy has a tagste for vio-
lence which puts his sire's ccnquests to shame. Palance makes a
nice dastardly villain, and along with a face that invites sneers,
and a ridiculous shnoestring mustache, coupled to an absurd haireut,
he rents and rcves in a nice Hollywood manner.

Playing orposite him is Anita Ekburg whose popularity is most
obviously measured by her bust-line and not her talent. Since she
is Swedieh, the dubbing is done in a nice 3wedish accent which com-
pletely offsets the exotic portrayel she seeks. Otherwise, being the
villeiness, she must carry out the same wicked deads that Jack does,
and Lry to breathe as much evil as she can into her role. However,
in the semi-frcntless gown that aderns her frame, it isn't so im-
portant what she breathes, as much s thet she simply dcoes that.

Anita comes toa bad end hcwever, drowning in a pit of quicksand
along with proctieally the whole licngol army which is tricked into
this trop by the Toles' employment of a tratcgic manuever that
wouldn t have stuaped o pre-school child. No wonder there are no
more onzols around todoy.

There is a rlot to this mess, strange as it may seem to those
who have unwittingly seen it. Jack Palance would like to sce the
Mongols fight and slaughter all the non-Mongols (now you see where
the KXX began) but his father has hed enocuzh with fighting and war
and in authentic chicken-hearted fashion, declares that the Mongols
should be at peace with thelr neighborg. This does not at all coin-
cide with son Jaclk's views, and as a result he takes matters into
his own hands. -10-
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The various battle scenes, sprinkled in large doses throughout
the film secw specifically designed to exercise a vicwer s sense of
perception. Characters clutch at their middles, lustily scream, and
stagger to the ground like high-school Hamlets. In fact, the Mcngels
are such dcspicable villains that they also employ the lethal under
the arm-pit sword thrust which gets the enemy every time. After a
while 211 the contrived sadism reaches a saturation point and anything
that goes beyondé that point is likely to draw laughs rather than
shock or astonishment. Most of the extras seem to have a simply mar-
velous time playing human pincushions.

Therc's one scene however that must bc described. It s at the
end. Thc ilongol hordes have been beaten, Genghis Kahn is dead, and
Jack Prlance must flee from the opposition. He returns to the alter
where his father's body has bzen placed. Arcund him oprroximately a
dozen girls are tied spread-eagled to wooden posts. Palance sncers
at them, and declares that since he has lost he will take his own
1life, and those of the zgirls by him. Palance is a Joan of Arc fan.
He takes o flaming torch, and carefully ignites that stakes that the
gals arc imprisoned on. Then he turns his father's alter intoa fun-
eral pyre, mouants it, and stabs himsclf. He falls over, presumably
dead, while the poor maidens who arc smoking more nov but enjnying it
less are well on their way to raosting to & crisp. '

But herle, In the distance the heroes appear. Galloping wildly,and
with an uncanny rejuvcnative power, after o fiorce battle, they ride
up to the girls. Out hero dismounts, carcfully surveys the situation,
decides that the girls are in neced of help and shouts, "Releasc the
woman". This is like placing a mesnl before a half-starved man and
telling him to cat Cur hero's Tirm command clearly indicates he was
taking no chances that his gallant aand might set about to toast
marshmallcws first, and then save the women afier satisfying their
huager.

fnyway, THE MONGOLS is indicative of the sort of nonsensc thc
ltalien cpic-makers are flooding these shores with, Not only are they
carelessly produced, but that scems to be o special tradcemark they
wear with distinction. Aveid el IWE S5

~-MIKE DECKINGER--

As is well-known, wmost scicnce fiction movies arc pretty sorry,
but last Caturcay, I was privileged tc scee the vorst of all time. A
Memphis TV station has started running o science fiction or horror
show cf the lowest form on something called "Fantastic Features" and
they chose a real picce of shser, unadulteratsd crud this time a-
round -- FROXI HELL IT CAME. ror those of you who have not been so
lucky oz to have secn it, I shall here reccount scme of the morc stir-
ring moments from the film.

Following o t20-noisy burst of music, we sce Daro, scme sort of
South Sea heathen (who, incidentally, spcaks perfect English) 211 ticd
out on the ground. It seems that he is in a sad fix for a large fel-
low is holding o heavy axe or club or somcthing ncarby,waiting pe-
tiently to bash Daro's heathcn-type head clean off. Daro looks rather
pceved about the wholc business and begins to hollocr absut how the
medecine man --- or something likc that -- polsoned the noble cheif of

thce tribe so he could run the show The witch doctor (medecine man,
o
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remember?) replies meanly that it was Daro's good buddies, the Ameri-
cans on the island, studying, of all things, nuclear fallouit, who
caused the good cnelf's untimely demise with their "devil dust" (i.e.,
the aforementioned fallcut). Dear 1ittle Daro is being sent to the
happing hunting grounds South Sea style because he let the Americans
7iol the cheif, He appsals to his rather ugly wife (it's a low-budget
cloazew, ronezber?) to geb him off bLut she says the South Sea eguiva-
1ot or "uh~uwn, Charlie™ and he gets all worked up over it, saying he
viil come bacr from 21l and get evervbody that Gsuble-As-ied hLim,
Then he 1s dispatched with whatever it is that the ilocal High Head-
Basher was holding. Gag.

Czay, the plot being estaklished,the camera cuts to the good ol
American sclsentists, two of them and an Army sergeant (huh? How did
he get in there?) who are discussing an ouitbreak of the Black Flague
that 1s layingz the naotive types low, man, low, This absorbing conver-
sation is cut short by a shrill kind of scream from outside acmewhere.
The brave Americans pick up their guns and go off to rescue an Englsh
widow who keeps a trading pcst on the other side of the island from
the clutches of a native who is going to slit her throat because she
wellted ail over the graveyard coming to see the scientists and get
some rerve pills, This industrious native is sent on his way and the
dame rescued. (She, too, is plug-ugly.)

Somehow, I forget what comes next, but at some time along the
way, the scientists detide they need another scientist to helr study
their Blecli Plague bit. Ths help is flown in by helicopter and hap-
pens to be a2 blond one of the good ol' Awmericans is after, Sie, how-
ever, staunchly informs him she is devoted to Her kesearch. This
chiclk sses Daro's grave and notices an odd sort of tree growing from
it. She asks around and finds out it is a Tabonga, or vengeful spirit
vhich will get larger, break loose and go out and kill somebody who
done him vwrong., Wise lady doctcr, of courcse, dismisses this a native
superstition and has the others help her dig the thing up and take it .
to the lab. 0ddity of oddities, they find this varticular tree looks
rather like a lumpy man and has a cerimonizl dagger growing in its
neart. It starts to stop breathing, and she pumps it full of some
X-this or the other serum. Little ol' tree monster reacts well to the
serum and smashes the lab, hurrying off to avenge his death. Of course,
you realize this is the spirit of Daro come back as a nasty ol' tree
monster,

After the sweet little thing coces hi= duty by mashing a couple
of natives against trees (the wi“ch doctor, for instance) and drop-
ping his wife in quicksand, he grabs thie irise lady doctor and heads
for the dquicksanrd to end her starring de7s. The sclentists and the
sergeaht grab their trusty rifles and shoort at the critter. And the
bullets bounce off (you knew that, didn't you?) So they decide to
shoot this dagger, which is oily halfway in his heart, all the way
in. They <o this and the tree monster drops the chick, moes stiff as
a boarc (How else? It's a tree mortater.), and falls into the quick-
sand. The chick decides to marry the scientist and all is well. Ta-
da goes the muslc and the {ilm closes., Now, aren't you sorry you
haven't seen it?

- B ¢ ==
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HARRY WARYVER I don't know i1f your editorial ccmment on the
425 Ssummit Avenue cover mesrie'weak" zs a descriptic: of the artwork
Hagerstown, HMd. itsell or v .: zmount of muscle the artisti appiied

when he put it on stencil. I suspect that the
latter territory is where the weakness resides, because 1t's quite
good and would be much better i1f the fact itself stooa out with Atom-
black lines from the surroundings whizh could well remain just as
gray as they are in this version. It's such a pleacant suprise to
get a fanzine and tc find in it art vwork that isn'? inmediately ident-
ifiable as that ol the half-dozen arcists who fill up the world's
fanzines. I think the little spiders in the crevice of thz sxuill in
this picture are infinitely more herritle and effective than all the
sadistic scenes with which Prosser uvries to impress people,

Your ma-
terial doesn't quite hold up to ti» level that the cocver sets this
time, however. TI'd better not comuenc at length on the Cox article
because I suspect I did sc wvhen veou first reprinted it and it would
never do for me to say exactly the opposite things this time., It's
probably safe to say that I enjoyed reading it yet again because it
handles pretty well a theme that could easily have become a clumsy
attempt to sound grovmup by using smutty matters.

I'm completely lost
with the John Pesta "montage" this time. It sounds more like an ac-
curate transcript of a sexual fantasy than any montage I've ever met.
Maybe everyone would be benefitted if someone were to write a long
viogruphy and analysis of John, after which we could try to fit his
stories and poens to his experiences and personality. Loecraft's
stories wouldn't be nearly as much fun to read if we didn't find him
lurking behind certain characters and it might be possible to make
more ccmprehensive the Pesta fragments with background knowledge.

"The
Twisted Streets" 1s one of Decliinger's better stories. In this case,
I suspect that he deliberately gave just a few hinte about the na-
ture of the characters, instead of leaving out the vital facts by
accident as the Pesta tales seem to do. With a more vivid description
of the exact things that are so unsatisfactory about big cities as
seen through the eyes of the two men, *his would be a pretty good
story.

"Lover's Clue" is good. I'd bet the copy of The Quitsider znd
Others that I don't owvm that Loubel Wood is a student at the Univer-
sity of Alabama whou you've begun to recruit for greater things,
like fanzine contributions. There isn't a cliche in this poem nor
any sudden wrenching of thought or syntax by the need to make rhymes,
and that's more than can be said for 99% of the poems in fanzines and
93% of the poems in any published places.

I enjoyed the lettercolumn
after I caught onto the fact that you don't just staple in the pages
wrong to make things really tough. On this discussion about brains
and brawa, isn't it strange that we think it's a pity when an extra-
intelligent person lives a mediocre and average life, yet we never

-13-
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wonder when the individual with giant muscles and superb physique
becomes a slaesman or takes up some other occupation where his build
1s as wasted as the other fellow's brains? I don't know if it's safe
to generalize about the comparative sex appeal and girl-catching a-
bilities of the eggheads and the athletes, but I'm deadset against
those who would force the intelligent people to make the utmost of
their intelligence, Once of the few freedoms that haven't been im-
pinzged is the one that permits the American to do the kind of work
that he.decides to do, and I suspect that more often “han not the
werk in wihich he engages is the work he wants, no matter row much he
may grumble about it and how contrary it may be to his aptitudesér_
Your
letters are too interesting not to be used, Harry, especially when
the general turnout of LOCs is as small as it was this time. By the
way, D. B. Flescher is a ghe not a he. I'm not zoing to say anything
ebout her other than she is a good artist and a good friend. If she
vants to give a biographical sketch and so forth that's okay with me,
I'11 run it in the next ish. I mention that because several revpPle have
asked about her.///Loubel Wood is not a UofA siudent. She is an s=f
fan of quite some time, which just goes to show, you can be in fan-
dom 20 years and still not know everybody within and on the fringes,/
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This impregmable regolution and iron determination lasted a2ll of
tventy minutes.,.. --Al Andrews

DAVE LOCXE Mulligan Mi11? Huh? You mean Mulligan Stew, don't

B 0. -BBs% 335 you? Now that's a pretty mood dish, and I have 1t

Indian Lake, N.Y. fairly often. But I throw onions into it and call
it Hungarian Goulash. So it goes.,

Pesta's fiction
vas skimmed very rapldly, and I'll leave it at that. But if you feel
like it, don't hesitate to tell me what it's all about.

"The Title

Game" was a cute little bit of faaanish nothing, wasn't it. But why
you would want to reprint it twice I don't know. You can delete it
from my copy, next time you reprint it. It wasn't really bad, I guessg,
but the fact that you've reprinted it twice in one yvear is much more
interesting than the story itself...

Mike's story promised a lot more
thar. "t delivered. I have the idea that perhaps this was submitted 1o
you some time ago, for lMike hasn't besn turning out this quality work
for a year or sc. Thaet is, lately he's becen taking a bit more time to
turn out a finished piece of material (or else all his hacking has
finally paid off and he's gotten to ths point where his hurriedly
done stories and articles are worth reading). This piece reads like
his o0ld hackworl and probably is,.

Best thing in thC issue was elther
your editorial or Dave & Katye's letters. I like that statement:
"Jomen, in general, is...a pretty broad statement." Heh. Arnd it's in-
teresting to know that YUYE ¥YFAA iatya considers Dave an egghead.
0f coursze, I'm not merried to him -- for that matter I've never met
him, But I have correspondend, er, corresponded with him for almost
as long as we've both been in fandom (and did you know that we both
entered fandom on the same day? That day should beset aside as a fan-
nish Xmas or something, liostly or something), and I've received a tape

14~
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from the two of them, but I don't consider Dave an egghead. What the
hell is an egghead, anyhow? Somebody with an IQ over 100? Somebody
vho's a genius? Somebody with an oval-shaped head? I dunno, but I'd
have to meet Dave and talk with him for awhile before I could deter-
mine his True VWorth, I suppose. Oh, well.
I must dlsagree wlith one of
Roi Take'usee's statements here, that Kennedy presented a better ap=-
pearans.: during the wv campaign debates than did Nixzon., Of course,
"oliedy 1s more youthful looking with that large clumb of wndergrowth
decoratving an otherwise cupty head (it would seeun that the inside of
his head must necessarily be filled with halr-roots tho, firmly an-
chored to prevent the heap from tearing loose and falling to the ground),
cut Mixon made quite an impression as the straight-forward, sincere
fellow that he is. T personally don't care for Zhe ring-around-the-
posie toctics used by Big John to answer the cuestions asked him., Part
of the time he double-talked and made no anc. ers at all, and I can't
help feeling that this hurt him amcng intelligsat viewers (unintelli-
gent viewers were no doubt impressed by the double-talk). So we missed
getting a man for president. That's the breaks.
The above statements
have not been influenced by personcl opinion. Not in the slightest,
Ac-
cording to what Dave once told me, his IQ is in the 150s and Katya's
is in the 140s., This must prove something. Unfortunately I don't know
hat. Maybe they're both egmheads; you never know. Dave confesses he
doesn't drink except a little rum now and then (or is it brandy?), and
I always say you can't trust a person who doesn't really iike hooch,
Cf course, I've only been drunk twlice: Once Tor ten years, and . I'nm
on my second drunk nov.

By Ghod Piot
out of a sick bed to send you this
feeling well today,

A readable issue, but I'd rather seec you publish
something more along the lines of the defunct SPORADIC. A zine filled
with your ovm writings, a2 lettercol, maybe an occassional article --
that's youx best type of publication. I especially like your trip re-
ports wilh its numerous and funny interlinos, tho I can understand
why your hosts might want to confiscate and burn arv rotepads you have
before you heed back home.,

[Just how much of what Dave Locke says can
be taken literally, I don't know. One never lmows when he's going to
be serious and pop off a tongue-in-cheek comment., Anyhoo I'l1l let you
and the Hulans work out the egghead business,_Rave., All I've got to
say 1s that they're both mighty sharp peorple.

!

» L'l Gamn mad at you. You got me
etter of

comitent. My girl isn't

= e

Jrite, this is the onlv way I ever ge®t any maill. I can honestly say
I haven't read many letters lately from people who haven't written
me, -- Jim Belcher

e B e B S g S RS m S S e S B S b e N e oy S e S e A S B S e B e e e e e e P S G e B e e e S e S e i

GBCORGE W. EARLEY Well, well, another MAELSTROM to comment on -- hhh-
9 Hiram Lane ooooooo, Boy. Comments we got! Like why don't vou
Bloomfield, Conn. give up that schmucky Jazz of verigated papers,

colorwise, and stick to just plain blaciz (ink that
is) on white paper? Be a helluva lot easier on the eyes -- especlally
in the places where the stencil didn't get cut quite as well as in
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other places.

Now, to business. Editorial and mailing comments are a-
bout what one would expect when one is, as I am, relatively unfamilar
with all of the sutble ins and outs of fanzine pubbinz. "Ralph, Jean'--
a total nothing. This I don't dig at all. Possibly there is some deep
dark speudo-freaudian (or fraud-ian) meaning in it all but I don't dig
it. And don't really care to. Various Misc. quotes -- I've used this
scrt of filler material myself from time to time., Stuff in Maels 9 is
above the usuval average, just dcn'e over do it.

"The Title Game" -- re-
minds me of a gession or two a decade or so back in the o0ld Washington
D.C. (Your hosts for the 1963 Discon!) S.F. Assn. Good fun session,
good article, not drawn too thin, "The Twisted Streets" ~- reminds me
a2 bit of somé of Bradbury's bitches against the ultra-urbanized world.
Valld, certainly, with regards to cities like NYawk, but can be over=-
done. Fans have a habit of over extrapolating and exagzeration -- how-
ever, this is better done than the average tho I did think the hole-
digging bit was a little extreme. Still...

As for the petry and the let-
tercol -- I hope everyone (including you) is off this sex and southern
politics kick, Sex i1s fine as long as 1t 1s confined between a man and
his woman ~~ in fact it is damn enjgyable and I say that as a prac-
tioner of some years -~ but when you start kicking it about in a let-
tercol, partiuclarly with the restrictions imposed by the lettercol,
the post office, and the wmoral inhibitions of the various writers, it
generally gets pretty inanc and seeas. to fun down, as your recent dis-
cussion did, into a battle of quotes from so-called "Authroities".
Someone once said (no authroity, I am sure, but 3ust a practioner with
a flailr for words) that "Sex is something you do, not talk about." Why
don't we leave 1t that way? As for southern politics, I can get all of
THAT I want from the various news medla, including some of the vit-
riolic WASP hate sheets that originate both from the deep South and
the (right now) frozen North. Maybe I'm oldfashioned but I'd rather
see fanzines stick to the Stfannish subjects that brought a lot of us
into science fiction in the beginning. Like: Is Campbell nuts backing
Astvo-weather? What's 1t like on Venus? Are the mysterious moving spots
in some lunar craters a sign of 1ife? Was the 1908 Siberlan meteor
really an exploding spaceship as som2 Russlan scientists belleve? Is
one of Mars' iloons an artificlal satellite? And many, many more. Dam-
mit, fans, if vou want to give sex a work over go get married, or join
the Legion of Decency (or Indecercy), or the Planned Parenthood Asso-
ciation...as for politics, there's always the Young Republicans, Demos
tor Political Action, Jonn Birch or somesihing like that. Now about this
vagnetlc field that Venus seems nct 10 aave...
/I have nothing against *
the type articles you suggest, George. In fact I am all for them --
but I must have them to0 print them. So why don't you sit down and hack
me out a publishable piece of sclentific extrapolation..
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KAY GREENLEAF (nee DilMicell) Well, I hate to do it tg you, but I'm.send—
3019 Ejysian Fields Avenue ing you a LOC on lizels #9. After sending
New Orleans 22, Louisiana you a LOC on SPORADIC, you had to fold tne
zine, so just: wondering what horrible
thing will happen to lMaels now. I can Jjusi plcture 1t -- On a cold,
-16~
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wintry night 2 ugly looking men burst into your room, tear all your

%%pers u%, smash your typer, burn your stencils and drag you off into
e night to be thrown 1nto some cold, -cruel dungeon until your case
comes up before the House Un-American Activities, The FBI and one of
Senate Committess investigating unmentionable crimes. Oh, you poor
gsoul, I just hate to think of this happening to you, but that's the
breaks. kiddo, and you'll just have to get used to the idea that this
ig a jiz22 and CRJEL world. It's a chame and you were a nice guy, too.
Ch, weid!

Sure did enjoy your recap of your visit to New Orleans, nat-
urally. Feally hope you can get down here real soon like again and
spend more time. In fact quit college and come on down now, the devil
with it who needs it? Get with it and become a hedonist, like me. Of
course, while you're at it, better find a real good friend who can
slip you a little money now and then where you can do suchfoolish
things as eating. Really though, if you do take my advice (which, by
all means, you should.), better not come down right now because we're
having the most idiotic weather in years. Right now it's 150 and get-
ting colder and there's only so much you can 40 in 150 weather -~ like
trying to keep warm. Think I'm going to wove to the Amazon jungle or
something. Wonder how a hedonist can do there.

Got a bang out of "The
Title Game" by Paul Cox. I think probablly most of the fun of having
a fanzine is being able to give i% a nutty name. I've really thought
of some wierdos, like -~ NEBULOUS NOTHINGS, a fanzine for the feeble-
minded; FRENZY'S FRANTIC FANTASY, the jet-set's pet zzzinnnee; or
FREETHINKER, the thinking man's zine; and lastly, I HATE!, the fanatic's
fanzine. Oh, I could go on and on and on, but 1'l1l be nice, I won't.

B

the way, I do like poetry, so do keep the poetry section going. I d
found "Lover;s Clue" by Loubel VWood especially good in subject mat-
ter because it combined charm and wit with human nature. Don't know
why so many people dislike poetry, I do admit tnat I like the really
good poets better, i.e. Sandbrug, etc., but I do occasionally find the
lighter poetry delightful. _

Liked the various quotations throughout the
zine, ©apeclall the ones from Starship Trooper and I liked the cover
too, although I believe it wasn't quite dark encugn 1n places.

I didn't

care for "Ralph, Jean" very much but'"The Twisted Streets" was o.k.
Well, that's about all tke mud and roses I have to throw out this time,
so I'11 end this thing now because I have got to get roady for a de-
lightful little orgzy we're going to have this evening. The main at-
traction of this orgy tonight is a great big bonfire which we will
gather around and pretenc we're nice and warm. With these things, if
vou work hard enough, you eventually begin to believe them, thank
God.

[f don't the U.8. Guv'mint is going to break into my room, but
my father, filled witn the wrath of God, and the director of the Local
Branch of the Poor House might do so some dark night -- mostly be-
cause this fanzine will be responsible for our family's entering the
poorhouse...///I am a hedonist bythewayincaseyou'reinterested.///Oh
yes, congrats to you two on your marriage. I'm sure glad that happen-
cd because it enables me to cut my mailing list by one.../
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Tt looked kinda slap sticked together with glue and crepe paper...--
Bob Jennilngs.

- e o me e —-.‘n--.-._-1.-——-,—..—--—.--_-——..—-..a——-——--—.-—.--._-———-—-—_——-————_——n—-——---
- e o e e e e v s e e B e A m § 7 G G % e o s B T Sm A A G B Sw Bre SV 3 S B S Gm O S S0 e S e T MR ST S S mm T e TR SR S S

o rh o we G o e O o tan S S S e



~--MAELSTROM -~

W& ALSO HEARD FROM DEPT.: LOUBEL WOOD: "I like your subtle wit such

as "I thought she came on to sing.' Ralph and Jean sound like a

couple of ducks on a rainy night. Real gquakery in that deal. Very
cover they can say this time." MIKE DECKINGER. ””aels arrived yes-~
terday and it was an enjocyable issue. Fletcher's cover was extre ely
good, and 1'd like to see more..." JOE STATON: “Re "Lover's Clue
ucte from Ben Casey, 'the heart 1s an organ to pumgpthe blood.' I

W.oii peonle would et off tkis Victorian kick of thinking of the heart

as tied in with emotlons, Also liver, kidneys, etc.,..." DAVE HULAN:
'"The repro and art ves definitely your best to date, The material,
less so. It's a wmatter of taste, I guees, but I liked #6 -- I think

that was the nuwmber, the one with your Pittcon report in it ~- best
of any issue to date. The matwirial in this issue was reasonably gcod,
but I'd rather it had had more Plctt in it and less fan-ficticn, es-
poclally fan-fictlion of the sort I don't like." "ROY SMITH: '"The ThVer
was.,.the best cover of HAELSTROM I've seen," AL-RKBACALTK: "3 ..8
bit too heavy on the mundane material, even containing mundane fiction
and verse." PETER J. HAURER: "Grizzly cover but imaginative. 'Mulligan
Mill' magnificent. Your letter column 1s expertly edited, On the whole
there 1ls consistent improvementin the ectire layout. However, you
haven't, as yet produced a better writer than vourJGWf
Please excuse the nessiness of this paper but the cat sat on it, =--
¥ay CGreenleaf
ALDO LMTTERS WVERE RCCEIVED from several othero whom I can't recall at
the moment. Normaliy I might expect good LOCs from Bob Jennings, Al
Andrews, Dave Hulan, etc., but the. ~ remarks came out in the maillng
comuents as iaels ( was circulated in the 6th SFPA mailing. Oh yes,
Norman lasters' boolk review was not written as such. I excerpted that
from a letter. He sent me a rather interesting erticle called "Fandom
and the Adoliescent." It will appear next igh along with a three- or
four~page cartoon feature by Pat McLean. Finis.
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"'Nigra,' a word usually used by whites too proud to say Negro, and not
crude enough to say n----- -

"Bigotry is not a disease of the people; it is a disease of indivi-
duals, and eradication of the disease is an individual responsibility,
for the only ultimate cure is self-administered.”

"Soclal integration, she explained, ls pursly voluntary and does not
mean that anyone is forced to ask Nesroes Lo their homes. 'But I
e-onld be sble to ask thea to my ROULS % e | 14

"'hite supremacy is a way of life, You grow up in it and the moss
gets in your eyes. You learn to rationallize away the evil and the
filth and you see magnolias instead.'"

"To cay that Americens fall short of the democratic ideal does not
attribute weakness to democracy, but to the humans who fail tce reach
the dewosratic gaal. And all manner of arguments about the relative
nerit. -. democracy and 'old-class societies' are lrrelevant 1n the

. 1"
face 07 numan veakness.
L ~~5ll above quotes from South

of Freclom by Carl T. Rowan.
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cont, from p. 5.
thing I could get my hands on. Now I have settled back intc the role
of accumulator agiain. I am slowly working on complete sets of F&SF,
GALAXY, and the last 10-15 years of ASTOUNDING. I just leisurely
pick up odd items here and there, check them off on my want list, anc
2 them to already full stacks in my closet. Hardcover-wise I usually
on pick up those I particularly like such as Heinlein's Stronser In
A Ztrange Tend or Xurt Vonnegut's Player Plano, ete. lMy pleasure in
touring cld bockstores these days is just to pick up assorted ocds
and ends, ustally of an uncommon nature, or both s-f and meinstream
origin, It's a lot more fun than trying to complete sets of every
8~f mag that has ever been puolished. God kmows I'll never read half
of vhat I've already accumulated...
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I'm one up cn you beeause Iwalready collect Burma ‘Shave signs.,.--
Rick Horwood (who else?)
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SHOWTHROUGH AND OTHZR HORRORS I don't have enough of A. B, Dick
colored paper to do this entire issue

80 1 may be forced to resort to using that old 20# white or blue
paper that was used for earlier issues. This will all depend on
whether I am able to get off an order to Varicolor for several reams
of Twiltone paper. I want to finish this iszsuve up bv the end of the
month so I can distribuite various copies at the lidSouthCon in Hunts-
ville July .6-7, and therehy save a few cents postage. Anyhoo, if I
have to use that cruddy stuff, bear with me this issue, as I should
be back to thicker, no-showthrough paper by the next issue., Also am
having to finish up this ish with Speed-o-print stencils rather than
A.3. Dick stencils which are much cheaper and easier to use. I can

~-—=buy all of this A. B. Dick stuff in Tuscaloosa during the school
year, but no one around here sells it. The eclosest dealer ig in
Montgomery and that's 60 miles away. (My foiks would hardly agree
to my driving all the way to M'gomery just to buy mimeo paper for a
fanzine...) £o when I fall to buy up a good supply and bring it
home problems occur,..
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A fan for reasoné best knéwn t@'himeelr’bought me a supscription to
Yandro.... I feel much abashed at the whole incident because I can
perfectly well afford to subscribe to fanzines if I wish,.."~=Harry

BY THE WAY that book review of Randelion Wine originally appeared

in the CRIMSON WHITE, the University of Alabama student
newspaper, Hank Black is the newly electsd editor of the campus
meekly for next year, Speaking of book reviews, I could use some for
the next issue also. I've got about five or six pages of material
for next time. I'll probably be able to up that to around 15 with :
the lettercol and editorial, but I'll need some outside help to f£ill
up the rest of the zine. I'd like to pub another 20-page or so is-
sue during Thanksgiving vacation, so somebody send me some material.
Artworiz I don't particularly need at the moment. I have a lot of
good Iillers by REGilbert and also a few more by Frank Mattson. Pat
¥2Lean and Miz Fletcher czan usually be counted on as well as Jim
Belcher if I get in a type for illustrations. Written material is
winat I need right now.

A P.5. on a postcard... Why, that's fantastie. -- Dave Locke
““““““““““““““ ST el T B T
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LET'S PLAY A GALE Dave Locke, that dashing (?) young fan of Indlan
Lake who seems to have invaded this fanzine in
force this issue, unintentinnally came up with a new game that is
not o much fun to play as it is interesting. I call it: Desktcp Dis-
cussicn and Description. Like here's an excerpt from his letter de-
acruning his desktop: "Presentiy I've got: two ashtrays, “hree books,
haif-euuity pack of Larks, 22 cents in nennies, a stamp holder & scale,
ar oophty 45 ghell, two 22 lcngs, two seazhells, €& placstic fish figu-
rines, two tie clips, t¥» corpazcas (the dirzctional kind), flive amall
nc'cpads, 6 letters, a dictionary, a cigzarette Lightsr, twd pencils,
two pens, a laundary-marker, a movie list, a stack oi various kinds
of writing paper, two Jjacklknives, a switchhlade my father gave me, a
pair of sunglasses, an elsctric clock, 12 fanzines, 3 pager bags,
two screwdriver stirrers, a napkin with humorousg cartoons on i, a
ruler, “wo wallets & a card case, 5 bockends, 22 ERB rh's, & 3uell
flie card box, a Master mimeo cateolor, a notice to sttend an Indian
Lake HS alumni association dance & diaxnzir (and please sena cdues), an
enoty glass, 7 small illcs T drew yo:-terday. two palrs of new socks,
a box of letters I've ansvered, a couple of fancy stones, an ancient
radio I've been tinkering with, and twvou kittens: The desk 1is largs,
but not levge enuf for all tnig. The stuif I've got o1 the bar that
runs on two walls of my room lg fantagtic. And I havea't mertioned
anythinz inside the desk, elther. Tie day will come when 1'll have to
move my %ed into the kitchen (and even that hag several hundred books
under :t...). The bed not the kitchen...."

Hooboy, that's quite a load, don't you think. Okay, now we gzet to my
desk... Jell, by &hod,.you didn't think I was goinzg to lev Locke de~
scribe his without getting in ny two cents worth, did you? At present

my desk contains the following: my typewriter and this stencill, a desk
lamp, a pencil sharmnener, one ashtray, one-half pack of Xents, one

small book case, cne wcoden box, 22 paperbaclks, one dicticnary, several
Discon progress reports, one peucil, one pen, one plpe rack, Ifour pipes,
two cans of lighter fluid, one bottie of glue, onec-half pack of Alpines,
twe cimarette lighters, one jar of tobacco, two packs of lighter flints,
two packs of pipe. cleaners, one tobacco pouch, three dozen enveloves,
one coffee cup with grounds, one bag of perernint candy, one and one-
half pairs of dice, one piece of chewiug gum, ores cigarettc holder,

one book, five Tanzines, one address book, cne copy of liswswecl, sev-
eral assorted clivppings and pages from uewspapsrs, ome bottle oI cor-
rection fluid, one color postcard, onc rnier, one notepad, assorted
paterelips and thuabiaslks, severcl cartoons and Feapnuts cemic strlps,
and paints of assorted colors ctcned intv vioe deskiop aftar long years

of careiezsna8gs. . .

Anvbody else care to kbring forth such a deseripilon?
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Now, I realiz: vou want to gpand whe holidays with your family and get
the presernts snd all, but let'’s bte honest, after a few deye they are
boani %5 ba sick of the sisrt of you. ¢ rather than have them throw-
ing rocke at you to rum you cff you would have an excu:se o leave. "‘Sese,
Clyde 20..V.,...~==Al Andreus.

FINTs, VAN, FINIS I guess I'1lL wind this issue up rigint here. Any
last minute urgent couwments will appear On the re-
verse side with the mailing label. Senc those LCUs people.
- 20~ ,
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