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...as oeppesed to "True Confessiens’) the title of
editrix Lisa Tuttle's column. Since Lisa went

te Syracuse U I've taken nver the editor's chair,
She left a lot of tacks and cockleburs in it fer
me, She'll probably be back in January. Up at
SU Lisa's either starting a SF society or an SF
fanzine(Her note on this ambiguous);she and
Jerry Lapidus got $50 from SU for a SUSFS zine;
they asked fer $300, I'm trying to start a ¢élub
at the University ef Housten befere I leave after
this semester, se I'd like tn hear from nther
campus SF greups.

This ish we have 2 pre writers, Dean Koontz
and Joe Green, 3,ceunting me (laff,laff). Janet
Fox (see LoCs) seems te he some sert nf prn teo.
I have a story by her that's ton lexng fer this ish.
Dean has dedicated a hook ta Lisa and te Danny
Jennings,&another fan; it's BEASTCHILD,out from
30 \1 Lancer arwund December; of course the title is
AT ¥ [1/V /Il mere coincidence. Dean's given us the first
N Flee_2 chapter ef a non-fictien thing he's deing.(Thanks!)

If any feolhardy seul wants te take up Darrell Schweitzer's rounQ
robin,keep it dewn te a page, fer heaven's sake. Walrus God!!

Dr.Zarg earnestly solicits yeur queries for his science column, fans,
because till now he's had t» make them all up.

Centrary to Joe Allred, the "Ultimate Pleasure" as any faned knews
is getting the zine finished up. But read his story anyway. Chuck
Booth's stery is based en an actual dream;since he has a degree in
philosophy,his dreams are more significant than ours. Would you believe
I had te cut an "I woke up and it was all a dream" ending?

Sorry about all the black "e's" I think my typewriter got crossed
with a ccokie cutter. And while I'm on the subject of coonkie cutters,
let me say that the big white space in Joe Green's article is n>t a
place where we forgot an ille,but a typographical "white space." Joe
did it that way. I resisted the temptation to draw in it +ill I ran
that page off; now I wish I had. It looks naked., Obscene. Fanzines,
like medieval manuscripts should have no white space. .~ I'm”snrry we
left so little room for illos this ish. So sue.

Nextish will be a special H.P.Lovecraft ish,and MAY be nut sooner
than quarterly. We have on hand a tape discussien of "The Dunwich
Horror" (movie),and a HPL parndy, and a euija board cemmunication from
"HPL." We'll be seliciting seme pro article,so wish us luck,

On fanfic submissinns tn us, keep it short;check lengths this ish;
Darrell sent a long,long novelette we'll be sending back,which is why
we used Walrus God (Also because it's funny.).Clubfic gets preference,
natch,but we'll keep the stories on hand till we get tired of looking
at them or something better comes in (or the authors ask for them bdack).

Oh, Bill Wallace and I may be starting an HPL apa;if interested,
write us. The HPL specialish may be partly offset.

After the HPL ish, Mathom's editorial staff may grow to several,in
which case yau'll have to endure several editorials; I may be toe busy
to be editer by myself, Special thanks to Ken Donnell who I kept awake
at all hours running off Mathom while his mother was hospitalized and
the laundry was piling up. (Ah, Pumilia, you have no heart!).Thanks t5
eur typists Sue Masters, Doris Moran,Reed and/er Ward Schmidt,Linda
Brevelle,Lauren Hagerty,and me--I'm Joe Pumilia.




REMEMEER WHEN GRASS WAS SOMETHING YOU MOWED INSTEAD OF SHOKED
BY DEAN R. KOONTZ

(Mr, Koontz writes: "I would like to explain this Thing I have
sent you is the first chapter of a non-fiction booke. It deals

with the experiences of a late-comer to the hip world--me.e..

There are many things laughable about hip society -- especially
when you can look upon it with the coolness of 24 and a half years
and do not leap into the whole hairy thing right out of high school,
I will be interested in reader reaction.” Mr., Koontz's address

is 4181 E. King George Dr., Harrisburg, Penn. 17109),
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"Ihen I see a guy with long hair and a beard,
wearing boots and a battered army jacket,
I really get turned onl¥
e+ +Betsy Ross (or Dolly Madison;
they were both swingers)

When I look at you on this Graduation dav, at your
Beatle hair, your Digrer Free Store clothes, your
scphisticated bearing, your knowing comriand of
yourself, I can't help but remember the first day of
your sophonore ¥ ar when...

seeyou wore white sweatsocks to dinner.
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It was a Monday morning, when I decided to becx me a wild-eyed
apemans,

It had been one of those weekends when even the Ed Sullivan show
would have livened things up considerably, There had been a moment
o' cataclysm early Saturday mornin; when the cat -- supposedly house-
broken and fiendishly clever enough to keep us fooled for some two
Jears -- pissed on the livingroom carpet. There followed a turmltuqus
hour of cleaningz the acrilyic with three different varieties of
Soap while spewin; a string of curses and threats at the cat who did
not seem convinced we would immediately dismember it and put it at
the mercy of a hundred crazed robins, After that, I can only re--
member scattered moments of the weekend: trying to get a piece
of burnt toast out of the toaster with a knife and nearly electro-
cuting myself; dropping marmalade down my bare chest at Sunday
breakfast -- things like that. A distinct case of the blahs.

Ferhaps 1t was a reaction to this blandness that gripez d me
Monday morning when I went into the bathroom and looked at my face
in the mirror. It locked back at me, but that wss not what caught
my fancy., What caught my fancy was my beard which I had no shaved
since Thursday morninge Iy whiskers ( I feel 1like Gtabby FEaves when
I use that word, but what other good descriptive word is there?)
have always been heavy, since I was sixteen. "hey lie beneath the
surface of my skin, waiting to catch me unawares., Then they thrust
up madly, wildly, and take over my face where I used to have skin,
This morning, it was worse than usual, for thev had been given three
and a half days in which to explode from their pores. If Saltzman or
Preminger or -- better yet -- Levine had been around looking for ég



soueone to portray Ghenghis Khnan or a freaked-out wino from the
Bast Village, I would hsve been a natural for the part. Yet,

I liked it. There was character in this hairyness where none
had existed before--or where none had existed to the eve before;
I don't want to put myself down too badly. .

Then, as if half a gram of hashish had just passed in and out
of my lungs, 1 had an extrapolatlve vision of my eventual appearance
if T should put my Norelco in mothballs and thumb my nose at the
barber for a few months. I have long had an inclination toward
long hair. FPerhaps it is pabriotic--stop and consider the signers
of the Declaration of Independence whose hair was shoulder-length
~-~-or e;omania. And maybe Patriotism is a form of egomania, extending
our self-love tc encompass the sprawling, dirty, massive, growling,
ulcer-ridden country in which we live. I stood there digpging my
vision of the new me, knowings that at any moment I would have to
squeeze out the “leam and break the magic of the moment with
a follow-up gargle of that hideous tastinr- red stuif thev call
mouthwash and bottle in jugs for ninety-nine cents. Put better
to suffer the alcoholic stins of the breath freshner than to be
pulled aside by the Katy Winters of the tongue and gum set and
get the word about ycur anti-social odors.

The lure of a hirsute appearance was even stronger than it
should be in the healthy young imerican male, for I had spent so
many years conformin;, to what everyone thought I was sunposed to
look like. I had Q,raduated from college when the hip movement
was just beginnin:, tc gain momentuin, bwrly I'eatle-lenzth hair
was pro;ressive then. Dig out one of vour first albums and
look at John. Or Paul. Or George.or Rinro for that mtter.
Today, they could pass for YAFers on a Barry Goldwater Campaign
Picnic. After college, I had taught high school for three years
--one under the poverty program in Anpﬂlacnlaumwhere the more en-
lightened views of a liberal society are held to he subversive,
obscene, or are ignored altogether. A school board's idea of a
socially acceptable hclrstvle is something between Yul Rrenner
and Oral Roberts. 1o Hustacne, no beard, no sideburns In fact,
if you can afford to undergo 0lectﬂolysw to have each and cvery
hair exorcised permenently from vour bodv, thev immediatelv vote
you a merit raise equal to an annual increment. And nut your name on
a brass plate in the entrance foyer.

By the time I had spat out the vile red fluid thet had eaten
away a dangerous percentage of the mucous membrane lining my mouth,
I had made up my mind. I would let my hair grow, trv a beard and
mustache., I had quit teaching a few months earlier. I was writing
paperback escape novels to supvort ue now, and there was no boss
or board to pass judgment on the way I looked.

I made the amnouncement at the breakfast table with all the
flourishes attendent a major speech. Gerda reacted as I knew
she would., I could tell her that I was goin. to give up writing
and start trying to make a liviny as a freslance peace nicker, and
she would nod and amile and say Uo ahead dear, that's fine, I'm
sure you'll click with it. She didn't care at all about my pro-
posed change of appearance. Ye had been in the hip movement for
four years. If I wanted to start lookinz like the apeman I was,
that did not m tter to her any more than the o ntents of the
latest CGood Housekeepinge. Which is to say not at all.
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Apeman, 1 rust admit, is not my ovm pejorative term for
"long-haired" or "freak" or ‘'hipuie". It sprang from the
fertile mind of my Aunt Bertha whose entire life has amounted
to a put down of everyone she comes into centact with. Perhaps that
Statement is too severe. I should modify it by saving thet I have
never heard aunt Bertha say anything nasty about Herbert Hoover,
Boris Karloff, one-eyed sailors, one-lesged mailmen, dogs, lizards,
or asthmatic popinjays. DELut then neither have I ever heard
Herbert Hoover, Boris Karloff, one-eved sailors, one-lepged
mailmen, dozs, lizards, or asthmatic popinjavs sey anything
nasty about Aunt Bertha. Could be that they have an agreement
between them regarding character assassination.,

"Apemen, apemen," Aunt Bertha said once when she picked up
a copy of Life magazine at my mother's house and saw an article
about the people in Frisco when everyone was tripping into
Haight-ishbury. 'They don't wash. They act like animals.
Apemen, apemenid’ i

If you would like to hear more of these country witticism,s
would like to kmow more of what Aun® Bertha said, clutching the
slick pages of Life in her thick hands, just re-read that
paragraph ten times. Hverything she said for the next hour
is all there. The more I think about it, the less able I am
to understand why Herbert Hoover, Boris Karloff, one-eyed
sailors, one-lered meilmen, dogis, lizards, and asthmatic
popinjays would bother to male a truce with Aunt Eertha. A ny
one of them would be much more fluent and tellin~ in their
language than she,

I thought of Aunt Bertha that Monday morning, and I felt
a chill in my spine and a moment of what was oddly like post-coital
depression. Then I decided that the Aunt Bertha's of this world
mist surely be in a minority and ceased to have any doubts about
the wisdom of becoming an apeman in /imerica where we are the
land of the free, the home of the brave, the livingroom of the
individvalists, the clcset of the rusged man, and the toilet of
the wizards, ‘The national catch-phrase was "Do your thing!!, X
and who would ever think a national catch-phrase could really be
a phony frcnteeces :







decimal place, Showing just the right amount of sincerity, humor and profundity
he said, "Yes, I do," and exited stage right,

Beaming with self-satisfaction, he hailed a taxi or would have if it had
been necessary, The cabby had learned of Alfred!'s Thursday night habit eight
and a half years ago and was always waiting for him at precisely ten fifteen
P.iise on every other Thursday night,

They drove to the same Italian food restaurant as on every other such
occasion for the past octave plus years without as much as saying a word.
Alfred had become so used to the ritual that he didn!t notice that he never
had to tell the driver where to go or that it was the same cabby. He was always
too deep in thought for that, i

lle sat at the corner table just as he had done every other Thursday night
for the past eight and a half years at ten thirty-five P.ils

The waitress brought the small piece of cheesecake and a cup of coffee
at ten thirty-eight just as always and Alfred propped a small paperback book
against the ashtray as he always did,

This month the science fiction magazine was reviewing another of those
the-night~the~bomb-was~dropped books and as always it was conpared not too
favorably to the "4, masterpiece of the big bomb novels by Alfred J. Lawrence:
The Holocaust trilogy.!

The review was very kind, especially to Alfred's books if not to the
author of the book currently being reviewed.

"eee characters well developed but not as in The Holocaust trilogy by
Lawrence."

As much as he dearly loved the cheese cake he couldn!t have noticed if
it were sponge rubber, for his reading fed a greater need.

"In all, a good book of foreboding about the possibility of a nueclear war
but not nearly the chilling suspense--~in short, not in the same league--as
the trilogy by Lawrence which threw a fright into the whole world though
regretfully for too short a time., But this isn't a fair comparison since
I don't think that any author will ever treat the subject as did Alfred J,.
Lawrence, "

He pocketed the book and finished the last of the second cup of coffee
not even noticing the doldness of the brew. He had warmth enough reflecting
from the extraordinary pleasures of the evening. TFirst, the beautiful exit
at Norton's house and now this marvelous review,

He glanced over the people as they talked and ate in the full but not
crowded restaurant. These were the people who had made his trilogy so famous,.
They and the people like them,. They had read his books when the whole country
was talking about the Holocaust trilogye. For months it was impossible to
finish swallowing a bite of cheesecake or a sip of coffee without signing an
autograph or listening to some underdressed matron exclaim about how many
sleepless nights the books had caused ner,

It had provided for several interesting affairs, Not all of the women
who recognized him .and approached his table to compliment him about his books
were gushy society grand dames. Some of them were nuch, much better than the
cheesecake. !le came more often in those days,

Now and then an observant berson would still recognize him at his corner
table and ask for an autograph, but this time he was able to finish without
any sort of interruption,

As always before, he laid the three crisp one dollar bills on the %table
end turned to walk out the long way when he noticed the murmur among the patrons
had suddenly silenced. The innocuous Piped-in cocktail music ceased and in
its place an announcer's voice.

"eso President of the United States."

"y beloved fellow countrymen, in a few minutes the first nuclear bombs .
will begin exploding in cities through our beautiful land.

"I want you to know that we will strike back with all our might and t;7




deliver to the enemy the most powerfulsses!

There was a period of silence as the President'!s voice suddenly disappeared
from the radio and an announcer apparently in another part of the country began
talking, :

"I'm sorry ladies and gentlemen but we've lost our signal from Washingtone
It seems as if that city has received the first hit. Please stand by."

Several women fainted, but mostly the people just began mumbling quietly
in urgent tones, too stunned to do anything else.

"My God," exclaimed Alfred settling into his chair.

"This is really too much for one evening. TFirst the perfect exit with
the group, then this excellent book review and now this episode straight from
book one, chapter one, page one of The Holocaust,

"Itls really too muchi"

The reports came in rapidly at first and then sporatically as the county-
wide communications network became chaos,.

After twenty minutes the reports ceased entirely but not before it was
told that at least eighteen bombs had already exploded in twelve major cities
with the promise of more on the way,

The radio gave out only static, and the crowd began to get panicy. Alfred
stepped up onto his chair, and the people began to quieten as one by one they
noticed hime He cleared his throat and packed his pipe in a confident and
reassuring mannere. All eyes were turned to hime.

He 1it his pipe, took one puff to start it smoking, extracted it from
his mouth and began his address.

"My friends, my name is Alfred J. Lawrence, the writer. Yes, I'm the
same Alfred J. Lawrence, who. wrote the well-known Holocaust trilogy, which
most of you have probably reads

"T have but one thing to say."

It was Alfred!s extra good fortune that as he prepared to speak a vehicle
descended through the outer reaches of the atmosphere.bearing a nuclear
warhead. It was destined that his next speech would be his laste As soon
as his words were understood by all, Alfred, the patrons, and the restaurant
became what was later to be called ground zero. Though it was hard on his
audience for Alfred it was perfect timing. With his last speech he acheived
that ultimate pleasure, which to the frustration of his friends he had refused
to name,

He took one more puff on his briar pipe and milked the moment for all
it was worthe He c¢leared his throat and shouted for the first time in his
adult life., Soiz',f{}
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(:fuhbﬁb‘—*) I TE LAIRX OF TiE WALRUS ~0D

A Round Robin{?) Started by Garrell Schweitze

ielpd telpl" screared Ur. Zxyiptyl over tiie scraping and slasaing
sounds,

T he cries uriftad out into tie parxiag lot of Saithy Swith 2
Smytine Laboratories vitere assistant Joe iain nes and 1S Friend Irving
were standing taliking about the weather in Croatra.

"Sounds lilke trouble. Wefd hetter go sse wiat tie old aan is up-
tigat about,' Joz saides Calinly, they strolled into the huilding and up
to the tuird Tloor whera tihe Joctor's lab wase Tile place vias a mess
whien tu\y ot there, The floor was littered with fragaents of glass from
broiien testtuses, tables were overturned and tie window was broiken. At
rirst they thought that nothing was aniss because they knew Dre Zxyiptyl
to be a rataer untidy persons Tinen tihey naticed nuge puddles of hlood
all over the floor and a still form in a stained lab coat lying in the
micule,

"Oh my God" Irving exclai sed. '"iels been murderadl idusta been

spies after his szcret space drive, tiiat evaryone knous he was woriking on,'

“Look at thisi"

Wihat "

"This, cumyl" Joe shouted irataly as ..c indicated two huge and
rather gross looiing holes in the corpsa's ciiest, “'They must've stabbed
him with sowtiing huges 3ut what? And it is still very fresh...The
killers aust still he in the buildingl They couldn't have gotten out so
gquicilye"

MLook what I foundld" Irving saic vhile waving a piece of paper in
his friend's face., 'It's a cdiagras froa the Doc's Hlansy They austtve
droppec ite It looks very important to :.ne.'

"Yes, and very complexe I doubt they can get very Far without ite
They'l1 be back for it, I'm sure,"

"Gooul Then we can sct a tran For thea,"

"I thought We decided they were still in the Luilding and---"

Suddenly the door to the men's rooa across the nall “urst open and
out rusied a ratier large walrus with blood stained tusks and a paciat
under one Flipper, sliding cown the iall on :is soap sn:ared belly.

"Therels the sulpritd ' Joe shouted, pointing, "After oi:ad"

They bhoth ‘rain out into thie corridor ".wut slipped cin the soap, thus
allowing the walrus to aaiie it to tie clevator unapprenenucis vy the
tine they got outside, he was driving of ¥ it a “lue Volitswagens Tiey
hopped iato Joels car antd sped of7 in pursuit,

They lost fii 4 in the fantasticly complex maze of side streets that
occupied that segtion of town,

Hoh daand e lost iimy' Joe mumbled in <isgust.

"I know wiiat to uol', Irving piped up cheerfullys "I¥11 ask that
cop over tnere, ey OFfficerl Did you see & walrus witin bloody teeth
drive by in a lue Volkswagen?

1o, but I Jdid seez on=2 in a green mustange Get out of tiae car you
two. (ot any l,ooze in there? Let % sall your breati,'

~ Sucdenly there was a roar of an engine and a screech of tires,
They all whirled arotind just in tiae to sce their guarry vanish down a
dar!: lanc .

”Tu'rb e goesl See ya later, Officer," Joc staanerced,

"lait a ainute "uddyl You ain't goin' nowhere., 1 can't let nuts
like you drive around loose, You're coaing down to the station with aeM

"3ut officer! The walrus is escaping with the secret plans to Dre
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by schweitzer
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THE DAY AND THE HOUR
by Charles D. Booth

Only the moonlight painted the naked parts of our bodies as we locked in embrace.
The red clay mixed with patches of sand to form the trunk of the huge concave cliffs
which guarded our solitude. But even as it protectivly shadowed our love, it was
being relentlessly torn away by the jaws of the sea., For Love dissolved us in the
eternal now, end the heavens blanketed us.

My eyes shifted from the longing face neft to me to regain their sense of proportion
and beauty in the abyss above. If anything elevates man to his sense of infinity ¢4
and wonder it is the universe. The mind fruitlessly reaches out to those luminous
particles for answers to unknown questions and bolts back to its recluse, trembling
at its daring. It was such a time as this when my mind was probing the galaxies 1.~
that the phenomonon occured.

It was extraordinary....and quick. My mind reverberated with color and mixed emo-
tions long afterwards, keeping its phantom image dancing before my eyes. At first I
experienced that knowing-surprize one feels when one sees a shooting star; I quickly
pointed to it so that it could be shared. However, the star did not disinte.*ate
but moved steadily across the outer surface of our eyes. Not knowing a thing about
space or astronomy we soon jumped to the idea that it was a weather sattelite slow-
ly making its monotonous rounds. All of this must have absorbed a span of eight or
ten seconds when suddenly it burst withra split second bead of light giving the tiny
sphere crisp bright fingers that curved symmetrically about it. It was much like
the common experience of driving a dark curving road and following a.timy set of
headlights as they round the bend only to explode starlike in your face. It was
gone as fast as it came. We stared hypnotically into the empty hole when it popped
again and gave birth to an even greater spiral, It was intense but infintessimal.

I suddenly had the feeling of a shepherd laboriously following the mythical star of
Bethlehem. What sort of sign could this be? It was fascinating but frightening as
it nestled in the heavens growing in brightness; but darkness overcame the light---
a common occurrence-in nature and religion. Was this meteor or machine?

Bursting with fear and wonder we could stand the solitude no longer. 'Man is a so-
cial being" "No man is an island", and "society is security" were all sayings that
vere as deeply embedded within us as our own names, and reflexively captured our '3
minds with no resistence. Within the second we were surrounded by throngs of brigh-
tly dressed people, music and buildings. Everyone wore a smile as familiar faces
bobbed here and there in the park. It was a holiday and everyone was out having fun
and trying their skills at merriment; it was a rule now. Were we the ohly witnesses
to the night's spectacle ? My love had become a distant face in an impending crowd
and I felt hollow., It is the most ungodly feeling to try and express something you
know or have seen to another who has no concept of such a thing. It reminded me of
old Pro. Greeden making us go through mental gymnastics trying to describe a laven-
der and rose dress to a blind woman, in sophomore descriptive writing. I looked
questioningly into the crowd for some sign of amazement but instantly I knew that
no-one else knew.

My hushpuppies, with their glassy looking toes showing their age, occupied my whole
field of vision, but I was looking beyond them into the chasm of deep thought.
These events had sparked the age-0ld question, 'What is man'? My mind laboriously
rewound its mental tape and prepared to scan the mystery of existence once again,
hoping to find new insights and clues. God--universe--stars--earth--man were the
familiar outline of pursuit. Could that light have been the birth or death of a
planet, star or galaxy? It was fascinating to think of this enormity just popping



in and out of existence. But, if it did, how much more rapidly does man span his
corporeal life? He enters and leaves through no power of his own. Could that dis-
tant light have been the door of heaven opening and closing, giving death a free
reign? I began to shudder as my thoughts were racing ahead of me intuitively under-
standing things that did not even consciously exist. I remembered the dread images
painted in Revelation "There was a violent earthquake, and the sun became black,
like coarse black cloth, and the moon turned completely red, like blood; the stars
fell out of the sky to earth, like unripe figs falling from the tree when a strong
wind shakes it. The sky dissappeared, like a scroll being rolled up, and every
mountain and island was moved from its place."

My thoughts became clouded and distracted as I felt a distant pain. It was a numb
sensation and I was unable to locate the origin. The Bible with its prophecies of
death and the end of the world were riddling me. I was afraid. The pain was get-
ting more intense and I slowly begain to come out of my intellectual coma only to
feel the hot gritty cement biting into my cheek. I was lying in the street with
blood dribbling down my chin. People were running, screaming, looking like distor-

" ted giants as they stepped on and over me. I quickly rolled to the side seeking
protection and support from the fountain rail. Speakers were garbling indistinctly
at high volume and with a tone of urgency. Then every fiber of my body knew what my
ears couldn't hear... it was the end of the world, it had to be.

Why did that door have to open now? I had never really searched for the true values
in life, but now they were dear to me. "Where are they?" was a question not to be
found in this confusion. I began to laugh aloud as the whole world around me crawl-
ed like a disturbed ant hill. Everybody running frantically; some trying to hide,
some to fight back at destiny, some crazed with fear, and others who just didn't
know why. As I laughed I could see the "HA Ki‘s" printed in space above me,as if I
were a comic book character. Oh Christ, I'm a Catholic! What am I gonna do now?

My mind sobered up and twirled the litter barrel of past sins in front of my abused
conscience which in turn cried for a Priest, I've gotta find a priest or I'll burn
in hell! I had to rebuke myself for this line of thinking because I'd never be for-
given just because I don't want to go to hell. I really am sorry God, really I am.
Now I knew what it felt like to be the only guy on the block with money. I remem-
bered how Sister Marian told us how badly it stunk in Hell and all‘'of those scalely
creatures down there. I couldn't have been that bad to deserve that, could I Lord?
Salvation! A Church right in front of me. I rushed in but it was empty. Why can't
these fools see that this is the only place to be? Everything was so quiet and nor-
mal ‘that it seemed like Tuesday afternoon instead of Doomsday. I ran through the
back door and was inside of a house where a little old man was stooping over tying
his shoe. He was Just in a T-shirt with suspenders holding up a pair of old black
pants, but I knew he was a priest.

"Father, can I please go to confession now?" I bPleaded, out of breath. Still tying
his shoe he looked up and told me that it would be only 15 minutes before he held
confessions in the main body of the church. "But Father we may not have time,
therelll sbe a thousand people out there by then. Please!"

"OK my son just kneel down there and begin"

"Bless me Father..." and I can't remember what all I told him but it was a thouough
purging! because I was scared. For my absolution he drug out an old "Jack and J#11"
magazing and fingsred through cartoons,drawing wise and diverse meanings from' them

that were supposed to make me see things more clearly and help me 12ad a more child-
like life for the remaining minutes. When he finished I profoundly thanked him and
told him I'd look him up in heaven tomorrow. As I walked towards the door I realiz-
ed how stupid that last remark was. The old priest would probably be too busy tal-
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SPACE Il THE SEVLENTIES

by
Joseph Green

TODAY .
(Floridals Space~Agze Newspaper)

"TOP SECRET REPORT URGES LANDING ON MARS BY 1982¢

*The Kennedy space area paper is very space-orientede At the top right
appearss &
Next Space Shot

A British Skynet com-
munications satellite
will be launched on a
Delta rocket Septe 244

Today?!s Weather

Partly cloudy with
scattered showerseee

But that's enoughs The next space shot is as regular as the weather, and
appears above it, The headlined articles was a fair sumning up of coming
space program hardware, with only one major surprised included, The large
programs already planned once this hardware becomes available would fill a
very thick booke A large telescope in orbit, a zero=-G manufacturing facility,
and the first small moonbase are three zood examplese All of these and more
are dependent on NASA coming up with a wuch cheaper space transportation
system, one that will not require such enormous sums of money for each tripe
Such a system, not surprisingly called the STS (Space Transportation System)
is now in the workse All future utilization programs will be designed around
the capabilities of the four basic hardware items that form the STS, They
are (1) a nuclear-powered rocket capable of talding men to lMars and baclk, or
providing shuttle service between Earth orbit and moon orbit, (2) a space
shuttle operating on a regular schedule between the ground and an Earth-
orbiting space station, (3) a permancent space station with a minimum Ge-pman
capacity and a potential to go far higher, and (4) a space tug to operate
between lunar orbit and the moon's surfacee All four items will be designed
for reusability and long lifea

(1) NUCLEAR ROCKET: The NERVA (lNuclear Engine for Rocket Vehicle
Applications) has been in development for several years but has yet to fly in
spaces This engine does not utilize nuclear fission or fusion energy as a
direct source of propulsions The present NERVA consists of a 75,000 1b,
thrust rocket that operates by heating hydrogen in the core of a very powerful
small reactor and exhausting it through a rocket nozzle, Used this way the
hydrosen becomes a monopropellant, eliminating the need for an oxidizer.

Nuclear propulsion is regarded by most experts as virtually essential for
a continuing space programe Dr, Payne was quoted as saying, "I wouldn't
attenpt a Mars expedition until we have a fully proved-out nuclear capability.
It could be done, but it wouldn'®t be worth ite"

(2) SPACE SHUTTLE: Reusable space sauttles with the capability of
taking off like a rocket and landing like an airplane have been needed for
some time. Several configurations are under study at present, including a
delta-shaped spacecraft inside a huge but cheap V-shaped fuel tank which
would be discarded as the vehicle neared orbital speeds, The most likely
configuration is a two-stage craft looking much like a giant 747 with a 707
riding on its baclk. The larger stage would boost the vehicle above the lower
atuosphere by rocketpower, then disengage and start two ramjet engines to



fly back to Earth for a conventional landinge The second stage would use
its rockets to attain orbit, complete its mission, fire the rockets again
for re-entry, and shed its orbital speed by atumospheric friction (needless
to sya it will have excellent heat shielding!)e It too has ramjet engines
for a conventional landinge
The HL=10 Lifting Body is leading the way in configuration development,
It has already completed an extensive drop-and-glide program, and in 1969
flew for the first time under its own rocket power, exceeding the speed of sound,

(3) SPACE STATION:, The newspaper article deals with a space station
planned for the mid-seventies or later, one which would start with a six-nman
capacity and gradually expande But a type of space station is already under
constructions NASA calls it "Skylab," apparently because it will have a life
expectancy of only 16 to 18 months and they are saving the designation !"space
station" for the larger semi-permanent version. Skylab will include two new
major items of hardware-=-a Multiple Docking Adapter (IIDA) and an Airlock
Module (Ai)-~ and a major scientific payload, the Apollo Telescope lMount (ATIH).
The ATl is an extremely couplex series of telescopes, all designed for an
intensive and extensive study of our sune

Skylab underwent a major shakeup last year when a decision was made to
change its launch vehicle from the Satura 1B to the larger Saturn Ve The
three astronauts! living and working space will be in the MDA, AM, and .the
interior of the hydrogen tank on the SIVD ( the thifd stage on the giant
Saturn V vehicle and the second on the two-stage Saturn 1B), The original
rlan called for launching Skylab via the Saturn 1B vehicle, which would re-
qQuire burning the engines of the S~IVB to achieve orbit, Under the new plan-
ning the S~IVD3 will be launched "dry"~-no fuel or oxicizer~~by burning just
the first two stages of the Saturn V. This change will delay the original
1971 launch date into the second half of 1972, but will mean a larger payload
capacity and less work in space for the astronauts. Under the "wet" S-IVD
plan they would have to exhaust all propzllants to space and perform a major
equipnent assembly job in the hydrogen tailke. :

(4) SPACE TUG: The fourth inajor itenr is the surprise mentioned earliers
Little is known about this vehicle at’ prceent, except that it is designed to
operate between lunar orbit and the moon’'s surface. And obviously it could
easily be modified to serve a similar function for Mars, and this has indeed
been officially mentioned, :

The Tug will operate only from lunar orbit to surface and back because
there will be a space station in orbit around the moon by 1980, The one designed
for Earth will be constructed of individual nodules, each a complete station
within itselfs One of these will be transported to the moon and place in orbit.

There are many other programs of major interest on the horizone. In 1971
NASA will attempt to place two Mariner spacecraft in orbit around liars., 1In
1975 the Viking program (which replaced the more elaborate and expensive Voyager)
will place two two=part vehicles in lMartian orbite A lander will detach from
eaci and descend to the surface to search for life., HASA will also launch a
TV-equipped ilariner flyby around Venus in 1973, which will g0 on to Mercurye.
Hopefully, we will get our first close~up look at the real Twilight Zonea In
1975 we will launch our first Jupiter probe, which will perform a flyby and then
move on out of the solar systém, giving us our first look at deep space if the
spacecraft functions that longs, In 1977 a probe will whip around Jupiter,
fly on to Saturn and repeat, and use the speed gained from beth planets to fly
to Plutos If this vehicle performs as programmed we will, in the 1980t!s, reach
the known end of our solar system. As always, instruments will precede the
mansesbut let!s hope he follows closely behind!

As for the more distant futuressethere is a facilities development plan
at the Kennedy Space Center which shows a tremendous hotel in front, with
cquipment such as low=-G simulators, exercisers, centrifuges, etc,, all de-
signed to prepare passengers for spaceflight. This is intended for scientists,

not touristses.ebut the day will come when you too may apply for tickets!
P—
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SCIENCE FACT
The Family Likeness
by Joe Allred

I was reading an anecdotal column in the local paper which posed the question,
"Which is the closer relation, father-son or brother-brother?" Now I't not a ped-
ant where such things are concerned snd had the answer cited heraldic traditien or
law as the authority I would have passed over it but the answer given was said to be
the BIOLOGICAL answer. "The brothers are closer related," it said, "because they
are 'full blooded' while the parent-child relationship is 'half blooded'". That was
more than I could take as a graduate student, ersatz sciemtist, in the molecular ge-
neties end of biophysicB. So, I've used this article as am exenge to write a bio-
logicad answer; forthwith.

A vorking definition of the nearness of relation in biologieal terms jis the
greater the npumber of genes from a common aneestor, the closer the relatisa. By
this, the closest possible bilelogical relation is identiecal twins since eaeh has all
of the same genes as the other due to an accident occuring soen afser eonception.

A huwman is made of cells, about 100 trillion of them. FEach -eell at one time or
another containg forty-six chromosomes, twenty-three separate pairs, where one mem-
ber of eaesh pair has come from each narent. These chromosomes eontain the genes
whieh are primarily mede of a chemieal called DNA, a long stringy molecule wound up
in the chromosomes. (The standard amalogy is of a long string of beads, the beads
being the genetic informatisn of the DiA.) Each human cell is only about & micron
er so in diameter (ten to twenty thousand side by side would be an inch) yet in the
- forty-gix chromosomes of each cell there is about eight feet of DNA, if it were
stretehed out in a line. If.all of the DNA in a human being were stretched out in a
single line it would be 2xlO L1, © . ' ailes long. More than
1/3 light yeexr ! Now that we've establlshed some perspective let's return to the
problem,

Dad and Mom each contribute twenty-three chromosomes, one from each of their
pairs, so a child had half of its heriditary material from the father and the other
half from the mother. (The expression half of full blooded has no meaning since
it's genes not blood which are the stuff of heridity. Indeed, the type other char-
acteristics of the blood are determined by the genes.) The point is that there is a
one-half chance that any particular chromosome will be given to a child and this
applies to each of the forty-six chromosomes.

Now suppose that one child is born and we wish to know the probability that
another child will be born with all of the same genes as the first. This is equiv-
alent to flipping a coin . fArty-six times and then asking what is the probability
that ° osame sequence of heads and tails will occur if the coin is flipped forty-
six more times. This comes out to be once in 27° (two to the forty-sixth power) or
once in 130,845,488,355,328 times an-‘event so improbable that it is unlikely to
have happened even once im the entire history of the human species!

It is just as unlikely that two children of the same parents will have no
chromosomes in common 8o that the most probable and therefore the most usual case
lies in between. On the average two children will have about half of their chromo-
somes in common with each other, regardless of whebher it is two boys, two girls, or
a boy and a girl.

Sinco each child always gets half of his chromosomes from each parent then on
the average a child is as closely related in a biological genetic sense to a parent
as to a fellow olblinge .

New that the question is settled I would like to point out one more thought.
Suppose, as unlikely as it is, that a child were born with all of the same genes as
a child already born. If their prenatal environments were similar then they would
be as idemtical as identical twins but could be widely separated iu age. This may



not appear to be profound but knowing the mi)}ups which happen with twins imagine the
confusion of two otherwise identical people of widely different ages. It could be
confounding to an insurance company trying to insure one of their lives.

L . _': / l-r’
~ 4And now, rcady or not, Sciencq/Column Nunbtr 3,whieh
.) is to say, morc weeds of wicdomffrom thc fertile mind

OU of Dr. Z::-,rg! S e—an =

ey — A il
] Jr-v—' f }:; P "

ASK DR. ZARG....‘O.I....I.I.l‘..‘!I".;.‘i...l-.ltﬁﬂll..'.ﬂﬁ.ﬂlby Drlﬁ'{:a.,rg Jjj

Q. Dear Dr Zcorg, there is a thing in my cellar. It is gctting to
be very annoying,all: that scratching and growling. To top it ail
off, thc heighbors arc complsining about lost pets.e I think it zcts
out at dight, What chould I d0? I'm afrzid it might get inic

the houscs --- Worricd. . v R :

A, Dcar Worried, obviously your thing is” psychosomatic and will
ccase to bc a problem once you obtain compétent helpe I recommend
Dr.dckyll, who is a specialist and has o decep undcrstanding of
problcms likc yours. ! L »

: ’ ****'

Q. derc dr zardb nobody loves me and all thc other kids say arrrch
when i crawl in and they c211 mc names Likc horridiblce sickening
unholy ficnd how can i male thcm like me they wont play with mc
wvhats a few tenticles among fricmbs?---sad

A, Dcar Sad, arc you surc nothing can be déne to makc yourself
attractive? Do ygu hawc BO or halitosis? Do you do anything for
your acne? Are ‘your clothes clean. and ncat? Perhaps your friends
lack the tact to till you that you should takc a bath. Try the
abovy suggentioris and léet me know how it works out.

¢ XX¥X . : ¢
Q. Why docs NASA continuc to launch ships to the moon when they
know it is futile?---Mike Farkash

IS

A, Actually there is a feasible method nf
noon trovel, but NASA has refused to try it.
A giant hollew shell could be sho t out of an
enoemous cannon with: astronauts inside. The
ghell,hitting the moon, weuld imbed its2lf
i the lunar surface, Te return to earth,
tne men simply dig the capsule out of the
wen and fall back to earth. The only
inconvenience is standing around upside

dnwn while on the moon; for this reason I
suggest that the first manned lunar mission
nuve a Chinese or Australian crew.

M2 Dear Idiot, when will you be home for
lirmer?
A Coming, dear.

(o
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lMore Parables from the Weird World of RAKI . ° o

Shouting Down Garbagecans

On one of my recent strolls down ilain Street, Minot, Ne Dakota, I chanced
upon a garbagecan bearing the inscription, "Keep ilinot Clean",

Imnediately the normally dormant portion of ny rnind which concocts fiendish
schenes came to life, What an opportunity! I had found a wvay to repay the
granny ladies for their attack in thg-theaten-tﬁe weelk before (Magical Mystery
Popcorn Highe=! #1), '

The next day, as people were coming out of their little business ghettos to
inhale their lunch, Tom Goyett and I Yook our positions at the first rarbagecans
on opposite ends of the main street, \ .

""George, are you in there George?" I queried Plantively into the garbagecan.
(About this time Tom began his trip toward me doinsg the same hing,.)

Soon, all the astonished citizens about us could hear, was the phrase, "George,
are you in there?" echoed from each and every garbagecan in the citye All
night have been well had it not been for the city police,

"Whatchadoin! ,sonny?" I understand that the current terininology for the

police is "Pig", The fellow that greeted my eyes as I emerged from the

garbagecan, nowever, looked more like a fa; warthog than anything else,
' N = ¥

»

"Ahsaidwhatchadoin??" he nervously fingered his veapone N
< - A

"Ah." T replied with all the suaveness and cool at ny commande MAhg"
"You see, it was this way," I continued, "Georse is stuck here in this *
garbagecan onlyeea' b

The warthog put his head down into tihe garbagecan to take a peekeeoIln dfraid
neither of us noticed tne ilinot Dailly News photographer tiYl after the flash.
I departed the scene quiclkly while the warthog atteupted to smash the camera,:

Headlines the next day said:
Jewcomniehippies Place Bombs in Garbagecans Says Officer Frumpe
- 3

s (Minot) Minot Police reported tie existence of a jewcommie-
hippy underground here yesterday after-foilinzg an attempt to place
bombs, code named "George" in various ilinot City sarbagecans,

According to Officer Frumpe, the courageous officer who stopp-
ed the atteupted bombing during the noon- rush hour, the jewcomnie-
hippy. agent wore a  long beard, smelt as if he nad not bathed for
days and was also eating soite of the 'things in the garbagecans,

God fearing city officials have changed the curfew to 8 19565
for class B.and C citizens as it is felt most of. the conspiracy
comes from this group. .

Class A citizen cugpfeus will remain the same,

llayor Bill Glasburger says that drunken indiang, negroes, and
other assorted riffraff will be shot on sight.

: ¥ . .
I'a laying low now, eating popcorn and saving newspapers. Lf anyone asks
they can find me hiding in the naildrep on 4th and laine

iy

raki



FPirst it was Frankenstein meets the wolfman, then it was Abbot and
Costellc meet the Mummy, now...hold ente your hats fOreseeececsecsas

This is a transcript of a debate between the two self-acclaimed
mental giants ef the Great Southwest, the wry and eccentric Dr.Zarg,
and the megasardonic misanthrape dugo Greenback. Sponsered by the
Houston Asteroid Naming and Drinking Seciety (HANDS), the topic of
the debate was "Is the Earth Flat, or What?"

-——— Jr. Zarg waa for flatness. He
. ‘QDUMBKJW' ‘mentiened something about
WN\~—j .~ "Geoplatolegy," so I npened the _
’,j\ debate cn this point. (CKEEP'
e PUMILIA: Suppose we begin with - Q_//

you, Dr.Zarg. Exactly what is
geoplatology?

ZARG: I should think yeu'd be
smart enough to figure that

out for yourself,dummy. Platy
means flat. Platy—-plat—-flat. 3
\rumiiotiee Stle similarity in sounds? G NBACK
PSS GREENBACK: Platy is derived from =

the Greek roet platys, meaning bread or flat. As in platypus.

ZARG: (Cupping ear) Did he say I had a bread in my flat? Is he

trying te cenfuse my issue?

PUMILIA: No, I--

ZARG: Keep your puss out of this, Greenback. Platy means flat. As

for geelegy, well, everybody knows vhat that is. Therefore,
geoplatelogy is the science of the flat earth. As eppesed to round.
GREENBACK: What about Celumbus?

ZARG: Whe?

GREENBACK: Christefero Colombo. He discovered America.

ZARG: When did this happen?

PUMILIA: 1492,

GREENBACK: What about Magellan? .

ZARG:Wait a minute! One name at a time. Who was this--this Magellan?
PUMILIA: He sailed araund the werld.

GREENBACK: His fleet sailed areund the world., iHde was killed.

PUMILIA: Oh, that's right. Serry, Hugo. T

GREENBACK: Call:me Mr, Greenback. 483
ZARG: Are you sure about this? <:LA
PUMILIA: Yes. Let's see, how dnes it go? In fifteen hundred and <
eleven, Magellan sailed the oceans seven? Or oceans blue. But that
would make it 1502, wouldn't it? ,
ZARG: I've never heard about this Magellan person, Anyhow 1t' _ )/é;'
impossible to sail araund the world., You'd fall off..g c ey WG
GREENBACK: What about Sir Isaac Newton? - ]
ZARG: Science fictinn writers don't count.
GREENBACK: Would yeu care to step Autside?
PUMILIA: Careful, Dr. Zarg. He knows karate,
ZARG: Oh, so? Well (throwing epen his coat
what de you think that is? &
PUMILIA: A black belt.
GREENBACK: Holding up his pants. :
ZARG: Take back what you said about

G

IR. ZARG.

Magellan! , - N
GREENBACK: (With a sinister grin) Yeu take™ N B : W
it back. L (CONTINUED on page 31)
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THE POLLINATOWS OF EDEN BY—3B1n Boyd, Weybright and Talley,

In a weird tale of intelligent flora, and mankind®s reaction to these endearing
bloomers, John Boyd's talent transcends that of the storyteller, writer, or author.
With his second novel TIE POLLINATORS OF EDEN, Boyd has joined the small, elite
group of Science=Fiction artisans.

Boyd's characterization is beautifully explicit, and functional in helping the
reader recognize and understand the hopes and fears of '"his people’, while never
tending to run off the mouth to the point of bhanalty. '

Unfortunately, the plot carries such impact that it cannot be revvaled in this
review, what can be told, however; is that Boyd establishes a strange unifyiag bond
between mankind and the Flora civilization in the bizarre, shattering climax.

One note of disconcernation: In having just completed his second novel, Boyd
lias already began using a set of stock characters and plottinge These are {A) The
major characters are professional spec¢ialists in some abstract form of science,

(B) One of these characters is emotionally cold, or more specifically, indifferent
to love, beauty, and their cultural heritage, and (C) Each of these frozen types is
persuaded (with, ultimatly, veiled promise of bed) to love beauty, etc. by a free
fcotloose lover~of-lifes o o o naturally this lover-of-life holds membership in the
sex opposite that of the emotionally Frozen One, aiding in the scene containing the
aforementioned "'promise of bed",

But then, this is merely an underlying theme, and I'm confident Jokn Boyd will
correct this annoying trait of plotting in his next novel,

T6 'swum up: With the storytelling skill of Bradbury and Simak, with the bril-
liance of Delany, and the knowledge of "humanness" possessed by Zelazny=--THE POLLIN=
ATORS OF EDEN is woven into one of the most fascinating, beautiful tales produced
within the field of Science-Fiction.

--5teve Parker

DRAGONS, ELVES, AND HEROES, Lin Carter (ed.), Ballatine Adult Fantasy, 95p.

DRAGONS, ELVLES, AID MEROES is an anthology in prose and poetry of heroic tales
and of anclent and not so ancient mythse This collection edited by Lin Carter
attempts to depict the typical adult fantasy which is not widely read or known now,
but was centuries ago., The editor shows the reader the magic of ancient, medieval,
and modern tales of the mystical and super~great,

The collection has nineteen selections, twelve prose ‘and seven poems., Only one
complete work, by Voltaire, exists, with tiie other pieces being ten to fifteen page
excerpts of the best myths, legends, oral poetry, and written fables of many nations.
There are romances, travelogues, fables, and adventure epics; of Roman emperors,
Persian kings, itussian giants, and just regular heroes, with dragon fights and
searches for wisdom thrown in, toos Although today the selections are not well
known in America or written by famed authors, almost every prose piece and three of
the seven poems are of superb qualitys

The collection spans the centuries and the works of many nations: Persia, Fin-
lond, Britain, France, and Denmark to name a few. "Beowulf and Grendel! is inclucd=:i
w.th some very good tales from LE MORTE d'ANTHULR, TIE KIEV CYCLE, the GERTA ROMALG-
M, and the beaufiful rythmic poem "The haievala", to name a few more, Lin Carter
has made a good selection in most cases from each work, except for Spencerfs FAERIT
QUEENE., Almost all of the pieces were bestsellers in their time; some were populauv
“cr centuries, being the national epic of their respective nations. These works
nere the science fiction (and as some people believed, the science fact) of their dey.

The different translators chosen, show the beauty of the works in descriptiva
translations.s The editor leads into each woprk with an interesting historical notes

9.



Every selection is short, easy to read, and interestinge Iach has a different style;
some easy, some cumbersome, Only two drawbacks exist:” in the first three poorly
written poems and two prose pieces, where one lists names, and the other lists cities
with no plot inbetween,

DRAGONS, LLVES, AND HEROES has humor, sadness, suspense, confusion, boreduu,
interest, and adventure. An enthralling collection of adult fantasy in its original,
unchanged form exists to make a wonderful and remembered readinge.

==Ward Schmidt

The first third of this book is the most fascinating look at the UFO or flying
saucer phenomena I've seen in science-fictione It covers much of the same material
as "factual books on the discs, including some of those by the "Blue Book" research-
ers, and provides a wealth of detail about the optical illusions that can be confused
for saucers (even by experienced fliers) and those whiah cannot be explained by swamp
gas or anything else. But the reader sees it all from a tough, hard-nosed reporterts
point of view, and his airline stewardess-girl friend!s. And, since both these
people are interesting in their own rights, so is the information they unwind,

But then the author takes off on a "horrors of nuclear war" tangent and dis-
poses of the saucer mystery in a disappointing waye. The remainder of the book is
about the attempt by those who control the so-called saucers to try and prevent World
War IIT--and the way they do it leaves the reader wondering if the cure is not worse
than the diseases This section also touches on another sf theme, that of the next
step for man up the evolutionary ladder, but this is never developed,

The main shortcoming of the book is a lack of unitye. It could have been a good
exposing-of-the-saucer-mystery story, or even a fair, if not new, description of nu-
clear catastrophes And it does manage to raise a difficult question of ethics~-but
this book also fails to answer it, Still, those who have looked for an intelligent
book on UFOs-~instead of one which uses them only in the first few chapters to estab-
lish the plot, then takes off on some wild space opera--should read this one,

”i::Zj;E£:> %?‘ ~~Paul Dellinger
o ~

([
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SCIENCE FICTION IN THE CINEMA, John Baxter, A,S. Barnes and Co., New York, 1970, ' 740
%2404

There are several attitudes to take towards science fiction as film: The
Gritch: "The only good sf film is no sf film"; The Monster: Only twelve year olds
need apply; The Motion Picture fan: "“The first and last good sf film was METROPOLIS!
and the Steel Eyeball School,

Requirement for members of the Steel Eyeball School are; a long acquaintance
with modern sf; an appreciation for the modern cinema (including hugging copies of
"Cashiers du Cinema","Sight and Sound", and "Fila Quarterly" to your warm body); and
cast iron patience. It means that you have sat many long hours while garbage-encoded
photons from the likes of IFIRE MAIDENS FROM OUTED SPACE, TEENAGERS FROH OUTER SPACL,
or PLAN NINE FROM OUTER SPACE are reflected from the silver screen and flung upon your
poor optic nerves, For if you are like Join Baxter and others of our ilk and you do
not let that steel callous on your aesthetic facilities completely zonk your central
processor, then you will discover a little bit of gold now and then. Thus your hopes
for the good sf film are pushed a little further up that mountain of crap Hollywood
has placed in its pathe.

Joihn Baxter's treatment of sf film history is the best and most complete I have
seen in Lnglish. He has a good eye and sense for what is and is not sf from 1895 to
the present, It is refreshing not to see a rehash of the thirties horror film so
popular with many film historians. And, too, Baxter is an insider, both fan and pro,
which gives him a refined perception for sf.

A O



The whole book is chuck-full of nice little tidbits, such as that therec were
two endings for 1984, although I have never seen a US brint with the bitter-sweet
alternative to the usual Orwell ending that we sees There is the dasteredly deed
committed by AT in swiping Yard ioore's Lot and Lotls daughter in making PANIC IN THE
YEAT ZERO, (The only big mistake I noted was that on page 172 Baxter confuses COUNT-
DOWN with MAROOQI'ED,)

To be a critic of the sf film is a difficult thing and I find I have several
agreements and disagreements with Baxter, It is nice to see a good rating for the
ineal's Quatermass series, too often forgotten, However, I rank Quatermass II (ENEMY
FRO:I SPACE) before Quaternmass I (THE CREREPING UNIGIOWE) s The best Quatermass and the
Pit (FIVE MILLION YZARS TO EARTH) has sadly been lost in the schuffle, having been
released in the sane year with 2001 and PLANET OF TS APES,

I cannot go along with Baxter!s endorsement of Jack Arnold. I agree that IT
CAME FROIi OUTER SPACE and the INCREDIBLE SHRINKING 1iAN are masterpieces. I did not
find great genius in the CREATURE FROi! THE BLACK LAGOON and its sequel. Nor do I
think that TARANTULA and the SPACE CHILDREN rank anywhere bu just above the Z film
ranks of the fifties, In these days of the Corman cult it is good that Baxter has
pointed out Arnold, who wmade films head and shoulders above Roger the Z.

I cannot dismiss FAIL SAFLE as a “pale carbon' of DOCTOR STIIANGELOVE and the VAR
GAliE. Lumet made a taut and gripping filu. Frank Overton's portrayl of a modern
young Air Force General is a classice. Tiiough FAIL SAT'E had its fire stolen by the
earlier releease of STRANGELOVE, Lumet showed how to handle doomsday ideas Kubrick
was so afraid of presenting except as comedy,

I cannot help but be amused by Baxter!s confusion about 2001's "fragmentary
structure”, (It is also this aspect of the modern cinema that has bothered Fred Pohl
and Lester Del Ray so much.) To think that Saxter can partake of Godard!s ALPIAVILLE
and tarkert!s LA JETEE, and then have difficulty with 2001 strains the bounds of
credibilitye.

In a diverting digression, Baxter includes a note on sf in tve Since Baxter
lives outside the US, he gives us some interesting sidelight about British television
sf dramnae his also explains why BDaxter has missed the best tv sf, namely that of the
fifties, some of the TALES OF TOIQDROW, PLAYIIOUSE 90 offerings, and the supremely
excellent OUT TiERE. Though he is correct about DEMON WITH A GLASS HAND and SOLDIER,
I fear Daxter has the false impression that OUTER LIIIITS has the '""best sf ever pre-~
sented on tv', Oh my!

Lastly, there is philosophye I have honestly tried to find some rationalg for
Baxter!s words in the first chapter, but the only iuage that comes to mind is that of
a certain kind of lunch meat. DBaxter malkes, if not always too clearly, correct ident-
ification of the sources of the sf filwm: NVinety-five percent, B horror films of the
thirties and forties and five perceant comic strip, I!le creates a muddle about the
essence of the sf cinema, giving the iumpression that sf film can never be faithful to
the spirit of sf literature, :

"saelven the greatest of cineua artists can do no more than
approximate in symbols the intellectual development of an
abstract premise on whicl: science fiction depends so much for
its effects which the lack of a set of symbols comrzon to sf
writers and renders the worlk totally alien to the other,"

Not so! The difference between the written and the filmed is pne of form, not
of symbole The problem is that the film art form has been seeking its own identity
for 70 years., The articulation of the art of the film is only now in its embryonic
states Enough! This is leading us to a long-winded digression on film arte. (See
Stephen Koch, "Fiction and Film: A Search for New Sources", Saturday Review, Dec.
27, 19694)«

I disagree with Baxters Indeéd the underlying aesthetic structure of modern sf
was created by the prose form, but it need not remain there, What we need is a film
maker as dedicated to that as Dergman is to Christian existentialism, Bunel to icono-
clasim, or Hitechcock to humor-suspense. Kubrick haas shown that he understands, but
will he persevere? ;2‘

-~=Al Jaclison
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((the letter column yresided over by lisa tuttle))

JANET FOX

519 EFllinwood This is a dull, rainy deay in Kansas so I thipk I
Osage City, Ks. take exception to Roy Tackett's .comments to me in .
66523 Mathom ;#4. Let me make this very clear...when I said

"the nrozines are. not a large, beckoning market" I
meant that there are few magazines that use OF stories as compared to
other ty es of markets--Confessions or Mens liagazinés--to name a cou le
of examiles. -
Now, (she cackled, rubbing her gnarly hands together with glee
Mr. Tackett accused me of making the gawdawful generclization that cnly
"names" get ublished, then turned around and hit me with the even
gawdawfuler generalization (guaranteed 100% to send all un ublished
writers gibbering itifully bhack uvnder their rocks to dro a few —enitent
tears among the rejection slins) that "indeed” GCOD stories do get —ubh-
lished (and wvhere does that leave you m'dear???)

7ell (she snorted through

her hulbous, wart-encrusted nose) I shall not deal in generalizations
but will relate a ‘ersondl ex erience. Vhen I was writing in another
field (yes, for money tho not much), I found that once I'd "broken the
ice" and sold an editor something, I could take stories that I'd rrev-
iously submitted and had rejected, retitle them, resubmit tkem and have
them acce~ted., Same stories, not revised, and it didn't harren cnly
once or twice either. As I say, I can only s eak from rersonal exnerience,
and if I have erred in anmlying these exreriences to the field of SF, I an
mightily sorry.

I IEVIR said I gxipected rro editors tc make a kindergarten
out of their zines to accommodate us learners. That is where the fanzines.
could come in.
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AARRY YWARNER,JR

423 Summit Ave Very many thanks for the HANDS membership card. It
Hagerstown, lMd. nas already made ny wellet lumpier, as it nestles ur
21740 to my treasured Gocn Defective Agency membershin

card. Such evidences of distinetion encourage me to
be a safe driver and to kee  my temrer while out in rublic. If I were
ever picked up for spceding or disorderly conduct, it would be much
worse to ex lain away the ~ontents of my wallet than to go meekly to
jail.

The anniversary issue of Mathcem was very fine, and not the least
of its merits was the descritiorn of Clarke in Houston. It's odd how
guickly television causes any sencse of remoteness to vahish; now that
I've seen Arthur many times on the tube, it mekes me feel like an
encounter with an old friend, to read about him in Mathom. ((Tell me,
how does an encounter with a friend feel? I feel like a2 cold drink
right nov...and that is strange')) The morsels of new information about
2001 are interesting and I'm im ressed by Arthur's references to Juriter
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as a possible source of life, Something tells me that Jupiter and its

moons will come in very useful to a lot of science Fiction authors in
the next few years, now that Mars seems even more dubious as a habitabde
planet and the first definite facts from 2 closeunr probe survey of
Jupi@er are still safely in the realm of the future. It's getting hard
to find nearby locales for interplanetaries, what with the constant
danger that Russia will do something spectacular on Venus before a manu-
scrint could get into nrint. '
' ‘Klaus Boschen seems overontimistic about

the lesson taught by Woodstock and some other achievements of young
reorle. It's not too hard to achieve this kind of comradeship when the
company is composed solely of thinking-alike people and when the situa-
tion is one that is temporary and has some specific goal like fun or
setting an example. But such successes don't solve at all the problems
created by the people who think and emote differently, and the cuestiocns
involved in how to keep the camaraderie intact after the special sit-
uation has run its course and peorle are looking around for something
else to @o. Klaus beldeves that "a central coordinating system" would
be set u» to run this anarchy without reckoning with the cne or two
rercent of all the peonle who are always fighting to obtain power in
the group that runs things. This kind of minimal-work, no menial job
society doesn't reckon with the nattire of the physical universe. VWho
does the extra work if the automated machineyy spoils a quarter-million
copies of a rock lv that everyone wants replaced with cornies in good
condition?

Of course, Josenh Green says some other things relevant to
Klaus' article. The world is always there, and sometimes I think that
today's stress on education is the main reason so many young reonle are
trying to find a way around the world. “Yhen boys are about sixteen and
girls are around fourteen, they're rhysically and mentally mature enough
to take un the activities of adults, and until the nast few decades,
most of them did. Now they face at least another six or eight years of
school, all sorts of firancial problems if they marry immediatly, just
as many kinds of social n»roblems if they stay unwed, knowing they'Xl
scramble for enough money to survive for the rest of their lives if they
gige up school in their middle teens and that they can't become a great
surgeon or atomic scientist without even lengthier studies. The temnta-
tion to decide against the ratrace nmust be enormous, either in the form
of dropning out of school and doing the hinpie thing, or staying in
school but concentrating on revolt symbhology instead of study. I don't
know if thera's any solution, because the education lobby is too sirong
by now to try to revam~ the school system in a way that would waste’
fewer years and graduate reonrle in a year or two after they're ready
to be grownurs instead of a decade or two later. S
: The key to Janet Fox's
disputed remark is the first adjective, when she wrote that "the pro-
zines are not exactly a large beckoning market for newcomers.'" There's
no doubt that a newcomer's good story will sell. But if there are a
hundred peorle in the nation trying hard to sell their first story, it
is a2 vhysical imnossibility for many of them to succeed in any given
month, even if &1l their stories have the same level of excellence,
because there aren't enough nrozines and most »rozine editors try to
have a few familiar names in each issue as a lure to motential rurchasers.
The real ~rohlem with using fanzines as a testing ground is the way %
this almost forces the authors to write very short stories. The lengths
that will fit in most fanzines are particularly hard to write well and
tkis must be one reason why so many fanzine stories are really synopnses
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inci h han compnldte stories.
of novelettes or incidents rather t i bl |
is imrressive for tle fact that it contains the most complicated moster
I've seen in a long while. I get the impression that it could have two
or three helpless maidens in its grasp and lose track of where they
were. I'd like to see Harryhausen animate this one. .

— e o — s e @D

How much news would an Agnew choose if an Agnew could choose news?

N D Much thanks for the MATHOM, and for the I.A.N.D.S.
713 Paul St. ; . membershin card-~I shall carry it next to my
Newrort News, Va.  pombershin card in the Garden Ghouls...
23605 ‘ I have read
just about all of Sturgeon's fiction, I think, not that there has been
much lately. The only thing I didn't like were his 'afterwords' to
Thili» Jose Farmer's porno-fantasies for Issex House - I simply can't
understand how he could praise such tripe. I liked Farmer's better work,
things like TIE ALLLY GOD and STRAIGE RELATIONS, and I have no object-
ion to good pornograrhy, but A FEAST UNKIOWN, IMAGE OF THE REAST and
BLOVIl are tiresome, overpriwved, and mostly just plain silly...

I agree:
about THE DARK SYMPIQNY being Koontz best so far. I enjoyed it too.

T
would like to agree with Ilaus Boschen on anarchy, but I just can't see
how it would work...It would be much more oonvincing if he would point
to an examprle of a 'truly free' society that lasted for, say, several
generations. IHote his language where he discusses the 'economic aspect'
—-"a central coordinating system would be sect ur”; “If a certain good
were in short supily it would be rationed"; etc. This would be done
and that would be done...but by who? How would decisions be arrived
at or enforced? I quite agree that all governments and systems of
government suffer from flaws--perhaps even from eventually fatal flaws.
But then so do all men, and fen...S8till, T would like to be proved
vrong, and I hore you can get Klaus to write further on the subject.
The anarchists seem to be a rather closed and esoteric grour. I have
come in contact with them briefly before, but they don't seem to make
mubh attempt to exrlain their ideas to the non-initiate,

I enjoyed the
rest of the zine too, especially Dr Zarg and the other humor. And TIN.

What's a woodchuck?

LYY HICKIMAIT.

< S The cover was fair
13 Cttokee 3t. : i
%agseon Shi; to good. Regarding
43567 ’ your review of 7T

SORCERER'S SHIP by
Hannes Bok, I have to agree and dis-
agree with you. I read it in a diffe
erent light than you did. Enowing
Hannes and his art, instead of just
reading the words, I saw paintings of
what was going on in the story. I
could imagine each scene that he de-
scribed done in his own special way
and T loved it. If it hadn't been for
that I would agree with you that as
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that.it

writing it was not anything special.
I 5ti1l can't class the Farmer books
as rornogranrhy.
Bishop IIi11, Illinois, started as the type of society
Ilaus Boschen advocates. It failed as most free societys do because of
the laziness of some and the grecd of others. It is a shame, but most
veonle DON'T want to be free.

REE [ N
A PECK oﬁ])‘ﬁj‘ A;& r{JﬁYb'}HE?L
GeoLogist’s, * Ly >
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| VOTE wE ' WHAT 2, For G-RAMITE? His own
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IRVIN KOCH

Ant, 45

614 Hill Ave SV
Knoxville, Tenn.
37902

Thanks for the HAFKD's membershin—-if you are ever
in Knoxville, the Gnomes, Elves & Sracemans SFS will
take care of you.

I read the story Clarke said he would
vrite. It was in IF or GALAYY some months ggo. Very
short, very rhunny.

I noted a line in "Anarchy and
the SF Fan'-="ecology of the nlanet is in danger of being screwed un."
Analyze that for double-centendre and consider: the very existance of
the ecology is due to being screwed up. It should also be noted that
free anarchical societies alwvays either disintegrate because neonle
wander away for something more comfortable (how many of these "free"
high schools and universities are being »nrovred un by outside resources?)
or degenerate into non-free societies of more or less obnoxiousness.

. MAYRD
WORLDS OF FANFICTION needs more fan fiction - T even now am still hav-
ing to rely on pros and semi-+ros for over half the material. Also -
6 issues for 33 anyone? ((Vith MATHOM cutting down on use of non-local
fiction, wh§ not send your stuff to Irvin for MAYBE?) )

If your nose runs, and your feet smell, you're built unsidedown.

DARRTLL SCHWEITZIR A counle people raise an interesting point
113 Deerdale Rd. in the lettercol about a fantasy award. A good
Strafford, Pa. idea but, alas, totally imnractical. Just vho
19087 the hell is gonna decide what qualifies? There

is no universally accented definition of either
fantasy or science fiction. There's a constant running argument over
whether SF is just a form of fantasy. If you accert this, then the Hugo
and l'ebula are Fantasy Awards. Remember that CITY which everyone
considers SF (including John Campbell and Howard Browne who »nublished
the stories in ASTOWNDING and TANTASTIC ADVERTURES) won an International
Fantasy Award. John Pierce claims that TID BINSTEIN INTERSECTION is
not of but fantasy and it has been nominated for a ugo and has won a
ebula. What do you consider the Northwest Smith stories to be?

A Tantasy
avard is simply impossible. It simply can't be done. ((Since we've
discussed this at some length in our letters, I won't say anything more
here except...beware of making statements as flat as that one: calling
something "simply impo&sible.” Statements like that act on certain
peorle in a powerful way--they'll do all sorts of things to prove you

wrong. ) ) . 2 5



"Anarchy and the SF Fan" nresents arn interesting idea which is also,
alas, totally imrractical. Klaus pictures a society which would be just
fine, if everyone cooperated completely and thought the same. The
anarchistic society has no provision for nolicing itaelf (we are always
going to have thieves and murderers, for examnle) and doesn't even havec a
vay to settle an argument short of violence. You ean't have elections be-
cause someone in authority hes to condvet them and no good anarchist
would stand for that. ((But in an anarchistic society, which ig
without a central government, what woudd be the nurpose of elections?
They are not needed. I agree with you that anarchy--at least in the
near future-—is totally imnractical because of human naturc. But the
difficulty of holdifng elections has nothing to do with it.)) The free
society that he mentions that came into existence at Voodstock would
have broken un completely if isolated from 2 food sunnly ( ready made,
I mean, not one that would have +o be worked). Perhans a small anarchistic
band could exist, but only if an organized society wanted to care for
i%. :
"The" by Joseph R. Wanner was a brilliant horror story.- Reminds me of
good ole' Loveerypt himself. )
"Greenback's Moonshot" - Ch such irreverence!
Ileresy heresy! shocking! VWhere'd you find out what really happenced?
' I
have a question for Dr. Zarg:

Dear Dr. Zarg,

How do I know that the whole world is not a figment of my
imagination? As you know, if you imagine hard enough you can fool your-
self into feeling, smelling, seeing, tasting anything. Ilov do I know
that I'm not a giant toadstool and that an ant is tyring this letter?

' -D. 8.
p.s. I said toadstool, not mushroon . I do not saste good in soup.

3¢ # 3

Dear Darrell,

How can the world be a figment of your imagination when T
am the n&vel of the universe? T have absolute proof that you are a
toadetoel and would like you to come down Ho Texas where we are making
the world's largest poison Pizza to commemorate the 425th anniversary -
of Niccolo lMachiavelli's death, A e e R e
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LEON TAYTOR Well, I'1ll miss you, Lisa. I've always thought you to

Box 89 be one of the most charming faneds I've ever been insult-

seymour, Ind. ed by, and nositive nroof that a femme indeed can be a

47274 ga?. And...uh, Tisa...gosh, I don't know how to say this,
ut...

Will you marry me? ((If I wasn't so kind-hearted
I would say yes and chuckle evilly as you turned nale and began choking.
I would then sue you for breach of nromise and retire in comfort...even
donating a few tax-deductable dollars to the State-supported care of
that former fan, ILeon Taylor.))
Hmmm, that's what I thought you'd sayé(
ou
never cease to amaze me.)) i
_ Glad to see, tho, that MATHCM will be in such
canable hands. I seriously think that Joe Tumilia is soon gcing to he
a leading contender for fanwriter, and things like that hilarious moon
shot farce are rcally nastening that blessed day along. "Hugo Greenback
Rewrites the lMoon Shot" is one of the funniest things I've ever read
in any fanzine--magnificent! And just because it's now scientifically
nroven that ugo Greenback is imaginary (I hove?!?!) is no rcason for
him to lanse into gafiation (like that chicken-man, Bob Stahl--by ghu,
I'm gonna drag hinm back into fandom if I have to get you to help me!)
Bro-
ther is that a rotten cover! Dogramajian will have a fit...say, why
don't you let Seth do a cover or two? Or bring Valker back. But kindly
tell Dennis Pumilia to stick to DIRT.
¥laus Boschen's article was well-
written and provocative but rather nicked its own facts to suit its
theory. The kicker, Klaus, is in your own words: "a truly free neonle”
(my emrhasis). As a matter of simnle evolution, homo sapiens have not
yet reached a "truly free'" state of being. Here in 1970, anarchy is
synomomous with chaos: for oreners, Hlaus, what would you do with'
psychopaths, frauds, etc.? I think that anarchy will eventually cone
to be, but we cannot force it on a timex that does not fit it. Right?
DICHCTOMY :
very good. Someone with a mass circulation should reprihnt this. Joseph
Gree is lucid and loose, and he inevitably comes up with something of
importance to say. His science ariicles in IMATHOM are far superior to
thos I read in most professional science zines.

Immmm, I may have missed
some socio-economic imnlications in THE, but I don't think so. Joe
would make an excellent dirty old man. Actually, EHE was a well-executed
short, altho the author's choice of subject is unfortunate. Next time,
Joe, couldn;t you get something more...er...well, never mind.

I've read

PARADCX IOST many times before. Mot too original, I'm afraid. Likewise
Dalzell seems to be better at noetry than columns. THE ANYTHIIIG PAGE
wasn't anything.

Al Jackson's review of MAROONED was interesting for
the several moot noints Al raised about its authenticity. Say, Al,
why doncha write some articles about NASA? The bhook review was very
good, with all reviewers contributing well-reasoned and entertaining
efforts. My favorite reviews were Joe Allred's and yours.

PROTOTYPE ran
on and on and on and on and...well, you get the idea. Joe's style is
engaging, but he needs to learn how to control it and to channel it
into telling a story. Adornments I can get off a Christmas tree. /

And now
that so many of us agree about the need for a Fantasy Hugo, how do we



bring it about? Sign a petition or just what? I would be very interested
in actively soliciting for a Fantasy Hugo.

Did you hear about the German sub that was lost at sea with
all Hans?
MIKE KRING Klaus Boschen does have a good point in his article
P.0. Box 626 (tho I disagree with his conclusions). I, too, think
Sabinal, Texas our present form of government (tho it is the best in
78881 the world at present) is hopelessly out-of-date, and
also not too npractical: the majority is very seldom

(id ever)right. (Just because a group is in the majority doesn't mean
tt is right. In fact, it's a contradictory term, for the majority is
usually biased in some form or fashion, or they woulda't unite and
form a majority.) (IHave you heard Steppenwolf's "Monster” album? It's
a comnlete put-down on various aspects of the average American's way
of life, and (of course) the government. The long cut, "Monster”, is
abut the decline of efficienty and the rise of corruption in our
government. It's wery bitter, biting satire. Very truthful.

The short
by Joseph Wanner was okay (and a trifle amusing, for the same thing
has hanpened to me a couprle of times.) "Semse of Discinline” by
Schweitzer was amusing and interesting. Pretty good stuff. I did not
like, in fact I detested, "Prototyre". It tried so hard to be funny
it was boring and insirid. Yech. All in all, a very good MATHOM. (lMuch
better without the serious noetry.)

BILL MARSH Thanks also for the card designating me as a

1119 Cedar 5%t. nominal menmber of IANDS. I am honored...I think.
Carson City, Nev. I shall cherish this nominal membership and have
89701 given it (the card) a vosition of precemininence

in that portion of my wallet reserved for member-
ship cards testifying to my affiliation with a host of other like,
estimably humanitatian organizations, such as SLOBS (Gottish Legion
of Bowlegged Sorcerers), LCOK (Loyal Order of Knuckleheads), FLUB
(Fraternal Order of Unctuous Buffalos), PFUI (Protesters for Unlimited
Indignance), and NUTS (National Umarmed Thimblerigger Society)...just
to mention a few. ((Sending out those HANDS cards has really done a
good job at digging out the skeletons in certain fans' closets...in
response to the cards, peorle are nroudly mentioning belonging to the
most unlikgly clubs...Pertinent information on those who responded is
being sent to the FBI with the reccomendation that they keep a close
watch on ALIL members of such subversive societies. HMIDS is, of course,
ancther branch of the U.S. Government.))

L Getting to the contents of

MATHEOIM 4, the article that im»ressed me particularly was Joseph Green's
Dichdtomy. Ferhanrs it was because this points u» a human duality
that I have been especially aware :of in my own person lately. It
was a very percentive and thought-»rovoking essay. This conflict
between the nassions and the intellect has been pondered on for ages
and most of the philosovhers have ccmmented on it; but Erich Fromm's
observation, that our nossibility of establishing a balanced inter-
rlay and coordination between these two facets of our selves-—-an
orientation system Fromm calls it--is dependent uron the establishment
of an object of devotion from which to extract a meaning and direction
to 1life, makes a lot of sense to me. This is somthing many of us seem
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to lack in these grim times, an Ideal cutside ourselves, our family or
our immediate social and cultural coteries. Cod is dead and anparantly
neglected to leave an understudy in his stead.

The renort on Arthur
Clarke's anrearance in Houston was well done and of great general inter-
est to me, but the oninion exrressed by Clarke and anvarantly concurred
in by the Snacecraft Center scientist, that ‘hobos is an artificial
Martian satellite really jarred me and left me a bit gosse-pimdliy, I
am not too ur on astronomical sneculation and this was the Tirc?
credence I had heard given to this possibility by sober, autherizative
oninion.

Joe Punilia/Zarg/Greenback etc.. shows great rnromise of developing
into one of fandom's reigning clowas, and that is meant in & cowm~l)<-
mentary vein. Ile is a very -funny guy and his humor comes ~cross cuise
entertainingly in print. He does much to bolster the light-neootad
side of your zine.

The fiction pieces were 2ll well worhhy of rublication
and if more fan fiction were to reach this level maybe I would zet
out of the habit of automatically cringing when I encounter fen
efforts at fiction and fliwping onward to the “good" stuff. Of the
three fictional efforts I would rate Josenh lUanner's thingie in first
nlace. This is robably because I am a sucker for fiction that has
lofvy rhilosophical themes underlying it.

I am afraid that I failed to
see the connection imrlied in Doschen's Anarchy and the Science Fiction
Ien. Anarchism as a rolitical nhiloso-hy has never elicited much
resnect in my thinking. In common with Communism, and even to a
greater degree, I find it a highly utorian concent that mizht work
beautifully for man as we would like him to be, bus is highly im»ract-
ical as a means of »nolitically organizing man as he is, still largely
a near savage essentially self-centered brute.

L'SHAYA CAIKIND It's true about anarchy when there is self-
2766 Caldy ‘ay discipline involved (Heinlein's political

Vinter Park, TFla. 'rational anarchist', really existentialist). The
52789 neorle who ecuate aznarchy with chaos are those

who would cause the chaos if turned loose. They -
m:st like to be brainsashed, controlled from without. But if the
religous tyres weould live their religons—--that is, mainly the western
religons because there are phansigars, ctc. and the castern religons
are lived to a greater extent--they would be rational anarchitts as
far as this realm is concerned, in most ways. Their consciences wonld
be their guides, instead of their ids...the bourgeoiste might never
have Leen bora. That isn't well-nrhrased, but I'm not doing my thesis,

e

need more pieces like the one about our Iresident. Xeroxing fins is =
grzat idea, but wouldn't they fade somewhat? Then they should bring in
nere, as special interest for nunismatists.,

There is more to life than
bread of any kind. If that sense of brotherhood did last, then the
ararchist society mentioned in the other piecce cottld be reality. o
rere gutting the environment and all those other realistic ideals we'd
vetter start doing something about. Love and sharing do not deny wori-
inx for survival. Logic and intellect are necessary but they are not
all, L balance is nossible-—isn't it? For health, it must be. (Ana,
Lyway, intellect does oring pleasure, tho it's more valuablc thaan that.

Qo is love. ) 1?



Apprarently Dalzell quit liking the Beatles just when they got really
creative and profound and not just in spurts. I've never thot of the
Vho as outstanding and I'm not ready to fade away. True, few groups
are any good. But there are many singles around, such as Richie
Havens, who is somehow not known much. Rock is made ur of all is div-
isions (folk-rock, acid-rock, soul-rock, blues-rock, rock-rock, etc.).
Very 1little hard rock has much merit, even historically. And why
stick to rock? But since the column did, I won't go on.

gégLUgggiéggﬂgt I think T would like to aim a few words at Roy

Tackett in response to his few words aimed at Janet
Fox. The prozines are hard up for short stories,
Roy? When they receive unwards of 4,000 per year
(and probably more now; that was the figure vorious
editors gave at the 1963 Worldcon) and use maybe 40 over a 12-month
publication period? Sure, any of the prozine editors will tell you
that they cannot get enough good short stories-~-they don't want to
lose the occasional outstanding one they get from the slushpile. But

I must agree with Janet that the nrozines are not exactly a large
beckoning market for newcomers, self-nitying comment or not. All this
is in aid of complimenting IMATHOM for Publishing fiction, something
most of the fanzines I've seen apnear reluctant to do. Ve can't all
have our first stories accepted for »ublication by the decreasing
prozine market (which admits it is accepting less fiction and more
factual articles. laybe Analog set a trend for mainstreanm magazines).
Besides, vhere else (besides »erhars the I'3F writers' exchange) can
you »ublishk stories and get first-hand criticism from sf readers on'
your work? rozine editors certainly don't have time to rrovide it.
speak-

Vytheville, Va,
24382

ing of the fiction in MAEIOI 4, I found the dialogue in Darrell
Schweitzer's "A Sense of Discipline" most convincing. Its ending also
provided guite an imnact. A good job all around. Joe Allred's "Proto-
type" was a most interesting look at some of society's values, I
felt, and the macabre humor of the accident-rrone hot dog and its
catsup fit the mood nerfectly. I found it comparable to Kirk Douglas'
"Lonely are the Brawe" movie, in which the last rugged individualist
cowboy is run down by a truck carrying a cargo of toilet seats. Jcseph
R. Vanner produced perhans a good joke in "The," but little more; the
surprise #nding, if such was intended, was given away by the time the
reader got to the seventh word. "Paradox Lost" by Bob Rozakis got

me interested with the first graph, swept me along to the climax
wondering how the conflict would be resolved, and then left me still
wondering at the end. HMaybe I'm obtuse.

...how does one subnit a fanzine
cover for editorial consideration? Only en a stencil? ((Io. For MATHOIN,
“he artist should do a black-and-white cover--ink on stiff white
paner (letter-sized parer). Send it mailed flat to Joe Tumilia (addrecs
on the first page). To date, we've used only covers by members of
the HSFS, and unless members cease submitting them, we'll probably
continue to do so. But others are welcome to try. If not used, your
cover will be mailed back flat--if nostage is included.))

My suggestion
after Dalzell's last "Anything Page" is to retitle is the "Nothing
rage." And vhat free society has anarchist Klaus Boschen been living
in-~a paleolithic one?

By the way, did anyone else not the nuaber of
times 13 cropped up during the last Apollo flight? The flight number
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of course was 13. The astronauts were the 13th, 14th and 15th to travel
to the vicinity of the moon. Liftoff time was 13:13 on Iouston's clock.
The date would have been the 13th of the month (Friday the 13th, at
that) had liftoff occurred on the month originally scheduled. Tﬁe panel
blown out of the s arecraft measured about 13 feet. That harrened on
Aﬂrll 13. Splashdown occurred shortly after 1 p.m. which, in military
jargon, is of course 1300 hours. 1 L '
Superstitious, anyone?

CHARLES T. KOREAS Mrst of all, on Klaus Boschen's "Anarchy and
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