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Some months back, Alan Dedd
put on tape for us a routine
from g Brltish radio program:
this was three sklts revolving
| around a punch line of "I won-
der whatever 1t was I broke..."

B Well, I feel a 11ttle bit that
,j‘r,{vfiTj; way myself as regsrds health —-
¥ fgﬁijfrifl I Wonder Whatever It Ie I've Got,
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i{:uwwﬂi?> Seversgl weeks ago (I've lomt all
a7 | track of time about thls —— lost,
\“%'"”’jaﬁ lost In the .trackless wllderness
<) | of crumpled Kleenexes..!) my
mother caught this Whatever It Is. Her case was pretty severe, and I

went down to visit and cheer up and generally try to be helpful., . CFf

course I didn't need to worry about myself -- I'm strong as a horse,
aln't I?

I wasn't. About a week later, I developed a slightly different version
of the thing -- feellng Jjust as blah, but 1ln a different way. So I

high myself to my local Hlppocrates, slt in the waliting room with ump-
teen other coughlng snuffling redeyed victims and finglly get my throat,
ears and eyes looked at,.

"My, you've really got 1it, havent't you.....?" What? Whgt have I got?
So far I haven't found out —- I suspect the medica don't have a name for
it yet, or something. Or perhaps there's a name and I couldn't pronounce
it with, a, sore throat. .Or... - - - - N I

Anyway, whatever it.ie I've got, it's-stubbern, T Taithfully took nay
pills and my penicillin shot and s week -later -developed,a new wrinkle
ofi thé case hlstory —- the stupld.stuff .settled in my sinuses.. Back

to "Him, 8t111 got It, eh?' More pills, -different-color, and of the
sort that includes a ehart to tell you when and-how meny to take {no
where does 1t say what dire consequences will ensure if you should tgke
orie ‘after the meal on the.second day instead of two —-— presumably you
don't ‘get to take one glant .step). - . - - . T

That cleared out —- some -~ now I have a lump on the roof of my mouth,
and I 8%t1ll have a sore throat. I also have a new bateh of pills, and
I st11l have Whatever It Is, At ‘this rate, I'll still be reporting
developments next editorlal.

I reaslize people who babble on about their silments are terrible bores,
but the problem ls, nothlng's happened to me- ~— except I've been sick.

But perheps that's because while I was 1ying around feeling bloog and
with nothing much to dp, I 1dly plcked up some lssues of IF 1ylng eround
and read FARNHAM'S FREEHOLD. Ah, to be in a position where one could
write anything and sell 1t, It needn't be coherent or complete or the
glightest blt logical. I have the feeling Heinlein is identifylng with
his characters more and more as time goes on, ge this reasder finds her- '
self sympathizing less and less. I'm g1l for the narrative hook, but

this thing is ridiculous.



Something else I read while I was sick (and considerably more enjoy-
able than the last mentioned 1t was, to00o) was Harold Lamb's BABUR THE
TIGER (Bantam - 60¢) I usually do enjoy Lamb's methodical, carefully
detalled blographies, although he does tend to try to be so impartial
he frequently teeters on the brink of boredom. But I have the mental
picture of Lamb sitting in some dusty library in the Far East, pouring
over diaries and travel Journgls (in the original Sanskrit or whatever
and belng sure to apologize because his translation doesn't agree per-
fectly with the 1lth Century version by Ho Pinh Chin or some such.

I'm not sure if it's Lamb's writing, the particular subjects of his
blographies or a simple truth -— but one recelves the impression while
reading accounts of Babur, Sulieman and other such lesders that hist-
ory 1s an 1dlot plot. No Great Man theory of history. No right place
at the right time cobncidence, 3imply a sensgtlon that this prrticu-
lar mortal had been selected by capricious fate for a role of destiny.
Agaln and agaln the actions of the characters, and fregquantly their
own words, portray them as inept, bumbling people who fell into posi-
tlon of leadership.

Again and again the reader sees described a great battle or g palace
flareup, a polltical entrapment from which there 1g no earthly, logi-
cal reason for the protegonist to survive, much less emerge a world
legder, The others on the scene are smarter, craftier, wealthier,
have greater armies —- in short, the hero seems to have nothing going
for him,

This is particularly noticeable in the works of Lamb, because he is so
palnstakingly careful not to be partisan —- not to let hindsight let
him say: "See, here are the seeds of grestness. This is why this man
became memorable.™

50 perhaps 1%t isn't all that farfetched for Helnlein to write go il-~
logically about his heroes of the future. But of course, fiction is
supposed to be art, not life, Surely Heinlein's theme couldn't be
that all herolsm and self-sufficizncy is futile, and 1t doesn’'t mgke
any difference what his central chgrascter does because he has been
touched by fate?

For good or 111, by the time you receive this the glectioneering will
be over for. gome time to come. In this state, such will be g blegs-—
ing. Indiana takes 1ts politics very seriously on a grass—roots level,
and not only do we get deluged with slogans, charges and countercharges
on the national level, but all the candidates on local and state level
a8 well advertise, button hole, set arguments going on street corners
and generally stir up sore feelings. :

There has been much ?astlng of candidates' stlckers over stop signs,
scratehing opponents' bumpers, handing out campaign literature and
debagtes over coffee cups.

For someone who Qotes on peace and harmony in everyday relations, this
1s distinetly unplegsant, and my non—committal, you~mgy~be~right smile
for goin% to the laundromat and buying cookies at the bakery is wegr-
ing out \my faclal muscles are already sore foom this infectlon, and

my teeth are getting bluged -~ that's what happens when bugs spatter).
So may everyone get the candidate he deserves.... JWC



Howzrd Devore came thru with his
usual barter subsceription recently.
Among the goodies I gernered this
time was The Green Man Of Greypac,
by Festus Pragnell. I got 1% mostly
because 1I'm fascinated by the author's
ngme, but the story itself turned out
to be miich better than I expected of
a stf "classic" from 1935, I'm sur-
1priscii that no paperback publisher
hag picked 1t up. The alleged scien—:
- : tifle backeground 1s similar to Ray
Cummings' Girl In The Golden Atom (which has had a pb edition), while the
writing 1s superior to anytning Cummings ever did, (It still isn't gregt
science fictlon, but 1if you magke a few aiiowances for the time it was writ-
ten, it turns out very well.) Another gem was the FPCI edition of The Rad-
ium Pool, by Ed Earl Repp. I was hoping this would be as funny as some of
the ofher writing of the period; it wasn't, quite, but it hss lts moments.
The book containg 3% gtories; "The Radium Pool", "The Pnhantom Of Terror',
and "The Red Dimension', "The Fhantom Of Terror" 1is s shade the worst of
the three, and has a much larger proportion of funny lines.

"It was g rolling, uneven world, covered with a tall violet lush..."

"This tall lush might harbor anytking."
= i € (YThe Phantom Of Terror"; Reop)
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"The chamber was luminous with ths s3trange pale green color. In the center
spun a huge glowing sphere and it was surrounded by smaller spheres, each
splinning in an atmogphere of its own —- llke the earth -- wlth its suns
and moons revolving ground 1t.' (from "The siadium Pool" -- do you sup-
pose anyone ever %to0ld Repp zLout Copsrnicus’)

Jay Kleln sent along a copy of a ietter =t . pology that he has sent to
all the people he knows of who paid in zdv:nce for his Photo Annual #3,
Just in case he misged anyone who might poisibly be a YANDRO reader, the
gist of the letter ig thst the phote zecti - nus been printed, .and the
text section has not been printed bec:uie Frank Prleto first declded %e
print it himself rather then pay a proressiongl printer, and then didn't
get around to doing the work, Jay also clnlms to be having more than a
little difficuliy in prylng the materizls away from Prieto in order fto
get them published himself, and while he hopes to get the thing done even-
fually, he will cheerfully make refurd: if anyone is tired of walting and
wents his money back. (After you've bren in fandom awhile, you learn to
avoid "special pre-publication offers! like the plague, It's much safer
to walt untlil the material is printed, assembled, stapled, and can be
handed to you when you hand over you. money., Even when the publisher-to-
be is perfectly sincere, thare cun be long delays...... is anyone still
waiting to see Volume 2 of the Day Index? That was supposed to be pub-~
lished 1n 1960, wasn't 1t%?) Incidentally, I am not vouchlng for the accur-
acy of Jay's statements; I don't see any particulgr regson to doubt him,
but I'1l remain cautious until I hear what Prieto has to say, if anything.



Bob Briney notes that Farmer's Tongues Of The Moon--originally appeared
a8 a novelet 1n the Sept. ‘61 AMAZING. AfTer looking up the issue in ques—
tion, I guess I must have read the story then, and completely forgotten it
before the book appeared. At a rough appraisal, I'd class it as an unmem-
orable story,

Gene DeWeese reports that he purchased a copy of GAMMA #3 in Milwaukee,
50 the magazlne hasn't folded, after alil.

Does anyone know the wheregbouts of Rob Wi1lllagms? My last letter to his
St. Louls address came back marked "Moved-Left No Address". If it had been
a Tanzine I would have blamed careless postal employees, but they usually
try to deliver letters.

Charles Platt objected violently to my comments on fannish and serious
fans in YANDRO 1%9. Fans who are the most.liberal wlth their criticisms
of others always seem to be the ones who can't take eriticism of them—
gselves gt all, At least, there's one cruddy fanzine I won't have to both-
er with any more,

The cover on thig igsue has an interesting history. Juanita decided
that 1t had too much s0l1d black on it for mimeographing, so I said I'd
make a multilith plate for 1t. The first effort ended when I ran the
original through the developing bath instead of the photo-copying ares,
resulting in a rather interestingly smeared sheet of paper. There was
endugh left for me to trace, so I spent a couple of noon hours laborious—
ly copying it. (Juenita was sick ih bed at the time, so I couldn't turn
the copy-work over to her.) I got a plate on the second attempt, and then
made a futile round of the commercial printers in Wgbash, frying to find
one with a machine that would handle this particular plate. No luck. I
finally sumioned my courape and asked Honeywell's chief multilith opera~
tor, Wayne Adams, if he would run the plate for me after hours 1f I'd
supply the paper. He did, and the results look pretty good, I think, (I'm
not sure what Cawthorn's reaction will be.) :

The addressing machlne works fine; subscribers please.check the sub-
scription code included in your address on the envelope to find out when
you need to send money. (I'1l still send cards when and 1f T-cancel any
trades or contributors' copies.) If you get an envelope with a mailing
label pasted on, you either (a) 'sent for one sample issue, (b) are re-
celving a one-for-one trade for your fanzine, or (c¢) are on the receiving
end of one of my whims. (If you have a pasted-on malling label with a
subscription code on 1t, you're Dwain Kaiser and there's nothing I can do
about 1t.) The subscription code lists issue humber, rather than date, of
expiration, For the curious, the addresser is more of a tool than a mach-
ine. There's a flle case of address cards, and a hand tool which is used
to transfer the address from the card to the envelope. It's considergbly
easier and faster than typing, licklng and sticking on address labels
every lssue, and I don't end up with a mouthful of glue.

Several fans have mentioned "Outer Limits" this year, both approvingly
and disapprovingly. We haven't seen it; in this area, at least, it con-
flicts with "Fllpper", and getting to see "Flipper" is one of Bruce's re-
wards for behaving himself. How 1s science flction on tv this year,; -any-
way? Did Harlan single-handedly rejuvenate "Outer Limits" with hils scripts
as_he threatened to do, or 1s is the same o0ld stuff? ;e

Fseudonyms department: At the Midwestcon, Joe Hensley and Alexei Panshin
were chuckling over a story they had wpritten Jointly and sold to F&SI';
title belng “"Dark Conception". The story appeared in the November issue

unéer the byline "Louls J.A., Adams" -~ I haven't the vapguest 1des why, un-
lese it was because F&SF didn't have room for two names on the contents
page (it was pretty crowded). We'll be back in a couple of weeks, I

hope . ....R3C



- ~

A DORIC COLUMN

.mw;:wumfj?ktjhﬁ- | .’:)(:ﬂ:) 'tLICj}QEQI'-

Copperheads of the World, Unite! If you are 1lke me {but if you're
smgrt, you aren't) and enjoy read-
ing that short column in the daslly paper dealing with newe of the past,
perhaps you too have been educated by certaln by-products of the War
Between the States, a war whlch reached its c¢cllimax just about a hundred
years ago. I am now a two-blt guthority on Copperheads. Our local hews-
paper publishes a dally Time Was colunn, reprinting one brief local or
natlional news item from each of four periods: 25 years, 50 years, 75
years, and 100 years ago today.

The lead-off 1tem dealing with news events of only a quarter~century
ago is seldon interesting, unless by chance they happen to mentlon
something I witnessed or took part in. Such as the day the "Illinois
Centrel depot' streetcar took a curve too fast and flipped over on its
side; I remembered watching a work crew right the car and put 1t back
on the tracks. The 50-year item tends to be one of two things of late:
elther 1t 1s a story detalling the terrible time some Bloomington na-
tive experienced while getting out of France and finding passage home
{(%We sat up on deck all night, watching for those dreadful U-boatsl},
or 1t 1s an account of a positively wonderful show which played at the
Grand Opera House lsst night., Nothing much exciting was happening 75
years ago today; no European war, no despergte fllghts homeward, no
patriotic rallies to razise money for thls or thzt embroiled netlon.
Rather, ladles were having tees and poetry readings, snd Mr. Somebody's
horse was running away, wrecking the rig. But the ltems from a century
ago (sllghtly before I was born, gsranddaughter) are 1little gems %o
treassure. Copperheads were gbroad in the land, and Mr. Lincoln was hav-
ing a devlil of a time ralslng armies to fight the war -- each county
had g quota, and to meet that quota most counties were offering bonuses
to enlistees, which in turn led to g peculiar abuse: men floated from

e one county to another, offering to
8lgn for the highest bldder,

Sept. 19, 18bk4: "The great demon—
stration of the Copperheads came off
on Saturday. For weeks the 1llttle
leaders have been laboring to dragw
together a big crowd. About 1200
persons were present durlng the
speeches and 200 or 300 more were hang-
Ang around the street gnd the saloons.
In the evening there was a fine show
of torches, about 250 in the proces ~
silon. John T. Stewgrt, our present
Congressman, made a feeble speech,
seeming ashamed to face an zudlence hse




had so cruelly deceived., Fol~-
lowing him was the notorious
Kajor Charley Willard of Cht.-
cago, "

The term Coppernead hass been
appearing frequently in the co-
lumn during the pgst few years,
always in connection with the
war; the political activity of
the day, o1 the slave problem
in 1I1linols. Only a few weeks
prior to the above quote, anoth- _
er one was published, relating tc the 1864 Democratic nacidnal Conven—
Tlon, in Chicago. The Democrata that year nouinsted a couple of men
named George B, McClellan and G.H. Pendleton, to run against Lincoln and
Jehngorn. {They gol beat.) Acother little story said that the Chicgge
& Alton rgilroad had made available a gpeclal train to transport Demo-
crats from this part of the state, and the® = certaln Bloomington biguwig
refussd to ride the train ef'ter taking one look at the seedy Democrats
ana Ylowhard Copperhesds on bogrd. He didn’'t want to be seen in such
scurvy commany. Other references have repeatedly noted the poor cloth-
ing and rough mgznners of the Democrats and Copperheads of that day: one
gathers they were largely clods and peasants, akin To science fictlon
fauans-

After aii that, I had to know gbout Copperheads.

(But first, I turned up a curious footnote to history I hadn't known
before. Teunnically, Mr. Lincoln gnd ¥r Johnson did not run as Repub--
1icans in that wantime electlon, despile what the partisan drumbeaters
May claim today. Abrghem Lincoln was a newly-minted Republican; he had
been baptized into some churck, and Lhad joined the newly-organigzed 11131~
nois Republica. Party, onLly about &ight years before. The two events,
happening only weeks svart, were credited with lighting the antl-slavery
fire beneath him. andrew Johnscn was a War Democrat, but what he was
doing in that other party I inow nos. The Repuhlican National Conven -~
tion of 186" tempcrarily set aside their name and adopted another label,
“The Union Persy." Tt was under this latter banner that Lincoln ran for
re-—-election. :

it may have been a proud and loneiy thing to be a Copperhead during
the Civil “ar years, Lut it was about as popular a stand as casting votes
agalnst Welter Breen tcday. Copperheads, alsoc called Peace Democrats in
pnlite svciely, were those nerihern Democrats who didn't support the War
Between the Statves, and who loudly sdvocated peace with the Confederacy.
Some of them were truly sympsthetic to the Southern cause; but others
didn’t cure & moldy fig about the cguse —- Tor one reagson or gnother,
all were opposed to the war and wanted it atopped immediately, without
regard Lo the political consecuences, 1 suppose that meant they were
willing to live in & divided nation, somewhst like North and South Korea.
The Copperheads were a minority group; o7 couise, and as such had to
take thelr lumps from neighbers and newspapere. In 111linois, in gddi-
¢lon te notorious speeches and fiery torchlight parades, some of them
asslsted in the cgpture of runasway slaves and helped return those glaves
w0 thelr Souchern owners -— always remembering to collect the rewards.
Frior to the end of the war, I1linois had what was known ss a "Black
Law," designed to make 11fe tough for the Negro., Law officers were di-
rected to capture and hold any Negro who could not prove he was a free
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L, and thereafte: -nj; ocne of three things was llkely to hapven to
the unlucky fellow., His Southern owner could clalm the slave as a
runaway, and haul him off home; or in some mysterious manner the pri-
soner would disappear from jail, and later safely reappear in Wiscon-
gin or Canada; or the unclaimed man could be 30ld at auctlon te defray
the expense of feeding him while in jail. I've located one published
account to show that at least one Negro was auctioned off to sgtlsfy
that last demand. In Chicago, in 1842, a rungway was pul on the bloch
to pay the city of Chicago for hils board and bed; an unhzppy sherlff
was charged with the task, and the crowd around the block was not in
syopathy with what was happening. The sale lasted only a few minutes,
with the sheriff quickly selling the primoner for 25¢ to a Chicago law-
yer, The lmpwyer promptly set the Negro free.

Iliinois was divided 1n sentiment because it was so infernsglly long,
geographically, and contained both Northerners and Southerners wlthin
its borders. The southernmost end, dubbed "Littlie Egypt," was a cotton-
ralsing stronghold of rebellious beliefs, and in many ways it remains
that today ~-~ Negroes have only a 1ittle more freedom than they do in
the deep South. The town of Cairo, at the junction of the Ohlo and
Misslssippi rivers, was openly advocating its desire to join the Con-
federacy; 1t was prevented from doing so only bhecause it was qulckly
occupled by a column of Chicago infantry. Some brain on the Union
slde reallized the necessity of keeplng those rivers open to Northern
traffic. At Alton (north of St. Louis, on the Mississipl), a gang of
Southern sympathizers earlier hgd wrecked the presses of the Alton
Chserver, and kllled its editor because he campaigned agalnst slavery.
Sentiment went the other way i1n the northern regilons, but everywhere
among the loyal Unionists were the Copperheads.

Now that I'm an suthority on Copperheads, I can safely turn my at-
tention to new flelds, seeking something else to conquer. I might,
like Ted White, Norm Clarke, and Boyl Reeburn, become an expert on
music., I have a start:

Sept. &, 1889: "The Houlanger March in its palmy days was not half
the nulsance that The Gladiator March 1s¢ in Bloomlngton today. The
DeMolay Band has played it so often that everybody has caught the alr.
Urchins whistle 1%, businessmen hum it, and the tune comes from dozens
of pianos gall over the city. The Cornflower Waltz and The Battle of
Prague are nowhere."

Glogssary for Neo-Fans

Copperhead: a snake, or g men who dissgrees with you.

Streetcar: an electrlc traln which ran on two steel rails down the
middle of the street. It sometimes tipped over when the
motorman forgot himself, The streetcar came after ths
horgecar, but before the smelly bus. It was keen., You
could derall it by putting stones on the track, or stop 1t
dead in 1ts tracks by pulling the trolley rope, which broke
the electric connection to the overheasd wire.

U-boat: the German submarine of World War I.

Rig: a buggy, surrey, or other two- or four-wheeled carriage pulled
by a horae; the anlmal sometimes took fright at locomotives and
things, and ren away.

Torchlight parade: A happy careyover from anclent Egyptian times.

Torches were masde hy wrgpping rags around a stick,
ahd dlpping them in pitch or some other long-burning
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material. More fun than flashiights.

Congressman: a shameful fellow given to feeble speeches,

McClellan and Pendleton: An Army officer, and a nobody who djdn't hav
any better sense than to run against a sure
wianer.

Fasaans: Clods and peasants, usually of uncouth manner.

Walter Breen: a bearded fellow 1iving in California. People vote for

o against him and then talk about it.
Republican: a member of a political party who is somewhat uneasy abou
a man named Goldwater,

Democrat: a member of an opposing political party, who is also some -~

what uneasy about g man named Goldwater.

Ted White, Norm Clarke, Boyd Raeburn: faaans.

Planos: musical instruments having 8% keys, which people bang on to
produce The Houlanger March. It was the forerunner of the
phonograph, the radio, and the television set., People kept
them in thelr homes to torture frilends and nelghbors,

The Cornflower Waltz & The Battie cf Prague: endsville.

STOP THE PRESS--Last Minute Addition: 100 years ago -~ Oct. &, 1864:

: A copperhead from Mosquito's
Grove was in to Press Butler's place yesterday. Press, refusing to
take a torn blll, the Cop denounced greenbacks as worthless and said
we had nc Unlon, nor country and what there was left he would help de-
stroy. He said he would rather vote for Jefferson Davis than Lincoln.
Thereupon Bress knocked the traltor down and gave him a thorough thrash
Ing. A friend of the Mosquito coming up to take hls part was knocked
down by a soldler. Press' is too warm a place for disciples of Jeff,

Cheers: Enclosed 1s the latest news gbout Copperheads....l'm beginning
to feel sorry for the poor chaps, and I'11 bet Press Butler is a bully
as well as a saloonkeeper, ‘ :

BT
The legves fall
and the trees are tall.
School starts
and things fall apart.
- I
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WORDY OL' NOW MONTHLY
T AR > | SCIENCE [IF YOU DONT COUNT
F,CC/G—%:E, SEPTEMBER AS A MONTH)

Freehan'g chmstecnd

- FIRST CHAPTER -

"I bet you thought this thing in my ear was a radio tuned to Conel-
red," Hel Freehan explained, "Actually6 of course, it's a hearing sid,
"The reason I need this hearing ald," he continued, "is to be sure
that I don't mlss any broadcasts on this hesring-aid-shaped thing (which,
I might add, 1s a radio) telling me Just when g bomb is approaching....
(Gon't you wish we ha@ warned you?) That's how I hope to 1live through

World Wer III, which had better not stsrt until we finish this card
ame."

3 "For Chu's sake, Dad," replied his son Dude; who, although Outwardly
Rotten had Somewhere Within Hlm the Makings of a Real Man, "it's war-
mongers. like you that upset the peace, screaming WAR! WAR! whenever any-.

.bedy dropas g few gtomic bombsg, Actuglly, I'd rather die outright than

%ive 1n§o a hole just because -— eek! Bomb! Bomb! Run! That blasti
hat...

"Oh my, Dude. I 4idn't mean to drop this bottle cap on the floor.
I'm s0 sorry it fri%htened you., Come to Mama.," So said Gracia Free-
han; who, although Cutwardly a Lush, had Sometime in the Past had the
Makings of g Real Woman, Dude
crawled into her lap and sat there
whimpering. Hal sighed. He would-
n‘'t exgetly say Dude was 1mmature,
but most other twenty-five year
0ld men that he knew seemed more
interested in women than in making
mudples. S%till, he wasn't too bad
a8 long gg he was not separated
from his mother, which Dude had
cannlly gssured by handcuffin%
himself %o her moments after birth,
and then swallowing the key. At
2Ny rate, Hal didn't worry about
him; many lads were attached to
their mothers (though seldom by
cold steel), Hal didn't worry
about Gracla, either, even though
she had been over-indulging in
glnger ale for the last two or fif
teen years and mgy have become an




ale~cohollc, As a matter of fact, Hal
Freehan didn't worry about a goddam
person except himgelf and which ever

. gay young Givorcee he hagppened to be

~ hot for at any one given moment (he
glanced across the card table at their
house-gueat, Brenda Wellsprings, and
snorted eagerly. She whlnnled back
fetehingly, whilch Hal interpreted to

. mean, "Wait t1ll the boab hits, stu-
pid."), Hal Freechan was a self-made
man, sort of like an Erector Set. He
believed in "one for 11, and all for
one, and every man for himself." (And
he's only the hero of this story —-
walt t1ll you meet the villains,)

" Across the card table from Brenda,
Dude crawled down from Gracia's lap,
and, stretchlhg himself to the length
of the handcuff chgin on the flcor, :
began playilng mumblety-peg on the carpet. Hal hesitated —- after all,
Dude's 1life wgs none of his goncern —- but then, 1t was hls carpet.
Hal, being an expert at judo, ju-jitsu, karate, sumo, and two—for—
flinchlng, considered briefly how best to dilspense with Dude, and con-
celved a brilliant strategy.

"Hey, Dude, your shoelaces is untied." As he bent over, Hal clean-—
1y and scientiflcally and humanely gave him such a bash wilth the near-
est gndiron -- a good joke on Dude, as he'd never learned to tie his

own shoes; anyway.

The fourth player, Jéff Underdog, was a young Negro;who, although
Outwardly a Decent Sort had Somewheére Within Him a So-Far Uasuspected
Streak of Cynical Self-Interest. Hal always treated hilm Just Like One
O0f the Family, hence he congidered using the andiron on him, too, but
declded against it. He declded agalnst it because Jeff Underdog was
Young and Glean and Brave and Mlsunderstood gnd a Freehan Symbol and
vas better at two-for-flinching than himself.

"Attentlon! Attention! We are going to be destroyed by thermonu-
clear bombs in five minutesi Take cover! We now return you to our
regularly scheduled program - YLife Can Be Begutiful'."

Hal Freéhan exploded into action, running for the shelter with his
most valuable possesslon —- the deck of playing cards —- and such in-
cldentals as water and food and Brends Wellsprings in his hands., He
tried to slam the shelter door, but Gracis snd Dude and Jeff got in
anyway. They resumed their card game - eye bulging, hands twitohlng,
gasping for breath (not about the thermonuclear holocaust, you undér-
stand -- about the game). Hal looked hungrily at Brenda and pawed the
floor a little. Brenda looked hungrily at Hal and, superb card player

that she was, induced Grapla to take the 01d Maid.
The bomb struck. k

~ Eleventh Chapter -~

Theyilanded in the future.( Becyuse it advances the plot, that's

why. )
m




~ Thirty-Fifth Chapter -

Hagl Freehan looked over the primitive camp they had constructed 1n
the wllderness in the past few months, Just a simple, crude, rough,
Bare-necessity-type camp -~ fifty or sixty houses, shops, offices,
parking lots, gas statlons,television stationg, libraries, museums,
schools, parks, soft-drink dispensers -- Gracia was down to her 1ast
case of glnger ale -- and, of course, card parlors. Nothing elgborate,

But now it was being destroyed. The handsome, middle-aged, dark-~
skinned man had ordered his alrcraft to level it to the ground, Just
For the Hell of It,

Hal decided he wasn't going to 1like him.

However, that wouldn't stop him from toadying up to him, giving
hls word to make no trouble, and then Doing Just What He Damn Well
Felt Like. First, though, he had to communicate, He tried Russian.

Thelr captor shook his hegd.

Brenda tried German.

No luck.

Dude, holding his mother's hand tightly, attempted Spanlsh, and
Jeff added French.

Still ho luck. .

They went through Portuguese, Greek, Latin, Sanskrit, Esperanta,
Swahlli, Chippewa, Pi% Latin, and Buk-Auk Islandese. , ;

The last worked, Hooga-mooga~lorentz-fltzgerald—-ods~bodkins~
rowrbazzle?" came back the reply. 3
” "He answered!" Hal shouted with relief. "We can communicate!

" We can... . e

"What the helll!" their captor exploded. "You speak English? I
figured you for a bunch of Auk-Auk Islanders!!

"We," he gdded, "are named Punch.' Hal was socn to learn that,
although Outwardly a Cultured Gentleman, he Had Somewhere Within Him
This Royalist Blt About Plural Reference. Seems that in this future,
the Negro had tgken over.

-~ Seventy-Eighth Chapter -

Punch hed appointed Gracia Frechan to hls chambers Simply Ages
Ago, but, as nothlng seemed to be Golng On, Hal maliciously declded
that thelr new master was effeminate. "You're just a fruit, Punch,"
he muttered to himself several tinmee.

He was going %to mlss Crgcia. She wasn't much of a wife, and she
waB & lush and a whlner snd a troubleémaker, but she sure could shuffis
an 014 Mald deck. ,

Dude had been pelded sometime back, and Hal felt Just Sick About
It. Of course, Dude's 11fe was his own, and Hal Wouldn't Presume to
Interfere, but 1f they ever got back, the local barber-shop quartet
would sorely miss his basa. What quartet needs two tenors?

Jeff Underdog was Punch's right hand man, busily manufacturing for
Them millions of 01d Slut decks. He was heppy and successful and
satlsfled and prosperous and Hal Freehan couldn't understand why he
wasn't falling over himself with eagerness to help them excape. "Comes
of mah treatin' him 1like one of the family," thought Hal, "“Hittin!
him wiff the self-same andiron what I used on Dude and all. Ah swear,
he Jes' don't know hls place no mo!', and Af we-gll gets back Ah'm
a-gonna sell him to Mista Legree." He broke off thls 1line of thought
when Kit-Kat came to bring him his dally ratlon of wastermelon.

M ‘
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dal Freehan remembered when X1t—Xat hpd first entered his-room.
"You @sked for a bed-warmer," she had queriled,

"Grunt. Puff, puff, puff. Ah-ah-ah-yes, I d1d," Hal replled,
8mirking Knowingly.

"Well, that's why I'm here,” she continued.

" Ah-gh-ah~grunt-grunt-ummmm-really?" Hal continued, divesting him-
gelf of encumberlng garments,

"Yes. I came to ask if you'd 1ike AC or DC on this electric blan-
ket. Let me know when you declde," she finlshed, and walked out the
door before Hal could slam and lock it.

Oh well, 1t beat a hot-water bottle.

~ Intermingbler Chagpter -

"Well, well, well,” Thelr Serendipity - Punch, in other words -
began. "So you buttered up our architect, found a tunnel, stole food,
weapons, and g deck of 01d 8lut -~ pardon, you cgll it 01d Mgld -
cards, broke severgl promises to us, killed our best servant, and triec
to organlze gz revolt. You've been very naughty.

Hal Freehan raced him proudly, planning to to the Honest Upright
100% Christian White Anglo-Saxon Ex—Seabee thing and lle his way out
of 1t. He slule a glance et Breonda and their twins, Rosenkrantz and
Guildenstern., Too bad Gracia had to be such a bad sport and refuss
to come and see .the twins, but then she was still handcuffed to hev
son, and 1t was getting harder and hardeT to move Dude ever sihce he
had regressed to the fetal posltion.

Hal tried to remember what protocol mede of speech to use . There
wag one for higher-to-lower, another for lower-to-upper, another for
equal-to-equal, one fo. equal-to-those-who-gre-more-equal-than-others.
one for lowers to animals, children, -and cretins, another for Cretine
to Mongoloids, and once used for talking to yourseif. Hal made his
selectiono i g

"Hey, you, Punchy...® he began.

"Can 1t!" Punch snapped. 'We've had enough out of you, see? You
are golng bﬁok to your own itlme right now, see? We're Little Caesar,
E€e — er - -

Servants brought in what loocked 1ike a large Metal Box. Hal Free-
han, forgetting correct protocol (after all, he diédn't give One Single
3elitary Damn about Punch or anybody <lse in the world except Branda
/eager snort; her reply, "wait t111 we're back in our own time, stup-
id"/ and the brats), shouted, "Wow! I bet that thing like a Large
Metal Box 18 in reality a Time Machine!"

"No," said Punch. "As a matter of figct, that thing that looks like
a Large Metal Box is in reality a Lsrge Metal Box, full of those an-
clent bubble-gumt cgrds your History Department translated for us. Welre
golng to browse through them while you leave in that thing in the cor-
ner thgt looks like a Time Machine and 1s in reality a Time Machine,!

"Oh, thank you, Your Superfluority, thank,you, thank you," Hal waxed
eloqusnt.

Just before the door of the Time Machine s1id shut, Punch could
swear that he heard the words, "Yeah, thank you, you dirty black bast-"

— Ultimatest-At-Lasti—Chapter -

Hal Freehan,and Brenda were in the midet of a geme of two-handed
014 Mald, each holding one baby, when the door of the Tima Machine alid
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open agaln.

A voice spoke from beyond their field of vision. "No sevens, Go
dig."
"Ah - foreign card games," Hal spat disgustedly. "But we'll soon
convert them. Obviously we've returned to a Slightly Different Past,
but wlth my resourcefulness, hypocrisy, and 01d Msid skill and your
sex appeal, we'll soon come out a1l right. Unless # " g horrible
thought struck him, and he called out, "Say, you fellows out there.

Is the Negro in control of this world?"

"Why no," replied the volce. "Whatever gave you such a sllly 1dea?"

'"We're safel’ cried Hal Freehan. "Back in our good o0ld white-sup
supremacy time-continum, we can..." He broke off as the possessors
of the volces came into sight.

One of the newcomers turned to the other, surprise written in his
slanting almond eyes, and sald, "Chang, I think we'd better tgke these
new slaves to Their Contemplativeness at the Pagoda..."
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ANALOG: The magazl ne that inspires sclentists to gchieve the "impossible"
(from s Christmas subscription glft form; doesn't 1t just get you, right
down deep?)
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THE CASUIST
by Sharon Towle

Ighatius sat upon the stalr

Playing a violin

With neck of spine and box of bone

And bridge of human chin;

And its gtrings were made of human hair

And 1t played an alr that is calied despailr.

Ignatlus sat upon the stair

Wialting for me to pass—--

For me, and thee, and every man

Who is born in this House of Glasg—--

And at last I came, and he called my name,
And he fashloned a song of what remained.
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NIGHT OF MASKS -- Andre Norton —- Harcourt, Brace, & World —- $2.50 —
to be pubifehed in the fall of 1964 —— gelence fiction adventure novel

Some members of the genre contend that dequels are a thing of the
past, and that serles novels are likewise passe. But, slnce the in-
flex. 1n the ERBurroughs reprints, some of these staunch supporters of
single-novel stories have been shouting their condemnations more soft--
1y, while the followers of the series books have been growing -~ and,
in moet cases, thriving on that particular type of literary offering.

One of the most recent of the series sets has been Andre Norton's
Dipple stories. CATSEYE, the first of these books, was brough%t out
In 1962, and published in an Ace edition in the following year., This
novel deals with one of the three ways that a pergson can free himsel?
from the degensrate Dipple of Korwgr -—— employment of some sort planet
8lde. Followlng the first book's publication, 1963 saw Harcourt,Brace
and World publishing the next alternative —— signing for off .world em-
ployment. The name of the novel was JUDGMENT ON JANUS and it proved,
in the final analysis, <o be more fantasy than sf, but it was somewhat
better presented than its predecessor. Now, in the fall of this year,
the third and final book of the series is due. The title is NIGHT OF
MASKS, and 1t deals with on Nik Kolherne, who finds his way out of the
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Dipple through membership in the Thieves' Guild.

Nik Kolherne war one among many exliles of the War who had been
dumped, with no regard for ingredients. into the "slum section" of
space, and had been disfigured of face in the crash of hlis LB. There
had been several attempts at skin grafting, but hls chemlcal proces-
geg doomed each of them to failure, as the added facial tlssue would
not proeper, Naturally, being among the lowllest of the Dipple, one
could not po "outside" and pay a wad of credits for a Specialist, so
Nik had to content himgelf with his misfortune, drawing as little at-
tention toward himself as was humagnly possible. Shlrking from con-
tact with other belngs - forever hiding. And then came the day when
he accidentally became mixed up with Captain Leeds --—~ and hils 11fe
was altered. He now had a new face, and an assignment that wasn't
exactly an easy Job — but he had to come through with 1t if he wanted
to keep hils face, the face of Hacon. His adventures on Dis, under its
- surface and under the infrgred rays of its dying sun prove to be some
of Miss Norton's best action sequences to date.

The inltla) two chapters of the book provide a rare insight into
some of the feelings of a handlcapped person, as he fights against
soclety to hide hls particular difference. If read with the intcrest
that marks the enjoyment of Miss Norton's books, the first two chap-
ters should stand out vividly in one's memory when next he comes
face~-to—face with a handicapped person -- whether of deformed face
(1ike Nik), deformed body, or what-not. :

Throughout the novel there are a number of what seems to be Miss
Norton's specialty —— a sense of "I wonder what!...! Creatures come
and go in a steady stream, with l1ittle or no explanation, but the
reader tends to accept them as part of the scenery of whagtever world
is being used by the author, I doubt if I could name even one other
author who can make such a use of words that the native 11fe does not
need description Yo any great extent. It 1s sometimes uncanny, as a
creature of some sort wanders into the plot, and the reader seems to
know a1l about him {or it} without ths usual overexaggerated use of
description.

In the same vein, there falls throughout Miss Norton's more recent
works a sense of profound mystery about each culturs, planet, systenm.,
There seems tu¢ be an interlacing of development in settings, whether
intentional or subconsclous one cannot reglly perceive; but that they
are there 1s qulte evident by their constant, subtle recurrences.

Another qulte evident feature of Norton's stories is the skill with
which she forms her characters into g highly human organlasm. Many
tales seem composed of simple prototypes used over and over 1like an
01d space opera‘'s hero; but Miss NYorton 's seem tc be always a highly
complex mixture of people one knows and people one would like to know.
Each has a separate personality, a separate set of reactions to a set
situation, To fully enjoy one of her books, though, one should begin
with no gualms, and with a mind capable of imaginatlon —- something
few people these days possess to any great extent —— beyond his present
set of environmental conditions. There is no enjoyment in conformity.

All in all, NIGHT OF MASKS has the most 1imited geographlcal set of
any of the Dipple stories, but 1t 1s by far the most highly developed
of the three. It 1s truly a worthwhile novel, and these days I don't
wsually call a hew release worthwhile, But for action, adventure,
and g little of thet sense-of-wonder, it is worth a try.

i3



HUGIER FAAMER TALAING BLUES
add dialect as comfortable.....)

If youlre all upset and full of griefl
At a sudden rise in the price of beef
Or chicken, mutton - bagcon, too —-
I'm here to tell you what you can do:
You can get yourself a farm in the country;
Leave the cares and coafusion of the city--
It*11 solve g1l your problems . . . .
As you drive through the country, over hill and dale,
You'll see a nice 1little farm for sals,
And the farmer will greet you, sit you down by the fire;
Just making you feel at home's hils one desire.
Can't understand why he'd ever want to sell a place 1llke thig —~
Don't worry about it, though; Just play it cagey when you talk
prices and you can get the whole place for practically
nothing,
After gll, he's only s hick,
So you're off for the country one sunny day;
With your wAfe and thre> kids you drive away——
Got the trunk stuffed full and the seats plled high
And the living room ruz c¢n one side right by.
Isn't the country beautifuil?
And aren't those narrow country roads real picturesque?
Just wait t&#1l wianter — and the first snow,
Then your kids get out and they want to play, .
But the next neighbor's children live three miles away.
Well, a farm as a piaygroundis go% all it takes——
Like poison ivy ana venomous snzks.
Just wait till they have to go to theilr cute 1little two-room
country schoolihnouse,
How're you going to explain that hour-and-a-half schoolbus ride
: twice a day?
Well, you can always %ell them all about the train trips to
.Belsen and Auschwityz.
Your wife would lilke %o shop in some stores for fall,
And the negrest town has cne---that's gll——
For dresses, china, poultry feed,
And a shelf of carned geoods, gll you need.
So drive her ninety miles to the city;
Keep her happy, but be philosophical about i%:
After all, you'll be able to ralse zll the food you eat right
there on the farm.
Well, you setR®le into the farmer's yoke,
But the neighbors st1ll fipgure you're city folk;
And you're feelilng kinda lonely when one filne day
The County Agent drops by your way=—-—
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A regl 1live representative of the Department of Agriculture!
Gives you g giad hand and some government pamphlets;
Purely friendly call-—and how much wheat did you plan to plant,
huh?
Then a Farm Burecgu agent comes with advice and good cheer,
Takes your money for dues, signs you up for a year--
Turn back to your woerk and, what 4o you know,
Here comes @ smiling fellow from the N.F,C.
Tou just can't find that kind of natural frlendship in the
clty;
Have to have real men--close to the gsoil ., . ., &
Smells 1like these fellows are even friendly with the bulls.
You're up in the morning when the east's just red,
Then out to the field-—and your boar hog's dead.
And you cgll the vet, and he locks grave;
Says, "Don't know how many of your pligs we can save.
"But why don't you get down in the mud agnd wrassle wilth
Them awhile; hold them while I'm vaccinating then.
"Might help some--~g few, anyway;
"Only cost you five dollars aplece."
At last you get to go and work with your hand,
And you plow and plant and work the land.
But it doesn't rain, and the earth gets dry,
And the wind 1ifts hglf your farm toc the sky.
Lock at 1t go.
Wheee!
Simplifles things consicerably, doesn't 1t%
Well, you're out in the field when there's a belch of smoke
And a grinding thump-—and your combine's broke.
So you drive into town, to the dealer's lot,
But the one part you need he hagan't got:
"Sold the last of those things years ago;
"That's a pretty old machine you've pot——like to 1ook at a
new model?
"Only $9,999.95. FEasy credit terme..,."
So your back 1s sore, and your wallet's filst,
And the only thing you've ralsed is p grey tom cat,
And your kids are wild, and your wife looks sad,
And the whole darned mess looks mighty bad.
But don't worry:
Some foel in the city will take a look st food prices gnd zip
right out to pet himself a farm—-
Just make him feel welcome, neighbor, mgke him welcome.
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SOLDEN MINUTES

THE SCIENCE FICTION NOVEL (Advent, $3.50 hardcover, $2 pb) The Greatest
Name in Fan Publishing came out with a clutch of new books in time for
the Pacificon. This 18 the second edition, revised, of their symposium;
articles by Heinlein, Kornbluth, Bester and Bloch, with an introduction
by Basil Davenport. These were orlginally dellivered as lectures at the
Unlversity of Chicago, snd like all lectures, they have some drawbacks
when translated into print. But they are still good, informative artil-~
cles, both on the background of science fiction writing and on the per-
sonal philosophles of the authors. Sometime back, Dick Lupoff mentioned
the drawback to publishing a hardcover book when a pb editlon is also
avallable. Advent has partilally overcome this by putting an gbesolutely
horrible cover on 1its pb edition; it not only isn't professional art, 1t
len*'t even good fan art. The tasteful design of the hardcover jacket is
almost worth the extrz $1.55 (I notice on closer reading that the pb is
priced at $1.95, not %2 even),

OF WORLDS BEYOND (Advent, $3,50) This is a reprint of an old Fantasy
Press symposium, edited by Lloyd Eshbach and contalnling short articles
on "the science of sclience fiction writing" by E. E. Bmith, John W,

gRp Campdbell, Jr., L. Sprague de Camp, Heinlein, Jack Willlgmson, A,

E. van Vogt, and John Taine, with a short biographical note (now out-
dated, in many cases) on each author, by the edltor., If you'‘re a would-
be writer, this is a better Yook than the above titie. Even if, like me,
you have no aspirstions towards stf suthorship, I'd say that this 1is g
more entertaining book. They are more complementary than competltive,
but if you can only afford one of them. this ls the one to get. As ug-
ual, Helnlein comes up with interesting idess -- and some plot ideas
which still haven't been used (or at least used properly) in the 17
yeara since the original publlcation. Is the testimony of an anlien tele-
path admissable evidence in a murder trigl? Done well, by someone who
knows current legal procedure (and peossible future trends) this could

be a great idea. Hensley, how about it? (Done poorly, of course, 1t could
also be one more piece of hackwork, but that's the chance we take, )

A REQUIEM FOR ASTOUNDING, by Alva Rogers (advent, $6.00) This is an ex-
pansion -- running some 250 pages, including index, preface, and editor-
l1al comments by Harry Bates, F. Orlin Tremaine, and John W. Campbell —-
of Alva's series ln VIPER, This 1s not, as the author points out, g de-
finitlve critical work; i1t's a nostalgic biography of g magazine, In ad-
dition to the comments, there are numercus plgtes of esrly ASTOUNDING
i1lustrations, botn cover and interior. {The cover reproductions lose
something by belng in black and white, but there is a limit to what Ad-
vent can afford and what the readers will pay for.) It's well written

-~ 1 was somewhat amused to read that Ray Cummings "became a writer with
the publiecatlon of his first ... story", as I have always assumed that
one has to be a writer before he has anything to publish, but that's the
only thing of the sort that I found, and I was on the lookout for them.
In short, this is a good, highly entertaining book. I have considerable
doubts about it being a $6.00 value, but if you want 1t you'll have to
pay the price, since 1t lsn't the sort of thing that Ace or Pyramid will



be brirging out &s a ph next year. Librarians take note; I know there are
a few of you out there among the readers. The pulp magazlnes are enjoy-
ing a lot of nostalgic interest recently, and there lsn't really a whole
lot of literature concerning them.

One of my sources tells me that Advent will be bringing out the Discon
Proceedings. However, another of my sources (Advent's boss) Jjust laushs
and Taughs when I ask him gbout it. So.......

Collector's Note: At the Anderson Magazlne Exchange, I recently picked up
a copy of THE LOST RACE OF MARS, by Robert Silverberg, published by the
Seholastlc Book Services (a division of SCHOLASTIC magazlne) at 35¢. I
don't suppose this 1ls very rare, but I'd never seen it before, I suppose
the Scholzstic Books are publicized thru scheools, but if you have no con-
nection with the middle school grades thils one might be new to you., I do
not know how good this is; we haven't tried it out on Bruce yet. It seems
at least as good as other books intended for students somewhere between
grades 2 and 5.

THE FLANET BUYER, by Cordwasiner Smith (Pyramid, 50¢) Either I'm getting
used to Smitk, or thls ls his best work since his first published story.
I think the length helps; there 1s just as much of his allegedly poetlc
getyle and his meaningless references which I guess are supposed to add

to the "atmosphere", but they don't intrude as much in a full-length nov
el as they do in a short story., Thls was originglly a GALAXY novelet,'"The
Boy .Wha Bought 014 Earth"; expansion, and a change from Smith's typically-
idietic titles, have improved it. Or posslbly I've assimilated enough oI
the background of Smith's stories sc that I have a vague idea of what's
going on {in a Smith story, you never really know what's golng on, any
more than you do in a van Vogt gtory -- tho aft Iesat Smlth gives the im-
pression that he knows, which is more than van Vogt often does). At any
rete, I surprised myself by enjoying it,

THE GHOSTS OF MANACLE, by Charles @, Finney (Pyramid, 50¢) This consists
of 7 short stories -- 4 of them originelly published in F&SF and the oth-
er three probably new to you -- and one novelet, taking up half the book,
whlch was previously unpublished. The short storles are largely whimsical
fantasy, usually with a Moral. Typlcal of the better examples of the
"F&SF type story". The book blurb says "The damnedest book you ever read"
which is guite true of the novelet. The nearest approach to it that I've
seen has been in fanzlnes; I can't think of & single professional maga-
zine which would use this sort of thing, which is probably why it was
previously unpublished. It's a giggntic, zany parody; practically every
fictional plot-cliché in existance 1s dragged 1in, kicking and screaming,
knocked around and stomped on awhile, and tossed aside to make room for
the next one. It's full of dialog such as "He bears the name of belng the
most hated man in gll the Lesser Antilles!', "make your peace with your
meker, -for you are about to die". and "She won't work; she won't do noth-
ing but Jjest lay around gn' think gbout sex. Some day, I'm afeerd, she's
gonna do more than jest think.' The only Moral is expressed fairly early,
in a discussion 0f the tressures that are always to be found, really, in
the gearcher's own back yard; "Backyard treasures generally lss not vorth
too motch." It's a great story, By all means, reasd it.

CITY AT WORLD'S END, by Edmond Hemilton (Crest, 45¢) I've alwaye liked
this story of a midwestern city magically tranaported to the far future
The characters are nearly agll idiots (but then, consider your neighbors. .
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« 2erc acte iapossibly noble and gocd, like. a good hero-should.,-Ifyou-

enjoy wild interplanetary adventure, here's g large dollop of 1t. by one
of 1tg best writers. i

EARTH'S LAST CITADEL, by Henry Kuttner and C.L. Moore (Ace, Bo¢g) Here is
a someviat similar plot -~ four individuals snatched from a World War II
battle to the far future and a dying earth. But the mood is entirely dif-
ferent; closer to Jack Vance's Dying Barth than to Hgmillton's adventures.
The glass-fragile city of Carcasilla, the difference of Flande, the bar-
barlan Terasi, and the alien Light-VWearer, are all evocative of Vance's
work, (Since this was first published 1in 1943, it could well be where
Vance got some of his inspiration.)

JUDGMINT ON JANUS, by Andre Norton (Ace, Y“0¢) I hope this has a sequel.
This leaves too blasted many things unexplained at the end. Otherwuise,
it's a Talrly typicsl Norton novel; cne of her better ones, I'd say. If
you've read one of her books, you kncw what I mean; if you haven't, you
should,

WARRIOR OF LLARN, by CGardner F. Fox (Ace, 40¢) This is a remarkably bad
book, I suppose it's somewhat superior to his earlier Ace offering, AR-
SENAL OF MIRACLES, but it's hard to judge varlations on this qual ity-
Ievel. " It"s sort of an ilmitation of Otis Adelbert Kiine, with this char—
acter who just happens to know all about supericr Earth swordsmagnship
(someday I'd like to repd one of these novels where the barbarians have
inferior hand-wesapons and are better swordamen than humans) getting mir—
aculously trensported to this planet that's in the midst of post—atomic
rebuilding. The natives have super rayguns, plus o llttle gadget that de-
flscts the rays and renders them harmless 1f the author wants it to, {(If
the author wants a few people rgyed down, the gadget 1s convenlently in-
operative.) So they've been practlcing with sworde for generations, but
of course they haven't learned all the fighting tricks that any red-
blooded Terran lawyer can use in swordfighting. (Hensley, you never told
me about this sspect of law schcol.) The hero predictably winds up with
the princess (someday I'd like to read one of these novels where the hero
Talls in love with the daughter of the garbage collector) and everyone
lives happlly ever after,.

THE GOLDEN PEQOPLE, by Fred Saberhagen/EXILE FROM XANADU, by Lan Wright
(ace, 45¢) When I read the blurb on THE GOLDEN PEOPLE, about this planet
where an invisible Field blanked radar and made every wearon more ¢om-—
plicated than a lever or knife inoperable, I thought, "Aha! Sword and
sorcery!" Only it ign't. Saberhagen has used the background for a genuine
science-fiction {or psience-fiction, if you prefer) novel, and a pretviy
good one. I was surprised, at first, that Campbell hadn't taken it, but
the coneclusion 1s terrlbly pacifistic, and Csmpbell 1s anything but g
pacifist, (I don't really believe the conclusion myself, but it's a good
story despite it.) EXILE FROM XANADU, which orlginglly appeared in the
British NEW "JORLDS last year as Dawn's Left Hand, 1s a better story, tho
the difference isn't rezlly gregt. YWright's ending, while somewhat melo-
dramatic, is a bit more believable. It has some standard adventure-fic-
tion gimmicks -~- the hero, following an accident 1n space, 1s rebullt by
allens ag a sort of supermgn -- but the plottling ls interesting, the gci-
ence no more outrageous than normal, and the characterization about stan-
dard. All 1n 211, the two atorles, both new to most US fans, add up %o a
pretity good buy for your money.
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OPYRATQRS AND THINGS, by Berbara O'Brien (Ace, 50¢) This is presented as
the story of what goes on in a schizophrenic mind, told by a woman who
acquired the...disegse?...and got over it by herself. Presumably, her
mepory is better than that of schlzos who have been electroshocked out

of thelr symptome. One of the fascinating things about the story is 1ts
close resemblance to the Shaver liystery; Barbara's "operators" seem re-
markably simllar (tho a trifle more normal) to Shaver‘s "derog'. (If
Palmer had got hold of the manuscript, I shudder to think what it would
have turned into.) I suppose not all fans are lnterested in psychiatric
case histories -- or even in the Shaver Mystery -- but for those who are,
this 1s definitely reccmmended. 1 suspect That somebody has done a fine
Job of editing the original manuscript into a fast-paced story; I also
doubt that many fans will care about any little clinical detalls that may
have fallen by the wayside. With fictional treatment, this would be a
good novel on the "we're property" theme; as presented, it's a fascinat-
ing account of somebody who actuglly lived in a sclence-fictional world
for six months.

The other day I defected momenterily and read a western novel, SHORT-
TRINGER MAN, by Merle Constiner (Ace, 35¢). It's been awhile since I've
read a wegtern, but this one seemed to be a pretty good example of the
breed, if you're interested in that sort of thing,

Before I go any farther, I have a letter from Terry Carr, bearing on my
reviews in -issue #139:

“"Well, Af you're %olng Yo go polnting out errors on Ace's part, like
our listing Kuttneris VALLEY OF THE FLAME as being from 1S47 rather than
196, you shouldn't make kilng-sized errors yourself two paragraphs later
upon whlch we can leap with glad little sadistic cries.

"We thank you for the good words you had for DEMON'S WORLD, but I'll
bet the auther won't thank you -- mainly, because you listed 1t.as by
John Brunner, whereas Ken Bulmer waes the sctusl fellow.

"As for THZ SIHULACRA and the Fartastic novelette YNovelty ‘Act", you
have 1t a bit wrong, though through no fault of your own. "Novelty Act"
vas written a couple of years asgo, snd was sold to Regency Books for g
series of original s-f anthologies, sort of like Star S-F, which they
were planning. However, this was the only story they could find, in close
t0o a year of reading mss., which they thought was good enough for the
series they had in mind -- sc¢, sgdly, they shelved the whole project and
returned the script to Dick's agent, who resold it to Fantastic. Mean-
while, back in Californla, Dick had decided 3uring the long walt that it
looked like the story would never gsee print, and anyway he saw a novel
in'it% -- sc he wrote THE SIMULACRA. Which explains the un-Jackie-Kennedy-
ing of Nicole which puzzled you a bit -- the novellette came first, the
novel duite awhile later, after the Kennedy assassingtion.

"One more of your mistakes to clear up, then I'll rest self-satisfied.
I haven't been working for Scott Meredith since March, contrary tec your
remark in your edltorial. I'm Associate Editor at Ace Books, Inc, Come
on, you knew that ~- just an lssue nr two ggo you printed a letter I
wrote to you on Ace stationery about forthcoming Ace titles."

I puess my only comment to the above is "ouch". #139 wasn't one of my
betteg performances, I guess (gt least, I hope it wasn't one of my betfer
ones. FR
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If we're property, I want to be taken care of.



Lo==f OF CRZATITCN. Sy Tdmond Hamdlton (Lancer, 50¢) I thought .T'd men—’
tioned this before, but T guess I've been rQCEMﬁlnding 1t in lgtggrs}
1t was Williamson's Golden Blood that got a brief mentlon awhile back.
They're remarkably sImilar novels; the soldiers—of-fortune fighting their
way thru Oriental Mysteries to the source of unlmaginable treasures, THE
VALLEY OF CREATION is a bit the better of the two; there is less of the
nero tackling overwhelming odds and winning thru eheer dumb luck. But they
mzke a nice palr if you go for that sort of thing, and I do. (Yhy don't
you get Harold Lamb's Marching Sands and make it a trio, Larry?) Zmsh has
done striking covers for both of them; again, the one for VALLEY OF CREA-
TION is a shade the better. The book is & long way from being a literary
mgsterplece, but 1t has the sort of maglcal aura that makes the old—tlime
fans recall the pulp-mags with longing.

THE REIGN OF WIZARDRY, by Jack Willigmson (Lancer, 50¢) Another of the
fantasy novels based on myth; this time on Theseus and the Minotaur., I%
falls a blt short, partly because Willlamson hever seems to decide whether
to rationglize the wizgrdry as cuper-science or let 1t stand. The marvels
of magilc and the marvels of super-science don't blend well. And the fin-
ish is pretty unbelieveable; mmehow I can't Quite see the heroine watch-
ing the hero chop uff her mother's hegd, helping him kill her father, and
then falllng into a Hollywood clinch with him for the finale. There's

lots of sword-swinging adventure, and I've read a 1ot worse books, but

I can see vhy 1t hasn't been previously reprinted from the magazlines.,

TRARSIT, by Edmund Cooper (Lancer, 50¢) Cooper is one of these authors
who belleves in puttlng Morals into his stories —- I could forgive him
for that Af he was a little more adept about the 1nsertion. The theme of
this one is stated on the credits page, in a quote from W, H. Auden; 'We
must love one agnother or die." Cooper hammers this homily home at great
tedious length, without ever showlng any real proof of the statement.

The bacover quotes Emsh in sn admiring comment on the maturlty of the sex
handling in the novel. I suppose he's right; Cooper has made the sexusl
antles of four neurotic ninhcompoops seem honest and plausible. (I wonder
why, when authors maks a serious effort to depiect sex regllsticglly, they
always show thelr characters as terribly neurotic? Of the two males here,
onc. has been grieving for hig lost love for fifteen years, and the other
ls psychologlcally impotent.) Trouble is, he goes on at great tedious

. length gbout the sex, too. I have no objectlon to sex in science fictlon,
tut if T want a story atout troubled lovers I can get better examples in
cther places. There 1s a sort of sclence~fictional plot, too, but it's
pretty thin.

THE NAKED SUN, by Isaac Aslmov (Lancer, 50¢) This 1s a sequel to The Caves
Of Steel, the latter having been last publiched by Pyramid in 1962. ITve
never been much of gn admirer of Asimov's fictlon, and 1 remember that
when I read this in ASTOUNDING back in 1956 I didn't think much of 1%, So
I was apreeably surprised on rereading it to find it one of the best
books I've read recently. Either it's improved with age, or my taste has
changed, or they aint writing them like they used to. I've always known
that 1t was technically good; blending science fiction and the classical
detective novel is a hard task and Asimov 18 one of the few writers to do
1t successfully. But originally I d4idn't consider the story itself very
interesting; now I do,

Lancer has publlished two mystery novels of interest to the fan; A TASTE
FOR HONEY and REPLY PAID, by H.F. Heard. Haven't had time to read them yet.



Ed Gorman, 1621 Eillis Blvd NW, Cedar Rapids, Iowa

~ Before putting British education down too harshly, Charles Platt
should ceonsider or investipate the American Amish educationgl Quandry.
The Amish, for the uninformed, are a socialistic/religious sect, whose
lives are God and farm. Of course, their initlal resildence, Amana,
Iowa (Amana appliances: Art Linkletter), has gone the way of all God's
greedler children —- money —— but the Amish persist in simplicity. I
don‘t think I'm being unmerciful when I say that their curriculum and
teachers are horrifying: both unquestiocnably are. And both are now
involved in g court injunction snd trial. They have an evidently hip
lawyer, for the battle has never been effectively (speaking from the
state-vliewpoint) resoived. They heve made only one conceassion, that
being the hiring of four non-secular teachers. The remaginder of the
teachers are all Amish, few with an education gbove eighth grade, and
an Amish eighth grade education gt that. And the word is now thst if
the Amish wln thelr court contest, the four non-Amish teachers will be
dismlssed gnd the entire traditional curriculum re-established. Mozt
of this is put 1n the religious—freedom, individugl-freedom light: I
- think thls is belng both superficisl and detrimentgl: the entire cause.
of public education (until this year of Goldwater snd the right-wlngers
who hold that mandatory elghih-grade educatlon is totalitarianistic)has
been proved unquestionably our greatest value, both ezonomically and
soclally. State requiremenis are so minimal and technically flexible
that only the most careless and lgnorant can complain about them. If

- the Amish should win, the precedent set would shock even the least-
concerned educators, and (seriously) further the Southern Yprivate"
(s¢tate financed) school cause. For in the latter respect, if the state
could not afford certain subjects, it could merely drop them, holding
that this school was legal by virtue of "individual"” or "racial! or
what-have-you merit. Amen-

/Yea, but Platt considers Cambridge to be typical of
all British education. Amish schools are a pretty L
smgll minority in this country RSC/

Banks Mebane, 6901 Strathmore S$t,, Chevy Chase, Md,, 20015

Speaking of Doc Savage (not that anyone was, really —— but you did
rumble about him) I suppose by now you have seen the three that Bantam
has reprinted from '33 and '3%. Nostalgis pushed me all the way thru
two of them and most of the way thru the third, but the going is ge%-
ting mighty rough. The Man of Bronze 1g hardly aere perennius, and
thirty years have dated him more than z 1ittle. If he were Jjust get--
ting launched todgy, he would be more of a James Bond type with g hot
blonde and a cold bottle on every page. Surprisingly, the technology
has held up much better than the story of the writing; alteration of
gight or ten sentences per novel would bring the gadgets up to date —
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civing Doe's speclal planes
Jet engines and top speeds
better than 200, for example.
What dates Doc most, though,
la that he is presented com-
plately deadpan by Robeson;

at least Fleming didn't take
Bond very seriously.

Charles Platt's article was
refreshing in that it is good %o
read an attack on a school system
from a different tack. Over here it is
the more speetacular 1diocles of the nep—
Deweyltes that are usuglly the targets — the
over-permissiveness, the cgrrot-cn-a-stick
technique, the ridiculous extras like Advanced
Basket Weaving or Televislon Appreciation.
Platt roasts the British schcols for almost
eXactly opposite reasons —- over-competition
and emphasis on exact learning. OCh well, Plato
was probably the last student who didn't throw
brickbate at his teacher. I can't help wonder-
ing if there isn't a bit of what the head-
shrinkers call "prolection" and "tranaferrgi!
in Platt's blast at Cambridge, though.

I read THE WORLD OF NULL-A when 1t was wer-
ialized in Astounding, and I think the regson
1t mgde such an lmpact was that Campbell made
8o much over it. Also the book version is con-
slderably rewritten from the psgazine versilon,
which had many more loose ends and 1little atmo-
spheéric nothlng bits that implied gll sorts of
hidden levels of meaning. I was a freshman in
college at the time, and I remember spending
all of an afternoon in a coffee shop with two
other people reading the last installment out
loud and then hashing it over. Campbell said
1t would take several days after finishing 1t
for the full significance to become apparent,
80 1t took us a while to conclude that there
was really nothing but mere inagnity underneath
all the mumbo-jumbo.

/Everyone who writes sssumes that I
have seen those three novels-—maybe

one day I wlll see them, and I can

be happy., (I don't think I want to
- buy them; I just want to see them.) Cyﬁf::j///




Getting ant: sil ieading a bit Later than you did,

I read THE PLAYERS OF NULL-A first, and then forced
myself %o read THE WORLD OF NULL-A to see if it ex-
plained anything. (It didn't.) RSC/

John Boston, 816 South First Street, Mayfield, Kentucky, 42066

Platt's "Three Rig" article was highly Anteresting. Of course,
over here we have the opposilte extreme in the elementary schools,
vhere any thought of grading students by gbility is immediately de-~
nounced as subversive and undemocragtic. In the first two or three
grades there are, here at least, different "reading circles", based
mainly on apparent ability, but after that, nothing. A nice object
lesson 1s the assembly program performed at.Mayfield Hlgh School to-
day. A nice man from Oak Ridge filled up the stage with all sorts
0i shiny paraphanalla, most of which buzzed, flashed, or went off
wlth a deafening report, and lectured on “"This .itomic Worid", I
would say that 10% or less of the class fully understood what was
going on; over 50%, I would guess wildly, considered the thing to be
nothing more than a glorified variety show, and just watched the as-
sorted flashes, discharges, and so forth., Apparently they were de-
signéd to accompany the program and to hold the audience's attention;
what actually happened was that i1t distracted most of the audlence-
from the lecture. e TR

To get back on the track, what I was attempting to say 1s that
obviously no class can teach all the students; the best compromise
between the intelligent and stupid will still cause varying degrees
of mystiglcation and boredom. The "track" system seems to be a rea—
sonable gnswer, but it still doesn’t cover enough ground, because
some students who are perfect genluses at grasping the relatlionships
of plane geometry are completely at sea in attempting to write a de-
cent English sentence. The "track" spstem, %o be really effective,
would have to be applied separately t: cifferent subjects, {(And a
compuger would have to be rented to figure out the students' sched-
ules. -

/Eny "track" system worthy of the name is applied
individually by subject. and further, fteachers are
asslgned by speclal gbilities and training in primary
as well as secondary grades.. , JWG/

Ron Bennett, 52 Fairways Drive, Forest Lane, Harrogate, Yorkshire

~ I am possibly the epitome of the type of general reader who de—
plores Fleming and everything he had done to set "the man without
the lew" type of novel back forty years. I was comlhg up agalnst
Fleming fans at every turh, sll of whom recommended Bcond, so even-
tually I tried one, and hell! I couldn't believe that it could have
teen so bad. I must, I reasoned, have plcked on one of the worst,
ec L tried another, This was equally as bad. Norman Shorrock says
shet he falils to understand how I can enjoy ALLLICGATOR when I dislike
"leming. Ah well....

Frankly, I was disaeppointed in Mr., Platt's article, for I had
understood that there would be much in it wilth which I would vehe-
mently dlsagree. Thls was far from the truth as 1t has turned out.
There wag much in the article on educatlion whioch deals with toplces
outside my own scope of reference. and unlike Mr. Platt, when I'm
talking or wrliting gbcuat educatlonal matters, I prefer to be factual

e
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and not put forward opinions whilch may or may not be correct, depending
largely, I suspect, on chance. To generalise, it may be sald that Mr.
Platt 1likes to generglise, for example: "Cambridge is as much of a*
sausage machine as the other schools in Britsin." Which other schools?
And are they really the scusage machlnes Mr.r Platt makes them out to be?
Well, some may be, of course, 1f only from the law of averages. But .
isn't thils statement Just a 1little sweeplng? But, as I say, much of the
artlcle is gs much outside my own frame oif reference as I sugpect the
remalinder 1s outside Mr. Platt®s. May I just, very ®riefly, cover one
point about which I do know a 1ittle? Namely, yes, this "Eleven Plus"
exgmination. Firstly, Mr, Platt is guilty of a grossly factual 1naccu-
racy, and secondly, he is putting forward the old, oft-churned out op-
inions of the uninitlated. (You know, I'm almost inclinad to sit down
and write up a full acale grticle on the exam, but it could well run to
some length, and for Mr. Platt's beriefit I don't think it worth it; there
are several excellent books on the zubject, 1f Mr. Platt was sufficiently
interegted in getting his facts right.l Flrst, the factual ingccuracy:
"The only places in the whole country to have abolished it (the 11 plus)
are London schools," There are two points here, and Mr. Platt loses out
on both. The London schools have only abolilshed the 11 plus in so far
that they have replaced their selection system with another of pretty
much the same style, so that 1t might even be argued that they haven't
abolished 1t at all (where do you get your facts, Mr. Piatt? Fronm The
Daily Mirror?). Secondly, the London schools are not the only plsces

to0 do this. My own education authority, the West Riding (of Yorkshire)
"abolished" the examination in exactly the same manner some two years
before London did so, Also, what is this rubbish sbout no allowance
being made for a child's health on the day of the examination? Ig Mr.
Platt discussing the education system of todsgy or of the 1930's?

. /Frankly. I can't understand how any fan with enough
humor to appreciate ALLIGATOR could enjoy Fileming,
Vost of the time he isn't bad enough to be funny, and
he certalniy isn*t good enough to be enjoyable. He's
just dull. ' RSC/

Bill Dgnner, R,D, 1, Kennerdell, Pa., 16043

I suppose I could pick out some more ungrammatical things in the new
lssue, but the hell with it. Probabiy they*re causedby the vast quanti-
ties of fan writings you wade through, which are bound to have a mind-
rotting effect upon even the mcat grammatical-

The highlight of your latest is certalniy Charles Platt's "FPhe Three
R's Reviewed." T thought our-educatichal system in this country had
sunk pretty low, but from his geccount the one in England is worse.. From
glancing through his article now I cce I've been making a mistake :in
telling people it's Oxford with which he's disgusted when actually it's
Cambrldge, but I don't suppose there’s mpuch difference between them. My
glster-in-law is a primary school teacher apd 1'11 give her an opportun-
ity to read the article, as i shall %o a friend in Pgh who 18 concerned
about today's education. ‘

A %Ood many years ago a friend ient. me .a copy of FANNY HILL that was
privately printed in Indla from type hand-set by typographers who did
not know the Engiish language.. As::you can well believe it was full of
most interesting and curlous typos., but even so I did not read the whole
book at that time. Now that I have.dlsccvered frem Yandro that there
are a number of pb editions zvailable I 1nquired for it at the newsstand
in Franklin. "I don't suppose you have any coples of FANNY HILL," 1
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asked the-proprietor. - "Oh, -
hell, yes," he enswered,

and turned to a shelf behind
the counter. "I don't seem
to have any now," he added,
"but I've had a lot of them.
I'11 get you one if you like.
It's the dirtiest book I ever
read and it hasn't a single
dirty word in it." 8o I
ghould have a copy next Mon~
day, and perhape will read

it all, with no typographic
absurdities to dletract me.
Though I suppose in rsallty
it would take a lot of dis-
stracting to take one's mind
from FANNY HILL.,

/No, most of the un-
grammaticel items 1n
Yandro are caused by

the fact that all of my columns gre composed on stencil, and

proofread rather hastily. (And asome are due to dlffering stan—~
dards of grammar. Tom Perry —- in Enclave? -- had an article
deploring fan grammar recently, and some of his examples were
practices whlch I was taught in school as the correct way to

do things. In such caseg, I'11 stick to my standards.) RSC

And we must always remember i1t's English, a living language,
we're dealing with, not Latin. There's a razor line between
sloppy and stagngnt. In avelding the former, we need not dbe -
come the latter... JWC7

Ethel Llndsay, Courage House 6 Langley Avenue, Surbiton, Surrey,CGt. B,
As There Is one thing I'd never want to do...write a story *I'm a
reader) you might thlnk that the long article by Algis Budrys would be
of no interest to me, In actdal fact it was , as I have g passlonate
curiosity about nearly everything. Except flgures {math ones, that is)

and how mechanlcal things work...all else 1s grist to my mill.

Grumblings has quite a lot of book talk this time; I gpprove, par-
ticulerly as there is a minimum of mention of That Subject (I've just
receilved Warhoon...and would you believe 1t? Almost half on That Sub-
Jeet...when everything that could ® sgld hss been said...I was so
dlseppelnted...).: I Just found a rare book...one I couldn't be bother-
gd finishing! Called CITY BOY by Herman Wouk. It's the story of a
fat boy; by about the fifth chapter I figured out it was his lot to be
humillsted all through the book (your mention of Piggy reminded me of
this) and so I bid him a sad farewell just as he set off for summer
camp., I really don't Peel 1like suffering with him, I guess this type
bBeok goes down big wlth mgsochists. Someone had the cheek to compare
1t with HUCKLEBERRY FINN,

Did you ever recommend in "Golden Minutes" a book called THE PRESS
by AJ Liebling? Whatever 1t wes that triggered my mind when I saw it
golng cheap {(1/3d) in Woolwoerths I dunno...but I bought it. Best
chuckle I'd hed for a looong tims! I often laughed out loud in fact
some parts were so funny, Of gourse, a great deal of what he had to
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gay -about the American press 1s qguite sppllcable to our Press also.,.
whlch increased my enjoyment of the way he set to with relish.

/Don't, think I've ever mentloned THE PRESS, but we have
the book and enjoyed it. I think Bob Bloch made the
best analysis of Wouk's writings that I've ever seen.

(He d1dn't think much of them.) It was in Jerry DeMuth's
fanzine, and then reprinted in the Advent EIGHTH STAGE

OF FANDOM, RSC/

Creath Thorne, Route #4, Savannah, Mo., 64LE5 A 2
The LupoiT artlele was no much more than natterlng —' 1t was more
like a column than an article — but 1t wag very enjoyable nonethe -

less. I have stgted severagl times that I do not enjoy materlial on the
subject of ERB, but Dick mekes sll this “Bhop talk" seem interesting.

"Notes on Story-Teiling" —— why can't Budrys talk more straight?
Perhaps 1t is just me — but I've read more than one book on how to
write storles (not that it does much good...) and they seemed to be
much more clear than the Budrys article. So I sat down and puzzled 1t
out, and then found that there wasn't all that much help 1ln the arti-
cle, Arncld can %alk that way in an essay, say like SWEETNESS AND -
LIGHT, to give a classic example, but when you gren't glving out mom-
entous truths,.you should be clearer. Thils 1s, of course, only my own
opinion, whilch often differs from.that of the majorilty... -

/Incidentally, part of this letter was published last
1ssue, but I ran out of room before finishling it. Con-
tinued letters: what next? RS

Bob Briney,.176 E. Stadium Drive, West Lafayette, Ind., 47906
Have you heard the record sl- 4
bum DRACULA'S GREATEST HITS, I
by a British thump-~gnd- .
vall group called The 0
Monsters? One of the 0
loeal statlons has
been playing sélec—
$lons from 1% gll
weex, A couple of-
-them zre pretty fuh-
ny {and one of them
even seems to be 1in-
tentionally so). The
leader of the group
(The-Monsterg, that
is} is Gene (or Jean)
Mossy he can't carry
a tune in s shopplng
bag, but he does a
passgble imitation
of Lugosi's volice:
("I vant to bildte
your hand...Yah! I
vent to bidte your
hand.") :
Another recent .
arrlval 1ls the V.S, 20




sc-ernnent 2rinting Office edition of the "Warren Report'., I can't im—
agine reading the whole thing in detail (900 pages of verbstlm testi —
mony, medical reports, photostats of Oswald'es correspondence, etc., is
too blg a lump to assimilate), but I'm glad to have a copy for refer—
ence., . '

You have probably been informed by now, but Just in caseyyou haven't:
Ed Wood now lives in {or gt least neasr) Milwaukee. Address: 655% Green
Way, Apt #2, Greendale, Wisconsin 53129, The compeny he is now working
for (Allis-Chalmers) took care of heving him and belongings moved from
Idaho Falls to Wilsconsin, but I hear they almost backed out of the deal
when the movers got to hils house and found-seven tons of books to be
moved., :

Another mlscellaneous news item from the Conventlon: the auction
grossed $1200, and cleared %825 net. Mostly on mghuscripts; 1llustrg-
tions didn't move worth a darn. (All this is hearsay, of course, since
I didn't attend any of the auction sessions.) I guess the Pacificon
won't have any money worries.

And yes, Advent is probably going to do a "Proceedings™ volume. The
Committee will pay for 1%, and Pelz and other LASFSlans will do the
editing and ms. preparation., {(The Discon Proceedings will be out some-
time early next year, probably in February. Apparently some of the
tapes were damaged before they could be transcribed, and materlgl has
to be pleces together from other sources, which is part of the reason
for the delay.) .

/T haven't heard the album yet; I suspect that I'm lucky.
Juanita bought the Bantam editicn of the Warren Report (it
was cheaper ). I haven't heard, but I suspect that there
will be two fans who will gbsolutely refuse-to accept these
findings -- G.M.Cgrr and John Boardman.

I can't understand people paying good money for origingl
magnuscripts. Art, yes. You can hang 1t on the wall and
look at 1t, and, due to the economids of reproduction,

quite often the origingl 1s far superior to the cover. you
sec on the magazine. But wilth manuscripts, one presumably
already had the story in the magazine —- a handier form to
store and locate for re-reading -- and if the editor is any
good at all the published verslon is superior to the origi-
nal. f RsSC/
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Alck Brooks, R.R, #1, Fremont, Ind, L6737 -

Un SITver Seconds: I worked for the alr force for a few years. For
a while I was in bench stock {electronics type) and everything is bullt
to AF specificatlions and costs ten prices. And what is more to the
point, any GI's who were good at electronics would rsther buy thelr
electronlc components than scrounge from the bench stock.

"The Last": Who wrote this? I 1iked it. It reminds me of the late
Lord Dunsany,

/T wish I knew who wrote "The Last". Whoever submittéd it
neglected to put hls name on it, I didn't notice the omis-
slon, and by the time I got around to using it, I.couldn't
recall who had sent it in. I inquired of a few likely pos-
s8lbilities, with no results, and then decided that if it

= was published, the author would rush to claim it. He ham't. RSC/
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CHARLIE S5ROVH, 2715 Morris Ave, Bronx, N.Y, 10468

John Brunner's novel, The Whole tian, 1ls probably the best thing he has
written so far. It's too bad tThat the original stories had to be cut and
revised so much in order to fit them into the novel. "City Of The Tiger"
was a Tline story in ltseif but wouldn't have f1t into the novel in 1ts
original form, ' _

If you haven't read Seconds yet, don't bother. It's a real stinker,

The writing is smooth, but nothlng really happens.

The Kline-Ellik letters were very interestlng and gave me a new slant
on the rotation plan and the Syracuse bid. I was at Chicago in 'R2 and
voted for Fhiladelphia for the same regson you did, It didn't matter to
me which was the better bld; I could and did mseke Philadelphia but could
not have posslibly made San Francisco Because of the large amount of lo-
cal people that attend g convention, I think that it could happen again
if the rotation plan 1s scrapped. As Klein points out, there is provision
in the rotation plan for out of turn bids, It should be enough.

3gt. B.F. Smith, ¢/o Sgts. Mess, 1 COD, Bandlana, Victoria, Australlsg

Audience reaction was very mixed when I screened "The Damned! some
months ago; it most definitely wasn't the kind of "sclence fiction" they
were used to or wvanted to see. It was a chilly ending, and even the
people wha do like to show films, Alan, found it uncomfortable.

Robert E. Briney, agaln

On this afternoon's peregrination through the local book store, I
came across a title that sounded very promising: The Advance Of The Fun-
gi. It is a Dover paperback, end the title hinted that 1t might be one
of their fantasy reprints. The author's name was g1so promising; E, C
Large, author of at least two excellent sclence fiction books Asleep In
The Afternoon and Sugar In The Air). Alas, the book turns out to be non-
fletion, "all about such Thrilling subjects as potato mold.....

Sam J. Lundwall, Box %09, Hagersten %, Stockholm, Sweden
I am hunting for a certaln.book, being an engllsh or american edition
of Cyrano de Bergerac's [Iistorie Comique des Estats et Empires de 1a
Lune. Do you know enythinpg sbout editlons in The engllsh languazege of
any of Cyrsno de. Bergerac's novelg? The royal library of sweden has
three dilferent editions of this novel, one from 1661, one from 1750
and ong from 1751 —- g11 in french, and I can't read that sort of french,
If you 40 have any 3dea of where I can buy, borrow or steal a copy of
that novel in english, please let me know.

£I gave him the publishing information from Pilgrimg Through
Space & Time ~- first time that book ever proved useful -=
and the Tact that I hadn't the Vaguest  ideg of where to get
a ¢opy. Any readers with any 4informstion on Cyrano please
pass 1t on to Sam directly. RSC

zen Solon, 3915 N. Southport, Chicago, Illlnois, 60613
I could and in faet would like to say that YAN 1s the best fanzine on
the market but I'm inclined to agree that you have the worldls begt geo—
ond rate fanzines., The regson I made the above statement is, you simply
don't have encugh diversity. YAN #139 was plenty diverse, but 140 was
glnost entirely teken up by Terry Carr. Yhile I have nothing against
Carr, I think that the article could have been shortened by about. 250
words, thereby leaving room for g short article or some short-short
Tictlion, r‘_
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I have to g. sglong with you when you say—thet Farnham's Freehold is -
the worst of RAH, I've seen more -originsl plets in third rete comic beoks.
Heinlein has been slipping lately and selling novels not because they're
good but because his name is Robert A. Helnlein, Starship Troopers was
fairly good, Podkayne Of lars was about the worst {until F¥'}, Stranger In
A Strange Land wasn't too bad and even Glory Rogd wasn't really ss awful
as 1t has Deen made to gound. But as you say, "FF is indefensible".

». Plers Anthony: I'm currently attending an evening class in English at
I.I.T, and I'm inclined to agree with you, college writing classes are
contemptable. The stuff we're supposed to write about is neither here nor
there; it's just a waste of time. We are glven contraversial subjects to
write on, then limited to 250 to 300 words, How can gnyone mgke a decent
statement of opinion that brief! You can make statements of faet, but you
can't justify your arguments.

[That's the nice part about fandom; you don't have to jugtify
your arguments., Several years aggo I gave up trylng to get 4i-
versity into every issue of YANDRO; 320 pages doesn't provide
enough space for both diverslty and long materigl, 0f course,

I suppose we could publish a 100~page quarterly lnstead of a
30-page monthly (but would anyone pay 75¢ for 1t?) and have
plenty of room, But we'd rather come out monthly (more or less)
and try to get a balanced output for the year rgther than for
each isgue, It doesn't win Huges, but it's more fun, RSC/

8111 Pearson, 103 “est 70th. St., New York, N.Y¥Y, 10023

“On the basis of seeing 2 lssues of SATA, a deranged New York publisher
has given me the go ahead %o produce my own mag. It wlll be a girlie book
(the imaginative title ig: THE GIRLIE BOOK, I thot of it myself) and g
lot of fans will surely miss it unless they are somehow forewarned. And
they shouldn't miss 1t becuz it will have g full-color Frank Frazetta
cover, and four pages of Roy Krenkel sketches, in additlon to other fan-
nish surprises —- plus Adkins, Tom Conroy, and C, Hall.

/This letter is over a month old now, so the mag may already be
out; keep on the loockout for it, (If I know Pearson, the cover
illo will be a picture of g nude sitting on a glant toadstool.)
And if it is out, let me know; I haven't seen 1t. Rs¢/

Bob Smith, agsin

" Talking of James Blish's works (as we were last .time around), I found
myself becoming completely absorbed in his old "There Shall Be No Dark-
negs" (in Witches Three) the other night, which I hadn't read for some
time. It still grips me,

/Me, too. I reread it occasionally, pawing thru the old STARTLINGs
until I £ind &%, I don't have the booi; never had the money. And
even if 1 did, part of my enjoyment of the story 1s the Finlay
illustration, with his tlunk-eyed werewolf loomlng out of the
mist. (There's gsome original magazine art I'd like to get hold
of. I like the Finlay I have {from "The Lady Is A Witch") bus
I'd 1ike the werewolf better, RsC/

And I'm left with a long letter from Randy Scott, which might see print
in the next 1ssue, and seversl shorter items which on re-reading seemed
too personal to be of much interest to the resdership. Wish ug luck 1n

getting two more lissues out before the end of the year. RSC
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