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Ma " Deck vs all with 4| There is quite nothing to match the
.é@l@ gufon Chacli® T experience of mimeoing with the ve-
°{ w7 ry dubious assistance of a hyper =

thyroidic cat and a small urchin
who 1s simply mad about pushing and
climbing through things.,..esjust
watch it, bhoy!..soon's you get big
enough to reach that crank,you be-
gin to work for your meals around
here....».I gtill think one of the
most hilarious editorial coimients 1
ever read on the trials and tribu-
lations of editing was in VARIO30,,
remember shoving the issue in the
face of anyone handy for weeks afterward so that all and sundry might
apprecicte the situation......toc more serious subjects..the recent dem-
ise of Moomaw bringzgs once mnore to the point of consideration the chemi=
cal aspects of mental ond emotional upsei, further underlined by a per=
sonal situation in someone of our acquaintance....deep depression and
insanity con be induced by tho medical profession , and I can only won~
der how long it's.going to take the researchers to reverse the process..
if even such o small accomplishment eould be made toward lowering the
male suiclide rate (four times greatsr than femnle according to my last.
statistics availaoble) by some sort of hornone therapy....a great amount
of resenrch indicates women don't tend toward sulcide wmimply because
the regular cycle of monthly depression-elation prepares them for the
reolly- deep- emofional. shocks, that life. occasiconally dredges UPsesse@n.
innecculation against. self destruction,. as, it were....I'm also inclined
to-believe - women usually 'attempt! suicide, rather than actually woante
ing %o. succeed in the oct, whereas men are sincerely intending to fin~
ish- it completely....s0mething of. the difference in methods also seems
to. indicate men take the most painful and unpleasant ways .oub possible.
Are women more squeanish, or. is this. some sort of male desire to prove
'manhood!,. even in. death,. by bearing pain stoically......the whole sit-
nation dis one. of morbidity compounded to the degree of extreme disqulet.
When a person such as Clarkson dies, the feeling is disbelief, regret,
and renembrance...(the last time I saw Dick was at the Detroit econ in
154, with a porticularly vivid memory of the time we (obout twelve of
us) drowe out to Devore's digginps in Dearborn and were roaming around
his faobulous library....Dick was so delighted with one of Devore's
Spanish languoge st comics...and then,..the rather stunning news of his
death wuch .a -short while leter)....but my personal reacblon to the tak=-
ing of onels own I1fe is a sort of withdrawal, .o faint .sense of horror
and inability to understand....life can be pretty horrible and painful
at times, but I cannot conceive of a depression so deep it completely
blots out all the previous times when things turned upward once MoOre...
it will all end ultimately, but there is so much to be .done .and exper=
ienced, good and bad, -that death is to be put off as long .as possible.,
and then, too, perhaps .a great deal of that attitude traces back tc Mez
Bradley's contention that a women is above all concerned with poster -
ity and the reproductive function - nothing matters but survival of the
race,and any loss diminishes the WholGesssreeseanccseccscssorosanssdWC




It never falls; the furhace will
work perfectly &ll through tne cool
weather of fall, and the moment the
first cold snap strikes, it starts
coming apart. This one seems to
have declded to go into business as
a coke oven; after wrestling with
i1t for 3 days in a row, 1 could go
to a convention as Carl Brandon.

H,P. Sanderson zand Ted White
seem to have come to ldentleal con—
cluslions gbout me -~ nhamely, that I
am a nasty, unethlcagl sort of per—
: - son, They could be right, too; who
knows what evil.luris in the mind of man? (Lpparently none at all lurks
in the minds of these shining stalwarts, and they are appalled to dis-—
cover 1ts manifestations elsewhere,) Oh, I'm a nasty persecn, all right;
I make fun of TAFF, I don't kneel when Belle Dietz walks into a room,

I laughed like hell over Sanderson having hls nsme put on various sucke
er 1ists.su.s.e8ay, Gene; you could become Semdy's friend for 1l1lfe by
telllng him about my embezzling the ISFA treasury., &nd if you teld hinm
that I hod an cbnormal sex 1ife he might even send you a free fanzine.
(0f course, 1%t mlgit be a bit difflcult to prove anythlng abnormal
about my sex life, but Sandy llkes psychological conjectures, providing
that they aren't gbout hlm.§

There have been several comments lately to the sffect that paper-
bacls may replace magazines, as far as stf goes, The trend 1s already
starting...I recently bought the Cardlngl edltion of NEV TALES OF SPACE
&ND TIME, and along with the edltorlal and 10 storieg reprlnted from
the hgrdcover edltion, there were 3 ads; one for TINE magazine, one for
the Doubleday stf book club, and one for '"YOUR INCOME TAX - 1959 edil-
tion", That's more advertising than some magazlnes carry....by the time
pb's have replaced digests, we'll doubtless be getting truss ads and
all the other paraphenalia of the good old days,

Ve seem to be gettling on awfully high-class sucker 1ists lately. The
National Geographic Assoclatlon cordlally invited me to become g member
(86.50 a year), AHERICAN HERITAGE i1s practically Inslsting that I send
someone a Christmas subscriptlon (only ¢10.95), the Metropelitan Opera
Record Club feels that I am the sort of person who would enjecy a men-
bership, the 21 soverelgn natlons of the Western Hemlsphere lnvited me
to subscribe to AMERICAS magazine, and a couple of weeks apo the Univ-
ersity of Michigan invited me to become a"patron and founder" of their
modern nilstory serles (15 volumes at $6.50 per volume). I even got a
cireular from a flnance company, offering to let me have the cash nec-
essary to indulge in these luxurles, Somehow, though, I don't think I'd
enjoy the feeling of having culture running out my ears (though I was
s bit reluctant about turning down the Geographic sub), Actually, if I
hed the money, I'm the type who would subscribe to about every magazine
publiehed and buy every non-flctlon bool printed.,.....ln fact, the only
oripe that I have about 1ife ls that I wasn't born rich. T think I have
the ideal sort of personallty for -handling wealth —-— I'm lazy. RSC
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Colomal bBxcursion

D ¥ T {
Fart Il First Contact — ron bennett

Once I was off the ship the atmosphere of the oc¢casion began to
cateh up with me and I stood confused saying ldlotiec things as Belle
Bietz, Pat Ellington and Bill Rickhardt, who had met me, showered me
with an embarrassing show of Ilnterest about the voyage over. Ve plcked
up my two cases and took them over to a long line of some two hundred
people walting to see the customs officlals. I wae immediately told to
take the cases back and leave them under the signh marked wilth my surname
lnitial, I 4id so while the othows marked nmy place in line and then we
settled down to a long walt, Pat t0ld me that Dick was walting outside
the customs sheds wita Marie~Louise, thelr two month old daughter, who
1s lnown to everyone as "Poops". Evidently Dick hadn't been able to get
hold of a pass to the sheds, Time passed and I learned that Billl was
working in New York., Pat was suddenly paged over the loudspealker system
and she went off to the gate to find that Dick was wantlng to get off
to work, Pat returned with Poops, a fortultous move which should be
Standard Proccdure For Fans Vlsitlng the USA, After a short while Pat's
arms began to ache from holding the baby, and when Poops had been held
in turn by Bill and Belle and complalnts were ringing in all ears, a
kindly police guard took us out of line and to the head of the queue. I
didn't think this was cricket of course, but then I'm used to playing
rugby, game ln whlch one plays not only against the opposling team but
aleo agalnst the refcecree, + kept my mouth closed and found myself ush-
ering a portly customs offlcial over to my walting cases,

I told him T had g camera and a typewrlter for personal use and
that T wasn'st bringlng into the country any women for lmmoral purposes,
a2 gag which tlckled him so much that he tecld me to hurry and get the
hell out of there, I picked up my cases snd welked out throupgh the gates,
Then I turned round to look for Belle, Pat and Bill. They were nowhere
%0 be seen, '

I put my ceses down agaln ond walted. After a long time watching
Amerlcans chew chewlng gum in Amerlca, and talk wilth American accents -
all the genuine article -~ I wes thinking of paging them, when they
showed up intent on paging me, I never did discover just what had hap-
pened. e greeted each other like long lost brothers, polntedly ighor-
ing the cliche, and we went under the elevated highway, crossing the
road and looking bacl on the Queen lMary. This was an American sidewalk
on an American street and my flrst impressions were that 1t was sunny,
that 1t was warm, and that the sunshilne intenslified the colours of the
fmerican scene. Not only that but the scene ltself was definitely more
colourful than at home. Clothes struck me as belng so, and where in
Ingland does one see yellow end red taxl-cabe? -

We went into a sneclk bar 2nd had a round of coffee. I was still
Teeling a 11ttle dazed and I merely had the cup of what Fredric Brown
alweys describes as muddy liguid, I can't understand why I didn't try
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come spple pie, pizza or even a hamburger, Belle left us to do some
shopping, and Bill and Pat pushed my cases and me into a ta®i which
¢rove out to the Ellington's gpartment on the east side. Here I nmet
Saady ditter, the young lady whose apartment shares the fifth floor
wiith that of Dick and Pat, She served us up coffee, and we sat around
smoling and comparing English and American cigarettes walting for some-
thing to happen, YWe didn't have to walt very long,

Fans began to drop in and out with monctonous regularity and though
I was having o whale of a time, meetling nmore fans than I normplly meet
in an entlre ycar at home, I'm not too sure I got them all sorted out
and the correct names tagged onto the correct faces, Sandy Cutrell came
along to see whether I was in any shape %o be driven out to Cleveland
on the Friday morning. I'd met Sandy in London a fortnight before when
he kad flown over for a short tour of the Continent, and with IMlke Hoor-
coclk, we'd spent an afternoon in Soho and at the Tarzan Comic Book of-
fices where Hlke had been working. We showed Bill and Pat the Hoorcock
inspired Tarzan adventure where the Jungle Lord meets Jim Caughran, Lee
Shaw and Dick Elllngton. Shel Deretchin dropped in to renew memories of
the London Convention a year before and I met for the first time such
Yew York stalwarts as Danny Curran, Ian Macaulagy. Bill Dongho and Roger
Sims of Detrolt, I never did find out what part Roger was playlng in the
New York scene, but he fitted in well. Danny s=nd Bill Donzho are the oo-
cupants of the Bowery gpartment Xnown to fandom as "The Nunnery",which
has talken over the role of the vacated "Riverside Dive" in holding par—
ties. I never really got to know Danny, who Struck me as belng an easy
golng personality who should be lthnown, S5t111, these sentiments were
probably true of practically everyone I came into contact with brlefly
during the trip., I'd be getting on well with them and would suddenly
find myself wnisked away to neet someone else, That'!s probably the nost
regretful thing about & rushed tour like g TAFF trip. Things have to be
done by halves or often not done at all. It's a plty where places are
concerned, and with people it's just plaln tra%edy.

- Sesldes Danny, I never really got to “now Ian, who I bumped lnto
frequently atl one time or another when either one of us was moving some-
where else, lie did have one brief chat before he had to duck out on sonme
errand, as had other fans, Blll Rickhardt had to go off to work, at
Cushman's bakery, and at one time I was left with Bill Donaho, a frignht-
enlng prospect for any newconer to llew Yorlk., I later chrlsfened 3111
"Wee Willie" to try and bring his tremendous bulld down to manageable
slze. He stands some six foot four, welghs close on twenty stones and
.every cublc inch of him i1s fabudous,

In the afternocon I went out shoppling with Pat, trying vainly to com-
pare prices of such gssorted amenltles as soap powder and gramaphone
records 80 that I'd be able to dazzle my parents with acqulred know-
ledge when I returned home., We bought some duplicating psper, had a look
at a supermarketb (this dldn't Almpress me as much as w§s'obviously EX—
pected, Why they even have a supermarket near Catford:), and looked in
on Stave Talzacs, the bookseller on Third Avenue who has attended several
conventions and is known to the Kew York faction as possessing the abll-
1ty to underemphasize his bugsiness successes., Arcund thls time, I was
beginning to fesl as though I°d beoq_playing rubgy for two or three
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nours and I asked Pat what the termperature was. "About eightysthree”,
she replied, carefully adding that 1t was cool in New York for that time
of the vear. I trled to-think that she was trylng to show me that 1t
really was Jjust like home ln England, but when my mind went back to the
dazzling slxtles we experlence on rare sSunny dsys, I felt hotter than
ever. When we got back to the apartment, I took off my under shirt and
didn't waar one agaln until I arrived back in England.

Larry Shaw leter dropped in, complete with pipe. I'd met Larry and
the pipe in Ketterling two years before when he'd been qulckly manhandled
from group to group and I hadn't had much tlme to &pegk with hlm there.
I sat there watching him blow smoke at the celling, feeling the distrust
that a fan feels for a professional who is trylng, somewhat condescend~
ingly, tQ be a fan, But it soon dawned on me, Larry's enthuslasm wasn't
pseudo-eagerness; this was the real thing. We sterted lnsultlng one
another, calling INFINITY and OMPA Presidents lots of nasty thlngs,and
Larry qulckly became one of my favourite fmerlcan fan personalltles.

And as though it wasn't enough for me to be sltting ln New York swap-
plng yarns with Larry Shaw, Dicl Ellington came home from worlk,

For years people have been tellling me that Dick is a Good lian, a
Great Guy and llke that, Now I was to find out for myself, While the
TAFF polling was stlll 1n progress, Dick hed wrltten to me sayling that
elthough he hoped John Berry would be elected, 1f I made the grade he'd
be glad to have me stay with him, And now here he was, stuck, and eat-
ing his words., He told me about his fanzine FIJAGE and what the Detroit
group had lined up in the way of a touring schedule, about New York and
what 1% was llke living there, and how the sewers of the city were craw-
llng wlth monstrous allilgators, and of some of the conventions he'd
attended and before we knew where we were, we'd had dlnner and other
fane had begun to roll in for a party wihlch Dick insisted was just a
get-together., Dave Xyle showed up wearing an army uniform with major's
inslgnla, He was leavlng early the next morning to hiteh a ride over %o
the west coast In an army plane, a procedurc which 1s the done thing
with American milltary. It struck me as gtrange that I should have met
Belle the same morning and have got on as well with her as I was now
doing with Dave right then. It wasn't that either slde in the law—sult-
Ing feud was taking palns to conceal antagonlsm from me. I'd already
stated that I was neutral and I was extremely pleased to see that nelther
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side held this agalnst me, Dave asked me about Sandy Senderson and when
I told nim Sandy had lent me one of my two cases, he insisted on pleiing
1t up., "Don't forget to tell him that Dave Kyle cerried this around
with him," he cracked.

After a while Larry and I found we had a mutual interest in gln and
we went out for me to watch him purchase a bottle. We returned to the
flat to Tind Pot golng to bed and afterwards a group of stalwarts who
were getting steadily drunker —- Bill Donaho, Dave, Dicl, Larry and’ my-
self,as well as Russell Blackwell who had materiallzed from nowhere,
sat up until four and dammit -~ we discussed sclence flctlen., This was
only the second time in my 1Life I'd stagyed up so late dlscussing shy-
thing discussable wlth fans, and the previous time, with Norman Shor-
rock, we'd worked our way through SF then, too, There must be somethlng
in sclence fletion after gll, YWith Dave Kyle the last to leave, well
after four, I crawled in a bed Irept warm for me by a cat with an uh-
printable name and desplte my mind wanderling through the day's crowded
events, I fell asleep.

L — o T B ks S et Sl e . i S Ak B e e s Bl

e —— ]

Will Ron ever wake up? For the next thrilling installment of COLONIAL
EXCURSION, gpply to Gregg Calkins, 1714 South 15th, East, Salt Lake
City 5, Utah. Hagaznine: OOPSLA, Price: 15¢. Part I appeared in PIRIHEL-
ION end part II in ~APORRHETA - see "Strange Fruit" for addresses.
"The equipment for vacuum lmpreghatlng ls very expensive,

ees.ofron "Deslgn of Direct-Current Machines™
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NOTICE: T!'d like for every reader, after looking over this lssue, to
drop us @ postcard wlth his/her cholce of the three best written items
which have sppeared in YANDRO in 1958. Even if you haven't received ev-
ery lssue, pick the 3 best ltens fron what you have received, RSC
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"Her name ls Astarte,' her mother had announced before leaving her
at the orphanage and disappearing into the mist of*humanity.
$® L3

iShe is very beautlful," sald the middle~aged mlnister's wlfe who was
adopti?g her, "We will call her“Emily. Astarte 1s,..,well, 1t's too flam-
boyant! I might even say pagan.

y‘&'{Oh, x ce%tainly égrgepw%th you, lrs, Christopher," gaid the dlrect-
or, wrlting "Emily A. Christopher" on the final popers. "I'm sure you
will have no trouble. Ast...I beg your pardon; Emily 1s an obedlient
chlld, healthy, intelllgent...and, as you say, exceptionally beautlful.
I admit we have had a 1ittle difflculty soclallzing her. She doesn't
make fﬁiends easily wlth other children and has an over-active imagin-
ation, ;

"You mean she exagrerates —- colors the truth?"

"Oh no, Mrs. Christopher. You will find that she speaks the truth out
2t all tlmes — thls can be embarrassing.”

Mrs, Christopher snorted inwardly ot the doubtful morgls of the dlr-
ector. "We hope her lonely ways will vanish with the love of parents,

a slster and a normal home 1ilfe,"
"Good-bye and good luck to both of you." L
- #

Driving it through the gates of Happy Haven, irs, Christopher
squeezed the hand of the 1ittle dgrk-haired six-ysar-old, "Now you are
free, Emily dear." ; :

The green-‘'eyes turned startled, "But I was always free, Mother. I
can climb those gates easilly. It Just wasn't time to go!l _

lrs. Christopher smiled and sald, "Why, of course! You are right."
(Telling herself, "I must repeat thls conversation to Charles. 1t is
quite charming, and how quickly she has learned to call me Hother,")
"Your sister Susan wlll be so happy to see you, She has wanted a play-
mate for so long, and we searched and searched untll we found Jjust the
right one, Susan is two years older than you and will show you how %o
do many things, " i

Susan ~ pink, plump and blond - was_jumping up end down excltedly on
the porch when they drove up. Emlly, the new "little" slster, was notice-
ably taller and more graceful ln build, She had none of Susan's doil-
like prettlness, but a quality of build, movement and co-ordination
which suggested the qulckness and subtle strength of a young doe.

"I will give you whatever you like best," ssid Susan, displaying her
treasures wlth a reckless determination to be loved that won over her
fear that her favorlte doll might be chosen, Emily'!'s choice was a Jewel—
ed scythe hanging on a delicate golden chaln, a gift from Susan's grand-—
motner that had been thrown in a box with the other less costly trinkets
Sugan used for her adornment, 63



Late that evening Pastor and Mrs. Christopher were talking gbout
their new davghter and how well she was adjusting; how beautifuily the
two girls hal reacted toward one another, how thelr opposite physical
beauty complemented, what excellent taste Emily had displayed in the
choice of the expenslive charm bracelet. The doorbell rahg., Hr. Rldgely
from down the street stood on the doorstep beside Emily, who was stark
naked except for her charm bracelet. Hr. Ridgely redly stuttered, "She
Says she belongs here. I found her in that condltion clinging to the
big ogk tree out front.,"

Erlly, decently wrapped In a warm robe, told her endeavouring-to-
understand parents, "The moon put her arm in my window, then she pointed
to a blg star. 'That 1s Astarte’s (Emily's, dear) star,! she said, 'and
that is Astarte's (Enily's, dear) big tree,' and when I went out to say
hello, I net ny best friend who....(Mr., Ridgely?) No, he had a beautiful
rnusic naker and danced with his 1lttle hooves. He gave nme thls rope and
told me he would coiie back for ne sone day."

"Oh, darling, you are tired, That is mistletoe from the ogk tree ——
see, 1t is cut. You must have cut it with your little scythe. You must
never po out without our knowing where you are and giving cur permlssion.’

"But ‘they called me." = '

"You must never o outside without clothes on. We don't do that."

"Oh, but you and Daddy are so fat snd funny., I look so nice that T
want %0 malle everyone happy when they see how nice I look. My friend
sald he liked %o look at me, and he touched me with his halry hands,”

Both parents gasped in shocked unison, "Kr, Ridgely!ll®

Mo, my best friend. He left when lir, Ridgely came,.®

"Oh, Emilyeosegsi

R # #*

Pastor and Mrs, Christopher talked late into the night and finally
declided that Emily was over-exclited, and the entire incldent with all
the 1lmazined detalls would be betfer forpgotten. Each fell asleep afrald
to almit to hlmself or hls mate that he suspected they might have
adopted a problem,

* * &

Emily looked down at her hand spread hard agsinst the brown earth.
"It is like a tree rooted into the ground, and like Antaeus I feel
strength flowing up into and through me. Stranse that all the religlion
with with I was innoculated never took, Underneath I am pagan, amoral,
Lawless without having broken any laws." She rubbed the chain on her
arm, "Thls scybthe is the symbol of my druld nature." Laughing lightly
aloud she leaned back against the great ogk. "Tree of Juplter, where
have all the mzle CGods gone....0siris, Adonls and Pan? Ny parents’ went
guietly and innocently to thelr graves, never dreamlng that Susan, the
oenteel wife eznd loving mother, was a recldlvistic back-street adulter-
ese, and dear Emily, tneir timid old mald poetess who never drank nor
smoked, only remains a virgln because zll the Gods are dead. No one has
gseen the tiger in my; no one guessed my eagle, found my oasis. There le
not encugh thunder and 1lightning in men nowadays." As 1f called by her
thoughts, the heavens cracked open wlth a flash. Emlly, showered with
cooling rain, ran toward the house,
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The letter was postmarked Chicago. It read:

"Astarte, (which she now used as a pen-name)

For a long tlme I have been reading and saving your poetry which,

I have clipped from varlous magazines. You handle your sensuallty

with a restrained voluptuousness that I find exceedlingly provocatlve.

Your poem !Madman® forcefully palnts the plight of neglected salnts

and satyrs like Nletzche and myself. Casting aside all other consid-

eratlons, I am comlng to MNew York, If there 1ls any other man in your
l1ife, see that he ls safely out of the way of my fury by March 21st,
when I will arrive to claim you. Wrlite immedlately t0o ——-

_ Pan Perkuns'

At first she shivered, then she laughed. "The arrogance, the egotism!®
She found fourteen of hls poems ih as many magazlnes, She had to admlt
they were origlnal, varled, of excellent quality. From thelr themes she
learned that he was on the side of evolutlon agalnst adsptatlon; of scl-
ence apgalnst superstition; on the side of men agalnst the angels. There
was no clue as to his age, color, position in 1life. Astarte laughed at
herself: "I have always sald that love has no barrlers -~ nelther age,
color, religlion, soclgl stratum, family ties, tlme plane, SeX nor spe-—
cie," Once she had been in love with D, H., Law-
rence. She had consldered him. more allve in hils
grave than any of the young men pursuing her, Now
why- should she he so concerned over the physical
malie—-up of thls depraved old man or arrogant up-
gstart? At thirty she was acting llke a fldgety
01d mail titillated by sloppy sentiment. She
wrote:

"Dear Perkuns,

My great grandchildren were dellghted with
your 1ittle note. They now refer %o Granny as
Minon de 1!'Enclos, But I sald, 'I'll bet Perkuns
hes a long grey beard.'

If you do come to New York, I will not be able
to see you as my heglth does not any longer per-
mit my having visltors, But 1f you telephone,
perhaps I may be well enough to speak with you
for a few moments,

Astarte

She wobbled the lines a little to simulate

the caillgraphy of an aged hand,.
: * *

Two days later the cards started coming, They
had welrd modern paintings on one side, and al~
ways Just a 1llne and a slgnature., She could %ell
he was on hls way east by the postmarks. "He must
be driving because he has stopped in so many pla-
ces," The last card, sent from s monastery in
Pittsburgh, stated that he was visiting Verlailne,
and ended!

"Affections, confectlions and affectatlons,

-—1' )~ Rimbagud"




"WWell, that does it! He 1s a very depraved young
nan - probgbly takes dope and has male lovers, 1
wilil not waste ony of my preclous time on his af-
fectations." But she knew that her curioslty would
sive her no rest if she refused to se¢e him jJust once.

On the morning of the twenty-first, Astarte —-
who was wsiting impatiently for the mall -- saw a
ragged old man, welghed down by a patched suitcase,
stumbling up the long front walk,

"Oh no!" She burled her disanpointment under a
sigh of relief, "Well, I will have no trouble hand-
ling this situation, I will be graciously cold, give
him a meal and a few dollars, and make it clear that
I am too busy for any further social contact.”

She opened the door wide, and using her warmest
VOiCﬁ sald, "Hello., Come in, I've been expecting
you, Y

The tramp's face lifhted up, "You havet?" = /

"Yes, aren't you lir, Perkuns?" /

"Oh no, ma'‘am. I'm in dlre stralts just now. /
I wonder if you could help me out?" b

Astarte ran to her desk and returned wlth i oF . Niiasd
a dollar and a red face, She closed the door o s N

e

and leaned agalnst it for support. 23
H -]

Late that evening she was preparing to retire when the telephone rang,
and a volce that sent auivers through her sald, "Astarte?"

"Yes, are you Perkuns?! '

He laughed,"Call me Pan, I don't believe 1n standing on formallty."

"A11 right. Pan," '

Silence,

"I'm in Penn Station. How do I get to your house?'

"Oh, you came by train?!

"No, I hitch~hiked, but I may have to sleep here if you don't welcome
me as ybur guest.”

"-Jhy, that ls impossible! Didn't you plan -~ make arrangements for
such things before you cgme?"

"Wo, I wanted to see you, and 1f I walted until I had the money every-
thing would have changed. Now ls the hour! My enthuslasm to meet you has
pxceeded all bounds! All beguty 1s concelved in the season of illogical
enthusiasm and born in the time of reflective reasoning.'

"I'm not sure I want to meet you....(flrmer} at least 1t is impos-
sible tonight!" Then with the haughtiness of someone granting an audi--
ence; "But you may come tomorrow at 2:00 PH", and she. gave him direct-
fons in a cool secretarial voice end said good night.

"aAstarte..." (The volce was rich with a hypnotic quality, but she was
not going to yleld to it,)

1Veg7 "

1T will dream of you from my bench-bed,"

"If you sleep ln the railroad station, you!'ll be arrested,’

"y desire shall repel all obstacles.'

~T11=



tthen she put the received down she pressed her hands agalnst her hot
cheeks, "Oh dear, he ls gomeone dreadful - a gangster from Chicago!'

But something inside of her was saying, "You are the wrong one - growlng
01d, afrald fo take chances. There is something vast and herolc about
this man." She knew she had been hard, unresponsive, but in this world
where the lnnocent, the sensitlve are easy prey, one had to be strong %o
survive, (But hard?) She was afrald, and she knew fear was no% wrong,
"Perhaps I recognized my own lack of strength to combat 1t."

She put an X through March 21 on her calendar and went to bed. The
full moon extended an arm across her tossing filgure, She turned her face
away from the sllver lilght and closed her eyes, laughlng, "The full moon
is the cause of this madness." .

+ - aw ¥ W

Something was calling, pulling, calling. She awakened wlth a strange
feellng that thls had gll happened sometlme before -~ that she was rellv-
ing a past experience, Every few minutes there was a strange low sound
naunting the sleeplng night., "A saxophone -- oh no, he wouldn't!" She
ran te the window, There was a flgure under the oglk tree, half hidden ln
shadows and leaves llke g Rousseau palnting. Fear and modesty ylelded to
anger. She ran downstalrs wlthout stopplng for a robe and dashed onto
the lawn, leaving the front door open behind her, : !

"Astarte, my darling -- across a unliverse of space, evading laws that
are not ours,,,,."

She stood etill, all aggression ahd doubt drowned in a flood of know-
ledge. Before her, arms outstretched, was a magnificent flgure -- not
tall but broad of chest, with graceful, slender hips, a mass of tight
brown curls, an ovgl face with a slightly polnted chln, hlgh cheekbones,
and eyes of green~yellow! She knew him -~ had somehow faced him this way
before,. With one movement they were together; all her tenseness fallen
away under the vibrant, halry hands, She followed. his swaylng body wilth
contaglous abandon, having recognized the music he was purring into her
ear as g Section of Btravinsky!s "Le  Sacre du Printemps", Thney danced
around the anclent tree, mocklng time and circumstance in such a wlld
swirling that an onlooker mlght have thought 1t was the. arrival of
Spring with a cortege*of mad winds and moonlight,

® 1

At dawn ehe started up suddenly, alerted by the sound of famlliar
footsteps; old kr. Ridgely walking his pampered collle, She reached for
her night dress lying rumpled at the foot of the cak, uncovering an emp-
ty wine bottle, "the nectar", and ran happlly toward the house,

Beauty, conceived in illogical enthusiasm, would be dellvered in due

season. Astarte sat at her desk, still unclothed, fondled her charm
bracelet and wrote:

"I 51t silently thinking In dance in song in color
No poem could contaln you Leaps have a limited 1if%
- One word perhaps Lege a 1llke extension- '
And that lneffable Throate toc full are still
I 81t silently knowing My brush and pen lack ski1ll
Your vastness T - I slt sllently dreaming

Wanting to reproduce _, .+ A&n image of flesh to express you,"
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pvameograph lnstructions N\

. - —~— john w thiel

(1) Put mimeogreph in convenlent spot. Any pood meke of mimeograph 1s
shockproof, and can easlly withstand belng taken up and hurled at the
SRILELER N plRRC S

(2) Place automatic feeder in automatic slot, The feeder will never work
in a million years, but 1t does contribute to the appearance of the mim-
gorraph,

(3) Place papers on the left slde of the mimeograph. lake certain that
the papers all reach the barrel, becavse 1f this 1s not dohes the papers
will not zo through the machine., They probably won't anyway, but you
should glve yourself a fighting chance,

L) Place stencil on inked pad. Some machines are equipped with earplugs,
whilch you should pass ocut to your friends ot thils point —- preferably
Egiggg you discover that tihe stencll is on crooked, If you want to keep
your Iriends, that ls. Stralghten stencll and remove creases.

(5) Remove any and all objects with are sharp or heavy and might be put
to traglc use in the hands of a maniac,

(6) Pour ink into the drum. Remember the Second Commandment as the ink
saturates the stencll completely, dripping through,

(7) Count to ten before commlitting any rash sct which you may later
resret,

(8) Swish brush around in barrel. Yalt untll you are.outside among stout
trees to glve vent to your enotlions as the brush topples from the handle
into the thick puddle of ink inside the nineo,

(9) Turn the crank. The feeder will scrape the surface of the papers
several times, finally sending through three or four sheets at once,the
Tirst of which sticks to the barrel and the rest of which flutter away
in a blast of invectlive. Do not lose your temper.

(10) Xeep a tall wastebasket on hand.

(11) try also t0 keep a straight face as your correction fluld topples
over, civering fthe stencill in a syrupy mess. Put the correction fluid

in enother rocnm, where 1t should have been in the flrst place,

(12) Av>id fingering your lower 1lip at such tlmes as when the o1l drips
down from the upper parts of the nachlne anhd c¢overs the first few dozeh
sheets, Just think —— now you have slick paper! ,

(13) Do not become discourazed, dlsheartened, or neurobic when the print-
ing shows up backwards (vou put your stencll on-upside down. Ha, ha!l)
Anyway, Lf you are like most new mimeographers, the brand of paper you
selected will let the printing show through on the other side, so 1t
can still be read., Of course, if you didn't slipsheet......you may have
to pget new paper. v
(14§ Ynen you spot large globs of ink on the pages coming through, stop
the maciiine, take out the roller and wipe off the ink, Do not hurl the
roller lnto the convenient wastebasket; the mimeo will not work without
g roller snd by this time the wastebasket ls full, anyway.

(15) Have a good cry.

_'|i..'-__.



(16) XKeep angulsh at a minimun es
the ink oczes through g hole in tin
stencll,

(17) Paper dolls are all well and
good, but concentrate on the fan-
zine,

(18) On, don't act so irritated, Ev-
erything regulres a certaln amount
of time,

(19; Don't let 1%t get you down.

(20) Whoops...plle of paper slipped
back...the last flfteen have had ths
print running o6ff the page. Keep
your eyes open, stupld!

(21) A triple axe murder may help a

1ittle, but the best advice is to
//\

leave the whole mesé a few days, not
even glancing at 1%, and begin
again in a new, refreshed &%até of
mind. Little troubles, ha, ha. This
time you'll make 1t! This state oF
mind may not last very long when
you dlscover that the lnk has solld-
1fied on you, and has collected dust
and iInsects. Maybe leaving 1t el%t
wasn't such a hot'ldea, after all.
— {22) You are now ready for color
mimeography.

Lt e e ettt Ll L A N R e N i —— — e I8
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There is n time at the close of day when

A strange glow seems to suffuse all the earth,
And alil

Is guiet and

S NI At

A heavy
Sl1lence-

Presses down upon all the landscape and .
All is peace,

Such ls if now,
AS

Shades of Hiroshima drift serenely through the evening alr.
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"Your country has made remarkable progress 1n esplonage, my friend,"
seys the female spy as she turns in her }eep seat to look at the steer-
ing wheel where the Invislible lMan 1s driving.....

At the turn of the century H. G. Wells, the fore runner along with
Verne of sclence fictlon, wrote g story called THE INVISIBLE MAN -- g
man whose new found power of invisibllity twisted hls character to be-
come an evil megalomaniac, a sinleter figure bent on destruction.

Dr, Beter Brady, the hero of the television series based on thls
story, 1ls different.

He ls a sclentlst at an atomle laboratory dolng research on electri--
city and refraction when an agitated voice shirlls through the interconm,
"Number Three Reactor Leaking -— Emergency Drill!" But he is gbsorbed
in an experiment,

A girl enters the lab in protective clothing and inauires whether |
everythlnﬁ is satisfactory, '

"Fine," murmurs Professor Brady, absorbed in his notes at the desk,
But the glrl gazes in horror at the Professor and falls into a falnt on
the floor.

The flgure at the desk has no HEAD,

"It's quite slmple," says the Professor explainlng his accident,put
a Jellyfish Ilnto water sand you can't see 1% because 1ts refractive index
ls the same @s the water. My refractive index 1ls lowered to that of the
alr around me, So I'm invisible. See?!

o, of course we don't darn well see — but then we aren't really sup~
posed to, are we? The Llmportant thing is that Brady has not worked out
a successful formula for becomlng visible agaln
without wrapping himself up ln as many bandgges
s Pharoah's Kummy,

As you!ll appreclate thls only pro-
vides tne outline for a series offer-
ing gll kinds of trick photegraphy,
driverless motorcycles end Jeeps,
suspended telephones, llghted
cizarettes, things (and people)
salling through the alr gnd dlg-
embodled volces,

" And although the story by H.
G. Wells was obviously Britlsh,
the accent of the Invisible

Man 1s definitely erlcan, : | PN ;“4:;?”_;?////
though he 1s supposed to be -'Kg/y§&§<, W\ e ///:/”

a British sclentlst in the ¥ N> F S

plot. Oh well, Jjust anoth- - SR

er concesslon no doubt to

allow the serles to be
go0ld elsewnere,

/
-



Although the wires that suspehd the clubs and guns and bottles in
the alr are themselves invisible, 1t 1s unfortunate that the storyline
of each episode 1s in a condltion gquite simllar to that of the leading
character. . _

And 1f you should hear any rumblings in the background whlile this
series 1s belng projected I should take no notlce., It will only be H,
G. turning in his grave.....s :
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SRUMBLINGS—
O RGENED L NG >
To kegln wlth, some more of the Ron Bennett letter that got its nose cut
off in the last issve: BJS: : : ;

Since I got back home I've read "The Lincoln Hunters", "Time X", "The
Hired Target" and I'm halfway through "The Clty Under The Sea'. Meeting
Tucker must have had some impression on me, Actually, I remember very
1ittle about it all. I do remember belng shoved 1nto the trunk of Fred
Prophet's car 1ln the early hours of a Chicago morning, blaclk coffee be-
ing poured over my head by Nancy Kemp. I guess I must have slept a 11i%-
tle. The next thing I remember clearly is that 1t was broad daylight and
I was sitting at a roadside restzurant somewhere in Missourl, eating a
squelchy hamburger.. Nlck reached over and pulled g Falasca Fandom mem-
bershlp card out of my %top poclket., "Well," he sald, looking at it close-
1y, the way he peers at those road. signs when he's taken the wrong fturn-
ing, "what dld you think of Tucker?" I felt like marching to, London,
waving a large banner, "GIVE US BACK DUR ELEVEN DAYS."

And alsc there's the fact that when we hit Peorla on the return trip
we tried to phone %the Falascas to get hold of 3ob Tucker's number, We
rang Cleveland at a dollar forty or so, but couldn't get through, I ge-
ther that although Bob Wouldn't have wented to meet me a second tlme,
particularly as I wae now gwake, he mlght have liked a word or twe with
Sylvla Dees. Heck, in those days she wasn't even Mrs, Ted White to be!
/Sounds 1lke Tucker has been taking one of those hypnotism courses ad-
vertised 1n SEARCH, I suppose it's one way to promote saleS..... RSC/

F, M, BUSBY, 2852 1Mth, West, Seattle 99, Washington — Electronlc equip~
ment can malfunction in the wackiest ways — once, down at ACS (where T
worl) we had a character call in to complain that his Hammond Crgan
kept telling him "This 1s the Alagska Communicatlons System" {from our
call-tape on ‘the Alaskan radlotelephone circults), I've never seen any-
thing quite as bad as arguing 4 hours over stamping perlods after ab-
brev's on cartons, but from my own limlited experience, I belleve.

Thanks for reprinting the Bloch speech; I heard it, but you always
miss some of the punchlines, or forget them. Best thing %s, reading
this over, I get 1t in Bob's voice-tones. liakes a blg difference.

Selthers! summary 1s dellghtful, as might be expected.

Buck, I 8t1ll prefer at-end comments to interpolated—comments in a
lettercol, Aside from slmon-pure neofen, you and GlCarr are the worst



offenders, for brealiding up the tempo of g letter wlth insistent insert-
lons; the two of you can be depended-upon to make it difficult to fol-
low the text. Why%?2? (Between—paragraph comments wouldn't be so bad,wlth
you; you're moderate enough on disruptive remarks, but the format makes
i1t basad.) Bratmon, for instance, was trylng to contribute an attempt

at analyzlng the Beetnlks, but who can follow him, through your lnserted
dlversions, to tell whether or not he had enything to contribute? And

by gholly, although I have no large arguments to push, DHQ this letter,
unless you can mostly stay out of my paregraphs, I'm not kiddlng; you
really kill a letter that way., (And don't rebut me by saying that Blil-
nor is deing 1% in the CRY: I'm ngainst her chopping into letters,slso,
but 1t doesn!t get me anywhere.) B

/Okay, no editorisl interruptions in your letter. I'm tempted to make
the snide comment that you must be & slow reader, but mgybe I should
walt to see 1f any of our other readers back you up. Hy stand 1ls (a) I-
lilte edltorlal comment placed next to what the edltor ls commenting on,
end (b) 1f I can follow a writer's trend of thought at all, the presence
of editorial interjectlons doesn't bother me. Any other readers care to
comment on this? Incldentally, Buz, 1f thet letter had come from someone
I 1lked less, I'd probably have stuck gn edltorial note into every other
sentence, just to see the fireworks, You have recelve€ my benedletion,RC/

RICH BROWN, 127 Rcberts 5t., Pasadens 3, California — Was FANMOUS MONS-
BERS OF FILLLAND reslly "bad writing'? Well, 1t was rushed: but it had
a lot of Ackermanish puns, which I personally 11ke, and after all, was
it really so terrible? From the viewpolnt of the confirmed sf reader,
maybe; but 1t wasn't aimed at the confirmed sf reader —— it was almed
et teen—agers and horror-movie enthusiagsts, No, I don't think you should
refrain from critlclzing bad wrlting Jjust because it pald for a new
typewrlter for the author, However, I donit think this hell-ralsing on
FAMOUS MONSTERS OF FILMLAND 1s justified; would you critlclze, say, one
of Harold Lamb's books because 1t wasn'!t good on the sclence flctlon
standard? ould you? If you would, there's no point in arguing, but I
don't think you would, Then why ls FAlIOUS LONSTERS getting all this
down-dragging when 1t lsn't szlimed at science fiction fans? And if you're
criticlzing the thing because 1t isn't aimed a3 sclence fiction fans, I
can only repeat; 4e d1d 1t for money. Maybe you think itfs a horrlble,
horrlble thing, but as I've sgld before, people, even science fictlon
people, have a habit of eating —— 1t's a good hablt, =nd UYe, along with
milllons of others, wants to indulge in At at lcast three times o day.
/A&re you actually proposing that fans should not criticlze (or discuss
or pralse —— 1f you do one, you must do all, to be falr) anything not
specifically Intended for them? All stf movie reviews must be dropped;’
stf movies are certainly not almed at fans. Comments onh flylng saucers,
and reviews of saucer books, should cease; we can't poke fun at them
because they aren't snimed at us. 3rown, you're a party-pgoper, And if
anyone is curious, yes, I think FAIOUS HMONSTZRS belongs c¢% the same 1it-
erary level as the cheaper horror movies, flylng sgucer books and stf
comlc books, RSC/

T might disagree with you on THE INCRIDISLE SHRINKING MAN if I knew
what you disliked, It followed the book falrly well, leaving out the sex,
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but then, they always do that, for some resscn or Bl rm RO Counge,, 11
wasn't £00 good of a story to beglnh wlth, and the movie added a few more
cliches than the story could stend, And the technlcal effects might have
boen improved a blt....say 700%. 5£111, 1t was hesd—and-shoulders above
the average gleef from outer space. /My objectlons? First, the alleged
sclence was as bad as that ih the worst Hollywood potboiler Second, the
hero never put enough life into hls role so that I ever gave a damn what
happened to him, Third, the fllm was disjointed; items such as the girl
midget hed nothing to do with the story as shownh, and falled fo gef a-
cross an emotlon, 1f that was what they were intended to do,, Fourth, the
blg scene —— the fight with the spider -- was awkwardly staged ey AL e
since we Znew how 1t was going to come out and- didn't care much anyway.
And flfth that ending soliloquy was the worst mishmash of sloppy senti-
ment and bad sclence that I have ever encountered. And flnally, with all
those defbets, I don't think 1%t was head and ehoulders above the average
Eollywood product, I think 1t was Just about par for the course, RSC/

It's good to see Bloch's speech in print, The only thing unfortunate
about hearing anythlng good is that it has just been spoken; you can't
go bacl gnd chuckle at it for & second or third-or fourth time,

And magniflcent might be strong enough to descrlibe Jenrette: at.first
I thought this was golng to be on ‘the Bella Donna line, but 1t wasn't,
Thls 1s a very clever plece -- I'm surprised Dave didn’t try.to sell: it
and If ne 4id, why 1t dldn't,

Scithers onl; made one mistske ~- 1t wasn't John Larkey that scted
the part of the mad hlgh-priest, but John Lakey,.
/In crder to shorten the letter column somewhat, I'1l1 Jjust mention here
that everyone who wrote ln thought that the Bloch speech was wonderful
Add snother 15 polnts to your egoboo, Bob, RSC/ _

G, M, CARR, 5319 Ballard Ave,, Seattle 7, %eshington - Agres with your
comments abOUt hard—-to~read fanzines, There!s very seldom any fanwrlting
so utterly fascinating that 1t's worth strugglling through something like
pale purple on plnk hexto, or un-sllip-shected or undorinked mimgo. {(Not
that I have any right to carp gbout lousy mlmeo, after the.loused—up

job I turned out last time! I shudder every time I think of. 1t, but am
too stubborn either to throw away the blotched and smeared sheets or

do them over, )

The Hal Anngs story 1g Just g llttTe toooo far-fetched, Somehow I
Just can't lmagine men falnting all over the jolnt, no matter how beau-
tiful women might become in some future date, If he was lnsplred to do. g
take-~off of loore!s Northwest Smith story aebout the "Minga giris!, it
Just d1dn't come off as far gs Iim. concerned, although I must say it
was well wrltten,

Get a'klck out of your comment ebout Burnett Toskey "After all,what
cen you expect from a man who llkes AVAZING STORIES?" Believe it or not,
Togkey 1s a Unlversity Professor — teachlng mathematles, no less! But
no matfer what hls professorial erudltion may be, he still fans pure
Essence de Neocrud and there doesn't seem to be any hope that he'll im-
prove with age. /Welve alremsdy recelved eomments to the effect of "Whatls
wrong with Amazing Stories?" from a couple of -our younger (I think) read-

ers. Unfortunately, it isn't & questlon I can answer In a 20-page fan-
zilne, RSC/ — fip, L=



Algo second your comment about Ackerman. This phenomench that insists
that Aclkerman 1ls a sort of Superfen is one that I canno% undecrstgnd.
Sure, he's a nice guy. Sure, he's been around fandom a long, long %time,
But he absolutely cennot write for beans, and I mesn his lack of writing
albility approaches vacuum, both as to coherence and iInterest-value,
Li%ewlse his fange —-- mostly 1t consists of standing around and looking
amiable, which is a nice thing to do, I'1l admit. But still T can't see
any reason why it should produce raves... Magke no mistake -- I'm not
"attacking" Ue, nor starting a "hate campaign" against him. /You're just
getting mellow in your old age. BSC/ I just canit see where all this ad-
ulation heos any basie in fact. And even his much-veunted collection
locks more like the back end of a Jjunk-yard, with much not catalogued
or even properly etored, Smiling amigbility and a pack-rat instlnct for
acqulsltions are OXK In themselves If a ouy has a yen for 1t —- but why
make a project of Hero-worshlpping them? It doesn't make sense, says I..
/Maybe he has a good press—agent., RSC/

JOHII KONING, 318 So, Belle Vista, Youngstown 9, Chlo - And here lyles
another lsh of YANDRO, looking as dead as ever in 1te moldy yellow peper.
Symbolic cover thish, wow, My sharp eyes have percelved the UWE on the
knight-damon's breast, gee, look how famous i1t lg becoming. Nice to see
it, even 1f only about 50 fans would understand much of it, and some of
them may not be on your malling list. /0ddly enough, Juanita isn't onhe
of the 50, elther...cr she wasn't when she di1d the cover, RSC/

I never did get my Solacon Frogramme Booklet, even though I was mem-
ber 732, with card and all. Damn, and we, the DWE, even laid out 1%
rocks for an ad, and I don't cet to see 1t, Curses. A Dezna Andrews on
you, Concommittee, and a dcuble on you, PO, /Any leftover program book—
lete floating around? Don't throw away your old progrem, send it to
Koningi REC/

I thought the Creeping Unknown waes fully as cruddy as most Amfilms,
/You HMidwesterners have no taste, RSC/
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GENE DEWEZSE, 210 E., Hing, Kokomo, Indlana — Have been reading up on
transistor theory at Delco the lgst couple days, and am finding several
mentlions of valence electrons, energy maps and bands, valence bonds and
a certaln low energy level {an electron volt or two) to which the elect-
rons fall when they are taken into a valence bond tetween two atoms,
celled the velence bond band,...A hypothetical situation occurs fto me...
A physics lab, a rebuilt German Bund headquarters at a curve in a German
river, is doling much work in this fleld, but has come to a sudden stand-
still due to a seemingly insoluble problem involvihg sald energy levels;
Znown, of course, as the Bund Bend bond band bind.....
NEW ADDRESES; Joe Lee Sanders, Lamda Chi Alpha, Greencastle, Indiana -
Joe also asks that we mentlion that he's way behind on answering mail,but
that he 1s st111 apllive, gnd has enjoyed all your letters, fanzines, ete,
"Tim krown as the Mad Mudlark of the lississippi." ......HNelson Eddy
—. |,"J_



ALLTN MARDIS, JR,, Unlv., of Illinois, 216 Lundgren {¥RH), Champalgn,
f1linols - As RSC states, "we're going to need some definitions." So
1in going to define, |

BOHEMIAN: An individualist oft classifled ag g non-—conformist who has
definlte tendencles toward an exlstentialistic phllosophy,
PSEUDO-BOHELIAN: A hlghly superficial person who attempts to be classl-
fled among the Bohemilans.

EXISTENTIALISM: See followlng dlscussion,..,

The term existentlaglism has been rather loosely thrown agbout so far
by its users in Yandro. To dzate there has been no definition of this
philosophy and, except for Cameron'!s casuagl mentlon of Jean Paul Sartre
and John Kerouac, only vague gengralitles and indistinct implications
of the ternm have been used 1n connectlon with the Bohemians, But, 1f I
am to define the term, from whose concept shall I draw my conclusions?
Shall I draw from Sartre, Heldezger, Klerkegaard, Jaespers, or Marcel?
linile each has been called an existentlialist, 1t can be shown gquite eas—

ily that each has certaln tenets of phllosophy which are as different
from all the others as black from white. However, let us assume that
their philosophies do meet at scme point in abstraction and proceed from
there to form a generslizatlon which enfords all five,

Let us flrst describe the phllosophical anproach to problem solving
that 18 manifested in the works of Aristotle or Plato. These philoso-
phers thnought in terms of detachment from the humsn race, Assume you
are a spectator at a football game, You can think out logical plays,
Inowlng a 1ittle about the sport, and pretty well grandstand—dquarterback

et i the team into a theoretical win., However, in assuming this’
et spectator viewpolnt, you lose contact with the individual,
;:::;_/g*\\ the distinct members of the team. ¥ou can no longer take

into account thelr individual needs or worrlies., Aristot-

Bt o . plays from thet polnt, For the most part, exis-

f?[,/7;25i§;7 ™, tentialists are concerned only with the individ-

1“/, ~7 ' \ ual. Thelr point of view ls thet of the player,

) not that of the spectator,

\ s Frederick Copleston in hls CONTELPORARY

|/ ' i FHILOSOPHY divides the exlstentlallstic view-

§$‘4;T> - point into three beslic polints:

;}“Ffzf— (1) The problem considered by the phllosopher

5{'>//;“«’ presents itself to him as one which srises

=y 5 g out of his own personal existence gs an indi-

N - vidual human being, who freely shapes his
R \ destiny but who seeke clarification in or-

—\ der to do so.
—===X\(2) The problem lg of vital concern to
ol sty him becguse he is a human belng, and not
.~ == 8lmply as g result of accidental circum-
=_ 1. = stances. Copleston clarifies thls
—— | ———\ statement by using the example of a
I)EE’?’ : ~l___¢ = Soviet sclentist working on a prob-
: ‘ o=—2""—" % lem. While he 1s cohcerned with
— _',\jsolvlng this problem, 1ts import-




ance to him is indirect in that 1T he does Y

207 find the answer he may well find him- ! <K o =
self in the salt mlnes. He 1s not direcily MY . //{,
%n)ngﬁd oftthetsglutiig forh?is $wn uiﬁ. \A \ S

3 he attemp O D osophize from e S ol i ol
standpoint of a player demands that one ﬁT S_)/’/i;ézéf;; ia
doegs not attempt to solve the problem iy S e e
by forgetting oneself and ohe's per- 90 3 Ood”/// > . @
songl involvement by trying to adopt, e T ° i e
for ingtance, the standpoint of the it AR e
spectabor. /Eﬁiﬁ : /éﬁx' ;

Now, the phllosophers previcusly men- /7 Ay " 7 %<L§>/
tioned do not gll follow this pattern, C.éf%;.ih 2 /‘3\cdv>ﬂﬂ
that is, philosophizing from the stand—ﬁwék/{ Q3ﬁ>’}§ (Pl
peint of the player, but in all cases '&Q553/04{ ~%Z “KQ ijﬁ%
they do show a definite concern for \3:;:,f/j,&' : 6 XG5
the player as opposed to the tecam as O

a whole, v:jy/
Also, =

existentiglists are those who
are not concerned with man's ego but rather his place 1n the world, Such
things as hope, love, gnd f1dellty , whlch lnvolve the relationsinlp of
one human to another end not as those things which are unlque to the 1ln-
dividual, that 1s to say, his ego, are those which the exlstentiglist
il & corcerned with,

Existentialiem strives to illuminate human freedom and, accordlng
again to Copleston, "1ts implications wlth' a view to promoting authen-
tic cholice,” Yhether one conforms, that is, follows a pattern of life
set by others, gnd therefore 1s not 5 I'G to be classed as an individual,
or whether he shows himself for what he really 1s, an lndividual relat—
ed to God, is a problem which can be solved only by exlstentialism, not
by Aristoblels "spectator" method.

Cameron tries to comparc Sartre and Kerouc, yet does not, The good
Hr, Coulson frowns most emphatically upon the idea of readlng the mat—
erial of either, yet allows the dlscussion to go on unchecked, Yhat is
the matter with their writing? Hasn't anyone read and enjoyed ON THE
ROAD, THE SUBTEFRANEANS, or THE TOWK AND THE CITY by Kerouac? And what!s
a0 terrifying about Sartre's EXISTENTIALISY AND HUMAW EHOTIONS or
Kierkegaoard's UNSCIENTIFIC PO3TCRIPT? Zerouac carries over in his nov—
els the story of the Bohemian and Pseudo~Bohemian and much of their
pnilosophy, which, in the case of the Bohemlan, ls very similar toc that
of the philosophers of whom I have been Speaking I can hardly see vhere
a distlinct comparliscn can be drawn, except that Kersuac writes novels
while Bartre wrltes pure pnllosUnhy.

While I agree with Lars Bourne that the Beats are conforming to a
minority, I don't sgree that they aren't for the most part Fseudo, As
a matter of fact, I believe that the majority are as superflcial as ghy
group can be and that the minority that they are conforming to is tke
hard core phllosophers of their breed. This core -- the true Bohemlans—
does not choose non-conformity for the sske of non-conformity, but rsth-
er because they truly believe that their way is best. /I don't frown on
other people readlrng Sartre or Kerouac; I merely implled that studylng
their wrltings would bore the hell out of me. Allen also included the
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it



ecompl.ete poem, "Looklag Back From 1984 Or &5" by Faul Frledman. It's an
excellent poem and I urge all of you to read 1t 1¥ you get a chance,but
I'n not printing it here because I don't know 1teg history and some people
can be quite nasty about copyrights. RSC/

FRED W, ARNOLD, RFD 15, Box 368, Richmond, Va. - A few 1ssues back you
sald something about a column on Demonism, If you want the real llving
thing, not the classical stuff, you should have a column on the Assen-
blies of God. These people belleve 1t! They exorcise demons as a common
thihg. Every now and then g report of g person saved from demon possesg—
lon,by the hand of the Lord, finds its way into the Evangel, and there
are 80 nany physical hoalings that they have_a speclal eclumn for then
every weelk, .

_ But, perhaps'Il 2m being teoo hard on them, I don't know that this
etuff won't work, do I? There should be some way to check on 1t, I have
1t! If you can find any sick women around, Just send them down to Rich~.
mond end I will lay hands on them and we shall see what develops,
/Ladies ~ do you have that tired feellng? Nageglng backache? Lack of pep
and energy? Don't despalr —— try Fred Arnold Immedlately! Fred also re-
ported that the Assemblies 1s reputed $0 be the fastest growing rellg-
lous organization in the country....naturally; you don'!t see any mlra-
cles belng performed in Methodlst churches, do you? The Assembllies must
have the real stuff! Incldentslly, dld you know that there 1ls now an
ORAL ROBERTS READER on the newsstands....? RSC/

CA°SULE COMMENTS3: SETH JOHWSON remarks on the amount of comment from Eng-
lend and wonders what percentage of our clrculation goss overseggs. Flg-
uring it up, I make it 10% to IK%: 6% or 7% to England, 2% to 6% to Swe—
den, end 2% elsewhere, (The varlstions due to the fact that some trades
do not get every lssue of YANDRO,) British frns &verage many more letters
of comment than do those of other countries, Seth liked the Hel Annas
gtory and mentioned that about slx other femfans had remarked on the
attitudes of nelghbors, He's alsc interested in obtalning a fan news -
column for an Amerlcan-publlished, Swedlsh-edited fanzine, Address ls

339 Stilles B%,, Vaux Hall, New Jergey, 1f you're Ilnterested, BARBARA
JOHNSON 1iked the Annas story and mentions the "purple snecers sonme

girls drew on thelr faces". VIC RYAN wonders what the DEA cover on the.
last lssue ls symbolic of, DEA saye that the last cover 1is "too over—
styled" (we!d hed 1t so long. thet she'd forgotten what 1t looked like},
And herel's another letter from F,U, BUSBY that just arrived a half hour
age — I commlserate with your poor ol! ethics, which seem to be in such
disfavor lately. Flrst, there are a couple of folks who go all stricken
at your cynical power-mad attitude of admliring Dave Kyle's strategy for
1ts own sake. Then, inclpient-bridegroom Ted seems to fall to recognlze

a bit of grim humor whlle using almost precisely the same brand right
back at you. Jim Caughran probably hadn't geen that Texzine that was
entertalning by 1ts sheer ildlocy, or he'd have seen what you meant., Jim:
1t wes horrible, but 1t was entertaining. I believe the high spot was

the rldlicule of Richard Koogle's star-nisbegotten spelling ~ the crowlng
over Koogle was spelled just as mlserably but much less imaglinatlively
than Richard would have done 1t, Rilcht, Buck? /Right....there may be more
of this letter on page 25, if I have room for 1t., RSC/
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[STRANGE TRUITH
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O00PSLA #25 (Gregg Calkins, 1714 So. 15th. East, Salt Lake City 5, Utah,
—— bi-monthly —= 15¢ or & for $1) This is the sort of fanzine which

makes me vaguely ashamed to charge 15¢ for YANDRO, Walt Willis, Robert |
Rloch, one of the best John Berry pleces that I've encountered recently,
an, uh,...educationgl? plece by Elll Morse, a good lettercolumn, and a
good editoriagl. All this and good reproduction, teco, Rating...s.09

e —— —— s

Note to Bob Leman: Did you notice that I'm using "uh" instead of "err"?
SICK ELEPHANT # (George Horace Wells, River Avenus, Box 486, Riverhead,
Wew York - irregular but frequent - 10 for $1) Poor reproduction; I
thought for awhile that my copy had a blank page 1n 1t, but on close
scrutiny discovered some faint printing on it. I didn't scrutinize that
page closely enough to read 1t, however. Best thing in the isste is an
article on "How To Virite A Factual Article" by Peter Skeberdlis, which
contained & few chuckles, There are 7 pileces of flctligon; I have more
kind thoughts toward the serial than to the other 2. (I didn't read the
serial.) Wells manages & lighthearted alyr in the editorlal and fanzine
reviews: he can write better than most of hls contributors. He a2sks for
meterlal; let!s hope he gets something besides bad fiction. Rating...2

PERIHELION #t (Bryan Welham, 179 Cld Road, Clacton-on-Sea, Essex, Eng-
1znd - quarterly - 15¢ or 3 for 5% - US agent Ann Bowman, 5816 Flamln-
go, Houston 21, Texas - co-editor, 3arry Hall) This contalns part one

of Benneti's "Colonlal Excursion”, "Astronautical Fallacies" by Arthur
C, Clarke, an article on Lumenology by Vin% Clarke, a column by Penelope
Fandergaste (whoever that is -~ 1t writes a good column, anyway}, there
are a couple of editorlals and some letiters, All very well-done and
well reproduced; entertaining without being outstanding. = Rating...bH

APORRHETA #5 (H.P, Sanderson, 276 Queen's Road, London, S.E, 14 Eng-
1land — monthly -~ 15¢ each or $1.50 per year) Part 2 of "Colonial Ex-—
cursion', articles by 3ryan Welham, Barry Hall and Sanderson, oslumns
by Joy Clarke and Fenelope Fandergaste, the beglnning of the "Atom
Alphabet", Sandersons original mixture of lettercolumn, fanzine reviews,
and ediforlal comment, and some nore typlecal Sanderscn mudslinging.
(Don't get me wrong, though; Sendy 1s a grand fellow as long as he gets
everything his own way.) Frotably the best actual writing in the issue
1s by Fenelope Fandergaste (there, dear..now you have some egoboo), but
Sanderson's "Inchmery Fan Diary" creates the most interest because of
Sandy's comments. (Moral: if you want letters of comment, don't bec en-
tertalning -- be belligerent.) Zxcellent reproduction. Recommended for
those arpumentative souls who like GEMZINE, Rating, »4b7
IIOTICE: Vorldcon memberships may be obtained for $2, from Jim Broderick,
2218 Drexel 5t,, Detroit 15, lMichigan. Get 'em while they're hot.
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THE DEV:L:S MOTORBOAT # (Nick & lNoreen Falasca, 5612 Werwlck Dr. Farma
29, Ohic —~ lrregular - free for comment, "cannot be purchased" - or
traded for) In this issue, a statement of not-policy, a more or less
authentic account of the Solscon Caravan (group of cars, that 1s; "car-
avan" seems to mewn "trailer' to British fans), "The Truth A&bout Carl
Brandon", and an ad for the John Berry Trip Fund Commlttee, In the next
isgue, who knows? Good reproduction, Ratling, 44

HOOR PARK, Goojile Publication # (Mirian Dyches, 882 Florlda St,, San
Francisco 10, Calif. — lrregular? - 15¢, 2 for 25¢) A mlldly interesting
colunn by Ted Johnstone, a very interesting article by Robert Bloch, and.
9 pages of editorlal ramblings and newspsper dquotes, whlch are the best
part of the zlne., (An obvious adventage; an edltor who can write this
well never needs to accept second-class contributions,) Rating. .6

HYFHEN #21 (Walt Wlllis, 170 Upper Newtownards Rd., Belfest, Northern
Ireland ~ more or less bl-monthly - 1R% - co-edltor, Chuck Herrls)
Somehow, thls lssue seemed a trifle disappointing; stlil funny, still
ohe of the best fanzines obtainible, but lackling some of the usual "-*
sparkle, Tucker, Bloch, Bob Shaw, Mal Ashworth, S5id Blrchby, the Willls-:
femily, Ving Clarke, and an outstanding letter column, Plus, as usual,

an entire back page full of interlineations, (Or can they be 1nterlin-
eatlions if they aren't lnterlineated? Well, you know what I mean.) &nd
even a "dlsappointing" HYrHEN is better then most other zines, Rating..9

DISTAFF #. (Ethel Lindsay, 6 Langley Avenue, Surbiton, Surrey, England -
no price or schedule 1isted) Actually, thls is the old FEMIZINE, retitled
end with a new edltress, All feminine contributors; Madelaine Willls,
Roberta Wild, Belle Dietz, Joy Clarke and Famela Bulmer 1n this issue.
The Willis item was the only one I personally found interesting {the
whole damned family are geniuses!), but two of the ltems were con re-
ports, whlch I personally loathe, and anyway I probably don't appreciate
the feminine point of view, According to the edltress, thls mag will be
more fannlish than science-fictional, ] Ratinge..4

POLARITY #3 (F, M. & Elinor Busby, 2852 1Yth, Ave. West, Seattle 99,Vash,
irregular ~ 25¢) This issue 1s not only completely taken up with the
Busby's view of the Solacon, but there 1s a horrlfylng announcement that
there will be conreports In most future issues, tco, Such beautlful re--
production, wasted on con reports! Sad.... At least, they write pretty
good con reports, if you care for that sort of thing. Well-rounded and
all; program, parties, and odd llttle incidents 1like sobblng brunettes
and verbal and plctorigl descriptlons of fans, Ratinge.+bH

BEQUATION, Vol, 2 #1(Paul Stanbery, 1317 No. Raymond Ave., Pasadena 3,
Calif. - irregular ~ 25¢) A big mag for a newcomer; 63 sloppy-looking
pages. & large part of the mag is fictlon; the editor reouests long
fictlonal items 1n the future, There 1s g reprinted round-robin story by
5 professlonal authors, which is at least higtorically lnteresting, The-
modern fictlon isn't historically interesting. There are book reviews by
lenn Xing, Tanzine reviews by Paul Stanbery, "A History Of Eguation",
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a couple of editorisls and some other articles, I think at least one of
the articles was supnosed to be funny. There is glso some falrly good
poetry, by Rockwell Schaefer. (?) Well, 1t's a blg magazine, almost pos—
itlve to lmprove, so 1f you 1lke flctlon and have good eyesight you
mlght well enjoy the next lssue. For this one, though......Ratlng...Z2

VAMPIRE TRADER #10 (Stony Barnes, Rt, 1, Box 1102, Grants Pass, Oregon -
bi-monthly? ~ 6 for 50¢) I dunno; we're supposed to be tradlng for this,
but welve only received agbout W issues,... Besides ads, there ls the
Tirst of a serles of lohg, detalled fanzine reviews by John Mussells,

A very good idea, though I find that I dlsagree violently with lussells!
opinions. A valuable mag for cocllectors,

NEHMATODE #1 (2701 Vine St., Denver 10, Colorado - published for SAPS and
"a few connoisseurs") The Leman who wrltes serlously on the exaet defin-
itions of parody, satire, burlesque (no, not that kind!), etc., soon
glves way to Leman the humorist, wlth a letter—exchange wlth ons Mervil
Culvergast, flylng saucer bellever, and g commentary on the Beat Gener-
ation, Even the malling comments are Interestling, and whlle MAD scooped
him on one cartoon, the one on "The S4C Look" was excellent. Rating...6

‘There 1s stlll a huge plle of fanzines here, but since I can't recell

which ones I reviewed for PROFANITY I'1l let them 1le for the moment.
If I skipped anycne, I'll catch up........sometinme,
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GRUMBLINGS, continued from page 22; F,M, BUSBY, con't, from Seattle

Annas' "The Final Truth": why ls 1% tallng Hal so long to go through
puberty, for Freud'sakes? The ldeas in this are smothered beneath the
early-adolescentisms, I like ol' Dodd except when he gets on the ver-
schtunken movles,

Nobody dlssolved the WSFSinc, dammlt: the assembled Solacon petlt-
loned the Directors to dlssolve the Damn Thing, so the Directors resign-
ed in order to avold carrylng out the mandate, and Uncle George (sic,
Sandy) reslgned so's he wouldn't have to help, Right now, if any of the
crylng~towel contlngent wanted to act 1ln good falth, the Thing could be
dlssolved, but good fglth is Just whet you won't see peeking out at you
from behind all that "Ooh, look what they 4Tdi™ verbiage, DId you ever
1n this life see a Wheel voluntarily dlssolve the vehlcle that gave him
his Wheelship? No, and you won't, /From my experience, Sandy sics very
nicely wlthout any help, Buz, RSC/

Hey, I'm readlng a book by an Existentiallst-psychologlst on sex
(well, it says it's on sex, and I suppose the author will get there ev—
entually), So far, this guy is the Texlfapn of psychlatry: fthlngs are
"heart rendering! and like that. Anyhow, I am comlng up with a snide
surmlse as to where Hubbard got his last few ideas., I tell you, with a
couple more books 1llke thls, we could talk Beat Generation wlth the best
of them,

e e e e e e e e

lationl at the same tilme Pocket Books reprints the original publication,
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