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BEATLE -
JUICE

::an editorial of sorts:: Lee l

This part of Algol has grown a lot since the first issue; lo these many
months ago. It has gone through the titles "editorial" for the first five issues,
"mitterings from milford" in the sixth, "mutterings from manhattan" in the sev-
enth, and finally "fore-thots" in the eigth, I thot as how I'd leave it ai that,
thinking that I'd already had as much fun with the indexers as fandom allows, but
then I decided to change it to "beatle-juice." I could really say this current
title is courtesy Arnie Katz and the Hayden Planetarium, but I fmar I'd have to

. explain that. Alright, I will,

I was doing a column for Arnie, and was about to use said title as the head-
ing, when I realized that my stroke of genius would be lost on our Number One MNeo.
So, here it is; I heard the term originally at the Planetarium here in N¥C, and
the odd phrase stuck with me through the years. Hopefully, it?1l be the perman-
ent title. Five titles, that's Not Too Nany..

As mentioned in the last two issues, apa F is still going strong. Even tho
it be weekly, the odd thing I've noticed about it is that it has activity peaks,
Just like the big quarterly apn'e. The +ly apa ‘s hit their peaks and bottoms
over the course of several years, but the monthly cycle is rather apparent to me,
at least. There are also 211 sorts of events that are passed by in the ilies,
such as holidays, birthdays, coming events, recent events, electioneering, debates,
and all sort of current goodies. Like right now in NYAFA there is the beginning
of an Ayn Rand debate; in apa F & L this has been going on for the last 4 or §
months, and has gone into litterally reams of paper on the subject. It's really
absurd to look at these discussions that take 90 days for one person to answer
some one else,

There have been so many of these new apa‘'s that 1964 may well be remembered,
for, among other, more infamous reasons, being the year of the apa. There are at
. least 6 new ones, ranging from 2 weekly to at least 2 new quarterlies. Most of
them will probably fade away into the mists of fanhistory, except for the local
ones which are constantly stimilated by already active fanzine fans in the area.
Besides, the thought of catching up with Bruce Felz in pub numbers within a year
. or two appeals to many of the jyounger fen. At the rate I'm going, this may very

o

wel be porterpublication #85 or better.

Hopefully there will be another NYBulletin with this issue, which I want out
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by the time of the Eastercon. You &ll know what the Eastercon is, I hope? What,
you don’t? For shame, for shame...turn the pages quickly and find the notice,

the page number of which I can't give you because I don't know what page it will
eventually be on. This BJ will seem totally disjointed to some of you who bother
to read it, and it is. It's being written at various times and places, in vary-
ing moods and with varying attitudes, As a result, there are bits in the typic-
ally biting Porter sarcasm that's famous throughout fandom, and there are scraps
in the scholarly WA¥F¢¥ Forter menner that is known and respected throughout Fan..
dom.

There are even pieces written in the typical Porter style that is known no-
where at all. These prevail.

Speaking of apa F (I was, wasn't I?), Dick Lupoff has requested that I in-
form you that his column is appearing originally in his apa F & L zine OPO., I
simply 1ift out what I think is interesting, skipping all the reports on sf books
from 1898, and print it as LUPOFF'S BOOK WEEK. OFO mainly consists of personal
experiences and the like and is rather personal in nature. It's been a hit with
both of the weekly apa's.

Frank Wilimeczyk's article on The High Castle is from apa F, about last Dec--
ember, and was considerably expanded for the version you see in thisissue. Same
goes for NGUMA THE NIGERIAN, which displays the many faceted talents of Steve
Stiles, artist, writer, entrepreneur, and draftee. In this hard paced satire of
the values that Edgar Rice Burroughs held dear to his heart, Steve shows himself
to be BAFLOR WéXdd¥ the great talent that he is.

Incidentally, I discoverd Robin Wood
via Seth Johnson's Fanzine Clearing

House, which just goes to show... I

don’t really know what, but it sure

does, doesn't it?

James Ashe sent me half of a story

N last september, and I got the other half
x after meeting his wife at the Fhilcon.
\\ That may be significant, though I kind

of doubt it. Anyway, I got this thing,
instead of the LoC that I wanted, aso I
decided to be mean. I decided to publish
it. But it needed a lot of revising, so
I sort of grabbed half the glory (or
half the outrage, if that's what it
turns out to be), Somhow I tend to
think of it as a biting satire on Real
Life, the Bomb, and Avram Davidson, but
then again it might be stream-of-con-
sciousness, or something.

Maybe this time around I'Ll get a
Letter of Comment out of the man. I
- sure hope so,

#
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Speaking of Letters of Comment (sneaky wey to change

subject, no?), I 1like to go thr-ugh the old prozines

(especially PLANET) and read the letters that Lett-

erhacks like TedkWWhite and Teiry Carr turned out in the

early fifties. This gave me the idea of reprinting all C%g%\
of the less obnoxious of these and gaining hordes of en- f~~\
emies. I reluctantly gave up the idea when Terypy himself (::_\

came out with the next best thing, a zine reprinting ‘{

all the old articles and stuff that people turned out
before the dawn of civilization. Terry'e effort is
called ENTROPY (TCarr, 41 Fierre ort st., Bklyn, NY, ' .

11201, 25¢) and was a rousing success when it went {i§}'~'—
through the 109th FAFA mailing. More will be coming

shortly.

Therefore, I have devised this thing I insist om
calling "dredgings," based on the premise that fandom
is sort of like the Mississippi River, i.e., it just o
rolls along, washing the rich top soll into the bott--
om of the river where it remains until dredged up.

0I'|/e ;)een g‘rQPTeel_ .

What I want to do is reprint old fannish things,
not necesserily old fannish classics, but certainly old things that have been gen-
erally forgotten by fandom ac¢ large. This issue I've got TERWILIEGER: THE FAN VMACH-
INE, by rich brown. This appeared originally in TWIG ILLUSTRATED from Guy Terwill-
eger. Next issue will features INS AND OUTS OF FANDOM:1958 by Dick Lupoff, also
from TWIG ILLOED. This article caused such a stir in findom at the time that it‘s
remenbered bg only four people other than myselif: Dick Lupoff, Ted White, Guy
Terwilleger, and a 1little old lady who goes by the name "Fasadena."

+++++++++++

I typed up this NEXT ITEM SEVERAL months ago (by the time this is published)
at a FISTFA meeting, the week after the Fanoclasts New Year's Party. It was the
week after the party when Dave Van Arnam wrote a particularly cogent self-quest-
ionaire, so of which I will quote here:

"...my initial attempts at ccnversation with Bill were rather strained,
on my part at least, and tended to stop after a perfunctory sentenze

or two...But eventually I found myself in the kitchen, reminiscing

with him over bheer abcut the Nunnery days and kindred memorabilia of
th past, o‘er-laden with the old Nostalgia and what-nct. ..Did the truce
and friendly conversation mean it was, to all intents and purposes, All
Over NHow? As a Charter Member of the Breenie Brigade, I asked myself,
What Now?

And I found no answer. Can the broken friendships and the shattered
reputations be repaired? Will even those who remained neutral feel the
same about Fandom from now on?

A e o o

s Ko

What is Right? What is Vrong?

How do we stop being Involved?" —- malAise #10/L Jan 65
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hone Ly new he has feund something to kold
Lo aim i a new dlrection,

Pot, I can © aypeak for Dave, nor for dozens of (‘iers that are probehly ask-
ing the same question I can speak for myself, fo‘ what I Lhink s Right and
what will te the future. The iecllowing is what T beliave, what I hope will be

‘Y'

for tue future. I want you to read it for yvuzselvee You dont have to think
or w#rite me what you feel; I just want you to act as you feel you must.

““hat happens to cur relaticns with reople now, after the FTacificon is over,
after ve have met Bill Donabo and found him to be a fan, not a demagogue? What
zan I do, how can I shepe my personal future?

You know, there's the old Roman -~ and earlier -- tradition of building
using the ruins that ysu have con ueresd. You can see thls in many places in the
Middle East now, where Roman fortes and more ancient buildings have gone into the
construction of Middle Ages castles and buildings. That‘®s what must happen, what
is taprening, right now, and has been happening for the last six or so months.

T The Breen--Donuzho war is over, Tme, small segments of it will drag on for
years, and the initjal constituvents of each sjide will never again be friends,
tut the majn figlt and the main mud-alingings are over. Ttfs past, donw with,
eznd passing intc the history of fandom, along with the NYCon II and Carl Brandon
These things are not entirely over, at least for some people, but are definitely
in the past for the rest of us, They are kaput., Closed.

What's going to happen now? 'ell, I°'11 tell you what's going to happen. Dian
Felz and .rich brown aren't likely to be friends in the futute, and Dave Van Arnam
is probably geing to resent for all future time the fict that his re-entry into i
fandom was spoiled by the Bocndoggle, and Donaho isn't going to be welcome in some
homes, no matter how many years yass. Thege are all pxeces of aftermath that it's
impossible to avhid.

But Denaho i3 publishing agoin, and new fans are entering fandom right now
who are wondering about this tiay bit of fannish histary (which Harry Warner will
devote & whole page to), and a wheole Iot of pecples who weren't directly involved
in the thing are going to make up with whatever side they were opposed to, and
prretty scon things are going ts (o on sa= they always have in fandom, and as they
always will,

I know %Walter Breen; I va known him since I entered fandom, since a Lunacon
several years agn. But I den t know him that well, and as a result I wasn‘t in t
e midst of tre battle, but mere on the outskirts looiing in. And I'm golng to
y velty well forget the whols i}ing. Oh, true, T won't really forget. But I'm not
- 'ng to let this close off 5 pirt of fandom to me. As lMave sajd, in the space of
o iniscing over dzys and events pash, there was no swrtion of the Boondoggle.

e .there wont Le any lon of it by mysel lege the suvject is
broog st up by SOomEe one @ sa, in vhich zase I will explain the posltion I held
and L'a that; nothing wmore wiil necd to be said, as far as I will bﬂ concerned. .
Ther .\ %11l te ne ju@ge ents made, ne srguments stet 4, btecause what’s past is
past, Lsg dead, iz no use in “he fulure. Whst is golng 'n now is all that concerns me.

I SN R T S S I
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Boy! Almost didn'’t make it. Actually, I didn’t plan that piece to be exact-
ly that long, but I guess I should delude you pipple into thinking that. And be-
low will be something else that I may happen to think up, if I canfit it into
the space between this and the true-fine (thanks, rb!) LeeH illo down below. So.

Well, people, I've just done the impossible. BEETLE-JUICE referred to Betel-
geuse, of course, I just discovered that what I've used for the title is what you
get when you're the Beatles and you get caught by 5,000 ardent fans. I called Ted
White just to be sure. Vlienever I call Ted I have the feeling that I've gotten
him out of bed, and that therefs this lush blonde...but then again, it is Saturday
nite, and...well, who knows?

+ + + + + + + + + + + + + +
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THE WARTIAY CITIMS APFEAR TO HAVE BEEN IWHARITED: Lgfence K. Janifers

Whevre did they go when suddenly they knew
Their world wes dry and dying with the day,

do fature ieft: and, knowing of no vay

To zarve a future out, what did they dn?
Figures don't 1ie, their men of figures ssid,
These show us. quite conclv ‘ively ... and then
There was no future, nor wc Id be again:

Where did they go, knowing the; ware dead?
Cities can die, and villages and states

And even planets one by one epire

In dust or plaguég in water, air or fire,
Killing a thoueand unimportant hutes ...

But these were minds, and hezrts, to think and know

What did they d¢? How ask tl:u? Where did they gon?

* reprinted frem XERO 11, January, 1965
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a column by

ROBIN WOOD

GRUT is being written in San Francisco tlis t: Right now it is some un-
holy hour in the ayem, and I'm sitting at my cesk, Tylng and scratching and
mumbling over a Decision.

Should I light my pipe?

Well, in order to save y~u from needlesily wor:ryinig, I light my pipe,
smothering the musty old hcuss odor, the smell of mouse crap, garbage and gen-
eral staleness that seeps through my cheap piad, and set about to solving other
problems.,

GRUT, to the uninitiated. has no purpose, it i: just there. Last time I
said it had no definition, bLut Andy Porter unwittingiy came up with one in Al-
gol 8. GRUT, says he, is a cclumn which may or may rol concern itself with
scienee fiction. Mull that over a moment. "hink about how much it narrows it all
down. GRUT is the column that may or may not answer the question--how much ice
cream will fit into a doghcuse? But not this time.,

It is a collection of inane; often incoherent mutterings and plotless ram-
blings. It kas no great thought behind it, no painstakingly thought-out struct-
ure; and it all comes right off the top of my head “hich may explain why you
might have dandruff all over your copy.

+H+
I hesitate to say anything worthwhile here. Not only am I faced with the
fact that I really have nothing worthwhile to say, but I keep remembering
what happens to philosophers. Fhilosorhy is dangerous work, and you have no
health insurance, social security or unions to protect you. And there's more.

Like look at Socrates.

Socrates had it made, for a philoscpher. The Greeks were sort of down on
blue sunglasses at the time, and rock and roll hadn’t come in yet, so they were
filling up the interval with a philosophy kick. For a while there he could wan-
der into a town and do his bit and all the chicks would be tearing their hair



vage 12:: ALGOL ¢
cut and ssreeming end trempliug one another to get. avtographs,

But then he ran inte troubls. Sope peoplie didn't go in for Socrates, and
they felt it was bime for a change. So ore night at 2 rather wild party scme.-
body hendad bim a gless.

"Whazis?" says Socrates.
"Hemlock. It’s blow your mind."

“Ah, you're putting me on," cays Socrates and sceffed it down and they put
him under.

These facts are suppressed in most history bocks.
+ + +
I am open to suggestions 23 to what to do with this column (ex:ept that
suggestion). If anyone has aay particular topic they *ould care to have Wood
demonstrate his collesal ignor.nce ocn; suggest. As I ~id, these are mutter-
ings, end sometimes I may mutter sericusly {no doubt ‘ewing immense chortles)
and at other times I may slip into pure ridiculcusne:s (and then I suppose
i%711 211 be taken as gospel). Someday I may even mer:ion science fiction.
T+ + o+
Tc get literary for a noment,, and go into the sy Holic and psyzhological
interpretations of writings =ud characters that no de ot baffle a good number
of authors, I feel it is time “o offer my own interp: ation, or at least a
part of it, of the insidious dontor, Fu Manchu.

Wky is he insidious? That i3 the tuestion I po::

In order to answer thie ¢ :estion, we must delve 1to Mr, Manchu's child..
hood., Fu, as a young child, was a sensitive and inte zent type. and had a
habit of putting forth his ide:s on various subjects ile lounging around
the opium den with the rest of the gang.

Sc, there he'd be, just s’ tting around, having tinished a discourse on
some subject, serious as hel .. There would be a pause, as the group soaked in
vhat he had said, and invarizh'y some wise cat would suys

"Foo. VManchu ®

Indeed, this is traumat? - enough to turn anycne 3asidious.
+ 4+ 4+
When I was in Uncle Sam s bird patrol I was st oned for a time in South
Carlins. We had some god-awful. thinderstoems. 3ightxni 7 2ven set & couple of
cur birds afire while I was ¥hers,

The sky wou'd be alive vi‘h Uightning, and you ¢ 1d hear it stiriking the
hangers. hear it zfo as it st ok the pavement near

[ had this room mate, & “ n, gig, tall, Hell gel looking character.
And he didn't give much a rip You name it, and he t much give a rip for
it; unless it was 82 proof o+  wowan

We were standing on the « iskirts of the base ing for a bus, when one
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of those thunderstorms came up. A flash, and you could hear the pavement sizzle
about 20 feet away.

"Missed," he said.

The storm continued on and then zap, it hit again, about 10 feet closer.
He stepped out into the rain and looked up into it; clenching his fist.

"Missed again, you sonofabitch!" he shouted. "You stupid bastard, you
couldn't hit the but end of a bull with a bass fiddle!"

A couple of people in town were struck by lightning that night, but it
didn’t touch us. Maybe the Texan was right, after all.
+++

If San Francisco is anything, it is a jazz town, and one of these days I
may scrape up enough time and coins to really make the jazz scene. Although
usually on weekends I can dig jazz all I want to, for nothing. My landlord
plays jazz bass, and nearly every weekend he has a session in the house. Every
once in a while we get some pretty good sounds in here. Last weekend a sax play-
er who used to play with Mingus dropped in. But these sessions are another story.

This is a true story, and il’s about probably the only time a seeing eye
dog sat in on a session at. the Jazz Worjshop.

Anyhow, Jerry, the landlord, came down one day and mentioned that a terr-
ific local guitar player was sitting in with Art Blakey down at the Workshop.
And he t: ought he could get me in for free. Well, this sounded likea good deal,
so we rounded up the dog (Jerry is partially blind) and made it down to North
Beach.

As things turned out, we didn't get in free, in spite of Jerry telling the
manager he might want tc sit in, but we found a sympathetic waitress and I sat
there looking like a poor jazz musician (which I‘m not) in a dim corner by the
bandstand. We didmkk get by with buying one drink, and managed to stay for three
sets. There is supposed to be & two drink minimum per set, and the drinks ate
outrageously priced.

We sat there digging, and then the guitar player sat in. He was an 18 year
old kid, completely blind, a genius with a2 guitar. Showers of chords filled the
smoke choked jazz hole. He was good, damned good, and I suppose in a few yerrs
when he will seemingly burst out of nowhere, somebody who really knows the jazz
scene will write his story. Sobby Addison is his name, in case you want to check
my prediction.

The crowd sat there, stunned, mouths agape, blowing their minds over the
sounds that flcwed from the guitar. It was too much, man;, too much--the only
term that can properly describe it, because if it were any better, you would
have gone insanes, just digging it.

Jerry couldn't stand it any longer. He was sitting there, tapping his feet
pounding with his glass on the table in rhythm to it all; shouting, wild-eyed.
He Jjumped up, leaning on the plano, getting closer to it, close enough to heab
every note. Addison finished his solo and the bass player came in mm with his
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own solo, Meanwhile, itherel wagiwitlliisesing cjigud) Biting next"to me. Noticing
that his owner was Eb:g% he :gg!n tojggt restless. He stood up. "Down," I said.

He stretched. "Down, Kenny," I said. The bass solo continued. I tried to push the

dog down, but he was determined to stand up.

The harness on a seeing eye dog has a g rigid grip that sticks up from the
shoulders of the dog at about a forty-five degree angle. The dog decided to
shake. 50 he did, and as he was right next to the wall, the harness started hitt-
‘ing the wall--whack, whack, whack.

Suddenly the eyes of everyone in the place were turned on me. I sat there,
trying to look blind. A few people laughed, and one guy Jjumped off his seat and
yelled "Jesus Christ!" I guess he thought he'd been shot. The amazing thing a-
bout it was that the dog kept the beat perfectly--Blakey couldn’t have donebetter.

The bass player cut his solo short. What can Jou do when you've been out-
improvised by a dog?
++ +
Lately there's been this ting here. Or rather, across the bay. The Freee
Speech Movement over at Big Cal. 800 students arrested for sitting in at Sproul
Hall, etc. I'm not going to take sides here, but there is something I might men-

tion.,

Today I read that at some college in Florida a riot took place. Seems there
had been a big game with some rival, someplace in Louisiana, If I remember corr-
ectly. The whole business started when police broke up a bonfire that students
had set in the middle of a federal highway.

So the students ran over to an official bonfire rally and proceede to tear
it to pieces. By the time they were through, bleachers, trees, and cars were on
fire. Just to add to the fun, a bunch of them rushed the girls dorm, as the girls
were hanging out of the windows, waving underwear and shouting at them to come
and get it.

It is estimated that 8;000 students were involved.

At least on the West Coast, student revolts are for a definite purpose.
And the participants seem to have a certain amount of cool--using Gandhi's
tactics, rather than setting afire to everything in sight. There seems to be a
certain quality to a student uprising that is lacking in Florida, to say the least.
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A PERSONAL INTERPRETATION

- RANK WILIMCZY K

Also when they shall be 2fraid of that which is high, and fears shall

be in the way, and the almond tree shall flourish, and the grasshopper

shall be a burden; and desire shall fail: because man goeth to his

long home, and the mourners go zbout the streets. --Ecclesiastes, Chi12
+ 4+ + + +

There are any number of factors that demarcate science fiction and main-
stream, one of them being that science fiction is seldom susceptible of being
read on more than one level., That is, you very infrequently find yourself ask-
ing, "But what did he really mean?" Most often, when science fiction has a
second meaning it lies in parallelism rather than in symbolism.

However, there are a few SF stories that provoke this question, and Philip
Dick has probably written more of them than any other writer. His novel, THE MAN
IN THE HIGH CASTLE, is a case in pthint: it can be read strictly on a story lev-
el, and it*s a fine story. Or, it can be read as an examination of cultural am-
bivalence, or as an examinction of the nature of Naziism.

I chose to read it as a novel with a hidden key, one which discloses that
the author is saying something cuite different from what is immediately appar-
ent . Whether the following interpretation correctly fathoms the intent of the
author is nect especially important. Whatever its validity, it demonstrates one
point made above; THE MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE is a book that can be read on more
than one level.
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The framework of the book wiil be dealt with here only briefly: the Allies
lost Werld War II, and the western United States is cmmimxkemst occupied by Jap-
anese, the east by the Germans, both of whom maintain an uneasy peace. The frame-
work is elaborated upon through the persons of seven or eight main characters,
dealt with alternately, most of whom are only peripherally involved with the
others., Their stories are interrelated through the medium of two books: the
prophetic I CHING (or Book of Changes) and THE GRASSHOFFER LIES HEAVY, a novel
by Hawthorne Abendsen.

Though they are the unifying elements they serve also to point up the con-
trasts which dominate the novel. The 1 CHING is oriental, traditional and off-
icially acceptable. GRASSHOFPER is Americen, non-traditional, and officially
banned. A further, less clear-cut contrast is that the oracle furnishes a meth-
od of dealing with the Real World; GRASSHOPFER is concerned with, in terms of
the framework, an Unreal World.

How seriously the I CHING is meant to be taken is a moot point. But the
author, quoted in a publisher's biographical note, is quoted as possessing "a
library of Jung and Zen Buddhicm," and Avram Davidson (Fantasy & Science Fic--
tion, June 1963) includes a brief quote from C.G.Jung's introduction to the
English edition of the I CHING, and adds, "He (Jung) goes into details of his
consulting the oracle, and his conviction that its replies were correct. A
steady appeal to it has to be based on belief in chance and the suprasignif--
icanté configurations of the moment." To me, the significance here is that a
link is established (however tenuously) between the I CHING and psychoanalysis.
It is important to note, toc, that in HIGH CASTLE the T CHING does work. And
though in its personal prophesies the oracle is ambiguous, in one, arrived at
independently by seperated characters, there is a gloomy warning of imminent
disaster; not personal, but o" great magnitude. And though this seems consis-
tent with the tense internaticnal situation, it is my belief that it has
quite another significance.

Following are some relevant quotes, three fro > I CHING, one an obser-
vation by one of the characters (page numbers refe: the Popular Library Ed-
ition):

(1)  "The wall of the town s ks back into the mo: ‘om which it was dug. The

3

hour of doom is at hand..." (; 41)

(2) "Can anyone alter it?.. Jne great figure...or neone strategically placed."
(refers to Frink, contemplatirz (1)). (p. 42)

Tagomi, consulting the oracle comes up with:

(3) "God appears in the sign of the Arousing. Thurcer and lightning. Sounds..
.Lizard scurries and tiger roars, and out comes God !iimself!" (p. 123)

And Juliana encounters:

(4) "One must resolutely make the matter known /Ai he court of the king 7It
does not further to resort tec arms." (pp. 160-1)

To return to the contrast between the reali.y <. the oracle and the unreal-
ity of GRASSHOPPER, and the nature of this contrast: throughout the book, the
High Castle assumes the aspect of a symbolic bastion against not only Abendsen's
enemies, but against the enemies (the occupying powers) of the Americans. Yet
the Nazis, who are powerful and arrogant enough to storm the Nippon Times build-
ing in San Francisco to get Baynes, chonse a curiously circiutuousand long-delay-
ed method of disposing of Abendsen. An especially t* 1 approach, sincem as it
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. turns out, Abendsen has abandoned the Castle and is living in perfectly vulner-
able surroundings Quote (1) might be taken as referring to this, if we consid-
er town as somewhat synonymous with castle (not far-fetched in the midieval
sense of castle).

Juliana, on finishing GIASSHOTTER, wonders:

(5) '"What is it Abendsen wanted to say?

Nothing about his make-believe world. Am

I the only one who knows?" (p. 182)
Juliana's visit to Abendsen's home,

the climax of the book;, is strangely un-

real -- faceless guests, a sense of de-
tachment, evasiveness on the part of A-
bendsen.

(6) "In your book," Juliana said, "you
showed that there’s a way out. Isn't that
what you mearnt?"

"Out," he echoed ironically,

Juliana said, "You've done a lot
for me, now I can see there's nothing to
want or hate or avoid, here, or run from.
Or pursue.” (p. 187)

And then, the final consultation
with the oracle:

(7) "It's Chung Fu," Juliana said. ¥k
"Inner Truth...And I know what it
means."

Raising his head, Hawthorne scrut-
inized her. He had now aiu almost savage
expression. "It means, does it, that my
book is true?"

"Yeg," she said.

With anger he said, "Germany snd
Japan lost the war?"

"Yes....

...Even you don't face it," Juliana
said. (p. 189
(8) "How strange, " Juliana said, "I
never would have thought the truth would
make you angry." Truth, she Bhought. As
terrible as death, but harder to find. I'm
lucky. "I thought you'd be as pleased and
excited as I am. It's a misunderstanding,
isn't it?" (p. 190)

What, then, are we to telieve, given the above (uotes? It is my contention
that Abendsen (the name seens significant enough) i= e Frime Mover referred to
by the Oracle (3), (4) and, 'n~onsciously, by Frink >). In what sense is Abend-
sen plvotal? As propagandist? st very likely .- he as exerted a positive eff
ect on only one person: Juli » which might be sig Jiicant in itself. However,
if we accept the idea that C SHOPPER is not ficti 1 (7) we are confronted,

. conversely, by the idea that 2 world of HIGH CAST  is not reality. It is from
the latter fact that Juliane iws comfortand looses her fear of the future: the
sense of disaster permeating "= world is not of nu r annihilation (in fact,
from HIGH CASTLE she has derived the knowledge tha' :t lies in stote is actually
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comforting), but rather of the abandonment of .the fantasy structure of her
world for something better.

Given, then, the idea that the world of GRASSHOFFER is not fiction, but is
a description of the Real World, then we must accept the corollary: that Juldan-
a's world, the world of HIGH CASTLE, does not exist. That it is, in fact, Abend-
sen-Hawthorne's fantasy world, a structure which will be maintained only so long
as he cannot face reality. The High Castle, then, is a sanitarium as well as an
Ivory Tower; GRASSHOPPER is a therapeutic project, a means by which he can re-
turn to reality. But Abendsen has left High Castle, so we can assume that the
therapy is working and Abendsen is now an out-patient, not quit ready to cuit
his' = fantasy, but well on the path to recovery. And this recovery--"arousing"
(3) is what the I CHING prophesies; once Abendsen accepts the real world again,
the rationale of Juliana's world will no longer exist. Because she prefers Abend-
sen's reality to her own world, she finds the prospect. of its dissolution not
only acceptable, but actually comforting.

But for ourselves there remains a disturbing further interpretation: the
real world of GRASSHOPPER is not our world, though very similar to it. Philip
K. Dick has been concerned in most of his novels (notably in EYE IN THE SKY)
with the nature of reality, and it is tempting to conclude that HIGH CASTLE
is his own GRASSHOPPER--and that as in Li-Fo's dream-within-a-dream, we are
meant to understand that we are all simply figments of Dick's imagination, and
that world tenkions, our collective fears, presage not imminent atomic destruc-
tion but an unconscious awareness of our coming assignment to Iimbo once the
author has returned to his real world.

//.I_t— c,ou\\é lDe r.) )
dead Ku Klux K ANSMAN
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HARRY WARN

Once in a while, a writer uses a real author
as a character in a story of fantasy. One of the
most famous of the short stories in the old UNK-
NOWN concerned an adventure that Edgar Allan Poe
might have had with a vampire. WIERD TALES writers
like Lovecraft and Bloch used to delight in serd-
ing one another to painful, pcctracted, and un-
pleasant dooms, under the thinnest possible dis-
guises--one such story even contained Bloch's
actual street adress. But I've never seen a story
in which the character was a writer who became a
celebrity for non-literary reasons that can't be
explained, met a sudden death under circumstances
that don't fit together, and in the interim did
things that were just plain impossible from the
standpoint of chronology.

“John Bakeless' biography of Christopher Mar-
lowe was recently reprinted in a cheap edition by
Washington Square Press. It contains enough data
of such fascinating quality about Marlowe that
the reader is forced to assume one of two things,
if not both: that here.is the most fitting subject
imaginable as the hero of a fantasy, and that here
might be a genuine, proven example of an individ-
ual who transcended the limitations that time puts
on men, either mentally or physically.

An excellent case could be made for a hypo-
thesis that Marlowe was a writer who traveled in
time, either through his own Eljzabethan devices
or because he was a man from our future who had
switched to that far past era for purposes of his
own. It is true that he didn't write science fic-
tion and that his plays subordinate fantasy to
the mundane, except in the mwost famous of them,
Doctor Faustus. But he alludes so casually and
familiarly to astronomy in his writings that he
might be a visitor from a space age civilization
who can't keep his mind off the topic that was
not yet the preoccupation of the British Isles in
the late 16th century. Bakeless points out that
Faustus and the devil spend a lot of time in one
scene arguing about "conjunctions, oppositions,

HLIM NIOdd Ol
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aspe:ts,-eclipses” and that Thomas Harrioht recelled how often he’d discussed .
astromomy with the playwright

Eut other old writers drew many 2llusions to the sun and the stars and ev-
en the p.anets that were then known to them, and Marlowe wrote about only seven
plarnets, whether cr not he was acquainted with the discoveries that came after
his death. On the other hard, I have never run across a man who seemed to stum-
tle into go pawmb many anachronisms in his activities. Doctor Faustus, for exam-
ple, is clearly mndeled on the 1little book that was published in England in 15-
92, "THE HISTORIE OF THE DAMNABLE LIFE AND DESERVED DEATH OF DR. JOHN FAUSTUS."
Tt is a translatica of the original German Faust book. This would not excite
anyone’s curiosity, if it weren't for the fact that ali the evidence points to
Marlowe's writing his play in 1588 or 1589. Moreover, Marlowe's Tamburlaine
gives a quotation from Spenser's FAERIE CUEENE, a year or more before Spenser‘s
long poem saw publication, and from a military treatisethat had not yet been
publishec . Bakeless tries to allay any suspivions about this by suggesting that
"books often circulated in manuseript among
the author's friends" before their public-
ation or that there may have been earlier
editions that have been completely lost
The biographer cites another curious cir--
cumstance. Marlowe uses in Tamburlaine a
Persian narrative that was not known in
England until long after VMarlowe's death.
"Tt is simply impossible to think that Mar-
lowe hit upon tne xkmxy same story that
these Oriental writers tell, by mere chance;
and yet it is equally impossible to show
how he could ever have become acquainted
with such cbscure documents." This time,
Bakeless retains his composure by suggest--
ing that "Perhaps he heard the tale as it
was brought bacl: from the East by word-of-
mouth."

Marlowe grew up in complete obscurity,
somehow got himself a scholarship to Camb-
ridge, disappeared from his studies there
in unexplained ways, and suddenly in 1587
he left Cambridge and became a celebbated
Londoner, The generally accepted explanation
is that the youth became an early CIA oper-
ative, for reasons dealing with the relig-
ious struggles and power politics of Eng-
land and the rest of Europe. He reportedly
died in 1593 on a day that he spent in ear-
nest conversation with several other men in
a tavern, following which he was stabbed
through the eye. Bakeless insists that the
official evidence produced by the inquest
makes it certzin that Marlowe was not dead
on that day, because the victims of that
rarticular tyre of wound invariably linger
for a couple «f days. He thinks that the
coroners’ verdict of instant death from the
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wound may have been part of = conspiracy to make a murder appear to be a simple
brawl. "The coroner was not 2ven curious enougn to ask why three men were unable
to overpower one man and discrm him without killing him. "

l'ayoe Narleoire didn’t die in the brawl. For more than a century, he was gen-
erally believed to be the auchor of a play called LUST'S DCVMINION, or the LASCIV
IOUS QUEEN, until some one noticed that it contained material about the death of
a spanish king who lived until 1599. Or maybe Marlowe was absent-minded when he
wrote ths play and remembered the king'd death from a future history book instead
of checking the nearest almanac of royalfy to make sure about the identity of the
ruler of Spain.

It’s easy to see how these and other facts could be fitted together. Scme
one from our future wonders if it's true what they say about the wonderful cli-
mate of the mind in Elizabethar time, hops into his time machine, saunters thru
the students around Cambridge until he finds one who resembles him, and by force
or persuasion assumes that student's identity. The man from the future knows
enough fact and psychology to rise in English society rapidly. He invents iambic
pentameter, which nobody had used in blank verse for the stage before then, and
writes plays about supermen and super-ideals during spare time from his secret
intrigues. There are two possiblie endings: he gets killed because mf some men
discover pert of the truth about him and think he's a witch, or he gets tired of
the 16th century, bribes soms pals to stage a fake fight, and sneaks away before
his funeral to his time machine

Maybe there's a good reason why nobody has written a story with such a plot.
Anyone who knows about Christopher Marlowe's life and writings might consider it
fact, not fiction.

0
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THE SECRET OF SINHARAT by Leigh Brackett, Ace, 1964 (revised from "Queen
of the Martian Catacombs," PLANET STORIES, Summer
1949. . .according to Buck Coulson). If you wonder why I've been reading so man-
y of these Burroughs pastiches, .it's not because I love them that mch. Singly,
any of the good ones 1s fun, but they get awfully wearing after the first half
dozen or so. And without performing an actual count, I guess I've read some
thirty or. forty of them, ranging from scme very good ones to some very bad.

The reason is a chapter to be much enlarged in the final version of ERB:
. Man of Action dealing with the many imitators spawned by Burroughs. Leigh Brack-
ett is one of the very best, probably because she brings a legitimate talent of
her oun to the work, rather than trying simply — and slavishly -— to imitate
ERB,

Brackettfs hero, Eric John Stark, is an interesting combination of Tarzan
and John Carter. Like Tarzan he was raised by apes (on Mercury!) among whom he
was known as N'Chaka; like John Carter he wound up edventuring on Mars where
an ancient trading culture has degenerated into a few city-states surrounded
by barbaric nomads, with the drying up of the seas.

Brackett's style is solider than Burroughs', and her fine old PLANET STOR-
IES atmospherics still come across beautifully, but I never really got involved
enough with Stark to care very much what happened to him, and the action of the
story seemed perfunctory and unsatisfying. Perhaps this was because the tale
was only a novelet (91 small pages) and it takes much more room to develop this
sort of thing fully. '

There are several other stories in the series, including People of the Tal-
isman on the other side of this Ace double, but I doubt that I will read them,
at least for now. I don't feel that strongly drawn to the stuff, and my scholar~-
ly conscience is esated with a single dose.

SWORDSMEN IN THE SKY Edited by Donald Wollheim, Ace, 1964. This is suppos-
edly a book of ERB-type interplanetary sword-epics,
but only two of the four long short-storieas in the book are that.The fifth, a
. Kline-Venus vignette, is very shcrt and very bad, and hereafter will be ignored.

The best of the batch is "The Moon That Vanished" by LeightBrackett, from
TWS for October, 1948. Set on the classic stfnal Venus of steaming swamps and
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debauched derelicts, this story has all the atmosphere that made its type great
in their own petty way; the characterization is good for the length, and the
action never fails to keep the reader'’s interest. Bravo!

"Kaldar, World of Antares," by Edmond Hamilton from a 1933 ARGOSY(?) is a
second-rate pseudo-Barscomian adventure, most notable for showing up how much
Hamilton has improved in later years.

"Swordsmen of Lost Terra" by Poul Anderson is nothing but historical swash-
buckler rather uncomfortably fitted out as far-distant-future SF. From a 1951
PLANET it, too, is interesting chiefly as early Anderson...although the concept
of the devillsh bagpipes is nice too.

"Feople of the Crater'" is a polar lost-race story by Andre Norton from Fan-
tasy Book #1 (1947) and not very good either (although not too bad). In sum, then,
only the Brackett is a very good story, but it's a beauty! The rest of the book
will be of historical interest to those who care, but it is only second- or third
rate reading.

TARZAN AND THE CAVE CITY by Barton Werper, New In-
ternational Library, 1964

This second "Werper" Tarzan novel is a little better
than the first, but still not up to ERB at his medioc-
rest, no less his peak. Once more, Werper uses ERB themes
left and right: a pair of effete Englishmen and the beau-
tiful fiancee of one of them go searching for a fabled
hundred-pound emerald; a mtley crew of bandits ‘headed
by a gross oriental steal map and kidnap girl; they find
their way, pursued by Tarzan, into a pair of lost cities
whose semi-human inhabitants wage perpetual warfare; Tar-
zan spurns the lustful empress! advances and has to
fight lions in the arena, etc.

T&CC is better than its predecessor, TARZAN AND
THE SILVER GLOBE, but only, unfortunately, in a nega-
tive wsay. T&SG was a fair rewrite of TARZAN AND THE
JEWELS OF OPAR for half its length, until Werper in-
troduced a Venusian invasion replete with BEMs, where-
upon the book fell apart totally. T&CC has no such
Jarring thtrusive note, but it also has nothing orig-
inal in it.

Which points up the great peril of the "successor" author, whether author-
ized or un-. If he sticks faithfully to the existing and authentic material, he
really is performing no creative act, but merely parroting the original author's
work, which, with the original available; makes the .copy superfituous. On the
other hand, if he does improvise, he may strain the very fabric of the illusion-
universe created by the author originally. Werper's two Tarzan efforts have both
failed, one for each of these two reasons.

Frankly, I don't see'a“way out. Except for reasons of the most flagrant
commercialism, the only proper cousmse for Werper to follow is to quit, and if
he wants to write new Burroughs-type stories, do so, as have dozens of other au-
thors over the past fifty years. But of course Werper is the merest hack, and
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his reasons are totally thcose of greed, so I doubt that he‘1l quit

THE WIZARD OF OZ by L. Frank Baum, illustrations by W.W.Denslow; many edit-
ions but mine is Bobbs Nerrill, 1903, 4 years after the
"first.®

This is, of course, en authentic classic, a masterpiece. I am perhaps some
twenty or more years older than one ought to be for a first reading of this book,
and therefore saw things through eyes older than they ought to see things with,
and surely the spell of the book was attenuated with age. Still, it was not all
lost, nor did I fail to see much of the leactky wonder I could no longer feel. I
wish:some kindly adult had introduced me to 0z -- and Burroughs -- and Captain
Future -~ when I.was alittle kid, instead of fi1ling my head with Literature and
Culture. But better xikkmlate than never.

‘Some day...some far distant future day when I have time galore...I shall ob-
tain and read all the Oz books. By Ghod;, in the past few years I°'ve managed to
read the complete works of Burroughs, and of Doc Smith, and all the Captain Fut-
" ure stories in CF magazine, and 35 Rehmers, and all of Edwin Lester Arnold, and
most of Tolkien (all but FARMER GILES)...maybe Iwill get to those Oz books yet!

ATLANTIDA by Pierre Benoit, first English edition 1920; Ace edition 1964.
This is blurbed as "a thrilling adventure in science-fiction"
but the only science fiction I can find in it is a process for metal-plating
corpses in lieu of embalminz them for permanent exhibition

There is a lost-race tineme, or at least a lost city, Atlantis, which, Ben
oit suggests; did not sink into the sea after all. Rather, the sea receded from
around it, leaving the former island a mere hillock in the southern Sahara. An
intriguing idea, but there secms to be only one Atlantean alive, the beautiful
Queen Antinea. The other inhabitants of the city, few as they are, are all either
captured slaves, kidnaped Europeans; or other
outworlders.

The plot hangs on Antinea's motivation
for capturing Europeans and irporting them
to Atlantis: they are preselected by her

faithful Targa servant Cegheir-ben-Cheikh to : 15;;
be her lovers. Her charm is so great that © '
each falls madly in love with her, and each in -

turn, when she tires of him, commits suicide
in grief, and is plated with the lost metal
orichalch, and stood in a niche in a hall of
mummies. One of the two French officers kid.
naped in the book becomes mummy #54. Antinea
has anncunced that when she hits #120 she
will herself become an orichalch«plated fig-
urine.

Although the story is rather silly, and
is certainly not enhanced by the stylized
French prose; the translation of which is
probably a bit more literal than it ought
to be for maximum effect. Some fairly good at-
mosphere, but the book is generally unsatisfactory

RosSs
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THE MACHINE ©0D LAUGHS, Festus Pragnell,
serialized in

Fantasy Book Mag e, 1947; book edition dis-
tributed by FPCT 249, This is a remarkably
early story abo: very large scale computer;
in fact, some A: :an scientists invent such
a computer while 7 China, under the guidance
of a Fu lManchu tvype, a brain complex of un-
skulled human br-‘ns is assembled. The two
brains fight it ~ut for world domination, and
"our" brain winc ,.but the old question "Mach-
ine: Man's Serve: &t or his Master?" remains.

Most surprising 1 a 1947 work (the electron-
ic computer was ~nly invented in '46) Pragnell
has his gigantic "rank (short for Franken-
stein) design and build a briefcase- sized Frank II, not only miniturized, but
improved in design and performance. And Pragnell cor2s within an eyelash of hav-
ing F-IT design and build a tooth-sized Frank III.

These are exactly the techniques that are in u== today, and the sizes are
not far off, although F-III is still a few years awey. The story is pretty poor,
and the technical prediction is very good; perhaps T:e Machine God Laughs de-
serves a little more remembrance than it gets.

SUBSPACE EXPLORERS by F. . Smith, Canaveral Press, 1965. This is the seq-
uel Doc's 1960 Astounding Novellette "Subspace Exquidnex

=x® Survivors;" and is in f a revised version of ithe first story within the
finst 2 or 3 chapters of the "ook. When Doc and I fi:st discussed the book at
the Discon in 1963 he told m- that it had been written expressly for Analog ser-
ialization, that Campbell har returned the manuscrip. with requests for revis-
ions of such nature as to 4{ n it from a Doc Smith nsvel into a novel-length
John W. Campbell editorial.! "se's reply to Campbell 3 requests was a beief lett-
er: "Dear John: I'm not that !.umngry. Your pal, Doc "

I told Doc I was interecied in the book for Ccn:veral Press; he told me
that Don Bensen of Pyramid hed it, but that he (Doc) would prefer a hardcover
first edition before the paperback. He authorized me to get the manuscript back
from Pyramid if I could, and so I arranged to have lunch with Bensen one day.
Don is a very genial fellow, and well-versed in science fiction, but he did not
know too many of Doc's works. He did have "Skylark of Space" in print, and had
scheduled the other two Skylurk books, and was considering the Lensman books as
well as SubEx. Did I have any opinion of the Lens series.

I told him how great the series is, and I aske? im what he thought of
SubEx. He told me it was good, but needed some work. I explained Doc'’s wishes,
and had a letter from him corroborating my story. Be:':sen gave me the manuscript,
Doc did revise it as requested (he is a marvelous ma: to deal with!) and here is
the book.

The politics expressed in it are probably somewhat to the right of those
of Robert A. Heinlein; both Jack Biblo and Jack Tannen are barely to the right
of John Boardman, but they agree that Doc is entitled to express his opinions.
I think that the story is good;, and some of the societies portrayed are fascin--
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ating. I am faunching for the two proposed sequels, and if only for their sake
I hope this thing sells. Biblo & Tannen put a stiff price tag on it, figuring
that a higher price would lower the break-even point enough to bring a net im-
provement even on reduced sales. I hope it works.

FARMER GILES OF HAM by J. R. R. Tolkien, Allen and Unwin, 1949; Nelson,
1956, 1961, Compared with the 1500 page Ring tetralogy,
Farmer Giles is hardly more than a snippet: seventy-nine pages minus six pages
of front matter, minus spot illustrations by Pauline Diana Baynes pleasantly
sprinkled through the book.

It is a very pteasant little hero tale, of rather rexolutionary outlook:
the humble farmer who routes the giant and dragon wkiim where the king and his
knights fail, following which the farmer defies the king‘s levy, becoming in
time a kinglet himself.

The charming settings, believable characters; and nicely interwoven plot
elements of Tolkien's eplc work are all present in this short book, a surpris-
ingly satisfying reading experience for so short a story. Still, it tends to
point up one of the characteristics of the Ring bocks which contribute greatly
to the high esteem in which they are held: their sheer size. One has the time
to become totally emersed in Middle Earth; by the time one has read some hun-
dreds of thousands of wordes of Ring, one has an unavoidable feeling for the
series.

But after seventy-nine pages of Farmer Giles I only wish that there were
another fourteen hundred or so. The book is a tiny gem; for an introduction to
Tolkien; I believe I would recommend it even over The Hobbit...the latter dces
tend slightly toward heing a clow starter, but Farmer Giles takes right up with
a marvelous swing. It is lovely,

HIDDEN WORLD by Stantor A. Coblentz, WONDER STORIES 1935, Bouregy 1957,
Airmont 1964. Blurbed as a sort of underground war-adventure

novel ("Underground armies battling with fantastically destructiwve weapons'" )
this book at least does not refer to Pellucidar (Alice In Wonderland is mention-
ed on the bacover, however). The EMSH cover alsc looks like a straight war
story, all of which is unfortunate, for the book is not a-tall a straight ad-
venture story. It is entirely a satire, largely dirscted against war, but also
takinz in business, government, patriotism, scholarship, cosmetics, etc. The att-
empt to be funny succeeds at times, but at others falls pretty flat, and the
general level of the satire is rather heavy-handed.

Altogether; a fair book, but nothing like what the cover picture and copy
indicate,

TARZAN AND THE SNAKE PEOPLE by “Barton Werper,: "old Medal Books/New Inter-
national Library, . The third of "Werper®s"
pastiches, this is probably ! weakest to date. T} .aterial is 90% from the

original, and done very badl; 6 and 10f original (i 2t much) and done even
worse.,

If you must read one of chese things, try the sccond (see above). That was
bad, but not as bad as the first ("Tarzan and the Silver Globe") or the present

volume. At least it's short. "Werper" is a strong argument against naming an
"official successor to ER Burroughs
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SKULL FACE AND OTHERS by Robert E. Howard, Arkham House, 1946. Yeh, yeh, I

_ know it’s been some time since 1946, but I get ar-
ound to these things slowly, slowly. This was one of the four early Arkham "gi-
ants™ -~ the two original Lovecraft collections, Hodgeson's four-in--one, and the
Howard. It contains over 500 pages, including introductory material by Derleth,
Lovecraft, and E. Hoffman Price. Price's portrait of Howard is particularly ex-
cellent.

Over two dozen Howard items are included, of which "Skull Face" is the long-
est -- it was a Wierd Tales serial in 1929, when Howard was just twenty-three -
and was a great surprise to me. Howard is widely known for his bloody--barbarian
adventures, of which a plenitude are included here, but "Skull Face" is — ast-
onishingly -~ a pastiche of Sax Rohmer's Fu Manchu novels. (Only three of the
latter, plus a similar book featuring an enigmatic "Mr, King", had appeared from
Rohmer by 1929.)

Above I said that "If (a successor writer) sticks faithfully to the exist-
ing and authentic material, he really is performing no creative act, but merely
parroting the original abthor's work, which, with the original available, makes
the copy superfluous. On the other hand, if he does innovate, he may strain the
very fabric of the illusion-universe created by the author origihally." I'm a-
fraid that reading "Skull Face" has forced me to institute a new fecture in this
department, the Lupoff Retracts and Recants feature.

What Howard did in "Skull Face" in fact proves me wrong on both points. For
much of the tale, Howard provides a faithful imitation of Rohmer's classic Fu
Manchu pattern, with the Limehouse dope den, disguised secret agents, beautiful
oriental girl inexplicably enslaved to the seldom-seen Secret Master, honeycomb
of tunnels beneath the streets of London, world-wide secret conspiracy, and so
on. Only...Howard writes it all better than Rohmer ever did!!

And when Howard does innovate, he does not "strain the very fabric of the
11lusion-universe created by the author originally," but instead provides the
key to the entire enigma of Fu Manchu, his "secret origin" which is so master-
fully conced¥ed and so magnificently presented that it is entirely acceptable
even to an old Fuphile like yr ‘umble reviewer.

I must say that reading this huge book -- but especially its title story
—- has raised Howard's standing in my eyes vastly. That he ended his own career
at the age of thirty by (to quote Sprague de Camp) “"biowing his silly head off,"
is rendered all the more tragic in view of the prolific output, varying in qual-
ity but at its best outstanding, prior to that age. With a full career, I am con-
vinced that Howard would have been one of the towering figures ever produced in
our field, and perhaps beyond it as well.

sy ++++ 4 SR
Early last fall Sprague de Camp asked me if Canaveral would be interested in a
complete version of the Conan stories, properly sequenced and edited by himself,
I had to decline with regrets, due to buying strictures, but I understand that
Lancer is doing the set. I look forward to reading at least the first of the books,
perhaps all of them; I'm proud that my fellow founding Fanoclast Larry Shaw is
the editor who bought them,
+ 4+ + +
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WEEK, A History
of the Mo-
ving Picture Serial, s
by Kalton C. Lahue, ﬁ
University of Okla-. /\

homa Press, 1964.

7 \
First, let's get »
that subtitle straight: / \ A
it ought to have read \ — ;
"A Hi_story of the Si- x
lent "X q}:ion Picture N
Seria:ﬁl9 ‘for Lahue -
coveris dlnly the years NN
1912~v19ﬁ0 and confines 2
himse}f‘to pre- talk-

ing ser?ls. o ﬁ’ /4/ v
3 /4
SB dl lthough
this igfa nlaiée? ha::;% /ﬁ— oM ‘

some bdbek, it does not

reallyv contai_n an awful

lot ofY text- of 293 numbered pages in the

book, 13§ are given over to alist of silent serials, with chapter lists, casts
and cre&bs, plus an index. That leaves just over 150 pages of '"real" text in
which {g8ue attempts to recreate the panorama of action, mystery and whatnot of
the silefit serials. The result is an unsatisfactory book; somehow, Lahue fails
to 'conjuns the images that he tries to invoke.

oR}

) haps it is a metter of age; if I had grown up on silents he might
succeed-¥aty well, but as I zcew up in the era of sound serials it is writers
iike Chr Steinbrunner who get me right where I live. ive. The Lahue book is a val-
uable: re@x‘ence work, but it is not the serial book.

- ol

E %OF THE DOG STAR PACK by J. U. Glesy, All-Stary Weekly, 1918; cut ver-
sion, Avalon Books, 1965.

A ’sﬁ Ang and heroic earthman, initials J.C., travels by astral projection
i 'ﬂ.,planet where he participates in local wars and political intrigzues,
d“of a princess (along with the rest of her), and in the end becomes
1ler of a newly-reunited empire.

Th#mﬂime J.C. is not John PAPEIL Carter but Jason Croft, and the book is
totally infegor to the Barscomlan novels. Unless you are a sort of compulsive
researcher ¥Iike me) pass this one up.

THE TSSUE AT HAND by James Blish writing as Wiliiam Atheling, Jr,, Advent:
PUb':‘.‘JuBI'Sg 196L;

I have me my doubts as to how many fans -- or even Feople -- will Pay

$5 for a book of 130 pages, even 130 pages as fine a3 these...but let us leave
economi.cs aside,
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This is another in Advent:'s series of science-fiction criticism, and with
the possible exception of Damon Knight's In Search Of Wonder it is the best.
For a good many years James Blish hes given to science fiction, usually in the
fan press, much of its finest critical attention. Blish is a man wiagigge high~
est technical qualifications to analyze and evaluate; he does not sho-
pping-list "reviews" but technical analyses of the works he considers, and when
he finishes a consideration, he has told not only what is good and what is bad,
but why and how the author has done well or ill.

If you have any serious interest in SF as literature, stop wasting your
time on Lupoff's Book Week and get thee to Blish,

— Dick Lupoff

+HF+

2 N B SeGRORNIE S0

The Eastercon is a combination of the annual Lunzcon, conducted by the Lun-
ar%ﬁggegg New York, and supplementary informal parties conducted by the Fannish
In Scientifictional Association, held over the :ame weekend in the same
hotel, Hotel Edison in New Yor!. The Lunacon will have a formal program, while
the Eastercon segment will be two huge parties on the svenings before and after
the Lunacon, They will be held within a suite in the hotel.

So ae not to conflict with the programmed events, the party room will not
be open during the Lunacon.

The Hotel Edison 1s located at 228 West 47 street, NYC. For information a-
bout the lunacon, contact Frank Dietz, 1750 Walton Avenue, Bronx, N.Y., 10453.

For informatidn about the Fastercon segment, contact Mike McInerney, 268
east Ath street, N.Y., N.Y., 70009.

+++++F++++++

HE CAME To NEFW YoRK , HE'S BEEN To SEVERAL
FANOCLAST M EETINGS —=- AND HE STILL THINKS

SEX AND STF DoN'T MIX — ——.
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hy Laurence H, Janifer
Says Andrew Porter: "Though the plot in the latter is rather mechanitrivial,
I think that Ballard is more concerned with the mechanics than with the actual

THEZ MECHANICS % THING

The sentence leaps up and bites me.

It suddenly occurs to me that, since SF became somewhat of a respectable
field, with a few hamegrown critics conversant with complieated terminology and
the collected works of Carl Jung, a few writers actually have become more con-
cerned with mechanics than with the writing of the thing.

This is awful.

UMechanics" --- style, technique -- all this stuff is for use. It is not a
game to play with yourself, or with fifty thousand readers, either. It appears
to be x perfectly possible for a guy to sit down at his typewriter, writing-pad,
dictating-machine; and think seriously and fér a long time about the technical
aspects of what he’s doing -- and give very little, if any, thought to the thing
itself, the story itself or the message or the being of the thing. "I will write
& story with a time delay and six flashbacks," says cur hypothetical author, and
he does it, and the critics with complicated minds all discover that he has writt-
en a story with time delay and five flashbacks (the c:-itics always miss something,
important or not) and everybody jumps up or down anc “he author is elected Most
Complex Author of 1965 and SF becomes a field like any other field of fiction,
read by a few dedicated complificators and a couple of psople looking for a good
story. These last do not read a second book.

Because fiction is dying, ladies and gentlemen. S is rapidly growing up to
the point where it, too, can make out its own death certificate. Aldiss, Ballard,
Blish among others have helpsd. They are writing technique. They are playing com-
plicated and sophisticated games. But they are not occupled with the only busin-
ess of fiction; this is belief. Unless I believe a story, unless I live in it,
unless I am apart of it, to hell with it. And there isn‘t much I believe, these
days.

Oh; I believe Wells. And Cordwainer Smith. And mostly Pangborn.(And, in
honorable exception, Jim Blisih’s TOMB TAPPER and WORK OF ART.) Just as, in more
normal fiction, I believe Salinger and maybe O'Hara. But who else?

Dostoyevski, Trollope, Charlotte Bronte, Goncharov...

And who else?

Lots of peopls, but none of them born lately. Fiction has become a field
for little games, fiction has become complex and sophisticated. Understand me:

I have nothing agsinst complication, if it's used for something. If, in fact,
it’s used for belief.

But it isn’t being used.

And the writer who is concerned "more with mechanics" is the man wjjo is idll-
ing fiction. He is killing SF, if that's where he works. He is forcing me to app-
reciate, not believe; he is forcing me to analyze, not share.
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This <nechoste little ace is a sovt of preliminzry scream. [ zm workiig on
» somewhat lenge: and morz detoiled howl, which will eventuaily appear somewhere
Iri the peantime, I 2m writing novels

I'am-teying tomadevyor believe them; I'm using what technique I have learned
in the gervice ol that object

Can't we 2l) rethink a little, end start froin there?
- Laurence M, Janifer
+4++++ A+ ++

A FEMEFAN POUR MOI ::  ANDY PORTER

The car surged along, the silence of its flighl hidden by the blare of the
radio in the night.. The driver sat quietly, guiding the machine through the cold
aight air, the headlight beam tracing a psth on the deserted pavement. I waa con-
tent; beside me in the luxurient Cadillac sat a youny zirl, her delicious curves
pressing ageinst me, her der® lwxurient hair on my shoulder. I put my arm arotund
her, and she cuddled cleseri”A thick blanket 1lay on cur laps, diligently keeping
the cold at bey The cocker graniel slept a.contented sleep at our feet, only a
shave in the dark T decided to ask her the questirn that I had been thinking a-
teut 211 that, evening. -

"Wil) you marry me. Patv" I asked; suddenly.

"7, I don't know, Ardy," shs answered, hesitantly. "Maybe we'd better think
sbout it. What do you say, Uick?" she seid, turning o the driver, who glanced at
we' quickly as ' he drove with ca3 hand and wrote ansthur ~hapter in his book Edgar
Pice Buriougha: The Men Behiad Hugo Gernsback with the cther hand,

"Gee. I don't know, Pat,” he ssid. "maybs we should wait until the kids are
grown up and T’ desert you'for Clarol Carr.”

"Woll. I*m sorry, Andy, but I think Dick is right; why don't you ask Dian
Pelz - - 'rish brown could be your best man, end give the bride d A4fK frf ¥} awny."
fi ;

"Aw hell," [ said, not listening. "Ncw I won't Le able to make a big splash
at the Lencon.m 'a0s ' B '

. O AR !

"Why don‘t you~'go as the Phone Fan?" esked Fat.

With a sudden snarl of hatesd, I got out my tru 7 Bowle Knife, which I al-
ways' carry when’ changing into :a thameleon won't helsy -y, and with & quick down-
ward®motion (whieh T'd learN®A fibm an” old Wallace ™ ° “y'movied disemboweled the
two of thei  Stéppdng the tur and”+throwing thebloo’ sarcasses on the pavement,

[ get Snoopy up. “Wouldn't ebe: make gocd mimeo ink said, looking at theblood.

"Wake 'np @nd'drive!" I7: rled at the"cotifused '“~ ~opy, who obediently got in-
te the drivers' seat. Giving ‘e se€rat’command (Les ¥n' Iizarda!) I soon had the
suto moving agaln, Snoopy dri® ng,‘with only an occ:z:icnal insolent "Arf!" from
him, .,

-- Andy Porter, 1965
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The surn woi rising ur “hrouth ths trees st ar ever jurreaalns catle ehan
Nguma sighted his tree bungaulfw veeping shyly through the prolecting branches
the weepine willow.

Ta a man of civilization, that vraeping. sreeily, comrercin}ietic ar
ing enpire, it would =carcely occur that Ngums, a1 half-naked chils of nat
ip reality the long-iost eon of lkey Mikey, haer baron of Kel'lasy treen U
Lueens .

However, Nguma was ol e Jong-lost sar of "«ey Vikev.

It wus o “ . TROEr  tRAT dpuss cescended Lo Ate tree ol o Y
cat in hamar: rorm, How gaod 17 was o he a0me, home with his veautiud ocug
Iiaroness de Cnespey 17[' I'ov three aays And three sagancons Newrs neu hastars:
#ver homeward attre quejling & particularly vicious urrisiuag of tre supdoron:
rnative savazes known only as "The Sons of Alrican |reedomg" how arxlous wss
ape-man to wash Lis hands of the ways of men and once again relur: to the
ity of the jungle that only a child of nature cin know and mariake of.

As these thoughts passad through the bronzed ‘iant's mind, re piused el
amiled .
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"Greetings, Uph-liugngh The Elephant!" the ape-man said.
"HHHruuu-Arhghh., Huff, huff, huff!" (Greetings, Nguma!")
Gireetings, Oah-Doot, The Baboon!" laughed lguma.

"Hickle, niggle, yeegle-yecegle!2 ("Greetings, Nguma!")
"GUreetings, Ezra Silverstein, my next door neighbor!"
"So what's new?" ("Greetings, Nguma!")

Fingering himself, Nguma entered his tree-=hut.

Inside was an incredible scene of carnage and destruction; furniture had
been reduced to splinters, the carefully hung drapes lay in shreds about the in-
terior, blood splattered the walls and the amoke of gunpowdre hung in the air
in clouds of blue haze, One thing did not escape the Nigerian's attention: The
Baroness was gone! Foul I'lay!

But even as Nguma pondered, his eagle eye fell upon a note, almost hidden
behind the torn rerains of a wall-mat.
II

"Iy dearest Nguma," read the note, "even as I write this I find <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>