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Greetings, people of distinction and Good Taste
...you hold in your freshly washed hands the
Oth rerun of the fangzine-without-a-schedule...
more frequently called DOUBLE :BILL. Several
factors have delayed the appearance of this,
theoretically the April,issue,,.including-thé
fact that we didn't get the January issue out
until the first of March...but herewith is the
completed issue, which I guess 1is the important
thing, after all. _ ; ; :

: Two title changes this issue...one probably
minor and the other possibly a major one. The first
change is contained within the already existing title '
of this fanzine, Out DOUBRLE-BILL, in DOUBLE:BILLj; down D-B, up DiB.
This all came about when in reading "Double Trouble' last issue (just
1ike the rest of you folks), I noticed Bob Tucker's use of the colon in
our title, liked it, and immediately informed Mallardi that we were

modifying our title. Somehow, to me, the use of the two dots ratheéer than

a running dash is singularly appropriate ‘to DOUBLE :BILL. Besides, it
eliminates the necessity of lowering the typer's carriage in the middle
of the title. Typen' hyphen's ain't 'no fun, :

——_---—.-.————_—_.——-...—-———-———_—_..-n—--—___

"4 Major Keyes notes a dress in the comn. mentions a cot on Flo Qer's
- printing machine, and says: "1frs a pressing situation".
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The major change...to me at Qeasty+ils-at the head of this page.
I have long been dissatisfied with the "Just Plain Bill" label, and
finally decided to Do Something about it. tIPR" was a title hurriedly
thought up for the first issue and the reason it hasn't suffered change
heretofore is probably dueto a lack of initiative on my part. -"I.hope
that you like the new title. (Frankly, I don't give a tuckerts damn
whether you do or don't, but 1t1s Not Nice to say things Tijeethade.y - T
rather think that "From William's Pen" is more apt to my shy, lovable
disposition than the stark reality of "Just Plain BILLY, ¥

—.-————.—..-—..—_—_——————__————-.-——-——_——

A few weeks ago, Bill mentioned to me that the reason we!re having
troubles with our reproduction might have to do with the fact that one
of King Rex's rollers is out of wack, "Yes Bill," I answered, "I get
Py S T ” that impression, too."

It suddenly ocurred to me that I may have picked a more apt title
for this column than I had realized. You see, unless 1 can become a :
physical wireck by hard drinking and running around with evil-type fans,
I shall be drafted, probably before the summer's out, Therefore, there
is a good chance that several of these 1ittle gems (my editorials, in
case you're wondering) will be composed with pens, hopefully mine, This
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reason.it

also is the major reason for D:B going irregular. It may well have come
down to that in any event, but we'll never lmow now.

The date that the Great Event will take place, I'm not sure of right
now, From what I hear it will probably be in late August, but I hope not.
You see, I still have hopes of being able to make the scene at the Pacifi-
con. We do plan on getting DOUBLE :BILL #10 out before I go (around the
middle of August), and a goodly portion done on #11, which wili be our
glorious 2nd Annish. One thing must_be reiteriated, though...and that
is: We have no intention of folding D:B just because Uncle will be making
me yell "Sam!" DOUBLE:BILL shall go onl. Maybe not as often...maybe not
as big...but we ain't gonna be stopped that easily, are we BEM? Certain-
ly not!

I don't think I have any great disillusions about the whole matter.
I don't really want to go in the service, but the prospect doesn't bother
me as it might have at one time, I do figure that the whole thing will in
the end be guite a help to my writing asperations = in several ways: in
forcibly removing me from proximity to my tvs in giving me (strange as it
seems) more time for actual writing; and, of course, the travel and ex-
periences can't help but be beneficial. Now please, no one write in and
discourage me--I'm desperately trying to convince myself that this is: the
way it will be, Wish me luck, what say?

A pilot name of Cleve Kontz was flying over northern Ohio when his navi-
gator turned to him and said, "There's bad weather ahead, so Cleve, land
here," ' :

A little aside to those of you who received the first two issues of

Bayta--for obvious ( and some others) reasons, I'm afraid there will not
be a third issue, at least not-in the forseeable future. Rather than
rushing out a crud third issue, I thought it best to let the poor little
thing die a clean death. Thanks, however, are due to Harry Warner and
Farl Tvers for writing very dinteresting letters. Very Special Thanks to
Roger Zelazny for a loc and a short story; the latter ("The New Pleasure')
will (probably) be in the next D:B. And so Bayta ends ;. .notwithia bang
. hot with a whimper...but with a bayonet through the guts. (For’ the
benefit of the uninitiated, Bayta was my N'APA zine.) . N

RE: the 1little item shown on page 27 of the June Analog and a recent
MINAC (;214?) (BEL mentions that he had seen it previously in a fanzine,
possibly DYNATRON?)...I made a drawing of the same thing for one of my
(many) bosses a few months ago, and was tempted to air It here before the
above two mags appeared. The story I get is that it (this gadget) first
appeared, seemingly independently thought up, in several areas ofEhE
country at approximately the same time, and was published in several of
the trade journals in the engineering field. Our title for T Wase. A
Two-Pronged, Three-Pronged Thingambob", which I think pretty well des-
cribes it. If you have a few days sometime, you might try and draw the
item up to scale...let your own sanity be your guide. Those of you who
haven't seen either Analog or KINAC, and are wondering what I'm talking
about, will just have to go on wondering, I guess.... :

As stated before, we intend to have D:B #10 out before I go, SO
vrite and never despair...for DOUBLE:BILL will Live On (by the sweat of
Mallardi's brow)... See many of you at the MidWesCon, I hope... -

' BILL BOWERS f5



C L AS OTHERS SEF US.La
BY 'ROBERT COULSON

British citizens often like to think that they know more about the
United States than Americans do about Great Britain, In individual cases,
this is true; Alan Dodd, for example, undoubtedly knows more about the’
United States than I do about Great Britain (sometimes I think he knows
more about the United States than I know about the United States) . British
authors7gften set their-stories ' in the UusS:, for one reason or anotherj
and the stf authors, at least, usually manage a fairly convincing back-
ground, U.S. stf authors rarely use a British setting--U.S. horror-fan-
tasy authors sometimes do, but I have my doubts about the authenticity
of their settings. :

Once in a while, though, the Englishman pulls a boner, and when he
does, it's likely to be a fat one. There is in England a publishing firm
called John Spencer & Co, Mostly, it relies on publishing a rather cruddy
line of paperback books for its income, but on occasion it has sallied
forth into the field of magazine science fiction. (At one time, it regu-
larly published no less than four stf and fantasy mags, every one of
.Which was unreadable. Which would seem to be some sort of record.) - At
any rate, one evil day I crossed someone's poem with a shilling and six-
pence and received in return Vol. 1 #1 of SUPERNATURAL STORIES. Not being
one to waste my money, I even read the mag--it was work, but I persevered.
And the second story in the magazine provided ample repayment for my "time
and money.-It not only had me rolling hysterically on the floor while
reading it, it provided numerous jokes for fan gatherings, and eventually

inspired this article, '
The story is titled, rather unimaginative-

i ly, "Lycanthrope". However, the lack of imagin-

0“ ‘ ~-ation in the title is made good and with some
s\, [{(’” : to spare in the next line, which informs us

e Tl '¢) that this little gem was written by Ray Cosmic.

Lﬂf' J =\ The story opens with the protagonist paddling
e cf:g@?%ﬁgx, around in a gloomy swamp. "The swamplands in
i 4}4 Ais this God-forsaken corner of Indiana were places

to be shunned at the best of times. Now,

with the choking mist and the clinging

darkness, they were as near to hell as
* he ever hoped to get." Well now, I've

heard some unkind things about Indiana,

its climate and people, but not even

New Yorkers call things this bad. (Well,

" not very often, anway.)

: At any rate, the protagonist
e eventually arrives at the gloomy
'”4 ;7 0ld mansion set in the middle of

.}/ the gloomy old swamp, and meets
| some other characters. After some
- chitchat about Indiana's terrible
swamplands (do you suppose he could
have got the place mixed up with
Florida's Everglades?) one of the
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others says "At times, I thought we were never going to make it. Couldn't
get hold of a hoat at any price. Damned superstitious lot of beggars,
these natives." I RESENT THAT! Us natives are almost civilized these
days, ;

Later on, one of the characters mentions seeing "a tiny, monkey-
like thing" in the swamp. "There was silence for a moment, fhen Charles
Devlin said in a strained voice: 'There are no monkeys round here for
at least a couple of hundred miles, Mr, Shallon., It couldn't have been
a monkey you saw,'" Well, now, there are monkeys within a couple of
hundred miles of where I sit--there's a whole cage full of them in the
Michigan City zoo. But it's been a long time since I've heard of any
roaming around wild in the woods (pardon me; in the swamps). Mr. Cosmic
seems to have heard all sorts of things about Indiana that are news to
me,

There's a particularly good example of Mr. Cosmic's writing ability
on page 61, "A long moment fled, then they heard Devlin cry out way out
on their right. An instant later there came the unmistakable sound of a
revolver shot., It was followed quicklwy (sic) by another. And then
another, Chalmer's fingers closed tightly on Dean's arm, biting into
the flesh with a steel-like strength., 'Something's happened,' he yelled
harshly." ©Now that's what I call a brilliant deduction, well worthy of
Sherlock Holmes., However, back to Cosmic's vile insinuations about
Indiana,

And what was 1lfr, Devlin shooting at? An alligator., A full-sized,
scaly alligator, right here in the swamps of Indiana. (True, it turns
sut later to have been a were-alligator, but none of the characters
seem to think that finding an alligator in Indiana is anything unusual.
I consider it downright fascinating, myself.)

Later on, someone gets strangled by a python, and one of the char-
acters remarks: "Where on earth do all these animals come from. You
heard what my husband said earlier., There are no creatures like this
for a hundred miles." Right, lady; not for a hundred miles, or two .
hundred, or a thousand. TI've never quite figured out why, of all the
particularly God-forsaken places on earth, Cosmic should have picked
Indiana as the locale of his story. Obviously, he didn't know anything
about the state, but weren't there any real swamplands in the world
that he did know about? Or does the name Indiana carry some particular.
overtones of primitive culture to the average unenlightened English -
reader? Whatever the reason, it produced unintentioned hilarity in at
least gne reader,
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this is the fact of the fiction that was -
: ' KEWSWEEK (16 March, p. 68)
shows a picture of the first Laser Rifle delivered to the Frankford
Arsenal for field test. The barrel contains a 3}-inch long synthetic
ruby which concentrates a narrow beam of light powered by several regu-
lar dry-cell batteries, The rifle reportedly, at close range, can set
off explosives, start wood burning, blind a man., So you see, the old
ray gun 1s here, Within the decade we'll be armed by a whole host of
Buck Rogers weapons,
—~~contributed by JEFF SUTTON
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% : Duke Ellington, who's played for presidents and
e e princesses, is considered by many to be.the greatest
3 composer in the history of jazz. Considered a romantic-
, o e st RAOTERE G oRss SIS e - rel Teals “the persomality of.ah
h‘f'7 era in which he has lived, As times change, Duke's 5
| : .. music undergoes subtle changes so that it always re-
/|

‘.l ‘—.‘)
{
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mains contemporary. In all of his thirty-eight years
; in jazz, he has never been accused of falling behind
: the times. bz
' . ‘BEllington's romanticism involves great clusters
of color tones and a sensitives use of ‘dynamics. He is
{; a master of orchestration, His repertoire is almost
entirely his own, or is under his influence., He is
unique in that he is capable of creating a complete
{3 musical evening employing only Ellington standards or

original compositions.,
T4 _ Duke Ellington is a pioneer of the rorforming of
jazz 1n true concert form, from his Carnegie Hall con-
‘ .certs in the 1940's that featured extended works such

JGZZ : as '"Black, Brown and Beige", and the "Liberian Suite'",
which were important in achieving recognition for jazz

(“\\ B ,*f; as an.art form, to his latest recording, "The Symphonic
f :jW/v(“,\/b/ Ellington". This new album should not actually be con-
- sidered-as .jazz in a third stream bag as the title
implies, for although the band is recorded with members
of various European symphonies it is strictly Elling-
: tonia in its finest form.'

Duke Ellington is a genius at scoring im-. .
provisations. This is why an Ellington composit- I
et ion always has the spontaneous feeling of a fresh- =

1y improvised melody. Ellington's band features

some of the finest musicians around, including Clark Terry and Johnny
Hodges, but the figure of the Duke dominates the proceedings. His music
has a timeless quality and possesses all emotions from humor to excite-
ment to tranquility. It is always mellow, :

The Duke has remained an important figure in the jazz world for 38
years, He will not only remain an important figure as long as he 1is active,
‘but, long after he retires from the musical scene, all subsequent music
will retain a touch of Duke. :

Although the liner notes say the orchestra is backed by 500 of the
finest European classical musicians, the album never gives an impression
of vastness of pretension, Two of the longer works on the album are
"Night Creature", and "Harlem". "Night Creature' has never before been
released on records. It was first performed at Carnegie Hall in 1955 with
the Symphony of the Air. "Harlem" was previously recorded with Duke's
regular band in 1952, ; i A% - ¥

Thei-solo work throughout the album is excellent as usue™, with fine
efforts turned in by Hodges, Jimmy Hamilton, and Paul Gonsalves. The
album itself is a major step in Duke Ellington's already amazing career.
Even though some of the writing was sketched out in-a hurry, according to
the liner rotes, the results are very successful in this exciting album
which is very different’for Duke, in comparison with his other recordings.
I hope this won't be Duke's only venture along this line of music. It will &
be interesting to see where this amazing orchestra and leader go from here.

_é;_
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NIGHTCAP...,.The most recent of the Young People's Concerts by the
N.Y, Philharmonic featured "Jazz in the Symphony Hall", and presented
some interesting works by Gunther Schuller and Arron Copeland, as well
as a beautiful piece of music by a young composer whose name got lost in
the static from my neighbors electric drill, The quintet working with
the orchestra was made up of Don Ellis on trumpet, Benny Golson on tenor,
Eric Dolphy on alto, with Richard Davis on bass and Joe Cuocozzo on drums,
Ellis played very well on Schuller's interesting updating of "Peter and *
the Wolf", I am used to hearing Ellis play with small groups like The
George Russell Sextet, but it was more interesting to hear him with the

0ld Ohio Folkfrag

Alien wind, when wilt thou blow
That the green rain down can rain?
And fallout, when wilt thou fall
Down on a Cleveland Con again?

-—Roger Zelazny
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Deep within the bowels of the ship, it stirred. The Pain of awaken- *
ing into the harshness of the ten-gee world-was made only a little
easier by the gelatin-couch in which it lay, and by the drugs injected
every few moments into its bloodstream. It Was horror of the kind that
was never forgotten.

The gelatin-couch closed over it as it tried to move against the
will of the master, and, without resistance, it sank back. Going against
the master would be unheard of . It waited, and tried to bring to a head
the distant mists of memory which were always present, and always elusive,
And, as always, it failed in its goal. Concentration was impossible. So
was llfe almost impossible.. So it mused, and tried to relax.

. The electric shock ran its course through its fingers, and this
time the gelatin-couch did not stop it as it struggled into its position
in front of the control board. Immediately, the board 1it up with tiny
light bulbs, and, as always, it depressed fhe buttons under each of the
lights as soon as they 1lit. There were no words printed under the buttors.
None were needed, Its job was simply to press the right button, and the
master would fufill its task.

This time the master had little desires, and soon the 11ghts stop-
ped flashing, and once again, the gelatin mold closed, pressing it deep
into unconciousness, .

Y

General Hollister looked up as the secretary slipped silently into
the narrow conference room, The general had stopped talking abruptly
when she had first come in, and then, seeing who it was, he resumed,

"Sit down, Miss Hawley " he said, "and please take the following
down on tape." He swivelled in the chalr, without waiting for a reply,
and resumed his speech,

"And nov, gentlemen, before we attempt to bring forth any personal
opinions about this matter I suggest that we firstly review the situ-
ation, Mr, Harlan," he turned and. gazed at the smallish man who sat
hunched in the corner of- the room, "please read the committee report."

The small man arose, his 1arge glasses reflecting the scene of sus-
pense in the room. He cleared his throat, and began,

"In 2013, the first of a series of interstellar ships, the NATION
OF TERRA, was "launched on a mission to Lalande 18867543, one of our near-
est stars The purpose of this mission was to find sultable worlds for
colonization, to relieve the severe population problem. We must realize
that the s1tuatlon then was not at all like that which we face today.
Then, the main problem was solely population. Now, it is The Plague.'

He gulped, and reached down to the table for a glass of water.

The secretary gave a stifled scream and lept to her feet.

"Mr, Harlan, should you? I mean, water? Isn't that taking an awful
chance?"

Holllster rose in a frenazy.

"Miss Hawley' Please, do not 1nterrupt this conference with your
childish remarks. As to the water, do you think we would risk anything?

-/O_



This water has been thoroughly treated, and is perfectly free of germs.'

The secretary went pale, and then spoke. Her voice was meek with
fear,

"I-I'm very sorry, sir, Where I live, the going price on a clean
gallon of water is over five thousand dollars, Most of it is filthy With
the Plague, and we're all living on syntho. I guess Iljust.didn't Ehible 1

Hollister grunted. : :

PHETN - 2 Ve Teb i but see that it doesnl.t.happen.again, Go, ahead,
Harlen,": A

"Ah, as I was saying, the purpose of this mission was colonization.
This mission was a smccess, and completed the flight in ten years at a
null-space gravitational speed-weight of one gee. This was almost cxact-
ly one hundred years ago, At thét-time, the government was not taking
seriously the problem: we now face, and scientific developments slowed
down remarkably. If more time-had been spent then working on better drive
systems, we mizht very well be frec of the situation. As it is, we have
to rely on antiquated equipment. o

"In 2034, the starship MAGNETIC STAR was dispatched to the Epsilon
234 system. No habitable planets, but the ship did report the detection
of a system around the star Scim%ar, our present goal." He shifted his_
glasses., :

"This trip took fourteen years. Rcalizing the position the world
was wedging itself into, another trio of ships were dispatched to other
stars, and again, there were no planetary systems capable of supporting
life as we.know it, Then, 18 months ago, the starship FREELORN was
launched to the Scimtar system. I need not rcemind the committee that
this is our last hope. The land section immediately surrounding the
capitol and Washington Spaceport is the only land left to us. that has
not been touched by the Plague. This condition.cannot remain indefinitely.
Soon cven this last land will be reachcd by the Plague. All our hopes
rest on-this one machine, - :

"At the Washington Spaceport, .the Ark is under construction. When
cempleted, in about a month, it will be capable of carrying one hundred
peeple to the Scimtar system. If the Scimtar system does not have any
planets- 11 for” hilhan habitation, the only thing to do will be to try to
overcomc the Plague here on the .home front. With the immense distances
involved, and with the limited cquipment which we have available to sty
we have to build ecach ship specifically for one mission. And so, 'the Ark
is given just the right amount of fuel, just the right amount of supplies
for the Scimtar flight, This, gentlemen, is the only star we can reach
with the Ark." .

He finished with a dramatic look at the committee and then -turned
to General Hollister. . -

Hollister grunted. "Very well, Harlen., And now gentlemen, we must
come to a decision about the topic under discussion today." . ‘

He shifted position and went on, "As most of you undoubtecdly know,
there is a rival faction to the building of the Ark. Their policy is to
forget the Ark and use all of our materials trying to beat the Plague
here on earth.. It is our duty to decide, :

: "Now, at the present, the Ark is almost completed. The cost so far
in materials has been cnormous. It will continue to be so for the next
month or until the Ark is finished, T admit it is possible that if we
stop work on the Ark and concentrate solecly on defensive measures, we
Just might beat ‘the Plaguc, but to tell you the. truth, I doubt it very

._//_



seriously. However, a vote is in order.
Is there any discussion?"

IIr, Hayne, of the Dominion of
Pranee, SSpdgketfanst .,
. "General I feel -thatithls is
o ridiculous. To stop work on the Ark now
‘ would be utter folly. The chances of
- stopping the Plague are almost

Hel At this) rate dafe. ' I
have seen what the
Plague has done to my

: ::=a,.—,_s=a"'/// country, and to its:
: eople, We must continue,
‘ 2 -

p "
or perisht"
A cheer burst through the chambers.
The general spoke, _
"Well, gentlemen, I take it from
what I just heard that you are all backing
the Ark. I take it we're all agreed then?"

The room was silent,

"Very well. The Ark will be completed.
"l{iss Hawlcy, take down.an order, To the
construction crew out at the Spaceport. Go
ahead with construction as planned, Rush that over right away, Iiss
Hawley ., "

. "Yes sir." The secretary left the room and the committee looked up
expectantly.

Hayne spoke up again. ”Ah, general may I inquire as to the speed
that the-FREELORN is travelling?"

'”Oh. of course, l'r, Hayne. The ship is travelling at a null- ~-space *
gravitational speed. welght of 10 gees. The pilot is kept unconséioms .
most of the time by the use of drugs, and wakes only once in a while to
feed adjustments to-the computer system. We have implanted the 'god?
principle into his mind. He thinks of the computer as god." :

Trisk, committee member from Africa, now spoke up. ,

: ”General this is all right, but why did you include a pilot? From
what I heard, a-'Tell imingr adgustments and a pilot would net have been
needed, This way, we lose a 11fe, since the ship is going to .fall into
Scimtar at the end of the mission.,"

The general gave a small, indulgent smile,

"Mr., Trisk, the addltlon of the pllot was by the personal ch01ce o'+ |

Commander lMann, who volunteered to do it. Apparently he was aware that
he was not essentlal to the trip, but he said he wanted to get into space
on his own. He will be awakened fully at the termination of the voyage
for a brief period. This will be after the drive has cut, and he will be
falling into the primary, The 'god' principle we implanted into his brain
will be erased. This was his idea, and he wanted to awaken at the end of
the trip. Otherwise, a man would not have been used at all. I think we
can rely on the machlnes 2

”Well gentlemen, is there any other bu81ness?"

No one stirred, 1

"Very well, then, the meeting is adjourned." The general rose,
followed by the commlttee

_/2_
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" The ship raced on through the black void, and no one was avare of
the slight deviation in course that meant the failure of the mission.

It wasn't much: in fact, it wouldn't have even been noticed in the
early orbital missions. But the interstellar distances are just too
great for deviation of -any kind. No computer could handle this, it was
too big a task, even for a machine. The ship raced on, and the star
slipped over to the port side,

The electricity raced through its fingers, and it agaln rose to a
semi-conscious state. The chronometer flashed 1 yr. 7 mo, 14°'d., and the
warning bell flashed. Its instincts awoke. The hum of the computer was
drowned out by the roar of the rocket blast and the vibration that .was
carried through the hull, but it knew that the master was working. The
board was lighted up fully, and it depressed buttons as fast as it couldds

Suddenly, without warning, all the lights died, and there was a
scent of burning from somewhere, The viewport sprang open, and, as soon
as it did, the acceleration died with the cut-off of the engines. It was
pressed back into the couch, and it felt the machines grasping and clamp-
ing themselves dovm on its head, This it felt and more, but suddenly,
mysteriously, all was black, and its tenuous hold on reality slipped
away into nothingness.,

Pain. Searing, brilliant, whitehot pain, Pain that was death, pain
that destroyed, paln that wounded forever. He felt out with tiny thought
tentacles, and there was pain and more pain, But under the pain was some-
thing elsc. Something was there, lurking.

Something was there

Something was there

Something was therec i

He saw light, and life, and death, and the living, all were stretch-
ed out before him., Night became light of day, and day became night. Light
was dark--dark was light. IMist of memory haunted, and terrified.

- He stood looking up at the sky, and there was no master to rule over
him, only the infinite cye of God. He was being launched on the mission,
he was. being briefed about the mission.

The impassive facc of the project engincer was before him. It moved,
the mouth opened, and the face spoke.

"¥hy do you want to go along? It's sure death."

Why? Why? Why? “Why?

Why? Why? Why? Why?

The memories dissolved for a moment, He stood looking down at the
earth, They cheercd him. He was surrounded by newsmen, swamped by good
wishes. He climbed aboard the ship. He sank into misty twilight, and
deeper...and decper...and decper,

He atroke. His body was incapable of movement, but he was aware of
the ship and the destination, and the why of it all. Burnt insulation
found its way to his nostrils, That would be the computer, It had tried
too much, and had failed. This he was aware of., The computer was no god,
but a machine. So was the ship, only a machine,

He looked out the porthole. A bright star evidenced itself, That
would be Scimtar, too far away now to scan. He could see the constellat-
ions hg kncw so ‘welli There was Orion, changed just a .bit, but still
looking 1likc a hunter, There was Draco, and there, there was the Coal
Sack, an inky spot of blackness in a void where blackness rules, He knew
that the panorama of the universe was spread before him,

At thc spced he was moving, Scimtar was already beginning to fall
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behind. Soon the air and the food supplies would be gone, and that would
be the end. He kne’ that they would know what had happened to him back"
on earth, they had probably already tra®ked him. : ' L3

It--now he, sighed. You can't leave everything up to machines,
you've got to include a human factor somewhere, and not just as At
passenger, but as a pilot. The computer could not help, it was S
A man could, if given the chance. ' :

He sank deep into the couch. lan's destiny would have to remain
undecided. FREEIORN lunged on into the starry, eternal night. 2

~—PAUL GILSTER '
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Time travel is old hat in science fiction, but now and again an
auther will come down with a bit of Robinson Crusoe-mania, and again set
a character adrift, to be marooned in time. Three such novels have been
out in paperback reprints for some time now: one that I would rank as a
classic, one that is a fairly good novel, and one disappointing effort

by a skilled craftsman who wandered from the path of world-wrecking.

The classic, LEST DiRKNESS FALL, differs from the others in that it
has but one time-exile, and the time is the past--in the year 1288 of
the City Rome, or 535 LD, It is alsn the best of the three, and slightly
more believable, probably due to the research so evident in the back-
ground, That research must have included Mark Twain's A CONNECTICUT
YANKEE IN KING ARTHUR'S COURT, for although they differ in the style and
in the outcome, both have a similar theme--man from out of time attempts
to alter the course of history--and some similar incidents. _

llartin Padway of 1939, an 4merican archeologist visiting Rome, is
struck by lightning, and finds himself elsewhen--fourteen centuries out
of time, Within the-space of a few years, he has introduced arabic
numerals and brandy, printing and the telescope, defeated the best
generals of Justianlan, who is bent on becoming the ruler in fact of the
Western Empire he claims, and just barely escaped from marrying the
Gothic princess who wants to kill his wife, as soon as she can be loca-
ted, In the process of that, Padway escapes from prisons, is arrested
for sorcery, practises the art of bribery, and lets himself in for a bit
of, Tighting

De Camp does this sort of thing very well indeed, and manages to
111 the pages of the book with a great deal of observations about 6th
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century Italy, and the people of the times, as well as with the trials
and tribulations of Padway, determined to alter history so the Dark

ages will never settle over Europe, or as much as he can before death
in-the form of plague or trial for sorcery can overtake him. Unfortunate-
ly, Padway is never interesting as an individual; he isn't a stereotype,
but like most de Camp characters, a mild, scholarly type with a modest
sense of humor and a small desire for adventure, who suddenly falls into
a great deal of adventure, and comes out on top. Plots may come and g0,
but de Camp's heroes remain the same,

But for the color and detail of 6th century Rome; the verge and
action of the plot; above all, the joy of a book that from cover to
cover entertains and captivates the reader, the book is excellent.

* * *

GENUS HOI'0 was written in a different vein. The research so evident
in LEST DARKNESS FALL, is not here; in fact, there are a number of things
that bemuse me. The book reads somewhat like a first draft, not in the
sense of needing revision, but that it seems to have been written Spon-
taniously, with more than a smidgeon of van-Vogtian kitchen-sink tech-
nique. ;

Agadlni'in 1939, or thereabouts, a busload of people--chiefly scien-
tists and chprus girls, are trapped in a cavein in Pennsylvania, to wake
up a million years later, After the obligatory Where-are-we?-Who-1is-
responsible?-TIs-it-that-damned-man-in-the-White-House?-and-here-are-we?
bit the twenty-rive people begin trekking across the countryside, losing
a few people to assorted beastoids, and eventually get themselves captur-
ed by gorillaoids, After spending Some time in a zoo--the humans don't
do So well on an intelligence test--,they impress their captors ang get
their freedom. But an invading force of baboonoids is coming down the
continent, and the humans soon find themselves in the war effort, which
they eventually help win, with the help of some beaveroids, Finglly
there's a happy ending, and the humans fit into the gorilla culture
amicially, '

Unfortunately, despite the smoothness with which I read the book,
there are a few minor questions that I never did find an answer £0r%
Though the authors never say so, it .is' fairly obvious that the human
race was destroyed in some sort of war, probably atomic. Yet if the war
was so widespread, how. is it that other creatures, particularly the
other members of the primate family, escaped unscathed? Where did all
those people go? And where did all those metals go also?

But these are minor quibblings, for de Camp and Miller carry the
plot along well, and make  the characters a little more interesting and
varied than usual--even somewhat believable. The people are still stick
characters, but they are flexible sticks. The book is a good way, to use
up a dull afternoon. :

% *k * ;

Hamllton, in his bad novel, makes a few magic passes with poorer
than comic strip science fiction, and presto! an enormous bomb dumps a
city of some fifty thousand into the far future, when Earth is a planet-
wide desert of the type in Clarke's CITY AND THE STARS. Earth is a harsh
world of bitter cold, uninhabited by all but sparse vegetation, and left
behind in neglect by the breed of humanity that rules the galaxy., At
this point, Hamilton could have made the book a study of triumph over a
barren world, could have shown heroes, could have used his beok to de-
velop a theme no form of literature can show like science fiction--the
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possible glory of the human spirit, the greatness that lies latent in
Man as a whole. ;

However, he-didn't, and it isn't the business of a review teo go in-
to dny preaching, so we must concern ourselves with what the author has
done., Unfortunately it isn't very much, In fifty thousand people, only
one man seems to act with any sort of intelligence and dignlity, and it
isn't the hero, but his boss--Hubble, the chief of the hidden defense
center Kenniston worked at,

After some time Hubble and Kenniston persuade the rather slow mayor
to move the citizenry to a deserted city they have discovered, and event-
ually an exodus begins. Throughout the book the same citizenry shows an
incredibly identical reaction to every event coming their way: a dull
shock, coupled with a distrust of science and everything not done in the
same manner that their fathers did. No doubt this is probably the react-
ion that most people would have, but surely not all but a small handful
out of fifty thousand people? Unfortunately the hero is little different
from the townspeople in all but degree, which costs him his girl, and
further clutters up the story with his--boring--personal 1life,

After getting-the apathetic people to the deserted city, they set a
radio signal going, which is soon answered by a ship from the FEDERATION
OF STARS, a human dominated Galactic confederation of races. The people
of Middletown try to shoot the crew because of a few non-human crewmen,
are unsuccessful, revolt against being sent to a better suited planet,
are again unsuccessful., Then the unheroic hero staggers on board to ad-
dress the Board of Governors in-full sessien, to present the city!'s case,
to ask them to rejuvenate earth, with a process invented by one Jon Arnol,
to stoke up the fires in the core of the planet.

Kenniston presents his case in a rather unimpressive speech, that
everyone feels is 'magnificent', but loses because Norden Lund, the back
biting second-in-command of the ship that discovered Middletown, reveals
that the city was cast into its future by an atomic
war, Middletown is- to be dismantled
and ‘the people forcibly deported
from earth to show them a lesson.
Kenniston makes a rebuttal, but the
Board of Governors votes against
him, so he takes off into the wild
black yonder with his non-human
friends, Jon Arnol, and the lovely
Varn Allan, commander of the ship
that came to Middletown, The pro-
cess works; the cops show up; Varn
Allan and Lund are demoted and
censured; everyone else is vindi-
cated; the people of Middletown
return to their homes, with high
school band and drum majorettes
marching before.’

And after dreading every AU
of the distance from Earth to the
Board of Governors, our hero sud-
denly decides that Space is for
him, as is Varn Allan,

The thing that hurts about
this book is that it isn't really




so bad as all that might indicate., It reads well, if you can accept that
the average humen is that bound to conformity and unthinkingness,'and in
a few places is convincing in its description of a world near death., But
it should be obvious by now that Hamilton can write far better science
fiction, If the book were his only departure from World-wrecking, it
wouldn't be so. dlsapp01nt1ng But when compared with such works of Hamil-~
ton as "What's It Like Out There?" and THE HAUNTED STARS, one of the best
science fiction novels to come out in 1960, CITY AT WORLD'S END is not
representive Hamilton. He can do better, and has,

-000-
WAR WITH THE ROBOTS Almost unnoticed--except by labor unions--is a
Harry Harrison second population explosion that we seldom think

Pyramid F-771  40¢ about, This is the expanding number of automatic
: : appliances and machines, Almost all human funct-
ions can be duplicated by servomechanisms and automata. And every day
these mechanical intelligences take more control over our lives, from
the computers that mail bills and form 1040 to automatic elevators But
how much control shallwe permit machines to have over us? Should they
have control over us at all?

Inithese eight storles from Fantastic Universe, Galaxy, and F&SF,
Harry Harrison probes into the effect of robots on our culture--and that
culture on the robots. The first, "Simulated Trainer'", documents the
sneaky little explanation of the flrst Martian expedition. Sneaky be-
cause I can't classify it as humor or adventure, and because--but that's
the story. "The Velvet Glove" delinates the character of a robot under-
going all the pressures-of anti-robot prejudice, much as Negroes today
are persecuted, And of course, it has a happy ending, though there is
just a hint of more to come ln the future.

"Arm of the Law" is genuinely funny, and you can't but help feellng
a bit sorry for the police of Nincport as XPO 456-934B, Ned the Rookie
Robot Cop, cleans up Mars, It's my favorite. "The Robot Who Wanted to
Know" did not have a happy ending. Caught in the unbreakable web of
robotic obedience and human curiosity and initiative, I can't see how
any of the Filers would possibly be happy--if robots are happy. Apparent-
ly they .can be unhappy though..

{'T-SeerYou'" ‘goes inte:the problem of crime in a robotic civilization,
its punlshmont-~and an unforseen loophole. Next story is "The Repairman".
Unless machines evcntually learn to repair themselves, they will need
repairmen, Sometime repairing the machines will present various problems,
and you will need a special type of repairman working on very special
machines, under very special conditions. And when you attempt to repair
a temple, the True Belicvers may be a bit troublesome, "Survival Planet"
is not a robot story, until you remember that robots are intended to re-
pPlace ‘men, . These people Were ' bred:ito replace, robots, and didn't like it.

- Last of the eight is "War With the Robots". As "the robots take over
various facets of humanity, they will take over more and more of each
facet. Mventually people will not be needed and the robots will get along
verywell by themselves....-

These are good, steries,”and.itts nicesto ‘be able to.turnsback to the
beginning and read "A Note from the (Human) Author". After all, I need
some such reassurance after reading about the TXO computor at MIT

-000-
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WEB OF THE WITCH WORLD Sooner or later Andre Norton gets around to
Andre Norton writing a sequel to most of her books. In this
Ace F-263 40¢ case, it seems to have been sooner, and though

it pleases me in spots, I find myself inclined
to wish that it had been later--much later. Not that WEB OF THE WITCH
WORLD is a bad book; on the contrary, it is well written as a whole and
as usual for Miss Norton very competently done, but compared with WITCH
WORLD, it is a distinct letdown.

As Miss Norton has gone in for a great deal of action and plot we
might as well get most of that out of the way in a brief summary: by the
middle of the book, Simon Tregarth, now March Warden of Estcarp, and his
wife Jaelithe, she who was once witch, have been separated, and are be-
ginning to forget each other and bear a slight resentment against the
other--Simon because Jaelithe takes such an obvious delight in that she
has not lost her witch powers in marriage with him, and Jaelithe because
the remaining witches of Estcarp will not believe what she saysj; Loyse,
heiress of Verlaine and ax-bride of Yvian, the mercenary who rose to
pover in Karsten, has been abducted and taken from Es Castle to the city
of Kars, leaving Koris of Gorm to champ at the bit and think about saek-
ing Kars; Fulk, the father of Loyse and the Lady Aldis, have been reveal-
ed as agents of the Folder, those mysterious invaders from some other
time and space, even as Simon was, but with more bloodthirsty aims. This
sort of thing continues for a good amount of time, leaving most problems
to be resolved by Simon's burgeoning powers as a wizard, and plenty of
fast shooting and swordplay. Again, at the end of the book, as in WITCH
WORLD, there is the promise of a happy ending for Simon ané his witch.

Now this is all very good, if you like action, and I must admit
that thoush I wasn't particularly delighted with the book, it did inter-
est-ne emoligh, to .read™ it ‘in one shor® setting. Bad ad *the ‘same- time,; 4t
seems to me that by placinz more emphasis upon plot and action, and less
upon the background of her world, Miss Norton has lowered her standards
to some extent. Much of what was barely touched upon in the first book,
such as the people of Sulcar and the Falconers, could well have been
amplified heré, but the author did not choose to do so, even though
Jaelithe spent some time on a ship of Sulcar. Equally as bad, though we
are given a hint as to what the Tormarsh was like at one time, in the
days of Volt, the Tormarsh and its people at this time are but sketched
in. Kolder is only slightly more explained; and for that matter, in neith-
er this book nor the first has }iss Norton revealed much about Alizon.

The characterization in WEB OF THE WITCH WORLD also seems beneath the
standards of WITCH “JORLD. Though Tregarth comes off well in this depart-
.ment, particularly under the mental domination of the Kolder, and the
relationship between Simon and his witch-wife is well developed, Loyse
is not as convincing as she was in the first book, and the motives of
such people as Fulk and Aldis in turning Kolder agents are not explained.

On the credit side, we also have a minor subplot around Jaelithe's
efforts to regain recognition as a witch, and the natural reluctance of
her former sisters to have anything to do with her, as well as the growth
of Simon's own wizard powers, Jack Gaughan did the artwork again, not as
distinguished as the cover on WITCH WORLD, butywu get a map, which really
should have been in the first book. :

It seems rather unlikely that there will be a third volume in this
series; cither Simon and Jaelithe have at last done in all the Kolder,
leaving Simon little to:do, and no justification for a third bookj; or
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else there are more %older or such other similar menaces as Miss Norton
can drag up, which would easily and quickly sink into a dreary series of
repeat preformances. &nd yet, she has left us a great deal of the Witch
world unexplored, a vast and ancient planet full of wonder and lore
which she has only hinted at in these two books. WEB OF THE WITCH WORLD
has cleared away only very small portions of this wilderness, and only
as a consequence of the neccessities of plot. It is competent, but it
Wwould seem that lMiss Norton has primarily been filling in the formula

this time.
——Mike Shupp

/Fditorts Note: It is our understanding (via Qur Cleveland Spy ik
that there is indeed a third book in the WITCH WORLD series; which has
already been sold, We believe that, unlike the previous two., it will
appear first in hardcover (probably from World) and will not be brought
out in paperback for at least a year, If our information is wrong (or
if she has anvthing to add), will Miss Norton please let us know? At
the time we got this info we were meeting with Spy "J" in one of those
quaint 1little bars on Cleveland's South Side. We weren't in too good a

shape to receive his report as we were all coked out./
Kok % ok kK k k K sk ok ok sk k ok ok ok ok koK sk ok k ok ok ok ok ox ok ok ok ook ok ok ok K ok
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HORROR PIT, Rupert A. Humdrum, Puntone
Sons, New York, 1965, 356pp., $4.50.

3
LY

Last year, Rupert A. Humdrum
copped the Hugo for best novel of the
year by cashing in on the sword and
sorcery revival. He is now attempting
to win his fifth Hugo by doing the
same with this year's Gothick horror
revival, Lovecraft, Bierce, Walpole,
Stoker, LeFanu, Polidori, and even.
Beckford haveallbeen exhumed and are selling well, Now, Humdrum has
joined the pack and he keeps with the stride with his entry, Horror Pit.

Horror Pit was originally written to run as a three part serial in
the Magazine of Flawless and Superior Fantasy; however, the magazine's
editor, his beard glowing a bright red, turned the manuscript down say-
ing it "reeked of a strong, pervasive, reptillian musk." Dispite the
book's lack of salability, Puntone Sons, the established publisher of
Humdrum's adult novels, ignored the magazine editors and published the
hardcover edition of the book which is 1little changed from the original
magazine manuscript: thus, the only way you will be able to get Horror
%;E before the balloting deadline for the LonCon II in September 1is to

uy '

the hardcover.

The story itself deals with the euridite Roger Upman who is a
student at Mistatomic University on his GI Bill. There he discovers the
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dreaded book of the Dark Cosmos, The Neomycin. He then becomes aware of
bizzare happenings in the area surrounding Mistatomic University. A
giant, striding, noisome collossus desicrates and razes several churchs
during Sunday meeting which provides Humdrum with an opportunity to di-
gress for fifteen pages on the futility of superstious religious beliefsy
a ‘burbling, blasphmous, shapeless horror gibbers through the countrysides
and pasty-faced, not-guite-human children begin to appear in the costal
town of Sailem, From his reading of The Neomycin, Upman realizes that
someone or something has created a Rift which allows the Elder Ones, the
Other Ones, and the Ultimate Ones back into oursphere of the universe.

, In this novel, Mr. Humdrum has, at least, remedied one flaw of his
last novel by providing a definite antagonist--the messenger and leader
of the Elder Gods and Their Allies, the Crawling Chaos of a Thousand
Shapes--Nyalthrotup. -

Upman steals The Ncomycin from the University and obtains *capons
from a near-by armory to form an underground movement against the Elder
Ones, The group is taught by the writings of The Neomycin how to combat
the evil menace of the-Elder Ones, During the month of final preparation
for the Final Cohflict, Upman falls in love, marries, and has several
functional sex sccnes with Nancy Lathrop, a girl who has joined his
organization., When Upman's organization is fully prepared for the Con-.
flict, Upman himself gives a tomorrow-we-save-the-world speech which
arouses the emotions of the group to a fever pitch. Upman's legion of
the Good and Pure sweep out of hiding and kill everyone who was connect-
ed or thought to be connected with the Ultimate Evil of the Elder Ones.

Humdrum devotes a chapter to thé battle between the Good and Evil
forees, Hbut Tet ‘it sufifice to say the'Bdder Ones.‘and. Their &llies are
repulsed from our sphere of the universe. However, Roger Upman's body is
destroyed by his wife Nancy, who in reality is Nyalthrotup in one of his
(?) Thousand Shapes, and his brain is placed in a metal container to be
taken to the unthinkable and indescribable home of the Elder Ones.

This, then, is the end of the story; however, it occurs on page 286
which leaves seventy pages to go. These are used by Mr. Humdrum who has
Upman's brain sit in his headpan describing and commenting on the world,
society, mores, and just plain dirt of the Elder Ones, Other Ones, and
Ultimate Ones. %

Horror Pit is decidedly under par for a Humdrum novel, way below
average for any science-fantasy effort for that matter; however Puntone
Sons has made a beautiful book of it, The binding is black with gold
lettering and the dust jacket is a superb red monocromatic of the statue
.0of the death of Laocoon and his sons which is done by Bonn Feeder Incorp-
orated. In spots, Horror Pit is an unintentional humorous burlesque of
the Gothick horror novel despite the fact the majority of the book is
taken up with Roger Upman spouting Rupert Humdrum's philosophy.

If you are any but one of the hard core of Humdrum fandom, buy
Horror Pit, if you must, from the Science Fiction Book Club who will
charge $1.59, the book's t




ROBERT
COULSON

FANZINE
REVIEWS

vva//a/ay
stew

algol #5
(Andrew Porter,
24 Bast 82nd, St., New
York, N.Y., 10028 -
Irpeghlary = 15¢) 1
just got through revicw=--
ing the last issue for YANDRO
and this one appears. I must say it's
an improvement over #4--but then almost anything would be. It's a small
mag, A couple of pages of reviews are good enough, and the letter column
1s quite good, A report on an ESFA meeting is probably all right if you
dig this sort of thing--I don't. A vignette by E.E, Evers and a poem by
Porter are downright bad. Reproduction is readable, Porter has also run
across the fact that there are numerous variations of the verse "Gully
Foyle is my name, Terra is my nation; Deep space is my dwelling place,
The Stars my ccstination'". The one he notes is by James Joycej; someone
~else spotted a variant by Kipling. These all stem from an original folk-
song verse, which appears in-several old songs. I'm not sure that "One-
Eycd 'Reilly" i8 the original, but it's the dirtiest, and undoubtedly the
source for Joyce and Kipling and possibly Bester. Thc original goes:
2 is my name (singer inserts own name)
Amcrica is my nation (if not American, substitute own nationality)
Drinking gin ny claim to fame,
F--king women my occupation,"
Aren't fanzine review columns cducational, though?

scottishe #? .

- (Ethel Lindsay, Courage House, 6 Langley-Avenue, Surbiton,
Surrey, Great Britain - quarterly - 5 for $1 - USAgent, Bob Lichtman,
6137 So. Croft Ave., Los Angeles, California) As Brian Varley points
out in his column, this SCOT shapes up as a "Why I Hate America" issue.
US fans should by all means read it; it will make them feel better.
Americans are often criticized for being smugly superior about our
"american Way Of Life", but it's been a long time since I've encountered
as much smug self-satisfaction as Ethel's readers produce. Of course,
they have their points, too--but I imagine any American fan already
knows the shortcomings of our society. Ethel, of course, is pro-American,
which is what started the discussion, and Varley provides what seems %o
be a logical analysis of some of the reasons behind the anti-Americenism,
It all goes to show that British and Americans are more alike in theilr
thinking than I had previously realized; we all pride ourselves on our
broadmindedness and tolerance, without ever actually showing much of iy 8
The only disappointment was that Walt Willis continued his column con-
templating his o0ld correspondence; Walt could undoubtedly produce a
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better argument either for or against America (depending on which side
he chose) than anyone else in the fanzine, though Varley does h%s nsual

good job of writing.

dynatron #20 s

(Roy & Chrystal Tackett, 915 Green Valley Road NW. Albu-
querque, New liexico, 87107 - quarterly - 20¢) Roy has managed to
simultaneously raise the price, lower the quality, extend his schedule
from the previous bi-monthly, and join N'APA (which may well eXplain the
other three points). Probably the most interesting item is "The Complete
Checklist Of Ace Science-Fiction Paperback Books'", by Richie Benyo. Now
all the collectors can write in and point out all the titles Benyo miss-
ed; I've noted 4,so far, Even with a few omissions, however, it's a good
enough list for collectors, being neatly arranged by series, number, gnd
year. Roy provides a stirring example of grass-roots democracy in action,
there is fiction, and there are several pages of comments on the last
NtAPA mailing, largely useless to the outsider, (Except I note that Gem
Carr is still peddling her usual brand of Profound Thinking.)

excalibur 6
(Len Bailes, 1729 Lansdale Drive, Charlotte, N.C., 14284,
and Arnold Katz, 98 Patton Blvd., New Hyde Park, N.Y., 11043 - quarterly
- 25¢) It says send contributions to Bailes and comments to Katz, but

it doesn't say where to send subscriptions; maybe they aren't expecting
any. This issue shows a vast improvement over the last one, which brings
the quality up to about average. The typed reproduction is good enough
this time -round; headings and illustrations are still largely unreadable.
(But then, who reads illustrations, anyway?) Bailes has a very good
article on the Burroughs stories, his conclusion being that they're
pretty ridiculous but he likes them anyway., I have no faults to find with
this attitude--it's far superior to that of the fan who refuses to admit
that anything he likes can possibly be anything but great literature.

The Burroughs acolytes I sneer at are the ones who claim that he was "a
great story-teller" or "a great writer". There is a story by Katz which
I'm not sure about--it appears to be serious, but it's perilously close

_ to a parody of the old PLANET STORIES yarns. Slightly overdone sword-and-

soreery sturfsyzbut ‘better than.a lot.of fan fiction, I've . seen;iat that,
The only really bad thing in the issue is Clay Hamlin's "analysis! of fan
authors, The idea was to list a group of fan writers who might contribute
to neofanzines, and tell something about them. Unfortunately, the analysis
isn't always very accurate, being made from inadequate information. Clay
scrupulously lists ‘his "basis of judgment" for each writer (a point which
other fan writers would do well to copy) and quite often the basis is
Simply one story submitted to the N3F short story contest, Which leads to
a dismissal of John Boardman as "poor by fanzine standards'. The fact
that John is primarily an article writer (and a damned good one) isn't
even mentioned, Precisely 1/3 of the authors listed are judged on the
same basis. Even if they were judged on the basis of 40 stories, however,

I can't see any intelligent editor selecting his contributors on the

basis of someone else's value judgments, A far more useful contribution
would have been a couple of pages of names and addresses of authors who
want to write for fanzines, and the types of material they are prepared
to do. There are two good and fairly long editorials, fairish.reviews,
and a lettercolumn which is a big improvement over the last issue:
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nights of snog Nov, '63

: (Bo Stenfors,
Lillkalmarvagen 7, Djursholm, Sweden -
irregular - for trade Ly A XRl s s
primarily a reprinting of some of the
artwork that appeared in Bo's earlier
publications. Mostly girls--nothing
toadeswith Stf’, ‘but. it's pretty.
Stenfors is noted both for the quality
of his original art, and for his ex-
cellent reproduction.

beyond 4
- (Charles Pratt, 8 Soller-

shott West, Letchworth, Herts., Eng-
land - monthly? - no Amerlcan rate
given, but send 15¢) This mimeograph-
ed issue is an improvement over the
previous dittoed ones, Material is
largely mediocre fiction, but a tran-
script of an interview with John
Carnell is an excellent exception,
(Carnell mentioned in a letter that
Pratt had interviewed him by tele-
phone--the 4 printed pages of results
make me worry about Charles!' phone
bill. I guess that's the sort of
dedication it takes to get material though.) The other main exception

to the fiction is a symposium on the British Science Fiction Association.
'This was supposed to be a sort of higher-class British version of the
N3F, but the various complaints of members listed here give the impress-
‘ion that it isn't doing as good a job as our own club. Overall, this is
a big improvement over previous issues--even the fiction, whilé not out-
standing, isn't too bad and is an improvement over past efforts.

menace of the lasfs #39

(Bruce Pelz, Box 100, 308 Westwood Plaza, Los
Angeles, California, 90024 - bi-weekly - 5 for 50¢) My opinion of con-
vention, trip and meeting reports is pretty well known; I continually
surprise myself by actually reading occasional issues of this, It grows
on you--like fungus. In among the meeting comments, there are little
news items--like the mention of a new paperback which I've seen on the
stands but forgotten to say anything about, titled Couyntdown For Cindy.
This is one of the end results of making sc1ence fiction more popular--
it's’ a standard nurse novel, except that Cindy is a nurse on the moon,
Ech, (Which reminds me; there is also a new paperback out titled Hoot-
enanny Nurse, a title to appall any folk fans in the audience.) B
appal them, if you don't like my original spelling; both versions are
recognized according to my dictionary.

graustark #20 ; '
' (John Boardman, 502 et Bt Brooklyn DhoVwy TIRBLRY, =

bi-weekly, I think - 10 for $1) This is an offical publication of the

newest fan-ecraze, postal Diplomacy.- (It's a Game,) Write John for the
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rules and regulations. He mentions that a new game is to begin, with an
entry fee of $2.00. Plus 10¢ for a copy of GRAUSTARK #17, which explains
the rules of postal Diplomacy, and $1. for a Diplomacy rulebook. Maybe
this doesn't sound as expensive to you as it does to me.... A good many
fans séem to think that it's the greatest thing ever. It does have the
value of being an exact scaled-down version of real international diplo-
macy; every move appears to be based on either treachery or military
force, or both. I'1l stick to chess, but then I'm not much of a game
player. (I can't even recall the title of that interplanetary thing. that
was making the rounds a few years ago--I saw it being played at a con-
vention, but I have better things to do at a con than play games. I will
say that Diplomacy sounds more interesting than that one did.)

satura #2 : _

- (John Foster, P.0. Box 57, Drpuin, Victoria, Australia - bil-
weekly - for trade or comment) But don't try to trade him'a fanzine
full of fiction; he's not interested. This issue contains a rather bad
verse, plus comments on fanzines and fans in general. Everything ex-
cept the verse is entertaining, but "everything except the verse" (and
except one full-page illustration, which isn't too hot either) adds up
to 3 pages. Which isn't too many (though if you're trading a qguarterly
magazine John will probably be sending you'as much readable material as
you're sending him). 2 5

mickey #4

" (John Kusske, Jr., 522 9th Ave. West, Alexandria, IMinnesota

- irregular - no price listed, so presumably free for comment) Half fhe

mag is devoted to comments (generally good) and a short story (pointless)
by the editor; the other half to a fairly good story by David Patrick,

(T suppose T should make a slight correction before everybody including
Kusske jumps on me. His story did have a point--that young males G
love" are incredibly stupid. But this is such a fictional clich® that

it amounts to being no point at all.) Patrick's story was good right-

up to the end where I got jarred by the line '"He knew enough about some-
things to know the man could have killed him?" Somethings? Was this a
typo, or a misguided attempt to show the protagonist's reversion to bar-
barism? If the later, it was an error; it should have been in a direct
quote instead of a description. 9
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It is day and night inside : ; : '

'___L_: And T do-not hear the even{ng tells, NS A
2y It is all four seasons here,

! And I do not hear the Black Man call.

i:r“‘1 My sunset Wil apides

: by I%3 Eedreahr of “forgotten ear{irerhellis,

2 g by T eegounee” all. gamestaf sfegp ©
f——4w And wait for outdoor death to fall.

SBILL  WOLREENBARTEEHR
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ROBERT COULSON, ROUTE 3, WABASH,INDIANA

I was particularly intrigued by the answers of J. Francils
McComas -- now there is a man after my own heart. Also, the 5
answers of Bob Tucker and Brian Aldiss to Question 4 are quite:E
interesting when compared. Apparently, in addition to "fanzine
fans" and "convention fans", we also have '"fanzine pros" and bA
"convention pros'.

= [apFan

|
Stricklen's little item was great,as was the 2,
Barr illustration on page 11.I'm interested in Kyles's comment =
about bad artwork damaging -- by its proximity -- the good art [)
of Cawthorn and Jones. Do you suppose the ink gets contamina- I
ted and zoes over and smudees or distorts the good artwork? 8
It's a quite interesting theory, for farntasy. A 1
- Will you, or E

somebody, please explain to Sapiro tha’ fgns groups are separate

from the fans who comprise them, and that therefore 1t is possible [)
te make fun of an individual without necessarily implying ridicule

of the group as a whole? I didn't do this in my original statement be-
cause it had been my experience that fans were intelligent enough to re-
alize this without being told. I was wrongj; the regular subscribers to
YANDRO are this intelligent, but some of the people who eget hold of
second-hand copies don't seem to be.It might also pay Leland to pay at-
tention to what is stated, rather than to what he thinks is implied. If
he wants to defend Pelz, he has a perfect righc to do so (even if Pelz
hasn't requested any defense or even taken much note of the affair). If
he wants to defend the LASFS, he should wait until it's attacked, remem-
bering that the wicked flee where no man pursueth. The fugeheadedness
that I find amusing might be mine, but in this case it isn't.

Teiov]net

Tell Richard Mann that there are fans in Barbados; how far is that

from Puerto Rico?

On the Cleveland voting, I can't say that I'm particularly worried
abeut the impact of having the preceding con in London. (Why should I
worry —- I'm not on the cormittee.) It's been done before, and I don't
recall any trouble about getting the con returned to the right city.(And
there were all gorts of dire predictions made ahead of time.) Your idea
of mall votes is a lot better than Franson's suggestion -- I think being
- 'ip the N3F is beginning to affect Don's judgment. Any idea of the Us fans
veting at some con over here on the '66 Worldcon site should be stomped
on thoroughly. It's a direct slap in the face to every British fan, it
departs completely from all orevious convention procedure, and it is un-
mecessary. 1 wouldn't object to a modification of convention procedure
which allowed all members, attending or not, to vote on the next site --
but remember that it would mean a considerable change in procedure. Elth-
er there would be a considerable time after the con (while the maill votes
were being counted) before the next con-site could be announced, or all
bids and presentations would have to be made by mail? at least 6 months
in advance of a convention. It could be donz2, and 1t's quite fair -- but
are fans ready to saddle all future conventions with the extra work
required? (Becguse it would have to bz a permanent change; if non-attend-
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ROBERT COULSON, concl: :
ing members get to vote when the con is in London, then they should have
a right to vote when the con is in New York or Los Angeles. I have just.
as many prospects of going to London as I have of going to L.A. or any
other west coast convention.) _

£L Agree with you all the way down the line, Buck. There's more to this
than meets the eye, and I suppose the fans will have to decide this them-
selves, if they think it needs deciding.l rather like Grant's idea, below.,
§§Re: my remark of bypassing Iondon...that's all it was, a remark mention-
ed in passing.I wasn't that serious about it, but thought it might bring
some discussions on the subject of voting, which it did.---BEM3}}

LEWIS J. GRANT, JR., 5333 S. DORCHESTER AVE., CHICAGO 15, ILLINOIS - - :

Harry Warner, Jr. wants to know what's happened to paper clothing....
So far, non-woven cloth, while getting better year by year, just doesn't:
match the woven stuff. It's either stiff or rough, or it comes apart, I
imagine it will get better. E.E.Evers is right about laws changing slower
than customs, but eventually the laws give up chasing the changes in the-
customs, and sit down for a rest. For instance, it is still illegal to.
appear in a public place in Chicago in your sh--- sl-----, How many-coat-
less types do you think they pick up ver year now? I can cite for Richard
Mann a number of times and places when complete nudity wasn't anything-un-
usual, including medieval times, when they indulged in mixed bathing.
However, the point I wished to make is that Post-Darwin man is different:
from Pre-Darwin man in a number of ways, and the nudity taboo is just one,
(perhaps the most minor). Avram Davidson's chinee ig just one of the many
peoples who have a nudity taboo. The Judaeo-Christian nudity taboe:is
just the one we are stuck with., S PR
MZB's comments were intelligent gnd inter-
esting, but I have the feeling she missed my point. A taboo is something:
that tells you that you have to do something, even if you don't want to.
I am all in favor of clothes, especially when I haul out of bed on a cold
March Monday, and go ten miles to work. Fortunately, we have already dump-
ed a large load of clothing taboos. For instance, how long has it been
since MZB felt she had to wear a hat on the street? Women quite recently
thought they had to,.

On the problem of who gets that Con after the London

ohe, I suggest that the Limeys have two registration fees, same as we
do, and that any one who pays the complete fee would get a proxy card.
This would entitle him to vote, or designate a proxy. ; :

_ I have been looking
over the symposium, and it looks wonderful, but I am going to hold my com-
ments until all three parts are 1in. Saturday, if I get a chahce, I am
golng to suggest that Advent look at the symposium with a view toward
publishing. : : ;

. - &£ Faneds note corrected address; #8's COA was a typo:3})
E.E. EVERS, APT. 4-C, 268 E. 4TH ST., NEW YORK 9, N.Y.

The jazz column is mildly interesting, which is odd because jazz,
along with classical and all forms of music other than folk musie, sounds
like so many tin cans banging down the stairs to my minimally functioning
ears, '

Eldridge points out a. phenomonon that jazz shares with SF and so many
other fields - so many of the fans are still all tied up with past work
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E.E. FEVERS, concl: ;

and artists that they damn all new work as inferior, say there are no new
greats developing while paying no attention to the younger group now ric-
ing to prominance, and keep crying that the field is going to Hell. Of
course they've just fallen into the ancient and universal pitfall of
Classicism. Worshipping the Good 01d Days in SF or Jazz or whatever is
right in the same class with saying there's been nothing original in phil-
osophy since Plato. (Yes, there are people who claim Plato as the last
Original Thinker; I had a teacher who managed to mention that fact almost
every day in class.) Of course this line of reasoning leads one to consult
Aristotle to find out the number of teeth in a horse's mouth, but then
there's a lot of people who are, always have been, and always will be
afraid the horse will bite them if they examine his mouth. Which is fine
with me, except I wish they'd get the Hell out of fandom and the SF field
in general, -

- Bill Wolfenbarger's poem creates an interesing rhythmic effect-
it starts off slow with stressed syllables packed together, speeds up
through standard iambs into half-stressed syllables due to hyphenated
words - gives a "coming to a point'" effect, like driving in the meaning of
the poem, contained in the last line, with a wedge. It's apretty good in-
novation - most verse uses stressed syllables to carry the meaning througi,
.but this works just as well, and better now because of its novelty. In
other words, Wolfie, don't screetech too loud when I-steal this device and
use it myseif. ; : ' : " s
Si Stricklen's faan fiction is excellent - why is so much -
extremely faanish fiction much better written than serious fan fiction?
My only answer to that isn't too favorable as far as fans turning pro'is
concerned - any writer produces better work when treating subjects he:
knows intimately. So this phenomonon of faan. fiction being better than
- serious fiction means most fan-writers are more concerned with Fandom: than
with science, literature, or-people. Which-is fine as long as they're
writing for your entertainment or mine in fanzines, but doesn't count for
much anywhere else.

RICHIE BENYO, 118 SOUTH ST., JIM THORPE, PENNSYLVANIA. 18229

My first plea is this -- I didn't get DB #7, and I'd like to see what
a 100 page zine looks like, so I'l say, "To the first person, or persons
who send me a copy of DB #7 (in good condition, you cutter-uppers) I'll
.send them three issues of my fanzine: Galactic Outpost #1 and #2, and GO
Speeial Issue #1". Are there any takers? I'd also like to get copies of
#1-5 of the DB, but I won't offer that much. I just can't force myself to
realize that someone would pub a 100-pg. zine, and still stay mentally
balanced. ££ Who said we were?---BEM}3}

.This is re BEM's editorial: I was very surprised to see the men-
tion of radio station 1150 in your editorial, . as in the area here (Carbon
County,Pa.,) there is a station bearing the same numerals, with the liter-
al translation of WYNS, In contrast to 1150 WCUE, WYNS is slanted almost
totally toward rock'n'roll, especially the BEATLES. £{ It figures.---BEM}}
Which brings up a point: Did you read where Ringo is a s-f fan. No, not
- fandom fan (faan, I think it is), but just plain fan. Only goes to prove

three things:-l.gfans come in all shapes, sizes, and occupations, not to
mention temperaments, 2.) fans don't mind being different, and 3.) the
British fans think up some weird ways to advertise British fandom. Imagine,
sending a singing (?) group to the U.S. just so they could, in a round-
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RICHEIE BENYQ, cohel:
about way, advertise their fandom's activity. Maybe that could be classi-
fied as extra-curricular fanac. i 2 _
Would vou know, off hand, how old the Randy
Scott is who did the page 7 illo? It bespeaks either warped abstratics or
a neoish articism, but either way, it is very striking by all means. Reminds
me of the crazy worlds created in Krazy Kat. Is that s-f? Probably more or
less a form of weird fantasy. I really dig those backgrounds, whether they
be modern abstracts, inhuman productions from the mind of a paranoid :
schizophrenic, or one of my wild dreams., &4 Know sumpin'? You talk funnya#
I always enjoy Buck Coulson's fanzine reviews, so I'"11 make no.com-.
ment on them. Hey, hey,hey.'"Panicdotes---I"was most enjoyable, Factual
report, huh? It's quite possible, I suppose...... :
(L What are you trying to do, Richie, alienate the English fans?. I wonder
what they DO think of the Beatles...$§§ Sorry, we don't know how old Randy
Scott is...methinks he's still in- school though. Either high school or
college. Can anyone help Out There? Randy?---BEM3}3 '

JIM HARKNESS, 112 WEST HARDING, GRFENWOOD, MISS.

I know the radio station of which Bill Bowers speaks, and have heard
the Contact program before, though I missed the Gernsback stint. On one
installment they had the mother--and I think the wife, but I don't re- -
member clearly--of Lee Harvey Oswald. Her position was that Oswald was
railroaded (on which I agree) and that he was innocent (on which I don't
agree). I spent most of- the time it was on wondering how the station
screened out the calls from crackpots and thrill-seekers.

: - : : : Have you heard
of the new Beatle Detergent? You use it to remove bathtub Ringo... (Oh,
I just had to tell you that.) i : :
' ARy RS L{ A glutton for punishment, eh? OK, here's.”
my revenge: Did you know that there are only three Beatles left? Yeah,
the fourth one got married and he's now a Bedbug...---BEM3}> :

Artwork...Richard Kyle says some things I've started to say quite a
few times myself, but have chichened out. Why is so much art in fanzines
bad? Even the topnotch artists aren't anything special. No doubt the-
mimeograph medium contributes g great deal to thisj; your electro-stencil-
ed material is very pleasing--I've seen much worse in magazines like The
Readers' Dipgest. But the problem is, who's going to shell out the cash
to have regular art electro-stencilled? Another thing is the artists them-
selves.A lot of them have been around so long that their reputation places
their work--DEA for instance. She impresses me as a frustrated Robert Gil-
‘bert. Gilbert, as Kyle said, is a competent artist--but his pictures
are hell out of the book to stencil. I know.If Joni Stopa could draw some-
thing as pretty as what she sees in 'a mirror, she'd be quite an artist.
But she ‘either can't or doesn't.Art Thomson is terrific, but he uses '
large areas of solid black in almost all of his serious (non-cartoon) _
drawings, and they lose something in transition to a stencil via shading
plate. It's a complex problem with no readily apparent solution.

Your (Bem's) statement that you lost 50-75¢ on each copy of the an-
nish astonishes me to the point of amazement. With the 200+ copies you
claim to have mailed out, the very least you could have lost would be over

‘a hundred bucks. Do you mean to say, baldly assert in bold mimeograph ink,
that you lost that much money and haven't folded? I find this a bit (very)
hard to believe. You didn't exaggerate even a little bit, Bem? .

Jack Eldridge's jazz column is a great idea, and I hope it'1ll be
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JIM HARKNESS, concl:
contInued, The great majority of fans seems to think that it sounds super-
ior to profess a liking of only the so-called greats--Brahms, Beethoven,
Chopin, et al. I can take about three minutes of each--then that's all,
brother. As a mild suggestion, why don't you ask Jack to work up a series
in his column on well-known jazz groups.'The Village Stompers," despite
their rock-and-rollish name (not that I've anythlng agalnst rock and roll)
are very good, and their combination of folk music and dixieland would be
an iteresting item for a column.
£{ Re: electronic stencils...if you had a number of small filler illo's
(say 5 to 8) you could have them all electronically stencilled on one
stencil(w1th good arrangement) at the cost of that stencil, Which should-
n't be over $3.00; and Bowers and I split expenses, which helps. §§ No,
I don't think I exaggerated the cost of the Annish, but we never did
actually figure the costs of it down to the penny. For example, at 18¢
each to mail, with the 200+ mailing 1list, postage alone was over $36.00;
the cover was close to $30. ;Paper, stencils, etc., was over $50. jand that
isn't all the expenses we had -- so you can see that it DID cost over
$100. altogether. Splittlng the cost between us brought the bill down to
I for each of us. And we've no intention to fold...crazy, aren't we?!
Does that .convince you ,now?---BEM} 3

HARRY WARNER JR., 423 SUMMIT AVE., HAGERSTOWN,MD. 21740 .. :

I feel a small amount of the collective gu1lt that has been laid up-
on the head of your readership for their failure to go on and on in com-
ments about it,(( the Symposium)) so maybe I can rectify somewhat my tra-
nsgression by tackllng it immediately.

One thought that occurs immediately
is inspired by the remark in the letter section about your "putting
sclence fiction back in front" in fanzlnes through this symposium. On the
contrary, I think that the only real defect of your sympoesium consists
of the fact that much of it has nothing to do with science fiction. I be-
lieve this is an oblique commentary on what is wrong with sclence fiction:
writer after writer has made comments on the art of writing fiction, with-
out considering the problems peculiar to writing science fiction. This is
the natural outgrowth of the fact that so many writers are creating bad
science fiction these days because they are writing mundane fiction dis-
gulsed only a little more carefully than the westerns that used to turn .
up in Mars on the pages of the Palmer Amazing Stories.

Look, for instance, at the answers to your seventh question, the one
1nVOIV1ng characterization and dialog. Sclence fiction is peculiarly sit-
nated in these respects for obvious reasons: so many of its characters '
are non-human or humans from the far future or those with special differ-
ences from normal humans, and most science fiction takes place at far
distances in space and time where ways of speaking will be altered in un-
known ways. But how many of these writers have even shown any awareness
of the problems as they cohcern science fiction, in these answers? They
have given the advice that will be found in books on-fiction-writing with
little or no effort to suggest how non-human traits can be made believ-
able in a character unlike anyone the reader has ever seen, or how a con-
versation can sound real, yet impossible to occur in today?s life.

: Another impression that derives from the symposium without reflecting
on its merits is: these professional writers show little inclination to be
frank.I'm sure that at least one of the 23 who answered the query about
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HARRY WARNER, cont:

why they write science fiction in preference to other types of literature
should have admitted that he can't sell anything except sciencesfiction
or that he prefers to be a bighame author in a little puddle, rather than
an obscure hon-entity in the vast pool of mundane fiction.

I was unhappy to
see so 1little mention in replies to the fifth question about the writer's
own mind as the most productive source of ideas for science fictlon stor-
jes. The science periodicals should be to the science fiction writer what
tax rolls and church records are to the historical fiction writer: some-
thing to make a few readers who happen to be experts on the specialized
field aware that the story has some authenticity behind it, nothing more.

¥ For me, the most interesting section dealtwith the eighth questioh,
about the moral or message in a novel. The way some of the answers re- -
plied to other answers i<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>