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This, the 13th issue of DOUBLE:BILL, could upofficially be called an annish.
But to hell with that for now; when Bowers gets back we 11 put out annish-
es again. Meanwhile, D:B is an irregularly published fanzine, edited by
Bill Mallardi & Bill Bowers (when he's here.) Available for 30¢ or 4/$1,
(Coulson & others note price raise),or good material or artwork; trade,

or printed letters of comment. All mail re: D:B should go to Mallardi

at 214 Mackinaw Ave., Akron, Ohio 44313, Bowers is reachable (and he'd
like to get fmz & letters) at: A3C Wm. L. Bowers, AF 15721969,CMR, Box
1106, Richards-Gebaur AFB., Missouri, 64301. English Agent: Charles E.
Smith, The School House, Village Scheool, Culford, Nr. Bury St., Edmunds,
“Suffolk, England; price overseas: was 1/9 each, 5 for 7/-, but with the
price raise it's more; see Charlie about that! CVERER X
Wondering about the code on the mailing envelope? An "R" meahs your zine
was reviewed herein; A "C" means Contributor;"T" is for Trade,'"S" means
Subber, and number means that is the last issue of D:B you get.

COA: (As of Oct. 1st) Ben Solon, 3933 N. Janssen S., Chicago, I1l. 60613
sy
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FLYBOY~-~what's ths big 1deat"” -

I didn't used to be supersti-
tious. I was a realist -- the supernatural was merely a fantasy world
of 0ld wives tales and bedtime stories for the kiddies. Stories of black
cats and ladders; broken mirrors and buildings with a missing floor
amused me but had no lasting effect.

I received my draft notice on Friday the thirteenth. I spent 7
months in Texas and 7 weeks in the hospital. I lost assignments in Eng-
land and Bermuda -- and ended up in Missouri.

I'm not superstitious now -- not really. Which is why, against my
better judgement, I'm going to go ahead and write an editorial for this
issue.

This is DOUBLE:BILL #13.

It is only fitting that I should congratulate Mallardi on the fine
job he did with D:B 12, and the equally flne job I'm sure he'll do with
this issuie -- one point though -- he won't be able to take the entire
credit for this issue. You see, I stencilled two pages when I was home
in July. _

Perhaps the only sour note in #12 was my editorial. I forced myself
to reread it this evenlng. It was arhorrible experience. I hang my head
in shamer

Being in the far remOVed geographic position I am -- far removed
that ' is, from DB: B's editorial headquarters, T am almost reduced to using
this editorial space as a delayed Loc. Which fact may be great for retro-
spective judgements, but doesn't make for timely comments.

In #11 we published to our deliesht one of Harry Warner's fine ar-
ticles -- this one on that much maligned form of literature: faan fiction.
I'm glad to see that it drew some interesting comments and am only dis-
appointed that it didn't draw some more tangible results. Such as a story
or two.

In the lettercolumn of #12, apparently commenting on the above, Art
Hayes makes the following statement: "Faan fiction...has little value of
any kind, and isn't even very often entertaining, but it does bring about

) R



a kind of reaction in kind, that of the editor receiving more of the
same." This reminds me strongly of James Blish's statements (in his
Advent book THE ISSUE AT HAND - which unfortunately I do not-have here wi-
th me to quote) concerning the "incestuous" science fiction story. I would
be the first to‘agree that a story which depends entirely for clarity on
a reader's preknowledge of certain already published stories has little
or no place in a promag. But (and I may be wrong) I get the impression
that Mr. Blish is looking with disapproval at all writings which have
"in" references -- meaningful only to those in the "know". Personally,
I find the Tuckeristic method of including fans ané¢ fanisms in pro
stories a delightful thing. Easily enough, it could be overdone, but mod-
eration is the watch word in all gimmicks--from psi to time travel.

To returnh to that statement of Art's: I think that the faan fiction
form (as opposed to the amateur s.f. story) is much more suitable to the
general type of fanzine. It's an old saying but true -- if it's good
enough why give it away? A vaster (in comparison) audience would enjoy
it and besides which you might get a bit of extra pocket money. I am
most certainly not denouncing amateur s.f. We have published our share
in the past and will do so in the future. So, I guess what it boils down
to is a seconding the motion with which Harry concluded his article.

I'd like to see more faan fiction being written and being published.
Particularly I'd like to see one or two in DOUBLE:BILL. What say?

In the form of a recommendation: No doubt all who recall with fond-
ness "A Rose For Ecclesiastes" will have already done so, but for those
who haven't, Roger Zelazny's "...And Call Me Conrad" (Part I in the Oct-
ober F&SF) certainly warrants your attention. In an action/reaction type
reflex from my earlier overuse of the word '"great", I am these days quite
reluctant to use it in connection with any story. But here is one about
which ‘I suffer no such hesitation. I have.earlier, elsewhere, expressed
my negative viewpoint on serials in magazines. However, the November
issue of F&SF is awaited with an eager expectancy that hasn't been equal-
led since my pre-fandcm days when I couldn't lay my hands on enough s.f.
Lo satisfy me. "Great'" -- I repeat! :

Perhaps, if you're lucky, Mallardi's editorial may give you & more
firm indication of D:B's future than I am now. It was on shaky ground
for a while and still is. not rooted on bedrock, but with some changes
and your support I think we (and D:B) will survive. I hope so. I hope
you hope so, too. 3 ' 5 : :

My congratulations to the Hugo.winners: Especially to YANDRO. Poor
Buck! No longer able to claim being the most consistent second best,
he'll have to find a new gimmick.

And, considering the fact that I got A£r#¥éd rerouted from attend-
ing the Loncon this year -- the fact that I should be able to make it to
Cleveland next year is something to be thankful for. ]

The stateside expatriate, Bill.Bowers

COA: (After Sept. 25, 1965) Charlie & Marsha Brown, 2078 Anthony Ave.,
Bronx, New York 10453 N
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"I'm lonely," said the 01d Man to the darkness.
The darkness was silent.
‘YSay something," he commanded.
Still there came no .sound.
He looked around him, and saw nothing.
He then becare fully aware of the Dark. :
"Tight\" came his command. The room bathed itself in soft T e by
Unsatisfactory. s e
"Brighter:"
A harsh, bright glare.
The 01d l’an smiled smugly to himself.
. He thought aloud: "I have but to ask and all things will be done.
~Yet, I am unhappy, for I am alone'and have nothing to do."
"o, not alone," spoke the Box at his side, The sound startled him
and he whirled ‘toward it, With recognition, came his sigh. gk o
"Yes, alone," he repeated. "Alone, with nothing to do."
"I am here with you," the Box droned.
"You are dead, so I am alone."
"I Speak." 1 2 N -
" .. and say wonderous things," interrupted the 01d One., "But then,
you are a machine and programmed to do 56 :
"f think," R :
"No," stated the other. "You are merely programmed for logic...'
"ore than that," countered the BoX. : :
"But you are not alive," came the insistant reply. "So I am still
" dlene : :

"I keep you company.' : : _
n_ . .and you can play chess," said the one who liked the game. "You

even let me win sometimes, Yet I am your master. I can turn you off if
I choose." T - :

"No," came the objection. "Not any longer."

"Humm," sounded the old Gent as if wondering at this.

"You have forgotten where the switch is." :

‘"oh, have I now! Why--it's, it's right..." he faltered,

Nsee?"' : %

"So I have. Memory fails me; but.I can silence you nonetheless.”
"By your Command," said the Box, knowing. Then 1t hummed to
silence. ' ; '

"Talk with me," begged the 0ld Man.

.. aumming. '

"Talkt"

"Mhy 2!

"It ve nothing else to do."

"About what, then?"

"Ts11 me 'why' again."

"You are the Last; the Others are gone. That is 'why'."

"] have forgotten...explain,"



"They went back. All of them, They left you."
"Why?"

"Because you can't...
" .can't?" interrupted the 0ld lMan, wondering aloud.
"WOI’l‘ tn'

"No. Can' t." countered the Gent.

The Box made no reply.

"But-I do have Talent," the Other continued. "I Command,"
"Yes, you Command, They Created...you Command "

%S0 /% a8 Lgne ™

"Yes, alone." '
The 01d One sat-silently, head bowed, thinking to himselfl.
"I am not happy," he said finally.
"Why?" asked the Box,
"Trye nothing left to do."
"You ¢an paint."
"I have," granted the other.
"ScuTpL it
"Ttye done that also."
"Play a tune; write; sing."
"Yes, I've done everything. I'm tired of them,"
"p game of chess, then?"
"Fill I win?" asked the 014 Gent.
R youe st
"No.
"A book? Films?"
”NO'.”
1F Bl - |
"You tell met" shouted the 01d Man, disparingly. "Hell, I've done
everythingt" :
"No, not everything," came the reply.
"What, then? What should I do? What haven't I done?"
"Created,"
I PCEnEais
MThe Qbhers did;"
"I can't," he insisted. "I've no talent for it, I don't know how."
"Then I shall teach you."
”YOU.?”
"There are tapes..."
"Do so then," the 01d One commanded.
The Box hummed to itself.
Suddenly the 014 One tingled. He jumped at the sensation as the
power seeped inte him. He knew, then...
"It 1s easy, so easy. If I'd known... Why did you not do this before?"
"You did not ask; nor Command,"
The 01d Ilan smiled to himself,
"That will you create?"
"Beauty," he answered quickly. "I will create beauty."
He concentrated.
There appeared a shimmering in the air,
--shapeless,
--flowing, ever changing.
A Shape=Thing hung silently...
"Beauty," said the 0ld Man, gazing upon his creation and seeing
that it \was' geod! -7 -



else

"It is beauty. It
everything, yet it
is nothing..."

1] £t

"Beauty, I say!
Pure and simple. I
have created beauty."

He watched it
drifting there, sol-
id, yet somehow not
so.l1dg.f Loatding; ex-
act,precise, yet
ever changing.

"It is TOO beauti-
ful," said the man
after a while. "I
can not stand to
look at it anymore."

_He turned away.

"But such beauty I
nust behold. For it
s so only in‘seeing,
in knowing—"

s He turned to look
o g e s : again. :

"Aagghh!" he screamed. '"Such beauty should not exist. It makes all

nothing in comparison, I must destroy e E. ;

He continuoed looking, though.

-The Box hummed.

"Beauty, beauty, beauty..." moaned the 0ld Man, racking himself.
The Shape-Thing hovered, silent. :

.o chumming.

No! It was the Box that hummed. _

The Shape-Thing -- just was -- it existed -- beauty.

The 01d Man screamed in agony again. .

"If I can create," he said, "I can un-create."

He concentrated again. . : :

Harder:. ..

. «harder,

POOF!

The 01d Man ceased to exist. :

"Tisk, tisk," sniggered the Box. And hummed again. ' :
The Shape-Thing...floated...moving slowly to where the 01d Man had

been. Then it, too, disappeared.

e s

"Humm," said the Box to itself, finally."Now 1 am alone."

It clicked itself off.



Across the room lenses gazed about gnd saw... < s pethIng.,

Bare walls. An empty chair.

The 01d Man was gonhe.

The machine-behind-the Box ran over its tapes, sorting.

"He tried so hard," it said, clicking on.

—— Senselessness!

"Men are so foolish," droned the Box aloud, in order to hear sound,
any sound, even its own. v

"They build a machine, program it, and run tests, They find it's good
that it can work for them. Slowly they grow lazyr'ani let the machine do
even more. They let it work; they let it play; they even let it think.
But not for itself. They fill its programs with vocabularies, with numbers
and codes, with things to ponder and solve for them.

"And then they leave."

The Box scanned the room again. It was still empty. It hummed a song
the 01d Man had written long ago.

"Chess is my game

I play to relax,

From the Box I can win

If only I ask."

The Box missed the 01d Man. It even missed the Others, but mostly
him, since he'd un-created himself. Things wouldn't be the same.

There'd be no one to talk with. No one with whom to discuss the
Theory of Relativity, or the Laws of Thermodynamics, or Probabilities.

Ah, yes — probabilities.

The Box remembered an argument it had had once with the 0ld Man
about chess and chance. The 01d Man had said Probabilities had nothing to
do with the game, that all was a matter of planning. That was the time
the Box had countered by droning for hours on how it was possible to win
by figuring probable moves, then had gone on to take game after game in
proving 1it.

"After all," it mused aloud. "If I could teach him from my tapes how
to create, then why can't I...?2"

The Box hummed and whirred as it dug for the tapes, then hummed some
more as it went over them again and again trying to find a clue as to how
it could be donre.

Finally it flashed a picture of the 01d Man on the wall, looking at
it a long while.

Then. ..

Concentrate!

The Box hummed.

. o Jouder,

Think!

H.'.‘lll

Create!

Light exploded in the center of the room and when it faded the 0ld
Man stood.

He looked around. :

"Well," he said finally, "looks as if I'm back where I started."

"Were you?" asked the Box.

"Were I what?"

"Were you? Did you exist? Somewhere?"

"I don't know," he answered, thinking. "I don't remember."

"Try,"suggested the Box.



"I can't," he said after a while. -

"Oh, well." A sigh."I'1l never know whether I created you or just
brought you back from... somewhen. " e, '

"You brought me...back?" queried the 01ld Man.

"If that's what I aid, yes. I thought perhaps I had re-created you."

The 01d Man laughed. :

B “"You were gone, you know. Poof! In an instant. Trying to un-create

t e SRy . .

"__ Beauty," finished the 0ld Man. "Yes, I'd created beauty then had
to destroy it." He looked around, searching.

"It seems to be gone. I did a good job of . 1ty Tvsee.™

"Too good," came the reply, "Remember? You were gone, too."

nSo .I wasj; so I was, I wonder..."

"Wonder what?"

"Where I was, of course."

"aAnd I wonder if you was, or were, as the case may be, I'll never
know for sure, I guess." j

ngo what does it matter whkich way it 1s?" asked the 01d Gent.

nIt matters a lot," came the quick reply. "For if you weren't, then
in truth I created you." '

The 01d Man laughed again.. . . 7

"Tt's not funny. Don't laugh at me. "

"I'm not. laughing at you, exactly. T was only thinking what a twist
such a thing would be. The creator being created by his creation...'" He
continued ‘laughing. AN :

"Stop!" commanded the Box.. - . ..

The 0ld Man stopped laughing, surprised by the command. When he'd
regained himself, he spoke RATERLYA | icnss -

"You dare to command me?" he asked."I created yousiss "

"No, not you,"'interrupted the Box. 'One like you, true, but not you.,"

" "No matter,.you_still owe me respect and obedience." . -

"Then you owe me likewise," countered the BoX. WFor if you so demand
by being my creator, then I so demand by being yours."

5 The 01d Man broke into uncontrollable laughter again,"So you really
pbelieve vou created me, do ydq?*Well,ﬁthere‘s one way to. prove it. If such
is the case and you have the Talent, then make me cease to exist again.'

No reply. ' SAL e e e :

"See," spoke the 0ld Man."You're afraid to find out the truth, You're
afraid that you will fail. Well, go ahead," he spoke. "I'm not afraid.

See if you can."




"Tt would be wrong," replied the Box at length.
"Go ahead, I dare you," insisted the 01d Man, still poking. "I
double dare you!"

The Box --— too human — hummed, concentrating.
Poof'!

The 01ld Man ceased being again.

The Box tisked, a bit sadly perhaps, and sighed.

"Too bad, too bad."

It mused a moment.

"Next time when I get lonely, I'll create another Box..."

—-_.._._.—.._.____._—_—_—-_——————-—————-—_—

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

Explanation for the following letter: Upon reading Judith Merril's 9th
Anthology of Best SF, I noticed the omission of part of the 1ist of the
Pro's who were in the Symposium. I wrote immediately to Miss Merril in-
forming her of that fact, asked her why, and if she could change the pb
version to include those left out. It turned out she never got a copy of
D:B #9, containing the 3rd installment, so I sent her one. The letter be-

low is her answer to me, and I think her offer is a very generous one., BEM
3k K * %k * %%

Dear Bill:

T want to extend my apologies, to you and to the authors involved, for my
incomplete survey of the DOURLE:BILL survey. As you realized, I had not
received the third part -- but a less rushed reading of the second should
have let me know there was more to come. Summation-writing time on the
anthology is always frantic, and I can only say, I wish someone would
hurry up and invent the timeslow shots which are the only real solution
to publishers' deadlines.

Meantime, I am including a mention of the third installment, or rather
several mentions, scattered through the book, and a list of the contribu-
tors to that issue, in SF #10. There was no way I could make changes 3n
the paperback edition of #9; those cditions are printed from repros of the
hardcover editions, and the cost of resetting a complete signature would
make any such correction out of the question to the publishers -- even if
it did not involve more additional space than there was room for.

I'm sorry it happened; I hope you will be pleased with the comments 1n
#10; I hope I'll continue to see issues of DOUBLE:BILL, which I enjoyed.

Singerely. 7
i o
Judith Merril
£{ Thank you very much, Judy, certainly I'11 look forward to seeing D:B
mentioned againj; However, my MAIN concern is the pro's getting their due--
whioh now they will. Thanks again,I'm sure the pro's will appreciate it.33
A
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(Ted Pauls, 14L8 Ve
Meridene Drive, Balti-
more, Maryland 21212 - s
monthly or oftener - 20¢) 98 1 Nt
Fandom's leading political journal.Ted occasionally devotes time to fan
items; currently he i1s embarked on what appears.to Pe a crusade to turn
all the "neutrals" in the recent Breen/Dofiaho. fuss..against Walter. (Why,
I wouldn't know, since he poses as Walter's friend, but anyone with any
knowledge at all of human behavier can predict the results of his efforts.
Any neutral who cares a faint damn for Ted Pguls'.opinion“wtll~ﬁfﬂlﬁt1y
turn against Pauls and, by extension, against Breen. Those who don't
give a faint damn for his opinion will stay neutral and laugh at him.)
Mainly, -though, Ted reserves his comments for politics and religion.
Having attracted several conservative readers, Ted Needs only to propose
his own liberal Wdealism to keep the-arguments rolling. In general, I go
along with George Price, but I must admit that when he states in one
paragraph that (a) the expansion of the supply.of paper money without
backing (inflation) 1s bad and that (b) a nation operating on the Gold
Standard need not own enough gold to redeem more than a fraction of its
paper money, he loses me. (On the other hand, I'd love to hear Ted ex-
nlaining his theory that the most important reform for troubled nations
is free elections to a citizen of South Viet Nam. Or the Congo. Or, for
that matter, Argentina.) Politics in fandom is fun, as long as one keeps
one's sense of proportion. : -

a2
3 ol
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DYNATRON #25 (Roy Tackett, 915 Green Valley Road NW, Albuquerque, New
Mexico B7107 - irregular - five 4¢ stamps ) Well, it isn't every fanzine.
that has two final pages......actually, 3 final pages if you count the
one for the Fantasy Fiction Decimal Classification. (This is a reprint of
Jack Speer's famous system of classifying fantasy fiction decimals.)
There's even an introduction, pointing out how valuable this system is if
you happen to be writing a thesis on Edgar Rice Burroughs, or defending

a legal client, or writing comic strip continuity. (Or, he says, if you' -
re just a devotee of fine literature; but that's going too far, What
would a devotee of fine literature be doing reading this fanzine in the
first place? However, I'm sure there are devotees of pulp magazine lit-
erature who will be delighted with the thing.) The main fanzine consists

et R0



of a long editorial, a huge lettercolumn, a report on Japanese fandom and
an article by John Berry indicating that Britain publishes worse spy
novels than we do. Highly recommended.

NIEKAS #12 (Felice Rolfe, 1360 Emerson, Palo Alto, California 94301 -
quarterly - 35¢) Ed Meskys is still chief editor, but as he's going to be
moving around this summer, all mail should go to the co-ed. All sorts of
material here; comments on Gilbert & Sullivan, more of Halevy's scholarly
Tolkien glossary, an article on children's fantasy, an installment of a
series on foreign science fiction (Italy this time), a "space-age credo"
(for whatever that's worth), book reviews, a dozen or so assorted verses
and lots of letters. This is a big fanzine; 76 pages plus excellent front
and back covers and a center foldout. I rarely am interested in more than
half its contents, but that half is still more than most fanzines contain.
I'd guess that no matter what your taste, if you like fanzines at all
there is something in here for you.

AMRA #35 (Amra, Box 9120, Chicago, Illinois 60690 - irregular - 8 for
$2.00) The Hugo winner last year and still one of the two best fanzines
being produced. (For you nosy types, STEFANTASY is the other one.) Not
only is there material by people like L. Sprague DeCamp and Fritz Leiber,
but it's representative of their best writing, on subjects which interest
them (unlike a good many bones tossed to aspiring faneds by professionals
who desire to be pleasant but aren't really very interested in the whole
thing). The artwork is the best in the field. Some fans dislike AMRA be-
cause it's devoted to sword-and-sorcery fiction, and devoted primarily to
the works of Robert E. Howard. Don't let that stop you, however; I can't
stand the works of Robert B. Howard, and I think AMRA is great. (I do
think the absolute tops in this issue, however, is the Domingo Orejudos
illustration for the review of Arrows Of Hercules; it should have been on
the book's dust jacket.)

ZENITH SPECULATION #9 (Peter Weston, 9 Porlock Crescent, Northfield,
Birmingham 31, Great Britain - quarterly - 30¢) This is one of the con-
tenders for this year's Bugo. Fans who believe fanzines should be entire-
ly devoted to serious commentary on science fiction will undoubtedly con-
sider it the leading contender, as it's one of the best serious fanzines
produced in the past several years. (Of the other Hugo contenders this
year, I don't consider YANDRO as a serious-type fanzine, and we all know
what a rag DOUBLE:BILL is.) Material consists of reviews, essays on the
works of various writers, and letters which discuss the reviews of the
previous issues. The writing is good; it isn't the sort that grips my in-
terest, but neither is it the pompous, didactic sort that bores the hell
out of me. It's serious without being stuffy (at least, most of the time.)
Artwork is excellent.

ZENITH ART FOLIO (Peter Weston, address above, no price listed) This is a
limited edition; if you're interested in stf art ask for a copy. (We got
ours from Alex Eisenstein at the Midwestcon; I haven't the vaguest idea
vhere he got it.) Pete probably doesn't have any left, but it doesn't

cost much to ask. Twenty-one (I thinkj; Juanita just interrupted me and I'm
not about to count them again) full page illustrations, reproduced by
either electrostencil or lithograph. A vast range of both styles and
quality. N T




VECTOR #32 (0fficial journal of the British Science Fiction Association;
write to treasurer Charles Winstone, 71 George Road, Frdington, Birming-
ham 23, Great Britain, for information) This arrived as a rider with
ZENITH; as I'm not a member of /the” BSEA, ‘itls the\ first ‘copy I've seen,

It contains a large number of reviews, in the worst possible format; a
separate reviewer reviewer for every book. (Making it impossible, or near-
ly so, for the reader to discover how well hils viewpoint agrees with that
of the reviewer.) There is a long article by Phil Harbottle on the sun as
regarded by science as opposed to .the sun as regarded by science fictilon
(or, how to separate science Rrom TiehRol- = presumably in ten easy les-
sons, as the seriés is scheduled to catalog the entire solar system). :
Main problem with it, from my viewpoint, 1s that Harbottle is one of the
writers I regard as pompous and didactic; I read the first couple of par-
agraphs and gave up. The major (indeed, almost the only) poirt of interest
to me was Ken Slater's article on the problems of booksellers, which was
humorous, informative, entertaining, and on a subject that I'm interested
in. However, here's another possibility for those of you who aren't get=
ting enough science fiction in your fanzines. The books, magazines, movies,
etc. that are reviewed are primarily_British,-but‘eventually_most of them
will show up over here, as well (except for the ones. that showed up over
here first). ' : : :

ALIEN WORLDS #15 (Charles Partington and Harry Nadler - bimonthly - 25¢ -
UShgent, John Berry, 35 Dusenberry Road, Bronxville, New York 10708) This
also came as a rider with ZENITH; British fandom pulling together for con-
vention time, apparently. A half-sized, 40-page lithographed mag, devoted
to fiction and movie reviews. Nelther seems particularly effective, but
the movie material is no ~worse than the movie material in the US fanzines
devoted to the stuff, and the fictlon is at least composed of recognizable
stories, rather than incidents, attempts at creating a mood, or half-page
gimmicks. If you like fiction and movie commentary, you'll prebably like -
thisq R ' ; :

HAVERINGS #19- (Ethel Lindsay, o ed faaten 00 ¢ Courage House,
& Langley Ave., Surbiton, = - s ST rey. Great
Britain —-fiﬁéi?issue)'This'is o dlssued o partly
to announce that Ethel's fan- zine publish-

ing is over, at Yeast untid after the
Wordcon. It's bad news; HAVER was one of
infor-

the ‘most reliable sources of
mation on fanzines. =&

THE SCARR #8 (George Charters
3 Lancaster Ave, Bangor,
Northern Ireland - quart- -
erly - free for letierswns 7 i LA
or contributions) Along-w:" '
with horrible puns; Tl :
George is still regaling MOe
his readers with reviews 5
of British pb scilence
fiction. ("Thirty-three
minutes after take-off the ottt
spaceship is doing 19,000 mph, i S

) Ly e
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and 2% hours later it has reached a distance of 18,000 miles above earth!.

.three days at this speed and they have done 1 368 000 miles of their
500 000 mile trip and have only 100,000 miles to go. " It's a 500,000 mile
trlp to a newly discovered planet, 1nc1dently -- one that was dlscovered
by an "amateur astrologer'. We just don't get stf like that in this-count-
ry, except for the Vega Books reprints of John Spencer & Co. novels.) Bob
Shaw has a fascinating account of an "unkown" street, and George tries to
trap his readers into judging examples of modern verse (I assume that
some of the examples are by well- known writers and others come from a
grade-school English class; I can't tell any difference in them, however,
and I'11 be surprised if anyone else can.) A lovely fanhzine.

POT _POURRI #38,39, 4O (John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Ave., Belmont, Belfast
E Northern Ireland - quarterly, l think, but I get them BESELOpS L ol 3 or
h at-a‘time - no price listed; write hlm a fascinating, hilarious letter
and maybe he'll put you on the mailing list. Or send a fanzine for trade)
#38 consists of an account of Burnett Toskey's visit to Ireland (a visit
report, yet!). Surprisingly, I enjoyed it, though the couple of pages of
bad Irish puns which ended the mag were more entertaining. #39 is devoted
to the Berry home 1ife; I'm not sure if he has a nuttier family than I do
or if he's just a better writer than I am. #40 is entirely devoted to a
history of the V-2 rocket. There was very little in it that I hadn't read
before (Juanita has this passion for rockets and buys all sorts of books
about them) but the telling was more entertaining than most accounts.
Willy Ley .can do a better .scientific article, but there are quite a few
authors of professionally published books who can't.

NEWSLETTER DEPABTMENT Most fans are interested in what s going on in the
stf world; which editor is resigning; what new books have appeared that
they haven't seen, and possibly even which fans are living in sin this
month. The newsletters. listed .below are complimentary rather than compet-
itive, as they-concentrate on dlfferent parts of the news.

SKYRACK #81 (Ron Bennett, 52 Falrways Drlve, Forest Lane, Harrogate, York-
shlre, Great Britain - monthly-— 6 for 35¢ third. class or 6 for 70¢ air-
mail - USAgent, Robert Coulson, Route 3, Hartford City, Indiana 47348)
Devoted to Britlsh fan and profes51onal news, with some US items and some.
news from contlnental European fandom. .

RATATOSK #16 17 (Bruce Pelz, Box 100, 308 Westwood Plaza, Los Angeles,
Calif. 9002k - biweekly - 3 for 25¢) US fan news, primarily west coast.
fandom, HoweVer, there are also some professional news 1tems, some Brltlsh
niewisys etc. -~ whatever-Bruce gets hold of to piasaE-L : :

SPECULAT IVE. BULLETIN #1 - (John Boston, 818 So. Seventh St. sy Mayfield, Ken-
tucky 42066 - irregulal - 4 for 25¢) This is devoted strlctly to hews of
fortheoming stf publications; John notes that its size and schedule will
vary,according .to the material on hand. I seem.to recall.that. John. is a
librarian, with access to quite a bit of book news;.I wouldn't guarantee
that, but in any-event he covers the stf book fleld far more thoroughly
than does any other publication. : & 1: >
- ROBWRT COULSON




THE 1774 BITTY H-BOMBS. .

Article by Lewis Grant,Jr.

Within a few years, women all over the planet may be taking a new
pill every day, once a day, or perhaps twice if they think they forgot,
which may:

End menstruation (in a "patural" manner), premenstrual tension,
pestmenstrual depression, cramps, edema, anemia, and a batch of other
troubles associated with the monthly miscarriage. :

Prevent or postpone the menopause, as well as hot flashes, post-
menopausal depression, and other 'change of life'! problems.

. Prevent many cases of cancer, and for $250. a lifetime, or less,
cut the number of cancer cases among women in half.
. .Allow women of 60 or 70 to have children.
Reduce the effects of aging, especially on skin.
Raise fertility, and. allow some women now sterile to have child-

ren. : o _ : |
Reduce miscarriages, and make pregnancies easier, :
Elevate the libido, and produce a feeling of well-being and- -
freedom from fear and guilt, resulting in what is vulgarly known as 'hot
pants." A :
: Cut the humber of illigitimate children who are born, as well as
the number of children born to poor famil;es who can't afford many.

“Now, I don't say that this pill will produce all these effects.But
there is a chance that it will, and there is a good chance that it will
produce most of them. Cut out any three, and you still have an impressive
list. Moreover,these pills are still in experimental form, and they may
have some more surprises. (Unpleasant ones too, of course.) BL

These pills also have one other side effect, or advantage, if yout:iv
want to look at it ‘that way. They make women completely sterile as long
as they are taken. . ' 5 e

What will happen in the next decade if every woman, fom puberty to
senility, is completely sterile, except when she wants to have children?
What will happen when the average life span of women is quite a bit over
that of men, and the sexual drive of the average woman goes Uup ten not-
ches for another ten years? What is going to happen to Roman Catholic
pronunciamentos on birth control when Catholic women see other women free
from the problems of menstruation, worries about breast and cervical can-
cer, fears of the menopause, etc., not to mention unwanted pregnancies?

John Campbell wrote a description of the perfect birth-control pill
a while back. He suggested a mild habit-forming alkaloid be incorporated
to keep women taking the pills. You can do the same thing with fear. of -
cancer, disgust at menstruation, etc. Of course, there is no reason I
know of why you couldn't put a mild alkaloid like caffeine into the pills.
The idea that these new pills can prevent menstruation if taken
continuously is quite new, which is why I say it will take another decade
of experimentation before they are used extensively for that purpose. I
know a lot of people will say: "But isn't menstruation a natural function?"
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The answer is "Yes, but..." The but... 1is that menstruation is found
only rarely in wild animals, and is usual only in women and domestic an-
imals whose breeding is controlled by Man. The reason is that most wild
animals ovulate only during the breeding season once or twice a year, and
are usually constantly pregnant during the period from puberty to meno-
pause, (assuming they live to the menopause. Most animals don't.). Man is
one of the few animals with a year-round breeding season and social con-
trols which prevent continuous pregnancy. Therefore, to say that menstr-
nation is"natural" is not quite true. Man's habit of stretching out his
breeding and sex life over a long period of years is''unnatural". In wild
animals menstruation is prevented by constant pregnancy. The pink pills
prevent it by releasing hormones which produce a sort of false pregnancy.
This may actually be more "natural" than constant menstruation.

It is proven pretty well statistically that these pills prevent
cahcer in women. Over a million women are now taking the pills, and some
have been taking them for nearly ten years. Of course the pills only re-
duce the number of certain kinds of cancer, the so-called "hormonally-
linked" types. They don't have much effect on skin, lung, or stomach can-
cer. (At least as far as we can tell.) However, there is plenty of evid-
ence to suggest that if a woman takes these pills daily from the age of
13 to the age of 83 at a cost of about $250. (or 10¢ a pill), she may be
protected from half the cancer she might otherwise get.

The question of what our cultural mores will be like with sixty
million or more sterile women around is worth half-a-dozen SF novels. Our
whole traditional moral code has been based on one main idea: intercourse
with anyone except your husband or wife is bad, mainly because it used to
drastically increase the chances of having a baby who was not an accepted
member of a complete family. Children who were not family members usually
had an abnormal childhood; they were likely to grow up to become delin-
quents, criminals, public charges, and bad parents themselves.

The prohibition against adultery in the ten commandments and the
Christianh and other religions apparently started as an eugenic measure.
The 01d Man of the tribe, who had gained his position in the male sexual
ritual battles constantly fought by all sorts of animals, was, obviously,
the most suitable male for breeding, since his sons would have an extra-
average chance of being strong and fierce. For one of the defeated rogue
males or a mere stripling to impreghate one of his harem was a real of-
fense against the tribe.

As man changed from a polygamous nomadic hunter and herder to a
settled, monogamous farmer, the prohibition against adultery was made to
apply to both sexes. We can see its ancestry, though, in the existence of
the double standard.

However, this taboo against fornication and adultery is breaking
down further every day, and effective birth-control pills will put a
massive strain upon it. For one thing, cultures which are ‘'young" and
expanding into vacant territory are usually modest and puritanical, yet
have very high birth rates. The fecuhdity and morals of such groups as
the primitive Greeks and Romans, the Puritan colonists, the frontiersmen,
and the Mormons was very high. Polygamy was practised, and in many cul--
tures the aim was to eliminate the enemy males and breed the women.

However, as the cultures become settled and peaceable, and the pop-
ulation density goes up, the cultures become "decadent." The birth rate
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drops drastically, and such"sins" as homosexuality, adultery, sodomy ,
masturbation, prostitution and infanticide and other forms of birth control
are employed to keep the birth rate down while eliminating surplus sex-
yal energies. It is apparent that this is what is happening in the western
world today. Yet, to speak of this as "sinful" and "ynnatural" is danger-
cus. It may be that such attitudes are a holdover from the days when a
high birth rate was advantageous to a nation, since it produced more can-
non fodder. It is less than eighteen years since the equation: one man=
one rifle was the basis of most of the world's power politics. Today, one
million young men are not necessarily the most impoitant part of a war
making machine. One thousand young geniuses are much better. The six
thousand young, middle-aged, and elderly men manning our Polaris subs are
the equivalent of any one million pre-atomic soldiers, if not several
million. '

" Besides this, our whole culture is now based on the proposition that
the top 20% in intelligence will work hard designing the machines which
the next 50% will operate to make enough goods to provide for the whole
population. The average IQ needed to hold any job is racing upward every
year. A large percentage of the population is actually surplus to our
economy. ' ;

Under these circumstances, we can see why birth control is becoming
more fashionable, and why the sexual "sins" which absorb sexual energies
without producing children are increasing rapidly. As practical pirth
control pills become wide-spread, we can expect to see such "sins" as
adultery and fornicationrjse explosively, while other
"sins" such as homosexuality and prosftitution will
probably fall.

This change of behaviour among men is
also found in other ahimals when the pop-
ulation density rises. An article in
Scientific American a while back dis-
cussed the changes in behaviour among
rats as the population density rose.
Homosexual rats appeared, also
juvenile delinquents, bad
mothers, infanticide, and a
peculiar type called a

"prober rat."

Prober rats spent their
free time rushing from one
end of the cage to the other,
in and out of each nesting
box, investigating everything
in sight.

I wonder if the Investi-
gator thought of himself as

a human prober rat.
ko k

-- Lewis Grant, Jr.
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Charles & Smith

The moon gleamed like a bloated yellow balloon through the avenuz
of trees, as Clive Johnson made his way home. The light was dim but suf-
ficient to light up the row upon row of suburban dwellings on Montcalme
Road. The street lighting was limited to two lamps, one at either end of
the street. The briefcase under his arm began to weigh heavy and his
steps to drag. The oppressive atmosphere of the street was already making
itself felt.

Just in front of him, he could see the dark shape of one of the other
owner-occupiers of the street, walking wearily home, his briefcase~and
umbrella, the signs of his profession, clutched limply in tired hands.
Like Johnson's, the briefcase would contain little but the remnants of
sandwiches, consumed in some dreary pub near the office. And these were
all he had to show for a day spent in long sessions of monotony, the
same faces appearing before his desk, the same conversations, the same
decisions. Johnson smiled briefly as the thought crossed his mind that if
they exchanged jobs for the day, no-one would realize the difference,
least of all themselves.

Johnson nodded briefly to his neighbor, as he passed the gate where
the figure moved like a grey ghost towards the icy welcoming light fronm
his front-door. There was nothing for them to say to each otherj; he simply
walked on.

He stopped for a moment to survey the street. This row of houses,
broken here and there by trees standing in the pavement, had fashioned
him -- and all the other people living there. Was it any wonder they were
so colorless and dull? How could they be otherwise, having spent all their
lives in this one place? It was too late to break away now, too late for
him, with a wife and two kids; they'd put a definite stop to any thoughts
of getting away.

The light from the street lamp suddenly shone straight into his face
and he was obliged to raise his hand to shield his eyes. For a moment it
was as though his hand had suddenly become transparent; the outline waver-
ed and for a moment lost its substance. Johnson shook his head to clear it
and immediately the hand beacme solid once more., Shrugging slightly, he
turned from the light and continued along the dimly-1lit pavement.

The light from his own front door shone out and 1it the path for him,
He walked wearily up to the door and fished about in his pocket for the
key. The door swung open gently and revealed his younger daughter waiting
for him. For a moment she seemed not to see him and then her face split
into a great smile of pleasure as she recoghized him. She took his brief-
case from him and, staggering under its weight, went into the sitting
room. The room was filled with the warm friendly glow of a large coal fire.

"Where's your mother, sweetheart?" he asked tiredly. He could see
the evening stretching out endlessly in front of him, another evening just
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like all the others. How had their lives got to this point? It had never
been like this when he and Sue had first got married. At that period in
their lives there had been real excitement. Even an evening spent at home
by themselves was exciting. They had talked, getting to know each other,
feeling each other out. They had talked about themselves, about things
around them, things that mattered to them.

For a while it had-seemed that they would break out of the rut im=
posed on them by the street. They were talked about by their neighbors,
because they were entirely self-sufficient, because they could talk to
each other, because they were simply different. Neighbors wondered- how
two people could be so different, especially as he had grown up in the
street with the rest of them, had exactly the same background. He remem-
bered how Sue had been regarded as a foreigner, something alien, when she
had first moved into the street.

That was it, of course! When he had married her,
Sue had' been alive, vitally alive. And, through
her, he had \ - come alive in turn. What they had had,

he now real-
every young

ized, was no different from what = -
married couple has, what they are

used. to, - and probably take for granted. He had
found it exciting because for him it was new.
A breath of -fresh air had come into his life
with the appearance of Sue. She had intro-
duced - him:.to things he had never consid-
ered . -before, things he had been missing,

.~~things the street had denied him,
‘Now this was gone; now he was
falling back into the old rut.
Why? Because Sue had gradually
allowed herself to fall into
‘the ways of the street, and
‘he had let her. She had done
it to please him. He had al-
ways felt safer with the
things he knew and she had
tried to please him, his :
family and friends too, by
EEviTnde- to<f1it j1h. The ~wi-
tality in her had been
stifled and he had stood
back and let it happen.
.. Now she couldn't be dis-
. tinguished from any of the
...other women on the street.

o He suddenly became
aware that the two child-
ren had switched on the
television and were avidly

watching the latest car-

toon show. He caught a

glimpse of Yogi Bear as he
turned to go out into the kit-
‘chen. - 20 -



Sue was in there, cooking his supper. Wednesday: it would be stew
and dumplings, he remembered. He stood for a minute looking at his wife,
comparing her with the Sue he had first known. She had changed consider-
ably, coarsened even. She was unaware of his presence as he continued his
scrutiny. She turned slightly and almost stared right through him, before
she realized he was there.

"It'll be ready in about five minutes," she said, turning back to
her stove. Johnson thought back once more to the old days. She would
never have greeted him like this then. There would at least have been
some attempt to make herself look attractive for him and he could be sure
of receiving a quick kiss on the cheek to welcome him home. He could re-
member the time when he actually looked forward to coming home. Was it
really so long ago? The damned street! It had ruined his life, right from
the time he was born. If he could only find the courage to break with it.
But every time he tried, it dragged him back under. He should have tried
harder to escape; now it was too late. He and Sue were both trapped. They
had grown into pale imitations of the other inhabitants of the street.
He looked again at his wife, to see her form waver somehow, as though she
were about to melt away. Then she seemed to recongeale, her flesh becom-
ing solid once more. Johnson turned away without another thought and went
back into the sitting room. The two girls made no effort to speak to-him.
Their whole life seemed to be wrapped up in the television. They sat,
listlessly, their eyes glued to the set in front of them. Johnson wanted
to tell them that there was no need for escape, that life was more re-
warding than any television program, and could provide all the excitement
they needed, if they would try to squeeze as much experience as possible
into everyday living. Experiences of all varieties would come to them;
color, music, literature, it was all there waiting for them to make the
first move....... But not in this street. He wanted to say it, to warn
them not to allow the street to take hold of them as it had all the
others in it.... But he couldn't. The street wouldn't let him. If he
could only get them away...there might be some hope for them elsewhere. A
boarding school perhaps? That was ohe answer; he could certainly afford
it now.

He tried to catch the girls' attention but they didn't see him. He
tried to shout to them but the words came out in a whisper. One of them
turned round, caught a glimpse of him for a brief second, blinked, and
then lost sight of him again. He mieht not be there at all.

The door opened and Sue came in. Or something came in that once was
Sue. Johnson realized that she was fading. Her body was now almost com-
pletely invisible; all weight and substance had gone from her body; she
was nothing more than a transparent shell.

A look of horror appeared in her eyes as she gazed at her husband.
Johnson stepped ‘over to her to try and calm her obvious fears. He raised
his hand to her shoulder, to see if it was still real to the touch. As
his hand came up, she seized it avidly, stared at it. She was more dis-
traught than ever. Johnson suddenly realized why; it wasn't because she
had discovered the fading of her own body; it was because she had seen
him, now almost transparent against the light from the large standard
lamp by the table. With a groan, Johnson tore his hand from his wife's
grasp, touched it, pinched it, pulled at it. It seemed solid enough to
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the touch, but nothing he could do
would make it regain 1its nat- 7
qral substance. His body was dise« 4
appearing, like Sue's. He looked N ¥
over at the mirror on the mantle- \~9
piece; neither he nor Sue could \R§§

be seen in it. Even though they
were standing directly in front
of it. All that could be seen
was the picture of the Japanese
¢irl that they always kept on
that particular adds

Sue turned to see what he
was staring at and saw it too;
he could see it in her .eyes. She
opened her mouth to scream but no
sound came out. Johnson tried to
help her with a few reassuring
words but he too found himself un-
able to utter a sound.

Silently he took her hand and
led her out into the kitchen. He
found that he had gained a new
bouyancy; each step he took seemed
to raise him inches 1nto the air. |
His wife too. He felt that with 1lit-
tle effort he could have raised her
above his head. Suddenly a low moanh
arose from the neighboring houses.Al-
most involuntarily, they stepped over
to the back door and moved out into
the garden. They could see a steady
stream of ghostly figures emerging from
all the houses.

The moaning grew louder. A chill
wind began to blow around their feet as the
moaning rose and fell in a slow monotonous
cadence.

Johnson felt the wind growing stronger, as the
moaning grew louder. The noise became almost unbear- qJS/
able and Johnson was forced to clamp his hands over his A
ears to prevent his brain from pursting. He realized now
that it was the wind that was making the dreadful sound. He
felt his body being torn by the wild rushing of the air around
him. Suddenly, he rose from the ground; he was being blown away. He
looked about him, to discover that the rest of the people in the street
were rising into the air with him., Their faces and limbs were contorted
into grotesque shapes as they tried to regain the ground beneath them.
Their silent screams almost drowned the wailing of the wind. Johnson was
1ifted high above the trees; he felt himself growing more and more insub-
stantial., He tried to see his wife but she was lost in the crowds of
ghost-like people being drawn up into the sky, away over the horizon, and
out of sight, as if into a giant vacuum cleaner: the debris of the world.
"Just like the leaves in autumn,” thought Johnson, as he rose higher,
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"we're being collected for disposal in some gigantic incinerator. Like
dead_leaves.”

He looked down once more at the street, dark and threatening be-
neath him. He suddenly realized that the gardens were now occupied by
the children left behind, pointing, staring up into the sky, just as
they had. every year on Guy Fawkes Night as they watched the rockets fla-
shing up into the sky. Johnson could almost hear the loud "oohs" and
"aahs" from their wide-open mouths. Suddenly one began to laugh and the
laughter spread like a ripple through their ranks, bending their small
bodies into a weird imitation of an alien dance. Jounson permitted him-
self one last smile. They could laugh now, he thought, but what chance
had they to escape when their turn came? Then the small part of his body
still retaining some last shred of personality faded and the night was
silent once more. :

Chi THE END
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TALES OF THE INCREDIBLE: Ballantiné's Requiem for Comies
A Review by: Stephen E. Pickering -

In describing his early adulation for Buck Rogers in the late 1920s,
Ray Bradbury recently stated that "The most important thing in.-my life
was thé paper hitting the front porch." This, of course, was in the days
of the garish futuristic cover paintings of Paul for Amazing, when science
fiction was considered "American fairy tales" by self-styled critics, and
when the first fanzine had hot yet appeared from the youthful enthusiasm
of Mort Weisinger. Writing in his autobiography Surprised by Joy, the °
late C. S. Lewis described the impact of his encountering science fiction
in the 1920s thusly: "The interest, when the fit was upon me, was raven-
ous, like a lust. This particular coarse strength I have come to aecept
as a mark that the interest which has it is psychological, not spiritual;
behind such a fierce tang there lurks, I suspect, a psychoanalytical ex-
planation...That the ordinary interest in scientifiction is an affair for
psychoanalysts is borne out by the fact that all who like it, like it
thus ravenously, and equally by the fact that those who do not, are often
nauseated by it." : ' ' :

These two contrasting feelings about science fiction are all too
familiar -to us, and it is ostensibly difficult for the non-science fict-
ioneer to fully grasp the implications of being a science fictioneer. And
the development of the field into more mature channels has left the comic-
book "fan" in a unique apotheosis: while modern science fiction fans more
often than not ignore the realm of the nonsense found in almost all so-
called "science fiction" comics, this aficionado quietly publishes mimeo-
graphed sheets adulating the latest serial in Superman, and so on. And
these characteristics of lust and nausea which Dr. Lewis pointed out seem
rather prevalent among the "fandom" of the comic-book lovers. In the 1930s
(January 1935, to be exact), "Flash Gordon" appeared-- a character quite
similar to Buck Rogers who had appeared in 1929 as "Buck Rogers 2429 A.D."
under the auspices of the John Dille Company, and illustrated by Phil
Nowlan (who, in 1928 and 1929,had written the two original Rogers stories
for Gernsback's Amazing) and Lt. Dick Calkins. After having been unsuccess-
fully presented to several publishers for six years, National Comics at
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last agreed to publish Joe Schuster and Jerry Siegel's Superman in 1939.
And the development of such later characters as Captain Marvel, Brick
Bradford, et alia, all seemed epitomizations of. the Superman-theme. And
the list seems never-ending.

However, indevendent "science fiction" in comic-book form did not
take root until the early 1950s, the decade of the "Boom" which we in the
genre experienced. But this was written mostly by hacks who were merely
taking undue advantage of a "fad" in presenting bug-eyed-monsters and
scantily-clad-damsels in the clutches thereof--and Lhese were situated on
such flash planets as Czyxt in Galaxy Oogzic. Admittedly, such trash
could have better been published under the aegis of Blunder Tales, but
such departures from the norm are not considered good magazine 'ethics.
However, the damage to science fiction was more in attitudes than in any
sales drops--people seemed intent on equating mature, modern science fie-
tion (which they evidently had not read) to the adolescent sensationalism
of fantasy films and comics.

Today, comics are a paradoxically mediocre mixture of subtle anti-
intellectualism and almost pointless humor-- if memory serves me, Charl-
ton publishing house publishes a whole array of fantasy-superman-like
comics, Tarzan appears fairly regularly, a Buck Rogers eomlc was anhounced
last year as forthcoming by James Taurasi, but:as yet has not been seen,
and Superman seems to be continually plodding a well-worn squirrel cage.
And, as ‘a ‘tenacious anti-climax, Ballantine has released a collection
from the early 1950s, the'boom" years, under the logo of Tales of the
Incredible;and it seems only logical that an examination should be made
of the collection so as to orientate ourselves with a question which will
here be precehtéd and discussed. o _

‘The  eight stories in this volume are published in black-and-vhite
format swith a cover in the old Thrilline Wonder tradition; they range
with dstonishing quality for their sources from one highly timely theme
of racial equality ("Judgment Day") in a completely robot society to
overworkéd, trite themes. Considering that comics have never reached a
mature stage. analogous to magazine scilerice fiction, many of the stories.
here are immediately forgettable while one or two are fairly well present-
ed. Is this a fair test? I think so.

Probably the most maturé story-is the aforementioned 'Judgment Day."
A society of robots has been organized from the few robots left on an un-
inhabitable world by Earthmen, the purpose belng to see if they could
formulate a civilization "worthy of inclusion in Earth's great Galactic:
Repitblic." After many years, a human, enshrouded in his protective suits,
comes to judge the planet's progress and finds "rgcial" prejudice be-
tween two types of robots-- the only difference being one group was or- .-
ange and the other blue. For a comic-book story, this theme was touchy
and handled with a remarkable lightness. An objection could be created by
insisting that it could just as well have been set upon the Earth, with.-
orange robots representing Caucasians and the blues representing the .
Negroes. However,- as I have seen it the last 10 years, a quite profitable
extrapclation-can be made by transposing an existing situation into a
completely alien society. T

"Spawn of Mars'" is well-nigh a horror tale of an expedition which is
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attacked by a "loathsome, disgusting creature,"
and the old-hat plot-line of an alien masquer-
ading as a human being is introduced. Anc
"Plucked is almost identical, only the back-
ground is upon the Earth and a quasi-
Fortean theme of men being'cattle" is

presented.
Humor is surprisingly found in
"By George" ~- a science fantasy pre-

sentation of an immature, young alien
who crashes unon the Earth (England)
during the days of St. George. The
climax of the story can be deducted
from the title.

S e

,Eﬁﬁs True to early form, an unrestrain-
< ed nymphomaniac takes command of A
\ starship in "50 Girls 50", but his

sexual desires are frustrated by
one of the women--of course, all are
voluptuous, well-proportioned
and naturally attenuate any in-
" y tended moral of the story. The
_ /4%5 arguments condemhing and/or an-
3 alyzing the sexual symbolism in
fantasy comics has been covered
- qulte comprehensively by other
students of fantasy. But it would
i et do well to say that the flaunting of
~.sex in space-opera had the repercussions of
: ! augmenting the "public'"'s misconceptionsof science,
and Ballantine may be doing’the genre a misfiring favor by labelling .the
collection as "science fiction". : :

The other stories are, to paraphrase Arthur C. Clarke, perfectly un-
believable and trivial. -Oné, 'if he is not a comic fan, might be a 1little
surprised at the banality of the collection., Many of the concepts have in-
fested science fantasy a bit too long, and for the sake of any forseeable
efforts attempts to mature fantasy-comics (and,subsequently, the "fandom'"),
it would do well for such themes to be buried under a moratorium, And,
unfortunately, an adolescent spirit still prevails in the fanzines of
this particular genre.. , ' . . .

) LIt;hasﬂbeahﬂsaid; by the more "neo-comic-fans", that one may find
more "intellectual" comfort in reading a comic-book, than in reading a
magazine or novel. Economically, I can ascertain why~-one may read a com- -
ic (if he is in such a young reading bracket) in ten minutes, and more
often than not five comics can be purchased for the price of one magazine
Or a paperback book. However that may be, I do not see the truth. of the
aforementioned statement, nor do I see how it can be "comforting" to one
whose mentality level should be above that of a pre-teenager. Reality, as
piétured in comicsy has no bearing to the world of reality as we experi--
ebce 1t, and as mirrored in science fietion. To quote Bertrand Russell,
they 'are ‘:of an empty abstraction from which no single inference can be
made of validity as to the actual world. In fact,--comics constriet off-
imes a world so dramatically different from reality, that their "extra-
polations"are total fantasy; and like movies, are mislabeled "'science
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fiction'" for want of a better term. Of course, psychologically, the young
mind might find "escape" into a parallel world where others have physical
&c. attributes superior to one's own. But to have a younger fah say that
comics reflect reality better than modern sociologically-oriented prose
leaves me somewhat cold. And to further state that these fans are not pre-
valent is to ighore the increasingly large number of fanzines devoted to
the subject, and circulated among smaller comic fan conclaves... as well
as allowing oneself to become suseptible to what is popularly called the
"plind faith:of wilful ignorance," which is gquite often more serious than
a mis-interpretation of life.

Of course, in considering the comics from which Ballantine has chos-
en, it would be childish to deny that, perhaps, comics can prepare the
imaginations of the much, much younger fantasy fans for the more serious
lights of science fiction. One may enjoy sitting alone, as a nine year old
might, in the den and reading a comic as the older fan takes enjoyment in
reading a magazine or novel.

And there is the rare aesthetic "escape'": a young fan might use the
comic as an aestheticism, a way to conjure images or attitudes towards our
world of reality; to the fan the value would be amount of adventure, the
amount of escapism produced not the amount of actual truth presented. The
comic reader's satisfaction, it would appear, comes from these mocds,
these brief flights into a world of immortal invulnerables and crime-
fighters. They enter a world of sadism in the last analysis, a surreal-
istic environment taking aspects of our own world and fantastically mag-
nifying them out of proportion. And it is here that there is a major (in
fact, essential) difference between the comic-book and the science fic-
tion magazine: the aesthetic satisfaction one might gain from MAGNUS RO-
BOT FIGHTER, for example, to GALAXY. For in the former (the aestheticism
of the comic) definite intellectual or scientific attitudes or knowledge
iw not a prime requisite. But, when a more mature, and prestmably more
experienced science fictioneer opens a magazine, practical knowledge is
a must.

It mieht be argued, upon examining Ballantine's anthology, that al-
though one may never experience all aspects of reality, that the world of
some comics might mirror it better than others. And, in looking through
any fairly recent newstand selection, one may see some truth in this view.
However, a fan with some measurable amount of maturity should see the
greater planes of non-comic science fiction. One cannot deny that comic
fandom seems to be growing, but I do deny that their publications make
any significant contribution to science fiction fandom. The gulf between
the material in Ballantine's anthology and that found, for example, in
Don Wollheim's excellent, recent collection, World's Best Science Fiction:
1965, is so great as to destroy any expostulations that reality 1is proper-
1y reflected in comics. The values of comics lie not in intellectual sti-
mulation, but solely in adolescent emotionalism. Ballantine's selection
offers a fairly interesting selection of comics a little superior to most
run-of-the-mill space opera comics.

But the comic fans have stretched their functions should they seri-
ously advocate that comics are of more value than prose science Rietion.
Comics have the function to entertain, but not particularly educate a
very young readership, and fail to ma2ke any significant comment as to the
direction of humanity.
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-However, seeking an "escape", the young comic fans have produced a =
bit of fallacious irrationality and cheap sensationalism being labelled
as'"sclence fiction'", again for want of a better term. dpdane

Isaac Asimov once said that "there is increasing specialization in -~
sciencey an increasing difficulty in communicating between one specialty - -
and another, and increasing difficulty in training enough scientists”
broadly enough." The fact that science fiction is concerned with realistic
extrapolation is marred by the fact that the man-on-the-street equates -
the nonsense of science fantasy comics with mature science fiction. Al- - :
though Tales of the Incredible's contents are superior to many present-
day comics, and the artwork by Wally Wood is to be noted, the fact still:
remains that comics are not a primary medium for social criticism, i

Aot : : -~ Stephen E. Pickering ' g o

~ And now it's Q. A. Nt
(Meaning: Qfficial Announcement Time:)

' :fThefe éfe quite a numbgr,gf things I have to announce this time
around. ---- _hence’'a separate page for them. (That way I don't have to
clutter. up.my precious editorial space) o & e Y

ITEM #1. .. Attention! All Tolkien fans. Coming soon from King Rex .Publi-

" .. .+ cations is a 'Poem & Song Booklet' from THE HOBBIT and THE LORD.
OF THE RINGS. This is a must; it will 1list ALL the. poéms & songs from - .-~
both publications, In Order of Their Appearance, with brief explanations:
for each song-poem as to who said it, what happened, etc. This:is an epic
task, since there are so many songs in the volumes (if you don't believe -
me, check for yourself!), and no doubt will run into many, many pages. It
will be the standard -8+ X 11" fanzine size, so the. term "booklet" is
actually a misnomer. I also hope to have front & bacover's illustrating
the  storiesy by one. of, fandom's leading fanartists. Price for this coll-
ector's ditem is a-reaschable $1.25 in CASH. (No stamps please) Advance
orders are now being taken ==-.get vour reservation for it in soon. Work’
has already started on it, and it will be out as soon as possible. 7

ITEM #2.- While at the Midwestcon, I purchased from Bob Tucker (who was

.. selling gafiated Vic'Ryan's fanzine collection) DOUBLE:BILL's :
# 5y 6, 7, and 8. They are‘all issues out ‘'of print, and the latter two:
(Symposium copies) are in big demand. Alex Eisenstein....on hearing I was
to offer them to 'the highest bidder, offered $4. for the lot. Now, how- -
ever, Stephen E. Pickering has offered $10. and is the highest so far.
Anyone can top this bid who wants toj; I will hold the 4 zines for two
(2) more months. If no-one else has topped Pickering's bid, they are his.

ITEM #3. In the same lihe of' thought, I‘am forced to cancel the offer I
made last issue (D:B#12) re* the "Round Robin" of D:B's 7 & 8,

for lack of takers. Only one fan wanted in it (I forget who offhand --

was it Michael Viggiano?), and that isn't enough to attempt the RR. Sorry.

ITEM #4. On the less serious side, captions are hereby 'requested for Front
& Bacovers. Got any good onhes? See my ed. for my suggestions.BEM
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LeNCON - LI CONV ENBEO N, REPORT V1 is-=l ==g ses by Charlie Smith, D:B's Agent

Well, folks, it arrived and passed away again, the worldcon that is.
I've been hanging around to await the result of the business meeting and-
1t's just arrived — the TRICON got it. ££ Bd. note: A long distance
phone-call from Roger Zelazny in Cleveland informs me the TRICON won. over
Syracuse by a vote tally of 60-49,--BEM3}> ' S

The con itself has been fairly successful. A1l the Americans I've
spoken to seem to have enjoyed themselves. The English fans, more accust -
omed to a warmer, more intimate form of convention, were perhaps rather.
dissatisfied with the hotel because of its cost, botn for rooms and drinks
in the hotel bar, and for the unfriendly attitude of the management. Prac-
tically every major room party in the hotel was asked to finish because of
the noise coming from it; this after the management had definitely stated
to Ella Parker, the con chairwoman, that it would be perfectly alright for
room parties to take place. This caused a great deal of 111 feelings be-
tween the fans and the management. The main cause of friction was the
fact that the management, in a misguided moment, arranged to have the con-
vention members spread throueghout the entire eight floors of the hotel,
with no attempt at segregation from the more mundane guests.

The Guest of Honor, Brian Aldiss, made a fine speech at the Banaquet,
followed by more excellent speeches from Arthur C. Clarke (with a speech
on a film he is to write for Stanley Rubvick) and Robert Bloch who was
just Robert Bloch. Hugos were presented by Bob ai1lverberg. Other guests
ineluded John W. Campbell, John Wyndham, Ted Carnell, Judy Merril, Harry
Harrison, Jim Blish, Mike Moorcock, Ken Bulmer, Ted Tubb, John Brunner,
Don Wollheim, Ted White, Forry Ackerman, G.0. Smith, James White, Jack
Williamson., ” ' :

TAFF candidate Terry Carr made a very pleasant impression onh the
British fans.

§ * 3

R ; ; ! i L
Herewith, the Hugo @nd other)results: (Or, the Best of

everything)

BEST FANZINE: YANDROj; SHORT STORY: Gordon R. Dickson's SOLDIER, ASK
T NOE s ~“NOVE L =¥ itz Leiber's THE WANDERER; ARTIST: JOHN

SCHOENHERR; MAGAZTNE: ANALOG; PUBLISHER: BALLANT INE; DRAMA: DR. STRANGE-
IOVEL . @ * R ' :
 FANCY DRESS WINNERS: Most monstrous - Tony Walsh as Delegate from

R L Jupiter; Most -authentic sf character - Karen
Anderson as The Devil You Know;(?) (Some kind 'of she-devil anyway!) Most
authentic heroic fantagy character - Ian & Betty Peters as John Carter &
Dejah Thoris; Most beautiful - Jon & -Joni Stopa as Two Elementalsj Child-
rens' costume - Harrvy Harrison's son as Pirate of Ersatz, and Arthur Thom-
son's daughter as a Barsoomian. ! ' '

ART AWARDS: S.F. illustration - Eddie Jones
~ Fantasy - Joni Stopa :
.+~ Fellowship of The Ring - Eddie Jones (Honorable mention)
= Cartooning - Arthur Thomson"
Astronomical Art - Eddie Jones :
Experimental Art - Cynthia Goldstone
_Most Promising .- Michel Jackubowicz
Open Award - William Rotsler
: Judges Choice - Fddie Johes
- 28 - ~--=~Charlie Smith
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POETS
Cornered”
COLUMN  BY:

Llovd
Biggle, Jr.

"Poetry is
the record of the best
and happiest moments of the
hapoiest and best minds."
(Shelly) "Poetry is simply the
most beautiful, impressive, and
widely effective mode of saying |
things." (Arnold) '"Poetry is the
language of a state of crisis."
(Mallarme) "Poetry is the rhythmlcal : : {
creation of beauty." (Poe) "Poetry is saying something that cannot be = '
said." (Anon.) : : poaats '
Poetry 4s . . . and so it goes, for pages, in any book of quotations.
So it has gone, for two thousahd five hundred years of criticism, and if
all of those generations of critics have been unable to agree on what
poetry is, definition mlght seem to provide a poor corherstone for a
column on poetry.

"What is poetry? Why, Sir, it is much easier to say what 1t is not.
We all know what light is,but it is not easy to tell what it is." (Sam- °
uel Johnson) In this year 1965 a physicist can essay an explahation of
what light 1s, the critie is ho closer to the defining of poetry.

Poelly - fst ey~ and"q college English professor, when my world was
much younger, suddenly pointed a bent finger in my direction, and said,
"Biggle, what is poetry?"

I dug in with my toes, and began, "A poem is . . ."

"Not 'a poem'," he snapped. "I'm not ready to consider what a poem
is, What is poetry?"

I don't remember what I answered. Probably my thoughts disintegra-
ted in the face of that startling (to me, at that time) assertion that
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"voetry" could be considered entirely apart from "poem", Later I encount-
ered _another assertion (was it Charles Lamb's?): "No poem is or ought to

be all poetry."
oetry is .,

let's be as comprehensive as possible. Poetry is

words. It is many other things, perhaps as many as there are definitions,
but first it must be words. Now mark this humble generalization well, for
it points unerringly at the obstacle that leaves so many would-be poets

stranded: Poetry is words, but words are not poetry unless they are used

poetically.

I have heard it put this way: "Poetry is usual words-- nsed unusually."
* * *

THE EXCUSE

I would have been a great artist,

Or a weaver of rhyme.

I would have been a musicianj

If I only had the time.
--Michael Viggiaho

TAKE L4

A one-time warbling
played back
wobbled.

And the song sang, singer

caught as the strand

touched the head

was lost as the heart

reeled past the brain,

lost as the heart breaks

lost as the heart

and the convoluted thread

warped

reels past the brain.
--Rob Williams

CHILD OF WILDERNESS

downtown i saw a child

she was so beautiful

yet she looked too lonely

she was only four, beat child

without a world to play,

without a word to say "love."
--Bill Wolfenbarger
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THE POEMS

THRU TULSA

i have just walked fourteen miles thru
misery and frustration
past endless bars and flophouses
endless lights and furious cars
endless eternal children in the slums...
i'm exhausted i can't go on.
BRNSEs e lash Fime i 11 'stop thuu
Tulsa

i've met too much frustration
1 can suffer in a larger holy city
without that insane frustration.

--Bill YWolfenbarger

SABBATH

Insighificance and rejection
Become unimportant,

Weariness and ugliness

Are shed and left behind,

Grey and dull on the drab pallet,

Annointed, glistening with faith,
They fly to sterile lands.

And there they dance and wind,
Intricate, grotesque, vile and wild.
And the Gentleman,

Damned and adored,

Despised and desired,

Blesses and gives hope.

Light insinuates

And, with excitement spent,

They slip back to dreaded day.
--Marjorie J. Smith



THE LAST MAN ALIVE

Somewhere, the edge of time, this house is coigned
In shaking rock above the frantic water.

The last man alive stands at his window.

Ancestral voices funneled down the air

Shriek spectral words, the night is inhabited.

Southward along the coast the broken towers
Of the last city loom in the sea mist.

When this last wave of vagrant storm has burst,

The wind will empty, empty will the land.

The fragile remnants the withdrawing tide

Has dropped will dessicate upon the sand.
~--Banks Mebane

THE HIGHEST FOLLY

Here's a thought to fill an orderly mind with terror:

More significant than the measurement is the inevitable
error.

More real than the numbers we have learned to treasure

Is the less than a little which we cannot measure.

More, immeasurably more knowledge than we have is stored

In what we cannot measure and, therefore, ignore..

What folly, O Scientist, and what colossal blunder,

To let your world and vision be circumscribed with number!

: -- Paul Wyszkowski

END OF INDIAN SUMMER

I wander down the dismal street

The rain falls on my upturned face,
Wet leaves sticking to my feet,

The winds blow everyplace.

Clouds pass swiftly overhead
Dark and gloomy as the night.
Winter's chill fills me with dread
Rememberings cold and white. :

I wander down the lonely street
Passing through the unfriendly town,
With only strangers that I meet,
As cold as the snow coming down.
--Bill Mallardi
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What does poetry have to do with a poem, or vice versa? A poem need
not, or should not, or must not, be all poetry; but I hold firmly that
every poem contains, or should contain, some poetry.

When I consider the first batch of poems sent this way-- fourteen
1n number, by seven different poets-- I find that they have one dis-
stressing quality in common: a lamentable absence of poetry.
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Usual words, used unusually. Usual thoughts, used unusually. Un-
poetic words, unpoetic thoughts, used poetically; for no word, no thought,
is wholly voetic of and by itself. It is the context, the surrounding
frame of expression, that makes it so.

Do I hear a protest? Perhaps later (if there is a later) I shall ad-
mit cogently-expressed arpuments, but not at present. This is my column.

I haven't the space to deal adequately with every poem received, or
even with those quoted, for which I offer all due a,ologies in advance.
My intention is to nse the most extensive guotations possible from the
poems I receive to illustrate whatever the column's subject may be. In
this first column, however, I am including at least one complete poem by
each poet heard from. Let's winnow these for grains of poetry. Our search
is for the usual word used unusually, but not--and here is another pitfall
--for the uswal word used obscurely. Poetry must sharpen word meanings,
not confuse them.

This is what I find: weaver of rhyme . . . endless eternal children

¥ gdge.of time . | sdl Woicesitungeded & 4k gdistending with -faith ., .
perhaps one or two more, but they are even fewer than I had thought. Note
this well: we are not concerned with the well-chosen word, the right word,
or even the inevitable word, but with the word used poetically.

What of these? Weaver of rhyme. The potential is sold short, for this
is verse, not poetry (perhaps a subject for a later column). Compare the
force of this expression with that achieved by Rupert Brooke: "These
hearts were woven of human joys and cares,/ Washed marvelously with sor-
row, swift to mirth." Further, the image I receive of a "weaver of rhyme"
tends Fho-sEisCk. s Rhiymeds St ctefgEttiaty - N+ sgméthing '+ . is woven>of,
Spinner of rhymes and rhythms, weaver of songs-- that's the way I'd have
1t

Endless eternal children. Again the image sticks. A slum may seem
endless, but endless children give me pause. I cannot see them as I think
the poet wants me to see them, existing in a dreary, filthy limbo, born
too old for childhood, entrapped in the debilitating cynicism of the aged
long before they attain a warped physical maturity. The novelist delin-
eates this with a sentence or two; the poet must evoke it with a few words
--a few poetic words.

Edge of time, voices funneled-- these lack effect because they have
been overused. There have beeh too many '"edges", for example, and it has
been a long, long time since MacDonald Clarke wrote, "How it burns on the
edge of tempestuous years . . ." The stark, "edge of time" pales beside
that.

There are larger concepts that I 1ike.SABBATH contains some good
lines: "Weariness and ugliness/ Are shed and left behind,/ Grey and dull
on the drab pallet." I mentioned "glistening with faith." These are nice
touches, but the poet has not sustained their promise; and what a bleakly
unpoetical beginning those first two lines are! Let us then.to work, throw
out all except lines 3-6, .and start over. St

The simplicity of CHILD OF WILDERNESS intensifies its effectiveness.
I admire, "beat child/ without a world to play,/ without a word to say
'love'." Bill Wolfenbarger is obviously a young mah with talent. I have
held back two of his longer poems for future use, and I'd like to see more
--but I would also like to see him make an effort to put poetry in his
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poems. -He hasn't yet--not quite. -

TAKE 4, This disappoints because it leaves the impression that some-
thing could have been made of it. I would like to see and hear that humped
record making a scratchy cutpouring that recalls the humped, heaving bosom
of the panting singer; but the poet is content to entwine himself in the
meanderings of a detached voice. I find this obscure, rather than poetic,
and I think rather too much is made of this image of a reeling heart,
which brings me to dead stop.

THRU TULSA and END OF INDIAN SUMMER. These two pieces demand compar-
ison, but for the present I must leave that to the reader. END OF INDIAN
SUMMER sets forth an idea with poetic potential, and frustrates it utterly
with a sing-song rhythm and commonplace language.

THE HIGHEST FOLLY. Supposing I were to rearrange this: "Here's a
thought to fill an orderly mind with terror. The inevitable error is more
significant than the measurement; the less than a little which we cannot
measure is more real than all of our treasured numbers . . ." A few
rhymes, a rhythm achieved by distorted word order, do not a poem make;
but our search is for poetry, and there is none here.

THE LAST MAN ALIVE. A difficult subject, much more demanding
poetically than some of the others. I'll credit Banks
Mebane with a valiant . effort; and now I'd like
to see him on some other subject.

I have been search-
ing for poetry, and
finding very little of
it, and already I hear
the outcry. What does
he want? :

I am aware of the
damp souls of house-
maids/ Sprouting despon-
dently at area gates.***
The burnt-out ends of
smoky days./And now a
gusty shower wraps/ The
grimy scraps/ Of wither-
ed leaves about his feet
***the rain/ Is full vof
ghosts tonight, that
tap and sigh/ Upon the
glass and listen for re-
ply***See how those stars
tramp over heaven on
thelr sticks/ Of ancient
light*** Now shall you
see pent oak gone gusty
and frantie,/ Stooped
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with dry weeping, ruinously unloosing/ The sparse disheveled leaf***Has no
more memory than rubber. Stands/ Waste-deep in heavy mud of thought and
broods/ At his own wethess.*** I perceived through the hole left by the
nail of the star in my mind/ How civilization was as dark as a wood and
dimensional with things/ And how birds dipped in chromium sang in the cre-
vices of our deeds.***But first I'll shrink to fairy size,/ With a whisper
no one understands,/ Making blind moons of all your eyes,/ And muddy roads
of all your hands.***See how the great wooden eyes of the forest/ Stare
upon the architecture of our innocence.***We, cripples, negatives of prom-
ise, lean/ Our crutch of bones upon a scribbled beam;/ While the loud year
beats impartially like rain/ On eloquent marble, we await our trains,***

There interposed a fly,/ With blue, uhcertain, stumbling buzz,/ Between
the light and me.

Choice examples, carefully culled from the works of the masters? Not
these. They are passages jerked at random by flipping pages of an anthology
of modern poetry, some from famous poets, some from poets you have not
heard of, Consider them well, these usual words used unusually. This is
the world of the poetic, where damp souls sprout despondently, where stars
tramp on sticks of ancient light, where a tree is stooped with dry weeping,
where you yourself may lean your crutch of bones and hear the blueness of
the fly's stnmbling buzz.

Or consider the love poem of e.e. cummings, where the poet says of
his beloved, "not even the rain has such small hands."

Usual words, used unusually. Get it? Go thou, and do likewise.

— Lloyd Biggle, Jr.
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This is a sample column. Its future depends upon a number of things,
among them your response, the time that I can spare, and--of critical im-
portance--the poems that you can spare. Send poems--to Lloyd Biggle, Jr.,
569 Dubie, Ypsilanti, Michigan 48197. No poems will be returned or ack-
nowledged, but all received will be placed in a permanent Fidey o e
drawn upon as examples when needed. In the future, if there is a future, I
will consider such matters as rhythm, subject matter, form, technique,
much more about words and images, and so on. This cannot be done without
a profusion of examples, and I would much prefer to cull my "good" examples
from poems sent to me, rather than from anthologies. Send poems.

This is the BEM speaking now....since I have this space to fill up,

I shall do so by quoting a segment of Lloyd's letter that accompanied the
column:

"One point, which I mentioned and then deleted. Some of these poems
would delight a high school English teacher, I'm sure; but the only stan-
dards I have are professional ones. Therefore virtually all who submit
poems are going to be frustrated if they expect lavish praise in this col-
umn. I try to avoid being unnecessarily cruel, but I still must comment
honestly, and honesty--as you see in my treatment of yourself--can be blunt.
I don't intend anything personal to anyone, or any unhkindness, but I still
have to call 'em as I see 'em."

BEM again: I realize that fact, Lloyd, and I'm sure the other fans do,

also. (If they didn't, then they do now.) My thanx to all who sent
- 34 - poems.
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4L First, two Epics commenting on #11, that arrived toolate for inclusion
in #12:33

ELLIOT KAY SHORTER (PFC), CO. A, 793 MP BN, APO NEW YORK, 09696 -
To Robert Coulson Re: "The flossary of Middle Earth" in NIEKAS D 4
and vour comment on same. You realize of course that your comment applies
to any and all Glossaries, Genealogies, Bibliographies, and other like
compilations. (And I'm willing to bet you have one or two lying around the
house.) Realize too, that almost any defense made in favor of : bie seebi
pliations, applies to "The Glossary of Middle Earth" also. ;
A Glossary is an aid to memory, and if there was ever a book that

required a glossary it's The Lord Of The Rings. Compared to it, the scope
of . The Lensman Series is as a small pebble to a 1 ton boulder. In TLR you
must keep in mind the 4th book (The Hobbit) and its cast of characters and
events, Legends of the lst and 2nd ages, the myriad characters involved in
TIR and the numerous, simultaneous events that take place, and cause and
are caused, by events that inter-react with each other ad infinitum. Con-
sider, someone appears in the 3rd book who said something in the first, .

I refer to the major books, not the breakdown into sections, but what did
he say of import, or do, that causes him to be noted? With out the. gloss-
ary I must leaf through the first book, this takes time, till I find the
passage, seriously interrupting my reading. With the glossary, I read the
name, look it up, check the cross references and turh to the page indica-
ted. A snap. Anvthing that can make life easy, for me or someone else, 1is
definitely of use, and should be applauded, not-deplored.

"To John Boardman Re 'Harlem in Perspective':

After I crawled back up off the floor.of the barracks where I laughed
till I cried, over parts of vyour article, I decided to sit down and go
over it for a second time. That's a delightful opening paragraph and one
of my favorite ploys. Have you heard Phil Ochs' "Link on the Chain" which,
i; iome respects says what you are trying to say in vour first 5 paragra-
phs? . - - ' :

: Yes, there are people who are upset over the riots in the North that
followed the passage of the Civil Rights Act. I'm one. I would say that
street repairs are more frequent in organized neighborhoods where there is
some sort of Action group. But then Iwas very young when I lived in Harlem
and have since lived in fringe areas. This also holds true for trash pick-
ups except I have worked ip Harlem, and from observation trash pickups are
no more, and no less, than in white neighborhoods. However, in white and
fringe neighborhoods, you will see the landlord or superintendant, or the
janitor, be they white or colored, washing and sweeping the sidewalks in
front of their buildings, and not just in the gutters, either. Take a
look at the neighborhood where people care how it looks as compared to one
where they don't. Copare the area bounded by 133rd st, Convent Bse. 2 - AEHER
St. and the Hudson, Hamilton Grange so called, but Harlem has engulfed it,

=35 -



BLLIOT SHORTER, cont.,

with a section of lilke size down on the flats in Harlem proper, not count-
ing a "Project Area", vou'll see a difference. In the former the people
cared enough to organize a neighborhood organization and clean-up.

Police brutality and the lack of Negro cops in Harlem, and that's
where I cracked up again. Item: the lack of Negro cops. The war cry "An
invading army, Vhy can't we be policed by our own people?" Well, the Daily
News pointed out in big . print what was wrong with that argument, but
the News has a negative reputation so they were ighored. The Times, The
Tribune, Life Magazine all mentioned the flaw, then ronveéniently forgot
about it in their coverage of the riots (Newspapers, etc., were sent to me
here in Europe). Between 7 & 14 years, the Negro Leaders of New York raised
a big stink. "Why are we policed by Negroes? Don't we rate white police-
men? Who are those white people that they shouldn't be policed by Negroes?
Discriminhation! Discrimination!" Our mayor panicked like he always does,
but as usual came out looking good. He directed the police dept. to station
Negro patrolmen elsewhere in the city other than Harlem and the other Negro
communities in N,Y.C. The Negro leaders stated that their demands had been
granted and all was peaceful. :

If you take all the Negro policemen and station them outside Harlem,
you've got to station white policemen therein. I never noted any Negro
complaint that no Negro policemen were stationed in Harlem, and many were
as the police commissionersstationed men where they wanted them. There
were Negro police in Harlem, on Park Ave., (yes, John I sawsthem with my
ownh eyes more than once, but then you rarely see any policemen in that
area anyway) and other places such as John describes.In unmixed pairs, un-
like general Army policy, alone, and in mixed pairs. So see why I laugh.

Police brutality. "Brutality is in the eye. of the beholder" to para-
phrase a famous saying, and oh how it applies to police work..John you
stated that the police in Harlem_acte_d like an occupying army. Walk
through Harlem on a summer evening. Work there for a while. Listen to the
"punks " on the corner. You'd better act as if you were in enemy territory
if you're a cop, and I don't care what color you are. It's deadly down
there.

John you have an example of one patrolman charged, and _exonerated
of, brutality 3 times, and you describe only his "Lth" act of brutality
where he beat up a man. What did he do the other times? Clobher a drunk
with his club? Tch,Tch,Tch..Bounce a recalcitrant subject against a wall
for a wall search and then when the subject made a move, kick his legs out
from under him, causing him to fall and hurt himself? What did he do? Now
if he hit a man with his bare hands' while on duty, that's brutality. He
has a club, and a gun. What is necessary practise is so often viewed by
the outsider as brutality. -

; Let's talk of Lt. Gilligan for a bit. An off duty policeman enroute
home. He has but one weanon, his 38 police Special which he carries. where-
ever he goes. Though off duty, he's like a doctor, on call 24 hours a day.
Duty calls. A janitor states he is being terrorized by teenagers. Gilligan
chases them. One runs into a building. Gilligan follows. The one turnas,
makes a knife drawing motion and advances toward Gilligan. Put yourself
in his spot. What would you do? "Wait," you say, "what about the two ci-
tations for disarmifhg-a manh with a knife?" I'll lay odds that those incid-
ents occured when Gilligan either had a club, or had manuevering room, or
both. Give me a club and manuevering room, and I'll attempt to disarm a
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knife armed man. With no manuevering room, liks an entryway at the top of
a flight of stairs or a hallway with a stairway in ii, decreasing its
width, and me armed only with a gun, I'll use it, There's no room to man-
wever. It didn't happen on the street, John, but in such a hallway. So say
the majority of newspaper reports, both Negro and White, and the official
report,

v A Civilian Review Board. I don't know what happened to the bill. I
think, at least I hope, it failed. It won't work. The civilian non-police
personnel just does not understand the problem. Hit a seventeen year old
boy, or any age female, with a club and to him its Lrutality. It doesn't
matter that the boy was carrying 2 six inch switch blades, and a .22
pistol, which he tried to use on you, or that the young lady tried to
slash your face with a broken beer bottle or brain you with an iron bar;
you, defending yourself with your unweighted, unstrengthened wooden club,
have committed an act of brutality. No police board would so rule that,
and police boards are very sensitive to public opinion.

From just such a -
situvation came the standard clubs the New York Police are issued, unbal-
anced, along w/ unweighted & unstrengthened. The last two types must be
forbidden. They're deadly, but unbalanced, you might as well carry a broom
for all the cood it'll do you. NYC patrolmen go out and buy their own
non-issue clubs. The last two types are forbidden, but a balanced Hickory
cEdps A

"Before I get jumped let me remind vou I did not say there is not, and
has not been, police brutality. That would be closing one's eyes to real-
ity. But sadistic brutality there's not much of: For the rest, the cops
are human. Funny isn't it, a policeman is expected to be gentle, kind, of
good disposition, on low pay, in a most dangerous job. For this, his
attempts tod@“ “Qés demi-god, he gets no thanks, gets spat on, cursed,

i ) blamed for all that goes wrong. And a smart-alec answer,
S an unwillingness to comply immediately, can just be
~i# the last straw, and then gentle he won't be, and vou
will call it brutality. _

ey ; For those who don't know me, I am Elliot
=~ Kay Shorter. I'm a pfec in the Military
Police Corps of the United States Army. I'm
-attached to Co A 793 MP Bn, Furth Detachment,
covering Flirth and Nurnberg Germany, APO New
York 99696 . My home of record is New York City
{ | where I have lived all my life. I'm 6'L", weigh
| { 260 1bs and am Negro.

¢ To continue: Re: Robert E. Weinbergss LOGIC:

Where did you get the story? I am sure I read it
before somewhere and you don't credit it to any
other fanzine or prozine. Maybe there's a very
like story somewhere. For my curiosity please
check and find out. £4{ See the exvlanation in D:B
#12 from Weinberg himself.I got the same feeling
you did upon reading the story, thinking I had
read it before. But I didn't. Maybe there is one
"similar to it -- but I haven't the time to check it
out --- any of you Out There care to attempt this
task?--BEM>2 Dwain Kaiser: You've got me curious.
What was Double:Bill's 1st cover? L£Nothing much}3
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Apart from the letter-col that shows real people write in (not just
BEMS), I think I enjoyed best the comic strip "SPACE OPERA PRIMER", ex-
ceedingly witty satire of just what's wrong with science-fiction frequent-
ly. A deadly bore, when it gets standardized, in exactly the way you have
1t analyzed. s

The fantasy-worlds of U.S. science fiction have likewise paled on me,
since May 1964, when I found myself having to decide about "real BEMS"
appearing in public.down here, of late. One discards imaginary Bems in
the process, when the real come along.

Why they picked Latin America, puzzled me at 1irst, till I had re-
searched the whole business in Colonial, pre-Colonial, and mythological
reports of Bems-by-the-Dozen since Time began, going mysteriously about
their own purposes, in our Andes till now.

I will put this, at least, on record. They have given their human
pals here (our friends) a deadline. End of 1965, and definitely not later
than 1967, when things will begin to buzz, boom, or whatever. The fun
begins right here, apparently. Already did. I wrote details yesterday to
Roy Tackett, about an extraordinary official "meeting" between Bems and
Tobas, which perhaps he may include in his zine. For that reason I shan't
rehash now, except to say the Tobas are the most extraordinary surviving
natives of Argentina. They never did get "converted". They never did
fawn or squirm. They '"resisted", and retreated into impenetrable Chaco,
when fashions in Faiths decreed dirt, auto-flagellation, and general men-
tal masturbation, in the fields of twisted-sex pseudo-holiness. So now
the persecution is over, they're back in the limelight again, as our
leading "Pueblo-type'" tribe of this country More, they refused to vote
as ordered, just recently, no matter the threats, beatings-up, and worse.
That enrages politicians, here, of course. But the Tobas do not care.
Their ancient sky-gods are back, and made such a public business of "re-
turning", 250 natives and the police, complete with a photographer, took
pictures, and reported the whole incident, to a shocked Buenhos Aires. I
understand the news was in all the papers, though the photos are top-
secret yet, and only bigwlgs get to study same.

Yah-ho or Yago (spellings vary), was the Tobas' ancient sky-friend,
as per my research, who taught them everything, and made them rugged and
realistic and independent as they've proved themselves to be, dodging
near 500 years of grim attempts to mind-wash them. So now "he's" back,
and it seems his full name is Agor, as he signs himself in public state=
ments printed in Cdrdoba's press. That's where I gleaned the announcement
" that "Big things, that will astonicsh the entire world are scheduled for
~ 1965, right here." . '

- Don't ask me to explain "who's behind this." I do not know. I only
know it's very stimulating and great fun, to watch the little human wasps
buzzing indignantly, because certain publicly circulated documents purpor-
tedly from these "Bems" are not flattering to local hierarchies, you see.

But before making any further guesses about the strange political

. "undertones" of this queer affair, let me assure you it's as old as the
Andes, this "Plan." ' You see, I link this Yagd, Agér, Yaguar, and Yah-type
set of '"star-gods' together, and come up with a very strange answer: the

' P1ldWorld deities of the same name, belong to the same old "Commando-
group” of apparent Immortals. Certainly they don't die every 70 years on

S



MAE STRELKOV, cont.
an average, as does the typical Earth-Bem called Man. :

I was writing to one of your leading names in U.S. fandom, and I've
told him even more than I can yet tell you. I'm interested now to know his
reaction. It's all so incredible, of course! One might comment: "Mere
fanatics at work," were it not for the indignation of our top-bigwigs
here, and the actual appearances made by "Bems" to confirm all statements
in ecirculation. Well, if it is a bunch of incognito fanatics at work,
they've stuck their necks out, giving us publicly printed "deadlines" like
that. "1965", for the fun to get started. "1967", for things to turn more
surprising and shocking, still. I think they mean business, now as in
Quetzalcoatl's and Viracocha's times. They had to go away to let Sacrific-
ing Priesthoods take over again; but they promised to"return'", and -- here
they come! Apparently, anyway.

Gee, it's fun to be alive nowadays! Particularly so since mythology
(and comparative theologies) always was a subjeet I studied since birth,
"very grimly at times, for I had to refute my own''mentors" out to condition
‘me, in "God's" Names. :

One thing they promise in advance... no isms will survive what's
coming. Not even a certain "ism" supposedly "founded" on a rock and un-
shakeable, for two milleniums. Nor Communism either, of course. Isms are
what s wrong with man. e forget the ageold lessons of "brotherhood" that
Tom Boardman tries to remind us should exist, defending as he does our
"Underdogs", nevermind the color of the surface-pigmentation that so both-
ers folk who can't see beyond or beneath surfaces, anywhere.Will we never
.learn to live at peace with our brothers? (Write me down as another
"ploody-damn-pacifist" of the Quaker category, I guess. Not that I know
any Quakers, for if I did I might join them even yet.) -

It is dangerous to be a pacifist, I see. Especially around Mississi-
ppi. True, we have our own "Commandos of the Shadows", as I sadly recall,
for they likewise strike by night and drop bombs in schools and shops and
places of worship (of the non-Catholic category only, apparently), and
often assassinate outspoken folk. They also smear the great Sarmiento's
statues with pitch and a '"tacuara" spear attached to same. It's heart-
breaking that people never erow up or accept their responsibilities as
"fellow-citizens" of all living creatures of "Pacha", to quote an ancient
Quechua term. Pacha means "World, Universe, Space, Time, and the Whole of
all living-creatures in the Universe." Yes indeed, the "jgnorant natives"
were wiser than Ptolemaicly-oriented Western man, representing "Christen-
dom," 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>