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of pages thish is not mine...it may
be perfectly all right, I understand
e«esbut I have only the laird and
misterts word for thisi,,.I simply
took the neat little listings at the
&4 bop of the pages and put them down,.
Fifwhich probably will produce some odd
resulbay. . butt pernapd Nob, sewisssillo
encyclopedias ought to meet with the
DeWleeses approval, bev's in particu-
lar (they have their own set, but 3

not qujte the same package deal as

ours)....since the edition of the Book of Knowledge (for Bruce later on)
has a poetry section including an abridged version of "When Lilacs Last
In the Dooryard Bloomed",,...there, Satlsflod bev?.sssssssbhe furnase
stokcr in thls placs not only affects the rec ord pleyer and the light
bill rather ominously, but also caused rather noisy chittering on the
radioss.eses.right in the middle of Chuck Berry or 'Raunchy', £00..i..s
the cover for thish issue had a hectic a1story....orlglnally painted
by Dollens and sold to Gene Deiicese at the Nycon....Gene had trouble
tracking down the painting and Dollens had trouble tra cking down his
commission, which turned 'out ‘to have been sunt Yo fhnrwron& address...
then we obtain a print from Dollens for possible ‘covwe ruse...then for sa

long time, the suitdble iscue 'and the suite le amount of money wouldn't
'show up at the right time....and whed it did, the printer we picked

.....

found out no could Ao fuatica ey Wo get 1t dong of all places, locally,
ssssfancy papgr too.....Ianalsn type charcter did the printing.,..ac =
cording to Buck, tnp type which shows off all the printing equipment in
the uhop...,and a couple of lines back = I ‘do too know how to spell
'character'....but by the time I got slowed down and notlced it was mis=
8ll anymore,.ess.it not only spaces 1ncorrectly Vurtlﬁally, but horlzon~
tallyas well..ss.8l80 the keys sticKkes.o.e.théy don't make things like

they useta.ses.after all, this is only a pre WW II model....s8t least,

the kcys are nicc & sharp still....so much so that I continually chop

outMoltsevievon with tension at thy tightest.cisvesases JFrankly, at

this stage of the game, I think Buck dcar has the right idea, what with

~paragraphing in the udltOfl&lS...-.hO docsn!T have to write as much

that way..g,........ :

lMaybe 1 should switch over?....the difficulty being, I don't think
stalk or write in normal paragraphs,

Or sentonces, e¢ither,

Fact 1s, all of my normality might be open to qucstion.

But 1t 1sn’t.....not to ma, &DJW&
a 'Looklng Backward',tvpe edltorlal,...flve years and all that.saabut
that 'issue number sixty! on the contents page’ tells that pretty well:
just sixty monthly lssiesiiven i JUBl cinsvi s sy Rnow = Ilm tiveds,e
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. hctually, I'm not.....I've got the ideal in fah publishing,-a sebt-up
where for the most part I get to do the section of the work I most en-
Joy - the illoing and the running....and getting out of the, to me,
least enjoyable, selecting and rejecting written material, typing, and
asuembllng....(tney got foldwnb machines, why doesn't some inventive
fan invent an assembling mechine?)sse.Ll!ve alwqrs been bﬁSlcally art =
minded and I lodthe rejecting written m¢ter1al......my taste is not of
the bests..:.I can switech from the Wylie, Schulberg, Monbtaigne school
directly to Tom Corbett, Space Cadet and the Long Ranger with nary a
guiver,.ss.ssWere I handling manuseripts, I would now be buried six feet
deep under them...fortunately, I married cn editor=type who isn't afraid
to reject once and a while, and who lets.me pick happily around on the
1ittle stemcils with my styli, guides, and shading plates.....everyonels
happy but ‘the SUbDEr,s s s e vasvess i Owe Lhe art work repro to two sources;
Jack Street Stencils and instruction in styli, -plates, guides, writing
plates, Key cleaning, etc., on the part of Lee Tremper, the first fan or
fanne I ever met, and the person lorgely instrumental for my getting in=-
to fa ndou in the first PlocCesssssessensseto anyone who enjoys cutting
art- on stcn011...(or is therec onyone that nuts besides myself?) and
dossntE mind screping ~the keys elean ewery half paragroph or so, I can
he“Ptlly’PeCONhend Jack Street's stencilssssesesl'd also recommend Tower
mimeos, except I seem to be the only person who ever got 2 decent ma-

chine from the place...ss . apparently the Sears store 1n hnderson has to
have its Tower regulorly repaired by the local Speed=o-Print dealeTaes.
low bloWesssesseslet!s see, storting the sixth year of pubbing with a
new staff member (Junior-editor-in-charge-of-stomp=licking in about a
year from now), mascot, set of encyclopedl .8y new pecord raek for the
overflow. (new rack courteav the Deliceses), and too much furniture,baby
clothes,. records, books, and everythingees. . .right now I'n con51dur1ng
thking a pickaxe to the living room wall, battering into the next apert=
ment, moking a deal with the widow lady tlere for her two roOOmMSi:eicess
they!d do hicely for storercoms, for about SiX MONTNS . . veessesessooesss

- "ou know whab jazz is = folk music with delusions of zrandeur"

Contrery to pepular opinion, we do have other music besides folk music
seslet's see, that cobegory wouldn't include the Yma Sumacs, the Tosca-
nins, Strqv1nsky CGould, Gilbert and Sullivan, show music, Beethoven,
Rimsky~usorsakov, rock and roll, ancient Brunswicks a 'la Richard Bonelli,
the nentons, Shearing , the 1ghqlla Jdackson, Deéebussy, Borodin, Weill,
ebCessssl trust the jazz addicts are equally cabholic.....want to as-
sure thean other notes do cross these very unhollowed portalSses.ssltm’
trying rather inconsistently' to assemble a plastic model Atlas, one of
my Christmas presents, incidentally,..,.s0ne ol  those deals where it can
be made-an ICBM or a satellite carrier.....needless to - say, mine will
be an ICBM, end nothing elee.....that is, if I ever get the thing to
bether.......... hazarding a superstitious predlctlon, I will say it
will “snow tomorrow, when I bezin the run of this thing....I canlt re-
call a winter over these five } ars when- it didn't snow while I mimeoed
the fdnnish,,....21dl leave you wibh this thoughtiieeses DPrPTLaes e s JWC




We recently received a -mlmeoed
sheet from Ethel Lindsay (I think;
the paper is unsigned and the envel—
ope 18 long gone) on "The Spirit Of
TAFF", The writer seemed to think °
that the TAFF candldates sHould be,
above all, modest; who would, on be-
ing nominated "be overwhelmed by the
honor", None of this crass Business
of asking for the nominatlion, cam-
palgning for election, etc. Now,this

e - is, at first glance, a fine 1dea,

as the writer points out, the truly grest individuals gcnerally are mo-
dest, and seldom 'secek honors Besldes, this 1s the originel idea of
TAFF to honor the most-deservino fans not thoseé with the most polit-
ical acumen, There's another side, though. TAFF was originated with
this 1dea inh view -- and .came very olose %6 being a complete flop.The
true, noble, active fans, who have been doing so much yapplng avbout the
dearaaation of the cause, simply didn't contribute enough money to keep
it alive,., They're stronn on ethics, and tallk -- but most of the actual

cash for the cause comes from a few old-timers 1lize Ford and Ackerman,
and from the numerous fringe-=fans and 1esser—known actives; the most
"unethical and "politicall group, If you're going to nccept thelir
money, you're going to have fo cater to them; if you don't accept their
money, 'you aren't going to have an organizatton ar-pllt;

Besides, while it would be nice to be able to lkeep TAFF ‘true ‘to the
founding principles there is not an organization in the world which
doesn't undergo Change. Fandom'changes; fandom's internal organizations
must change, too, or disappear. TAFF 16 no longer based on the idea
that fens should’ walt modestly for -the nominstion to be handed to them.
I doubt very mutch 1f it can be chahged back.

Sam Lundwall, 33 FrimlingsvBgen, Higersten Stockholm, Sweden, 1s in-
terested in correShonding with American (or any other) fans. Says he
can supply any number of Swedish fanzines for interested parties — Z
personally, we get enough Swedish fanzines through reguler trade chan~‘
nels,; but someone else might be interested,

Some of you may have noticed on .your newsstends a lerve—size, gl ick-
peper booklet titled "The Race For Space!" and priced at $1. Probably,
at that price, very few of you bought it, I did, and I'd like to heart-
11y recommend it. .Admittedly, 65 pages isn't much for %1, but the con-~..
tents are .not .the sort of Sunday-supplement articles that you expect to
find in thIs sort of thing. The "original, constructive" plans may not
be so all-fired original thourh Cemned few individugls have had the
~uts to put’ them .in print before .especially not for newsstand dis-
tribution) but they are constructive Thelr proposals for the rectl~
ficetion of America's  sclentific faillures are remerkably intelligent,
remarkably conslstent, and remarkably likely to be ignhored by the gov-
ernment and the pubric at large. z b T -

For g change, we have .a goodly supply of both articles and .figtlon
on hand for future issues. Articles by Ed Wood, G, H., Scithers, Bob
Farnham, Bem Gordon, CGuy Terwilleger and Cene I’Je‘feese- fiction by Dave
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Jenrette, James Adams, Blll Pearson, Joe Sanders, Dan Lesco, Roger
Ebert, Dainis Bisenieks, and a couple others. We are a bit short orf
verse at the moment, and good artwork ls always welcome. (T7e occasion-
ally have an oversupply of covers, but sure as 1'd mention the fact,
everybody would guit sending them 1in,)

7 Reading "And Then The Town Took. Off" in INFINITY, A few quotes from

Chapter XXIII...... "...the last world to survive the slow nova of 1its
sune.."."Their..,ships were ready, capable of crossing space to the
ends of the universe. But thelr universe was barren, No planet could

‘receive them. All were doomed as was theirs.....They set out for a new

Galaxy." I will say Wilson palnts an appalling picture —-- think of 1i%;
an entire universe with every sun (or at leest every sun with planets)
going nova, at the same time! I'm also g bit fascinated at the idea of
these vallant voyagers casually heading for a galaxy outslide their uni-
verse. The rest of the story 1sn't particularly bad --- though it isn't
perticularly good, elther —-- it is only when Wilson tries to sound
sclentific that he gets idiotic, And considering that the entire con-
versation wasn't really needed, 1t seems that editor Shaw might have
condensed it into something a bit more reasonable. Shaw seems to be
following Gold's line on more than illustrations, however, Anyone re=
member Kendall Foster Crossen's editorigl in STARTLING, which drew
such angry denunclations at the time? Or was 1t in TWS? Anyway, 1t was
a "guest edltorial" type of thing, I think.

Wonder how many people would, when chooslng between two items they
didn't previously own, buy an encyclopedia set and postpone the pur- ;
chese of g clothes dryer? Sometimes I think fans just aren't practical;
there seems %o be 1n inverse ratio between fannishness and practicallty.

Dan Adlins 1s in Arlzona at the present; can be reached through :
Bill Pearson, He almost wound up in VWabash; I inquired gbout a job for
him, and my boss was qulte enthusiastic agbout taking on a new draftsman.

-Apparently the higher brass weren't so enthralled,

We have some rather weird electrical wiring in this place. Our re-
cord player ls one of the few which runs fast at a repailr shop and slow
at home., Not to mention the fact that it doesn't always run at the same
speed at home, And when I plugged a faulty extension cord into a wall
outlet, it blew 3 fuses, in 2 different fuse-boxes. (One of them belng
a 60~ amp job which is supposedly on the furnace circuit,)

: Gene DeWeese comes up with some original furniture layouts. The
DeWeeses recently bought g used t-v set. Putting it up, they ran into
the problem of not having enough wall space for everything.....with
typicel originality, Cene solved this by stacking the speaker console
of his hi-fi set on top of the t-v, When you consider that the t-¥ 1is
about %% fedt high, and the hi-fi console gbout U or Ui feet high,the
effect is a bit startling. (This puts the hi-f1 speakers at about ear
1eve% of a 6-footer, and that effect cen be startling for the unwary,
too, .

- And this gbout covers 1t for another issue; and another year.Juanita
is out getting us some milkshskes to celebrate on, Bruce ls quletly
asleep for a change, end Ylla 1s demanding supper, desplte the fact
that i1t means getting put in an unheated room for the night,(Not only
does her water freeze, but so does her cat-food and the dirt in her
feline privy; she doesn't appreciate that room at all,) RSC
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by WG H SUITHERS Y

This 1s by no meens an attempt to define "sclence fictlon"~ far betu;.

ter minds than ours have tried, unsuccessfully, to produce a deflnition
acceptable to all, Thelir. faiTure 1s perhaps an lndlcation that here we
have a term whose definltlon is.a personal thing with each reader and
fan.

-——_—......—.—.—.4_.-.—...__.-——.....——-......_...._._._.—..——_..___.........—..—.-.—....._....._..__._...._.——————_——-—.—--——_.—__——.—-

"When I use a word," Humpty Dumpty said, in rather a scornful
tone, "1t mezns just what I chobbe it ‘to meen ‘nelther more nor
less

._._._.—-—.—._._._._.-....—........_.—.—--._-.-__..-_.-,._.-_.—...._..__...._.--—.—--_.._—.——————_—-————_.—-—.—.-‘—.—.——.—-—-—.

Many p°0ple good, cleean cut, stroiﬁntforWﬂrd people, disagree with
this attitude. To them "science fiction" is an expression that ought
to mean the same tning to everybody, with no wishy-washy compromise.

"The question is," satd Alice, "whether you can make words |
mean so many different things." ‘ oy

-t s et Sy e ot S B e - - s e ot

Unfortunately, "s"ience flctlon" never has had a clear, uneeuivoc—
able meaning; people can't even agree how 1t should be spelled, much
less what 1t means. We propose, then not to attempt to define the
term, but lnstead present a vui@e for whoever may wish to try his or
her hand at defining 1%, :

"The cuestion is," sald -umoty Dumpty, "which is to be master —-—
that's all," ;

The Historical (or Sense Of tonder) approach is, of course, the most
erudite method of defining the term, usually Spe11ed "scientlflctlon"
for a touch of extrsg erudition. ;he method 1s to simply take the word
to mean the same thing as it did when it was first invented. Reféerence
may be made to Jules Verne, H., G, Wells, or Edger Rlce Burroughsﬁ de-
pending on whose wrliting you consider’ t0 be "true sclentifiction", Or
you can take the view that Huro Gernsback defined the term once and for
all in his early editorials, Common sense dlctates, however, that hot

more than one of these authorities be quoted in anv ohe aiscussion as
- they more or less disanree among themselves.

b —e T

??tfjf ; ¢~\\\\\\\ The principal advantage of the
: : i ‘Historlcal method ‘is that 1t 1s very
Rl - 1lmpressive to newcomers and young-
Sl T3y sters, as well as sounding vaguely
/ \\->”‘“\4>; 3 euthoritative egven to old

o e

. timete, There are serious dis-
“advantaces, however, For one thing,
somebody may quote a historical ref-
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erence that differs violently with yours; there 1s nothing =

as messy as having "The Warlord Of Marg" brought into a { S
discussion which had been centered on "Twenty Thousand |
Leagues Under The Sea". For another thing, strict adher- . |
ence to the early use of the term would class any story s ;
about a t-v repalrman as sclence flction, ¢

Probably the most virtuous way to define "science flc- ii:) /
tion" 1s to define it in terms of a worthy purpose. Ine N
struction in the Wonders of Scilence and Interesting The. £
Young In A Baibnt et o Daneor 286 HhY a0 worthy aims L5
most frequently quoted, Of couirse, anything that does : 7 )
not accomplish one of these 1ls, by this way of definitlon, A
. simply not science fictlon, However, there is a lot of b )

opposition to this definltion —-— especially among science / :
fiction editors -- and i1t-must be used with caution, T
"He wants a magazine that 1s POPULAR SCIZNCE a / }

month ahead of tlme, maybe two months, and one that /} o

is written in the same style except tnat the artl- / /‘

cles are_ broken up into glternate speeches made by |

two learned professors....As for me, I'm just not o

with him," . I. Asimov

Very stralghtforward ls the next method-'pick your favorite science
fictlion magazline, conglder 1t as a standard, and define as "sclence fic-
tion" any story that either appears thereln or that 1s sufficlently sim-
ilar to those that do, Thls kind of approach 1s llkely to 1nsplre a
lively dlscusslon on the relative merits of varlous magazines as a stand-
ard, Broadening the definition to describe as sclence flction all storiles
that appear in sclence fiction megazines wlll hardly stop the argument;
there 1s conslderable difference of opinion as to which magazines are
science flction and which are not, Nevertheless, this last 1s probably
the simplest kind o6f definition that has yet been devised,

At first glance, defining "sclence fiction" in terms of 1ts component
words, "sclence" ard "flction" would scem an easy task. It lsn't. A1l
you have done 1s to substitute arguments about two words in place of
one, However, these arguments are very basic and very necessary to gain
any real understanding of what people mean by these terms, This approaoh
brings disagreements out 1nto the open immedlately. Take fgcience! for
example. Snall it include just mathematics, physics, and chemistry? Or
shall it include biology, palaeontology, and Dfeo:Lorry? How about sociol-
ogy and psychology? Or theology? Paregpsychology? Transchronology {Lies,
the study of time travel)? The dictiongry isn't much help here; it re-
fers to a study leadlnﬁ to "veriflable general laws", and the question
of what 1s "verifiable" seems to be the one we need answered,

"That's a great deal to make one word mean," Alice said 1in a

thoughtful tone. : 7

When I meke a word do » lot of work like that," said Humpty

Dumpty, "I always pay it extra."

P e o S . e e W o B . Bt e S S e Tt . o b e . e e St S S e v o it St s o B B e B T ot Pt e M o b o o s ot S et by e ot S o b S e S . S e i W Y

"Fiction" is no easler to agree upon. Discussions on this word as a
-7
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part of the expresslion "sclence fiction" often get involved in the knot-
Ty problem of purpose, a problem which has afflicted sclence fiction's
literary companions but little. Detective stories are seldom expected
to be treatises on criminal law, westerns are rot textbooks on cattle
breeding and management, and love storles which go into technical de-
tall on the techniques of...er...marriage are frowned on b¥ the postal
inspectors, '

"For above all else, a story — sclence fiction or othérwise —-

is a story of human beings e d; 0 Campbell Jr.

The last method of defining the term “science fiction" although’ the
most sophisticated, is jJust as open to argument as any of the others, and
‘1s as unlikely to nroduce a unlversally accepted result, (We never meant
to lmply that any. of these methods would.) This last method is to try to
place science fiction against the broad spectrum of Imagingtive and -
realistic fiction, This has the very real advantage in that the exact
position of stlence flctlon with respect to 1lts relatives -~ the hils-
forical novel, the preh*storical novel, the utoplia, the negative utOpla,

and the fantasy story =- 1s clearly snown

But even something as basic as the dlvision between reallstlc and’
imaginative flctlon becomes g point of dlscusslon for sclence fletion,
Fletcher Pratt's criterion for dividing the two 1s that a story that
could not have happened is Imaginative flctlon, "and a story that could
have happened (but dldn't) ls reslistic fictlon,

"This puts all stories lald in the future in the category of
imaginatlve flctlon, as they could not yet have happened."

' PR A AR el T Camp

But look what happens when we take this division out of the past
tense, If we say that a story that could not happen is lmaginative flc-
tlon, and one that could 1s reslistic fletion, then science fletlon
either .Chenges to reallstic fiction, or straddles the divislon, depend-
ing on “whether or not sclence fiction excludes stories that could not :
happen. Furthermore the question 6f could and could’ not, sometimes used
as the dlvision between fantasy and sclence fietion, immedlately brings -
up the fascinating but lengthy discusslion of just exactly what canh and
will happen in the future., The differences on this point are stcrtling,
amazing, or astounding (depending on which magazine you read).

"".....there iS.....much more extant evidence for the probable
existence todaV of werewolves than for the eventual probgbility

of time travel. ' ......A Boucher

Well where does all thls§ put us? The Historical method ls impres-
glve But is subject to disagroement over the authoritles used; the def-
inition in terms .of a worthy purpose gets 1little sympathy from those
who 1ike storles for their entertalnment value; use of a particular mag-
azine or group of magazines as a criterion brings on discussion of the
relatlve merits of those publlications; defining "sclence" and "flction"
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separately invites deep analysis of a palr of basic words with their
assoclated concepts; and the Jiterary survey method will bring up the
very baslc question of what can happen and what cannot,

- s - - ————— - — s S S " —————— — 1 & S~ ot T — — . S T S o " Tt Tt Tt i o i ot S St G e b T T St T S e S St e e B
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But things aren't as bad as that, Defining sclience fiction 1is one
of the activities in which the process ls more valuable than the pro-
duct; the jJourney more interesting than the destination. These methods
are basis not only for interesting arguments, but also for exploration
of your own attitudes towards science fictlon and towards whatever it
symbolizes for you, And 1f you ever find that your definitlon -- your
complete definition -~ of science fictlon agrees with that of someone
else, you will know that you two agree on many things 1lndeed,

As for just what sclence flction really is.....

"Ah, you should see 'em come round of me of a Saturday night, "

Humpty Dumpty went on, waggin§ his head from side to side, "for

to get thelr wages, you know,

?Alloe didn't venture to ask what he paild them with; and so
you see I can't tell you,)

—— e —————— T b 7 " o S o St o Sy e e S B B W P T — T T o T S T T o b o o S S o T S o G ot o o P B s B e . s W St Sy B e e G St

STF-INITIONS

In honor of the occaslon, 1n response to some reouests, and because we
used the best of the current crop last month, this time the column will
conglst of reprints of same of the best stfinitions of former years,

Robot —-- a small bot propelled by 0ars ~———---———=-=m---_—— Ross Allen
Deceleration ——— planting less celery than usual ———————m—m Jack Daniels
Atmosphere ———————mee— fear 0f Q1P ———c e Allan Duane
Light barrier --——--- small gravedlgrere———m e Thomas Stratton
Topology ——————mm—————e high class sclence ————m———e——m———m Ross Allen
Homo superior —————————e-— gxpensive house —————mm—emmm—em—— Gene Delleese
Free electron ————— voting in a democratic manner --—--- Thomas Stratton
Scientifilm ——e—m—mem a thin film of science ————m——mmmm————— Stratton
Interstellar ———————ee—— movie star's fuheral -w———esecmmmem DeWeese
' Voga ~— e e po¥ BRE R RE O e e B
Quartz \———— e one silze larger than fifths ——m——mmmmmmeemn RSC
lietedr ———mmsmm e has more meat on it ———mmmmmm James R, Adams
Photosynthesls —------Kinsey report with pictures —————ee—— Lee Tremper
Euglena ~———- you plilck up the extra wheat thils time —-———e—mmmmeme Allen
Chromosphere ———-=—-- fear of personal gilt ———em o RSC
Caustic ————mmmmmmeem my crow 18 hoarse —=————comdmm e Delleese
Dielectric —————-—= the gallows has been replaced ———mm————— Lew Forbes
Occultation ——————- cetting fitted for glasses ———————mmem Dale Brandon
Glaediator —-——=—-—— happy cannibal ——-——emmm e Thomas Duane
Bem ———-—mmemm e femlnine nolge ——— e e JWC

Perihelion ——————eem- a couple Of fagt women —————mmmmmmmr———— Stratton




G‘i:“ by b@g brme}f

Previously in these pages, Marion Bradley has discussed warious top-
ics in science fiction and science non-fiction----usually surVeying'the’
manner in which a particular scientific: discipline has been uséd in
science fiction, as a preface to a review of a non-fiction work on that
subjects For a long time I have thougHt that the same thing ought to
be done with my especial enthusia asm, mathematics, The present para =
graphs are an initial stab at the projects:

Plots based on mathematical theorems or princmples have been in &
definite minority compared to plots based on chemictrv, physics, astro-
nomy, anthropology, sociologys,’ psycholbgy, etCeam== . even corpared . to
plots wherein mathematical gimmicks occur, but only : in a subsidiary
rolet I'm making a definite distlnctlon. for example, a 'story such as
Leinster's "The Ethical Equations"” does not fall under the headlng of
stories with a mathematical basis (the eylstence of the Ethical Equa =
tions, mentioned occasionally in the cow se of the story,has nothlﬁg at
all to do with the plot development), any more then an ordinary . space=
travel story which happens to mentions that water is Hg0 would then Dbe
classed as a story based on chemistry.

There is a definite reason for this compdratlve lack of stories with
a mathematical basis. The richest ficlds of me thematics, those with the
most to offer an enterprising and imaginative scicence fiction author,are
almost inaccessiblc to the lxyman. There 18 the barrier of termlnology,
which alone. is guite enough to kcep potential customers away,even dis=
regarding the inherent sophistication and conceptual difficul®y  of the
sub ject matter itself. Some of these fields, however, have received
sufficient attention from writer of popular srticles and books to make
them more QOCbSblble. It is from. thesmall group of popularized topics
that most of the science fiction in this area has been drawn--symbolic
logic, elcmentary topoloby, transfinite numbcrs,probabllltly,and (more,
recently) fraogments of game theory.,

Symbolic logic has been accessible to the layﬁan egver since the days
of Lowis Carroll, who clothed his syllogisms in nonsensc=situations: to
make them more palatable. More recently, within science fiction itself,
there have bédén such excellent tre atments as Crispin Kim=Bradley!s art=
icle in a 1952 Astounding,. (as well, it must be admitted. as such hare=

: e brained and misleading farces as the
TFE "OUTSIDE® "Achilles and the Tortoise'" series by
IBFC(N%[S Gotthard Gunther in the sSame magazine
co in 1954), ..In science fiction, -some
//’ HE ”VS‘D of its most notable appearances have
“HERE been as the tool by which Harold Shea
e : and his companlons effect the tran =
sition between parallel worlds in
Pratt and -deCamp's INCOMPLETE ~ EN =
CH&ANTER and CASTLE OF IRON, and the
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mears by which the hero of Fritz leiber's A =T\

CONJUNE WIFE rescues his wife from death, / S A
As for topology, that portion of this 'y A
vast field which concerns itself with " A ]
liobius strips and Klein bottles has been — f/%f T /
worked virtually to death in science {f/ e 5 //

fiction, I have lost count of the sto=-
ries in which an unwary protagonist a)
turns himself inside out; b) turns
someone else inside out; c) gets trap-
ped in a Klein Bottle; d)traps somcone
else in a Klein bottle; ¢) rotates himselfinto another dimension; f)ro-
tates someone else into another dimension; or g) otherwise Zfouls up his
connectivity and orientation, or thoseof someone else., By far the bes?t
of these storiesis Thendore Sturgeon's "What Dead Men Tell" (aSF, Nov-
ember 1949), wherein a gient liobius band is employed as a recruiting de-
vice by a society of supermen, Also diverting is 4.J. Deutsch's "4 Sub-
way Named lobius", wherein an addition to the Boston subway system turns
it into a topological structure of infinite connectivity, thus trapping
trains and people in its twists and convolutions. The mathematical gim-
mick is invalid, but the story is done well enough to makethe suspension
of disbelief relatively easy to achieve. It is especially amusing to
someone who has had the experience of trying to find his way around by
means of the Boston subway systeml

Aside from these two stories, the others in this line might well be
carbon copies of one snother, Mlartin Gardner's "No Sided Profe ssor"
from F&SF, mingles magic and topology in a rather mad fashion, and con=
cludes with the hero plunging naked from another dimension into the
midst of a crowded auditorium, musing -abstractedly about "what would
havehappened if he haod made one less turn=--he would have materialized
inside outl"™ H, Nearing's "The Maladjusted Classrosm" has Prof.Cleenth
Ransom ( a mathematics professor who must certainly have learned all his
mathematics from popular works on the subject, complete with terminology
which has not heen in use for nearly twenty years...) using a bicycle
tire to rotate an uncooperative ROTC commander into the fourth dimen -
sion. There are several others, whose titles escape me, which involve
magicians of one sort or another who imprison people in Klein bottles,
or banish them to other dimensions by means of these topological struc=-
tures. Even the popular articles on topology which have appeared in the
science fiction magazines---the one by Hocking in a 1954 aSF, and the
one by George O, Smith in a Starbling of about the same vintage-=-- con-
cern themselves primarily with this one corner of topology. In a field
so rich, it is disturbing that all the attention should be concenuracad
on one narrow portion., Where is the story in which topology is used to
compute space=-ship trajectories, or to regulate traffic in highly con-
gested areas (the three-dimensional network formed by the paths of ar =
riving and departing spaceships is an ideal topological structure for
the applicetidn of modern methods)? Orthe story in which alien star -
systems or galaxies are studied topologically before exploration begins?
Or the story where the protagonists find themselves in a hyper = space




whose topolozical structure is such that the old llne "You can't get
there from here" actually holds true?

The one science fiction story based on mathcmatlcs whlcn I will al=
ways remember is Raymond F, Jones' "Outpost Infinity" in Super uClence,

back in 1950 or 1951, That is the story which resulted in my becoming a
mathematicians If I had never read thab story, I.would most likely now
be deciphering Latin and Greek love poems or political speevhr“ instead
of trying to wring the content. out of papers on class field theory in
the mathematical Journalsa.. aside from this personal attachment for the
story, it is a fine example of what can actually be done to get an in =
triguing and exciting science fictional gimmick out of what is ostensi=-
bly an: abstract mathematical theory., In this novelette, Jones took
Georyg Cantor's theory of tranfihite numbers (a highly intuitive and in=-
volved theory dealing with various kinds and degrees of "infinity") and
devised from it a new method for space travel, When something went
wrong and a ship got trapped in one of the "levels of infinity," it was
the mathematical theory which gave the solution and led to a rescuej;and
all this was done in an exciting and highly readable fashion.Jones prov-
ed it could be done. Why haven't more authors followed in his foot -
steps? » :

In‘part, the carlier comments (leck of popularization of mathemati =
cal theories) apply. But not euntirely. For example, what of those stf
authors who are themselves mathematicians? John Taine is, of course ,
Eric TempleBell, professor emeritus of mathematics at Cal Techjand oub
of his fifteen science riction novels, how many are there which are bas=
ed on mathematics? Well, tne hero of GRLEN FIRE is a mathematician---
the heroic variety who slaves over a hot equation for most of the book
and bhen, in the nick of:-time, solves it jus® as the world is going <o
be blown upy runs and flourishes it at the villain (a cloud of poison =
ous gas moving toward the csrth at speeds far in excess of that of llght)
end saves everything, But not another mathemetician in the bunch, hr =
thur Porges, frequent contributor to F&SF, is a mathematician; this fact
is not discernible in his science fiction (as good as much of it is),and
was not discovered until. I came across o mathematical peper by him in
one of the journals, = Chan Davis is the pen=-name of H Chandler Davis ,
formerly of the mathematics department of the University of llichigan;

and none of his excellent and often snthologized stories from Astound =
ing has a mathematiceal background, The only exception to the rule ap =
pears to be Martin Gerdner, who, besides being a mathem&t1c1an(whetner
professional or not, I don't know) is also a maglcian (same comment ap=
plies), esposer of scientific hoaxes, biographer of L. Frank Baum, and
heaven knows how many other things. ;

There are a few other stories: witha nathematlcal basis: Heinlein's
"Year of the: Jackpot" from.Galaxy is based on statistics; Philip K,
Dick's Ace novel SOLAR LOTTERY contains some very neatly integrated t
materiel on-gdme theéory; the huttherst THE FaIRY CHEBSMEN involves a
mysterious equatlon from. the future, whose solution unhinges the mlnds
of people not -equipped to think in certain ways,

' und there you ere. i dozen titles, plus the rest of the(ugh) Cleanth
Penn Ransom series by H., Nearing, Jr.; and possibly George O, Smith 's



"The Mobius Trail®, Weinbaum's "The Circle of Zero", liacLean's " The
snowball Effect.”" Contrast this against the wealth of stories based
on chemistry or anthropology, for example, Certainly, extrapolations
of mathematical theories are harder to come by than extrapolations of
chemical facts or anthropological theories. But good things have been
done.sskiaybe science fiction authors are lazier than they used to be ,
and maybe science fiction readers are lessinterested in science than
they used to beess liGyDEsss
No! No! Don't take away my soap-boXss. Come back! Come back}

MEMOS FROM PERSONNEL (I)
by Mary Corby

We hired a Beta Centaurian,
A handsome, distinguished young saurian
We hired him because

The cut of his jaws
Was 1deally adapted for quarryin'.

ALKING -
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\\\\‘\~\::Z~N“ R p1okgd myself up from tnp floor and felt

my hcads I was in luck, It was still there,.
Ny«g\ Joan materialized from the mist in front of my
GYCS,
v~ "Didn't your mother ever tell you about hit=-
ting anyone withh that handbag of yours? " I
asked, "and especially me," I added,

"Jell you should listen to what I'm saying,” explained Jinx, with
1rrefutab1e feminine 1oglc.

"Of course,.dear.”

"I've been’ asking you if you'd run dowm to town for me, for the
past half~hour, and you've not said a word. My mother should have told
me about thateeess" o

"But, Jinx -- honestly, I never heard you.," I swayed on my toes
in t)plCal Templar fashion, ready to ward off any forthcoming blows
from that handbag.

"0f course you didn't hear me. Sitting at thet typewriter all morn-
ing, 4nd it's a wonder the keys haven't fallun off by now, the way you
bang at it with that fairy touch of yours,"

"iell, look, Jinx. I want to finish off this piece of fan fiction I
promizsd the Coulsons., &s,soon as I have, I'll go into town for you.."

" evBy which time all the shops will be closed. I've seen how fast
you work at writing. Type one sentence, listen to half a dozen jazz
records and then go to bed for an hour, And why are you writing for
the Coulsons anyway? Are you trying to bring YANDRO down to the level
of PLQY or something? Anyway, I'11 leave you to playing at Ray Brad =
bury,'

"Er, well, sseeing you're going, would you get me some cigarettes ?
Sullivan's mild. Here's four bob."

Joan took it without a word and stalked out. I laughed to myself .,
Ridiculous, saying I'm a slow writer.' Hal Really ridiculous. I put
a pile of records on the turntable, turned on, and went to bed. Noth=
ing like a l1little nap to clear the cobwebs,

"Wou have written a lot," said Joan as she came into the room,turn=-
ed off the record player, threw the cigarettes on my stomach and look-

ed at the sheet of 'almost blank paper in the uypewrlter.

I rolled out of bed, "Er, had a little nap," I mumbled. "These the
¢igarettes. Oh thanks." I took one out of the packet and 1it it. "Ch,
what about the change?"

Joan handed me tuppence. "Thanks," I said, the epitome of courtesy.
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Then I looked at the two copper coins I was about to slip into my
pocket, "Jinx," I cooed. "You got these as change? Just take a look
at them,"

One penny was aged, worn, and bent., But that was nothing. The other
was inscribed 'Unie van Zuid Afrika! round the profiled head of King
George.

"Brilliant," I sneered revengefully, "the girl can't even buy a pack-
et of 01 arettes without getting a pair of obsolete poker chips palmed
on her,"

"I'm sorrys, I didn't notice. The man smiled at me and said....

"Ha! He smiled at you,so you took his dud coins. Did anyone have
such a stupid wife? Where did you get the cigarettes?"

"At that little shop opposite the Valley Gardens," sobbed Joan.

"iell, I'm going to take these coins right back," I put on my shoes,
swore loudly when the lsce broke, rethreaded the thing and stalked off
into town,

I picked out the shop and marched in, polishing my little speech of
introduction in my mind, "Now look here you. Who do you think gyou are,
palming dud coins on my wife..,"

"Mornin', guv," saluted the hairy man mountain in shirt sleeves ,
standing akimbo behlnd the counter. "Anythin' up? You're not lookin!
too good, y'know.," A beam of light coming through a narrow sky - llbht
fell on, and emphasised, his rippling arm muscles,

"Br « er - er =- gulp - er - a packet of - er = Sullivan's, please,

I stuttered, staggering out of the shop without even taking my change.

I walked off, gulping in the early summer air, and trying to unscram-
ble my brain. Then I realised what I'd donel I'd come away with the
dud coins still in my pocket. "You're a great one, Bennett," I thought.
Now how could I face Joan? Hmm, ob=-
viously, I'd have to get rid of the
coins somehow before I got home,

I bought a newspaper from an old
man in a wheel=chair near the post-
office, slipping the two coins into
his palm with downcast eyes,

" tey," he called, "Come Dback
lere, you, What's the big idea o!
tryi.g to palm me off wi' these %
'Ere, you take 'em back, before I
calls a policeman,"

Cries of "Shame," from the quick=-
ly gathered crowd. I mumbled apol=- |
ogies, paid him his dues and shambl= |
ed off, :

Five times I tried it, and five o1
times it faileds People still turn o
around when I pass them on a street ‘
and ‘say, "Isn't that the cur who
tried to pass the forged notes?"

-1 hopped on a passing bus to es-
cape the staring eyes. __.15__
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"Oh, hello, how are you?" asked the conductor.

"Er, oh, fine, thanks, How's the company golng on, -since I left 117
Er, look, I'm in a bit of a mess, Wonder if you could change these two
ccins for me?" I handed him the two copper pieces.

Mihat!!! And get me the sack! Who the heck do you think you're
dealing with? Just because you once worked for the company, doesn 't
mean you own it. I've never been so insulted, You get off my bus at
once," ;

I did.

As the buvs was still moving, I found myself sitting in the gutter ,
Two small discs bounced off my head, thrown by my ex~friend.

I wasn't finished, though, I walked into the station and tried the
chewing gum macaine w1th the South African penny, I was in lucksl even
got the bonus fifth packet., Hal The bent coin wouldn't fit the mach -
ine, and got jamued., I banged a few times and it fell out again.Still,
one up, one to gos

"Buy a flag, sir?'' asked an opportuns voice at my elbow. I turned
to see a sweebt little old lady waving a tin collecting box danfcrgusly
near my noses. :She stepped back off tip toe, as 1 took the flag she of=~
fered ard. dropped the aged, worn, and bent penny into the tin,.

"Bless you, young “an,” she said,

I felt torn befween screaming a confession and asking forgiveness ,
and laughing at my own sugerlorlty. Brains, that!s all it needs, you
dirty rat. i

I walked back to Scuthway, whistling. Joan lifted her eyebrows en-
quiringly.

"Nothing to it," I adglibbed.s "I found the shop easily enough,walk-
ed into it and asked for two other pennies. Told him just what I thot
of a guy who will palm.dud coins on poor innocent women. (gulﬁ) and he
changed the coins without a murmur,"

That evening we went to see the film of OKLAHOMA., I paid ‘for the
two three=and-ninepenny tickets whilst Joan bought a couple of bars of
chocolates I collected my change and joined Joan in the foyer e were
shown to out seats and Joan’ pointed out the ice-cream girl in the aisles

"Oh, no! WNot tonight," I offered generously., "Remember what hap =
pened the night I went to buy ice-cream when they had that emateur tal=-
ent competition here?" But I went just the same.

I bought two choc=bars and handed the girl a two-shilling piece,

s 'Ere, what's this?" she asked.

: I looked down at the coin in her hand, the coin I'd just handed her,
the coin which I'd had handed me in change at the .cinema box officee

It was a Dutch guilders.
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*TTMES HAVE CHANGED? (ITT)
unearthed by Dick Lupoff

"I must admit that your present title sucgests most annpyingly a
super-super electric mixing machine with ultra-ultra mixing blades do-
ing a hobgoblin fantasy under the influence of a triple overload,"

B R 1 U Bell —— April 1341, STLRRLTG SCIENCE STORIES
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The wind was out there; although now the trees were limp and hang-
ing and their branches were still and grimacingly silent, out there,
hiding, waiting, was the wind. The wind was everywhere, I could not
see it: but shrilly it was there. Now it touched things: and to the
wind's btouch everything responded. The leaves tossed in their night -
mare dresming, turning, twisting in their sleep, their vigil constant-~
ly awakened. The wind now smiled at me. It tugged at my lips,to make
me smile in calm return, touching my teeth with faint dampness and
coldness; my tongue it licked; it turned inside my eyese

The blond Claris& was with me and smiled, She turned into the

i & P
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wind,
; "Isn't it a wonderful day?" she to me asked.

"The wind," I answered her,

The wind was too latently alive. It was smiling and waiting,.

"Yes," she said, "the wind, is so nice, the dayes."

She would not understand the wind, not as I dos Its touch tTo my

skin was now oddly clammy: I wondercd where this wind had come from ,

From Gutted Lands? From cluttercd lands? Bringing with it the clamm-

iness from what? Claris . What could she know about wind?

"Don't forget tonight," she said., She says things like that,

"Tonight? Of course." But the wind. But the wind,

She turned from the wind, from her unconscious joy from the lover
wind, she turned from it, and to me, and once more she was mine. She
touched me with her fingers of her hand. I felt her touch me and saw
her eyes touch me. '

franten,® 1 sald, .

She laughed and turned. '"Tonight, then!"

"Tonight!" TIiy hand lifted in mock salute to the tonight.

Clarisa turned and walked into gusted wind,

Wind, All over in the silence was wind. All over in the sky, in
the weeds of the ground: wind, But the wind. But the wind. Who is
to say? :

smiling...nodding...waevering of faces and sweated slightly...with
night, this deep dark cut of night...I am to think this and with Clar-
isa I move, around and around, with the faces moving like wind...their
faces fluttering like the wind...I think the trees are right...the way
they 'twist from the wind O the way they cry! asg...the torment to which
“these trees are torn-to...and into nightmares they move,..these people
here know not the wind 1like the trees...perhaps in their own little
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squalling nightmares these people move, tortured and twisted, but know-
ing not, sensing not the wind, the wind, the wind wmoving everything ar
being everything...but here the" move, these people, in their night,
ing round and round.,
"You're not paying attention,"
"What? No...this...lovely night." Dancing this way.
"Shhhe.." she says, like the wind ealmost. "Shhh,,.stop worrying
or whatever you're doing." She moves her body closer to mej;her clothes
- brush me. Her nearness brushes me,
My lips toucn her blond forehead,
"You are so silence...my kitten," ‘
She rustles delighted., "I don't know what you're talking...but it
sounds nice...that way."
so into while we moving 1nto our nightmares moving, we are moving
and whlrling and circling, closely, all bodles warm and moving... while
. pale...in short the warmness of the
evening becomes, all that is,and the
whole wide swirling way of living is
the only way of living now, and we
swirl...Into the darkness we swirl. .
Outside hides the wind,the calm,the
movements of its own: I wonder what
does the wind own? Everything? To
be everywhere is the wind, to be 3
moving everywhere...and inside now
the slightly stuffy feeling...with
music lifting and quellinge...like
the wind..ehere in this tonight, the
dance is the wind, man-made,and the
music is the wind, man-made, all
slighter imitations of the large
growitg wind, the slow wind, the
quick wind...gleaning the meaning of
the real wind...the total things not
bright and clear but only the haze
obscuring...things not really seen
_but the wind,..moving doors and clos=
ing things.,.whipping things up and
crashing down
We dance (while closely does the
wind gather) around and around. The
room whirls as much as we do,all of
us whirling together...and onward we
g0esssand the wall rides by us and
finally we come (while ° the' "wind
gathers on my gkin), slowly,sedate-
ly, abreast the open door to the dark
patio, and, coming into the room,the
scent of the open night...and with
'1t...durxly...wn11e the room slowSees
a wind flickers out with callous
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pride it flickers, and toward me,and
the sense of it coming stiffens abrupt-
ly my spine, my chin, stiffening,and
when the wind finally does touch my -
naked arm and face I have prepared  «F#
myself and its shock...toughened
myself,..the shock is no more than a
burste. But the wind gathers.

"Dear, what's wrong?" T

"Iy kitten...there is nothing."ﬁg&
But the wind, C e

She has eyes that turn at me,
"But youl've been jumpy all evening,
A1l day, in fact., Ever since the wind ¢
came, "

Ahhhh, ..the wind came. There is
only the wind. Only the wind. $ogd

T love you," I tell her, The %%f
wind has left me, e ﬁ».'.

She puts her head on my chest, ¢
her blond hair brushing against my /¢
chin and Yips, UWhen she puts her ¥ =4
head that way...and her arms tight- E%
eN.ssand the wind is far away. But !

it comes back.. We dancessswWe smilesae
we talk to the people...but stealthily

does the wind find its way back and touch ?pn
me...and then she is close, and the wind, 2
thwarted, leaves, only to:once again re=- ;
turn to my flesh. But the wind} But the
w il’ldl :\cu_. ‘\ b

(while the wind gathers) e

and then we are there.,..near the window,..and outside the deep
stars deep in the black night...the whole night out there full and deep,
and from its depths, creeping, and then running and splashing and cresh-
ing is the wind of gusts,,,its violence huge...and its cry of battle and
huge sounding of .the world loud and clear...l hear it...deep within me
I hear it, it coming, it sweeping...and the whole sense of it smashing
into mes..lliy kitten, my kitten,..with me, touching me, but the wind... ¢
the wind, The wind is coming, is arriving.

M eesZOesswe must go," I whisper to her.

"What?" she says. Jerking from my shoulder, Looking at me,

It is vital. "We must go. The wind is here...I tell youl"

"Oh, don't be silly! Only a breeze. It can't hurt anything."

I take her arm and lead her off the dance floor. ©She is a narrow
thing,and fragile, my blond Clarisa. '

"This is ridiculousl” she says to me. Her lips are open.

I must try to say it to hers...to say it...to whisper of the wind,
its touch: "Clarisa, the wind--" my voice hoarse, trying to say it."We
must go--"and finding I cennot say it. I cannot say the wind. And still
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trying to, but only flndlng myself mumbllnb...she turning to me and whis-
pering: '"Please, you're making ‘s scene! Shh!" fiercely, And I takinz
her arm, faintly,  'dng& pleadlng, mov1;3rhep, to the door: facing the huge
fierce blast of the v fndyoutside, ir+the dark,.the wind arngrye. :

Inuo my cars: we: move., She,fucill, pleading with me, demanding from
me: "iind? What wind} The breeze.." and I finding it impossible to X~
Dlaln, yet telllng'her, over and over, the wind,.the wind here and com -
ingesothe wind huges,s{while closely does the.wind gather) ;

And we moving now..we in the car, moving..the subtle thick meshlng _
of the gears,and backing out, and moving forward,away from the dark swirl-
ing dancing..into the deepest night..in front .of us speeding the thick :
milky and yellow broad beams of light picking up the dips and knells of
the road. Clarisa sits straight, and then softens, and puts her arm on
my shoulder,softly, saying, "Dear, what is the matter? Something's both-
erings sl know..What's this about the wind, now?" And I gesturing w1th Y .
hand, unable to say:it. 'She smiles t6 me, . "The wind," she says, "just
an excuse, wasn't-it?" And sliding ov»r to me, aucming under my arm on
the wheel, rubblnr ‘her body abalnst mlne.; The .words start choking up in-
side me, my lips and tongue saying ..kitteﬂ..but the wind, But the
wind.," and she saying, "Forget the wina," and moving against me ( while
closely does the wind gather)..and moving against me (But the windl] But
the wind}) and I saying it in a low anguish: "But the wind!" and meaning
it with my voice., And she saying, Aahhooow, and ducking' back under my
arm, and away, and. then, almost Qhoutlnb, dhat is the matter' For God's
sakel" and then silent and pleading in her silence. Ak

But the wind has stopped batnvrlng nQowae

The wind has stopped bathurln

And outs1de..fee11no it now on my skln..the deep hush,and the air a
thick jelly, and every tree motionless in ibs tense anguish..and the
whole deep world standing straight and still, and the ground ice and
abiff..stifl and silent..and no wind, the dark abounco of wind, the tot=
al vacuous vacuum of no wind: and from afar, : T

From afar: the wind,

Things not :quite so tense..thln”s rushing mad, and the trees scream= =

ing and the shrubs groaning up from the;r bellies, . achlng..angulsh in

the whole world, the whole worldl Clerisa feullng ite.scoming to me ,
touching me, feellag the wind from afar coming, the -emptiness Stlffln%
and slowly wisping now into motlon..asklng, YWhat is it? What is it? '
and I telling her, in my groaning voice, in my fear, "The Wlnd'fhe Vlnd'"
she echoing it, she feeling it, the world feeling it.eand moving now,the
air,,with me sweeping the car to a halt, on the side of the road...the
wind now beginning to-turn 1nto a’ vhlp, cragking, snappinge..esviciouslyes
very quickly, the wind moving, the whole wind mova.ng..stopplnrr the car,
turning bto Clarisa, and into my'arms she comes, in dumb mute horror..ln
horror I go to her, in turn, both of us coming to‘each other,..while the
wind begins its crushing scythe sweeping, sweepingy 'the world..crushing ‘
(Whllb clo;ely does the wina come)...and nearlnc..and her body warm and .. -
frightened and dold, her llps numb with cold, my -teeth ice now..and the
large angry wind of crushlngs ‘(heralded from. afar) now coming..now com=
ing near,.its roar close and huge and gquick..and near Us.,.upon UsS...upon
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TS DOMINTE: DMRERRD-0F SUCTESS

DARNIS BISENIEKS —

Sclence fiction has developed independently in America and in Europe;

“quite reasonably so, since popular literature is in good supply in all

countries, and there is 1little need to have 1t translated. Of European
sclence fiction writers, only Verne and Wells have had an international
influence,

It could be. argued that popular writers have more claim to the atten-
tion of critlcs than acknowledged literary figures, since thelr work has
had greater circulation and influence, Yet as a rule only small groups
of devotees pay any serious attention to them, And for every writer
like Verne whose books get worldwide cilrculation there are many others,

~some as good or better, who are known only in their own lands.

One such writer was the German science flctionist Hans Dominik (1872-

1946), I know as 1llttle as anybody of his role in German literature,but

I am certaln of hls supreme popularity 1n scilence fiction., His science
fiction novels, of which close to twenty were publlshed in the '20s and
'30s, over the years reached sales figures in the 100,000 to 200,000
range. It is certein that they hed considcreble influence on the German
youths who read them,

For Dominik's works were speclfically flction for teenagers, This
fact sets definite limitations on thelr content, though their level of
writing 1s higher than might be lmagined., I Judge them to be far better
than Verne's, above American S-~F of the time,. especlally juvenlles llke
Carl Claudy's, but inferior to the S-F of Wells. Dominik himself was a
popularizer of sclence and technology, author of at least one popular-
sclence~for-boys book, and his fiction therefore emphasized scientific
achievement., In his foreword to the 1934 cdition of DIE MACHT DER DREI,
he writes at length on extrapolation, under headings like "Fulfilled
Prophecies", "A Thousand Kilometers an Hour", "Political Prophecles",
"TThen Will Mankind Control Atomic Energy", and "And the Space Rocket?",
The novels are solidly based on sclentific and political developments
extrapolated at satisfylng length, In the decades since the novels were
written, history hes taken a different course, while sclience has far
surpassed all that he imagined,

One can hardly speak of errors when a writer has different and mut-
ually,contradictory backgrounds in his storlies., Yet errors of several
kinds are common to his work, Like many others, he did not foresee the
supremacy of heavier-than-ailr flight. And he carried the navy analogy
a blt too far, with such details as alr piracy and ornate alr yachts,
His most serlous error lies in ignoring the difficulties of applylng
scientific developements, In his storles perfection is achieved too
smoothly and too quickly; difficultles are rarely caused by the perver-
sity of inanimate matter., If Dominik had hesrd of Murphy's Law or its
German equivalent, he lgnores it for the sake of the plot.

The Dominik plot ls a real marvgl. His novels are long, averaglng
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over 300 pages, and in- those pages he contrives a very involved romance,
He 1s rarely content wlth one hero, but must have several sharing top
billing, plus a large lineup: of subordinate characters, Then he can
shift from sction to simulteneous actlon in the approved feshion, leav-
I¥ng the reader in a constant state of suspense. This mode of writing
1s not as obtruslive as 1t 1s in Burroughs, since Domlnik rarely uses
chapters, Instead, hé: cuts: up the novels into subdivisions ranging in
length from less than 2 ‘pagé to chapter size. The plot elements include
many of the cornlest old standbys of romantic adventure fiction,Romance,
‘where .present, is in the old. stjle with many obstacles (including hos-
tile parents) and long sepsretions ‘Lucklly the cliches are not too
thick to ‘submerge the more original elements of the plots,

liafiy of the cheracters are also stereotypes from romantic fiction,
All too many are members .of the: qristocrecy, aqulte possibly due to the
author's own feelincs toward the ‘upper classes, There are sclentlsts
too, of course —— mostly German academiclans cast from the same mold,

characterlzatlon and motivetlion. are superficial, but passing. Dom-
inik's grestest failing is in portragying people of other lands; they
all sound like Germens., This falling 1s most apparent when the author
uses phrases from their lanvuﬁces (mostlj U.S, and British English);
they sound downright absurd, Converscly, his best character portrayals
are’Of German academiclans, Nothing seems more natural then one ad-
dressing another as "Herr Professor" or "Herr Doktor", even in the most
hested sclentiflic erguments, Thet's the way they are! (In the German
social hierarchy, a professorship and a doctorate rank tops, -and Ger-
.mans do not fgil to use the titles. They're very particular about this,)

Though' action and charecters ere what made’ these books popular, the
ddeas expressed in them are of the greatest Amportance. Hundreds of
thousands of’ German boys read these books and these 1deas must have
-hed considerable. influence on: them, There was emphasis on scientiflic
,achleVemeht of course. But.the unifying theme common to. the novels
Was. powersy we see the actuallity today as never before; we see the 1lm-
plications that Pominik missed. Yet decades ago he explored in fictlon
‘the:ilmplications of possession of atomic power,
i7" The~theme occurs most dramatically in DIE MACHT. DER DREI (The Power
. Of .The Three). Written in 1922, it deals wlth a method of drawitig huge
‘amounds of energy from space and projecting that energy by means “of a
simple and portable device. A refinement of this device permits a view
of.eany place in the world to be received, The secret 1s controlled by
a trio of men, one of them the son of the inventor (killed by the op-
position). The“e 1s° a virtuous heroine, betrothed and later married to
the second hero, and there 1s hero #3, " from Indla, who has telepathic-
hypnotic powers and there 1s the slnister villaln, who also has such
powers, The villeln haturally, . 1s after the heroine and the "telener-
getlc projector®, And 80-the story.goes; the world 1s on the.brink of
war, which our heroes mean.t0 stop. The villaln makes it hot for them,
and they retreat to the Arctic, holling up in an iceberg. :From this
headquarters, they gend | mecsages to the world, warning against hostil-
itles;: HVentually they ere forced: to dcmonstrﬁte thelr power. The whole
story waveérs’ between ‘the dramatlic . and the absurd, Dominik finally makes
the ‘point that- power’ corrupts' hero #2 dies from the strain, leaving
the heroine a widow hero #1 goes: mad end gets himself kiTled and only

.



the Indiagn survives to renounce the power,

DIE SPUR DES DSCHINGIS-KHAN (The Trall of Genghls Khan), published
in 1923 and set in the late 20th century, deals with the themes of rac-
ism and power, A new Celestial Empire, tniting the mongoloid peoples
under a leader with near absolute power, 1s pitted against the European
Settlements Company, which is developing arid lands in Asia by means of’
atomic energy. The plot is a concentrated mixture of action and romance,
esplonage and sabotage, kldngpping and rescue. The setting demands more
serious treatment than thls, Political conflict...preparations for war..
racial unrest in the U,S,: a Negro candidate for governor in Loulslanha,
violent race riots 1n San Franclsco: with proper treatment, the novel
could have bezn a memorable one, But instead Domlnik expounds some in-
furlating half-coclted racism, And he brings the story to a close by de-
feating the Aslan forces with that o0ld stendby, & new and secret lnven-
tion. There are severel subplots which don't merit attentlion,

KONIG LAURINS MANTEL (%ing Laurin's Cloek) - 1928 - has a realistic
end in part frightening basckground. An imperiglistic America, under a
president with dictatorlal powers, 1s fighting a wer with llexico, 1in a
way reminiscent of the methods of Nezl Germany. At the time of the arm-
istice, Mexico has a couple of war heroes on the loose, and they declare
a private war on the U,S, One of them has control of the ultimate 1n
fuel additives; 1t increases the power of ordihary fuel by a factor of
. 20 to 100, He's had a submarine secretly built, and adds a few more
features which also mgke it an aircraft, With 1t, he wreaks -such des-
tructlon that militery authorities think there must be several dozen of
him..Somebody else blows up a munitions ship in the Panama Canalj Mexlco
resumes hostilitles and wins, inspired and (unofficlally) alded by our
hero, And so everybody lives happlly ever after. 'lth one exceptlon, the
bullt-in deus ex machina. He's old Dr, Arvelin, who has the secret of
invislbility and meddles 1n everythlng; on the last page he 1s taken
111 and dles, ;

ATOMGEWICHT 500, dated 1935, deals with the developement of atomic
power by private industry, for pesceful applicatlons, But the dolngs of
the book are anything but peaceful, The companies working to create
transuranic elements are Du Pont and United Chemlcal, and you never saw
such a lot of company police, company sples, company toughs, Just one
of the fascinating detalls is a running gun battle between two high-
powered (100 and 140 horsepower) armored limousines., But in the end the
conflict is resolved, and the German professor who was the key flgure
returns home to supervise the building of atomlic installations in Ger-
many. LAND AUS FEUER UND WASSER ( Land From Fire and Water), 1939, has
all the marks of belng a sequel. CGerman sclentists testing a new strato-
sphere aircraft on a round-the-world flight clalm a South Seas island
and proceed to stimulate a volcano to increase 1its area. The story l1s
marked by good characterization (the German academiclans), but has very
dublousscience and loglstics, There 1s g villaln, an American left over
from the previous book, but he's ineffectual. The story on the whole 1s
the usual facile Dominik creation. :

This sample was all that was available, Other novels are listed:
PROPELLANT SR, RAYS OF LIFE, THE HEZRITAGE OF THE URANIDES, CELESTIAL
POWER, Even an autobliography. But 1s there any demand for them in the
United States? AEE RS
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In my_ never cessing quest for the sclence in science- fiction I came
across the other day a volume on sclence thet was complled a long, long
time ago., One of those books you so seldom come across in old Englishe
booke shoppes. A sterling publication to gl1 accounts which reads ver-
betim as follows,

"FARRIERY IMPROV!D or A compleat TREATISE upon the Art of FARRIERY
Wherein is fully explein'd The Nature, Structure and Mechanism of
that Noble and Ufeful Creature, A HORSE, "The leeafes and Acclidents he

is liable to, and Methods: of Cure.

Set down in as clear and intellleible a Manner as the Subject will
admlt. of . (This 1s much the sezme way in vhich I compose these columns,

The Use and Abuse of the SCIENCE difcover'd: whereby any CGentleman
may be gble to Judge for himfelf, whether or no he 1s impos'd upon by
ignorant Grooms,; and other Pretenders to this Art .

Together wlfh Hany Neceffary and Ufeful Obfervations and Remarks
concerning the qulce and Management of HORSES; ,

: : le wise
. An account of drugs and.: Mix'd Medicines ufed in Farriery, with fome
remarks ‘upon their Genhuinefs and Adulteration; end thelr feveral Prlces
fet down alphabetlcally -at-the End of the Nbrk. by Henry Bracxen M.D,

Printed for J, .Clarke at the Golden-Ball, Duck Lene and J. Shuck-
burgh at the Sun near.the Inner- Temple—Gate Fleet Street, 1739"

So much for the actual title page of the book, which indeed it was,
and not as’ you:may have, thought the first ohapter.

Perhaps we should delve' back 21l these hundreds of yesrs and examine
the great: scientific cures and wherewithals nentloned here, as after
all, here 1s sclence not to be ignored,

Thumbing through the rusty pages we come to a sub-chapter titled
1ntr1gulngly. "Mr. Gibfon's Balls for Broken-Vinded Horfes',
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A title which at first glance will no doubt aweken in the reader
question as to what possible use Mr, Gibfon's Balls could be to any
broken-winded horfe. Let us examine the formula itself,

"lir Gibfon orders a Ball made with Gum Galbanium, Ammoniacum, Bur-
dock-1'00t, Flowers of Benjamin, and Sweet Ol1 to be given four ounces
a Day at twice: and I cannot fay but the Compofition 1s a good one;
Though there is not in the Burdock-Root much of a pectorsl Quallty:

Put, according to my thoughts, this Ball would ftand in five or filx
Shillings a Day, at the rate Galbanum and c. now fell, Therefore, un-
lefs the Horfe be a valuable one, I belleve no Perfon will beftow fo
much lMoney upon him when Pufrive, efpecially when there is fo little
Hopes of a Cure according to our beft Accounts and Obfervations,"

So 1t would appear that only rich broken-winded horfes ever got to
semple Mr, Gibfon's Balls.

Of the feet our dear Doctor is eveh more definlite, :

"I hope I need not tell the Reader, that eafy Shoing, Greafing, or
Liquoring the Hoofs with Hog's Lard or any other Greafe (Which is ftill
the fame, as I have fhewn in fome of the preceeding Chapters) and stuf-
fing every Night with Foft Cow's Dung, 1s the beft method to eafe a
beaten Foot, And 1f now and then you order a 1llittle print of frefh But-
ter to be put upon the sole of the Foot, and lay the Cow Dung uppermoft,
it will ft11l make the Horfe trevel with more Eafe tc himfelf and Safe-
ty to the Rider."

A paragraph from whence doubtless originates the saying, "Like greas-
ed lightning,"

In the back of the book are a number of defin- ./ )
itions of use to any sclentift -- er, EY / \
sclentist of the period. /W\V/{;/ ) SIS S C O

"Evacuatlions: A general rule = ; }/‘ /1 7/ (’//7.
concerning them, Unfkillful @!7 & o 4

grooms and Farrlers expofed for \ R

their poking into g Horfe's Excre- C>{7>\<:;~\\

ments in Searce of Greafe Ibid, Dr. ig

Bayard's humourous expreffion con- 0'<\ {TW@\Q%%

S 7 :

cerning them, S\ (%\ /O

Reptiles: A Term made ufe of by kit %ﬁ lqﬁ}y o
#

the Author to exprefs hig Contempt Q. { ey
of three Quack Operators' ~:§é 2 S //

And perhaps...the final term \ ;3’ o
which has passed into the pages i .
of science fiction, - L o E{

"Roficruclan Sages: A Term of \\\ 3 Wy &

r 14 .

contempt made ufe of by the Autho

7

to expofe Pretenders to Farriery."

In the days when a poor man's /L ‘\
weges might be a mere two or .\ /qf W

2 : N/ N
three pounds for a year's work, ) 4 ‘
what do you suppose was the //’~*\ 7 /;1
item which cost the most to an al- 3V M““ X l\“”
chemest or doctor? It was rhu- \\\) 3

B A b o
barb! Common rhubarb. In those ,“fﬁfwr»,fﬁ?ak)i'
days 1t was 3 pounds per pound welght!




How To C o Almf"WtH be Mors/

/DJ'/ O hcn&@y-_.

'(Thls 1gs the second in a serles of articles -- the first heving been
- "How To' Get Along With The Prots, /EISFA, liarch, 1955/ It was delayed

in. the writlng for a very good reason —- the qpathy of my fans who read
the first article.)

Of course the first thlng in making your mark with the edltors 1s to
.have a plecé of chalk. The second 1is to get close to them —- which means
+ golng to New York, which 1s the anclent pronuncletion of I!Awlk,

So, chalk in hand I went t6 New York,

My first stop was the office of GALAXY, a little known mageszine of
limited circulation (see corresoondence between Gold and Palmer in FT),
I made a. cryptic marr on the door outside the office -~ @ small pentas .
gram for luck, .Then I entered,

Sweat rolled off the head of g balding man who sat at a large table,
The rest of the offlce was bare and so I Yoga'd into a corner end sat
watching him and my navel with both eyes at the same time.

He was blue pencilling away. wlth ebandon; but eventually he not-

lced me,
"Crap he patd, 5
"No sir I said. "Hensley." ‘
‘He looked at me. "Squat over here. What can I do for you?"

. I proned near his desk, "I have a story to tell and I have brought
1t to you because yours 1s the best magazine in the fleld and I've al—
ways lilked 1t better than any other,

He beamed, "What's your story about?"
N17ell, 1tis sbout & nuclear wer," y

; “Amazlngl“ he said,

. "And everyone but two’ peOple are killed off 1
"Astounding!" he sald, -
"And the kicker is that their names ere Adam and Eve."
"Fantastic'“ he said. :

: I smiled at hlm.‘“You 1ike 11%0 -
He indicated the door, "No; teke 1t to them,"

My. next stop was Street and Smith's Offlce, I made
my pentagram and' then secreted the chalk in my navel,

- which had grown ‘distended during my yoga period. Street
and Smith's mapgazine 1s ASTOUND NG which I knew to be
an easy to read magazine wlth an entertaining letter
column, :

A'small man sat hunched over a desk. Around him
secretaries worked busily meking Hieronymous machines,
‘A piece of paper balanced on the head of a pin was 1in
front of him, It whirled madly from the alr currents of
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the room,

"The power," the man muttered., "I've got the power,"

Just then the piece of chalk in my navel popped out
due to osmosis or something and knocked the piece of
paper off of the pin,,

He stared at me in annoyance. "Who the hell are you?"

"Hensley," I said., "You remember me., One of my sto-
ries...." I blushed becomingly,

He tore his hair. "One mistake I make, One mistake in
over 20 years, One damn mistakée.."

"I've got a novel," I sald.

He eyed me craftily. "I thought 1t came out of your navel."

I laughed hugely. (Please notice the brilllant method that I use %o
worm my way into these quixotlc creatures' af fectlons; the joke wasn i -
that funny.)

"Leave it wlth one of the secretaries," he sald. "She'll read it —-
when she has time.

"Oh, I haven't written 1t yet. I wanted to talk about an advance 80
I could’ give up my crass job and write 1t for you 1mmediately.

He frowned deep ln thought., "that's 1t about?"

"Well, these Martlans come and take over the world, Only one man re—
sents slavery —— and of course his girl friend, In the end these Mar-
tlans capture the girl and the hero goes after them and k1lls all of
the Martians with a ray gun that doesn't affect humans, I'm golng to
call 1t '"War Of The forlds',

He nodded slowly. "Sounds good, but we don't pay advances. Bring 1t
back when you're done and glve 1t to one of thé gecretarles." He rose
to his feet and pushed the desk out of his way. But don't give 1t to
me —— hear?" : !

I retrieved my chalk from behind his desk and went out bitterly,They
give advances to Helnleln, and my name starts wlth the same letter.

My next stop was the offlice of Columbia Publications,

"Hi, Doc," T sald affectionately.

A tweedy man in cowboy boots sat behind the desk in the office and
eyed me susplclously, "You from third fendom?" he sald.

"Let me help you roll your cigarette," I sald.

"Button your shlrt near your navel," he sald,

I complied with his request, I had hidden the chalk in a pocket af-
ter marking his door, No need to seem odd,

"I've got a sclence fiction story I want to sell you," I said,
He nodded toward the door, "This is my week for westernS. Come
back next week —— or next month ~- or don't come back at all.'
; "But thls 1s great; colossal,” (Note the low pressure salesmanship.)
"How are you on westerns?"

I sneered, "I'm a stf writer. Thls ls about a guy who raises Gleps,
which are Venusian meat animals, He finds out that a nelghboring Glep
breeder has been stealing his Gleps and poisoning his phosgene holes,and
1s 2lso interested in his girl, At high noon, in the town of Glep Pass
the hero burns thé villain down with a ray gun .

"rite 1t up," he said, "I'11l change it back and we'll call it
'Blood On The Saddle'." I sat down, I threw away the chalk, I had work,
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Edmund Compton-James, %Pinetown Office Equipment Co.,,Crossroads Bldgs
Pinetown, Natal, South Africa ....

Deer lr, Coulson - Will you please help.us? There 1is some 1diot run—
ning around here saying something to the effect thet he was supposed to
go to London.to a:fohvention or:something, but 1s here by mistake. The
authorities. are holding' him now and from his bwbblings we were able to
get your neme and address,

. Do you know one Ed 'McNulty = 1f so, would‘you'please advise us as
to what to do with this maniac?

/Well, he's a theologlcal student - you might make a mlssionary out of
him, So help me, it's:the totally unexpected events like this that make
fanzine publishing worth while; I.had never heard of lr, Compton-James
before receiving his letter, and am still wondering Just a bit about
where he got hold of ‘8 c0py of the September YANDRO RSG/

Grendel Brlarton no address given e SERE St
~ Very kindly Mr, Boucher has forwarded your'note to me, end conse-
‘guently I shall esk him to pass this ong on to you.

. T was. amused and flattered by your ' Through Time And Space 1TLth
GBrendel Briarton", and I personally would not object ta the appearance
of another in g non—professional magazine llme your YANDRO (Goneratu—
latione on 1it, by the way.)

Tncldentally, I was: interested by your maning me an Englishman Aet-
ually, my place of origin was a 11t-
tle further North, but I did live in
England for’ quite some ‘time with my

‘01d mother (in the fen country, as
1t were) and had many remarkable
adventures there.,

'/People do tend to have remarkeble

. edventures in fen country, I've no-

‘ticed. There will be more stories
by Ferdinand Feghoot in YANDRO, but

.we'll try to keep from overdoing
‘them, The first "Feghoot", incident-
ally, was Gene DeWeese, put the
pseudonym will. eventually cover a

) multitude of sinners . _Rs¢/

“Ted Carnell, % Nova Publications
I R not intending that we .shall
be without 1llustrations for good,
‘but when we @o come back to using
- artwork it will be of a different
nature to the accepted form, that
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is provliding my ideas can be interpreted by one or 'ﬁAhWZ\
another of our artists, ; %
I too wlsh that Relna Bull was still agvallable
to do work for us, However, it was only through /‘f§f j;j:j:
the good offlices of her husband, who 18 a pub- ~
lisher, that we obtained her at all., Under her /
real name she is a very famous artist special- / .
l1zing in historlcel costumes, and has had sev- y /
eral books of her works publlished and has also {/
been "hung" in the Royal Academy dozens of
times, Normally we would never be able to af-
ford such a celebrity, but at that time, sever-
2l years ago, her husband was publishlng a num-
ber of anthologles of welrd storles and she was
sufficlently intrlgued by the fantasy medium to
produce several covers for us at our normal rate. :
That 1s the story of Relna Bull, Gone but not for- N
gotten! {0

/For the benefit of US fans, Miss Bull did the covers ,~x</ )
for NEW WORLDS #11 & 18, and SCIENCE FANTASY #3 & 'fﬁéésgsi;iisgi

L, as well as some interior illos for the mags.

I was intrigued by her style; and after getting the above

letter, thought that possibly a few other fans might have wondered, as
I did, why she suddenly quit dolng stf 1llustrations. RsC/
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Marty Flelschman, 90-09 153rd, Ave., Howard Beach 14, New York ;

Would pppreciate 1t if you'd stick my new address somewheres in the
next 1sh, Seems some fuggheads are still sendlng stuff to Grant Ave.

. Fap:i I Just took another look at Ramblings and JWC's mention of
‘Rock Hudson reminded me that I recently saw an asrticle in the Long Is-
land Press on the man entitled IS ROCK HUDSON HOLLYWOOD'!'S GREATEST NEW
ACTOR? 'Twas a falrly lnteresting article and I was gonna clip it out
and pass 1t on via you, As usual, the papers dlsappear in this house
before one even gets a chance to read them, Sometimes I'1l spot an art-
lcle that I think, say, Alan Dodd would like and I make a mental note
to cut 1t out the following day. The papers are gone the next day. Fout,
/You're lucky --— we stlll get mall addressed to Huntington, which 1is
then forwarded to North Manchester, and then to here, Phoo to Hudson;
he mlght have the greatest number of fans, or make the most money, but
there are lots of better actors. Depends on what you call "new", but I
can 1ist Tony Randall, Andy CGriffith, Willlam Smithers, Rod Stelger,
Neville Brand, Warren Stevens, and go back a bit farther for a palr of
really fine -- and falrly "new" actors; David Wayne and Lloyd Brldges,
There are more, of course, but that's a sample. RSC/

Claude Raye Hall, 2214 San Antonio, Austin 5, Texas

You're teaching Ylla to retrieve? Somehow, this strikes a respon-
sive chord of laughter., It ilmpresses me as a feat that you'll never
be able to achieve. /No, but I can have fun trying. RC/ One, a cat is
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too smart, As a whole, they're much smarter than dogs and 1nst0?d of
shaggy dog stories in’ IMAGINATION, I suspect that Hamling should nave
been printing shaggy cat stories, Hﬂve you ever heard of a cat LEJlg
forced to.live 1n a cat-house; no, it's the dogs who 1live in doghous
while cats manage t0 nestel’ inside the house by a waerm fire or Uhu'“
the alr conditioner, / I don't know gbout other cats, but I'll have
you know, -sir, that Ylla is a respectable animal end I certalnly would
not allow her inside a cat-house! RC/ 1wo ‘cats seem to hate mankind,
Dogs have devoted their lives {(whether by accldent, self-instinct, or
inherent love, we do not know) to mankind, I thlnk thet o cat might -
pley with you awhile, Just to amuse herself, but will wrlgule her'
whiskers in lsughter when worlk comes to the fore.

I attended a lecture recently on campus given by & guest sclentlst
speaking on the possibllity of life in our solar sy6tem, Same old Jjunk
stf fans read about twenty. years ago, but the scientist (I took notes,
but can't recall his name of fhand) worlked st the school of space medl—
cine in San Antonio for several years and is now speclal advisor to the
head of the school there, The best comment I wes able to get out of him
was that, yes, many experlments were being done with man. It was defin-
itely posslble to keep a man glive 1ln space. Only one factor was glving
them trouble, The duration. Man cannot: psychologically stand spaoe for
a very long period, Reason was not' given,

Dave Jenpett's "The Surdocks Of Saturn" was amusing as a "baby bun-

ny. Dave has been coming out with some excellent short—shorts ‘Wonder
 where he gets his ideas, /Well......RC/

The poetry by Terrv Carr is worse than terrible. The mere faot

that it takes a title to explain 1t, is the color of sin, VWhy is his

heart_a bird but newly set free? The symbollism s naught, to me,
-~ Feghoot, whoever, came thru with aces,
Good Lord! Good GrIeF' Is Creg Benford. coming to TeXas? I'm leav—

ing. Too many damned forelgners in Texas now......a real Texan can't
‘get a decent bregth of alr,

Perhaps college studente in’ fandom do concern themselves wlth sex
more than highschool-age fans, After all most.college students -are
0ld enough to know what it's all about, {lEHEEhool students generally
have only word of mouth knowledge. I cah see:nothing wrong with nudes

‘in fanzines., Mostly, they're presented s grt forms and have little-

sex appeal enyway. It's rather difficult to get across sex in an 1ll-
ustration when 1f's done via mimeOQraph Rotsler s illustrations 1n-

‘cluded.

7 /Maybe ‘college students are old enough to know what lt 8 all about,but

the goshwowboyoboy attitudes diSplgyed by a lot.of ‘them don't convince

" me-that they do know, "Methinks he doth.protest too much" Agreed that
.fanzine nudes aren't particularly sexy -- I don't think- thoy're very

damn artistlc, either, Rotsler included -~ in fgct, Rotsler especially
mentloned, The forms of his nudes aren't beautiful; they're overdone —-
end they sure as hell aren't replistic. laybe he actually concelilves of
women as blowsy, sex-ridden tramps; he sure manages to give that im-
presslon, Pergonally, I thought the two poems were the_best 1tems in
that pqrtlcular.issue but everyone to his own taste. - 'RS8SC/

"Zzar noticed Jean-Jean's 6ars essume a 1istening look, "FUTURE #3b,Via
Ebert _ - 30 =
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Greg Benford, 10521 Allegheny Drive, Dallas 29, Texas

Your fanzine reviews make me feel like a backwater of fandom. New
zines cropping up all over, and the old ones geem %o have venished into
the ground, In a way I hate to see a new bunch of fans start publishing,
for you know that somewhere there 1s an editor who will later produce
some really good material...but how doos one decide which 1s which, and
start trading with him? Obviously you can't send them all coples —— 8o

Itve declded to sit back and let the new zlnes send me_coples, and if I
‘1lke them TI'll trade. :

Claude Hall was remarkably coherent in his letter. However, he
doesn't have a reputation for a caustic tongue, that I know of...but he
does have:one for posessing a big mouth, if that's what he's talking

‘about, (Geeee, does this méan I have a caustic tongue too?) I person-
-ally think the 'nonstoparagraphing! is a bit sloppy, and makes ones lay-

out must difficult, Dullardfandom,,.oops,..Dallasfandom uses the system,

| “but don't expect to see 1t'in.VOID,

/You don't need nonstopetc. —- you have enough material, without stretch-

.ing 1%, I can’t recall ever lnitlating trades wlth a new mag; for that

matter, I can't recall InItlating trades with any old zines, either,

.. lathough I.think maybe we did send out Y¥ANDROs to one or two veteran pub-
. i.1lishers, Not:many, anyway; we. aren't snobbish, but somehow I can't ple-

ture: someone like Raeburn giving a damn whether he gets YANDRO or not,
and we get more zines than we can read anyway, so why bother? Of course,

. we miss some good fanzines that way, but from the amount we get, we can't
-miss many of any kind, : RSC/

' Dan Adkins, % Bill Pearson, U516 E, Glenrosa, Phoenix, Arizona

I'can almost remember every detall of every drawing that I have

‘seén‘ln an EC, I very often lean toward Wood's style but only from mem-

OryesssL:don't copy directly like that new ertist I noticed in the last

. two ish's of YANDRO, His two drawings wecre copled directly from MAD
. ‘without one change! ' a5y , ‘ ,

/ Juenita and I don't remember EC's that well, or the hew artist would
not have appeared in YANDRO, For the record, he ls referring to the 111-
ustrations on page 12 of 1issue #57, and page 5 of #53, ‘and he' sent along
a cllpping of the item they'd been copled from, . R8C/

~ Jim Caughran, %American Embassy, APO'7H, Box K, San Franclsco, Calif.

Monthly it 1s, but does 1t deserve it?

Hint: APO 74, not 77. /Sorry. RC/

Bradley 1s fine, but the magazine as a whole lacks soméething —-
possibly humor, The ldea for the fanfiction wes good enough, but 1 thot
the writing dildn't help much....Trouble 1s the 1llos, more than anything
else, posslbly -~ all your 1llos are sercon varlety, without much spice.

By the way, the lssue I'm commenting on 1s #56 —- by this time
there have no doubt been others, but I Just got this yesterday -- Pak-
Istan is no place to get mail, ' :

/Any other opinions on What's Wrong With YANDRO? Send 'em in - we won't
pay any.attention to them, but a nasty letter is better than none, RC/

Ron Parker, 714 W, Lth, St,, Tulsa 7, Oklahoma

,HOOHAHlais not, contrary tc the current rumors, dead, I did de—

: _3"__
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o TR clare 1t officlally deed recently,

vl /008 24 a%,, because of - 1ittle response to is-
foqbif’bﬁfggi°g; - sue 8 and poor response to what I
-_Vfgéfykaa;J S ciila, . thought was a very good #9; thls
B W B 2y t E plus the low ebB of interest in EC
; !

i these days. However, Fred von Ber- °
/{/;//’newitz sent me some good materlial
..~~~ 80 1 rushed together a 7 page -thing
"7 and called 1t HH 10, Thls you should
| &) ' -—=—have by now; 1if you don't, the Pow-
N .- N_o ers that Be in the Postal Depart—

g ‘\§§§~3 ment should be rushing i1t to you;

‘oo they damn well better as 1t's first
l oo Class, When I took 1t down to the
~» Post.Offlce 'and went to the win-
" - dow to check on the postage,which
I was almost. certaln would be 2¢,
he clerk sent me off into the e
wilds of the monstrous place;main-
ly, to the Superintendent's office.
He mumbled something.about not be- |
ing sure about the size of it (it
was unfolded with en address sheet).
So I went to the famlller offlce
(I've had qulbbles with them be-
¥ fore that always ceme out OK),
Y where I was told that the little
7 ' check indlcation whether 1t was g ..
sub or trade or so forth was a -
i "message" and according to the reg-
ulation book this msde 1t first class, I felt thls was somewhat ridicu-
lous as I've received numerous zines third class wlth the checks on
them, so I argued with the Postmaster for nearly half an hour over the
pginﬁ. Naturally I lost my case and had to tack on 3¢ stamps instead of:
2/J.
INNUENDO's Innish I conslder falrly fabulous; I guess.I'm a lot more
of a fannish type fan than you; If you know what I meen, '
/We have 2 way to Beat The Post Office -- we have a small postal soale
of our own -- a glft from Juanita's mother., Thus, YANDROs are stamped .
before the post office sees them, and if I scowl forcefully enough when
I shove them across the counter the clerk doesn't question the matter.
(Actually, thls wasn't necessary in No, Manchester, even though we did
take out a pre-cancellatlon permit there; the clerks Itnew what they were
dolng, which 1ls not generally the case in this town,) I suppose Ii'm not
pirtlculafly fannish; I enjoy fandom, bggc} can eeslly get too much of:
A = ' : .
Bill Pearson, L4516 E., Gienrosa, Phoenlx, Arizona .

Just got YANDRO 58, Cute cover -~ sure looks like home,...your home,
my home, and probably all other fan-editors', The Surdocks Of *Saturn
‘was the best thing in the lssue. Real cute.,.  v-  ° G vl i

One thing about your reviews, Mr, C, they're certalnly the most
current to Be found, I sgree with your review of SATA; the reason none
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of the flction wns more sdequately illoed was due primarily to Adkins
leaving the alr force., That little episode caused quite a stir...end the
reason my material has not been the greatest is my own fault entirely.
I've concerned myself mainly with everything but sollcliting good mater-
Lal, ' ' 1
Would you believe, Buck, that I have never asked anybody for a sin-
gle plece of material for SATA? Hmmmmm..,I guess you probably would.I've
been printing just what the fans send. Oh, I've rejected a few pleces,
but not many. However, 1 have seen the error of my ways, }
and have been contacting some of thec better fiction- {
eers. Can you give me the address of Hal Annas? |
What other wrlters do you know who could supply me §~
with a few of thelr magic works or pro rejects or some |
such??? 1!'11 need more than just a couple manuscripts, i
as #dkins snd I are going to ATTEMPT a monthly publish—/ :
ing schedule starting this January. Ha., You think W |
you're going to get away with having the only monthly \/7:
zine forever!!! Fie on you, Ceulson, ° ' {Y

f

Actually, to clarify everything, Dan and I will

more or less alternctée every month..each publishing a
bi-monthly. Good Lord, Pearson has finally flipped.
I won't be using articles, Adkins won't be using
fiction, ..

Do you know where Ray Thompson has disappeared
to? Cause he's sure disappeared,
/Thompson disappeared 6 months ago, as far as
we were concerned, A YANDRO came back marked
"moved", and I didn't consider 1t worth while to
try to track him down, Haven't heard from him &€
since. Maybe some of our readers could help (7 ¢
in the Search for Thompson? When &nnas %
sent us material, 1t was with specific
Instructions that we were not to give out
his address, 1'll see abou® getting you __
some material from him (come to thinkﬂﬁﬁfgi
of 1t, we don't have any materinl i
by him ourselves.) RSC/

Jerry Greene, 482 E, 20th, Hia-
leah, Florida

About those fanzine reviews of
yours that seem 80 pessimlistic i ,
to me. I investigated your re- T—=o=
views by counting the number of =
zines you gave ratings for_ and the
total points 1n the ratings. You
know what the count was? 5,33 per
fanzihe, which means that, for that
issue anyway, your average (5) was
actually average! Shocking. In lssue
57 you gave & zines 4O points, which
makes an average of exactly 5,00} I




feel that I owe you an apology. To you, -1t seems, an average fanzline is
average. I shall be checklng on this from now on,

/Gee, all this and then I spoll my average by being disgustingly enthus-
1astlo about practically everything in the December colymn, Shucks./

Lars Bourne, 2436} Portland, Zugene, Oregon :

i Somehow I notice a dlfferenoe in the more recent YANDROS It seems
thet there 1s a sort of "Back to the old grind" business. The spark,the
spontanliety that marked earlier issues secems to be fading. Altho the
materlal seems to be a blt more controversial in places and more inter-
esting, by the way, that "Whee, here we go again" feellng is gone. Me-
thinks that you are putting out too many lssues, For being one of the
two monthlies in fandom you aren't getting the reviews and’ such that

you should get.

Note concerning your Springfield, If this is an army weapon,
ghouldn't it be just a plaln thirty calibre, The Springflelds I've seen
have all been thirty calibre, I carrled an-Ml for a short while and took
a course on it in ROTC and it was 30 cal. So are most of tne rifles the
army uses, I don't dig this ,06 blz, :

v Carr's poem I liked somehov- I am tired of "space" poems but this
one had some feeling to 1it,

/I thlnx there are a couple of reasons for YANDRO becoming nore "down-
bea‘". One, which will continue, is the rise in circulation, which makes
running an lssue more work than ‘fun anymore. The other 1s the fact that
I, at least|, have been writing my editorials just after doing half a
dozen other stenclls, which doesn't lead to 'cheery comments, Also, there
heve been other worries most of which are over now. The Springfield
should have been .30~o6 the ~06 referring to the year of adoption. As
you mentloned, there are dozens of .30 c¢alibre rifles, and various
‘standard terms have been adopted to tell them apart. {The", 30 Army",

.for example, refers, not to .the Sprinofleld ‘but to the .30 4o Krag,
which was. the Army rifle from 1398:to 1903, when it was replaced by the
30 03 Springfield,) Incidentally, "M1" technically meens just "model

one" and can refer to a: rifle carbine, plstol, or a new tank, RSC/

Gary Deindorfer E-1, Letchworth Ave., Yardley, Pennsylvania

i LT feel that 1 15 high time that the fannish pun be replaced with
.a new and more flexible form, I think that form should be the fannish
‘limerick, Howabout collecting limericks for YANDRO gnd get the credit
~for starting this fanfad? For instance instead of haglf a page of mildly
i funny stfinitions you could have such sclntillatlng limericks as this:
There was an old faned from Wabash -~ At conventions ‘he acted so snob-
bish ~ That the othér fans cried — "Let's all tan his hlde'" That
stoodup old feaned from Wabash, See the possibilities?
+/Either you've been reading STELLAR or you couldn't finhd a good rhyme
¢for Webash; ;. AT ‘anyone wants to 8end 'in ‘any limericks, we'll consider
tnem but I sort of think the possibllitles are a bit 11m1ted RSC/

He”e s the end of another column end I §til1 have 3 pages from Bill
Sonnor, who writes falthfully: every ‘1ssue and I must print one of his_
leuterq pretty soon, and two pages from Adams reviewing the past year
of Y4SNDRO that we enjoved very much, and a whole stack of others.Fout,

— P
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"because we found '

,crystals
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Easlly Worth $25! ‘\g’“
Now Only M5 89!

' Bullt-in 3-Speed‘recbrd player,

Finger strap bralded of genulne.
Buck Coulson mustache’ clippings

{This 18

tubes, )

D1a1~cle§ér1y:cohverts'1nt6‘ro&;
lette wheel, for ‘the racy set.

Speclal model with bullt—in fin-

ger,for people who want to keep -

regular number of digits free
to type, _playucat's-cradle, ete.
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twiddled! e
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OUR TECHNICIANS are now

working on a pore ra&io :
~xbyutll
" blackhead ‘and it will bé
. powered

perspiratlion,
. gonna ' bet .
_ sweat music together
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" NOW YOU CAN HAVE ONEI!
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Busy Fingers

: Hey Fellas.
finger radlos,
~dollar bill; keep the change. .
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TUNE WITH A

R PADID

THE FINGER RADIO was developed by

a research organization having wide

in the design and manu-
little alphabet

knows how we got 1into making  radi-
0os? But we did, and lucky for you,
stop saylng
I wish I had a finger radio. fi

The nice . thing: about the flnger

" radlo 1s that you don't need an an-
:tenna,

you don t .need a ground
wire, you don't need all kinds ex—
penslve attachments, You don't need
them, 'but you won't hear a damned
- them, Actually, all
you need 1is a looooong flnger and a

. copper cuticle,

- The finger’ radio ils economical to
Operate, too, because by the tlme
you menage £0 get 1t turned on half
the programs -you wanted to hear are
over. Think of all the commerclals
you'll miss} . :

LISTEN TO:

¥ News - :
‘Ball games P
Disc Jockeys (space type,
China -

Germany

Mu

Sunspots

Elvis (and other comedians)
.More Disc Jockeys. :

# Corn Remover Commerclals

* The mocklng bird, tweet, twéet.
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Limited / Chickencraw, Neb,
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By-JAMES R(BR!NG 'EM BACK A LIE)AUAI\/

Chomp chomp ¢hOmp. ..

Excruciating pain raecked my body as the killer fish swarmed over
me, thelr quarter-inch teeth -- 1like so many -small steak kn¢ves — neat~
ly and swiftly slicing the flesh from my bones, I :
screamed once, twice, and added one more to meke 1t -

three. That's my 1uocy number, : A TRUE
Heaving erect 1ln the shallow water I trled to : e
tear myself free, but they clung to me by the (honest, it is)
hundreds and pulled me back down, resuming their '
grisly repast with an 1ns~tiable hunger, ADVENTURE

How had -I become involved in this rather un-
favorable situation? What 11l fortune had delivered
me up a victim to these finny demons! sopetites? In short, how could I
have been such a stupe?

It all began in the early spring of. 1720, (It really didn't, but all :
dates have .been.changed' to protect the innodent,) For months, persist~ =
ent. rumors. had been resching my ears, These rumors concerned a strange’
new bresd of. bluegill reputed to have been discoverecd in Wildcat Creek,
that, great. body of water which winds serpentliﬁe through the uneypTOred
reaches of central Indiana,

Not much to get. excited about, you say? Ah, but these were....man-
eeting bluegills! e A, ‘ i

Yes, men-eating bluegllls. Just 1like them pyorrhea fish —— or pariah
fish, to give 1t the more.common spelling. Only bigger, and much flercer,
Two dozen of - ‘these 1little monsters, it was sgld, could reduce a cow %o

a skeleton in less time than 1t taLes to tell it Voraclious as all get-
out.

My resistance to sdventure has never been great; and so 1t was that,
in the latter pert of "Aprll -- August 5, to be orecise —— I took my pith
helmet from its peg and journeyed forth to establish for all time the
truth or untruth of the fantastic lies,

I employed os gulde and: porter a native of glant build whom I found
sleeping in a chuckhole on U,S, 31. I gave him the lunch bucket to carry

and we struck inland at a pace calculated to bring us to our destinatlon’
as soon as we arrived there.

- #Perhaps the strangest circumstance of this tale i1s that, one even-.
ing while Gene De%eese, Buck Coulson end myself were mulllng over pos—
sible story ideas, Coulson facetiously suggested the foregoing title.
Plcture, - then, his amazement when it recalled to me that I had under~
gone just sucn an ordeal, many years before, JRA

—.——--—.—..—-...—..—.—..—_._—-..———-—.——u__.-..-_—-—»—-—-.-——----—----......._.-.—-.-._...—-—--—---——-—-—-—-.—.——-—.




On the morning of the second day I brought down a fine Rambler with
a single shot between the headlights, and whlle my native porter skinned
the speclmen I squatted by the trall and thought the thoughty thoughts
of a thinker, : ‘

"Porter," I sald, breaking off these weighty cogitations, "I'm sure
you've heard about thls man-eating blueglill business, Tell me, to you
believe 1t?" ! B e ity

"Grannies, bwana," he answered diffidently, "me not know. All me g
know is what £ —- I mean, me -~ read in the papers," = :

"And whet do you read ln the papers?" , .

"Pogo, Li'l Abner, and sometime box scores of khuckle-cracking mat-
ches," he replled readily enough. A child 6f nature; hé, without.a tit-
tle of guile in his whole being. TR ' e,

I looked at him with new respect and. sald, "Porter, you're bugs."

‘He flashed his teeth in a smile, opened the lunch bucket and in-
quired, "Bwana wanna banana?" S ; : : o

- At.my refusal he replaced thé bansna, shouldered the carcass of the
-Rambler and we pushed on into the unknown, each suffering in silence as
malarla and berl berl raged through his wasted form, i :

.~ A steady raln was falllng when, on the twentieth day, we arrived at
the sleepy native village of Kokomo, It was my porter's Elrthday, s0 he

' ‘ had informed me, and a candle burnt
fitfully on the 1id of the lunch
bucket as we swung gally through the
outskirts singing "Happy Birthday"
and each munching on a tender piston
from the Rambler, .
G Scantily clad villagers came
‘N{running to greet us, shouting and
laughing and showering us with pol-
goned darts from blowguns, A poor
|substitute, indeed, for confettl;
but could I censure these lmpover-
{+1shed folk, to whom even the least
‘Inecesslity of 1ife -- an Elvis fan
club d¢lub card -- was hard come by?

You're damned right, I could,

: "Peace!™ I cried, "We come in
peacel" S

"Grannies, bwana," said my pon-
ter, "we in bad fix. So," he held
out the lunch bucket, "bwanha. wanna
|banana?” e

I ignored him. In fact, I lgnor-
ed everything and hastened on until
Jsuddenly I found myself on the shore
fAof the mighty Wlldcat, gazing in awe
out over 1ts broad expanse, .

"You wouldn't think a creéeek
could make you feel so small, por-
ter," I sald in a qulet voice. "I%

| Y
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sort of brings a tear to the eye, a
thump to the heart end a growl to
the stomach, Incldentally, porter,
what's youri name?" .

"What else but Porter!" he ans-
wered, flashing his ready smile,

"Porter Porter," I mused,"Well,
porter Porter, we shan't daglly hereaj
Through the powers of sclence we
shall quickly ferret out the secret
of these waters. Thusly...."

I stuck in my pinky. The water
swirled and I withdrew two-thirds
of a pinky. ;

"ITtts true,” I sald hoarsely.
"len~eatlng bluegllis! This beats
anything in’ my. experlence, porter
Porter, But llvely now, you falth-
ful brute, go baclt to the wltch
doctor's hut and ask him how he-1s
at growing new pinlty tips."

Porter Porter hurried off, end
while he was gone I tossed 1in a
line and scon hauled forth onto the
bank a blueglll that snepped at me
viclously before expiring., A care- .
ful examination of the corpse con-
firmed my Ceepest suspliclons,

I didn't know & damned thing
gbout Tish. '

But further investigation revealed that thls creature was -- a mu-
tation! Ordinary looking outwardly, but lLnwerdly mutated in a way that
had made a deadly klller of a once innocuous specles, A bluegill with -
the equipment to fight back agdnst 1ts human tormenters; an unheard
of situation, , _ : :

And what had caused the mutation? Obviously, the chemlcal wastes
and sewage dumped into the stream by the villages agll -up and down 1its
length, And why, of all the kinds of fish present in the waters, had
only the bluegill mutated?

About thet tlime I fell in the creek,

And sa we reach the point at which matters stood in the dramatic
opening pcregrephs of thils true account.

Chomp chomp chompa. .. :

I screemed agnin. I couldn't last much longer, I knew, But still I
dered hope thet porter Porter would return in time with the wltch doc-
tor. My pinky was hurting something wonderful,

"You bloody devils!" I shrieked at the pliscatorial plcknickers, I

'prled open a mussel shell, extracted a flawed pearl, and repeated,

"You bloody devils}" :
Hardly an originagl llne; 1t can be found in any true’ adventurle
story ever written, But I could be choosy; T hed my wife, famlly, and

“"ES“'




parole board to think of.
Grannles bwanal® .- :

It wa porter Porter, come at last to save me! He didn't have the
witch doctor with him, but he turned in a ten-page report explaining
thet the medical man was out on call, so I forgave him,

"Help!" I bellowed feebly. "Help, porter Porter! I'm being eaten
alive! Get me out get me out get me out! Don't drop the lunch bucket."

"Keep chin up
life, there's Bud"

"I;l g te gy

(1 8

4 e 0 » 0

With perfect calm, porter Porter tested the temperature of the wa-
ter with his toe and, flashing hils ready smile, dove in kerplunk, (He
had bad form, )

A moment later he reached my slde, picked me up like a baby and
tossed me sixty-two feet, five and three-tenfhs inches’ up on the shore,
It might, I belleve, be a new shotput record., At least, 1t is with me
as the shot

But the prodigious feat had cost my rescuer dearly. As I hurried
back to the water's edge I saw that his belt hed shapped and his pants
had drOpped around hls ankles. Polka-dot shorts yet!

"Grannies, bwana," he welled, "ie can't come out, Me not decent,
What me do?" : A :

"I'm sorry, porter Porter," I sald, "I'm really sorry. But surely .
you see how 1t 1s, If I come back in after you, they eat us both, I'll
turn my beoP if it will help any, though......I m -- well, I'm just
sorry, that's 813"

ApolOgy not accepted," came his weak reply, as the army —~ or,more
precisely, navy -- of bluegills clustered around his legs and he melted
away like an icicle in the sun, Soon, the water became still agaln,and
of porter Porter no sign remalned, They hed even eaten hils 1oathsome
shorts,

"I'm plain sorry," I murmured into the geothering dusk, :

Opening the lunch bucket, I took off my helmet, held 1t to my ohest
and stood at attention as I ate the banana In silent tribute to the
loyal savage whose noble sacrifice would never be forgotten,

Little remalns to be told. I returned to civllizatlon planted
begonigs in my plth helmet and became a hermit with the only penthouse
cave in Indliana,

But, you say, what about the mutated bluegllls?

Please please. Don't ask me. Can't you see I'm a broken man? I
can't bear to Talk about 1t anymore, I'm placing myself in a bottle
end throwing it far out on the water. Whoever fishes me from the briny
may have the two cents back on the bottle,

————— " ——— T " T . o T o o St W e T . o ot T T e, T S s . St S S B . B . . . S . S —— ——— — — {— {—— ———— " (" . 1 S -

bwana! Me save! Avast! Me Bud Porter —- Where there's
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HYPNOTIZE BY MAIL!

Learn to hypnotize others by letter! You cah do 1%, easlly,'WLth my new
copyrighted Home Study Course. loney, women, Jjail sehtences can’ be :
yours! Send $26,14 NOW to Home Study Hypnotism Box 7,Beautyrest, Ind,
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E JEEP THAT SANK TWO - BOATS! |

by THOMAS STRATTON —

Sounds incredible, doesn't 1t? Well, it was incredible! From start to
finish 1t was one astoundlng, unbelievable occurance after another until
it culminated in this, the strangest tale ever to come out of the War!

There were the three hunchbacked twins in a small garret in the Bo-
hemian quarter of Moscow, the dlscarded Mighty Mouse comic book found
clutched in the limp hand of an Alaskan counterspy disguised as Whist-
ler's grandmother, a pair of matched Ming vases uncovered in the vaults
once belonging to Charles Fortress, who caught fire, :

But thls 1s getting ahead of our story (which, come to think of 1t,
might be a good idea): It all started one dark night sgbout 11 AM, in the
suburbs of downtown Valley Forge. lervyn Philidoor, a deserter from The
Army of the Dependency, 1ls captured and turned over to the FBI, which 1is
the last we see of him. The arresting offlcers, however, are transferred
to the overseas division of (-2 and given ags thelir first assignment the
running down of a notorlous ring of Army dope smugglers operating out of
Paris, They have rcason to suspect that the stuff 1s being brought in
from offshore submarlnes by carrier seagulls and thence to Paris by car-
rier pigeons, but no one has been able to locate the subs, The agents
spend months at the seashore, watchlng, ever watching, for pigeons con-
sorting with glassy-eyed seagulls,

Eventually, thelr vigil 1s rewarded. Quickly mounting thelr hellcop-
ters, one follows the plgeon to dlscover the distribution center of this
vile merchandlse; while the other talled the gull back to the sub, This
was to prove unfortunate, for once the sub (a converted Air Forcec model)
was sighted, so was he. besplto hils masterful disgulse -- his entire cop-
ter was covered with albatross feathers —- he was shot down and captured.

From the ceptured agent, the smugglers learn that the police of Eng-
land, France, and Argentina are awalting thelr arrival at Le Havre, and
plan a bold stroke. Instead of refitting at Le Havre, they will stay
submerged and go right up the Seilne to Perls 1itself, thus folling the
government agents and obvliating the necessity of buying train tickets in
order to get thelr share of the swag. :

The other agent, however, is more successful, His quarry turns out to
be a stool pigeon, and he qulckly apprises Indonesian police of the smug-
gler's plans, A Britlish submarine is dispatched to pursue the villains,
and pursue them i1t does, right up to the'bridges of Parls.

A bitter battle ensues, with the sub's crew, headed by machete-wield-
ing Cap'n Dodd, beating back two boerding partles. Things appear to have
reached a stalemate when suddenly the notorious French scoundrel, Jean
Linard, fleelng police ln a stolen auto, careens off the bridge above
the flghters, His Renault jeep smashes into the submarines and sinks
both of them, '

Linard, with typical French savolr-faire, walks away from the wreck; .-

unscathed, -‘7 A







