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EdlTORIAl
Everyone keeps talking about the recession we're in, or the reces

sion that's just around the corner. Is there more than one? I keep 
hearing about new ones and I still don't know whatever happened to last 
year's. Maybe economists should start naming them, like hurricanes, so 
we can keep track of them. I should let one of those doom-and-gloom 
peddlers come in and sort my mail for me once a week.

Every month it gets heavier and heavier, and I end up with more 
news than I know what to do with. I'm almost grateful for the few pub
lishers who have cut back on their schedules; it makes my job a lot 
easier. But I suspect those cutbacks are temporary. In a couple of 
years, the field will be expanding like crazy again just as it has 
every few years for the past decade.

But, getting back to the mail: more and more news arrives here 
every month. And each month, it becomes an increasingly more difficult 
chore to cram it into these pages. Naturally, the features for each 
issue are purchased and ready-to-go well in advance. I usually set 
aside 11 to 12 pages for "hard news" each issue and the news sections 
are always the last to be assembled—right up to the day before press 
time to allow me to include late-breaking news. That's fine in theory. 
Invariably, though, I wind up being swamped with news during the last 
week of the cycle, screwing up all my neatly arranged plans.

Fortunately, some of it is news you wouldn't want me wasting space 
on here. Some of it is news that can wait, or conversely, it can push 
out news that can wait. If "Work in Progress" looks a bit truncated 
this issue, it's because I'd planned a page and a half for it. That 
was before Hank Stine called me with the Starblaze news and half a dozen 
other things arrived in the mall. So, the less timely material gets 
shunted aside for the next issue. Then I begin wiping out things like 
the letters column this issue and last. (But please do keep those let
ters coming in!) Life goes on...as does the news.
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.Lhere was a carousel on the middle of a block in Coney Island that used to 
play the Moulin Rouge theme as it went 'round and 'round.

I would stand on the sidewalk, near the guide ropes that led people from 
ticket-booth to platform, watching it grind out the tune as if captive bells were 
being molded and crushed by its innards. Polished chrome panels, set at the hub, 
glared out reflections as they turned in time with the cavalcade of painted horses.

The horses would rise and fall with the beat, chasing each other forever on 
the endless platform, faces frozen in anger. It was they that had first captured 
my interest. Chartreuse horses, sky-blue horses; black, crimson and green ones; 
even polka-dot horses; all with their heads out, teeth snapping in the air. All 
held in place by the chords of a theme grown nostalgic with use.

But if the dumb fury of frozen horses had brought me there, what kept me 
before the revolving monster, time after time, was the girl.

She was there every time I watched. I never saw her get on or off, regardless 
of how early or late I came. She always stood near the platform's inner rim, never 
riding or sitting, but holding onto a golden bar, or the pommel of some stationary
horse's saddle. When curiosity got the best of me and I bought a ticket for a
closer look, she vanished. Otherwise, she rode constantly.

I was kicked off the place twice for walking on the moving deck. I gave that
up, but couldn't help returning to at least watch from the rope barrier.
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She seemed pale and small, the 
gold-brown hair a frame for a tri
angular face that invariably looked 
toward the crowd. And there was 
such utter detachment in the dark, 
blue eyes that, in spite of her 
presence there, I began to believe 
she did not belong in the carousel.

When the giant plates wheeled 
her out of sight, I found myself 
squeezing the rope before me, hoping 
—yet knowing—she would be there 
again. Then she would reappear, 
gazing out with a look that told me 
she was an alien to the "merry go 
round."

It didn't take long for me to 
realize she could not get out of 
there by herself.

The million noisy faces I fed 
from behind a sweatshop hot-dog 
counter could not drive the notion 
from my mind. Sometimes I did not 
see the hands, the money, mustard or 
sauerkraut; only a slight form of 
flesh and bone, adrift in a sea of 
chrome.

No proprietor or his relative 
could love to ride that much. No 
pilot or mechanic, so closely con
nected to the carousel, would set 
foot on the damned thing that often. 
Contrariwise, the fact that she had 
disappeared when I boarded, became 
a call. It had to be a message; a 
message for me.

I never stopped to wonder 
whether someone else's orders or 
her own fears kept her there. On 
the dark rooftop of the tenement I 
lived in, I smelled the simple per
fume of her body, Instead of the 
rough and tarry surface I sat upon. 
From my room, I could see a star 
within a narrow segment of the sky, 
and supposed her smile would dimple 
a cheek without revealing the line 
of her white teeth.

Long ago, I vowed my job exis
tence would remain behind the count
er after I left each day. But she 
had begun to change that. Flesh and 
chrome made the food I ate lose 
taste, and weighed down the percep
tions of my mind. She had become 
more than a mystery.

Depending upon work-shifts, I 
observed from crowds through scream
ing, yellow Sunday afternoons, or 
alone on empty weekday evenings. I 
tried to think of something, any
thing I might do for her that 
wouldn't sound or look inane to the 
people who tended or operated the 
place. But day by day, eight hours 
a day, the artificial fury of Coney 
drove every idea out of my head, 
and I did nothing.

Nothing. Until a night two 
months after my first glimpse of 
her.

It had been one of those days 
when you think the heat will die 
with sunset, but it doesn't, and 

then you believe it will continue 
forever. I was not of drinking age, 
but looked it, and sat in a bar a 
few doors from the carousel. Soap 
and water were all right for sweat 
and grease, but you needed at least 
beer for the sunlight, the anger 
and the noise.

A bar is a place where loneli
ness collects in pools. Sometimes 
the tides of the pools overlap and 
the place has a reason for being. 
More often than not, each individual 
remains untouched, and each drinks 
more to hide the motive for being 
there in the first place. But that 
night my head was cool and my feet 
were steady when I stepped out.

A sea breeze was drying the 
street of lingering heat. In spite 
of the late hour, people crowded the 
main drag a few hundred yards down, 
like moths around the bright ar
cades. I paused to swear at them.

A couple who were crossing 
toward parked cars glanced at me. 
Some kids ran past, headed for the 
smooth bump-and-clatter of the ele
vated trains, three blocks away. 
Otherwise, the sidewalk was empty 
here. I pivoted to my right.

I stood before the carousel.
The telescoping gates were 

shut. Glass and chrome surfaces 
within captured glitter from out
side. I thought I looked at the 
colls of a colossal, steel-scaled 
python in the depths of some mon
strous zoo. Curled up for the 
night; ready to rear into sound and 
color in a moment.

A voice cried out nearby, 
snatching me back to a sidewalk 
strewn with ticket-stubs and dis
carded wrappers. I found my hands 
were shaking on the grillwork before

me, and wondered if I had looked 
suspicious. But the noise belonged 
to the Mirror Maze barker, in his 
last-ditch attempt to attract cus
tomers. Light shone off his jacket 
buttons and the waxy face, but al
though I saw him as an alert exten
sion of the sleeping machine, he 
decided my next move.

High palings closed off the 
alley that ran parallel to the 
street behind the concessions. What
ever clue I needed would have to be 
found there, accessible only through 
one or more of the businesses on the 
block. I had never thought of that 
before.

I went to the orange booth be
fore the Maze and bought a ticket.

There was no one else. The 
barker looked almost sorry he had 
advertised. He let me in just the 
same and quit his post to turn the 
larger neons off.

I climbed a ramp along a short, 
red fence to an opening in the 
smooth wall of mirrors. The next 
step brought me face to face with a 
medium-sized young man whose eyes 
were too bright for his drawn face, 
like a pall-bearer who wears a yel
low hat on the job. He moved as if 
he wore someone else's clothes and 
felt awkward in them.

Bumping hands and nose on the 
sleek surface, I turned from the 
reflection and took the next step 
with care. I had been walking too 
fast. After a second stumble into 
a mirror, it became easy. I kept my 
eyes on the floor, making each turn 
almost automatic.

The clumsy likeness I had 
brought along kept a relentless 
pace. He sometimes sneaked under
foot, in addition to the copies that
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slid to either hand as I moved. He 
followed me, endlessly multiplied 
through a million glass rooms. But 
it was not as bad as the carousel.

A bend almost led me back to 
the entrance, but I finally reached 
the rear corridor. The one with 
the mirrors that flatten you and 
splice you into figures that divide 
like vertical amoebas in order to 
survive. The gallery where warped 
surfaces unveil what might live in
side those who come to stare, so 
that laughter is the only choice 
open to them.

A screen hid a passage that ran 
the length of the building toward 
the front. Near my end was a barred 
metal door. They had no expensive 
alarms here; whoever usually guard
ed this end had either left earlier 
or stepped out.

It was a chance to take and I 
had stopped caring; I lifted the 
wooden crosspiece as silently as 
possible and swung the panel aside. 
I moved into darkness and shut it 
cautiously behind me. After the 
Maze, it was like stepping off a 
crowded bus into an empty library.

Taller structures across the 
alley fended off Coney's lights and 
made a canyon of shadows there. I 
went on, stalking a prison of sleep
ing chrome, hoping to catch frozen 
broncos unawares. The silent move
ment of a cat was somehow expected. 
When it glided behind a huddle of 
garbage cans, hooding its emerald 
night-lights, I found I was smiling.

The back of the carousel was a 
zinc-panelled enclosure. Against it 
rose a neat stack of lumber. On the 
far end of this, the moon droplit 
what resembled a bundle of laundry 
bags. A mound that giggled as I 
passed, making my breath rush in so 
fast I jumped with it.

The skin on my back and spine 
puckered, trying to raise extinct 
follicles before the thing giggled 
again. Then my eyes readjusted the 
shadow-composition; a woman sat 
there.

She was not tall, but seemed 
huge because her width rivalled her 
height. Arms crossed, she sat on a 
plank that bent like a smile under 
her weight. She wore a shawl in 
spite of the weather and a bandanna 
knotted black hair atop her head.

I hadn't prepared excuses for 
being where I shouldn't be; asking 
where concession employees went to 
seemed transparent to me. But I 
asked, and she looked at me out of 
the moonlight like a toad watching 
a fly.

I stammered something about the 
carousel manager. Where was this 
person? She smiled; an expression 
broader than my head. There was so 
much flesh on the arm she raised 

that I knew people would applaud the 
feat and guessed her identity. Her 
balloon hand gestured to the house 
across from her, and I crossed the 
alley, never knowing if she had 
grasped the meaning behind my ques
tions .

There was a doorway above two 
cement steps. The light beyond the 
curtain there was only strong enough 
to outline the entrance. But the 
stir of people seeped out to me from 
the whole building. Life went on in 
there; I had come too far to stop 
now. I slid the curtain aside and 
walked in.

Floorboards under a faded lino
leum complained, as they do in a 
million Brooklyn tenements from 
Coney to downtown. A door to my 
left opened a crack, but I was 
ready for that now. The figure of 
what must be a child, not fully sil
houetted, peeped out. I mumbled 
something about a little blonde on 
the block and suddenly thought: 
would someone live this close to 
that job? But I went on: a quiet 
girl, who worked the carousel, whose 
name I couldn't recall. I said I 
had a message.

The entrance remained a slit of 
light, but a thin voice that had no 
age said to go to the end of the 
corridor after my next right. I 
strode on, forgetting my thank-yous. 
A giggle exactly like the fat 
woman's trailed after me.

The hallway walls were bare. 
The place smelled of talcum, of 
dusty clothes and paint that has 
dried in open cans. But ahead, her 
door at the end was open and well- 
lit. A bright face looked up as I 
approached.

No, not one, there seemed to be 
two people. One was directly below 
an overhead fixture, the features 
expressionless and etched by shad
ows. It was she.

The other was behind and just 
slightly to her left; a coarse- 
featured blonde. She wore too much 
make-up.

The girl I had come looking for 
appeared to have her body turned 
away from the entrance. Her arms 
went up, so that the back of her 
hands, with long, painted nails, 
were towards me. The palms were on 
the edge of a mirror behind her. 
The other face was a reflection.

"Yes? Who are youl" said the 
reflection. The voice was imper
sonal; it might have come from the 
unused bulbs that lined the make-up 
table she sat at. I couldn't under
stand what I was looking at; per
haps I didn't want to. The face of 
the girl from the carousel was 
blank, unseeing. No, she was not 
looking over her shoulder.

The body below that head had 

its back to me. There was only one 
person in the room.

"What do you want?" Again, 
from the made-up blonde, the inflec
tion rising. The pulse in my ears 
throbbed so loudly I thought she 
might hear it; I caught at a side 
of the doorway to keep myself from 
falling.

The room beyond was both dress
ing-room and living quarters, I 
think. I barely saw it; I could 
not take my eyes off her. The face 
in the mirror turned left and dis
appeared past its frame, while the 
one from the carousel pivoted to the 
right.

I was looking at a head with 
two profiles. On one side was the 
painted blonde. On the other, past 
a strip of hair, was that one I'd 
come to see; frozen, immobile.

"A - mask! It's a mask, isn't 
it?" I didn't recognize my own 
voice. A dead man might have sound
ed like that.

"No it's not; lots of people 
ask me that.” She answered with 
such unconcern that my own embarass- 
ment, pity and horror were brushed 
aside. "What the hell do you want?"

The blonde rose from her seat. 
One hand picked up a lighted cigar
ette from a chipped plate, another 
casually stroked the hair to almost 
cover the one I had known. For a 
crazy moment I expected smoke to be 
exhaled by the partially veiled 
lips. Then she was gone; the woman 
had turned completely toward me.

"I get it: another one of 
those crumbs!" She dropped her 
butt, crushed it automatically with 
a heel, hands on hips. "Made a bet 
it wasn't for real, huh? Hadda 
find out for yourself - sonuvabitch! 
Wanna feel it? It's a dead lump, 
but it's there, okay? Get out!"

"L - lady, I was looking for 
the carousel operator! That's 
right, the girl who runs - " I was 
stumbling back and back.

"What a lousy excuse! Two guys 
run that damned thing, and they 
don't even live here. I wouldn't go 
near that overgrown top if I was 
gettin' paid for it! Get out! Hey 
Jesse..."

The bright nails were ready to 
scratch, her painted mouth would 
have spat at me. But I had already 
left.

Running, running down the cor
ridor. I passed Jesse, the strong 
man, at the turn of the hall, all 
broad white muscles coated with 
sweat and too slow to comprehend. 
The door near the back exit had been 
opened wider and the midget who had 
giggled showed me a wise and hairy 
grin.

(Continued on page 21, Col. 3)
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Fantasy

"How Billy the Kid Met Jack the Ripper"

Being a Reminiscence 
of the Bad Old Days.

If the genre of epic fantasy 
wasn't dead in the early 1960s, it 
was mighty damn moribund. The 
pulps were dead, the flurry of fan
tasy digest magazines of the '50s 
had dwindled to only F&SF and Fan
tastic. Comics, castrated by Dr. 
Freddie Worthless' Book-Burning 
Crusade, weren't worth a dime— 
unless your tastes ran to big 
orange Jack Kirby monsters busily 
stomping empty warehouses to harm
less kindling. The Conan revival 
of the early '50s was over. In 
the paperback field, pickings were 
not much better—Avon's A. Merritt 
reissues, maybe an occasional Ace 
reprint—the rest of the field 
pretty well dominated by a suddenly 
healthy science fiction scene. It 
was a time of Sputnik, and J.F.K., 
and government programs—and if you 
were a really bright kid, you got 
interested in science and told your 
friends you were going to be an 
engineer or maybe an astronaut.

But if you were really weird 
(and anyone who read a book that 
wasn't assigned for a book report 
was weird to begin with), you and 
maybe a couple of weirdo friends 
hung around the newsstands and used 
book stores and dingy second-hand 
junk shops searching for the occas- 
sional fantasy item you might turn 
up. Maybe a pre-Code horror comic, 
or a battered pulp, or a cheap
edition Burroughs. Now and then 
you might score at the newsstand, 
but not often. The paperback pub
lishers only rarely brought out 
anything that would pass for epic 
fantasy. The magazine publishers? 
Well, after dabbling with a rare 
piece of epic fantasy in the '50s, 
FSSF had by now eschewed such Iruid 
yarns and was firmly settled in its 
current run of well-polished, well- 
bred dullness. Fantastic, a cha
meleon during the '50s, somehow 
surviving while far better maga

zines failed, was a better bet— 
offering an occasional Fafhrd & the 
Gray Mouser tale from Leiber, who 
could always hold your interest, or 
a moronic Brak the Barbarian yarn 
from Jakes, who was first to show 
us just how awful a Conan imitation 
could be.

Have I said that things were 
mighty bleak for an epic fantasy 
fan? If you wanted to read any
thing in this genre, you had to 
take desperate measures. For me 
that meant poring over the cata
logues of a few specialty dealers 
like Gerry de la Ree, Brad Day or 
Stephen's Book Service. By saving 
up allowances, hoarding lunch mon
ey, prospecting for returnable bot
tles, doing a few odd jobs and 
other dodges, you could splurge on 
a few choice goodies—mid '30s 
Weird Tales at $3.00 a hit would 
let you read Robert E. Howard or 
C. L. Moore and a dozen other clas
sic masters; a buck got me the 
Hillman first of The Dying Earth 
and Skullface bankrupted me at a 
staggering $12.50. The sale of my 
coin collection was capital for a 
set of Fantastic Hovels and Avon 
Fantasy Reader, among other good
ies (for which sacrifice my father 
sneered: "You wasted your money 
on this trash!"). It was a strug
gle, but I did have access to the 
best of the genre from the past.

The problem was—there wasn't 
anything being written in the pres
ent day. Well, there was Fritz 
Leiber still purveying stylish 
swordplay and wizardry; Poul An
derson had produced some excellent 
work; Zelazny was creeping forth. 
But after that, finding something 
new to read—that was worth read
ing—in the epic fantasy genre was 
a pretty dismal prospect.

Following the classical three- 
stage model of addiction—read it, 
collect it, write it—I leapt unto 

the breach. I already had all the 
credentials I needed to qualify as 
a weirdo and, in 1960 as a freshman 
in high school, I confirmed my 
teacher's bad opinion of me by 
starting to write epic fantasy. It 
was a harmless enough bit of mad
ness; no editor was about to buy 
my stuff.

If I seem to dwell overlong on 
this preamble, it's because for many 
of you who are reading this, the 
situation is an unfamiliar one. The 
majority of current heroic fantasy 
fans either got into the genre dur
ing the short-lived "swords & sor
cery" boom of the late '60s, or else 
graduated from the Marvel Conan 
comics of the '70s. This is all 
very strange and esoteric and long- 
ago, what I'm trying to describe. 
So long ago that Lin Carter hadn't 
published his first Thongor book, 
even.

As a rule, a beginning writer 
is heavily influenced by the books 
he has read and liked, so that—con
sciously or unconsciously—his first 
efforts are imitative. Today, be
cause most new fans have come into 
the genre through Conan, their in
fluence is Robert E. Howard. At the 
start of the '60s the situation 
wasn't that simple. Howard's work 
was inaccessible to the general 
reader—available only to the hard
core collector. There weren't even 
Conan imitations.

What there was, was a tradi
tion, laid down by the early works 
in the fantasy genre, that showed 
the fans how epic fantasy had been 
written in the past, and thus, by 
glib extrapolation, how it should be 
written in the future. Probably 
Burroughs was the primary influence 
here, inasmuch as his work was most 
accessible—having gone through 
countless hardcover editions in its 
heyday, and just now starting to 
reappear in popular paperbacks. And
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Burroughs' work embodied all the 
plot devices and cardboard charac
ters which were to become the cli
ches and formulas for subsequent 
writers to resurrect faithfully— 
stalwart heroes of invincible might 
and impeccable character, beautiful 
princesses of gossamer garments and 
unassailable virtues, dastardly vil
lains and/or evil wizards (mad 
scientists) scheming endlessly to 
keep hero and heroine apart, and a 
host of henchmen and assorted mon
sters whose job was to give the hero 
a rough time of things before he at 
last succeeded in rescuing the prin
cess and killing off the villain. 
OK, there's your formula—now remem
ber to have a sword fight on every 
page and to kill a monster in every 
chapter, and you're ready to write 
epic fantasy, gang.

There were some damn fine stor
ies written on this formula, and 
there has been a lot of sludge. I 
enjoyed reading the "classic" works, 
but I saw no point in imitating 
them. The genre had too much poten
tial to waste ink writing hackneyed 
refrains of stories that had been 
written far better years before.

The problem was that, since 
the days of the pulps, epic fantasy 
had become almost a lost genre. A 
few things were written, some very 
outstanding works—Vance's The Dying 
Earth, Anderson's The Broken Sword 
and Three Hearts and Three Lions, 
Tolkien's The Lord of the Bings—but 
nothing that had attained the mass 
appeal of the pulps. Science fic
tion, on the other hand, had been 
undergoing a constant transition and 
maturation as a genre from the age 
of the pulps. At the start of the 
'60s, writers of science fiction 
were no longer belting out yarns of 
stalwart spacemen, brass-bra-clad 
space-empresses, dastardly space 
pirates, and bug-eyed space mon
sters. Yet, as new stories began 
to appear in the early '60s, the 
writers of epic fantasy—e.g., 
Jakes, Fox, Carter—were rehashing 
the same old yarns and the same 
cardboard characters. It was as if, 
for epic fantasy, it was still 1930.

And then there was Michael 
Moorcock.

It was 1963, and when I paged 
through my monthly patalogue from 
Stephen's Book Service, there was 
listed a new British hardcover fan
tasy collection, The Stealer of 
Souls. I'd never heard of the 
author, but Stephen (if memory 
serves) gave the book his "in the 
ERB-Robert E. Howard tradition" 
blurb, which usually meant it was 
something I'd like, so I sprang for 
$3.75. I wasn't the only one. In 
later catalogues Stephen commented 

that the book was the hottest sell
ing fantasy item he'd had in years.

It was a cheaply made book— 
Neville Spearman Ltd wasn't going 
to give Arkham House any competi
tion—bound in a light-orange imi
tation cloth with a murky salmon 
and brown Guy Nicholls cover that 
I can't figure out to this day. The 
acknowledgements page stated that 
the stories had originally appeared 
in Science Fantasy during 1961 and 
1962. I'd heard of Science Fantasy 
—a British magazine that Stephen 
also stocked—but at that time had 
never seen a copy. So much for 
openers. Now to read the thing.

I read.
Good lord, there were two of us 

madmen...
This man was breaking all those 

sacred taboos and hallowed tradi
tions I had myself sworn to subvert.

A hero who can wield a sword 
and command sorceries? Blasphemy! 
Tradition dictated that, while maybe 
you could sometimes have a good 
sorcerer, swordsmen were always rug
ged louts and wizards were always 
doddering old ascetics. Never 
should such twains as these meet— 
and especially never should a hero 
be an adept in black magic. Hell, 
Elric wasn't even a noble barbarian. 
He was an intellectual, sophisticat
ed, a product of civilized decadence. 
And he was a physical weakling—de
pending on his magic sword for his 
strength. Some magic sword—it was 
a dubious symbiosis with a weapon 
whose depths of evil were—well, 
save that for the last chapter. 
God, he wasn't even black-maned; he 
was an albino.

And what does this young madman 
do with his character? Well, for 
starters, Elric betrays his own 
city, final vestige of the ten thou
sand year old empire of which he is 
last ruler. Presumably this unhal
lowed act is to rescue his love, the 
princess (a cousin, but the English 
aren't as fussy about that). Yes, 
maybe we're still in the old ERB 
tradition, just off to a shaky 
start. And then Elric kills her. 
Granted, his demented usurper-cousin 
shoves the girl onto Elric's sword. 
But, damn it, the hero killed the 
girl—and that just isn't done in 
the sacred genre, heavens no! After 
that, the trifling fact that Elric 
abandons his new comrades to the 
mercy of a flock of vengeful drag
ons, for no loftier motive than to 
save his own skin—when a tradition
al hero would have fought to the 
death—becomes academic. This Moor
cock blackguard was guilty of here
sy against the sacred genre.

I loved it.
An upstart writer, who seemed 

to feel the same contempt I felt for

the grand old formulas and the grand 
old cliches, who was writing along 
the same directions that I was 
dauntlessly championing—and who was 
getting his stuff published. That 
last was the most incredible of all. 
Because, not readers, but editors 
cherish the taboos, and editors 
don't like writers who break the 
taboos.

I wondered whether this might 
have been an accident, whether I'd 
see more of Elric and Moorcock. 
Whether such publication had been a 
fluke, or whether the British were 
after all as decadent as we'd been 
taught in school. (It was the lat
ter: Science Fantasy also published 
the first stories of Thomas Burnett 
Swann, a fellow Knoxville emigre.')

I had to wait until 1965, but 
then the British maniac struck 
again. Stephen's Book Service list
ed a second Elric collection by 
Michael Moorcock. This one was 
Stormbringer, again from a series 
of novelettes appearing in Science 
Fantasy. Elric had a new publisher 
now—Herbert Jenkins (presumably an 
angry mob had burned down the of
fices and warehouse of Neville 
Spearman). Again a cheap production 
job—this time with maroon imita
tion-cloth binding and a rather 
nice portrait of Elric by Cawthorn 
on the jacket. But inside was Moor
cock, and Elric.

Good lord, this time the madman 
kills off everyone. Horribly. The 
girl. The side-kick. All the good
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guys. All the bad guys. All the 
innocent bystanders. Elric. Every
one. Lord, what an epic! With the 
exception of John Mayer's comic- 
strip epic, "Armageddon" (drawn in 
high school while I was writing 
about Kane a few desks down), or 
the fabled S. Clay Wilson animated 
film of Ragnarok, Stormbringer has 
to rank as one of the goriest epics 
ever written.

I loved it.
The real tragedy, however, was 

that this had to be the last I'd 
ever see of Elric.

But Moorcock was here to stay. 
And I was an avid fan. When new 
books appeared, I bought and read 
them all. There were many books, 
and Moorcock had many disguises. 
There were straight science fiction 
adventure yarns, mind-bending exer
cises in New Wave writing, diverting 
reincarnations of Jules Vernesque 
science adventure, outright Bur
roughs pastiches, a few masterpieces 
of modern science fiction, numerous 
series character novels of science 
fantasy and of epic fantasy. Even 
Elric returned. And somehow all the 
characters became extensions and 
reincarnations of one great Eternal 
Champion. It was a lot of disguises 
for just one writer. Some have

spoken of several writers being re
sponsible.

Although I read Moorcock faith
fully since those first two books, 
these two are the ones that remain 
my favorites. True, as a stylist he 
wrote much better as he matured. 
There are many splendid moments in 
the later epic fantasy novels. No 
science fiction novel has ever ter
rified me to the degree that The 
Black Corridor got to me. But The 
Stealer of Souls and Stormbringer 
are special to me.

Every fan, every writer, has a 
few choice books that he encountered 
early on—books that remain special 
to him. For me, looking back on the 
books I read then, I can envision a 
select shelf of these special books: 
Merritt's The Face In the Abyss, 
Maturin's Melmoth the Wanderer, 
Anderson's The Broken Sword, Vance's 
The Dying Earth, Howard's The Hour 
of the Dragon, Wilde's The Picture 
of Dorian Gray, Cabell's Jurgen. 
And The Stealer of Souls and Storm
bringer are on that shelf, too. And 
many others.

For these two Elric books were 
special to me. No, I don't feel 
that they or Moorcock were an influ
ence on my own writing. I started 
writing about Kane in 1960; by the 

time I encountered Elric, Bloodstone 
was begun, several other Kane stor
ies existed in fragments and out
lines, and one completed novelette, 
"The Treasure of Lynortis," was 
being handily bounced by every edi
tor I knew of. I think instead that 
Moorcock and I both were feeling the 
same sense of frustration and dis
content with the formula/taboo-rid- 
den genre, and that our thinking 
(or our madness) ran in parallel 
lines. Kane, whom I modelled after 
the doomed hero-villain of the 
Gothic novel (the 18th and early 
19th century Gothic novel, not the 
modern-day gothic soapers), is not 
Elric. Neither is our underlying 
philosophy the same. The Moorcock 
hero is a hero nonetheless, and he 
concerns himself with the struggle 
between Order and Chaos, or, if you 
will, Good and Evil. Kane is an 
amoral force—a hero or a villain 
only in the eye of the beholder— 
for in Kane's world, as in reality, 
concepts of Good and Evil are rele
vant only in the minds of those 
concerned.

But in the early 1960s, Moor
cock and I were both committed to 
breaking the taboos that strangled 
the epic fantasy genre—to escaping 

(Continued on page 30, Col. 1)

Deluxe Collector's Editions from 
Phontosio Press

The Purple Pterodactyls by L. Sprague de Camp. This 1st edition collects, for rhe first rime, fifteen 
stories of magic, sorcery and rhe bizarre. These ore rhe mysrerious and often humorous 
adventures of that ensorcelled financier, W. Wilson Newbury. With a stunning full-color 
dustwropper by Va'clov Va'ca, this edition is limited to 1,500 copies. 200 slip-cased copies hove 
been signed and numbered by rhe aurhor. Less than 50 of these remain.
Trade Edition......................................................................................................................  $15.00
Signed/Numbered/Boxed Edition.......................................................................................$25.00

The Reign of Wizardry by Jack Williamson. The first cloth edition of this classic from unknown is 
still available in limited numbers. Jock Williamson has combined adventure and sorcery to 
depict on epic struggle in ancient Crete. This edition is limited to 1,500 copies. 175 copies have 
been signed and numbered by rhe author and slip-cased. Less than 40 of these remain. Steve 
Fabian has created a superb full-color wrap-around dust jacket.
Trade Edition...................................................................................................................... $15.00
Signed/Numbered/Boxed Edition.......................................................................................$25.00

The Ringworld Engineers by Larry Niven. The special signed and numbered 1st edition of
500 copies............................................................................................................ now out-of-print.

Please enclose SASE with order 
if confirmation desired.

P H A N T A S I A PRESS
13101 LINCOLN ST. HUNTINGTON WOODS. MICHIGAN 48070
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Specialty Publishers

EARTHLIGHT PUBLISHERS

Out from Earthlight Publishers 
is the long-awaited San Diego Light
foot Sue and Other Stories, the de
finitive collection of short fiction 
by the late (and very much missed) 
Tom Seamy. And I'm happy to say 
that the book is a fine, fine trib
ute to him with an excellent wrap
around dust jacket (and illustrated 
endpapers) by Leo and Diane Dillon, 
an introduction by Harlan Ellison 
("Embrace the Departing Shadow"), 
and an afterword-reminiscence by 
Howard Waldrop.

Included in the 237-page volume 
are all of Tom's short stories: 
"Twilla," "Under the Hollywood Sign," 
"Beyond the Cleft," "San Diego Light
foot Sue,” "Dinosaurs," "The Sweet
water Factor," "The Mistress of 
Windraven," "The Detweiler Boy," 
"Insects in Amber," "Waiting for 
Billy Star" and "2076: Blue Eyes."

The 6V by 9k" book is printed 
on acid-free paper and bound in 
library-quality cloth with Tom's 
signature embossed on the cover. 
The 2,200-copy trade edition is 
priced at $14.95. A 100-copy slip- 
cased edition, signed by Ellison, 
Waldrop and the Dillons, is priced 
at $25. Earthlight Publishers, 
5539 Jackson, Kansas City, MO 64130.

P,D,A. ENTERPRISES

As noted here a few issues 
back, Pat Adkins at P.D.A. Enter
prises has embarked upon an ambi
tious publishing project reprinting 
the fiction of David H. Keller.

Recently he added to his "David H. 
Keller Memorial Library" (two vol
umes to date) the first volume in 
a companion series, "Jack William
son: The Collector's Edition."

The Alien Intelligence is an 
80-page, 6" by 9" softcover volume, 
with textured blue covers, reprint
ing three stories by Jack Williamson 
facsimilie reproduced from their 
original pulp appearances. The 
title story is reproduced from 
Science Wonder Stories (July and 
August, 1929), while "The Second 
Shell" is from Air Wonder Stories 
(November 1929) and "The Prince of 
Space" is taken from Amazing Stor
ies (January 1931). Rounding out 
the volume is a new introduction by 
Jack Williamson. In addition to 
reproducing the original Erank R. 
Paul and Morey illustrations, new 
artwork is provided by Ken Hafer.

Price is $6 and subscriptions 
to the first five volumes in the 
series are $25. The next two vol
umes in the Williamson series will 
be The Birth of a New Republic and 
The Stone from the Green Star. See 
FN #21 and #22 for additional de
tails on both series. P.D.A. Enter
prises, Box 8010, New Orleans, LA 
70182.

BURNING BUSH PRESS

Just announced for publication 
by the Burning Bush Press is The 
Bridge of Catzad-Dum & Other Stories 
by Mark E. Rogers, containing three 
short stories: "Never Mind," an SF 
thriller, "The Horns of Hei," a 
Norse horror tale, and "The Bridge 
of Catzad-Dum," the first in a ser
ies of stories about the adventures 
of the Samurai Cat. The softcover 
booklet (previously announced as 
Nevermind & Other Stories in FN #21) 
will be limited to 450 signed and 
numbered copies and priced at $5.75. 
Pre-publication orders are being 
accepted until March 31st at $4.75. 
The Burning Bush Press, P. 0. Box 
7708, Newark, DE 19711.

OSWALD TRAIN

Now available from Oswald Train 
(as previewed briefly last issue) is 
a new collection of short fiction by 
Olaf Stapledon entitled Far Future 
Calling. The volume contains five 
previously uncollected stories: 
"The Man Who Became A Tree," "A Mod
ern Magician," "East is West," "Arms 
Out of Hand" and "A World of Sound,"

I dik d In S\M MOS1 
with a new authorize^

Far Future Calling 
Olaf Stapledon

in addition to a play, "Far Future 
Calling," and "Interplanetary Man?" 
an address to the British Interplan
etary Society. Of these, the only 
work that has previously appeared it 
the U.S. is "A Modern Magician." 

Also included in the book are 
an introduction and biography by 
Sam Moskowitz, as well as an account 
of Stapledon's 1949 visit to the 
U.S. The 275-page, cloth volume 
features a color dust jacket and 
seven interior illustrations by 
Stephen Fabian and is priced at $12 
Oswald Train:Publisher, P. 0. Box 
1891, Philadelphia, PA 19105.

WHISPERS PRESS

Stuart David Schiff at Whisper 
Press reports that The Scallion 
Stone, a collection of stories by 
Canon Basil A. Smith, is now in gal 
leys and will probably be available 
in late June. The volume will in
clude an introduction by Russell 
Kirk (whom Stuart notes is responsi 
ble for retrieving the stories from 
oblivion) and will be illustrated, b 
Stephen Fabian. Pre-publication 
orders are still being accepted at 
$10 for the trade edition and $25 
for the deluxe edition. The latter 
will be slipcased and signed by 
Kirk, Fabian and Schiff. Whispers 
Press, Box 1492-W, Azalea St., 
Browns Mills, NJ 08015.

OUTRE HOUSE

Now available from Frederick J 
Mayer at Outre House (as previewed 
in FN #18) is a deluxe hardcover 
collection of the poetry of H. War
ner Munn, and I just love this tit
le : The Book of Munn, or, A Recipe 
for Roast Camel. The 140-page, 8" 
by 10" volume gathers together 105 
poems by Munn and includes an in
troduction by Emil Petaja. The 
book is illustrated by Vandy Vander 
vort, with border decorations by
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Erin McKee. It is printed on a 
parchment-like stock and bound in a 
simulated leather binding; and it 
features a very attractive, full 
color wraparound dust jacket illus
trated by Judy King Rieniets that 
gives it the appearance of an or
nate medieval bound manuscript. The 
400-copy regular edition is priced 
at $20 and a 100-copy signed and 
numbered edition is $25.

Also available from Mayer is 
Webs of Time, a collection of 44 
poems by Joseph Payne Brennan, pub
lished by Macabre House (Brennan's 
own imprint). This is a 64-page, 

by 9" softcover booklet, printed 
on a parchment-like stock and per
fect bound in heavy black covers, 
featuring a front cover design in 
impressed silver foil. Included are 
an introduction by Frederick J. 
Mayer and border designs by Vandy 
Vandervort. The 400-copy regular 
edition is priced at $5 and a 100- 
copy special edition that includes 
an autographed photo of Brennan is 
priced at $10. Outre House, 1622 N 
Street, #302, Sacramento, CA 95814.

STARMONT HOUSE

Just out from Starmont House 
is the second volume in the "Star
mont Reader's Guide" series of trade 
paperback guides to popular fantasy 
and science fiction authors, this 
one devoted to Roger Zelazny. The 
author of the guide is Carl B. Yoke, 
a lifelong friend of Zelazny's and 
Assistant to the Vice President and 
Associate Professor of English at 
Kent State University; series edi
tor for the Starmont guides is Dr. 
Roger C. Schlobin, Associate Profes
sor of English at Purdue University.

Included in the 112-page paper

back are a chronology of Zelazny's 
works, two annotated bibliographies 
of primary and secondary works, 
seven essays examining specific 
works, and a wrapup essay on his 
other fiction. The 5^" by 8^" vol
ume sports a cover illustration by 
Stephen Fabian and is priced at 
$3.95. Volume one in the series 
was a guide to the work of Arthur C. 
Clarke. The next volume due out is 
devoted to Philip Jose Farmer and 
more than 30 additional volumes are 
planned or in various stages of 
preparation. Starmont House, Box E, 
West Linn, OR 97068.

SF BOOK CLUB

May selections for members of 
the Science Fiction Book Club are 
The Ringworld Engineers by Larry 
Niven, priced at $3.50 and Watchstar 
by Pamela Sargent, priced at $2.49. 
The former was a March hardcover 
release from Holt, Rinehart & Win
ston at $9.95 and the latter was a 
paperback original from Pocket Books 
in February, at $2.25.

Finally, a few miscellaneous 
notes about various publishing pro- 
j ects.

George Beahm at Heresy Press 
reports a delay on Kirk’s Works, 
his 100-page bibliography/art col
lection of Tim's work. (No, it 
wasn't money—delays in the design 
work on the volume.) He expects the 
book to go to press in March. (See 
FN #14 for details.) Also being 
readied for spring release is Cor- 
ben’s World, a 100-page collection 
of more than 200 illustrations by 
Rich Corben. Now in the planning 
stages is a major, illustrated index 
to the work of Jeffrey Jones.

The Purple Pterodactyls by L. 
Sprague de Camp and The Reign of 
Wizardry by Jack Williamson have 
both appeared from Phantasia Press, 
as previewed here in the January and 
March issues. The Ringworld Engin
eers by Larry Niven has not only 
appeared, but is already out of 
print. Due to a mixup on copy
rights, Phantasia's planned five 
volume set of "World of the Tiers" 
by Philip Jose Farmer has been de
layed; they were originally sched
uled for spring and will now begin 
appearing early this summer. Jack 
Williamson's sequel to The Humanoids 
is now scheduled for late summer 
publication. Originally entitled 
Ten Trillion Wise Machines, it will 
now appear as The Humanoid Touch. 
As with Ringuorld Engineers, this 
will be a deluxe 500-copy edition 
preceding the trade hardcover from 
Holt, Rinehart & Winston.

Tim Underwood reports that the 
next two books out from the publish
ing team of Underwood/Miller will be 
Servants of the Wankh, the second 
volume in Jack Vance 's Tschai ser
ies, and The Face, the fourth volume 
in Vance's "Demon Princes" novel. 
Both may be out as early as late 
March, along with an illustrated 
bibliography of the works of Philip 
K. Dick. In typesetting is The 
Dirdir, volume three in the Tschai 
or "Planet of Adventure" series.

Last but not least, some bad 
news/good news regarding out of 
print/nearly out of print titles, 
courtesy of Richard Witter at F & SF 
Book Company. In his latest catalog 
supplement, Dick lists the following 
books as out of print: Wall of Ser
pents by de Camp (Phantasia), Whis
pers II ed. by Schiff (Doubleday), 
and the following Jack Vance titles 
from Underwood/Miller: The View 
From Chickweed's Window, The House 
on Lily Street, Big Planet, The Blue 
World, and Languages of Pao. Also 
out of print are three recent Ace 
trade paperbacks due to what Dick 
terms a "serious underprinting": 
A Stone in Heaven by Anderson, Soft 
Targets by Ing, and Spirit of Dor- 
sai by Dickson. Not to worry on 
those last three, though; they'll 
be out in mass market paperbacks 
soon enough.

Nearly out of print are the 
following: Act of Providence by 
Brennan and Grant (Grant), The Re
venge of Dracula by Tremayne (Grant), 
Rime Isle by Leiber (Whispers), 
Tales from Gavagan 's Bar by de Camp 
and Pratt (Owlswick), and the fol
lowing art volumes from Gerry de la 
Ree: More Fantasy by Fabian, Beau
ty and the Beast by Hannes Bok, The 
Known and the Unknown by Edd Car- 
tier, and volumes 3, 4 and 5 of his 
Virgil Finlay series.
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Trade Bool\s
Gene Lancour

Doubieday Science-Hawn

SHAMBHALA PUBLICATIONS

THE GLOBES 
OF LLARUM

DOUBLEDAY

Out from Doubleday in March is 
Gene Lancour's newest science fic
tion novel, The Globes of Llarum. 
Set on the planet Llarum, a company- 
dominated frontier world whose pri
mary export is a bioluminescent gas 
produced by living globes, a broke, 
stranded mercenary finds himself 
embroiled in a conflict between 
independent globe shepherds and the 
company that wants to dominate them. 
Price is $8.95. Also due out in 
March, but not seen at this writing, 
is The Magazine of Fantasy and Sci
ence Fiction: A 30-Tear Retrospec
tive, an anthology of the best stor
ies from F&SF edited by Edward L. 
Ferman and priced at $10.

Coming in May are A Storm of 
Wings, M. John Harrison's sequel to 
his earlier The Pastel City, priced 
at $7.95 in its first U.S. publica
tion, and The Best From Fantasy and 
Science Fiction: 23rd Series edited 
by Edward L. Ferman. The latter is 
priced at $8.95 and will include a 
selection of stories from F&SF's
past few years, including work by 
Tom Reamy , John Varley, Isaac Asi
mov and Thomas M. Disch.

Two nonfiction titles of inter
est for May are The End of the World 
by Richard Morris and The Encyclo
pedia of UFOs edited by Ronald D. 
Story. The former is an investiga
tion of possible cataclysms that 
could one day destroy the Earth and 
is priced at $10. The latter is a 
collection of more than 350 articles 
on UFO sightings and theories, il
lustrated with more than 240 photo
graphs, and includes a chronology 
of events from the late '40s and a 

bibliography. It will be published 
in hardcover at $24.95 and in trade 
paperback at $12.95. Doubleday & 
Co., Inc., 245 Park Ave., New York, 
NY 10017.

Scheduled for May publication 
by Shambhala Publications and dis
tributed by Random House is Tetrarch, 
what appears to be a wild flight of 
fancy with many overtones by Alex 
Comfort, author of The Joy of Sex.

A married couple in our world 
buy an antique door for their apart
ment and discover when they step 
through it that it is a gateway to 
another world. "Los is a place at 
right-angles to real time, where the 
conventional greeting is 'Have you 
loved well?', where the army is a 
vehicle for play-therapy, and where 
serious weaponry consists of pow
ered mandalas. The Losians have a 
highly advanced civilization that 
has harnessed the unseen powers of 
imagination to create a peaceful 
and pleasurable society." Edward 
and Rosanna soon become involved in 
a mission to the neighboring king
dom of Verula to recover the pre
cious Losian crystal containing the 
secret of the universe that has been 
stolen by the demonic forces of 
Reason. The book will be priced at 
$12.95. Shambhala Publications,
Inc., 1123 Spruce St., Boulder, CO 
80302.

HOUGHTON MIFFLIN

Due out from Houghton Mifflin 
in May is The Languages of Tolkien's 
Middle Earth by Ruth S. Noel, a 
192-page nonfiction volume that 
contains translations of Elvish 
poetry, war slogans and sayings; 
guides to grammar and pronuncia
tion; an English-Elvish glossary; 
a dictionary of non-English words 
in Tolkien's fiction; and informa
tion on how to write the languages.

The book will be available in hard
cover at $8.95 and in trade paper
back at $4.95. Houghton Mifflin 
Co., 2 Park St., Boston, MA 02107.

BERKLEY/PUTNAM

Set for May publication by 
Berkley/Putnam are two new hardcove 
novels. Wizard by John Varley is 
the sequel to Titan and takes place 
about twenty years after the events 
in Titan. The living world of Titan 
has begun to decay, with physical 
upheavals and cataclysms, and the 
heroine of Titan has become little 
more than a drunken bum. The volume 
will feature a dust jacket similar 
to the paperback edition of Titan, 
with interior artwork by Freff.

Ascendancies by D. G. Compton 
appears to be a speculative detec
tive novel set in a future where, 
for the past 15 years, people have 
been mysteriously disappearing in 
such large numbers that insurance 
companies won't pay a claim unless a 
body can be produced. A woman whose 
rich husband recently disappeared 
obtains a body to "stand in" for 
her husband and eventually falls in 
love with the claims investigator. 
Sorry, but I don't have prices on 
either of these volumes. Berkley 
Pub. Corp., 200 Madison Ave., New 
York, NY 10016.

NEWCASTLE PUB. CO.

Speaking of mysterious disap
pearances, Newcastle has been send
ing me material that hasn't been 
reaching me for months, so an update 
is in order.

Last fall, Newcastle added two 
new titles to its Forgotten Fantasy 
Library. Jaufry the Knight and the 
Fair Brunissende, Vol. 21, is a 
tale of the court of King Arthur, 
reprinted for the first time in more 
than a hundred years, and is illus
trated with engravings. Price is 
$3.95. The Spirit of Bambatse by
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H. Rider Haggard, Vol. 22, is an 
adventure novel set in a lost Afri
can city, priced at $4.95.

Due out in April is Vol. 23, 
When the Birds Fly South by Stanton 
A. Coblentz, a lost race novel set 
in the mountains of Afghanistan. It 
was originally published by Wings 
Press in 1945 and this will be its 
first paperback edition, priced at 
$4.95. Newcastle Pub. Co., Inc., 
P. 0. Box 7589, Van Vuys, CA 91409.

ACE BOOKS

Originally announced for March 
publication as a trade paperback, 
The Black Flame, Lynn Abbey 's sequel 
to Daughter of the Bright Moon has 
now been delayed until May and will 
be Ace's only trade paperback re
lease that month. See the March FN 
for a preview of the novel. Pub
lished in February was Interfaces, 
an original anthology edited by 
Ursula K. Le Guin and Virginia Kidd 
(see FN #21} and due out in April, 
as previewed last issue, is The 
Patchwork Girl by Larry Riven. The 
Niven book will be $4.95 and the re
mainder are $5.95.

THE DONNING COMPANY

Hank Stine, editor of the Star
blaze Editions series of trade pa
perbacks, has announced a six book 
contract recently signed by writer 
Darrell Schweitzer. The titles in
clude two novels, three collections 
and an anthology. The first, slated 
for August release is a collection 
of horror stories entitled, We Are 
All Legends, and will include an 
introduction by L. Sprague de Camp. 
Scheduled for November release is 
a new fantasy novel, The Shattered 
Goddess. The remaining four volumes 
are: Tales of Randalcain, a collec
tion of stories set in the mythical 
land of Randalcain; A Flight of 
Furious Fancies, another collection 
of short stories; an as-yet untit
led fantasy novel; and Ill-Met By 
Moonlight, an anthology of stories 
selected from the semi-professional 
magazines. The last four volumes 
will appear in 1981; artists for 
the six books have not been select
ed .

Currently being released are 
the final four Starblaze Editions 
edited by Polly and Kelly Freas and 
illustrated by Kelly Freas. Casta
ways in Time, an SF/fantasy novel by 
Robert Adams about 20th century 
warriors in medieval battles, was 
released in February. Due in March 
as this issue goes to press is Take
offs by Randall Garrett, a humorous 
collection of pastiches and paro
dies. Coming in April is Mythcon
ceptions, Robert Asprin’s sequel to 

Another Fine Myth, and in May, The 
Trouble With You Earth People, a 
story collection by Katherine Mac- 
Lean. All four were originally an
nounced for 1979 publication and 
delayed.

Planned for June publication 
is the first reprinting of The 
Shrouded Planet by Robert Silverberg 
and Randall Garrett, first published 
by Gnome Press in 1957. (Also 
planned but not scheduled as yet is 
the sequel, The Dawning Light, pub
lished by Gnome Press in 1959.) It 
will be illustrated by Barclay Shaw.

Scheduled for July is The Web 
of Darkness, the first novel in 
Marion Zimmer Bradley 's Atlantean 
cycle, illustrated by C. Lee Healy.

As noted above, the August 
Starblaze Editions release will be 
We Are All Legends by Darrell 
Schweitzer.

Stine also announced plans for 
the publication of a new science 
fiction series, The New Adventures 
of Frankenstein, to be written by 
Don Glut and published under the 
Donning imprint. A contract has 
been signed for ten novels to begin 
appearing in June on a bimonthly 
basis. The titles are as follows: 
Frankenstein Lives Again, Terror of 
Frankenstein, Bones of Frankenstein, 
Frankenstein Meets Dracula, Franken
stein vs the Wolfman, Frankenstein 
in the Lost World, Frankenstein in 
the Mummy's Tomb, Frankenstein's 
Return, Frankenstein and the Curse 
of Dr. Jekyll, and Frankenstein and 
the Evil of Dracula.

All will be illustrated trade 
paperbacks, priced at $4.95. Stine 
is currently seeking an artist in 
the comics field to illustrate the 
series. In addition, 500 copies of 
each title will be made available 
with a special signed bookplate, 
priced at $10. The Donning Co./Pub
lishers, 5041 Admiral Wright Road, 
Virginia Beach, VA 23462.

ST, martin's PRESS

Two new titles that appeared 
in March from St. Martin's Press, 
as previewed in FN #21, are Star 
God by Allen Wold (reviewed in this 
issue), priced at $8.95, and Beyond 
the Outer Mirr by Julian Jay Savar- 
in, priced at $10.95. The latter is 
the second volume of a trilogy trac
ing the past and future history of 
our world from the viewpoint of the 
Galactic Organization and Dominions. 
The first was Waiters on the Dance, 
published in 1978, and the final 
volume will appear later this year, 
The Archives of Haven.

A third March release of inter
est here is An Account of A Meeting 
With Denizens of Another World, 
1871 by William Robert Loosley,

edited with commentary by David 
Langford. This is a reprinting of 
a Victorian account of a "close 
encounter" that took place in 1871, 
examined in 20th century terms. The 
price is $7.95.

LIPPINCOTT & CROWELL

A late March release due out 
as this issue is distributed is 
Fridericus, a psychological suspense 
novel by Frederick F. Flach. The 
novel centers around a successful 
New York psychiatrist, Frederic 
Pleier, who discovers a treatise 
on melancholia written by a 17th 
century German physician by the 
same name whose work strangely para
llels his own. Later, a patient 
disappears who had claimed to know 
Pleier in another time and place. 
The novel is autobiographical to a 
point: the author, a psychiatrist 
himself, underwent a similar exper
ience in 1966. While researching 
the subject of depression, he uncov
ered a 17th century book closely re
sembling his own work in progress, 
written by an M. Fridericus Flacht. 
Price is $9.95. Lippincott & Crow
ell, 521 Fifth Ave., New York, NY 
10017.

FAWCETT COLUMBINE

Now scheduled for August re
lease as a trade paperback original 
is The Number of the Beast by Robert 
A. Heinlein, his first new novel in 
seven years and what Fawcett claims 
is "a tribute to the visions of 
Heinlein's predecessors—and the 
culmination of his own 40 years' 
contribution to the science fiction 
field."

The novel combines elements of 
Edgar Rice Burroughs' Mars, L. Frank 
Baum's Oz, Lilliput, the world of 
Lewis Carroll, and others, and stars 
four of the unlikeliest characters
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in fiction: Captain Zebediah John 
Carter, his fiancee Dejah Thoris 
"Deety" Burroughs, her father Jacob 
Burroughs, and his future wife Hilda 
"Sharpie" Corners. Dr. Burroughs is 
the inventer of a device permitting 
travel to a series of alternate uni
verses, a series whose possibilities 
total six to the sixth to the sixth 
powers, or "the number of the 
beast." Following an attack on the 
Burroughs ranch in Arizona, the 
four take off in a spaceship con
trolled by a computer known as "the 
Gay Deceiver" to find a safe haven.

Purchased at a record price 
last year, The Nature of the Beast 
will introduce Fawcett's new line of 
Columbine trade paperbacks, with a 
color wraparound cover and 53 inter
ior illustrations in black and white 
by Bichard Powers. It will be 
priced at $6.95. A simultaneous 
hardcover library edition will be 
priced at $10.95. Fawcett Books 
Group, 1515 Broadway, New York, NY 
10036.

G, K. HALL & CO.

Now available from G. K. Hall 
& Company are the first three vol
umes in that publisher's "Masters 
of Science Fiction & Fantasy" ser
ies of clothbound author biblio
graphies. Andre Norton: A Primary 
and Secondary Bibliography compiled 
by Dr. Boger C. Schlobin is a 100- 
page book that includes a lengthy 
biographical introduction, a de
tailed bibliography of her published 
fiction through 1979, separate bi
bliographies of her poetry and non
fiction, a fourth bibliography of 
critical works, an appendix cate
gorizing her works by genre (his
torical, gothic, SF, etc.), a second 
appendix detailing her series work, 
and two indexes: one for primary 
and one for secondary material.

Clifford D. Simak: A Primary 
and Secondary Bibliography compiled 
by Muriel B. Becker, runs 193 pages 
and includes the following: a bio
graphical introduction and interview 
with Simak, a brief chronology of 
his life and a list of awards he has 
received, separate and detailed 
bibliographies of his science fic
tion, miscellaneous works, and non
fiction, a fourth bibliography of 
critical and bio-bibliographical 
studies, a total of five appendices 
providing information about title 
changes, anthology appearances and 
unpublished work, and indexes to 
the primary and secondary works in
cluded in the volume.

The third volume is Jack Wil
liamson: A Primary and Secondary 
Bibliography compiled by Bobert E. 
Myers. This 107-page volume, like 
its companions, includes the follow
ing: a chronological bibliography 
of his fiction, a bibliography of 
his work adapted to other media, a 
nonfiction bibliography, a biblio
graphy of critical works, a selected 
bibliography of non-English language 
works, an appendix citing additional 
critical works and reviews, and 
indexes to both the primary and 
secondary works covered in the vol
ume.

Some general comments on the 
"Masters of SF & Fantasy" series, 
compiled under the series editorship 
of Lloyd W. Currey. As will be 
noted from the above descriptions, 
each volume in the series is differ
ent from others in some respects, 
but all basically provide extremely 
thorough and very detailed biblio
graphical information about the 
author's entire output. The fiction 
bibliographies include all short 
fiction as well as novels, citing 
first publication chronologically, 
with reprints noted under the first 
publication entry. Title changes, 
revisions and other notes are also 
provided. Each book is printed on 
acid-free stock and bound with a 
library quality binding.

The series is exceptionally 
well done but, unfortunately, ex
pensive. The Norton and Williamson 
volumes are priced at $12 and the 
Simak volume at $18. Much of that 
cost, of course, results from the 
paper and bindings and I hope that 
G. K. Hall can maintain the series 
in the face of inflation and rising 
production costs. I think they 
would be well advised to consider 
simultaneous publication in paper
back to broaden their market.

Despite the high prices dicta
ted by such high quality production, 
I recommend them. They are extreme
ly useful reference tools for fans, 
scholars and librarians alike.

SF FIRST EDITIONS

Also out from G. K. Hall & Co. 
is Science Fiction and Fantasy Au
thors: A Bibliography of First 
Printings of Their Fiction edited by 
Lloyd W. Currey. As previewed in 
FN #21, the volume is a 271-page 
detailed bibliography of the first 
printings of first editions of all 
of the works of fiction for each of 
215 popular fantasy and SF suthors.

The book is arranged alphabeti
cally by author. Under each author, 
again arranged alphabetically, ap
pears a complete bibliography of the 
first editions of the author's en
tire output of prose fiction (no 
poetry or drama) published in book, 
pamphlet or broadside form through 
the end of 1977. Further, the bi
bliography distinguishes between 
different printings of the first 
edition and includes notes on how 
to identify the first state of the 
first edition when binding or other 
variants exist. Reprints are in
cluded only when of significance, 
such as for variant titles and re
vised editions.

Following each fiction biblio
graphy are bibliographies of edited 
fiction, nonfiction, edited non
fiction, and reference works about 
the author, wherever appropriate.

For the serious collector, this 
book is an incredible reference 
work. Currey's bibliographies are 
unbelievably complete; after poring 
over the book for a couple of hours, 
I was unable to come up with an 
omission in the fiction entries for 
any author (although I did find a 
very few minor variants not men
tioned, but that's nitpicking). The 
7" by 10V book runs about 600 
pages, Including the introduction 
and a listing of pseudonyms, is 
printed on acid-free paper and 
bound in library-quality cloth. The 
price is a hefty $50, but well worth 
it for the serious collector of 
first editions or their variants. 
G. K. Hall & Co., 70 Lincoln St., 
Boston, MA 02111.

ATHENEUM BOOKS

Atheneum Books has announced 
a number of new releases for young 
people due out in March and April. 
The Hawks of Fellheath by Paul B. 
Fisher (ages 10-14) is the second 
volume of a heroic fantasy trilogy, 
following his earlier The Ash Staff, 
priced at $9.95; A Troll in Passing 
by Stephen Krensky (ages 8-12) is a' 
fantasy about an untroll-like troll, 
priced at $7.95; Wanda and the 
Bumbly Wizard written and illustra
ted by James Flora (ages 5-9) is

(Continued on page 30, Col. 3.)
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Book Reviews
Star God by Allen L. Wold. St. Mar
tin's Press, New York, March 1980, 
207 pp. $8.95

Out-of-body experiences, "spir
it" awareness, and mass-culture 
visions in Star God appear at first 
to be stolen passages from Moody's 
Life After Life, a well-known col
lection of after-death reports. 
However, Wold's novel in toto is not 
a parody or rehash of the current 
out-of-body phenomena. The author 
develops unique and lively SF-orient- 
ed concepts of his own.

The book starts promisingly 
with intriguing discussions about 
the nature of reality with an alien, 
Buddha-like entity resembling a 
snail. Interesting and, at times, 
absorbing discrepancies exist be
tween human and Yakatskem, in the 
area of communication. Semantics and 
rules of philosophy between the two 
become engaging puzzles to decipher; 
the clever speech patterns create 
mystery and subtle humor throughout 
the novel's beginning. Various 
alien antics at odds with human 
foibles impart character-rounding
out niceties to the book.

The plot concerns out-of-body 
attacks occurring in individuals on 
the Seven Worlds system. A stellar 
cloud of coherent neutrinos is dis
covered that is gradually envelop
ing the planets of the Three Peoples 
races on these worlds. The United 
Council of Churches, an organization 
which consists /of two alien, and one 
human race, has a segment that be
lieves the neutrinos are responsible 
for the phenomenon: they feel that 
the neutrinos are inducing the at
tacks; perhaps the cloud is God. 
At the same time, there exists a 
little-known species—a non-member 
of the Church—which seems unaffect
ed by the cloud: the Yakatskem 
race. Coincidentally, the latter 
people do not believe in the concept 
of God. The protagonists must di
vine the reasons why they are unaf
fected. To accomplish this, the 
chairman of the Council sends a Free 
Lance Agent and crew to visit the 
Yakatskem world—and to eventually 
go beyond. They receive confusion— 
and enlightenment—along the way.

Plot surprises, idea-twists, 
surgical changes, contact with super 
beings, and cloud affects entangle 
things. There are true elements of 
deep intrigue here, and solid writ
ing. The basic flaws reside in how 
Wold handles his alien creatures. 
Although the Yakatskem race is well- 
delineated, the "super-aliens" de
scribed later appear "too human” and 

simplistic to merit belief. These 
aliens, while purported to possess 
super-advanced intellects, come 
across instead as mundane and com
mon. For instance: the Lorhae ap
pear to deny certain ideas, rather 
than admit their own ignorance; for 
a race evolved to staggering heights, 
this seems old-maidish and stupid. 
Nevertheless, there do exist moments 
of disbelief-suspension. And the 
cloud's self-description toward the 
end is hair-raising and thought
provoking.

Wold's previous book was The 
Planet Masters (1979), a philosoph
ical story of struggle and adventure 
which received praise when it was 
first released. His latest work 
merits praise, too, but not without 
qualifications. Buy it if you like 
religious SF with prosaic settings.

— John DiPrete

Watchstar by Pamela Sargent. Pocket 
Books, New York, February 1980, 
238 pp. $2.25

A watchfire serves two princi
pal functions: it illuminates a 
place of darkness, providing vision 
for watchers guarding an encampment; 
yet its flames also serve as a warn
ing to those outside that something 
within is guarded. Incumbent in 
each function is the watchfire's de
lineation of territorial rights.

Pamela Sargent's third novel 
uses the watchfire as a metaphor for 
the changing perimeters of its pro
tagonist's consciousness. It con
cerns the maturation of a young 
woman, Daiya, as her social and psy
chological perspectives expand from 
the limits of tribal watchfires in 
an earthbound wilderness to a comet 
blazing at the edge of our solar 
system—the "watchstar" of the book's 
title.

Daiya's people are the apparent 
remnants of an ancient conflict that 
destroyed the "civilized" world, re
sulting in devolution to a pre-in
dustrial, tribal society. These 
survivors all bear telepathic and 
telekinetic abilities, whose emer
gence in humankind caused the past 
holocaust. The idyllic possibili
ties of such a gifted society are 
belied, however, when Daiya, who has 
already questioned her people's 
mores—such as the killing at birth 
of non-telepathic infants—must 
undertake her rite of passage. She 
will be sent into a desert waste
land, where her mind's ability to 
live in conformance with her tribe 
will be tested, with an adverse out

come of death. In preparing for the 
sojourn, she meets a seemingly alien 
youth, Reiho, who belongs to a se
cond remnant of humanity that inhab
its the distant comet. His heritage 
lacks supernormal mental abilities, 
and relies instead upon advanced 
technological development, spreading 
humankind across the universe.

The confrontation between these 
two radically divergent cultures 
initially occurs on a conceptual 
level within Daiya. She is torn be
tween the apparent simplicity of her 
past and the nearly incomprehensible 
but alluring potential hinted by the 
existence of Reiho's people—the ex
pansion of human understanding. 
Daiya is figuratively rendered into 
the watchfire that divides humanity, 
freed only at the novel's climax by 
the inevitable physical confronta
tion between the two cultures.

In a somewhat allegoric nature, 
Daiya embodies the difficulties of 
maturation in modern society, re
flecting the turmoil of a modern 
adolescent's yearning for indepen
dence, distrust of elders, aliena
tion, and uncertainties about love. 
Although Sargent's intent is ambi
tious, the results are uneven.

The strength of Watchstar is 
Sargent's recognition that the poli
tics of power, sex, peace and matur
ation are intrinsic. No easy an
swers are offered, and indeed, 
Daiya's fate often seems a plague of 
unanswered—perhaps unanswerable— 
questions. Some readers may thus 
find the novel's resolutions dissat
isfying, but Sargent's vision is 
ultimately optimistic despite its 
focus upon the struggle rather than 
the goal.

Watchstar is a good novel, and 
a roadmark of contemporary science 
fiction's potential to combine lit
erary competence and psychological 
depth with unbounded imagination to 
produce a unique, important and 
relevant fictional form.

— Douglas E. Winter

The Lost Legion by H. Warner Munn. 
Doubleday & Co., Garden City, N.Y., 
February 1980, 621 pp. $14.95

There is much that is appealing 
about The Lost Legion, and little 
need be said at this late date about 
the virtues of H. Warner Munn. Yet 
this lengthy historical adventure, 
billed as Munn's "first major novel," 
is ultimately unsatisfying because 
it refuses to allow the reader to 
take it seriously.

Munn has sought to produce an 
epic tale of a fictional heroic 
journey that shaped the course of 
history. In the early first cen-
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• A NOVEL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE •

H^RNERMUN

tury, crazed Caligula dispatches a 
crack Roman legion on a seemingly 
impossible mission, ostensibly to 
locate the survivors of the "Lost 
Legion," which disappeared after a 
disastrous battle in Persia one hun
dred years before. Caligula's ac
tual purpose is to rid himself of 
the legion's commander, who is a 
bastard offspring of Julius Ceasar 
and hence a potential contender for 
the throne. The resultant sojourn 
takes the legion from Spain to the 
Great Wall of China, through ancient 
landscapes such as Rome, Greece, 
Judea, Armenia, Persia and the Rus
sian steppes, all drawn with a keen 
eye for historical and cultural de
tail .

Although the travelogue is 
superb, the plot is treated with the 
bathos and opacity of a deMllleian 
biblical epic. In his ardor to 
clothe the wayward legion with myth
ic qualities, Munn fails to restrain 
his romantic impulses, and as a re
sult, the extraordinariness of the 
legion and its odyssey transcends 
even a naive reader's sense of 
realism. A minor example is the le
gion's armament, which is not only 
described early on with a gimicky 
overindulgence worthy of Ian Flem
ing, but expands on the journey east 
to include items such as stirrups, 
steam cannon, flamethrowers and time 
bombs. More serious excesses are 
the mawkish handling of the legion's 
only female member and the un-endlng 
acts of self-sacrificial heroism, 
present in such abundance to suggest 
a moral quite the opposite of that 
intended.

Despite its faults, The Lost 
Legion is often highly entertaining, 
particularly after the overlong 
first third (which primarily con
cerns the young woman's efforts to 
join the legion). If you address 
the book simply as good fun, you 

will not be disappointed—it is su
perior to the standard fare of 
heroic fantasy, whose readership 
will be The Lost Legion’s principal 
appeal. My feeling, however, is 
that Munn held higher ambitions. We 
can only lament what might have 
been, while enjoying what we have.

— Douglas E. Winter

Beyond the Blue Event Horizon by 
Frederik Pohl. Del Rey/Ballantine, 
New York, February 1980, 327 pp. 
$9.95

I remember Gateway; we should 
all remember Gateway—the fast-paced 
story of one Robinette Broadhead, 
a loveable computer named Sigfrid 
and the past he is trying to come to 
grips with. It won a Hugo and a 
Nebula—deservedly so. Gateway was 
moving and original, the flashbacks 
and present-tense embellished with 
computer printouts, ads and various 
Gateway relics.

So here comes a sequel to that 
enjoyable novel. I was enormously 
pleased when I heard about it. I 
meditated upon the title and hoped 
that we'd finally find out what hap
pened to Klara when she fell into 
the black hole. And then I saw the 
cover. And I spotted some suspi
cious creatures and I wondered if 
they might be Heechees. With trem
bling hands and bated breath I began 
reading Beyond the Blue Event Hori
zon; I finished it and again, the 
end left me hopelessly unsatisfied.

Maybe that means there will be 
another sequel.

In this one, Robinette Broad
head, made rich by a daring mssion 
in a mysterious Heechee ship—which 
also landed his lover in a black 
hole, mind you—takes a back seat to 
a group of highly interesting peo
ple, the Herter-Hall family. The 
characterization of these people, 
Paul Hall, his wife Lurvy, her sis

ter, the precocious Janine and her 
German father, Payter, was brilliant. 
The story was delicious, consisting 
of adventure, strong science and 
romance. Not to mention humor, that 
sneaky-bright kind that runs in and 
out of Pohl's fluid, capable style.

The Herter-Hall party, as the 
book begins, are on their way to a 
Heechee Food Factory. Broadhead has 
invested heavily in this dangerous 
gamble, for it's not known if the 
Food Factory is still working. The 
ill-fated Gateway astronaut who dis
covered it has long since disap
peared and it's up to the Herter- 
Halls to see if the Food Factory 
holds the answer to the intense food 
shortage problems on Earth.

We are also introduced to an 
intriguing young man who is obvious
ly living on the Food Factory in 
question or somewhere else where 
there are ape-like characters a bit 
reminiscent of the fellows from 
Planet of the Apes. One of course 
immediately suspects that they are, 
in fact, the elusive Heechee.

I really like this book. Pohl 
wrote it. I guess he's only going 
to get better. When many of his 
fellow writers of the Golden Age 
have faded or simply quit writing 
the calibre of books they've been 
noted for, Pohl has continued grow
ing and coming out with work that 
demands respect. The ideas he uses 
in his work are almost always 
thoughtful and enjoyable.

In this latest book, however, 
the ideas were a little crowded. I 
had the impression that he couldn't 
decide who to focus on—the Herter- 
Halls or earth-bound Robin and his 
computer program, Alfred Einstein. 
Much as I liked the Einstein pro
gram, his recitations toward the end 
were a little much. And the charac
ter of Robin got a little tiresome. 
(I plead total subjectivity here. 
When I discovered that Robin was not 
going to go out in a Heechee ship 
and discover the black hole wherein 
his beloved Klara was trapped, I 
became angry.)

And another thing—that infur
iating black hole of Pohl's! We 
don't want you to explain it—we 
want to see it! And those infernal 
Heechees—well, I won't reveal the 
ending, but there just better be 
another book about those critters!

Grumble, grumble, snarl.
Yes, it's about as good as 

Gateway. But I was not at all sat
isfied. Please, another book, Mis
ter Pohl—more about the damsel of 
the black hole and those Heechees, 
please. . . ?

Disgusting, isn't it...enjoya
ble, frustrating reading.

— Melissa Mia Hall
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INTERVIEW

Katherine Kurtz boasts a back
ground as creative and varied as her 
fantasy novels—the trilogy "Chron
icles of the Deryni": Deryni Rising, 
Deryni Checkmate, High Deryni—and 
Camber of Culdi and Saint Camber, 
the first two volumes in her subse
quent series of Deryni fantasies. 
One of the most popular series in 
print. The Chronicles of Deryni is a 

(Photo by Joyce Muskat, courtesy of Katherine Kurtz.)

sweeping tale of romance and sorcery 
set in the imaginary kingdom of 
Gwynedd. For this trilogy and her 
later series that began with Camber 
of Culdi, Ms. Kurtz draws heavily 
on her background in medieval his
tory , weaving wondrous tales of 
magic and adventure.

The author was born in Coral 
Gables, Florida, during a hurricane 

—a whirlwind entry into the world 
which she likes to think was an omen 
of things to come. Katherine 's ac
quaintance with the written word 
began early in life. Indeed, her 
mother began reading to her from the 
time she was an infant in arms. She 
was a natural mimic, and on her 
second birthday, so she is told, she 
recited the entire poem of "Little 
Orphan Annie" for her grandparents, 
without a mistake or a hesitation. 
"I don't remember a time," recalls 
Kurtz, "when I couldn't read. I do 
know that I was already reading by 
the time I started school at age 
five, and was at the top of my 
group, the Bluebirds (lower reading 
groups being Redbirds and Yellow- 
birds). "

Elementary school held few 
challenges for Kurtz. She used to 
take library books to school and 
hide them under her school books, so 
that she could read what she wanted 
in class, to keep from getting 
bored. "I believe it was in the 
third grade," remembers Kurtz, "that 
I persuaded the librarians to let me 
have the run of the school library, 
instead of being confined to the 
picture books usually reserved for 
lower elementary school students. 
The clincher was the day I wanted to 
check out a copy of Walter Farley 's 
Black Stallion, and they didn't want 
me to; they said it was too hard. 
I proceeded to open it and read, and 
they asked me a few questions about 
what I'd read. From that day on, I 
was allowed to check out as many 
books as I wanted, from whatever 
section I wanted. I also began 
reading out of the local city li
brary. "

Katherine read her first sci
ence fiction book in the fourth 
grade. It was a juvenile called 
Lodestar. From then on, no science 
fiction book in the library was far 
from her reach. Even then, though, 
her tastes were geared toward human
istic science fiction, rather than 
hard science stories. According to 
the author, "Technology and bug-eyed 
monster stories never appealed to 
me, and still don't. I preferred 
ESP themes and strong characters. 
I also got away from short stories 
more and more. I've always felt 
that short stories, for the most

- tapestries; of jUIeliiebal Wonder -
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part, constituted cruel and unusual 
punishment for the reader; because 
if they 're good, you no sooner get 
going and they 're over; and if 
they 're bad, you 've had to wade 
through all these little snippets 
of bad."

Kurtz's high school education 
was better than most. She graduated 
from Coral Gables High School, 
which, at the time, was one of the 
top five or so high schools in the 
country, especially in the sciences. 
She was a regional semi-finalist in 
the Westinghouse Science Talent 
Search her senior year, and that 
recognition won her a four-year sci
ence scholarship to the University 
of Miami. As she views it now, "I 
suppose you could say that the sci
ence award was my first really big 
break, because without that, I 
couldn't have afforded to go to 
college and God knows what I'd be 
doing now."

The author's preoccupation with 

science didn't last very long, once 
she hit college. True, she gradu
ated with a B.S. in Chemistry, and 
even attended medical school at the 
University of Miami for a year, but 
her heart had been lost to the hu
manities and, especially, history, 
during her freshman year. As an 
undergraduate, she honed her writing 
and research skills on strict aca
demic writing, so that by the time 
she came to the conscious choice to 
quit medical school and return to 
academic study, she had all the for
mal tools necessary for the transi
tion. The short story which eventu
ally became Deryni Rising was writ
ten during her senior year at the 
University of Miami. She wrote 
several "Star Trek" scripts the year 
following her withdrawal from medi
cal school, mostly as learning 
exercises; and by the time she 
moved to California to continue her 
graduate studies in history, she 
was well enough along in the transi

tional process to begin writing 
serious fiction.

The rest of her writing career 
is fairly well known, not to mention 
remarkable: a three-book contract 
with Ballantine Books with the first 
try, the initial books now well into 
seventh and eighth printings, with 
subsequent ones headed in that di
rection, and a faithful fan follow
ing which seems to be ensuring that 
the books will continue to be writ
ten and bought with gratifying 
regularity. Now, at last, ten years 
after she signed her first contract, 
Kurtz is finally making the transi
tion to full-time writing, taking a 
leave of absence from her present 
position as a designer of instruc
tional materials for the Los Angeles 
Police Academy, to see whether she 
can hack it as a full-time author, 
money-wise. "It's a great joy," 
confesses Kurtz, "even if it is a 
little scarey."

Elliot: Can you state how you found 
your way into writing? When did you 
first aspire to write? How did this 
interest take root?

Kurtz: I've always enjoyed writing. 
I started out as a reader. I was a 
voracious reader. I think I started 
reading when I was around four or 
five, and I've never stopped. I can 
remember in elementary school, which 
was not sufficient challenge for me, 
taking books to school and hiding 
them in my desk, lifting up the lid 
to read a page or two when the 
teacher wasn't looking; or hiding a 
novel under a textbook. And then, 
there were those innumerable nights 
when I'd read under the covers with 
a flashlight. I think most writers 
have gone through that stage. Any
way, having been brought up reading, 
I suppose it was natural that I 
reached the point when I thought, 
"I could write a story better than 
that." And eventually, I did learn 
to do that. But in the meantime, I 
served my apprenticeship as an aca
demic writer. Very early on in my 
student career, I learned the rudi
ments of good research practice, 
strict academic writing—like, nev
er, never use a contraction. Never, 
never write an incomplete sentence. 
Of course, a lot of these things are 
elements that have to be overcome 
when one switches from academic 
writing, to writing fiction. But 
the discipline of academic writing 
was a good thing, I think. I de
spair of young writers coming up 
today, who haven't had the benefit 
of that strong background of grammar 
and spelling and punctuation. One 
can argue that those things don't 

matter, in the face of true artistic 
genius; but I maintain that your 
young genius is never going to get 
his deathless prose read, if the 
potential editor has to wade through 
pages of sloppy, misspelled, non- 
grammatical prose. The material may 
be very good—but presentation is 
important, too. An editor has too 
much to read, to take the time to 
wade through something that is going 
to ruin his or her eyesight faster 
than it's already getting ruined. 
The aspiring professional should be 
aware that first impressions are 
important.

Elliot: Who most encouraged your 
early interest in writing? How im
portant was this encouragement in 
the formative stages of your career?

Kurtz: As for my own development as 
a fiction writer, that was, in some 
respects, a long time in coming. My 
formal academic training was as a 
scientist. I was pre-med through 
four years of undergraduate study, 
and even started medical school. 
This kind of curriculum leaves one 
very little time for reading, much 
less writing, fiction. Fortunately, 
I had the good sense or the good 
fortune to take a very large number 
of courses in liberal arts disci
plines, as well as sciences, even 
though I was working toward a B.S. 
degree. My professors in the human
ities encouraged my creative endeav
ors; and one in particular, Mr. 
Carl Selle, even predicted that I 
would one day be a writer, not the 
physician I consciously thought I 
was going to be. You see, we were 
kindred spirits. He'd been where I 

was then. He'd started out as a 
medical student, too—though he only 
lasted one day, while I stayed for 
a year. When I quit medical school 
and went back to graduate school 
the following fall, I saw him during 
registration and told him what I was 
doing, that he'd been right. Unfor
tunately, he died before I actually 
began my writing career; but at 
least he knew I was back on the 
right track. I dedicated the first 
book, Deryni Rising, to him.

Elliot: For the past several years, 
you've worked closely with the Los 
Angeles Police Department as an in
structional technologist. Do you 
still work full-time for the City? 
Is there a good possibility that you 
will soon be turning to writing on a 
full-time basis?

Kurtz: I made the decision to write 
seriously, I suppose, during that 
year of medical school, when I 
really began to realize that my 
creative time was going to be cur
tailed more and more, over the next 
few years. And then, in that next 
year, while I worked full-time and 
went to graduate school part-time to 
recoup my finances, I really began 
working on my fiction in earnest. I 
don't know when I made the decision 
to make the writing come first. I 
suppose that's been evolving for a 
long time, since I've been working 
full-time at another job for the 
past ten years while I've been 
building my reputation as a writer. 
The most difficult decision is com
ing up in the very near future, when 
I make my break with the world of 
salaries and shift to writing full-
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time. It's both exciting and scary, 
to consider living on a six-month- 
income schedule instead of an every- 
two-weeks one, but it's what I've 
been working toward for more than 
ten years now, and the positive as
pects far outweigh the negative 
ones. I'm looking forward to it.

Elliot: What initially provoked 
your interest in things medieval? 
What makes this period so personally 
fascinating?

Kurts: Oddly enough, I never had 
any real interest in the middle 
ages, historically speaking, until I 
hit college; and I don't know that 
it would have happened then, if I 
hadn't been in an honors humanities 
program. Somehow, public school ed
ucation manages to kill history for 
most kids by turning it into a dull, 
boring compendium of dates and 
facts. The way most history is 
taught, one would never know that 
it's about real people who lived and 
loved and created and thought—not 
just battles and wars and reigns of 
kings. In any case, I encountered 
a very uncommon professor the second 
semester of my freshman year. His 
name was John Knoblock, and he was 
and is a professor of Philosophy at 
the University of Miami. He was 
also the first true genius I'd ever 
met; at that time, he was about 
twenty-two or twenty-three, with a 
brand new Ph.D. in Oriental philoso
phy and art. He was also a propo
nent of the then-new concept of 
teaching history and all the other 
areas covered in the humanities by 
an integrated approach. The time 
period that we covered was from the 
fall of the Roman Empire up to the 
Renaissance—but it wasn't a compen
dium of boring dates and facts—not 

at all. We studied the art, the 
architecture, the music, the poetry, 
the religion—all presented so that 
it related, each area to the other. 
He would bring in slides illustra
ting the points of architecture, for 
example, and ask us to tell him 
whether a window was Romanesque or 
Gothic, and why. He taught us about 
the feature of later artwork which 
he called "the Renaissance point." 
Take a look at almost any Renais
sance painting, especially if it 
shows more than one person—reli
gious themes are particularly good 
for this—and you'll notice that all 
of the lesser characters are point
ing at whatever it is that's the 
center of attention in the painting: 
the crucified Christ, Pilate washing 
his hands, the Virgin Mary holding 
the Child. This was indicative of 
the tenor of the times, that if the 
artist didn't make sure you noticed 
the subject of the painting, by hav
ing the people point at it, you 
might not get it. And these charac
ters would go into all kinds of 
weird poses, uncomfortable and some
times anatomically dubious ones, to 
get that finger pointing at the most 
important person.

I think it was the architecture 
that really pulled me into medieval 
history, though. That may sound 
strange, but consider that architec
ture reflects the needs and the ways 
of thinking of the people. Church 
architecture, for example, went from 
the old Roman basilica form to the 
basic Romanesque design, sturdy and 
solid (to protect against the bar
barian incursions), and on to the 
more soaring Gothic period, as life 
became more stable and man was able 
to have the time to turn his thoughts 
to God, instead of just worrying so 
much about mere survival. By the

Gothic period, just prior to the 
true Renaissance, we have the flour
ishing of the cult of the Virgin, 
which also contributed to the whole 
troubadour-trouvere movement. (You 
didn't think all of those troubadour 
songs and lays were dedicated to 
mortal women, did you?) Anyway, 
getting into the architecture and 
its whys and wherefores got me into 
the philosophy and religion. And 
as anyone knows who has read the 
Deryni books, that became a major 
interest for me in the coming years 
—and still is. As Henry II puts 
it in "Becket," I became involved in 
the aesthetics of the Church; and 
gradually, this intellectual fascin
ation with that whole mythos became 
something far more spiritual. Now
adays, I read straight history and 
philosophy and religion for plea
sure, as much as I read fiction— 
probably more. I'm especially fas
cinated by the way man's early 
search for Deity has taken so many 
forms, and how the whole concept, in 
all its differences of belief and 
practice, somehow dovetails in a 
coherent whole. 1 don't think that 
any religion with a positive orien
tation is basically in conflict with 
any other one of like nature; I 
don't think there's any one, right, 
true religion, either. Each person 
has to find his God—or Goddess—in 
his or her own way; and that Deity 
is going to be a little different 
for each person, regardless of the 
fact that it may be possible and 
comforting to band together with 
other people of similar beliefs for 
public celebration. Religion—one's 
relation to the Creative Force—has 
to be a very personal thing. It 
isn't something that can be dictated 
by someone else—though formal reli
gion can certainly suggest various
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frameworks within which to structure 
one's belief system. This may sound 
like a bit of contradiction, consid
ering the role the Church plays in 
the Deryni world; but if you'll 
think about it, you'll realize that 
most of the characters who consider 
themselves religious have a definite 
and personal way of looking at the 
Church. They choose to operate 
within the general framework most of 
the time, but they have different 
ways of thinking, on an individual 
basis. Camber's God, for example, 
is silent a great deal of the time— 
or maybe Camber just isn't listening 
on the proper frequency—but He is 
basically an understanding and for
giving God; Cinhil's God, on the 
other hand, -is wrathful and punish
ing. After all, didn't He make Cin
hil's son Javan deformed, with that 
club foot, as a sign of His displea
sure at Cinhil leaving His priest
hood? That's what Cinhil thinks, 
anyway.

Elliot: To what extent did your 
academic training, a Master of Arts 
degree in medieval English history 
from the University of California at 
Los Angeles, prepare you to write 
epic fantasy?

Kurtz: I had actually started writ
ing epic fantasy long before I 
started my graduate work at UCLA, so 
I don't think it was so much a mat
ter of my M.A. work "preparing" me 
in that area. It was good leavening 
along the way, though, since it con
tinued to hone my research skills 
and exposed me to actual medieval 
records more in-depth than I would 
have managed on my own. My graduate 
seminar project, for example, had to 
do with translating the Hundred 
Rolls from Bedford County in Eng
land. These related to an inquiry 
conducted by Edward I in 1274, when 
he came back from the crusades to 
find out what his ministers and 
Crown officers had been doing with 
his country while he was absent. 
The records I was working with were 
in medieval Latin, and done in an 
abbreviated form which meant that 
you had to expand each contraction 
to its full Latin form before you 
could ever begin translating—and 
my Latin, at that point, was limited 
to what I'd learned from Church 
Latin. Fortunately, much of the 
wording was somewhat formulized— 
these were charges brought against 
sheriffs and other Crown officials 
by the Hundreds, or sections of the 
county—and so it was fairly easy 
going, once I'd mastered the abbre
viations and the formula phrases. I 
came up with a fascinating picture 
of local corruption at various lev
els of government, that I'd love to 

follow up someday by finding the 
rest of the records about this in
quiry. These were only the charges; 
I never got to see the other side. 
I do know that there's a fascinating 
historical novel in there someplace. 
I'd call it The Sheriff, and it 
would tell of this medieval sheriff, 
who's been taking a little on the 
side and turning his head while his 
subordinates rip the people off, who 
suddenly realizes that the King is 
coming home and the sheriff is going 
to have to answer for what he's 
done. One of these days, in my 
copious spare time...

Elliot: When asked which author 
most influenced your approach to 
writing fantasy, you cited Frank 
Herbert and his classic novel, Dune. 
What did Herbert teach you about the 
genre? Did he influence your atti
tude toward writing? What about the 
actual process itself?

Kurtz: I think what impressed me 
most about Dune, at the time, was 
the deft handling of characteriza
tion. I studied the way Herbert 
made his characters interact, how he 
wove together dialogue and action so 
that it flowed. There were very few 
slow spots in Dune, even when the 
characters were only talking. He 
had a very visual style in that 
book, and that was the way I wanted 
to write. I actually took apart a 
few of his scenes and analyzed them 
for this unique blend of talk and 
action which was successful for him 
in that particular book, so that I 
could figure out how he did it. I 
don't think I've ever done that with 
any other book, at least in writing, 
though there will be scenes here and 
there that I'll stop to re-read, to 
appreciate the artistry which makes 
a particular scene outstandingly 
successful. But Herbert was only a 
jumping-off point, so far as learn
ing that particular lesson. Far 
more useful, in terms of sheer 
craftsmanship, was writing Star Trek 
scripts back in 1968—and I heartily 
recommend this kind of exercise to 
any writer who's still trying to 
perfect his or her dialogue and pac
ing sense. The idea is to take a 
television series that you particu
larly like—Star Trek was ideal, 
since it had very strongly realized 
characters and a good, solid uni
verse to work with—and to write a 
sample script for it. Format is not 
particularly important for the exer
cise—though, if you pick a show 
that's going to be on the air for a 
while, there's always the chance 
(granted, slim) that you might be 
able to sell the script. What is 
important is that: First, you have 
to fit your story into a somewhat 

artificial but disciplined structure 
of a teaser and four approximately 
equal length acts, each ending on a 
cliffhanger or other note that will 
make the reader want to come back 
after the commercials (the same 
principle applies to chapter end
ings); and Second, you already know 
how the characters talk, how they 
phrase things, so you can worry 
about writing believable dialogue 
which will carry your plot, instead 
of having to worry about whether the 
character will hold together. (It 
can be extremely difficult to keep 
all the points in mind at once, when 
you're just starting out; hence, 
you concentrate on just a few things 
at first.) From there, it's much 
easier to ease into writing one's 
own material, with original charac
ters and universes.

Elliot: Unlike most fantasy writ
ers, you achieved professional sta
tus almost overnight, going from an 
unpublished writer to a writer with 
a contract for three books. Can 
you relate the events which led to 
the sale of the Deryni trilogy?

Kurtz: I guess I was too naive to 
realize that people don't sell 
three-book contracts their first 
time out. I had written a short 
story, "Lords of Sorandor," while I 
was still in college, and when I 
came to California, I started toying 
with the idea of expanding it into a 
novel. When I went to Baycon, the 
World Science Fiction Convention in 
Oakland in 1968—my first science 
fiction convention, ever—I met a 
man named Stephen Whitfield, who had 
written the very successful The Mak
ing of Star Trek, for Ballantine 
Books. We got to talking, and I 
told him about my idea, and he said, 
"Hey, Ballantine is just beginning 
to look for original fantasy for 
their new Adult Fantasy series.
Your idea sounds like it would be 
perfect. But don't write one book; 
write a trilogy." "You've got to be 
kidding," I said. "I haven't even 
written one, and you want me to 
write three?" "No problem," he re
plied. "What you do is, you write 
the first few chapters of the first 
book, with a page per chapter out
line of the rest, and then you write 
a paragraph or so about each of the 
other two books. I'll tell Betty 
Ballantine to expect it." Well, 
after several gulps, and many ques
tions, all delivered in a very small, 
timid voice, I decided that maybe I 
could do it, after all. I didn't 
have enough experience to realize 
that the odds were almost astronomi
cal against such a thing succeeding. 
So I wrote my outline and my sample 
chapters and I sent them off—and
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two weeks later, got back that magi
cal letter from Ballantine saying, 
"Hey, we really love your idea, and 
how does a contract for three books 
sound, with thus-and-so terms?" 
Talk about being blown away. Any
way, I accepted—and then settled 
down and began to work in earnest 
on Deryni Rising. It was well re
ceived, especially for a first nov
el, and I continued working on Dery- 
ni Checkmate and High Deryni. By 
the time those were finished, I had 
begun to establish a small but loyal 
following among fantasy and science 
fiction readers. And when I started 
the Camber Trilogy, things really 
started to take off. As of July, 
I'm more than halfway through with 
the third and final Camber book, 
Camber the Heretic, and the del Reys 
and I have mapped out at least the 
next six books in the Deryni uni
verse. We've also talked about a 
mainstream novel which has the po
tential to be a best-seller, and I'm 
working on closing a contract for a 
film version of Deryni Rising, hope
fully before the end of this year.

Elliot: As you assess your present 
situation, has this instant rise to 
professional status proved to be a 
totally positive thing—this is, 
would you be a better writer today 
had you been required to serve an 
apprenticeship? Where was your 
training-ground to fail?

Kurtz: I think my experience has 
been a positive thing. There are 
still times, though, when I sort of 
stand back and look at how far I've 
come and think, "Wow, is this really 
me?" Though I've had to work full- 
time at another job while I've been 
getting myself established as an 
author, I still am in the unusual 
position of actually making a living 
doing what I love to do—and unfor
tunately, not too many people are 
able to do that. Hopefully, by the 
end of this year, I'll really be 
doing what I love to do—writing my 
own things full-time. As for a 
training-ground to fail, I think 
I've had that; I've just not had it 
as public as many writers do, since 
I don't do short stories, as a rule. 
(There's one, "Swords Against Mar- 
luk," in Flashing Swords! #4, but 
that's really part of a novel that 
I'll be getting around to in the 
next year or two.) I think that 
authors who go the short story route 
get much more accustomed to the 
chanciness of writing. A novelist 
does his or her work in much larger 
chunks, so there's more time to work 
out glitches and more chance that a 
good editor will catch you before 
you go to press and make you fix the 
awful things that might get through 

in a short story. I'm not knocking 
short stories; I just don't care 
for them. I don't like to read 
them, and I don't particularly like 
to write them—and the same reason 
holds for both dislikes. Perhaps 
it's a lack of discipline, but I 
can't seem to confine myself to that 
short a format. My ideas are just 
too big, and I feel constricted by 
having to squash them down. I don't 
like to read them, either, because 
just when a story starts getting 
good, it's over. So I avoid short 
stories, for the most part. (And 
having said that, I have to tell you 
that I will probably be doing one 
next year sometime, since an inci
dent has come up in the current nov
el, Camber the Heretic, which doesn't 
fit there, but wants to be told. So 
I will probably write it.) I have 
had my failures, by the way, both in 
science fiction. One was a short 
story that I wrote as a favor to a 
friend, and then he didn't like it 
for the anthology he was putting 
together. The other was a science 
fiction novel that I did for a pub
lisher which shall remain anonymous, 
to the publisher's formula, and 
which, when finished, didn't match 
the formula which the publisher then 
said was what we'd agreed on. And, 
of course, because the book had been 
written to a formula, it wasn't fit 
for anything else in that form, so 
I've done nothing further with it. 
Someday, I'll go back and do it the 
way I should have done it the first 
time; but for now, it's just stuck 
in a drawer. There's a good story 
there, though.

Elliot: You've described your par
ticular brand of writing as "histor
ical fantasy.” What does this term 
imply? How does it differ from what 
is commonly thought of as "fantasy" 
or "sword-and-sorcery?"

Kurtz: I would describe "historical 
fantasy" as fiction which is set in 
a universe which closely corresponds 
to our own history, so far as socio
logical and religious background is 
concerned. In the Deryni books, 
I've tried to be very careful to 
give a real historical flavor to 
what I've written, drawing very 
heavily on my background as a cul
tural historian and trying to in
struct as well as entertain. Very 
much of what I talk about, in terms 
of horses, falconry, sailing ships, 
food, armour, costume, etc. is drawn 
from our own historical background. 
The saints I mention, for example, 
are all pre-tenth century or else 
they're made up. When I ordained 
Camber in Saint Camber, I took the 
ordination from pre-tenth century 
ecclesiastical practices. And when

I do stray from a technological 
level, such as giving Morgan's ship 
Rhaffalia a jib, which really wasn't 
developed until several hundred 
years later in our own world, I try 
to give a plausible explanation for 
the difference. In a way, my world 
is an alternate or parallel of our 
own, with the divergence probably 
having occurred about the fifth or 
sixth century. Regular fantasy does 
not pretend to parallel our own his
tory, except in the broadest sense. 
It tends to be more fairy-tale medi
eval, for the most part, though it 
may draw heavily on mythological 
background of various cultures. And 
sword-and-sorcery goes even more 
eclectic, tending toward more action 
and less characterization, in gen
eral, with magic that may be almost 
entirely of the hocus-pocus variety 
and inhabited by creatures which 
never walked the world we know, ex
cept, perhaps, in nightmares. I 
think that characterization and in
ternalization are important to the 
kind of fiction I like to read, and 
I think my writing shows this. Reg
ular fantasy and sword-and-sorcery 
tend not to stress these points as 
much as I would like. I suppose 
that's one reason I started writing 
my own. Many writers get their 
start writing out of sheer preserva
tion, because they can't find enough 
to read, of the type they want.

Elliot: How extensively do you draw 
on history in your fantasy, both for 
plot ideas and story details? What 
does history enable you to do, as a 
writer, that intuition doesn't?

Kurtz: As an historian, I’m con
vinced that we can and should learn 
from our history, both the mistakes 
and the successes. But if a person 
hasn't studied history except as the 
series of dates and battles and 
royal reigns, such as we discussed 
earlier, then he may not be aware of 
the valuable lessons to be learned 
from history. So I am constantly on 
the lookout for points of history 
that have relevance today, and for 
those connections of philosophy 
which are universally valid, regard
less of the outward trappings. Han
dled skillfully, these can be both 
entertaining and enlightening exper
iences for the reader, not to men
tion the writer who puts them all 
together. I learn things from every 
book I write. The research and the 
bringing together of all the ele
ments are half the fun of creating. 
As for intuition, that is often the 
catalyst which takes two or three 
only-possibly related elements and 
from them synthesizes a new way of 
looking at something. Sometimes the 
characters themselves take the ele-
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merits and forge something I wasn't 
expecting. Something magical hap
pens when your characters start 
showing up at your story conferences 
with yourself. The first time Cam
ber looked over my shoulder, I near
ly fell out of my chair. Javan, 
Conhil's middle son, did that just 
the other night.

Elliot: One would imagine, upon 
reading your work, that you read and 
write Latin quite fluently. Is this 
the case? The Deryni fantasies make 
superb use of Latin terminology, but 
not to an excess. How do you know 
when to stop, when you're approach
ing overkill? What functions does 
the Latin serve in your fiction?

Kurtz: I fake Latin very well.
Most of the Latin used in the books 
is taken directly from the Latin 
Missal or other liturgical sources. 
I do read Latin reasonably well for 
the purposes of translating old 
records, but the rest comes from 
faking it, as I said. I also have 
several priest friends who bail me 
out, from time to time. They like 
the books, by the way. The purpose 
of using the Latin in the first 
place is partially to give the flav
or of the times—after all, the 
medieval Church was a great, over
shadowing influence on all walks of 
life, in the real middle ages. I 
guess I just have a good sense of 
balance, as to how much is enough 
but not too much. In the case of 
any strange word, I try to use it in 
a context so that the reader has at 
least an idea what it means. Then, 
if he looks it up, too, that's even 
better. But at least I've planted 
another word in his unconscious, and 
hopefully he's going to be the rich
er for it. All human endeavor can 
enrich others of the race. Even 
negative human acts can instruct and 
give us a better appreciation for 
the positive human values.

Eltiot: The Deryni fantasies draw 
heavily on your background in medi
eval history, patterning the imagi
nary kingdom of Gwynedd after ninth 
century Wales. Why did you choose 
this specific time period? What 
about this period, from an histori
cal viewpoint, makes it productive 
for such a series?

Kurtz: Wales provides only a part 
of the background for the Deryni 
series. When I wrote the first 
book, I had never been to Great 
Britain, and I had this intellectual 
fascination with Wales that was 
based solely on what I had read and 
Intuited about that fantastic coun
try. When, between the completion 
of Deryni Rising and Deryni Check

mate, I actually went to Wales, that 
fascination was confirmed; but I 
also went to Scotland for the first 
time, and the Yorkshire area—and 
those really turned me on. If 
there's such a thing as reincarna
tion, and I tend to think there is, 
then I've been in Scotland before. 
Crossing the border was almost a 
physical sensation; it was like I'd 
gone home. Consequently, a lot more 
of Scottish and English flavor came 
into the later books, not just the 
Welsh influence. Lately, since I've 
been to Ireland and read more on the 
folklore and traditions of all these 
areas, my view of the Eleven King
doms has become even more eclectic. 
I think it makes for a much richer 
tapestry. As for time settings, I'm 
covering a two hundred year span 
just now, from around 916 to the 
early 1100s; and that's a period 
that's far enough removed in our own 
history that there's a great deal we 
don't know about it. That leaves me 
a lot of latitude in my speculations.

Ettiot: What are some of the expli
cit and implicit assumptions which 
underlie the Deryni universe? Are 
they readily apparent in your fic
tion? How apparent do you try to 
make them?

Kurtz: I would say that the most 
explicit assumption is that magic 
works, though this has several as
pects. We can define "magic" as any 
occurrence which seems to operate by 
means which we can't explain, espe
cially if there seems to be no caus
al connection supported by scienti
fic evidence. It's also been de
fined as science not yet understood, 
as it might be viewed by supersti
tious, non-scientific people. Much 
of what the Deryni do, that's con
sidered magical by their contempor
aries, is what we are beginning to 
call science today: telepathy, 
telekinesis, teleportation, healing. 
They use hypnosis, too, though they 
have the added advantage of forcing 
a receptive state, which we do not, 
in this universe. Much of their so- 
called magical activity seems to 
take place within the trappings of 
what we might call "ceremonial mag
ic," but there are also things which 
are mystical, bordering on the re
ligious. And then, there are things 
which even they can't explain; they 
simply work "spells," and things 
happen. Of course, modern psycholo
gists would point out, and rightly, 
that the purpose of ritual is to 
achieve a certain mental set, to get 
one into the right "head-space" to 
be able to turn the mind loose to 
realize special potentials which are 
not normally accessible at the con
scious level. And this is true.

But understanding how a phenomenon 
works doesn't make it any less val
id. Whether the "spells" which the 
Deryni use are simply mnemonic de
vices to trigger certain mental 
sets, short-hand procedures for pre
viously used rituals, is not impor
tant. What is important is that 
these are ways which work, for them, 
for gaining access to these higher 
human potentials. The fact that the 
Deryni discovered that these poten
tials can be awakened in some humans 
simply illustrates my belief that we 
all have some of these potentials, 
to some extent, and that if one 
works at it, one can always become 
better than one was. In this, the 
Deryni are embarked upon the classic 
quest for the Philosopher's Stone, 
the aim of the ancient alchemists.
It wasn't really to make gold out of 
lead; it was to refine the human 
spirit and make it more valuable 
than it started out, to burn away 
the dross and reveal the perfected 
man. Now, the Deryni are far from 
perfect, but they do understand the 
need for this constant quest for 
perfection, knowing that they can 
never reach it, but knowing, also, 
that if no one tries, no one will 
ever rise any higher than he is.
They do the best they can, with what 
they have been given. And a man's 
reach must exceed his grasp, else 
what's a heaven for?

Dr. Jeffrey M. Elliot's interview 
with author Katherine Kurtz will be 
concluded in the June issue.

("Carousel" by Raul Garcia Capella 
continued from page 5.)

A cry or a sob might have 
stopped me, and Jesse wouldn't have 
mattered then. But there was only 
conversation, and I ran.

Out of the house, down the 
alley, away from her; feeling her 
dwindling behind me. Taking myself 
and my guilt into the distance. 
Because I had glimpsed through the 
hair, in the mirror, the appeal of 
the painted, lifelike eyes. I had 
lost her to the carousel.

Because it was only there I 
might have found her, on some dusty, 
sunny afternoon, if I'd tried hard 
enough. And I knew she'd never be 
allowed to have control, or to re
turn to the carousel.

I didn't show up at the hot-dog 
counter the next day. A week later 
I landed a job at the New York Pub
lic Library, and never saw Coney 
again. But somehow, I never forgot 
a single word of what the other had 
said.

— Raul Garcia Capella
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DELL FANTASY & SF

Coming from Dell in May is The 
Spellstone of Shaltus, Linda Bush
yager's sequel to Master of Hawks. 
Set in the same world as her previ
ous fantasy volume, half-human sor
ceress Leah S'Carlton joins forces 
with a sorcerer to defeat an evil 
wizard and banish the evil from the 
house of S'Carlton.

Beyond Heaven 's River is an 
original science fiction novel by 
Greg Bear about a Japanese soldier 
who is plucked from the ocean near 
Midway in 1942 and deposited by an 
alien spaceship on another world. 
Four hundred years later he is found 
by a team of planet watchers. Both 
books will be priced at $1.95.

AVON BOOKS

Avon releases for May include 
three first paperback editions of 
earlier hardcover releases, begin
ning with The Lastborn of Elvinwood 
by Linda Haldeman. This is a fan
tasy novel about a young man who 
picks up a magic chestnut and finds 
himself transported to a vanishing 
fairy world that he must save with 
the help of Merlin. It will be 
priced at $2.25 and was a 1978 
Doubleday release in hardcover.

Phoenix No More by Edwin Gage, 
published in hardcover by Harper & 
Row, is a suspense thriller about 
greed and corruption in the con
struction of a nuclear power plant. 
Price will be $1.95.

Also scheduled is Breakfast in 
the Ruins by Michael Moorcock, and 
I believe this is its first paper
back publication in the U.S., priced 
at $1.95.

An Avon reissue in May will be 
No Blade of Grass by John Christo
pher, also priced at $1.95.

DAW BOOKS

Due out from Daw Books in May 
is the first U.S. edition of The 
Green Gods by Nathalie and Charles 
(N. C.) Henneberg, translated into 
English by C. J. Cherryh. The novel 
is set on a world where plant life 
has evolved into an intelligent 
species, dominating humanity. "Only 
the daring sea prince Aran and the 
puppet queen Atlena stand against 
doomsday" in this French novel by 
the authors billed by Wollheim as 
"The 'A. Merritt' of France." Price 
will be $1.75.

A new "lost race" novel due in 
May is Stephen Tall's The People 
Beyond the Wall, about two Alaskan 
explorers who find a lost world in
habited by primitive people beneath 
a vast glacier. It will be priced 
at $1.95.

Also due in May is The 1980 
Annual World's Best SF edited by 
Donald A. Wollheim, reprinting ten 
stories and including work by Larry 
Niven, George R. R. Martin, Orson 
Scott Card, Richard Wilson, Tanith 
Lee and John Varley. A reprint new 
to the DAW imprint will be Rogue 
Ship by A. E. Van Vogt. The former 
will be $2.25 and the latter $1.95.

The reissue for May is Volkha- 
var by Tanith Lee, priced at $1.75.

SIGNET

Under the Canopy is an original 
science fiction novel by Barbara 
Paul due out from Signet in May. 
This is her third Signet original, 
following Pillars of Salt and Bib
blings, and is set on the primitive 
jungle planet of Gaea. Gaea is 
considered by its colonists to be 
a nearly perfect world until a woman 
crusader from another colonial plan
et arrives and begins turning Gaea's 
society upside down. Price will be 
$1.95. Also scheduled is a reissue 
of Arthur C. Clarke 's The City and 
the Stars, priced at $1.50.

A related nonfiction title for 
May is Truly Bizarre by Harold E. 
Priestly, a compendium of unusual 
people, eerie phenomena and extra
ordinary events billed as "the ulti
mate in the uncanny" and priced at 
$1.95.
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ZEBRA BOOKS

In May, Zebra Books will con
tinue Poul Anderson 's saga of Harald 
Hardrede, last and greatest of the 
Viking kings, with volume 2 of "The 
Last Viking," entitled The Road of 
the Sea Horse. Also on tap is a 
new SF/fantasy by Mike Sirota entit
led Master of Boranga. It concerns 
a man who blacks out when the in
struments and engine on his boat 
suddenly go haywire. He awakens to 
find himself on a primitive parallel 
world, forced to fight the "master" 
of the title. The Anderson title 
will be $2.50 and the Sirota, $1.95.

BANTAM BOOKS

The Gates of Heaven by Paul F. 
Preuss, a Bantam original for May, 
is a science fiction novel about 
the discovery of a dying paradise 
planet on the other side of a black 
hole 12 light years from Earth. A 
reissue for May is Fredric Brown 's 
Space on My Hands, a collection of 
nine of his stories. Gates will be 
priced at $1.95 and the Brown col
lection at $1.75.

A related nonfiction title for 
May is Black Holes and Warped Space
time by William J. Kaufman III, an 
examination of the latest discover
ies in astrophysics, illustrated 
with b&w and color photos. This 
will be its first paperback publi
cation at $3.95.

BERKLEY BOOKS

Only two titles to report on 
from Berkley this month, although 
both are new. Manifest Destiny by

Barry B. Longyear is his first book 
and a collection of three novellas 
and a short story dealing with man
kind's expansion into space. In
cluded are "Enemy Mine" from Asi
mov's SF Magazine, "The Jaren," 
"Savage Planet" and "Use Force." 
Star Fall by David Bischoff is a 
science fiction novel about the 
maiden voyage of a luxury space 
liner whose passengers include se
cret agents, saboteurs and organized 
crime assassins. The former will be 
priced at $2.25 and the latter at 
$1.95.

DEL REY/BALLANTINE

Star Wars fans will undoubtedly 
be delighted with the news that Del 
Rey Books will be publishing The 
Empire Strikes Back by David Glut, 
a "bestseller vision" release timed 
to tie in with the movie's release 
May 21st and priced at $2.25.

In addition to Empire, Del Rey 
will have its usual three new titles 
and three reprints in May. Cachalot 
is an SF original novel by Alan Dean 
Foster that takes place on a watery 
world ruled by whales, porpoises and 
dolphins while humans are confined 
to islands and floating towns. The 
human colonists think the sea crea
tures have forgiven them their ex
cesses of the past until floating 
towns begin disappearing.

The Sword and the Satchel by 
Elizabeth Boyer is an original fan
tasy novel about a young man with a 
magic sword and a crotchety old 
wizard who set out on a quest to 
destroy an evil wizard, travelling 
through a land peopled by trolls, 
frost giants and dark elves. Both 

Cachalot and Satchel will be priced 
at $2.25.

Also scheduled for May is Stel
lar Science Fiction Stories #5, edi
ted by Judy-Lynn del Rey. Among the 
eight stories included in the origi
nal anthology are "Chains of Air, 
Webs of Aether" by Philip K. Dick, 
"Elbow Room" by Marion Zimmer Brad
ley , "The Sword of Damocles" by 
James P. Hogan, "Corpus Cryptic" by 
Lee Killough, and "Grimm's Law" by 
L. Neil Smith. Price will be $1.95.

Reprints and reissues for May 
are The Revolving Boy by Gertrude 
Friedberg, The Midwich Cuckoos by 
John Wyndham, and Stand On Zanzibar 
by John Brunner. $1.95 each for the 
first two and $2.50 for Zanzibar.

ELIZABETH BOYER 

THESWORI
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NOT JUST A BEST-OF
-THE PERFECT ISSUE OF

THE BEST OF MY YEARS
_    . edited by

JAMES BAEN
POUL ANDERSON • ISAAC ASIMOV 
URSULA K, LE GUIN • LARRY NIVEN 

FREDERIK POHL & CM. KORNBLUTH 
JERRY POURNELLE • FRED SABERHAGEN 

CHARLES SHEFFIELD • JOHN VARLEY 
fa ROGER ZELAZNY

Under the Ballantine imprint, 
watch for Celestial Chess by Thomas 
Bontly, a mystery novel published 
in hardcover by Harper & Row that 
combines historical fiction and the 
supernatural. Price is $2.25.

POCKET BOOKS

The Blessing Papers is the 
first novel from a new author, Wil
liam Barnwell, that will appear in 
May as a Pocket Books original. Set 
in a post-technological Earth, "The 
Blessing Papers" offer new hope to 
a mankind in spiritual chaos. Un
fortunately, they have been lost 
and one man holds the key to their 
secret and doesn't know it.

Also scheduled for May is a 
new "Best of" collection, The Best 
of Walter M. Miller, Jr., gathering 
together 15 of his stories for the 
first time. Included in the volume 
are "The Darfstellar" and "Cruci- 
fixus Etiam." Both of the above 
books will be priced at $2.50.

Another "original" for May is 
Islands by Marta Randall, previously 
published by Pyramid in 1976 and 
newly revised for this Pocket Books 
edition. The novel is about a woman 
who must grow old as a mortal in a 
world of immortals and will be 
priced at $1.95.

In the reprint category, Three 
From the Legion by Jack Williamson 
will be an omnibus volume, priced 
at $2.50, gathering together for 
the first time three novels: The 
Legion of Space, The Cometeers and 
One Against the Legion. A reissue 
for May is The Space Pirates by 
Colin Wilson, priced at $2.25.

A related nonfiction title that 

will see its first paperback publi
cation in May is Enterprise by Jerry 
Grey, the behind-the-scenes story of 
the space shuttle, with an intro
duction by Isaac Asimov. Price will 
be $2.50.

Young adult releases under the 
Archway imprint will include the 
first paperback edition of Star 
Ka'ats and the Plant People by Andre 
Norton and Dorothy Madlee, priced at 
$1.75, and a reissue of And This is 
Laura by Ellen Conford, a contempor
ary novel about a teenager with 
clairvoyant powers, priced at $1.75.

ACE BOOKS

Coming from Ace in May is what 
editor James Baen describes as the 
"perfect" issue of Galaxy, an an
thology entitled, Galaxy: The Best 
of My Tears. Included are the ten 
best stories and articles from the 
Baen-edited issues of a few years 
back: "Our Many Roads to the Stars" 
by Poul Anderson, "Is There Hope 
for the Future" by Isaac Asimov, 
"The Day Before the Revolution" by 
Ursula K. Le Guin, "Down and Out" by 
Larry Niven, "The Gift of the Gar- 
rigoli" by Frederik Pohl and C. M. 
Kombluth, "That Buck Rogers Stuff" 
by Jerry Poumelle, "Birthdays" by 
Fred Saberhagen, "The Long Chance" 
by Charles Sheffield, "Overdrawn at 
the Memory Bank" by John Varley, and 
"The Game of Blood and Dust" by 
Roger Zelazny. Price will be $1.95.

Two earlier Ace trade paper
backs will make their first mass 
market appearances, The Demon of 
Scattery by Poul Anderson and Mil
dred Downey Broxon, at $2.25, and 
Soft Targets by Dean Ing, at $2.50.

Reprints and reissues for May 
include the following: Berserker's 
Planet by Fred Saberhagen, at $2.25; 
Reincarnation in Venice by Max Ehr
lich, a contemporary occult thriller 
priced at $2.50; The Brass Dragon 
by Marion Zimmer Bradley, at $1.95; 
and Lord of the Trees and The Mad 
Goblin by Philip Jose Farmer, at 
$2.50.

FAWCETT BOOKS

The Eternity Brigade is a new 
science fiction novel by Stephen 
Goldin scheduled for May under the 
Fawcett Gold Medal imprint. It con
cerns a soldier who signs up for a 
special government project only to 
find himself repeatedly frozen and 
brought back to life whenever he is 
needed to fight in bizarre, futur
istic conflicts. A reprint for May 
is Sea Siege by Andre Norton under 
the Fawcett Crest imprint. Both 
will be priced at $1.95.

PLAYBOY PRESS

A Playboy Press original set 
for May is Samarkand by Graham Dia
mond, the first novel in a new fan
tasy trilogy, "complete with one 
beautiful princess, an evil Emir, 
wizards, magic, barbarians, fierce 
battles and a sprinkling of romance. 
No price available.
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Warren's News & Reviews

Roger Corman's production of 
Battle Beyond the Stars has begun 
shooting, with the leading actors 
being Richard Thomas, Robert Vaughn 
and George Peppard. Erstwhile ani
mator Jimmy Murakami is directing, 
his first live-action feature. The 
script is by John Sayles, who also 
wrote Piranha for Corman. Apparent
ly Orion is coproducing the film 
with New World, and the budget has 
been said to be as high as $10 mil
lion, but that's rather unlikely.

There's an Interesting and 
surprising connection between Mup
pets and The Empire Strikes Back, 
which you'll learn when you see it. 
The film is due out in May.

A genuine sword and sorcery 
film has gone into production, beat- 
both Conan and the Thongor film out 
the starting gate, not to mention 
Dragon Slayer. Jack Palance is 
starring as Hawk—the Slayer for ITC 
in England. The producer is Harry 
Robertson, director is Terence Mar
cel. They cowrote the film.

John Boorman's long-planned 
film of the Arthurian legends, Mer
lin and the Knights of King Arthur, 
is now being cast, and will shoot 
this year in Ireland. Nicol Wil
liamson will play King Arthur.

Producer Richard Gordon and 
director Norman J. Warren (no rela
tion) will make Inseminoid this 
year in England. That title sounds 
sticky.

Andrew Bonime, a new producer, 
has announced two science fiction 
projects. Chud deals with nuclear 
waste spilling into the sewers of 
New York, lodging at certain places. 
I don't know if it produces a mon
ster, but I wouldn't be at all sur
prised. I know nothing about his 
other announced title, Star Crossed, 
except that it's to be an "epic."

Two of Frank De Felitta's hor
ror novels have been purchased for 
filming, despite the financial fail
ure of Audrey Rose. The Entity has 
been bought for $8.5 million by 
American Communications Industries. 
Penny Dreadful will be scripted and 
directed for Casablanca Filmworks 
by De Felitta himself.

Charles B. Griffith was one of 
the most inventive writers of sci
ence fiction and fantasy projects of 
the 1950s. For Roger Corman, he 
wrote Not of This Earth, It Con
quered the World, Bucket of Blood 
and Little Shop of Horrors, among 

others. In more recent years, his 
output has been of lesser quality; 
the films included Eat My Dust, 
Death Race 2000 and Up from the 
Depths. Griffith has been hired by 
Menahem Golan and Yoram Globus of 
Cannon Films to write and direct 
Dr. Heckle and Mr. Hype.

For the same company, Globus 
will produce, Golan direct and the 
two cowrite Night of the Cats.

Executive producer Robert Si
dell has announced production of a 
science fiction thriller, Argo, 
from a story by Teresa Harris. The 
film will be made for Studio Six.

Producers Ronald Shusett and 
Robert Fentress have started shoot
ing a zombie chiller, Dead and Bur
ied. The cast includes James Faren- 
tino, Melody Anderson and Jack Al
bertson. The script is by Shusett 
and Dan O'Bannon, from a story by 
Jeff Millar and Alex Stern.

Other films: The Unseen and 
Death Ship have been completed and 
are due to be released soon. In 
addition to The Howling, Phantasm II 
and Scanners, Avco-Embassy has an
nounced Satellite.

Dario Argento has hired Keith 
Emerson (of Emerson, Lake and Pal
mer) to score Argento's new horror 
film, Inferno, which he conceives as 
the middle part of a trilogy; Sus- 
piria was the first third. Inferno 
deals with mice, cats, lizards and 
leeches attacking people. Argento's 
films are always visually fantastic.

Fantasy at Filmex

The annual Los Angeles Film 
Exposition, called Filmex, has begun 
its press screenings. As usual, 
several of these movies are fantas
tic. In this and my next column, 
I'll be reporting on the fantasies 
I've seen at Filmex. Most of these 
pictures will get little or no Amer
ican release, so I do not intend to 
discuss any of them in depth.

The Tin Drum, however, will be 
shown everywhere in the country, as 
well it should be. This West Ger
man-French coproduction is based on 
Gunter Grass' famous novel, and re
portedly the author is very satis
fied with it. At 142 minutes, it 
seemed too long, but that's the only 
complaint I have about it.

Among many other things, The 
Tin Drum is an allegory about re
sponsibility, its freedoms and its

David Bennent stars as Oskar in the 
film adaptation of The Tin Drum by 
Gunter Grass, scheduled for April 
release via New World Pictures.

obligations. Oskar (David Bennent) 
is a three-year-old boy who decides 
to stop growing. At the same time, 
he discovers that he can shriek 
shrilly enough to shatter glass all 
around him, an ability he uses to 
prevent adults from taking his be
loved tin drums away from him.

The story begins in the late 
1920s in Danzig, and ends just after 
World War II. The elaborate produc
tion recreates the period marvel
ously, with just enough of an ex
aggeration to be satirically inci
sive. This excellent film was di
rected by Volker Schlondorff from a 
script by himself, Jean-Claude Car
riere and Franz Seitz; Grass him
self collaborated. The movie is 
sardonic, intense, moving and clever 
all at the same time, and deserves 
to be seen.

Vlad the Impaler is a 1978 epic 
adventure about the career of Vlad 
Tepes, the quite real Romanian lead
er on whom Bram Stoker based the 
central character in Dracula. There 
are no fantasy elements in the film; 
instead, it's an elaborate, swash
buckling historical adventure. Ste
fan Sileanu is excellent as Vlad. 
Doru Nastase directed from Mircea 
Mohor's script.

Thirst was directed by Rod 
Hardy from a script by John Pinkney. 
This well-produced Australian film 
is unfortunately based on a silly 
premise, which depletes almost all 
the considerable effort and talent 
that went into it. A young woman 
(Kate Davis) is kidnapped by a mys
terious world-wide group, which re
veals itself to her as an organiza
tion of self-styled (non-fantastic) 
vampires. The woman is descended 
from Elizabeth Bathory, which causes
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the "Brotherhood" to think of her as 
their queen. They are anxious to 
make our heroine one of them, and 
the story deals primarily with their 
efforts in this regard.

Several sequences are very 
good. A tour of the Brotherhood's 
"blood dairy" for visiting vampire 
tourists is witty and shows a good 
direction the film might have taken. 
The blood cows are drugged, lower- 
class Australians. Another sequence 
in which the reluctant queen is 
drugged and hypnotized is full of 
scary stuff, much of which actually 
works.

But the premise just doesn't 
work. It is not only difficult to 
accept a world-wide organization of 
70,000 vampires that has gone with
out detection for centuries, but 
it's even more difficult to believe 
that these sophisticated million
aires would become so fixated on one 
woman that they would throw these 
centuries of caution to the winds. 
As a result, Thirst (which is get
ting a nationwide release) is only 
an interesting curiosity. It could 
have been a fine black comedy, but 
the makers didn't have that kind of 
courage.

Beauty and the Beast is a new 
Czechoslovakian version of the fa
mous Perrault fairy tale. Unlike 
Cocteau's famous semi-surrealistic 
version, this is grimly realistic 
in all physical details, and photo
graphed in rich, brown-toned color. 
Unfortunately, the film is so slowly 
paced that it will alienate most 
viewers, and the performance of the 
hawk/ape beast is so stylized as to 
not fit into the realistic remainder 
of the film. Beauty, however, is 
certainly beautiful enough, and if 
you keep awake, there are some fine 
things in the film.

The Demon Pond is an urbane, 
fanciful Japanese film from director 
Masahiro Shinoda, who is noted for 
his elegant variations on classical 
themes. The story centers around 
the legend that a dragon lives in 
the bottom of a pond near a village. 
If a certain bell is rung three 
times a day, the dragon has vowed 
that the village will be safe from 
flooding. The story carefully moves 
into different, more extreme, realms 
of stylization, so that it can open 
with a realistic train journey, move 
to a slightly more stylized village, 
then slowly shift to a type of ka
buki-influenced romance, with obvi
ous but basically realistic sound
stage sets and finally, in the mid
dle, turn completely into a kabuki 
play, with actors portraying crabs, 
deer, fish, etc. The dragon herself 
is shown, played by the same actor 
playing the heroine. (This actor 
specializes in female roles, and is

Under torn and tattered sails, the 
ghost of a clipper ship that sank 
100 years ago appears suddenly out 
of a fogbank in John Carpenter's 
The Fog, released by Avco Embassy.

used here as another step in styli
zation.) The film then moves back 
to realism, and concludes with an 
eye-popping spectacle of special 
effects as the village is inundated 
by enough water to fill the North 
Pacific. The shifts in stylization 
may disconcert American audiences, 
but Shinoda handles the changes 
smoothly, and his incredibly com
plicated plot never becomes muddled 
or unclear. The acting is excel
lent, and the color is very fine. 
The Demon Pond is not a masterpiece, 
but it is a fine exercise in film 
forms.

The Man to Destroy (Yugoslav
ian) is based on an interesting 
historical fact. In 1767, a strang
er was made Tsar of Montenegro, and 
ran the country well on his motto: 
"there is never enough love and 
freedom." All too soon, this en
lightened comman-man monarch died. 
Director Veljko Bulajic and a large 
number of writers have made The Man 
to Destroy a sardonic fable about 
this Tsar's reign. Satan, disap
pointed because Catherine the Great 
has assassinated Peter and assumed 
the throne of Russia, planning to 
favor the church, decides to redress 
the balance of good and evil. Satan 
plans to return "Peter" to the 
throne, in the form of a pleasant 
demon who looks like the dead Tsar. 
And this demon eventually becomes 
the Tsar of Montenegro, turning his 
back on his Hellish origins.

The first half of this excel
lently photographed film is by far 
the best part. The scenes in Hell 
are witty and original, and for a 
while, the film continues in that 

vein. But as the demon-turned-tsar 
begins to take himself all too ser
iously, so does the film. Already 
slow, it loses audience interest 
and dies quietly.

Why the Fllmes selection com
mittee chose The Butterfly Murders 
over any of several dozen similar 
Hong Kong martial arts films is a 
mystery to me. The central idea— 
a flock of killer butterflies—soon 
loses its wacky charm and the film 
becomes tedious and obvious. Direc
tor Hark Tsui gets lost in his own 
labyrinthian plot, and so does the 
audience. The fact that the actual 
hero is a scholar and not a fighter 
at all is worth some points, but 
the period settings are unconvincing 
and the action sequences don't come 
frequently enough to enliven the 
film. At the climax, a "death crow" 
materializes (in the form of a deto
nating mynah), but that's too little 
and too late.

On Little Cat Feet

John Carpenter's The Fog is 
getting one of the biggest publicity 
pushes in the history of Avco-Embas- 
sy. His previous film, Halloween, 
is reportedly the largest-grossing 
low-budget film ever made, and not 
unreasonably, Avco expected The Fog 
to match the profits. Apparently, 
though it is making money, it lags 
behind the earlier film. (And this 
after $100,000 was spent after pro
duction to add gore and horror.)

And no wonder. Though it has 
some effective scenes, The Fog is not 
as frightening as Halloween. It is 
without some of the failings of the 
other film, but invents some new 
ones of its own. In Halloween, you 
kept wondering about the motivations 
of the mad killer, and why everyone 
seemed so powerless to do anything. 
The film was structured to allow 
the killer to get away with murder, 
without giving him any reason for 
committing it. Yet the film was so 
cleverly manipulative that it was 
exciting and entertaining.

As if aware that one of the 
main problems with Halloween was 
this lack of motivation on the part 
of the menace, Carpenter and his 
cowriter and producer, Debra Hill, 
have so overburdened the menaces in 
The Fog with more than ample motiva
tion that it seems strained. The 
basic idea is revenge by ghosts on 
a town for their murder 100 years 
before. But they aren't just 
ghosts; they are the ghosts of 
lepers, as if a leprous ghost was 
somehow more horrifying than an—er 
—healthy one. They also don't just 
want revenge—they want some gold 
that they were cheated out of in 
Ilf e.
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Kirk Douglas fights off an attack by 
Hector, the evil robot, in this 
scene from Saturn 3.

Clad in full space gear, Farrah Fawcett and Kirk Douglas are followed 
into a subterranean research station by Harvey Keitel, a murderous 
psychotic who controls the evil robot Hector, in Saturn 3, an Associ
ated Film Distribution release.

Other fantastic elements occur 
in the film, without being related 
to the ghosts and their shrouding 
fog in anything other than a kind of 
sympathetic manner. Machines start 
and stop, nozzles jump off gas 
pumps, and so forth. This appar
ently is just for atmosphere, be
cause it has no effect on the plot.

Furthermore, Carpenter's lead
ing characters—played by his wife 
Adrienne Barbeau, Jamie Lee Curtis, 
Tom Atkins, Janet Leigh and Hal Hol
brook—never seem to be in any real 
danger. Most of these people tumble 
to the fact that there is something 
horrible in the fog that's sweeping 
over their California town very 
early in the story, and spend most 
of the time trying to get away from 
it. (No one seems to think of leav
ing town.) Hence, there's little 
menace for the leads, and very lit
tle suspense for the audience.

It seems to me that Carpenter 
has overlooked a very, very good 
premise. Shouldn't the fog itself 
be the danger? Some ghosts hiding 
in the fog just isn't as scary as 
the idea that the mist itself be 
alive and deadly. Carpenter's lep
rous ghosts are unoriginal and, 
after their first appearance, not 
particularly frightening.

The cast, for the most part, is 
very good. Jamie Lee Curtis is very 
attractive in her coltish, tomboyish 
manner, and seems a good, rather 
strong heroine for horror movies 
(she's now made four). Adrienne 
Barbeau is as attractive and sensual 
as she was on "Maude." Hal Holbrook 

rather overacts his part as a drunk
en priest.

The special effects are varia
ble, through the music score by Car
penter is very well done.

Horror movies need more strin
gent logic and less cluttered story
lines than any other kind of film. 
Carpenter certainly knows how to 
scare us, but he hasn't yet learned 
how to devise a story that's really 
worth telling. Hopefully, better 
films lie in his future.

Incidentally, The Fog has 
abundant in-jokes. Carpenter him
self does a cameo with Holbrook. 
John Houseman plays an old story
teller named Machen. I believe the 
lighthouse rests on Arkham Point. 
One victim is named Dan O'Bannon— 
who cowrote Dark Star with Carpen
ter. There are other similar gags.

Saturn in the Rain?

Stanley Donen codirected one of 
my favorite movies, Singin' in the 
Rain. His career has generally been 
quite distinguished, with such films 
as Seven Brides for Seven Brothers, 
Charade, Two for the Road and Movie 
Movie to his credit. When John 
Barry's direction of Saturn 3 was 
not what producer Donen wanted, he 
took over the direction himself, 
and made his first science fiction 
horror film. Unfortunately, it's 
basically a failure.

The central idea holds a nicely 
twisted promise. Two researchers 
on Titan (Kirk Douglas and Farrah 
Fawcett) are visited by a man (Har

vey Keitel) they do not know is a 
murderous psychotic. With him he 
has brought a robot which is pro
grammed by direct brain contact with 
a human being: it ends up with 
that person's personality. And of 
course, the psychotic—who hates the 
man and lusts after the woman—pro
grams the robot with his mind. The 
robot hates him, too, however, and 
after eliminating that competition, 
the lurching machine comes after 
the other two. Heh heh.

Donen misses almost every op
portunity for shock and horror. His 
years of elegance have apparently 
depleted him of the kind of imagina
tion needed to sustain a film like 
this, and he is not helped by Martin 
Amis' peculiar screenplay.

The two basic problems: it 
isn't convincing and not enough men
ace is generated. The part of the 
psychotic spaceman demanded a flam
boyantly crazy actor. We should 
have the horrible feeling that if 
the robot ever ends up with that 
guy's brain, there will be hell to 
pay. However, Harvey Keitel's per
formance is entirely too laid-back. 
The character is too much in control 
of himself and is robot-like from 
the very beginning. Somehow, pro
gramming a robot with the mind of a 
robot is not only redundant, the 
result isn't threatening. The part 
called for someone like Bruce Dern, 
who twitches when crazy in just the 
right fashion. In a melodrama like 
this, how could you be afraid of a 
madman who doesn't twitch even once?

(Continued on page 30, Col. 1)
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The Fan Press
MAGICAL BLEND

Shortly after the last FN went 
to press, I received a nice surprise 
in my mailbox in the form of Magical 
Blend #1 — "A Magazine of Synergy." 
I'm not quite sure how to describe 
it; call it a "blend," I guess, of 
traditional and contemporary fan
tasy. Whatever the label, it's an 
extremely attractive package of 
articles, fiction, comic strips and 
poetry. The contents are much too 
long to list here, but it includes 
an article on Mervyn Peake by Michael 
Moorcock and a number of others on 
a variety of fantasy/occult sub
jects. The stories are: "Gabriel" 
by Spider Band, "The Grand Referen
dum" by Michael Epstein, "Trapped in 
Transit" by Michael Peter Langevin 
and "Fireflies" by Paul Weinman.

The 60-page issue is very 
attractively designed with some nice 
artwork and graphics by a bunch of 
people I've never heard of—again, 
too many to list here. The covers 
are heavy enamel, printed in blue 
ink on a silver background, which 
are just about non-reproducible 
here. You'll just have to take my 
word for it that it's well worth 
the $1.50 price (plus 50c postage). 
The editors are Katherine Zunic and 
Michael Peter Langevin. Magical 
Blend, P. 0. Box 11303, San Franci
sco, CA 94101.

SKULLDUGGERY

Just out from Michael L. Cook 
is the second issue of Skullduggery, 
a quarterly digest size magazine of 
mystery fiction. Included in the 
issue are the following stories: 
"The Bird" by Wooda Nick Carr, "See 
Dick. See Jane. See Spot” by Phylis 
Ann Warady, "Good to the Last Drop" 
by Paul Horvitz, "The Second Scan
dal" by Elaine Budd, "Devil's Bone 
Pile" by Basil Wells, "The Long and 
Short of It” by Will Murray, "Night 
Drive" by Joe B. Lansdale, "No Short
cuts" by Wayne Thornton and "Demoli
tion, Inc." by Bill Pronzini and 
Barry N. Malzberg. The 60-page, 
illustrated issue is single copy 
priced at $2.50 and subscriptions 
are $8 per year.

Also available from the same 
publisher is the 6th issue of The 
Age of the Unicorn, Cook's bimonthly 
fantasy/pulp advertiser. Over its 
six-issue life, The Unicom has be
come more of a magazine than an ad
vertiser, with Increasingly more

Midnight Sun Five 
nominated for the World 
Fantasy Award

~rW5lS,M

WIZARD'S BOUNTY by De Lint 0 SLAVE 
SHIP by KEN HUFF 0 Parks O And More

space each issue devoted to editor
ial material. This 80-page issue 
contains only 24 pages of advertis
ing and is loaded with articles 
about the old character pulps, mys
tery fiction and fantasy, in addi
tion to reviews and letters. Annual 
subscriptions are $8 bulk rate and 
$12 via first class. Michael L.
Cook, 3318 Wimberg Ave., Evansville, 
IN 47712.

MIDNIGHT SUN

Although the fifth issue of 
Gary Hoppenstand's revived Midnight 
Sun has been out for some time now, 
my copy just recently arrived. 
Featured in the 76-page digest size 
issue are the following stories: 
"In the Fourth Year of the War" by 
Harlan Ellison, "Even Money" by H. 
H. Hollis, "Forsaken Voyage" by 
Carl Jacobi, and "What More Re
mains," "Needlesong," and "Shadow
land" by Charles L. Grant.

Needless to say, this is one of 
the more professional fanzines 
around. Artists include Mark Batch
er, Kent Bash, T. J. Buckingham, 
Lori Halsted, Jane Hoffelt, Marty 
Hoffelt and John Jude Palencar. 
The price is $4. Gary Hoppenstand, 
2014 Mackenzie Dr., Columbus, OH 
43220. Welcome back, Gary!

DARK FANTASY

Dark Fantasy #21 recently ap
peared from editor/artist/writer 
Gene Day at Shadow Press, featuring 
four new fantasy stories: "Slave 
Ship" by Kenneth Huff, "The Wood
closet" by Dorothy Wagner, "Wizard's 
Bounty" by Charles de Lint and 
"Echoes" by B. Bichard Parks. Also 
included is poetry by J. P. Sullivan 
and Larry Gay, and artwork by Dave 
Vosburgh, John Charette, George 
Freeman, Dan Day and editor Gene 
Day. The 52-page, digest size issue 
is priced at $1 (plus postage) and 

subscriptions are $6 for five is
sues .

Also available from Shadow 
Press is All Things Dark and Danger
ous, a bound portfolio of art by 
Gene Day. The 96-page book is 
printed on heavy stock and is per
fect bound with heavier, textured 
covers. The collection gathers to
gether Day's artwork from a number 
of sources, both fan and pro, and 
very nicely displays his varied 
styles in fantasy and SF illustra
tion. The regular edition, signed 
and numbered by Day, is priced at 
$14. A deluxe edition, limited to 
50 copies, includes four additional 
prints, hand watercolored by Day and 
separately signed and numbered, and 
is priced at $27. (Prices include $2 
postage.) Gene Day, Shadow Press, 
Box 207, Gananoque, Ontario K7G 2T7, 
Canada.

THRUST

Featured in the 14th issue of 
Thrust SF in Beview, just out from 
editor Doug Fratz, is an interview 
with J. G. Ballard and "Dicta Obit
er" by Barry N. Malzberg, a brief 
sequel to his famous retirement es
say of a few years back. Also in
cluded in the 52-page issue are 
commentaries by regular columnists 
Ted White, Michael Bishop, Charles 
Sheffield, David Bischoff and John 
Shirley, along with Doug's usual 
book reviews and a lengthy letters 
column. Single copies are priced 
at $1.95 and subscriptions are $9 
for six issues. Thrust Publica
tions, 11919 Barrel Cooper Court, 
Reston, VA 22091.

STARDOCK

Now available from the Ottawa 
SF Society is the 4th issue of Star
dock, now under a new editor, Jeff 
Cohen (previously Charles R. Saund
ers) . The 40-page digest size maga-
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zine contains the following short 
stories: "Sunrise" by Tom Hamill, 
"Magic" by R. Finnegan Snaird, 
"Pressure" by Sansoucy Kathenor, 
"Carbon Cycle” by Donald Legault, 
"The Answer" by Galad Elflandsson, 
"The Ancient Mariner" by Michael V. 
MacKay, "Backward Pupil" by Albert 
J. Manachino and "A Glitch in Time 
Saves No One" by Louis Bertrand. 
Add to that poetry, a fan art port
folio and additional artwork by Jeff 
Cohen, David Sweet, Bruce Wrighte, 
Bruce Conklin and George Goracz. 
Single copies are priced at $1.25 
plus 25d postage. Stardock, P. 0. 
Box 3773, Station 'C', Ottawa, 
Ontario K1Y 4J8, Canada.

WALLACE WOOD SKETCHBOOK

William M. Crouch, Jr. has an
nounced for April publication a 
softcover collection of artwork by 
Wallace Wood entitled The Wallace 
Wood Sketchbook. According to his 
flyer, it will contain: "52 pages 
of never-before-published drawings, 
sketches, doodles and comps, includ
ing superhero, science fiction, 
pretty girl, humor, fantasy, and a 
unique nine page selection of work 
predating 1948." Price will be $5 
plus 50c postage.

Crouch also notes, in a letter 
mailed to former members of FOO 
("Friends of Odkin"—see FN #13) 
that Wood will no longer be publish
ing his own material. Crouch is 
currently soliciting suggestions for 
additional Wood publishing projects. 
William M. Crouch, Jr., P. 0. Box 
2311, Bridgeport, CT 06608.

THE NORTON NEWSLETTER

If you're an Andre Norton fan, 
you will probably want to investi
gate The Norton Newsletter, now in 
its third issue. Included in the 
8-page, Xeroxed issue are two brief 
articles on animals in Norton's fic
tion and "Andre Norton and Her 
Sources" by Roger Schlobin, along 
with news about Norton fan clubs 
and pen pals. Price is 50c or 4 
issues for $2. Michele Rosenberg, 
85-45 130th St., Kew Gardens, NY 
11415.

fanzine reviews. Included with 
this issue is Stellar Fantasy 
Newsletter #2, running six pages 
that contain society notes, "NASA 
Notes," some poetry and fan art
work.

Frankly, there's nothing ter
ribly exciting in any of this and 
precious little news, but it is 
nicely printed with some interest
ing graphics. Price is $1. Ben 
Fulves, 25 Parkway, Montclair, NJ 
07042.

ELFQUEST/FIRST KINGDOM

As noted here previously, I do 
not normally cover the comics media 
in Fantasy Newsletter, but two well 
done comic books that might be of 
interest are Elfquest and The First 
Kingdom. Elfquest is a fantasy 
comic now in its 6th issue, created 
by Richard and (artist) Wendy Pini. 
The First Kingdom, written and il
lustrated by Jack Katz, is now in 
its 11th issue of a projected 24 
volume series. Both comics are ap
proximately 8b" by 11" in format, 
with 32 pages of black and white 
artwork plus full color enamel cov
ers. Both are single copy priced 
at $1.25, but I'd recommend adding 
50c to cover postage. Subscriptions 
to Elfquest are $6 for 4 issues, 
while future issues of The First 
Kingdom may be reserved at $1.75 
per copy (postpaid, in both cases).

Elfquest: Richard & Wendy 
Pini, WaRP Graphics, 2 Reno Road,

$12.00 brings you a year's supply (12 issues) 
of the fantasy and SF field's award-winning 
monthly magazine of news and commentary -- $1 
an issue -- delivered to your mailbox every 
month. Anywhere in the world! All copies 
mailed flat in a sturdy, protective envelope.

Poughkeepsie, NY 12603.
The First Kingdom: Bud Plant, 

Inc., P. 0. Box 1886, Grass Valley, 
CA 95945.

And finally, some miscellaneous 
notes. Ken Keller, at Nickelodeon 
Graphics, reports that Trumpet #12 is 
at long last at press and will be 
distributed in early April. For 
details, see FN #14, and I assume 
the price is still $3 per copy. Ken 
Keller, 1131 White, Kansas City, MO 
64126.

Windhaven #5, Jessica Amanda 
Salmonson's "Journal of Feminist 
SF," appeared some months back and 
I just recently received my copy. 
Among other features, it contains an 
article by Jessica on Jirel of 
Joiry ("The Golden Age of Sexism") 
and a brief autobiographical sketch 
by Evangeline Walton. Copies are 
$1.95 or $6 for 4 issues. Ikesdat- 
ter Press, Box 5172, Univ. Station, 
Seattle, WA 98105.

James Van Hise writes in to 
note that his special Harlan Ellison 
issue of Rocket's Blast Comicollec- 
tor (#151) has been delayed a month 
until early April. See his ad in 
FN #22 for details. $3.50 per copy 
plus 75c postage: James Van Hise, 
10885 Parkdale Ave., San Diego, CA 
92126.

ccwt fanice!
THE LOOKING GLASS

I'm not sure what the Stellar 
Fantasy Society is, but its editor, 
Ben Fulves, publishes two regular 
newsletters for its membership. 
The Looking Glass #16, for Febru
ary, runs 12 pages and features 
some very short articles on Star 
Trek - The Motion Picture, the 5th 
World Fantasy Convention, the 
Cthulhu Mythos, and videotaping, 
along with a few general news 
items, a market report and a few

Or, if you prefer faster delivery:

$17.00 - first class mail
$24.00 - overseas air mail

fantasy necosLettew
Paul C. Allen
1015 West 36th Street
Loveland, Colorado 80537
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ClAssiFicd AdvERTisiNq
Your advertisement here is read by more than 7,500 people (three per copy). 
Rates are 50« per column line, 34 characters to a line, including punctua
tion, spaces, etc. Four line minimum. All CAPS and italics at no extra 
charge.

Come in to Future Fantasy for the 
newest in SF and fantasy books and 
games. Special orders encouraged. 
Open 7 days and 5 nights a week at 
2033 El Camino Real, Palo Alto, CA 
94306. (415) 327-9242.

MYSTICON July 4-6, 1980. Blacks
burg, VA. GOH Gordon Dickson. $7 
till May 15, $9 after. Box 12294, 
Roanoke, VA 24024,

Scarce and out-of-print books. 
Fantasy, Science Fiction, and 
related items. Catalogues are 
issued regularly. STAR TREADER 
BOOKS, 434 West Pender, Vancouver, 
B.C., Canada V6B 1T5

("On Fantasy" by Karl Edward Wagner 
continued from page 8.)

from the hackneyed formulas that 
other writers were proclaiming to be 
the only "right" way to write 
"swords and sorcery." As such, we 
both were outlaws and heretics. And 
as the '60s wore on, and the field 
became swamped with "Bongo the Bar
barian" crap, and I was still an 
outlaw—and worse, an unpublished 
heretic—it was pleasant to think 
about Elric, and to keep hanging in 
there. If one outlaw could succeed, 
maybe another one could.

Hell, Mike—I knowed right off 
you was Jack the Ripper.

— Karl Edward Wagner

Next issue: "On Fantasy" will be 
written by Fritz Leiber.

("Warren's News S Reviews" 
continued from page 27.)

Another central problem is that 
the robot-on-the-rampage story takes 
far too long to get underway. The 
parts intended to be exciting and 
scary don't turn up until near the 
end of the film and what has gone 
before has been too mild in all 
other ways.

Stanley Donen has generally 
been one of the finest directors of 
commercial films below the level of 
art. But he hasn't a notion of how 
to build suspense and his characters 
never seem sufficiently worried.

New SF magazine looking for con
tributors! No hard science, no 
space wars or elves! Light fan
tasy, speculative fiction and time 
travel preferred. Payment 1 - 2c 
per word depending on length. 
Payment upon publication. Book 
reviews, SF Humor, interviews, SF 
event coverage encouraged. Possi
bilities for permanent column if 
you have a good idea. Serial ideas 
send query, all else send work to 
LOOKING GLASS, 603 Alta Dr., Bev- 
erly Hills, CA 90210. M. Tarcher.

ASTOUNDINGS WANTED 1930:2,4,7,8,11 
12 1931:3,5 33:10 34:1,2,6,12 
High prices up to $15O--193O poor 
S no cover OK. Tom Cagle, 3400 
Polk, El Paso, TX 79930.

Kirk Douglas' Adam is also supposed 
to be a fine and decent man, but he 
merely seems petulant amd indecisive. 
Farrah Fawcett's character isn't 
developed at all, just The Woman in 
The Case; it's a moot point as to 
whether or not she can act.

Obviously, the film that this 
will be compared with is Alien, a 
far better movie in every respect. 
That one seemed real, as if we were 
glimpsing a future aboard a genuine 
spaceship. The production design 
was logical and coherent. In Saturn 
3, on the other hand, while the sets 
are interesting and colorful, they 
don't seem to have anything to do 
with the search for synthetic food, 
which is what is supposedly occupy
ing Kirk and Farrah's time, though 
they spend most of it jogging or in 
bed.

Elmer Bernstein's music is var
iable and its placement in the film 
seems designed to diminish rather 
than increase suspense. Other tech
nical credits are adequate, but not 
outstanding. Saturn's rings look 
like rocks lying on a lucite table, 
and Titan seems to be both ahead of 
and behind a spaceship at the end.

Saturn 3 isn't a turkey, but 
it is disappointing. It's worth 
seeing if you like this sort of 
thing in the first place, but you'll 
probably enjoy it more if you do 
not expect a great deal.

— Bill Warren

("Trade Books" 
continued from page 13.)

about a young girl who rescues a 
wizard whose tricks always manage 
to go awry, priced at $8.95; and 
King Beetle-Tamer and Other Light
hearted Wonder Tales by Isabel Wy
att (ages 8 up) is a collection of 
15 stories of magic and mythical 
creatures, illustrated in full color 
by Amy Henning and priced at $9.95 
in hardcover and $6.95 in paper.
The last title is scheduled for May 
release, while the others are due 
in March.

April releases include: The 
Trouble With Princesses by Christie 
Harris (ages 8-12), a collection of 
stories about princesses illustrated 
by Douglas Tait and priced at $8.95; 
The Giant at the Ford and Other Le
gends of the Saints by Ursula Synge 
(ages 9-12) , retelling the lives of 
a number of the saints, priced at 
$7.95; and Patrick and the Fairy 
Thief by Margaret K. Wetterer (ages 
6-9), about a young boy who finds 
his lost mother with the help of a 
trouble-making fairy, illustrated by 
Enrico Arno and priced at $6.95.

Aladdin trade paperbacks for 
spring are Silver on the Tree by 
Susan Cooper, the final novel in 
her five volume "The Dark is Rising" 
series, and The Night Gift by Pa
tricia A. McKillip. Both are aimed 
at the 10-14 age group; the former 
priced at $2.95 and the latter at 
$1.95.

See FN #23 for additional 
Atheneum releases due out shortly 
under the Argo Books imprint. 
Atheneum Publishers, 597 Fifth Ave., 
New York, NY 10017.

SCRIBNER'S

Books for young readers due out 
in March and April from Charles 
Scribner's Sons lead off with the 
March release of The Green Man by 
Gail E. Haley, a retelling of the 
legend of the Green Man, illustrated 
by the author and priced at $9.95. 
It is recommended for ages 6-9.

April releases include If You 
Were Really Superstitious, written 
by Jane Sarnoff and illustrated by 
Reynold Ruffins, a book that humor
ously illustrates what everyday life 
would be like if we all lived by 
superstitions. Aimed at ages 6-9, 
the book will be priced at $7.95. 
Starbaby by Frank Asch, designed 
for pre-schoolers, is a picture book 
about the adventures of a star baby. 
Price will be $9.95. Charles Scrib
ner's Sons, 597 Fifth Ave., New 
York, NY 10017.
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Wor\ in progress
Harlan Ellison writes in to say 

that he is currently completing the 
novel version of "A Boy and His Dog" 
for Ace Books. The 60,000 to 70,000 
word book will be titled Blood's A 
Rover and will include "Eggsucker" 
and "A Boy and His Dog,” as well as 
two new pieces, "See Spot Run" and 
"Blood's A Rover.”

He recently completed a 22,300 
word novella, "All the Lies That Are 
My Life," which he notes is the 
"longest stretch of writing I've 
done in about a dozen years." The 
novella will be the heart of his 
new collection, Shatterday, which 
will appear from Houghton Mifflin 
this fall. Included in the 105,000 
word collection ("my biggest book 
in some time") are 16 previously 
uncollected stories, including: 
"Jeffty is Five," "All the Birds 
Come Home to Roost," "Count the 
Clock that Tells the Time," "Djan
go," "How's the Night Life on Cas- 
silda?" and "In the Fourth Year of 
the War."

His long-awaited The Last 
Dangerous Visions has been com
pleted, he notes, "and will be go
ing in shortly" to Berkley/Putnam 
for late 1981 publication. "Other 
things in the works," he adds, "such 
as the comic of The Shadow I'm doing 
with Mike Kaluta for Fantagraphics; 
the Medea: Harlan’s World book for 
Bantam is finished and goes in at 
the beginning of April, including a 
story by Silverberg, back from his 
retirement."

L. Sprague de Camp and his wife 
Catherine are in the process of 
completing Dark Valley Destiny, the 
biography of Robert E. Howard, fol
lowing the death last November of 
his collaborator on the biography, 
Dr. Jane Whittington Griffin. Dr. 
Griffin was a psychologist connected 
with the University of Pennsylvania, 
a native of Texas, and had person
ally known the Howard heirs for some 
years. "The book is now complete 
in intermediate draft," he notes, 
"but there is a lot of work to do on 

it before it will be ready for a 
publisher."

His newest Conan novel, Conan 
and the Spider God, "is in press at 
Bantam Books," he reports. "It will 
receive its scheduled publication 
date when it has a satisfactory 
cover painting." The novel will be 
the sixth volume in Bantam's new 
Conan series, following Conan the 
Rebel by Poul Anderson.

John F. Carr, editor of the 
SFWA Bulletin, and Camden Benares 
recently sold a major collaborative 
project to Pequod Press, a specialty 
press on the west coast. "The Cry
ing Clown Celebration is an eight 
volume work describing the time and 
trials of the Third Jesus (Fitzger
ald Baker)," he explains, "from the 
point of view of five of his disci
ples. Each part or volume is told 
first person by the person who is 
recalling his or her association 
with Fitzgerald Baker, the central 
character." The Third Jesus, Carr 
adds, believes himself to be de
scended from a liaison between John 
F. Kennedy and Marilyn Monroe. The 
books will be quality bound and 
printed on acid free paper and will 
be illustrated, with a limited num
ber available in a signed edition.

Magazines
asimov's sf magazine

Contents for the May issue of 
Isaac Asimov 's SF Magazine include 
the following stories: "Wolkenheim 
Fairday" by Richard S. McEnroe, 
"Weird Numbers From Titan" by Martin 
Gardner, "The Hot and Cold Running 
Waterfall" by Stephen Tall, "A Sail
or's Delight" by Ralph Roberts, "The 
Sampler" by David J. Hand, "Ann 
Atomic's Space Cases" by Sharon N. 
Farber, "For the Birds" by Isaac 
Asimov, and "If You Can Fill the Un
forgiving Minute" by David Andreis- 
sen and D. C. Foyer. Accompanying 
the usual features is an article, 
"On Faster Than Light Paradoxes" by 
Milton A. Rothman. The cover is by 
George Barr for the McEnroe story.

MAGAZINE OF F & SF

The May issue of the Magazine 
of F&SF will feature two novelettes: 
"The Ink Imp" by R. M. Lamming and 
"The Merry Men of Methane" by Steph
en Tall. Short stories are: "Win
dow" by Bob Leman, "Others' Eyes" by 
Richard Purtill, "The Comfort Sta
tion" by Keith Roberts, "Quill Trip
stickler Eludes A Bride" by John 
Shirley, and "Bunny-Eyes" by Karen 
G. Jollie. "Books" this issue is by 
Algis Budrys, along with the usual 

departments, and the cover is by 
David Hardy for "Merry Men of 
Methane."

ANALOG

Scheduled for the May issue of 
Analog is a novelette by George 0. 
Smith, "Scholar's Cluster," and the 
conclusion to World in the Clouds by 
Bob Buckley. Short stories are 
"Mood Wendigo" by Thomas A. Easton 
and "A Modest Inquiry" by William 
Tuning, while the science fact art
icle is "Steamer Time (Again?)" by 
Wallace West. Included among the 
usual departments are a guest edi
torial by John Ahrens, "The High 
Cost of Safety," and "The Alternate 
View" by G. Harry Stine. The cover 
is by Bob Shore.

ARES

Ares, "The Magazine of Science 
Fiction and Fantasy Simulation, re
cently made its debut with the March 
issue. The 40-page magazine, print
ed on slick paper in an 8^" by 11" 
format, is principally devoted to 
fantasy and SF gaming, but does fea
ture some fiction. Stories included 
in this premier issue are "Dragon... 
Ghost" by M. Lucie Chin and "Gang
sters" by Henrik Nordlie. Also fea

tured is an article by John Boardman 
on the realities of manned, inter
stellar flight. Ares sports a full 
color cover illustration by Howard 
Chaykin and is priced at $3 per 
copy. Subscriptions are $14 for 6 
bimonthly issues. Simulations Pub
lications, Inc., 257 Park Ave. S., 
New York, NY 10010.

sorcerer's apprentice

Just out from Flying Buffalo, 
Inc., is the fifth issue of Sorcer
er's Apprentice, which features two 
stories (in addition to a number of 
articles on fantasy gaming): "Red
cap" by J. E. Coplin and "Passage to 
Dilfar" by Roger Zelazny, as well as 
a back cover short by David Halle, 
"Dancing for the Death God." The 
Zelazny story is his first Dilvish 
the Damned tale, reprinted from the 
February 1965 Fantastic. The 40- 
page issue sports a full color cover 
by Gary Freeman and contains some 
nice interior artwork. Single cop
ies are priced at $2.25 and sub
scriptions are $10 for 6 issues. 
Previous issues have featured ori
ginal fiction by Roger Zelazny and 
Tanith Lee, among others. Flying 
Buffalo, Inc., P. 0. Box 1467, 
Scottsdale, AZ 85252.
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Galactic empires disappear in nuclear holocausts . . .
Shocking discoveries are found at the edge of the universe!

The First Kingdom is a bold undertaking . . . 
a graphic novel spanning twenty-four 
books. You'll be amazed at the
incredibly detailed artwork and 
fascinating, intricate story!

Our biggest catalog yet! Over 1,000 books, 
posters, portfolios and magazines... all about 
comics, science fiction and fantasy. Forty-eight 
full pages of descriptions and illustrations! 
Giving fast and friendly service for ten years!

All eleven books, 396 pages, for $10!

Please send the following: 123456789 10 11 
(circle issues wanted)

I enclose $1 each for #1-10, $1.25 for #11. $----------------

Postage: Please add 75c if order is under $10: $----------------

Please send me the set of eleven books for $10. $----------------
/ save $1.25 off the cover price and you pay postage!•

I understand The First Kingdom appears twice a year.
I enclose $1.75 each (includes postage) for the following:

12 13 14 15 16 17 18 19 20 21 22 23 24 
(circle issues wanted)

Just send your catalog. Enclosed is $1 (includes postage), 
refundable with my first order.

$---------------
We'll enclose the catalog FREE with any First Kingdom order.•

Total: $__________

Name _____________________________ —----

Address_________________________________

City  State & Zip 
Published & distributed by: Bud Plant, PO Box 1886N,Grass Valley, CA 95945
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