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AS A SERIOUS COLLECTOR CAN YOU REALLY 
AFFORD TO MISS OUT ON OUR NEW 64 PAGE 
CATALOGUE OF OVER 2000 UNCOMMON AND 

VERY COLLECTABLE TITLES FROM OUR

FA N TA S Y 
ARCHIVES

THE

24th

TEMPTATION

A

CATALOGUE

OF

THE

UNCOMMON

We have recently aquired 
for some of our more 
personable (and deter
mined) clients, copies of 
some very difficult to 
obtain books, such as. . . . 
9 Princes in Amber, Lord 
of Light, A Canticle for 
Leibowitz, Flowers for 
Algernon, Dawn of Flame, 
More Than Human, Green 
Odyssey, etc., etc. . . . 
Can't we assist you with 
the more difficult items on 
your want list?

71 8th Avenue New York, N. Y. 10014

(212) 929-5391

COME SEE US IN THE HUCKSTERS' ROOM



12th WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION 1986
OCTOBER 29 - NOVEMBER 2

Biltmore Plaza Hotel, Providence, Rhode Island

GUESTS

RAMSEY CAMPBELL CHARLES L. GRANT J. K. POTTER

TOASTMASTER

DOUGLAS E. WINTER

COMMITTEE
Chairman: Robert Plante
Programming: Bob Booth, Stanley Wiater, Pat McCormick
Registration: Mary Booth
Operations: Jinx Cates
Art Show: Dick Brisson
Dealer’s Room: Paul Dobish
Program Book Design: Robert Lavoie
Typesetting: Suzan Gervais
Special Program Assistance: Harry Beckwith, Mike Tell,

Gerry Boudreau
Advisors and resident Bon Vivants: Les Daniels, Don Grant 
Judges: Robert Collins, Ellen Datlow, Dean R. Koontz, 

Patricia McKillip, Charles de Lint
Special thanks to John Balletto and the Biltmore Staff, Barbara Plante, Debbie 

Johnson, Paul DePastene, Joe Schifino, Art and Elise Moore, Ginjer Buchanan, Iris 
Wiater, Dale and Dan Cates, Karen Lavoie, Amie Plante, Sara and Daniel Booth, 
Lynne Winter, Kathy Ptacek, John Merriam, John Stanley and the John Hay Library 
staff, Mark Lank and US Art, Pete Pautz, David Hartwell, the Tucson Committee and 
the rest of the World Fantasy Board of Directors. For those we’ve forgotten, forgive 
our memory lapse, and thank you.
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1986 WORLD FANTASY AWARDS NOMINATIONS
BEST NOVEL:

THE DAMNATION GAME - Clive Barker (Weidenfelt & Nicholson)
ILLYWHACKER - Peter Carey (Harper & Row)
THE DREAM YEARS — Lisa Goldstein (Bantam)
WINTERKING - Paul Hazel (Atlantic Monthly Press)
THE VAMPIRE LESTAT - Anne Rice (Knopf)
SONG OF KALI — Dan Simmons (Bluejay)

BEST NOVELLA:
"Flight” — Peter Dickinson (IMAGINARY LANDS)
“Nadelman’s God” - T.E.D. Klein (DARK GODS)
“Dead Image" - David Morrell (NIGHT VISIONS II)
"The Gorgon Field” — Kate Wilhelm (Aug., Asimov’s)
"Do I Dare to Eat a Peach?” — Chelsea Quinn Yarbro (SHADOWS 8)

BEST SHORT STORY:
“Paper Dragons” — James Blaylock (IMAGINARY LANDS)
“The Slovo Stove” — Avram Davidson (UNIVERSE 15)
“Return of the Dust Vampires” — Sharon Farber (WHISPERS V)
"The Jaguar Hunter” — Lucius Shepard (May, F&SF)

BEST ANTHOLOGY/COLLECTION:
CLIVE BARKER'S BOOKS OF BLOOD, VOLS. 4, 5, 6 - Clive Barker (Sphere)
BLACK VENUS — Angela Carter (Chatto & Windus)
NIGHT VISIONS II — Charles L. Grant, ed. (Dark Harvest)
SKELETON CREW - Stephen King (Viking)
IMAGINARY LANDS - Robin McKinley, ed. (Ace)
WHISPERS V — Stuart David Schiff, ed. (Doubleday)
FAERY — Terri Windling, ed. (Ace)
DRAGONFIELDS & OTHER STORIES - Jane Yolen (Ace)

BEST ARTIST:
Thomas Canty
Jeff Jones
Alan Lee
J.K. Potter

SPECIAL AWARD - PRO:
Thomas Canty & Phil Hale (A MONSTER AT CHRISTMAS)
Donald M. Grant (Donald M. Grant, Publishers)
Patrick LoBrutto (Doubleday)
Terri Windling

SPECIAL AWARD - NON-PRO:
Jeff Conner (Scream/Press)
David B. Silva (THE HORROR SHOW)
W. Paul Ganley (WEIRDBOOK/Weirdbook Press)
Paul Mikol and Scott Stadalsky (Dark Harvest Press)
Douglas E. Winter
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WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION

FINAL NOTES FROM THE CHAIR
Dawn cracked the darkness like an overripe tomato. I leaned back in my chair, tipped the 

fedora over my eyes and tried to catch another forty winks, but the big brunette came in and I 
knew I wouldn’t be able to relax again for a long, long time. She nodded excitedly, like some plastic 
dog on a spring in the rear window of a car, and said we were it. We had been waiting for the go 
ahead for a while, for the big boys on the committee to give us the O.K., and now they had.

Sure I was nervous, but I was in the cockpit, and we had gone in twice before and come out 
alive. No one else has ever done that. The top pros were with me, and we had the top guns in Tuc
son and Ottawa soften up the opposition for us. I knew we were ready to face it again and come 
out smelling like a newly mown lawn. But we didn’t know then, as we do now, that the game had 
changed, and no one knew the rules. We went in blind and neither we nor the convention would 
ever be the same again.

When the history is written, the 12th World Fantasy Convention will probably be known as The 
Watershed. None of the previous eleven conventions have sold out so soon or so completely. The 
Dealer’s Room and Art Show were sold out soon after we began taking reservations; memberships 
and banquet tickets were sold out in June, almost four months before the convention.

Over four hundred and twenty-five rooms were reserved and sold to convention members in 
four hotels, more rooms than any other of our conventions, and to approximately the same number 
of attendees.

What happened? It is obvious to us and I’m sure to most attendees that you will no longer be 
able to wait until September to send in your membership for the World Fantasy Convention.

In fact, June might be too late. From now on attendance at a WFC convention will require long 
term planning.

But why? How did we get to this point? For us it would be easy to say that it is because of our 
great guests of honor, and while they are well respected and honored in the field, I feel that we 
would do a disservice to past guests of honor if we felt that was the main reason.

Nor do we believe it is because of our state and the city of Providence, or the beautiful Bilt
more Hotel. The cities and hotels of Tucson and Ottawa have equally beautiful cities and facilities.

The fans in Rhode Island are no more intense or fanatic than in any other convention location, 
and probably less so since only about 50 out of the total membership are from this state.

The proximity to the publishing center in New York has often been cited as the reason for our 
success. While it is true that a large percentage of our attendees are from New York, we also have 
an equal number of members from the west coast and from Canada.

Finally we’d like to think that it is because our particular convention committee has a great 
reputation in the field, but alas, we don’t believe that is the reason either.

But I do believe the solution is the sum total of all of these things, times twelve. I am always 
amused at how the World Fantasy Convention is listed and described in the SF Convention Register. I 
quote from their latest missive. “ ‘Literary gentleman’ atmosphere (costumes discouraged).’’ While 
subscribers to the register might consider this a disparaging comment, I feel it is just the opposite. I 
believe that we represent the alternative, a convention where it is possible for professionals in the 
field to meet and socialize without the distraction of large crowds of people engaged in extraneous 
activities. If anything convinces me of this it is the fact that approximately 40% of the members are 
professionals in the field.

Our popularity is the result of the accumulated successes of the eleven conventions before 
us. The limited membership, quality programming, honored guests, strong committees and beauti
ful locations have all contributed to making us the best literary convention in the field.

The convention will be different from now on, but only in the sense that, because of its reputa
tion, it will be more difficult to obtain a membership. Those qualities which have contributed to its 
success will continue and the convention will endure and prosper.

Bob Plante
Chairman, 1986
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AN OUTLINE HISTORY OF THE 
WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION 
Compiled by Bob Booth

(The winners appear in bold type)

1975 - THE 1st WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION
THEME — The Lovecraft Circle CHAIRMAN — Kirby McCauley
GUEST OF HONOR — Robert Bloch JUDGES — Ramsey Campbell, Edward L. Ferman,
TOASTMASTER — Gahan Wilson David G. Hartwell, Fritz Leiber, Gahan Wilson
SITE — Holiday Inn, Providence, Rhode Island SELECTED BY — Kirby McCauley
SELECTED BY — Kirby McCauley, (Founding Father)

BEST NOVEL SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Anderson, P.; A Midsummer Tempest Ian & Betty Ballantine Robert Aickman
McKillip, P.; Forgotten Beast of Eld Donald A. Wollheim Robert Bloch
Munn, H.; Merlin’s Ring SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONAL Frank BelknaP Lon0

BEST SHORT FICTION Harry Morris Donald Wandrei
Aickman, R.; Pages From A Young Girl’s Diary Stuart David Schiff Manly Wade Wellman

Lanier, S.; A Father’s Tale Roy Squires
Wagner, K.; Sticks BEST ARTIST

BEST COLLECTION/ANTHOLOGY Lee Brown Coye
Copper, B.; From Evil’s Pillow Stephen Fabian
Wellman, M.; Worse Things Waiting Gervasio Gallardo

Jeff Jones
Tim Kirk

1976 - THE 2nd WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION
THEME — Unknown Worlds MAGISTER — Thom Anderson
GUESTS OF HONOR — C. L, Moore, Michael Moorcock JUDGES — Charles Collins, Basil Copper,
TOASTMASTER — Gahan Wilson Gordon Dickson, Stuart Schiff, Gahan Wilson
SITE — Statler Hotel, New York, New York SELECTED BY — Kirby McCauley & 1st Convention Committee
SELECTED BY — Vote of 1st Convention Committee;

Kirby McCauley, Bob Booth, Donald M. Grant, 
Charles Collins, David G. Hartwell

BEST NOVEL SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL BEST ARTIST
King, S.; Salem's Lot Arkham House George Barr
Matheson, R.; Bid Time Return Willis Conover Stephen Fabian

BEST SHORT FICTION L Sprague de Camp Frank Frazetta
Drake, D.; The Barrow Troll Donald M- Grant Edward GoreY
Leiber, F.; Belsen Express Donald Wollheim Tim Kirk

Lumley, B.; Born of the Winds SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONAL LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Wellman, M.; The Ghastly Wind Doth Reign Carcosa Ray Bradbury

BEST COLLECTION/ANTHOLOGY GerrY De La Ree Fritz Leiber
Davidson, A.; The Enquiries of Dr. Esterhazy Harry Morris Frank Belknap Long
Ellison, H.; Deathbird Stories George Scithers Manly Wade Wellman
Long, F.; The Early Long R°Y Squires
Price, E.; Far Lands Other Days Robert Weinberg
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1977 - WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION III
THEME — Clark Ashton Smith
GUEST OF HONOR — Richard Matheson
TOASTMASTER — Gahan Wilson
SITE — Los Angeles Biltmore, Los Angeles, California 
SELECTED — In a runoff vote. Past committee members and 

interested parties were invited to vote by post. They 
were Dana Anderson, Thom Anderson, Bob Booth, 
Jack Chalker, Charles Collins, Bill Desmond, Donald 
M. Grant, David G. Hartwell, T.E.D. Klein, Kirby 
McCauley, Stuart Schiff, George Scithers, 
Bob Weinberg & Gahan Wilson.

CHAIRMAN — Dennis Rickard
JUDGES — Robert Bloch, David Drake, Harlan Ellison, 

Charles L. Grant, Robert Weinberg
SELECTED BY — The newly created Awards Administration;

David G. Hartwell, Gahan Wilson & Charles L. Grant

BEST NOVEL SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Campbell, R.; The Doll Who Ate His Mother 
Dickson, G.; The Dragon and the George 
Kotzwinkle, W.; Dr. Rat
Moorcock, M.; The Sailor On the Seas of Fate
Steinbeck, J.; The Acts of King Arthur and His 

Noble Knights

BEST SHORT FICTION
Campbell R.; The Companion
Etchison, D.; It Only Comes Out At Night
Kirk, R.; There's A Long, Long Trail A-Winding
Sheckley, R.; What Is Life?
Wagner, K.; Two Suns Setting

BEST COLLECTION/ANTHOLOGY
Bradbury, R.; Long After Midnight
Bryant, E.; Cinnabar
Campbell, R.; The Height of the Scream
Campbell, R. (Ed.); Superhorror
Carter, L.; Flashing Swords #3
McCauley, K.; Frights

Alternate World Recordings
Arkham House
Ballantine Books
Daw Books
Edward L. Ferman

SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONAL
Jonathan Bacon
Arnie Fenner
Nils Hardin
Gary Hoppenstand
Harry Morris
Stuart Schiff

BEST ARTIST
George Barr
Roger Dean
Stephen Fabian
Tim Kirk
Michael Whelan

Jorge Luis Borges 
Ray Bradbury 
L. Sprague de Camp 
Frank Belknap Long 
H. Warner Munn 
E. Hoffman Price 
Manly Wade Wellman

1978 - THE 4th WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION
THEME — Robert E. Howard CHAIRMAN — Michael Templin
GUEST OF HONOR — Fritz Leiber JUDGES — Charles N. Brown, Carl Jacobi, Stephen King,
GUEST ARTIST — Alicia Austin T.E.D. Klein, Karl Edward Wagner
TOASTMASTER — Gahan Wilson (Scheduled) SELECTED BY — The Awards Administration

Andy Offitt (Actual)
SITE — Sheraton Fort Worth Hotel, Fort Worth Texas
SELECTED BY — Same Panel as 1977

BEST NOVEL
Donaldson, S.; The Chronicles of Thomas 

Covenant the Unbeliever
Grant, C.; The Hour of the Oxrun Dead
Leiber, F.; Our Lady of Darkness

BEST SHORT FICTION
Campbell, R.; The Chimney
Campbell, R.; Loveman's Comeback
Davidson, A.; Manatee Gal, Ain’t Ya Cornin’ 

Out Tonight
Ellison, H.; Jeffty Is Five
Grant C.; When All the Children Call My Name
Vance, J.; Bagful of Dreams

BEST COLLECTION/ANTHOLOGY
Bloch, R.; Cold Chills
Cave, H.; Murgunstrumm and Others
Leiber, F.; Swords and Ice Magic
Page, G. (Ed.); Year’s Best Horror Stories
Schiff, S. (Ed.); Whispers

BEST ARTIST
Lee Brown Coye
Stephen Fabian 
Tim Kirk 
Michael Whelan

SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL
E. F. Bleiler
Ballantine Books (The Del Reys) 
Edward L. Ferman 
Donald A. Wolheim

SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONAL 
Jonathan Bacon 
W. Paul Ganley 
Gary Hoppenstand 
Stephen Jones 
Harry Morris 
Robert Weinberg

LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Jorge Luis Borges
John Collier
Roald Dahl
Frank Belknap Long
Richard Matheson
Manly Wade Wellman

SPECIAL CONVENTION AWARD
Glenn Lord

(This award is not voted by the judges, but 
given by the Convention for service to the 
cause of Fantasy.)
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1979 - THE 5th WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION
THEME — Reunion
GUESTS OF HONOR — Stephen King, Frank Belknap Long
GUEST ARTIST — Michael Whelan
TOASTMASTER — Charles L. Grant
SITE — Biltmore Hotel, Providence, Rhode Island
SELECTED BY — The original committee had agreed that if the 

convention was successful enough to last five years, the 
fifth, a reunion of sorts, would be held in Providence.

CHAIRMAN — Bob Booth
JUDGES — Poul Anderson, Terry Carr, Dennis Etchison

Elizabeth A. Lynn, Roy A. Squires

SELECTED BY — The Awards Administration, Pete Pautz 
replacing Gahan WilsonJ

J

BEST NOVEL
Daniels, L; The Black Castle
Grant, C.; The Sound of Midnight
King, S.; The Stand
Lee, T.; Night’s Master
Moorcock, M.; Gloriana

BEST SHORT FICTION
Bishop, M.; Within the Walls of Tyre
Davidson, A.; A Good Night’s Sleep
Davidson, A.; Naples
Grant, C.; Hear Me Now, My Sweet Abbey Rose
Niven, L.; The Magic Goes Away

BEST COLLECTION/ANTHOLOGY
Davidson, A.; The Redward Edward Papers
Grant, C.; Shadows
King, S.; Night Shift
Leiber, F.; Heroes and Horrors
Page, G. (Ed.); Year’s Best Horror #6
Wagner, K.; Night Winds

BEST ARTIST
Alicia Austin 
Dale Enzenbacher 
Stephen Fabian 
Michael Whelan

SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL 
Edward L. Ferman 
Donald M. Grant

SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONAL 
Paul C. Allen
Pat Cadigan/Arnie Fenner 
W. Paul Ganley 
Stuart David Schiff 
Donald H. Tuck

LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Jorge Luis Borges 
John Collier
L. Sprague de Camp 
H. Warner Munn 
John Myers Myers 
Manly Wade Wellman

1980 - THE 6th WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION
THEME — Edgar Allan Poe CHAIRMEN — Chuck Miller, Tim Underwood
GUEST OF HONOR — Jack Vance JUDGES — Stephen R. Donaldson, Frank Belknap Long,
GUEST ARTIST — Boris Vallejo Andrew J. Offutt, Ted White, Susan Wood
TOASTMASTER — Robert Bloch SELECTED BY — The Awards Administration
SITE — Marriott Hunt Valley Inn, Baltimore, Maryland
SELECTED BY — The now permanent Board of Directors;

Bob Booth, Charles L. Grant, Donald M. Grant,
David G. Hartwell

BEST NOVEL
Grant, C.; The Last Call of Mourning
Lynn, E.; The Dancers of Arun
Lynn, E.; Watchtower
McKillip, P.; Harpist in The Wind
Wrightson, P.; The Dark Bright Water
Yarbro, C.; The Palace

BEST SHORT FICTION
Campbell, R.; Macintosh Willy
Klein, T.; Petey
Leiber, F.; The Button Molder
Lynn, E.; The Woman Who Loved The Moon
Nolan, W.; Saturday’s Shadow

BEST ANTHOLOGY/COLLECTION
Asprin, R. (Ed.); Thieves’ World
Carr, T.; Year's Finest Fantasy U2
Grant, C.; Nightmares
Grant, C.; Shadows 2
Salmonson, J.; Amazons!
Schiff, S.; Whispers II

SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL 
Lester Del Rey 
Donald M. Grant 
Pat LoBrutto 
James Turner 
Donald A. Wollheim

SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONAL 
Paul C. Allen
Pat Cadigan/Arnie Fenner 
Harry Morris
Stuart David Schiff

BEST ARTIST
Stephen E. Fabian 
Don Maitz
Boris Vallejo 
Michael Whelan

LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Avram Davidson
L. Sprague de Camp
Jack Vance
Manly Wade Wellman
H. Warner Munn

SPECIAL CONVENTION AWARD 
Stephen King



1981 - THE 7th WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION
THEME — Mark Twain, Jack London, Ambrose Bierce, 

Clark Ashton Smith
GUESTS OF HONOR — Alan Garner (Did not appear for personal reasons) 

Peter S. Beagle
GUEST ARTIST — Brian Froud
TOASTMASTER — Karl Edward Wagner
SITE — The Claremont Hotel, Berkeley, California
SELECTED BY — The Board plus Chuck Miller & Tim Underwood, 

immediate past chairmen

CHAIRMEN — Jack Rems, Jeff Frane
JUDGES — Paul C. Allen, C. J. Cherryh, Gardner Dozois, 

Donald M. Grant, Arthur W. Saha

SELECTED BY — The Awards Administration

BEST NOVEL SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Godwin, P.; Firelord Terry Carr Joseph Payne Brennan
King, S.; The Mist Lester Del Rey Avram Davidson
Straub, P.; Shadowland Edward L. Ferman L. Sprague de Camp
Wolfe, G.; The Shadow of the Torturer David G. Hartwell C. L. Moore
Yarbro, C.; Ariosto Tim Underwood Andre Norton

BEST SHORT FICTION Donald A. Wollheim Jack Vance
Charnas, S.; Unicorn Tapestry SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONAL SPECIAL CONVENTION AWARD
Klein, T.; Children of the Kingdom Pat Cadigan/Arnie Fenner Gahan Wilson
Waldrop, H.; The Ugly Chickens Charles De Lint/Charles Saunders
Yarbro, C.; Cabin 33 W. Paul Ganley

BEST ANTHOLOGY/COLLECTION Stephen Jones/David Sutton

Campbell, R. (Ed.); New Terrors 1 BEST ARTIST
Ellison, H.; Shatterday Alicia Austin
Grant, C. (Ed.); Shadows 3 Thomas Canty
McCauley, K. (Ed.); Dark Forces Don Maitz
Pronzini, B. (Ed.); Mummy! A Chrestomathy Rowena Morrill

of Crypt-ology Michael Whelan
Gahan Wilson

1982 - WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION '82
THEME — Mark Twain
GUESTS OF HONOR — Peter Straub, Joseph Payne Brennan
GUEST ARTIST — Donald Maitz
TOASTMASTER — Charles L. Grant
SITE — Park Plaza Hotel, New Haven, Connecticut

CHAIRMEN — Norman L. Hood, Harold Kinney
JUDGES — Pat Cadigan, Virginia Kidd, Theodore Sturgeon, 

Douglas E. Winter, Chelsea Quinn Yarbro

SELECTED BY — The Awards Administration

SELECTED BY — The original Board of Booth, Grant, Grant & 
Hartwell became an Executive Board. Selection was 
made with the assistance of past chairmen Miller, Rems 
& Underwood. Roy Squires, Charles Collins & Chris 
Steinbrunner were added as an Advisory Committee.

BEST NOVEL
Campbell, R.; The Nameless
Crowley, J.; Little, Big
Moorcock, M.; The War Hound and the World's Pain
Thomas, D.; The White Hotel
Wolfe, G.; The Claw of the Conciliator

BEST NOVELLA (New Category)
Cherryh, C.; Ealdwood
Godwin, P.; The Fire When It Comes
Holdstock, R.; Mythago Wood
Wagner, K.; The Fiver of the Night's Dreaming

BEST SHORT STORY (New Category)
Dann, J.; Fairy Tale
Etchison, D.; The Dark Country
Grant, C.; Coin of the Realm
King, S.; Do the Dead Sing?

BEST ANTHOLOGY/COLLECTION
Carr, T. (Ed.); Fantasy Annual IV
Grant, C. (Ed.); Shadows 4
Grant, C.; Tales From the Nightside
Schiff, S. (Ed.); Whispers III
Windling, T. & Arnold, M. (Ed.); Elsewhere

BEST ARTIST
Alicia Austin 
Jill Bauman 
Thomas Canty 
Don Maitz 
Rowena Morrill 
Michael Whelan

SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL 
Edward L. Ferman 
Donald M. Grant 
David G. Hartwell 
T.E.D. Klein 
Tim Underwood

SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONAL 
Paul Allen 
Robert Collins 
W. Paul Ganley
Stephen Jones & David Sutton 
Ken Keller

LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Italo Calvino
L. Sprague de Camp 
Andre Norton 
Jack Vance

SPECIAL CONVENTION AWARD
Joseph Payne Brennan 
Roy Krenkel
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1983 - WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION 1983
THEME — Sixty Years of Weird Tales CHAIRMAN — Robert Weinberg
GUESTS OF HONOR — Gene Wolfe, Manly Wade Wellman JUDGES — Bob Booth, John Coyne, Sharon Jarvis,
GUEST ARTIST — Rowena Morrill Alan Ryan, Elizabeth Wollheim
TOASTMASTER — Robert Bloch SELECTED BY — The Awards Administration
SITE — Chicago, Illinois
SELECTED BY — The above Board of Directors, Norm Hood

replacing Tim Underwood

BEST NOVEL BEST ANTHOLOGY/COLLECTION SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONA
Grant, C.; The Nestling Etchison, D,; The Dark Country Francesco Cova
Martin, G.; Fevre Dream Grant, C.; Nightmare Seasons W. Paul Ganley
Shea, M.; Nifft the Lean Grant, C. (Ed.); Shadows 5 Robert T. Garcia
Tessier, T.; Phantom King, S.; Different Seasons Stuart David Schiff
Wolfe, G.; The Sword of the Lictor Ryan, A. (Ed.); Perpetual Light Stephen Jones &

BEST NOVELLA Shwartz, S. (Ed.); Hecate's Cauldron David Sutton

Grant, C.; Confess the Seasons BEST ARTIST LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Grant, C.; Night's Swift Dragons Jill Bauman Roald Dahl
King, S.; The Breathing Method Tom Canty (Nominees no longer announced)
Leiber, F.; Horrible Imaginings R.J. Krupowicz SPECIAL CONVENTION AWARD
Wagner, K.; Beyond Any Measure Don Maitz Arkham House

BEST SHORT STORY Michael Whelan

Bear, G.; Petra SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL
Etchison, D.; Deathtracks Lester Del Rey
Lee, T.; The Gorgon Donald M. Grant
Swanwick, M.; The Man Who Met Picasso David G. Hartwell
Tern, S.; Firestorm Patrick LoBrutto

Douglas E. Winter

,L

1984 - WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION 1984
THEME — Fantasy, An International Genre CHAIRMEN — John Bell, Rodger Turner
GUESTS OF HONOR — Tanith Lee, Jane Yolen JUDGES — Ellen Asher, Ginjer Buchanan, Les Daniels,
GUEST ARTIST — Jeffrey Jones Mimi Panitch, George H. Scithers
TOASTMASTER — Spider Robinson SELECTED BY — The Awards Administration, John Douglas replacing
SITE — Westin Hotel, Ottawa, Canada Charles L Grant
SELECTED BY — The Board of Directors with the

addition of Bob Weinberg

BEST NOVEL BEST ARTIST LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Ford, J.; The Dragon Waiting Jill Bauman (As a one time on|y-10,h anniver-
King, S.; Pet Semetary Stephen Gervais sary sPeciaL six Li,e Achievement
, ... -r-, Awards were given out. These were
Lamez, M.; The Wandering Unicorn Edward Gorey not voted on by the regular pane, of
Macavoy, R.; Tea with the Black Dragon Robert Gould judges, but by a Blue-Ribbon panel of
Martin, G.; Armageddon Flag Don Maitz previous Life Achievement Award
Vance, J.; Lyonesse Rowena Morrill winners.) The winners were:

L. Spraque de Camp
BEST NOVELLA SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL Richard Matheson

Baker, S.; The Lurking Duck Ian & Betty Ballantine, Andre Norton
Bishop, M; The Monkey’s Bride Joy Chant, George Sharp E Hoffman Price
Lee, T.; Nunc Dimittis Everett Bleiler jack yance
Lynn, E.; The Bed Hawk L. Sprague de Camp, Catherine Donald Wandrei
Robinson, K.; Black Air Crook de Camp, & Jane _nrn... nAMwrMTmM aumoh

BEST SHORT STORY Whittington Griffin SPECIAL CONVENTION AWARD
DCOI dnuni oiuki 1 c____ _ Donald M. Grant

Kennedy, L.; The Silent Cradle Edward L. Ferman
Lee, T.; Elle Est Trois (La Mort) Patrick LoBrutto
Morrell, D.; The Hundred Year Christmas SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONAL
Shepard, L.; Solitario’s Eyes Robert Collins
Wagner, K,; Into Whose Hands W. Paul Ganley
Wu, W.; Wong’s Lost & Found Emporium Stephen Jones & David A.

BEST ANTHOLOGY/COLLECTION Sutton
Davies, R.; High Spirits Robert Price
Grant, C. (Ed.); The Dodd, Mead Gallery of Horror Douglas E. Winter

Grant, C. (Ed.); Shadows 6
Lee, T.; Bed As Blood
Yolen, J.; Tales of Wonder
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1985 - THE 1985 WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION
THEME — Fantasy Writers of the Southwest 
GUEST OF HONOR — Stephen Donaldson 
SPECIAL GUEST — Evangeline Walton 
GUEST ARTIST — Victoria Poyser 
TOASTPERSON — Chelsea Quinn Yarbro 
SITE — Doubletree Hotel, Tucson, Arizona 
SELECTED BY — The Board of Directors with Rodger 

Turner replacing Chuck Miller

CHAIRMAN — Randal Rau
JUDGES — Suzy McKee Charnas, Jo Fletcher, George R. R. Martin, 

Baird Searles, Terri Windling

SELECTED BY — The Awards Administration

BEST NOVEL
Holdstock, R.; Mythago Wood
Hughart, B.; Bridge of Birds
Jones, D.; Archer's Goon
King, S. & Straub, P.; The Talisman
Klein, T.; The Ceremonies

BEST NOVELLA
Barker, C.; Jacqueline Ess: Her Will and Testament
King, S.; The Flexible Bullet
Pearce, G.; In the Sumerian Marshes
Ryman, G.; The Unconquered Country
Shepard, L.; The Who Painted the Dragon Griaule

BEST SHORT STORY
Baker, S.; Still Life With Scorpion
Dann, J.; Bad Medicine
McCammon, R.; Nightcrawlers
Ryan, A.; The Bones Wizard

BEST ANTHOLOGY/COLLECTION
Barker, C.; Clive Barker's Books 

of Blood 1, 2, 3
Godwin, P.; The Fire When It Comes
Harrison, M.; Viriconium Nights
Kilworth, G. (Ed.); The Songbirds of 

Pain
Ryan, A. (Ed.); Night Visions 1
Williamson, J. (Ed.); Masques

BEST ARTIST
Thomas Canty
Edward Gorey
Alan Lee
J. K. Potter
Michael Whelan

SPECIAL AWARD/PROFESSIONAL 
Robert H. Boyer & Kenneth 

J. Zahorski
T.E.D. Klein
Patrick LoBrutto
Shawna McCarthy
Tim Underwood & 

Chuck Miller
Chris Van Allsburg

SPECIAL AWARD/NON-PROFESSIONAL
Jeff Conner
W. Paul Ganley
Paul Mikol & Scott 

Stadalsky
Stuart David Schiff

LIFE ACHIEVEMENT
Theodore Sturgeon

SPECIAL CONVENTION AWARD 
Evangeline Walton

1986 - THE 12th WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION
THEME — From 'New Writers’ to ‘Old Masters' CURRENT SELECTION COMMITTEE — Executive Board: David G. Hartwell,
GUESTS OF HONOR — Ramsey Campbell, Charles L. Grant Donald M. Grant, Charles L. Grant, Bob Booth, plus past chairmen
GUEST ARTIST — J. K. Potter Randal Rau, Robert Plante, Robert Weinberg, Rodger Turner and
TOASTMASTER — Douglas E. Winter Jack Rems
SITE - Biltmore Hotel, Providence, Rhode Island CURRENT AWARDS ADMINISTRATION - David G. Hartwell, John Douglas and
SELECTED BY — The Board of Directors now including peter pautz

Randal Rau

CHAIRMAN — Robert Plante
JUDGES — Robert A. Collins. Ellen Datlow, Dean R. Koontz,

Patricia McKillip, Charles de Lint*
•Replacing T. M. Wright
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CHARLES L. GRANT: The Man and the Myth by Douglas E. Winter
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G
rant, Charles l a/k/a Felicia 
Andrews, Timothy Boggs, Lew 
Charles, Lionel Fenn, C.L. Grant, 
Deborah Lewis, Geoffrey Marsh. Born 
September 12,1942, in Newark, New 
Jersey (Turnpike Exit 14). B.A. History, Trin
ity College, Connecticut, 1964. Combat 

experience: United States Army, South Viet
nam, 1968-70; New Jersey school system, 
1964-68,1970-74. Occupation: father, writ
er, editor, critic, computer maven, choco
latejunkie, cheap drunk. Awards: American 
Legion (good citizenship, 1966); Nebula 
(best short story, 1976; best novelette, 1978); 
World Fantasy (best novella, 1983; best col
lection 1979 and 1983); Northwestern New 
Jersey Wrestling Federation (tag team cham
pionship, 1986).

Most of us know him from the book
shelves, and rightly so. Charles L. Grant 
ranks second only to Stephen King as the 
paramount force in contemporary American 
horror fiction. As an anthologist, he has pro
duced a remarkable twenty volumes of short 
fiction, including the World Fantasy Award
winning Shadows series. As a writer, he is 
responsible for thirteen horror novels — 
most recently, The Tea Party and The Pet — 
and four fiction collections, including Tales 
from the Nightside and Nightmare Seasons. 
His short stories are a fixture of the field's 
leading magazines and anthologies.

Some of us know him from the conven
tions, these strangely named weekend con
vocations where he make appearances 
with regularity. Clad in maroon shirts, non
designer jeans, and cowboy boots, he is 
certain to be found at the most comfortable 
— and most visible — seat in the bar. There, 
clutching a Bloody Mary, he offers endless 
words of encouragement to fellow writers 
and not-yet writers, all of whom he seems to 
know by first name. He also reminds every
one repeatedly that there actually is profes
sional ice hockey in NewJersey (the Jersey 
Devils, Turnpike Exit 16).

But only a select few know the real 
Charles L. Grant, the man behind the myth: 
poet laureate of Newton, NewJersey (T urn
pike Exit 9), patron saint of Mother Fletcher’s 
Fried Chicken (ditto), friend to those who 
have no friends, enemy to those who would 
call him an enemy. Only those elite, intimate 
few, members of what future generations 
will no doubt call the “Grant Circle,’’ are 
capable of penetrating the myth — not to 
mention the odor of seafaring after-shave 
— that surrounds this man.

That task befalls me here because, alas, 
someone already had dibs on Ramsey 
Campbell.

Most of the following is true. Names 
would have been changed were there any 
innocent to protect.

Myth: Charles L. Grant was selected as 
guest of honor for the 1986 World Fantasy 
Convention only after a blue-ribbon panel 
reviewed an extensive list of worthy honorees.

Reality: Regis Philbin was unavailable 
this weekend.

Myth: Charles L. Grant is a patient word
smith, known, like Flaubert, to have spent 
days worrying over a choice between com
ma and semicolon.

Reality: Charlie Grant once sold twelve 
books to three different publishers in a sin
gle week. I was there for sales seven 
through twelve. (“Now," he announced, 
voicing the writer’s perennial lament, “All I 
have to do is write them.’’) At last count, he 
has sold 42 books and 102 short stories 
under eight different names. This man 
doesn’t need an agent, but an auctioneer.

Myth: Charles L Grant has been nomi
nated for more World Fantasy Awards than 
any other person.

Reality: True; but Charlie Grant has also 
lost more World Fantasy Awards than any 
other person. Let's just say that his batting 
average is roughly equivalent to that of the 
St. Louis Cardinals in the 1985 World Series.

Myth: Charles L. Grant is a sensitive 
artist, a talent of impeccable taste and 
distinction.

Reality: Charlie Grant is hopelessly devot
ed to Hostess Cupcakes, Ding Dongs, and 
Diet Dr. Pepper. His favorite film stars are 
Abbott, Costello, and Kitten Natividad. His 
only jokes involve puns and paraplegics. He 
has been known to write stories based on the 
music of Willie Nelson. He glories in the fact 
that he owns no ties — a certain sign of moral 
dissolution — and he favors a weather
beaten cowboy hat the color of a sick puppy.

Charlie Grant also has a problem with 
titles. His first published short story was 
called “The House of Evil." His first horror 
novel, The Curse, appeared in 1977 and 
has been mistaken for feminist nonfiction 
ever since. And consider the original titles 
of The Nestling (“The Birding"), Nightsongs 
("Ditties of Doom"), and The Pet (“Some
thing Wicked This Way Clops”).

Myth: Charles L. Grant is not related to 
Donald M. Grant.

Reality: Charlie and Don Grant are ident
ical twins, separated at birth by their impov
erished mother in the darkest hours of the 
Great Depression. Young Donald was depos
ited at the doorstep of a well-known Rhode 
Island bookmaker, Tip O’Grant, while Bon
nie Charlie was left in Kearney, Nev/ Jersey 
(Turnpike Exit 15), at the home of the inven
tor of the Naugahyde kilt, Shecky Grant. 
The rest is history.

Charlie is also related, albeit by marriage 
only, to Kathy Grant, also know as Kathryn 
Ptacek, also known as Kathryn Atwood, 
Kathleen Maxwell, Anne Mayfield, and Les 
Simons. Imagine what happens when these 
people check into motels.

Charlie is not related to Ian and Emily 
Grant, the two bright and beautiful children 
you may see cowering in his shadow this 
weekend. Although he would like to take 
credit for these charming kids, we all know 
that looks and intelligence are hereditary.

Myth: Charles L. Grant, the son of an 
Episcopalian priest, treads the straight and 
narrow path of the righteous soul.

Reality: Charlie Grant proved unable to 
take my phone call one night a few weeks 
ago. The call had been answered by a 
vaguely feminine voice: "Nhuh-huh? Mmoo 
Nwer?” I said, “Kathy?” Then came a 
strange slurping sound, and Kathy Grant’s 
voice: “Sorry, Doug, I had a mouthful of 
peanut butter.” “Oh,” I said. “Could I speak 

to Charlie?” Pause. “Well, I know this sounds 
strange, but Charlie can’t come to the 
phone right now." Grand pause. “He’s got 
peanut butter all over his chest."

And if you think that deserves the good 
taste award from Penthouse Forum, note 
that Charlie Grant also has a thing about 
ducks. His computer is named Daffy. The 
lead character of The Pet is named Donald. 
He has written, under a pseudonym, a tril
ogy of fantasy novels about his web-footed 
friends. He has corresponded with Marlon 
Brando on this subject.

Peanut butter and ducks. Consider the 
possibilities.

Myth: Charles L. Grant and I first met at 
the Bordentown Lounge (Turnpike Exit 7), 
watching the flashdancers after a late-night 
workout with one Jake Carpenter, better 
known to wrestling fans as the Howlin 
Hayseed.

Reality: It is commonplace when writing 
this kind of appreciation to spin out an 
amusing anecdote about one’s first encount
er with the subject. But I can’t seem to recall 
just where and when I first met Charlie 
Grant (though I’ve spent many a night at the 
Bordentown Lounge). It seems like he’s 
always been there.

He was the one who asked me to write a 
short story for his then-infant Shadows ser
ies, at a time when my most recent publish
ing credits were poetry, paid for in contribu
tor’s copies. He stepped in at the last minute 
as guest writer for my “Shadowings" column 
when I was locked in a trial. He introduced 
me to Steve King at one of these conven
tions, and to my agent, Howard Morhaim, to 
whom we both owe so much. He was the first 
interviewee for The Faces of Fear, and the 
first editor to buy a short story from me after a 
several year sabbatical from writing fiction.

The important point here is that I’m not a 
special case. Charlie Grant has given more 
back to this field than most professional 
writers will ever hope to take out of it. His 
unselfish and unflagging concern for the 
development of new writers has given so 
many of us — including a number of the 
professionals in attendance this weekend 
— the right word or the right opportunity at 
just the right time in our careers.

The past year has been a difficult one for 
Charlie. There have been highs: The Pet, 
his first trade hardcover novel, was option
ed for film by Columbia Pictures. But there 
have also been lows. In December, Char
lie's father broke his hip and complications 
resulted; he has been shuttled back and 
forth between hospitals and nursing homes 
ever since; even as I write. Charlie watches 
and waits, expecting the worst.

But in the midst of it all, this man some
how finds the time to call and ask, in his own 
gentle but insistent way, why I am taking so 
long with my novel.

Friends are hard to find in this world; I 
count mine on less than ten fingers. Charlie 
Grant is one — despite the ducks, the 
chocolate stains, the godawful jokes, the 
stupid movies he recommends, and those 
damn Turnpike Exits.

Or maybe, come to think of it, because of 
them.
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An Image In Twisted Silver 
by Charles L. Grant

obert locked the bathroom door 
when Joann began screaming.

He leaned against it and 
closed his eyes, felt the sweat 
on his brow, felt the damp cold 

under his arms, felt the heel of his left 
foot tap rhythmically on the floor. In 
time to his wife's voice. Faster, now 
slower, now faster again when she 
realized what he’d done and threw 
something against the wall. His words 
were garbled, if words they were at all, 
and he stopped trying to give them 
meaning — the sound of her was 
enough, the anger and the hatred and 
the overwhelming despair that had 
begun in her pale eyes when he told her 
he was going to quit the firm that travel
ed in a rippling crescent from one 
cheek to the other, that settled around 
her mouth as her tongue licked her lips, 
as the lips began to tremble while the 
tears began to well, as her teeth clacked 
together as if she were freezing.

The sound of it beginning as a growl 
in her throat, pitching higher as she 
backed away from the kitchen table, 
higher still when she pointed at the 
stack of envelopes on the counter and 
demanded to know how the hell she 
was expected to pay all those bills if he 
no longer had a job. And why the hell 
hadn’t he talked with her first leaving 
the house that morning, filled with the 
power of the righteous, the strength of 
ideals, the foolishness of the young 
who thought they’d live forever — 
because the goddamned bills were 
over there, stacked on the counter and 
waiting for the goddamned checks that 
would never be written because he had 
principles but no goddamned sense 
and she was sick of listening to his 
goddamned sermons about living with 
himself, about sleeping, about what 
had to be done before the world was 
made right.

He’d said nothing.
She was still screaming.
He’d only watched her pace the kitch

en, slamming a hand down, kicking a 
cabinet door, opening the refrigerator 
to show him the food that would have to 
last them a while because they’d just 
bought a new car, just returned from 
vacation, just redecorated the front 
room and their bedroom in anticipation 
of his raise, and so had raided their 
savings because it was all going to be 
just fine. Then she pointed out the win
dow to the backyard where their chil
dren were playing and asked him too 
sweetly how she was expected to ex
plain it to them when all they would 
understand was that Daddy no longer 

had to go to work in the morning, that 
Daddy had decided there was no future 
in the law if the law wouldn't insure a 
future for those who lived it, for those 
who enforced it, for those who tried to 
make it affordable for those who needed 
it the most. How, she wanted to know, 
opening and closing drawers, still kick
ing at the doors, was she going to ex
plain his professional suicide to their 
friends, and their family, and to herself 
when all she wanted was not to return to 
the rundown places they’d lived in while 
he’d studied, and if that was too much to 
ask why the hell were they still married.

He said nothing.
She was still screaming.
He opened his eyes and looked left, 

to the mirror over the basin, and to his 
face looking back. Distorted because 
of a flaw in the surface, a whorl and a 
bulge that elongated his neck and 
turned his hair to wire and gave his lips 
a silly smirk when he stood in the wrong 
spot while he was shaving. He shrugged 
at it now, wondering for a moment why 
it seemed so young, the way he used to 
be young, back in the days when he 
believed so damned strongly in every
thing he believed.

He laid his head back, feeling rage 
make the door tremble, feeling his own 
anger stiffen his spine and tighten his 
buttocks and finally force him to stand 
upright and turn around, hands in fists, 
ready to go after her and compel her to 
understand that it wasn't he who had 
changed since their days in college and 
their first day of marriage and their first 
years together as they dreamed of mod
est wealth, modest family, modest hopes; 
it wasn't he who had fallen in love with a 
house much too large for four people, 
who had fallen in love with the checks 
that could be written every month while 
he wrote the briefs dealing with the 
homeless and the unwanted that made 
local history; and it wasn’t he who had 
almost laughed when he almost cried at 
the turnabout the office made the week 
before when one of his court appear
ances had failed, had reached the pa
pers, had made him look like a Quixote 
in a three-piece suit and school tie.

He didn't move.
She was still screaming.
And he knew she was afraid.
He understood, though she didn’t 

know it, what the future would be like 
until he was back on his feet, in his own 
office, in another town.

He was willing to take the risk. Like 
Scrooge after the Phantom has shown 
him the grave, he had come to loathe 
the cynicism and the defeatism that 

were cloaked in excuses of the real 
world, when the real world was only an 
excuse for old failures perpetuated on 
the young.

She hadn’t listened when he tried to 
explain; she thought he was kidding.

She hadn’t listened when he told her 
he couldn’t take it anymore.

But she had listened this afternoon 
when he'd given her the news — with 
the ear that had heard the cries of their 
first child in that place they had tried to 
make a home when all it was was a 
hovel; with the ear that had heard him 
swear on his love for her and the boy 
that he would never permit them to live 
that way again.

Something hard crashed against the 
door.

He stepped back too quickly and the 
grey rug beneath him almost slipped 
out from under his feet. He grabbed for 
the basin counter and steadied himself, 
shook himself, winked I'm all right to his 
worried still-young reflection, and was 
astonished to see the tears in his eyes.

I’m not wrong, he told himself sud
denly, fearing she had discovered a 
weakness; I’m not wrong. I’m not. I'm 
right, and you know it.

His children probably wouldn't under
stand, that much was true, and the only 
thing he could do was pray that under
standing would come as they grew 
older. He loved them too much to delib
erately hurt them, and he counted on 
their love for the support he would need 
even though they’d be blinded.

There was quiet.
Joann stopped her screaming.
His reflection lifted an eyebrow, and 

he turned to the door, wondering what 
she was up to, turned back and saw the 
expression on his face. A young face, 
doubting, and darkening with an anger 
he couldn’t feel. He shook his head. 
Distortions trembled. He stepped away 
and scrubbed his cheeks with his palms 
until the imperfections in the mirror had 
him strangling himself.

“Jesus,” he said, and looked away 
quickly.

Something leaned against the door, 
and he heard Joann whisper his name. 
Not a begging. And not a quiet scream
ing. A name, nothing more, telling him 
the tantrum was over and she was 
ready to talk.

He stared at the glass doorknob, at 
the towels on the rack, at his bathrobe 
on the hook near the top of the door.

“It’s been so long,” he heard her say. 
“Robert, it’s been so long.”

He closed his eyes briefly. Not deny
ing, but holding her away, trying to keep 
her from telling him what he already 
knew. Too long in the trenches, too long 
for them to return.

He knew that.
He wasn’t stupid.
He wasn't so much the fool that he 

hadn’t coveted what he now had, hadn’t 11
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worked the miserably long hours in 
order to build up what his banker not so 
laughingly called his estate, hadn’t 
dreamt of even more until he was given 
the assignment to defend a charitable 
group who showed him the alleys and 
the gutters and the trash and the peo
ple who lived there because they’d 
grown too thin to walk the cracks; until 
he looked at them and remembered 
how his father had worked double shifts 
and his mother had worked as well and 
how his education had been paid for in 
their dying; until he came home one 
evening and was so filled with love at 
the sight of his wife and the sounds of 
his son and new daughter that he felt at 
once blessed, and disgusted with him
self. A disgust because he knew that to 
beat the system he had to work in it, and 
in working in it had become lost, and in 
getting lost had lost his life.

Sentiment, he told himself.
His reflection stretched and widened 

and collapsed upon itself.
Easier for the rich, not so easy for 

those who caused it.

Practical. Windmills. Reality. It happens.
"Robert,” she said. “Robert, please 

open the door.”
He filled the basin with lukewarm 

water and splashed it on his face, 
looked up at his dripping reflection and 
could no longer see the tears.

“Idiot,” he whispered.
The shattered face stared back, eyes 

narrow, lips tight, and he nearly laughed 
at the parody of anger he saw, remind
ing himself that even Scrooge had prob
ably compromised a little the day after he 
had given over the free Christmas goose.

"Robert, come on, we have to talk. 
I'm sorry."

He knew she was sincere, that she 
wasn’t lurking out there with a knife 
behind her back or a club in her hand; 
he knew that weeping for Tiny Tim 
wasn’t the same as weeping for the 
man who lived in a cardboard box. He 
knew that now. Perhaps he hadn’t known 
it before. Perhaps, in telling her over the 
last few months what he wanted to do if 
he ever go the nerve, he hadn’t seen 
the response in her eyes, in the way 

she held him, in the way her hands 
clasped together, knuckles white while 
lips were smiling. Perhaps ...

He reached for the doorknob and 
looked at himself in the mirror.

Jesus, he thought with a quiet laugh 
and shake of his head, it’s a wonder I 
don’t cut my head off every morning.

He laughed again, a bit louder, and 
told Joann not to worry, she’d scared 
him but he was fine.

She giggled and rattled the knob. 
“Open up," she said. “I think I'm ready."

“So am I,” he told the face that 
looked at him with regret. “And the first 
thing in the morning I'm going to give 
you a new look, one that won’t scare 
me awake.”

“Robert?”
He turned the knob.
And his reflection reached out and 

tore a hole in his throat.
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POTTER’S FIELD by Ramsey Campbell
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ry as I may, I can't recall exactly 
when I first became conscious of 
the work of J. K. Potter. It seems a 
long time ago: longer than his pub
lished credits say it ought to be. It 

seems as if he took up residence in my 
subconscious before I knew he was there. 
Or has he always been back there in our 
shadows, waiting to be noticed? How can 
he have taken his camera into the darkest 
areas of our minds?

Perhaps by being inconspicuous. I’m 
assured that we met at the World Fantasy 
Convention in New Haven, but he registers 
only as a shy presence at the table in a 
restaurant near the hotel (though it may be 
that his presence was signified obliquely 
by the appearance on the menu of a meal 
none of our party dared order, the Open 
Face Smother Burger, which sounds even 
more alarming than the thing that sprang 
on John Hurt in Alien). However, I’m cer
tainly aware of meeting him and his charm
ing wife Catherine the following year, in 
Chicago, where they proved to be extremely 
congenial and stimulating company. And 
certainly nobody who visited the art show 
that year could have failed to be aware of 
his work, especially his superb illustrations 
for Jeff Conner’s equally superb edition of 
The Face That Must Die. Many were the 
folk I saw falter to a halt before his slashed 
portrait of a psychopath, complete with the 
actual razor that had been used to reveal 
the further nightmares beneath. The pic
ture hangs on the wall of my workroom 
now, tattering reality.

There are aspects of the business of 
writing that give me particular pleasure: 
reading my stories to audiences, for 
instance, or severely cutting first drafts of 
my work. Being illustrated can be the 
keenest pleasure of all: I always look for
ward to seeing how someone else visual
ized something I wrote. First was Eddie 
Jones, illustrating "The Tower From Yug- 
goth” in Pat Kearney’s 1961 fanzine Goudy, 
and since then I've been illustrated by 
many other fine artists, among them Frank 
Utpatel, Jill Bauman, Matt Mahurin, Peter 
Gudynas, Steve Crisp, Stephen Gorman, 
Jon Weiman, Ron Fendel, Paul Stinson 
(one for the detectives among my read
ers), Hector Garrido, Don Grant (no, not 
the gentleman from Rhode Island!), 
Stephen Gervais, David Lloyd, Alan Hun
ter, John Stewart, the human simulation of 
Dave Carson’s tentacled self, Randy 
Broecker, Jim Pitts (who I thought excelled 
himself for "The Sneering"). Chris Pelle- 
tiere (a deeply felt, extremely powerful 
etching for "Cyril”), Allen Koszowski... but 
I think nobody has outdone J. K. Potter: 
nobody else has understood and con
veyed so much about my work.

“I’ve instinctively gravitated toward the 
'weird' for as long as I remember,” he tells 

me. “I started collecting Arkham House 
books when I was 13.1 was initially attracted 
to the work of Lovecraft and Clark Ashton 
Smith but gradually grew to like a more 
modern strain of horror. The book Demons 
by Daylight became sort of a catharsis for 
me. I couldn’t grasp the book at all at first, 
but I kept returning to its pages again and 
again, fascinated.”

If that means that in some way I helped 
shape his work, I can't think of anyone I 
would be prouder to have influenced. Not 
that his work immediately developed as 
we see it now; when he graduated from 
high school he went to work for Warren 
Comics, where, he remembers, he was 
responsible for the color separations of 
Berni Wrightson's Muck Monster. "Naive 
Southern boy that I was at 17,1 was tho
roughly intimidated by the Big Apple, and 
returned home to Louisiana with a different 
perspective on the publishing capital of 
the world” — and so much the better for 
us, his audience.

He was born in southern California in 
1956 but has spent most of his life "in one 
Confederate state or another,” which is 
important to him: "I love the contrast Loui
siana offers me photographically. From 
the starkly modern skylines, the big refiner
ies and chemical plants, to the primitive 
bayou country with its decrepit cemeteries 
and dripping cypress trees. I have been 
strongly influenced by photographer Clar
ence John Laughlin, who perceived Loui
siana as an Elysium being ruined by politi
cal corruption and corporate greed.”

For a while J. K. was involved in making 
all this look more appealing: “I initially spe
cialized in retouching photographs for a 
well known portrait photographer, airbrush
ing the fat from the asses of plump society 
matrons, removing the multiple chins from 
board-of-director-type businessmen. I 
eventually grew weary of catering to these 
weird vanities, so I started digging scrap 
prints of people out of the garbage and I 
would airbrush their clothes off or give 
them coneheads. It started to become a 
form of therapy for me, giving weird hair
cuts to stolid conservatives, transforming 
bulbous noses into phallic protuberances. 
My fellow workers found this to be a 
morale-lifting form of amusement and 
would occasionally bring personal photo
graphs from home for me to mutate.”

(From these beginnings he developed 
into probably the most remarkable portrait
ist in our field, and I say this as one of his 
subjects — see his interpretation of my 
schoolboy self in Cold Print. By all means 
also seek out his portraits of Harry 0. Mor
ris and Clarence John Laughlin in Nyctal- 
ops 17.)

His freelance work was to lead him 
further into the undermining of reality. "On 
one occasion, while working on a photo of 

a city skyline for a bank, I was asked to 
reduce the size of its competiors’ bank 
buildings. ‘Just shave off three or four 
floors so no one will notice — we want our 
bank to look bigger even if it’s not.’ After ten 
years of this type of insanity, illustrating 
horror, fantasy, and science-fiction full- 
time has been a boon to my mental 
health,” he says, but I wonder if the work 
we know him for includes images of those 
ten years, of that sense of photographs as 
works of fiction, impossible images with 
the paradoxical clarity and enigmatic whole
ness of dreams. Of his work he says "I am 
largely a cinematically influenced artist. I 
strive to create a stylized movie still, with
out the movie. In fact my work has been 
greatly influenced by the often nameless 
movie still photographers, whose work 
often fills compendiums on film. I like to 
use photography in my work because it 
makes the artistic process a more extro
verted experience. I love photographing 
people, and I like to look for different emo
tional perspectives in the facial expres
sions of my models. Many painters paint 
from photographs, or hire a photographer 
to create photos that they can paint from. I 
feel that what I’m doing is the next step 
toward combining art and photography — 
a logical progression. I hope all this raving 
helps you a little bit..

Of course it does, and yet in a way it’s 
also beside the point, in that the eloquence 
of his pictures is such that no amount of 
background information is likely to add to 
an understanding of them. Indeed, I think 
understanding is far less important than 
the way they let J. K.’s subconscious 
speak directly to that of his audience. Did I 
mention how haunting I find his portrait of 
Lovecraft, or that cloaked figure that stares 
into the troubled water in the stone bowl 
under the moon? Aren’t there faces form
ing in the trees behind him? Have I menti
oned how the light (and, certainly, the dar
kness) in his illustrations for The Face That 
Must Die reminds me of the illumination of 
my own most intense nightmares? Or how 
disturbing I found his images of others of 
my stories ("The Faces at Pine Dunes”, 
“The Voice of the Beach")? Or how afraid I 
would be to meet some of his models?

Much more to say, no space in which to 
do so, and my pen is becoming a black slot 
in reality through which messages from 
the subconscious might be posted, an 
eye-slit in the mask of reality through 
which I may peer... Perhaps I need say 
only this: that I never fully realized how 
perfect the best of his work is until I tried, as 
a tribute, to derive a story from his cover for 
this convention book. I think there’s no 
doubt that "The Other Side” is redundant, 
yet I hope it pays back a little of the plea
sure and imaginative enrichment Potter's 
work has given me. Long may he continue 
to till his field, where we thought our 
dreams and nightmares were buried.
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RAMSEY CAMPBELLAn Appreciation by Clive Barker

ut for want of a typewriter, 
Ramsey Campbell might well 
have emerged at birth with an 
essay on the darker side of life 
in the womb. For Ramsey pos

sesses a vision of the world, and all it 
contains, unlike any other; he finds the 
shadows with unerring skill, and picks 
out from scenes and situations that most 
of us would find quite unremarkable 
pieces of darkness embedded there like 
glass shards in a car wreck victim.

The world of his short stories and 
novels is composed of many realities, 
no one of which is likely to be more true 
than another. In such a chaos of condi
tions the most we can hope to do is 
compare psychoses while the night 
comes down, and trust that once in a 
while our notions overlap. Where they 
do, there’s contact — albeit brief. Other
wise we’re left yelling at the moon.

Not an easy vision, but one of his 
many admirers — of which, it perhaps 
goes without saying, I am one — are 
addicted. Beside it the bleakest crea
tions of many of his contemporaries 
seem almost dishonestly optimistic, pic
turing as they do a kind of moral and 
metaphysical victory which we have lit
tle or no reason to believe. Not for 
Ramsey the easy dichotomies: the Great 
Evil pitted against the Great Good; the 
aberrant against the natural; the beast 
against the bourgeois; night against 
day. Returning to Ramsey's work after 
reading elsewhere is to taste the pure 
stuff, and it's heady indeed. Here is a 
world in which everything is in flux; in 
which the mind has at best a tenous 
hold on its perceptions, and something 
scrabbles perpetually at the founda
tions of any certainty.

This bracingly honest worldview springs 
from a mind with an extraordinary knowl
edge of and love for the horror genre. 
He was first published, by Arkham 
House, at an age when most authors 
are still plotting to lose their virginity, 
and is more thoroughly versed in the 
theory and practice of his craft than 
anyone else I know. But though his 
early work was overtly Lovecraftian in 
tone he was soon to emerge from 
behind this influence with a voice uni
quely his own, and a landscape to go 
with it.

That landscape has very often been 
Liverpool and its immediate environs, 
which was my own stamping ground for 
two decades, so I know whereof he 
speaks. It was in that fine but distinctly 
haunted city that we first met, when he 
came to my school — he was then an 
impressive fellow in his early twenties 
— to deliver an informal talk on his pas- 
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printed page. The talk was called, I 
believe, ‘Why Horror?' The question 
needed no answer as far as I was con
cerned (except possibly: Why Not?) but 
he talked with a warmth and wit which 
left many amongst the audience might
ily impressed. Though there were only 
a handful of years between he and \,he 
stood in the outside world while I still 
laboured in the salt-mines of State- 
supplied education, and it was wonder
ful to hear somebody from that other 
world express such an unalloyed love 
of all things dark and disturbing. The 
pride he took in the genre contrasted 
forcibly with my own slightly furtive 
passion. Horror fiction has rarely been 
viewed as an intellectually credible 
area of endeavour and I — with one eye 
on Oxford and the other Edgar Allan 
Poe — didn’t have the courage of my 
enthusiasms. I may say he changed 
that, simply by demonstrating that hor
ror fiction could be spoken of with as 
much aesthetic insight as any other fic
tion — with the added bonus that it 
gave you apocalyptic dreams.

We met sporadically thereafter, usual
ly at the house of a mutual friend — the 
teacher who had invited Ramsey to the 
school, in fact: Helen Clarke — and he 
was always full of suggestions for fresh 
books to investigate and movies to see. 
But as time passed, and the study of 
Philosophy and English Literature came 
close to drowning me in an excess of 
sense and sensibility, we lost touch. I 
moved to London, while he remained in 
Liverpool, finding new and pungent ter
rors in streets and squares which I had 
hitherto thought perfectly benign.

I bought his books as they came out 
of course, and read them with pleasure. 
Anyone familiar with Ramsey’s short 
stories — which were the first of his 
work I encountered — knows the 
delights to be found there. The skilled 
pacing that carries the reader through 
the tales with mounting anxiety, never 
certain of which direction the narrative 
is taking until it’s too late — your sym
pathy is won and suddenly you and the 
protagonist are face to face with some
thing unspeakable. All this delivered by 
measured, elegant prose which in addi
tion to producing some of the pro- 
foundest chills in short fiction is informed 
with a sly, dry humour which allows us to 
interpret events as absurd, even ridicu
lous, even as the horrors shamble in our 
direction. It's a tight-rope walk — and 
Ramsey has performed some of the 
most impressive balancing of humour 
and horror that the genre can boast.

The novels are no less heart-stopping. 
Everyone will have their favourites. I'm 
particularly fond of ‘The Face That 

Must Die’ and the much more recent 
‘Incarnate’, but sample them freely if you 
haven’t already; each one has its charms.

Anyway; almost three years ago, 
after a long silence, I contacted him 
afresh, needing some advice on the 
contracts for my ‘Books of Blood', and 
hoping he — who’d been this route 
before me — might offer some guide
lines. He was unfailingly generous with 
his time and advice, offering enthusi
asm for the stories I nervously showed 
him, and later putting his name to that 
enthusiasm by penning an introduction 
to the first of the volumes.

Since then we’ve met at a number of 
conventions, sat behind tables on Hor
ror and Censorship, and at late-night 
readings; so often now that his wife 
Jenny has come to view us as some
thing of a double act. Whether we’re 
Abbott and Costello or Burke and Hare 
is a moot point, but I still find myself 
stimulated by his views, which are usu
ally delivered in a dead-pan fashion 
that defies the listener to sort belief 
from irony. He is, as any who have lis
tened to him know, a first-rate enter
tainer, with the ability to present his 
most deeply held opinions in a manner 
both engaging and accessible.

And of course he continues to pro
duce major work. He’s now become 
one of that handful of horror writers 
whose next book is keenly anticipated 
from the announcement of the title to 
the moment you open your virgin copy. 
Though he has produced some short 
fiction recently the bulk of his work has 
been in novel form. For those who are 
already fans a recommendation is 
redundant. For those of you who aren’t, 
his world is waiting ...

And it is a world. In a fashion that few 
authors, either in genre literature or in 
so-called ’mainstream’ writing achieve, 
Ramsey has taken a whole slice of the 
real world and so charged it with his 
imaginative interpretation that for his 
readers whole landscapes become func
tions of his vision, rather than the other 
way about. The bleak inner city waste
lands haunted by things without proper 
names (things perhaps it would be best 
not to name); the joyless bourgeois 
ghettoes, suddenly and mysteriously 
blighted by worse than joylessness, or 
just as mysteriously offered a glimpse 
of self comprehension. His is a world 
both relentlessly modern — filled with 
particulars that speak uniquely of our 
late twentieth century malaise — and 
yet concealing forces that seem to 
emerge from a timeless place some
where between the private anxieties of 
ego and id, and the world of physical 
sensation, of hunger and desire: that
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no-man’s-land from which all the great 
monsters must perforce emerge.

Though Ramsey eschews too theo
retical dissection of his work, and will 
tell you that explanations of his sub
texts come as a genuine surprise to 
him, he nevertheless touches the same 
deeply-rooted concerns as any main
stream author. He talks of death and 
loneliness and fear and regret; of the 
frailty of hope, and the greater frailty 
that comes should we put hope aside, 
bringing to his fictions all the intelli
gence and technique needed to shape 
a work that carries both resonance and 
weight but is still written to appeal to a 
wide audience. On the page, as on a 
convention platform, he is at heart an 
entertainer and a storyteller.

And face to face, what is this Master 
like? Mild-mannered, engagingly opin

ionated, a perfect gentleman; a loving 
family man, a warm and attentive friend.

It may be that the darker the portions 
of the psyche one can commit to paper 
the easier it is to smile at the world. If so, 
that may go some way to explaining the 
paradox that writers of horror are 
amongst the most courteous of men. 
But, all sweetness of manner aside, 
Ramsey’s work is the product of an 
uncompromising imagination, which re
mains immune to the trite interpreta
tions of analyst or academician. Like all 
artists possessed of a fierce personal 
vision his books cannot be reduced to 
pat formulae, nor adequately evoked 
by a list of adjectives.

His work springs most forcibly to life 
in the exchange between reader and 
word. Only there does the complexity 
and elegance of his art become appar

ent, and it is to that experience I am 
delighted to commend you.

One of the best things about writing 
horror fiction, you know, is that a book is 
one place you can never take a friend...

You must go absolutely alone, and 
deal with each revelation as it appears. 
In that sense, perhaps reading best 
approaches the condition of living: it is 
ultimately, perhaps triumphantly, a soli
tary experience.

Alone then, you are obliged to enter 
the world of Ramsey Campbell, though 
perhaps there are others already in 
between the pages somewhere. Lost 
souls who wandered in and never want
ed to find their way out.

Or, more likely, discovered it was a 
place the leaving of which would be 
very like exile.
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The Other Side

W
hen Bowring saw where the 
fire engines were heading, he 
thought at first it was the school. 
“They’ve done it, the young 
swine,” he groaned, craning out 
of his high window, clutching the cold 

dewy sill. Then flames burst from an upper 
window of the abandoned tenement a mile 
away across the river, reddening the low 
clouds. That would be one less place for 
them to take their drugs and do whatever 
else they got up to when they thought 
nobody was watching. “Bow-wow’s watch
ing, and don’t you forget it,” he muttered 
with a grin that let the night air twinge his 
teeth, and then he realized how he could.

A taste of mothballs caught at the back 
of his throat as he took the binoculars from 
the wardrobe where they hung among his 
suits. The lenses pulled the streets across 
the river toward him, cut-out terraces 
bunched together closely as layers of wall
paper. The tenement reared up, a coaly 
silhouette flaring red, from the steep bank 
below them. Figures were converging to 
watch, but he could see nobody fleeing. 
He let the binoculars stray upward to the 
flames, which seemed calming as a fire
side, too silent and distant to trouble him. 
Then his face stiffened. Above the flames 
and the jets of water red as blood, a figure 
was peering down.

Bowring twisted the focusing screw in a 
vain attempt to get rid of the blur of heat, to 
clear his mind of what he thought he was 
seeing. The figure must be trapped, crying 
for help and jumping as the floor beneath 
its feet grew hotter, yet it appeared to be 
prancing with delight, waving its hands 
gleefully, grinning like a clown. To believe 
that was to lose control, he told himself 
fiercely. A jet of water fought back the 
flames below the window he was staring 
at, and he saw that the window was empty.

Perhaps it always had been. If anyone 
had been crying for help, the firemen must 
have responded by now. Among the 
spectators he saw half a dozen of his 
pupils sharing cigarettes. He felt in control 
again at once. He’d be having words with 
them tomorrow.

In the morning he drove ten miles to the 
bridge, ten miles back along the far bank. 
The school was surrounded by disorder, 
wallpaper flapping beyond broken win
dows, houses barricaded with cardboard 
against casual missiles, cars stranded 
without wheels and rusting in streets where 
nothing moved except flocks of litter. Ash 
from last night’s fire settled on his car like 
an essence of the grubby streets. In the 
midst of the chaos, the long low ruddy 
school still looked as it must have a hundred 
years ago. That felt like a promise of order to 
him.

He was writing a problem in calculus on 
the blackboard when those of his class who’d 
come to school today piled into the class
room, jostling and swearing, accompanied 
by smells of tobacco and cheap perfume. 

by Ramsey Campbell
He swung round, gown whirling, and the 
noise dwindled sullenly. Two minutes’ slam
ming of folding seats, and then they were 
sitting at their desks, which were too small 
for some of them. Bowring hooked his thumbs 
in the shoulders of his gown. “Which of you 
were at the fire last night?” he said in a voice 
that barely reached the back of the room.

Twenty-three faces stared dully at him, 
twenty-three heads of the monster he had 
to struggle with every working day. There 
was nothing to distinguish those he’d seen 
last night across the river, not a spark of 
truth. “I know several of you were," he said, 
letting his gaze linger on the six. “I suggest 
you tell your friends after class that I may 
have my eye on you even when you think 
nobody’s watching.”

They stared, challenging him to identify 
them, and waited until dark to answer him 
with a scrawl of white paint across the 
ruined tenement. FUCK OFF BOW WOW, 
the message said. The binoculars shook 
until he controlled himself. He was damned 
if he’d let them reach him in his home, his 
refuge from all they represented. Tomor
row he’d deal with them, on his patch of 
their territory. He moved the binoculars to 
see what he’d glimpsed as they veered.

A figure was standing by the tenement, 
under one of the few surviving streetlamps. 
The mercury-vapour glare made its face 
look white as a clown’s, though at first he 
couldn’t see the face; the long hands that 
appeared to be gloved whitely were cover
ing it while the shoulders heaved as if mim
ing rage. Then the figure flung its hand 
away from its face and began to prance 
wildly, waving its fists above its spiky hair. It 
was then that Bowring knew it was the 
figure he’d seen above the flames.

It must be some lunatic, someone unable 
to cope with life over there. Suddenly the 
mercury-vapour stage was bare, and Bow
ring resisted scanning the dark: whatever 
the figure was up to had nothing to do with 
him. He was inclined to ignore the graffiti 
too, except that next morning, when he 
turned from the blackboard several of his 
class began to titter.

He felt his face stiffen, grow pale with 
rage. That provoked more titters, the ner
vous kind he’d been told you heard at hor- 
rorfilms. “Very well,” he murmured, “since 
you’re all aware what I want to hear, we’ll 
have complete silence until the culprit 
speaks up.”

“But sir, I don’t know — ” Clint began, 
pulling at his earlobe where he’d been for
bidden to wear a ring in school, and Bow
ring rounded on him. “Complete silence,” 
Bowring hissed in a voice he could barely 
hear himself.

He strolled up and down the aisles, sat 
at his desk when he wanted to outstare 
them. Their resentment felt like an immi
nent storm. Just let one of them protest to 
his face! Bowring wouldn't lay a finger on 
them — they wouldn’t lose him his pension 
that way — but he’d have them barred 

from his class. He was tempted to keep 
them all in after school, except that he’d 
had enough of the lot of them.

"Wait until you’re told to go,” he said 
when the final bell shrilled. He felt unwilling 
to relinquish his control of them, to let them 
spill out of his room in search of mischief, 
sex, drugs, violence, their everyday lives; 
for moments that seemed disconcertingly 
prolonged, he felt as if he couldn’t let go. 
“Perhaps on Monday we can get on with 
some work, if you haven’t forgotten what 
that’s like. Now you may go,” he said softly, 
daring them to give tongue to the resent
ment he saw in all their eyes.

They didn't, not then. He drove across 
the bridge to be greeted by the scent of 
pine, of the trees the April sunlight was 
gilding. Hours later he lay in his reclining 
chair, lulled by a gin and tonic, by Debussy 
on the radio. Halfway through the third 
movement of the quartet, the phone rang. 
“Yes?” Bowring demanded.

“Mr. Bowring?”
“Yes?”
“Mr. Bowring the teacher?”
“This is he.”
“It’s he,” the voice said aside, and there 

was a chorus of sniggers. At once Bowring 
knew what the voice would say, and so it 
did: “Fuck off, bow-wow, you —”

He slammed the phone down before he 
could hear more, and caught sight of him
self in the mirror, white-faced, teeth bared, 
eyes bulging. "It’s all right,” he murmured 
to his mother in the photograph on the 
mantelpiece below the mirror. But it wasn’t: 
now they'd found him, they could disarray 
his home life any time they felt like it; he no 
longer had a refuge. Who had it been on 
the phone? One of the boys with men’s 
voices, Darren or Gary or Lee. He was 
trying to decide which when it rang again.

No, they wouldn’t get through to him. 
Over the years he'd seen colleagues on 
the teaching staff break down, but that 
wouldn’t happen to him. The phone rang 
five times in the next hour before, presum
ably, they gave up. Since his mother's 
death he’d only kept the phone in case the 
school needed to contact him.

Sunlight woke him in the morning, stream
ing from behind his house and glaring 
back from the river. The sight of figures at 
the charred tenement took him and his 
binoculars to the window. But they weren’t 
any of his pupils, they were a demolition 
crew. Soon the tenement puffed like a fun
gus, hesitated, then collapsed. Only a 
rumble like distant thunder and microscop
ic clink of bricks reached him. The crowd 
of bystanders dispersed, and even the 
demolition crew drove away before the 
dust had finished settling. Bowring alone 
saw the figure that pranced out of the ruins.

At first he thought its face was white with 
dust. It sidled about in front of the jagged 
foundations, pumping its hips and pretend
ing to stick an invisible needle in its arm, 
and then Bowring saw that the face wasn’t 
covered with dust; it was made up like a 
clown’s. That and the mime looked doubly 
incongruous because of the plain suit the 
man was wearing. Perhaps all this was 
some kind of street theatre, some anar-
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chist nonsense of the kind that tried to 
make the world a stage for its slogans, yet 
Bowring had a sudden disconcerting 
impression that the mime was meant just 
for him. He blocked the idea from his mind 
— it felt like a total loss of control — and 
turned his back on the window.

His morning routine calmed him, his 
clothes laid out on the sofa as his mother 
used to do, his breakfast egg waiting on 
the moulded ledge in the door of the refrig
erator, where he’d moved it last night from 
the egg box farther in. That evening he 
attended a debate at the Conservative 
club on law and order, and on Sunday he 
drove into the countryside to watch patt
erns of birds in the sky. By Sunday evening 
he hadn’t given the far side of the river 
more than a casual glance for over twenty- 
four hours.

When he glimpsed movement, insect
like under the mercury lamp, he sat down 
to listen to Elgar. But he resented feeling 
as if he couldn’t look; he’d enjoyed the 
view across the river ever since he’d 
moved across, enjoyed knowing it was 
separate from him. He took as much time 
as he could over carrying his binoculars to 
the window.

The clown was capering under the 
lamp, waving his fists exultantly above his 
head. His glee made Bowring nervous 
about discovering its cause. Nervousness 
swung the binoculars wide, and he saw 
Darren lying among the fallen bricks, clutch
ing his head and writhing. At once the 
clown scampered off into the dark.

In the false perspective of the lenses 
Darren looked unreal, and Bowring felt a 
hint of guilty triumph. No doubt the boy had 
been taunting the clown — maybe now 
he’d had a bit of sense knocked into him. 
He watched the boy crawl out of the debris 
and stagger homewards, and was almost 
certain that it had been Darren's voice on 
the phone. He was even more conviced on 
Monday morning, by the way that all 
Darren’s cronies sitting round the empty 
desk stared accusingly at him.

They needn't try to blame him for Dar
ren’s injury, however just it seemed. “If 
anyone has anything to say about any of 
your absent colleagues," he murmured, 
"I'm all ears." Of course they wouldn’t 
speak to him face to face, he realized, not 
now they had his number. His face stiff
ened so much he could barely conduct the 
lesson, which they seemed even less 
eagerto comprehend than usual. No doubt 
they were anticipating unemployment and 
the freedom to do mischief all day, every 
day. Their apathy made him feel he was 
drowning, fighting his way to a surface 
which perhaps no longer existed. When he 
drove home across the bridge, their sullen 
sunless sky came with him.

As soon as he was home he reached 
out to take the phone off the hook, until he 
grabbed his wrist with his other hand. This 
time he’d be ready for them if they called. 
Halfway through his dinner of unfrozen 
cod, they did. He saw them before he 
heard them, three of them slithering down 
the steep slope to a phone box, miracu
lously intact, that stood near a riverside 

terrace that had escaped demolition. He 
dragged them toward him with the binocu
lars as they piled into the box.

They were three of his girls: Debbie, who 
he'd seen holding hands with Darren — he 
didn’t like to wonder what they got up to 
when nobody could see them — and 
Vanessa and Germaine. He watched Deb
bie as she dialled, and couldn't help start
ing as his phone rang. Then he grinned 
across the river at her. Let her do her worst 
to reach him.

He watched the girls grimace in the 
small lit box, shouting threats or insults or 
obscenities at the phone in Debbie’s hand 
as if that would make him respond. "Shout 
all you like, you’re not in my classroom 
now,” he whispered, and then, without 
quite knowing why, he swung the binocu
lars away from them to survey the dark. As 
his vision swept along the top of the slope 
he saw movement, larger than he was ex
pecting. A chunk of rubble half as high as a 
man was poised on the edge above the 
telephone box. Behind it, grinning stiffly, he 
saw the glimmering face of the clown.

Bowring snatched up the receiver with
out thinking. “Look out! Get out!" he cried, 
so shrilly that his face stiffened with embar
rassment. He heard Debbie sputter a 
shocked insult as the binoculars fastened 
shakily on the lit box, and then she dropped 
the receiver as Vanessa and Germaine, 
who must have seen the danger, fought to 
be first out of the trap. The box shook with 
their struggles, and Bowring yelled at them 
to be orderly, as if his voice might reach 
them through the dangling receiver. Then 
Vanessa wrenched herself free, and the 
others followed, almost falling headlong, 
as the rubble smashed one side of the box, 
filling the interior with knives of glass.

Maybe that would give them something 
to think about, but all the same, it was 
vandalism. Shouldn’t Bowring call the po
lice? Some instinct prevented him, per
haps his sense of wanting to preserve a 
distance between himself and what he'd 
seen. After all, the girls might have seen 
the culprit too, might even have recog
nized him.

But on Tuesday they were pretending 
that nothing had happened. Debbie’s blank 
face challenged him to accuse her, to 
admit he’d been watching. Her whole 
stance challenged him, her long legs 
crossed, her linen skirt ending high on her 
bare thighs. How dare she sit like that in 
front of a man of his age! She'd come to 
grief acting like that, but not from him. The 
day’s problems squealed on the black
board, the chalk snapped.

He drove home, his face stiff with resent
ment. He wished he hadn’t picked up the 
phone, wished he’d left them at the mercy 
of the madman who, for all Bowring knew, 
had gone mad as a result of their kind of 
misbehaviour. As he swung the car onto 
the drive below his flat, a raw sunset 
throbbed in the gap where the tenement 
had been.

The sun went down. Lamps pricked the 
dark across the river. Tonight he wouldn't 
look, he told himself, but he couldn't put the 
other side out of his mind. He ate lamb 

chops to the strains of one of Rossini’s 
pre-adolescent sonatas. Would there ever 
be prodigies like him again? Children now 
were nothing like they used to be. Bowring 
carried the radio to his chair beside the fire, 
and couldn’t help glancing across the 
river. Someone was loitering in front of the 
gap where the tenement had been.

He sat down, stood up furiously, grabbed 
the binoculars. It was Debbie, waiting under 
the mercury lamp. She wore a pale blue 
skirt now, and stockings. Her lipstick glinted. 
She reminded Bowring of a streetwalker in 
some film, that image of a woman standing 
under a lamp surrounded by darkness.

No doubt she was waiting for Darren. 
Women waiting under lamps often came 
to no good, especially if they were up to 
none. Bowring probed the dark with his 
binoculars, until his flattened gaze came to 
rest on a fragment of the tenement, a zig
zag of wall as high as a man. Had some
thing pale just dodged behind it?

Debbie was still under the lamp, hug
ging herself against the cold, glancing 
nervously over her shoulder, but not at the 
fragment of wall. Bowring turned the lenses 
back to the wall, and came face to face 
with the clown, who seemed to be grinning 
straight at him from his hiding-place. The 
sight froze Bowring, who could only cling 
shakily to the binoculars and watch as the 
white face dodged back and forth, popping 
out from opposite edges of the wall. Per
haps only a few seconds passed, but it 
seemed long as a nightmare before the 
clown leapt on the girl.

Bowring saw her thrown flat on the 
scorched ground, saw the clown stuff her 
mouth with a wad of litter, the grinning 
white face pressing into hers. When the 
clown pinned her wrists with one hand and 
began to tear at her clothes with the other, 
Bowring grabbed the phone. He called the 
police station near the school and waited 
feverishly while the clown shied Debbie’s 
clothes into the dark. “Rape. Taking place 
now, where the tenement was demolished,” 
he gasped as soon as he heard a voice.

"Where are you speaking from, sir?”
“That doesn’t matter. You’re wasting 

time. Unless you catch this person in the 
act you may not be able to identify him. 
He’s made up like a clown.”

“What is your name, please, sir?”
"What the devil has my name to do with 

it? Just get to the crime, can’t you! There, 
you see,” Bowring cried, his voice out of 
control, "you’re too late.”

Somehow Debbie had struggled free 
and was limping naked toward the nearest 
houses. Bowring saw her look back in ter
ror, then flee painfully across the rubble. 
But the clown wasn’t following, he was 
merely waving the baggy crotch of his 
trousers at her. "I need your name before 
we're able to respond," the voice said 
brusquely in Bowring’s ear, and Bowring 
dropped the receiver in his haste to break 
the connection. When he looked across 
the river again, both Debbie and the clown 
had gone.

Eventually he saw police cars cruising 
back and forth past the ruined tenement, 
policemen tramping from house to house.
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Bowring had switched off his light in order 
to watch and for fear that the police might 
notice him, try to involve him, make an 
issue of his having refused to name him
self. He watched for hours as front door 
after front door opened to the police. He 
was growing more nervous, presumably in 
anticipation of the sight of the clown, 
prancing through a doorway or being 
dragged out by the police.

Rain came sweeping along the river, 
drenching the far bank. The last houses 
closed behind the police. A police car 
probed the area around the ruined tene
ment with its headlights, and then there was 
only rain and darkness and the few drown
ing streetlamps. Yet he felt as if he couldn’t 
stop watching. His vision swam jerkily to
ward the charred gap, and the clown pranc
ed out from behind the jagged wall.

How could the police have overlooked 
him? But there he was, capering beside 
the ruin. As Bowring leaned forward, clutch
ing the binoculars, the clown reached 
behind the wall and produced an object 
which he brandished gleefully. He dropped 
it back into hiding just as Bowring saw that 
it was an axe. The the clown minced into 
the lamplight.

For a moment Bowring thought that the 
clown's face was injured — distorted, cer
tainly — until he realized that the rain was 
washing the makeup off. Why should that 
make him even more nervous? He couldn’t 
see the face now, for the clown was putting 
his fists to his eyes. He seemed to be 
peering through his improvised binoculars 
straight at Bowring — and then, with a 
shock that stiffened his face, Bowring felt 
sure that he was. The next moment the 
clown turned his bare face up to the rain 
that streamed through the icy light.

Makeup began to whiten his lapels like 
droppings on a statue. The undisguised 
face gleamed in the rain. Bowring stared at 
the face that was appearing, then he mut
tered a denial to himself as he struggled to 
lower the binoculars, to let go his shivering 
grip on them, look away. Then the face 
across the river grinned straight at him, 
and his convulsion heaved him away from 
the window with a violence that meant to 
refute what he'd seen.

It couldn’t be true. If it was, anything 
could be. He was hardly aware of lurching 
downstairs and into the sharp rain, binocu
lars thumping his chest. He fumbled his 
way into the car and sent it slewing toward 
the road, wipers scything at the rain. As 
trees crowded into the headlights, the piny 
smell made his head swim.

The struts of the bridge whirred by, drip
ping. Dark streets, broken lamps, decrepit 
streaming houses closed around him. He 
drove faster through the desertion, though 
he felt as if he’d given in to a loss of control: 
surely there would be nothing to see — 
perhaps there never had been. But when 
the car skidded across the mud beside the 
demolished tenement, the clown was wait
ing bare-faced for him.

Bowring wrenched the car to a slithering 
halt and leapt out into the mud in front of 
the figure beneath the lamp. It was a mirror, 
he thought desperately: he was dreaming 

of a mirror. He felt the rain soak his clothes, 
slash his cheeks, trickle inside his collar. 
"What do you mean by this?" he yelled at 
the lamplit figure, and before he could 
think of what he was demanding, “Who do 
you think you are?"

The figure lifted its hands toward its 
face, still whitewashed by the mercury 
lamp, then spread its hands toward Bow
ring. That was more than Bowring could 
bear, both the silence of the miming and 
what the gesture meant to say. His mind 
emptied as he lurched past the lamplight 
to the fragment of tenement wall.

When the figure didn’t move to stop him, 
he thought the axe wouldn't be there. But it 
was. He snatched it up and turned on the 
other, who stepped toward him, out of the 
lamplight. Bowring lifted the axe defen
sively. Then he saw that the figure was 
gesturing toward itself, miming an invita
tion. Bowring's control broke, and he swung 
the axe toward the unbearable sight of the 
grinning face.

At the last moment, the figure jerked its 
head aside. The axe cut deep into its neck. 
There was no blood, only a bulging of what 
looked like new pale flesh from the wound. 
The figure staggered, then mimed the axe 
toward itself again. None of this could be 
happening, Bowring told himself wildly: it 
was too outrageous, it meant that anything 
could happen, it was the beginning of total 
chaos. His incredulity let him hack with the 
axe, again and again, his binoculars bruis
ing his ribs. He hardly felt the blows he was 
dealing, and when he’d finished there was 
still no blood, only an enormous sprawl of 
torn cloth and chopped pink flesh whit
ened by the lamplight, restless with rain. 
Somehow the head had survived his on
slaught, which had grown desperately hap
hazard. As Bowring stared appalled at it, 
the grinning face looked straight at him, 
and winked. Screaming under his breath, 
Bowring hacked it in half, then went on 
chopping, chopping, chopping.

When at last exhaustion stopped him he 
made to fling the axe into the ruins. Then 
he clutched it and reeled back to his car, 
losing his balance in the mud, almost fall
ing into the midst of his butchery. He drove 
back to the bridge, his eyes bulging at the 
liquid dark, at the roads overflowing their 
banks, the fleets of derelict houses sailing 
by. As he crossed the bridge, he flung the 
axe into the river.

He twisted the key and groped blindly 
into his house, felt his way upstairs, peeled 
off his soaked clothes, lowered himself 
shakily into a hot bath. He felt exhausted, 
empty, but was unable to sleep. He couldn’t 
really have crossed the river, he told him
self over and over; he couldn't have done 
what he remembered doing, the memory 
that filled his mind, brighter than the street
lamp by the ruin. He stumbled naked to the 
window. Something pale lay beside the 
streetlamp, but he couldn’t make it out; the 
rain had washed the lenses clean of the 
coating that would have let him see more 
in the dark. He sat there shivering until 
dawn, nodding occasionally, jerking awake 
with a cry. When the sunlight reached the 
other side, the binoculars showed him that 

the ground beside the lamp was bare.
He dragged on crumpled clothes, tried 

to eat breakfast but spat out the mouthful, 
fled to his car. He never set out so early, 
but today he wanted to be in his classroom 
as soon as he could, where he still had 
control. Rainbows winked at him from 
trees as he drove, and then the houses 
gaped at him. As yet the streets were 
almost deserted, and so he couldn’t resist 
driving by the tenement before making for 
the school. He parked at the top of the 
slope, craned his neck as he stood shiver
ing on the pavement, and then, more and 
more shakily and reluctantly, he picked his 
way down the slope. He'd seen movement 
in the ruin.

They must be young animals, he told 
himself as he slithered down. Rats, per
haps, or something else newborn — nothing 
else could be so pink or move so oddly. He 
slid down to the low jagged gappy wall. As 
he caught hold of the topmost bricks, 
which shifted under his hands, all the pink 
shapes amid the rubble raised their faces, 
his face, to him.

Some of the lumps of flesh had recog
nizeable limbs, or at least portions of them. 
Some had none, no features at all except 
one or more of the grimacing faces, but all 
of them came swarming toward him as 
best they could. Bowring reeled, choked, 
flailed his hands, tried to grab at reality, 
wherever it was. He fell across the wall, 
twisting, face up. At once a hand with his 
face sprouting from its wrist scuttled up his 
body and closed its fingers, his fingers, 
about his throat.

Bowring cowered into himself, desper
ate to hide from the sensation of mis
shapen crawling all over his body, his 
faces swarming over him, onto his limbs, 
between his legs. There was no refuge. A 
convulsion shuddered through him, jerked 
his head up wildly. “My face," he shrieked 
in a choked whisper, and sank his teeth into 
the wrist of the hand that was choking him.

It had no bones to speak of. Apart from 
its bloodlessness, it tasted like raw meat. 
He shoved it into his mouth, stuffed the 
fingers in and then the head. As it went in it 
seemed to shrink, grow shapeless, though 
he felt his teeth close on its eyes. "My 
face,” he spluttered, and reached for hand
fuls of the rest. But while he’d been occu
pied with chewing, the swarming had left 
his body. He was lying alone on the 
charred rubble.

They were still out there somewhere, he 
knew. He had to get them back inside 
himself, he mustn’t leave them at large on 
this side of the river. This side was nothing 
to do with him. He swayed to his feet and 
saw the school. A grin stiffened his mouth. 
Of course, that was where they must be, 
under the faces of his pupils, but not for 
long. The children couldn’t really be as 
unlike him as they seemed; nothing could 
be that alien — that was how they’d almost 
fooled him. He made his way toward the 
school, grinning, and as he thought of pull
ing off those masks to find his face, he 
began to dance.
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The John D. Merriam Exhibit by Donald M. Grant

T
he Merriam Exhibit which has been assembled for dis
play at the John Hay Library of Brown University is a 
selection of approximately 80 representative pieces 
from a private collection of paintings numbering several 
thousand. Indeed, John Merriam’s collection is unique 
in the fantasy genre, and its content ranges from gentle fan

tasy to the horrific.
For a vast majority of Conventioneers, this Exhibit will be a 

first opportunity to view such near-legendary original art, 
much of it from "The Golden Age of Illustration". It is hoped 
that it will generate a new area of interest and appreciation in 
newcomers to the field, at the same time serving as a stimu
lant to the art connoisseur.

Among the artists exhibited are numerous pieces from this 
earlier age of wonder. London-born Arthur Rackham achieved 
great success in his lifetime and has remained a favorite on 
both sides of the Atlantic, as has Edmund Dulac, the versatile 
Frenchman who adopted England as his country in 1904 
when he was only twenty-two. There are delicate line illustra
tions painstakingly worked by Hans Henning, known to us as 
“Alastair”, a somewhat shadowy figure who spent much of his 
life in Germany, and more line illustration — Beardsley influ
enced — from the German Marquis, Franz Von Bayros. Take 
particular notice of the Harry Clarke gem from The Fairy Tales 
of Charles Perrault. It is executed in pen, ink, pencil and 
watercolor, and it is easy to understand why there are those 
among us (this writer among them) who say that Clarke, with 
his total command of pen, ink, pencil, color and stained glass 
mediums, is the most versatile of all artists — of all eras! 
Clarke’s color, however, gets a stiff challenge from Copen
hagen-born Kay Nielsen whose background in Norse legend 
and folklore becomes somehow mingled with the art of the 
East and Far-East.

Look for two watercolors by the brilliant Englishman, W. 
Russell Flint, one of them the famous "Silver White". Also 
included in this exhibit are three pieces by the Australian 
Norman Lindsay, long a favorite of our fantasy genre, among 
them the sensuously fantastic “Beauties and Beasts”. There 
are works by Heinrich Kley: Sidney Sime, who will be known to 
many by his fanciful illustrations in the books of Lord Dunsany; 
an illustration for Poe’s “The Raven" by the famous French 
artist of still earlier days, Gustave Dore (1832-1883); and eight 
representative offerings picked from Mr. Merriam’s collection 
of some five hundred originals by Boris Artzybasheff.

This astonishing exhibit with its wonders from "The Golden 
Age of Illustration” is equally exciting in its presentation of the 
work of a group of contemporary artists. Names that include 
Patricia Lucas-Morris, Mark Spencer, Dixie Gay, Thomas 
Grabosky, Martin Carey, and Verujan Boghosian are scarcely 
household words for the art enthusiasts who are in attend
ance at this Convention. But here is a remarkable group of 
new talents who are scarcely less imaginative, scarcely less 
creative than those giants of another era.

The Twelfth World Fantasy Convention is fortunate to have 
this representative selection of original art from the John D. 
Merriam collection on display at the John Hay Library of 
Brown University. The Library is within easy walking distance 
of the Convention Hotel (see map), and attendees are urged 
to take advantage of Mr. Merriam’s generosity in both loaning 
and preparing the exhibit. The World Fantasy Convention is 
greatly indebted to Mr. Merriam, as it is to Brown University 
and its Special Collections' Librarian, John Stanley.
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STEPHEN GERVAIS
"GAMES” Illustration from Ghost Story, by Peter Straub, Hill House Publishers, 1984

©1986 by Stephen Gervais
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"FACES" Illustration from Night Visions III, Dark Harvest, 1986“LOVE ME" Illustration from Night Visions III, Dark Harvest, 1986

"KILLING JAR" Illustration from Ghost Story, 
by Peter Straub, Hill House Publishers, 1984



DOUGLAS E. WINTER: The Man and the Myth
by Charles L. Grant
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everal years ago I sent a rejec
tion letter to a young man who 
had submitted a story to me for 
an anthology. I don’t remember 
the story, and I don’t know which 
book it was intended for, but I do know 
that I used a reason I often find neces

sary when I have to send something 
back to its author — sorry, but I was at 
the end before you were, which greatly 
lessened the story's impact.

I say that a lot because it’s true.
Unfortunately, Doug Winter refuses to 

believe me. He thinks it’s just a way to 
circumvent my vow never to use a form 
letter rejection, that I would find some
thing to say about every story that cross
es my desk, give some reason, no mat
ter how outlandish, why I cannot accept 
the brilliant prose lying before me.

But that sort of reasoning is exactly 
the kind you'd expect from a man who, 
on the one hand, is a superb and fair 
lawyer (not, in this case, a contradiction 
in terms) who hails from the Midwest 
and now lives in Virginia, and who, on 
the other hand, wears wrap-around sun
glasses, a trucker's cap, sneakers with 
a suit, and gets red in the face when you 
try to explain that professional wrestling 
is not, when it comes down to it, a hell of 
a metaphor for what Clint Eastwood 
does much better in his westerns.

Hulk Hogan pales next to Eastwood’s 
steely stare; the Iron Sheik is a travesty 
next to Lee Van Cleef’s understated 
villainy; and the sound of Roddy Piper’s 
entrances to the ring are as nothing but 
a breaking of showbiz wind compared 
to the thunder of a vengeful High Plains 
Drifter sweeping across the landscape.

I mean, really.
Ricky "The Dragon” Steamboat? The 

Great Moola? King Kong for God’s 
sake Bundy?

I hesitate to mention that this is also a 
man who finds in the horror films of the 
Italian directors Lucio Fulci and Mario 
Bava such grace and style and moments 
of sheer terror that he actually goes out 
and spends real money on the video
cassettes as soon as they are available.

I also hesitate to mention, on the third 
or fourth hand, that this is a gentleman 
who, because he was unable to travel 
with Kathy and me to England last Sep
tember, shipped his wife and sons off to 
Texas to visit family so he could run 
down to the nearest appliance store to 
buy one of those monster 45-inch tele
vision sets — the better, I suppose, to 
watch Christopher George get his brains 
ripped out of the back of his head.

In the Winters’ bedroom, I might add.
So how can I appreciate a man with 

such obvious flaws in an otherwise ster
ling character?

Because I know him.
As a professional writer, Doug has 

made quite a mark for himself in non
fiction with two of the most successful 
and best-written volumes in the field — 
THE ART OF DARKNESS and FACES 
OF FEAR. In addition, his columns and 
articles of criticism have never failed to 
please me; and though I don’t always 
agree with his assessments, he, unlike 
many others who trod the sarpe path, is 
at least willing to accept, with grace, 
dissenting opinions.

Recently he has taken those same 
skills and has shifted his attention to 
fiction. A declaration of impending star
dom would be premature, of course, 
but I have no compunctions at all about 
saying that said stardom is not beyond 
his grasp. As he writes on, as he finds 
his own voice, his ability will grow to 
match his not inconsiderable talent, 
and when that happens we may very 
well have a hell of a time keeping up 
with him.

There are writers, new and not so 
new, who have or will never realize their 
potential. That’s sad. In some cases, 
it’s their own fault, believing too much in 
their press releases (self- or otherwise 
generated) and therefore smothering 
themselves in self-congratulations with
out understanding that such delusions 
are fatal in more ways than one. In 
other cases, they struggle on with little 
or no attention, little or no support, and 
sooner or later the strength they began 
with becomes eroded, loses power. 
That's sad, as well.

I say this because Doug fits neither 
of the above categories. He is not 
stupid. He has a strong sense of his 
own worth, his own abilities, and is 
rapidly learning where his strengths 
are, where his weaknesses are. I doubt 
very much if he will ever reach that 
point where he will believe he has no 
growing left to do.

As for support — well, it isn’t easy 
being the family of a man who wants 
nothing more than to put words on 
paper for other people to read. It’s a hell 
of a life. I ought to know. But Doug is 
blessed. There’s Lynne, and there’s 
John, and there’s Steve, and that should 
be enough to keep any man going 
when the hard times come and there’s 
always that temptation to give it up, to 
kill the dream. I strongly suspect that 
Lynne, in particular, would stone him to 
death before that ever happens.

This, then, is a damned nice guy to know.
His delight in the ridiculous keeps 

him from being too solemn, his belief 
that he and I have the power to knock 
off unwanted actors and actresses (we 
did it to Burton, we’re working on Lee 
Remick) makes for fascinating movie 
watching, and the fact that he procured 
for me my very own autographed copy 
of a Guy N. Smith novel cannot say 
enough about how I feel about the man.

. He will notice, then, that I have been 
good enough not to mention his designer 
jeans.

He will also notice that there is, out 
here, a great deal of affection for him.

I suggest to you, then, that you seek 
him out, offer him a beer, and talk with 
him, listen to him, watch as he listens to 
you. Ask him about the massive injuries 
he suffers each year playing softball. 
Ask him why the hell his eyes are so 
damned blue. Ask him about the time 
he begged me to take him to the Sus
sex County Fair so he could watch the 
women mud-wrestle.

Ask him.
You’ll like him
Simply because you'll know him.
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The Funhouse
by Douglas E. Winter

he Dark Carnival
Let’s admit it: Fear is fun. An undeni

able attraction of the horror story is the 
excuse to say, “Check your brains at 
the door, gang, and let’s boogie." We 

don’t really care if effects-oriented films like 
Poltergeist or The Evil Dead have flimsy plots 
— after all, nightmares rarely follow a coherent 
storyline. The images alone work a special 
magic: the hideous faces popping into view, 
the suddenly grasping hands, the buckets of 
stage blood are all props of a high-tech carni
val. We love to see something so grotesque 
and so unexpected that it makes us scream or 
laugh (and sometimes, we do both) — secure 
in the knowledge that here, in the funhouse of 
fear, this kind of behavior is not only accepted, 
but encouraged.

The operative word is escape. "Dreaming," 
reports Charles Fisher, clinical professor of 
psychiatry and director of the sleep laboratory 
at New York’s Mount Sinai Hospital, "permits 
each and every one of us to be quietly and 
safely insane every night of our lives." His 
words apply as well to the waking dreams of 
horror fiction and film. We live in perilous times, 
shadowed by the threat of nuclear war, and 
we need, on occasion, something more peri
lous than the gentle fantasies of romance or 
comedy or high adventure.

With each news report of Americans held 
hostage in foreign lands, of pain relievers 
laced with poison, of toxic waste dumps hid
den beneath school playgrounds, the horror 
story seems more inviting — if only because it 
shows us that things could, after all, be worse. 
As Stephen King wrote in “The Mist”:

“When the machines fail . . when the 
technologies fail, when the conventional reli
gious systems fail, people have got to have 
something. Even a zombie lurching into the 
night can seem pretty cheerful compared to 
the existential comedy/horror of the ozone 
layer dissolving under the combined assault 
of a million fluorocarbon spray cans of 
deodorant.”

That zombie seems cheerful because it is 
confined to the printed page or motion picture 
screen; in horror, we control our fears, put 
them into order, and, more often than not, 
defeat them. And no matter how desperate 
things seem, we are offered a simple escape 
from escapism: we can leave horror's fun
house at any time. Every horror story, like 
every nightmare, has a happy ending; we can 
wake up and say that it was all just a dream.

Or can we?
The Nightmare Becomes Reality

No funhouse would be complete without a 
hall of mirrors; we may discount the rubber 
masks and papier mache monsters as purest 
fantasy, but those warped mirrors reflect 
something undeniably real. We are drawn 
seductively to the chance to observe our
selves from odd angles, distorted perspec
tives — and, perhaps, to see things that we 
might not otherwise expect.

The horror story is not simply an escape; it 
also has a cognitive value, serving — con
sciously or not — as an imperfect mirror of the 
real fears of its times. The memorable horror 
films of the 1950s invoke the cold war, offering 
the “big bugs” of Them and The Beginning of 
the End in visceral response to nuclear arms, 
and The Thing and The Invasion of the Body

of Fear
Snatchers as indulgences in anti-communist 
hysteria, raging against the “alien” lifeforms 
that threatened the American way.

A glance into the dark mirror of modern 
horror reveals no less reactionary trends. 
American horror, particularly in film, has always 
been rich with Puritan subtext: if there is a 
single certainty, it is that teenagers who have 
sex in cars or in.the woods will die. Most books 
and films of the Eighties offer a message as 
conservative as their morality: Conform. The 
boogeymen of the Halloween and Friday the 
13th films are the hitmen of homogeneity. 
Don’t do it, they tell us, or you will pay an awful 
price. Don’t talk to strangers. Don’t party. Don't 
make love. Don't dare to be different.

Their victims, lost in the peccadilloes of the 
“Me” generation, waltz again and again into 
their waiting arms. Their sole nemesis is usu
ally a monogamous (if not virginal) heroine — 
a middle-class madonna who has listened to 
her parents, and thus behaves. And it is proper 
behavior, not crucifixes or silver bullets, that 
tends to ward off the monsters of our times. 
The Monster of the Eighties

Those monsters have changed.
The vampire is an anachronism in the wake 

of the sexual revolution. The bite of Bram 
Stoker's Dracula, sharpened in the repression 
of Victorian times, has been blunted by the 
likes of Dr. Ruth Westheimer. The bloodthirsty 
Count and his kin survive today because of 
sentiment rather than sensuality — and as a 
fantasy of upper class decadence, the com
moner’s forbidden dream of languorous chic 
(replayed most recently by Catherine Deneuve 
and David Bowie in the film adaptation of Whit
ley Strieber’s The Hunger).

The werewolf, too, has grown long in the 
tooth; its archetypal story, Robert Louis Stev
enson’s The Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde, also hinged on the Victorian mental
ity, with its marked duality of civilized gentle
man and low-brow brute. As class distinctions 
wane in our populist times, the duality blurs. 
The werewolf will live so long as we struggle 
with the beast within, but its modern incarna
tions — The Wolfen, The Howling, An Ameri
can Werewolf in London — suggest that the 
savage has already won and is loose on the 
streets of the urban jungle.

The invader from outer space, that promi
nent bugaboo of the Eisenhower era, regained 
a brief vogue with Alien and John Carpenter’s 
remake of The Thing, but was transformed by 
the wishful fantasies of Steven Spielberg into a 
cuddly savior from the skies. The instant 
legacy of Close Encounters of the Third Kind 
and E.T. has been a series of lovable aliens, 
from the mermaid of Splash to the cozy extra
terrestrials of Starman and Cocoon, that may 
not be overcome by the “bug hunt" mentality 
of this summer's Aliens. Gone too are the 
survivals of past cultures — the mummies, the 
golems, the creatures from black lagoons; 
they cannot survive in a no-deposit, no-return 
society whose concept of ancient history is, 
more often than not, the 1950s.

The monsters of our time are less exotic 
and, discouragingly, more symptomatic than 
their predecessors. A soulless insanity sparks 
the finest horror novel of the Eighties, Thomas 
Harris' Red Dragon. Child abuse is the relent
less theme ot the best-selling novels of V.C. 
Andrews, while the dissolution of family and 

marriage haunts the fiction of Charles L. 
Grant. The curses of socialization — notably, 
venereal disease — infect the films of David 
Cronenberg and the fiction of Clive Barker. 
Urban decay is the relentless background of 
Ramsey Campbell's short stories. Stephen 
King glories in the malfunction of the mun
dane, giving life to the petty tyrannies of our 
consumer culture — our household goods, 
our cars and trucks, our neighbor's dog.

And the true monster of the Eighties looks 
even more familiar. We may call them zombies, 
but as a character in George A. Romero's Day 
of the Dead pronounces, "They’re us.” 
The Dead Next Door

Zombies have been part of the monster 
menagerie since the turn of the century, when 
West Indies voodoo lore gained a certain 
vogue; its stories of devil dolls, pagan sacri
fice, and the walking dead were soon appropri
ated for such early classic films as White 
Zombie (1932) with Bela Lugosi, and Vai Lew
ton’s I Walked with a Zombie (1943).

But the modern zombie traces its heritage to 
1968, when Pittsburgh filmmaker George A. 
Romero transcended the lowest of low budgets 
to produce Night of the Living Dead. In Night 
and its two sequels — Dawn of the Dead and 
last year’s best horror film, Day of the Dead — 
Romero recast the zombie in a contemporary 
mold, abandoning the ritualistic trappings of 
voodoo to present a horrifically prosaic vision 
of the dead next door. Shambling, silent, eyes 
locked in thousand-yard stares, these are the 
people who work the late shift at the 7-Eleven, 
who take your change at highway toll booths; in 
Dawn of the Dead, Romero likens them to mall 
shoppers, pale reflections of the mannequins 
poised next to them in storeroom windows.

As envisioned by Romero and the enthusi
astic Italian pastiches of Lucio Fulci, zombies 
are the liberal nightmare: the huddled masses, 
yearning to breathe free, arriving on your 
doorstep with one thought in mind. "They want 
to eat you," reads one of the more charming 
film posters, for Fulci's Zombie-, and their bite is 
infectious, bringing momentary death, then 
new life as part of a vacuous, drooling, canni
balistic whole.

Romero and Fulci — and writers like King 
(in Salem's Lot), Peter Straub (in Floating 
Dragon), and Thomas Tessier (in his brilliant 
Finishing Touches) — subvert the conserva
tive lesson of conformity that the traditional 
horror story seeks to teach. Zombies, they tell 
us, are the state of conformity — mindless
ness on a national scale — that has brought 
so much fear to our daily lives. Only through 
the intrusion of horror may we see our world 
clearly, know both its dangers and its possibili
ties. Otherwise, like the citizens of Clive Barker's 
most memorable story, "In the Hills, the Cit
ies,” who form into a giant and march off to 
battle, we are doomed:

"Popolac turned away into the hills, it legs 
taking strides half a mile long. Each man, 
woman and child in that seething tower was 
sightless. They saw only through the eyes of 
the city. They were thoughtless, but to think 
the city’s thoughts. And they believed them
selves deathless, in their lumbering relentless 
strength. Vast and mad and deathless.”

In Day of the Dead, the last vestiges of 
rational order — soldiers and scientists — are 
trapped in an underground missile base with 
the detritus of civilization, from abandoned 
recreational vehicles to duplicate copies of 
income tax returns. The zombies wait above
ground, walking symbols of the ultimate mind- 

(Continued on Page 66)
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In the 13th Colony by Les Daniels

Id Providence!... Here lay 
the arcana, wondrous or 
dreadful as the case may 
be, for which all his years of 
travel and application had 

been preparing him."
So wrote H. P. Lovecraft in The Case 

of Charles Dexter Ward, which is, if not 
The Great American Novel, at least 
The Great Rhode Island Novel. In the 
same book, Lovecraft called the state 
"that universal haven of the odd, the 
free, and the dissenting."

In short, Rhode Island was the thir
teenth of the thirteen colonies, a site 
where, long before revolution was a 
gleam in a rebel’s eye, the area had 
become a refuge for elements that 
would hardly have been tolerated else
where. In some sense the weirdest and 
wickedest of American cities, Provi
dence is where the witches went before 
they could be hanged by the more aus
tere authorities of other climes. Roger 
Williams preached tolerance, and here 
is the result.

The state has its strange stories. It 
has been reported, by the eccentric 
Montague Summers and the august 
Providence Journal, that as recently as 
1874 "in the village of Peacedale, Rhode 
Island, a well-known inhabitant, Mr. Wil
liam Rose, himself dug up the body of 
his own daughter and burned her heart, 
acting under the belief that she was 
exhausting the vitality of the remaining 
members of the family." This seems to 
have met with the approval, or at least 
the tolerance, of his neighbors. Another 
Rhode Island woman, Nellie Vaughn, 
was reputed to have been a vampire 
even though she died as late as 1889. 
Her epitaph reads “I am waiting and 
watching for you."

Yet much of the legend of Rhode 

Island is literary, based on the scrib
bling residence of H. P. Lovecraft, whose 
importance as the foremost influence 
on the dark fantastic in the twentieth 
century has been acknowledged by 
writers from Robert Bloch to Ramsey 
Campbell. Even Stephen King, whose 
own numerous followers may have 
been inspired more by Mammon than 
by Cthulhu, has written that “Lovecraft 
... opened the way for me.”

The evil is certainly here, whether 
one dwells on recent stories of organ
ized crime or old yarns about the lucra
tive slave trade, but mundane cruelty is 
only half the story. Look around. An 
ordinary cross current of civility and 
stupidity is always on view, but the 
astute observer will note denizens with 
vacant stares and glassy eyes, those 
strangers for whom no simple explana
tion will suffice. These are the citizens 
of the city where Lovecraft lived, the 
city that he knew. This is not Innsmouth, 
or Arkham, or Dunwich. They are only 
imaginary landscapes. This is Provi
dence. It is real.

A local mental hospital sports a brass 
plaque asserting that the institution 
was established for the benefit of those 
who have been “deprived of their rea
son by divine providence." This may be 
more than a pun.

And so it is that Providence, where 
the World Fantasy Convention began, 
has its roots in the macabre. Other 
conventions, in sunnier cities, may 
choose to consider horror a mere “dark 
corner of the shop", but here it is all. 
Elves and unicorns and fairy princess
es shrivel in this black light.

For such a small state, Rhode Island 
has more than its share of tough cus
tomers. Artists Stephen Gervais and 
Chris Van Allsburg have won World 

Fantasy Awards. Publisher Donald M. 
Grant has four at last count. There's 
room here for published writers like Jim 
Anderson, H. L. P. Beckwith, Jr., Bob 
Booth, Gerry Boudreau, Noel-Anne 
Brennan, Les Daniels, Owen Haskell, 
John Hawkes, Mark Michaud, Barton 
St. Armand and Joe Schifino, in addi
tion to artists like Bob Eggleton, Fritz 
Eichenberg, Bob Lavoie, R. J. Krupo- 
wicz, and Frank Villano.

This is a bad neighborhood.
And it always has been.
Providence may justifiably claim to 

have been the city where the first World 
Fantasy Convention bloomed, but the 
1975 date may be in question, for over 
the city looms the shadow of that sad 
and unsociable author, Edgar Allan 
Poe. Romantic tales have it that Poe 
visited Providence in 1848 to woo a 
versifying widow, Sarah Helen Whit
man, but history assures us that he was 
at least equally devoted to one Annie 
Richmond, of another city. Poe himself 
has been quoted as saying “I am not 
going to Providence to be married, but 
to deliver a lecture on poetry.” He did 
speak, before an audience estimated 
at 1800, and he also took the time to 
sample some wine with congenial com
panions, a deed that reportedly caused 
the abstemious widow to dismiss him. 
He died in 1849.

The evidence is in. The world’s most 
prominent master of the macabre came 
to Providence in 1848. He spoke on his 
work; he looked for love; he imbibed.

Lectures on literature, questionable 
courtships, and debauched drinking all 
combine to create what is clearly a priv
ileged moment. Can anyone doubt that 
this was the original World Fantasy 
Convention, or that its guest of honor 
was no less a personage than Edgar 
Allan Poe?

The scene of the crime, of course, 
was Providence.
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Illustration by Frank Villano from Yellow Fog. by Les Daniels, Donald M. Grant Publishers, 1986
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“A master of the horror genre.” -Publishers Weekly

“The world Ramsey Campbell takes for granted is the the world of 
our darkest nightmares.” -Peter Straub

“Get a copy of Obsession, an ingenious,

The letters say, “Whatever you most need, 1 do.
The price is something that you do not value and which you 

may regain.” The four teenagers fill out the enclosed forms-and get what 
they ask for in sudden, horrifying form. Twenty-five years later, they are still getting 
more than they had bargained for. The horror lives on...and now it is time to pay.

DARK COMPANIONS 
51652-4/$3.50

THE DOLL WHO ATE HIS
MOTHER
51654-0/$3.50

OBSESSION by Ramsey Campbell 51656-7/$3.95

ALSO BY RAMSEY CAMPBELL:

THE FACE THAT MUST DIE 
51658-3/$3.95 1 f ■

JWhl INCARNATE
O(Sjl 51650-8/S3.95

MH THE NAMELESS
‘ i 58125-3/S3.5O

TOR
Nationally distributed by Warner Publisher Services and St. Martin’s Press
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October ★ 448 pages ★ $16.95 ★ 0-312-93112-3 ★ 75,000-copy first printing

Tor hardcovers are distributed in the U.S. by St. Martin’s Press

JONATHAN BARKY
WHITLEYSTRIEBER

“A legend for adults-poetic, moving 
and terrifying.”-Ramsey Campbell

A TOR 
HARDCOVER 

ORIGINAL

Whitley Strieber-a grand master of 
bestselling horror (The Wolfen and 
The Hunger) and apocalyptic fiction 
(Warday and Nature ’s End) -joins 
forces with Jonathan Barry-a prac
ticing witch-to present this brilliant 
novel that surpasses the boundaries of 
both dark fantasy and horror. The time 
is now and the sleepy little town of 
Maywell, New Jersey, will never be the 
same. George Walker is a scientist who 
has unlocked the door between life and 
death. Then something goes awry. 
Something evil, uncontrollable, and as 
old as life itself.
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Nothing can save them from

Orchard
Charles li-Grant

Award-winning author of The Pct and Nightmare Seasons

Nationally distibuted by Warner Publisher Services and St. Martin’s Press 
I

characterization.’ -PUBLISHERS WEEKLY

51860-8/$3.95/288 pages/

“One of the premier horror writers of his or any generation.” —STEPHEN KING

'•'■Grant is one of the authors who have given us a new golden age of horror fiction. 
Having grown up in the classics of the genre, [he] challenges the old masters with 
fantasies no less shocking or shivery, but enhanced with new subtlety and depths of

One warm evening in Oxrun Station, twelve teenagers decide to have a 
picnic—in the Orchard. What follows is a cornucopia of ten or. The first 
death appears to benn accident. But then come the others. A suicide. A 
grisly mutilation murder. A movie theater that becomes an arena for the 
damned. A hospital where the monsters are anything but imaginary. And 
more. All of it the result of that fateful night in the Orchard.
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SPECIAL TRADE PAPERBACK RELEASE!

53041-l/$6.95 trade paperback/320 pages

Elfquest' is a registered trademark of WaRP Graphics, Inc.
Thieves' World' is a registered trademark of Robert Lynn Asprin and 
Lynn Abbey.

gLFQUE§!

Edited by 
Richard Pipi, 

Robert Asprin 
apd 

hypo Abbey

Richard and Wendy Pini’s Elfquest® is one 
of the fantasy category’s all-time success 
stories. Starting as a small, independently 
produced comic book seven years ago, it 
has mushroomed into a fantasy phenome
non with a subscription base of more than 
100,000. Elf quest: The Novel has 70,000 
trade paperback copies in print from 
Berkley, and other Elfquest® books routinely 
make all major chain bestseller lists. Set in 
the world of Elfquest® in the centuries pre
ceding the events in previously published 
stories, The Blood of Ten Chiefs takes us 
back to a time when the Wolves and Wolf
riders were forming their deeply emotional 
tribal bonds. Some of the finest fantasy 
writers of our time have entered the world of 
Elfquest® including:

★ Lynn Abbey
★ Piers Anthony 
★ Robert Asprin 
★ Diane Carey

★ C. J. Cherryh
★ Diana L. Paxson
★ Mark C. Perry
★ Richard Pini

★ Nancy Springer 
★ Allen L. Wold 
★ Janny Wurts TDR»

Distributed by Warner Publisher Services and St. Martin's Press
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lonely mountaintop

Nationally distributed by Warner Publisher Services and St. Martin’s Press

TDR 
HORROR

52718^/53.95/320 pages

Three men are

CHET WILLIAMSON
----- BEWARE THE WHIRLWIND HORROR OF THE------

estate—an ex-street cop, a war-weary mercenary, and 
a bankrupt businessman. They are gathered here at 
the invitation of their billionaire host, David Neville, 
who has promised each of them $3,000,000 if they 
will stay for only one month. But he hasn’t told them 
that he is trying to unearth the key to life beyond the 
grave—and the isolated mansion is a dwelling-place 
for dead souls from all time. But not just any dead 
souls. Only the violent, vengeful, malevolent ones. 
Welcome to hell.

“Chet Williamson has written a real chiller...an 
enchanting evocation of evil...Crammed with weird 
insights into a terrifying supernatural intelligence and 
moments of literally monstrous murder that will 
make your old nightmares seem tepid and drab.”

—Robert Bloch, author of Psycho

“A rare and 
blazing talent.” 
- Stephen King

$3.95
352 pages 

0-812-52760-7

When Sam Feary meets his old friend Abner, he knows 
something is wrong. Terribly wrong. But it is not 
until he accompanies Abner to his remote beach house 
that he discovers the truth. Abner has crossed the 
boundary between life and death and the beach house 
is the conduit between light and darkness, a waiting 
place for those who are trapped, or damned. Within 
the walls are Abner’s lover Phyllis, her murderer, and 
others. Abner holds them all to retrieve Phyllis—but 
how long can mortals and immortals mesh in...

> Wn? r 
TM.WRIGHT 

Author of
A Manhattan Ghost Story 

and The Playground
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Tor is proud to have published 
World Fantasy Award nominee 

SONG OF KALI by Dan Simmons

-

DAN SIMMONS TUR 
HORROR

"An absolutely harrowing experience. I actually felt as if I were in 
Calcutta—the sounds, the reek, the cloying humidity....Dan 
Simmons is a compelling writer."

—F. Paul Wilson, author of The Keep November • $3.95 • 320 pages • 0-812-52566-3

ulljrre nnnire partiripanta Ijumhhj abb tlu'tr ainrrrr rnngratulattnna tn fUraara. (Hampbrll. (grant anb ^nitrr — in apprrriatinn nf...
THE NIGHTMARE 

toward JJayian 
Marl^VoCmcLn 
Joe Stefa -Wlir Surtkfi-
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Dark Harvest proudly announces

The trio of authors chosen for every NIGHT VISIONS will each contribute 
approximately 30,000 words of original, never before published material.

The stories included in each volume will be selected by that volume’s guest 
editor. The reader will have a wide opportunity to sample each writer^ work.

featuring the original horror and 
dark fantasy stories of ...
Ramsey Campbell 
Lisa Tuttle
Clive Barker
edited with an introduction by ...
George R. R. Martin
illustrated by ...
Stephen Gervais

The deluxe, slip-cased first edition 
is limited to only 400 copies, signed 
and numbered by all three authors, 
the editor, and the artist.

Limited edition........................$49
(400 copies)

Trade edition ......................... $18

PUBLICATION DATE:
OCTOBER 19S6
We request that payment accompany all orders. A 30% discount is given on orders 
of 5 or more of the limited edtion. The standard trade discount applies to orders of 5 
or more of the trade edition. Please add $1.00 to each order for insured delivery.

P.O. BOX 48134 • NILES, ILLINOIS 60648*0134
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WORLD F A T A S Y CONVENTION

AWARD NOMINEES

Ace Science Fiction and Fantasy

Special Award— 
Non-professional 
Douglas E. Winter

Special Award 
Professional 
Terri Windling

Novella
Peter Dickinson, “Flight” from
Imaginary Lapids
David Morrell, “Dead Image” 
from Night Visions!
Chelsea Quinn Yarbro, “Do I
Dare to Eat a Peach” from
Shadows 8

Novel
Clive Barker, 
The Damnation Game

Short Story
James P. Blaylock, “Paper 
Dragons” from imaginary Lands 
Sharon N. Farber, “Return of 
the Dust Vampires” from 
Whispers V

Anthology I Short Story Collection
Imaginary Lands edited by Robin McKinley 
Dragonfield and Other Stories by Jane Yolen 
Faery! edited by Terri Windling
Night Visions! edited by Charles L. Grant 
Whispers V edited by Stuart David Schiff
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pltges of the Book you read

DARKSIDE
by DENNIS ETCHISON 
author of THE DARK COUNTRY
“Etchison is one hell of a fiction writer?'—Stiphen King 
Berkley December $3.50

LYRICA
by THOMAS E

! MONTELEONE, 
outlier of NIGHT TRAIN ’

J “A compelling combination of sex and horror.. 
Frank and spellbinding."—David Morrell 
Berkley January $3.95

SHAPES
^RICHARD DELAP 
and WALT LEE
It can take many shapes. Your best friend, your lover, 
yourself. And it will do anything to survive...
Charter February $3.95

NIGHT VISIONS 
A compelling concept in 
anthologies! Each volume 
features three of the best 
contemporary authors of dark 
fantasy, edited by a fourth 
master of terror.

THE
berkleT77

•Jove • Charter * Ace Science Fiction and Fantasy^j

SHADOWS
Spine-chilling talcs edited by 
award-winning author and 
anthologist (diaries L. Grant.

WHISPERS
1 he distinguished horror 
anthology scries edited bv 
World Fantasy Award- 
winner Stuart Schiff, now 
in paperback!

THE NIGHT 
HUNTER
First in a continuing six- 
volume saga of one man's 
struggle against the forces of 
ultimate evil, bv World Famasv 
Award-winner Rob Holdstock 
writing as Robert Faulcon.
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THE FIRST TALE OF 
NEDAO: TO THE 
HAUNTED MOUNTAINS 
by RU EMERSON, 
author of The Princess of Flames 
Her sword unbloodied,.her sorcery untried, 
Ylia—heir to the throne of fallen Nedao—leads 
a remnant of her people on a dark and 
perilous journey.
“One of the better books of the 
fantasy season.”—Andre Norton 

Ace February $2.95

r=^\ THEOkrklky

Summoned to their destiny by a wizard and a 
dream, they came from a world called Earth..
“I’m not just impressed by THE SUMMER^ 
TREE—Tm oyerwhelmeci! It shouldstand 
on-the shelf between Tolkien and McKallip. 
I’m hooked—where’s Volume II?” .

—Marion Zimmer Bradley •
Berkley September $3.50

THE WINTER KING
b. LILLIAN
STEWART CARL
author of Sabazel
An outcast in his ovyn land, Andrion must 
ransom his empire—with blood on steel 
and the blackest of magic...
“Compelling!”—R.A. MacAvoy
“A remarkably fine and thoroughly 
engrossing book!”—Patricia C. Wrede 
Ace October $2.95
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its wake. An evil that lusted after Cat's

Ace October $2.95

THE

Berkley * Jove * Charter * Ace Science Fiction and Fantasy j

carried her into the mystical, 
enchanted Otherworld.
Then suddenly the dreams stopped. 
And Cat was forced to confront an 
ancient evil lurking in reality. An evil

“De Lint is masterful^
—Vantasy Review 

Cat Midhir was a brilliant 
fantasy writer. But her stories 
were more than fantasy^ they

Weaves a tapestry of tlie fantastic 
and the frightening.

And don’t miss these other 
Ace books by Charles de Lint.
S CHARLES deLNT | _____________________________

AUTHOR Or MOOHHE ART ■
IISTMkbTHESTRLETSOf AMOWJU. "■ A, J.

J artixn/nc a soon deathwqy wake J ? . /
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blessed with

power demands an unspeakable price

Jove October $3.95

ie power to heal—a miracle 
that becomes a curse when his mysterious

The best novel he has written.” —Stephen King 
Induces frissons of terror?’ —publisher* Weekly 
Intensely satisfying?’—Mary Higgins Clark 
s. Berkley December $4.50

for mercy/

STRANGERS
The New York Times Bestseller
by DEAN R. KOONTZ

“I love to scare readers, xxXu 
grip them by the throat, make

r-Q\ THF
^BERKLEY

Berkley «Jove ♦ Charter ♦ Ace Science Fiction and Fantasy^^^^^^^i

THE TOUCH 
by F. PAUL WILSON 

New York Times bestselling 
author of The Keep

IS/ and The Tomb
■llzz “F. Paul Wilson’s novels are 
■zz . sensational because they 

contain ‘true fear.’” —Peter Straub
The shattering storv of a doctor suddenly
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Stephen Qevvais

The award winning art of Stephen Gervais is available in Full Color Lithographs and Black & 
White Prints. The collection consists of the cover and five interior illustrations from the Special 
Edition "Christine”, the cover and six interiors from the Special Edition "Ghost Story”, "Thayer 
Goes to Hell" from "The Talisman”, "Wishing Will Make It Snow” and the "Telltale Heart”.

On sale this weekend in the Dealers Room
Or send for catalog:

Pencilcraft, Inc.
P.O. Box 8756

Warwick, RI 02888
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SIGNET 
SCIENCE FICTION/FANTASY

Where the finest writers practice their craft

ROBERT ADAMS 
BRIAN ALDISS

MARKARNOLD 
ISAACASIMOV 

THE BEST OF TREK 
DAVID BISCHOFF 
PIERRE BOULLE

RICH BROWN 
MARY CARAKER 

ARTHUR C. CLARKE 
SAMUEL R. DELANY 

ESTHER FRIESNER 
MARY GENTLE 

MARTIN H. GREENBERG 
JAMES GUNN 

ISIDORE HAIBLUM 
ROBERTA. HEINLEIN 

WINSTON A. HOWLETT
ZACH HUGHES 
WALTER IRWIN 

M. BRADLEY KELLOGG 
PATRICIA KENNEALY 

JEAN LORRAH
G.B. LOVE

H.M. MAJOR 
LORI MARTIN 
ANN MAXWELL 
MARK McGARRY 
dennis l. McKiernan 
SHIRLEY MEIER 
R.M. MELUCH 
T. PRATCHETT 
MIKE RESNICK 
LINDA RICHARDSON 
JOEL ROSENBERG 
GARY ALAN RUSE 
R.A.V. SALSITZ
S.M. STIRLING 
BRAD STRICKLAND 
THEODORE STURGEON 
PETER TREMAYNE 
JULES VERNE 
RHONDI VILOTT
JOAN D. VINGE 
CHARLES G. WAUGH 
H.G. WELLS 
TERRI WINDLING 
NICHOLAS YERMAKOV 
ROGER ZELAZNY
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“Among the best adventure stories’’
—ANDRE NORTON

ROBERT ADAIRS
author of

1HORSECLAR SERIES
Since their debut in 1975 with THE COMING OF 
THE HORSECLANS, these thrilling, sword-swinging 
tales of adventure have captured legions of fans. 
Filled with swashbuckling fantasy, war, love, 
god, goddesses, the magic of science and the 
human mind, THE HORSECLANS SERIES is

“One of the best science fiction/fantasy series 
ever conceived.”—Dragon, magazine

Over 3 million copies in print.

------ y horstoans )- 
ROBERT RORJllS 
-=r(htof=-
SIIVER9HUE

ROBERT RDRIRS

■y HORSECLANS

ROBERT RDRmS ■bert nnmns

Efl® [THE RHE iJMhe
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miliERNDTl 
DUTCHMAN

A bestselling 
author whose 
imagination 
spans the 

galaxy and 
whose stories 
keep readers 
on the edge 

of their 
seats.
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JOEL ROSENBERG
GUARDIANS OF THE FLAME SERIES:
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Heralding the fifth novel in Isaac Asimov's 
immortal Foundation series...
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Foundation.. .Foundation and Empire.. .Second Foundation.. .Founda
tion's Edge. It's a universal phenomenon forged from the singular imag
ination of st Master Isaac Asimov With this latest addition to his Hugo- 
winning series, Asimov now expands his universe once again with the 
most thrilling Foundation novel yet. FOUNDATION AND EARTH.
The epic saga continues!

.. .And celebrating his 1OOth book in Doubleday print!



WORLD FANTASY CONVENTIONnumsiEsi
THE fix ale OF THE (IFTWAI saca I

INDEfEBT
> w

CUTTING 
EDGE

BRAVE NEW STORIES 
BY PETER STRAUB. WHITLEY STREIBER. 

CLIVE BARKER. AND OTHERS 
DENNIS ETCHISON. EDITOR

Powerful magic on the path to 
Apocalypse.
Enchantment, romance, and the heady dash of steel on steel cast 
an irresistible spell over the final chronicle of the Riftwar Saga, as 
Prince Arutha and his companions rally their forces for the final 
battle with an ancient and mysterious evil. The thrilling conclusion 
to this soaring epic of the imagination is here at last.

e
Leaves no spine untingled.
Audacious dark fantasy at the cutting edge of tomorrow's specula
tive fiction. A brave new world of imagination as only Peter Straub, 
Whitley Strieber, Ramsey Campbell, Clive Barker, and over a dozen 
other master craftsmen could explore it. All new, all never-before
published short stories and novellas, edited with an introduciton by 
Dennis Etchison.

“One of the best sword and 
sorcery novels I have read 
in some time.” Norton
Through a fantastical land of magicians, kings, elves, and prophets 
wanders the mysterious sorcerer Nevyn, doomed to a quest across 
the borders of time and space. He seeks to atone for a wrong com
mitted in his youth, when he relinquished a maiden's hand in mar
riage. And so was forged a terrible bond among three souls, a tragic, 
poignant love triangle that only Neyvn can resolve...
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A WORD FROM THE EDITORS

We hope you’ve enjoyed the first year and a half of Spectra’s publishing program. 
During that time, we’ve published a list that we are very very proud of, in
cluding David Brin’s Nebula and Hugo Award nominee and Locus and John W 
Campbell Memorial Award winner, THE POSTMAN, and his collaboration with 
Gregory Benford, HEART OF THE COMET, Samuel R. Delany’s STARS IN MY 
POCKET LIKE GRAINS OF SAND, Harlan Ellison’s Locus Award winner, MEDEA: 
HARLAN’S WORLD, Raymond E. Feist’s Riftwar Saga, Parke Godwin’s THE 
LAST RAINBOW, Lisa Goldstein’s World Fantasy Award nominee, THE DREAM 
YEARS, Harry Harrison’s WEST OF EDEN, James P. Hogan’s THE PROTEUS 
OPERATION, R.A. MacAvoy’s THE BOOK OF KELLS, and Norman Spinrad’s CHILD 
OF FORTUNE. It’s certainly as eclectic, ambitious, sophisticated and entertain
ing a list as can be found anywhere.

But as pleased as we are to have been part of this program so far, it can’t come 
close to the excitement we feel over the list we will be presenting during the 
remainder of 1986 and throughout 1987.

The highlights are virtually too numerous to mention. There’s the first mass
market edition of Gregory Benford’s breathtaking ACROSS THE SEA OF SUNS and 
a new hardcover set in the center of the galaxy David Brin’s THE UPLIFT WAR 
is an epic parallel novel to STARTIDE RISING. John Crowley’s AEGYPT, the long- 
awaited (and well worth the wait) follow-up to World Fantasy Award-winner 
LITTLE, BIG, will appear in hardcover in the spring. Raymond E. Feist concludes 
the incredible Riftwar Saga with A DARKNESS AT SETHANON. William Gibson 
joins our list with MONA LISA OVERDRIVE. Parke Godwin has written an 
extraordinary contemporary fantasy, A TRUCE WITH TIME. Lisa Goldstein is 
back with A MASK FOR THE GENERAL. Harry Harrison’s sequel to WEST OF 
EDEN, WINTER IN EDEN, is just out and we’ll have a new Stainless Steel Rat book 
in the fall of ’87. James P. Hogan will have a new near-future thriller, ENDGAME 
ENIGMA. Ursula K. Le Guin’s American Book Award-nominated ALWAYS 
COMING HOME will make its first appearance in mass market paperback. R.A. 
MacAvoy’s sequel to TEA WITH THE BLACK DRAGON, TWISTING THE ROPE, is 
just out and she’ll have a major new fantasy, THE GREY HORSE, in the spring. 
Norman Spinrad’s LITTLE HEROES is an incredible novel about rock and roll and 
artificial personalities. The bestselling authors of Dragonlance Chronicles 
and Dragonlance Legends, Margaret Weis and Tracy Hickman have created 
The Steel Sorcerer Trilogy.
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Then there are a couple of major breakthrough novels by two terrific writers. 
RUMORS OF SPRING is an absolutely unforgettable fantasy by Philip K. Dick 
Award runner-up Richard Grant. And Mike McQuay’s MEMORIES is one of the 
best time-travel novels in years.

And to top this all off, we have a list of first novels (and one short story collec
tion) that’s truly amazing. There’s Connie Willis’ LINCOLN’S DREAMS, the kind 
of extraordinary novel we all knew she would write. There’s Geoff Ryman’s THE 
WARRIOR WHO CARRIED LIFE (to be followed by an expanded version of his 
World Fantasy Award-winning THE UNCONQUERED COUNTRY). There’s Karen 
Joy Fowler’s collection, ARTIFICIAL THINGS, Robert Charles Wilson’s A HIDDEN 
PLACE, Patricia Geary’s LIVING IN ETHER, and an as-yet-untitled novel by 
Pat Cadigan.

Pretty impressive, huh? Well, there are more excellent Spectra books where those 
came from. In fact, every single book on the Spectra list has something very 
valuable to offer. Now, we realize that no one buys books by imprint. However, 
should you notice the Spectra imprint on a book that you are thinking of buy
ing, you can be sure of one thing—we love it and we think there’s a pretty good 
chance that you’ll love it, too.

We hope you have fun with Bantam Spectra Books in the future.

Amy Stout \ 
Associate Editor



BANTAM BOOKS 
Congratulates 

World Fantasy Award Nominees

LDSA GOLDSTEON
Nominated for Best Novel for THE DREAM YEARS, 

a Bantam Spectra hardcover and paperback.

PAUL HAZEL
Nominated for Best Novel for WINTERKING, 

soon to be a Bantam Spectra paperback.

Nominated for Best Novella for “Nadelman’s God,” 
included in the Bantam paperback DARK GODS.

LUQUS SHEPARD
Nominated for Best Short Story for “The Jaguar Hunter.” 

His next novel, LIFE DURING WARTIME, will be a Bantam book in 1987.
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Publisher of
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dim Trowers
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Wishes You A Wonderful 
World Fantasy Convention

Send for News of Forthcoming Titles
The Axolotl Press 

3915 First Avenue N.E. 
Seattle, Washington 98105
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BOOKS

OCCULT FICTION, 
DARK FANTASY, 

SCIENCE FICTION, 
BOOKS & ART

97 DONNAMORA CRES., 
THORNHILL, ONTARIO, 

CANADA L3T 4K6 
TELEPHONE (416) 886-0534

SEND FOR OUR CATALOGUE
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SEE THE UNIVERSE! 
EXPLORE THE COSMOS! 
TRAVEL TO DEEPEST 
SPACE!
with Science Fiction and Fantasy from the 
ever-expanding universe of DAW BOOKS!

LYTHANDE Warion Zimmer Bradley
with a guest appearance by Hugo and Nebula Award
winning author Vonda N. McIntyre
A Pilgrim Adept of the Blue Star, Lythande had mas
tered all the true magics of the known world. But the 
power of an Adept was always bound to a Secret, and 
Lythande's Secret was perhaps the most dangerous of 
all, setting the mage apart from all humanity, forcing 
Lythande to war against spell beast, sorcerer, thief, 
swordsman, and the magic of the gods themselves... 
DAW ORIGINAL/0-88677-154-4/$3.50 
($4.50 in Canada)

BLACKCOLLAR: THE BACKLASH MISSION 
Hugo Award-winner Timothy Zahn
Blackcollars, the deadliest force in the history of war
fare. Their secret? The Backlash drug, which prolongs 
youth, doubles strength and reflexes, and enhances 
memory. But the supply has run out, and without it 
there will be no more Blackcollars, period. Now the 
Blackcollars must make one last desperate attempt 
to capture the secret formula for Backlash, which 
is made only in an impregnable fortress on alien- 
occupied Earth. The odds are near impossible and 
no one —not even a Blackcollar —has ever returned 
from there alive!
DAW ORIGINAL/0-88677-150-l/$3.50
($4.50 in Canada)

ANGEL WITH THE SWORD
Hugo Award-winning C. J. Cherryh
Merovingen, ancient city of canals, where the wealthy 
dwell in high towers, and all manner of boaters, beg
gars, thieves and spies lurk below...
One dark midnight, 17-year-old canaler Altair Jones 
poles her skip through the murky, rancid waterways — 
and rescues a young man thrown in the canal and left 
to drown. Who is he? Why is someone trying to kill 
him? Before she has all the answers, she’s in love with 
this handsome high-tower stranger, and together 
they wend their way through the thick of aristocratic 
plotting, intrigue, and gravest danger.
DAW 0RIGINAL/0-88677-I43-9/S3.50 
($4.95 in Canada)

TAILCHASER'S SONG Tad Williams
Meet Fritti Tailchaser, a ginger tomcat of rare courage 
and curiosity, a born survivor in a world of heroes 
and villains, where powerful feline gods abound and 
whiskery legends are whispered about strange, fur
less, erect creatures called M an. Join Tailchaser on 
his magical quest to rescue his catfriend Hushpad — 
a quest that will take him all the way to cat hell 
and beyond.
DAW 0RIGINAL/0-88677-162-5/$3.95
($4.95 in Canada)

DAW BOOKS

WWW
DAW DAW DAW

SCIENCE FANTASY
FICTION

For our complete Catalog 
listing over 300 DAW titles 
in print, please write:

DAW Books, Inc. 
1633 Broadway 
New York, NY 10019

w—
Distributed by
NEW AMERICAN LIBRARY
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WORLD FANTASY AWARD NOMINEES

For Best Novella: 

“FLIGHT” by Peter Dickinson 

( THE YEAR’S BEST FANTASY STORIES: 12)

For Best Short Story:

“JAGUAR HUNTER” by Lucius Shepard 

( THE 1986ANNUAL WORLD’S BESTSF)

Hugo Award Winners
For Best Novelette:

PALADIN OF THE LOST HOUR’ by Harlan Ellison

( THE YEAR’S BEST FANTASY STORIES: 12 )

For Best Short Story:

“FERMI AND FROST’ by Frederik Pohl 

(THE 1986ANNUAL WORLD’S BESTSF)
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THE FUNHOUSE OF FEAR (continued from page 27)
lessness — nuclear overkill. In Night and Dawn, Romero proposed the standard 
solutions of Americana — religion, family, consumerism, superior firepower — 
but nothing has worked. As Day opens, the chief scientist is struggling to find 
something that will make the zombies behave; he is, of course, hopelessly 
insane. It is we who must learn not to behave like zombies. In the final trumps the 
sole survivors are those who refuse to conform, rebelling against the sterile 
semblance of authority; they take an appropriately symbolic route of escape — 
ascending through an empty ICBM silo to find a paradise of peace.
Out of the Dark

"Death is a mystery,” writes Stephen King in his zombie novel Pet Sematary. 
Those few words are the key to the abiding lure of the horror story. The genre is 
responsible for countless films and paperback potboilers whose sole concern 
is the shock value of make-believe mayhem; but at its most penetrating 
moments — those of that immaculate clarity of insight which we call art — the 
horror story is not about make-believe at all.

At its heart is a single certainty: that, in Hamlet’s words, "all that live must die.” 
We’re not looking for answers to that mystery — we know, if only instinctively, 
that these are matters of faith. What we are looking for is a way to confess our 
doubt, our disbeliefs, our fears; and the horror story offers the rare opportunity to 
laugh and to cry about the fact of our mortality.

When we enter the funhouse of fear, we descend into an ultimate abyss — we 
see the darkest night — and when we exit, moving out of the dark and into the 
light, we have survived.

And then, don’t you know, we're ready to try it again.
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One call to American brings 
your meeting to order.

Just call one number and American’s 
staff of more than 100 Meeting Specialists 
will confirm flight reservations, pre-reserve 
your seats, tell you how to qualify for our 
special Meeting Saver FaresSM and arrange 
car rentals. We can even send your ticket 
direct to you or through your Travel Agent.

It’s as easy as contacting American’s 
Meeting ServicesSM Desk. Just call the one toll- 
free number that’s good in all 50 states plus 
Puerto Rico and Canada from 7:00 a.m. until 
12:00 midnight Central Time at (800) 
433-1790. In Europe call our International 
Congress Desk.

And let your Official Airline bring your 
meeting plans to order.

AmericanAirlines
Something special in the air.'"
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Sty? Count Brarula 3Fan Club
29 WASHINGTON SQUARE WEST • RENTHOUSE NORTH . NEW YORK, N. Y. 10011 • U S. A.

A VISIT TO COUNT DRACULA FAN CLUB HEADQUARTERS

By Jon Gannon Fairchild

Dr. Jeanne Youngson, founder and president of The Count Dracula Fan Club, 
greeted me at the door of club headquarters wearing a smile as bright and 
warm as the sun itself. She was packing for her yearly trip to England to 
search for rare vampire books for the society library, but took the time to 
show me the club's collection of Dracula and vampire memorabilia, including 
(among many other items) autographs of Bela Lugosi, John Carradine, Frank 
Langella, Boris Karloff, Elsa Lanchester, Christopher Lee, Bram Stoker, Jon
athan Frid, and Vincent Price. I was impressed!

Her organization's membership, 3,803 in the Americas and 189 overseas, incl
udes people of all ages and in all walks of life.

The club was founded in 1965 and has fifteen divisions which provide a focal 
point for the funneling of inquiries, information, and projects affecting, 
and of interest to, members. These divisions include The Moldavian Market
place, which contains items of unusual' interest such as Dracula stationery, 
pins, mobiles, and the like. The other divisions are a Research Library, The 
The Bram Stoker Memorial Collection of Rare Books, Friends of the Library, 
Special Research Division, Research Referral Center, Dracula Press, Picture 
Collection, Clipping Collection, Permanent Collection of Vampire and Horror 
Memorabilia, Membership, The Unicorn Unit, Booksearch Service, Special Inter
est Division, and The Fantasy Bookshop. There is also a Pen Pal Network and 
two special free lotteries every year, with rare books and vampire memorabilia 
as prizes.

Beside being the beloved "Prez" of the society, Dr. Jeanne Youngson, who holds 
doctorates in both Language Education and Communications, is also a free-lance 
writer, poet, artist and a former award-winning animation filmmaker. PLUS, 
she is marvelously, magnificiently, wonderfully FUNNY! After a couple of hours 
in the company of this delightful lady, it's easy to see how—and why—the 
Count Dracula Fan Club has captured and holds the imagination of so many vamp- 
pire, Dracula (and horror!) fans.

Membership information, sample newsletter, and a "giant" souvenir COUNT DRAC- 
ULA FAN CLUB lapel pin are available for $2.50 from DRACULA UNLIMITED, Pent
house North, 29 Washington Square West, New York, N.Y. 10011 USA

HOW TO BECOME A VAMPIRE IN SIX EASY LESSONS. Fascinating tract 
on how to change one’s life style...considerably. This first 
printing is personally autographed by the author, Madeline 
X (if you wish.) We can’t guarantee a transformation, but...who 
knows! Only $3.99 plus 50 cents postage/handling. Please make 
check payable to Dracula Unlimited, and mail order to: Fantasy 
Bookshop, PHN, 29 Wash. Sq. W., NYC, NY 10011 USA.
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Panel Schedule: 1986 World Fantasy Convention
(All panels to take place in the Main Ballroom)

FRIDAY, NOON — KEEPING IT UP: Maintaining Series Creativity
Robert Asprin (Mod.), Lynn Abbey, Gordon Dickson, Robert Vardeman, Dennis McKiernan

FRIDAY, 1pm - AFTER THE UNICORNS: Contemporary Fantasy Art
Don Maitz (Mod.), Carl Lundgren, Mark Rogers, James Warhola, David Cherry

FRIDAY, 2pm - BLONDIE AND THE BAD BOYS: Horror Illustration
Jill Bauman (Mod.), Robert Lavoie, Stephen Gervais, J. K. Potter, Drew Smith

FRIDAY, 3pm — OIL & WATER: The Mixing of Print and Film
Stanley Wiater (Mod.), James Van Hise, John Farris, David Schow, William Nolan

FRIDAY, 4pm - THE TEN BEST HORROR NOVELS OF THE LAST TWENTY YEARS
J. N. Williamson (Mod.), Richard Christian Matheson, Tom Monteleone, Stephen Gresham, Alan Ryan

FRIDAY, 5pm - J. K. POTTER: Guest of Honor Slide Show
SATURDAY, 9am - HIGH FANTASY: Is the Magic Still There?

Joel Rosenborg (Mod.), Jane Yolen, Patricia McKillip, Raymond Feist, Esther Friesner

SATURDAY, 10am — CAN WE BUY IT AT 7-11?: Editors & Publishers On Censorship
Ginjer Buchanan (Mod.), Susan Allison, Ellen Datlow, Tom Doherty, Pat LoBrutto

SATURDAY, Ham - RETURN OF THE DEAD PUPPIES: Explicitness In Modern Horror
Steve Jones (Mod.), David Morrell, Ray Garton, Kathryn Ptacek, Steve Rasnic Tern

SATURDAY, NOON - SERIOUSLY, WHERE DO YOU GET THOSE WEIRD IDEAS?
Les Daniels (Mod.), Stephen King, Fritz Leiber, John Coyne, Hugh B. Cave

SATURDAY, 1pm - OLD MASTERS: The 1975 New Writers Panel
David G. Hartwell (Mod.), Charles L. Grant, Ramsey Campbell, David Drake, Karl Wagner

SATURDAY, 2pm - NEWER WRITERS PANEL: 1986
Pete Pautz (Mod.), Joe Lansdale, Lisa Tuttle, Chet Williamson, Al Sarrantonio

SATURDAY, 3pm - WRITING THE HEAVY HORROR NOVEL
Doug Winter (Mod.). Peter Straub, F. Paul Wilson, Dean R. Koontz, Robert McCammon

SATURDAY, 4pm - RAMSEY CAMPBELL: Guest of Honor Speech
SATURDAY, 5pm - CHARLES L. GRANT: Guest of Honor Speech
SATURDAY, 11pm - THE DARK CORNER OF THE SHOP: Continued

Dennis Etchison (Mod.), Joe Haldeman, Ed Bryant, Jessica Salmonson, Jack Dann

SUNDAY, 9am - NEW MYTHS FROM OLD
Marvin Kaye (Mod.), Parke Godwin, Morgan Llwellyn, Paul Hazel, Charles deLint

SUNDAY, 10am - “THE THREE MUSKETEERS OF WEIRD TALES": How Have They Aged?
Jack Sullivan (Mod.), L. Sprague deCamp, Robert Price, S. T. Joshi, Darrel Sweitzer, Frank Belknap Long

SUNDAY, Ham - THE TEN BEST FANTASY NOVELS OF THE LAST TWENTY YEARS
Art Saha (Mod), Jo Clayton, M. John Harrison, Lisa Goldstein, Leo Giroux

SCHEDULE OF NON-PANEL EVENTS
(All take place in Baccante Room)

FRIDAY, 2pm — Lovecraft Seminar with S.T. Joshi & friends

FRIDAY, 4pm — Lovecraft Tour Film

FRIDAY, 5pm — Paul Dice “The Festival” for solo piano

SATURDAY, 9am — Paul Sammon Film Preview

SATURDAY, 10am — Craig Miller Film Preview

SATURDAY, 10pm — Acoustic Music with Ellen Kushner & friends

SUNDAY, 9am — Future Writers of America with Algis Budrys & friends

SUNDAY, lOam-Noon — Horror Writers of America Meeting

SCHEDULE OF SPECIAL EVENTS
(All in the Main Ballroom)

FRIDAY, 6 - 7:30pm — The Cumberland Company

FRIDAY, 8 - 11pm — Author’s Autographing Party

FRIDAY, 11:30pm — The Turtles

SATURDAY, 7 - 9pm — Artist's Reception

SATURDAY, 9pm — Doug Winter & Craig Gardner on the 
music of horror

SUNDAY, 1pm — Awards Banquet

WORLD FANTASY CONVENTION



A SALUTE TO RHODE ISLAND AUTHORS
Three New Books

LES DANIELS
Yellow Fog

Sebastian, like most vampires, just won’t stay dead! The 
character emerged in its embryonic form during 1965 when 
Les Daniels was a graduate student at Brown University in 
Providence — the land of Lovecraft. A decade later, Don 
Sebastian de Villanueva appeared, now fully developed, 
in the novel The Black Castle. In this fourth adventure of 
Don Sebastian, Yellow Fog, Les Daniels has turned the tradi
tional Victorian vampire story inside out, revealing both 
the aspirations of the undead and the depths of degradation 
that only mortals may achieve. 800-copy edition. SIGNED 
by author and artist Frank Villano. $30.00

HENRY L. P. BECKWITH, JR.
Lovecraft’s Providence

Over a period of years, Henry L. P. Beckwith, Jr. has 
researched Providence and its outlying areas armed with 
an appreciation of Lovecraft’s writings and a deep interest 
in the region’s rich colonial heritage. For this book, Beck
with has identified buildings utilized by HPL in his tales, 
as well as places mentioned in his voluminous correspon
dence. The result is a total of four tours, three of which can 
be made by vehicle, a fourth on foot. Second edition, with 
additional material. Maps and designs by David Ireland.

$15.00

NOEL-ANNE BRENNAN 
Winter Reckoning

Imagine the thrill of finding a talented new writer on 
the very next street to the publisher! . . . which is exactly 
what has happened with Noel-Anne Brennan, author of 
Winter Reckoning. Here is a sensitive first novel, a unique 
science-fantasy placed on the planet Tringe. It involves 
Molly Kerbridge and Ruath of the “Test,” along with the 
threat presented by the reptilian Fnick. Illustrated in full 
color and black and white by John J. Muth. This edition is 
limited to 600 copies, SIGNED by the author. $30.00

LOVECRAFT’S PROVIDENCE
& ADJACENT PARTS

DONALD M. GRANT, PUBLISHER, INC. 
WEST KINGSTON, RI 02892

by Henry L. P. Beckwith, Jr.




