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THIS IS PANELBINE, devoted to the subject of "Fear in Sclence
Fiction". This one-shot is published by Hal Lynch and George
Heap, out of 5 South 18th St., Phila. ¥, Pa., and is available
for trade or 25 ¢ in cash. George says he'll print letters of
comment in his new zine, ANCALAGON,

PANELZINE, I once dreamed, would be a regularly appearing pub
discussing off-beat aspects of science fiction, like sex in SF,
SF and police power, role of the family in SF, and similar
topics, It's taken so long o get this one produced, however,
that I'm thoroughly discouraged from undertaking another. T3l
leave this game to the Earl of Chicago. More power to him.

The method we used was to send out a kind of invitation to
comment, mentioning that SF has long dealt in horrifylng catas-
trophes, and asking whether the fright aspect 1s good or bad for
SF, We mentioned that SF in movies 18 almost exclusively Monster
stuff and wondered if the public 1sn't being conditioned to fear
science., We asked whether or not serious readers might be put off
SF by its element of "I wants to make your flesh creep." We told
our contributors to express themselves in articles, essays, short
stories, or in any form they pleased.

Our thanks to all the writers and fans who replied. MNany of
them explained courteously enough that they had no time to write,
or they just couldn't think of anything about our subject thatl
they wanted to say. rfailr enough, and thanks for replying.

But our special thanks goes to those who sent us comments.
We were very fortunate to wind up with such a fine, balanced "pan-
el". From relative newcomers like Gary Deindorfer to old-tlmers
like Ed Trenton, all have contributed thought-provoking ideas.
A noted author and critic, Damon Knight, comments briefly and to
the point, making a caréful distinetjon between two types of un-
pleagsantness, Two gentlemen from OVeErseas, Mr, Berry and Hr,
Bennett, survey current publishing and films, Dick Schultz gives
us dramatic dialog and Dave Jenrette draws an apt parallel.

They give us our CONTENTS

Bennett Page 2 Trenton Page 10
Schultz 4 Berry 12
Knight 7 Jenrette 15
Deindorfer 8 Lynch 17

ART: Cover by G. Heap, p. 6 by Schultz, p. 8 by
Deindorfer, p. 11, by Heap.

Thank you one and all
Hal Lynch
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(You P:ilastines have begged the
/455 question)
by Ron Bennctt

PERSONAL  § oo s

fiction any morc. I uscG to
cnjoy Sheckley and Van Vogt
VD[E w and Hcinlcin and Vargo Statten

and all the other classies,

but it finglly dawncd on me

that the rcason I was bcing
kept awake at night was beeausc I fcarcd being chascd by thosc
wild and purposcful nachincs in ny drcaris. Accordingly, I an
now quite content to bask in the better lifc, pronounccd
Better Lifc, which fanéom offers, with 145 totally unbelicvable
ronsters like Ron Ellik and Will J. Jenkins.

I rcod somcwhere -- and no cracks pleasc; I can rcac when
I'm really put to it — thet psychistrists end hcad shrinkers and
whet have ycu work on the theory that people rcad horror storics
as an outlct, as a sop towarés kccping the fcarful in fiction and
out of their rcel lives. I supposc that this is a sort of sacri-
fice to the gods of Horror, a subconscious heritece of the days
when overy old woman with a caet was a witch, and every stranger
suspcet =-- rather like Silas Marner. &ll of which is merely a
vicwpoint on why horror steries arc read.

Therc arc all types of horror stories, of course, fron the
storics in which the horror is unéerplaycd, to the storics in
vhich horror oozcs fron cvery foreed phrase. Takce the latter
typc first. Edgar Allen Poc scers %0 £it tho bill very niccly.
The atmospherc he sots in cachk tale cnsures the reader that he
js facc to face with sorcthing which isn't cxactly a picec out
of Paticncc Strong. For cxample, who can possibly mistake the
rnooé of the story, rcading "During thc whole of a dull, dark,
and soundless dgy in the auturn of the ycar, when the clouds
hung, oppressively low in the hecavens, I had been passing alonc,
on horscback, tbhrough a singularly dreary tract of country --"
the opening lines of The Fall of Bho House of Usher? (Hal Lynch
richt, adrittedly, but then he lives in New York @ity thesc days
ané to hin such dcscriptions might be realistice)

For mysclf, I prefor the other type of horror story, the
typc in which the horror is crphasized becausc it is unéecrplaycd.
Storice whick contain an adcquate amount of rcalism ard then
shoot off into the horrific with a clinactic punch linc arc the
typc of horror storics which appeal to rc. Offhaud, I can think
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of Mathcson's Shirshenc Horg, whilst if I werc out to it I
rmigcht cven raaerber the tivle of that story fron F&SF in
which the herc is loft lockcd in a ren's rest room while
his prin and proper lady love waits in the rcestaurant, md
they arc the last two people icft on Earth.

This is a pcrsonal preference, thouch, and in any
casc the oxarples cited dcal with "horror" in ST, rathcr
than Witk thke clerient of fcar. I'nm told that onc fcars
tho unknown, but in the threc storics I'vc mentioned above,
the horror in cach casc is a known ong -- SO where coes
that leave us? DIxcept to say tiat pcrheps horror and the
nfear clement" —- whatever it is -- is neither good or
bad for SF or any other fiction in itsclf.

Trerc's a "fear clement” in straight fiction. HoOW
about Bob Bloch's Water's Ldse for a start? Or how about
that nasterpicee by lerimec, Ihc Blue Roon? Remember the
oid story about thre sleeper who is, on awakening, hypno-
tized by the bright eyes of a poisonous snake at the foot
of his bed? (In the morning he's found dead, his sightlcss
cyes staring at a shoe lacc.) The "fear clement™ dcpends
on its trcatment. It is ncither goodé mor neccssary for
science fiction, but tic correct story won't suffcr fram
containing such an clement. A wild gencralization, I know,
but I don't sce it any other way, cven when I borrow my
father's bi-focals.

A final word -- a word on "scicnce-fiction" films.
I had a pile of CMPAzincs in from Bill Evans, who wrapped
them in a fow pages of his local (US) newspaper. Being
the type of intelligent rcader usually labcllcd a Noscy
Pcrker I rcad the peper throw: and was intrigued to
f£ind an Amcrican movie house playing a children's matinec
with that fiftcen-Oscar award wimner "The Blob". Over
hére the film takes an "X" certificate, which reans that
if you'rc under sixteen ycars of age you'rc lucky cnough
to0 bc forced to save your cash on the thinge I don't knoU
just what ti.is has to do with horror, or the cloment of
fear in SF, but it does make re wonder how old your
echildren arc over therc in the Statces.

A

EDITOR'S NOTE: Recccatly a New York movie critic suggested
that Arerice adopt a film classification system similar
to that of the Britishk. However, it would work somewlat
diffcrently -- according to his plan, only children would
bc allowed to go sec films like "Hercules".




THE DAY THE SENSE OF WONDEK
WENT OUT WITH THE TIDE

DICK SCHULTZ

"What on Terra art thou assimilating there, Little Buddy?"
"6h, hi, Clyde. WVhat's that? Oh, this is juet a vook."

"Like...what is that thing on the cover suppesed to be,
Little Buddy?"

®I+'g a horror story by Matheson, Clyde."

"A horror story with that real gone joke on the cover?
Har! Har}! Har!®

®don't stand there and laugh, Clydel"
"LikeoqcI should stand ba-OK and la-ugh.’ Little BU.dd.y?"

"Stop that Clyde! You always do that when I let you see
any of my books, or fanzines, or MAD comics."

*dxay, okay, okay, Little Buddy. Like...forget and forgive
this time around the pole. Yes?®

apkay Clyde, I forgive you this time."

*New then, Little Buddy, what in Ginsberg's beard are you
poring over? Vhy the big kick over the thin tome?"

"An, not muchs Like I said, it's a new collection of
Matheson stories."

"Like...who is this Matheson cat?"

"On, he's just another one of those science fiction writers
that I read all the time. It's mostly tales of the Horror schoel."

"What's the matter, Little Buddy? Like...I thought you
dug this Herror jazz to the utmost."

"on, I do Clyde, but anymore I don't get the kick from them
that I used to«"

*Like...why not, Little Buddy?" Like...I thought you were
a Horror believer!"

nYes, I like a goed Horror story, but the authors nowadays
just den't have the touch that the authors in The Good 0ld
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Pays had. Way when I used Lo read HE. D Lovecraft, I oc.F

LIke. s hold on TLittle Buday? Waen did iais cat Loveorwit
malke tne scene arsund this 35\_"%‘4_5{;‘3‘;_%Mwhen did ne nake ocuw?¥

= iy, = = >

d a A _.‘_-‘r-q— FET, |
Tovecraft? Or., ne’s been dead for quite a few years nowe
He died bvack in the Thirties somtime. Yhy?"

fLike...when did you dig this cat's action?"®

"When did I «e» On! Yeu mean when did I first read him,
Beck some fifteen years ago when I got one of his stories,
e rMedew Over Innsmouth”, at the Public Libvrary."

“Hymmm! Tittle Buddy, when you dug up this cool cat, hew
0old were you?"

"How old was I? Just Fifteen. Thy?"

"We'1l beat back to that wild, wild weed later, Little
Buddy. Like...you think Lovecraft invented the word Terrer,
did he not?"

"Yes Clyde, that he did. Yhy, I can truthfully say that
Lovecraft used to be my favorite author, next to Merrittl®

"Po you dig those 000l cats now, like you used to?"

"Why, no. I den't think that I've read any Lovecraft or
Merritt for months and months. They just don't hit me like
they used te."

"Tike...Little Buddy, go ten steps more. Yhy den't you
make the liking scene with these cold-burgers in this Cenforme
ist age?"®

“Cold-burgers? Oh! You mean now that they're dead, why
don't I get the same thrill out of them that I used te. WVell,
I suppose it's because they Just don't scare me any more."

*Why not, Little Buddy? Pon't these goesebump merchants
coel the vertabrae?”

*No, no they don't, Clyde. I den't knew why. Ouess I just
den't go for that Gothic brand of Terror anymore., Maybe I Just
don't seare easy anymore."

"Beat en that Bongo & little more, Little Buddy."

"That do you mean, Clyde?"
-5



"Like...Why don't you socare the way you'usea to? Dig man,
get with itl¢

"Yeah, yeah, I think I dig you now. I was, oh, just about
thirteen when I first read "Shadow". Was quite young when it
chilled me. Are you trying to say that recause I'm not young
anymore, I don't like those stories anymore? But why would my
age have anything to do with it?"

“Like.,..you're on like a full string of lights, Little Buddy.
Now tell Big DPaddy, what have you dug since you made the ever-
lovin' scene with that bundle of tortured goods? WVhat have you
absorbed in the hat racke?"

®*I get you now Clyde, you're trying to tell me that I've
learned a lot of this hard, ¢ruel world gince I read "Shadow".

Yeah, yecah, I get it now. I don't identify with the
fictienal oharacters and I don't have the suspension of disbe-
lief like I used te. Is that the news that you are trying to
imparte"

"Now yeu're reading Big Daddy like a ecopy of "Fanny", Little
Buddy. You do not dig these cats because the thoughts, the
ideas, are now old hat to Little Buddy new, like...dig?"

#9f course I dig you now, Clyde! 8o many stories have
passed before these myopic eyes since that tlue bonny day. It
is next to impossible for any of these type of stories to faze
me. It's a sad thing to say, but I now know where the sense of
wonder has gone. It went the way of the wild goose along abveut
the three thousandth book. Isn't that sad, Clyde? I can't get
the fright or kick that I used to, tecause I've read too many
stories of the same type."

"Little Buddy?"
"Yeah, Clyde?™
"You have got to0, like...dig & new type, Little Buddy.

Tell Big DPaddy, have you ever read "The True Vay of Zen"? No?
Why Little Buddy, it is the + « « I¥




stories that scare

stories that depress

by

Damon Knicht

I think it's important to distinguish between
storics that scare you and stcriecs that deprcss you.
Mysteries, many if not most of them designed to scare
the reader, go on selling merrily year in and year
out; on the other hand, booksellers look with well~
founded suspicion on novels of no matter what literary
merit in which cverybody is an unpleasant spceimen of
sanc kind, and the atmosphere is one of unrelieved
gloor. ) S

Morc and scaricr SF, I would like. Bat I think
it's only too clecar that SF writers got onto an un-
rowarding dismal kick during the middle 'SOs, and that
might casily have been a factor in tie deelinc of the
audicnee. These things go ir cyeles, like everything
clsc., Now I suppose we'll all gct so bloody ckeerful
tkat we're sickening, and then it'll be time for
anothcr downbecat phasc.




by GARY DEINDORFER

Myron was a thin, intense looking eleventh grader who lived in Brooklyn and
had parents who were fat and dark and spoke wretched English,

Myron spoke good English, learned from the science fiction magazines he spent
all his time readinge He even wrote stories based on them, Needless to say, his
father thought him a bum and was always complaning to his mother, myron oughtta
got off rear ond, and help me on garbage wagols " But Myron's mothcr, who thought he
was & genius because he could speak well and recad and write, always said, "Myron,
him smart kid, Be big writer fella some day, not garbage can fella like his dad,"

One day Myron finished what he fancied to be his best story. It was a horror
geience fiction story filled with cvory horrible creature Myron could cram in =
bug eyed monsters, vampircs, tho works,

He called ityaptly cnough, " The Revolt of the Monstcrs," Ho read it to his
mother and all his illiterate relatives(who lived in tho house t00)e They 211 said,
Wou make good talee Real scarc story wid all horror animals}® His fother said, "
should work on garbage truck, lazy kid." "

Myron put on his best(and only)suit, a blue one bought when he was nine, It
was tight and gauche looking but what could he do? He combed hig straight black
hafr, put his story under his arm, said good-bye to his mother and all his well-
wishing rclatives(oxcluding father, who was out on the garbage truck at the time)
and took the bus into Manhatten where he planned to sell his masterpicce to his
favorite scicnce fiction magazine,

He finally arrived at the office of the magazino, The secrctary, ovidently
amscd at Myron!s great earncstness and general appearance, let him by with his
story to sce the oditor,

Myron overcame his initial uncasiness at seeing his god, the editor of his
favorite magazine, and shoved the story in thec man's face and blurtod,"Herc's a
story I wroye, sir, it's a roal fgar story, sir} " a



The cditor, a dumpy looking bald fellow, rcad the story at his desk while
Myron nervously sat across from him, awaiting his verdict, Myron scanned the editor's
face while he read the tale, to see what it held, He expected, of course, the
editoris face to show some scrt of fear - for aftor all, hadn't he written a fear
story? But to Myron's chagrin and surprise, the editor first began to get a
ridiculcus smile on his face, and then he chuckled; sardonically as he proceeded,
Finally, he laid it down, done, He said to Myron, with a smile, "Ha ha, kid, That
reminded me of the old days of science fiction, A1l those ridiculous monsters and
things in it, and that stilted dialogue. Hoed "

Myron. looking. hurt, said, "Bub, but, sir, youtre supposed to be afraid when
you're donc reading my story. It!s my horror masterpiece, sire"

The editor collapsed on the floor of the office in waves of laughter, When he
finally arosc, seemingly recovercd he scemed mellow, He said, in the air of the
benovolent cditor instructing his aspiring writer in the sxikxixw subtler arts of
composition, "Son, listcne You're doing what thoy used to do in the early days of
scicnce-fiction, " He got a faraway look in his eycs at this point, "They uscd to
put all these BEMs in storics and becausc they said!Thc monster was scary,! well
naturally you were scarcd, You took thoir word for it."

Myron said "Uh-huh," dully.

"But nowadays overyonec's too damm sophisticateds You can't scarc them by throw-
ing a few monsters in a story and sasing that the monsters arc scary. Sce? "

"I, uh, guoss," said Myron flatly,

"Helll " said the editor, "Nowadays to scare anybody in science fiction you
have to trecat some cveryday thing in o Freudian, psychological way. You gotta maka
a common object fearfule You know what I mean, kid e

nI supposc," said Myron in an monotonc. ;

"Uh, gee, kid, I hope I didn't make you feel bad by laughing at your story.
Tt's just that it was the epitomy of the old monster=scarc opuse"

Gee, but ma and cverbody said it was scgry, " said Myron.

"o offensc, kid. But your ma and cverybody must be lousy critics, kide

nBut, but I put in extra monstcrs to make it extra scary."

"Ych, kide They did that a lot in the good old days. Thoy figured tho more,
the scarier, or whatever, Like the way people'll go to a movic with ten comedi ans
in it because it's got to be ten times funnier than a movie with onec comedian,
Usually it's the other way around,"

"Hmm, ¥ said Myron,

WY iknow your story would make one hell of a funny movie, They'rc just in
this stagc scicnce fiction literaturc grew out of. Pcople who go to thosc movios
arc the only peoplc stupid enough to be afraid of that stuff, Hahal "

"Haha," ochocd Myron, but his heart wasn't in it,

nty advice, kid, is for you to got back home and writc a super-ps:ychological
typo science fiction horror story. Come back withiit maybe ten years from now. It
might scarc my discerning rcaders but actually I don't know, Foar in sciecnce fictien
seums to have gone out with Amazing Quarterlys, People just don't get scarcd today
with 21l the roal fear arounf them, ¥pu know - supcr-weapons, fall-out, frecways,
and all that jazz." e

"Well, g'bye, sir," said Myron. "Thanks for the adviced"

WHill you bc back, then,kId? asked the editor.

"Hell, no, sir, I'm taking my story out to Hollywood and be a rich horror-
movic hacke Sec you around."

The End
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NOT LIKE THE OLD DAYS

by Edward N, G. Trenton J 4

Back in the old days, science
fiction used to be about x
science, and there were wierd

types of magazines for the

ones who liked to read the S—
wierd type of storles, But

after while the wierd magazines all folded and the writers
couldn't sell their stories so they all started to write
scierce g€iction,

Thege guys don't know how to write anything but the
norror and monster things with everybody dead in the end.
They don't know anything about science and they don't know
anvthing about 1life., If a girl came up to one of these guys
on the street he wouldn't know wh.t to do, he'd run a mile,
80 he puts a lot of sex in his stories so he can show he's
a real man, but we know what he 1is,

So these guys write stories full of rape and monsters
and that stuff and thev put it on another planet, Mars or
Saturn or someplace, and big deal -- it's supposed to be
science fiction, The macsazines orint the stuff because they
can't get enough good stuff from the good writers so they
have to run something, A lot of the old tlaers were real
scientists and doctors, but today you get these kids who
flunked out of grade school so they want to be a writer.

They're alwaye getting the hero in a jam and they can't
get him out of the jam so they just kill him, Today's stories
are full of dead endings because the writers can't figure out
how to save the girl or the hero or anybody else. S50 1ts &
great tragedy and the editor says this guy 1ls a great new
gcience fiction writer, He's written a powerful story that
will scare you right out of your britches, because everybody
dies in this one.

One of these things was about a doctor that invents a
powder that puts out fires, and there's a big fire on Mercury
I think 1t was and so he goes in this rocket with a big load
of powder to put the fire out, and on the way there's this
girl on the shilp and gshe doesn't want him to go, and she's
naked or something. So while he's taking care of her the



ship crashes jnto the sun and the powder spills and putis
the sun out and everybocy in the universe gets killed.

This is what they call scilence fiction today. If a
writer brought that story in to Tugo Gernsback when he was
running Amazing Stories he'd have thrown that writer out on
his can, In those days they aian't fool around trying to
scare the britches off readers they just gave them darn
good stories with some scilence aind informstion in them.

There was another story sbout these women who took a
pill and 1t made them invisible and they went around raping
men and then they found out they were going tO have babies
and they couldu't see the babies when they had them 8O they
all went out of their minds. 1 think they &ll killed them=
gelves but 1 don't know because 1t made me so sick 1 couldn't
_read the end part.

In the o0ld days you could put yourself in the place of
.the hero and he was a real man, and did the things you wanted
to do. But today all the heroes are sick or gueer or 8O
scared you feel like kicking them ingtead of being on thelr
sije. If these writers are so damned afraid of the future
they'd better glve up. They act like everything in this
country is bound to get worse and we're all going to start
killing each other and pushing each other around worse than
criminals do today. Maybe 1if some of these writers would
straighten themselves out they'd stop belng 80O gscared of
what's going to happen.

If this is what As supposed to be science fiction today,
I say the hell with 1t, 1 think today's publishers are
scared, todays editors are geared, and the writers are just
plain yellow.

The end




SCIENCE FICTION - - - HORROR - - - FANTASY

A CRAZY MIXED —UP  MHARIAGE

by Jehn Berry

I am pleased that I have been asked te say afew words
abeut this interesting subject. I mcst definitely have an axe
to grind, As far as I am crancerned ( and I referring to my
asssciation with my family, my friends and the people with
whom I work ) I have gone out of my way to emphatically point
eut that although I am deeply enmeshed in science fictien, I,
and any self-respecting member of my particular fraternity,
c@mple%ely abhor, reject and pousitively hate science fiction
movies

The general public regard we fans as 1diots, Ve are lakel-
led 'ah, the people interested in little green men and flying
saucerset

This insult was inflicted on me by a Canadian Custems Off-
icial when I dreve frem Detroit inte Vindsor, Canada, last
September. He noticed the Coenvention name-tag on my shirt,
and gave a smug smile of superiority, and mentioned the little
green men, I didn't argue with hime I Jjust wanted to be left
alone to continue my travels, But this Customs man, he was
intelligent, and abvove average in perception, and he looked
at me and my companions as if we were eertifiables I find
this is an average reception when the fact gets around that
I am a science fiction man.

And T bplame it all on the movies, and the sub-standard
trash dished out behind lurid magazine c¢overs, depicting scant~

ily clad wemen and great big twisted technicolour BFMS with
about fifteen arms.

Inscfar as the science fictien prozines are @oncerned, the
lurid cover is but & means te sell the boek. The naked or semi-
naked girl is a sure fire gimmick te ensure that the book will
be solde And to maintain this merbid interest, seme really
shocking stories are printed under the name e¢f science fiction.

The blame for this cannot be laid on the marrow and bent
shoulders of the editor. He has to sell magazines. If he
attempted to publish a nice magazine with a series ¢f short
stories by, say, Asimov, Bradbury, Russel, Sturgeon and Blish,
and had as the cever a plain black and white SOIFNCF FICTION,
and the price, they Just would not sells The discerning reade
er, browsing through a display at a railway station would per-
chance buy one, but the market that the publisher had in mind
weudn't stump up, But would swiftly meve te the TRUE CONFES-
SIONS or TRUE DFTFCTIVFE stand,
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But show a naked girl being beurne away by a monster
twenty feet tall, and they'!ll sell like the proverbial het
cakes, to use a British cliche. Such a buyer, depending on
readdng about the front cover, will probably ke dissapeinted
to discover it is but a facade. And ten to one he'll find
the steries, or most of them, with a fantasy or herror ceén-
tent. He might like them, or he might not, Wwut one thing is
for sure. Vhen he comes into contact with a science fiction
fan, he will Judge him according to the sciense fiction he
has read...'®h, one of these little green men types.’

But so-called science fiction movies have done our cult
more harm than all the other possible causes put together,
The utter crud is too nauseating for words. In the past I
have been so disgusted whilst watching a science fictien
movie that I've got up and walked out.

The recent slant has been aimed at horror...fantastically
ugly 'aliens! abeut half a mile tall pleughing across the
world and leaving a trail of destructien behind themy..
*things! from outer space which keep growing all the timeq..
tthings! from the bottem of the ocean, OT out of marshes, with
slime oozing from them in a rubbery trail of shocking terror
esednd SO ON.

If they were classed as merely horror films, I woudn't mind
se much, but the much abused term 'science fictien'! is brought
up 211 the time; and the simple fact is that the publicity men
knew that the general publie, once they see 'science fiction?
tagged on to a film, will come in their thousands..s¢not only
for a cheap thrill, but bpecause they have become so used te
regarding science fiction as a wide screen for everything
stupid and horrible and shocking and fantastic that they are
prepared for a good laugh into the bargain,

Once some seven or eight years ago, I almost had hysterics
in & cinema. The film was the truly classical crud item,
*ROCKET SHIP X-M"..,it got bad and then much werse,..a 8in in
the name of science fiction. The crowning horror was when they
finally alighted on mars, and someone kicked metal buried in
the sand., A professor picked it up, 2 primitive cast of a
face, such as is found in darkest Africa. The prefessor allow-
ed a worried look te cross his face, locked right at the aud-
ience and said in a terrified whisper, "My God, this is the
work ef a very advanced civilisationl!®

Honestly, I felt Ill, The people whe I was with turned

and looked at me, trying their hardest te disguise the contemp-
tuous curl ef the upper 1lip.

LEREE NN a8 e en LR NN N LN NN

The whole kernel of the matter depends on the definition
of science fiction.
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Actually, these horror movies are sclence fictlon, liter-
ally....they are fiction at its most fantastic, and they deal
with scientific subjects....madmen who create monsterssess 'IT?
from outer space, etc« The blurb, 'a horrer sciefice ficvien
£ilm' (which I saw outside a cinema the other day), is a true
statements

My definition of 'science fictien' is the conservative
one, I think of the serious speculation on scientific poss-
jpilities made in censervative science fiction stories twenty
years agos.seewonderfull ideas, a lot of which have come true.
T think of the science fiction classics, stories written by
men of perception...steries, unfortunately, few ands far ve=-
tween. I think of science fiotion fandoms. People with imag-
inations more subtle and pliable than these possessed by their
mundane associates...people who forsee that the Scientific Age
whioh is Just starting oceuld be the greatest boon...or the
greatest curse, to mankind.
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My. ewnn humble opinion is that there should be & separate
fantasy fandome

I've noticed Lovecraft cropping up very frequently in fan
zines, but I've never botherea to extend my knewledge of his
wOTrks,

I will freely admit that I have horror books in my small
library. I purchased them when I was in my late teensssysl
got a kick out of reading horror and fantasy in those days,
but it's fifteen years at least since I allewed myself the
doubtful luxury of reading Lovecrafi's 'The Rats in the Walls',
or 'The Dunwich Horror'!, ...or any Of the horror glassics »y
sush masters as Poe and Wells and W, W, Jacebs and Algernon
Blackwood.,

Anotner thing which bears out my theery of a separate fan-
tasy fandom is that in none of my horror beoks (and they
constitute many thousands of pages) is science fiction mentioned.

This, te me, is one of the most eutstanding c¢lues to the
whole problem of the marriage of science fiction and fantasy.
Personally, I hope for an early diverce, and I am prepared te
offer myself as ¢o-respindent.,

[ X 2R B ] eSS Pa L N ] cease s

I wonder is age pertinent to the discussien?

On re-reading that last section above, I note my state-
ment that I upgraded from horror in my late teens. There-
fore, are the fans who regard fantasy as being an integral
part ef science fiction the youthful MEMDEYSeec?s 0804 are we
0ld fans over the thirty year category the ones who don't

(continued on p..16
e 0 p )



I might throw out the whole
gquestion of the value of "reap®
BARRIER in science fiction by saying
that I believe the True Fan will
£ind his way thrua the maze Sl

by creep, shudder, horror, epeh =
the barrier thrown up around
Dave Jenrette 5-F. Don't you?

John W. Campbell, Jr. tells us
in poll after poll that the read-
ers of aSF (as I used to label 1t; thus dating my entry into
fandom at about the early 50's when John was playing down "a®)
are noble young men of a gcientific turn of mind. Somehow
they got thru to the promised land,

I pead something the other day that seemed to fit the
occasion; something about "only those fully qualified to enter
should attend"; something about a convention of the world's
pest mountain climbers having a party on top of Mt, Zverest-=-
if you got there you had proven your right to be there, 5O
let it be with science=fictlon. If you can get thru the des-
erts, the thorn steppes, and the dismal swamps that surround
Pgl-ul=-don, then welcome. If not, well...

On to another point: (Does Hollywood's stress on "hor-
ror" SF make fans scorn SF £i1ms?) SF fans scorn the Holly-
wood productions most of the time, BExamples I was present
2t the Philly SF meeting when we (I was a member then, alas)
received an advance notice about THE DAY THEZ WORLD STOOD STILL.
Well. I can recall the disgusted reaction = the pungent com=
ments, the chuckles, All this harsh criticism without seeling
the movie, of course, It seemed perfectly natural O be 80O
sarcagtic at the time, but 1t, of course, wasn't a bit fair:
"everyone gets a fair trial" and all that,

Which makes me suspect that the True Fen don't par-
ticularly want S-F to be “"clean=d up".. They want it to remain
esoteric, hidden, private, something to be a bit ashamed of
when the boss visits, or Jonnny's teacher stops by. |1 think
the True Fan wants the small groups, else he wouldn't have
joined a small, outer group in the first place. YOUu can't tell
me the S-F fan wants to come out into the light of day.
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No, fans are just plain sick. :

(Uh=- of course this is all true if you consider the rest of humanity
as being sane; and---uh-~ naturally humanity is in pretty bad shape end
going worse by the houre I say, perhaps the tiny circle of fans=w=~
like the Second Foundation will emerge and rule after the Final War,
That's a thought5 YOU KNOWeseevecscosnescessassossssssse

sokak kiR Kok

((SCIENCE FICTIONeeseHORROR.+oFANTASY continuced from page 14))
regard the two as being synonymous?

It is an interesting conjecture,
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There.is, above all, one rajor disaster caused by the flood of erud,
in movies and books, undor the name of scicnce fictione I am distressed
to reflect on the really wonderfull fannish types who have been diverted
from the true path by their erroneous conclusions regarding our assoc=
fations with solence fiction, or rather what they think is sclence
fictione

It may be argued that if they are potentially so fannish, somehow
they will find their way into our ranksesebut &s long as we are consider-
ed to be idiots who belicve in horrors emerging from swamps and marshes
or from the bowels of the earth or from the bottom of the ocefneeeor
even from cuter sSpaceeseseWe shall continue to be laughing stocks,e
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I would like to conclude on possibly one of the best endings Itve
ever managed in my fannish writing career,

My son has just brought in the Sunday papers to me, and the first
thing that hit my eye is this paragraphesesit Spcaks volumeSececscese

tI'm pining to sec the latest American movie
developement - a system dovised by producer NMervyn
Leroy to stop the £film after & big laugh from the
audience and re=start it when the laughter dies down, §
The 1dea is to ensure that the next plece of
dialogue wont't be misseds
It sounds like & good idea, And 1t Sh°!1§ '
goxk overbime XXMM in some of the horror fllus

I've seene
e sk ek sketesfook ok
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WHO'S AFRAID OF THE BIG BAD FUTURE?

by Hal Lynch

Many types of fiction, "main stream" as
well as mystery, historic, romantic, or sclience
fiction, contain elements designed to frighten
the reader. Since reading is supposed to be for
pleasure-~ reading of fiction is, anyway-=- why
should it contain so nasty an element as Weear"?
Why should any reader want to be scared?

One plausible explanation is the old one of the happy
moron for pounding his head against a wall. It feels SO
good when 1t stops. On a little deeper psychological level
we might put it that reading frightening gtories is the way
we "plaey with" bravery, And we play at being brave in order
to make ourselves truly brave. It's a kind of innoculation
of the psyche., 4 little exposure to inmaginary fear hardens
us to resist the real thing.

At the same time, reading frightening stories actually
reassures us. FPFiction, including science fiction, can serve
us as a fora of magic, providing a symbolic survival. When
we read a story of some terrible calanity which the hero and
Keroine live through, we readers live through it, too. When
we thrill to the novel, "When Worlds Collide" we symbolically
get aboard the spaceship and leave Earth just before it's de=-
stroyed. Lucky us. In "s1an!" we readers live on after the
poor old human race is finished. Biut what about the stories
in which the hero and heroine don't make it? Well, too bad
for them, but we readers got through 1it, didn't we? We get
to read the finish of the sad story, weep over the heroine's
grave, etc, No matter what happens, Wwe always outlive every-
body in the story. In symbolic‘ magical teras, the story
whispers to our subconscious, 'Don't worm{1 if anything lilke
this ever 4id happen, you'd get through 1t:" No matter how
catastrophic a story may be, we can cloge the book afterwards
and return to a world in which life goes on.

If fiction, including sclence fiction, engendered only
nornal, healthy fear, we'd be all right. A certailn anount of
fear (or commonsense caution) 1s a useful attribute for any
living organism. Teaches us to avoid danger, to tzke preven-

tive measures, etc. Trouble 1s, there's another kind of fear-=

a neurotic anxiety, that can 4o us such nore harm than good.
It has been called the characteristic sickness of our age.
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Neurotic fear paralyzes the will, kxeeps us from
doing what nesds to be done to get ourselves out of trouble,
In this way ncurotic fear can couge incrersed danzer, It
poisong all our values, Security becomes so all--imnortant
we are ready to sacrifice anything for it. Sociologlst
Ravid Reisnan speaks of thc modern conformist as having lost

the nerve of failure". Bging so neurotically afraid to
fail, we recfuse to toke necessary risks, convinced we can
only nake things worse,

And if this i1s the condition of nodern man, if we're
all at least a little more neurotically afraid than we ought
to be, science fiction certainly isn't helping the situation,
Today's SF continuously shrieks of perils to the left, to the
right, and above all in front of us. Things are bad and
they'te going to get worsé&, Much worse, If we don't nanage
to blow ocurselves up, we'll overcrowd or overrcgiment or over-
bore each other until we'll wish we had blown ourselves up.
Has SF coapletely lost the ability to imagine success? (It's
always been easy enough to imagine failure-- there are always
an infinity of ways to fail at anything.)

S has especially proanoted a neurotic fear of governaent,
Now, nobody need parade before me all the distinguished philo-
sophers who have warned us to fear government, None of then
advocated blind terror. Even if (a big if, in ny opinion) all
governient of whatever brand 1s evil, unrelentingly evil, we
do not help by telling cach other frightful tales to demonstrate
that the only thing to do about it is withdraw, Boo;' The Gov=-
ernaent will getcha if you don't watch out!' |

Often this kind of scare-talk only nazkes things worse,
4pparently a lot of the governmehnt-ls~-dangerous stories were
floating around Germany prior to '33, Well, were they predic-
tions, or contributing causes? Enough stories proving that
governnent is dirty, dangerous, and doomed can help make it so,

Too many SF shock-~tales of today show their authors are
8imply scarced stiff of authority. The boys are spooked by re-
sponsiblility, and they are spooked by the future because the
future 1s loaded with it, Today we need stories about the
problens of responsibility, written by responsible people who
renain unshook by the burden.

What SF ought to be about, today as always, 1s the
celebration, in the old meaning of the term, of the joys, the
thrills, of problea solving. Conquest by intellect, conquest
by imagination, conquest of the problem, is the core of 5SF,
whatever element of fear, love, or hate may happen to be
associated with it in a particular storx. If sone proBlems
are frightening, if some solutlons are "unsatisfactory”, 1if
gone problen~solvers are destroyed, we nevertheless will go
on reading, but ultimately we want to read about excitements
of the brain, not freezings of the heart.
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