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Or. the facing page
you meet Trufen as he

3 requested to be intro-
Ei“l“c duced, I've been trying z
for some time to get him

to Dbecome my co-editor

; so that he could lend

his experience to get-

madntss ting Kallikangaros pub- '8 &

. lished, To date he has

refused to commit him=-

&7 self (besides, the men
in the white eoats can't find a jacket that!ll fit his 1ittle fan-~form). He has
threatened to erop up at various embarassing moments throughout the zine, and the
vey he seems to feel on the next page is enough to keep my hopes up. Right now he

wants all the fun and none of the responsibility. Oh well...

I recently had the
good fertune to experience an outstanding film. Unfortunately, the performance of
“Far From the Madding Crowd" which I attended was far from crowded. Many mowlea
goersg are missing a film which I found to be an unbelievably faithful cinematic
adaptation. Everything in the f1lm contributed to the creation of the mood of
Hardy's Wessex, whose towns and countryside were drawn so elaborately as to be
thought real by most readers of his works. The perfect symmetry of the novel is
quite as effective on the sereen and reflects the faithfulness of the motion pic-
ture,

I wonder if the seeming unpopularity of the film (at least at the box office)
1g due to the relative unpopularity of Hardy himself., It has always seemed that I
gm in a very small minority when I claim Hardy as one of my favorite authors. I
must admit that there ia a vast gulf between Hardy and@ much of secience “fietiun.
It is not a gulf of good and bad By any means but &lmost an independent set of
existemces whilch forbid comparison or contraat. I only regret that Hardy felt
compelled to cease writing novels and concentrate on poetry...not for the poetry
produced but for the novels left unwritten,

One interesting incident, at the
theatre, was a discussion between a couple (presumed to be man and wife) who were
seated down the row from me. Before the film began, the woman asked, rather re-
torically, why so many elderly people would come to see & film like this. The
tone of her voice puzzled me until she went on to say that, though it had been
gsome time since she had read the book, she knew that it was about one woman and
three men, so what else could it be? I managed to control my laughter but nearly
died when he told her how many Pdirty-old-men" he had seen at the art theatre the
other night. I strained to catch more of the converwsaticon{(dhooddeanit eavesdrop
at times like that?), but the lights suddenly dimmed and a hush fell over all. I
sighed—whether out of relief or disappointment, I haven't yet decided...

, A Until re-
cently I had never given much thought to big game hunting and the sport of hunting
in general. However, since seeing the film "African Safari," the subject has
been the focus of a little reflection.

The film is a mishmash of scenery, animals,
and a few facts about Alaska and its people. Most of the footage was taken by
gkilled amateurs and was very ineptly edited, The film fails to rise &above the
mags of ill-produced travel-adventure half hour television programs of the "Wild
Kingdom" 11k, This one, however, has two hours in which+to. destroy itself.

What
set me off against the film was the fact that it was based on a seriesg of hants in
which all of the big-game animals of Alaske are relentlessly tracked down and
killed by pleasure-seckers who seemed to get immense satisfaction from the hunt
and "kill.," I was actually sickened every time I saw a moose or a sheep or a bear
or a ceribou go down after as many as three or four shots. The lustful gleam in
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(continued on page 31 )
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Caondra Wicsel

Love, said Iudovico Arieste, 1s madness. Few characters in
speculative fiction would agree more emphatiocally with the author
of the Orlendo Furioso than Charles Render, here of Roger Zelazny's
The Dreem Master.

The world in this novel of the twenty-first econtury is out-
wardly secure &nd comfortable, unthreatened by the poverty and
strife of our own day. Yet despite the boons of technology and a
seeming florescence of culture, men are uneasy, The gulelde rate
climbs ennually. To combat contemporary anxietles, psychietry has
developed Wold new techniquea, The most powerful of these 1s
neuroparticipation or !'shaping.! Using artificial sensory stimuli,
the shaper provides a dream format which the patient inveats with
personel symbolic meaning to dramatize and solve his problem. The
minds of the therapist and patient are so intimately connected
during the process that both will be driven insane if irrationality
gains the upper hand,

Protagonist Charles Render 1s one of the world's most skillful
and successful neuroperticipant psychietrists, He 1ls a widower
with a precocious ten-year-cld son, Peter, and a rather prosalc
mistress, Jill., He agrees to help Elleen Shallot, a congenitally
blind woman, hecome a shaper by accustoming her to visuel sensa-
tions., But she becomes passionately obsessed with Render, & man un-
willing to love. Under therapy their wills clash, the shaper be-
comes the shaped, and madness swallows them both.

Rich mythological symbolism endows Thg Dream Master with a
glittering, gem-like quality., Although both scienae fiction and
fantasy have long utilized myths for structure and color (Zelazny's
own Lord of Light &nd the works of Thomas Burnett Swann are good
recent exemples), Zelazny's applicetion here 4is somewhat unconven-
tional, He draws upon seversl frames of referencer classieal,
Nordiec, and medieval, No motif, not even the dominant one of
Tristan and Isolde, 1e treated consistently or in full, Opposite
imeges shimmer, melt, and blend into one another wlthout discord-
sance., Thus Render plays both Aeneas snd Tristan, Eileen both Diana
and Venus.

Short monologues and discerete narratives are inserted into the
myth-based central plot to introduce additional mythology and
serve as counternoints to the prineipal story line. These supple-



mentary sections are important to the novel's overall structure
for they expand our view of Render's soclety.

Appropriately, verbel technique parallels a key theme, gnan-
tiladromis, the running together of opposites. Render is fascin-
ated by this oriental concept and reflects throughout the book on
the co=existence of contradictory principles. Why ere - dobbists
like beauty-ugliness, mystery~certainty, nature-artifice, love-
hate, life-~death, mystiecally intertwined? Why do they perpet—
ually interchange yet still define each other? 1Is meaning a
winding gyro flowing back upon 1tself? No answer save acceptance
is proposed but The Dream Magter's ever shifting symbolism glow-
ingly stimulates the myst mystery Ty of existence.

Zelazny uses mythology to enrich and refract an essentially
gtark, clasgic plot of love and rejection, pride and punishment.
Ancient motifs reeurring in the future apeak to the present for
the myths are more than mere decoration. They magnify universal-
ity and relevance. Myth-born intengity gets this novel eblasze
like a fire opal.

Render feels that hia. contemporeries' enthusiasm for myth-
ology is a retreat from modern reelity in search of meaning and
value. Nevertheless, he too perceives his world and his 1life in
mythic terms and the reader properly views his story in the same
menner. What then are these mytha? First let us conslder the
classical ones.

Are Eileen (meiden), Ji111 (miafreds), and Render's wife
(mother) the Three Faces of the Mother Goddess? This fits the
function of the women and suggests Renderfs role as the doomed
male consort of the goddess. Eileen 1s equated with Diana sev-
eral times, The moon and lunar ornements are associated with her
in the dreams. The image of her mutant deg, Sigmund, swallows
the moon in Render's nightmare., This expresses the animel's de=
sire for sole pozsession of his mistresa., Sigmund would giadly
pley devouring hound to Render's Aoteeon, especially Iif the
latter attains intimaey with Eileen-Disna. Sigmund's dream chase
of the shaper is reminiscent of the pursuit of Actacon.

When Eileen relates the legend of Daedalus! capture by
Minos, Render denies any resemblance to the ancient artisan, Yet
he will also lose his freedom through overweening pride in skill,
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Tet. indirectly, if fonder 17 Daednius; hia son (who agnirea 1o spase fzzwal) il
4 .‘a'f y-.’i 3 ®

In one of. the ivaerised c-cvloss, a Vitel Coisdian pe:forms manoicgues o I~
oae s and Phoet T42 love ~2 the goddess su--ie dic not tenefit Titnonsus;
Render like Frnag.ou is doonel "y hubris.

The tragie peesicn of Ei cen for Render is much like that of Dide for Aerc2s
(Peter Render makes an <2857z Ascansus.) Both mén ere wiedowers aud incvapacle of
ke filery respoise demanded of them: Congenitelly blind Fileen is as much a viw-

- of fate as love-stricken Dido. The des‘ructicn of both women is triggered cy
¢cuonds to part from their lovers. To meke me to see .thee; and then never *o sce
thes agaln 1s a crime teyond expiation. I cannot forgive my love nor thee; ! cays
Dido in & pre-suicide monologue which amazingly contains not a single quotation
from Vergil. ,

Iove ‘the hunter®, lover 'the prey! is a metaphor found in both the Ague’d
2ad Gottfried von Strassburg's Tristan. Thus we reach The Dream Magter’s domiran®
motif, the sourtly romence of Tristan and Iscolde. From the'moment Render meeus
Fii-en in an Old English restauran’ beside a suil’ of armor, the Ceadiy cie is
‘a3, Ghe ig wearing an unusuel gold and ruby pin depisting Tristen cond Isolde
facing the Enchented Cup, (1) Considering Eileen‘s wealth thus migat wecll be an
actual piece nf jewelry designed by Salvidor Deli,

Initally Render is somewhat unfriendly towerds intense Eileen (originally
ianlde did not care for Tristan either). As snon as the blind woman hds been given
visuel stimuli she beging tn picture Render in armor as her peerless end invincinle
knight. (Armor as a symbnl nf defensive contemporary men subsequently appears in a
nightelub act watched by Render.) In her obsessed imcgination he is Life Itself
Sheper, Maker, Mover of All, and as truly her gnd es she is Sigmund's. Her passizn
demands response and consummation.

After the initinl sessions Render's mentor Bartelmetz warns him of the peril
in treating Eileen. But the futal relationship has bepun and he shrigs off the
danger. Analognusly when Brangien; Isolde's maid, tells the lovers, UYnu have
drurk death together," (2) Tristan replies, "Well then, come Death." (3) The de- .
cision to shape Filern was 2 misjudement just as the drinking of the legendary lve
philtre wns &n accident.

Tn the fincl dream Fileen shakes »ff Render's contrnl and offers him the Ln-
chented Cup. He refuses and flees. She offers him the potinn repeatedly end claps
him in ermor. As he reaches for the gnblet, a wound opens in his right erm for ra-
sponse to proffered love breaches his personal psychologicel armor. Elleen raises
the cup to his 1ipa- He ories out that he hates her, hoping to breek her spell.
This fajls. When et lest he drinks, he still retains a tenuous hold on his iden-
tity as Render the Sheper, but forfeits his power to sheve- Thus the dream dissol-
ves into urending nightmare,..for, as in the orlginal romance, the fruits of the
Enchanted #up are "Passion and Joy most sharp, and Anguish without end, and Death."

(4)

Bartelmetz attempts to heal Render by resteging Tristen's deatn -- Trilgten
must die so that Render's proper identity may live. Acenrding to legend, mortelly
wounded Tristan summons Isolde to his side. The ship sent for her 1s to hoist
white sails if she is eboard. black if she is not. But Tristan's jealous wife,
Isnide le Blanche lains, lies that the sails of the returning vessel are black.
This shnck kills Tristan end Isolde falls dead at his side upon landing. The tlher-
aputic version features az true black-sailed ship, Nevertheless, when Bartelmetz,
in the guise of & servent; tells this to Render-Tristen, the madmen forces the
gails to turn white. He is in a sense "right" -.- the sails ygre white, Isolde did
oome —= but guch convictiosn bars his cure. There %s little possibility of heeling
him eince Loliing cau crena wwe —oad of filgag, wudylng, irsablosel, Curlly Love,

And if Render's prognosis is poor, Eileen's is worse. No one,; not even the
grent Bartlemetz, would dare to treat her by neuroparticioation.

Nordic myths also occur in Thae Draam Master., Several of these cluster around




Sigmund, Eileen's mutant German shepherd guide doge This cruel and jealous animal
(whose name means ‘victory guardian') haunts Render's private nightmares as the
Fenriswoulf, herald of Ragnarok. In the final shaping dream he invades the wrecked
car where the bodies of Render's dead wife and daughter 1lie, thus functioning as
Garm the Hellhound, devourer of corpses, Render fights the beast and dismembers
him with a scalpel, ‘

These are not the only monsters of old that still haunt modern consciousness.
Buried power lines are wrapped around the globe like a whole brood of Midgard
serpents, and the Kragen may lurk in the depths of a cocktail,

The necklace Eileen wears in the last dream corresponds to Freya's fabulous
Brisingamen (an ornament typical of fertility goddesses from very ancient times).
Since the real necklace bgloﬁged to Render's wife and Eileen never knew of its ex-
istence, it is Render himself who subconsciously adorns her with it.

Other personal attributes and symbols reinforce Eileen's identity as two as-
pects of the Mother., On one hand, as stated previously, she is virgin Diana bear-
ing the crescent moon on her brow. Her dream-totem, the willow, is alsc a symbol
of chastity. Its leaves were brewed as an anaphrodisiac in the Middle Ages, On
the other hand, her fondness for green, the color of life and hope, is most appro-

priate for a deity. The copper-gold of her hair and the sea-green of her eyes have
Cytherean associations. Also consider her names. 'Eileen', a Gaelic form of
'Helen', recalls Venus' protegee Helen of Troy while !Shallot' is a plant.

The Dream Master is also liberally studded with literary references. Since
the characters so consistently quote, allude, paraphrase, and parody, it may be
inferred that these are common speech traits in their society. Only an extremely
literate and sophisticated audience could appreciate the popular Vital Comedians.

Tt would be pointless to catalcgue every source, but some of the Biblical
references are significant. Render identifies himself with Satan (dJob 1:7) and
Nimrod (Gen. 10:9). The latter is a type of skill and arrogance. Zelazny offers
a beautiful reflection on Christmas drawn from the Book of Ecclesiastes (Cf.
3:1-9), This is another expression of the theme of enantiadromia discussed pre-
viously. The very epithet "Render the Shaper® calls to mind the commission of
Jeremiah: "I have this day set thee over the nations and over the kingdoms, to
root out, and to pull down,...to build and to plant® (Jer., 1:10), which is an apt
description of his profession. Literary allusions, like mythology, greatly en-
rich the novel.

Finally, let us examine the book's general and particular psychological dimen-
sions. Love and non-love are the paramount themes of The Dream Master for love
and death delimit the human condition, Man's emotions are like iron filings ar-

9 .




rayed between comedy and tragedy, the north and south poles of existence., Since
tears and laughter encompass life, Mhatred and love are the ultimate forms of hu-
man regard.™ A1l men crave notice, in either one way .or another. Withholding
attention is the special modern cruelty and "the power to ignore, to baffle...is
no longer the exclusive property of human beingSee."

The complexity and imperscnality of technological civilization have homogen-
ized most men into Dante's Trimmers from the outermost circle of hell, lukewarm
souls Yyho lived without blame and without praise." (5) In the words of St. Jude:
"They are like clouds driven by the wind...like stars which follow no orbit."
(Jude 1:12-13) Such persons find the vltimate abstraction of life in blindspin,
purely random travel in opaque-windowed automated cars.

Understandably suicide is on the rise 'in this society. The more protective
the environment, the soverer frustrations seem. MNechanized wecll-being discomfits
men. Those who do not actually kill themselves may commit symbolic suicide or
develop false neuroses. These are pathetic attempts to assert individuality and
free will. Render also chafes at the security of his milieu, thus his willingness
to accept the challenge posed by Eileen. How responsible is he for his own des-
truction? . ; :

In the narrative inserts Everyman is an anonymous suicide. He is namcless,
ignored, isolated: better dead entombed in the earth than alive entombed in the
self. The passengers in the automated car which strikes him down copulate to blot
out their horror. Death and love arc grotesquely linkcd.

Death has caused Render's flight from love. He has detached himself from
further human involvement since the deaths of his wife and daughter nine years
before, He imagincs this lets him function better professionally. He has no in-
tention of marrying Jill. Even if he had entered an affair with Eileen it is
doubtful that he could or would have ever truly loved her.

Jill and Eileen both like snow, but Render hates it because it reminds him
of the accident. He still has nightmares of sceing the wrecked car where "most of
hinself lay dead at his feet." Determined to avoid another tragedy he is over-
protective towards Peter and worries constantly about the boy's safety.

But cold-blooded non-commitment eventually palls., Eilecn's vivid sensuality

first disturbs then
fascinates Render.
He jokingly identi-
fies his own hunger
for intense experi-
ence as Fury-sent
madness.

From the first
shaping session
Eileen tries to im-~
pose her will upon
Render. His con-
trol progressively
weakens, but  he
scarcely notices,
Bartelmetz W2rns
him against shaping

Eilceen for.: - this: .

could disturb her
very qualities of
selfhood, altering
her conception of
hersclf and  her
world with disase
terous results,
Eileen is especial-
ly dangerous be-
cause she is so

1Q

steel-willed, tightly
adjusted, profession-
ally trained, and
understands the tech-
nique. Neither this
nor the unnamed fate
of Eileen's first
therapist alarms
Rendcr,

*  His folly reach-
es its height in the
last session. Render
is incredibly reck-
less to neuropartici-
pate with Eileen im=
mediatecly after Sig-
mund rcported she vas
behaving abnormallye.

tith the blindness of

self-dcluding pride
he still imagines his
supremacy secures

"Tn this place, of
all places, Render
knew that he was the
master of all things."
When Eileen rcbels,




he attempts to reassert control by inflicting pain, a technique which had succeed=
ed earlier. In the "Song of Myself® dream he had forced her to facc his brutal
rejection: "Eileen Shallot, I hate you."

She rcels in anguish and Render is plunged alone into his private nightmare
to battle Sigmund-Femris-Garm. Eileen follows and at last persuades him to drink
the Enchanted Cup, but Render continues to struggle against her. Desperately
clinging to his own identity, hc prefers to face the cabalistic demon Thaumiel
rather than be rescued by her loves.. In losing his mastery over the dream, Render
has also lost his former power over the demona = Such ironyl: The proud representa-
tive of modern.rationality is vanquished by an occult nonster out of the mystic
paSt.

Thus The Dream Mastor offcrs its final comment on the human conditions The
man who scoffed at Dostoevsky's hell Wis the suffering of being unable to IRV eass
falls into thc Abyss which his own lovelessness has createds He experimentally
verifies the dictum of C. S. Lewis that ihe orly place to be perfectly safe Irom
love is in hell. Truly, love of perish is the fundamental option of every agc.
Render rofuses love as madness; therefore in madness he perishes.

(1) Psychologists use a design like this to test creativity.

(2) The Romance 8£ Tristan and Isolde, retold by Joseph Bedicr, trans. Hilaire
Belloc ang Paul Rosenficld (New York, 1953), p. 48.

(3) Ope cite DPs 504

(u) Ope cits De L7

(5) Dante Alighieri, The Divine Comedy, Inferno, trans. John Aitken Carlyle (New
York, 1950), Canto iii, De 23s
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T WISH TO PUBLISH A STAR TREK ORIENTED ONE*SHOT. I AM PRIMARILY INTERESTED
IN FICTION, THEN ARTICIES, ARTWORK, CARTOONS, ETC. ADDRESS ALL INQUIRIES AND

MATERIALS TO: MISS 10IS J. MecMASTER, 3481 W. HENDERSON RD., COLUMBUS, OHIO,

43221 3096 3330 3 40 3E 3 46 3 H03E 3 0 JE 40 2030 0 I B0 0 S H B0 B0 M B30 30 S H MMM R UMM R NI RN HI M NRN N

I am he as you are he as you are me as we are all together!!ilIliiiiiliioiiliiiilill,
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Well Bones, it all started the day I began to work on my Star Trek one-shot, and
they haven't stopped growing since. It 1s really quite illogicek,



THE WORM ULDER
THE MOUNTAIR

THREE EXCERPTS
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What follows is a set of three scenes from a very long sword and secrcery shert
story I wrote.

it involves the same protagonist as "The Library of Dirazan" from Kallikanzaros

1 -

The story revolves around four characterss One is Tareven, & sorcerer of dubious
mental health. He has joined foreces, out of necessity, -with Aerdan, a pirate cap-
tain, in an attempt to gain control of a powerful supernatural weapon. Each is
planning to eliminate the other as soon as he'!s outlived his usefulness. A young
adventurer, Peleus, has becn taken prisoner in a raid and regains consciousncss
aboard the pirate ship, in Taréven's cabin, e -

 Dick Byens
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The youth awcke to a dull, throbbing ache in his head and a heavy, oppress-
$ive reek of incense. Puzzled, he tried to rcmember where he was. The smell...
Sharzon Tiir must be workingees.No! The pirates...thc battlel

He leaped to his feet, his hands darting to his side for the sword, It was
gonc. Behind him someonc chuckled, - :

He turned to see 2 small, swarthy man dressed in a simple green robe, He
bore no weapons.but held an ivory wand in his right hand.

"Wherce am I?? asked the prisoner,

"Aboard the ship of the pirate Aerdan, in my cabin, It is small bui come-
fortable,” The captive took a quick glancc around him, then his cyes rcturned to
inspect Tareven more closelys In that glancc he had recognized many  implements
used in working sorcery-~the consecrated sword, the ancient books, a pentacle
drawn on the floor=-and many grislier items. Tareven rcturncd his inspection.

The boy was, as he had noticed before, about eighteen, with the dark and tall
lean frame common to the Zodaban city-states, He locked umisually strong and
agile, an impression born out by his performance during the raid, when he had dis-
~ patched two of Acrdan's best men before being knocked unconsecious,

At length the wizard spoke, "My name is Tareven. Sit back down ofi%he ®duch

and tell me yours.®

"Pelcus.? He remained standing.

Tareven put some more incense into an iron brazier, made in the form of a
wolf's skull, There werc three of them in the room, set so they formed the points
of an equilateral triangle, "How do you come to havc the witch-sight?®

Pcleus leaped across the room, his deep=bluc cloak swirling about him like
wingss He swung a vicious blow at Tareven!s hecad, but the small man ducked with
incredible swiftness and brushed the youth!s tomple with the wand.ss

Grey vastness, Peclcus floated in a void, in a2 universe where in " all space
only his body existed, He looked about, panic engulfing him. What had bappened?
Whepe was the ship? Where was Tareven?

Then a pinpoint of light appeared, 1like thc first star the gods created, im-
possible to tcll how far away. It grew larger,

Pcleus rattled off the few proteetive spells he knew, realizing as he did so
how pitifully futile it vas.

Now the light was tho size of a man, now of a stallion. The growth stopped,
and terror gripped the Zodaban as he realized what it was, and that it was only a
few feet away.

He tried to run, but there was no ground for his fect to touche He watchned
in helpless fear as the sphere of light extended an arm of radiance toward his
face. It approaehed with hypnotic slowness. It filled his ficld of +Vision.
Searing heataes

Pcleus stood in Tarcven's cabin.

"How will you refrain from trying to cseape and be sensiblc?”

Yes," He tricd to control the tremor in his voices MThat things It was a
fly-the-light1®

"Or perhaps the fly-the-light. Yo onc knows how many there arc.? 25

F%y-the-lights, by the way, were a belief of the Middle Ages, not entirely origin-

al,

This scene is one of the lowest points for Pelcus, He is completely helpless be-
fore his enemics. This scgment is intended to illustrate Tarcven's great powers,
and to initiate the characterization of Pclcus and Tarcven.

The next sccne is of our hero being delivered into the hands of a race of subter-
rancan ghouls, for the purpose of sacrifice to thecir god.

Stealthy footsteps rustled in the cavern cntrancce The piratos stepped
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batlward, hands rcached for dirks and seimitars. A Ghoul appeared in the shadous,
the huge green eyes throwing back monstrously distorted images of the company. The
mouth opened; a pale yellow tonguc ran over twin rows of yellow stalactites and
stalagmites. It spoke a fcu growling, hissing words.

Tarcven began to answor it.in the samc foul tonguc. Acrdan drew a knifc and
pressed it 'against the sorcercr!s spine, so that the Ghoul could not see it., "Talk
Common Tongue,™ he murmurcd. )

"You savage," whispcred Tarcven ficrecly. "Do you went to ruin cverything?®
‘A prick from the knife was his only answcr.

My~=my fricnds wish us to spcak the Common Tonguca.!

A pausc, "You will kcep the bargain?® The words vere made horriblec by the
snarling, hissing voicc. Thc tongue darted over the decaying teeth once againa

"Yes. The Spider People will be supplied with five hundred slaves, malc and
fernadc, for breeding." '

e will ncver go hungry for meat again.! Pclcus shuddered.

"No,® agrecd Tarcven, Pclcus considercd jumping up and making a run for it.
No, he'd :be cut down before hield gone threc paces. The sorccrer began to speak
onec again.

"dc bring an offering to Targararth, to prove our good faith," he continucd,
gesturing to the prisoncr. MBring him herei® A big fur-clad Hortherncr jorked
Pcleus to his fecet. Somcone prodded him toward the yauwning tunnel with a spear-
point. As he walked slowly forward, twin mockerics of hiwsclf stepped to meet him
~out of the ercaturcs luminous green cyes. He looked backiard once.and saw Tarce
ven's lips stretehed.in his cat-smile, his cmerald oyes®shining in the firelight,

He wanted desperately to run but the corsairs surrounded the entrance and cach
had his weapon in hand. His mind shricked to him to flec from thesc hidcous things
but to do so was immediate decath, but if hc went with the Ghouls, pérhaps...what?

Stecalthy rustlings, hissing snarls, and nore of thc Tomb-Robbers appearcd out
of thc shadouws. Threcc steps, now tiudess -

Pcleus stopped into the cavern, and elaved hands fastcned on his limbs like
the grip of Deaths The Ghouls rccked of offal and corruption. A turn ahd the
‘stars and the torches werc gonc and the only light was the witch-firc in the tyes
of tho Spider Pcoplec,
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The precceding was basically an attcempt at nure horror, though the conflict between
Tarcven and Acrdan vas elaborated somowhat,

After escaping from the Ghouls, Pcleus gocs to scttle accounts with Tarcven. Dur-
ing his escape Pelcus acquires a friend, 2 Xobold, or Stone Elcmehtal, named Gor-
ban. Tarcven, by this time, has brought Acrdan and his ercu to a grisly cnd.
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The warlock laughed sharplys "I need no help to dedl with you, nytlads The
Sleeper shall welk the Earth again.® Pelcus smiled cruclly and walked forward,
Gorban at his sidc, Tarcven sprinted to the hideously wnutilated corpse of Acrdan
with that incredible speed and agility he had displayed before. "Some entertaine
‘ment for your comradc,® he said. '

He numbled for an instant over the body. Then the half-scvered right hand
- jerked likc an.cel on land. The torn facc pcercd about from empty scarlet sockets.
Slowly, stiffly, thc shredded, broken body of the giant stood up. The fleshless
fingers writhed liko whitc worms until Tarcven put the hilt of the great bloody
broadsword in them,

"Gods!" said Peleus softly.

T can takc it," answcred Gorban calmly. BTt looks likc Hel's husband, but
how can it fight in that condition? Get Tarcvcn." -

Their woapons shined as coldly as their cyos,. :

1Slay the Kobold," said Tarcven, as anothor man might say, "Swat the flv,"
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The corpsc nodded mutely; its throat had beon ripped out by one of the killcers.,
Iiaster and scrvitor moved apart, and human and Kobold cach followcd his prcy.

Tarcven lashed out at the Zobadan with his ivory rod but this timec the youth
was rcady for ite. Shining siccl shattered the wand.

8This time we fight on my tcrms,® said Pclcus,

"I am not unacquainted with the cruder forms of defensc." He stooped and
scized a gold-hilted scimitar, 3 .

Gorban stalked his foc across the lustrous crystal floor, his mace ready in
his good hand. Incredibly, Acrdan's broken body moved lightly and quickly; thc mu-
tilated hands hcld the great sword with all thc control they had possessed in life,
though thoy were coverod with the marks of fang and claw, The grisly swordsman
kept dits . cmpty eyc-sockcts fixed on the Kobold's facc for an indication of his
next move, but Gorban watched his adversary'!'s hands and blade. He could rcad no-
thing in the crimson and ivory mask which had oncc been the Northerner's facc.

he bloody sword lecapecd forward like a metcor and eried like a templc bell
vhen blocked by the spiked head of the mace. Then Gorban heard bone splinter as he
connceted with the giant's leg. A few drops of blood ran from the wound, which
would havc crippled a man for 1ifc. The dead man swayed likc a great tree in a
storm then stepped forwdrd as if the maee had been no morce than a snowflake, bring-
ing its wcapon up for another cut.

Now Gorban knecw the beginning of fecar.

Pclcus and Tareven circled, fointing, disengaging, cach testing the other's
reactions., Pclcus thought the sorecrcr a2 fair fencer, though inferior to himsclf.
Tt was the man in green's incrcdiblc speed which worried him. The youth cut ox-
perimentally at Tarcven's arm, and his blade was defleceted alaost beforc the mancu-
ver had bogun., Agile as he was, his quickness was nothing to this man'‘s. He was
the wind, but Tareven was the lightning,

The cmerald cyes mocked him. g :

"T could not play your mind, lad, but I'll play your bodye. 'Conccrto in
Crimson'? '"clody for Bladec and Blood!'? Perhaps therc arc many songs suited to
you, It will amusc,mec to kcep you for a toy." v

As hc spokc this last, he advanced like a hurtling 2rrow, svinging the seimi-
tar in a scries of vicious cuts at the Zodaban's hcad and chest. They came flying
at him like a hail, so quickly that to parry cach he had to step backward blindly,
praying therc was nothing therc to trip him. He heard a metallic ring, then an-
other, that hc know must come from Gorban and his opponcnt. They and the bellings
of their own blades rang and cchocd through the cavern until Pcleus thought crazily
that the bells of 21l the worlds were ringing to proclaim that the Powers walked
Midgard to the Last Battlc, that Regnorak had comc at last.

Thon the fantasy was gone 2nd he mew that Ragnorak had come unless he could
break cut of this rhythm of rctrcat and strikc back at Tarcvcn.

Gorban was also on the defensive and bleeding from scvcral superficial cuts,
any of which might have ended the combat had it not been for his good luck,
strength, and quickness. Thricc the Kebold had inflicted damage with his weapon
that would have incapacitated any living man, but strong and steady as thc course
of the sune

The Stone Elemcntal stepped bock to avoid a whistling slash, 1ifted his
weapon to parry another. But this time the crimson blade bit bencath the iren head
into the wooden shaft, lcaving Gorban holding nothing but a frail, uscless stick.

Tarcven saw it and laughod, partly out of amuscment and partly in the hope of
tricking Pcleus to look behind for an instant, Whon he did not, the wizard said,
"Your comradec is. as dead as his adversary. And soon you'!ll wish you werc with him
in Holli® He lashed out at the Zodaban oncc again, the loose grecen slecves whip-
ping about his strong dark arm.

BNof " cricd Gorban, dismayed to hear the hoarscncss and fatigue in his own
deop voices UI'm alivei® He leaped frantically to onc side to avoid the sword,
then leaped again, and again, until he lost count and forgot that therc was any-
thing in the world besides jumping to avoid thc deadly blade and the red and white
mask which floated bchind it. He darcd net pause 'for an instant to scize another
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weapon or turn to run away, for that was all the time it would take for tho vermil-
lion-clad stecl to cleave his skull and bury itsclf in his brain,

Tareven laughed again,

YWhat matters if it hasn't happened yet? How long can you avoid thc sword
beforc your body faltcrs? By the Dark Powers, thc savage is a better servant dead
than alivei®™ He notched Pelecus's blade for the willionth time.

The youth staggercd, dropped his guard a bit in apparent wearinoss, and Tarc-
ven's point darted in at his heart. Hec hurled himsolf forward and to the side, so
that the scimitar slices through his shoulder in a spurt of red; hc stabbed for the
green=covered abdomcne

Swiftcr than thought Tarcven stepped out of the way and shoved Peleus stagger-
ing away with his free hand.

Rocling, out of balancc, the Zodaban saw thc scimitar comc flying out of no=-
where at his head and knew sickly that he could not avoid it. But the smaller man
t00 had bcen thrown out of position so that it was the flat of the blade rather
than the edge that slammed against his tcmple.

Pcleus fell to the floor, his head roaring like a watcrfall. He saw fcar in
Gorban's bluc cyos and knew that most of it was for him. "Get upl Get UpiEatho
Kobold was calling., Then the corpsc swung 2gain at him and he jumped out of the
way, the useless macc~handle still in his good hand.

Tareven was coming forward, triumph on his dark faec, and becausc a fricnd
who could not go on much longer was springing and capcring in a macabre, deadly
dance for his sake, beccausc he was filled with a great hatred, because he wanted
to mect what waitod for him in the Western Lands, becausc it scemed important (he
couldn't remember why), Peleus haulod himself to his unstecady fcct to thrust and
parry once again.,

"Your blood bores me,® Tarcven mocked. YPerhaps I will find your body morc
amusing another way.® His frec hand dipped into a pocket of his robe and came out
with a handful of grey dust. Hec threw it at the facc of his opponcnt.

Some sixth sensc told Pclecus its naturc and with his other hand hc brought
his dirty, tattcred cloak up over his head, A hidcous steneh filled his lungs as
the fabric decayed into slime, and then the sensation-was wiped away by tho agony
of cold stecl sliding into his thigha. He fell, and Tarcven put onc foot on his
sword and slowly brought the scimitar up like a public cxccutioncra..

Gorban saw it from the corner of his cyc, and hecdless of his tormenter rais-
ing the broadsword for another blow, he took quick but carcful 2im and hurled the
woodcn shaft with all his remaining strength and cried, PStrikel™ Then therc was
nothing to do but wait for death,

The shaft struck the sorccrer in the head lightly, sending him staggering a
step to the sidc to regain his balance., He began to laugh, then the laughtor dicd
as Pelcus, his blade frced when Tarcven moved, rammed it through his body. The
green cloth was covered by an occan of scarlct. :

Time passcd, and Gorban realized that the sword had not fallen. He turncd and
saw the corpsc sprawling lifelcss, 2 ncw wound in its stomach, from which issued
an infinitesimal amount of blood, hardly cnough to fill a thimble.

Then the fallen warlock movod a bit, sat ups Gorban scizod a dirk from onc of
the fallen corsairs, startcd forwerd, "Ho," Peleus told him, Ystay back." Then,
though Gorban could sce nothing, he averted his facc.

Tarcven's cyes gaped widej whitc showed all about the iris. PDis," he said
in a pleading voicc, "Fathcre.eplc2soeesl did not mean it...lot"

A scream filled thec air, then the body of Tareven fell back to cold crystal,
never to rise again,

"Hcls gone nouw," said Pelecus unstcadily. Gorban went to him and bandaged his
wounds e

|
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This is ncarly the conclusion, and all that rcmains is to tic things up.
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FROM ANOTHER
POINT OF VIEW

-DARROLL
' PARDOE -

I had deceided that after obtaining my PAD in England I would spend a yoar or
two gaining post-doctoral cxpericnco in the USA. This was duly arranged in Noven-
ber 1966 and oventually the tine came for my Journcy west. I deecided to cross the
Atlantic by ‘plano, rathor than by ship, sincc I had delayed my departure from
England until thc very latest possible date and the duration of the journey became
of importanee, if thosc pecoplec cxpecting me in Columbus werc not to beecome worriod
about my non-appearance. Thereforc, aftcr a long drive through the darkness of
pre~davm England, I presonted mysclf at the London Airmort and boarded the appro-
priate acroplanc for my transaltantic crossing. This triv was totally uncventful,
The planc did not sct on fire or cxpleode; tho wings remained attacheds and tho Rod
Baron staycd out of sight for the whole flight. The main feature of the journcy
was the gruesome meal scrved in mid-Atlanticé, Next time I shall go hungry. At
Kennedy Airport (located apparently in the niddle of some dismel marshes) I got
off the planc (though without my camera, which I realized I had lcft on bonrd onty
after it had alrcady taken off for Nassau) and worked my woy through the sleazy
irmigration building and thc usual tiresome customs formalitiecs to the 2irport
shuttlebus, which took mc to the Amcrican Airways building.

Anerican Airlincs were to providc my flight from Mew York to Columbus and did
so satisfactorily cnough. The contrast was most intriguing betwcen the BOAC plane
across the Atlantic in which every scat was occupied (at least in the Ffé¢ddéd
cconony class part, which was all I could sce) and the AA planc to Columbus, well
under half-fillede I cdon't know whether this situation is 2 norwal onc on doncs-
tie US flights but I have been told that it is so. I can only assume that compo-
tition between various companics (the 'frece cinterprise! system of which Awmcricans
arc far too proud), rcsulting in over-provision of facilitics, is responsiblc.
During the flight I saw Pittsburgh from n thousand feot, 2nd cventually, threc
thousand miles and clcven “ours from London, arrived at Port Coluwbus aerodromc.
The usual vastly cxpensive taxi ride froa acrodrome o town took me to a suitable
notel, where I slept for fifteen hours,

In a few days I had establishced mysclf as 2 resident of Columbus, a solf-
styled All-Amcrican, whatcver that means. To my cyes, fresh from Britain, it was
onc of the sccdiest, untidiest cities I'd cver scoen. Some aspects of American
life made themsclves immediatcly obvious, Amcrican moncy, So logical compared to
sterling (though ponnics accumulate just as rapidiy in the pockct); the splendours
of colour TV; driving on the yféf¢ right-hand side of thc road; the gun-toting
local Geheimstatspolizei, and so on, It was astonishing to find that Columbus
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has not yet hecard of thc invention of thc traffic-controlled traffic signal, 1In
the All-American City, they still usc the old time-intcrval system, which in Eng-
land disappecarcd at approximately the saie time as Neanderthal man. It secms logi=
cal cnough that the cycle of the signals should be controlled by the amount of traf-
fic on cach approach to thc interscction, but in Columbus and in such other parts
of the statec of Ohio as I have scen they operatc on a fixcd-intorval basise Tyt

The Ohio State University also vas a bit of a shock at first. Now, no British
university has a student population of more than 8-9000 (cxcept London, which is
rcally a federation of scveral largely autonomous institutions seattercd all over
the city); but here was OSU with more than 40,000, all of whom scemed to be tromp-
ing around thc campus at once. I am just not uscd to so large a university, al-
though OSU has its compensations, such as an csscntially complcte colleetion of
scicnce fiction magazines and an administrative staff very deferential to anyonc
with 'Dre! in front of his namc,

Colunbus supports a rcasonably thriving fan-group, though this fact playocd no
part in my choicc of OSU as the placc to come to wvork at. I lost no time.in con-
tacting the local fans and to my surprisc found mysclf on my first weckend in the
US attending a secicnce fiction convention, or rather pscudo-convention. This was
Octacon, at Sandusky, Ohio. As a convention it vas unusual and very small but I
managed to meet onc or two pcople who previously werc only names to mo, notably
Dick Schultz and Bill Mallardi. I managed, during the convention, to perform a
feat which I don't suppose I'11 cver be allowed to forget concorning 2 bed cquipped
with Ymagic fingers." But I will not rclate it here,

So herc I am in thesc United States, growing morc used to their peculiaritios
as timc goes on and regarding my cventual roturn home as lcss and less desirablc.

I suspcct that in cighteen months! timc, when T must rceturn to England, I may not
want to goa I do not, howcver, have a choicc.

DARROLL PARDOE AND THE MAGIC-
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5

ASSULT ON THE GREY

HOUSE

The Grey House sat feerful »n the hill,

4 vague light spilling from its round windows,

And a coniled sncke in its red doorwzy.

Iream-people rushed from room to room,

Guided by electric wires,

To clean buggy-whips and dust ~ff hand-printed Bibles.,

We were to attack that day,

The vangnerd for the coming army.

There weren't many of us.

McLuhan and Burrnughs with their lenguesge problems;

Lloyd, who liked to do his own thing; ;

Warhol, the half-med advence demolition manj

Sanders, always talking dirty;

Ellison, who wouldn't quit and couldn't quit;

And me, the son nf a computer, a pill, and a cracking super-highway.

We attacked with everything we had:

With wnrds

And sounds

And sights.

But the windows clnsed and the snake danced

And the dream-penple cowered in the shadows with their buggy-whips
and hand -printed Bibles,

The Grey House shut itself up tight.

No air e~ld enter.

The dream-people died.

We watched the Grey House, uninhabited, crumble.
We had failed.

We cried as we started our march

To the next Grey House.

JERRY KAUFMAN
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Thoughts of the Jupiterian
Frantifier Fish During
the "Night! Freeze
At Which Time,
Unfortunately,
Conseinusness

is
Maintained by
the Fish, Uho
are, Also Un-
fortunatly, Quite
Intelligent and Highly
Sensitive Creatures--Alas!

i.

Steep above,

the clouds have stopped,
and we are suspended

in the lngs of warmth:
Our frnzen pond.

ii,

The night is a rock
to spread wet galaxies upon...

b 8

0 fie, o day!
& long night off,
and that we cannot sleep.

We hang about
ti11l night 4s donc~—-

in eyes' weightless prison
helplessly seeing-~

in leke's derk lens,
brightly exvosed--

falling up pits of the sky.




iv,

To tear that sky down the middle
will be more than the mind can bear.

Brittle, it will break.

Our frantic remains
will continue the species,
in ignorance and light.

Vic

Swimming, es we did,
they'll never give a damn,
ti1l just about this time
tomorrow night,

vii.

ses«When ice befnre shards
is tnoo right.

a7 st

And the light!

dae

The lightccl

Such

is

the
kingd-m
of

ice

of

ice
such

is

the ROGER

ZELAZY
s



Herd
stretched out over teeming star kingdoms,
swarmlng, chattering masses in the quadrillions

Scene
viewed for eons of time,

arriving from a small blue-green planet of lush forests and
gsurging rivers

Felt
dressed in vibrant silks and soft cottons,
wearing uniforms of wool to ward off the cold

their movements are
felt~—
geen

for the first time on a reddish arid planet,
heard

against the backdrop of a thousand erying suns,
until the lagt of them is

Gone.
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Just yesterday (or

the day before) I was talked
to by GOD (anu-

Factured by Green, Of-
fenhaugser & Dewey) It

saild Satan 13 e=-

Vil (evilevil

evil) and you should not con-
sider helping the

Li'l devil because
(becausebecausebecausebe...)
It also said some-

Thing about Machines

I agked It about It's plug
(for 1t was not in

The socket) and It

gaid It did not have need of
advertisements

That caused me to think, some.

HOKKU MODIFIED: P LUG

DALZELL
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Imprisoned in the walls

| Of my own flesh-to-fire-turned

¢ The shriiveled cinder-soul behind my eyes

Now

Knows and wills

8 No thing but hate

§ That chills 1like spiny shafta of sharpness
Barbing ceaseless thorns into my flesh

&nd agonies of selfness my self rend

In the sundering black aloneness without end...




This issue starts a new feature in Kel: & regular poetry column edited and
with commentary by me. This time I have selected the poetry so as to present a wide
range of style, authors, and thematic materinl. Next time I hope to be able to pre-
sent a more unified selectinn of poems recieved. Any comments, eriticisms, or per-
sonal remarks of general intrest recieved abnut these poems will be dlscussed in the
following issue's column, To give an example of what I intend to da with future
poems, I have analyzed end criticized one of mine, which f-llows:

"Caneg Venaticin

They hunt for what they know not where;
They search for what they no more care
Than who or what created their world.
They have no minds.
"It tekes all kinds,?
The self-appointed wise men sey.
There 1s no room in the world today
For those who do not stay uncurled
When they are out from in the womb;
Ané for them it seems & tomb
Is the best that we can do.

It is a shame~-but death is too.

(The title is Latin for "the Hunting Dogs," the astronomical name for the con—
stellations "Canis Major" & "Canis [finor," the Big and Little Dogs.)

The first few lines are vague; are "they" the dogg (hardly) or what? Wt are
they hunting for, that they "know not where / 'it! is_ /M? It doesn't seem to be an-
swered in the body of the poem. "They" are also searching for something that they
care even less about than their cosmologicel nrigins. If "they" are really human
beinga, this seems doubtful; thinking men have always wondered about the universe.
"They have nn minds": this is hardly a surprise, considering the above linea. The
next two lines are rather trite. Just who gre the "self-appointed wise men," and
why would they say such an ancient and meaningless phrase as "It takes all kinds"?
How coes this contribute to the poems meaning?

An abrupt chenge in mood to a mnre bitter tone is made in line 7. A blank
statement of judgement defines what is "realistic" in Our Modern Ape, and tn hell
with the liberals! What is ment by "stay(ing) uncurled"; is it not going back to
the mindlessness of childhood, infancy, even pre-natality (assuming ~ne of "them"
ever is more than a mental/emotional spirituel fetus)? The three prepnsitinns in
line 9 are uged rather questionebly in succession; at first reading, one is slowed
down by their interlocking structure. WNow is introduced "we," who are petronizingly
pitying "them," and yet think that "they" cen best be cared for by giving "then" a
'death sentence,! just after mentioning "their" birth. Then crmes the most confus-
ine line of the whole poem: after seying that "a tomb is the best that we cen @n
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/ for "themW;7"why does the poem's euthor say thet "It is e shame--but death 1s
too"? Isn't this contradictory to what he just said cbout the "tomb", assuming
that "it" refers to "their" immanent deaths? What then is the unmentioned altern-
ative to death, that ig also "a shame"?
The rhyme 1s odd: i.e., aas/ccd/b/ee/ff. The rhythn is irregular. "Room" in
line 7 and "who" in line 8 provide some internal rhymes. P
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The abnve is epproximately what I want in the way of criticism and commentary,
as well as any persnnal remarks you might have. This is how I intend to analyze

future pnems, unless you can suggest better ways ~f doing poetic eritique. D.R.D.
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(eontinued from page 4)

the hunter's eues was rather frightening. It seemed that man has not yet left his
beastly ancestsry behind. I see nothing wrong with killing for foand or in self de-
fense, but unwenton slaughter in search of a "kick" i1s rather unsettling. The nnly
redeeming feature in this cese 1s that the authorities require thet all meat be
brought out for human consumptinn. Sounds too me like an attempt to calm a con-
sclence, but at least prevents the hunting from being 2 totel waste.

I suspect that
just having read a large number of Cordwainer Smith stories was at least partially
responsible for my reaction to the film, I continually thought of the underpenple
and the empathy Smith evoked between them and the reader.

"The Dead Lady of Clawn
Town" is probably the most moving Smith story I have read to date, and belongs to
the relatively short list of science fiction which as effected or impressed me on
an emotional rether than, or as well as, an intellectual level. Others would pro-
bebly be, "Flowers for Algernon," Igrd of Lipht, Brain Wave, 4 Canticle for Leibo-
witz, and Delany's "The Star Pit" and "Corona". There are others, but these come
most immediatly t»n mind,..,.

After hearing, second hand, that Star Trek was definitly
cancelled I thought it relative merits would soon becrme a dead issue. It seens,
however, that the letter writing campain paid off, for I have an article by Cynthia
Lowry in the Columbug Evening Dispatch for Feb, 20 which says in part, ",..Star
Trek fans, who have been writing letters and picketing network headquerters to keep
the show from being cancelled, may now relex.

"The program has definitly been included in NBC's 1968-1969 schedule and, pro-
viding sponsers cen be found, will be amrng the survivors next September.“

Thet still
left some room for doubt, but I had been earlier led t» believe thet the sponsers
were in favor of continuing the show...something to the effect that it cost them
slightly mnre to reach eeck 1,000 viewers but that it was considered a "quelity"
audience (whatever that may be) and they were willing t» pay the extre.

The next day
the morning paper carried & wire service story with the following, ",..Returning
to the schedule after NBC recieved thousands of letters protesting its possible can-
cellation is 'Star Trek', the science fictinn series starring William Shatner.
"In an effort to attrect a larger audience, the netw-ork will shift the series
from Fridays at 8:30 t» Moncays at 7:30 pm."

I'm g1ed that they changed the day, but
can't say that I'm particularly happy with the earlier time alnt, Theat seems to do
it for another year anyway. I hope the show imprnves next sees-n to e print where
it doesn't require annther cammaign to save it. Otherwise, I wnhuld feel that it de-
served a mercy-killing, It's current level leaves s'mething to be desired from my
point of view...

In recent yeers, science fiction has been recngnized at en ever in-
creasing rate by people outside of the field., Syracuse University, The University
of Migslssippi, The University of Califnrnia, and The University of Weshington have
2ll begun collections of science fiction meterials of one s-rt or annther. Now,
The Ohio State University here in Columbus hes token a big step in this directinn
with the ecquisition of ome of the largest and most c-mplete science ficti~n mag-
ezine collectiong in the world.

In mid-March of 1967 the 09U Libraries recieved from
Gollectors Book Store in Hollywnod the discription of a eosllecti-n of science fic-
tisn magazines which contained everything indexed by Day end MIT, This collectinn
ammounted to some 3,430 megazines, and carried@ a price tag of $10,200., A4fter pass-
ing through varisus chennels, the informetion reached The Department of Rare Books
and Special Collections where the wheels were set in motion toward the eventual pur-
chase. The entire project almost met with disaster when it was realized that there
were no funds available for the esteblishment of special collectinns for the next
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Year or two. In an attempt to discover the interest in the aquisition of the cod ¢
llectian several professors in vaerisus departments were contacted, and a note was
sent to the Central Ohio Science Fiction Society.. When the grouv of professors
dlearned that the enllectinn might be passed up in spite ofvtheir.extremely favorable
reactinn, they menaged to nbtain the necessary funds through their departments and
the Counell of Graduate Students. Thisg money was oresented tn the University Lihra-
ries with the stipulation that the magazine conllectiaon be purchesed and a specisl
collection of science fiction be esteblished.

A h On Mzy 10th, 1967 Dr. Joseph Katz of
the English Department had the following to say about the new collectinn., It is ex~
cernted here with Ir. Katz's kind permission, and as an indicatisn of the ~utlonk
held by those invnlved with the collection at the university.

«..let me begin by offering my cnangratulations ta the
Library: and ta those respongible for acquiring the major cn-
1lectinn of science fictinn magazines that nccasi~n these
remarks. ‘It took wisdom, decisiveness, and a high degree of
daring tn moke-this ourchase. Thrt deserves admiratinn.
The aquisiti~n is major because the history nf modern
science ficti-n is almrst completely to be found in these
perindicnls. Science fiction has its ro-ts in certain 1it-
erary works thet we penerally would not include in the genre...
((Dr. Katz here outlines the histnry »f the field which is
familiar to the readers of this article, end thus ~mmited. JA4))
«oowhan it is gnne, it epprnaches the heighta establi-
shed by Hawthorne and Poe. . Ray Bradbury, L. Sprague DeCamp,
Lester Lel Rey, Thendore Sturgenn, C.S. Lewis, a2nd more--all
writers of science fiction with a cleim tn study as literszture.
The record of science fictian t5 be found in thnge perindicles
we now pregerve is a classic record Af o sub-literary genre
that is attracting attention as gnnd 1literature worthy of study,
and~-2lways better--of reading, We have nne of the very few
cnllectinng thet can gerve as the nejor eire of gseverel suthor-
itative works on science fiction, and that is worth talking and .
writing ab-ut.,. :
Sinwe that date, the Library has been making an effrrt t»
update thr collection with these merazincs published since the cut-off cate of the
MIT index, and tn fill the few minor geps in the bulk ~f the enllectinn. They hove
recieved their first order »f grme 200-250 hardcover novels end collectinng, and the
lang term gozl 1s tn nbtain British end fmerican first ecditinns of all science fic-
tion harcenvers. Their first order even ineluded the prize of a frist British ed-
ition of The Time Machine. The library is now becinning to neeotiate for the acqui-
sition of another ~f the larpest collectinng ~f seience fictinn materiels in the
wirld, including a vast number ~f fanzines. The latest vroject is that »f the es=
tablishment of a menuscript depository.

It is believed by 211 involved that the in-
trests of rescarch (and it must be natec that the science fictinn collection is !
classified as rew research materinsl duc t- the relatively smell emmount ~f aschnlerly
work that has been céane in the field) will be test served by a eollection which in-
cludes bith the manuscript and published f-rms for eagy aceess and comparison. The
more centralized the preservatisn nf science fiction bec mes, the more fruitful will
Pe critical and historicel efforts. The Chin State University has taken a stride
toward the position ~f primery depository and preserver of science fictinn and would
like nothing better than tn become the center for sclence fiction. scholarship. |

Speeific informati-n about the enllection or Gueations concerning research nr
donation of manuscrints or meterial can Be addressed to me, or to the library,

John Ayntte Department of Rare Banks and Speciel Cnllectinng
1121 Fauline Ave. Ohio State University Libraries
Columbus, Chin 4322/ ~ Golumbus, Ohin 43210
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I recieved some rather discrncerting news from Leland Sapirn the nther day. It
seems that Riverside Quarterly is in serious financial trouble, and that unless he
gets more financial support in the form of subscriptions he will be forced to fold,
When you consider the fact thet he lost some $13C on the last issue alone ynu can
appriciate his problem. I feel that RY deserves to be rescued, for thr-ugh 1ts haze
of esotriecism ecrmes much gond materisl. It is really the only consistant snurce of
gerious (not in the derngitory sense srmetimes atteched to the word) analysis and
discussion of science fictinn which I have found. The material found in RQ is much
more detailed than the mags of reviews found in The Austirailien Science Fietion
Review, and t» my way of thinking mrre int-resting (though of necmssity less timely).
A1] those with a serious interest In science fiotion as literature should send for
Riverside Querterliy. Write Leland Sapiro, Box 47 University Station, Regina, Canada
for rates and further infarmation.

It's getting dnwn t» that time when people begin
to think abrut the next set of Hugn's. As a matter ~f fect the deadline for n-min-
ations is the 15th »f April. Some of my pers-nal choices this year, off the top ot
my head without any effort to go beyond mem-
ory, woadd bee..

NOVELS—Lord of Light
The Einstein Intersectinn
Soldier Ask Not
Flowers for Algernon

NOVELETTES AND SHORT STORIES (I'm m~t ab-ut to
go back naw and check the lengths)
—-"Ceryna" Delany F&SF
"The Star Pit" Delany WOT
"iye end Gommora" Delany Dangerous
Visions

"Riders of the Purple Wage'! Fermer
Dengernus “7isions

"Hawksbill Stetinn" Silves : GAL

"Damnation Alley" Zelazny Get:

PRCFESSIONAL ARTIST
—~Caughan, agaln...
Morrow's work has declined in quality
Bode has b-gun to grow »n me, but mnot
that much yet
Iehr has had some nice PB covers, but
is it ennugh?

MAGAZINE
—-Galexy is my choice this year
If is secnnd
F&SF 1is third
and nnthing else degerves to be con-
sidered.

TRAMATIC FPRESENTATION
--Some enisode nf Star Trek will probably
win, but I can't think of any that
really deserve it, or should be sin-
geled out as renresenting good vis-
ual SF, No Award 1s my choice.
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This is going to be kind of a lousy speech because speaking isn't something I
do very well, One thing though, I won't be able to look at you as I deliver this
stuff because I've got a whole lot that requires timing and must be read like a
piece of music.

I bring you greeting from Dartmouth College-~I was there over the weekend. Not
for the money, I was just foocling around out there, Anyway, I told them where I was
coming and how many books you hads..e2nd they were sick. They don't even have their
first million yet.

I live on Cape Cod and the only way you can get to Columbus, Chio, from Hyane
nis, Mass., is through Washington, D.C, (This is the sort of information I'm going
to pack my speech with this afternoon.) In the Vashington airport I met Governor
Rorney. He and I were in adjacent...stalls (really, I did meet Romney) and I said,
"Hello, Governor," and he said, %Hello." He smiled and shook my hand and I said,
"Good luck, Governor." He said, ™*Thank you very much. Uhere are you from?® I
said, "I'm from Massachusetts.," JAnd he said that it was one of his favorite states
and talked about cranberries, I told him I was going to Ohio and he said that that
was another of his favorite states. When I told him I'd been born in Indianapolis,
he said that it was a nice clean tomMeass

I tried to make up, without offending anyone, a non-sectarian prayer for this
occasion. I looked at the program and there weren't the customary religious people
on it. DNone of you will get into trouble by accompanying and praying along with me
if you want to. If you're not religious, you can just sit there and fidget and look
5illy while I pray.

C Lord, we have with great labor accurmlated two willion volunes.

Grant that all of us gathered here will live long enough to read and under-
stand them all,

Amen.

I'm flabbergasted to be present at an occasion like this. This is one of the
few times I've been treated as a growm-up and I'm two years older than Chekhov when
he died and one year older than F, Scott Fitzgerald vhen he died. I might suggest
that T'm a mouldy fig. One reason I am flabbergasted to be here is that I'wm a
drop-out..sI'm 2 drop-out's drop-out, I think, I have dropped out of Cornell Uni-
versity, Butler College, Carnegie Tech, the University of Tennessee, and the Univer-
sity of Chicagos I sort of think I'11 go to night school sonevhere...just to keep
my hand in it. I think that one of the most moving things about universities these
days is how often they invite drop-outs back to speak. I've wondered why this
should be and one reason is that a drop-out can tell absolutely everything he knows
in less than an hour..,. He can't possibly go overtime.

I must confess that the whole time I was at universities, I was frightened of
libraries. I didn't want to go into them, I got my books from the bus stationscs
It would be far more proper if I were here today to dedicate a new Greyhound bus
stations It was in bus stations, of course, that I discovered D. H. Lawrence and
Henry Hiller. One time in Indianapolis when I was an adolescent-~three vears ago=-
there was a little movie house there called the "Cozy." It was an olcd parking lot
with a piece of canvas stretched over it. They showed what were supposedly dirty
movies, There was one lurid poster out in front asking questions about this woman
vho dared all and a man who dared all., I went in and it wes "Criwe and Punishment®
with Peter Lorre and Edward Arnold., I learned something.

Despite being a drop-out, I've had wany honors come to me latelyww-one of which
was teaching at the University of Iowa for two vears. I was rather 2larmed when I
went out there--~you know, how wouléd it be to face students with no education? They
nad education; I had none. So I talked to a friend and he said, "Just don't tell
1€ 'al¥in thesfirstehour. e/ el "L did ‘tel ¥ 3t al T in. thetfirst Rolr--I toldit
all in three minutes, I just shot evervthing, I knew, and they wanted more.as

Anyway, what I gave avay in three minutes (I was teaching how to write incid-
ently)--what I did in three minutes and what I propose to do for you is to give the
clearest, maost complete course in the short story ever offered in America. There
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will be no charge for this, beyond the fantastic amount of money I'm getting al-
readye.ss This is sort of show and tell...life is show and tell, really, now that I
think about it.ee This is an invention, 2as far as I knowses

What is a short story? Tell, first we draw this axis here, the vertical axis,
This up here is good fortune, and this is lousy fortune. OK? Now we draw this
axis. That's the course of the story, This is the beginning of the story and this

GOOD FORTUNE
B'Ms\(xw&a.s

9:3\”--\"\3 End

Johraom
LOUSY FORTUNE

is the end of the story. 4Anybody uho hasn't had math can just leave. Now you take
the leading character where he starts, If he's Bobby Kennedy he's up here. If he's
Romney he's about here., If he's Johnson hel!s there. You can start him anywhere.

The simplest, most popular story, which has been told again and again and
again, is'“The Man in a Hole." You can tell this story as often as you want--peo~
Ple never get tired of it. If you have a perfectly ordinary guy walking down the
street at noon, not thinking about anythins, and he falls into a hole, that's
fortunes He's down below the line, He struggles to get up out of the hole, finally
makes it, and is a 1little happier when he is finished, He's faced something and
survived, That's "Man in a Hole.?

The next story is a sine curve. (The last was esthetically a swoop and has
apparently satisfied people since the beginning of time. The ‘next story is "Boy
Gets Girl, Loses Girl, Gets Girl." It doesn't have to be "zirl,® The well-knowm
Russian version is "Boy Gets Tractor, Loses Tractor, Gets Tractor." dnyway, it's
the rise and fall pattern, simply called "Boy Gets Girl." It could be anything.
His luck is lousy, then it gets good again., e

If you are writing for an upper middle class maga--no, there's no such thing.
If you are writing for a widdle class megazine, you start iwith people on a higher
level. You can't sell a story to Cosmopolitan that starts with anybody poor or
disagreeable. If it's "Boy Meets Girl," there's an ordinary guy..e.and boyl he
meets this neat girl. He's terribly happy.: It's the best thing that ever happened
to hims And damn it, he loses her. Then he gets her back and lives happily ever
after. That can just go on up.
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It is the sine curve--~it's a swoop.
likes this swoop.

The most popular story ever told is
I'1l draw it for you. Cinderella starts
the house is getting dressed upes. It's
that,

going to give you this, that, and this,"

It's the nature of the human mind that it

UCinderella.® Vhy this is nobody lmows,
very low, It's just lousy——everybedy in
really her house--shel!s been done out of

She has to dress everybody up in fine clothing and then they tell her to be
sure and clean behind the toilet while they go to the party.
along down here and the Fairy Godmother comes and says, “0h, you poor kid,

She is really buaping
I'n
You know, all that stuff is accumulating.

She goes to the party with 211 this stuff and dances with the prince and...bong,

bong, bong, it's midnight and she's right back down to the bottom again. She's
treated badly again and the prince comes along and tries the slipper on her and she
lives happily ever after. That's infinity. She'!s infinitely happy after that. Of
course, that's vhy "My Fair Lady® was such a success.

Now you take the Kafka story, "The Metamorphosis,® where you already have the
lousiest guy in the lousiest familv situwation at the very beginning of the story.
Then he turns into a cockroach,..

OK, that's what I taught at Towasss Since I've become rich and famous, actu-
ally in about the last eight months, many people have been curious about wy sex
life, I've attempted to describe it to them and then I found out that Cosnopolitan

had already covered it very well..,., So I read to you from the pages of Tosmonoli~
tan. They told recently what kind of man makes the best lover. Brokers are dis-

cussed, and gangsters, and all sorts of people.

Here it is, "The men with the delicate egos: creative types--actors, artists,
vriters," It starts out, "Kinsey's statistics show that artists sublimate their
sex drives more than most other men." That's true, I do... "In general, all crea-
tive types are a nuisance to women. They are usually selfish, egotistical, temper-'
amental, and gloomy when you are gay. They are also inclined to be poor, at least
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in the beginnings of their careers. If an artist becomes successful, he'll proba-
bly toss aside the nistress or wife who drudged through his cold water flat days
and take up with a 'social butterfly! better suited to his improved station,™

Well, this happened to me. I've told both my wife and wy mistress to beat it.
M"Though artists are supposed to lead free and easy sex lives, their antics seem as
naive as a game of post office compared to the goings-on in the business world." I
know this is a fact. I worked for General Electric for three years, and God, it
was an orgy. It's a wonder they produce amithingeee

"Writers, although they can be charming, intelligent, well-bred, and well-mean
ing, once you get them in bed, writers are poor bets as lovers. Why? Theirs is
the hardest and most discouraging work there is. A1l thdt typingi" Exclamation.
"Because writing is sedentary, indoor work, its practitioners are usuvally pale,
shallow, and out of shape physically. They drink too much black coffee and smoke
too many cigarettes, and so a disproportionately high number are dyspeptic.®
Cough, coughi "Writers develop strong tastes for convenience fdeds such as canned
soup and chile, processed cheese and instant coffee. They know nothing about women
and sexually are the most repressed men in the world. If you meet 2 writer you find
attractive...” (Now, I'm going to read this twice.,) Y,..be prepared to make the
overtures, or at least arrange for him to show initiative in a way that tells him
he cannot miss. His ego gets all the shellacking it can take from those rejection
slips and he is not going to risk being turned dovn by you. A writer saves his
best sexuval fantasies for the printed page and will not dissipate or test them in
real life..." ©Now there's a very good line couing up here and it's from a wowan's
magazine that circulates everywhere, and it!s also by Ernest Hemingway so it must
be all right. I don't see how anybody could take offense with it. "Ernest Heminge
way once said, 'If you wake love while you are working on a novel, you are in danger
of leaving the best parts in bed,!™ So that'!s why I live the way I do. She goes
on and finally says that gangsters and businessmen are both better lovers., I'm
sure they are--it!s OK with n€.se

One thing she left out was how dirty authors get--physicall; dirty. One reason
I came here is I'm lonesome, I have no business associates. There's no reason to
see anyone but the mailwan, His name is lialcolin Adams--he's all right..e You de=-
teriorate, forget what day it is. It's like being in solitary. You forget to
bathe and just get filthy. A free lance author just stinks sometimes. He's lost
track and can't tell if it's the Fourth of July or Christmas,

About drop-outs. One of the most famous attendees here was James Thurber. He
did something that I aduire very much. He stopped going to classes and just read
what he liked from the library. Then he uwent to New York and did things the entire
nation admired. 7You have started to build menorials to him, and I'm glad.

Your two-million volume... (It would have been nice if it could have becen
Thurber--there must have been a debate on the subject.) I'm startled that your
two millionth volume was Don Quixote. I'd thought that 1as one of the first books
you would have potten. It makes me wonder if youfve got an umabridged dictionary.es
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Arocher good book would be Huckleberry Finness

When I heard that you had two willion volumes, I immediately wondered, "Oh,
my God, what do you suppose the dirtiest book in there is?® I'm sure you've won-
dered too..s The greatest book is Ulysses, the noblest The Brothers Karamazov, the
most effective is Catcher in fuie Rye, the most important book is Death on the Ln=
stallment Plan, the most popular book is Valley of the Dolls. Why? You would say
it was sex., Lots of people have thought that to write a sexy book is an easy way
to make a lot of money but it hasn't worked out that way. Henry lMiller has written
probably the sexiest book in your library, Ihe Resy Crucifixion. You can't write a
sexier book than that but it doesn't sell well. So there is something more to it
than sex. There is 2 publisher named Bernard Guise ((?)) (who is more and more
talked of) who figured out how %o write best sellers. He commissioned Jacqueline
Susanne to write one, which was The Valley of the Dolls. He commissioned a friend
of mine to write one which has just come out. It's called The Exhibitionist. Vhat
Guise figured out was that you needed sex-~he gave instructions to his writers: sex
every twenty pages, a conventional novel but it must be about somebody in show busi-
ness. Valley of the Dolls is based on rumors of Judy Garland's life. The Carpet-
baggers is based on rumors of Howard Hughes' life. Of course, he's on the edge of
show business,

This is the key thing. The people who buy these beoks are quite touching,
They are very lonesome members of our society. They are generally office girls,
with very little reason to speak to anyone else. Vhen you get a book like The Car-
petbaggers or Valley of the Dolls or eventually The Exhibitionist out--when vou get
enough copies out~~these z£irls will mneet each other on subways and in cafeterias,
"0h, are you reading this? Yhere are you?" "She just..." Mell, wait till you
get to the part where he..s" It's a way of saying hello, It's a rather touching
product of our society. These books are not bought to be read, particularly.
They're not found fo be titillating. They are a very cheap club fo join as a way
to say hello to somebody else. Those books, incidentally, using the Guise formula
are ceasing to sell., Some new clue to best sellers is going to have to be discov-
ered but he's made a great deal of woney. Vhy he got into this business in the
first place was to create books to sell to the paperback houscs, This is where the
big money is. There are five paperback houses--five large ones~-and each one must
have a big, important book every month. So this is sixty books a year for which
the paperback houses pay a lot of money. It is well over one hundred thousand
dollars--frequently three, four, or five hundred thousand dollars. A friend of
mine has so far made, on a book that just came out, a hundred and fifty thousand
dollars, Which is very nearly thrce Hobel prizes. That's pretty good, isn't 1t?
It took him twenty weeks to write it. His book is based on rumors, absolutely un-
founded of Henry and Jane Fonda. You simply start with the idea that there is an
actor with a beautiful ‘daughter who is an actress. Then you play with that but
you never say they're the Fondas--you don't even research the Fondas. The reader
feels subliminally that she is getting the inside dope on them. I think that the
Fondas are going to sue~-I hcard that they were. T

About Nobel Prizes. Until Steinbeck came along, every American Nobel Prize
winner vas a drop-out,. X

This is not a very bookish country, actually. ZEven in high school English
departments. ]

Faulkner was a heavy ‘drinker, so was Fitzgerald, so am T. _ Ernest Hemingway
blew his head off with a shotgun. Somerset liaugham was rumored to be a homosexual ,
so was Oscar Wilde., I've got a cousin who's houosexual. He isn't a writer--he
sells wide-track Pontiacs, But I do expose mysclf in departuent stores... T have
this raincoat.,.these chopped-off trouser legs sewed into the hew of the raincoat

here...and I have shirt cuffs., I keep the raincoat zipped up and I have a whistle
on a chain underneath, nothing else, I go into the department storecs where these
girls, brides to be, are just picking out their ratterns~-crvstal, silver, and all
that. They're there with the uothers and aunts and everyone, and T come in. You
lmow, they are not used to having wen come in there anyway and sort of all look at
me and wonder vhat I'w doing. I pull out the whistle and blow it as loud 2s I can,
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then I throw open the raincoat...then I run like hell.,. For you who are going to
write about me after I'm dead, that's one of the things I do.

Another thing I do is invent new religions because it seems to me that the old
ones have failed so terribly. Christendom seems very cruel and greedy to me. I
have, before setting out to invent new religions, wondered if there was any way to
put 2 blow-out patch on Christianity. So I did think about it some and I was teach-
ing the short story at the same time and I realized that the only reason that Chris-
tendom was so mean is that the Christ story is very badly told. What we can do
about this, I don't know, but it teaches, now, the wrong lesson. It teaches every-
one to be kind and merciful yet we have savagery and greed among all Christian
nations. (They are the most warlike of all nations.) The way the Christ story goes,

he way it is told, there is this man who appears to be a nobody with no important
connections, so they kill him for amusement the way they killed other bums to pass
the time. J4nd good heavensi it turns out that he was terribly well-connected. You
know, the damn fools just killed the governor's son.

This is a bitter lesson to teach people because we infer that before you mess
around with a bum you make really sure he has no connections. This is what Christ-
ians do now. They're very careful before they bop somebody because . .they remember
vhat happened uhen they did it to Christ. The story should be, I think, that Christ
is an ordinary bum from Skidrow who people regard as being utterly worthless and he
has no connections. He is just another hum2n being and they crucify him. In the
last second of his life the heavens open up, God comes down and adopts him, makes
him his son with all the powers of God, and there is just going to be hell to pay.
God warns everybody that every time they kill a bum he's going to come dowm and do
this and those guys are going to be as powerful as he is, Now I call that effective
religion~-the old one hasn't worked. Vhat we need is to doctor the gospel just
5lightly. We can do this by planting some scrolls aroundeae.

0K, that's about all I know and I've told it to you in well under an Hour as
a drop-out should. I used to know some chemistry-~that's what I was, a chemistry
major--and I've forgotten it., During the depression my father said I could go to
college only if I studied something sensible, which he thought was chemistry. I
don't think he ever knew what it was like. So I went to Cornell and studied chem-
istry for three years there. It turned out to be a very nice break because as a
result every time I approached a work of art T approached it not for credit, but for
pleasure and relief, TVhen I got to Towa and saw the reading list that English profs
were requiring students to go over, I was appalled (and was not surprised, after
seeing this list, that .ericans hate books and cenerally do not read after they
leave college-~books sell very poorly in this country). 4 college professor will
give a student in a junior class...this week we read War and Peace, next week uwe
read }Moby Dick, the week after that we read Portrait of the Artist, after that we
read Madame Bovary, after that The Great Gatsby. after r thal Crime and Punishment,
after that Remembrance gf Things Past. Tuanks a hell of a lot Prof. You know,
it's like going to the Metropolitan Nuseum -on a Harlcy~DavidSOn... Books were not
created for this. This is an obscenity. I doan't know what can be done about it.
Books were written to fill peoples! lives with pleasure. The normal reading list
is just hell, that's all.

. Tt!'s been mentioned that the book is becoming obsolete. I will tell zou why a
library is a sacred nlace and why the book must not become obsolete., You are in a
free society, and in order to be frec, we must have much new information cowing from
people facing life this very day. The cheapest way to do it is with a book. The
nuuber of people who are actuwally invelved is two or nossibly three, ordinarily:
the auvthor, the editor, and the editor's boss. It is a simwle thing. Any time you
are going to do anything on film, vou're talking about hundreds of thousands of
dollars., Ancd properly so, it's going to be run by a committee. The book will re~
main the method by which individual human beings may record their experiences, The
rest vill be committee expression, Those are interesting--so's a VWaring blender.

My motives for writing are utopian. I want oy country to be afhat it promises
to be and what it can easily afford to be, It can be a wuch better country. I am
enraged with the condition it is in nowe I don't give a damn if pot is legalized

(continued ~n pege 46) 4|
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Much literary criticism in science fiction circles tends to be subjective and
thus fairly useless except as an affirmation or denial of o particular prejudice or
a particular taste. I would like to suggest that the same kind of eriticsl strat-
egies uged by professional critics and scholars are applicable to science fiction,
These methods tend to be more objective and thus perhaps more useful than what some~
times passes for eriticism in some fanzines. '

First it might be helpful to make a distinction between twn types of criticisnm,
the first being evaluative and the second descriptive. Evaluative criticism makes
a value judgement; it tries to judge the goodness or badness in a particular work
of art cor set up standards for doing sn. On the other hand, descriptive criticism
tries to discover the what rather than the hoy gged of a pnem, story, or novel. It
is an attempt to understand rather then an attempt to pass judgement. Most critics
(among them, T.S. Eliot) feel that descriptive criticism is the superior kind since
it tends to be more concerned with the fact and substence than with value and in-
terpretatinn. Nevertheless, evaluative criticism hes its place in the scheme of
things when it is done well. At worst, it is simply a book review that praises or
condemns on the basis of persnnel vreference. A4t best, it is a judgement based on
clearly defined criteria, and this has its own special value since criteria, care-
fully presented, are reelly a definition of the genre to which the member belongs.
Thus the reader can see, in good evaluative criticism, that judgement proceeds from
8 certain view of what science fictinn is, and this is of immense velue if one in-
tends tn agree or disagree in an intellipent way.

Let me now suggest e tentative approach, largely evaluative, that might lead to
a more careful analysis by nthers. It is based upon Lristotle's eriteria for tra-~
gedy in his Poetics arf in a smaller way upon & discriptive system of criticism by
Kenneth Burke in 4 Grammer of Iintives. :

Aristotle's six criteria have been widely discussed in the last two thousand
years, and they have been applied to all sorts of non-tragic mimetic forms, forms
that did not exist in Aristotle's time. Let us Inok at these criteria once again:
Plot, Character, Diction, Thought, Spectacle, Song. The last is largely inapplic-
able frr sclence fiction but the first five are clearly useful. ILet me discuss them
one by one, first in respect to iristotle's original meaning and then in respect to
qualificatinns that c-uld be useful in evaluating science fiction.

Plot, for Aristotle, ment a number of things, some of which are pertinent here.
First of all, plot involves the idea that a story must have a beginning, a middle,
and an end, the first being defined as a situation or action that needs no antece-
dent conditions to be understond, the second being defined as ® situation which de-
pends on antecedent conditinng and alsn leads to further actimn, anc the third be-
ing defined as that .which completes what has been started by res»lving the central
conflict. Plot also means a sequence of events within this three part frame that
are related by cause and effect; thet is to sey, they produce each nther and thus
effect a logical cnherence. A corollary to this is thet a plot must deal with the
"necessary and probable," and not with events that in their sequence seem to vinlate
the laws o»f causality. The "necessary and probahle" lead, in lristotle's view, to
a concern with the typical, and therefore with .the truth of human life in general
terms. 2

& few comments now about the aoplication of these criteria to science fiction:
first, the beginning of the plot is of special importance since it often introduces
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the reader tn enother time, another vlece, an alien society, nr all of these. The
"dommé!] if skillfully handeled, provides a basis ¢f belief upon which the middle and
the end are predicated. ' If badly handeled, it mekes the resulting action seem im-
probable, a wild fantasy rather than a science fictiosn story. 4 nnvel that begins,
for example, with an atomic blast that shatters the hern and then reassembles him in
annther dimension five millinn years in the future does not lead the intelligent
reader into an interesting wnrld of imeges and idens; 1t alienates him with cliches,
vagueness, and improbabilty. 4nd this leacs to the principle of causality, an im-
portant enngideratinn since science fictinn usually deals with scientific, technic-~
al, or socioclogicel problems, nr some other reasonably serious aspect of civilized
life either now or in the future. A reasnnoble treatment ~f stich subjects mesnsg a
certain plausibility, a sense that the auther's extrepolations are at least prss-
ible, and pleusibility demands in turn a sense of cause and effect as far as plot
structure 1s conccrned. Science ficti-n readers will no longer swallnaw a story a-
bout an intergalectic war that is precipitated by the kidnapping of en Andr-medean
princess, or a race of gilant man-ecating grasshnppers that appear mysterinusly in the
Arizone desert twn years after a series »f at-mic tests were eonducted thera,

Character 1s defined by Aristntle as "that which reveals moral purpese, show-
ing what kind of things a man chooses or avoids," ZLater on he 2lso mentions pro-
priety, realism, and consistancy as important aspects bf cheracterizaetion., It ig
true that the mocern concept of character tends in fictisn to be somewhat broader
than Aristotle has nutlined, This mey be due partly to Freud, Jung, end nthers who
have developed elabarate thenries of personality end partly to the fact that man's
scope of aperetinn and the magnitude of his learning are son much grester now then
they were two thousand yeers ago. In science fiction, hawever, the aristatelian
idea nf morality is perhaps still the central one as far as character is concerned.
The hero's ability to seperate gnod from evil, tn search his ~un soul, and to main-
tain his own integrity are often the mnst c¢omplex and dramatic problems of all,
throun as he is into a new world, a strange ¢imension, or an alien technolongy whers
there are no certain traditirns to guide him. In Blish's 4 Case of Conscience, in
Vonnegut's Player Pilann, in Simek's City, in Lewis's Perclancra, in Miller's & Can-
ticle for Leibowitz, end in Zelazny'!s Damnation 4lley, the centrel problem for the
hero is a moral one. He must always define himself by chonging the right path in a
world filled with strange wonders, confusions, and deceptinns. Perhaps one of the
differences between an nld space opera by Edmund Hamilton and a mndern novel by
Heinlein of Walten Miller is precisely this--the morel dimensinna nf the centrel
characters. In Hemilton's The Star Kings, for exanmple, there is only a simple ed-
venture story. The good guys are good and the bad puys are bad; the hero makes no
real moral nr ethical decisions, since hils sterestype hes in a sense already mede
them befrre the st~ry begins. I believe then that the guestion of how men should
behave in nther worlds of experience is an importent one in science fictinn.

in important quelification is necessery at this point. Aristotle points nut
that "without action, there cenn-t be tragedy; there may be without character.”
Thus character in the aristotelian view is not neerly as impnrtant as plot--the se—
quence of actisns., Since the end of the nineteenth century, the n vel seems tn have
moved away from this emphasis; plot has become elmnst secondary to character. For
instance, in Lawrence Durrell's Alexandrisn Quartette, events are not linked by time
sequence or by cause and effect so much as they are joined by the suthor's desire to
complete the puzzle of humen personelity, to examine different penple from different
points of view. Science fiction, on the other hand, stays closer t~ Lristotle.
Mnst science fiection is absut Things and their effect upon someone Or some snciety
or group of societies, Things are the subject; people are the -bject. It is into
things—mechines of wer, time travel devices, strange planets, strange creatures,
peculier social structures, new concepts of time and dimensinn, space ships, under-
water cities, theories of lenguege or psychnlogy-~thet science fietisn writers pour
most of their love and ~riginelity. The centrel concern is elweys larger then any
individual, even though everything may be seen through the eyes nf & single charac-
ter. I heve never resd a science fietinn novel which weg first and foremost a
"character novel" in which actions and ideas arise nut nf the hero's personality and
point of view, a novel, for example, like Hesse's Demian, Salinger's The Catcher in
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The Rye, or Henry Millev's Ironig of Caprieorn. In Pgrelandca, the problem of good
and evil and the salvation of innocence are clearly more important than who in part-
lcular Ransom is or what effect hls adventures have upon him. In The Voyage of The
Soace Beagle, the central emphasis 1s on the nature of the various  beasts and how
they and other problems may be overcome through "nexialism," a philogophy based upon
the synthesis of all philosophical and technical systems of thought, and not on the
problems or gensibilities of any one person,

" Thus even skillfully handled characterlzatlons in sclence fiction tend to be
something less than profound. But »f course all genres have their limitations; 1n
fact it might even be said that the limitations of a genre are what define it or
set it off from others. And so, just as it 1s unfair to critieclse & novel of fant-
agy for being unscientific, so it is also unfair to criticise a science fiction
novel for characters that fall short of Faulkner, Durrell, Thomas Mann, or Dosto-
evski.

Very briefly, let me suggest the drift of the next two criteria, diction and
thought, The flrast is perheps the most difficult to discuss, since each work of
fiction defines its own world and demends a certain kind of language that 13 per-
havs different from that of any other work. But generally perhaps it is useful to
point out that diotion is bad when languapge calls attention to itself rather than
to what it is trying to convey. In gond fiction language should be graceful but
largely unobtrusive, a olear glass through which the reader sees some sort of ex-
perience, Thnught refers to the expository crntent of a atory; it is the philo-
sophical import of a work of flctinn teken as a whole. Thought is another criterion
that marks a difference between an adventure story and a novel: one is simply col-
orful and exciting; the other has imolications that gn beynnd the explieit actinn.

Spectacle, the least important criterion in Aristotle's view, is a major factor
in secience fictinn. The scene against which actinn occurs is often as important
ag the action itgelf. In Walter Miller's Crucifixus Etiam, it is clear-.that the
Martian landscape establishes both the mood--an empty, windswept deanlation——and the
problem: how is it possible to remain human and hopeful in-a land where most human
activities are impossible, where freedom is gone, ard where one's lungs slowly with-
" er away to useless vestiginl sacs? Aristotle thought in terms ~f scenes that were
familiar tn almost everyone either by traditinn ~r by personel ﬁbservatiﬁn, but in
modern fiction, selence fictinn in particuler, the special or unique gqualities ~f a
particular secene are crucial in that they tend to contrnl the development of the
story.

Iet me push thias idea of Spectacle or scene a bit further.. Kenneth Burke, a
brilliant American critic and philosopher, suggests thet there is a2 svecial rele-
tionship between action and scene, which he calls the "Act-Scene Ratin." This is
a part of his "Pentad H~f Terms"--Lct, Scene, Agent, Agency, Purpose--with which he
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feels he can explain asnalytically any work of art or any situation in life, In

4 Grammar of Motives he explains that act and scene are always in some way congruent
with each other: as one changes, so dnes the nther change. Or t» approasch it from
annther pnint of view, one might say that a particular scene implies a certein area
of action. 4 brief examination nf Roger Zelezny's Lemnatio-n Alley, a short sf novel
characterized by very strong action, shows this ton be true.

The Natinn of Calif-rnia at the beginning of the novel is & scene of militant
decay and loss nf power, a land hemmed in on all sides by fesr and uncertainty.
Apgainst such a scene, Tanner, the ggent, can only act in a negative way: he tries
to eseape, he surrenders, he allnws himself to be forced into an agreement, and he
prevents his brother from driving into Damnatinn Alley., Generally, Tanner is acted
upon more then he is able to nct himself. But when the geene changes to Damnation
Alley, & stormy, radioective wasteland filled with monsters, tornadoes, and vieious
motoreycle gangs, the quality of Tanner's acts undergoes a profound change. His
acts are apain againgt the scene, but now he, the agent, has a new agency to magni-
fy the power of his acts over this new scene, a scene which is not militant »r cal-
culeting, but only mindlessly hnstile., His egency, en armrured car laden with an
amazing battery of offensive and defensglve weapons, serves him well in a number ~f
adventures., Thus his internal. violence, confined in The Nation »f California by
limited agencies and the lews of the scene, moves ~utward to a gcene where there
are no laws and where his agency 1s infinitely more powerful. In all this there is
a kind of fulfillment of Tanner. He is now the complete adventurer, an agent per-
fectly suited to his scene. This fulfillment means for him a rest, 2 stopping
plece where in his own mind he can view his 1ife and wmder where next he might gn.
He thinks. He tecomes aware ~f things he has never been aware of before. Graodu-
ally the vpurpoge »f his adventures changes. &t first he seeks only the gratifica-
tion of his senses and the avaidence ~f paln no metter what it costs others. Tn-
ward the end, however, he is trying to save lives. He disoovers thet acts »f des-
truction, inspired by a hnstility toward almnst everything ~utside his own person,
are not enough to give meaning to human life, . And a chaenge in 1life's mesning reans
a change in purpnse. And thus when Tanner comes to Bnston, which is essentially
the 0ld Cnlifornie scene in a new place, he ig able to respond differently; he is
able to chonose new acts to fit old scenes.

In this brief discussion »f Damnation 4Llley I have tried tn show two things.
First I have tried to show that Spectacle (scene), which Aristotle pesses off so
quickly, is crucially important in science ficti-n, "Terraln determines tactics,”
as Burke would say. Second I heve introducec en example »f descriptive rather than
evaluative ‘eriticism t~ suggest & contrest or alternztive for Lristotle's eriteria
for what a work »nf art -ught to be. Burke's Pentad nf Terms are not a way of es-
teblishing a hierarchy ~f values; they only serve zs a way of organizing and giving
names to the facts of life and art that lie before us, thus giving us a cleerer
sengse nf their interrelationships.

In this essay I heve been trying mainly to develop nne pnsslble apprnach for
evaluating science fiction stories and novels. Tn summarize: a science fiction
novel should have a well develnped beginning followed by a middle and en end; its
events should be linked as much a&s pnasible by cause and effect; it should thus
deal with what would seem mnst naturel and probable for thoge particular events.
Characters in science ficti-n sh-uld serve some moral purpnse (be they ghnd ar evil)
and they should have a certain consistency (or consistent inconsistency) in their
behavior; but nne should not expect even in great gcience fiction novels to find
characters that measure up tn the great cheracters in mainstream fiction. A4And fin-
ally, a secience fictinn story should have a literary style suited to its subject,

a meaning that goes beyond its actinn, and a fully developed 8pectacle or frame of
reference against which interesting events can take place.

The trouble with this fanzine is that it is always chenging rainbnws
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(continued from pege 41)

or not. I'm not afraid to say "shit" in pubiic,,but I ¢on't think 1t 19 a2 partice-
ulerly useful thing to do. I will not weep if we never g-t a man on the mron,
There, that's it. Everything I know...less than an hour.

(continued. from nage 33)

Mtytralian SF Review (that's three different kinds of fanzines, enough t0
satisfy nearly everynne. { .

FANWRITFRa-Tef, White seems a gnod choice, even if you d-n't agree with all he has to
say. Include Dick Geis and Harry Werner and Terry @arr to meke things interest-
ing.

FAN LRTIST-~ Rotgler, Chamberlzin, Barr, Fnster, and Lnvenstein, though I suppose
Gaughan should be included. He has done a2 vast emmount of fan work, but
should the fan award go to somenne whn is unquestionably a prn, even if he is
unquestinnably a fan as well? I don't know myself.

The 1list is far from what I wuld e21l ideal, but I haven't s&s down and recilewed

everything produced during the last year. I hope it sets anme penple to thinking ¢

though, for the mrre well thought out ballats, the better will be the final results.
.+sDiscovered an article by Ray Bredbury in the French magazine Lui f-r Feb.

1968, It is a sort of French Playboy. I suspect that it was a translation of snme-

thing that appeared over here first, for the copyright was held by Time, Life Inc.

I haven't had anyone translate it yet...

The well known British cartnonist and fan
artist Terry Jeeves reccently had & certnon in a British amature film makera magazine
which I get with some regularity. It se-ms he does quite a bit of professinnel work
with the eharacters he has used in Darroll Pardoe's les Spinge...

The Jeffergon Air-
plane song "Plestic Fantastic Lover" was recently intermerted by a friend »f mine
a8 being abnut ancdroids...

Saw a bar the nther day which was called Elricks...Hmmm
with that heafty doge of trivia I elnse another issue... >
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Mike Montgomery

21 Vashington St.
Denver, Colo. 80203
Jan, 6, 1968

Thanks very much for sending Kal. 2. I'm
loarning that I can actually like fan fiction,
a thing which I had previously thought almost
impossiblc.

I was really disappointed with your illus-
trations, with the exception of the cover and
Katuzin's interiors, There rcally wasn't that
much detail in the former though, but it did
look like 2 good layout. Katuzin is really ex-
ccllent, and it's quite worth it to eclectro-
stencil his art. Come on, Doug, Jyou can do a
lot bettor than that.

"A Knight For Merytha® wes very goods I
haven't yet read P®The Bells of Shoredan® but I
have read the other two in thc serics, This is
the best of the lot. It's been a while since I
read the other two, but as I remember, I lost
intercst after a bit of reading in thom,

Don D'Ammassals ™ ariations on a Toeme®
was intercsting. The style used secmed to flow
along more smoothly than anything else in the
issucs This type of thing seems ‘to be the
answer. to an article I read reccntly which said
that sf 3is running out of plots, That may be
true, but there are a lot of innovations that
can bec made on the same plot, as shown in Don's
effort,

((& surprising .number of pcople have claimed
to have rovised their position on fan fiction,
which is what I had in mind from the beginning.
Now I'm torn betwcen continuing my policy as of
last issue or relenting and publishing more
conventional fictione Just have to wait and
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see what happens.

As for sf running out of plots, tochnically there are relatively few basic
plots for all fiction. These plots can be modified and presented in an infinite
variety of ways, howevor. Thc problem is probably more onc of sf running out of
gimmicks for those basic plots to revolve around or be modificd by. I think that
what some people claim to obscrve is the rapidly draining sf idea reservoir. Pera
sonally, I disagree with this position and prefer to point a finger toward thc per-
iod of adjustment and reorientation that the field is struggling through. The dry
spell secens to be ending, and I think wc can look forward to an upswing in both the
quality and content of sf. The traditional sources of sf themes and gimmicks have
become too clese to the public to instill much of that elusive 'sense of wondor! in
2 modern reader. New fields for extrapolation and inspiration arc only slowly and
painfully uncovered. The foundations of sf will remain with us but we'rc now begin-
ning to build thc ground floor so to speak, JA))

s ——

Jack Gaughan

PO Box 516
Rifton, NY 12471
Feb. 3, 1968

GeeessoI'm sorry about the drawing of Gerard. No goblot of winc, I goofed.

Roger's "Shadows" wes (I have to say it) illuminating. I've noticed that hc
has become one of the more picture-conscious writers plying the tradc.

Those images which can be brought to mind with a word or a sound or cven back~
ground rmusic have increascd immensely and in proportion to the popularity of the
various communications media, I noticc that a lot of writers {illustrators tool)
usc movie techniques. Not because they arc movic techniques but because they have
becomo part of the language of imagery., Even film and soundtrack cutting techniques
show up in writing. I'd swear that onc editor cdited a story I illustratcd using
not writing technique but filw-cutting technique,

A1l media have cross-pollinated almost all othor media. Docs that make sensc?
Anyway, you know what I mean. This has not becn a plot on the part of thc writer,
or an invention of MacCluhan. It is thc result of mass communications which allow
such techniques to enter into our cveryday lives like a ncw slang word.

I think the conventions of the comic strips (a2 1ittle likc scicnece fiction)
work best within, and will remain within, their own bounds.

T find it perhaps curious that thc most visually intercsting (in thc scnsc that
there is always something to oceupy the eye) stuff around is TV commercials. Here
we havo a concentrated effort to make every, every frame and every sccond count.
Throw nothing away lightly. Always keep the eye occupicd. Concentrate on cach
split socond. This does not mean tediously following cach and every movement of tho
actor, but economically utilizing cach film frame to engage the viewer and carry
across some point or another. A man cannor simply welk up a walkway but must be
viewed from the most intercsting anglc and in tho most intcresting light with tho
shadows of the treccs in the sotting sun making patterns across his paths There are
no thrown-awey moments merely to get tho character from here to therc.

By and large the Jamos Bond movies arc constructcd with this concentrated ate-
tention to making cven tho most minutc thing intercsting.

Roger and I agrec that to suggest, hint, or imply is better than to delincate.
The world hasn't move at a leisurcly pace in a long timc, and suggestions move
things along faster than delincations. Delincation stops onc and forces him to ex-
aminc & momcntes.or skip ovor it if he is of a contomporary mind. Contcmplation
secns to be out of the contemporary sccne while cxpericncing one transcendent mo-
ment then the next and the next scems to be the thing,
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Like words, these contcmporary image conventions arc part of the language nowe
I think it would bc foolish and a futile uphill strugglc not to usc them.

Curiously, I am now hung up on clarifying things and delincating them but I
do believe that to suggest is the more effectivo means of illoing a story. MMy hang-
up comes from a study of Durer and is a passing thing which at the most will mercly
clarify my technique of suggestion.

The Lombardic initials used to title "The Princes® werc just right.

I saw the Janacek biography in a cheapic bookstore not long 2go, but I didn't
have the scratch to lay out for it so I passed it up 2nd have been kicking mysclf
ever since. I've been a Janacek nut since about 1952 when all you could get on
records was "Taras Bulba" and a "Suitc for Strings.? I have tapes of ®"Makropoulos®
and "Mr. Broucck™ (not complctc, I fear they're only oxcerpts). Janacek appeals to
ne becausc his language is his owm; his style is his owm, and honcst. Thec brass
writing in thc "Sinfonietta makes onc's hair roise.

Therc's a pretiy good body of sf music. Even excluding fairy-taley things like
"Swan Lakc" and "The Firebird." There arc two rccordings of the "Destination loon"
scorcs There's an clectronic piece by Richard Maxfield (I think) entitled "Two
Moons of Quatermass"™ Glicre's "Third Symphony" (onc of my favoritcs) is sword and
sorcery stuff, Antheil's "Ballet Mechanique® was originally cntitled sormcthing
like "A Message to Mars.™ Oh, tho list goes on and on.

I admired all your illos...particularly Lovenstein's things. I think his sig-
nature bit is something hc!ll got over.

I am not Hell Tanner, Dammite. I am oftcn mistaken for Errol Flynn or Lco
Gorcey or some othcr male sex symbol, but I fear I am closcr to Wally Cox as Mr.
Pcepers. .t least that's what thoy called me in the army. Belicve me, it was hell
to comc cut of a movie (say, "Don Juan") and feol mysclf the hero and go leaping
down the sidewalk and bounding over fireplugs and dowm stairs to be grected by a
buddy, "Hi there, Mr., Pccpersi® Like Batman's wrinkled TV tights, my doublet sud-
genly became an ill-fitting Eiscnhower jackot a2nd my glistening lcather boots became
kinda lumpy GI.combat boots. Nowadays I'm beginning to look like a cross betwcen
a fat leprechaun and a thoroughly dissolutec Richard Burton waking with the prince
of hang-ovecrs. .

Ted White is Hell Tanncr., He drove me to MWashington once, and I know.
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((I too have found commercials visually interosting, I fecl that some of the
best arc those with next to no verbal accompaniment, Scveral of the 7 Up spots
come to mind, as well as some for True cigarcttes, Musical backgrounds with only a
few spokcn words arc at least morc plcasing thon long-winded and involved sales
pitches., The only time I've ridden with Ted White was at the last Midwestcon and
the trip was too short for any Hell Tanner tcndencics to surfacc. It's not too

hard to belicve that they!re there, thoughe Ji))

Graham Charnock

I Edcen Close, dlperton
Woembley, Middx.

Feb, 4, 1968

4 little disconcerting to come across a fanzinc which, apart from the cditorial
and lettercolumn, is unashamedly 100% fan fiction. This side of the Atlantic, when-
ever a fanzinc appears sporting cven gge itom of fiction there is. usually an uproar
about it being out of placo, or something equally silly. Vehement lotters arc re-
ceived (I speak from expericnce) from peoplc who suggest they know the editor's mind
and cditorial policy better than the editor hiwsclf; from pcople who have read the
story in question but, admitting a prejudicc against.this typc of fiction, neglect
to comment upon it; from pcople who, admitting a prejudiec against this type of
fiction, ncglcct even to read itl
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Personally I'm of the opinion that
amateur fiction belongs in.an amateur
magazince as much as anything. Fanzines,
on the most basic level, givc pcople a
chance to "have a bash" at the sport

- themselves, with the possibility (if e~
nough people forget their prejudices) of
-Some serious comment and constructive
criticism being rececived. A number of sf
writers have alrcady risen to prodom °
through this modium and no doubt a number
will do so in the ‘futurc; it is of some
tangible valuc, :

Having said that, I must say that
the stories in Kal 2 left me larcly un-
moved, "Incident on Lltair 6" makes ime-
proper usc of the vignettc format: the
point of tho story (Is it "One man's meat
is another man's poison"? or that "East
is cast and west is west and nover the
twtineso™?) is too wague and the ending
is not punchy enough by far, The whole
thing is, in fact, morely the incident of

its title, a pretty uninteresting ineident at that., ®The Prescnec® is slightly bots

ter but the fact is I like my vignettes with a really strong twist and this again
just doesn't have one. Thc twist scems to me the only justification for the vig-
nette's skimpy format. Frederic Brown had it down to 2 fine art at onc timo; many

fan writcrs experimenting with this casy-to-iritc form might be able to learn a

great deal from roading him. -

"Variations on a Themo® had thc saving grace of humour. One or two worc samey
and predictable (after the first ono) but the idea itself is intcresting and some=-
thing I haven'!t secn beforc.

The Zelazny story strikes me as (a) hastily written, (b) badly written, and (¢)
unsaleable in the professional market. In view of those thrce factors, I am not
surprised to see it in a fanzine, The stylized dialogue is not my cup of tea, for
onc thing, and for characterization Zelazny has mercly taken scveral stock sword and
sorcery types and shoved them up there at his hundred words per minute of whatevere
It may be hot potatoes in the sword and sorcery field but Literature it ain't,

Harry Warner, in his lectter, makes the intercsting point: "How can sf writers
solve the awful problem of inability to usc their owm expericnces and observations
of other people!s experiences in unchanged form in their fiction?® What he doasn't
scem to realize is that they do manage to solve this problem time and time again,
and that, speaking in gecneral terms, it is cxactly this which distinguishes Yhonest!
(a term I'd rather usd than 'litcrary!) writing from hack writing. leither category
of course is ever found in isolation, no more than anything is cver simply black or
white, but the proportion of 'honest'! writing to hack writing socoms to varyy as does
the literary worth of the work, with the amount of direct personal cxpericnee and
obscrvation that the writer is ablec to involve in his work. Herc as well, to quote
MacLuhan (and I wish I didn't have to) the medium is very much the message, The
sword and sorcery story, for instance, lcnds itself ideally to the crcation of 'to=- .
tally artifieial 'imaginary' cnvironments and a totally derivative style of writing.
Witness the Zelazny story: this could just as woll have been written by a hermit who
has becn living in a cave in the Himalayas for thc past fifty years and who has had
the very minimum (i.e. nonec) cxporience of human interaction. Also, one feels that
Dick Byers, in pointing out parallcls betwcen Dilvish and Aragorn, is putting the
cart beforc the horse and indulging in thc most pathetic of fallacics. Parallels
are bound to cxist in the sword and sorcery ficld simply because its stock of stero-
otyped plot elemonts, characters,~and images is small and drawm on by all sword and

sorcery writors. MNever have so many found it so casy to write such a lot about so
1S5 EiEer
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Robert WH1llingham
21934 Millpoint dve.
Torrance, Calif. 90502
Feb. 25, 1968

Just a few comments on #2, since it is too latc for an loc on that ishs Hav-
ing stiff cover paper and softcr interior pages was a good idea, the info on tho
kallikanzaros was timely as I've just started This Immortal, "4 Knight for Merytha®
and "Variations on 2 Theme® were the two pieces I liked most.

Now #3. The Gaughan art and the Zclazny writing for "The Princes® were ex-
ccllent, of course, and left me drooling in anticipation for the next installment.
"The iinton Disastcr® wesn't overwhelmingly original but still good, and other than
the almost trite plot,my only bone to pick is the switeh from first person to third
person narration., I can sec Goman's justification for tho change, but it mede me
fecel uncasy nonctheless, Knight!s sercenplay rominded me of one of these fantasies
that drift through your mind before consciousncss fadcs completely; perhaps I just
enjoycd this more than others might have bocause I'm familiar with the terms used
~=1 can sec how thc cffect could be ruined if you had to keop looking at the gloss-
arys The articles were very interesting and showod quite somc thought on the part
of the authors. .ind the poctry--well, this too was better than that found in the
average fanzinc.

One thing which I would wory much likc to scc continued is the double columns.
The few pages that had these werc casy to read and handsome, especially with the
Jjustified margins.

((Issuc #3 was supposed to have the heavy covers, but several difficulties
arose and prevented it. I'd likc to thank Roger agzin for the refecrences to the
kallikanzaros. I'vc becn informed of somec more refercnces and will probably relate
somec morc on thc mascot of this fanzine in the noxt issuc--the annish--in June. A4s
far as future installments of Nine Princes jn fmber, it's up to Roger and how much
of his carly draft hc wants to lct sce print. I rcally don't cxpeect him to relcasc
much, if any, morec of it. Remeomber that it is being donce for sale, and .Roger!s
professional interests must take pre- —
cedence over fanzine publication. One
small consolation from this end will be
the reprinting of the first excerpt
which I published in Kal. #1. Kal. #
saw such a small circulation that many
people have asked for it as a back
issue. Unfortunately, I have no copies
left. Since I feel that the main reason
people want issue $1 is for Roger's
piece, I am considering reprinting it
and possibly M"The Princes™ in the ann-
ish,

The problem of continual refercnce
to the glossary with P®From the Sleep"
was anticipated and the risk was taken,
If it--the glossary--was read in advance
as I recommended, there should havc becn
no problem--the terms arc almost sclf-
explanatory. Glad you knew thoem beforc=
hand--it probably made the piecc more
enjoyable than it might have boeen other-
wise. Ji)) ‘
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MISINFORMATION

You are recleving this 1dsue because...

you subgeribe, and your subscription exnires with issue
you naid for this igsue

you have material herein

you are mentinned

there are Pharns in y~ur garden

your name is Hell Tanner

I'd like you to gubmit art

"R 69 o3 a8 6% e» o

s we o8

X : I'd like you t~ submit an article

: ¢ I'd like you tn submit fiction

t ¢t I'd 1like ypu tn submit vnetry

X ¢ I'd 1like you t~ submit anything y-u might have lying ar-ung

tx: this is & sample, plezse resp-nd

tx ¢ we trade

¢ ¢on't we?

t ¢t can we? _ ) : e W

: : your name is Buck Cnulsnn, y~u don't trade, and I d-on't really kn-w why y-u
are gettlng it

! : you review fanzlnes

¢ & yowur name is Pabln ;

: ® your néme 1s Trufan

: : Yngvi is a louse

¢t : you are the walrus

t 3 you are a secret master »f fandom

: : you are no the secrct masters waiting list

: : you asawed Cotrirey'y boat?

: ¢ your name is Dick Geis, need I say mre?

! & who needs a rezgon?

: 1 you are a friend ERPEAR (TN

P AT WHAT HAPPENED T€ THE RETTER You 3AI0 Yei wWERE SENIINE TF

GETTING A WORD IN ELGWISE, OR THE ELITOR MAKES i FEW LAST CO MENTS BFFORE BI'NNING
OFF THE LAST FEW PAGES... o

I'm finishing thls issue on March 28th, tw» days before MARCON ITI. This marks
the first time I heve finished ~n schecdual in the first four issurs. The mein rea-
son I am tacking this ~n here is to say that I am very dissapninted with the re-
sornse that the last issue recieved. A letter colurm is the heart ~f any fanzine,
and the ~ne in this igsue was barely w-rth printing. I hacd to gcr-unge t~ get the
gy d letters I did print, and the truth is I -nly recieved a c-unle mre then I end-
ed up printing. Maybe ne-ple don't resn-nd t~ & primarily fictisn fenzine...in that
case, this issue ghwwuld eliecit a much m-re rewarcding resp~nse. If, h-wever, I get
es little encruragement fr-m ~utslde ag I did after the last issue, the &nnish, in
June, will be it. I will thriugh in the t-wel f-r the time being. T» temper that
lest note ~f digpeir, I must szy th=zt the few rcviews Kell, has reieved have been
gratifying...and the s>urce ~f quite a few sticky quarters. Unf-rtunatly, m-oney is
the least imp-rtant fact-~r in this fanzines c-ntinued existence. I c-ntinue to
thank thhge wh-~ heve contributed and pr-mis t» c-ntribute in the future, and hone
that their ranks gwell en~urh t- insure my continued publiceti-n. I have n~ inten-
ti~n ~f quiting unless it is f-rced up-n me by the seemins anmathy, (J4)
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