


RUNWAY 37 Spring 1980
somewhere near Quarterly by Margaret Middleton, PO Box 9911, Little Rock 

trada’ f.°^ contributions of words or art, or for 100 hand-delivered, 
30(2 thirdclass mail, 400 firstclass mail.

Key to mailing label hieroglyphics:

Youb Name ■ • -.......- **• - -
YOUR FANZINE’S NAME 
the rest of your address

If there is a number where the ** is indicated, that is the last issue you will
Y?? Y TT money’r'If U says the*® You are stuck with getting this 

xYY? Y1® 0LZ quit PubblnS i-t« Things like ”0/A" or "1C" under
tLP °? °ther than thirdclass Postage. If the label is hand

written or the address is handwritten,directly on the zine it probably means vnu 
like Published herein but aren’t on the regular mailing list (wouldYu

me more’)- That» or you aent me a zine out of thin air and this 
a^d^» t0 y^ sending you this out of Sin. ;

Art credits:

Olivia Jasen:Cover, pages 2,6,12 
Robin Brunner page 14, back cover.
W yne Brenner, page 15



R3?A page SPRING HAS SPRUNG...FINALLY 
Bringing with it the annual 

'crop of conventions
Aggiecon XI (Texas A&M Student Center, March 27-30) marked the return to the conven
tion scene oftwo favorite faces* Polly Freas and Randall Garrett. Both have been 
quite Hl in the pa.st year and were a bit short of stamina-, but seemed to enjoy them- 

lasted* W® certainly enjoyed seeing them again. (Garrett and 
wife Vickie Ann Heydroh have recently moved to Austin, Texas-, by-the-bye.) 
hand, and being very gracious about having the scene stolen from them, were Poul°n 
Anderson, Kelly Freas, and Katherine Kurtz.

Morris and I got to Aggieland around 3*30 
* j x afternoon> after a sunny 9-hour drive in our uriairconditioned W Rabbit. We 
had to go out again almost immediately, though, in search of an atuo part, so did 
not effectively arrive at the con until about 5 p.m., By then my absolute first pri- 
frity„,?as a SH0;JER» so 1 missed the ’’conventions" panel I’d sort of intended to go 
tO’, T?e„Only oth®r official programming I made the rest of the con were Poul Ander
son s GoHspeech Saturday Just after lunch, and Katherine Kurtz's reading/chat Sun
day just before lunch, '
singing, or sleeping. °f 1 8itheI sinSln«> 01 talking about

_ Morris, meanwhile, was discovering computerized Dungeons and

and off ™ HERETIC, the last of the "Camber" trilogy, is reported finished 
and off to the printers. Estimated publication date is Christmasish. Ms. Kurtz read 
a sample chapter from it, and described plans for other books in the series, which 
are in various stages of development, from gleam-in-the-eye to fairly completely 
outlined, to apparently several chapters written. There will be another set-of-thre 
on Alaric Morgan as a child and young man, a set on the Morgan/Duncan/Kelson car- 
K?? after the end Of HIGH and one tentatively titled
KING JAVAN S YEAR which follows CAMBER THE HERETIC after a slight gap in time.

recall exactly when we got started filking on Fridayj there was a Reception for the 
suppertilne» and I had a couple of songs to rehearse with Helen- 

8^^^ +hd heX a^°J?arp after that’ n raust been around 11*00 before we got 
hSrBi« fhe SeC°?d ^°°r lounse. High-points of this session were the dress-re
hearsals of a couple of songs intended for formal presentation (i.e, singing in front 
wLkend^d^ whose stories inspired them) at Minicon and FoolCon the ffll?wing 
weekend, and a set of Alamo songs. ®
Thia m „ A 1°* PeoPle don’t realize I was raised Texanhis includes even some Texas fans, A comment went up as I started the second Alamo 
anntS J X? ^f be bullied into doing them, even though they

~ > Fet^r

5^30 ^rt^.u”otatarterlstlcally early, 9130 p.m. The con fllk'
v’vi d Was scheduled afterwards except movies, and we wanted to be

sure Polly would have a chance to come and listen for a while, (cont’d next Jage) 



tty?fa page 2 Aggiecon cont'd,
. Especially since I*d rehearsed a core group earlier
m the day on "Hello, Polly; well hello, Polly—we’re so glad to have you back where 
you belong, etc." The rest of the group caught on quickly and I may be wrong but 
I think Kelly did a suspicious amount of blinking during the song,

, ,, , We followed that
up with the Sketchpad song, since he had his along and was working his way through 
the concommittee and staff (at Aggiecon this is a formidable task, I might add!). 
From then until l»30 a.m, I sang essentially straight-through since there were only 
2 other filkers there, and they neos with barely 3 songs each to offer. I got my 
chance at a Kellycature when a local SCA bard showed up with his lute and did about 
b songs in a row. Bless him (and curse my talent for forgetting names to where I 
can't thank him properly.

. „ , fingers were getting pretty ragged-feeling by Is30 so
when Cal Johnson asked for "Old Time Religion" I handed him the guitar and sJlupcd 
off for a pitstop, When T came back the call went up for "The Eagle Han Lande'./" and 
my voice cratered in the middle of the first line, I simply could not hit the notes.
I. could still talk, though, and "Eagle" is always a good sung to finisn up a sing 
with, so we packed up the instruments and went in search of a surviving party, When 
I finally left that, I got kissed goodnight by Poul Anderson, which is almost as 
thrilling as being kissed goodnight by Gordy Dickson.
,, v , „ . , The ^iP home, once we'd got
the xart Picked-up Friday installed, was totally uneventful until I got home and 
started to unpack and discovered I'd left my hair dryer (less than a month old!) 
sitting on the TV in the hotel room. Tbe housekeeper's office never did find it.

Minicon 16s Radisson Downtown Hotel, Minneapolis, MN, Easter Weekend,

Friday morning I entrusted myself to Delta Airlines and set off for my first Minicon ’ 
The only memorable incident enroute was the realization that most of those intent * 
young one and two-stripe aircrew types scurrying around O'Hare were perceptibly youn
ger than me. By way of retribution the plane sat on the ground for half an hou£ be- 

ab°Ut that late gettinS in. Ny roomates had already checked m when 1 got to the hotel; this meant I got the rollaway, y

ln Friday afternoon, delivering various Sterns ^con fly
ers to freebie tables, quilted critter (Koala pillow) to Ken Fletcher for the DUFF 
auction (cont’d next page)



R37A page 3 Minocon Gont’d, 
cookies to Munche Movement, a tape from Aggiecon for Gordy Dickson.(I’d got my hands 
on Helen-Jo’s autoharp and tried various songs on it. Gordy’s "Apple Comfort" sounded 
so good I made a tape of it for him. He liked it enough to have me autograph the 
cassette.,,how’s that for egoboo?!) Het Rick Sternbach and Clifford Simak while I 
was up there also.

Had dinner with Kip McMurray about 10 p,m, Friday, Very good and 
inexpensive Italian place about 3? blocks from the hotel. Met Anpej Bob, and Robin 
Passovoy coming out as we went in. We filked in Kip’s room after dinner, quit about 
2 a.m.—people have to be alive for things in the morning.

Such as breakfast (coffee 
and fruit juice, actually) with Sandra Miesel Saturday morning. We’ve been averageing 
2 to 3 pages each, each direction, almost each week' all winter but had not really 
talked to one another at cons that much before now. Catchup time. Then lurch with 
Barney Neufeld and Ann Cass (Barney buying, bless him).. Prowled the huckster rooms 
after lunch. I’ve left 3 quilt 2d drawstring bags .wita Janet Cruickshank & this ’trow 
an inquiry after a special color plan and I had my first commission-t project ’av 
with Melissa Bayard a bit & worked on another quilted bag and watched'he* turn out 
buttons hand-over-fist,

Caryl Wixon enticed me to tha banquet after all with an offer 
I couldn’t refuse: sit at table with Joan Vinge,

Caryl also spotted us a nice-sized 
function room off the Mezzanine for filking afterward. There was a costume-ball, 
with a lightshow and live band, over in the ballroom. Showstealer is "Disco Droid", 
We invite him over to the filk & sing "The Marvelous Droid" for him. Then Curt Clem
mer introduced him to the Techies... Jaon Vinge dropped in and I got to sing Michele 
Cox’s "Tin Soldier" song for her. She liked it. Group included Anne & Bob Passovoy, 
Bill Roper, Mary Jean Holmes. Kip, Bruce Pelz, and Gordy. Bob P. turned back into a 
parent at 1:30 a.m. when it was time to retrieve Robin from the babysitting room, but 
Anne and the rest of us hung around for another hour or so. When the filk finally 
did shut down, I went off to a 3s3O a.m, breakfast at a nearby Dennys-type place with 
Eric Webb and Chris Clayton.

Sunday breakfast (for the second time) was around 10 
a.m. with Kip—he’d picked up the Friday supper tab so this was my treat. Collared 
Sandra while waiting for Kip to get there, got her to sigh her essays in the new ACE 
edition of DORSAII and the Feb/March DESTINIES. After eating, Kip and I rehearsed 
our "Audio-Visual Filk Show" of his slides of Scottish Highland scenery and my vocal 
of "Finlandia".

Got invited -out to Gprdy’s home Sunday after lunchtime, along with 
the Passovolk, Eric and Chris. We were to see. Chris off to the airport and visit with 
Gordy’s mom. There was some delay in departing, though^ Gordy’s car had been used by 
Dave Wixon to run an errand sometime since it had been parked Thursday, and it was 
nd longer where it had •been & Dave hadn’t written down where It was now. Anne, Robin, 
and I guarded the baggage while the gents ransacked a 6«story parking deck.

z Got back
to the hotel around 6; joined Ann Cass. Corinna Frank, the Wixons, Sandra, Kip, and 
sonebody on the end whose face! couldn’t see, for sandwiches in the bar. Ann C. had 
to catch a plane for home right after supper, and the Wixons had to go back on-duty 
as consom, so by the time Kip and I got upstairs with the A-V filk paraphernalia, the 
Passovolk, Corinna, and Sandra were the only ones left, (continued next page)
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q x- ■ The slideshow was well—received, andX°tabL“ chairs with our Xt up S"*
our Snt t Quilt filched off one of the suite's beds spread out over

J p . lelissa Bayard is being approached for commemorative buttons.
Fassovolk and Corinna had a train to catch eventually, and after thev left nthl?

Fitzgerald’ ‘ n f ' Donald & Elsie Jone Stopa, Al^itzgerald, „ric, Sandra, Rusty Hevelin, the Wixons again, Jim Odbert, Kip, Gordy, &

...  m?fninS time to pack up and go. Gordy loaned me one of the spare kevs 
Eric £lso h^^ StJSh/y trash there when 1 to check out Ind^a?

Xets ihem
of the four of us descended upon the coffee shop for lunch before Ericas flSht^R0^"

bo done atort H UI ho ‘T? "e deB“ed there "a*”1

th, a?«soWa&!ro? wx^n and "nat

xrxrsx Biohara
Hei! Preston, S' PUI°e11’ J’B’

DO5 OR DO-NOT: THERE IS NO "TRY"... Yoda

BOOK REVIEW: THE CRIMSON CHALICE by Victor Canning, 
review by Samanda Jeudi

J his book takes the early Dumnonian heraldry claiming as Ar-; - 
th® f^eat chieftain Baradoc and the Earth goddess Tia and tells a down- 

CRYSTaTcavp^ bellorum, Many of the characters from Mary Stewart's
■HE CRYS .L CAVE series are here, in a totally new form, and Merlin makes his re-emer
gence as a shadowy healer outside the grip of time and history. Canning finds a mun
dane mother for Arthur,- but retains the name, and draws together the triple threads 
of Rome s departure, the Saxon invasion, and a semi-mythical Speaker-te-Gods who 
ties together the fragmented British tribes for a final stand of the light before the 
16th the cover illustration with its 14th-century lady's dress and
ihe^’^ h^+^r^^^u concentrate on +'he Srubby reality of 4th-century Britain; 
when the historical Arthur, m all probability, did his crusading.



R37A PR.

MICHAEL ELLIOT AT THE OLYMPICS 
By Jean Lamb

Michael Elliot, a rather normal-appearing humanoid with brown eyes and mousy 
brown hair, worked on an unusual paper, the DEATH STAR CLARION, as copyboy, Kava
maker, and all-around, gofer. His editor, a five-tentacled Antarean, turned green 
whenever he was angry but was now glowing pleasantly pink. He always did this when 
thinking of someplace interesting he could send Michael.

So when Michael found his 
name on the list of contestants in the Imperial Olympics, he was not resigned to 
making a fool of himself in the interests of circulation. But when Kabin, the ed
itor, threatened to have his last three travel vouchers audited, Michael blanched 
and ceased his protests. He knew he shouldn’t have claimed that visit to Madame 
Rosa’s Emporium as a legitimate medical expense (though the visit to Dr. Clapwell 
shortly afterwards certainly was). "Very well," he membled, "I’ll go."

But when 
he arrived at the planet Propper, permanent home of the Olympics, and found he had 
been signed up for the pan-boxing competition, he nearly took ship again. But the 
guards had been warned. And the tombstone of the late Dr, Zachary Smith warned what 
happened to unsuccessful stowaways.

Michael was also surprised to find he was con
sidered a serious contender. Obviously Kabin had been spreading some tall tales and 
cash in the right directions.

At last the fatal day arrived. Defeating the favorite, 
Chingol the Vull, was tantamount to winning the gold medal right then t and there. 
Unfortunately, the eight-foot-tall purple being had won all previous matches through 
death or dismemberment of the opposing party. Michael knew he was doomed,

Chingol -■ 
came thundering in on two great flat feet, in contrast to Michael, who wore spiked 
shoes, an armor-plated jockstrap, and a look of terror. The first round began.

Michael 
ran for his life. In fact, he did nothing but run, incurring the wrath of the audi
ence and the contempt of the judges. Somehow the first round ended and Michael was 
still alive. He looked up into the audience and saw Kabin at a ringside seat. Good 
old Kabint At least his editor had faith in him. Then he saw the green—with-anger 
Antarean shaking his eyestalks and paying out some credits to a mangy-looking slime 
mold. Michae? sighed and prepsred for the second round, which would begin all too 
soon.

The referee came up to Michael and indicated through Denebian sign—language 
that he would be executed anyway, should he show the same cowardice in the second 
round that he did in the first. Mike gulped. He got the hint.

TT , , The second round be
gan. He rushed out, fired by fear and greed (the gold medal ought to be worth some- 

» determined to find a weak spot somewhere. He inadvertently got too close to 
the Vull and stepped on the Thing’s feet. "Pardon me", he murmured, spikes dripping 
purple gore, and was extremely surprised to see Chingol’s face crumple in pain. This 
gave Michael the clue to the one and only vulnerability of the Vull. He rushed in 
again and again, planting spiked feet on top of bare ones. Finally Chingol was so 
enraged and confused it lost all coordination in number four arm, which promptly hit 
the Vull itself in the jaw, scoring a self-kayo, (cont’d)

-a c. 
d



Ryt/b page, <S Michael Elliot cont'd.

Michael was stunned to learn he was the winner. A group of reporters gathered 
around him, agog to see the man who had pulled off the greatest upset ever, "How did 
you do it?" asked a pasty-faced humanoid with a cheap toupee; "How?"

simple, really," Michael said. "I just took the Vull by the corns."
It was quite

THE MIGRATED ARKAHFAN AT DunDraCon 
by Billie Odell

Had a good time, but should note that this particular 0on is strictly for the game
players and that there were no activities for the group as a whole....which would 
have been virtually impossible anyway as there were several hundred, median age 16...

Mr, Biggieton etc, handled the whole thing very efficiently and one of my first 
observations is that it was a raging moneymakeri The hucksters, which they called 
"dealers’,' with one exception were young people hired to tend tables of printed or- 
manufactured materials, all strictly game-related. The one exception was a lost-wax 
jeweler and wife who do elegant dragons etc, price range from $35.00 to $200, There 
were none of the familiar-form art shows, pro-host, famed guest?, etc. Mostly the 
young folks divided into adventure cells playing their cubscout hearts out for 6 to 
12 hours.

There was a little media coverage, the local tv-folk trying like mad to 
make something sensational out of the role-playing-game by using buzzwords such as 
cult-like to which the only possible response must be "oh, boshl"However, it does 

seem to be a behavior-modeling experience rather than an intellectual development 
endeavor. Few readers, for instance.

In several thousand other words, this< parti wIat 
event was some different than other SF cons. There are endless game stores opening 
around here, not necessarily affiliated with the bookstores, and some places provide 
o/a^n^n^^ f°X 4>1'°° Per 4 h0Urs’ same rental and the experience 
ux ci vungeon iieiS7>GX •

((•Here* is Palo Alto, CA, in the San Francisco Bay area))



THR GUL AT MA JBONG’S BAR AND GRILL
N.A. Collin*

Th* three coa^panions gathered around th* wooden tabi* in Ma Jhong’s Bar and Grill were 
hardly "typical". "Mismatched" night not really describe them, either. They were hunched 
around th* back-most table, their faces illuminated by th* guttering candle stuck into a 
wine bottle.

Th* largest of the.group was festal*, surprisingly. She was tall and big-boned, th* 
weak light showing her to be a White Nomad of the Cimenon Track. Her Nomad's features 
were topped by untraditional red hair and green eyes. She wore the coin of a mercenary- 
asaasin at her throat. She was leaning forward, both hands wrapped around her drinking cup.

Beside her sat a woman so petit* eh* seemed a child. She was darkish in complexion, 
with black hair and violet eyes. Her demeanor was that of a cougar in repose. She wore a 
basic thieving suit with a cape; around her neck was th* office-insignia of a Master Thief.

Opposite the two females sat a rather young male, baMly out of his adolescence. Des
pit* his obvious youthfulness, the man's hair was iron gray. Be wore the brown* of a Mer
cenary and hi* right breast showed where an arny'^emblem had one* been attached. He looked 
from on* woman to th* other, then shook his head.

Every weapon of the trio was placed on the tabletop as a sign of good faith. A scim
itar, polgnard, stiletto, rapier, magick-pouch, war-axe,garrotte, and a bow with its ac
companying quiver of arrows were piled before th* surly group. But the most dangerous 
piece of equipment was not on the table.

PEEP?
It was under it.
The gryphon stuck it* eagle*' head out from under the tablecloth and chirped in bari

tone. The Cat, the darkish woman, damped her hand* around its beak.
"SSSSHHHH!"
The gryphon looked into Cat's eyes and whimpered.
"Don't be cruel, Cat. All he is is hungry.” Ra-Zor, the red-haired Nomad, took the 

bone from her plate and offered it to the gryphon. The gryphon's golden eyes lit up and 
th* beastie snapped at the offered titbit. "There, are you happy, Oddy?" In answer, the 
gryphon withdrew its head.

Grayfriend, the gray-haired youth, lifted an eyebrow and stared at the place where the 
gryphon had emerged. "Oddy?"

Ra-Zor nodded. "It's short for Odd Bodkins”
"Odd Bodkins?".
Cat looked peeved. "What do you expect from something like that?"
"For a minute I thought you were pointing at me, " grinned Ra-Zor.
"Don't be too sure!"
"Let me get this straight.. .You want a* to link up with you.... again? WHY? All the 

way from Thoriaket you two blasted me about how green I was, how inexperienced I was, and 
how badly I bungled everything! Now you want me to team up with you?"

Ra-Zor shrugged. "We like you, kid. Besides...you're a damned good horsethief. And it 
get* awful lonely adventuring. There have been times when I would have died for a pretty 
....face.”

"Hah!"
"Don't be snide, Cat."

•' "What about, uh...?" Grayfriend motioned to the gryphon under the table.
"Odd Bodkins?" Oddy is ours until either he or we die. That's awful permanent-sound

ing, but Life is strange."
"That's not all that’s strange...”
"Shh, Cat. Oddy is 'a pet now." •
Something under the table gave a thunderous belch.
"Are you for hire, Outlander?”



MA JHONG’S coat'd/ 
Ra—Zor started and turned to _ _Aent. Sha was a woman a go^d tenvlar S h*d int“r«pted their argu-

•ieeya robe with. ttatching8leMi^Nanad» dreased in a green butterfly- 
«« red, not unlike Ra-Zor's^ to th* <naali of her back and it^~

"Who are you?"
• Zor £ aaaaala-f®^i«. aren't you?"
"I anin desperateneL ^"Ce’ a ® frw tbe

bondlord known in the Kingdoms as * &ocdslave under Contract to a
k- his »oney from my 1 ™ a child and has ta-"And you want me to8 f 11 , dlVeS and Unkholes of Earith."
I've nothing against good money., but thi^^o^da1^^02 don,t you fr«« yourself? 
saying so." ' »oney...but this sounds somewhat personal, if you don't mind my
those he has bought’^ut if it Wick in order to keep control of
The life is not all Cha^hal g« benasxavery, I would not care over-much.

. 8“" s”d'"

” 700 tM-•“ ”• “ «- 
“ “ “ • "»■» ~U. Mr»U, I Hl kill ,„r

««k^S th. chmca of rndlc, Iff. i^u‘“ •‘M"' “• ««*»« '

• " -*• "“t wood _ tteou^ m. fiMh.”
"Rice lady," muttered Grayfriend.

Ra-Zor felt like an idiot.

SOttlas Soft Is th. bt.Ss“ oobuloo. proou. of soldi Sb. fancied hnsolf

£r.t^Lrd^,‘"1 ~ «• *• w«. ■>■•ways suspicious of someone or somethin^ Ma3“r_Thi®f was quick to note, were al- 
stitution of the harem She 5* ®8^de8’ ®a-Zor had little fondness for the in-froa co. Urt"8 “ »’Urt «S

But it had been best sutmed-up by the Cat.
c eh. you’re going through all of thiai"
' X?* “d °ct d-ti^tdoo.

from the other. The ~2r iZlf tsts StM^ ? ! T 8ard<M’ a«P®rated 
dwen’ tower in the center of his h^?" ” . garden. Heavy Ned

n you 6a coming with me?"
y«ririfC“l?-«at!^ f^s those he owns and those he has spited during his many 
none of his retinue nay enter " She barrler about his property so that
her story. extended her hand and a hurst of light corroborated
Aasasin's Guild 1110^”*™^^*?"°^^^^ easy. Why. couldn't you go through the
the wall. 7 Without further comment the D'Zari effortlessly scaled



Ma Jhong's coat'd
"Good luck, Ra-Zor!" called Hargis. As the D'Zari disappeared over the barriarshe 

added, "You'll need it."

Ra-Zor was wary of the outer garden. The carefully manicured grass and the concealing 
bushes made her nervous. She drew her barbed scimitar and pressed her back against the 

. wall. The bushes rustled, but there was no wind. A deep growling cane from the night and 
dozens of glowing eyes stared back at her. The frail1ar musk-scent that had haunted her 
childhood came to her.

Sand tigers!
hu8* beige cats edged from their hiding places, the muscles rippling under their 

silky pelts. Ra-Zor felt her hair stand on end. During her early years amongst the,D'Zari 
she had slain many a sand tiger; it was a ritual of adulthood. But never had she been 
faced by more than one.

The great cats seemed to know her memories, and she could hear the start of the low 
hunting-growl they shared when stalking in a pride.

Tron the shadows bounded a golden blur. The sand tigers shrieked in rage and fear as 
their attacker fell among them with tearing claws and rippig beak. What the gryphon did 
not slay arrows fletched with gray dispatched.

When the fighting was over, Odd Bodkins lifted his head ahd shook the blood from his 
dripping beak. The gryphon padded over to Ra-Zor and brushed his head against her thigh.

"Good ol' Oddyt“I should have known you would never leave me be!"
"What about me? That mongrel gryphon gets his head stroked—all I ever get is kicked 

in the butt!" Grayfriend stood up, his bow still in one hand.
"Later, Grayfriend, later!" Ra-Zor locked around. "Where's Cat? Surely you didn't 

come here without h*r?" . '
"Tsk, tsk, my barbaric friend! Ohly over the wall for a minute and- already you're in 

hot waterI It looks like you might need my help..."
"And you'll get half of the purse?"
"A third", interjected Grayfriend.
Ra-Zor scowled down at her pet:"I’m glad you can't talk!"
The inner garden was a transplanted jungle from the Slavers Coast. Cat stiffened at a 

faint sound.
"Did you hear that?"
"Hear what?"
"Open your ears. Water Rat! There it la again. Damn this darkness!" The DesIrian dug 

into her magick pouch and tossed something into the air. It flared into a small blue- 
white ball of fire. Something in the shadows grunted and recoiled. "Holy

Ra-Zor drew her scimitar and got between the Master Thief and the hulking shadow-thing 
that hesitated just beyond the witch-fire's glow.

Grayfriend! Make ready with those arrows of yours. Whan they run out, come in with 
your are!"

Odd Bodkins whimpered and put his head between his huge paws. Damn unreliable gryphons® 
It came out of the shadows. The thing that roamed Heavy Ned's inner garden was a bull 

ape of the Slavers' Coast. The creature stood nearly seven feet, its broad face contorted 
with a malignant hunger that gave it a grotesque resemblance to Man. In the eerie witch— 
fir® the brute s coat shone indigo. The heavily-muscled arms and the short legs made it 
look like a deformed giant.

_ b*r many travels Ra-Zor had seen many such apes, usually chained in the Tarantuean 
temples as sacred guards. But never had she seen one as hate-filled and malevolent as the 
beast that loomed before her.

; "Cat...?"
"light, damn it! You're the barbarian!"

lunged forward with a roar, its arms swiping forward for a grip on Ra-Zor. The 
D Zari leapt to one side, the barbed blade of her weapon barely cutting thrnngh the tMck 
mat of the ape's fur. . . ■

There was the 'twang' of Grayfriend's bow and the ape shrieked with indignant rage. 
One of the Atlantyean s arrows jutted from the monster's shoulder. It paused its attack to 
grasp the offending arrow and break it off at the flesh.



Ma Jhong's cont'd
While the ape did so, Ra-Zor leapt forward and brought the barbed scimitar down in an 

arc that.split its chest open in a crimson gush. The creature howled and lumbered forward 
with anger and pain in its little red eyes. It knew it was dying and it intended to taka 
her with it.

' Ba-Zor was caught within the deadly embrace of the massive ape and felt herself be 
lifted from the ground. She shut her eyes, picturing herself decapitated by the beast's 
jaws or broken into a thousand varying angles by its calloused hands.

When she came to, she found the corpse of the bull ape collapsed in a gory pile be
side her. Several of Grayfriend's arrows feathered the creature's back.

Cat bent over her."You allright, kid?"
"Don't start. Cat." She picked herself up and retrieved her sword. "I’m nearly killed 

and you don't lift a finger! No magick, no nothing! What kinds mage are you?"
"Sheesh! Ask somebody if they're okay and she bites my head off!"
"Never mind my mouth. Cat. Close brushes with death make me bitchy, that's all." 
"What about me?" wailed Grayfriend. "Doesn’t anyone care if I helped save your life?" 
"Later, Grayfriend. Later. ’ We’ve still got a night's jrgrk ahead of us.". She scowled 

at the cowering gryphon. "Lotta help you were!"

The twelve Calmarean bodyguards were dicing in the main hall that led to the stairs 
of their master's quarters. They rarely did anything but drill and wait for one of their 
employer’s surprise inspections. They knew they were largely ornamental. Anyone dangerous 
to their master’s health usually ran afoul of his "pets” in the two gardens.

So three peculiar intruders and a rather impressive-looking gryphon took them by sur
prise. They were happily tossing the bones and bragging about their amorous adventures in 
the Low Quarters when an unexpected voice came from behind them.

"Don't make a move, my friends. Not unless you want our little friend to...um...shar
pen his claws on you."

Odd Bodkins lashed his tail like a stalking mouser and looked.. .hungry.
"Those stairs—do they lead to the living quarters of the bondlord Heavy Ned?" asked 

Cat.
"Yes! Yes!" offered the guard captain eagerly. "Heavy Ned lives above us! We—we won't 

argue! G—go on up; we don't mind—really!"
"It's nice to see what loyalty your money can buy nowadays,” sniffed Ra-Zor. "Oddy, 

watch these men. If any of them tries to do anything—eat *im. Do you understand?"
Odd Bodkins understood.
"Cheerio, me lovelies," purred Cat. "See you later—-maybe. Hmm?"

Tha winding tower stairs were enough to make a mountain goat ill. Ra-Zor had her sci
mitar drawn, Cat had her tossing knife free, and Grayfriend had discarded bow for war-axe.

"You know," whispered Grayfriend,"! once heard of a strange tower in an ancient city.' 
It was made of silver with a cusp of jewels atop it. An evil wizard In the servide of the 
blacker gods held a fallen god with the head of an elephant and skin the color of jade cap
tive along with a mammoth ruBy known as the Heart."

Ba-Zor and Cat stopped and turned to stare at their companion.
"Where did you hear such garbage?" asked the Cat.
"Uh, I, uh,...er"
"Never mind,Cat. Next thing you know he'll be telling us there’s a citadel somewhere 

that sings!"
"So...what do we do now?" Ra-Zor motioned to the door before them.
"Proceed with caution. Hmmm." Cat pressed her ear to the door, face tight with concern-' 

tration. Her skin paled noticeably. "Ghods above and below! The room's alive with serpents!" 
Grayfriend and Ra-Zor exchanged uneasy glances.
"Er, serpents?"
"Yes! I can hear their language! This is going to he tricky..."
"1 think I'm going to be ill..."
The Cat produced a tiny reed-thin pipe from her cloak and waved her friends behind her.



Me Jhons’s coat’d. .,The. Master Thief pushed open the door and stepped into the ill-lit cobras den.
Dozens of wedge-shaped heads arose and flared their hoods, hissing in anger at she 

who would disturb their peace. Numberless eyes, hard and black and unblinking, gazed 
at her and hated her. _ ' .. ..The Cat piped the tune that the Eldritch had taught her to calm the dragons of their 
race. She feverishly prayed it worked on other cold-blooded creatures as well. If not, 
she was as good as dead.She nearly stopped when one of the snakes, nearly twelve feet long, brushed against 
her leg. It was all she could do to keen from screaming, but sha continued. One by one 
the snakes fell into the hibernation the piping conjured. The hissing ended and the room 
was silent. The Cat motioned for her companions to eater. •”It seams that Heavy Ned is more than a bit precautions," observed the Desirian. 'Par
anoid is more the word! I assume that door leads from this anteroom to the illustrious 
bondlord himself."The lock crumbled like paper under the Cat’s alchemy. Ra-Zor kicked the door in with 
>11 the grace and aplomb of the barbarian-born.His excellence, Bondlord Heavy Ned, sat on his circular bed amid a tangle of silken 
sheets and furs. With him was one of the dark-skinned beauties of legendary Nube. The 
bondlord was aptly named. He was an offensive roll of pink^yiggling blubber. His eyes 
stared dumbly from a blank pig-face."What is the meaning of this intrusion?!" he blustered, heaving his bulk from the bed.

"Please...don’t get up," said Ra-Zor.stepping forward. "I’d rather not look. And to 
answer your question, we are here to kill you, bondlord."

"Why? I do not know you! I've done you no ill."
"Yes, that’s.true. But we...rather, I...were hired by one of your bondslaves. A woman 

named Margie the Minstrel."
•That trollop! What was her price? I’ll double it. Triple it!'
"I’m sorry, Bondlord. The Contract’s sealed. I’m honor-bound to comply."
"You barbarian fool! I gave you-your chance. Talia, destroy them!"

• The Nubean girl grinned and displayed sharp teeth. Ra-Zor felt her blood run cold. A 
weir-womn! Yoggoth! The leprous wolf-spawn slept with a weir-woman!

Talia growled and dived at Ra-Zor, moving too swiftly for the desert woman to avoid. 
With an ihhimmn shriek the weir-woman jumped and bore her to the floor. The she-beast sat 
astride her chest, her teeth gleaming in the light from the oil-lamps. Talia drew back her 
claws to bring them down in slicing death on Ra-Zor’s jugular.

Talia's body sat there, frozen in mid-action while her head bounced across the floor.
Grayfriend stood over the pinned D'Zarl, his battle-axe dripping.
’•Ra-Zor...?"
"Later, Grayfriend! Later!"
Heavy Ned was making animal noises and staring at them with wide, terrified eyes. Ra- 

Zor got to her feet, shaken but unhurt.
"You must die, bondlord. You knew that. Surrounding yourself with cobras, guards, 

beasts, and hellspawns might delay it, ...but they could never stop it."
"Not...No! I have money...!"
"It’s a pity I have to dirty gqod metal on you..."
"Ra-Zor! D’Zari!...Hold!" It was Margie the Minstrel. The red-haired singer entered 

the bedchambers of her master.
"Margie, how is it you can enter?!"
"When the Cat charmed the cobras she broke the last field around the estate aa well. 

And since you left a rather well-marked trail behind you, it didn’t take long to find you. 
Ra-Zor...I have no money to pay you with!"

; "WHAT?!?""It was a lie! I wanted to have Heavy Ned dead so badly before he added me to his 
seraglio that I dared to lie about a Contract agreement with you!"

Heavy Ned giggled. "She lied, barbarian! I have money---that’s no lie! I’ll pay you 
and your friends to kill her! She deserves it,...She lied to a Freelancer! Tried to cheat 
you out of your money. Kill her. Barbarian. Kill her!"

"I sell my swordarm to whomever pleases me. Bondlord. And you do not please me!" 
"Stay your hand, my impetuous friend", interrupted the Cat. "You said yourself it's



Ma Jhong's cont'd
a shame to soil good steel on him. I think I have a solution to your problems. Margia, 
you stated that your Contract binds you to this toad as long as blood runs through his 
flesh?"

"Aye,...that's true."
"Ifo!.. .No—you wouldn't..." screamed Heavy Ned.
"Ah, but I would, Bondlord! And I shall!"
The obese bondlord jumped to his pudgy feet and tried to push, past the group. The Cat 

lifted her hands and intoned her incantation in the strange tongue of the Eldritch.
Heavy Ned took three steps and turned into a fat statue of gold.
"There! No blood flows through his flesh. Now, isn't that better than a messy aasas* 

ination?"
"Well, it's been a long night," sighed Ra-Zor. "Break off an arm and have it minted. 

You can have a messenger send it to us. We'll either be at the Brass Anklet Lodging House 
or next door at Ma Jhong's Bar and Grill. Nice working for you. Good evening...er, morning.

With that they left Margia alone with her once-master and future fortune.
"I don't understand it! I've saved your hide three times tonight! And what do I get? 

'Later, Grayfriend. Later!* All I ever get is chewed-out or criticised or made fun of! 
I'm upstaged by a damned addle-brained gryphon!"

"Grayfriend..." a*
"Ra-Zor, I'm going to have my say! I’m tired of being treated like a snot-nosed kid.

Alright; so I am new to the business. But I can learn faster than you or Cat think!" 
"Grayfriend..." ■
"I want some recognition, not sarcasm or a boot in the pants! I want to be treated 

equally and fairly! I want..." * ,
"Grayfriend!..."
Ra-Zor grabbed the gray-haired Atlantyean by the shoulder and threw him off-balance 

with the practiced ease of a wrestler. She caught him and lifted him bodily. She was grin
ning, her green eyes alive with a fire not all mischief.

"...It's 'Later'." e



£37 A 5^® d MOVIE REVIEW: THE BLACK STALLION
Produced by Francis Ford Coppola, based on the nevel by Walter Farley, 
review by Margaret Middleton
i know it’s not science fiction; go see it anyway!

Ya gotta understand: The Black is 
n old friend of mine. I’ve read Farley’s books as I found them in various libraries 

from the H-th grade on. For those of you who do not .have the pleasure of his acquain
tance, The Black is an Arabian-bred horse, beautiful and wild as the sea, of a color
ing which permits of no other rational name for him, and he’s the fastest thing on 
feet. °

The plot is simple: boy finds horse, boy tames horse, boy races horse. Young 
Alec Ramsay is New York-bound on one of those semi-tramp steamers which make up the 

ower middle class of the world’s shipping fleet, when this fighting-furious horse is 
brought onboard somewhere in the Middle East. There is a storm and fire at sea; Alec 
and the horse are the only survivors when the ship goes down. Alec manages to grab 
one of the ropes attached to the horse, who tows him ashore on one of those rock-and- 
sand mountain-peak islands off the North African coast. The boy finds a patch of edi
ble seaweed which keeps bodv and soul together in both of them until they are rescued, 
ack m suburban Long Island, Alec and The Black find Henry Dailey, retired horse- 

tra-iner. (The one 'name" star in the film: Mickey Rooney. Back when I was reading 
these books I always visualized William Frawley or Cecil Kellaway as Henry; but then. 
Nooney nowadays looks more like Frawley and Kellaway did then.,,) Henry has an old 
buddy who is nightwatchman at Belmont Park and who lets them in to train at 3 a m 
But without registration papers, where can The Black race? Well, it seems there is 
this match race afoot between the Eastcoast champ Cyclone and the Westcoast sensa
tion, Sun Raider, Henry pulls in a few old favors 
ville a sneak look at The Black in action. Neville 
surefire

and gives racing reporter Jim Ne- 
knows both a fast horse and a

publicity stunt when he sees them, and... 

say he was the fastest thing on feet?didn’t I Of course The Balck wins the race—

The movie is gorgeously filmed, anddeserves the Oscar it got for sound-editing. Of particularlyllS^e^^ is 
bov T fT* rideS The Black‘ filmed ®ntir®1y ^om underwater as the

1 ?? J ?° swimmin8-depfh and sneaks aboard, whereupon the horse
charges off in a shower of spray. Other neat bits: The Black, spooked by the gar
bage man, has busted out of Alec’s back yard and fled for the tall grass at the^dge 
of town; Alec has trailed him all day and night, is curled-up disconsolately in an§ 
bv^ZravT ab°Ut "S” °Ut °f th® f0S Cl0pS and jingles a Junkman’s rart pulled 
Xt f5+ L°rSf WftXinS Emperor Napoleon hat. I’d forgotten old Nappy-I’m glad 

a ft hi? ln t?6 movie' and then there’s the poker game aboard-ship: table stakes 
g®mston®s» various pieces of antique jewelry, and a two-inch-tall bronze 

Statuette of a horse (now that*s the way to play poker!).
Sewing themmunvrt07hand book“story’ inevitably. BuSone^fesS^startSe-”063 
viewing them until on the way home afterwards, so they don’t matter.

ference is,
book, in which Farley set himself up for a sequel.. J J___ t T « —. _ _ *

te-Ptatlon to aim the last

nd Stallion, Flame. I drag this m because THE ISLAND STALLION RACES (cont’d) ' 



R37A page / 4 -HE BLACK STALLION, cont’d.
t / , » * the first book of Farley’s that(and SOt in trouble^th the 4th-grade teacher for not officially 
checking it out from the room library); and, years later when I was looking it up 
to reread, found it crossreferenced to "science fiction".

x -lv , You see, The Island Stal-
? the?^eSTby Jay an? Flick» a couple of planet-hopping extrater

restrials who stop at The Island to (in effect) change a flat, and 
wait-over a few days for a favorable re-launch window... then have to

*



R37/e pfefge I S' BAGELS! SPICY HOT 
BAGELS!
Barney Neufeld, 12 April 
2726 Girard Ave, I envy you your con= 

South >B-1 ability, I used to 
Minneapolis, MN do that sort of thing 
55^08 without a second

thought myself. But, 
I haven’t been able to do it for over 
a year now. I really miss it, too. 
The fanish life in Minneapolis is very 
different from what I’ve been used to 
in Cleveland and Mississippi, but even 
it cannot completely replace the feel
ing of a good con, (it tries, though, 
and comes close most of the time),

Your review of the lat ;st Dorsai 
books would have been much setter 
without the heavy-handed proselytizing 
that begins it. It’s quite all right 
for you to express yhe belief that 
you are dealing with Hugo material, 
but no amount of brow-beating will make 
me believe it before I’ve seen the 
books myself (which I hadn’t when I 
read your review). I fear you al
lowed your zealotry to get the upper 
hand here, and my reaction to what 
you say suffers because of it,

Steve 
Leaveil treats a disturbing point. 
While there is nothing inherently 
wrong with novelizing movies, it 
can present a dangerous opportunity 
(as STTMP illustrates so well).
The positive side of novelizations is that they provide for those who wish to con
tinue to enjoy a given movie a means to do so. It, also, allows those who, for what
ever reasons, did not see the movie an opportunity to experience it. But, the nega
tive side of this practice is what has happened to STTMP. To wit, so many things that 
needed explaining in the movie were left unexplained on the assumption that everyone 
would be reading the book as well. It was a blatantly obvious attempt to make as 
much money as possible out of the situation, and as such deserves our contempt rather’ 
than our support. (Of course, they will make money out of the thing, and that’s a shame.) 
We’ve arrived a a point where science fiction is beginning to be taken seriously. If 
we now wish to get science fiction films to also be taken seriously, we must insist 
on proper attention to the requirements of good solid film-making, not just "purty 
pichurs" stringing us along.

((good points all along, Barney. I don’t take well to be
ing exhorted, either,..only itus hard not to exhort when one comes across a story that 
grabs the way LOST DORSAI (especially) did to me. wotcha think of THE EMPIRE STRIKES 
BACK ?))
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Ed Rom
407 4th St. SE
Apt. -2
Minneapolis, MN 
55414

Book reviews! I have never read "Amazons" anthology—no comment.
I agreed with the review on "Thieves’ World"—it’s a very good book.
I hope there s a sequel, ((there is. being collected even-now.)) 

^cently read the Dorsai story in "Destinies"—I must say 
the Dorsai stories boring ((!H)) Different strokes 

, „ . fo^ different folks, I guess. (l have liked a lot of other things
by Gordon Dickson—I find his work to be rather uneven),
Brian" wqs most interesting—it's ironic that opposition to a film^f Controversial 
nature usually serves to ensure the film’s success. (( commercially at least n 
I agree with the point made in "Push the Button, Max"-speciS effect arl Sne 
novel—"STX BrSgeCvC^ 1 wish/ornel3ody would make a film of a good SF
BfStnat?^ S by Jack Williamson and James Gunn, or Bester’s THE STARS MY 
ma^e the^lol X Sr -
J'he Egg and Us" was rather aA^i^oClCisA
r great success. (( she is indeed. I continue to make small wagers with mvself

S stozies

((yup)). I always

Susan Shwartz 
409 East 88th St. 
New York, NY 
10028

. .. wi-sh your LocCol had been longer—lack of LoC's?
enjoy reading LoC’s—sometimes they inspire comments of my own.

f?r (anybody seen that zag? I hav-

"*~11 *»«• Cher-
fu r , ith Lee s stones are excellent. I thought that rn 

Norton's "Falcon Blood" fi nllly  Explain e^^^ that Andre

are sisters of Salmonson’s, working out of the sa^ —1 * f °ther writers 
in subtlety that bothered Danell lust dldn»+ & + + Sma11 press» and the hassles s & S; maybe I ^eFto z^me^neV^ I to,t exP«t It in
put off by really overt feminism7th™Lb " JUT "^he I wasn’t as
calling herself I zXion™ mighJT Thn, a as “a”611-
trol", I agree it isn’t S & S T ■h°U?? d™bt it. As for "The Rape Pa-
James Tiptree a lot more than'it does AndrZ Nortn “ reSemUeS
her that it isn't well-donp ’-rww — „ + Norton, But I totally disagree with 
able; I dent like MCTHBRUJES either. Salmonson"ls obviously”?’radical f^'? ?elah 
her intros were sort of polemical, but hilarity Sy! 7 feminist, ad

WORLD II either T tHok t , ,, 1 can,t wait for THIEVES
KEEPER’S.PRICE,*I wish she could^toof Asprin°is opS^J a^Tf S in THE
writers in each volume (ACE won’t stand fnr +rT“ ~ judicious number of new 
replaced by unknowns, but one can always askfj)m °f thS boxoffice names being

LATE-BREAKING! According to LOCUS #233, Ace books is announcing TALES FROM THE VUL
GAR UNICORN (THIEVES" WORLD II) for November.



THE TRAVELLING ARKANF/'N
June 20-22 MIDSOUTHCON
info John Purcell, Rt 1, Box 322-a , Leoma, TN 39468
Fred Pohl/Bob Tucker/Kelly Freas

Huntsville, AL 
$10 reg.

July 11-13 ARCHON IV St. Louis, MO
info Box 12852, Overland, MO 63114. $7 til June 15/$10 after
Bob Bloch/ Bob Tucker/ Ed Bryant

July 11-13 HIGH PLAINS FESTIVAL
info 1206 W. 18th St., Amarillo, TX 79120 n $10 reg.
Kirk Alyn/jackie Bielowlcz/Bob Asprin

Amarillo, TX

July 18-20 OKON’8O Tulsa, OK
info PO Box 4'229, Tulsa, 74104 $7.50 til July l/$9 after
Alan Dean Foster/Shelby Bush Hilary Kay Jackson/ Gordon R. Dickson

AuS 1-3 RIVERCON V Louisville, KY
Info PO Box 8251, Louisvrlle, KY 40208 $7.50 til July 15/$10 after 
Roger Zelazny/ Lou Tabakow/Vincent DiFate

Aug. 8-10 FILKCON II
info Dan Story, PO Box 8022, Ann Arbor, MI 48107 
filksinging

Toledo, Ohio

Aug. 299-Sept.l
World SF Convention T38 
info PO Box 46, MIT Branch 
Hugo's, Site Selection for

NOREASCON TWO Boston, MA
$8 supporting/$30 attending til July 15/$45 at-door

PO, Cambridge, MA 02139
1982 (Chicago VS Detroit)

Sept 12-14 OTHERCON IV College Station TX
info Box 3933 Aggieland Station, TX 77844 $8 til Sept. 1/ $10 after
Jack L. Chalker

Sept. 26-28 IMAGINITZACON Memphis, TN
info Mike Brown, 3211 Trezevant, Memphis, TN 38127 $8 til July 4/$10 til

Sept. 25/$12.50 at-door, make checks payable to Lillian Weatherall
Robert Asprin/Stven Carlberg

Oct. 17-19 R0C*K0N*5
info 1-0 Box 9911, Little Rock, AR 72219 $10 til Oct. 
Andrew J. Offutt/ Dick A Nicki Lynch/Jo Clayton

Little Rock, A.R 
10/$15 at-door
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