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Editorial by Linda Eyster

I have a number of things to say, and
a whole bunch of klutzy and cute illos
to brighten up this column. So, let

me start by saying hi (HI!) to all of
you, and thanking all of you who sent
LoCs, gave us nice reviews, and most
of all who contributed or subscribed,
keep it up!

And secondly, let me apologize to
the following, for various reasons.
I'm sorry 1 accldently ommitted

a paragraph of AFTERLIFE, Mark.*
Secondly, WONKITY, Ray Ridenour's

SN
zine did have an address.** SACN F.CE T

And thirdly, 1'd like to apologize Q "HE’

to Ted White for the nasty cracks

we had about him lastish. But wait, CAR"'VOROUS R\’TABA%
those cracks weren't all that nasty,

in fact they must not have been

very nasty at all, Ted White didn't

\ OR
even write us a LoC! Gee, Ted, I'm : g“ “E \'(\.\)]'Zy BEAU‘j.' %

sorry those cracks weren't nasty,
| wish you'd written us a LoC.

How ‘about thisish? Actually, though | AIVAj£ AfEéA sometimes disagree with what you
say, | do think you say it very well and convincingly, which is why | voted for you

for the Hugo (bes; fan writer). @Ff LOBFEE/Yb0F Prd JfILinglllL

We need columns and articles, as well as artwork, for future issues of Gf. #6 will
be our annish and we need lots of artwork (cover, % page illos, and so on) and lots

of articles, both serious and humorous, on SF or fandom (try to stick to those

subjects rather than going off into witchcraft, politics, and so on). #6 will, like

thisish, be extra large, and | hope, extra good.

* This paragraph should have been second to last, between '"time...'" and '""For almost

an hour..." It goes as follows:
Ris-Magll!l broke through the orange Heaven-Gate. He found himself in
orange fire, in a Hell of vivid flames and energy less dense than
himself. Then his densely-compacted globe of energy released itself,
and Ris exploded with unthinkable force.

*% WONKITY, Ray Ridenour, Cherry Point, West River, Maryland 20881

o
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Be sure to notice the Change of Address. Suzanne and |, plus Genevieve (or Jeannie

as | insist on calling her) DiModica and Dale ''Shy Young Thing'' Steranka are all room=
ing together. Also, note that, like everything else, Gf Is increasing in price. This
and future issues are available for 50¢ each, 3/$1.00, stamps or coin. Increased
production costs because of Increased slze and complexity necessltated this.

If you change your address, please let us know, otherwlse your copy won't be forward-
ed and we won't be able to send you GRANFALLOON,

I've notlced that everyone seems confused as to what areas are when for the next few
years for the Worldcon. This Is especially confusing with the rotation plan placing
an Out of the Country bid every 4 years, If and only if, there is a qualified bid.
If there is no qualified bid the next area Is used. There have also been arguments
for a 5 year plan. At present, according to the info | dug up in some old Issues of
SF WEEKLY, the following are the sites under the present 4 year rotation plan.

67 - East - NyCon 3, New York
68 - West - Baycon
69 - Midwest - St. Louis or Columbus

70 = OUT OF US - Heidleberg?

71 = EAST - Baltimore or Boston*

72 = WEST - Seattle and Los Angles

73 - MIDWEST - Loser of 69 race + Chicago + Cincinatti

74 - EAST - Loser of 70 + Washington D.C. + New York + Pittsburgh (?)

* |t may be that Baltimore will persuade Heldleberg to switch years. There are also
rumours that Baltimore is bidding for a con to be held in the Bahamas (7). |f any-
one can clarify this, please do, And If anyone can clarify any of the above, please
do.

Oh yes, another matter, trades. If you are getting Granfalloon with FOR TRADE

marked off in WHY YOU GET THIS THING, then send us your zine whenever it comes out
(we will trade for anything). You will receive every copy of Gf, and we expect tgp get
every copy of your zine. You will continue to get Gf as long as | think you are sTlll
publishing and sti1]l sending us your zine, even if you are publishing on a highly
irregular schedule. [f | am aware of two editors I'll send two copies. If you have

2 eds and aren't getting two copies and want them, let me know.

It also might be nice if you sent us 2 coples, but it isn't

absolutely necessary,

My father works for NASA, an organization which should be
near and dear tp every SF fan, Being thusly better informed
of what happens there than most fen, |'d like to impart

what may be surprising information. NASA, our one and only
space administeration is laying off people due  to lack of
appropriations. |t even seems that the Apollo moon mission
Is somehow being tacked on to the Air Force. If SF fans
would and could save a TV show, maybe we can get something
going to save something of much greater importance, the Nation-
al Aeronautics and Space Administ ration. |f we don't do
something now we may find our first man on the moon in 2001,
We have the capability to get a man to the moon and beyond
right now, Instead our money is being tied up in defense
programs and other rather stupid areas. Write your congress-
man, the President, and anyone else you can think of, before
Its too late. Let's make our cry SAVE NASA, and do it.

“COU v D \T ee:to L]
8RO BReTAR
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Due to space limitations, plus a few ernest pleas for
fewer conreports, there is no conreport thisish. Stop
cheering, nextish will have a Baycon report, But
Connie drew a cute illo to go with a conreport, so
I thought .1'd include it (it wouldn't be appropriate
for Baycon, since, sob, I'm not going). Ginjer
Buchanan wrote a hilariously funny conreport on
Midwestcon though. Unfortunately Its not includ-
ed. Fortunately she will submit it to the new
WPSFA (Western Pa. SF Assoc., the club Suzle
and | founded) zine, SYZYGY. Unfortunately,
they may not publish it. But fortunately, she
will be writing other con reports for us in
the future.

Speaking of WPSFA, the club, as you may have
heard is expanding, and, at last, looks like
it may become a real free swinging gfoup.
We are in the early planning stages for a
regional con this year. The date, name, and
GoH have not been decided on, but it will
probably be either April 27th or June 6th, and
called the Sylicon (from Pennsylvania), though | favor the
PeCon. |If anyone has any suggestions for names, dates,
etc., please send them to me, but hurry £SALASE ALAMNINE
we will have to decide soon. [If Afydng vodld 1Tké to
B¢ 6pN.[/L{ But at any rate, there will be a con this

year. | hope many of you will come for it should be a
wild and fun'time. More information will be in Gf next
issue,

I want to mentian some miscellaneous things now. First,
during the summer |'ve had a chance to try and catch up

on my reading (notice | said try). | read quite a few
books | should have read ages ago, including all of last
year's Hugo nominees (this year | managed to read

this year's nominees before the voting). Of them all |

thought BABEL-17 was by far the best. The writing was
fantastic, beautiful, and possibly amongst the best writing ever written, certainly
amongst the best SF. I've also read RITE OF PASSAGE which | thought was great, though
still not in the same class with BABEL. Does anyone happen to know (Alexei are you
listening) where I've read the fable in RITE before? The story concerns a king who
has twin sons, one is smart, one is charming. In the end the smart one wins out,
thus proving that a little brains can accomplish most anything. It is a great fable
and | know l've read it. Was it THURBER? Does anyone know? And the final bit of
miscellanea, |'ve bought a FANCYCLOPEDIA! It cost $6.00, but what does that matter
when it comes to fannish things? Now I'm a trufan. | had written Dick Eney, the
(author?) compiler? and found out that it's out of print (but a new edition, muchly

condensed, around 50 pages, is due in about a month). But luckily | found this copy
for sale from Charlie Brown.

Amongst the various LoCs we received thisish was one from Rén Smith. It included
one of the most interesting comments on fandom | have seen. First let me
quote it to you:

""And you probably never again will see anything like SF fans. 1 think
we're unique, you know, we were so damned awful they broke tﬁe mold.
But | think the reason that fans are so curious is obvious, lf.you
put a little thought to it. The average fan is an introvert, in other
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words, he's the type who usually would rather stay home and read a
book than play football, or any damn thing like that. We tend
toward the shy, quiet, unassuming type, at least in mundane life,
ususally fans are considered a bit wierd by their classmates and
friends and are not class leaders or anything. Fans do not tend
to make friends easily in the mundane existence. This is one of
the reasons fandom developed. Here is an opportunity to be ag-
gressive, a big shot, make friends, and have your name recognized
by others. And it works since most fans are better at the typer
than in public. It's kind of a dual personality thing. Fans

kind of cling to fandom, it's their high pie in the sky existence
that helps them bear the drabness of much of their mundane existence.'

This startled me because it was so true from what | had seen, and especially from
what | had experlenced of myself. | fit the above ''definition' of a fan to a T.

I'm basically shy, yet when you see me in fandom | am anything but shy and retiring.
I've noticed that being boisterous in fandom helps me to be boisterous in public,
but 'I'm never so much at home as when talking about SF or fandom. Suzanne is also

a shy and retiring girl, even more so than me, yet in fandom she becomes much more
active. | have a pet theory that the above observations are almost universally true.
For instance, | wrote Buck Coulson that | was sorry | hadn't come over at Midwestcon
to talk to him, but | was too shy to introduce himself. He wrote back that he -had
done much the same! Is this a true observation? | hope many of you who write LoCs
will tell me what you think, and if you have any more to add. |'m going to try and

work up some sort of questionnaire ("'Are your friends class leaders?''and so on) for
next ish, More on this nextish. ;

I think this ish s

very good. Just what |
wanted Gf to be. Richard
Delap is a triple threat,
with Art, Reviews and Locs.

Sunday Jordane, who has
excel lent poetry and an

ll ? "B
Interview this ish, Is l 3 X expression. As for our
| DEWARE ofF-..

in reality, my sister, other contributors, they a

Laurie, writing under a \‘ TH‘ KL\’?; all great, from Bob Tucker

pseuflonym. Her identity and Damon Knight who allow

""Sunday when I'm rich and
famous' is her favorite

problems began with ""Call us to reprint their articl
me anything you want, but don't to Leo Vale and Arnie Katz who wrote
call me Late for Dinner'', Now  hysterically funny articles for us.
everyone calls her Sunday, and , The poetry, fiction, and art is also
she uses Jordane for submitting really good. This is a darn good ish
material to magazines (what pub- But enough of my praises, go ahead an
lisher would believe Sunday Eyster?) read it.




THE TEDRIL PRESS RESUMES!! I'v:
just gotten from Miami ((Repub-
lican National Convention - my
father was a delegate...like
‘most of Pa. a Rocky supporter..
.)) and have about two weeks

to pack all my belongings for
school and get ready to go to

) California ((to Baycon, of
course; I haventt worked all
summer for nothing...I hope))
so, what better time for thish? /The Fourth of July? Christmas Eve?
Grand Central at 5:05 p.m.? ...possibly/ : :

In getting thish together L. and I have not had an easy time, Frantic let-
ters and phone calls have been whizzing between Johnstown and Silver Spr-
ing for two months now. I, for one, will be glad to get back to Tech so

~#e can work directly. L. typed almost all the stencils this time and I
feel guilty... My Column (or whatever) is really pieces (crumbs?) of in-
formation from various places rather than a carefully drawn together bit
of writing - and I might as well get started., ~-===e-cece—cc--

I don't know if Linda can squeeze these next things in elsewhere (she
told me last night that people keep saying - say, if you have an empty
space somewhere... - and she's ready to scream.) So, as insurance (( of
them getting in, not against Linda's screaming...)) -

If anyone out there uses *UESTEINER ¥ STENCILS* my Mother just gave me
about $20 worth! of old, but still probably usable ones that she can't
possibly sell. If you would like them, they are available for postage,
from me,

NEWS BULLETIN! Due to a great stroke of luck
((the bank guard slept through the whole thing.
..)) Linda is going to Baycon. Of course, most
of you will be getting this thing during
or after Baycon, but I thought I'd throw
it in anywho...

This is being MAFKEd written to the

lovely strains of the sound track to

2001; I managed to get the albumn last
week and have been playing it constantly
ever since. It is a fine albumn to buy,
for it's all classical music - tradition=
al (Strauss) and ultra-modern (Ligeti). -
Those who've seen the film know that the
music is unusual and fascinating. Those
who have yet to see it (YET, I say), you
will enjoy the odd combination of excell-
ant music Stanley Kubrick has woven into
his film, There are few motion picture
composers Today who could equal the effect
of the classical music (especially Liget-
i's 'Atmospheres!, heard while Dave is
traveling through hyperspace.) The only
one I've thought of is Maurice Jarre, the
French composer who did that fantastic
score for my favourite film, Lawrence of
Arabia. His special 'sound' for total si-
lence with electronic instuments won my
respect, Actually, I had planned to write
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a short article on the effect of the music in 2001, but, frankly, I am
rather tired of nothing but articles on 2001 wherever I turn, especially
in fandom. ((0Of course, we have a very good one by Jerry Lapidus, with
which I basically agree, except here and there, but I'm still fatigued
by others with which I don't agree,)) Perhaps some other time, as films
are my greatest passion and 2001 was an excellant film,

L. has already mentioned WPSFA (I think she has?; I haven't read her col-
umn), so I shall mention Midwestcon, which eight of us attended at the
end of June, IT WAS A BLAST, There, I've mentioned it. As you might
have noticed, we don't have a con report. This is due to an uhm, er; ahi;
well, none of us remem-..., um, er, we couldn't wri-, er, Ginjer didn't
MRRE our ddeadldne ;b il st L

However, we did get to meet many interesting people., Like the Couches,
all of whom are very nice and very cool; Buck Coulson, hawking his Ace

SF book collection (UNCLE books are so worth it., I knew I'd get it in.
Everyone should have a pet project.); Alexei Panshin, but that's another
story; Fritz Leiber, interesting, driving up in a station wagon with

the windows plastered with GALAXY -signs and, hum, I wonder who that might
be?; and countless others (well, not really. Someone did count them, I
would imagine) that aren't now mentioned, but reasonably well remembered
by me, ((Like Andy Porter in a bathing suit and a beanie...who could
possibly forget...g

Speaking of interesting people, why don't you become an interesting per-
son to us and SUBSCRIBE! Thish, as you might have noticed, is very big,
and was very expensive to run off. More stencils, ink, paper, postage,
and copies equals -~ GAAAAAHH!! I've not asked this before, but we really
can use subscriptions. Ditto contributions, especially since out annish
is coming up (not to mention those in between ... We won't, if you won't
«.+) If you've been hoarding that humerous, satirical, of Ghod forfend,

h
serious SF article, send to Ye Eds. Add We/11 BrAbAklY 14dd 11.

Now about the fanzine reviews. I certainly do not force L. to do them.

Of course, I can't write : but I would
have been very willing to try a few. But it is extremely difficult to re-
view a fanzine in Johnstown, Pa. when they are all in Silver Spring, Md.
End of statement.

I seem to be quickly running out of space. This time ( oh you lucky crea-
tures) I am limited in Space because we already have the pages numbered
((Deadline Suzanne, that's me)). I know know there's more I wanted to say
DL, v

Last Minute Plugs - ZOR and ZAM, Mickey Dolenz' (of the Monkees) solo on
their lastest albumn, It is fearfully good and beautifully sung, I'd hop-
ed it would be released as a single because there are 10,000 other al-
bumns that are commanding my immediate attention (and immediate money )
and their's is on the bottom of the list. ((Their last albumn - Pisces,
Aquarius, Capricorn and Jones, Ltd. was surprisingly good, I must say,
One of Mike Nesmith's solos is titled Door Into Summer...)

Buona Nota -  SVT
I agree wholeheartedly with Jerry Kaufman (in Quark) -----

TIAJUANA in '69!}!



9 AN INTERVIEW WITH
ALEXE]
yos e IANNSHIN

PANSHIN, Alexei (a-lex-say”’) (n) l.a.: A man who finds
himself suddenly a rather famous and noteworthy young
author - and for good reason...

I began this article in "definition" form largely because
that's the easiest way to give you the correct pronunciation
of Alexei. Also note the spelling, please; the last review
I saw of his novel, Rite of Passage, spelled Alexei wrong,
not once, but twice - two different ways! (I won't mention
which 'zine this happened in, since I am polite by nature.)

I had the pleasure of meeting and talking (at great length)
with Mr. Panshin at the Midwestcon in 2ZA gZ¥y Cincinnati,
June 28-30. By the time my sister, Gf's esteemed editor and
official kluta, asked me to do an interview of him, I hardly

needed to ask him questions. But I did, and the following
18 the result.

Alexei Panshin presently lives in New York City, a good place for business but poor
for living. He's been reading SF since about 1950 (age 10), when his brother had a
subscription to BOY'S LIFE which serialized one of Heinlein's juvenile books. Althoug
he had no thought of making writing his career at the time, throughout high school
Alex continued to read a great deal, including books on writing. In schoolhis perfor-
mance was not outstanding, merely ''good,!' and his more extensive growth and thought
were done outside that part of his life. Then for draduation from high school, he
received a typewriter, sat down, and began to write. ''| haven't stopped yet,'" he say:

His first story was published in 1960 in SEVENTEEN magazine -- title: "A Piece of
Pie." He began to write articles for fanzines in 1962. Although he still enjoys
writings for zines, he can't do too much for them now, as he has to find out first
how much time must be devoted to his professional gndeavors in order to make a living

Mr. Panshin had presented me with a copy of his novel, RITE OF PASSAGE, which |
read nearly straight through immediately. | asked him how he got the ideas for the
novel. He cited three main '*inspirations:"

1. His reaction to Heinlein's HAVE SPACE SUIT, WILL TRAVEL, featuring sub-teen
Peewee Reisfeld, child genius: although he enjoyed her, he was unconvinced by her.
He had a similar reaction to Harper Lee's six-year-old female narrator in TO KILL A
MOCKINGBIRD -- she ''remembered too much.'!' Therefore Mr. Panshin felt the challenge t¢
do better.

2. He had read an article in ANALOG which gave him the idea for an interstellar
ship carrying a million people or more.
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i to the puberty
. In one week he had seen/heard thrse different ?eferences .
rites#gf Australian Aborigines in which boys, upon reaching a certain age, aaﬁ.sent
on a desert '"walk-about" without benefit of equipment or personal effectx.' is £
trial before the assuming of adulthood led to the development of the novel!s Trial,

In formulating the character of the adolescent heroine, Mig Havero, Panshlp :as :
without the benefit of close contact with young ladies. §1nce he has ng sisters, de
had to rely on close observation, readi ng, and his e¥per1ence.in the cogmoi griunhs
of growing up for all children, By subjective analysis, he tried to projec t1nl§ her
character so that she would be consistant in action and development, and that a er
actions and changes in character were motivated,

Hls success with her as a character, I think, is phenome?alt The reactlgns hﬁ has
received from critics have been good, ranging from "a ?alr Jjob for a man" to "uncom-
fortably female," Despite his success with Mia, he said heﬁdoesn't foie§ee any mo;e
Mia-type characters in the near future. He commented, "RITE OF PASSAGZ is obYlQus y
based on Hsinlein's techniques and is intended in part as a comment on a specific
Heinlein novel,"

Although Mr, Panshin has already received considerable praise for the novel since its
release, he evidently has had some trouble getting it off the ground, He was working
on it from July of 1961 till February of 1966: and PASSAGE was reportedly ro jected
by every hardcover SF publisher before he finally submitted it to Ace (the first
paperback publisher he tried, and its ultimate publisher),

Mr, Panshin's work, however, has not been solely on ROP. In the spring of 1968 he
published HEINLEIN IN DIMENSION, destined to become a classic in its field. The ana-
lysis of Heinlein's work was done both because the fameyis author's work was an obvias,
but as yet, unprobed subject, and because Advent Publishers asked him to write it.

Mr. Panshin commented, "No other SF writer has approached hin [Heinleig7 in consis-
tant quality of work over an equivalent period of time,"

He is presently working on a series of 7 novels, each intended to be a complets and
independent novel, yet connected with the others of the series. Of the 7, 2 have
been completed and are due for release in October and November. The novels were con-
tracted through Terry Carr (who handles the Ace series novels) in the fall of !'67,
Mr, Panshin accepted the offer, he said, both for the security of an extended contract
(thus enasling him to write full-time and quit the job he had held with the Brooklyn
Public Iibrary System) and becamse the seriss would be a challengse., He stated that
the series would not be a conventional Ace series; that it will also be completely
different from anything he's done up to now., He told me the navels do not fit into
any simple category, but that ne was tao close to them now (having just completed
the first 2) to comment any further on their content or style, I find myself looking
forward to reading them -- with curiosity and a confidence that they'1l be good,

Besi@es the series of 7, Mr, Panshin is doing a juvenile series of 4 books, tentative-
ly titled THE KING IN THE WEST, which he hopes to complete by writing one a year, He

also hopes to write a mainstream novel next year, although the series of 7 is to
be his primary work durinz that period,

I asked Mr. Panshin what his wviews are on theunes in the SF field, 'e belisves that

there is far more potential than is being realized at present, although the trend is
(happily) away from the ritualistic themes of thse early '60's,

Somehow I g9t the impression that if any one author can make great strides towards
fulfilling the potential of ths Science Fiction field, Alexei Panshin can,
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(This was composed at the recent Midwestcon
in response to the request that someone
write a filk song [?annish folk song7 to
be sung while waiting for the elevator at
various worldeons. The 4 nuts at the left,
with the help of passerbys, drunks, and
blog managed to write the following,)

(Sung to YESTERDAY by Lennon and
McCartney)

1. Yesterday, I've besn waiting here since
yesterday,
Now it looks as though I'm here to stay,
Oh all my plans have gone astray,

2. And just then, he went past me and went
up to ten.,
Then he passed me going down again,
Elevator man, you're not my friend.

CHORUS: Why he had to go, I don't know, he
he wouldn!t stay.
I yelled "Stop you fooll" And at last
he came my waa-a-a-ay!

3. Suddenly, the door opened up in front
of me,
Then the man said, "Going down to 3,"
I said "That just won't do for me."

4, mSeventeen, I want to go to seventeen,
That'!s where the biggest party's been
It!'s a Big-Name Fannish scene,!

CHORUS: Why he had to go, I knewwdl, he
wouldn!t stay.
Till he got some BOOZE, then he would
S0 My Wa-a-a-ay!

5. He drank his pay, then he took me up
with no delay,
As I stepped out, I heard him say:
"Your convention ended....yesterday!



NYMPAA ...

Nadina lay drowsing

On the golden sand of the river-bank;
The sun, a fiery orb of heat,

Warmed her unclad body.

The river flowed beside her,

Bubbling and burbling

As it ran from its source

Down to the distant sea.

Nadina sat up and stretched,
Her body golden as the sand
In the afternoon sun,

And her silvery hair rippling like the river.
A merry light crept into her eyes

As mischievously she caught a butterfly
That fluttered by

Only to release it.

Nadina laughed,

And her laugh tinkled out over the water

And through the cool green forest behind
her.

A dryad awoke and gently boughs swayed

As she struggled to remain awake.

Failing, she fell again into slumber,

Dreaming of laughter in the forest

And a moment of consciousness.

Nadina stood and walked along the river,

Her small feet leaving depressions in the
soft sand.

She knelt and picked up a small fish

That lay drowning on the sand.

Gently she placed it in the water

And watched it swim joyously away.

She stood as if deep in thought, ; ;
Staring Into the tranquilly flowing (o4
river. ((\

Nadina, coming to a decision,
Stepped softly into the river.
She walked out until the water
Reached up to her slender waist,
And then glided into the mainstream,
Merging with the water as she was carried along.
The water ran bubbling and burbling,

And to it was added Nadina's tinkling laughter.
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by DAMON KNIGHT

Books mate.

is the
This/simple, but world-shaking principle behind logogenetics, the new science of sel-
ling stories without actually writing. A milestone for man comparable to the inven-
tion of the egg-shaped wheel, logogenetics is positively guaranteed to turn any idiot
into another Milton.*

* T means of course, my friend Milton Berkowitz, the plumber's helper.

—_ The inspiring story of this great discovery begins several years
ago, in the pioneer workshop of Dr. Claude Shannon. Dr. Claude,
as his cats affectionately call him, said to himself one dull

‘ /(‘—\Nl morning, "Why shouldn't there be a robot that would write better
(- ‘TSEE;\ stories than I all the time read in these magazines?®"

Picking up the torn pages, Dr. Claude (click, whirr) pretended
he was a robot, He took a word at random from the one page, you
see? Then he looked down the other page (click, whirr) till he
saw the same word repested, and he wrote down the next word,
Then he looked down the first page till he saw that word again,
and wrote down the pext word, and so on.

This took too long, Logogenetic axiom #1: All logogenetic
N-processes take too long.

\ Grimly carrying on, another scientist named John R. Pierce
p#ﬁkg("Dr. Pierced" to his pet wolfhounds) tried writing three
: words on a strip of paper, folding one out of sight and pas-
sing the strip to the next fellow, who added a word and folded one over and passed it
on to the next fellow, and so on, This was better, but still took too long, and got

some pretty peculiar looks from people in the street.

Now we come to the real stuff, the final flower of this breath-taking research, devel-
oped in sunny California by the writer and his wife, who were bored silly at the time.
Take two books. Any two books, I have here, for example, THE CAINE MUTINY, by Hermem
Wouk, and THE MALTESE FALCON, by Dashiell Harmett. If this is not the type books you
keep around the house, so much the worse. Now. We open the books at random. (JIdeal-
ly, when we say '"we", we mean you and another fellow. THe author is doing this ex-
ample by himself, because his wife is sick and tired of logogenetics., )

In the first book, the first word our eye lights upon is "Willie." (THE CAINE MUTINY
Doubleday 1954, p. 217,) In the second book, the first word our eye encounters is
"Cairo", (THE MALTESE FALCON, Pocket Books 1945, p. 59.) We now ask ourselves, could
“Cairo" follow !"Willie" in a sentence? It could, so we write them down:

Willie Cairo

Now we go back to book #1 and read the first word after '"Willie," which turns out to
be "and"; so far, so good, Turning to book #2 again, we find the next word after

"Cairo" is "removed", This is a lousy word, so we rip it out of the book and try the
next one : "his", Okay, The next word in book #1 is "May", a girl's name, Gweat,

A sex scene, this looks like, In book #2 again, we hit two no-good d
"from'", In book #1, four "no-good" words and then "the', ey T e

Copyright, 1965, James V, McConnell, THE WORM RE-TURNS

Another version also appeared in Walt Willis's HYPEN some
3 _ ear 2
by permission of the author and Dr, MaConnell, IR ST
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And so on, We keep going back -and forth between books, each time picking up where
we left off*, until we get a complete sentence.

* But after completing a sentence, we pass to the first word of the following sentence
in the reservoir., This will never be any clearer.

Willie Cairo and his May from the Spade Valley, standing in the hotel passage-
way, touched the white corridor-door, between the sheer living-room and the
lobby, padded with falcon skins and horns of red-laquered Levantine,

This does not make much sense, Logogenetic axiom #2: Logogenetic writing seldom
makes much sense.,

However, upon reading this sentence again -- any number of times is permitted, unless
the head begins to swim -- you notice that it seems as if it ought to mean something,
The sentence is out of context, of course, and that's the way we are going to leave
it; anybody who wants to know about that padded door (or lobby?) can carry on for
him, her or itself,

Logogenetics has many, many uses., It is good for writing little booklets to go with
exhibitions of ultra-modern art, and as a matter of fact this method can!'t be as orig-
inal as I thought it was, because it!s pretty plain that that!s how those booklets

are written. It is good for writing science fiction and/or horror movies, but you
want to pick your reservoir (the books used in logogenetics are called the reservoir)
carefully; for instance, the pre-clod* who wishes to write like a combination 4,E.

Van Vogt and Ray Sradbury will choose, say, THE WORLD OF NULI-A and THE GOLDEN APPLES
OF THE SUN, because that'!s all he happens to have on hand, The result may be some=
thing like the following:

*Students who have not yet figured out that logogenetics is a gyp are called pre-clods,
Gosseyn moved, but around the door.

"Swallow the pills," 1In the sky with great desparate coming-in, danger
flowering unreal whistlings, Prescott quistly said, "From the woman that
saw it, helicopters will blizzard." The hotels, the private people, cities
that rose to strange power, Warm, strangely, with easy pink picture faces,
because the race of bound men would sound mysterious. "You opposed the
assault, mani"

Murder. Two supposed chocolate Gosseyn malteds. He smiled curtly, for
the mute problem would slowly, reluctantly untangling, tell him the par-
tial color acceptance, It again was a picture of a mind, dark, closer
to sanity, one uneasy white reverie shining down,..

There you are. THE WORLD OF NULL-APPLES, by A. Ray Van Vogtbury. It would take two
genuine authors years to turn out a passage like that, and you and your drunken friend
from Flushing did it in ten minutes, Plot? Well, how can yau tell until you try?

Take another example. How-to articles are a million laughs, and there!s always room

for one more somewhere. Select appropriate passages from any issue of WOMAN'S DAY,
mix thoroughly, and--

With a whisk knife, sweep 3/4 inch under crust., Vacuum one cup of
grated pedals or rugs, Spread seats in trunk; put dirt on floor,
3ake one tablespoon moderate detergent, 325° F,, in hot bucket,
Break upholstery apart, and serve.

* * * * * *
ISVT: W?at should we call the Pittsburgh regional?
LgE: With all those nuts attending, how about the PeCon?
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by Arnie Katz

"ROTTEN TO T

There was, I noticed, some grotching in the last issue of ggggggl;ggg about th? price
of mimeograph paper having been one of the principle topics d1§cussed.by the Disclave
fanzine panel. While there are certainly more interesting topics avallab}e, few if
any could be more basic to fanzine fandom than mimmograph.paper and supplies, Mi?eo-
graphed fanzines are prdty difficult to produce without mlmeogra?h paper, tyough it
memory serves, one Los Angwles one shot session printed part of its production on
tollet tissue, One of Gf's editors has a father who sells mimeographs and such, I
believe, so it is entifEI& possible that this pair of fine young girls has been totT
ally spared some of the harsher realities of a fanzine editor's life. A faned looking
for his next ream of paper, his next bottle of corflu or whatever faces problems sim-
ilar in kind if not degree to those faced by a junkie looking for a new connection,
Having a member of the family in the mimeograph business is akin to having a heroin
refining plant in your apartment, I assvre you, Linda and Suzanne, that the situation
facing the rest of us, the ""street" fanzine editors, is quite often a stencil of a
different color,

I particularly remember, remember all too well, my first timid foray to the corner
stationary store for a quire of stencils.

I.

"I'd 1like a quire of stencils," I blurted somewhat nervously at the young woman
behind the counter,

"Stencils?" she asked., !"You mean for drawing?" She was, of course, thinking of
those wretched paper lettering guides which are a story in themselves.

"No, for mimeographing,'" I mumbled. Some of my supply-hunting.experiences, I must
admit, were wmnecessarily complicated because I was very shy during the neofannish days

and also because "mimeograph" is one of those words which I tend to slur over and
mumble,

"Huh?" she said, raising her right eyebrow slightly, I repmated myself, this time
slowly and distinctly so that I could be understood clearly.

"A mimeograph?" she queried in a way that made it all too plain that she'd never
heard the word before, I gave her the general outlines of the mimeographic process
as I understood it, which at the time was not perfectly., She regarded me with a
deepening frown and disbelief to match, The only comparably embarrassing situation I
can remember in all my years as a conspicuous consumer was the first time I bought a
package of prophylactics from a female drug store clerk, After considerable conversa-
tion, communlication was achieved, Not only did the girl apprehend my description of
the art and science of mimeography, she even grasped how many stencils make a quire,

""We don't carry them," she finally announced brightly, I hurried from the store,

IT.

Undaunted I continued my search for stencils by going to the first store's arch come
petitor down the block, There they even knew what a mimeograph stencil was,

which delighted me more than I really care to tell from today's more Jaded vantage
point, Actually, I should have been on my guard for my first confrontation with one
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of the retailers on the ftinge of the mimeo supplies business, Such operators don't
necessarily have hearts filled with blackest evil, but even at best they devote scant
attention to such slow~-moving items as mimeograph supplies. To draw another analogy
to the drug world, the narcotics pushers cuts his merchandise too, and the stationary
store owners invariably 'cut! their merchandise by using off-brands that maximize pro-
fits, Now I know this, then I was positively thrilled when the man behind the
counter pulled a box of stencils from the shelf,

"How much?® I asked,

"120¢ each," he replied equally laconically., He lookedme over, taking my measure. An
obvious pigeon,

"How much a quire?” He took out his paper and pencil and began figuring.

"$4,60" He didn't even have the good grace to avert his eyes while pronouncing this
atrocity. I needed 6 stencils immediately -~ an apa deadline was staring me in the
face -~ so I was in no position to put off my purchase,

"I'11l take 6," I laid $1.20 on the counter. He slipped the stencils into a bag
with what I thought was unseemly haste. I took them home., A

Later, sitting at my typer, I.looked at them. They were Kores stencils., The
stencils were a strange faded blue in color, with numerouslighter patches caused by
an uneven application of wax, Notthat it was well waxed in the first place, simce
most of the wax seemed to have soaked into the backing sheet, rendering it greasy
and translucent. Subsequent experience has shown this batch to have been typical.

I'm not exactly sure why, but I always ilike to think of Mr. Kores (And it's a lot
to assume there is a Mr. Kores. If I made this brand, I don't think I'd want my
name on them., ) as a beloved, if somewhat flighty, protege of Thomas Edison., I see
a whole scense,..

YKoresi" I can almost hear FZdison shouting. He had considerable hearing loss duc
to a boyhood accident and probably shouted most of the time. "I've discovered the
mimeograph!!" He slurred the - word slightly, perhaps,

"The mimeograph!!" Kores exclaimed, throwing his armswide in his excitement. "WHat
hath God wrought!"

"H i R

"I told you, Kores, a mimeograph," Edison replied, with the patienlence of the ganius
for the merely superior., Finally, as I envision it, communication was achieved. Not
only did Kores understand the art and science of mimeography, albeit Not Perfectly,
but he even grasped how many stencils make a quire.

"Let's put out a one-shot!" Kores burbled at his mentor. Edison, with better things
to do such as help prepare the phonograph for the eventual emergence of Jimi Hendrix,
understandably would not have wanted to fritter away his time on a one=shot. It is
at this point hat I imagine Edison remembering that his friend Kores completely
lacked manual dexterity and coming up with a brilliant diversionary ploy,

"Fine," I can almost hear him saying to Kores, "go whip up some stenecils," And of
course by the time Mr, Kores produced some stencils -- about 13 million quires, by my
estimate -- he'd quite forgotten the one-shot,

Far-fetched as all this may sound, its the best explanation I can advance to account
for the poor quality and high price of Kores stencils. A Kores stencil is not Hust
a stencill a Kores stenicl is a genuine antique, a relic of a bygone era,
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And that's about what | told myself as | tried to type on the first of the six Kores
stencils, gaily chopping out ''o!'s. But deep down in my neofannish heart, | knew the

truth¢ |'d been Had.

by Jerry Kaufman

I thought | saw Mordor in the mists today,
Belching flame like a broken furnace,
Coughing out smoke tuberculous,

Heaving with the sickness of filth,
Evacuating from its sick body wastes.

I looked again,
I laughed.

It was only the lonely line of Clevelan.
A healthy city; we're told.

How could | have seen any 1ikeness

To Mordor?



18
by Fred Haskell

This Is a poem (well maybe you wouldn't call it a poem but | do) written for Gran=
falloon.
Slnce the co-editors are ybung girls, | am going to write abcut a young girl
| know (although they probably have nothing in common but their sex).
Other than Granfalloon, there's no reason for the existance of this
poem (except maybe some odd perversity of my nature).
It was written (really written as-a-matter~of-fact on yellow,
lined paper with a black pen) to reflect the views of the poet
and no others,
I'm not sure what's going on yet (although I'm having lots of
fun with this paranthesis business (but I'm gohna cut that out
Icause it's probably getting to be a bit much (7))).
So relax == here goes.

There was this girl, who graduated from high school with me
(well actually she was quite a few of the girls | grad-
uated with, but that doesn't matter).

She was really quite pretty (and knew it).

She believed in "LOVE" ("LOVE" to her meant going steady)
("1 gave you my high school ring

At the root beer stand;
We had a teen-age love =-
| thought it was sharp,
It was really so grand.”I
Or something.4)
She wouldn't go out with me, 'cause | wasn't ''cool"
(*'cool'' = wearing the Right clothes,
doing the Right things, and going out
with the Right people (her)).

* * * * * % %* % *

What Is love?
love is honesty
love can be with more than one e
love is shared ey
love is being
love is
love is life -
"love is the ultimate trip'"™"
But it isn't petty.
(*'1 thought you were my teen-age thrgll.
I thought you were my teen-angel.''’)
Feel sorry for that girl who graduated from high school with me.
She won't Graduate with me.
She's incomplete.
(1 am becoming whole).

e el o % * * * % * %

| love all pretty girls, but | particularly love those who Exist.

IFrank Zappa said that.
| said that.
3Bob Dylan originated the joke | just stole.
4A button | once saw said that.
5Zappa again (he gets around).
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by Sunday Jordane

Commander Vernon Classe idly turned the pages of his executive calendar. He was
hardly a busy man. Day after day passed with no exicitement, no fun; he was as lone~
ly as the lunar seas he lived on.

The red- telephone squawked. ''Hello?'' said the High Commander.

'"Classe, this is Mills. We just got a news bulletin from the Senate, and your bill
has been tabled. There's a lobby of Oldists fighting pretty hard down there. Do you
want me to book you to Earth on the 8 o'clock? It might be a good idea if you went
down and defended the Bill.'"

"Uh...No, | don't think so. Those idiots are too violent., Oldists! They're so
damned reactionary, the next thing they'll want is a return of starvation! The World
Protectorate can't be bothered with stupid fools like them.'

'"0.K., Commander, |'l1 do my best to level things down here, and let you know what
happens.'

"All right, Mills. Thanks for the tip. G'by."

High Commander Classe of thé Space Federation and World Protectorate was bored by the
whole thing. When he first put his bill for a vote, it was a great step he had made
toward protecting the future generations of the home planet -- and insuring his own
fame. But now it was one great big bore. The Oldists wanted to retreat to the days
of Free Families, poverty, individualism, and independance. They wanted Candy-K to
lull them into a stupor every night. They hated compulsory birth control. They were
obviously nuts.

And, it was pretty hard to fight them, for they were underground throughout the United
City/States and Canada, stirring up trouble. The Commander was now too bored with the
long struggle to even think about it any more. He put the Oldists out of his mind.

Then Classe turned off the desk lamp and disconnected the private phone line. Pulling
his Easy-Float Bed from the wall, he clambered into it for a cat-nap. He had more to
think about than the silly problem of the Oldists....something more important. He
wanted a woman.

When the World Protectorate and Space Federation had taken over Luna as their base of
operations, they had voted that no women be allowed for sacurity reasons. Thereafter,
the only feminine companionship for the officers was provided by substitute-woman
robo-dolls manufactured tarthside. But Classe was a snob and would not touch one of
the dolls, though they were quite life-like and supposedly very satisfying.

That was another gripe of the Oldists. They said it was unnatural and antisocial to
force men to use objects for their sexual release. This was the one point of the
Oldist doctrine that Classe agreed with.

But this afternoon, he really wanted a woman...even a pseudo-woman robo-doll would do,
he thought. After all, his wife had died seven years ago (before he became High
Commander) in the Floridium epidemic of 2016, Seven years is a long time to be alone.
And he could afford one of those little dolls now.... He fell asleep thinking about it,
and when he woke a few hours later, the sheets were wet.

%* % * *
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On the Senate floor, Yoli Prister was trying to poke his index finger Into the
hearts of the assembly,

"It is the right of the people to decide whether or not they want children, and
how many. | love my wife and | want to have children. So does she; and we can
afford It, too. But we are forbidden. Birth con-

trol has been enforced for some time now; the
world has had to adjust to it, right or wrong. _
But now you've got a bill before you to pro- /74?;;;25»9\

hibit the use of Candy=K. You all know how TR \\Q\\?

it feels at the end of a hard day, when A1 2 ‘\Q\ \;& ]w

you come home to an empty house...if your /(// ' A ’//K%\
lucky, there's a wife waiting in it; if J e At ) W
you haven't a wife, well, there's just 727" 4 \ ’ﬂ:’
a Robo-Cleaner. Why shouldn't you be Yy . . /

able to relax? To sit down and eat
your Candy=K and watch Ste=Vislon?
And If you are married, and you and
your wife should decide to bundle,
and somehow forget your birth control
precautions...well, why not? Sure,
we all realize that over-population
is no longer a problem because of

birth control. But a few mistakes / Wl o : _'\f§\
made, a few kids (wanted and loved 7 i : -y ”’%{ﬁ“\Q’
kids) who might be born because of 1 X £ 7/ /T’H*\Ql
Candy=-K, are not going to re-create \} By ‘ rh

the problem. Candy=K is our relax= “é!y?ﬂ’ﬂ
ation, and our substitute for the £,

joy of having children. | tell
you, and | mean It, gentlemen,
if you pass Commander Classe's
bill, we will not rest until we
have overpowered you and regain-
ed our rights! We will not

rest!!

Ted Vidal clapped heartily, It
was the only sound in the great
chamber. Arm in arm, Vidal and Prister
left the room.

% % * %

On Luna, Vernon Class threw up his hands
In mock horror as he listened to the
radio broadcast. As If he should fear
that silly slob and his disciples!

He called an orderly and asked
for a Martini-surrogate an a
purchase order. Ten

minutes later
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he had wired the Dolly Follies Factory an order for a custom made robot., He had made
up his mind,

* * * L

Yoli Prister was a hard man to beat., A veteran fighter and talented assassin, he
believed in the rights of the individual; and he wanted Commander Classe's death,

His right-hand man was Ted Vidal. Vidal had good taste, a certain elegance, an@ a
thirst for vengence against those who would limit his movements. Prister had picked
him as the instrument of Classe!s assassination,

When a green slip of paper from the Bolly Follies factory arrived at Prister!s house,
stating that the High @ommander Iunaside, Vernon Classe, was to have a speclal doll
made for him, Prister realized that here was the chance to sabotage the robot and
let it assassinate the Commander, The doll was to be custom-tailored to have the
same measurements as Classe!s dead wife, It would also be programmed to converse
intellizently with the Commander, as wesll as to advise him and to keep his affairs
confidential,

Ewert Baker, the man who had written the . hote did not have &he necessary tech-
nical ability to sabotage the doll, although he did have the best access to it as an
employee of the Dolly Factory.

"The ability to converse requires the new type of computer-cell-brains, and with
proper modifications, the robot could kill Classe and his death be attributed to
mechanical failure, Am I to have help in this venture?" wrote Baker.

So, Prister called Vidal. Vidal had been a techniclan for Defense Computer Systems
dering the 1998 war scare, and had often worked on new projects for the development
of defense computers. Though not too familiar with the workings of the robot, Vidal

could, after an intensified course in programming for this type of computer, sabotage
the doll.

Nine days la?er, the custom-made doll left the factory, and Vidal, disguised as a
Customs Officer, arrived at the East Coast Shipping Docks to board the Interliner I
with the doll, The big crate seemed to be (as it was) a very special and important

cargo. It was placed in a private room where he would remain with it ait all times
as a '"guard,"

During the 27-hour flight to Luna , he worked to "teacH'the doll how to kill; and it

must kill only Commander Classe, and only after a ay period whi
for Vidal to get safely back to’Earth, 5-day p ch would allow time

By the time they disembarked, the doll could stab, hit §e

: : 5 » Or poison, and had a picture
of the victim grasped.both by visual and verbal means. The timiné device hadpbeen
set for 120 hours, Vidal followed the porters off the ship with confidence,

* * * *

CigmangeilCIagse opened the door to his private office, A Customs Officer stoodt out-
:hae, ollowed by 3 delivery men in official garb, carrying a six-foot wooden crate
t looked for all the world like a coffin, "Yes?" said the Commander

"Officer Brandon de Gries reporting, Sir,
you like to have us uncrate it for-you,
myself. I hear sho's a beautel"

This is your Dolly Follies shipment. Would
Sir? I wouldn't mind having a look at it

* £
* * ™ * ¥

Mace cannot penetrate vaseline,,,,VVVVV
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"Yes, yes, go ahead and uncrate it. I had it made somewhat like my late wife, Only
the best, you know! It had better be right or I'll send it right back,"

"Right, Sir. Go ahead, men, bring it in, Pry off that 1id."

The doll was charmingly beautiful, It had a seductive mouth, skin like soft velvet,
and the figure was proportioned exactly like the Commander!s wife (Vidal decided he
would have liked to have known her)., Classe was overjoyed, He had 'de Gries" show
him how to activate the robo-woman and to control her, Basically, shw was to act like
a normal person, once you had activated the motor response switch and vocal organs,
The Commander listened attentively to his instructions and then dismissed the delievry
men and the Customs Officer hurridly, He was anxious to try this out,

Vidal told his men to go ahead and leave, while he "called in to headquarters,”" Actu-
ally, he wanted to leave separately to disguise the reason for his visit to the High
Command Center, He waited in a rest room for an hour or so, then called Prister back
on Earth to let him Imow that the mission was so far successful, and that he would
wire from the Graybol, his return ship, in three hours.

Five minutes later, as Vidal left the Center for the Spaceport, he was apprehended by
Federation Police. They had observed an un official call to Earth via private credit
card, and this was illegal on Luna for security reasons, Thus, Vidal was arrested on
suspician of Breach of Silence and held aborad a prison ship bound for Earth,

* b %* %

Since Yoli Prister was a precise man, when Ted Vidal did not wire at the moment prom-
ised, he held his suspicians in check for exactly 30 minutes; then he began checking
with his Monitors for trouble. In response to Prister!s query, moon observer
reported that 4 armed FP's had taken Vidal into the pris‘'on ship; and that was due in
within 24 hours,

* * %* *

Vernon Classe turned over in his sleep., Gently the robo-doll disengaged its arm from
Classe's tangled limbs and settled once more into the soft webbing of the Easy-Float,

% % x® *

The Federation Police unloaded their prisoners, while an armored airecar waiteg some
50 yards from the dock., Meanwhile, behind the Customs Gate, Yoli Prister and his

armed followers waited and watched, They saw the police herd out several black-robed
figures, captured missionaries from Venus, Then they led out Vidal, blindfolded and
hands tied, :

R, 8
Prister threw a grenade to his left, watched the start- i)
led FPs back away from the blinding explosion, Vidal IR g
wrenched away from his guards, threw himself to the rightiw
pulling off his blindfold, One of the guards blasted him°
in the arm; Vidal was hurt, but not badly,

Then Prister blasted back into the crowd of guards and
brought down 2 or 3, While 3 0Oldists ran forward into
the swarming melee of Police, Officlials, and prisoners,
Prister grabbed Vidal!s shoulder and propelled him back
from the ship., Sirens began to drone overhead as Prister
and Vidal ran for the main road, Their 2 back-up men quickly immobilized those who
pursued them,
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Prister hauled Vidal after him into a passing air-car., The driYer, a middl?-aged
woman was shocked speechless as the two made their sudden jumP into the moving car.
Then she began to scream, but was chopped off mid-sound by Prister!s stun gun.

As Prister took the wheel, shoving the driver out onto the pavement, he heard the
scream of police cars giving chase, The civilian air-car hadn't the speed necessary
to elude the FPs, so Prister swooped over a nearby subway entrance and pushed Vidal
out of the car; then he darted to the other side of a large office building to pull
the police away from his comrade's trail.

Suddenly a force-block field loomed ahead, and Prister knew he was caught. A blast
from the police cars closing in behind rocked the car. Although the car fell to the
ground, Prister never felt it, he was killed instantly.

* * * *.

Commander Classe was pleased. Not only had he a companion, but also, his worst encw
my was dead, And although his bill had not yet passed through Congress, he had had
word that the Candy-K Company was preparing to olose their aecounts and to turn to

some other type of manufacturing, For 3 days his doll had kept him happy and satis-
fied, had soothed his lonaliness and kept his secrets, had advised him and massaged

him and scrubbed his back for him. His red phone had not rung onee sinee Prister's
death; his life was secure and serens.

Even the Oldists could recognize defeat when they saw it, thought Classe, I'1ll never
have to worry about them again., For they had all migrated to Northern Canada to
mourn their leader; they were quiet now, and seemed hopeless, Since they no longer
fought him in Congress, all he had to do was wait a week or so for the bill to pass,
and then meke his final appeal to the World Protectorate. So all he had to do was
write a good spoech to convinee tham Candy-K must be bammed. If he didn't do a good
Job, the Oldists could retaliate., If he did, however, his fame and future would be
insured, And he lnew he'd do a good job, a fantastic job, he just knew it.

Inside the Commander's robo~doll, a clock was ticking.

% 3* * * * e o % * %

0D DS AND ENDS

FANEDS: If you want to get new readers, send a bunch of your zines to Seth A.
Johnson, 345 Yale Ave., Hillside N.J. 07205, and he will distribute them
to new fans., The Fangine Clearinghouse is one of the fow ways new fans
find fandom., Support this by sending Seth your fanzines.

2001 AD file is being collected by Jerry Lapidus, send him any clippings you see
on 2001 please., (54 Clearview Dr,, Pittsford, N.Y. 14534)

ISSAC ASIMOV~ David Malone, 815 Long Ridge Rd., Stamford, Conn. 06902 is starting
a petition to get Isaac Asimov to write a third robot novel, To sign, send

him your name and address on a 3x5 carc (address so thke untrusting Dr, A
can check up on him).,

BOB ROEHM is definately one of the heads of a new Heinlein club, send him $2.00 to
316 E. Maple St., Jeffersonville, Indiana L7130,

NEOFAN if you have jgst found fandom I suggest that you Join the National Fantasy
Fan Federation (N3F), the only national club, it had many serviees which

;g;sﬁd help you, send $1,75 to Janie Lamb, Rt. 1, Box 364, Heiskell, Tenn,



RITE OF PASSAGE From an established
Alexei Panshin author, this novel
Ace A-16, 75¢, 254p. would surely be con-

sidered quite good.
For a Ist novel from a relative newcomer, it
is amazingly good and a worthy addition to
Ace's SF'special'series.

The Earth has been desrtoyed and while Man
has scattered to various portions of the
Galaxy, there are those who chooses to re-
main aboard the gigantic starships. Ordered,
cultured societies, they are entirely con-
tai ned and regimented, protected from over-
population by the custom of ""Trial' (leaving
adolescents stranded, unprotected except for
individual cunning and intelligence, on a
rugged colony planet).

Young, pubescent Mia Havero has known only
a life aboard the Ship. As daughter of the
Chairman of the Ship's Council, Mia is able
to get an advance peek at the Mudeaters (as
the planet colonists are derisively called
by the ship-dwellers) and a 'real! world
when the Ship stops to give a fraction of scientific knowledge to the ignorant
settlers In trade for raw materials. Such privileges are uncommon, however,

and Mia is otherwise an ordinary child among many -- though perhaps a bit sharper,
more intelligent.

The first two-thirds of the novel is devoted to building a colorful, well-rounded
picture of life aboard the Ship as well as some remarkable character developments
through Mia's lIst-person narrative. Mia herself emerges as an unusually memorable
character, the most sympathetic and believable SF creation so far this year. The
novel's final portion, concerning Mia's '"Trial' period, seems a trifle disappoint-
ing. Not that it isn't good -~ it is == but Mr. Panshin seems to suddenly switch
tactics, partially losing the earlier quality by introducing a sudden 'action'
policy. To avoid sounding excessively detrimental, | would also like to say that
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this final section includes a beautiful, beautiful scene of Mia's introduction to sex,
a scene both realistic and true...and excellent, excellent.

| can't remember reading any recent lst novel showing as much achievement or great
promise as this one. | want to see more of Mr. Panshin: (P.S. There's another beauti-
ful cover design by Leo and Diane Dillon == next year's Hugo contenders?)

CROSS OF GOLD AFFAIR Number 14 in Ace's U.N.C.L.E. series was written, | believe,

by Fredrick Davies' by 2 California SF fans, Steve Tollivar and the late Ron Ellick

Ace G-689, 50¢, 156p, Not being very familiar with the now-expired TV serles, | must
take the book strictly on literary merits. Unfortunately, It

doe.n't hold up very well under such scrutiny. Glib, silly dialogue reinforced the

tedious plotting and while | don't expect a lasting piece of literature from a momen-

tary, feathery plece of entertainment such as thls, | demand at least a modicum of

plausibility and respect for my Intelligence. When | read something like this, |

can't help wishing that just once Thrush would win a hand by pumping Napoleon and I1lys

full of lead. Oh, well,../This was typed only over Suzanne's Inert body-LgE/

THE MASKS OF TIME While this new novel doesn't measure up to last year's eye-
Robert Silverberg opening and controverslal THORNS, there |s a strange fascina-
Ballantine U612l tlon to this story of a visitor from 1000 years In the future.
75¢, 252 p.

A man suddenly materlalizes In Rome on Christmas Day, 1998, He
Is nude and floats above the ground, although 3 nuns swear that their modesty was pro-
tected == a glittering opaqueness surrounded his loins. Thus begins the tale of Vorn-
an-19, a stranger who appears from the sky Into the midst of the world's madness and
who creates confusion and dissent from the first moment. The disorder spawned by
today's celebrities are but a minor tremor compared to the flourish and wild abandon
created by this visitor. Fearing the end of everything will come with the turn of
the century, the world finds Vornan-19 a seeming savior In troubled times; Vornan
finds the world a vast playground, a curlo as appealing as a new toy to a child. The
superlority attributed to him by a frantic populace gives him easy access to anything
and everything he could possibly desire, and he wastes no time In taking what is glven

Vornan's government-assigned entourage consists of a small group of hand-plcked but
Il11-assorted speclialists., Sllverberg takes speclal care to make this a group of [n-
dividuals and not just a group of names with one-dimensional characteristics. The
entire story Is shown from the viewpont of one of thls group, Leo Garfleld. Leo has
been experimenting somewhat successfully with time travel, a speclalization which will

perhaps take great strides forward If Information can be gleaned from Vornan. But
Vornan won't dispense any information about himself or his world., He seems nearly as
ignorant of his own world as of the world he come to see. Is he an imposter, a

clever fake seeking to pad hls pocket and create unrest?

The answer |s the motivation that carries the novel through a series of eplsodes In
which Sllverberg takes sacred cows and mercllessly cuts the throat of each one. Sex
takes some terrific beatings and forms an integral and tragic part in the shocking
finale. It's quite possible that some will find and point out occasional pretentlious-
ness, but If a point is hounded and pressed overmuch, it Is surely only the author's
Intent that all will understand meanings and subtle nuances that otherwise might

remain obscure. Not suited to everyone's taste, perhaps, but an important and worth-
while book.

He opened the door. (Continued on the bottom of the next page)
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2001: A SPACE ODYSSEY Whatever happened to the soaring imagination that gave
by Arthur C, Clarke, the world such a classic flight as CHILDHOOD!S END,
Signet Q3580, 95¢, 221p. the thoughtful near-future probinrs of A FALL OF MOON=

DUST, and the sagacious humor of TALZS FROM THE "WHITZ
HART"? Or, to the point, whatever happened to Arthur C. Clarke?

SF buffs, as well as movie fans in general, are now quite aware that, in collabora-
tion with film producer-director Stanley Kubrick, Mr, Clarke has created probably the
most monumental (and oddly controversial) SF film of all time, The book at hand is
the novelization of this epic creation; and, to be perfectly fair, must stand on a
level of comparison with the film, for many seem to expect the book to clarify aspects
of the movie which left many critics as well as the general public in a quandry, Let's
face it, shall we? The film was only difficult to those who refused to let their
imaginations open up and put a little effort into the deal, The firm adage '"Nothing
ventured, nothing gained" proved still durable to those who came avay bored and dis-
interested. The film refused to hand out intellectual gifts on a platter, instead
demanded payment in small measure of brain-power,

Mr, Clarke has now made the dreadful mistake of doling out these gifts for free (dis-
counting the 95¢ cover price) »nd his novel suffers from being "written down." Those
lazy minds still demanding to know what it!s all about will perhaps end up praising
the book for its enlightening comments (I'd sure love to read a book review on this
by Lester del Rey!), but to those who found the film a visual sun-ray on the meta-
physical scale, the book is likely to seem a hasty, eften sloppy piece of work with
dollar-signs blinking brightly on every page.

The entire story of Man's push to evolution and his eventual discovery of a 'creative!
intelligence beyond the sphere of Earth was created to appeal to the visual sense
(indeed, much of the appeal was dependent upon this) as a stepping stone to reach the
deep and searching idee fixe, On the printed page, the method has boen aborted

by trying to transform these images to the projected vision of the mind. Success in
this line is virtually impossible -- even "poetic! writers would boggle at the idea,
I'm sure, and Mr, Clarke doesn't seem to have even tried very hard. The plot differs
somewhat from the film, though usually in trifling minor details only, but the ponder-
ous descriptions and unbelievably trite dialogue make for some pretty dull reading,

If you didn't understand the film, you can try reading the book and I doubt if you will
appreciate the film a whit more, If you did enjoy and understand the film, you can
forget the book.,,it will only make you feel that Mr., Clarke thinks yonl!re incredibly
stupid.

TWO TALES AND 8 TCMORROWS Brizn Aldiss, long-time friend of the author of this
Harry Harrison ) collection, has provided a friendly, biased, but lucid
Bantam F3722, 50¢, 147p. introduction that gives the reader a glimpse of the
real person behind the stories he is about to read, To
my lmowledge, this is the second story collection from Harrison (the 1st being the

Inside, among the polished marble and silvered tapestries of a splendorous palace,
raged an orgy of unbridled passion. The heavy cloth of men!s garments lay soggy and
soaked beside the delicate pastel wisps of women!s array in rippling pools of wanton-
ly splashed wine, The bodies of the sweating multitude coiled and twined in every

position of ardor profane, and screams of delight were as often insane cries of mingl-
ed pain and pleasure,

Suddenly, Lust stood before him, fingering a cluster of large, ripe, and juicy grapes
held between breasts of a similar nature, The sensuous motion squeezed and stroked
his desire until he was left without choice, temptation leading his hand out with
perverse, silken indulgence,,...

(continued bottom of next page)



27
very good WAR WITH THE ROBOTS) and while not all stories are the best Harrison has
written, there are several which are among the best., Two stories, "The Streets.of
Ashkelon" and "Rescue Operation," deal directly and indirectly with religion; either
would be a star addition to any anthology. The remaining stores are all good, often
shot through with a heady humor that keeps them lively and bouncing and even more of-
ten touched with a cynicism that gives them a meaning between the lines, But it is
worth getting,

DIMENSION OF MIRACLES Portions were published earlier this year as individual
Robert Sheckley stories: "Budget Planet" in F&SF, March, and "Street of
Dell 1940, 50¢, 190p, Dreams, Feet of Clay' (in a slightly different form) in

GALAXY, Feb, These were not Sheckley!s best but were never=-
theless 1ight, readable and fairly funny., If you've read them, consider your efforts
suitably rewarded and forget this book, for it reads like a rashly incoherent series
of incidents related only by a single character who stumbles through each setting,

The hero, Tom Carmody is a '"routine miracle"; an ordinary everyday man who, through
an initial plot hinge that ends up carrying the whole story, wins a prize in the
Intergalactic Sweepstakes, Carmody leaves for his trip out a hall closet == this-book
is fantasy, not SF, in case you were wondering -~ and ends at the Galactic Center, He
has trouble collecting his Prize (an intelligent something who spouts clever asides
faster than Tom Jones) but it is 1ittle compared to the forthcoming difficulties he
has retunming home,

As Carmody blundered through one world after another, I felt that
Sheckley had taken a dozen ideas for various stories and hashed
them into a potpourri; one that would obviously never hold to-
gether, but that he assumed would be amusing enough in its spor- [
adic fashion to keep the reader moving ahead in search of another 4
little nugget of wit, Granted, there are some funny scenes and £: Vg %
dialogue, but one ends up feeling like he's embarrassedly watch- g A%
ing a gag-writer flipping out his latest gems at Mom's funoral, W 77
Individual scenes are never connected logically; the
story stops and starts, going in circles and g0~
ing nowhere (inexcusable despite the hero's same
predicament); and, Carmody finds himself chang=
ing character so regularly that one begins to Ry S IR j&h;
wonder if the author is switching heroes every - qb"qn«,,d’ i
time the tale shifts to a different world,
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On top of this Sheckley's writing is possibly the sloppiest he's ever done, full of
hasty crises and even more hasty (and misleadingly circuitous) explanations of reso-
lution, I would advise he do a bit more research before lines like:

"a song...not unlike the musical accompaniment to a really higha
budget MGM historical movie in Cinemascope and Todd-AO"

MGl dropped Cinemascope some years ago, and it was dropped altogether last year by
all companies, in favor of Panavision., Todd-AO is used exclusively by 20th Century
Fox; and, it 1s impossible to combine the two, Petty complaint, perhaps, but none-
theless aggravating and suitable for such a petty novel, I've always liked Sheckley!s
entertaining, often hilarious stories; I may in the futurs, but it may take a bit more
effort after this dreadful mistake of a book,
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