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ABOUT THE COVER...
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This drawing is a dia/prognostic prophetic delphic haruspical augury-omenie
one, done circa 1944, Little did the artist, Sergeant (Sergeant.! ¥or maosske! If
there were anysuch thing as military justice it would have been he, not Gregory
Feck, firestcrming Dresden and servs ‘em right) Powers realize when he did this
surrsalist Science Ficticn/Fantasy drewing that:

A, he was getting homnked on the most wretched riff in the commercial hack’s
grisly gig that would eventually produce some 1100 paperback covers (some under
the pseudonyn Lord Greystoke, or Gaystroke to his enemies);

B, that this simple-minded scrawl would accurately depict the mood of the
American public scme quarter-century later, waiting for the hemorrhoid that
walks like a man, Hon, Kickard Nixon, to become president.,

but there it is.

A

How do you account for an umnatural —-= make that eupematui;afl -~ phenomenon
like such, paterialists of the dull daylight world?

You can‘t, that's how, unless,..

acrobiotica? o
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CO\/ER REDR'NTS of the dichard Powers cover on this issue o.(: I,ALGOL

are avaiflable, without the black overprinting, for 25¢ each, 6/$1.00. Order them
from Andrew Porter, ' -
Eox 367, New York 10028







—— - - . i e i T T T T . ST I P A0 A IR O S

REATLE-JUCE  —- EDITORIAL

ATDREL PORTER

This has been a bad ysar for fandam. in just a few short months, we have lost
the brilliance of people 1like Ron Ellik, lLee Jacchbs, Anthony Boucher and others,
brilliance that camnot be replaced. Like 1958, this year has become another Year
Of The Juckpot . Heinlein’s story, ending with the sun going nova, has cone to mean
any time of disaster in fandom and the science fiction commnity at large.

Alva Kogers tells me thal some 20 plves names will appear in the PayCon Freogram
voolk's In khemorian page. Some of the psople listed there are Los Angeles and Bay
Area clnbfans, never active in the wider world of fandom., bBut many will be those
who have zained fawe and internatvional repute a&s fans, as professionals, and as
simply good people.

This world nas too few good people to lose some through death. 'The group who
l'ave made this year special includzas Anthony Doucher, leasing name in mystery cir-
cles and who guided Fantasy & Science fiction into the channels that made it a
respected volce in science fiction; (ieorge valter, who desigred F&SI', and whose
dasigns are still the recognized trademark of F&SF; iden E1lik, who, ghoi kiows,
had so much to 1live for; Lee Jacobs, who slipped in his b:athtub end, in an ultinate
pun on the value of life, hed his snuffed out; and the others, including Gieff
Conklin and Barbara Pollsrd and Dale Hart., All of their deaths are & shameful
wastae,

Ron's death hit ms particularly herd. I suppose that ion literally didnt't
nave an enemy in the world and, because he had travalled so wmuch, and wrote s¢
well =- who can fovrget The Soquirrel Cage, or his TAFF report, or Fanac, or any
of his achievements in fandon? =< he was known and loved by 2 great many fans.

On nmy first trip to California in 1965, Ron gave Arnie Katz, Mike Melnewney
and myself couch and floor speee in his home while we stayed in los /ingeles. And
before that, at the Westerlcn in San Diego, the shambles thzt the convention com-
rittee and the hotel made of the Con were brightened by Rou's rpresence,

It was in fecb at my first vorldCon, Washingtor, 1963, that Ron took me under
his wing, telling me where the clcged door parties were, sind, carly one morning,
after an allenizht party in the RPeorkele)y suite, broke the isolation surrounding
me, during a trelk to a locel eatery, by talking to me nol as a neo, but as a fan,
an equal, The Discen was the best WoridCon I've been at, and Ron helped make it
50.

lan had reached the heights of trufanisrness and was finally getting what he



vanted in the big world of life bayond fandom, And then, a few days bafore he was
to be married, his life was tragically extinguished on an jey road in Yiscousin.

At times, the world is such a damned unfair place.

Fandom, the werld, our lives continue. e thank whatever gods there be that
the incredibly stupid war in Vietram has not caughi sny fans in its® embraces. 4nd
we can continue %o read science fiction, and find some meaning to it and in the
world around us.

+ Lttt 4+

Taking & page from John Bengsund, I've been trying to wake Algal into an
inage of myself and of my own interests, (Unlike the narrator in George Locke's
story Itve yet io succumb uc any desire to trade my editorizl personality for
the power to resist the tides of sleep.) In so doing, i'm trying to master the
iorces within fandem, to cruate, through Algel and my cwn acibicns, a greater
knowledge, understanding, and corncept of fandom 2& an intermatienal happening.

Someone tocld us, “Fandom werks; the Unlted Nations doesnt." I hope, naturally,
that scmeday the U.N, will work, &3 it was [irst thought of scme 25 years ago.
Until that time I Lope that fandem, in ail its' infinite variations, personalities
and interests, will continue to work internationally.

I continue %o find it amazing (I guess Iive still got my 3ens= of Wonder) that,
save for the restrictions impesed by the international idiocies cof the Fost Office,
fandom does very nicely without ideologies, religious arguments, regzionalistic
tzncencies and nationalistie arguments,

Jean Muggoch, a4 very telented Londoner, has creatsd a fanzine called the Duro-
pean Newsbulletin, or Zurelink., or whatever the final name for it was. The name
doesn’t matter, The idea is simply that they are doiang samething that Charles De~
Gaulle, the Iron Turiain, provincial thinking and econcmic bLarrisers cannot prevent:
they are carrying on the international exchange of idees snd news for fun, for
fandan's sake. This new dimension to fandom = this international dimension, if
you will —- js exactly what I hope A)gol will come to represent with future issues.
1t iv perhaps a swall and pretentious step. But that fsndom cen comit itself to
no linits oa owi' fannish horirons, to no borders on what we wish to think and feel,
ard that we can exyrese ourselves tc sny fan of any nation, bodes well for the
future of 31l of us.,

¥For I believe that if we cen meke fandar work on an internaticnal basis, with-
out rules and eonfining regulations, then there is true hope for the future, for
gverycns on thie planet,
SR T S A i
Ir 1line with cur hope of an international outlock, may I rerind readers that
I am Amsrican Agent for the Porter-Bangsund Co-Frosperity Sphere, embodied at this
end by Ausbralden Sciencg Ficiion Review. This two-time naminee for a Huso as Best
Fanzine costs a mzre 52,40 for ous year, or six issues. May I suggest that when
readers subscribe to this very worthy journal (you don't lave to be Samuel R. Dee
lany te get into its' pages, tub it helps...), they rememter that coples will be
sent to them via an aged sea turile, direct from the Antipodes (or Australia, as
the natives call 3t) and tzke & long Time to gat here. For airmail) delivery, add
$3.00 for each yesr's subscription,
S I S SR e e
Readers are advised tc send us their letters of comment before the deadlina
for next issue; said deadline falis in the first part of November,
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THE BACKGROUND OF CHTHON
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Prolog: Turpose Of The Author.

I am an ambitious writer, This makes me, as I have been advised ungently from
time to time, an insufferable correspondent == but hardly a good novelist, quality
thinker or well-adjusted personality.

I do not believe in obscure writing. A novel should have a clear plotline un-
encumbered by the artificiality of the so=called narrative hook, unnecessary sex
or violence, or arty and impenetrable prose in the guise of siyle. If a writer is
not able to begin at the beginning, tell it as it is; and keep the reader interes-
ted == why then, that writer is a farce, and he would do better to take up some
more appropriate pursuit such as politics, glue-sniffinz or transvestism, where he
is more likely to be appreciated for what he is.

If you agree with me, stay clear of Chthon. It may be the mcst complexly
structured science fiction novel ever written, and the plot line is so devious that
I can not refer tc it knowledgeably without a chart. It beginsg -- und ends -= in
the middle; opens and closes with narrative hooks; contains arty quotations, 130
lines of free verse, deliterately obscure passages and about &s graphic sex and
violence as you will find in the field. These are the obvious aspects; the subtle
ones are worse.

Why did I do it? Why go against so many of the principles of writing I believe
in? I could have told the story in a straightforward manner (and am zbout to do sc
hers), confusing nobody and entertainine most readers. Why did I conscicusly set
sbout formulating such a monstrcusly convoluted conglomeration of notions, so dif-
ficult to comprehend that I knew of no reader, fan, pro or critic, who has been
able to grasp it on his own? Why?

_Because I am arbitious. I am not satisfied inerely to write without selling
(though I did so for eight years) or sell without becoming known (though I have
done so for five years) or to become known as anything less than a master of the
medium (how many years...?). I do not need the applause of a select minority that
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thinks it knows what the field should be better than the readers and writers do,
or the fake fame of an award bought by bloc voting. Yet I do want recognition. I
know of no legitimate way to obtain it except by doing my utmost in my own ornery
fashion,

Thus Chthon: no formula, this, and I will not do it again unless I turn out
a sequel, I have written five novels since, and none of them are patterned after
it. Any points of resemblance are incidental, They are, frankly, practice novels,
by which I have tried to im-rove my thinking and perfeet my styling, so that I can
turn out a more impressive work the next time I go all-out. Three have sold so far,
and they will probably be more successful than Chihon merely because they are
less ambitious; eertainly each obtained better purchase terms. One even won 2 con=
test. ‘

I am now amidst that second major effort, though it is quite unlike the
first. I can not guarantee when where or if it will see print because I mean to
be ornery atout marketing it. This is The Macroscope, about 150,000 words and
exceedingly heavy on the science. If thinking is unpleasant for you, avoid it.

Interlog: Plot, Nuance and Structure.

Eere, in grossly simplified sunmary and in chronological order, is the
essence of the Chthon narrative:

Aton Five was born §374, the § symbol representing a calendar dating from
man's application of the § drive that made galactic travel feasible. He is raised
by his father on Hvee, an agricultural world. His mother deserted the family early,
and Aton hates her, At age seven he encounters a lovely nymph in the forest and
is fascinated, though it is seven years before he sees her again. At fourtcen he
has an unfortunate liason with a local girl which enhances his sexual frustration.
At twenty-one ne goes to space in search of hie beloved forest nymph, called the
"minionette," who is his ideal of womanhood. He finds her: in real 1ife she is an
apparently ageless space executive. She is also, it turns out, his mother.

Aton loves her yet, while hating her. He performs with her an act of ircest,
then flees in disgust. He tries to recover his equilibrium at planet Idyllia,
where he meets and almest loves Coquina -- a sweet girl from home. But he is al-
ready dangerously perverted, and throws her off a mountain cliff,

He is adjudged criminally insane and is sent to Chthon, a nefarious cavern
prison. There he provokes a series of grisly adventures taking up half the volume
of the novel, finzlly winning his freedcm bty sheer ruthlessness. He kills, direct-
ly or indirectly, more than 200 other prisoners during this quest, and barely es-
capes the god of Chthon, a mineral intelligence.

Out.aide, ke discovers that the Chthon caveras are within the world of Idyllia
(Heaven-liell analogy). He is picked up by lones/™ the) former escapee from Chthon,
the demented Doc Bedside. They travel to tarth in search of information about the
minionette, and cbtain it at the sector library. Aton visits planet Yinmion, a pro-
scribed world, where he learns that the natives are semi-telepathic humans who
receive pleasure as pain and vice versa. This explains many of Aton’s own dicot-
owles: hé is by birth half-}inion, so has warring human and ¥inion emotional sen-
sitivity and a genetic bias toward incest.

10



He returns to llvee; where he meets and inadvertently kills the minlanette,
his lover/mother. This brings him to complete collapse., Fe recovers a year later
to find that Coquina, not dead after all, has been taking care of him. But she
has caught the incurable Chill, a galactic disease, and is dying.

Aton is now approached by the god Chthon, who agrees to save Coquina if Aton
will serve it. Thus he returns to Chthon caverns -=- which are, it is apparent,
where he belongs.

Stripped of its structure and symbolism and variable styling, Chthon is a
straight adventure novel with insidious undertones, and hardly artistic. No read-
er of sound mind who comprehends this much and no more should find it particularly
aprealing. If this summary is not enough to show why I was unwilling to have it
published in this format, I can only say that hackwork is not my forte.

There are a number of incidental nicities that the more perceptive reader
may appreciate, though I do not suggest that these represent quality writing per
se, The story is actually uarrated first-person by the Chthon=-entity, who speaks
for itself in the prolog-interlog—epilog and summarizes thematic and general

material that dc not fit within the novel proper. There is an integrated frame=-
work of names: Aten Five, for example, means the firstborn of the first line of
the Family of 5, All his male ancestors begin with A, while his uncle, Benjamin,
can not bequeath better than a B. Coquina Four derives from the third line of a
higher Family, Jay, Jervis and Jill are far down the line to the low Family of 8i.

dut apar', from this, there is surface symbolism: the lesser characters some-=
what resemble the literal meanings of their names. Jay is cheerful, Jervis pugna-
cious, and Jill is youthful. Inexpensive puns, I admit, but harmless. Coquina‘s
theme of the shell should be obvious, as should the minionette's name Malice: a
tern: of endearment in her inverted terms.

And of course there are a number of allusions tc the Oedipus thame, literal
and figurative, and connected irony. Take it or leave it; my point is that none
of this was csrelessly done. I do wish someone had appreciated my parody of the
great particle/wave debate on the nature of light, however, or the relevance to
the plo§ of the quotes I so carefully selected. (Scur grapes? Hell, no grapes
2t all!

But my main concern, and the single thing that took up most of my purely
intellectual effort; was the parallelistic structure. Chthon was aimed at both
the lowbrow and highbrow reader: the plot for the low, the structure for the
high. The meaning of the whole is not the sum of the parts. It is set up as two
parallel. adventures, and the narrative alternates between them: the cavern se-
quence, and the flashes, This is not mere convenience; those two stories are spac-
ifically integrated . with a one=to-one correspondence. In fact, they are merely
aspects of the same story. The characters change somewhat, the events are super-
ficially dissimilar -- but the primary distinction Letween theme is figurative,
As Chthon explains in the Prolog: "Aton -= while your body dies in prison, your
emotion lives beyond; yet both are one: your dezth reflects your life. Every ep-
iscde you suffer here parallels your other existence, now and in the past and in
the time to come."

The cavern sequence is Aton’s death -- which is much the same as his life.
Ceath is leteral, direct, objective and conscious: there are few subtleties in
the prison opera, The parrallel flash sequence, in contrast, is more figurative,
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devious, subjective and unconscious, If you wish to personify them, call the cav-
erns iale and physical; the flashes Female and emotional. There are excepticns,
as there have to be in a work of this magnitude (given the literary liritations
of the author): the nightmare in part 2 (cavern) is far more subtle and signifi-
cant than the seduction in part two (flash). But in general, this is the pattern,
Note that the symbol numbers, 1, 2, etc., apply to the cavern sequence, while the
written numters, one, two, etc., aprly to the flashes. This is intended to help
the reader keep things straight, and is independent of the chapter numeraticn.

It was necessary, for the sake of overall artistic balance, to invert tne
order of presentation of the latter episodes of the novel, Thus it opens prison-
flash, prison-flash, prison-flash, and closes ... -\ flash =prison~flash-prison,
flash-prison. This makes sense when you realize that the prison sequence is the
present; whiles the flashes are "back" in the first half and "forward" in the
second half; the present, symbolicelly, must embrace end surround both past and
present, This is ths way the narrator Chthon sees Aton's life: all contained by
his prison-present. ile never really leave the present, and neither the past nor
the future can change the basic reality of it.

The specific parallels of the twin narratives are carried throughout the
novel, with 18/eighteen subsections. I don't believe it is necessary to spell
out each oiie here; anyone who enjoys the intellectual exercise can figure
them out for himself. Interpretations may differ; no harm done. In this article
I'11 cover cnly a few of the more difficult ones,

For reference, here is the structural chart, with key words and datee iden-
tifying the important elements within it,

PRCLOG: M"+ye have nred of the damned."

I. ATON
§4,00 1381
1. laza One. Nymph
2, Nightmare Two. Fill
3. Tally Three., Aurelius
TT. GARNET
§400 §3%8
4. Mines Four, §
5. Hastings Five, Taphid
6. Blue Garnet Six. Xest
III. CHILL
$400 399
7. Chill Seven, Coquina
8, Trail Eight. Shell
9. Dreams Nine, Love

INTERLOG: "These are not wy people,”

IV, MINICN
FLO1 $40C
Ten., Fartner 10, Trek
Eleven, Libtrary 11, Crevasse

12



Twelve., lisery 12, 211}
V. MINIONETTE

§L02 5400
Thirteen, Spotel 13, Yonsters
Fourteen. Pool 14. Decimation
Fifteen, Climax 15, Bossman

V1. CHTHON

JL03 JL00
Sixteen. Awakening 16, Myxc
Seventeen., Bedside 17. Zombie
Eighteen. Defeat 18. Victory

EPILOG: "How can we condemn you?"

1/One is in detail triparte: in the cavern Aton is introduced to the prison
situation; and in the flash to the new world of age seven. In 1 he encounters
laza, who deals physical death to her lovers, and this parallels his introduction
to the minionette in Cne, who represents emotional disaster. The first kills the
body, the second the mind. (Remember the literal-figurative complements.) Finally,
in 1| he meets the regular people of the prison; in One he meets the regulare of
the planet: the children of Family 81.

7/Seven is so devious it appears to have no internzl connection, but this is
rrovided by the larger context. In 7 we learn about the dread Chill disease, while
Seven is the introduction to Coquina. These two, so different, are brought together
at the climax of the novel: Cocuina comes down with the Chill, threatening Aton's
final framework, and this forces him to reverse his flight from Chthon. This com~
bination also, as the Epilog clarifies, helps settle a long-standing problem of
Chthon's, and thus perhaps removes a serious threat to the existence of all 1life
in the galaxy. Coquina and the Chill, therefore, are vitally linked, and this
rarallel placement of the two is the first suggestion of this in the novel.

See how it works? It is not for the careless reader.
Epilog: reader reactions.

By this time I trust I have the agreement of those still withk me that I under-
took an extremely ambitious project in Chthon. It rerains to be seen what the ver-
dict of time will be. Ferhaps I attempted too much for my talent,, and so failed,
But I'd rather fail btecause I strained my resources too far, tzhn because I never
bothered to exert myself. At such time as I find my level, perhaps I'11 settle down
to it more placidly; until then, I mean to try for the moon as well as the back-
house. I'd like to say that I sce many other writers with a similar attitude, but
I Jjust don't. Ferhaps they are more practical than I amj at least they get the fat
magazine/hardcover/softcover/motion-pictuce contraets that I do not, and for work
that strikes me as indifferent in ambition and quality. Those few who do go all-out
seem to have trouble getting the result into print, too; there is at least one
important case in point going on now.

But to stick to my own case: Chthon was bourniced by three hardcover houses,
including DOUBLEDAY, before it connected with softcover for a standard beginrer’s
contract (not an advantageous kind). I had finished it is June, 1965, ard perhaps



I was fortunate that it 7ot into print in only two yeara. That can be the hardest
thing to accomplish for a ncvel of any guality: just getting it into print. The
editors hardly scrambled for it,

but how about the readers? I showed drafts of the manuscript to ten people
-~ family and correspvondents -~ before submitiing it for publication. I received
much valuatle advice, and was able to improve the novel materially as a result.
At the end I announced that I planned to submit it for publication, becinnin- as
an entry in that monster $21G,000 contest of the time, and asked for a frank
evaluation: was it a publishable book?

Here, anonymously and edited for brevity, are the replies of three pros and
one fan:

"There are sowma excellent and suspenceful sequences, but they're outnumbered
by wordy, cliche-ridden ones, and by much obscure writing...vou need several years
rerfecting your craftmanship...before you'll be able to set Chthon into a form
that will satisfy you, let alone an editor or the public."

"...my general over-all impression is that the novel is getting there as &
novel,that it may not be too far from publishable as it is, but that you unfortun-
ately have a light year or two to go before turning this into a competition
winner." '

"But s far 2s the Bi: Ficture: I've lost it."

"As to if this is up to the publishable level...well, I'm on the fence, To
me it is overwritten, over-complex, and objectionable in many pagsages from the
point of view that they will not print such sex sequences...There is much gcod
writing swrrounded like islards by cceans of, shall we say, highly individu=l
prose. However, when we adjust the balance...we have a book that ray get into
print .t

-~= Piers Anthony, 1967

COMING  NEXT ISSUF———mm—>

Norman Spinrad’s long article, The Bug Jack Barron Papers, plus an offset port.felin
by rising young artist Michael Gilbert, toth squeezed out of this issue by space
limitations, will appear next issue, out in December. In addition ALGOL will fea-
ture an International Section, to bscome a regular feature, with SfMarkets (from
SFWeekly) and zrticles on foreign science fiction and fandon,

Next issue will see the continuatien of Lupoff's Book Week and Ted VWhite's column,
enetitled, My Cclumn. Ted wasn®t in this issue because of other commitiments {Ace
booke paye better than we do). In addition, we'll have &n interesting letter col-
umn, pretty artwerk, and anything else we can fit in comfortably. The deadline

for the Winter Issue is November 15th,
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ANNE MCCAFFREY

Authors and their worlds are fascinating, particularly if you are the author
concerned,

Much as I would like to comply with those readers who would assign a mystical
origin to the Dragons of Pern, there isn't one,

I was casting about me, like Lawyer Feachum in the Beggar’s Opera, for a
goud executicn (of a story) for the next Aassizes, and a stray thought dwelt over-
loag cn the subject of dragons, Like Doris Fitkin Buck, I have always felt that
dragons suffered from a bad press, It occurred to me to remedy thils distressing
gitvation with a well-meant short story in their fevor. Some 160,000 worde later,
I'm still "dragonizing".

It cawe abcut in this wise: so dragons fly? Why? And why fire-breathing dra-
gons? Gotta be a2 reason. A menace? That®s it, & menace only dragons cai: combst.
Great, But dragons as big as mine were looming in the authorial eye would b2
difficult to manuge unless...ah ha...telepathic dragons, mind-linked at hatching
to men...dragonmen...dragonriders. Now there's 2 name with charisma in gobs. Ah
ha ha! Yeah, but why? Ymmm. Dragons flying, breathing fire...think up something
that ignites on contact with oxygen...mad dash to science library. Ah ha. Fhos-
phines. Air-borne, telepathic, fire=breathing dregons menaced by whet? Somsthing
also airborne. large inimical crewtures? Nak, too tame. How about a mindless or-
ganiem? Again ah ha. Space travelling spores...see Arrhenius. On with the story.

The Dragons of Fern are uruasual beasts, constructs if ever there were some:
they get 'impressed' on hatching like ducklings, are telepaths, oviparous but
their mating is comysrable to bees rather than lizards (although I've never ob-
served saurian nebits); dragons are carnivercus but can last eight days, when
full-grown, on one full meal, like 3 camel. They have two stomaches like cows,
one for comestibles, one for combustibles.

Actually, drzgons don®t fly: they only think they do which is how they do
it. Even with a boron-crystalline exo-skeleton, dragons have tco much mass for
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their wing~span, They levitate, using wings for guidance, braking and self-
decerticn. True, the fire-lizards from which the Terran colonists ceveloyped
the Pern dragon could fly: it was their parapsychic abilities that the genei-
icists strengthened,

Having more or less settied my dragonclogy, I forget it and build the

ﬁ%ot structure around the humans. It foilowed logically, however, that men

could think to dragons would bhe regarded with considerable awe by their
less talented peers. Lrgo, an exclusive con:fraternity, self-inmolating, celf-
sustaining. (I may well have besn reading sbout the Knights Templar at that
point, I've forgotte:n, but the social structure of Pern is decidedly feudal
with occasional mozern-child-rearing overtones.) F'lar was the epitome of
the proper dragomnan,

Now intrcduce the outsider into the eyr for obssrvation and comparison.
it’s more fun to pit the scxes eo enter lessa, in Cinderella guise, with suf-
Ticient wit and courage not to need the cop-out of a fairy godmother. (I don't
have one, don't see why she should.)

There are several villains, ?csuse half the fun of writing is the villain:
fax who i3 greedy, it'gul who is well-motivated tut dense, and the Threads which
couldn’t care less and therefore are the best varlety of menace. (I tend to
ceveleop outside influerices anyway: I°ve had enough in my lifetime of nation
versus nabion,)

The last ingredient was the timing: the dragons were created (by me an?
"ern) for a necessity -- remove that necessity from the memory of living man,
snd gee what happens. We've all seen certain customs upended, debased, die-
regarded, yet at their inception, there wera good reasons for them, Why do
men customarily place women on their left side? So their sword/gun arm is
free...or 8o they can protect the wowan from sicps thrown out an upper
story window. Swords (and guns, God willing) are no longer de rigeur, but
the couvention/tradition/custom ccntinues: and modern plumbing takes care of
the other hazsrd that initiated the custom. A aimple instance, granted, but
valid,

I know a lot more about dragons and Fernese than I'm admitting right now,
but I don't want to spcil the upcoming novel, Dragonflight (Ballantire Books,
Ub124, 75¢). Fern fascinates me uttterly: the dragons are, in essence, mature
concepts of the imaginary characters that bore me company in my youth. Or an
itch which I can't leave alone. I am bedraggled. I1'11 be glad to answer spec-
ific questions on Pernography ifrom thcse interested.

~=bnne McCaffrey

e v s

Fise McCafirey may be rsached at her hcme eddress, 369 Carpenter Avenue,
Sea Cliff, New York, 11579, lMay we remind readers that an author's —=- and
nothera’=- time is severely limited, We advise you to keep your queries brief.

e
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DICK  LUPOFF

The iluman Zero And Other Science Fiction Masterpieces edited by Sam FMoskowotz and
Poger Elwood, Tower Looks, 1967, 60¢, 224 pp.

The title story of this collection is one of the handful of legendary science
Iicvion stories by Brle Stanlasy Gardner; it appeared in Argogsy magazine in 1931,
and scientiiicticnal antiquarians like me must thank Moskowitz znd Elwood for un-
earthing this rarity. However, regarding the story as a piece of writing rather
than as an entique curiosity, one must concede sadly that "The HumanZero" might
betler have bzen left buried.

Dased on the rather fuzzy notion that matter reduced to O° Absolute would
simply !poof! out of existence, this is an SF detective tale concerning the hunt
for an extortioner end his victims, The characters are strzight out of the pulp
gallery of stereotypes: kidnapped millionaire, mad scientist seeking revenge
- against the millionaire for refusing to finance his invention (so help me!),
greedy benlker, quivering male socretary, harried police captain, cleverer=than-
thou private detective, and two newspaper types: the wisc-guy with the cigarette
in the corner of his mouth...andi a sob-sgister.

The writing is on thes same crude level:

4 siren wailed,

There was a pound of surging feet on the stairs, blue-coated fizures
swarming over the place.

"He's behind that door, voys," said Rodney, "and hefs armed."

""No use getting killied, meun," caid the officer in charge. "Shoot the
door down,"

The other stories in the beok (the Gardner is 60 pages long) range from as-
voundingly bed ("The Imaginary" is the worst Asimov Ifve ever read; "I, Rocket'is
the worst Bradbury I've ever read; "The Proxy Head" is the worst Bloch I've ever
read) to only one pretty good ("The Cosmic Relic! by Eric Frank Russell from Fan-
tastic, 1961 -- reads like Astounding, 1943).

This book might better have been subtitled "...and other SF Disasters."
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The Pulp Jungle by Frank Gruber, Sherbourne, 1967, 185 pages, <¢3.95.

{emoirs of the famous detective and western writer promised a great deal of
fascinating insight and information into the pulp era, and the book ig studded
with fauiliar names like F, Orlin Tremaine, Leo Margulies, faron Wyn, Erie Stanley
Gardner, Lester Lent, Arthur J, Burks, Donald E. Keyhoe, Dashiell Hammett, Joc
Archibald, Ernest haycox, Cornell %Weolrich, and on and on. (Au index would have
been much appreciated.)

But Gruber delivers little on his promises. There is no arparent reticence
about reminiscing, in fact parts of the book are nothing mere than = rhapscdy to
the author's courage, ualent, perseverance and innate good fellowship. But when
it comes to giving real insights inte himself, his works and his workinz methods,
uriber is notably weak. lie does offer an eleven=point formula for pulp writing,
but for once the prose ls so sparse that neither explication nor examples are pro-
vided,; and the "formula" is pretty useless,

Gruber does cite one intriguing incident inveolving a famous sciencs fiction
writer, but he coyly disguises his vittim, (Ed Hemiiton? Don “ollheim?) And the
best part of the tiook == I could have read several more chapters of it -- details
Gruber's acquaintanceship with Frederick Faust (aks Max Brand, George Challis, etc,)
Gruber ..sked Faust how he had become the worldis most prolific author -~ a millicn
and & half words a year! Faust said 41 write 1L pages a day.t YFourteen pagas! I
can write more than that in a day -= how come I don't write a millien and a half
worde a year?l ¥Fourtesn pages a day every day. That's the critical point.n

wWell, it's a frustratingly unsatisfying book, but I guess I have to recomm:nd
it to anyone interested in the topic of the pulps and the people who made them
what they are.

The “utterfly Kid by Chester Anderson, Pyramid, 1967, 190 pages, £C¢.

I think the only mistake Anderson made was to set his ramp in an indeterminate
fairly-near=future time. It could have been set in the present with no harm and
only minor inconvenience to the suthor.

That rdnor cavil (and it is minor) out of the way, let me say that this is
a wild romping book. Basically the book is a recitation of Greenwlch Village Bo-
hemianism (highly romanticised, of course), with a heavy emphasis on the present
rock nusic and drug scenes., A new drug kick is meking the rounds and our hero and
his pals decide to investigate the cource of the new "rezlity pilis." They discover
that they are being furnished as the forerunner of an invasion from outer space,
by a race of six-foct tall blue lobsters.

Because the only people aware of the invazion are hippies, they figure there
would be no point in telling the fuzz, FEI, ctc, No one would believe them. Thaey
have to fight the aliens themselves. Which they proceed to do. I must say that ths
2liens are the nesit totally inept invaders yet devised -= that®s the only way they
can be besten. The whole book is done on an elementary burlesque level, but great
fun -- especially if you have zny fondness for the millieu portrayed.

Picnic On Paradise by Joanna Russ, Ace Books, 1968, 157 pages, 60¢.

Ace Books has always been a congenial market for young SF uwiters attempting
their first novels, and this first novel is doutly blessed by being presented in
a very attractive package by Leo & Diane Dillon, and as part of Terry Carr's Ace.
Eiecial series.



Joanna Russ herself hzs been aprearing in several of the SF magazines for
soxe time now with shiort stories, and has now begun to work toward the novel.
Hote that I do not say that she has written a novel; more on this point soon.

Ficuic On Paradise is a beok with a simple plot, although it is one laid
against a more complex back:iround. In an unspecified future year, vhen interplan-
etary travel and colonization, and indeed interstellar t & c, are commonplace,
rankind has inhabited many worlds. (There is no element of alien influence in
the story) A kind of time travel exists, but it is used only by archeologists to
dredge up ancient artifacts and geological samples. There are no residnet agents
of the future in earlier eras, nor travellers to tomorrow,

Except one. Alyx, a sneak=thief from ancient Tyre, caught and thrown into
ithe lediterranean bound to a rock, to drown, is accidentally scooped up and into
the future. She is clever, independent, rescurceful., And she is given a job: A
baend of men and women must be shephercded across the face of a world, refugees
from a planetary war which does not concern them, but which threatens their lives,

She does so, and that's the whole of the bkook.

It's nicely done., Alyx is herself a breathing, believable, and likeable per=-
son, ceveral of the others -- particularly a withdrawn boy self-dubbed Machine ==
are also skillfully handled. BEut the book is not paced properly. It opens too ab-
ruptlys the characters are introduced and set on their way and -- whoosh! =- their
trek is in progress. The characters would hzve been better introduced and the story
rore gracefully opened with a longer opening section.

And the planet they cross is one giant winter resort. The setting for the
entire story is suow and ice. Only the transition from flatland to mountains offers
any change, and that offers too little. The characters zct and interact -- it is a
classic situation, the Grand Hotel technique. There is courage and cowardice, vio-
lence and sex and death; the author's style has a rhythm of its own that took me a
little acclimatization to get used to, but it is a good style once one is into it.

Altogether it’s a fine long novelette. But it isn‘t a novel.

One further cavil: Terry Carr has complained from time to time about 'fake SF.*
Stories that appear in the trappings of science fiction but that are really sea
storles, murder mysteries, etc,, in clever plastic disguises. The Bat Durston syn=
drome. Picnic On Faradise is a Eat Durston book. It could just as easily have been
set in Greenland in World War II, or in Siberia in 1905, or elsewhere.,

Rite Of Pagsage by Alexei Panshin, Ace Books, 1968, 25 pages, 75¢.

Alex Panshin's previous SF is also in shorter lengths; this is another first
novel in the Ace Special series. But whatever one can say about Lhite Of Passage,
itfs undeniably a full, meaty novel. Not only are there 100 pages more to it than
to the fuss book, the type is also packed tighter so there's about 1/3 more copy
per page.

Alex has recently published Heinlein In Dimension, a kind of guided tour, com-
plete with analysis and evaluation, of the works of Robert A. Heinlein. Fanshin is
cleariy impressed with Heinlein's juveniles like Citizen Of The Galaxy and Have
Spacesuit, Will Travel. Rite Of Passage (I am not at all the first to note this)

15 a camplete Heinléin juvenile, complete with hHeinlein type characters: the brat
heroine, her best pal and her peer - foe, the “ise 0ld Man, and so on. :2]




There is also the carefully worked out and lengthily dravn back.round, Iu tiis
book it’s the classical "generation ship." As in Heinlejin's "Universe,," the people
of the ship have substituted a perpetual journeying for any final destination., Un~
1ike the people of "Universe," those of Rite Of Passage know who they are. There
are, in fact, many colony worlds operating at generally pre-technological levels.
The ships cruise from world to world, trading lmowledge for goeds,

What we have in the book is the story of one girl, ¥ia: her coving of age (at
14 in Ship society), her adventures on the Ship, her prepirations along with her
contemporaries for their Trial == thirty days planetside ~= the Trial itself and
her acceptance into (and of) adulthood back on the Ship. Although the book is gen-
erally quite nicely done, there are some flaws., Crie is the garrulousness of the
heroine. Since the narration is first-person, I suppuse she can't be reticent, btut
good grief, every time she does so much as go potty we are treated to three rages
of anticipatory chatter, and then two more pages of review and evaluation after
shefs done it, After a while I wanted to strangle poor little babbling Mia,

A trick of lleinlein's that Panshin faithfully epes is the inclusion of little
¢ssays in the narratién, Unfortunately, while the essays themselves are not badly
written, Panshin does not successfully wesave themitto the story, as he so admires
Keinlein for doing. As carly 2s page 11 there's a short one on soccer. Later on
therefs a longish one on Eow To Euild A Log Cabin. And several on schools of
ghilospphosy: "Utilitarianism is..." (page 148). "Humanism is..." (page 166). The
interruptions to the plot are a:noyin:.

ind a major flaw, I think, is the ethical problem and solution with which
the book ends. A kind of neo=fascistic attitude in which the ship decided to wipe
out the entire population of a planet is regarded as an acceptible solution to
the problem of keeping that planet in technological subjection to the Ship. Of
course the decision of the characters is not necessarily the decision to be expec-
ted of the author in the same circumstances. In this regard Panshin again emlates
heinlein, Still, it strikes a false and jarring note, and unfortunately it is the
closing note of the novel.

Altogether a flawed but generally acceptable imitation of iHeinlein. Next I
would like to read 2 book by fhlex Panshin in which he is himself!

- Of Yen And ionsterg by Williew Tenn, Ballantine Books, 1968, 25! pages, 75¢.

Tenn's first novel, Of Men And Yonsters is very impressive. No youngster
starting out and taclkling more than he can handle {one thinks of Mark S. Geston),
Tenn comes to itlie noval mature and prepsred to control the form and his talent,
lie does not fling his characters onto the page, but introduces them gradually,
adding dimension s he progresses. ile does not splash a single settin: and ration-
ale down in chapter 1 and then stay within it for the whole book, but instead
exposes his world little by little, hinting first, revealing gradually, working
to a climax of emotion and event.

The theme agzin is a familiar onz, as old at least as Wells' War Of The Worlds.
Technologically superior aliens have conquered the Earth and mankind survives under
Lhe feet and wilhin the massive walls of the giant domiciles of the glant aliens.
Man regerds the aliens =- the Monsters —- with an implacable hatred. Although re-
duced to a neo-bartaric state, Mau struggles on, not merely to survive but with a
burning dedication to strike back at the monsters and to win again domination over
the world on which he originated.

A whole new social organization has evolved, with women cast as the preserva-
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tors of knowledge and healing, men serving as warriors and thieves, To steal from
the lLonsters is the young man's rite of passage into adulthood. An official relig-
ion has grown up around the idea of regaining Human Science as a weapon and tool
to use against the Aliens. It is heresy to suggest using Alien Science asainst

the lionsters themselves.

Further, mankind is divided into many tribes, ranging from the totally bestial
Wild Fen through the levels of front-burrow tribes and back-burrow tribes, up to
the most highly civilized survivors, the Aatron People,

And the attitude of the Yonsters towards Men? They are not regarded as in-
telligent or civilized creatures at all. Not respected foes in a war, but merely
vermin, a nuisance to be exterminated. The bock is skillfully done, a gcod zdven=
ture story at the least, if you wish to read it that way, with a2 marvelously
telling surprise ending that will leave you wondering.

The Haked Blade by Frederick Faust, Lancer Books, 1967, 272 pages, 75¢.

This one dates originally from 1934, in various magazine, hardcover, and paper-
bound editions. The current version, my own introduction to the story, reveals an
&ll-stops=out pulp adventure, full of action, doused in incredible amounts of color
and melodrama, pupulated by shallow but dramatically drawn characters. It happens to
be coucked as a pirate story, but one could blue-pencil it into SF or western in
half an hour, Highly enjoyable light reading, and it makes me wish Faust had written
rore SF than he did «- his only SF novel, The Smoking Land, is far from his best
book but still worth reading if you can get it. Meanwhile, get The Naked Blade and
enjoy, enjoy. == Dick Lupoff

Science Fiction Inventions edited by Lamon Kuight, lLancer Books, 1967, 60¢.

This is basically a gadget book., From "Rock Diver," by Harry Harrison, to the
sociological results in Catherine Yaclean's "The Snowball Effect," on into the re-
sult of one invention on contenyorary society, as in "Committee Of The Whole" by
frank Herbert, thess are all well done stories, There are, of course, two differ-
ent types of stories dealing with machines: that which traces the effect of the
macliine or invention on society, or that in which the effect is recorded on the
hurman beings about which any story must concern itself, Isaac Asimov has concentra-
ted on the latter in his marvelously well-done "Dreaming Is A Frivate Thing."

The effect of the invention —- the wondrous new gedget, common in SF =- has
been a good basis on which to hang a world-chensing story. ‘here an invention is
intrcduced, promising great change in the future =- as would an account of early
attempts to introduce the automobile -- there is a basis for a good yarn. There
is, also, that type of story in which the invention has been introduced, has al=-
ready changed society and the nature of our daily lives, and in which the charae-
ters must move and live, as in Asiniov®s story. The second type is a great deal har-
der to write than the first; it's easy to write about something changing our world,
because the author can manipulate his world whichever way he wants; It's much harder
to write a story with characters acting within fixed 1limits, and make it meaningful
to contemporary readers,

Whatever the basis, Damon Knight has chosen well. These ten stories, from L.

Spragee de Camp's 1939 "Employment," to Frank Hervert's 1955 "Committee Of The
ihole," are excellent thotght-provoking fiction and darned fine writing as well.

—~== Andrew Porter



I —— e

N MEMORIAM

MARCEL AYME
ANTHONY BOQUCHER
GROFF  CONKLIN
RON  ELLKK

LEWIS  GRANT
DALE HART

LEE JACORBS

MAX KEASLER
ROBERT E KENNEDY
MARTIN LUTHER  KING
KIRK MASHBURN
BARBARA POLLARD
GEORGE SALTER
HARL VINCENT
AARON A, WYN




@ﬁen

HoWw I BROUGHT THE NEWS
" FROM GHENT To AIX IN
TWENTY-FIVE WOURS BLEVEN MINUTES

‘fg‘ésvﬁ'.

Wﬂ

HRALLUCINATORY | SAW YOU W\TH LAST NIGWUT?
X THAT WAS NO_ LADY, TURAT WAS MY
EXPLODING MERL- TICKET-..

GREETINGS, MY FINE-FERTHERED
FRIEND! AND WHAT, MAY | ASK,
ARE YOU UP To?

AH, FCUCHTER - LET MG
x TELL YoU A TALE...
VE HERARD IT.

.. VM SERRCHING FOR

! IMMORTALITY !

AREN'T WE ALL? WHAT
ARE YOU DOING - WRITING

A NOVEL?

NO - V'VE DISCOVERED A )
REC\WE FOR THE ELIXIR

OF LIFE. RIGHT HERE -

IN “POPULAR SCIENCE .-

WHAT A N\T

TALKING OF MITS - WHERE'S
BUNGSCHNOUDT ? DON'T Yoo

COME GI\TH HIM?
YES - HE'S OLUTSIDE, DIEGING

H'$ CRR OUT OF YOUR DITCH.
HELL/ WHY DDN'Y YOL

HELDP WIM?
WHAT? ON THE SABBATH?’

HERE HE OMES, ANYWAY...

HW!
Wl YOURSELF. @WHY DONTCHA
FuL |t:l, THAT HOLE N YER
’ *
DRIVE®! 0. | DONT KNOW: YOURE
DOWNG A PRETTY GOOD JOB
Of IT/ WHY DON'Y Yo
LERRN TO DRWE?

WARDANGER'S DISCOVERED A
RECIPE FOR \MMORTALITY.
HE'S BEEN READING THE

BBLE AGAIN?
NO - “POPULAR SCIENCE" P
ACTURLLY. Y7

HA NOTHING! WHWAT | NEED
NOW 1S A MANDRRKE PLANT/

8€ R GOOD LAD,
BUNGSCUNOUDT: WH\P LP
TO WOOLWORTW'S ANO
= BUY Him One.

THEYRE CLOSED - \T'S SUNDRAY.

L\STEN, LETS POP INTO TME

WA/
BUTANICAL GARDENS - THEY'LL
WAVE ‘Em.
.. RND SO THREE SEEKERG AFTER WAMORTAUTY SET OFF FOR
MELBOURNE'S BEAUTIFUL BOTANICAL BRADENS... WERE WE RRE, 0\{' WE RARE THE SUNDRY
\ tory OPtraters \? ?MVE"??.T "‘TWA e i Lo
A hallucinator ¥ a o = P -LR-LA...
[ grlo“"k ::‘ !._. gou Wik Witliam s“r:u;\:: . ves\® e Lk
more ¥ 455 {'mhj ands 833 fer—————
Get 3‘3 as?’ < APy 5
e - .
—’/
| —
«+ AFTER HOURS OF PLEASANY TRAMPING AROUND THE . SUDDENLY
GARDENS, STRARTLING SWANS, CWILDRGN. LOVERS, \ '
CAMPAIGHERS - FOR- CHRIST, AND THE GENTEEL PUBLIC... HEY! - THERES ONE!
ONG WHAT ?
. >
pet, | dwink the Ave. you saved, \':::‘!" Foolish Youth! A MANDRAKE PLANT!
ward REAL 5 % ovg e dSks me. S : A MANDRAKE PLANT!
yevy ambpigueus P from wwat? 5895 S 4 * ANT! 2
indeed. K has offt I. Teew Wesayg .  OOrTY, DOESN'T
been my .. @ 3 awm / LoOX
Gxpevienct” x LIKE ONE ...
!
T IS! T IS! EKH”/
- L HERE, YOU Two E E o 5
Good grief! WATCH OVT FOR o What hoth y E
be COPS WHILE | o God wrat™ ¢ t / NARDA!
PULL T oLP/ EJ\\G.L?'T“H . o1 :
E' LO B 6" -
e n E EEce Ef‘

fe,

M'n..\

\
S 'mc.'....\_

hallucinatory
ToL0 YER IT WRS, TS, uva TARE el
A MANORAKE PLANT! P 3

DION'T 1?7 DIDN'T 12 &
¥

.o Arn | saved.?

oo A S




SPECIAL
S.EVVA.
SEC TION

BEING SPEECHES BY

FREDERIK POHL AND
LAWRENCE P ASHMEAD
FROM THE NEBULA
AWARDS BANGQUET,
MARCH 16, 1968




R e -

Pohl

Tonight I take pleasure in addressing you, because there is a matter which I
think calls for the fullest and freest discussion. I can think of no better forum than
this, for it has been brought up in the most recent issue of the SFVA Bulletin, in an
article by Damon Knight.

The implications of this article are quite revolutionary, even shocking, tendinz
to upset the very foundations of the society in which we live. One is tempted to dis-
miss it out of hand, but I come to you as a serious investigator, one who wishes to
examine all the available evidence and see, on that basis alone, whether this appar-
ently fantastic notion is supported or refuted. The mere fact that the notion is in-
herently improbable will not sway me in any way in this investigation.

Says Damon: "Science fiction writers are human,"

Considered asa theory, this has one grave deficiency. After all, the only function
of a theory is to help us make sense of a confusing @niverse and in this respect Da-
mon's notion only makes the job harder. But let's look at the evidence

I go back to a time almost thirty years in the past, when I was the young, fresh
and vigorous editor of a science fiction mag called Astonishing Stories.

Writer X, as we shall call him, sent in a new story every week. They were all
completely wrétched, so I wrote him, telling him to give up. The very next week, he
wrote back, Dear Mr. Pohl, you're the only editor who has ever paid any attention to
my work. You've given me fresh inspiration, and from now on I will be sending you two
stories a week., '

This illustrates the difficulty of communicating with writers. Especially writers
one doesn't know., You never know what they will read into what you write them, and so,
of course, most editors fall back on the rejection slip in dealing with the slush
pile. I take some pride in ours. Just yesterday, Writers Digest wrote asking permis-
sion to reproduce it because they felt it was one of the few rejection slips genuinely
helpful to writers. Which is interesting. Because not long ago a lady in Connecticut
wrote me an awfully ugly letter. I had apparently rejected a story of her husband's
with a slip, and she accused me of heartlessly blighting his career by failing to give
him a personal reply; and as a matter of fact, she stated that she had photostated the
slip and was sending it as evidence of my total villainy in dealing with writers to
that spokesman for writer's interests, Writers Digest. laybe that's where they got it.

Of course, you don't need to say anything at all to writers to get some pretty
strange responses. Not long ago I had another rather ugly letter, this time from the
writer himself, which went like this: "Dear lir. Pohl, I know all you editors are
crooks, but I didn't know how bad you were until today, when I opened the new issue
of If and found that the lead story was a plagiarism from a manuscript of my own. This
is a really rotten trick. I would sue, except that I know you fellows have all the
lawyers on your side. It would be bad enough if you'd just stolen the idea yourself,
but you are a real skunk to steal it and give it to another writer. If you're wonder-
ing which story of mine I'm talking about, it's the one I mailed off to you last
Thursday." :)_7



As you can see, I do get a number of intemperate letters. Some of them fall natur-
ally into classes., There is a large class which goes, "Dear Mr. Pohl, what the hell is
the matter with you? I mailed my story to you eight days ago and haven't had your check
yet. Needless to say, I'll neve~ write for you again!" Or the other, equally larze
class, which goes, "Dear Mr. Pohl, my story which I mailed to you nine days ago came
back today. Obviously you didn't even read it. Needless to say, I'll never-write for
you again,"

Promises, promises.

Then there is the kind that says, "You've rejected six of my stories, which
proves what I have always thought: you don't know thing one about stories, science
fiction, editing or common human decency, and that rotten rag you put out proves it."
Now and then one of these letters goes far enough to nettle re into a reply, and so
once or twice I've written the author to say something like, "If you can't say some-
thing nice, don't say anythinz at all."

To which I did get one reply, which. said: "Dear Mr, Pohl: . . . . . . Sincerélya"

I've been speaking about the difficulties in communicating with writers one
doesn't know. I don't wish to imply for a second that with writers one does know it's
‘much easier. Maybe much harder. J ik

Of course, with pros the problems are usually somewhat different. Cuite often:
they center on that regrettable tendency of editors to edit -- which is to say, to
make changes of one kind or another in the writers' stories, or titles.

It seems to me that this function is central to an editer's responsibilities,
and that in fact if he abdicates this privilege it .is only a step to abdicating the
decision as to which stories to print and which to reject. They're part and parcel

of the same job, which is to prov1de his readers the sort of reading that he thinks
will keep them pleased. -

Not all writers agree, of course. I've had some correspondence with a fellow who
takes a dim view of changing his titles. In fact I bought a story from him several
weeks ago, and when he got the check and saw that the title had been changed he mailed
it back, irately, saying, "I demand that you return my story." So I returned it. So
he wrote again saying, "There's one thing I want to get clear. Why did you send my
story back?" And I wrote, saying, "Because you told me to."

‘Another writer saw his story in print and wrote me, even more irately, complain-
1ng that I had made changes he didn't like. "You editors think you're God," he said.

" That was a preposterous accusatlon, of course. So I said unto him, "I have to
please my readers. I'd like ‘to please you.:But if I can't do both, the readers are
the people who keep us all in business, and they must be pleased." '

He wrote back, saying, "I always thought you were corrupt. Now I know 1t You're

trying to make money out of this thihg!'"

I intimated & moment ago that in my view refusing to allow an editor to decide
on the final form in which a story will appear in his magazines is just one step.
away from not letting him decide which stories to print. But you must not think this
last step remains untaken. I rejected a story by an esteemed colleague once, and he.
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called me up -- not in anger; in pure compassion. "Fred," he said, "you've made a
mistake. I don't know how to tell you this, But you've lost the ability to tell a
good story from a bad one. You've just rejected a great story."

I said, "I'm sorry. Only I honestly didn't think it was great."

"He had infinite patiénce with me, He said, "I understand, Fred. You know what
your trouble is? You're so wrapped up in the day-to-day running of your magazines
that you can't see beyond them. You get mixed up. You don't have the detachment you

need. On thisstory, you need help. Take an objective viewpoint. Take mine. And print
the thing."

Unfortunately, I was too far gone for his efforts to avail, But I still think
I was right in turning it down. Anyway, the question of whether the story is good
or bad is no longer arguable, because the evidence is in now. The story won a
Nebula.

The only thing is, I'm not sure whose judgement is vindicated, the author's or
mine.

I hesitate, really, to call into question the criteria of a Nebula award as a
mark of excellence of a science fiction story. As it happens, I krow who the winners
of this year's Nebulas are -- as I suppose at least half the people in this room
already do -~ and every one of them is a writer for whom, in one way or another, I
have a good deal of regard.

The regard, however, is not always for their ability to write science fiction,
Speculative fiction, maybe. I'm not competent to discuss that, since I don't know
what “speculative fiction is. Apparently no one else does either, judging by the im-
passioned debates among those who endorse it, so I don't feel too badly. But science
fiction, it seems to me, is a fairly clearcut concept —— hard to define, but easy
enough to recognize. I don't recognize a hell of a lot of it among this year's
Nebula winners.

This is a phenomenon that has troubled many of us. I think I have some under-
standing of it. It seems to me that there are two ways to excell in a given situa-
tion. You can either learn the rules and do well under them, or you can change the
rules.

It seems to me that the New ave -- New Thing, whatever today's name for it
may be -~ is trying to change the rules. That's not an evil, in itself. The rules
for science fiction quite properly change every time a writer produces a really
new kind of story -- with Doc Smith and the Skylark, with Stanley Weinbaum and Trrr-
weel, with Van Vogt, and Campbell, and Cordwainer Smith, and Jack Vance and any
number of others.

But I would suggest that any body of rules is wrong when it includes, as rule
one, the idea that only the new thing is any good and everything else is slop.

Harlan Ellison, I believe in Psychotic -~ that's the title of a magazine, not
a diagnosis -- said I don't understand the New Thing, but I print it. In a critical
essay I read the other day, not yet printed, some one else says I'm obviously con-
fused, because I don't like the New VWave, but I print it,

It's possible that both these gentlemen are right. But it's also possible that
they are the ones who are confused. It seems to me that science fiction has more
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strings to its fiddle than either of them are willing to play on. They both agree
that only the kind of science fiction they like is any good, and the other stuff
shouldn't be printed; they just don't agree on which is which. '

I think that -all kinds of science fiction are valid, and I construe an editor's
job -- any editor's job, particularly my own -- is to select from all the schools
the individual stories that are best, regardless of what "kind" of science fiction
they are, )

And if this means Harlan and the other gentleman must denounce me, then I'll
bear up under it -- although I really dread Harlan's next major opus, which is sure
to make another effort at my rehabilitation. I happen to know what it's going to
be; I've bugged the offices at Doubleday. It's another anthology. They estinate it
will be five years in the making -- six thousand pages of type, in eleven volumes.
Carrying through to their inevitable conclusion the principles toward which he was
groping in Dangerous Visions. Eight prefaces. One hundred and seventy-one introduc-
tions, and no stories at all. The working title is The Thought Of Chairman Ellison.

So charge your glasses, ladies and gentlemen. That which unites us is still
gredter than that which divides. I give you science fiction. It will survive Harlan.
It will survive me. It will survive the Nebula awards, the SF Forum, the SFWA,..

I know this, because look at what it has survived in the past: Dianetics, Dowsing,
the Dean Drive and the Milford Writers' Conference, and any number of other transi-
tory -cults.

I give you science fiction. With all of our bristly personalities, our little
lunacies, our quirks and our follies, we have produced something that's pretty
good in itself, and makes the world a little more palatable for a lot of people.

So I give you science fiction. God protect it -- because I'm not sure we can.
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Doubleday nas been suvezaiiy publishing science fiction for twenty years. When
I first took over the science fiction list a little over two years ago we were
putting out eight or ten books a year and I was told that the only reason we pub-
lished science fiction was to supply a certain number of books to the Science Fic-
tion Book Club. It was obvious that Doubleday really wasn't interested in enlarging
the list. As I began to get my teeth into the field I realized that there were a
number of good science fiction books available and that there was a small but re-

liable market, and that the science fiction reprinters were anxious to buy paperback
rights.

It seemed to me that an increased prbgram of science fiction publishing would
pay, so in 1966 I set up a program whereby Doubleday would issue two science fiction
books per month for a total of twenty-four a year.

As I look back now I am amazed that Doubleday allowed me to do this., I was a
young and relatively inexperienced editer —- I'd been at Doubleday five years as an
assistant editor in the science department, and although I had edited a number of
books on my own, my image around the company was strictly an assitant editor type.
Even more amazing is the fact that I didn't mention to Doubleday that I was going
to increase the science fiction list.

Along with the list I had also inherited the privilege of being able to offer
a 41,500 advance without prior approval from our publishing committee. So I signed
up eight books and scheduled them for the first four months of the year, hoping no
one would tell me I couldn't do it. They didn't; when they realized what I was doing
their attitude was, "Okay, let's see if you're right."

Now, two years later, I am at the point where I can safely say it was a good
decision. Doubleday doesn't make a lot of money on science fiction, but like most
category publishing (mysteries, westerns, etc.) the risk is at a minimum.

Let me give you a quick rundown of just how successful our science fiction
books are, '

In 1967 we published twenty-four science fiction books, evenly spaced at two
per month. (I really should say twenty-three books and Dangerous Visions.)

The average sale of all twenty-four books was 3,460. (From a high point of 5,700
to a low of 1,700.)

Eight of the twenty-four had a Science Fiction Book Club adoption.

Fifteen of the twenty-four had a reprint scle (so far), for an average of £3,000.
(From a high point of £7,000 to a low of $1,500.)

Therefore, if we take an average sale of 3,460 at an average price of G400
and a royalty of 10% (author's share) if it was an S.F.Book Club selection and
approximately 1,500 (author's share) if it got a reprint sale, the toal would come
to 43,400 and perhaps double, if we consider first serial and foreign sales.
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It's also very interesting to note that of the top five bestsellers -~ as far
as trade sales go -- four annual anthologies were represented. They were frogt Ama-~

zing, Fantasy and Science Fiction, Analog, and Galaxy. The fifth bestse}ler!ﬁhs
the Nebula Award anthology. 2 ;

-’

Now, these figures that I've given to you present an average picture, but I
think it is fairly accurate for most books and most authors. There are exceptions o B
and the better known authors do considerably better -- Isaac Asimov's science fic- E
tion books, for example, stay in print indefinitely and go on selling year after
year in both Science Fiction Book Club and trade editions —- as well as in paper-
back. His newest book, Asimov's lysteries, which he is the first to admit is a rather
tired collection, has sold over 7,100 copies in two months and has already gone back
for another printing. But as I've said, Asimov, along with a few other writers, is
an exception.

Now the whole point of this talk is to convey to you, the Science Fiction
Writers of America, my feelings about the publishing future of science fiction at
Doubleday —— and this is, of course, not only my personal feelings but also & re-
flection of how the powers-that-be at Doubleday feel as well as the new editorial
mentors of the science fiction list -- Diane Cleaver and Iarc Haefele.

Let me assure you that we are pleased with the 1lbst and its profit and unless
there is a sudden reversal in the science fiction market we will contine to publish
twenty-four books a year. I really don't think that the style of our list is going
to change very much. If there are any trends, they're away from anthologies and
towards more of what is being called the "New Wave in science fiction.

Thank you for listening.
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It wasn't the first time he'd had trouble with his fanzine, But at least, when
the first issue was completely ignored by Fandom, he'd not been losing sleep over
the thing. Which was precisely the trouble this time. What with the possibility of
a mail ship sinking, and the postman falling off his bike and losing his bag in a
snowdrift, the postal authorities taking offence at some seemingly innocent phrase
or G.M.Carr starting a feud because a similar innocent phrase could be read two
ways, it was surprising Tom hadn't gone insane the first night number two had been
mailed nut.

A week passed, harmlessly enough. By that time, Tom was a nervous wreck who
jumped every time the postman's step sounded too heavy for any but a member of the
GDA. He had, however, gone over all the awful things which could happen so often
he was becoming bored with them, and even laughed, if a little hysterically. But he
still couldn't sleep. One night, he fell to thinking, "What the hell am I lying in
bed like this for, neither fully asleep nor completely awake? I could be up and at
that typer, cutting stencils for number three, turning the old handle, even letter-
hacking for Cry."

It was just before midnight, which, if you happen to be afflicted with fantasy
like Tom, is a stupid time to open your mouth. Sure enough, a thing appeared, sham-
bling into the bedroom to the accompaniment of the postman's knock. It was a tall,
shapeless, semi-transparent being marked with light-green lines, and resembled a num=-
ber of HMSO Gestetner stencils held together by Orion 23 stapling. It sang, also,
evidently proving itself a full choir. It's hands and feet were made of %” cellotape,
and were colored black at the ends. The black tended to drip on the floor and was,
Tom could see, slightly lumpy mimeo ink. Pinned round its middle were several sheets
of ink-soiled duplicating paper, normally used in hot weather to prevent smearing...

Tom said, "Pardom me, but your slip is showing."

The thing nearly faded away, but decided on second thought that such an effort
was better ignored. "Sleep is useless where fanac is concerned," it crooned cheer-
fully and out of context.

"It sure is. But unfortunately, fans have got to have it."

"No, you're wrong." The creature brought out a little black book and consulted
it. "I can...er...sell you F_eedom From Sleep."

"So I can work at my fanzine all through the night? So I won't have to abscond
from work every time the deadline draws near?"

The thing nodded.

"Bhoy oh bhoy! I suppose, though," Top went on, doubtfully, "you'll want a very
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high price — like my soul,"

UGood grief, no," the thihg said. "/hat do you think we are? Mundane devils?
We are faans, not filthy hucksters/

. "But you said sell..."

"A gsemantic error -- I regret it. le do h.ve, however, a volountary subscription
to our orgenization -- it is very small..." A ' Y

"/hy sure, of course. Fans aren't stingy. Look at TAFF, and the Berry Fund.:
What would you like me to give?" '

"Jell, others usually give, say, their editorial personality..."

"I dunno..."

The thing went on, quickly: "Of course, only the personality as it exhibits
itself in their fanzines..."

Tom nodded. The letters on his second issue had been complaining about an over-
developed editorial personality, particularly with regard to the business of the
aitches, which had been the cause of the first issue being ignobed. "I think that
would be okay," he said. "And now, to make sure we've got things straight..."

"So long as you are engaged in fanac during the normal sleepinghours, you will
not require sleep for the period during which you are so envaged, nor will you need
to catch up on it."

vAnd if you should break your part of the bargain," Tom went on, adding, as the
thing began to glare angrily, "accidently." The glare turned to a glance of reproach
and hurt pride.

"You're not inferring that I, a faan devil, am as incompetent as the mundane
devils who come to grief in Unknown?"

"No, no. I just wanted to get things straight. If there is a mishap?"
"There won't be. But you'd get your editorial personality back."

"' Be careful," Tom said, thinkinz of the letters. He held out his hand. The
thing shook it, and disappeared. Tom looked down at his hand, which felt moist. It
was covered with ink. He chuckled. "The thing doesn't have to prove it wasn't imag-
ination with me." And he thought of all the times that fantastic things had happened.
"Tt's these characters in mundane fantasies who require proof, always wailing out
loud for it. Me, I've no choice. I get it."

3% # A

By no means old and tired, Tom started that night on the third issue. He had
most of the material ready, so was able to get on with the stencilling straight away.
A couple of nights finished it. The third night he was feeling as fresh as ever,
and worked the duper handle as though he'a& just come back from a relaxing holiday.
"By the fifth day, the third issue was stapled and ready for mailing. As soon as it
was in the mail, he began collecting material for number four.



Two weeks later, while he was waiting for letters on number three, he was well
into number four. Sure, the lettercol would be a bit skimpy this time, but only for
this issue. Next time, there would be the bulk of the letters on three and some on
four ready to include in five... ; ;
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By the time four had been entrusted to the dubious care of Her l'ajesty's mails,
a definite trend was appearing in his letters. The zine now, as opposed to number
two, lacked any editorial personality at all. The letters went something like this:
"Dear Tom. Guess you reall: took my comments.on two with a vengeance. Sure, you had
too much personality then, but you didn't have to go to the other extreme. Haven't
you ever heard of the middle path?"

And: "Hey, what gives? You trying to imitate Triode?"

Poor Tom. He didn't know whether to be pleased or not. He summoned the thing by
intoning the Fannish Yord %hich Shall Not Be Written until the correct creature showed
up. "You called?" it asked, rather unneccessarily.

"I'd like to propse another déal," Tom said.

The thing's eyes lit up, nearly igniting its stencils.

A figure you must be very tired, wandering round with all the massed weight of
the editorial personalities you've accumulated..."

o g
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"The thing grinned, sat down at the duper and idly turned the handle. "You want
to back out?" .

"Oh, no," protested Tom. "I just want to propse a rearrangement, favorable to
us both."

tses

"No dice. It stands as it is."

"But -- I'm ruining my faned career," Tom protested. "It's personality which
makes a fanzine, as well as breaks it. Without it, I'm lost."

"You should have thought of that before. But -- you're just like the others.
You're all short of time. To gain time, you make a deal with me. Most of the others
drop out after a few issues. Some turn professional, to start afresh there." The
thing laid a kindly hand across Tom's shoulders. "Lere, you're a nice kid. If you
turn pro-ed, you'll have your personality back -- it's only the fan-ed personality
I've taken."

"I am a faan," Tom said simply, his back straightening. "I am a faan... There's
no other way of getting it back?"

"Nope." The thing gave the duplicator handle one last turn, and diséppeared.

3* 3 ¥

It says a lot for Pom that he didn't give up. In fact, he brought out seven more
jssues of his fanzine, even thoush it was becoming increasingly difficult to get
good material for what was being generally regarded as a crudzine. Unfairly, for Tom
maybe lacked editorial personality, but he could still produce a:. good fanzine. It was
just that...editorial personality mekes a fanzine.
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: Then the time came for the EasterCon, and Tom ruefully decided that he would do
: one more issue -- a Conlsh -- before packing up this side of fanac. The con was held
in London over Easter weekend, but Tom, even thouzh living in London, booked a room
at the hotel. He intended to enter into the spirit of this Con, unlike at the last

one where he had wandered around most of the time looking lost, and had gotten into

E;ﬁ trouble by his current passion of playing patience. He arrived Friday afternoon, and

i o spent a pleasant time chatting with other earlycomers. By evening the social 'side of
1 the Con was in full swing. The Cheltenham mob had dug a deep moat around the hotel to

fe keep the police out, but when they started to charge a toll on the drawbridge, the

stalwarts of Liverpool, who arrived late, picketted the mundane end of the bridge, -
stopPing anyone from going out to bring in booze.

Tom“took careful note of the detecils of this, and circulated, lending a hand
here with the display tables, a willing hammer there with fixing up the amplifiers.
“"After all," the con chairman said, "we don't want loose bits of wire trailing-all
over the floor. There is a TAFF Representative coming." He added an idea of his own
>4 for the betterment of Pimms 99; and people began to wonder why his mag lacked the
" personality of this exuberant new con-goer. Then, at eleven p.m., the hustle and bustle
of the Con died away briefly, for no reason at all. Tom found himself sinking with
relief into an armchair, feeling extremely tired. He felt his eyelids sinking down
over his eyes, everything becoming dull and formless...

A jerk at his arm awakened him. It wa’s Bennett, trying to interest him in a
quiet game of brag.

iotas . 5 o8 Y s

"Go to hell. I wanna sleep," Tom mumbled,
ie Then, suddenly, he sat up. His face beamed, signalling a tremendous triumph. He
called the thing. When the creature appeared, Tom grinned and held out his hand. "I'1ll
take it now, I think."

"Take what?" it growled.

"My editorial personality," Tom replied, triumphantly.

The creature carefully findid one of its staples, straightened it out, and began
picking its teeth. "And what makes you think I am going to return it?"

"The deal we made, of course."
"How come?"
"You promised that whenever I was enganed in fanac, I should not need any sleep.

And if you failed to keep your part of the bargain, I could claim the return of my
personality."

The creature nodded, and cont;nued to pick its teeth.

"I fell asleep ten minutes ago, and' I still feel tired as hell."

"So? This isn't fanac."

Tom rose to his feet, clutching the thing from the fourth stencil down. As hé
spoke, he began takin; the staples out. "This is a science fiction convention! There

are science fiction fans here! I have spent the last few hours helping get the ‘con
organized. There is still mush work to be done. Fan work. Fanac. Yet, I fell asleep!"
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The thihg sneered. " his is not fanac."’
"And what the bloody hell d'you think it is?" Tom hooted.

. Convention attendees are not fans,.." But the creature's tone was wavering. It a3
seemed uncertain.

. "] see," said Tom, noting this hesitetion, but also realizing it might become
quite fuggheaded about it. "You are one of those people who think that the only tru-
fandom is fanzine fandom. All right. It's no use arguing with those who've no room
in their minds to hold more than one idéa at a time., I'll accept the technicality.
But I put out a fanzine, don't I?"
~ The thing nodded.
"What would you say was your definition of fanac?"
"Easy. All work pertaining to the production of a fanzine."

"You will be aware, of course, of the contents of the nextish?"

"Dealing mainly with, this...debauchery."

"Right. And how do you think I'll be able to give a good account of this con if
I don't join in the activities, and observe everything that goes on? I'll certainly
‘ miss something if I fall asleep."

"Your. logic is impeccable. I a gree with you entirely." The thing smiled sweetly. ei*
"Thank you for telling me, Tom. You shall need no sleep for the duration of the con- il
vention." _ ¢

"Then I get my personality back?"

The thing was still smiling, but now it bore sinister overtones. "Of course not.
‘The deal still holds."

"But I went to sleep ten minutes ago."

"Did you? Interesting. I was watching most carefully, and I did not see any signs
of it."

Tom cast his eyes around the hall."Bennett!" he yelled, as he caught sight of
the school teacher. "Bennett, wasn't I asleep when you tried to get me into the game?"

"Haven't the slightest idea. You should know,"

The creature grinned. It started to disappear. "A little difficult to prove. This
time, anyway. And there won't be a next time."

Bennett saw it for the first time. "That's a smaspjing fancy dress outfit you've
got." The creature solidified again, seeing a customer. "Where you from -- here, have ;
a drink." 3

The creature looked at the glass Bennett was holdinz. "Rather a pale fluid," it
said. "Shouldn't think it'd come out well except on black paper. Still, no accounting
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for taste. 1'11 have a glass of dark blue Swallow, if I may. I'm a little tired of
black..." ; :

Bennett staréd at it. Was this a ploy? "I mean bheer," he said.

The creature stared at him blankly.

SShc A

There was nothing else for it, but to enjoy himself as much as he corld, At least,
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