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That eminent thinker, Karl Jaspers, taught me long ago that one does not
construct a philosophy - one philosophizes. I have a sneaking suspicion
that this is just an excuse for being unable to organize one's thinking
into a coherent whole, but no matter: this month, instead of writing an
editorial, I will editorialize. And since paragraphs are the in literary
thing, I will paragraphize.

A Harsh ilistress is a Lovesome Thing, Dod Rot

At the moment of writing (but not of stencilling) I am sitting in a motel
room at Albany, Western Australia, which is a beautiful place, a marvel of
nature, defaced though it is by the town itself which is just like any
other Australian town and can't be blamed for it. It is Monday, September
18th, and on Friday I shall be home again; home, I hope, to the Hugo re-
sults. Thanks to Anne McCaffery, who wrote to Pat Terry in Sydney, who
wrote to John Brosnan in Perth, whom I have visited (hay, more important,
whom I have seen MORGAN with - a marvellous film) during my stay here, I
am able to tell you that Robert Anson Heinlein Has Done It Again.

Yessir, THE MOON IS A HARSH MISTRESS, but the fans gave her a Hugo. I am
informed also, in this roundabout fashion, that Jack Vance won the award
for his novelette, THE LAST CASTLE, and Larry Niven took the prize for his
short story, the title of which I can't remember.

I should also mention, irrelevant though it may seem, that while in Perth
last week I had a moment of satori and realized, shocking though it may
sound to some, that what those Egyptian mummies are wearing are ankle-
length turbans!

Niekas: Kaip Istariama Sitas Zodis?

Thank you, Andy Porter. Here I am, back in Melbourne, home of the brave
and the freezing, and here, courtesy of Andy, are the Hugo Awards:

Best Novel: Robert Heinlein: THE MOON IS A HARSH MISTRESS
Best Novelette: Jack Vance: THE LAST CASTLE

Best Short Story: Larry Niven: NEUTRON STAR

Best Dramatic Presentation: Gene Roddenberry: THE MENAGERIE (Star Trek)
Best Artist: JACK GAUGHAN

Best Magazine: WORIDS OF IF (editor: Frederik Pohl)

Best Fanzine: NIEKAS (editor: Ed. ifeskys)

Best Fan Writer: ALEXEI PANSHIN

Best Fan Artist: JACK GAUGHAN

A victory for conservatism, in the main. But - wu wei - congratulations

all around, and particularly to Jack Gaughan, who it would seem is one
popular fellow, and deservedly so. Last month I said something about having
a sneaking suspicion that NIEKAS is the best general fanzine of all, and it
would appear I am not alone in this opinion.

Total attendance at the WorldCon was 1,450 - a new record - and registra-
tion over 1,700. Next year's convention will be held in the Bay Area,
California, and the Guest of Honour will be Philip Jose Farmer. If I under-
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stand Andy's report aright, in future World Conventions may be held outside
the United States every four years. Would you believe Melbourne in '84%

Don't laugh: we could do it. All I'm wondering is whether Melbourne will
still be outside the United States in 1984...

Some Serious Remarks to the 1968 WorldCon Committee

Gentle Bayfen, congratulations. Now, down to business., You may observe
that a few Australians were members of the NyCon. Not many, not even 1% of
the total membership. Do you know, fellow fans across the briny deep, that
ASFR is purchased by 140 Australian fans? That I have the addresses of a
further 100 or so fans who may see this journal but do not buy it? Think
of that number, friends. Two hundred and forty Australian fans - all, or
most of them, potential members of your World Convention. But, brethren,
before you go budgeting for those subscriptions, ponder a moment: What's
In It For Us???

Andy Porter has done a marvellous job for ASFR and for the NyCon. How he
manages to do so many things (full time on Sam lioskowitz's magazine, part
time on F&SF and some time, Ghod knows when, on his own SF Weekly and Al-
gol) is beyond me. Maybe he doesn't sleep. When I contacted him some
months ago with my sad tale of Australia being neglected by the NyCon, he
did his utmost to set things right. But it is hard to arouse enthusiasm
for something like a WorldCon in two months, especially after years and
years of apathy. Timing is so important. I don't think all the Australian
members got a vote in the Hugo ballot, for example. IFor those who did,
the ballot cards must have been sent airmail - and this would just about
eat up their subscriptions, let alone the cost of mailing other information
at various times.

I suggest, worthy'Bay Folk, that you appoint a WorldCon Agent in this coun-
try, to take care of all your publicity and services to members, and I
think you will find yourselves with rather more than a dozen or so Austra-
lians signed up for your Convention. Hell, a dozen is all that signed up
for the NyCon from Oklahoma, West Virginia, Kentucky, New Hampshire, Maine,
Nebraska, and Idaho - but would you neglect those states because there are
only a few people there interested? (Put it another way: there were 27
states with less than a dozen members each.)

There are people here with ideas about what you could do to give overseas
fans a bigger role in the WorldCon, and I will be pleased to communicate
these ideas to you. Let's make it a real WORLD Convention!

Congratulations, John W. Campbell Jr.

Thirty years at the helm! #e salute you, Mister Science Fiction!

.o oand Harry Harrison

On your first appearance in ASFR? No sir, on becoming editor of AMAZING
and FANTASTIC. We wish you luck - much much better luck than you had with
your English venture -~ and look forward to reading, and perhaps even buying,
these two once-great magazines again.

There's A Divinity That Shapes Our Ends Rough - Hew Them How ie Will




How's this for a science fiction plot...? There's this engineer, see, and
he discovers a fabulous process whereby he can liberate all the atomic ener-
gY in coal - or any other fuel for that matter - leaving absolutely no waste
whatsoever. (Ho hum, you say? Read it in ANALOG? Saw it on STAR TREK?
Read on, skeptic.) Result of this marvellous process: whole cities can be
supplied with power for weeks on a ton of coal; cars can be powered with
pellets; etcetera etcetera. '

However, the engineer discovers, to his no small consternation - he being

a devout agnostic and skeptic like yourself, dear reader - that anyone who
goes near the atomic plant while it is working goes into a sort of religious
ecstasy; get a strong enough dose of radiation and you start working mir-
acles, reading minds, levitating, and so on. Very perplexing, until the
engineer - being well-read in the classics like yourself, my friend - remem-
bers his Spinoza and realizes what he has done: he has released God from His
confinement in matter! - the by-product of his process is God, pure and
unconfined Absolute, in a chemically pure form!

Has possibilities, do you think?

It certainly has, and Karel Capek just about exploited them to the full when
he wrote his delightful novel, THE ABSOLUTE AT LARGE, back in 1927. Prom
the basic absurdity (or is it?) of the idea, Capek takes the story on from
one crazy thing to another, until eventually he mounts 1 devastating World
War, involving armies of millions, of which but thirteen men survive.

iloral: God is just fine as an idea, but once let him loose on the world

and everything goes haywire.

I'm a Capek fan from way back. He wrote better books than THE ABSOLUTE AT
LARGE, but I doubt a more entertaining one. I don't think it's in print;
some enterpriging paperback publisher should investigate it. ily copy from
The Red Cross Book Shop, Perihs ' for ten Cents,

Viva Fantascienza! I have Jjust received a copy of Ugo Malaguti's
excellent little magazine, NOVA SP. It con-
tains stories by Ray Bradbury and Pohl & Korn-
bluth, articles by Bradbury and Ugo Malaguti
and other material. All, I hasten to add, in
Italian. If you read the language, or have

sf-reading Italian friends, or if you are
simply something of a completist, I will be
pPleased to take your order, since I have the
honour to be NOVA's Australian agent. Price
600 Lira, frequency - I confess I don't know.

Unsung PFantast

- and satirist extraordinary. That's .Arthur
Horner, one of whose panels appears at left,
Creator of the inimitable Colonel Pewter, Hor-
ner often ventures into sf in his strip, and
I'm surprised not to have seen his work men-
tioned by fans. To the next ten Australian
subscribers I offer free a copy of COLONEL PEW-

TER IN TRONICUS, a 9x12 64-page book. There are
a further six available at 50¢ each.

John Bangsund
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PROJECT BOSKONE

gspeech delivered at the Boston DAMON KNIGHT
Convention, 2nd April 1967
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In the beginning, there was Gernsback. And the world was without
form and void.

And Gernsback said, Let there be science fiction. And it was so.
Let us pray.

I mention this charming myth because I believed it for 30-some years,
until I read a scholarly volume called FUTURE PERFECT, by H. Bruce Franklin.
Franklin says flatly that "There was no major 19th-century American writer
of the first rank, and indeed few in the second rank, who did not write
some science fiction or at least one utopian romance.” And he backs this
up with the selections in his anthology, and by referring to works by Wash-
ington Irving, James Fenimore Cooper, Herman Melville, Oliver Wendell
Holmes, and so on. He finds "science fiction" being discussed critically
as early as 1876. And the point he makes is that during the 19th century
in America, science fiction was not a segregated form, it was not looked
down on; it was published, as a matter of course, in all the literary maga-
zines of the day - Harper's Monthly, Putnam's, Scribner's, the Atlantic
Monthly, and so on. Mark Twain wrote it; William Dean Howells wrote it,
and it never occurred to anybody to look down on those who wrote science
fiction or those who read it.

What Gernsback actually did, it would now seem - but he may have had
some help from the dime novels that began to appear in the late 1800's -
was to ghettoize science fiction - to make of it, what it had not been
before, a separate and despised genre - published in magazines with gaudy
covers and read by a little group of nuts.

And it has taken us forty years to struggle back into the daylight
again.

Now I don't know whether the dime novels and the pulp magazines took
up science fiction because it had ceased to be respectable, or whether it
ceased to be respectable because the dime novels and pulp magazines took it
up. Some research on this point would be of interest.

But whichever way it was, the curious thing is that I find I cannot
. be sorry that Gernsback existed. I say to myself, suppose this downgrading
of science fiction had never happened - suppose it had remained a perfectly
respectable literary form - what would the result have been? Well, of



course we can't know what we might have got in the way of science fiction
from literary writers of the early 20th century. But I think it's quite
clear what we would have missed: E.E. Smith, Jack Williamson, Henry and
Catherine Kuttner, L. Sprague de Camp, Robert A. Heinlein, and so on right
up to Roger Zelazny and Samuel R. Delany. '

I have a personal reason for feeling this way, too: if there had been
no Hugo Gernsback, I honestly don't know where the hell I would be now or
what I would be doing. It gives me a peculiar feeling sometimes to realize
that my whole life has been determined, in the strictest sense, by the
existence of this gentleman, now in his eighties, whom I have never met.

If there had been no Gernsback, praised be he, there would have been no
August-September 1933 issue of Amazing Stories, and T would not have read
it; there would have been no fanzines for me to imitate and I would never
have published gnide; there would have been no Futurians and I would never
have gone to New w York to join them; I would never have got a job with
Popular Publications or with the Scott Meredith Literary Agency, praised

be it; I would never have met my wife and my children would not exist.

I don't know what in the world would have happened to me: I suppose I would
be back in Oregon still, doing God knows what. So you see Gernsback has a
heavy responsibility.

But aside from such personal considerations, I must tell you that I
believe the concentration of science fiction into a ghetto was essential to
its growth. A ghetto - and I use this ugly term deliberately, because it
is apt - a ghetto is a kind of hothouse. Science fiction writers, instead
of being scattered and absorbed by the literary world, were crammed into
this narrow little field, where every writer was intensely aware of what
the others were doing. They wrote for each other and for a coterie audience
of people who knew what they were talking about; they picked up ideas from
each other and fed them back; they built up a body of common assumptions
and knowledge - and it was this concentration which made science fiction
the fantastically rich and vigorous field it is. Last year 213 science
fiction books were published. About 20 of these were anthologies, and this
happens year after year - 20 anthologies, most of them in hardcover, of
stories from this little bitty magazine field. To realize how incredible
this is, you have to compare it to the much older and more respectable
mystery field, which considers it has done well if it cranks out three or
four anthologies a year.

The reason for this vigor and explosive growth, I believe, is the
same thing that outsiders have always complained of - the over-technicality
of science fiction, the in-group jargon, the things that make most science
fiction just incomprehensible to the general reader. Science fiction
writers did not have to water their stuff down to make it acceptable to the
man on the street, because they knew he was not going to buy it anyhow.
They could write for a specialized audience who would not have to have
every damn thing explained to them in simple terms, and therefore they
could tackle any idea they could understand themselves and make it into a
story which would be published and read with understanding and pleasure.

Now this may seem like an odd stance for anyone to take who belongs
to what has been variously described as the Blish-Knight axis or the Mil-
ford Mafia. If any of you have read the recent debate in HABAKKUK, edited
by Bill Donaho, you will know that I am supposed to be one of those who
are trying to ruin science fiction by importing literary values into it.
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. Let me try to explain. I was struck particularly by one thing that
was sald during the HABAKKUK debate. A couple of people, including Donaho,
made the point that for them literary values in science fiction are not
only unnecessary but actively interfere with their enjoyment of the story.
These people say that they are not literary troglodytes, that they read
mainstream fiction with pleasure -~ but that if they want that kind of thing
they can get it from the mainstream: they don't want it in science fiction,
which they read in a different way and for a different kind of pleasure.

Let me say that I understand this attitude perfectly, because I feel
the same way about mystery fiction. I have been told, and I believe, that
the mystery novel in the last decade or so has staked out serious claims to
consideration as a literary form, and I couldn't care less. I read myster-
ies, when I do, for pure entertainment, and I often like them when I know
they are bad.

Is it not inconsistent of me, then, to be trying to import literary
values into science fiction? I don't think so. The mystery field, like
science fiction, covers a broad spectrum. There is the pure-entertainment
stuff, like James Bond, for people like me. There is the highly technical
deductive mystery novel far those who like it, and the literary mystery
novel for those who like that. The mystery tent is big enough to cover all
those people, and the science fiction tent is big enough to cover me and
Bill Donaho. And I submit that we should all be glad there is this much
variety in science fiction, because if there were not - if it were all one
kind, no matter which kind - three out of four of us would be left out.

I've been using a term pretty loosely without defining it. When I
talk about science fiction with literary values, I simply mean stories
which are well written. I have no interest in making science fiction more
like the mainstream, or, heaven forbid, more like the avant -garde movement,
I simply want it to be well enough written that I can read it with pleasure,
and stand some chance of being able to read it again, ten or twenty years
from now, without finding that it has gone ricky-tick on me. I have tried
to reread some of those stories from the 1930's Amazings, and I know that
most science fiction does not stand this test, but this to me is simply
another illustration of Sturgeon's Rule - "Nine tenths of everything is
crud.” T want a science fiction story to have exciting ideas, logical
development, and, all right, the sense of wonder - but I also want to be
able to get through it without tripping over gross grammatical errors,
cliches and cooky-cutter characters.

In my Pather's house are many mansions.

If we have anything to be grateful for, it is this pluralism of
science fiction - the fact that new things, odd ball things, can get pub-
lished for those who like them, and that there is still room for tradit-
ional things for those who like them.

Now about the general reader again, the man on the street. ILook.
I am not toadying to him, I think, or to the editor who knows nothing about
sf and therefore likes it only when it is least like itself. But science
fiction is being read by more people than ever before, and it is losing its
stigma. I think this is a good thing, and I want to support and protect
it. It really does make a difference how many people buy and read science
fiction. If we could magically increase the science fiction audience -



let's say if we could double it tomorrow - there would be more science fic-
tion published because there would be more money in it, for the publishers
and the writers. The proportion would stay the same - 90 percent of it
would still be crud -~ but numerically there would be more good stories.

All right, but what can we do about that? Science fiction is not big
business, but it is business. We have always had the feeling that decisions
concerning it were being taken by vast, cool intelligences somewhere over
our heads, and that we were really helpless to affect them in any way. The
scale is all wrong. There are perhaps a thousand or two thousand science
fiction fans. How can we possibly do anything to increase a readership
which is already in the neighbourhood of a hundred thousand?

Some of you may remember F, Orlin Tremaine's each-reader-get-one new-
reader campaign; or Gernsback's essay contest on "What I Have Done For
Science Fiction." These things may have helped some, but not enough.

But I believe there is a way. And now we come to the real reason I
am here., I seriously believe there is a way in which we can significantly
increase the readership of science fiction, and that we can do it now.

The number of people who are interested in science fiction has in-
creased dramatically. But the sales of science fiction magazines and
paperbacks have not increased in proportion. The audience is there; the
publishers are in no way reluctant to sell more copies. The trouble comes
in the middle - in distribution.

Science fiction magazines and paperbacks are distributed in the foll-
owing way. The publisher makes an agreement with a national distributor,
of whom there are several. The national distributor then ships these maga-
zines and paperbacks to local wholesalers. The wholesalers, in turn, dist-
ribute them to dealers, that is, to the places where this stuff is actually
sold, Now the interesting thing is this: There are about 800 of these
wholesalers in the country. And the wholesalers are the bottleneck in the
digtribution ‘system. A potential audience of at least double the present
maximum of 100,000 readers is there, is waiting; but the stuff is not get-
ting through the bottleneck.

You know how hard science fiction is to find on most newsstands. If
you are like me, you have probably asked, "Why don't you have more science
fiction?" And you have probably been +told by the dealer, "I've asked for
it, but I can't get it."

It's the wholesaler that the dealer can't get it from. ©Now why isn't
the wholesaler distributing more science fiction? I believe the answer is
simply indifference. Science fiction is a very small part of his business;
the wholesaler gets &4 commission on each copy sold, but there aren't enough
sales to amount to much: it just doesn't matter much to the wholesaler
whether or not he puts out a lot of science fiction.

Other publishers, big publishers, have field men who visit these
wholesalers. This clears the bottleneck. Science fiction publishers can't
do that; they can't afford it. But we can do it. If there are a thousand
of us, and 800 wholesalers, we outnumber them.

Now let me make it clear ‘just what I am proposing. I'm calling for a



concerted campaign by science fiction fans to visit these 800 wholesalers
and persuade them to put out more science fiction. I believe we can do it.
I propose to call this "Rroject Boskone™; I think that's appropriate for
two reasons - in honor of this conference, and because, as you remember,
Boskone was a highly organized and effective conspiracy.

I have copies of this speech and I hope as many fan editors as pos-
sible will publish it. I want to suggest the following steps:

Pirst, if you haven't already done this, visit at least one dealer
in your area and ask him that question - "Why don't you have more science
fiction?® If he tells you "I don't want it™ or "I haven't got room for
it,™ go on to another, until you find one who tells you, "I would, but I
can't get it." Then find out from the dealer the name and address of his
wholesaler.

Then go to see the wholesaler. Bear in mind that these people are
not villains, they are just businessmen who don't happen to know much
about science fiction. Don't approach them with a hostile attitude, be
friendly; you will probably find out they are human. Explain to them that
you and many of your friends want to buy more science fiction but can't
find it on the stands; be sure to mention the name of any dealer who has
‘told you he would handle more of it if he could get it. If you are polite
and friendly, if they like you, these people will probably be interested
and intrigued: they have never met any science fiction fans before. This
is the point: they may agree to distribute more sf just to do you a favor,
just because it does not matter much to them one way or the other.

If we can do this, it will be a thing to be proud of. And it will
have consequences as profound and far-reaching as the consequences of that
first issue of Amazing Stories, published by Hugo Gernsback. I hope some
of you here will want to help.

I'd 1like to get fans from at least half a dozen areas to undertake
this as soon as possible, and report the methods they used and the results
they got, so that other fans can profit from their experience. If possible
I'd like to have these reports by next September, so that I can bring this
up, in more detail, at the NyCon.

Meanwhile, I'm here, I'm in the mood for talking and listening, and
I'11l be glad to answer any questions.

JB: I have published Damon Knight's speech without alteration or omis-
sion, assuming that you would rather read all that he said than excerpts.
Australian readers will understand that our local paperback and magazine
distribution system is somewhat different from the American. From my
observations in three states (Victoria, Tasmania, Western Australia) I
would say that, at least in these places, British paperbacks are widely
distributed, American paperbacks and magazines not at all outside the
capital cities. That there is an enthusiastic following for sf here is
evidenced by the fact that secondhand-paperback exchanges can't get enough
of the stuff; many, in fact, won't sell you sf - you have to bring one to
get one. Readers might care to advise me of their own supply situation.



EINE KLEINE OKIE-MUSTIK

JAMES BLISH
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It is a decidedly odd business to find any brainchild of one's own
taking on a separate life in someone else's mind - for example, think how
amused Shakespeare would have been at the psychiatrists' discussions of the
possible childhood and current clinical state of Hamlet, a person who never
existed. But it's flattering, too, and I should like to get a couple of
instances on record, much more to the credit of the commentators than they
are to me.

Both these examples come from my "Okie" series, CITIES IN FLIGHT.
In volume three of that cycle, EARTHMAN, COME HOME, Karst the peasant sings
a sort of folk-song which turns out to be crucial to that part of the plot.
The song, which is on page 237 of the 1966 Avon edition, and page 240 of
the 1965 Faber & Faber edition, goes like this:

"Wild on the wind rose the righteous wrath of Maalvin,
Borne like a brand to the burning of the Barrens.
Arms of hands of rebels perished then,

Stars nor moons bedecked that midnight,
IMT made the sky
Fallt

Black with their blood was the brick of that barrow,
Toppled the tall towers, crushed to the clay.

None might live who flouted Maalvin,

Earth their souls spurned spaceward, wailing,

IMT made the sky

Palli®

Now, this is obviously imitation Anglo-Saxon as verse, and I never
expected it to make the anthologies - nor has it; it was only a plot
device. As I stole the form from BEOWULF, so the tune I had in my head
while writing it was that of the "Siege of Kazan" from Moussorgsky's BORIS
GOUDONOV. I mention that opera only to show that, in the verses as I
wrote them, I heard "IMT" sounded as a single word.

But it doesn't have to be. Some years after this part of the novel-
cycle was published, an American fan named G. Evans sent me his own, orig-
inal setting of the song.

Here it is:
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Modarato

Clearly, Mr. Evans heard "IMT" sounded as three separate letters -
and his tune is a good long distance away from Moussorgsky, too, though
it has a sort of Hebrides-like character that might suit some parts of
BEOWULF nicely. Certainly it suits me; I only wish I could have worked
it into my book. .

My other example is to me even more moving: a dissonant sonnet by
Karen Anne Emden (who is, if it matters - and I don't think it does -
the daughter of my ex-wife by my ex-wife's previous marriage, which must
make Karen gome sort of relative of mine) which I think not only highly
striking, but which does something with the material of the cycle that
had never occurred to me in the whole four volumes:
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THE OKIE CHILDREN

Ancient children of a wintry hive, longevity

Gives them wings to span the rifts; most transient

Of workers, tomorrow's swarm without a tree

To nest in, used and forced on, their day is never spent.

Bees on their milky way to pollinate

Grave fields in which the stars are lonely flowers,
Polluting as they go the honeyed freight

That time has pilfered from this Earth of hours,

Instinctive, furtive search for a seasoned planet
Drives them on through their unfinished dance.
Parched in nomad haste for frequent showers,
Intrinsically they wander, haunted faces set,
Toward the elusive night, seeding lawns by chance.

'Could we trade our journey for this hearth of yours?'

Some day, if people keep on reprinting these Okie books, I am going to
persuade some publisher to include both of these tributes (and if that is not
what they are, please don't disabuse me) in the cycle. In the meantime, I
cherish them like love letters; and entirely aside from that, they strike me
as interesting in themselves, not just as responses to my work, but as works
per se.

- Copyright 1967 by James Blish

FROM THE BIBLIOFILE:

"G.H. Bondy sucked meditatively at his cigar.
'And how did you find it out, old chap?' he asked at last.

'By the effect on myself,' said the engineer, resuming his march up
and down the room. 'As a result of its complete disintegration of matter,
my Perfect Karburator manufactures a by-product: pure and unconfined Abso-
lute, God in -a chemically pure form. At one end, so to speak, it emits
mechanical power, and at the other, the divine principle. Just as when
you split water up into hydrogen and oxygen, only on an immensely larger
scale,'

'Hm, ' said Mr. Bondy. 'And then - ?!

'I've an idea,' continued lMarek cautiously, 'that there are many of
the elect who can separate the material substance in themselves from the
divine substance. They can release or distil the Absolute, as it were, from
thelr material selves. Christ and the miracle-workers, fakirs, mediums, and
prophets have achieved it by means of their psychic power. My Karburator
does it by a purely mechanical process. It acts, you might say, as a fact-
ory for the Absolute.'"™

(Karel Capek: The Absolute At Large)
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A FOOTNOTE TO THE
ECONOMICS OF 5. F.

HARRY HARRISON
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I have the April 1967 issue of ASFR to hand, and it contains an art-
icle by John Brunner on writers' economics. It contains too many errors to
let slip by unnoticed. Let me amplify the picture a bit.

First off - John and I agree in principle. Writers are badly under-
paid, and always have been. My ambition for years has been to earn as much
as do the American printers who set the type for my books. But every time
I get a bit more, they get another rise., If this is because they have a
trade union, then I am for a writeérs' union. Yet this is the culture we
live in and we must make the best of it. The nurses in Boston discovered
that they were earning less than the local garbage men (read dustmen) and
went on strike and earned more. As one of my favorite fictional characters
said - "What do you expect - justice?™ The world is ag it is. You either
accept it or try to change it. You don't complain about it.

Am I saying that John is complaining only? Perhaps, though I didn't
.realize that when I started to write this response. Perhaps I am wrong,
but I think I do detect a thin note of self-pity keening through his art-
icle. Or perhaps I am just annoyed by his errors of fact.

Let me get the personal error out of the way before tackling the
others. dJohn, you know perfectly well that I alone wrote the FLASH GORDON
stories for ten years - so why the %,., heaven alone knows who else"?
Heaven, hell, you know. And why is this "keeping afloat in sf by a devious
expedient"? This is earning a living as a freelance writer, a thing I have
done since 1955, and no more devious than writing confessions, detectives,
men's adventures, or anything else I have done. And just for the record,
the rest of that paragraph is hogwash as well. Jack Williamson was offered
a lot of money to write BEYOND - MARS for a year. He did, he got his money,
the strip folded, and he continued with his teaching, untroubled and
slightly heavier in pocket. -And I don't know any sf writers who are prey
to your "common disaster" and "beat their brains out on a tv serial.” From
time to time a lot of them have ‘turned the odd buck by writing'for tv, and
Harlan Ellison makes his 11v1ng that way. But - so what? What makes this
a disaster?

I want to attack your basic argument about wrlters, but before I do
that I'm going to weaken your case by pointing out a few factual errors in
your text. Page 2. ANALOG's top rate is 5¢ a word, not-4¢. Also on page
2. You know wrong. 1¢ a word is still a common rate for sf in this
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country, and a few years back a creep of an sf writer bragged to me that a
creep of an sf editor paid him %¢ a word - instead of his usual 1¢ - because
he wrote the cover story. John, you don't know half the horrors of 1life in
this uncivilized country. '

Let me get to the core of my argument. You say that there are basic-
ally two ways to keep afloat in sf. One - to get the hell out of the
United States. Two -~ to be prolific as hell. You have ignored the third:
write so well that you get paid more per unit of labor. Terrible as the
writing profession is, there are greater rewards as the popularity of one's
work incrcases. In spite of themselves, the publishers reluctantly pay
more to hold onto their selling authors. Have you ever heard Heinlein com-
plain about making a living out of sf?

Your imaginary Frishblitz sounds like a pretty crummy writer to me.
I know that the real writers buried in his name make much more money than
this dull hack does. Ted Sturgeon, Blish, Vonnegut, all demand good prices
for their work. Let us forget this imaginary drudge and get back to facts.
You Reveal All about the income from your books. I should do at least the
same.,

The first novel I ever wrote was DEATHWORID. I sold this to Bantam
who paid me $2500 for it. John Campbell took it for ANALOG and paid a
total of $2800. Penguin paid a £200 advance and have shelled out another
£56 since then. With more to come since they have just- reprinted it. The
Japanese bought it for $100, the Italians for $115, the Germans for $400,
and the Dutch for $175. I flrst sold this book in 1959 and it is still
alive. Last month it sold in Spain for $130. That's a total income, to
date, of nearly $7000. : v

These figures indicate that publishers have money, a fact we have
long suspected. They like to make more. Give them a product that they
think they can sell at a profit and they will reluctantly turn over a
small percentage to you for your labors. If they think you will sell more
they pay more. It's Jjust that simple.

The trouble with John Brunner's article is that it is incomplete.
He writes about the plight of the science fiction writer in western society
in the second half of the 20th century. And only one kind of sf writer
at that. He has the blinders on. John, excuse me if I remove those blin-
ders. And at the same time wildly excite the fen by showing that sf

writers do have feet of clay: what they have always suspected.

Ancient wars produce yawns, and political speeches a thousand years
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