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EDITORIAL

This austere-looking issue marks our second anniversary. In honour of the occasion I
have invited John Foyster to reveal to you once and for all...

THE TRUE HISTORY OF THE ORIGIN OF ASFR

(with the original cast)

The Tinme: Easter 1966

The Place: The Clubrooms of the Melbourne Science Fiction Club
The Occasion: The last-but-one sf convention: Author Panel

The Context: & discussion of sf in Australia

I trace the actual words, as caught by the magic of the Phonocell, extracting where
necessary, but finally apportioning the blzme as merited.

A menber of the audience h2s asked about agents...

John Foyster: "I think you fellows would agree that Ted Carnell in England does a
pretty fair job..." (murmur of assent) ™I think he's a good agent. He may not be a
good editor, but he's a good agent."

Unidentified Voice: "If he flogged sonething of ((editorial deletion))'s for two and a
half thousand dollars, he's bloody miraculous."

John Bangsund: (ah, fatal words) "ir Chairman... the business of 2 fanzine... 4s
everyone here knows, I'm quite new to the whole thing about science fiction. It's
only my pcrsonal contact with Lee a couple of years ago that started it. I am most
inpressed with the idea of a fanzine. Perhaps ['ve got an unfannish view of fanzines,
but it does appear to me that in what we've been talking 2bout in the last few minutes
- the business of keceping in contact with onc another, and all this kind of thing,
could be very well done through a fanzine, if it could he produced regularly."

Note that Bangsund does not voluntcer at all.

Lee Harding: ™"If we were considering reviving The Gryphon or...* (pregnant pause)
"having ir Bangsund edit 2 new journ2l... Ve should have certain writers committed...™
Lee meant conmmitted to producing regular naterial, but I am sure that John would agree
that committing Lee Harding would not be a bad thing.

Let's take up thc developnent of this "journal® a little later...



Lee darding: "Do you fellows up here feel that there's anything to be gained by a small
circulation magazine devoted to the discussion of science fiction?®

I point out that ASFR has a circulation of 350.

John Baxter: "This sort of thing is a gre2t idez. You just have to turn to someone and
say, You're the editor."

riixed voices: "Ron Clarke..." "Lee Harding..."

But Harding reacted quickly, and in a loud voice proclaimed: "I nominate John Bangsund."

John Baxter: “"What we're thinking of is an amateur magazine, circulated amongst people
who are interested in science fiction, and probably containing articles and reviews and
stories, parhaps.”

John Foyster tried to turn the tide, suggesting that the iustrzlian SF Association was
the organization which should publish this journal, but his labours were in vain. Two
nenths later the die was cast, since when the cast has been dying.

John Foyster

Two years... Sixteen issues, seven hundred pages, four hundred thousand words, give or
take a few pages, a few thousand words (half the issues and far more than half the word-
age typed on an Optima portable)... WNominated twice for the fanzine Hugo... Enthused
over in Buenos .ires 2nd Kvikkjokk, Lapland... Reprinted in an imerican paperback, a
Spanish fanzine, and who knows where else... Even mentioned in Analog.

and I didn't even volunteer...

['ve been looking back through those earlier issues, trying to recapture some of that
fine frenzy that seens to have departed from the magazine over the last few months.
fonths spent, as some of you know, out of work or, worse still, in work I absolutely
loathed; every day confronted by a vast mound of unposted ASFRs...

Remember these?

'...out in the Qutback, by Alice Springs...a little illicit publisher...porinting genuine
old vintage Heinleins, turning them out on a hand press in little limited ecitions that
would sell for the earth in the big cities...'

"You know, when we are old and tired probably Australia will be producing the best sf...
Me'll be sitting in our wheelchairs moaning about "the new sf"...!'

"o less a personage than Spike #illigan has been so moved as to take pen to paper and
ask, "Why is there no monument to porridge in this land?"!

'"Fron where I sit it looks like a pretty good future for sf.'

'One of the dangers of becoming a succcssful sf writer is that some day you may become
the subject of one of Sam Hoskowitz's potted magazine biographies...'

'On it were typed but four words: RORK! IS .. ROCK!!

'What 2 splendid idea - omitting all detzils of price, publisher and availability fronm
your book reviews! The rcading public has been panpered far too Kolnjgpe. "

"You begin with 2 mastcrpiece; you write it down; you are left with something merely -
marketable...'

'T doubt that exposure to Campbell cditorials does much harm to anyone...'

"Jeez! ... another great Joe Poyer novclette! Wait till I tell the boys in the machine
shop about this!"!'

'"This book, described by the publisher as being "a novel by Isaac Asimov", secms rather
to have been written by someonc's Sccond Eleven...'

'...0r Jenssen. His agile brain alert and active even 2t so early an hour (9.30am), he
soon recognized me and showed me in...'

"It used to be my secret ambition to sncak into Campbell's officc one night and file the
exclamation mark off his typewriter...'

'Phil, I'm glad you said that about editors. If you only knew how difficult it is to
ride a hobby horse, beat a drum, and p..nt stuff - all simultaneously...'

'"Captain Chandler is a different person..."!

'Bludupta? you say, Where's Bjudupta?’ (continued on p7a)
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S AN MOSKOWITZ / 3LISH 0 N 83LISH a book review

THE ISSUE AT HAND by William Atheling Jr
Edited & with an introduction by James Blish Advent:Publishers Chicago 1964 136pp

One of the great frustrations of modern sf writers has been the elimination of
reader coluans in many of the magazines and the diminution of these sections in
others. 'van does not live by bread alone' applies in spades to the writer. An
occasional book review (if he is fortunate enough to have a book published) helps
assuage the need, but does not entirely compensate for 1it.

Most conscious of this void has been James Blish. He not anly has lamented the
dearth of reader commentary in print; he has preached its resurgence from the pulpit
of the sf convention.

Since I commenced the professional phase of my career by selling fiction in 1940, I
an entirely sympathetic to the lament and sense of loss experienced by Mr Blish., I
have nade mental photostats, enlarged them until the type is a foot high, then had
them framed and hung in the best-lighted corridors of my mind - conments on such of
my stories as 'Man of the Stars' (Planet Stories Winter 1941; included in EXPLORING
OTHER WORLDS, Collier Books 1963):

'Man of the Stars' by Sam Moskowitz was unchallenged for the number one

spot. (Milton Lesser)

I rate it as one of the Lest I have read in a long time; a definite first

place for 'ilan of the Stars'. (William A Conover)

Seriously, I consider his 'ilan of the Stars' one of the best sf stories I

have ever read. (Josephine Morrison)
'Man of the Stars' was the best story. (Larry Shaw)

Hloskowitz leads off a really brilliant parade with something new in sf -

A truly gifted piece of writing. (C Hidley)
In fact, the only criticism in 11 pages of 6-point type of readers' letters was from
Damon Knight, and even that was inadvertently flattering because he took two-thirds
of a page just to talk about nme!

In the immortal lines of George Gobel, 'You just can't hardly get that kind no more'.

Blish publishes two chapters on the need for a revival of readers' columns in sf
magazines in this volume. This is a legitimate view, worthy of airing and consider-
ation, and one which can be applauded by fellow writers. But how this apparently
long-standing need was acted upon by Blish is disconcertingly shown in this book.

James Blish began to use the pen name of William Atheling Jr for a column of criti-
cism entitled 'Pro-Phile' which he inaugurated in the Summer 1952 issue of Sky Hook,
a Fantasy Amateur Press Association magazine published by Redd Boggs. Ezra Pound,

a grand passion of James Blish's, once wrote music criticism for a Paris paper under
the name of William Atheling - which explains its derivation.

The two reasons given by Blish for utilizing the pen name were to enable him to
criticize without being 'excessively cautious' and that 'I wanted to discuss my own
work in the column as legitimate occasions arose'. He did both.

Under the guise of Atheling, Blish was repeatedly able to slip his name into a



variety of evaluations. A typical example from his column in the Winter 1952-3 Sky

Hook:

N you are interested in the intensively recomplicated story as a technique
o1 fiction - only incidentally because such men as Van Vogt, Schmitz, Harness,
Blish and even Knight himself have written sf by this method...'

This was subtly intended to convey the impression that Blish was a master of plot-

ting and technique, and made it possible to place his name in good company, imply-

ing stature through association.

The real opportunity came when a 29,000 word novelette by Blish, 'A Case of Consci-
ence', was published in If, September 1953. At last, William Atheling had raw nmeat.
His column in the Autumn 1953 Sky Hook admitted to 'several re-readings'. The
illusion of objectivity was provided by passages like:
'Part of the length of the story is contributed by sheer physical descrip-~
tion of the planet, in which the author indulges so extensively as to delay
telling the reader the story's central problem until he is nearly two-thirds
of the way through - and probably losing two-thirds of his readers in the
process; but the detail, as it turns out, is valuable, first because it
establishes a slow and discursive tone before the reader is plunged into the
elaborate four-way argument which is the essence of the piece, and second
because most of the details (though not all) are integral to the argument
itself.!

Therefore, we see that when Atheling talks about Blish, every knock becomes a boost.

Despite modest asides, Atheling's real intent becomes evident as we find him con-
paring 'A Case of Conscience' to G K Chesterton's Father Brown stories, and conclu-
ding:

'‘Conceivably, 'A Case of Conscience' is well enough told as a story to

carry a similar general appeal; although intricate, it is anything but

incoherent, and it is so paced - as I've noted above - as to make the

final argument seem highly dramatic, in the face of obvious obstacles

to such an impression... This took considerable doing. I have made no
secret of the fact that I mistrust the average reader's ability to weigh

technical competence, or even to recognize it, so that I can nmake no
present assessment of the effectiveness of what Blish has done here; theo-
retically, he should have captured his audience, even though most of it
will not know why it is captured or how the trick was turned; on the other
hand, he may have captured nobody but a cross section of other writers who
are in a position to appreciate how much work this kind of a story takes,
without being any better able to weight its effectiveness with a non-
technical reader than I anm.'

This particular evaluation ran for nearly 2,000 words. Obviously feeling that he
had written an exceptional story and fearful that, like others in the past, it
Wwould not receive its just due, Blish may have hoped to force a general discussion
and critical evaluation of his work, with Atheling's comments as the trigger.

In this hope he was to be disappointed, but not through any lack of enterprise, for
he rallied to reply to Atheling under his own name in the Winter 1953-4 Sky Hook,
saying:
'Mr Atheling's examination of 'A Case of Conscience' is flatteringly lengthy,
and of course I'm gratified by his recognition of the labor which went into
the story. I'd be prepared to defend the long conversation between my Jesuit
hero and Chtexas as an attempt to show the workings of the Lithian mind...
On the other hand, I agree that the ending of the story is confusing for pre-
cisely the reasons Mr Atheling sets forth. As soon as I receive the galley
proofs from Twayne, who will publish the story in a book sometime this winter,
I'11 take pains to make the necessary changes. Could any critic ask for a
more practical accolade? ... I've discovered - to my own surprise - that much



of my recent work seems to be centered on the nature of various kinds of
faith... Mr Atheling's demonstration that there is a growing place for

it in the nagazines too helps to convince me, especially since I can add
to it as evidence the stories magazine editors have been buying from me
ever since I began thinking about the whole question of why people believe
what they think they believe.'

Eventually, the fact that Atheling and Blish were the same was officially codified
in FANCYCLOPEDIA II, edited by Richard Eney. Previously, Blish had let the infor-
mation leak in various fan magazines and fan meetings, but the FANCYCLOPEDIA II
inclusion caused several commentaries and 'lifted eyebrows' by Richard Bergeron in
Warhoon January 1960, and by Walter Breen in Tesseract March 1960. Breen concluded
a three-page article, 'The Case of James Blish's Conscience', by stating:

'"Without making any libelous remarks about Blish, one may nevertheless

question his motives. Propaganda? Would a really good book need this?

Why was Blish making an apologetic about his own book? Was he perhaps

aware of some of the points I have brought up here? What was the state

of his own conscience about the whole affair? How honest is it to pre-

tend objectivity as a reviewer, while reviewing one's own book under the

cover of a pseudonym, particularly when using adjectives like "unigque"?'

'As Bergeron put it: "How can you trust a man like that?"!

In this form, Blish received a slap on the wrist for his subterfuge, and that would
have seemed to end the matter. Certainly the average individual would not have been
proud of the exposure. Certainly, there is a difference between reader reaction to
the revelation that Henry Kuttner was Lewis Padgett writing stories like 'The Twon-
key' or that his wife, C L Moore, was actually Lawrence 0'Donnell, author of 'Vin-
tage Season', and the disclosure that Jim Blish was in fact posing as William Athe-
ling Jr and busily engaged in writing love letters to himself.

Society can understand an attractive woman fanning desire in a man she passes in
public, and looks with indulgence when he releases an expressive whistle of apprec-
iation. Similarly, Blish's deception, while not approved procedure, is understand-
able and forgivable. But his sanctifying his lapse in hard covers is comparable to
our previously aroused male exposing his eager genitals in public. That sort of
thing 'just isn't done!!

Yet it all may be unblushingly found in the chapter, 'Cathedral in Space', and the
only thing left to be grateful about in this blatant abrogation of good taste is
that Blish did not also inflict on the readers his letter of appreciation to Athe-
ling!

As if conscious of this omission, Blish did add a 1964 commentary on Atheling's 1953
views with blase asides such as:
'For example, Atheling complains of the 'cataloques of local raw materials';
but eventually it becomes important to the story that one of those raw mat-
erials is amazingly abundant, whereas certain other more likely ones are
very rare - and both these facts are buried in the catalogues, detective-
story fashion, for the reader of the novel.'

What baffled me particularly in Blish's account was his references to C S Lewis's
novels, OUT OF THE SILENT PLANET, PERELANDRA and THAT HIDEOUS STRENGTH. I checked
back to the original in Sky Hook and they were also there.

I had good reason to be puzzled.

When my book, EXPLORERS OF THE INFINITE, was published in 1963, as part of the pro-
motional program I appeared on the Long John Nebel radio show as a guest author for
a five-hour discussion on sf. Among those participating were James Blish, Lester

del Rey, Fred Pohl and tichael Girsdansky ('The Shape of Us to Come', Worlds of To-



morrow July 1965), Ouring the course of the discussion, I was outlining the plot of
a C S Lewis novel when, with considerable indignation, Blish interrupted me with the
"correction' that my plot outline was for his 'A Case of Conscience'. When Girsdan-
sky assured him that the story I was relating was indeed C S Lewis's, Blish gave
every indication of never having read it. This entire session was taken down on
tape and was preserved.

At the time Blish wrote and published 'A Case of Conscience', William Atheling Jr had
aduitted his familiarity with C S Lewis's sf trilogy. After the success of A CASE OF
CONSCIENCE as a novel, James Blish seemed to have no memory of it.

Atheling had said in 1953:
'The interplanetary novels of C S Lewis (OUT OF THE SILENT PLANET, PERELAN-
ORA and THAT HIDEOUS STRENGTH) offer more recent examples; they set out to
impose upon the solar system a strange Anglican-cum-Babylonian theology and
cosmogony, with amazingly convincing results despite Lewis' decidedly foggy
view of astronomy and most of the other sciences he seeks to diabolize.'

Had he failed to read those novels and merely referred to them through hearsay, imp-
lying scholarship?

Had he actually read them, but now feared that such an adnission might leave hin
open to a charge of derivation?

In THE ISSUE AT HAND he makes a strange reference to my criticism of M P Shiel's
LORD OF THE SEA:
'...and it is ridiculous, but characteristic of Sam Moskowitz to call the
book anti-semitic.'

Since LORD OF THE SEA is probably the single most vicious anti-Semitic book in the
entire canon of sf, and a prototype for the Nazi movement; and since Shiel returns
again and again to anti-Semitic references in many of his works that follow, is it
possible that Blish has actually not read Shiel? Or does his admiration for Ezra
Pound's poetry extend one step further to embrace certain aspects of that man's
political and social philosophy?

The second-longest chapter in THE ISSUE AT HAND is devoted to a single story by an
author named Arthur Zirul, who almost receives more attention than Heinlein. The
story, a novelette entitled 'Final Exam', appeared in the March 1954 Astounding Sci-
ence Fiction and was the first story Zirul ever sold. He later published three more
stories in 1958, and has not appeared since. Sf was merely a bit of fun for him; by
profession he was an electrical engineer.

Blish proceeded to rip that story apart, examining dialogue, grammar, plot and syn-
tax, and then concluded that 'this is one of the worst stinkers ever to have been
printed in the field'. Aside from the fact that the first story Blish ever had pub-
lished (which would appear to be 'Emergency Refueling', Super Science Stories March
1940) would not have survived so surgical a literary exploration as he subjected
Lirul's to, the Analytical Laboratory shows Zirul beat out Walter M Miller Jr's 'I
Made You' in the same issue by a good margin, and was rated not too far behind an
Isaac Asimov serial. It raises the question of whether, Blish's criticisms being
valid, the readers of Astounding Science Fiction have values different fron Blish's;
and instead of the publication of 'Final Exanm!' indicating 'a case of collapse on the
part of a great editor’, it is a validation that Campbell knows what his readers want!

That Zirul nust have infinitely benefited by Blish's 'criticism' is perhaps indicated
by Judith Merril's inclusion of his short story, 'The Beautiful Things' (Fantastic
Universe May 1958) in SF: '59 - THE YEAR'S GREATEST SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY.

The entire book runs only 135 pages, which is far from a substantial quantity for five
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dollars. This could be justified if it was compensated for by quality, but the
entire volune is a melange made up from fan nagazine colunns, speeches and asides;
and some chapters are nerely reviews of a single issue of a magazine. The best
piece is the commentary on STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAHND by Robert A Heinlein, but it
is questionable as to whether eight pages are worth the price tag.

If Blish were a truly outstanding and revered figure in the sf or fantasy field,
someone of the stature and reader fascination of H P Lovecraft, Edgar Rice Burroughs
or A iferritt, this marginalia might have a relevance and interest beyond that of
trivia., This does not happen to be the case.

Add to that a fatuous pomposity and a degree of perceptiveness of which the kindest
thing that can be said is that it is warped a bit to the right of obtuseness, and
you have flaws that are in no way relieved by the patently obvious vanities and
spites that appear to motivate many of the pieces. The man apparently so badly
needs to feel important that when he is not blatantly telling you why he is, he is
advising on how to go about changing a critical situation to help ensure hinm his
just due.

[f Blish were as adroit stylistically in his criticism as even Damon Knight, whom he
attempts to emulate, the results night at least have been readable. Sadly, THE

ISSUE AT HAND is the work of a man who, after years of agonizing application, writes
criticisn that moves about as effortlessly as an aged pachyderm with a double hernia
dragging himself through the African mudflats on his way to the Elephant's Graveyard.

San Moskowitz

JB:  The above article is reproduced, by arrangement with the author, from his
FAPA magazine, Different vol.3 no.2 October 1967.
James Blish/Willian Atheling Jr's THE ISSUE AT HAND is availabla in the
edition referred to in the article at US§5.00, or in a paperback edition
at US§1.95. Among San ioskowitz's historical-critical works are SEEKERS
OF TOHMORROW (Ballantine pb US§0.95), EXPLORERS OF THE INFINITE (Meridian
pb US$1.95) and THE INMORTAL STURM (currently, I believe, out of print).




EDITORIAL (continued)

A funny thing happened on the way from p7 to pf... Originally this issue was planned
to run to about sixty pages, since the material was available and the anniversary occas-
ion traditionally warrants a larger size than usual. However, a bright shiny vacant

look about the ASFR coffers decreed otherwise. So I planned a twenty-page issue, cover-
less and spartan. With the new Optima 14 (the miserly deposit for which I found by
postponing several of my less legally inclined creditors) and its 14-characters-to-the-
inch sanserif block elite type, I estimated that I would still be publishing about 15,000
words, and that you, gentle subscribers, would not be too offended at the niggardly look
of the thing.

However... I still had the electro-stencil for Dimitrii's rather fabulous cover, which
was intended for the last issue. I couldn't really keep Dimitrii in suspense any longer,
so I decided to use it this time. Yes. Well. You'll have to take my word for it that
the original illustration is fabulous, since between us the duplicator and I loused it
up. The duplicator, I should perhaps mention, is a circa-1896 model Roneo electric, with
Spewnatic Attachment (which accounts for the footprints you may from time to time have
found in your copies) and Intermittent Jetblack Adhesor Device, neither of which features
may be relied on nor eliminated. It may also have an Offcentre Placement Control, which
enables you to have leaning columns and borders, and which is stuck permanently; but it
nay be, alternatively, that I am, shall we say, not to put too fine a point on it, an
unskilful operator. In mundane terms this means that for every three sheets cleanly
ejected by the machine there are two thrown onto the floor or wafted gently up the wall,
and one or two which adhere to the stencil; and all of them are printed implacably out

of plunb. So now you know about the cover. I have another hundred-odd covers which
Paul peeled from the drua as I turned the handle and passed over to Leigh who laid then
elegantly about the room to dry, and they are so black I swear they must have used a full
bottle of ink between then.,

Usually I stencil the entire issue before I start duplicating, but this tinme, naturally
enough, T wanted to see how the new type and Leigh's headings looked, so I ran off a few
pages as I went. And now you know how p8 happened not to appear on the back of 07. And
how I finished up with twenty-four pages. There was a mild panic when I first disccovered
what [ had done. I desperately wanted the issue to weigh less than two ounces (postage
5¢), and I thought I couldn't safely go beyond eleven sheets. I even considered for a
moment transferring Don Symons's review to these pages, which would have meant the pageas
running 7 18 17 8 - but I couldn't bring myself to it. Without much hope I stapled and
wrapped a dummy twelve-sheet copy, and dispatched Paul to the post office with it. I was
busy playing best man at Ruth and Barry's wedding (my sister and Diane's brother, yes)
wnen Paul returned (I know it's unusual, yes, but that's the way it worked out) and it
wasn't until (yes, yes, I know that makes me my own brother-in-law) the next day that I
learnt (no, I don't feel any different: should I?) that you can post thirteen sheets of
Gestetner 201 paper for 5¢.

About the next issue... Presumably I could post a 52-page issue for 9¢, so that looks
like being the size of no.17, if I can nmanage it. (At 800 words per page, less cover and
illustrations, this works out to about 35,000 words. I nmust be mad.) 1In 17 I hope (note
that non-nenesis-tenpting word, friends) to publish: an interview with renowned Austral-
ian artist, J § Ostoja-Kotkowski, creator of the Sound & Image progranme, which at this
year's Adelaide Festival featured Ray Bradbury's story, The Veldt; a symposium on 2001:
A SPACE OUYSSEY, with enlightening, endarkening and provocative contributions by Lee
Harding, George Turner, Hungo HacCallum, Bruce Gillespis and maybe others; a number of
excellent reviews by Danmien Broderick, Don Symons, Joha Foyster, Bob Toomey, Bruce Gil-
lespie and others; and, if there's room, a short story or three. If you like the look of
this lineup anywhere near as much as I look forward to publishing it, you would be wise
to check your status as indicated on p20 of this issue. The free list is being ruthlessly
pruned, and however nuch we love you we can't run ASFR any more on love alone. Gur first
obligation must be to our subscribers, and lately they've been getting a raw deal.

About this issue... The background to the articles by Sam Moskowitz and James Blish will
become apparent when you read them. I will just mention my own part in the matter. Jin
wrote to me early this year and mentioned that he had written an article for ASFR in which

Ta



he replied to criticism published by SaM. The article arrived early in March, and shortly
after it I received a letter fron Sal, together with a copy of his article. Sak sajd that
he felt it only fair that I should present both sides of the argument, if I intended to
use Blish's article. I agreed. I wrote to Jim, suggesting that I run both articles in
the same issue, and he replied that this yas a fair thing, and that he had no objection to
SaM leading off, since he had initiated the matter.

Now SaM is, I gather, a nice guy. He must be: he subscribes to ASFR. I've read a lot of
his work, and I've enjoyed it, despite critical reservations. A lot of what I know about
sf authors has been gained from his books, and I doubt if I could have picked up this
information so readily from any other source. SaM is, as Jim points out, widely regarded
as one of America's - and, therefore, the world's - foremost authorities on sf history.
He holds opinions critical, religious and political that I can't have a bar of, but what
the hell? - so do most people I know.

But I must say that if he hadn't asked me to publish his article on 8lish, I would have
preferred not to. I make no secret of the fact that, while I respect SaM and share in the
general fannish liking for him, I have an enormous admiration for Jim Blish and regard him
2s 2 good friend. SaM's article is - and I emphasize the personal nature of this feeling -
to say the least, unfortunate. I feel that Jim has answered hinm completely and in a gent-
lemanly nanner; but he has chosen to ignore the - I can only call them insulting and
grossly ill-mannered - personal remarks which SaM has made about him. B8y publishing his
original article I feel I am showing SaM in an even worse light, and I an not entirely
happy about this. However, at his request, his article appears here, and the reader must
make his own judgement.

About the Hugos... You've probably seen the list of this year's Hugo nominations, so I
won't reproduce it hcre. (If you haven't, send Leigh Edmonds - same address as myself - a
note and a j¢ stamp, 2nd he will send you a copy of the ballot and a BayCon membership app-
lication. Overscas readers: it will be too late when you read this.)

Thank you for nominating ASFR again, pcople. We is quietly proud.

But look at all that crud on the ballot! Hell's bells - five Star Trek episodes to choose
the best dramatic presentation from! But what else was there...? The Prisoner? The
Americans haven't seen it. Voyage to the... Hnmm. Ah well, we needn't worry about next
year: there'll very likely be only one nomination.

No names, no pack-drill, {no offensive letters in my mail), but what a dreary lot of fic-
tion there is, too. Delany's EINSTEIN INTERSECTION should win, but if THE BUTTERFLY KID
can even be nominated in the novel scction I shudder to think what the fans might do. What
happcned to CAiP CONCENTRATION, AN AGE (or CRYPTOZOIC! as the US publishers call it) or

THE HOLE IN THE ZERO? Perhaps they'll be on the list next year, since they will all see
American production during 1968. But whether this happcns or not, doesn't it in either
case raise some serious questions zbout the Hugo rules regarding date of publication?

New Worlds deserves to win in the pro magazine section, but probably won't. And Harry
Warner Jr in the fan writer section. As for the fanzines, here is some really stiff com-
petition, and I'm utterly incapable of objective judgement. But I'm tipping PSYCHOTIC,
and not only for geographical reasons: it ranks no.1, by a whisker, among the six or eight
fanzines I love best apart froa ASFR.

The fannish physiognomy... When I first met Lee Harding, he said, "You look like John
Baxter™. And when I met John we eyed each other surreptitiously to sec if it were true.
"What is Andy Porter like?" I asked John Bush, when he was in town a few months zgo.
"dell", hz said, "he looks like you." For some reason I neglected to tell Andy this,
even when recently I sent him my phpto to hang in his palatial toilet. Andy commcnted:
"You look like Terry Carr."™ Others have said I look like a less hirsute Mike Moorcock.

I don't know, but we may be onto something significant here. If somecone says I look like
Bloch, Tucker or Warner, I'l11 know for surc: we must be, in that case, the new Secret
Masters of Fandonm!

Diane, just for the record, says I look like 25% Robert Mitchum, 25% Peter Ustinov, and
509 Pallid Aurigan Swamp Creature.
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from readers' letters about his own first published story, to document a double
proposition:

A. That as 'William Atheling Jr' I consistently praised myself, both in my
Skyhook columns and in the book that was subsequently made from the
colunns and other material; and,

B. That it was not reprehensible of me to do this while I was not admitting
to the pen-name, but it was reprehensible to do so in the book, where I
did adnit to the pen-name.

I don't quite understand proposition B - this is where fioskowitz shoves in the
phallic comparison - but this may be simply moral obtuseness on my part. As for
proposition A, it comes with i1l grace from a man who used James V Taurasi Sr's
fan-publishing enterprise to print extensive passages of anonymous self-praise; but
this is only an ad hominem argument - let it pass. Instead, let us see how much
substance there is in the accusation itself.

One of the many things ifoskowitz apparently does not krow is that it is common prac-
tice for a critic who is operating under a pen-name to review his own work as it
appears, in order to protect the pen-nanme. Anthony Burgess is a recent example
which roskowitz might have encountered, since Mr Burgess has published two excellent
sf novels, A CLOCKWORK ORANGE and THE WANTING SEED. Whether or not it is ever a
good idea for a critic to operate under a pen-nane at 211 is another question, and
one which I discussed in the three-page introduction (signed by Blish, not Atheling)
to THe ISSUE AT HAND, a discussion which Moskowitz sloughs off in one sentence.

(L concluded that it was not a good idea, but that I was stuck with it. Moskowitz
ignores this.)

Moskowitz's first citation-in-proof is as follows:
'Under the guise of Atheling, Blish was repeatedly able to slip his name
into a variety of evaluations. A typical example from his column in the
Winter 1952-3 Sky Hook: "If you are interested in the intensively recom-
plicated story as a technique of fiction - only incidentally because such
men as Van Vogt, Schmitz, Harness, Blish and even Knight himself have
written sf by this method..." This was subtly intended to convey the
impression that Blish was a master of plotting and technique, and made it
possible to place his name in good company, implying stature through
association.' (Underlining his.)

There is a modest amount of truth in this, depending upon how one defines "typical!
and 'repeatedly'; I'11 get to an actual count a little later. For the present: the
half-sentence he quotes comes (though he fails to say so) from two pages of unalloyed
praise for the book reviews of Damon Knight, and the list of other authors is there,
just as the sentence says, only incidentally. Moskowitz's confident assertion of
what I intended is a pure piece of mind-reading; all I have to do is deny that I had
any such intention, and he is out of business, since I am the only person in the
world who can know what my actual motive was. On the face of it, this half-sentence
is exactly what it says it is: an incidental list of sf authors who up to that time
had worked with a certain limited kind of plotting technique. I had done so (in the
CITIES IN FLIGHT series, one part or another of which has since been through a total
of 42 printings in nine countries), so I included myself; why not?

As for 'stature throuyh association', a simple check of the Day Index8 would have
shown HMoskowitz that two of the four other authors on the list had been in the field
less than half the time I had, and one in fact (Harness) was a newcomer. Had I
wanted glory by association, why didn't I make up a longer and a better 1ist? Simply
because these five were the only authors then known to me who practiced the kind of
plotting technique I was alluding to.

Moskowitz's next exhibit (and the only other one he cites on this question) consists
of three quotctions from my discussion of ny novelette, 'A Case of Conscience' (one
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he replied to criticism published by SaM. The article arrived early in karch, and shortly
after it I received a letter from SaM, together with a copy of his article. Sal sajd that
he felt it only fair that I should present both sides of the argunent, if I intended to
use dlish's article. I agreed. I wrote to Jinm, suggesting that I run both articles in
the same issue, and he replied that this was a fair thing, and that he had no objection to
SaM leading off, since he had initiated the matter.

Now SaM is, I gather, a nice guy. He must be: he subscribes to ASFR. I've read a lot of
his work, and I've enjoyed it, despite critical reservations. A 1ot of what I know about
st authors fias been gained from his books, and I doubt if I could have picked up this
information so readily from any other source. SaM is, as Jim points out, widely regarded
as one of America's - and, therefore, the world's - foremost authorities on sf history.
He holds opinions critical, religious and political that I can't have a bar of, but what
the hell? - so do most people I know.

Sut I must say that if he hadn't asked me to publish his article on 81ish, I would have
preferred not to. I make no secret of the fact that, while I respect SaM and share in tke
general fannish liking for him, I have an enormous admiration for Jim Blish and regard hin
as 2 good frienc. SaM's article is - and I emphasize the personal nature of this feeling -
to say the least, unfortunate. I feel that Jim has answerad hin conpletely and in a gent-
lemanly nanner; but he has chosen to ignore the - I can only call then insulting and
grossly ill-mannered - personal remarks which SaM has made about hin. By publishing his
original article I fecel I am showing SaM in an even worse light, and I am not entirely
happy about this. However, at his request, his article appears here, and the reader must
make his own judgement.

About the Hugos... You've probably seen the 1ist of this year's Hugo nominations, so I
won't reproduce it here. (If you haven't, send Leigh Edmonds - same address as myself - a
note and a j¢ stamp, :nd he will send you a copy of the ballot and a BayCon membership app-
lication. Overscas readers: it will be too late when you read this.)

Thank you for nominating ASFR 2gain, pcople. We is quietly proud.

But look at all that crud on the ballot! Hell's bells - five Star Trek episodes to choose
the best dramatic presentation from! But what else was there...? The Prisoner? The
Americans haven't seen it. Voyage to the... Hnmm. Ah well, we needn't worry about next
year: there'll very likely be only one nomination.

No names, no pack-drill, (no offensive letters in my mail), but what a dreary lot of fic-
tion there is, too. Delany's EINSTEIN IWTERSECTION should win, but if THE BUTTERFLY KID
can even be nominated in the novel section I shudder to think what the fans might do. What
happened to CAMP CONCENTRATION, AN AGE (or CRYPTOZOIC! as the US publishers call it) or

THE HOLE IN THE ZERO? Perhaps they'll be on the list next year, since they will all see
American production during 1968. But whether this happens or not, doesn't it in either
case raise some serious questicns z2bout the Hugo rules regarding date of publication?

New Worlds deserves to win in the pro magazine section, but probably won't. And Harry
Warner Jr in the fan writer section. As for the fanzines, here is some really stiff com-
petition, and I'm utterly incapable of objective judgement. But I'm tipping PSYCHOTIC,
and not only for geographical reasons: it ranks no.1, by a whisker, among the six or eight
fanzines I love best apart from ASFR.

The fannish physiognomy... When I first met Lee Harding, he said, "You look like John
Baxter™. And when I met John we eyed each other surreptitiously to see if it were true.
"What is Andy Porter 1ike?" I asked John Bush, when he was in town a few months ago.
"dell", hz said, "he looks like you.™ For some reason I neglected to tell Andy this,
even when recently I sent him my phato to hang in his palatial toilet. Andy commcnted:
"You look like Terry Carr."™ Others have said I look like a less hirsute Mike Moorcock.

I don't know, but we may be onto something significant here. If somcone says I look like
Bloch, Tucker or Warner, I'll know for sure: we must be, in that case, the new Secret
Masters of Fandom!

Diane, just for the record, says I look like 25% Robert Mitchum, 25% Peter Ustinov, and
509 Pallid hurigan Swamp Creature.
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BLISH

SigAMUES 'S Bl AligSittd [T ZIA e GREAT HISTORTIAN

a conedy of oompah*

San fMoskowitz is often referred to - and not only by himself - as 'one of America's
foremost authorities on the history of sf'. Caveats are seldom voiced. When they
are, they usually gently note that althouyh iir Moskowitz's critical opinions may
not always be reliable, he is a vast repository of unique and inarguable facts.

Only in sf - a clannish and self-defensive field - could so fragile a bubble go un-
pricked for so long, but lately the air has been going out of it at an increasing
rate. It is a striking and accumulating fact that hardly any knowledgable reviewer
of Hoskowit?s books has failed to come up with a whole clutch of important facts
that loskowitz got quite wrong (and usually, a different clutch for each reviewer).
By late in 1947, general summaries of his books conmplaining not of his opinions,
but of1too many errors, were beginning to appear in journals of substance in the
field.

Such complaints came as no news to most of the living authors whose careers had
been summarized by Moskowitz in the magazine articles of which he later made his
books. For some reason - misplaced courtesy, perhaps - few of these authors objec-
ted to the Moskowitz treatment except in private and among each other (where the
objections were often decidedly bitter); but the time for such courtesy is over.

As a recent victin of the Great Historian, I propose to explain exactly how Mr Mos-
kowitz's scholarship worked as it was applied to me; and, passim, to append the
facts which Mr Moskowitz systematically falsified.

* * *

Sam Moskowitz as a historian first referred to me, as far as I have been able to
discover, in his first book, THE IMMORTAL STORM, somewhere between 1945 and 1952.2
In that book he accused me of theft, an accusation which would have been actionable
had he not been describing an incident that took place when I was 15 years old.
Despite the seriousness of the charge, at no time from the Fall of 1945 (when the
first installment of the book appeared) through 1954 (when it was reprinted) did

he ever ask me for my version of that incident.

That would be a dead issue now, were it not for the additional fact that no other
Moskowitz references to me have ever been checked with me, either, including the
major one which I am about to analyze. While such neglect would not be unusual for
a critic (who deals primarily in opinions), it is decidedly odd for a man who mas-
querades as a scholar and historian. It is standard operating non-procedure for Mr
Moskowitz.

For example, Mr Moskowitz devotes a great deal of space in his two major books to
explaining the 'source of inspiration' of the sf stories he describes. In the
course of several years of reading reviews of these books by the authors of the

* This word appeared as a substitute for 'horse manure' in a joke with which Moskc-
witz consumed 21 minutes by stop-watch of the speaking time of the guest of honor,
Lester del Rey, at the 1967 World Convention, NyCon III. He told the joke as an
introduction to a citation-in-absentia for Edmond Hamilton, which Moskowitz had
previously promised to hold down to ) minutes. HMoskowitz said the joke was 'high-
ly relevant'. He did not say relevant to what, but since the episode is a Fact,

I assume it is equally relevant here.



stories involved, and in questioning them personally, I have yet to discover one
author who will agree that Mr Moskowitz ever got even one of these attributions
right. Yet he might well have gotten them all right, simply by asking the authors
directly.

He never did. Why not?

The answer appears to be (as I have pointed out elsewherej) that Mr Moskowitz, a

born though clumsy polemicist, would rather defend his errors than correct them - as
witness his famous lost-cause battle with Damon Knight over the origin of the kindly-
robot story.4 But whether this opinion of mine is just or not, it remains evident
and on the record that he does not ask questions of the horse's mouth nearly as often
as a historian should, though his opportunities to do so are far better than those
afforded historians in other fields. This is not an excusable preference, especially
in 2 man of Wr Moskowitz's large pretensions and dog-in-the-manger attacks upon any-
bodyﬁelse who poaches upon what he thinks to be his preserves (e.g. upon Alexei Pan-
shins).

Now let us turn to the latest incident of this sort. (I apologize for the pomposity;
it rubs off on me, I'm afraid.) Just before I do so, however, let me add two facts
which just might be important:

1. In 1964 I made in print one unflattering reference to Sam Moskowitz, gquite
in passing.

2. In 1965 I made in print a great big fat long reference, all of it unflat-
tering, to Moskowitz's vork.?

These may have nothing at all to do with the issue at hand; I note them for the rec-
ord. Now let us go on from there.

Under the date of October 1967 (though it did not get into circulation until mid-
December), the Science Fiction Writers of America - with which Moskowitz is associ-
ated - began circulating the first issue of a mimeographed journal of letters called
SFWA Forum. On pp.5-6 of this first issue appears a letter from Mr Moskowitz which
includes the following passage:
'This is the most blatant thing of its type since James Blish permitted his
essays under the penname of William Atheling Jr to be published by Advent,
going into critical raptures about the incomparable technigques of one Janmes
Blish.'
Despite the distortions involved in this judgment, I thought it by and large pretty
funny. I included a brivf note about it in a letter to SFYA's editor; he promptly
wrote me that the most recent issue of Different, Moskowitz's magazine for the Fan-
tasy Amateur Press Association, contained 'an article specifically criticizing your
Atheling-Blish reviewing... you might wcnt to refer to it to find out just what his
argunents are., (If you can't get a copy, I'll be glad to Xerox mine for you...)'
Since I am not a member of FAPA (as every member of FAPA, including Mr Moskowitz,
would know automatically), and since (of course) I had heard nothing about this from
Mr Moskowitz himself, I accepted the offer gratefully and with some curiosity.

The piece in Different, called 'Blish on Blish', is cast formally as a review of my
1964 book, THE ISSUE AT HAND.T As the title of the review indicates, however, it

is mostly devoted to the small fraction of the book's 136 pages wherein I pass judg-
ment on Ay own work.

If Moskowitz's review has a structure it is invisible to me; however, on the off
chance that it does contain one, I shall try to discuss his distortions, half-truths,
nisquotations and outright errors in the order in which he offered them. (His value
judgments, which involve comparisons with erect male genitalia and double hernias,

I shall ignore, except to note that they are invoked in the name of 'good taste'.)

Moskowitz lurches to the fray, after a 1-o0-n-g paragraph of complimentary quotations
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from readers' letters about his own first published story, to document a double
proposition:

A. That as 'William Atheling Jr' I consistently praised myself, both in ny
Skyhook columns and in the book that was subsequently made from the
colunns and other material; and,

B. That it was not reprehensible of me to do this while I was not admitting
to the pen-name, but it was reprehensible to do so in the book, where I
did adnit to the pen-name.

I don't quite understand proposition B - this is where fioskowitz shoves in the
phallic comparison - but this may be simply moral obtuseness on my part. As for
proposition A, it comes with i1l grace from a man who used James V Taurasi Sr's
fan-publishing enterprise to print extensive passages of ancnymous self-praise; but
this is only an ad hominem argument - let it pass. Instead, let us see how much
substance there is in the accusation itself.

One of the many things ifoskowitz apparently does not krow is that it is common prac-
tice for a critic who is operating under a pen-name to review his own work as it
appears, in order to protect the pen-nanme. Anthony Burgess is a recent example
which fioskowitz might have encountered, since Mr Burgess has published two excellent
sf novels, A CLOCKWORK ORANGE and THE WANTING SEED. Whether or not it is ever a
good idea for a critic to operate under a pen-name at 211 is another question, and
one which I discussed in the three-page introduction (signed by Blish, not Atheling)
to THE ISSUE AT HAND, a discussion which Moskowitz sloughs off in one sentence.

(I concluded that it was not a good idea, but that I was stuck with it. Moskowitz
ignores this.)

Moskowitz's first citation-in-proof is as follows:
'Under the guise of Atheling, Blish was repeatedly able to slip his name
into a variety of evaluations. A typical exanple from his column in the
Winter 1952-3 Sky Hook: "If you are interested in the intensively recom-
plicated story as a technique of fiction - only incidentally because such
nen as Van Vogt, Schmitz, Harness, Blish and even fnight himself have
written sf by this method..." This was subtly intended to convey the
impression that Blish was a master of plotting and technique, and made it
possible to place his name in good company, implying stature through
association,' (Underlining his.)

There is a modest amount of truth in this, depending upon how one defines "ty clail ™
and 'repeatedly'; I'11 get to an actual count a little later. For the present: the
half-sentence he quotes comes (though he fails to say so) from two pages of unalloyed
praise for the book reviews of Damon Knight, and the list of other authors is there,
just as the sentence says, only incidentally. Moskowitz's confident assertion of
what I intended is a pure piece of mind-reading; all I have to do is deny that I had
any such intention, 2nd he is out of business, since I am the only person in the
world who can know what my actual motive was. On the face of it, this half-sentence
is exactly what it says it is: an incidental list of sf authors who up to that time
had worked with a certain limited kind of plotting technique. I had done so (in the
CITIES Iw FLIGHT series, one part or another of which has since been through a total
of 42 printings in nine countries), so I included nyself; why not?

As for 'stature throuyh association’, a simple check of the Day IndexB would have
shown Moskowitz that two of the four other authors on the list had been in the field
less than half the time I had, and one in fact (Harness) was a newcomer. Had I
wanted glory by association, why didn't I make up a longer and a better 1ist? Simply
because these five were the only authors then known to me who practiced the kind of
plotting technique I was alludinn to.

Moskowitz's next exhibit (and the only other one he cites on this question) consists
of three quotations from my discussion of my novelette, 'A Case of Conscience' (one
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says.it

of which, as he grudgingly adnits, I did not include in the Atheling book). Again
reading my mind, he adds: '...Blish may have hoped to force a general discussion and
critical evaluation of his work, with Atheling's comments as thc trigger.' Had this
in fact been my motive, I would see nothing discreditable in it; and judging by the
first five paragraphs of his review, neither would Moskowitz, except where I am in-
volved. He goes on to say: 'In this hope he was to be disappointed...' Setting
aside the mind-reading, I point out that the factual implications of this statement
are utterly and conpletely false. As Hoskowitz and nearly everybody else in the
field knows by now - and if he did not know, an adjacent passage in THE ISSUE AT
HAND, a passage from which he also quotes, would have told him so - both the story
and the book versions were widely discussed; the book version won a Hugo for its
year; and the book has been published all over the world and is still in print both
in the U.S. and overseas. I find it impossible to imagine what could have made him
think he could offer an untruth as gross as this without being called on it.

“As iloskovitz says, Atheling's discussion of 'A Case of Conscience' in the original
column rain about 2,000 words; in the Atheling book it is about twice that long. A
fact which Moskowitz never mentions is that this discussion is primarily a history
and analysis of the religious sf story in general, and that I am very far from being
the only author who is named in it. In fact, the chapter nentions, quotes from or
discusses - in lengths ranging from three lines to nine pages - works by Hugh Benson,
Edgar Rice Burroughs, Ray Bradbury, Anthony Boucher, G K Chesterton, Arthur C Clarke,
Robert A Heinlein, C S Lewis, H P Lovecraft, Robert Lowndes, Walter il Hiller Jr, Paul
L Payne, ii P Shiel and several others - even Moskowitz himself. (In his review, ios-
kowitz later calls the Heinlein discussion the best piece in the book, but does not
say that it comes from this chapter.) The inpression the review leaves, however, is
that the chapter, which is called 'Cathedrals in Space', is entirely about ny story
- an inpression reinforced by Hoskowitz's giving the title (accidentally? well, per-
haps) as 'Cathedral in Space'.

I would be curious to know whether or not ioskowitz means to suggest that I should
have written a chapter about the religious sf story without having included 'A Case
of Conscience'; or whether anybody else would think so. There is, it seems to nme,
sone reason to suppose that 'A Case of Conscience' belongs in such a discussion, no
matter who says so, and that it would have been false nodesty to have excluded it;
just as I felt that if I was going to mention the intensively recomplicated plot

(or what Damon Knight calls the 'kitchen-sink' plot), I ought to mention en passant
that I was in 1952 one of the only five sf writers who had even tried the technique
up to that time. I was even then not unaware that I was walking a tight-rope, as I
shall show below, and that ny decision might have been wrong, B8y the same token, as
I shall also show, betwecn 1953 and Moskowitz's late-1967 review only one objection
was raised to the decision I did make - a period of 14 years; and rloskowitz's own
attack upon it has appeared, by his own minimunm estimate, a good nine years after all
the necessary facts about it were widely available. If there is more to be said, I
wish somebody else would get off the dime and say it.

The part of 'Cathedrals in Space' which does deal directly with 'A Case of Consci-
ence' is in itself not wholly admiring. Atheling specifically points out a number
of deficiencies in the magazine story; and of the novel he says that the magazine
story's drawbacks have been dealt with one way or another, but that the novel has a
new deficiency of its own. Hobody would be likely to guess this from Hoskowitz's
account; he labors long and earnestly to give just the opposite impression. For
exznple, he quotes the following sentence from Atheling:

'Part of the length of the story is contributed by sheer physical descrip-

tion of the planet, in which the author indulges so extensively as to delay

telling ‘the reader the story's central problen until he is necrly two-

thirds of thc way through - and probably losing two-thirds of his readers

in the process; but the detail, as it turns out, is valuable, first because

it establishes a slow and discursive tone before the reader is plunged into

the elaborate four-way argument which is the essence of the piece; and second
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because most of the det2ils (though not all) a2re integral to the argument
it 1f."9

Moskowitz's comment on this sentence is: 'Therefore, we see that when Atheling talks
about Blish, every knock becomes a boost.'

[ invite the reader to test this allegation by a simple counting operation. The index
to THE ISSUE AT HAND lists 14 references to Blish by Atheling (that is, not counting
those which apply to the Introduction, which is signed with my own name). 0F these 14,
six turn out to be neutr2l references to matters of fact, such as the name of ny first
wife; five are mixtures of approval and doubt, such 2s the sentence about 'A Case of
Conscience' re-quoted immediately above; and three are wholly negative. I am of course
awere that this count is subjective, which is why I ask the reader to make his own. In
the interim, I note that HMoskowitz himself indirectly admits the existence of the nixed
or negative judgments in his very next words; he calls them 'modest asides'. Quite
possibly I am putting the best possible face on the question; Moskowitz, quite obviously,
the worst.

* * *

After talking about Atheling's comments about 'A Case of Conscience' 2s they appeared
in the Skyhook column, Hoskowitz jumps back to his version of the history of the Athel-
ing pen-neme. I shall get to this history shortly; but Moskowitz has still more to

say about 'A Case of Conscience' which I think should be taken up first. He puts it
this way:

(JB: Here lir Blish quotes the passage from fir Moskowitz's review which
commences with the words 'When my book...' on p.5 of this issue and
continues to the words '...open to a charge of derivation?' on p.6.
[ trust that Jim, SaM and readers will forgive me not typing it again.)

I remenber alrost nothing 2bout that five hours of miscellaneous chatter, connercials,
music and sandwiches except that I was sound asleep through two hours of it. I should
like to see a verbatim transcript of the part of it Moskowitz appeals to (minus such
editorial comments as 'with considerable indignation', which depend upon interpretations
of voice tone which no transcript could dependably indicate). Pending the publication
of such a transcript - and I venture to predict that we will never see it from Hoskow-
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