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The Editor 'rites Nis Fditorial:

Lielceme to the first iscue of GODLESS, and I hope you will enjoy it!

My editorial policy will be somewhat different, I hope, than the run-of-the-mill
fanzine. The major difference is that GODLESS will not be a science fiction fanzine.

It will be a literary fanzine, and will encompass all types of literature, from the
clacsics on up to current best-sellers. Naturally, since science fiction is my favor-
ite tyre of literature, and yours, too, I hope, sf will elways play a very large recle
in the contents of GODLES .. This issue, for instance, is all science fiction, except
for one of the book reviews. Futute is:zues, though, will Ye more oriented toward 'mun-
dane?® literaiture.

iy reasons for this policy are twofold; the 'mundane' world and fans. Fans all
know from exverience, I'm sure, that most of the mundanes have a stupid prejudice
againat science fiction. I think this prejuiice, however, does not stem from sheer stu-
pidity or bigotry. It stems from the fact thrat most mundanes do not likce an good writ-
ing! Look at the best-seller 1ists and what do you see? Dirty books, most Y, Or pre-
digested pablun like Love Story. Even when a writer of some talent gets on cme of the
lists, it's usually because he's sold his soul and written a book even dirtier than the
rest] I'm sure that some of the editors at the major publishing houses select the books
to buy by keeping track of how many erections they had while reading the ranuscript.

The point I'm trying to make is this: the buying will not by an sf book, good or
bad or dirty, because the importance of the science-fictional elements distracts them
from what they mainly buy books for: sex. T think this is the reason Tssex House failed
ir its attempt to combine sf with sex novels. I doubt strongly that sf will ever be
able to produce a best-seller.

vhat fans rust do is to forget the impossible dream of science fiction becoming
pcpular znd concentrate on keeping it from being forgotten, They must meet those peo-
ple who do appreciate good writing, the intelligentsia, the educated people, college
professors and people like them, and show them that sf cam be well written, can be de-
serving of the title of Literature with a capital L.

To do this, fans must be able to meet these peovle on their home prounds and be
able to talk their languagej not just about sf, but about the whole rezlm of litera-
ture. Then, and only then, will people begin to listen to fans and take them serious-
1y.

tith a little bit of luck, GODLESS may help %o open up lines of communication
between the two groups, to the benefit. I hope you'll support me in this. "ho knows,
mnybe someday a book by Lafferty or Zelazny or some other good science fiction writer
will appear on one of those trecommended college reading lists.® Now, that's class!

A Wl
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by ¥illiam L. Rupp

"Dincer in {lve minutes, denr," Irene shouted from the
kitehen. Joe Fletcher sccwled z2pd almast cursed back at her, In-
stead, he legsned out iulo the hallway snd called out.

"Okay, Irens, I°11 bhe right thera.”

"Wgll, I hope 80... I don?t waat the f£acd to get cold again.'
She sounded scmewhat doubtiul, but she didé not pursue vhe matter further.

Joe Fletcher amiled with satisfactior as he re-ontersd the dsa. It vas not yet five
o‘clock, Bo someone was bound o be im at ¢he llemographic Regulation Center. He listened
carefully, and then dialed when he heard lis wife busily at work im the kitchsu.

"Demographic Regulatior Cantar," a husky “emele vcoice said at the cther end of the
iine. "Watson City branch. Good Afterncon.'

“"Uh, yes, heilo," Joe said hssitantly. He inverdly cursed biz useasiness. “I°d like
to ask one of your officers some guestions.'

"0f course,’! the recaptionist said., "lLat e comtact you with Mr. Raimondo, our &super-
visor." There was & c¢lick and thea a psuse. Joo coughed loudly.

"Pietro Reimondo heye. What can I do for vou?" The man sounded like an ancient, hand-
wound phonograph that hed xun dowa after saying the sare thing hundreds of times. Jos
smirked. If Reimondo was this busy, mors yeopic must b afiter the reward thezn he had suspec-
tedo

vl just wanied to gat my fects straight on the Fublic Vigilance Code of the Populat~
ion Cortrol Act " Joec eaid.

“Supre thisg," Raircondo answered with a slight incresase ia eathusiassm. "Very siumple.
vory simple inde:d. Any couple with a seccnd nnturelly bora child must pay a head tax of
$50 a year for that child. The third child cos%sg them (5000 & year, and from the2 fowrth
on, sach one cests $50.000 a year.

“4ny citizen who Ymows of an unregistered proguancy or infent under twz yeara olid
pereLy comes tc our offico znd gives us the nmanes of the perente to receive a cush ewnrd s
$2000 for an unregisiered child under two yeavrs, srd 310,000 for an vnregistered preg-
nAuSY .Y

Joe swallowad hazd wher Raimorde mentigned the $10,000 for av unrogistercd pregran-
eyo. i slster-ine-law Normn was in ber fouyth momth, and scer sbe wouldn'i be able te
nide the fact from anyone. There wes plenty of time te =zct befere one of the profsssion-
#18 got sight of her. If anybedy wes going to prolit fiom his sister-in-lau‘s contrebend
brat, it sure #8 nell wasn®t going %o be & dmuned *hounty hunteor.®

“"Yh, Mr. Baimondo?" Joo said at last, finally eble: to get his mind off ths rawaird
moABY o

"oz, Mr., un, what was your nama?"

"Oh, never mind that! What proof do I need to gei the weward?" Jjos looked apr-
vously toward the door, but Frene was not in 3ight.

“Nome really." Raimondo said casually. He was reaily werming up, nov thet he wes
gettiag irto the details of his vorits “Of courmse, you i:ad better be damnad sure thz gul
ie peagpant, oy the kid uwarcgistered, whichewves the ease may be. £11 you de iz give us the
wene and sddrese. We?'ll go cut ané challenge tae suspect. If the case imvolves a chiid,
they can cleer tnsmselves by shoviug us & valil registvation. If it's a case of a preg-
naancy, the womar has to submit to @ physical testl. X¥ she's expecting, but h2s not reg-
isterad and pomtad bead for the Fiyst ten years tanes, then you win. )

"Now, if you shoald b2 proven wrong," tho official droned oz, “yon will be fimsd




42000 dollars, half of which goes to the falsely accused party." He paused for several
seconds, 'Any otherquestions I can answer for you?"

"No, I think that's all,'" Joe said slowly. His mind was drifting back to the $10,000.

"Fine, Vle naed the help of every loysl ancd cénscientious citizen. There are still too
many people, even today in 2003, who feel that having os many babies as you want is &
right."

"Yes, of course,;" Joe said quickly. "Thanl: you, and good-bye.'" He put the phone down
gently and slowly turned around...

To see Irene standing in the doorway.

"Well, what are you stariag at?" Joe growled. "Let's get to dinner. You're always
yelling about how I don't get to dinner on timeo."

He started for the door, but his wife just stood there, shock and anger distorting
her face,

"Joe, you couldn't! I, I... Oh, you wouldr.'t do that! You wouldn't turn...dounty
hunter?'" The last two words were pronounced awkwardly, as if saying them required an un-
comfortable physical process.

"“"Come on, let's eat!" He rudely pushsd his: way past her and headed for the dining
room. irene followed closely.

Y“You weren't thinking of Norma, were you?" she said in a volce an octave higher than
before. "You know she can't afford to pay the taxXe.."

"Then why didn't she take & pill or sometlking?" Jo2 cut in, Ae sat down at the table
and started heaping food on his plate. '"Ged, ste and that husband of hers. Just like
clockwork."

""Joe Fletchar, you shouldn't talk that way. Plenty of folks think the Population
Control Act is wrong. A person's family should be no business of the government,"

""You sound like the Procreation League! Pess me that platter, will you., Loock at
this rot! Call that meat? If we didn*t have so many damned people, we wouldn't have to
eat this synthetic junk., Oh, quit erying, will yal"

"You promise to leave Norma alone?" she asked from behind a hankerchief.

Joe munched mechanicelly on a synthosteak, and then washed it down witha glass of
brackish water. He wiped his momth with the back of his hand and looked at his wife,
"Pass the margarine, please."

The eight o'clock commuter bus was nearly fifteen minutes late the next morning.

That wasn®t unusual. It was late because the fiel train was delayed; due to a shortage at
the main depot. That was unusual., The city bus service usually had plenty of fuel, even
if private citizens had to scrounge for every c¢ylinder of ILN3 they could get.

Joes cursed under his breath as the bus firally got moving, If anyoue doubted the
justification of the Population Control Act, tiis morning's fiasco should be proof enough,
Joe thought, With so many people screaming for raw materials, it was no wonder that every-
thing wis in short supply.

Then he cursed again as he thought of being late to work. Jobs were snothe:r commodity
hard to come by, and with the bills he'd run uy, the prospect of getting fired was especi-
ally unplecasant.

then he fimally did walk in the front door of Tlbert-Denker, Insurance, he looked at
the clock and saw that he’d made up three of the lost ninutes thanks to running the four
blocks from the station. The morning dragged oz in boring routine; oaly a complex claims
case involving the People’s Republic of France vs., the United States broke the monotony.

Joe cringed as he walked into the lounge &t lunch time. Espinoza and Harkens were
sitting there munching some rotten looking hiscuits. e would have liked to avoid those
two, always arguing about politics and religior and God knew what else. But the lounge was
small, and there were only two tables, side by side,

"Hello, Joe," Harkens said. He spoke slowly and deliberately, as befitted his tall,
lanky body.

"How are ya," Joe said perfunctorily as (he fell wearily into an old 'wooden chair. e
tried to avoid further contact with the pair!/ by looking out the window, but Espinoza was
too quick for him. ’



"Did you ncar the speech tne Presideat msde last aight, Fletches?' the Puarvo Dicsa
cemanded. His right index finger was pointed accusingly at Joe as he waited for an enswar.

"Uhy nc, no I dida*t," Joe said, tzyipg ¢o hide toekind his sandwich."

"ell, 1t was ridiculous, I can tell you thai mucih." Ispinosza was obviously wazmed
vp and going at full tilt, "The way he talked agsinst the Pope was serrible.'

"ow, look, Mavip " Harkims sald slowly, '"the President has %o say those things be-
cause they're true, We got too many pecpls, jus: like he said. Look at the awinl stuflf we
have to eat. And when was the last time you bzd encugl naturn: gase cylindsrs &l cone time o
take 3 weznl €rip? Even if you could take a trip theve'd be mobs of people whsrever you
wezn¥., ALl thatis because we'rs using up minerals and .l sorts of stuff.

"Isn’t that right?" Harkins said te Jos.

"Yeah, surs; youlve got something chers, Bill."

"Oh, 3¢ you're taking his side, are yoy?' Espinecza fumsd. "I guses you hale the
Pope. too! I guess you thials men have the zight to seay how many babies you can bave just
besavse they're Senator this oz that! No nan czam tell e how maay kids to haves that’s up
to Ged!™ Tle szt back and took & deep breath. Joe jumped in before he had a chance to stert
C—lgaiﬁ 0

"Mario, you sound like those nuts in the Procrcciion League. They're mothing bui ob-
structionists.” He gave a short, scornful laugh and then continued. '"Imagine, wilnessing
the bizrth of = kid and then keeping it a secret for two years sc the parents cean beat the
tax rapo Tell ms, how did thoy get enough pull in Jongiess to have that loophole inciuded
in the Populaticr Controi Act?

"It's just a good thing the right thinking Congressmen put in the Public Vigilaace
Code, Otherwice the whole law might be down the drain. Then we'd really be in & mess!'!

"You're talking like a dumned *bounty hunter'i" Espinosma shouted. "Those dirtyeoa'

"Now wait a minute," Harikins intarruoted. "You skouldnit call Joe & bounty huntere.

I think we got tco many people and all that, but sounty hunting is going too far. You
don't believe in bounty lhuntin®, do you, Joe?" Harkins‘® eyes were wide anc gquesticaiag,
zimost pleading his co=-worker to deny the heinous chayge,

Joe sighed heavily and lhoked out th2 window, saying nothiung Zor several seconds.
Then he took out a small, sickly colored apple, the first such fruit he had been able to
afford in several months, and said, "I think itts time to finish luuch,”

a & %

The bus home was on time for & changs, asd rot as crowded as usual. Joe sat near the
back, the only one on hie bench. He looked out the window at the block after dleck of dull
decaying gray buildings snd carefully stroked his chin., Tt had been hard te keep his mind
off the $10,000 during woik, but he had managed.

One thing that tcok his nmind off the monty was the picture of Iremets face winen she
had said, "You promise to leawve Norma aleas?"

Norma! Sweet, fat, pregnant Norms. His ticket to finarcial security.

Put she might also be his tiscket to more trouble than he wanted tc get involved in.
"Bour:ty hunter" was nct & profession held in iigh vegerd, even by a lot of the people who
suppcrted population control. Soms, such as the Procreation Leaguz, had almost declared
war cn the hunters.

Joe had heard stories about hunters whe vere hounded and harassed by paid goons. He'd
ever heard of a couple of hunters suppesediy killed when their true identity had been re-
vealed. Joe had always laughed at those reports as wild rutors.

Now he was not S0 surc.

Irene looked very tire¢ whean Jo2 walked into the house. He was pretty surs she had
bewn crying.

. here are the kids?" Joe askad after he ha¢ hung up his old, threadbars coat.

nJim is playing ball after school, and Nsncy is ¢ver at ths Richardsons;” Irene said
in a dull, emotionless tone. She aveided lookimg at Joe whenever possible.

vhatts esting you?" Joe grumbled. "A hell of a way to greet a man, if you ask ms."
He prabbed up the newsraper, all four pages of it, and threw it dowa almost at once.

"You aren't going to tura Horma in for thel bounty, are you?"' she said softly. She
brushed the brown hair avay from her eyss and ldoked squarely at her husbard. "Norma is



ay sisters aed i can®i lat you wart her.n

"Huzv hex., hurt neri? .Joe repeated angrily. "And who is she Huriting? She and the prest
of the stupid peopie who go on having kida wher they should know enough to stop. VUhy are
we eating rotten synthetic food? Yhy is gas ané electric power raticned? vhy is water as
expensive as mink? It's because the god-damned Norma'®s of this world go on having kids,
that's why!"

"So you are going to do it," Irene said quietly. "I suppose the 10,000 never entered
your mind, did it?"

"You're damned right it entered my mind!' Joe shouted. "I've worked hard. I've limited
my family to two kids. I'm entitled to some of the reward money. That's what it's there
for, to reward honest citizeuns whc help uphold the law,"

Joe fell hack wearily onto the shabby couch.

Irene did not respond at once. She again turned to face the frodt window. Iller breasts
heaved noticeably.

"I've told Walt," she announced coldly.

"You've what!' Joe screamed, coming off the couch like a rocket. "You told '‘alt about,
abouto.o Oh, God! Irene, you god-damned idiot! ,If that bastard comes around here," Joe
headed for the closet, 'before I leave for the Demographic Regulation Center, I*ll..." Ile
hastily thrust his arms into the coat as he marched toward the front door,

lle lkept right on going, walking full speed down the steps and toward the street. Irene
followed, beginning to cry.

""No, please stop!" she pleaded.

Joe stopp=d, out not because of anything Irene had said. An ancient, battered cab had
pulled up in front of their house, and a smell -puffing man was climbing out.

talt Pierce, his face red with anger, his jaw set firmly, strode up and loocked Joe in
the eyz.

"where are you going, Joe?" he demanded.

"None of your business,”" TI'letcher replied, trying to edge around his brother-in-law.
But valt edged with him, maintaining the confrontation.

"You're going to the Baby Killers, aren't you?' Valt said. His lips twitched nervous-
ly. "You're going to squeal to them for a lousy couple of bucks!™

"Yov. shouid talk!" Joe countered acidly. "You®re the lawbreasker, not I."

"Do you know what they do if you don't have the money to pay the fine and the tax
bond?" talt said, his index finger jabbing into Joe's ribs. '"You know damned well what
they do...they kill the baby, that's what they doi"

“That®s abortion, Lalt..." Joe tried to reply. "That's just a simple operation to..."

"Tt's still murder!' valt shoutcd. "If you keep your mouth shut, the Procreation
League will witness the birth and register it in two years; then our rew baby will be legal,'

By this time a small crowd of neighborkood folk had gathered at the edge of the small
yard. Irene stood a few feet away, sobbing end uringing her hands.

Joe straightened up and determined to take action.

"out of my way, valt," he said. Ile started for the street again.

"No, noil" \alt screamed, sweat pouring from his crimson face. "You're not going any-
whereocoo'

Ke tried to wrestle Joe to the ground, but Joe countered with a stiff jab to the bel-
ly. .alt pgroaned as the air was knocked from him, but he recovered guickly and attacked a-
gain. This time he swung a wild risght hand. Joe ducked and rammed his fist into talt’s
jaw. The blow sent the fat little man flying dovnward and toward the house...

osoWhere he hit his head on the blunt corner of the lowest concrete step. An audible
groan went up from the crowd when the fallen body fziled to move. Joe stood as if trans-
fixed,

Irene started to faint, but was caught by, 2 neighbor.

In elderly, white haired 'ian ran forwardand bent over L.altfs motionless form., He ex-
amined him an instant, and then slowly rose.,.'J

"e*s dead, ir. Mletcher," the man annov.iced. everal women cried, and this time Irene
did faint -

Joe turned away for several seconds, hig breathing heavy and rapid.

"lir. Peterson,"” he finally said tc the old man, "you and everyone else saw this man
attack me. Please tell the police about it whien they get here.'"

"But, why can't you tell them?" Peterson asked.

“Because I have gﬁf& twenty ninutes to get to the povernment building, that's why."

He turned ané picked his way through tne crowd to the taxi which had brought kalt FPierce.
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0Ol=zf Stapledon, Last and I'irst Mca and Star §
Yeker, Dover, 0=436-21962, $2.50 st;} | :
T I didn't know thet these fanous classics were - =¥ :
still in print until a few months ago. Now that I've
read them, I am so begoggled, so overgowercd, SO mer=
velad that I find myself umable %o say anything except )
getitgetitgetitgetitoos (For ordeing, Doverts address is: e
Dover Publicaticks, Inc., 180 Varick St., New Fork, N. Y.
1002h4,.) Get it!
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Vance Bourjaily, Ihe Hound of Earth, Bantam, S58

I read this mainstream novel ir hardcover and stupidly neglected to gei the i-
dentificetion number from the papsrback. But lock for it anyway, it's ar excellent
bock. I'm surprised thet no one has had the intelligence to make a movie out of it.

Allerd Pennington, a young scientist wio worked on the Manhattan Project, dis-
appaared when the true natuze of the Project was revealed. Federal inveetigators im-
mediatcly began to seek him out ca possibie espionage charges.

In the early 1950's, cue "Al Barker" ic hired as & stockman by a large depari-
ment store for the Christmas Rusk. The story concerns Al's enianglement with the
lives and troubles of his fellow workers, an eatanglement he doesn't want, aad that
eventually lead s to his capiure and imprisonment cn a number of false/ charges.

Characterization is extracriirarily well developeé. In my reading experience,
Al is the best representation of & victim of society since Huge's Jean Valjean. By
uzing a non-sequential narratvive, skipuving between past,pressnt, and future events.
Bourjaily has created an sstonishirngly powerful novel. Highly recommended.

John Brunner, The Travslier in Blsck, Ace Special, 82210, 75¢

The Dillon's maxvelous cover i5, unfortunately, much better -ithan the book.
This is strange, because I can fiud no fauit at all with the writing. The four
stoiies included are mervslous fsniasies, womnderful itc read singly. But taken tc-
gather, they are too similar to each other, eni end up by boring the reader, But iifa
still vioxh 75¢ just for that awssvme cover, which I coansider the Dillon‘s best.

Eric Frerk Russell, Wasp, Bantem, S5013, 75¢

"The Great Classic Novel hbout Intergalsciic Guerrilla Varfare," it says on the
back cover. Great? Classzc?'i at lcast had pevdr heard of it before. But when ) read
it , wow, couidn®t put it down. This is a much bettex book than Russell.fs famous Sin-
ister paitier. It‘s an adveaturs ncvel and you may not get any great social lesson
Trom it, tut it’s a highly eutertaining night's readiang.

Bentem bas beeu bringing cut scme damn fize sf lately, and if they keep being
es8 good &c this one, the sditor (Vhat‘s his Zame? Roy Savage?) deserves some kind
of award.

Terzy Carr, edo, Universe I, Ace, 84600, ¢5¢

Thic is another original. anthology se 'ies and a good one. Carr‘s emphasis is on
well=-written and entertairing stoiies, noi. necezssarily ''class.'" As a result, the only
story included that I didn't like was Wils. n® Tucker's "Time Exposures," which bored
me silly. But it's more than made up for by "Mount Zif¥ Charity" by Edgar Pangborn,
which is about an ape, a falcon, znd a wolif:that have teen recording humsn history
for over a thousand years. Ii's the beust story I°ve read this year, and should get
at least & Ruge ncmirvation.
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by B. D. Arthurs b

I happen to be a freshman &t Arizone,State University. I also happen tc be a fairly
bright kid. At least, that's whst ny teachers and counselors and family has been tealing
me all my 1ife. I myself wouldn't bet on it though. i
Anyhow, because I'm bright, I was able to take English 16k my first semester at ASU, ?
rather than the usual Fn 102 and 103. ™ 1Ok is an advanced course. (It is rct an henors |
coursg. If you're that smart, you dont have to take Fnglish at all.) \
Tha instructor was one Mrs. Baldwin. She was young, enti-tradition, and straining \

desperately for that "relevancy'" that is go often nowadays nothing more thar a pain in ,‘
the cless. However, she tried herd, snd knew what she was talking sbout, and the class et
was one of the more enjoyable ocnes Ifve hsd. i

When finals time rolled arcund, ¥rs. Baldwin gave us an out-of-class fimal. (I swear,
this is a true story. Besides, I told you she was anti-traditien.) She gave us a choiece of \,
subject, evern: we could either write an informal research paper on some aspect of current

education (which most of thc students chosas), or we coculd write an "experiment with lang- b

uvage." By this last phrase, Mrs. Baldwin mezant we could write a story, a poem, an essay, 1%

or just about anythning else we thought of. ,
I chose %o write a story. A science fiction story; of course, called "All Togethar °\

Agzin." (For those of you who are interested, this story was published in Twibbet #1,
which a lot of you have prcbably already received. If you haven't, send 20¢ to Tersy Bal- i
lard, 242 ', Culvar, Phoenix, Arizons 85003 for a copy. Order a copy of Twikbet /2 while )
you'rs at it. This has beer an cfficial PLUG.) WITR ©.

When gredes finally ceme ir (delivered by a paraplegic turtle, probably, but that’s i
ancther story)mI found thet I had gotien an A in the course. (Hey, maybe I really am
bright after alll) /

Mrs. Baldwin had invited us to come in and discuss our final papers with her, so, i
when I had some free time a few weeks later, I went to the Farmer Building (uwo, not Philip
Jose) aund climbed three flights of stairs to her office.

When we had talked for a while, I found out thai she actually read and enjoyed scierce
fiction! (An extreme rarity among Engiish teachers, I'm sure vou'll agree, cor any kind of Ny
tezchers for that matter.)

Then she mentioned thet I bad not beea the only student to turn in a science fiction
story for the final exam. A student in ancther section she taught had also turmed cre in.
She dug the other story frem under & siack of papers and hended it to me. It was hand- ﬂ
written and very short. I read through it quickly,.

The story went like this: It started out with an old lady working in her garder und ?
talking to a friend. The situation was that aliens had landed soma days ago on the Arizonz
desert in = spaceship one hundred miles tall. ‘ince then, several miles tall themselves, ‘\
they had been walking arourd enjoying the sigi &. The aliens were rather imnaterial , and

"2 any matter in their way (buildings, bullete, |
bombs, planes, that sort of thing) went !
right through them and did nothing but /

annoy them. |
' The old lady is tellin~ her friend
" these things and saying, "They haven't hurt ,
- A s
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us, why shoulld ve try tc lhurt them?’ The aliers, who've been
walking arcund in the background all this tiwe, are now hold-
ing giant metal cunistors from which clouds of vapor spew,
which the old lady dismisses as some sort of alier fun.

The friead ther asks her what is that stuff she is spray-
ing on her plaants. ".hy, i%t's insecticide.” Fadeou*

I bave to menticn here that sometimes I have deja vu ei-
periences, particvlarliy strong ones. I bhcught the® 1 hed read
this same story scmewhere before, but I was not sure. I could
not rememder where I had vead it or who it was by. I might
have only aveimed I bhad read it (wvhich is the form mos® of my
deja vu emperxpnccs take). For that reason, highly disturbed,

1d not mention my suepicions to Krs. Baldwin at that time.
I wanted to casck it out further first.

That nigat, fortunute.y, the Phoenix 3cience Fiction Club
was holding a meeting. vhen I ontlined the story te thoss =zi-
tending (only tko, uniortuuate¢j)g Thonmas Williams also was
able %o rememder reading the story, but he couldrit remesber
the author or where it hac been published ¥ elther.

However, this was erough %o go on. I went home and wrote
a leiier outlining the giy situation to Science Fictior Re-
view, Then, after inform‘rg lirs. Raldwin of my actions, I
sat cown by thae meilbox srd began the long nail-bitirg walt.

Avout sik weeks laler, my fingers bloody stumps, I was
oeglnning to set.a little desperate. Then, tuwo letters zad
a copy of Focal Pecint arrived in the mail. T cpened the P
first ond on nage "% was_the headline SFR FULDS.. I saw ay . aind
crash into ruins in panic. Numbly, I opened the first letter.
it wes from Barry Malzberg audé identified the story as Frecd-
ric. Brownls '"Pattern,” and gave some publishing data. The
next letter was from fred Patten and gave similar informaiion.

I was saved,

For the nexi few weceks, letters and post cards ceme in at the rate of one or two &
day. The response was much greater than I sxpected.

vith the information supplied, iirs. Baldwin cdnfreateé the F plagiarizing student,

who admitted having copied the story aimost verbatime. I think he did not heve encugh
imagination to attempt a lie. Anyway, %is srade was chzaged %o an F, and a note has bzzn
adéed ©o kis records, waick note, [ think, will jeopaidéize his chances of evex transfar-
ring to another schosle lie stays at ASU orly thru the grace of Mrs,. Baldwin, whe decidec
noet to take him before the Disciplinary Roard. And all because he Was too Jazy to exsri
himgelf in a piece of honest work.

1'd 1like to thank here all. the people who, with thoir aid and correspondence, made
this report possible: Foremost, Dick Gais, who kindly printed my Letfer to hir in the
lzst issue of SIR, and 213 the following p2ople whko urcte; A, Bertram Chandler, Heok Davis,
I5ke J.ecklnoerg James K. Farley, Frederick J. ¥ollander, Piers Anthony Jacob, Dernic Lien,
Barry No Malzberg, Norman L., MHasters, Mike Viontgomery, Murray Moore ML Mo L. Olson,
iexei Panshin, Ired Patien, Doug Robillawrd, lellun L. Rupy, Pamela Sargeant, Kike Scott,
Peter &, Sims, Ciifford R, Stenberg, Lisa Tuitle, and the two ancnymous fans who sent in
untigned postecards. bxtra thanks go to Ciif ftenberg for going te the trouble and expense
of rending me a copy of An ABC of Science Ticbion. which comtained '"Pattern.' Acain, ny
thanis and gratitude to all of yous s -Vl
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Submarines, lassr, the moon shot, and atomic energy have been predicted in Science
Fiction for quite awhile. Now, in one form or another they bhave ccme true. A question
asked by fans and the geheral S=F reader conceras what will come next. Not what will come
true in the near future, but, what will the autiaors talk sbout. For awhile it seemed that
the answer would be something called 'New Vave', and the argumenis swept back and forth
as to which one was better. Glancimg through fanzines scems to indicete that the whole
question is dead.

Occasionslly, when a couple of fans get together, ths whole issue is brought up a-
gain, As always, the results se=m to be the samej neither side will change their opinioen.
The one answer that does seem %o prevail todey; though, is that thke authors have combined
the good and bad points of either &nd have prodiuced a new type of novel. Of course, there
is no name for this writing style, end no one gets upset since it has returned most every-
thing to the 'status quo'. g

'01d Wave! es defined by one reader is plessing man in the future with all the gin-
micks man and scisnce can produce and seeing what can be done. The same reader defined
‘New Wave® as placing man in the future in a totally new enviromment and seeing how he
will react psychclogically, #f socially, and politicelly. Naturally, some scientific gim-
mick is thrown ip for good measure in order to call it Science Fictior.

Most fans heve heard the reascming behind why novels sach as 1984 and Beave New World,
by Crwall and Huxley, are taught by English teaczhers. The novels are too good to ba con-
sidered Science Fiction, and therefore they are examplez of good literature., This whole
phenomena is alse happening to such great novels like A Canticle for Leibowitz, by Miller,
and to Spinrad‘’s Last Hurrah of the Golden Hord2. Even Spinradg'aﬁgﬁbr of Bug Jack Barron,
is getting cdlleé a good author by people vho naver read science fiction, s

This growing popularity, or at least some sort of respect, amcng the so called
‘straizht® people is resulting in some things waich many fans would not have btelieved pos-
sible about 10 years ago. Not only has the amouat of degrading given to Science Fiction
gone down in intensity, but there is even some support of the genre from people who would
not have given it only a few years ago. Boock mtores are more willing to put their their

??i S&F closer to the point where readers would see it,
i

Some drugstores are now more willing to Al

carry the magazines,
e n and place them vhere
i 2 &l

BE COMFORTI Mo

{ they can be seen, in-
fetead of behind every-
| thing else, The biggest
! jump has probably come
(in the way of university
{level classes and the

! growing numder of S-F

i books available in pub-
{ 1ic and university ii-

| braries.

i Science Fiction hes
i entered the classroom in
A such classes &s Modern

W




American and Inglish Literature, some discussions in Goviclogy and Psychology, and, of
course, in come science classes. Gccasionally, an eniive Litersturs elass will be davoted
to the reading and studying of S~F. Most large universiies should have one or wsre

X

structers capable of and willing to teach @ c¢lass in the fizld. About the oniy taiag stop-
ping this 4ype of class from apreazing on class schedules is the raperwork necessary to
get it accredited by the Department for credit, and the fuads to pay the instructor. Read-
ers whe are interested in seeing such a elass on their campus can help tremendously Just
"y talking to the teachers, and when one is found whe is willing, helping ocuts This ean he

cene just by shewing support, and by making

reading list, ané why.

The case of Science Fictioa in libraries is aznother mattes, Here, it iz a 1ot easi
for an interested reader or fan to convince the library director to order vecent titles.

sugrestions as to what should appear on he

& gier

Some libraries have as & standing velicy &c order bocks from certain rublishing houses,
suen a butnam or Doubleday. This is only a start though; some good bosks are published by

other companies, and therefore are not even considered. If a reader or fan feels

hat the

library that he uses is sericusly deficient in Secience Ficition., then the f£irst tiing he
should do is try Lo find ou% the policy for ordering bookdfl. Meuy libraries are willing %o
srier recomnended titles if the woith of the bouk can be showa. This somatines anviies to
unon-fiction only, but the same title recommended by two or more p2ople should he enougn
to convince the library thot the book is wanted. Another halpfri hint is tha® %h: fan 221
recomuend books that have uot yet Lsen veleased. WNatural ly, it #iways helps if the perscn
meking the suggested readings know scmebody on the stafi who is in power to order hools,
Mueh can be done to help the cause of Scierce Fiction, A3 mors and morve of “he con-
cepts znd ideas talked about in Scieace Tictden becone tirue paople ars going “to hHe willing

¢ stert clussifying the field in sometiing

2¥s2 ‘other than #8rash?, MIN 3%t talkes 25 a 153

tle bit of effort om the part of the dedicated people.
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