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KYBEN 7 is brought to you by Jeff Smith/4192-301 Potter Street/
Baltimore MD 21229, Single-issue price is 35¢, subscriptions are
3/$1l. Back issues available at the same price are 1,2,4,5 and 6,
Australian agent is Paul Anderson/21 Mulga Road/Hawthorndene, S.A.
5051, Contents copyright (¢) 1974 by Jeffrey D, Smith; all rights
returnsd to the contributors, This is the March 1974 issue and is
Phantasmicom Press Publication #28, We start with

Nameless Natterings

Business first. I was plannirg on dropping KYBEN to tweunty pa=-

ges bi-monthly, which under the new! confused! postal rates (which

&s a public service Don Miller published in 3CN OF THE WSFA JOURNAL
129--12315 Judson Road/Wheaton MD 20906/25¢, 2/82) would mail for
104, Then I thought about how limiting 22 vages is--for me, anyway---
so I upped it to thirty, and wiil publish more or less on a gquartsrly
Selicdniie ,

Looking at the first seven issues, publishing so far has been
quite sporadic: December 1971, August 1972, September 1972, July
1973, September 1973, January 1974 and now March 197iL. But from now
on a new KYBEN will be published between two and four months after
the preceding one--three to six a year,

Next issue will have Charlie Hopwood's return to Austrie. (Is
it ccoincidence that Charlie's first two articles were published in is-
sues that quickly sold out, PHANTASMICOM 8 and KYBEN 3%?) After that
I have some surprises. The lettercolumn will be back in #8 if there
is room; if not a very large column will appear in #2. I put the
fanzine reviews in this time instead,

Work has begun on PHANTASMICOM 11 and it will appecar either late
this spring or carly this summer. From all indications so far it
will be an excellent issue. At this point I have written material
by Jeff Clark, Charlic Hopwood, Paula Marmor, Darrcll Schweitzer,
Jamog Tiptroo, Jr., Chelsca Quinn Yarbro and Roger Zelazny; and art-
work by Alcx Eisenstein, S. Randall and Steve Stiles. And more to
come .,
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Artwork is going to be cut down in KYBEN. It probably won'st
disappear for good, but it will be cut down. This is no official
policy decision. This is because artists won't do work for me. Most
disappointing of all, they won't oven respond to recquests with a po~-
lite--or impolite~-No. When asking for material I gencrally cncloso
a postcard or at lcast a stamp, except when I'm out of them, and
still I got no rosponse. I've had artists ignoro three and four let-
ters. So the hell with it. I'll run art when I got it--I'm still in
touch with a couplo cooporative ,rtists--but I'll bo damncd if I'1l
worry about it. I'vo held the Charlic Hopwood articlc for a long
time. At last I got an artist to agrec to illustrate it. He said
he'd givo mo the art at Philcon. At Philcon he said he'd donc it
but he forgot to bring it. Threo months later I still havon't heard
Trom him.

Forget it. Whon there's art thero's art. Whoen theore's not,
therc's not, As simple and unfortunate as that.

N AN SN TS b

I had considerod running an issuc devoted entiroly to 1974 Rip-
0ff's, but when I sat down to start writing I got terribly depresscd
just thinking about it all., Some of the strongest mind~-fuckecrs,
though:

Seven-miloc gas linces (no 1lioe).

The Baltimorc aroa Mass Transit Administration threatening to
suc Catonsvillo Community Collcge bccausc CCC sct up its own cmorgen-
oy bus line to get faculty, staff and most importantly students to
the College, which the MTA does not scrvice.

The fact that Ohio has so much gas there arc virtual pricc wars
out there, whilc Baltimorc is bonc dry.

I rcad in PERFORMANCE that throcc Western statcs have more oil
chan tho entire rcst of the world put together. The problom is that
it's shale oil, not frcc oil, and it isn't as casy to got as frcc
il is; it has to be presscd out of the rock. All this land is owncd
oy the government and the oil companiocs, but the oil companics don't
want to go to the trouble of digging it out. They say the most offi-
cient method is nuclcar blasting. ARE WE GOING TO GET SO DESPERATE
FOR OIL THAT WE WILL ALLOW NUCLEAR BLASTING FOR SHALE OIL? I hopc to
god not.

Nixon's Statc of thc Union address. ("Theroc will be no reccsgs-
iono v e “)

Nixon, for that mattcr.

Pcoplc can't travel as much now. So thc phone company wants to
ncke it impossiblo to talk to poople you can't visit by charging
5.5¢ por local call plus 1¢ a minute., That is literally obsccnc.,

Rogor Rappaport'!s cexposes of hospital practiccs in PLAYBOY and
WEW TIMES are sickcning. I won't try to summarize them here; look
them up in your library--assuming your library carrics controversial
material. (I rcad in MS, about all tho troublc thcy have with 1i-
braries; MS. is probably the solidost and locast controversial rcvolu-
tionary magazine cver publishod.) I ofton wish for socialized medi-
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cine, then realize that would mean the government would be running
things. Blagh. Our governmment can't do much but lie, it secms.

An interesting story from the New York TIMES, as quoted by NEW
TIMES: "Persons afilicted by the gasoline-shortage blues may take
slight comfort from Bernard Markwell. He said he recently pulled in-
to 2 Gulf Station in Concord, New Hampshire, only to see a 'no gas'
sign. 'The owner was inside and I knocked on the window and sig-
nalled him to come out. He told me he was out of gas. '"Like heck
you are,” I said. '"Do you know who I am? I'm a vice president of
Gulf 0il." When ho recognized the name, he filled up the tank.'"

According to an article in INTELLECTUAL DIGEST (I'm going to
have to stop roading), a family is doomed to struggle cconomically
until it reaches an income of $25,0C0 a year. At this point I do
not forsee us making $25,C00 a year for a long time, if evor.

As you can see, & wholc issuc of this crap would have sent us
a2l out the ncearcst window. So, it's just as well I decided to run
a moldering Darrell Schweitzer article on insanity instead.

LA O O O O O O O O Y

Eorly in Dccomber I decided to writc a boring article on a weck
at work. (For thosc of you who just tuncd in, Iim the clerk in the
Biclogy Dopartment of Catonsville Community Collcege outside of Balt-
imore.) It was supposed to be "A Typical Week" sort of thing, but
the weck I picked turned cut to be quite atypical and I only had
time to write up the first day and a half. ot wanting any of my
sterling prosc to go to waste, herc is

"A Typical Day and a Half"

Monday I arrive at work a couplc minubtes before nine, which is
quite a rarity. BOB SMITH (bic lab tcchnologist--and (my Bossj)
isn't in yet, so our office is locked--and, sincce I lilcave my keys
with a student aide over tho wcckend, I'm locked out. A simple mat-
ter, though: I go to tho main offices nextc door and get thoe koy
out of the desk of STEVE SIMON (hecad of the Biology Dcpariment).

I'm sitting at my desk, and a student comes in to return a
borrowed microscopc. Bob made him leave his student ID card when he
signed out the scope, and now he wants it back. For the first timeo
in momory, Bob's desk is locked. I tell the student to come back
later.

An celcctronics student comes student comes up to demonstratce
neuro-nuscular physiology to an Anatomy & Physiology class., For
this oxperiment you nced a frog. I go into tho Lifce Lab/Groonhousc
to get a frog. This is the first time I have had to got a frog.
Yuch. Bob comes in about now.

SHTRLEY SIMON (no rclation to Stove--~Anatomy lab instructor)
brings a sick studont into tho officc. Jan says shc has becn on
insulin as a recontly-dicgnoscd diabetic, but hasn't had any sincc
Saturday.

The comedy begins,

Jan has not told her parcnts she is diabotic, becausc '"they have
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too much on their minds now.™ Shirlcoy asks, "What if you wont into
insulin shock at the dinner table? Wouldn't that worry thom cven
more, not knowing what was wrong?” Bob calls the nursc, who calls

St. Agncs Hospital; tho hospital says wec should have an ambulancc

come get the girl., The girl refuses to go in an ambulance. She'll

go if her friend can drive her. What if she goos into a coma on the
way in? we ask, What can her friend do for her thcn? Slowly we gctb
more information out of her: She is scventoen, underage. The insulin
was prescribed by an intern friond of hers, not her family doctor.

The intern is unavailable; her family, which she doos not want told,
is "in Washington with my sistoer,"

The nurse recommends calling the Campus Security, to have them
take her down. Bob calls Security. She still protests.

In a couplc minutes Bob and I walk out to the D-door and find
a security car sitting therc, but no sign of any security pcoplc.
Bob stays at thce D-door and I walk down to the D-E-door. No sccurity.
A fow moments later wo sce them walking up the hall. Jen is bundled
off and taken away.

Shirley, calm and cool throughout the crisis, practically col-
lapses aftorward. Jan was right in her own mind to protcst, becausc
I'm sure her parents will know about hor condition before sho gets

out of the hospital, but she had to go and it's cortainly bettor that
they know,

JUDY COEN (Anatomy & Physiology, Nutrition): "Mitch ((one of
her students)) lecarnod that the Affirmativo Action Committoe is going
out and actually trying to recruit the kind of student I havo so much
trouble with. Ho wants me to go down and tell them you can't teach
a fifty-year-old illitcrate to become a nurse.”

It's fivo minutcs to ton; TINA LONG (Biology Fundamentals and
Lab Studies) walks by and asks if hor film is sct up. Who's had time
to set up a film? I grab the key to the projector cabinet and rush
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down to the library. I burst into the audio-visual room: "Quick--T
need film 1041" VESTA ZAISER (Audio-visual materials assistant)
goets it for me. There's a card to sign. "Give me a pen; I don't
have one." She motions me out: "I'll sign it."™ I run across the
quadrangle back to the Scicence Building, in the door and down the
steps to D-2, one of the big lecture halls. While I'm setting up
the film, I hcar one of the Questions of the Month. Tina Long: 'Be-
causc of the energy crisis, the school will be closing one week car-
licr at the cnd of the semcster. Consequontly our final exam will
prohably be on January 1L." Student: “If our final is on the four-
tecnth, will we still have the quiz on evolution on the sizxtecnth?”

Ten to cleven is quicet (fortunately). No crisces of any sort,
no problems out of the ordinary. Bob and I watcr . thc animals.
CHUCK DUKE (studcnt aide) discovors ' that the UV box he .is building
for the Microbiology lab needs better, more expensive, caulking.
ALTA TAYLOR (Purchasing) sends up a request from a company for us to
pay our bill. My rccords show we havon't received cverything they
say they sent. I lcave a note for EDITH REICHERT (Mcdical Labora-
tory Technology), who ordercd it, to see if shc rcceived the romain-
¢er without telling us.

McGraw-Hill scont us a set of slides ordcred almost two ycars
ago for YAMEEN ZUBAIRI (Anatomy & Physiology). That was before ei-
ther Bob or I workod herc and we¢ have no idea what's going on. We
havo no regord of the original order. Dr. Zubairi says 1t's an ex-
cellent sct and wants to keep it. Alta Taylor is brying to track
down the order in her filos.

Lunchtime, I go downsbtairs to the vending machines and makxe an
unappetizing meal out of a hamburger, a coke, and a package of coco-
nut cream cookies, While cating I start reading Gardnor Dozois'
"King Harvest™ in NEW DIMENSIONS II.

I go over and fced the rats. We have Purina Ret Chow.

We receive 2 report on the girl in the hospital: Blood sugar
normal. Shc probably wasn't diabetic. Her mother was with hor at
the hospital--so much for being in Washington. Wo all sit around
and speculate why she licd. Did sho hopoe to oxplain away necdle
marks on her arms with the insulin story?

Typically, thce aftecrnoon is very dull. Ninety percent of our
days have hccetic mornings and lazy afternoons. Today I just work on
the physical inventory in Microbiology: non-refrigerated consumablcs.

And at five o'clock I go home.

Tuesday I arrive at my normal time, a couplc minutes aftcr nine.
Judy wéd¥#d noeds a frog. I go into the grecenhousc, and although I
zZot quite wet I got no frog. I go back to the officc and get RICH
DIBHAL (student aide) to help. Ho cte lueky on the first try; he
just rcaches in and grabs one. We take it in to Judy, who reluctant-
1y accepts it. Protesting all thec way, she takces the scissors to it
and cuts off the top of its head. Then she tries rcecmoving the log
niuscle nceded for the bioinstrumentation experiment. The animal
koeps hopping around so I have to hold it. When she finally cuts
the muscle loose from the nerve the frog really jumps, slipping out
of my hand and hopping headlcssly around thc table.
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Rich and I go back into thc grcenhouse to gcet two more frogs,
one for cach of the other two classcs today. Onc hops out of the
frog farm and we have to chase it around thc greenhousc. Finally,
we get the frogs, and wo get drenched. Yuch. We put them in a plas-
tic box and refrcigorate them, so they won't be quitc as active as
Judy's was.

Bob comecs in. We tallkk about the UFO we scpcerately saw last
night. I am not & firm believer in flying sauccrs, but Ann and I
chased this thing for at least fiftcen minutes until we hit an anglc
where its odd assortment of lights approximated tho shapo of an air-
planac.

I type up 2 note to Judy: "To: Judith A, Coen. From The Anti-
Viviscetion Leaguc. Subjcct: Anatomy & Physiology Lab. LEAVE
THAT FROG ALONE!1i"

I finish typing up some ordecrs, and thcon Bob and I talk about
sf films we have known and loved,

Just beforc lunch the hcad of the sccurity division pops in,
picks up the phone and dials a number. '"Yech, we're gonna hafta
turn up the heat in the art room, D-200. The model Las gooscflesh.”
I con imagince his exemination....

--And you're sparcd the rest of the week.

O O O O A o O N AN

Harlan Ellison's influence spreadsi! During a bored moment
while flipping through varicas paperbacks, I chanced upon a line
in something called LUCK 'N PLUCK or something, by Gordon Swarth-
out or somebody: ¥So you haven't sucked on the glass teat recent-
ly?¢ The character was talking about tclevision.

T TTT T Tt re 777707777 777T77777770777707777777777

I called Don Keller in Philly the other night. Don continues
to breathe sighs of relief realizing he no longer co-cdits with me
and my conbtinual changes of policy no longer affcct him as strongly
8 they used to.

-Hello.,

=Hi, Don.

-0Oh, hi. What's up?

=How arc you fecling?

~-Much bottecr. From 30% at Balticon I'm feeling about 90% now.

=Glad to here it. Now: Why I called. I'vc madc a new policy
change. Gucss what?

~-T don't want to gucss.
=I bet you can gucss it. What's the most unlikely thing you

can think of? What did you ncver cxpect me do? Comc on, I bet you
can guces it.



-0h, ghod.
=4dhat?
~-You're bringing back PHANTASMICOM...

Yes, dirregard the statement about the last (quote unquote)
PHANTASMICOM you read a couple pages ago. Just as KYBEN was started
because 1t could fulfill needs that PhCOM couldn't, so am I real-
izing that KYBEN, for all the pleasure and gatisfaction it gives
me, still cannot provide some of the things PhCOM did. So, I plan
to publish one PhCOM a year, probably in the spring.

I have some vague ideas of just what I hope to accomplish with
this annual PhCOM, and I'll let you know as things get lined up.
I hope to provide you with a major fanzine each year, and with a
year to do each one in I think I can manage without going CIrazy.

0f course, all of you who had PhCOM subscriptions which I
cancelled....Let's worry about that another btine.

while I've been typing this issue up I've been working on
PhCOM 11--and something is going to have to be donec...I worked out
o 150-page issuc. I immediately discovered that I could not pub-
lish a 150~page issuc, by folding a copy of PhCOM 10 (78 pages) in
half end trying to staple it. No go.

So I started cutting. Out wont the complotc reprint of PHAN-
TASMICOM 1....(I'm only kidding. #1 was 67 pages, and I'd cer-
tainly not inflict it all upon you.) I oxpect it will cventually
parc its way down to the vieinity of 100 pages, which is manage-
able...somewhat.

Let's sec if by next issue I've killed it again...
N N N N NN SN S drar

s chompst
I wish I got compcnsation pay for every rat-bite I recccive on
the job,

L O O O O O O O G O O Y G A A i

Bad jokes from work:

Patty, trying to move the table that blocks the door that
opens to the switch that turns off the xerox machine: "I wish you
guys would make this table a littlg lightcr.”

Jeff: "We don't need to. ZEveryone here who smokes uses
matches.

Chuck, holding camera: "I've got to shoot up the rest of this
roll so I can get those pictures developed.”

Jeff: ‘Will it fit in your vein? Gee, Chuck, you're guite a
pvicturesque person,

Chuck; holding large heart model against him: "Look, I've got
a heart-on.”

Joff, grozning: "Aww, have a heart.

Chuck, carrying heart menacingly over hcad, advancing toward
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Jeff: "ou're going to have a heart attack.'
Jeff, holding the modsol, which had split into its two halves:
"I'm heartbroken. -

i

Bob: "Hey, did you see what they wanted to name the Planet-
arium? After Benjamin Bannekor, '

Jeff: '"Yes, that's a good idea. It's a good thing, though,
that we didn't call it that before we had our gym built. Remember,
we had to take gym over at that desemted elementary school called
Banneker, "

Bob: "And if the planetarium was also called Bannckere..'

Jeff: '"We'd have all these kids in gym uniforms running a-
round in the middle of a show. And think of the showers afterward.
The only thing you could do around herc would be to sit in the
urinals and flush thom."

Bob: "And they'd have to install bidets in the girls! room.”

R A O A O T N NN AN

A popular culture course has just opened on campus out of the
English Division; an sf course is being planned out of the Science.

oL They €2y sicealng isa phenomensn directly 10lated 1o 4ne pies
Wres Ind HUIRtoNs of ovl Sociddy, Was tiat Whe | thovakl 't Was?”

This is the funniest cartoon I've seen in a long, long time.
It was frawn by Wright of the Miami DAILY NEWS, and reprinted by
both TIME and NEWSWEEK. Unfortunately, it came too late for me
to electro-stencil, so I had to hand-trace it--a job for which I
am eminently unqualified. (When PHANTASMICOM was ditto, though,
I was great at tracing Rotslers onto ditto masters. They looked
exactly like the originals.) I desperately wanted this cartoon in
this issue, though.

The news media people say streaking is getting wide coverage
(uncoverage?) because everyone needs something to smile about those
days. I'll go along with that. Some of the streaker antics have
entertained me tremendously (did you know people run through nudist
camps with their clothes on? --truecl) and so I say, to all the
streakers in the audience..."Thank you®...very warmly.
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Collcctors arc sick peoplec. Theirs is a curious kind of ill-
ness, a demented lust for material things which would make Mommon
himself shake his hcad in bewildcerment. Kcoording to Milton, thne
first thing this noteworthy fiend did upon arriving in Hcll was to
search around for gold and precious stones. This was a perfoctly
rcasonable thing to do because gold is, after 2ll, valuable and if
it's just lying around one ccn hardly blame some enterprising and
induetrious individucl for thus secking his fortune. Besides thatb
it gave the guy somecthing to do that would take his mind off the un-
fortunate position hc was currcntly in. Cloarly Mommon was making
the best of a bad situation and should be praiscd for his resource-
fulness and unshattorable optimism.

However, your average collector doesn't have any such logiti-
mate excuse. Heo's just greedy, obscssed witnh the desirc to posscss
something, It doesn't particularly matter what, because it's the

Gatisfackion of having obtained it that rea¢1y counts. There apc
some prethty strange manlfest&tlons of this syndrome, as can be
quickly seen by glancing through any copy of COLLECTOR'S WEEXLY (a
newspuper devoted .solcly to thp exploitation of thcesge misguided
wrotchos ). You'll sco classified ads for the buying and selling of
guch unusual commodities as electric trains, doorknobs, lengths of
varbed wire (therc even exists a specialty periodical for barbed
wirce collectors) and other sundry items. Anything is collectible.

Peopice uscd to laugh at those who hoarded grcat boxes full of
string or marblcs, and often whispcered things to the offoct that
such persons had oxtracted a few of the latter from their heads and
added them to their collections; but such an attitude is no longor
o good idea, bocausc when your neighbor trades off his string col-
lection for a truckload of antiquc spitoons which he promptly sclls
to & rich gpitoon collecctor for a million bucks, thc jokec's on you.

I shall not dclve deeply into the psychology of such persons
in this article, becausc it would toke at lcast 100,000 words to do
so, and I haven't thc stamina. Porhaps Dr, Wertham or some other
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eminently qualified man of scicnce will writoc a book on it someday
and enlighten us all. In the meantime I shall rcstrain myself to
considering only onc aspect of this romarkablce abberation: the fan-
tasy collector.

A1l of you havec undoubtedly had some contact with this partic-
ular sub-spocies. You see him wandering around convention huckster
rooms with a dazed look in his cye, unablc to respond to any utter-
ances that don't have to do with what this or that costs. He nescds
to occupy his mind with all the data he has stored there ever since
hc memorized the Donald Day index, and currently must summon up in-
formation needed to obtain certain dusty pulp magazines so that he
may truly claim to have the largest collection of the works of Capt.
S.P. Meck in the world. A true collcctor is a walking index in him-
self; he never uscs written want lists, and may be detected immedi-
ately at epy fannish gathering by his rcmarkable ability of teiling
anyone concerned not only the complcte contents of the second issuc
of MYSTIC SCIENCE FICTION but who did the illustrations. He noever
writes notes on his shirt-cuffs, cither.

Let us teke a look at the casc-history of a typical collector
who also happenod to havo been & close friend of mine: Artimis
VECEIoRS

Artie started recading SF in the normal manner. You know, dis-
approval of parents, then scerious doubts as to his mental health
coming from all quarters, claims by his English teacher that this
crap will dull his mind and thus render him incapablc of appreciat-
ing Good Literature, the wholec bit. This got his praditional fan-
nish I'm-rigzht-and~the-world-is-wrong persecution complex off to a
roaring start and before long he fit into the multitudes of fandom
nicely. He started writing for fanzines a little bit and was very
flattercd when a fancd wrote to him asking permission to reprint
one of his Grundul Flatfoot stories. All this time, of course, he
read SF, buying all the prozines regularly and picking up many of
the new paperbacks. As these accumulated he had a collection of
sorts, but it was a modest and hcalthy one, quite unlike the can-
cerous monstrosity which later led him to his bizarre and unholy
end.,

It all started when he was hit with a realization of mortal-
ity. Not his own, his collection's. Papcrbacks have a nasty ten-
dency to fall apart after a while, rcgardlcss of how well they are
kept, because of their cheap paper and the fact that the only thing
holding thom together is glue. This gluc incvitably dries out, un-
less it is kept in a lightless, vocuum-scaled enviromment--which is
beyond the ability of most people to producc, and also makes read-
ing rather difficult. Artie roalized that therc would comc a time
when 211 his books would be rendcred worthless, not to mention un-
readable, due to their own natural decay. Ho conductcd a survey of
0ld paperbacks, ceven thooso which had never been read, and came to
the conclusion that the average lifespan of one of thom was about
ten ycars under optimum conditions.

Herc began his Obsession. Realizing that digest magazines
boand with staples have a much grcator survival capacity duc to the
fact that metal lasts longer than glue, he began to collect famous
novels in their original sorializations. THE CAVES OF STEEL in 1953
GALAXY, DOUBLE STAR in ASTOUNDING, that sort of thing. This would
have remained quitc harmlcess bocausc digests cost anywhore from °
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twenty-five to fifty conts, which is cheaper thon the averagoe paper-
back; and though thrco installments moy be a bit more, there are al-
ways other things in the magazines, so he always got the most for
his money. But soon he fell into the completifg-serials trap and
ended up with large runs (especially of magazines that overlapped
the first installment of one novel with the last of another), and
the result of this was one of the more severoe symptoms of Collect-
or's Fever: rapidly growing piles of unrcad material. As the now
prozines continucd to come in, they too, lost in the confusion, got
shufflcd into the Unrcad crtegory.

This wasn't the ond of it, either. Not wanting to get any-
thing short of his money's worth, Artie rcad cverything in thosc
0old prozines: 1lettercolumns, cditorials, book rcvicws, "coming
next isgssue' featurcs. Soon he was posgessed not only with the do-
sire to get more magazines, but he just kad to have a copy of THE
GREEN MAN OF UPSTATE NEW YORK by Epimondias T. Snooks after having
soccn all the raves of the fans of yore over it, He found that the
only edition of this classic cver published was limited to scventy-
five copics and put out by the Frustrated Dwarf Pross in 1948, and
it could be had from a certain dealer for fiftcen dollars. He
jumpcd at the chance, and had clearly progresscd beyond the porma-
nent, illustrated cditions stage. He was well on the road to mad-
ness.

After that he discoverced the art of getting hardcovers at ri-
diculously low prices from stores run by charity groups like tho
Salvation Army and tho Neighborhood Leaguc. Hc found that he was
unable to resist buying any fantasy hardcover that cost a quartor
or lcss. Previously he had becen buying only things in which ho was
specifically intcrcsted, but now all sclcctivity was thrown asidc.
Soon hec began carting homes bocks by the boxload, including such
SF rmastorpicces as THE BIG EYE by Max Erhlich and SHOW FURY by
Richard Cort Holden. Things werce now totally out of control and
Artic was beyond the reach of 0ll holp, for the sinple rcastn that
no onc could get to him through all thosc books. During my last
few visits with him I obscrved that hc had cvery room in his housg
walled floor to ceiling with bookshelves, and additional cascs ]
stood in the middlc of tho floor in a manncr rominiscent of a 1i-
brary. In addition to thesc the floor was covercd with boxos, and
on top of them vertical stacks of tomes rcachced to the ceiling. Of-
tentimes he would place a board herizontally betwocn two of those
stacks, thus crcating an additional shelf, which would bec promptly
£illced, Gradually the concentration became so great that the only
woy he could move about was by mcans of narrow tunncls and crawl-
ways betwoen th+s books, and many timcs hc would horrify nc with
accounts of harrowing cscapcs after having removed the wrong volumo
and starting an avalanche. Onc time he lay trapped for scven
hours with his nose stuck in a David H., Kcller novel, finally rcs-
cucd by his mailman.s

He was now utterly mad, mumbling somcthing about actually in-
tonding to rcad all that stuff, claiming to have invented a system
that works sort of like the national debt, whercby any given itom
would be rcad cventually, even though at no time would all of then
be so, sincec ncw material was always coming in. I fearcd nov only
for what fow rcmaining vestiges of sanity he might still posscss,

s Thank ghod he didn't have a post office box. =--jds
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but for his lifc as well, bcececausc a massive cave-in would surcly
prove fatal. Indecd, this may havc alrcady happencd, but I have no
way to bc sure. You sce, the last timc I dropped by his place a
frightcning thing occurrecd.

I rang the doorbell and therce was no answer. This didn't sur-
prisc mo becausc the last time I had been thore it scemed that an
invasion of the cloctrical system by his Judy Mcrril anthologics
was irminent. I knocked, and still therc was no responsc. I pecercd
throtugh the glass and was shocked to sco nothing but books. No
pathway or anything. I racced around to all the other doors and

hon checked all the windows, and cven climbed a trece to lock into
the sccond storcy. The ontire housc was packed solid with books!
There wasn't a squarc foot of opon space anywherc. Artlioc was
doomcd! Even if heo had made a littlce cnclave somewhere for himsclf
decp among his books, he couldn't last long, for his food and air
would surcly give out if madness didn't claim him first. Whatevor
his vltimate unhappy fate I can only conjccturc, but the images
conjurcd up in my mind oftcon deprive me of slcep at night.

This terrible tragedy sobored me up somewhat and I think it
was this that proved a substantial factor in ny own salvation from
a2 similarly unwholcsomc cnd. In many ways I was like Artic in
that I too had an aversion to papoerbacks and collected magazinc
scrials. I also discovercd the scecond-hand bookstorcs, but fortun-
atcly had oftcn becn forced to pass things up for lack of funds.
Twonty books at a quartor apicce is five bucks and this served to
rcstrain me., I began to spcecialize, and became incredibly profic-
icnt in finding thc cheiccst items in any store beforce anyonc clsc
could. My cycsight and rofloxcs were improved thusly, but the
overall coffcet of my collecting was bad.

I had begun to dcoludo myself. Gradually I slipped away from
reality. I overcstimatod mysclf to the point of hubris and planned
to collcct the cntirce Ballantine Adult Fantasy Scries in hardcover.
This being impossiblo, I procecded to do it at a jolly ratc with a
renarkable amount of success. Or at loast I thought T did. I soon
had throc sholvesful of figments of my imagination, being the ac-
tual Cartor-sclcected titlcs ~nd relotoed rlotléricls. They arc still
there, and arc some of the most remarkable hallucinations I have
over cncounterced. Not only do they rcfuse to go away, but they re-
noin compleotely consistont. My copy of THE HOUSE OF THE WOLFLINGS
still romains a hugce thing with gold-lcaf that looks likc a Bible
but is really a decluxc 500-copy cdition from 1890. Evory tinc I
pick up this obviously non-czistent volume it says 50¢ on tho fly-
lcaf in magic markcr. Even though nobody gets deals like that,
the illusion rcmains surprisingly solid and other pcoplc fallen un-
der its spell have rceportcd thce same dotails.

By this point I was somcwhat shakon, but not yet on the road
to rccovery. It took onc morc ridiculous and outstanding happcn-
ing to snap mo back to rcality.

My family has a custom of vacationing in a rcmote New England
state (whcrc Ephraim Derby lcarncd his tricks) which is a slowly
dying arca, its non-tourist population heading for civilization in
droves. Conscquently therc arc miles and miles of scmi-paved
roads, undisturbed forcsts, and abandonod farmhouscs herc and there.
Now my mother is a professional artist of considcrablc standing,
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boing socrctary of the National Forum of Profossional Artists (to
put that in terms you 21l understand: thoe SFWA of the Finc Arts),
and her favorite subject mattor is old houscs. So I often end up
driving hor along descritcd country roads locking for a suitablo
ruin.

Onc timo, as we woerc skirting the top of a rather sccenle ridge,
we cane to an ocnpty farmhousc and lo! thoe artistic sensc clickoed,
This onc was to bc painted, which mcant we would stay for a whilc
as photographs and prcliminary skotches worce made, and would probab-
ly return scvoral timocs.

Aftcr a whilec my brother David, who often comes along on thesc
cxpcditions, becamc curious as to what was inside the place and
slippcd in through tho back window, this being the only opcning not
boarded up. About Five minutocs later my own curiousity was aroused
(What was taking him so long?) and as I went around back he cmerged
proclaiming proudly that he'd found a Genuince Pulp Magoazine., In-
dced he had--a 1929 ARGOSY in terrible condition, watcrstaincd,
sans covers, contents page and advertising scction, and also rather
dirty. Not much of a collcetor's item, but we both had to agrec
it was worth it for thc pricc.

We made thrce return visits to the placo, and there were com-
plications., Sincc we worce both truc bluc collectors (him slightly
morc so--he's now turncd dealcr) we werce both interested in the
contents of thce placc, but it wouldn't do for a woman to be stopped
and alonc on a descrted road like that, so onc of us had to stay
with my mother at all times. We workod insidc the housc in five-
ninute shifts, this plan being deviscd only after protracted ncgo-
tiation. As an added safoety device there was a pre-arranged sig-
nal of a slarmed car-door which mcant that somconc was coming
and/or had stopped to investigate, and thc person inside was to
remain absolutely guict.e Aftor all, I am old cnough to bec prosc-
cutcd as an adult in most states, and it wouldn't be too nice if
Dovid ended up in a juvonilc home, so we had to be carcful. Therc
werc no 'No Trospassing" signs, but cveryonc knows thesc hick
sheriffs can't rcad anyway.

My first cntrancec gave mc soric difficulty. Not being an over-
ly athloetic person, I found it herd to get through the window in
any of thc mcthods uscd by the nation's lcading burglars. . It was
just a 1little high for mec to gect my log over the sill, and cven if
I had gotten that far I wouldn't have beoen ablce to bond sufficiont-
ly to cnter. (I don't know about you, but I can't cven touch my
toes.,) I tricd, prccariously balanced cn an old and rottcd lobster
trap, and the cnd rcsult was that I slippced and went in hecad first
in a most ungraccful tumble that could have cnded painfvlly had I
landed in a pilec of glass and slashed both wrists.

That over with I procccded upstairs, looking about for valu-
ablc antiques whilc I was at it. (The discasc, like hcoamophclic
and lycanthropy, is inhcritcd--ny mother collcets old bottlos,
plates, books, furniturc, sculpturc, ctc.) Empty whiskcoy bottlcs?
Truc, therc is a market for such, but thesc were hardly dry. I la-
ter did find some platcs which turnced out to bec a rarc varicty of
Cantonesc China from the 19th century and quite valuablce. After
that I began to ransack - the attic. It was a total mess, the houso
obviously having becn desorted for many yecars, with cevorything any-
one wantced rcmoved (and a little more subscquently heisted by assor-
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ted vagrants). There was no wholu furniture of any kind and the
whole place was knee~deep in newspapers, Sears catalogues, spilled
sacks of grain and fertilizer, splintered wood, old rugs and other
varied items. The idea was to dig through all this and find

things which had been preserved underncath from the elements. Lots
of 0ld newspapers and magazines, too, with headlines like JERUSALEM
FALLS! FPIRST TIME IN CHRISTIAN HAND3 SINCE CRUSADES. There was no-
thing after 1940, which was presumably the time the house was aban-
doned. Anything left had survived thirty years of harsh winters,
rats, rain and other destructive forces.

The final yield was about forty ARGOSYs from thc 2Cs and 30s,
thrce Hal Foster Tarzan Sunday strips, and lots of historical necws-
papers., Condition ranged from very good to hopelessly unsalvaga-
ble. There was one magazine, I believe a 1923 ARGOSY, which was
so bad it split in half and then crumbled into a cloud of dust as
I picked it up. I believe I accidently inhaled the front cover.

Making a safe getaway after a few uncasy moments with the lo-
cals, we proceceded to nurse thesc neglected treasures back to
health, first clcaning the dirt away, thon taping up the brittle
and shrecddcd pages, and finally placing them under immensc weights
(such as an entire 25-volumec sct of cencyclopedias) to get the
wrinkles out, sincce many of them had been rolled up in odd posi-
tions for all thosc years. It took scveral months to get most of
thom to lay flat. They still aron't in what I'd call good condi-
tion. But just think, I have the first installment of THE MOON
MAID, with cover, and it didn't cost me a cont.

I rcally shouldn't glcat. Undoubtcdly you arec nearly as ap-
palled by all this as I am. Now you can sce what depths of depra-
vity somc collectors will descend to. No horoin addict is more
fanatical. Had I been caught I might have entitled this article
"How Scienco Fiction Magazine Collecting Lod Me to a Lifc of Crimo
and written it on prison stationcry.

However, I slowly returned to my scnses, ospccially aftor I
started to be plagucd by a rccurring drcam in which my cntirc col-

lecection purstc o-
pen to reveal a
slavering horde

of silverfishcs
who procceded to
devour mc alive

in a sandwich

made with two
bedsheet~gizoed
UNKNOWNs. I

have some control
over mysclf now,
cven if thosc
twenty-five hard-
covers from the
Ballantine Adult
Fantasy cories
rcmain cn my shelf.
I have at lcast a
1little timec before

I rcgress to my
old detestable
ways and come to
my doom, AT
lecast I can warn
yous

DON'T BE-~
COME A COLLECT-
OR! Read books
at your library!
Better yet, don't
read at all.
Don't read the
rest of this fan-
zine even. Watch
telovision and
play it safoc.
It's your mind.
Don't saquandor it.
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WORLD OF PTAVVS/Larry Niven/Ballantine -~- In 1966 I thought 12/2
this novel was as confusing as anything van Vogt had ever
conceived. Seven years later I was able to follow it pretty
well. DNiven is not one of my favorite writers--I never did
finish RINGWORLD--but there have been half a dozen or so of
his storics that I've really enjoyed (and I think he is im-
proving all the time). WORLD OF PTAVVS is a high-class
space opera with a plot that isn't quitc as complex as Ni-
ven mekes it out to be, worth rcading mostly for the small
passages sprinkled throughout that hint at the writer's
futurc development.

i

SYZYGY/Michael G. Conecy/Ballantine ~- Coney is going to be 12/5
one of the big ones. He has an oxtromely pleasant style,
smooth and rcadablec. His storics are meaty, sceldom slight.
He's good. Unfortunatoly, ho's a little morc facile than T
think is good~-I like to sec cvidence that the writcr sweat-
ed blood over his work. Enough. I'm glad that Don Woliliheim
started rcprinting one of his storics almost cvery ycar;
that'!'s how Igot into reading him, and hc's well worth recad-
ing. His first novel is about a colony~planct hecaded for
disaster. About twonty-five ycars after scttling there was
inexplicable chaos when the six rmoons formed a certain pat-
tern. Now, fifty-two years latcr, the pattorn is forming
again, and the chaos is starting again. It's all tied in to
the alicen ccology, and makeos for very good reading. I par-
ticularly cenjoyed the characters; thoy worcn't really woell-
drawvn--~"sketched" is morec like it--but they're so likcable
it doesn't really matter. I'm looking forward to secing

the next three Coney books surface from that immense pile
next to my bed.

NEW DIMENSIONS II/cdited by Robert Silverberg/Doublcday -- 12/9
This, while still a good collcection, is not as imprcssive

as the first volume. But it is worth picking up. "Nobo-

dy's Homo" by Joanna Russ is an excellont story; James

Tiptree, Jr.'s, "Pilomena & Greg & Rikki-Tikki & Barlow &

the Alien™ is one of my favorite Tiptrees, wild and funny;

Geo. Alecc Effinger has a well-done story with a marvelous

title that doesn't quite fit the story, but remains marvel-

ous ("£{x)=(11/15/67); x=her, f(x)#0"). Gardner Dozois,
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Gordon Eklund, R.A. Lafferty, Ed Bryant and Barry Malzbergz
all have good stories. (Malzberz's “"The Men Inside® was
the one I liked; “Out from Ganymede' read like a sclf-
parody.") Asimov's "Take o Match" wos pretty boring. Mi-
riam Allen deFord's "Lazarus II" was unimpressive. A good
anthology, but not the great one ND 1 was.

JASON/Henry Trcocc/Paperback Library -- Seems like old
times. For a while there I was reading a couple books a
weck. Now, even though I've had oif work since the 15th,
I've beon so busy with Christmes and stuff that it has ta-
ken me ecighteon cays to reread this. One Saturday I turncd
on the tcelevision and JASON AND THE ARGONAUTS {thc onc with
the Harryhausen cffects), a simplistic but ontertaining
version of the Argonaut story. This rcikkindled my intercst
in the subject (this and THE ODYSSEY arc my faverite sto-
ries from Greck mythology), end I had an overpowering de-
sire to rercad Trcoce's oxcellent novel. JASON is an his-
torical novel, not a fantasy. Simil_.rljy to Mary Stewart
with her Morlin books, Trccco worked out a consistent framc-
work to rectell the story in; howevcr, Trceecc wrotc out all
the magic ond treated it as straight "history." (Jason
tells it in the first perscon, so somotimes he thinks therc
is magic; or tho intorvention of the gods.) So Trecce has
Cheiron the centavr bocome the Horse King of Pelion.™ The
larpies arc merc birds, supernatural oniy to the blind man
who has to abido with them. Many mythic occurrcnces are
explained away as inventions of Orpheus to make hisg songs
rmorc intercsting., (Treecce had many vorsions of the Argo-
neut myth to piclt and choose from; the one by Apollonius
is orly the most complete and prominent. At lcast onc ver-
cxists with Horacics the captain of the ship.) JASON moves
slower than I remembercd it--cightcoen days is a long time
cven for a 350-page novel. (Of coursc during this timoc I
clso was keoping up with the magazincs that come in all the
timc: NEWSWEEK, NEW TIMES, RCLLING STONE; somc comic books:
a couploc books on roclk--ANY OLD WAY YOU CHOOSE IT by Robcrt
Christgau and LENNON REMEMBERS:; I cdon't kecep track of the
non-fiction I rcad herec becauso genorally I skim it.) But
JASON was writtcen to be rcad slowly--not as slowly as I did,
of coursc, but not in four hours, cither. Whilc it is full
of adventurcs, it is not an adventurc novel in the Edgar
Ricc Burroughs scnsgc of tho term. JASON is a dark book, a
tragedy through and through. If you got thoe chancce, read
it. It was writton in 1961 and papcrbacked in 1969, pro-
bably out of print by now. You may have to look it up in
the library. (It probably had more scx than any other
book in my high school library, whcreI first rcad it--and
not only that, but the secx is not a happy thing; Jason ne-
ver liked women; he found them evil.) JASON is a bitter
book, but a rich and rewarding onc. I'll probably recad it
again in another five yeoars. ## From the cpilogucs

An old cronc sat by mc that night and
sang to mec~--or, ot loast, sang beside me,
for she never loocked me in the cye. I
think that she counted mc already dead.
She was my mourncr, who would bury mc in
the morning. Thc sons of Creon would pay
her for that scrvice.

She sang a song about a king who went in
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e long-ship to find the city of gold, and came
back a god, married tc the faircst princess the
world had cver known.

I dimly know that this was my own talc, and
I tried to roll on to my side and tell her
that it was not like that at all; that the po-
cts had liod. That my life had been a night-
riare CRTHYS BN *ip hore,

4 LY » -,
s g

s afs ata
P A

3

R PO -
ER A S S

als  wle

AL

p

L1 L o L QL 2L AL 2
W= % 3 W W ST W

.,..
s
b -
e
E -
ot
3%
o
b
3
&"

o

3

s
e
b

% % 3 3%

"Don't Look Now'/Daphne du Maurier/Doubleday -~ Someday in
the far futurc I will got around to rcading Doubleday's
TREASURY OF MODERN MYSTERIES. But for now I contcnted my-
s0lf with just the onc story. The reason: I just saw Nico-
las Roeg's excollont film version and I wanted to sec where
it came from. I was gquitc disappointed in the story, though
only in comparison; I might have cnjoyed it had I not scon
the movic. ## The story of the story of the story is this:
An English couplce vacationing in Venice mcots up with two
Scottish women, twins, one blind and ‘psychic.” She teclls
thom--or the wife, Laura, as John wants nothing to do with
them=-~that their rccently-drowncd daughter is with tho
couple, that she is happy and wants thom to be happy, and
that they should leave Venico becausc thore is ‘“danger.'
A teleogram from England that their son is sick scnds Lau-
ra back on the first planc, with John to follow by train.
But hefore he lcaves he secs Laura and the twins sailing
down the Grand Cancl, and cortain that the twins have

dome something to his wifo he starts scarching thc sink-
ing city for thom. That's ags far as I'11 takc this syn-
opsis. ## The film is practicolly a textbook examplc of

how to turn a printcd story into a movieo. For instancc,
the telogram from England is turnoed into a phonc call.
Beyond that, thore is a carc takon with the charactors

that du Mauricr did not bothor with: The minor charact-
crs, all of thom (with onc nocccssary oxception that I

wor'!'t go into hore, and the sistors--not twins--who ro-
main onismatic), are morc than onc-dimcnsional. No-onc

is therc only for his plot purposes. Everyonc with a

part bigger than a walk-on has a littlce scenc in which ho
gets to show us a littlc about himself that isn't nocessary
for us to know, but which flcsheos his personalitvy out.
Marvelous. The major change is to makce John not a vaca-
tionecr; he is in Venice not to rclax but to work., He is
rostoring a church. ## I could go on and on about the film:
the acting (Donald Sutherland is great, Julic Christic much
better than I cxpected), the photography (rich and beauti-
ful; Venice is strikingly, almost attractively, ugly), the
rusic, cverything. I highly recommend this movie, #%F I
lilke to take into consideration whon talking about books-
into-movics which should ideally be cxpericencced first.
DON!T LCOOK NOW is an intocresting casc. If you scec the mo-
vic first the story will disappoint you., But if you rcad
the story first and know what the cnding is you'll bo
cheating yourself, I would rccormcnd skipping thc story on-
tircly, oxcept in this case: If susponsc in o movio thea-
ter, whoerce therc arc no commercials and you can't put the
book down briefly, might cousc you somc anguish (I'm being
sorious herc), rcad the story so you know what to cxpoect,
and go scc the movic as a movic. :

12/31
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NEUTRON STAR/Larry Niven/Ballantine -~ The most intercsting
aspect of Niven's first collection of short storics is
watching his improvement as a writer. I can't neatly say
that the first story is the worst and the last thic Lest,
but therc is noticeable change. The worst-writtcen, unfor-
tunately, is one of thce nost intercsting plot-wise, ‘The
Sof't Woapon.” A duel botwecn some alion Kzinti and somoe
humans, conducted with a wcapon ncither race knows how to
usc, the story is marred by a choppy narrative line much as
that which hurt WORLD OF PTAVVS: Thc storyline cuts back
and forth from one group to anothor, but without consistcn-
cy or sufrficicnt transition; when you start a now section
you don't know whether it will take place before, after, or
at the samec time ag the ond of the last sccticn., (I was
always glad to see that a story I was about to start was

in first person; straightforward.) Wy favorite storics
were ‘'Flatlander," for the picture of Barth as scen by an
off-worlder, and "Grandel," which was an action-adventurc
intriguc told in the first-porson (hoorayt). My big ro-
gret: The puppcteers werce sent out of the picturc half-
way through. I lilkked them,

THE ABOMINABLE MAN/Maj Sjowall and Per Wahlod/Panthcon --
A policeman is slashed to picees in his hospital room. As
Martin Beck and his colloagucs investigatc thoe murder thoy
discover evidence that Nyman may have boon the most sadis
tic and brutal person cver to wear a police captain's uni-
form, yet ho had built up such a network of men bencath
him that the law could not touch him. Beck trics to find
out which of Nyman's many victims took mattors into his
own handsg, but then the question becomes academic: who-
ever it is is killing every policeman hc sces. It is un-
ustal for thesc bocks to have a truc action climax, but
that ig what the last fifty pages of this are. Very good,
as usual.

.2
S} el
N—

ELLERY QUEEN'S ANTHOLOGY/Fall—Wintor_1973 -- .. coclebration

of mediocrity. Some of the plots werce okay, but tho char-

acters were uniformly cardboard. I recally only enjoycd the
last of thc scven novelettes, Hugh Pentccost's “The Masked

Crusader.™ In toto, a waste of time.

THE TIDES OF LUST/Samuel R. Delany/Lancer -- A scx fanbtasy,
not worth rcading. Philip Jose Farmcr's arc much morc
readablc, and Harlan Ellison can writc much bettecr obsconi-

ty.

FANTASTIC/Novenber 1973 == I bought this for the Jack Dann
novella, "Junction," which turncd out to be a phildick.

I am not a fan of phildicks, so I was disappointed in the
main plot thome. The details of the pcople and the so-
cietics werce excellont, though, so I'm looking forward to
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Jack's next major work. Of the short stories, Jim Ross's
"A Matter of Time"” struck me as the best. I did not 1like
Fritz Leiber's necw Fafhrd/Mouser story, "Trapped in the
Shadowland, " which struck me as so coy I don't know how
the words managed to stand sach other. Gardner Dozois'
Disclave specch read oven better than it sounded, perhaps
because Gardner's typewriter didn't have a cold. A very
Zood speech.

MIRROR IMAGE/Michael G. Coney/Daw -- A good book. Co-
ney's work so rar seems pretty much geared to him being a
topnotch paperback novelist--in a lot of ways likc Bob
Shaw, They stuff they write is good, but minor. Concy is
kind of 1like a Poul Anderson who concentrates on the soft
scicnees. I like him. But he's terribly scxist, des-

pite his attempts to portray intelligent, independent wo-~
ren. ## MIRROR IMAGE is, liko SYZYGY, about a colony plan-
ct- Coney goes very deep into tho procoss of getting 2 co-
lony startcd. Therc is one engrossing sceno after another.
Moroc books like this could give paperback novels a good
name.

A PURPLE PLACE FOR DYING/John D. MacDonald/Fawcctt -- Ac-
tually, NEW DIMENSIONS 3 has surfaced to the top of the
pile and I should bc recading that. And I have rcecad the
first seveoral storics. But today I didn't feel too well,
arnc when I don't foel too woll I want somcthing basic and
cab-moving. Conscquently, JDM. MacDonalid is, in my opin-
iorm, Jjust about THE most professional writer in the world,
and anyone considering a writing carecr should rcad somc
of 1his books to sec how plots are supposced to work. He is
certeinly a limited writer in some respects; almost overy
one of his scventy-or-so books is a somewhat sordid crime
novei. But hce knows how to plot, oh yes. ## This onc is
not what I would considor onc of his better books: about
average. A woman is killcd and Travis McGec-=-MacTonald's
only scrics hero, scventcen volumos so far of which this
is the third--trics to find out who and why. The back-
grounc information is on small-town politics, a town owned
by a dozen pcople. It is pregcented mattor-of-factly, from
the top--as opposed to Joe L. Hensley's DELIVER US TO EVIL,
in which tho hero, working from thc bottom, loarns to his
horror just how high the corruption gocs. ## Thce cnding
scenc of PURPLE is onc of MacDonaldis most suspenseful.

CASINO ROYALE/Ian Fleoming/Signet (Seventh Printing, April,
1463=~now published by Bantam) -~ I've only rcad a fow of
the James Bond books; cvery timo I get intercsted in them
(this time promptod by socecing FROM RUSSIA WITH LOVE on to-
levision) I start with CASINO ROYALE and nover get too
much further. I hove the feeling, though, that this will
always be my favorite, cven if I do get thom all read
scmeday. CASINO ROYALE is so unlike tho supcr~spcctacular
image onc haos of Bond storios. It's a quict, low-kcy sto-
ry; well-paced and woll rcalized, The baccarat gamo is th
the best scone in the book; the conding very moving, down
to the striking last line. ## I scom to be onc of the few
pcople who cnjoyed the movie CASINO ROYALE--although I was
a bit disappointed when I saw it on tv rcecontly. I think
it was fairly obvious that thoy couldn't have made it too

1/13

1/15

1/18



-20-

similar to tho Scan Connory scrics, and spoofing the whole
genrce was a good idea., But I've always regretted that they
didn't dceide to do it straipght, without gimmicks. I would
heve 1iked to have sceen an honcst represcatation of the book.

1/19  LIVE AND LET DIE/Iaon Floming/Signot (Twelfth Printing, Oct-
ober 1963--now published by Bantam) -- Now I remember why I
never got far in the Bond sorios; this is always such a lot-
down aftor CASINO ROVALE. The tastce of things to come, with
trapdoors and other such glmmicks. Noncthelcss, I had no
desire to put i% away without finishing it. ## I wos rathor
disappoinsud In the movic version--not bocause Rogor Moore
wag i= 1% rather than Scan Cornncry, but because thore was
s=vh a strain invoived. Surecly tho scenes involving Bond's
running across tho croeodiloes and the decath of Mr. Big could
have bocn replaced by somecthing botter. The crocodile secno
belonged in the farcical CASINO ROYALE. Bubt the chasc sccne
was great.

/23 MOONRAKER/Ian Floming/Signet (Ninetcenth Printing, date un-
known-~now published by Bantam) -- The intriguc surrownding
& sceret rockot somchow reminded me of some sort of Hardy
Boys/Tom Swift story, but I liked it. The nice thing about
Fleming's Bond stories--at least thesc carly oncs--is that
Bond is not rcally a superhcro. I love the way he just calm-
1y decides to biow up the rocket and himself, without making
a big dcal over it--part of the job. And whoan the book is
over, cvorything hasg taken its toll: hois hurting. Neatly done

1/25  DIAMONDS ARE FOREVER/Tan Fleming/Signet (Twenty-sccond
printing, date unknown--now publishced by Bantam)~-This onc
perhaps has less in common with its movie version than any
of the others. It's not a particularly intercsting book.
Bend joins a jowel-smuggling gong and smugzles somo dia-
monds into Amorica. He learns about crooked gambling, gots
beat vp, wins thc girl, destroys the gang and goos homo.
The crookced gambling part was thc bost.

1/31 FROM RUSSTA, WITH LOVE/Ian Floming/Signet (Twonty-cighth
printing, datc unknown--now publishced by Bantam--:nd oddly
cnough, somc ycllowish copics of the tweaty-ninth Signot
printing just turned up on the stands hore. It was odd to
see a 60¢ novel in the rugstures ogaln) - -- Well, I certain-
ly shot thc last half of January. Therc are now threc
pilce of books next to the bed, and I better get on thom
right away. No more James Bond for o long time. But it
was an enjoyeble diversion, cven though I fecl gullty about
not getting o single rcviow copy read this month. ## This
onc is the only one that rivals CASINO ROYALE for thoe “favo-
rite” spot so far. It's done quite differcntly, in that
the first part concerns Russia's plan to destroy Bond, and
Bond himseclf doesn't appear until aftor the first third.

It also ends dammecd strangely. # If you saw the movie you
know the plot behind this one; the film was made carly, back
when morc then just the book's titlc and characters were
uscd., I likod both versions. ## Inconscquential note, circa
3/6/7, typing date. While waiting for the corflu to dry
I've beon ruading Julian Symons'! MORTAL CONSEQUENCES, a hig-
tory of detective/crime fiction. I was amused to sce that
his favoritc two Bond novels wero also CASINO and RUSSIA.
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Gregg Davidson

Al Trg CERBALAND

PARABDE] -~

PANZINE REVIEWS
8Y JeFr SMITHE

((Mostly composed during a tv viewing of RIO BRAVO--Ann and I have
seen a lot of Westerns lately, inexplicably. I think this has been
the best of them.,))

It's been a long, long time since I've done any fanzine re-
views, so this is going to be rather scattershot. I may or may not
get better organized in the future.

First off, I'd like to mention Dapa-Em, oe Elementary My Dear
Apa. This is an apa for mystery fans, which I've joined. I no-
tice that my mystery reviews here in KYBEN generate a fair amount
of response--if you're interested in a low-key mystery apa, con-
tact: Donna Balopole/80-27 25l Street/Floral Park NY 11004, It
is a quarterly, dues are $2/year, minac six pages every six months.
It's very young; the second mailing has just come out.

Dapa-Em I have first-hand knowledge of. Western fans T can
only point to: Dale A, Goble, Jr./8201 Valewood Court/Orangevale
CA 95662, who is starting CHAPS, a marvelously~named Western apa.

Go ye and diversify.

This scems the appropriate place to mention The Fantasy Assoc-
iation/POBox 2l1560/Los Angeles CA G002L. They publish two maga-
zines of interest to fantasy fans. FANTASIAE is the monthly news-
letter, edited by Ian M, Slater (12/$3). It has news, revicws,
lotters and feature articles and artwork (by such as Alexander,
Anderson, Beagle, Gerrold, Kurtz; Austin, Barr, Kirk, Marmor).

THE EILDON TREE will be the hopefully-quarterly journal cdited by
Donald G. Keller, assisted by Judith Weiss ($1, L/$3.50). I've
scen somc¢ of the art and written matcerial for the first issuc,
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which should be out about now, and it looks to bo good.
The Association definitcly gives you your moncy's worth.

Now I'1l just go through thc box marked "Fmz to bc rcviewed,”
morc or lcss at random.

BANSHEE 6/Michacl Gorra/199 Groat Neck Road/Watcrford CT
06385 -~ Mike started out with STARSHIP TRIPE, and idcas of porson-
alzinos. tor five issues he dcecided he wanted to go the gen-
zine routc, changoed the name, and printed a long analysis of Poul
Anderson's "Thc Problem of Pain® and rclated stories. I haven't
rcad the storics, so I don't know how valid Patrick McGuire's ar-
ticle is, but it read woll. Still, Mikc's cditorial is thc most
intcresting part of thezzinc, and I hopc nc cmphasizes it. Repro
still nccds work, but much improved over the TRIPE days. Quite
promising. (35¢ or thc usual)

STARLING/Hank & Lesleigh Luttrell/525 W, Main/Madison, Wisc.
53703 is the popular culturc fanzinc-~~sf, mysterics, comics, tv,
movies, etc., #27 is the 10th Anniversary Issue, 75¢ and woll worth
it. #26 (50¢) was also excellont, Subscriptions arce 5/$2. I
consider STARLING one of the top fanzincs currcntly being pro-
ducced: pecplc get a chance to discuss just about anything they
rcally cenjoy, and vou get a good chanco to lcarn about good things
you'd otherwise nover kncw about. Highly rccommcnccd.

While we're on the subjoct of Highly Rccommonded; let me urge
you to subscribo to OJTWORLDS/Bill and Joan Bowors/POBox 148/Wads-
worth OH L4281 ($1, 8/$6). Issuec 18, which just arrived, is 36
legal-sizc pages, mostly letters on issucs 15 and 16. Issucs 19
and 20, if you haven't sccn their ads, will have Poul Andcrson,
Picrs Anthony, Henry Kutincr, Ray Bradbury, Forrocst J Ackorman,
Susan Glicksohn, andy and Jodic Offutt, Sandra Mcisal...and on and
on. The Bowcrs' rcally seom to be broaking out, and I'm anxiously
aweiting the rosults. (I cven scnt them moncy, to makc surc I
don't miss anything.)

OUTWORLDS is goiag offsct. So, at least occassionally, is
LOCUS/Dona & Charlioc Brown/Box 3938/San Francisco CA 9L119 (40¢,
16/$6), The offsct format is very attractive and has hugc possi-
bilities. Tho badmouthing of LOCUS is not as bad as it oncc wasj;
accept it as "the nowspaper of the scicnce fiction ficld," with
only tonuous conncctions now with fandom. It shouldn't bec criti-
cized for what it isn't. ## I rcad LCCUS, first linc to last, and
I nope the Browns go on forever. I oven hopce they breck even, at
least, on it, “Amd. Jf it doesn't fit many people’s conceptions ef
whet a fanzine "is’ or "should be,"™ what difforcncce docs that make?

Denis Quanc/Box CC, Bast Texas Station/Commcrco TX 75428,
who may yet give ANALOG fans a good namo, has startcd his own zing,
NOTES FROM THE CHEMISTRY DEPT. (25¢ or tho usual)., The first two
issucs worc 10 and 12 pages, mostly dovoted to scicncce and hard-
corc sfs I like Donis's gtuff, evon though I disagrce with almost
cvery word he says.

Onc of thc best of the personal-oricnted genzinoes is Dave
Iocke's AWRY/915 Mt., Olive Dr. #9/Duarte CA 91010. (AWRY is a
responsc-oriented zinc; no subscriptions. Dave says onc samplc
copy is available for a dollar bill--or try to convince him you'll
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be a valuablc addition to thc mailing 1list.) #b6 is over half let-
ters; but then, 5 was on exccllont issue. AWRY is onc of my favo-
rites.

From nowhcrce, Don Thompson/7h98 Canosa Canosa Court/Westmin-
ster CO 80030 started sending me his monthly DON-o-SAUR {(25¢,
12/$2.50), a very plcasant surprise. Don published a couplo sf
storics in the mid-fifties, diseppcared, ard now has rcturncd to
sf and entered fandom., I havo his 28th and 29th issuves. He starts
out with a few very well-writton personal obscrvations, and then
moves into lotters (28) and fanzine rcevicws {29). Othcr issucs
have had book rcovicws and Don's now fiction. As Don is slowly
“discovered’ evoryone will be rcading DON-o-SAUR. Hoero's your
choncoe to beat the crowd.

Chris Sherman/700 Parkvicw Terracc/Minncapolis MN 55116 has
startod a zinec called ANTITHESIS (25¢) which has attractive offsct
covers and highly imaginative, rcadablo ditto interiors. Contont-
wisc, Chris still has a way to go. The amatour sf is awful. Tho
articlos vary widely in quality; Warrcn Johnson's "Now Wave/01d
Wave' article in #1 is onc of tho worst articles of 1973, whilc the
Loren MacGregor/Roger D. Sween pair in #2 is very nicoc. There's a
lot of potential herc; I hopce Chris will bo able to fulfill it.

Don Markstcin's mail pick-up has moved to POBox 53112/New Or-
leans LA 70153. Writce and ask for o copy of his TANDSTIKKERZEI-
TUNG, which is onc of thec very top personalxines being published.
No lic,

By now you've probably hcard of Ed Connor's “"fantomcs’--his
pb-sizecd fanzines. (MOEBIUS TRIP: SF ECHO/1805 N. Gale/Pcoria IL
6160l/75¢, 3/$2) For sciencc fiction fans. It's not great scrcon
material, but it's good scrcon matcrial,

John Carl/3750 Green Lanc/Buttc MT 59701 has RETIGULUM {4
stomps or thec usual), an anthology-typc fanzine of short, "“hunor-
ous™ articles. Somc appcal to mo, most don't. A reprint of o
pic%e of faan fiction by Marion Zimmcr Bradlcy is the highlight
of #.

It is difficult to rcvicw onc's first-rcceivced issuc of an
cstablished fanzino, particularly when it contains montions of how
differcnt the issuc is from its predeccessors-~-though I think whot
Prank Denton/1l65l 8th Ave SW/Scattle WA 9816F says about ASH-
WING 13 is that it's like what A-W uscd to bec, but hasn't becn
lately, or somcthing. At any rate, this is pretty good. Denton
is a finec writer, and so is Michael Carlson. (I'd love to have
Carlson as a columnist for KYBEN.) Dainis Biscnicks has a proctty
good article on Mcrvyn Peake--on article on Pcake must be good bo-
fore I'1l enjoy it--and the rcvicws, by Darrcll Schweitzer and tho
cditor, are nice. But ncithor of the short storics is worth rcad-
ing. Still, & good fanzinec, beccause the good parts are very good.

Linda Bushyagcer/161l4 Evans Avenuco/Prospcect Park PA 19076 now
has two zines: GRANFALLOON (75¢ or the usual) and XARASS (5/$1 or
contribution). They scom to be prctty much the same fanzine ox-
cept that GRANNY is large (#18 is 58 pages + 8-page art folio) and
approximately annual, and KARASSS is small (#1 is 10 pages) and
supposcdly monthly.



GRANNY 18 is a protty good issue, and if you arc interestcd
in the "professional™ aspects of fondom (particularly tho commoer-
cialism of conventions, artshows, fonzincs, otc.) you should scnd
Linda $1.75 for issucs 17 and 18 and get into tho discussions horec.
They'ro quite lively. In this issuce Linda, Tony Lcwis, John and
Bjo Trimblc, Lester del Rey, Mikce Glycr, Robert Bloch, Milt Sto-
vens, Len Moffatt, Don Ayros and Herry Woarmcr arc at it tooth and
nail. Therc is also a minor fannish articlec by Susan Glicksohn, a
cooking column by Sandra Meiscl (grcat illo by Dan Steffan), short
fanzine reviews by Linda and scvcnteon pages of book revicws.

(John Curlovich covers Ted Cogswcll's output, Cy Chauvin discusscs
Dcan Koontz's "Beastchild" (this articlc also appears in ANTITHI-
SIS), Angus Teylor likces RENDEZVOUS WITH RAMA, and Don D!'Armassa
runs through Michacl Concy's short fiction, often supcrficially but
occassionally with good insight.)

KARASS 1 has a lot of information on cons, fanzincs and such,
and a review of somc of the Ballantinoc Adult Fantasy books.

Bill Wagner/Box 108/Glonolden PA 19036 has probably thc long-
cst track rccord of bad luck with ropro in the history of fandom.
No matter what he tries, it doesn't work out. I gather from hints
insidc this issuc that what I havc is thc sccond ALPHA & OMEGA 7
(30¢, L/$1, or thc usual), thc first being unrcadablc and thus not
mailed out. This onc isn't too bad except for a large number of
badly-cut stoncils. “

Two itoms stand out in this issuc stand out. The first is
Bill's "Thrilling Story of My Lifc." I didn't know hc was capable
of writing this wcll (which sounds likc a leoft-handed complimoent,
but isn't meant to be; this is a good piccc of fanwriting). The
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other is Darrell Schwecitzer's fictional lunacy. While the Love-
craftian frame is Bad, the internal storices arc emong Darreclil's
clevercr concepts.

I continually wonder why Bill prints a rcgular column by some-
one hiding under the name "Rovel,” who spends most of his timec
tearing down Bill, but if Bill's a masochist that's his trip. He
also has an amateur-sf kick that I kcep hoping he'll outgrow; this
issuc has a three-page, very sub-par Janet Fox ctory. ©Not only is
the concept idiotic, the writing is not up to what she can do. Bob
Sabella's book reviews arc too concoerncd with Making a Point about
the bocks rather than saying anything really meaoningful.

The artwork rangos from modiocre to good, with the cover by Ed
Lancastcr (who?) and the drawing by Mike Gilbert standing out.

On the whole, a decent fanzine, but by the sevonth issuc I
don't f..31 it unreasonable to expect better.

Bruce Townley, "contributing editor,"™ sent me Vol. l. #; of
Mark Jenkins' rock fanzine HYPERION/Libby Hatch/St. John's College/
Annapolis MD 2140L/25¢, L/$1. It's the First rock fanzine I've
seen, and while not bad, I can't claim I was too interested. The
major problem, perhaps, is that their tastes and mine hardly ever
match. Lou Reed and Slade just do not interest me--although the
articles on them appear to be the most interesting in the issue.
The Lou Rced article mocks up a “"Best Of" Ro.d and the Velvet Un-
derground album, a game I enjoy myself tremcndously. (The only
onc I've completed that I really feel is definitive is my Traffic
double-album mock~up, TRAFFIC THROUGH THE AGES.) The Sladc arti-
clec is quitc clever, a spelling/pronunciation guide to the group's
unique phonetic system.

There seems to me a bit too much bandying of words like “worth-
less™ and "worst® and "revolting® and similar ncgativisms. There
1s 1little tolerance for music other peoplc might like. I person-
ally hoppen to enjoy pretentious art-rock like Yes and Emerson,
Loke & Palmer, but I don't go around running the Allman Brothers
into the ground just because they bore mc to tears.

I don't listen too critically to music. I like groups like
Yes in which many sounds arc going on at once, and I scldom try
and sort them out to sec how well someonc played that one bit therec.
But I have had people point out to me that this bit is good and
this one isn't, and such, so I now can often tell if a guitar solo
is inspired or lackluster, meaningful or just technically good.
(Though I still can't listen to Jimi Hondrix.) But I don't gener-
ally call something I don't like "junk."

Occassionally there is misinformation (4¢.g., the songs tho
Byrds covercd in their BYRDS album are not all Crosby arrangements).,
That's onc problem with hyper-condemnation--therc is a tcndcney to
lcap without looking.

Physically, HYPERION is laid out rather plainly, not bad. The
artwork is...I almost said "horrendous™...Let's say it leaves room
for improvecment. Diffcerent artists might help. Therc arc morc
typoes than in any other fanzine I've ever socen--morc cven than in
GORBETT,
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Oh yes--Bruce Townley does have a few words on sf fandom, pri-
marily the Australian variety. In casc you were wondering...

VORPAL/Richard Brandt/lj013 Sierra Drive/Mobile AL 36609/35¢,
3/$1 or the usual/is o promising zinc; Brandt begins with a good
idca of wheat he wants to 'do. He was quitc lucky in getting some
good matericl for his first issuc. (Though I'm beginning to won-
der if he'll do a sccond.) His big trouble was--predictably--
repro., Hc mixocs offsct, mimeo and ditto, and only the offset
(which was used lcast) worked. The prohlem with the mimeco appears
to be merely undorinking, an easily correctablc situation. The
rroblem with the spirit work is probably just that Richard is not
one of the small handful of people in the world born with ditto
fluid in their veins. Only a littlce was totally unrcadable, though.

The graphics could also use work; Richard apparcntly does all
his own lettoring--oxccocpt for one piece of lebterpress--and he
should definitely rceconsider. It detracts from thce good Grant Can-
field cover and docsn't help throughout the zine. The heading for
the Chapdelaine articlc was woll-thought~out but poorly oxecutocd.
The rost aren't worth montioning.

The best item in the issue is .an awful Ray Nolson short story;
I onjoyed it a lot. The other major contribution is an cxposc of
Sciocntology by Perry Chapdeclainc., It was onc of the more intor-
cating pieces by him I've seen, one I was able to read from begin-
ning to end. I wouldn't have minded secing it cut a bit, though;
it tended to wander and tightening was in ordcr. The other con~
tribution, a two-page short story by Stephen Barrington, was not
worth printing, and I hope Brandt can resist using amatcur sf in
the future, {(The Nelson story was something clse; there is a
difference between amateur and non-commercial.) The cditorfs own
writing is good enough that he probably won't ever have to worry
about detracting from the quality of his fanzinc.

In toto, therc's a lot of promise here. Rich has, of coursc,
a lot of work to do, but he isntt off to as bad a start as a lot
of peoplc have been. (I was lucky cnough to get off to a good
start with PHANTASMICOM, but it makes improvemecnt lcss dramatic.)

I'm running way over how much I intonded to write, but I do
have a few morc things to mention, most briefly, onc in slight de-
tail. I've already mentioned two of my favorite thrcec personal-
zincs, TANDSTIKKERZEITUNG and DON-o0-SAUR. The third is THE PASS-
ING PARADE/Milt Stovens/9849 Tabor St. #3/Los Angoles CA 9003lL/25¢.
There arc two noteworthy "scrvicc' pubiications of rccent vintage.
Onc is the third cdition of THE NEO-FAN'S GUIDE TO SCIENCE FICTION
FANDOM, cdited by Bob Tucker (Linda Bushyager/addrcss above/25¢).

A brief history, 2 glossary, an often-facotious but serious-in-in-
tent handbook, vory nicely done. The other is EVERYFAN'S GUIDE

TO THE AUCTIONS by Jack L. Chalker/5111 Liberty Heights Avenue/
Baltimore MD 21207/50¢4. This covers auctions from cvery vicwpoint,
concormitseo to auctioncer to bidder. . Very informative. And, to
closc up the short mentions: PR-CRASTINATION 12/Darrell Schweit-
zer/113 Deepdalo Road/Strafford PA 19087/L0¢, L/$1.50 has seventeen
pages on the 1973 Clarion East, for those of you who are interested
in tho Workshop. I very much enjoyed it.

Now. In PHANTASMICOM 8 (December 1971) I reviewed Mike Glyer/
14974 Osceola St./Sylmar CA 9134 2's PREHENSILE ZERO. I did not
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like it, and I said so very strongly, ending with "I wouldn't
waste any more time on it for a while. Maybe in two more years
«o.'" Mike responded with a bitter attack on me and PhCOM 8 (which
had been edited by Don Keller). I printed it in PhCOM 9 with com-
ments indicating that I didn't take him very seriously. Furious,
he ripped a letter to Don with a message to me that he didn't wanst
any of my publications in the future, and many of his letters to
Don after that managed to contain some slur upon my personage.

Obviously, we lost touch.

Over the next two years, incredibly, PRE was evolving into a
good fanzine; I occassionally looked through some of Don's copies.
Once I saw a letter concerning Roger Zolazny; and since I had re-
cently cently discussed the matters in question with Roger I sent
a brief note to Mike clarifying a couple points. I don't know if
he cver printed it or not, but eventually, slowly, we started
sonding each other fanzines. Now he's back on my permanent list,
and I hope I am on his,

PREHENSILE 10 (50¢) is an excellent issuec, with the final (at
this point) results of Cy Chauvin's wrestlings with the question,
"What is sf?" [.nd while I disagree with a lot of his views, I'm
quite surprised that he hit as many good points as he did for the
amount of wandering in the wrong places he scemed to be doing for
the last couple years.) Jerry Pournclle gets into the fannish-
professionalism scene; the book reviews by Stan Burns, Don Keller,
Richard Wadholm and Glyer are good; there's a lot of really nice
aQrPtaess

Yes, PREHENSILE is overything I always said it would be.
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