

















stories by Anatoli Dneprov cum Hullfmveres a Marson by Dmitri Bilenkin (their only
double volume, back to back like the Ace doubles); Vildglélek, a novel by Jemcev-Parnov
(USSR); Planet of the Apes by Pierre Boulle; and some original work by Hungarian writers
Péter Zsoldos (A Feladat - The Mission), Zoltdn Csernai (Atleéntisz - Atleontis), J&zsef
Cserna (Drdma a Holdon - Drama on Holdon) and MAria Szepes (Surayana &I5 szobrai - The
Living Statues of Surayana). The quality of the series appears to be a little mixed, for it
includes a first-rate writer like Italo Calvino (Kozmikomédia) with many who are less than
good. But Mr. Kuczka tries to cover the whole spectrum of science fiction, and to present
also samples of lesser authors. This is shown also by the future program: Isaac Asimov’s
Foundation and Empire and Second Foundation; Stanislaw Lem’s Eden; A. and B.
Strugatsky’s The Inhabited Island; J. L. Borges’ Ficciones cum E! Aleph in one volume; a
collection of short stories by Russian writer Ariadne Gromova; Arthur C. Clarke’s 2001: A
Space Odyssey; a selection of Bradbury’s short stories; a novel by French writer Richard
Bessiere; plus original novels by Hungarian writers Péter Zsoldos, G&za Laczk8, Gyula
Hern4di, L4sz16 Andrfs, Gyula Fekete, Péter Lengyel, Lajés Mesterh4zi, Lehel Szeberényi
and editor P&ter Kuczka. There will also surely come books by Bulgarian, Czech and
Romanian writers. All of these books also contain fine biographical notes and critical
afterwords, done by the editor or other people.

These two sf series are, however, not all that Péter Kuczka does: at present he is most
interested in the theoretical discussion of sf, and has himself prepared two such very
international symposia on sf; one, a more academic affair, to appear in a few months in
Helikon, a periodical of the Hungarian Academy of Sciences. This will include work by
Stanislaw Lem, Julij Kagarlitsky, Robert Plank, Martin Schwonke, H.J. Krysmanski, Prof.
Darko Suvin and a lot of other international critics and scholars. The other, even more
voluminous book, will appear in the Kossuth series and will be more popular. While I don’t
believe that modern Hungarian sf has so far produced a first-rate sf writer, I am inclined to
believe Mr. Kuczka that they have in Hungary linguists and scholars superior to most of the
people now investigating sf in the West—not surprising in a country that has more than 20
literary periodicals and has produced a Georg Luk&cs. One such study on Jack Vance’s The
Language of Pao, Heinlein’s Stranger in a Strange Land and Samuel R. Delany’s Babel 17 by
Dr. Gyodrgy Szépe (he finds those authors sadly wanting in linguistic respects) I’ll shortly run
in my own fanzine.

Péter Kuczka will also start a new quarterly sf magazine, of somewhat larger than digest
size, which will combine stories, criticism, sf scholarship and sf illustrations taken from
many countries, and ranging far into the past. The first issue of this magazine called
Galaktika is to appear this September (Kossuth publisher). Each 160 page issue will treat a
main topic, but also include other stories and articles. The starting edition will be 25,000
copies. The first issue—four are already finished editorially—will be devoted to the topic of
‘first contact,” starting off with the Leinster story, and including Ivan Efremov’s rebuttal
“The Heart of the Serpent” and John Wyndham’s “Survival’’; No. 2 will be a Bradbury
issue, and also contain selections from John Baxter’s SF in the Cinema; No. 3 will be
devoted to French sf, with fiction by Gérard Klein (“Un Chant de Pierre” and others), J.H.
Rosny ain€, and criticism by E. Brandis (USSR); No. 4 will be a van Vogt issue (of whom
also one book will appear in the Kossuth series, either Slan, The Voyage of the Space Beagle
or The World of Null-A). Later issues will deal with the robot theme (with much Lem) and
the American new wave in sf.

Those are the regular sf publications in Hungary; there are also occasional titles from
other publishers. T4ncsics has published some Brian W. Aldiss, Germany’s Herbert W.
Franke and a nap koriil, a selection of short stories by Norwegian writers Jon Bing and Tor
Age Bringsvaerd (40,000 copies in hardcover).

My visit to Hungary offered me a unique opportunity to learn about publishing in the
socialist countries. Some of the things I learned there are truly mind-boggling, and I can
understand that some of the people at the SF Conference in Budapest were deeply disturbed
when they learned what is possible in Hungary, and how well they are informed there about
the sf of the whole world. Indeed, not only East European countries, but some in the West
are far behind the Hungarians; especially astonishing is how well they are equipped with
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SF IN FRENCH AND GERMAN
by Mark Purcell

As the regular subscribers know, LUNA has been permitting me a kind of column—
about the international sf booklist, Présence du Futur, put out by Denoél, Paris. What I am
reviewing is of course some of the more exciting books that haven’'t been (should be)
translated into American. That brings us to Herbert Werner Franke’s Cage with Orchids (La
Cage aux orchid€es), a PF-translation of a 1961 German novel. 1961 was apparently a
watershed year in modern sf: besides Heinlein’s Stranger and Clarke’s Moondust it was the
big Stanislaw Lem year in Poland, with four important titles. Cage with Orchids appeared as
part of an enormous burst of fiction by Franke in the early sixties: five novels, 1961-3, after
Green Comet, 1960, a collection of 65 short-shorts. Aside from German publishers’
catalogues, the only thing I've read about him in English, appeared as usual in LUNA
(12/71, p.7, an admiring reference in Rottensteiner’s profile on Lem). The new college
reference books on sf are worthless, but don’t worry. After LUNA and its peers run enough
articles, the desk-bound profs will read them and begin informing us about Franke.

Cage is an elaborate fantasia of ideas about robots and computerized worlds. Asimov’s
three laws are built into the plot’s construction. Two 3-man (human) exploring teams invade
a planet separately, in a vicious exploring competition. The planet, a far-off near-duplicate
of ours, has been emptied sometime in the past of its former human life, except as recorded
on telescreens as part of a preserved planetary history. A technically advanced human
civilization had been built on a robot-computer base; but by the time the two exploring
teams arrive, the thinking machines have taken over, always for the most high-minded,
cold-blooded reasons, and disposed of their human ‘masters,” quite scientifically and
protectively. Cage ends with compound surprises. Just as the (surviving) explorers are
shocked to learn what has happened to the planet’s resident humans, the ruling computers, a
bunch of symbiotic cubes actually, receive their own revelations about the human visitors.
The reader is astonished both ways. The long final explanation is as good as the windup
chapter in a vintage 1920-30 Carr-Freeman detective novel.

During the story the explorers’ behavior is murderously competitive; twice they
literally kill each other off, in Parts I-II. Then they’re resurrected. How? Read Part III.
Finally, the two Nice Guys, Al and Rene, are put on trial, efficiently and properly, by the
computer(s). The trial is an intelligent replica of a Western civilization court, based on close
study of the explorers’ own brains and cultural assumptions. Al and Rene even get a good
lawyer. He’s a thinking cube of course, like the rest of the computerized network that
makes up judge, prosecutor, walls, ceiling, machinery. This defense attorney has the best
line of dialogue (p.186). When the humans ask him if he’s reliable, he casually reassures
them: “You can check my circuits.”

In the novel’s structure, the actual trial reminds an sf reader of the climactic Martian
trial of the Oxbridge research scientists in C. S. Lewis’ Out of the Silent Planet. Writers
really are enormously influenced by other writers, even if Cage was written in the homeland
of the Nuremberg Trials. However, Lewis’ and Franke’s prosecutors make different charges.
In 1938 Lewis was objecting to the spread of human culture off our planet, as to the
spreading of a bacteria or germ. He opposed our progress, literally. But Cage argues that by
sheer ‘progress’ man can reach one of two possible dead ends. One is the exploring teams’
deadly jet-set eruption into other planets and cultures, with no interest left in research or
development. (The second dead end, Al and Rene encounter after the trial, when they learn
of the final disposal of the planet’s humanity by its robot servants.)

The exploration in the novel is so characterized as to satirize man’s questing,
aggressive instinct, even before the trial occurs. Presumably Cage criticizes western
colonialism and what liberals connote by ‘Vietnam’ as a word. Myself I would apply the
characters’ childish moral irresponsibility to suburban types I meet every day, both right
and left wing; rather than to the hard-working European colons who farmed and mined in
Asia and Africa. (When the same Europeans settled over here, they became our ‘pioneers.’)

Take the one woman character, Katja, and her treatment in the book both by author

and male characters. The average sf fan calls the appearance of doll-like types like Katja in
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his stories, ‘getting some sex into the book.’ (That reader-writer attitude is what flattens out
the female characters in most sf.) Katja comes ashore as part of a 3-man team, assigned with
Don, the crew leader, to have a child by him. In the book she sounds attractive to have
around, though of course unbelievable as part of an advanced research outfit. At one point
in the plot, it becomes logical for everyone to draw weapons. Katja finds a nice dagger and is
shortly filing her nails with it. Great!

In the course of Cage, before she is destroyed (and not reswrrected), she is drawn to
the hero, No. 3 in her crew, Al, Mr. Nice Guy. Partly this is because her mate, old Don, is
presented as an obtuse pig (the obtuseness is specifically made part of his command
personality). But Al’s niceness seems to consist of a genius for avoiding hard decisions.
Franke, the author, never makes Al responsible for the crew’s safety or, morally, Katja’s.
She destructs twice in scenes where a more protective type than Al could have done
something to prevent it.

In other words, Cage is magnificent hard sf. But it comes out of the mental world of
the suburban western intellectual, where authority-figures are all mean Daddies who don’t
run the world for a few social types, and are possessive about women. Al can’t understand
this; he’s not possessive about Katja. As a matter of fact, the story’s plot tends to make him
more interested in his buddy, Rene, than in some comy feminine type who wants a child.
But halt. Readers who know the story already, in German or French, will object that my
fuss about Katja’s treatment by the ‘hero’ ignores one vital point: does she exist? You see,
it’s important to the plot that the characters must break the speed of light to reach this
planet. Roughly speaking, Franke solves this problem by programming simulacra. Therefore,
one question raised till the final 2-page epilogue is: who’s ‘real’ among the exploring teams?
I can’t answer this objection without telling too much about the plot, but I don’t find
Franke’s final ‘revelation’ always consistent with what he’s previously told about the
characters.

Two oddities about Cage and Franke himself. First, I assume it’s only in the French
edition that there are missing chapter headings (in Parts I-II). Symbolism? The Franke
problem concerns his name. ‘“Herbert Franke” (1914--) is a great German scholar, interested
in both technology and Chinese culture. “Our” HF (1927--) also has a professional interest
in technology; so far his only English language translations concern non-fiction about
spelunking and the modern art-technology connections. Are the two HF’s related, or only
namesakes?

SF IN FRENCH: A REPLY [I'd like to add a few remarks to Mark Purcell’s intelligent
account of Capoulet-Junac in LUNA Monthly no. 32. As far as we can tell so far, the book
has had a fine reception in Germany. In France, however, criticism was devastating. Indeed,
one French writer with whom I'm acquainted thought it almost a national shame that
French sf should be represented by this novel. On the other hand, I had to turn down all the
French sf offered to me as fine examples of the art. I think however, that G
do very well in the U.S.A: he should appeal to the fans who think Theodore Sturgeon a
great writer—he shows the same stylistic accomplishment and the same pseudo-profundity.
His novel Les seigneurs de la guerre (originally in his own series Ailleurs et Demain, Robert
Laffont) has just been bought by Doubleday. It’s a rather complicated affair, complete with
parallel worlds, time travel, interstellar warfare, monsters and much philosophical jazz. It
will do well, although it is ultimately rather meaningless.

5 —Franz Rottensteiner
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SCIENCE FICTION FOR THE BLIND
by Neil Barron

It is probably safe to say that all readers of this fanzine are sighted. Not
everyone is so fortunate -- over half amillion Americans are functionally blind,
and among them may be someone youknow who shares your interest in sf, or who
might be interested if they could obtain sf books available in Braille, as a talking
book (16 2/3 rpm records), or on tape cassettes or sometimes open reel tapes.
My purpose is to provide you with some basic information on this subject in the
hope that you can shareyour knowledge with others who are either blind or whose
vision is so limited that eventhe recently introduced Large Type editions are not
satisfactory.

While no one knows the exact number of science fiction books available in
one of the three forms usable by the blind, the figure almost certainly does not
exceed 700 titles, whichis a very respectable total. Few libraries have anywhere
near this number in hard or soft cover, and not many fans probably own this
many. The number is especially impressive when you realize that the majority
of all books are available only in Braille,hand transcribed by volunteers. Braille
books are costly and time-consuming to produce and are naturally bulky compared
to the printed original. For example, Asimov's "I, Robot" runs three volumes,
Van Vogt's "Voyage of the Space Beagle," five. Braille will probably always be
the dominant type, although the development of convenient tape cassettes, which
can be duplicated relatively cheaply compared to Braille, is likely to alter the
picture. Talking books are merely records which play at half the speed of the
standard LP and which canbe playedon either a four-speed changer or turntable,
or on an inexpensive U.S. government player specifically designed for the pur-
pose. A still slower speed of 8 1/3 rpm has been proposed, which would bring
records down to about the speed of a cassette, still adequate for speech.

By far the largest collection of sf for the blind is owned by the Iowa Com-
mission for the Blind Library, 4th and Keosauqua Way, Des Moines, Iowa 50309,
Mrs. Florence Grannis, the commission librarian who graciously furnished me
with much of the information for this article, estimates that their collection num-
bers between 475 and 500 books in all three media. In all but a few cases, no
title is duplicated in another medium. This is more than all the other libraries
for the blind put together. Further,the commission's director, Kenneth Jernigan,
owns an additional 200+ titles, almost certainly the largest privately owned
Braille collection of sf. A complete title and author index to both the commis-
sion's library and to Mr. Jernigan's personal collection is maintained, covering
both novels and short stories. Lists of the library's Braille books and other
media will be sent to serious readers upon request.

Among the magazines, only Galaxy is available in Braille or on open reel
tapes. Braille subscriptions cost $15 peryear,each issue filling three volumes,
and are available from the Clovernook Home and School for the Blind, 7000 Ham-~
ilton Avenue, Cincinnati 45231, Tapes are prepared by the Iowa library and go
back to about 1962, with the Braille editions beginning about 1965,

Borrowing from libraries servicing the blind is relatively simple. For
Braille books, the normal procedure is to either request the book directly from
the library servicing the region in which the borrower lives, or to go through
your local library, which can usually arrange the loan. Materials for the blind
are sent free through the mails. Copies of the taped books in either cassette or
open reel form may be purchased from the Iowa library for $2 per cassette or
reel, Regionallibraries includinglowa's are listedin a pamphlet directory issued
by the Division for the Blind and Physically Handicapped, Library of Congress,
Washington, D.C. 20542, which acts as a coordinating agency. Your state library,
if not the regional library itself, can easily supply the name and address of the

Continued on Page 40 13






AN INTERVIEW WITH ALFRED BESTER
Conducted by Paul Walker*

Alfred Bester: As a professional interviewer of long standing this proposal of yours strikes
me as being rather odd. In my experience it is essential to have face-to-face meetings with
the interviewee so that one can take advantage of every casual remark and aside to open up
new paths of exploration. Also, facial expressions, body English, and tones of voice must be
keenly observed in order to capture the quality of the man.

However, if you prefer to use the question and answer technique by mail, it’s quite all
right with me. Since I’m a professional author I’m used to thinking, speaking, and writing
the same language, so go ahead and start shooting your questions.

All right. As a professional interviewer of long standing, you have just walked into
your office and there sits Alfred Bester. What do you see?

You come into Bester’s office at Holiday magazine; he’s senior editor. The office is
more of a workshop; no desk, just work tables, typewriters, papers, and Mss. piled
everywhere, odd vintage posters on the walls, illumination solely by lamps (apparently he
dislikes ceiling lights); one wall of cork to which is pinned scores of notes and reminders.
Bester is on a high stool correcting galley proofs at a large drafting table. You see a big guy
wearing heavy spectacles, brown crewcut hair, carefully trimmed beard gone white. He steps
down from the stool, shakes hands, takes your coat and hangs it up, seats you in a
comfortable chair, climbs up on the stool again and lights a cigarette, always chatting
cordially in order to put you at your ease. He talks about anything and everything that
comes to his mind.

His voice is a light tenor (except when he’s angry; then it turns harsh and strident)
and is curiously inflected. In one sentence he can run up and down an octave. He has a
tendency to drawl his vowels. He has lived abroad for some years so his speech pattern is
mid-Atlantic. Sometimes it may seem affected, for certain European pronunciations seem to
stay with him. (GAR-ahj for garage, miss-ile and fraj-ile.) On the other hand his speech is
larded with the profanity of the entertainment business, Yiddish words, professional
phrases. What you don’t know yet is that he instinctively adapts his speech to the pattern of
his vis-a-vis in order to put him at his ease. You’ll find that out when you watch him in
action with other people.

He warms you by relating to you, showing interest in you, above all by listening to
you. Once he senses that you’re at your ease he shuts up and listens, only speaking when
something you say requires a response. Occasionally he will break in to ask a question, argue
a point, or ask you to enlarge on an idea. Now and then he will say, “Wait a minute; you're
going too fast. I have to think about that.” Then he compresses his lips, thinks hard for a
few minutes, and either agrees or disagrees with you. He has some mannerisms; he uses the
pointed finger of an accusing district attormey as an exclamation point for an idea which he
likes or a phrase which you have turned well, as an ex-jock he has the habit of showing
approval for someone by giving them a hard pat on the behind (you see football players
doing that every weekend), and when he’s stimulated by a concept he begins to pace
excitedly. He laughs a lot, with you and at himself, and his laughter is loud and uninhibited.
He’s a kind of noisy guy.

He’s been a professional most of his working life and experience and constant tnought
and analysis have sharpened his creative perception and firmed his standards. The result is
that he’s intensely decisive, which makes some people accuse him of being opinionated. He
says he most certainly is, that it’s part of the creative life, that an artist must make a
statement, and that he’s always willing to consider arguments against his decisions.

* %k %k

He was borm on Manhattan Island, December 18, 1913, of a middle-class
hard-working family. He was born a Jew, but the family was entirely indifferent to religion,
so he is too. However, since he looks like, and is often taken for, a Black Irishman, he
sometimes finds it necessary to mention that he’s a Jew because he’ll be damned if he’ll let

anybody think he’s trying to pass. He remembers when he started his interviews with Danny
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Kaye that Kaye and his entourage were strangely constrained and formal with him,
Suddenly it dawned on him, “My God! They think I’m a goy.” Fortunately his wife had
given him a set of lovely cufflinks with the Hebrew letter for good luck on them. He wore
them at the next session, everybody spotted them and warmed up.

He went to the last Little Red Schoolhouse in Manhattan, to a beautiful brand new
high school built on the very peak of Washington Heights (it’s his impression that Geo,
Washington lost that battle and had to get the hell out of there), and to the University of
Pennsylvania, the very lowest of the Ivy League colleges. The Little Red Schoolhouse is now
a city landmark. The beautiful high school is now the sad scene of virulent racial warfare,
but the university has improved immeasurably since his time. It finally went co-ed. You can
have no idea how his class of ’35 hungered for women.

He had been fascinated by science fiction ever since Hugo Gernsback’s magazines first
appeared on the stands. He suffered through the dismal years of space opera when science
fiction was being written by the hacks of pulp Westerns who simply translated the Lazy X
ranch into the Planet X and then wrote the same stories using space pirates instead of cattle
rustlers. He welcomed the glorious epiphany of John Campbell who, single-handedly,
brought about the Golden Age of science fiction.

After he graduated from the university he really didn’t know what he wanted to do
with himself. In retrospect he realizes that what he needed was a wanderjahr, but this
European custom was unheard of in the States. After thrashing and loafing about to the
intense pain of his parents, he finally took a crack at writing a science fiction story
(“Broken Axiom” 1939) which was submitted to Standard magazines (Thrilling Wonder
Stories). Two editors there, Mort Weisinger and Jack Schiff, took an interest in him. He
thinks mostly because he had just finished Joyce’s “Ulysses” and they would discuss it
intently. They showed him how to revise the story into acceptable form and bought it. (It
won the Amateur Short Story contest, appearing in April of ’39.) They continued their kind
help and he’s never stopped being grateful to them. He still visits them occasionally.

When the comic book explosion burst, these two editors were hired by the Donenfelt
Group (1941). There was a desperate need for writers to provide the scenarios for the artists
so Weisinger and Schiff brought him along with them. He hadn’t the faintest idea of how to
write comics scripts but there was one brilliant and talented writer named Bill Finger who
took him in hand one rainy Saturday afternoon and gave him an incisive and lucid lesson in
the craft. It was the ultimate in generosity.

He wrote comics for some three or four years with increasing expertise and success.
These were the years of his apprenticeship. George Burns, mourning the death of vaudeville,
said, “There just ain’t no place for kids to be lousy anymore.” His apprenticeship gave him
the chance to get all the lousy writing out of his system and learn the patterns and
techniques that make for professionalism.

He was married by then and his wife was a radio actress. One day she told him that
the radio show, Nick Carter, was looking for scripts. He took one of his best comic book
stories, translated it into a radio script, and it was accepted. Then his wife told him that a
new show, Charlie Chan, was having script problems. He did the same thing. By the end of
the year he was a regular contributor to Nick Carter and the exclusive writer on Chan, and
branching out to The Shadow, Treasury Agent, the Jimmy Melton Show and others. His
comic book days were over.

The transition to TV was difficult, because of the visual constraints on the
imagination. In radio he could go anywhere and do anything with sound effects. He'd say to
the sound man, “Listen, next week the big scene will be a rock fall in a cavern.” The sound
man would reply, “Okay. We’ll use the avalanche record. I'll start it at 33 and speed it up to
78 for the finish. Inside a cave, huh? I’d better put in a request for overall echo.” But try to
ask for the same scene in telly. The producer and his budget would scream bloody murder.

E N I

For Bester science fiction was a safety valve, an excape hatch, a release from the
constraints of script-writing. An idea which no network would touch could be done as a
science fiction story. But when he switched from script-writing to magazine piece-writing,
his entire creative life changed.
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He was no longer immured in his workshop; he was now getting out and meeting and
interviewing dozens of interesting people in fascinating professions every week, and there
were no holds barred on what he wrote. He became completely independent and
autonomous and no longer needed a safety valve. That’s why his science fiction stopped.
Reality had become so colorful and rewarding that he no longer needed the refuge of
fantasy. That’s where he’s been; in the real world, the adult world, hopefully still learning,
maturing, experimenting.

‘He’ (You) seems to be saying that science fiction is no profession for a grown man.

My answer will win me many enemies, but to hell with them. Science fiction is no
profession for a grown man. It can be a delightful hobby, but never to be taken seriously.
Those who devote themselves to science fiction full time are often cases of arrested
development. You have only to read the letters written by science fiction authors to the
SFWA Bulletin to take my point. So many of them are completely childish. They sound like
children squabbling in a playpen.

* ok %k

Science fiction was never a source of my income; it has always been a delightful
recreation. As a matter of fact, when Horace Gold coaxed and badgered me into writing The
Demolished Man, I lost money. I had to give up two shows to do the job. But I must admit
that I didn’t like the shows I was writing anyway.

How did you come to work with H.L. Gold? And what was he like?

I presume that Horace Gold and I met in the radio days before WWII, but it must
have been so casual that I really didn’t know who he was when he telephoned me out of a
clear sky after the war to ask me to write for Galaxy, which he had launched with
tremendous success. I begged off, explaining that I had never been much of a science fiction
author, had no high opinion of my ability compared to the greats of the time, and anyway
was busy with other work.

Horace didn’t give up. He would call every so often to chat and gossip, in the course
of which he managed to argue that I was really a better writer than I thought, that he
wanted very much to have me in Galaxy, and didn’t I have any ideas I'd be interested in
working out? Then we’d go on to shop-talk about the ideas of the contemporary science
fiction writers and how we felt they’d handled or mishandled them.

I enjoyed these professional gossips with Horace so much that I began to feel
beholden to him, At last I agreed to submit some story ideas for his judgment and sent him
perhaps a dozen. Horace called, discussed them all very sensibly and realistically, and at last
suggested combining two of the ideas into what ultimately became The Demolished Man. He
knew that I wanted to write an ‘open’ suspense story in which no secrets are kept from the
reader except the final resolution.

The coaxing phone calls continued. Horace had had frightful experiences in the
European and Pacific theaters during WWII, had been released from the service suffering
from complete agoraphobia, and was therefore housebound. He could not leave his
apartment. So he lived on the phone and it was on the phone that the book progressed from
the exploratory stage to the planning stage, each of us receiving ideas from the other. It was
an ideal collaboration of author and editor, and the next thing I knew Horace had
maneuvered me into committing myself to writing the novel. The collaboration continued
throughout most of the early stages of the book, but when I really got under way and began
to pick up momentum, I didn’t need to appeal to Horace for help and advice as often as
before. He understood this, too. He really was, for me, the ideal editor.

What was he like? About five-ten, heavy-set, going bald, strangely pale, almost
transparent after having been indoors so many years. He had a fine baritone voice, was
well-spoken often with comedic inflections. He had a keen sense of humor and the absurd,
but at the same time an intensely personal and psychiatric-oriented approach to stories and
ideas. We could always agree and disagree and argue with equanimity because we both knew
we liked and respected each other. There was never any danger of loss of face, and certainly

no competition between us. Above all else, Horace tried to make his writers write better
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than their very best, and I admired that.

Horace didn’t have to badger me into writing Stars, My Destination. After the success
of the first book (which came as a tremendous surprise to me) I was encouraged to try
again. I already had the premise and pattern of the story well in mind. I took off for Europe
and lived abroad for a couple of years, and the novel was written thousands of miles away
from Horace. He knew I was working on it, of course, as did some others (I had to keep
writing to Horace, Tony Boucher, and Willy Ley for fact information; the libraries in Rome
were inadequate for my purposes) and when I returned to New York with the ms. there was
some competition for the book. Horace held strongly that I was morally obliged to let him
have it and I had to agree with him,

In your letters you repeatedly use the words ‘professional’ and ‘professionalism.’ How
would you define them?

Professionalism seems to be a dirty word today, which rather embarrasses me because
although I speak the vulgate of the entertainment business, my most damning curse is
‘unprofessional.” Civilians can’t understand this and seem to resent it. (The expression
‘civilians’ for nonprofessionals was coined by Sylvia Fine, Mrs. Danny Kaye.) ‘Civilian’ is the
ultimate in contempt for me, but it must be understood that I have no contempt for the
civilian at large, he’s a nice, appreciative guy; I’'m only contemptuous of the civilian who
pretends to be a professional without the slightest idea of what it’s all about.

What is professionalism? The definition is short and simple, but with enormous
ramifications. When you’re a pro the job is the boss. The professional is dedicated to getting
the job done. The job rules him and takes precedence over his or anybody else’s personal
problems: pride, hostility, jealousy, ambition, ego, etc. My God! the number of so-called
pros who were really civilians that I've tried to work with in my time! You get nowhere
with them. Civilians haveda tendency to equate professionalism with slickness and
superficiality. This is a mistake. The most realistic and naturalistic performance by an artist
is usually the end-product of the severe training and discipline of an experienced
professional. And it is only training and discipline that can transform the civilian into a pro.

Severe training and discipline implant in the writer: A deadline must be met. Let the
world crumble over your head, but meet your deadline. Always write a story the hard way.
When you have an idea a dozen easy ways of treating it will come to mind. Reject them.
Search and sweat for the hardest, most challenging way of handling the idea. The tougher
the challenge, the better the story. Give an idea time to mature in the back of your mind.
It’s a mistake to band into a story the very moment you have an idea. Be on the alert at all
times for material you may be able to use: situations, characters, fragments of conversation,
the most trivial incidents. Keep a Commonplace Book and enter them. Read everything you
possibly can with an iron memory for what you’ve read. Always think story. Don’t think
about a story. When you think about a story you’re outside it as a bystander. When you
think story you’re in it, acting and feeling all the roles. There’s a last, extremely subtle
requirement which very few people, professionals included, can understand. You must train
yourself to think, speak, and write the identical language.

No writer should start a story with only a vague idea of where he wants to go and
how he’s going to get there. That’s Disaster City, and that’s why I insist one must allow time
for an idea to mature. I’'ve already said that one must train and discipline oneself to write
the hard way. If a writer falls into the habit of easy, indifferent work, he has only himself to
blame. There’s no mystery to this. He knows that professional athletes must go into hard
training to prepare themselves for their work. Doesn’t it occur to him that the same holds
true for writers? A first rate professional writer stays in hard training all his life and is
willing to pay the price. Willing? Eager! What makes a hack or a sell-out? Flabbiness of
character. The art is the man; the man is the art.

I am what I write; I write what I am. There’s no line separating the job from Bester.
We are one and indivisible. Don’t forget, I’m thinking story. I am the story and the story is
me, often to the amusement of my wife. How many times have I heard her say to a friend,
““He doesn’t like me these days. He just married his ingenue.”

I have only one religion, my profession, and if there’s a patron saint of writers I know
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I can look him in the eye and say, “‘I may have failed often but, by God, I never betrayed
my religion.”

How do you write?

How? Let’s use the history of “Fondly Fahrenheit” as an example. I had come across
a throw-away by Mark Twain about the first Negro slave to be executed for murder in
Missouri. Twain reported that the slave had been guilty of the same crime in Virginia, but
his owner had smuggled him out because the slave was too valuable to be given up to justice.
I thought this conflict would make an exciting concept for a story, extrapolated into the
future, and entered it in my Commonplace Book. There it rested for a time. I tried outlining*
occasionally but got nowhere because I hadn’t yet tackled the problem of how a perfectly
conditioned android could do such an irrational thing as murder.

Later, leafing through my notes, I came across an entry on the statistics of crime and
violence and the fact that they usually come to a peak in hot weather. “Ah!” I said to
myself, “that explains the android. His is a thermo-biological reaction.”

I began outlining again but as I got deeper into the story I was blocked again. *“So the
master discovers that the slave responds irrationally to heat,” I said to myself. ‘‘So what?
It’s not enough. The story needs something more.” It was put away and more time passed.
Then, again leafing through the Commonplace Book, looking for something else, I came
across a note on psychotic projection; that the psychotic often unconsciously projects his
madness onto others. The writer’s mind, always on the alert, always opportunistic, said,
“This is the extra you’ve been looking for in the android story. The slave isn’t mad; it’s the
master.”

At this point I took fire and began to pace excitedly, running the story through my
mind over and over again, visualizing the characters, conflicts, and scenes, feeling the
patterns and the tempo of the story. I was now inside it. Suddenly I recalled a device which
I'd never been permitted to try on TV, that of telling a story from a multiple point of view.
“By God! That’s the final touch. It’ll work perfectly,” I said, ran for the typewriter and
started work. The story was two years taking shape. It took two days to write the first draft.
This is how I work; a long, patient preparation, and then the actual writing in a burst.

Back to definitions. How would you define an artist? A hack? A ‘serious novelist’?

I'm reluctant to define terms, but I'll have a try. Hack, to me, means a writer who
uses old formulas and cliches which may have been novel many years ago but which are stale
and exhausted today. He also uses cardboard characters. It must always be the author’s job
to lead and astonish the reader. The hack never bothers with this ideal; he’s just making a
living.

“But a man must live,” you may say. “Not without dignity,” I answer. And don’t
think my dignity came cheap; it had to be earned the hard way.

In my opinion the artist is anyone who creates, from a housewife creating a new
recipe to the graphic artist who creates a new sight or the composer who creates a new
sound. A great biologist was once asked what discovery was. He said, “Discovery is seeing
what everybody sees, but thinking what no one else has thought.” This would be my
definition of art and the artist.

I really can’t say what a ‘serious novelist’ is. I'm afraid I’'m hostile to the idea as a
portentous concept of the literary establishment to which I'm also hostile. One story may
illuminate my attitude. I was sitting and chatting with Mel Brooks in my summer cottage
out on Fire Island. A young script-writer came in and began complaining bitterly about the
compromises he was being forced to make by the networks. After he left I said to Mel,
“Good God! What have we been doing but compromising all our working lives, with
networks, clients, stars. It’s an achievement if we can get half of what we want through.”
Mel made a face. “He’s a dreamer,” he said. “If he can’t compromise let him go to an ivory
tower and write a serious novel. And good luck to him.” That’s my idea of the ‘serious
novelist.” I'm in the entertainment business. I leave messages to Western Union.

None of these terms have any effect on me. I learn from the writers I enjoy and
admire, no matter how they’re classed. I write the damned best stories and articles [ possibly
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Coming Attractions

F&SF - - July

Serial
The Brave Free Men, by Jack Vance
Short Stories
A Practical Invention, by Leonard Tush-
net
3-OK, by Ruth Berman
For a While There, Herbert Marcuse, I
Thought You Were Maybe Right
about Alienation and Eros, by Robin
Scott Wilson
A Sense of the Future, by Stephen Barr
A New and Happy Woman, by Wayne
Bongianni
Shaffery Among the Immortals, by Fred-
erik Pohl
Science
The Tragedy of the Moon, by Isaac
Asimov
Cover by Ron Walotsky for “The Brave
Free Men”

GALAXY - - July/August

Serial
Dying Inside, by Robert Silverberg
Novella
Seventy Years of Decpop, by Philip Jose
Farmer
Novelette
For G.0.D.’s Sake, by David Gerrold
Short Stories
Farewell to the Artifacts, by Sandy
Fisher
Woman’s Rib, by Thomas N. Scortia
Cover by dJack Gaughan, suggested by
“Farewell to the Artifacts”

IF - - July/August

Serial
The Book of Rack the Healer, by Zach
Hughes
Novella
The Merchants of Venus, by Frederik
Pohl
Short Stories
Last Train from Earth, by Doris Piser-
chia
Comet, Cairn and Capsule, by Duncan
Lunan
Hard Sell, by Piers Anthony
The Men at Kappa, by William Lee
Cover by Jack Gaughan, suggested by ‘“The

Book of Rack the Healer”

Current Issue
AMAZING - - July

Serial
Other Days, Other Eyes, by Bob Shaw
Novella
The Unknown, by Christopher Anvil
Novelettes
Freedom Across the River, by Robert
Taylor
There’s a Special Kind Needed Out
There, by William Rotsler
Short Story
Smileaway, by Bruce Paley
Portfolio
Frank R. Paul: Ralph 124C 41+, by
Hugo Gernsback
Cover by Todd and Bode

For the Record
ANALOG - - May

Serial
A Transatlantic Tunnel, Hurrah! by
Harry Harrison
Short Novel
Solo Kill, by S. Kye Boult
Short Stories
Lunchbox, by Howard Waldrop
The Observer, by Clifford D. Simak
Mirror Image, by Isaac Asimov
Science Fact
Celestial Mechanics, by Rowland E.
Bums
Editorial
Life Cycles
Cover by Leo Summers for *““Solo Kill”

Current Issue
ANALOG - - June

Serial
A Transatlantic Tunnel, Hurrai! by
Harry Harrison
Novelettes
Hero, by Joe W. Haldeman
The Darkness to Come, by Robert B.
Marcus Jr.
Short Stories
Klysterman’s Silent Violin, by Michael
Rogers
Science Fact
Strong Poison 2, by Carl A. Larson
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Guest Editorial

A NON-EDITORIAL
by Greg Bear

In portions of the nation today there is a rising trend to view the problems of society
in a simplistic fashion. When at one time (and even now, among some factions) sex was
considered the major element of that group of evils, the World, the Flesh, and the Devil, it
was thought (with the same logic that gave us voodoo and other forms of symbolistic magic)
that the denial of the symbol of sex would eliminate the problem itself. Now, it is generally
acknowledged that sex is not as bad as we were told it was—society is changing in its usual
formless, but by-no-means patternless way—and we find ourselves faced with the far more
painful and realistic problem of violence.

The problem, of course, is not new, and the voodoo solutions of Frederic Wertham
and crew were far from new when they were first enacted to bring about the comics code
and effectively end the career of EC and similar companies. But did people find themselves
surrounded by nice, well-adjusted kids after the symbol had been eliminated? Not at all. The
crime rate among juveniles has risen tremendously, and in psychiatric circles (not to
mention circles of comic fans) Frederic Wertham is a laughable, pitiable name.

But Wertham is himself a symbol, and the elimination of his personal effectiveness
hasn’t eliminated the problem he represents.

In California it will be a misdemeanor to sell toy bombs, grenades, ‘monster’ dolls,
mock torture instruments, and toys of that ilk after the first of July, 1972. The bill enacted
by Governor Reagan from a measure proposed by Assemblyman John Burton had been
killed in three previous legislative sessions, but because of its political ‘harmlessness’ and
general unimportance, it was passed and is now.on the books waiting for the inevitable legal
scrabbles which will render it ineffective. Assembleyman John Burton is, you see, a
small-fry, and his bill is a concession with two aims, First, it will pander to the growing
sentiment against war and organized violence (of the young people) and to the physically
similar, but socially different resentment of rising crime rates—that is, unorganized violence
and theft. It will, of course, bring Burton’s name into the limelight and give him the
self-image, if not the public image, of being a crusader.

Crusaders on moral issues have always frightened me far more than the issues they’ve
fought for or against, generally because their tone is one of holier-than-thou, I shall lead
thee! But in this case I am less frightened than amused.

The aim of the bill is not to stop the sale of toy weapons, even though Burton says he
would like to extend it to cover such things as machine guns and bazookas, “that I think are
harmful to the mental well-being of children...” The aim is to principally stop one major
company, Aurora Plastics, from manufacturing a variety of model kits which utilize
basically gruesome themes. Burton’s definition of gruesome and unhealthy is broad,
including “Frankenstein, Dracula, Wolfman, Mummy, King Kong, Creature, Hunchback,”
etc. model kits. The result of this is that Frankenstein and Dracula, two of the most beloved
creations of the twentieth century (rivaling even Mickey Mouse), and the actors who
portrayed them in such an effective fashion, are now in a sense outlaws.

Yet the examples Burton uses in his campaign are generally rather disgusting. One of
the lead items is a Vampirella (yes, Forry) model kit with the darling vamp swinging a
pendulum down over another luscious, scantily clad bit of squirming femininity. A sharp
pendulum, a la Edgar Allan Poe. This is, let’s face it, a little gross, and the guillotine kit
which Aurora has made much money on is also a bit gruesome—no thanks to the financial
wizardry of Jim Warren and the Aurora designers.

But it is equally gross and disgusting to suggest that these self-same model kits, along
with weapons of mass violence, will cause mental aberrations in the minds of our
youngsters. This is, in fact, only an excuse to impose moral will on those too weak to
understand or fight back—for example, the poor, grimy, thirteen-year old kid that we all
once were, who has such fun reveling in the impact of death and destruction. Death and its
ally, pain and suffering, are fascinating things to all young children, as fascinating as sex,
because they are prominent forces in the real world. If they are met with censorship and
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Have You Read?

Adler, Michael “There Really Was a
Dracula, Historians Discover’ National
Enquirer, April 23

Alpert, Hollis ‘“Milk-plus and Ultra-vio-
lence” (Kubrick) Seturday Review, Dec.
25 p.40-1+

Babrick, Jean A. [Reply to “‘Science Fic-
tion: Bridge Between Two Cultures” by
Sheila Schhwartz] English Journal, April
p.582-3

Bailey, Hilary ‘“Blast Off! SF for the
Younger Reader” Times Educational
Supplement, Oct. 22 p.23
“Time and the Space Ship’ Times Ed-
ucational Supplement, Nov. 12 p.19

Balcerzak, Ewa ‘“‘Stanislaw Lem - At Mid-
point Between Science and Thought”
Polish Literature no.3, 1971 p.3-8

Barber, Bob *“‘Prisoners Resist Clockwork
Orange Aversion Therapy” Los Angeles
Free Press, March 3 p.9

Briney, Robert E. ‘“Sax Rohmer Revisit-
ed” pt. 2 Views and Reviews, Winter
1972 p.56

Burgess, Jackson “A Clockwork Orange”
(review) Film Quarterly, Spring p.33-6

Cater, Bill “The Lord of the Legends”
(Tolkien) London Times Magazine, Jan.
2 p.24-5+

Chedzoy, Alan ‘“‘Side-effects of Tolkien”
Guardian (London) Jan. 12

Clarke, Arthur C. “What Ever Happened to
Flying Saucers?’’ Saturday Evening Post,
Summer 1971 p.10

Cocks, Jay “Space Oddity” (Silent Run-
ning) Time, April 17 p.91
“Time Machine” (House of Wax) Time,
Jan, 31 p.40-1

Coleman, John “Kubrick’s Ninth” (Clock-
work Orange) New Statesman, Jan. 14
p.55-6

“Crichton Strain Time, May 8 p.87-8

Crossley, Winnifred Moffett “Reach for the
Moon: Books for Children and Young
People” Top of the News, April
p.297-302

Cyclops “Vonnegut Turn Deserves Anoth-
er’” Life, March 17 p.16

Darrach, Brad ‘“Andromeda’s Author Casts
a Long Shadow in Hollywood” Life,
March 3 p.65

Drury, Roger W. “Realism Plus Fantasy
Equals Magic”” Horn Book Magazine,
April p.113-9

»

Farmer, Philip Jose “Tarzan Lives’
Esquire, April p.127-9+

Friend, Beverly ‘““The Sci-Fi Scene” Chi-
cago Daily News—Panorama, April 22-23
p.8

“From the Gut” (Malcolm McDowell)
Newsweek, Feb. 14 p.89-90

Galbreath, Robert, ed. “The Occult: Stud-
ies and Evaluations” Journal of Popular
Culture, Winter p.627-754

Gellman, Rick “How Not to Write a Sci-
ence Fiction Story” Undercurrent
(SUNY at Buffalo) v.4 no.19 sect.l
p.13+

Gilliatt, Penelope ‘Slaughterhouse” New
Yorker, April 1 p.93

Green, Benny ‘“Through Looking Glasses”
(Lewis Carroll) Spectator, Dec. 25
p.943-4

Hammond, Allen L. ‘“Academic Freedom
at Stanford: Lessons of the Franklin
Case” Science, March 17 p.1223-5

Hickey, Neil “Between Time and Timbuk-
tu” (Vonnegut) TV Guide, March 11
p.24-6

Hill, Russell “Posing the Future” Media &
Methods, March p.54-5

Jordan, Clive ‘“Among the Lost Things”
(Anna Kavan) The Daily Telegraph Mag-
azine, Feb. 25 p.39-40+

Knight, Arthur “Space Craft” (Slaughter-
house-five) Saturday Review, April 15
p.10-11

“Kubrick: Degrees of Madness” Time, Dec.
20 p.80-5

Kuse, Hildegard R. “Man on the Moon’
Materials for Adults and Young Adults”
Top of the News, April p.287-96

Lahr, John ‘“On-Stage” (Alice in Wonder-
land) The Village Voice, March 9 p.56+

Lehmann-Haupt, Christopher ‘“The Putrid
Goo and the Zombie” (Mutant 59, and
A Report from Group 17) New York
Times, March 16 p.45

Leonardo Nierman (art, incl. Vision of the
Universe section) Editorial Artes de Mex-
ico, 1971. $20.00. Available from Wit-
tenborn & Co., 1018 Madison Ave, New
York, N.Y. 10021

Marsano, William “Grokking Mr. Spock”
(Star Trek Con) TV Guide, March 25
p.16-19

Millar, Gavin ‘Treatment and Ill-Treat-
ment” (Clockwork Orange) The Listener
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S F and the Cinema

SILENT RUNNING Universal Pictures release. Directed by Douglas Trumbull. Produced
by Douglas Trumbull and Michael Gruskoff. Screenplay by Deric Washburn, Mike Cimino
and Steven Bochco. Starring Bruce Dern, Cliff Potts, Ron Rifkin, Jesse Vint. Music
composed and conducted by Peter Schickele. Original songs sung by Joan Baez. 90 min.
Rating: G

Silent Running from Universal Pictures is an example of the growing number of
serious science fiction films appearing these days. I don’t think it will go down in the ranks
of the all-time best sf films, but it has enough interesting points to warrant close study.

The picture was conceived and directed by Douglas Trumbull, who did some of the
special effects for Kubrick’s 2001. Silent Running has many points of resemblance with
2001, the story takes place on a spaceship far from Earth, and sentient machines play a
major role. Unlike Kubrick, however, Trumbull puts the robots on the good guy’s side.

Briefly, the plot goes something like this. In an unspecified future time, the only
plant and animal life left is located in gardens enclosed in geodesic domes, which are
themselves attached to space ships orbiting (for no good reason that is given in the film) the
planet Saturn. Of the four man crew of the “Valley Forge,” only one (played by Bruce
Dern) really likes or appreciates plants, animals, natural things in general. The other tiree
are colorless products of a sterile, artificial society which is now universal on Earth. They
ridicule Dern’s feeling for the little animals that inhabit the domes, and even his preference
for natural foods over the synthetic variety.

Upon receipt of orders to destruct the domes and return to Earth, Demn blows his top
and kills one of his crewmates when the latter tries to destroy one of the domes. Having
committed himself to rebellion, Derm is forces to dispose of the other two crewmen as well.
Dern reports a malfunction to tne fleet command ship and takes the “Valley Forge”
through Saturn’s rings. He is temporarily given up for dead by the fleet commander.

During his lonely journey around Saturn, Dern tries to pass the time by tending to his
one remaining garden, and by personifying the little service robots called drones. In the end,
his ship is rediscovered by a fleet of search vessels. Dern, with no place to go, destroys the
“Valley Forge” with a nuclear charge. However, before he suicides, Dern ejects the
garden—sending it on an endless journey into deep space, its living things being cared for by
one remaining robot.

What we have here is a strong emotional statement wrapped in a nuts and bolts
package. This is the sort of thing which Bradbury could have written, and it succeeds, at
least partially, in creating a wistful, even tragic mood. After all, nobody likes to think of all
those cute little bunnies and squirrels getting blown to atoms. How awful of nasty old
mankind to rape his planet!

But wait a minute—there are a few unanswered questions here. First, how can man
survive on Earth if all plant and animal life has died? Second, why was this project set up in
the first place if man no longer cares about natural things? There are also some scientific
weak points. For instance, what produces the artificial gravity aboard the “Valley Forge?”
For another, why park the garden-ships in orbit around Saturmn? The only reason seems to be
that this makes possible an exciting run through the rings by the “Valley Forge” as it seeks
to escape.

The plot tends to lag in the middle, which is understandable. Without his comrades,
Demn is quite alone, and loneliness isn’t too exciting. Also, there is a strong element of
hopelessness about the whole film. Dern really is doomed from the start.

The film has two main strong points. The first is an almost poignant mood created by
effective use of the harmony and beauty of the garden and its creatures. A pair of wistful
songs sung by Joan Baez add to the effect.

The other interesting aspect is the trio of little drones, squat robots which become
Dern’s ‘friends’ after the demise of the other humans. Dem teaches them to operate on a leg
wound (received in his fight with one of the crewmen) and even to play poker. The poker
playing scene is really something. Dern names the drones Huey, Dewey, and Louie. That
may be a bit too much for some fans, but I liked it. The drones are certainly more
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The acting is stylish without being pretentious. There are nice touches provided by all
the stars, and the actors and actress playing the drones—tiny robots originally designed for
maintenance of the freighters—do amazing things with their limited material. Again, the
machines emerge as completely sympathetic characters, almost human. This
anthropomorphosis gives the film some of its childlike atmosphere—but Trumbull avoids
Disneyish simplicity by having Freeman Lowell provide most of the humanizing
observations. What human-like things the robots do—tapping toes impatiently, cheating at
cards, ‘mourning’ the loss of a companion drone—are generally subtle, allowing the audience
to provide the interpretation.

Trumbull has learned much from Kubrick about the basics of cinematography. He
sustains certain scenes—particularly with Bruce Dern—to achieve a maximum emotional
effect, and to use the actor to his utmost. The low (by comparison to 2001) budget is
hidden by skillful repetition of certain scenes, and the padding allows maximum cinematic
quality without being obvious. Not once (on two viewings) does the reality of the film
falter.

The visual effects, just a shade below those of 2001 as far as model-work believability,
are otherwise enormously successful. The effects of Saturn are stunning, almost
unbelievable, and the film is constantly providing a visual sense-of-wonder, often with as
much impact as 2001.

The more I see the film, the less critical I become. Trumbull has masterminded the
project with admirable concern for all aspects of the film. His ingenuity in the face of
budget limitations approaches genius. The bizarre touch of having paraplegics, legless
‘cripples,” portray the drones, is technically satisfying and emotionally pleasing. It was hard,
difficult work, obviously, but they were working, and acting (they’re now members of the
Screen Actors Guild) and they were necessary to the effect. Congratulations to all of them.

The music, composed by Peter Schickele (who did the Vanguard P.D.Q. Bach records)
and sung by Joan Baez for two songs, is effective without being intrusive.

In short, I loved it, and I’m anxious to see more people with Trumbull’s integrity and
genius explore the field. I'm also waiting for Trumbull’s next effort, whatever it may be.
[According to a recent television interview, his next film is set about 100 years in the
future, where recreation time has increased almost 100%.—Editor] —Greg Bear

TALES FROM THE CRYPT Cinerama release of Amicus Production. Directed by Freddie
Francis. Produced by Max J. Rosenberg and Milton Subotsky. Screenplay by Subotsky.
Starring Joan Collins, Peter Cushing, Roy Dotrice, Richard Greene, Ian Hendry, Patrick
Magee, Barbara Murray, Nigel Patrick, Robin Phillips and Sir Ralph Richardson. 92 min.
Rating: PG

These are five stories originally written by Al Feldstein, Johnny Craig and Bill Gaines
(Mad Magazine) for Tales from the Crypt and Vault of Horror comic magazines. They all
have a common factor in their gory moments of horror. Three have a definite element of
fantasy, a la Weird Tales, while only one manages to pull any surprise in its particular twist
of grisly humor. The stories are very loosely connected, as the five ‘victims’ become lost
from a tour of an ancient catacombs, and find themselves living their forgotten ‘last
moments’ of bloodthirsty terror.

In “All Through the House” we have the story of a murdered husband, and suitable
retribution for the wife; ‘““Reflection of Death” presents a man leaving his wife and children
for another woman; in ‘““Poetic Justice” a man harasses a kindly junk dealer to improve the
neighborhood; “Wish You Were Here” is a modern version of “The Monkey’s Paw’’; and
“Blind Alleys” is a clever tale of revenge.

The film is fast-paced and attention-holding throughout, and a must for all horror
fans; although it does not quite come up to Torture Garden on which Milton Subotsky (as
co-producer) and Freddie Francis collaborated about four years ago.

Tales from the Crypt has also just been released by Bantam Books (S7439, April
1972, 75¢) in a novelized version by Jack Oleck. The book does a rather inadequate job
compared with the movie; most of the thrill is missing, as well as littie bits and pieces which

were noticeable by their absence. —F. Maxim
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FROGS American International release. Directed by George McCowan. Produced by
George Edwards and Peter Thomas. Screenplay by Robert Hutchison and Robert Blees from
a story by Hutchison. Starring Ray Milland, Sam Elliott, Joan Van Ark, Adam Roarke, Judy
Pace. Music composed and played by Les Baxter. 91 min. Rating: PG

This horror-ific little nightmare is like an ecologist’s dream of sweet revenge on
humankind. When frogs, lizards, snakes, insects, etc. all start ganging up on man, you know
they’re going to win no matter what. (See The Hellstrom Chronicle if you want a factual
portrayal of how deadly the insect world can be just on its own.) The frogs, however, are
rather harmless—they jump around in large numbers, but don’t really do anything. It’s the
lizards, snakes, spiders et al which are really dangerous, as one by one the humans walk into
their deadly traps.

Horror is here—not really the blood-and-guts variety—when you see tarantulas and
scorpions attack, or snakes chasing a woman into a leech-filled swamp. There’s more, all
directed at those present for a family reunion on an ‘island down South,’ a Florida locale
filled with lakes, streams and swamps ideal for this story. The end of course suggests that
the danger is not limited to just this one area, as we suspected from the beginning.

—F. Maxim

NEWS AND NOTES

Bruce Cabot, the actor who played the hero in King Kong is dead of lung cancer at
the age of 67. He died May 3 in Hollywood. . .J. Arthur Rank, founder of the Rank
Organization, died March 29 in Winchester. He was 83 years old. His firm, which dominated
the British film industry at the end of World War II, produced a number of science fiction
films.

Sherpix has picked up worldwide release rights to Arch Oboler’s 3-D science fiction
film The Bubble. Reportedly the first 3-D feature which can be shown in drive-ins, it uses a
prism process for projection instead of special lenses. . . Arch Oboler is suing Universal City
Studios, MCA, inc., American Broadcasting Co., Richard Matheson and Playboy Magazine
on charges of copyright infringement for another of his works. He says that “Duel” segment
of a Movie of the Weekend, supposedly written by Matheson for Playboy was based on his
1942 radio script ‘“What the Devil” on his Lights Out series. He claims the copyright was
renewed in 1970 and the script was subsequently circulated through ad agencies.

Walt Disney Studios has been considering a ‘humorous science fiction film,’ and one
of their choices for a subject could be Harry Harrison’s A Transatlantic Tunnel, Hurrah!
(currently being serialized in Analog). According to Harry, the deal is far from solid, but
three of the five executives who make the decisions are on his side. (G. Bear)

Ted Cornell has just finished a science fiction novel, Mr. Weiner and Mr. Adams, in
which the movies have already displayed an interest... Actor Alan Arkin is planning to
direct Kurt Vonnegut’s Player Piano. Arkin has also written the script. . . . Richard Bach’s
Jonathan Livingston Seagull has been bought for filming by producer-director Hall
Bartlett. . . . Harry Hurwitz is making Richard, which will include a takeoff on A Clockwork
Orange. It’s a satire on the life of Richard Nixon.

The UFO TV series has now been picked up by 30 stations around the
country. . . ABC Films has sold the serial Dark Shadows in 27 countries including Australia,
Mexico, Thailand, Venezuela, Argentina and Uruguay. . . Time-Life Films has the British Dr.
Who series available for U.S. broadcast. . . 20th-Fox TV in conjunction with SMS Associates
of Chicago has started production of the pilot of Haunted, a projected half-hour series for
syndication featuring Hans Holzer. Holzer is writing and producing the pilot, which will
blend documentation and faithful recreation of ghostly phenomena. .. A new NBC series
for fall will be Ghost Story, which also deals with the occult. They also plan a new Saturday
morning children’s program, Sealab 2020, about an underwater colony 50 years from
now. .. ABC is dropping Bewitched from its fall lineup.

Amicus producer Max J. Rosenberg in London casting company’s next film, I Have
No Mouth And I Must Scream.
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New
HARDCOVERS

Akinari, Uyeda TALES OF MOONLIGHT
AND RAIN; Japanese Gothic Tales (tr.
by Kengi Hamada) Columbia Univ. Press,
March $7.50

Asimov, Isaac THE GODS THEMSELVES.
Doubleday, May $5.95
THE LEFT HAND OF THE ELEC-
TRON (essays) Doubleday, April $6.95

Bailey, J. O. PILGRIMS THROUGH
SPACE AND TIME (facs repr) Green-
wood Press $11.25

Biggle, Lloyd Jr. THE LIGHT THAT
NEVER WAS. Doubleday, April $4.95

Blish, James MIDSUMMER CENTURY.
Doubleday, May $4.95

Boyd, John THE GORGON FESTIVAL.
Weybright & Talley (distr. McKay) May
$4.95

Branan, John M. THE FUTURE MAKERS
(marg) Vantage, 1971 $5.95

Brown, Marcia, illus. CINDERELLA, or;
The Little Glass Slipper. Scribners $4.50

Brunner, John THE WRONG END OF
TIME (repr) SF Book Club, April $1.49

Bulgakov, Mikhail DIABOLIAD and Other
Stories (tr, repr, part sf) Indiana Univ.
Press, April $5.95

Carpenter, Frances PEOPLE FROM THE
SKY: Ainu Tales from Northern Japan
(juv) Doubleday, May $3.95

Cooper, Edmund THE OVERMAN CUL-
TURE. Putnam, April $5.95

Cox, Wally & Everett Greenbaum THE
TENTH LIFE OF OSIRIS OAKS (juv
fty)Simoné& Schuster, March $4.95

Cresswell, Helen UP THE PIER (juv fty,
repr Brit) Macmillan, April $4.95

Crichton, Michael THE TERMINAL MAN
(marg) Knopf, May $6.95

Damjan, Mischa THE LITTLE GREEN
MAN (juv, repr Swiss, English by Alvin
Tresselt) Parents, Feb. $3.95

deCamp, L. Sprague SCRIBBLINGS (sto-
ries, poems, essays) NESFA (P.O. Box G,
MIT Station, Cambridge, Mass. 02139)
April $5.00

Ellison, Harlan, ed. AGAIN, DANGEROUS
VISIONS. Doubleday, March $12.95

Englekirk, John Eugene EDGAR ALLAN
POE IN HISPANIC LITERATURE (repr
1934 ed) Russell & Russell $22.00

Farmer, Philip Jose TARZAN ALIVE: A
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Books

Definitive Biography of Lord Greystoke.
Doubleday, April $5.95

Flood, Charles Bracelen TROUBLE AT
THE TOP (marg) McGraw, March $6.95

Fry, Rosalie K. MUNGO (juv marg fty)
Farrar, March $4.50

Garfield, Leon THE GHOST DOWN-
STAIRS (juv supernat, repr Brit) Pan-
theon, May $3.95

Haining, Peter, ed. GOTHIC TALES OF
TERROR: Classic Horror Stories from
Great Britain, Europe and the United
States, 1765-1840. Taplinger, April
$11.95

Harris, Christie SECRET IN THE STLAL-
AKUM WILD (juv supernat) Atheneum,
April $4.95

Harris, Rosemary THE BRIGHT AND
MORNING STAR (juv, repr Brit, 3d of
trilogy) Macmillan, April $4.95

Herbert, Frank SOUL CATCHER (not sf)
Putnam, March $6.95

Hoke, Helen, ed. DRAGONS, DRAGONS,
DRAGONS (juv) F. Watts, March $5.95

Holman, Felice THE FUTURE OF HOOP-
ER TOOTE (juv fty) Scribner, Spring
$4.95

HORROR COMICS OF THE 1950’.
Nostalgia Press $19.95

Hunter, Mollie THE HAUNTED MOUN-
TAIN (juv supernat) Harper, April $3.95

Hurwood, Bernhardt J. PASSPORT TO
THE SUPERNATURAL: An Occult
Compendium from all Ages and Many
Lands (repr Brit) Taplinger, March $7.50

Jakes, John TIME GATE (juv) Westmin-
ster, April $4.75

Jones, Raymond F. MOONBASE ONE
(juv, repr Brit) Criterion $4.95

Knight, Damon, ed. A SCIENCE FICTION
ARGOSY (repr) SF Book Club, May
$3.95

Kohn, Bernice ONE SAD DAY (marg juv
fty) Third Press, distr. Viking, March
$4.25

Kotzwinkle, William HERMES 3000 (marg
fty) Pantheon, March $5.95

Lanier, Sterling THE PECULIAR EX-
PLOITS OF BRIGADIER FFELLOWES
(coll) Walker, April $5.95

Larson, Jean Russell THE GLASS MOUN-
TAIN and Other Arabian Tales (juv)
Macrae Smith, April $4.95

Laumer, Keith THE INFINITE CAGE.






$1.50

Asimov, Isaac WHIFF OF DEATH (my-
stery, repr) Lancer 75316, May 95¢

Auden, Renee HIGH THRUST (ssf) Olym-
pia OPS-42, 1971 $1.95

Bailey, J. O. PILGRIMS THROUGH
SPACE AND TIME (facs repr) Green-
wood Press $3.50

Ball, Brian N. THE PROBABILITY MAN,
DAW Books UQ1003, April 95¢

Bayley, Barrington J. EMPIRE OF TWO
WORLDS. Ace 20565, April 75¢

Blish, James GALACTIC CLUSTER (coll,
4 ptg) Signet T4965, April 75¢
THE SEEDLING STARS (4 ptg) Signet
T4964, April 75¢
STAR TREK 6. Bantam S7364, April
75¢

Bode, Vaughn and Jack Gaughan BATTLE
OF THE TITANS! (cartoons, reprint
from Odd) Univ. of Ill. SF Society
(IUSA, 284 Ilini Union, Urbana, Il.
61801) 50¢

Brown, Marcia, illus. CINDERELLA, or;
The Little Glass Slipper. Scribners 95¢

Bulmer, Kenneth ON THE SYMB-SOCKET
CIRCUIT. Ace 63165, April 75¢

Cabell, James Branch DOMNEI and THE
MUSIC FROM BEHIND THE MOON;
Two Comedies of Woman-Worship (fty,
repr) Ballantine 02545, March $1.25

Carnell, John, ed. NEW WRITINGS IN SF9
(repr Brit) Bantam S7245, May 75¢

Carter, Lin, ed. DISCOVERIES IN FAN-
TASY. Ballantine 02546, March $1.25

Case, David FENGRIFFEN (marg supemat,
repr) Lancer 75312, April 95¢

Christopher, John THE GUARDIANS (juv
repr) Collier 04268 95¢

Clarke, Arthur C. THE SANDS OF MARS
(repr) Harcourt HPL53, March $1.45

Craig, William THE TASHKENT CRISIS
(marg, repr) Fawcett Crest M1700, May
95¢

Darlton, Clark PERRY RHODAN 12: The
Rebels of Tuglan. Ace 65981, April 60¢

Dick, Philip K. THE GAME-PLAYERS OF
TITAN (reissue) Ace 27310, April 75¢

Lord Dunsany BEYOND THE FIELDS WE
KNOW (fty, coll) Ballantine 02599, May
$1.25
GODS, MEN AND GHOSTS: The Best
Supernatural Fiction, ed. by E. F. Bleiler
(coll) Dover 22808 $3.00

Elwood, Roger & Vic Ghidalia, eds.
YOUNG DEMONS. Avon V2434, April
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75¢

Field, George Wallis HERMANN HESSE
(repr, nf) Hippocrene Books, March
$2.95

Foster, Alan Dean THE TAR-AIYM
KRANG. Ballantine 02547, March 95¢

Frierson, Meade, ed. HPL: A Tribute to
Howard Phillips Lovecraft (1890-1937)
Author (P. O. Box 9032, Crestline Hts.,
Birmingham, Ala. 35213) $3.00

Ghidalia, Vic, ed. THE MUMMY WALKS
AMONG US. American Educational Pub-
lishers 75¢

Godden, Rumer THE FEATHER DUSTER
(children’s musical, from H. C. Ander-
sen) Dramatic Publ. Co. $1.50

Goldsmith, David H. KURT VONNEGUT:
Fantasist of Fire and Ice (nf) Bowling
Green Univ. Popular Press, April $1.00

Goulart, Ron WILDSMITH. Ace 88872,
April 75¢

Grace, Alicia THE HOUSE AT SWANSEA
(supernat) Lancer 75295 95¢

Grant, Vemon A MONSTER IS LOOSE!
(in Tokyo) (cartoons) Tuttle, May $1.75

Green, Joseph THE MIND BEHIND THE
EYE (repr Brit, orig: Gold the Man)
DAW Books UQ1002, April 95¢

Haining, Peter, ed. THE GHOULS (repr,
film adapt.) Pocket Books 78182 $1.25

Henderson, James COPPERHEAD (marg,
repr) Ace 11736, March 95¢

Hitchcock, Alfred, ed. ALFRED HITCH-
COCK PRESENTS: TERROR TIME,
More Tales from A Month of Mystery.
Dell 8615, Feb. 75¢

Hoskins, Robert, ed. INFINITY THREE.
Lancer 75320, May 95¢

Jones, D. F. IMPLOSION (repr) Berkley
$2150, April 75¢

Kelley, Leo P., ed. THEMES IN SCIENCE
FICTION: A Journey into Wonder (read-
er, Patterns in Literary Art series) Web-
ster/McGraw-Hill, April $2.46

Knight, Damon A FOR ANYTHING (orig:
The People Maker) Fawcett Gold Medal
T2545, April 75¢

Koontz, Dean R. STARBLOOD. Lancer
75306, April 95¢

Kurtz, Katherine DERYNI CHECKMATE
(v.2 of Chronicles of the Deryni, fty)
Ballantine 02598, May $1.25

Lehner, Emst & Johanna DEVILS, DE-
MONS, DEATH AND DAMNATION
(nf, art) Dover 22751 $3.50

Lofts, Norah THE LITTLE WAX DOLL






Ovenden, G., ed. ILLUSTRATORS OF
ALICE IN WONDERLAND and
THROUGH THE LOOKING GLASS.
Academy Editions/Macmillan. nf. £3.50
902620.25.8; £1.75 pb 902620.26.6

Peake, Mervyn TITUS GROAN. Penguin,
55p. ni, pb. 14.002762.9

Pedler, Kit & G. Davis MUTANT 59: The
Plastic Eater. Souvenir Press, £1.80.
285.62032.0

Slaughter, Frank G. COUNTDOWN. Ar-
row, 35p. ne, pb. 09.905610.0

Small, Christopher ARIEL LIKE A HAR-
PY; Mary Shelley & Frankenstein. Gol-
lancz, £3.00. nf 575.01393.1

Spinrad, Norman AGENT OF CHAOS.
N.E.L., 30p. pb 450.00987 .4
BUG JACK BARRON. Panther, 40p. ne,
pb. 586.03535.4

Sturgeon, Theodore VENUS + X. Corgi,
25p. ne, pb. 552.08860.9

Underwood, Peter HORROR MAN; The
Fascinating Life and Work of Boris
Karloff. Frewin, £2.85. nf 85632.005.6

Van Vogt, A. E. THE PAWNS OF NULL-
A. Sphere, 30p. ne, pb. 7221.8766.1
THE WORLD OF NULL-A. Sphere, 30p.
ni, pb. 7221.8763.7

MARCH BRITISH BOOKS

Anon. THE REIGN OF GEORGE VI,
1900-1925. Cornmarket Reprints, £4.50.
ne of 1763 ed. 7191.6510.5

Abe, Kobo THE RUINED MAP. Tr. from
Japanese by E.D. Saunders. Cape, £1.95.
224.00565.0

Aldiss, Brian W. THE PRIMAL URGE.
Sphere, 30p. ni, pb. 7221.1098.7

Amis, Kingsley & Robert Conquest, eds.
SPECTRUM. v.4 Pan 30p, ni, pb.
330.20193.X; v.5 Pan 30p. ni, pb.
330.02236.9

Asimov, Isaac ASIMOV’S MYSTERIES.
Panther, 30p. ni, pb. 586.02929.X
THE NAKED SUN. Panther, 30p. ni, pb.
586.01016.5
NIGHTFALL ONE. Panther, 30p. ni, pb.
586.03466.8

Bellamy, Edward LOOKING BACKWARD.
Cornmarket Reprints, £6.00 ne of 1888
ed. 7191.6502.4

Brunner, John THE JAGGED ORBIT.
Arrow, 50p. ne, pb. 09.905840.5

Buchanan, Marie GREENSHARDS. Gol-
lancz, £1.60. 575.01407.5
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Carnell, E. J., ed. THE BEST FROM NEW
WRITINGS IN SF; First Selection.
Corgi, 25p. ne, pb. 552.08925.7

Christopher, John THE LOTUS CAVES.
Puffin/Penguin, 25p. ni, pb, juv.
14.030503.3
SWORD OF THE SPIRITS. Hamish
Hamilton, £1.40. juv 241.023137.5

Clarke, I. F., ed. THE BATTLE OF DORK-
ING CONTROVERSY. Cornmarket Re-
prints, £6.00. 7191.6514.8

Compton, D. G. HOT WIRELESS SETS,
ASPIRIN TABLETS, THE SANDPAPER
SIDES OF USED MATCHBOXES, AND
SOMETHING THAT MIGHT HAVE
BEEN CASTOR OIL. M. Joseph, £2.00.
7181.0899.X

Dipper, Alan THE GOLDEN VIRGIN. M.
Joseph, £1.90. 7181.0974.0

Goulart, Ron WHAT’S BECOME OF
SCREWLOOSE? Sidgwick & Jackson,
£1.75. 283.97822.8

Green, Joseph CONSCIENCE INTER-
PLANETARY. Gollancz, £1.90.
575.01373.7

Harrison, Harry CAPTIVE UNIVERSE.
Sphere, 30p. ne, pb. 7221.4348.6

Hay, William Delisle THREE HUNDRED
YEARS HENCE. Cornmarket Reprints,
£5.25. ne of 1881 ed. 7191.6500.8

Heinlein, Robert A. REVOLT IN 2100.
N.E.L., 40p. ne, pb. 450.01033.3

Herbert, Frank THE EYES OF HEISEN-
BERG. Sphere, 30p. ni, pb. 7221.4520.9

Hudson, W. H. A CRYSTAL AGE. Cormn-
market Reprints, £4.75. ne of 1887 ed.
7191.6503.2

Knight, Damon, ed. DIMENSION X. Gol-
lancz, £1.50. juv. 575.01378.8
ONE HUNDRED YEARS OF SCIENCE
FICTION. v.1 Pan, 30p. ne, pb.
330.02982.7; v.2 Pan, 30p. ne, pb.
330.02983.5
ORBIT 4.
586.03660.1

Lang, H. THE AIR BATTLE. Cornmarket
Reprints, £3.40. ne of 1859 ed.
7191.6515.6

LeGuin, Ursula LATHE OF HEAVEN.
Gollancz, £1.80. 575.01385.0

Lytton, Edward Bulwer THE COMING
RACE. Commarket Reprints, £4.75. ne
of 1871 ed. 7191.6512.1

Mercier, Sebastien MEMOIRS OF THE
YEAR 2500. Cornmarket Reprints,
£6.00. ne of 1770 ed. 7191.6501.6

Panther, 30p. ne, pb.















Lilliputia

THE NIGHT WATCHMEN by Helen Cresswell, Illus. by Gareth Floyd. Macmillan, 1970.
122 p. $4.50 Age level: 10-12

Who were Josh and Caleb? They looked like tramps, but then there was the matter of
a hole dug beneath a railroad bridge, and talk of ‘ticking,” and the ‘Night Train,” and
mysterious men with green eyes . ..

Helen Cresswell has spun a thrilling little tale in this slim book, and most children will
envy Henry, the youthful protagonist, his freedom to roam about town and talk with
strangers. However, I wonder whether the unanswered questions (What is ‘ticking?’ What
route does that mysterious Night Train travel? Who are the green-eyed people?) will
disappoint the young reader who is accustomed to stories with neatly tied-up endings.

The illustrations convey very well the grubby city streets, dusk near the railroad yard,
and the gloom of a clearing in the woods. One of Josh and Caleb trundling along with their
carts expresses the personalities of the men especially well. —Charlotte Moslander

THE SOMETHING story and pictures by Natalie Babbitt. Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 1970.
Abt. 37 p. $2.95 Age level: 5-8

Mylo is a harmless monster child who is afraid of the unknown Something that he
fears might come in through his window at night. One night Mylo dreams He’s out
wandering in the wild dark. He meets the Something and his fear vanishes. The Something
(I'll spoil it for you—Something is a little girl) says Mylo should get out of her dream and
Mylo, of course, claims the Something is in his dream. A good book to give to little children
who fear things that go bump in the night. —Joyce Post

THE GRANDMA IN THE APPLE TREE by Mira Lobe. Trans. by Doris Orgel. Illus. by
Judith Gwyn Brown. McGraw-Hill, 1970. $4.95 Age level: 7-11

Andi was the only child in his neighborhood who had no grandmother. This did not
seem to bother his brother Georg and his sister Christl, but it certainly was a trial to Andi.
Then came the great day—Andi found a grandma. There she was, sitting in the apple tree in
Andi’s yard. She and Andi had all sorts of marvelous adventures—a day at the amusement
park, a sailing trip, roping horses. Then Mrs. Finch moved in next door, and she needed
Andi to help her move in. When he learned that Mrs. Finch’s grandchildren lived very far
away, well, that tiger hunt with the apple tree grandma didn’t seem so urgent . . .

This is a delightful story for the young audience. Andi is obviously imagining his
adventures with the apple tree grandma, but everyone will be familiar with such trivial
things as poor spelling papers and dog-chewed socks, which grownups find so ridiculously
important that they delay children’s going out to play, and the rapport which sometimes
skips a generation to link the very young and the old. The solution to Andi’s problem is a
healthy one, as his daydreaming gives way before the interest ‘real-live’ Mrs. Finch takes in
her little neighbor. Andi’s family are a believable group of working-class people, and his
older brother and sister quarrel and tease like ordinary siblings everywhere.

The Grandma in the Apple Tree will probably never become a juvenile classic, but it’s
worth enjoying while it’s around. —Charlotte Moslander

THE MAGIC WALLPAPER story and pictures by Frank Francis. Abelard-Schuman, 1970.
Abt. 24 p. $3.95 Age level: 4-7

I'll give you just one guess to fgure out the story in this picture book. It's very
obvious. If you guessed that the magic wallpaperis in a little boy’s bedroom, that its scheme
is animals and that the little boy imagines that the animals there are alive and that he is right
in there with them—why you’re absolutely right. In this case the illustrations are the book
and they are very pleasing indeed. The wild animals (eight of them, from gibbon to zebra)
are very peaceable in appearance and the clors are very vivid yet translucent. A good book

for bedtime reading—if your child has figured wallpaper. —dJoyce Post
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