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Conccerd, MA 01742, Special thanks to Claire Graham and Dame Anderson and That
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ANIERSON, MARK: MY WORDS

The pages of this Nesfa Jdimal continue to £ill themselvas cut, to expand
and twist in new and unexpected directions., Here and there may be musings on books
or films or fanzines; now and again a short storxy or factual article or artfully
disguised filler. Pleagse continue to send in all of the above (well, forget the
filler) ~- this Journal is yours to inscribe and mine to pretansify.

Thig issue we have a special story by David BEnglish, Mr English has had
stories appear in numarous fantasy magazines as well as an Arkham House anthology.
Herein he delivers an zbsorbing tale (tailiny Sorb?) which may or may not have
anything to do with life, Art, and the Nesfa Work Ethic. Read it angd see.

Till we mall again... \
LoC it to messssrerserizesrsnrstssesssttogonzessteastegsassasestzzessssssezzloC 1t to me
Mike Bastraw 7/12/81

70 Webster St
Laconia, NE 03246

Dear Mark,
Through carefyl subterfuge I was able to liberate the latest issus of PB

from BA Magkys. 1 bribed Ned w/a dog yummy and a promise of autonomy to look the other
way .

I'm gonna send Dick Sims the bill for my busted gut. The review on_Saturn 3
was just too phunny phor words., It's a sorrow to see that he frequently lowers
himself to the lowest of low comedy, About the only redeeming things in the f£lic ware
the mechanically interesting rcbot {(for those who are into such things), Farrah's
Fawcetts (ftwaist), and Kirk's Douglas (likewise fiwaist). (I see I should have put
all between for and theose for a better a=-gram).

I echo his admiration for Mike Jittiov, There's a frightenimg amount of
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creagtive talent thers. It is a shamethat unless he knuckles under to some sgtudio
types, he will always have to struggle for backing and widespread recognition, (I
wish NESFA had been a bit more on the ball and publicized his appearance).

Thanx for the unexpected fun and gastyric disorder.

({It geems that there may be a gradual shift away fram the corporate "studiotypes"
who currxently run the motion picture biz,to the wealthy and benevelent auteur school
of managemantg‘viz. the projects of George Lucas and Francis Ford Coppellay which
will be of aseistance to "originals" like Jittlov). At the showing, Jittlov alluded
to a major motion picture project that he may ke working on, and categorically
stated that he would never knuckle under to studio~type mentality, ## NESFA didn't
find out about the showing until about a week before it. took places if and when
Jittlov returns we certainly will try to let you know.))
Harry Warner, Jr,

Deay James: 423 Summit Avenue

Apparently I was among the cast of thousands Hagerstown, Maryland 21740
who starred in the epic production, "I failed to Loc the
18th Propex Boskonian". {(Rctually, Harry, only about 350 people failed to Loc
PB 18, Sowmehow, that dcesn't make me feal any better...}} I'm sorry, but it's
cnly in the past three months that I've rediscovered the secret of responding promptly
to practically all incoming fanzines. How long this will last, until it slips my
mind again, is too mysterious for my poor addled brain but meanwhile I've been
keeping up with current fanzines and even reducing the backlog slewly. At this. rate,
I'il be writing Locs on fanzines that arrvived in 1979 by the end of next year,

(( That's okay; we don't mail out the 1979 fanzines until the end of next year,))

Meanwhile, the 19th issue is an interesting one that held mw attention even
though much of it was about books that I haven‘t read.

"Aftermath” is a remarkably good story, althoughi the ending dissapointed me
a little, If the author is thinking about this as potentially the first chapter
in a novel, then I have no right to object to its final page in this form. Aann
McCutchen must be someone who once lived in England. I don't think anyone who
hadn't spent years there could do such a good job of getting the flavor of British
fiction into her writing.

The reviews of the Star Trek bocks remind me of something that has been happening
in this part of the Bast, 7There is no longer any station listed in the Baltimore-~
Washington edition .of TV Guide (including those in the two kbig cities, all aother
Marylangd stations, and several in surrounding states) which carries the Star Trek
episodes in retuns nowadays. As far as I can remembor, this is the first time since
the series originally Wes on the nebworks that there hasn't been at lesast one
station in the area running them on a2 regular schedule, and most of the time one or
more stations have rerun them six or seven times weekly. If this discontinuance
of Star Trek reruns is occouring in other parts of the natien, too, will Star Trek
fandem hold together with only one movie every couple of years and occasional
promises of new television episodes to serve as the binding glue? Maybe it's easy
enough to get video cassettes of the television aplsodes nowadays and the reruns on
T.V. are no longer needed, and maybe there’s a big enocugh mass of printed material to
keep Star Trek fandom going in much the same way that the Baker Streei Irregulars
survive, But I suspect that scarcity of televised reruns of Star Trek will change
to some extent the nature of the typical new recruit to Star Trek fandom, causing
the newcomers to bhe somawhat oldey, perhaps more attracted by the intellectual
aspects of the series than by the sex appeal of the heroes or the simple escapism
in some of the episocdes.
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{(Perhaps, too, the pervasive nature of SF and Fantasy in the media nowadays tends
to diminish the initial "contact" & with Star Trek that a new viewer might have.
For many ST fans, Star Trek was their first real exposure to science fiction, and
the heady, gosh-wow feeling this engendered created a bonding, an ardent enthusiasm
for the show, Now, with the proliferatian of SF moviesthig enthusiasm is mitigated
somewhat, Fascinating...))

Are we supposed to belief Mark Keller's review of First Channel? This is
the first time I've heard of a Simeworld subfandom, and I have an uneasy suspicion
that there may be a hoex lurking in your fanzine, ome that would be fannish enough to
cause some pecple to tnink you ought to change its title to The Fanper Boskonian,
On the other hand, I think I've seen same of the Palconhurst bocks in gtacks of
paperbacks at yard sales, and I know Jacqueline Lichtenberg has been selling some
fiction, and maybe this has really happened and is merely another axample of how
I'm gradually losing touch with the intricacies of fandam. If I'd gone to Denvention
I would have probably been asking people to explain terms like gens and simes as
if I were a nevofan.

{(Believe it or not, there are fanzines and clubs organized around the Gen/Sime books,
much in the same way there are Darkover zines and clubs, etc. This is what is
happening to all those potential Trekkers. All of the above does not mean you are
incorract about:.a¢ fannish hoax lurking in this fanzine, however,..))

The anti-science attitude in the two Miss Pickerell boaks is just one
manifestation of the way the same attitude is turning up in every printed field.
I wish I could figmre out if the cause ir genuine distrust of science or if it's
just another variation on the anti~authority attitude which is everywhere nowadays:
science is authority in the sense it governs a lot of the things we do and is needed
by even those who despise it. Maybe it'e time for a new Ray van Houten to arige,
Ray created The Ifague of Pro~Scientists or an organization with some such name,
back in the ydarg when I was just bresking into fandom. Its very excesses helped
to cause fans tec realize there are excesses in the anti-sclence attitude, too.

{ (Hmm, How about Carl Sagan?))

The cover is wonderful. I have a suspicion that tha centaur would be samething
elase for Darwin te worry about, just when he was able to forget the altruiam problem,
but the drawing has a mad logic to it which can't be put into words but i® thers, some-
thing like the impression that the schematics of an expensive amplifier make on

the parsaon who doesn‘t know electronics but likesg the kind of sound it produces.
Wk

WRITTEN N A TRIPEWRITER
By Harry J.N. Andruschak

DBBRIS #8 by John Bogston, 225 Baltic St., Brecklyn, N.Y¥Y. 11201, 10 pages, offasst,
available for SASE for startars.

The word INIQUE is overusad in fandom and slsewhere. S0 I won't use it
for thie fanzine, but juat say that it is one of a kind at the moment, John
c ollectg the more ocutrageous sStories and comuwentd that appear in newspapers,
carafully edits them, and oresents the results,

"O Lord, what fools these mortals be.” GET IT!
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LTSFAN ONE by Flint Mitchell, 1502 anthony Street, Columbia, MO 65201

It had to happen sooner or later...a fanzine devoted to Lost in-Space.
Available for $2.00 or the nsual, but...

Well printed, Cood layocut. Readable articles, even, Some very good
artwork, But still...does LIS really need a fanzine? What next? A Voyage
to the Bottam of the Sea fanzine?

A must for the LIS fan, the completeist fanzine collector like me, and
prabably no one else.

INTERMEDIATE VECTOR BOSONS #3 by Harry J.N. Andruschak, P.O. Box 606, La Canada-
Flintridge, CA 9101l. Available for trade, The Usual, or $2.00 .,

A shamelesg plug for my own fanzine, Fanzine fans have no pri('ie. It is
intended mainly for trade ((as the title implies)) and featuzes art'Lcles“on
apa-history, A.Bertram Chandler, and the one and only Charles Burbee -- "I Had
Intercourse With a Glass of Water."

o fmimpSt et B RS @ bRbEPm fRE P St Sd S b e S e bt indms SRS ShS T bbb dabmb=

THE SORB
by David Allen English

Moved through.

Ite verd having no subject, its prepoaition no object, curioue~
ly incomplete, this sentence pracisely deseribee the sorb's transg.
lation to our plane of being.

1%t resisted characterization, the averspsse (or underspace,
whichever it was, if it wes either) through which the sord had passed.
Smpty, shapelesa, gomeihing like thiok fog in its utter nuility.
Give it up. The sorb's slow senses took no laating imprespion.

Arrived, lixed s0iid on earth, the sorb slowly came into a kind
of exiatence. Thet was what it felt like to the orsature. Siowly a
world took form around i%, ther an avareness of self arystalized out
of the environment.

Self and world arise mutrslly, interoreate one snother reflex-
ively--so it ie for all organisms. Alone of oonscious beings, the
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“nglish: THE SORB

g0rb, because of ita peculier sansory mechanisms, hag direct knowledge
of this.
Wot that it metters to the sord, no philodopher.

Krausheer stood on fthe lip of the ocean. Faxr down, waves demol-
ished themselves on the haee of the cliff. Ioy spray smote his face
and the rock shuddered under hig fest.

The abyss drew him. Sonetbhing loosened, tingling, et the pit of
hie stomach. The abyss, with cold fingerse, stroked his sorotum.

Sexy, fatal; both,

He steppad back. Nonchalantly, like s dog coolly withdrawing
from a challenge, he walked to the shade of & nearby {ree and sat
down,

A fifth column, something iixe that. An enptiness within, at the
oore of you, that lonugs to be united »ith...with....

Kraushaar leughed, =zun glinting on big, yellow taeth.

That's only words about it.

Feel 1t. Be it. But make no wordas about it.

Words which will only fool you. Alwaye. Every time. He had
come away, after all, to gsoape the scnseless babble of men.

The oity, & hive of words endlesply buzuing and flitting. They
were everywhere, on tne walls, on soreps of paper blowing in the
streete, drooling from mouths, huwmwing in the machines.

Information. In-form-ation. Language had a atructure, and if
you let it get into you it would impose that siructurs on your very
soul, your inwardness; it would re-shape you in its own image.

Krsushaey didn't thimk like that, «f course; he didn't form con-
¢cepts about it, mutter sentences that modeled the situmtion. He ox-
perienced it more directly. In the presence of men’s jabbering, he

felt language, like an ayrmy of termites, invade him and tear avay at
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English: THE SORB

the structuree of his soul and then begin fo re-build them on a
differsnt plan.

That wag what he rajeoted.

Thet smg why he hed fled from the hive--out into the apeechlens
countrysidce, to rinse his sars with the whievering of wind and tres,
and his soul with the wordless rugh of the ocean.

A5 the last inward schoss of manbabble died within him, he
turned to his sketchpsd. A savage grin twisfed his face and his
hande wore tense and claw-iike as he worked. Sometimes the paper
tore under the violence of his attack. And yet, hard to explain how,
the imags thet slowly formaed out of the jagged, contanding lines was
calm and calear.

The image of Kraushasr himself, torm and hatteored by edgs rocks
and 7the pounding of the sea; broken and yet somehow triumphant--

Jver what?

For a sorb, what is transitory has no asxiestance. Images {but
thet ie not an accurate word for the exnerience of the sorv) develop
slowly, and only what persists makes an impression.

Kraustaar gradually became known to the creature.

Like rieh food & starving man, Xraushaar affected the sors. The
hungry man's jaws ache, sweat beade his brow, and nhis stomach twists
driiy., The sord's immediate reeciion was somewhat similar...unalogous.

They fed on dry hueks, sorbs did, on that other world or plane
of existence. It was & dying world, the souls of ita inheabitants
enfeabled.

And the sorbs knew i1t. KXnew that, pefore long, even cuch offal
ag remained must feil.

it ned happaned before, this ultimate attrition of the beings
the aorbs fed on. 3Soon the time came to move on %o another world.
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English: THE SORE

To begin the process anaw.

Hers.

The sord felt its phenomenal representation changing. That
augured well. The sorbh's appetite was raesponding to the new gource
of nourishment.

For that ic how feeding proceeds with dorbs, This mutually
ariging interaction must tuke place batweern the energy structures of
the feesder and iis mest.

To draw out the psyonic energy of the food~-mourcs, the sorb
brings forward an appaarance which will engage the prehension of the
ather deing.

Mostly your esoul is beried desp within you, man, orouciing en-
capsulated somewhere in the region of the heart. ™mt when you are
confronted with the besutiful and the gosd, %ith a suitable cbject
for your desire, your soul, ase you have felt, ias drawn to the porches
of your senses. And sometimes, in mystical moments of deep appreociation,
it aves right out into the world, there to engage with and enfold
the object of its longing.

Aa 3 man's soul is said to be drawn %0 his lipa by a kies, as
in the depths of love: 'we two are one body."

The response was inatinctive, not a thing the sorb did by an
act of will, not a process unfolded under conscious direction. It
hardly understocd, not nesding to, the nature of the appetite it
angagaed.

Only thet it had something to do with the procedure by which

these peinges repliceted themsolves.

She.
She wage~-
She.
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Englisn: THE S0RB

The women conformed to his dreams. Xraushaer didn't know that.
How should he know that? These dreams haunted infinitely removed
depths of sleep, swimming there like weird, bathytic fiasbh. Always,
when he tried to draw them to the surface of awarensss, the images
broke like bubhbles and vanighed.

But on strange, moon-blasted nights he nad indeed encountered
women like thia one. And he would wake to a dissolution of the loina
almoet painful in its inteneity. Buf never could he reoover what
image had accompanied thie relesse.

Ke moved towards her, unaware that he did so. Unawars, even,
of himeelf moving, so that it wae ss if she approached nim.

He moved in a trance, self-hood momentarily abeiished, or at
least relegated to the statue of ohserver.

The women's powerful sensuelity formed a vortex in which he
helplessly weltered. An zura of power, like the halo of a demonic
saint, surrounded her.

Her smila, mindless; smile not of innoocence tut of what they
have instead of innocence, in hell.

Kraushaer seized her, broke her mouth an his. And her reaponse
wae as savage. The seemed intent emch on abolishing the being of the
other in hie own,

It »as more like feeding than love; mors like a bloody, vampiric
rite vhere one must rise freshened and fed from the ruirn of ths other.

But which?

Kraushsar?

Women made that complaint of him. Something hungry and demanding
cauzed them eventually to flee from him, unadle to say what it was
he took from them, knowing only that his lova left them emptvy and
wrecked.

The sord was in trauble.
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English: THE SORB

Aorces a distunce menial rather than physical, off in a direction
not thinkeble in the customary space of consciouns heings, it sensed
the others of its race, their 4im presence. Towerds them, it winged
ite appesl.

Ro nelp from them, nothing they could do. Not even their encour-
aging sentiments, 1f they had eny, could reesch ucrcse the formless
nullity; only a2 pale aense of iheir vresence on the other gide, their
troubled awareness of the lonely struggle.

The sorb didn't understand, not at azll. Something w&s wrong.
The procees seewred to go the wrong way, the energy flow to be re-
veraned.

The sorb did something it could not remember ever having done
before. It disengaged.

The draining stopned. For un indeterminate duration the sorb
hung aaspended in a kind of emptiness, an utier absence of sensation.

Then, along a fine wire of pain, the only guidance available,
it orawled back to swareness.

The energy souros was utlll thers. Only now it ssemed stronger
--angd before it had bheen strong enocugh to frighten the sorh.

But already the feeding process was beginning anew. The mech-~
anism war trigRered on suoh a daep lavel that the sorb was powerlesas
to control it, however heartily it might wish to.

At leaatvthe representation thet hed gotten it into so mmnch
trouble wes now forbdbidden, inhidbited by the fesr and pain the Borbd
had underpgone in that form. The sorb would never take that shape
again.

Kraushear snapped ottt of it, confused. There nhad been o
woman--

There had hesn & woman?
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ingligh: TRE SORB

As on waking a dream fades, vhat had occurred moments before
departed almoet trascelessly. Some words remwained, concepts about
it, tattiored images; but they didn't seer to have much to do with
him. )
The men coughed and Kraushaar tvrned to face him.

The nan's lips curled in a sneer. Ria cool gaze was full of
offense.

Unendurablal

Suoh insolence was not to be borne. The way the man stesod, nis
studied movemsnis~-they were a Airect challenge.

With & howl of rage, Kruushaer turled himself at the enemy., They
&rappled, rolled in the grass. A)1 the violent urges, the twiated
passions, the confused rame that had herelofore gone into his art,
aurged forth, broke from him,

It was the rage of a berserker, of a primitive warrior. Not
the frora, calculated killling of a modern men, who decimates country-
sides and scea only the movement of lines on a map, who alakes his
bloodlust with pody counts, cold numerical food.

Kraushasar was filled with passionate intensity, deeply involved
with his enemy. In fact, he wss almost amorvuely drawn to his fos.
There might heve Geen something about his snemy that he loved and
wished to make his own--by drinking the blood, by devouring the
heart perhaps.

The enemy helplesa under nim, pinned by his weight. YNow
to kill him--

The satisfying weight of the rock in his nands. He raised it
high and--

Proze still.

He crushed no one to the ignominious eaxrth. No osne.

k. g * * *
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English: THE SORB

Somaething like & high shrill whining filled the nullity between
our plane of being and the sorh's hcme worid., Half inm, half out
of our plane, the sorb eried to its fellows.

They recciled from that horrible distress. The pain, unfamiliar
a8 1t was, disconcerted them, They could form no concept of what
was happening. A sick revulsion overwhelmed them.

Pein, Crying.

The feeding process hegan answ. Unable to withhold itself,
the sorb felt another chunge starting,

Food!

But not food as civilized man knows it. This wae meat on the
hoof. Kraushear, unveneared, crouchsd like & predsator.

He did not move at all, but his stillness was thet of e
coiled spring. Tensicn showed in every line of his posture.

Out of the yellow eyes of a beant, he glared at his vrey.

The creature lay frozen in his geze. Fesr parslyzed it.

The prey was something like a fawn, somsthing like a rabbit,
"Pawn." “Rabbit." But thece wers words, concepis. Matters for the
taxonomist, a type of mind a million years future to the mind that
worked in Kraushaar.

What confronted him was brawn and aweel, oozing fat. It was
hot, moving hlocd to glake thirst, rich organ meats, s heart to be
ripped out and swallowed throbbing.

Frozen by feer, the sorb felt its life ooze like tears, draining
away. Nothing like this had ever happened bafors, not ever. Far awsy,
in a world forever lost, there had been gontle dreesms and the sweat
languor of an ancient, affete race sorbs had preyed on., And gentle
dreams of sadnass, of ineffabla longing and s¢ft melsacholy, had.

drawn out the souls of thease dry husks for sorbs to fesd on.




The PROBER BOSKONIAN p. 12

English: THE SORB

Herea--

In panic the sorhk cried out. FPreyed its fellows to draw it
back, wailing its »plight.

Their dreams gre top savage--

Kraugshaar sprang.

Kraushaar fed.

The afternocon had {led like a dreem. JMuat have slept, Kraushaar
thought. BSlepi? Dreamed? Its imageless aftermsth was upon him
now, He hed nothing to show for nhia time, it seemed, but the aun
going down whers once 1t haed baen high.

No. For an artiat the creetions of his dresams are not loat.
His hand will create ocertain forms, texbtures and complex relation-
3hips more surely for having seen them in unrememberad dreams.

The inner worlds of love ard nata and hupger, which he aver
sought to image forth in all their wordless deptii, now ware clearer
to him, he ~ouldn't say how.

And the fierce energy that drove him burnsd hotter in his
veins,

Stronger, frear, he c¢cculdn't say how, Kraushaar started back.

A e e e A e
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