





Jeware —

ANING SliE

OF LITERACY

DO YOU HAVE LITERATE DISCHARGES?
DO YOU °HAVE FUN WITH DICh AND JANE®?

ARE THERE SUSPICIOUS LETTERS AFTER YOUR
NAME, LIKE BA CR PHD?

HAVE YOU NOTICED A HARD LUMP OF
BOOK REVIEVWVS IN YOUR PANZINE?

WHEN DID YOUR FOHRGET WHAT THE ABBREVIATION
"P.V. Y MEANS?

DO YOU OCCASIONALLY OPEN THE BOOKS IN
YOUR COLLECTION?

DO YOU DISAGRCEE WITH LESTER DEL REY®S REVIEWS?

Remember -- reading has been shown to cause brain
damage in laboratory rats, experimental monkeys
and college freshmen, But it can be cured if it
is caught early enough. Begin your therapy

by subscribing to SCIENTIFRICTION today!



SCIENTIFRICTION 9

n

19

29

34

38

THE WARNING SIGNS OF LITERACY

PREFRICTION: Editcrial by Mike Glyer: Tae continuing tale of
lochunger and depravity, of cabbages and scaling wax, and whether
PJF has wings.

THE LAST COF MY YESTERDAYS by Harry Warner Jr, Why our leading
fanhistorian is retiring from the scrivehcod.

THE CAMFBELL LETTERS; FOOTNOTES FOR THE GCLDEN AGE: An appe-
tizer of things to come, and a revelation of THE TAR-ATYM KRANG.

URBAN BLITZ: a colunn by Lou Stathis. Lou takes up columnist's
chiores this issue by providing a view of the seamier side of
prozine editing -- indirectly letting you roam from the finest
to the sleaziest practitioners of the craft,

GROWING UP IS LZARNING HOW TO SCREAM CIVILLY: a column by
Carl Bennett. Acccmpanied by his fine illustration, Carl Rolls
through a medieval manuscrict, with puva in hand,

ULTERIOR DESIGNS: a column by Jon Gustafson. A second new
columnist, reviving a forum for discussing sf artwork.
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Lo STAN BURNE SF BOOK REVIEWS: Burns' reviews this issue, here
and throughout, cover: The Best of Leign Brackett, Half a
Lif's And Other Storiss, The Crystal Ship, Passing For Human,
The Blue Hawk, Dragensong, The Best of Edmond Hamilton,
The Beginning And The End, Ecotopia, The 1977 Annual World's
Best SF, The Best SF Of The Year, Whispers, The Futurians,
A Speli For Chameleon, Inherit The Stars, The Forbidden Tower,
Skirmish, Kampus. (Books reviewed in Glyer's editorial are:
The Dark Design, 3tan Lee Presents The Amazing Spiderman,
and The Fantastic Four, and four novels by Eric Ambler.)

by BEYCND THE SHIPFT XKEY: a column by Dave Locke

51 CAT VS. DOG: humor by Mike Farkash

53 THE FAWIVORE: Letters tc scarf ané guzzle by..,Iadick, Hlavaty

--------------------------------- Bose, Glicksohn, D'Ammassa,

ART CREDITS Fred Jackson 3, Bentcliffe,
————————————————————————————————— Zrilich, Bostick, Tackett,
Simon Agree: 9,14 Andruschak, Ayres, Jeeves,
Rardy Bathurst: 485 Dutcaer, Coulson, Brown WAKF
Carl Bennett: 34,35,36
Ray Capella: 51
Alexis Gilliland: 50
Jon Gustafson: 16
Ole Kvern: 7,24,29
Marty Larson: 61 SCIENTIFRICTION from Mike Glyer at
Barry Kent MacKay: 47 14974 Osceola Street (213) 362-375L
Jim McLeed: 26,27,39,53,60 Available for $1 by mail, for con-
Joe Pearson: 19 tributions of words and letters,
William Rotsler: 4 artwork or accepted poetry, or via
Iare Schirmeister: Cover vhimification., Trades too. Published
James Shull: 3 when the fish are Jjumpin and the
Al Sirols: 58 cotton is high. Electrostencils
Taral: 10,42 courtesy of Victoria Vayne. Photo
Reed Waller: 5,13,21,31,62 original for page 38 by Stan Burns.
Alan White: 28,40
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A well-known sercon-oriented genzine's pub-
lisher reaps a number of fringe benefits
unavailable to most average fans. Not
only are we privileged to discuss private
legal dealings with writers ("let me remind
you that you can be sued along with the
author of libelous material published in
your fanzine"), and receive advance news
about artists' successes ("I can't do the
1llos I promised after all because I'm be-
ing paid $25 to do a wall mural -- agend
the next issue of STFR to my Peking address")
For our humble mimeced efforts we also get
lots of review copies of sf books. Unless
it's to influence the Hugo results through
fan publicity, I cannot understand some
paperback publishers' willingness to give
away praoduct with an annuval total value
over $100 {(multiply this by three or foux
publishers, then tack on up to $250 worth
of hardbacks from various publishers added
tegether). However as long as they're
willing to send them I'm willing to review
them.

One direct and pleasurable result ig that
I've received galley proofs from Flunt
publishers and discovered how one of my
literary chsessions, the Amber series,
will conclude long before the rest of you.
Actually T was shocked at the ending, but
you can judge for yourself when Flunt
brings it out for the Christmas trade.

The announced title, COURTS OF CHAOS, winds
up a fivesome from Flunt (different titles
were used in the Avon paper editions, also
different novels) that started with NINE
FENCES IN THE SLAMMER, THE GUNS OF ABBEY
RENTS, THE SIGN OF A WELL-KNOWN GAFIATE,
and THE HAND OF OBI-WAN.

AS you remember, the Amber series is what

A\\//\ ensued when Raymond Chandler was reincar-
f ! }(:1[55 nated as a baron of the SCA. The rest of
| the story is fully complicated, but you
~\ must have read it by now and await with bait-
ed breath the dramatic conclusion. So I'm
bI_YE R going to let _you have it.
Flunt insists that I can reproduce no more
PR EFRICT‘ON than 750 words for review purposes. So

here you have page one of THE COURTS OF
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CHAOS, picking up the conversation that ended on THE HAND OF OBI-WAN's last page,

Benediet and I regarded the trump, while Ganelon/Dad/Oberon smiled at our suspicion.
ALl the puzzle pieces fell crashing together. "Good evening, Champion,” said Dad.

“Gower?” I asked sarcastically, playing for time. On his shoulder scmething
faintly meowing tried to break the tension. I had seen many cat ereatures in Chacs,
but this was the first black-and-white winged housecat I had noticed.

"Well," Dad answered, "I'm not surprised that you haven't recognized me, really.
Though I've known all of you, only one remembered his whole horrible career.”

Benedict stirred. "You mean Brand?" he wondered, mystified by Dad’s allusion and
concerned with defending his role in our brother's death minutes before.

"No," said Dad. "Brand simply grew tco ambitious. A failure in breeding like
Osric and Finmdo. Here, take my hand and come through the trump."

"Foilow me," I told Benedict, and rveached through to Dad. Next I was standing in
Ganelon's chambers, but Dad had broken the trump conmectiorns to Benedict. "What's
this about?" I demanded, but he simply finished putting the trump away in the deck.

"Benedict hasn't posed the problems you have, Corwin. Tell me, you've never heard
the initials 'J.C.' before?”

"Jesus Christ? dJimmy Carter? Jack Chalkep?"

"Jhary a Conel's the name, Champion. My plans were much simpler when you were out
of the picture.”

“I thought you were my father, Oberon. What happemed to him?"

"Our infilitrators at Flunt got him blue-penciled before this series ever went to
print. But it didn't stop Zelazny. He wrote the whole series arcwnd him and it
became so popular that it cramped our comspiracy to take over the American market
with our om stories. So we're taking this one over instead.” Jhary looked into
a corner of the room and snapped his fingers. A black-armered warrior, skin pale
as death, stepped from behind a partition. He held an evil sword in his hand.
Then I noticed something strange -~ he had six heads.

"One of you will be the greatest herc in sword and sorcery and make me a ton of
money in paperbacke. I care not which -- Corwin or the six manifestations of
the Eternal Champion -- Urlik Skarsol, Erekose, Corum, Hawkmoon, Aubec and Flric.
Stie 'em boys."

Siz-headed Elric and I circled each other, one holding soul-hungry Stormbringer,

one wielding Grayswandir, forged on the steps of Tir-na Nog'th. Suddenly I realized
that I was all that stood between paperback buyers and a flood of Moorcock re-
prints. Catching me in thought, Elric slashed out, Stormbringer eleaving the air
towards my head. I parried: two swords jarred together sparking unearthly fire.

I had strength on my side, but the albino Melnibonean sustained himself with sorcery
and drugs, and he had the aid of five bladewise minds. He could also rely on his
owh weapon's appetite to pick a way through my defenses.

Cutting, thrusting, parrying and moving, we stepped back and forth through Ganelon's
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chambers. Furniture was kicked aside,
drapes torn dowm, as we threw each other
off guard, but never long enough. Sudden-
ly I stumbled baclwards over a stuffed
Norwegian blue parrot. Elric lunged and
Stormbringer drove deep into me.

But it was Elric, not I, who staggered --
swept with nausea. Stormbringer dropped
to the floor, moaning lowly. I clutched
my wound and gasped, "What happened?"

"It's the first time Eater-of-Souls ever
threw up,” satd the melancholy albino.

With my last stremgth I hurled Grayswandir
tnto the Melnibonean, who rapidly became
too weak to sustain himself on my plane —-
he and his five brethren disappeared.

When Dad/Thary a Conel saw what had hap-
pened he grabbed his chest and keeled over
dead from a heart attack. Sometime later,
as I lay at the edge of death, I saw

the two swords on the floor and heard one
whisper to the other -~ so sorry, folks,
but that'’'s my 750 words.

(Yahh - and I bet somebody counts, toa!)

Y e g S _——

2. The Usual

Mailing out a fanzine in the middle of the
summer convention cycle seems to me a sure way to guarantee that it will draw few
letters. As recently as five years ago summer was the very best season for a fan-
zine because the students who do so much of the letterhacking were all out of school
with nothing but free time for postal fanac. Five years ago there were still few
enough cons to leave some fans at home most of the summer —- which is alsoc a way of
cbserving that I've never found any segregation of con and fanzine fans. Though once
the matter was much discussed, from experience I can assure you that any fan,
regardless of origin, will happily take a copy of my fanzine with promises to write
a loc, then vanish forever. No longer is this trait unique to self-proclaimed fan-
zine fans...

Currently so many summertime cons are competing for the interest of that minority

of fans also interested in publishing that the season has become the nadir of the
locwriters' year. 1In fact I have calculated that between cons and family holidays
there is only a narrow window (as we say in the rocket biz) left through which to
launch a genzine with any expectation of getting some letters -- between Januvary 2
and February 28. Even then the con season encroaches, but a couple of weekends have
been inadvertently left free.

After a surprisingly large response to STFR 7, the level of response to STFR 8 was
patehtically tiny. Of course I say this every issue -~ but then you can't let
yourselves forget that my editorials are as tightly formulated as a Perry Mason
episode, in my case consisting of one part comic fantasy, one part moral indigna-
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tion, one part embarassing self-revelation and cne part creebing about the number of
letters of comment I got on the last issue. At first I laid the blame for this

to my own bad timing and the summer convention season. (Ideally my three issues per
year should be published in December, January and February...) Then I became more
humble, and blamed my lack of foresight in running no feature articles, or perhaps
my bad taste in daring to contradict a feminist viewpoint in the lettercolumn.

Given the political atmogphere of today's fandom, any dissent from the latest sermon
on feminism is received quite as Humphrey liberalism was received in 60s fandom --
with disbelief and condescension.

But among the handful of letters and cards I received, guite the reverse seemed to
be the explanation. At first it was only a hint: "Just reread and re-enjoyed
SCIENTIFRICTION 8. But there is a problem: what does it mean when you enjoyed the
editorial more than any cother piece in the zine -~ including the humorous one done
by the dynamic duo Cagle and Locke? Surely I don't enjoy inconseguential nattering
above entertainment. Well?"

Then it became a suspicion: "Er. Ah yes. In regards. In reply. Preceding are

four openings from four locs in STFR #8. My point (which I never sharpen, to pencil
borrowers' chagrin)? These are a superfluity, a fat you or the loc-er should cut
from the lean, serving merely as a warmup. My secondary point? Your openings

are professional, interest-arousing, no-nonsense. And they inevitably presage the
quality of each and every sentence that follows. Are you taken for granted? Is an
appreciation of the effort and quality you yourself pack into STFR overdue? I think
maybe so. I was the only printed loc-ur to praise your McDonald's tale, while Carl
Bennett's inferior (though superior) pievc on brain-blasting earned comparatively wide
racognition. Nearly every soul jumped up and down far joy about Dave Locke's col-
umn. The guy's got a good head for the absurd, but he's not the writer you are.
Does any soul ever remark on the perceptive wifticisms that embellish the bottom
margins? I guess editors are just traditionally bottom-drawered."®

Finally I was convinced: "Yes, I know. I promised a loc on the last STFR. Allow
me to humbly lick your koot as a token of my remorse over having failed a sacred
trust. 1 believe I've found the reason bhind your difficulties with response to
your zine....The problem is that your zine is too good. Your editorials in partic-
ular are written eloquently and with an eye towards all sides of the matter under
discussion. Why, shortly after Westercon I attempted to write you a letter arguing
some point (minoxr to you, major to me) and was struck speechless with embarassment
when I discovered on rereading what you'd written (in preparation for a final

draft) that you'd already covered my argument to my complete satisfaction. WNow you
know as well as I do that the cruddy 90% of fanwriting is almost entirely made up

of lazy thinking, misreading, artless argument and a generally tawdry command of the
English language. How is one with such a background to deal with the superior fmz?
With the waving of arms in the aix? With curses and poison-pen telegrams? With
simple spittle? No, my friend; that vast silence you are confronting is motivated
by actual dumbfounded delight (much like Steve Stiles' Actual Yellow) and real awe."

Ahem. Er. Immediately I want to deny believing any of this. I've seen Victoria
{(in SELDON'S PLAN) and Taral (in SIMULACRUM) tapdancing on Alyson Abramowitz' head
for printing the same kind of stuff from her readers. I don't want the heel-marks
from their lead-soled Keds on my skull too.

+».Besides, terrific as ALGOL and MOTA are, their letterhacks generally manage to
squeeze something of substance in between the paeans of ecstatic praise, So let's
have no more of these copouts that STFR is too good to be locced . (Quick -~ some=~
bedy look and see if Andy is still smiling.) Besides -~ I'm willing to try any sort
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of hype to run up the level of response. As a consequence one section of this edit-
orial will be calculatedly written to be incomplete, question-begging, rank with
prejudice, error and fuggheadedness. But just to protect myself I won't announce in
advance which one it is =-- I'd hate it if you guessed another one fitted the descrip-
tion.

To be momentarily serious (what, and spoil everything?) I'll happily trade these pages
of flattery for a few pithy paragraphs about anything in the zine; in case you letter-
writers hadn't thought of it, you need not comment on every item in the issue ~= just
do justice to come paxt of it. When you give me something concise and provocative

to put in the lettercolumn then you're really doing me a favor. If I print a lot of
bland compliments it'll put my readers to sleep, but when you share an insight with
them I profit too for it stimulates them to write in with their own thoughts.

I crave the action, not the reaction,

Getting back to sheer nonsense, I've made a study of what I need to publish in order
to maximize comment. Going through all these fanzine lettercolumns one after anoth-
er you wouldn't believe what triggers flurries of response. It looks like the ideal
issue lineup would be Angus Taylor announcing that America sucks, Avedon Carol com-
plaining that fandem doesn't suck, Jackie Causgrove sticking it to a worldconcom,
John Curlovitch and John Alderson pretending that they know something about histery,
and Arthur D. Hlavaty writing about the first thing that comes into his head. Nor
should you think I'm putting them all down =-- three of the bunch I'd seriously like
to see in STFR, unlikely as it is, though come to think of it Hlavaty has provided
an LoC. ;

3. Ala recherche du temps real soon now

Awhile back in an apa where the discussion had turned towards the Vietnam War by
way of the amnesty issue, I went back and examined the way my views about the war
finally changed ~- though almost to the end I was in support. In my schooldays I
held a lot of conservative opinions, and realizing that set me wondering how to
reconcile them with my youthful (1960) enthusiasm for John Kennedy.

The paradox is only apparent, and comes from looking backwards in a day when Kennedy
has been canonized by liberals for the spirit he brought to politics. 1In 1960 the
differences in substance betweeen liberals and conservatives was small, and still

is considering how the term liberal has disappeared from the political lexicon.

When Kennedy roused my enthusiasm, he played on quite the same ideas I believed when
four years later I was a Goldwater enthusiast. Kennedy was a Cold Warrior who

lived by the interventionist code (Laos, Vietnam, Cuba) and courted the political
right. He supported a strong military, and as far as I can remember did nothing
about civil rights initiatives. His positiveness and emphasis on surrounding him-
self with competent men was just a healthier guise for the accepted national secur-
ity syndreome the country had endured since 1940.

During the gummer of 1960 while my father ran a camera for NBC at a political con-
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vention the rest of the
family went ahead to visit my
grandparents in Delaware. T
recall that the bedroom they
let me stay in included an

I LIKE IKE button pinned to
the drapes. “You like Ike,
don't you?" my grandmother
joked, though I didn't really
know whether I did or not --
at the age of 7 I hadn't exact-
ly been avidly following his
administration.

after the convention my father
flew sast and took his vacation
with us. This included a

trip to Washington, DC, where
my grandmother had a cousin
especially interested in the
city's tourist life (concerts,
inaungurations, museums). Aft-
er visiting her we did some
rounds, the FBI, the Capitol
Building, and the subway re-
cently installed between the
01d and New Senate Office
Buildings. With some .45 cas-
ings in my pocket, souvenirs

of the FBI tour, we went down
the hall of the 0ld Senate
Office Building, past Vice
President Nixon's office, no telling what was occurring behind its solemn haxrdwaod
door, and found Senator Kennedy’s office standing open with two young, pretty and
cheerful workexrs banging at typewriters. I hadn't the slightest idea what I1'd say
if he was in, but he was long gone on the campaign trail. Still I was a little
impressed by this visit to high office.

Was that the moment that I lined up on the Kennedy side? I don't remember when I
first rxealized that I had taken sides, but I do remembexr that I did so literally when
Osceola Street Elementary School returned to session in the fall. The elaection fever
was 50 intense that teams divided at recess according to the candidate they backed.

I played volleyball for the Kennedy side, and we tried to justify our political opin—
ion by defeating the deluded fools who opposed us.

There was a rhyme parroted at the time, which my memory can't supply in full, but X
recall that the key words were elected and collected; one's candidate wound up in
the White House and the other was carted off to the dump.

When Nixon and Kennedy staged their debates I watched. This was hot current events
stuff, so for a change I read the clippings I brought into class, and discovered that
one newsman claimed Kennedy had won the first debate. Somehow I had never before
encountered the fact that debates could be won and lost.

Election Night was a fantastic television experience, watching Huntley and Brinkley
(surely not Cronkite!) review the tote boards, scan the legislative races and for
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the last time in the history of American television make a close election sound like
a race. By the next election prediction by key precincts had become quite advanced
but even if it had not Goldwater's defeat was obvious frem the start. Goldwater
fell behind after the first twelve votes from some tiny village in New Hampshire

had been counted. Tatar computers finished the whele thing off in nothing flat,

The 1960 election was “he last one with an element of suspense. I wish I had been
old enough to be permitted to stay up all night and watch the coverage -- for that
was another now-deceased tradition, the all-night vigil. Now that I can wait til
dawn tc see the winner, candidates claim victory before the 11 ofclock news and net-
works suspend their coverage in time for the Tonight Show.

When I got up in the morning Kennedy had secured the necessary electoral votes.

I recomposed the elected/collected verse to taunt the losing side at school. They
looked suitably unimpressed. The assigned recess teams reformed, and apart fram
bringing a tv into class for Kennedy's inauguration, world politics were temporarily
vanished from the classroom.

T e e o e Y P s AP . T S W @ S - - ———— o . 7ol i . A S S s e e ol - ———— — -

Unfortunately if I spent the necessary time to write everything I'd like to put in
this issue it would never appear. Especially now that I have a daily job. If
there were 22 hcurs in the day, I'd write my own fanzine review column, my own
book reviews to supplement Stan's, a Westercon Report (I took about 15 pages of
notes, after all), a contemplation of fannish feminism, and a satire on the River-
world series. Some of these ideas can easily be saved over until next issue; they
won't lose their topicality in a quarter of a year.

As for book reviews, when I write them I am not satisfied simply to pass an opin-
ion. But who's got time to write up the books properly when there are stencils to
be cut and editorials to be redrafted? Long reviews also consume space =- which
could be more. fficiently turned over to Burns' minireviews -- and that means so many
more turns of the crank before the thing can go in the mail.

This is a compromise; not reviews, simply my reactions as a reader to the books
I've been taking along to read on brezks at work.

THE DARK DESIGN: Philip Jose FParmer. Every once in awhile I find a hook that shat-
ters the bedrock of my tolerance and drives deep into the wellsprings of my prejud=-
ice. Something that will always do it is the discovery of a severely overpadded
bock. The other thing sure to do it is encountering a story which requires a
‘given' (some concession by the reader to the author's unorthodox premise or tech=-
nigque == nothing new to sf readers) whose author fails to prove its necessity to
his story == dangling it around self-indulgently. Farmer's third Riverworld navel
suffered from both faults, which blasted my enjoyment of a sometimes exciting adven-
ture.

I've already talked to readers of the third installment who happily plowed through
all four hundred twelve pages, found them entertaining, and now raptly await the
next book. So I c¢oncede that mine is a minority viewpoint. I picked up the book
with no more resistance than they had to Farmer's assertion that the last novel was
too big to fit in one volume. My reaction had nothing to do with DESIGN's failure
to end the saga. Indeed, not only does Farmer explain publishing realities in

his introduction, I'd already heard him at the '75 Rivercon announcing that the
series would be tied up in a way that allowed sequels -- I expected loose ends.
However nobody at Berkeley/Putnam's seems to have taken seriously the idea of
publishing both halves of the novel in close succession.

SCIENTIFRICTION NINE 11 SLASH AND TRASH TIME



(In fact some readers may know better than I when it's coming out, but I have seen
the Putnam's catalog through next February and the book isn't on it, somewhat to my
surprise.}

TO YOUR SCATTERED BODIES GO received my Hugo vote for Best Novel in 1972 because it
was a sharply-written adventure using a delightful background concept to juxtapose
historical characters (nonfiction favorites who usually had also written -~ Clemens
and Burton, de Bergerac and others) against a foturistic mystery. Unfortunately
Farmer either forgot what made the series good, or decided that it wasn't import-—
ant enough to suit his self-image: THE DARK DESIGN's adventure/mystery-solving ele-~
ment is constantly bogged down in unoriginal literary, historical and social obser-
vations. One more thing. I know that 'borrowing' is the norm in American fiction
(calling it plagiarism is bad for business and would be excessively harsh on books
like JAWS, given its nod-and-a-wink Moby Dick ending as Quint is dragged into the
depths lashed to the back of the shark). And truly, the very 'given' in Farmer's
series ~-- that everyone who ever lived has been recreated -- permits an endless re-
examination of historical curiosities. But Farmer takes that as license, and loots
the past like a man carrying away a tv set under each arm from a broken-windowed
store. I got terminally disgusted upon reading Farmer's alter-ego (Peter Jairus
Frigate} on pages 266-7 delivering as an internal monoleog an unacknowledged para=-
phrase of the beginning pages in Clarence Darrow's autobiography.

Normally that discovery would have amused me, but my patience had been draining away
for some time. Under the delusion that cliffhanger chapter endings sustain the
reader's interest, Farmer repeatedly structured chapters to reintroduce old pro-
tagonists, or some new ones, land them in terrible jeopardy, and then jump from
there into the next unrelated scene. Far from seeming a man who had trouble fitt-
ing his bock inte one volume {and reluctantly divided it into two), Farmer seemed
to have trouble filling one with mainline story action. Farmer really does nothing
to unravel the riddle of who made the Riverworld, and why. As if we were

wolves, and the clues his relatives on a sleigh crassing the frozen tundra,

Farmer only slowed occasionally to throw out another mysterious tidbit, hoping we
would then go away and let him get back to his autobiography.

In his introduction he sounds more like he's running a waxworks than an adventure
novel: "to be encountered in later volumes are da Vinci, Rousseau, Karl Marx,

Rameses II, Nietzsche, Bakunin, Alcibiades, Eddy, Ben Jonson, Li Po, Nichiren Daison~
in, Ascka, an Ice Age cavewife, Joan of Arc, Gilgamesh, Edwin Booth, Faust, et al.,"
Thus my impatience: I had accepted the idea that historical characters must play an
active part in the book, but after reading what Farmexr did with them in THE DARK
DESIGN I could only ask: "Why bother?"

The really interesting characters in THE DARK DESIGN are those Farmer created.
Probably they are more interesting because they are less complicated -- Farmer
doesn't seem able to handle the richly detailed lives of his historical protagonists
in any way except chronicling them encyclopedia~fashion, then shunting them into
obscurity. In his introduction Farmer actually confesses that the historical
charccters don't develop, without acknowledging that it's a shortcoming. He simply
says that there wasn't room to develop them, but that there will be in the sequels.
Jack London (could he truly have been so dull?), Tom Mix (a turkey in real life,

or just in this book?), Nur ed-din el-Musafir, as well as returnees Sam Clenmens,
Richard Francis Burton and Cyrano de Bergerac supply the Britannica-entry names, but
Milton Firebrass, Piscator, Jill Guilbarra and Farmer's original creations are the
ones who move with arms and legs, emote, and generally keep frcm boring us.,

By now many Riverworld dwellers have heard legends, or been informed directly by the
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Mysterious Stranger, about the Giant Grail at the pole. By steamship and balloon sev-
eral expeditions trek to the pole in hopes of unveiling the reasons they've heen re-
surrected -- and perhaps the reason why permanent death has returned to haunt them.
Most never make it, and those who do are only further confused. This is all yau

get -~ the other 41l% pages are padding, deadend subplots, and Farmer's private impres-
sions of literature, history and growing up in the midwest. They don't snuff King
John, they don't find ocut who the Ethicals are, much less why they set up the Riv-
erworld, they don't get inside the polar Grail, and they don't have any more meet-

ings with the Mysterious Strangesr. Wait for the fourth and ‘*final' book.

STAN LEE PRESENTS:THE AMAZING SPIDERMAN; STAN LEE PRESENTS THE FANTASTIC FOUR.
These two Pocket Books are a fabulous service to an army of people who just want to
read the famous 60s Marvel comics. As it turns out, I enjoyed all the wrong, out-
of-it comics as a kid. Mainly I read them at barber shops or sometimes I'd bicycle
down to the market and pick out a couple at a dime apiece. I read non-Carl-Barks
Denald Duck strips, and bought Supexran or Batman. Now I discover that every truly
au courant collector fanatically followed Marvel's stuff, and considered funny ani-
mal strips as suitable primarily for lining birdcages. Eut do you think anybody who
nas a run of Fantastic Four is going to be dumb enough to loan it around? And I
sure don't intend to pay collector's prices for reading copies. TLuckily Stan Lee
thought of this and had the clout to do something about it. They're fun.

A COFFIN FOR DIMITRIOS: A STATE OF SIEGE: THE SCHIRMER INHERITAICE: JUDGEMENT ON
DELTCHEV by Eric Ambler. Ballantine is reprinting theix line of Ambler suspense
novels, which I've been picking up as review copies. I'd read all the raves about
his work, and was surprised by the uneveness in quality from novel to novel. Part of
this seems to be explanable in terms of the years he spent scriptwriting between
intervals as a novelist. A COFFIN FOR DIMITRIOS is the ideal for intrigue, histor-
ical detail, characterization, and realism. But JUDGEMENT ON DELTCHEY, basically

a story about a purge trial, seems pat, slow and full of poorly-concealed surprises.
This may have been Ambler's first novel after his term in Hollywocod. It was copy-
righted 1951; the 1953 book THE SCHIRMER INHERITAMCE goes right back to the recipe
used in DIMITRIOS, a tale of tracing a missing person through dusty records and
interviews with deangerous characters. And the 1956 STATE OF SIEGE was better vet
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as a straight-up suspense novel —- rather than the protagonists backing into the
dilemma through excess curiosity, the pair in STATE OF SIEGE are accidentally en-
trapped in a rather interesting coup-d’etat.
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The lettercolumm in EMPIRE, according to Dan Goodman, contained a fan's suggestion
for a would-be fiction-writers APA. Dan asked, "Does that sound familiar?" It sound-
ed famliar enough for me to offer the following memoir, embodying some criticism

of the idea based on experience.

....I am handicapped because of my former vow to the League; for although
this vow permits unrestricted communication of personal experiences, it for-
bids any disclosures about the League itself. And even though the League
seems to have had no visible existence for a long time, and I have not seen
any of its members again, no allurement or threat in the world would induce
me to break my vow.... (JOURNEY PO THE EAST, Hermann Hesse, p4)

No one has greater confidence in his prospects for literary success than an unsold
undergraduate on summex vacation. When he has had his mental pump primed by the
freshman year's writing assignments, and finds himself in a writing mood but with no
assignments forcing him to work in a given field, his thoughts turn to science
fiction if he's a fan. The sale of a few thousand words to ANALOG beats working.

By the end of the summer of '72 I was tired of thrashing typewriter keys looking for
a plot I liked enough to actually finish a story. Holding down a summer job as a
clerk, I found few clerical chores and a lot of time on my hands spent in front of
a typewriter. I'd been in LASFS almost a year. Elst Weinstein, Joe Minne and I
were all attending USC. We had drifted into that state of mind which wants some
outside force to make us pro writers: we weren't keen on hard work in front of a
lonely typewriter. Was there any way we could show people our work in progress and
get constructive criticism, as well as some egoboo? If we could be reassured that
our writing interested readers it'd be that much easier to see the work through.

LASPFS had no clubhouse in those days, therefore few people were likely to get to-
gether for a writer's workshop: it might mean missing part of each Thursday's meet-
ing, or else getting together on a weekend. But we had lots of experiemce in APA L.
We had lots of confidence in our ability to produce weekly apazines.

Somewhere in talks between Elst, Jack Harness, Dan Goodman, Joe Minne, Larry Niel-
son, Lee Gold,Mark Swanson and I developed a concept for a writer's workshop in
print. WNot only that. Our workshop-apa would be in part devoted to a common back-
ground called the Galactic League.

However when we descriked our scheme to
fellow amateurs, the spectre of Coventry
reared its ugly head. 2An early 1960s
common~background fan fiction fad, Coven-
try reached out to influence LASFS poli-
tics and permnantly poison scme relation-
ships. Said Harness in a Galactic Leaque
handout: "Coventry was a mixture of per-
sonal fantasy ideas forcibly jammed into a
common framework that was impropexly
worked-out and not fully agreed upon by
the participants. Picture a relatively
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unknown group of Arctic (but warm and habitable) islands mounted on a starship plat-
form; the inhabitants didn't know they were in space, but the Secret Rulers did.
Except that, in another sense, it was really Pasadena and environs." People bhased
masquerade costumes on their Coventry persona. Allegedly at one point the secret
arbiter of Coventry, the Guardian, painted his symbol on the Trimbles® driveway, an
act received as one of terrorism. He went further and took upon himself the power to
unilaterally exterminate participants' characters. Chaos ensued, exit Caventry. While
no one would be compelled t¢ address fiction to our Galactic League background, we
hoped its communal history, pseudoscience and culture would draw members together
even more strongly than the simple wish for professional fame and fartune.

Our first issue of the LENS appeared in August 1972. In the oriqinal scheme of
things business and commentary was to have appeared on pink paper, but I ran my
Official Collator/Table of Contents matter on the white ditto paper available in thse
office. Aalso, in the absence of a cover promised by Jack Harness I drew my own.

The comment has often been made in fandom that I don't draw worth a damn, and as

much was said of this cover. That has always caused me to wonder why my anonymous art
is so well received....

Two refugees from LA's moribund fiction apa, PASSUPS, contributed to LENS 1,

Robhert Hollander doing CONTINUITY 1, Jack Harness running BEAUTIFUL PHLORISS.
Harness' story resembled an ANALOG standard, with the tautological opening gambit:
"The most beautiful music will pall after you've heard it fifty times. When it's
broadcast four times a day, it gets irritating. Aand when you find yourself humming
along with it, that means war." This two-page opening fragment bhackgrounded several
of Harness' suggestions for the League: including an economic center called the
Tally, with discretionary powers. Hollander's fragment was non-league, and his job
left little time for writing, though he hung in for much of the LENS' existence.
Meanwhile I pulled something out of the drawer called OLD TIME RELIGION, two years
old but the best thing I'd written until then. It was a Laser book before its time.

LENS 1 had the biggest number of single contributors ever, as it turned out. Dan
Goodman had in the first xevelations abont Hellsedge, the anarchosynidcalist world

so rich in custom, eccentricity and detail that the task of creating its background
eventually swallowed him up. But the fragments are still interesting to read. "The
walls were covered with Ivy; rather, with portions of the computex that contained
what was left of Ivy's brain tissue and all of her original personality. 'When you've
lived for seven centuries or so, you begin to get delusions of immortality,' the In-
stitute's director explained. 'Ivy serves to remind us that we can still die, altho
she claims te be more alive now than ever. Those are sensory davices, mostiy.'
Kendrick Tamisar-Firstlanding looked a trifle uneasy."

Goodman, an admirer of Tom Digby's idea-playing, considered inventiveness primary to
his story. So he came up with fine, original stuff, but never finished.

One of several who made their first and last appearance in LENS 1, Aljo Svohoda
evidently had in mind a Jewish science fiction story. "I don't think I ever found
out the Jew's name before he...before he left," it starts, and portentously ends,
"so we decided to send him through the Gap." You would have been impressed to see
how many of us amateurs had leaxned to use the formulas of sf stories, and knew how
to pace the stoxy, and write a narrative hook. However, truer to amateur form, some
only remembered the sound of a prozine story without understanding why it was put
together that way.

Mark Swanson, dividing his time between MIT and LASFS, wrote THE VERY BEST INVEST~

MENT ON AVALON in slightly stale Michael Moorcock prose, but he had the best struc-
tural sense of any Lens writer-aspirant. Rereading his first bit T was repelled by
his style, but drawn in by the intriguing character he attempted to draw, the color-



blind military hero Ran Da'Hcldra, bred by his
mother as an investment, now returning to¢ his
race, the Lenta, tec claim its birthrights,
Unfortunately Swanson hadn't outgrcwn the old
wavish style of dimbulb sociclogy, "Few

human leaders could look dignified while
vainly trying to persuvade their reprogrammed
roomcomp that they were not a stupid, bratty
six-year-old trying to avoid bedtime.” On

the other hand he invented good ideas: "The
walls displayed the subtle, continually chang-
ing mind art patterns often used to conceal
control messages."
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Hugh Kramer and Brian Corber, two friends of
Elst's, made one-shot entries into the LENS.
Elst himself devoted fiction to Devonia, the
empire of Oyven Roi, a touch of high schoolish-
ness. But Elst was more important in his
constitutional xole of Chief Arbiter, theoret-
ically prepared to adjulicate any disputes and
guard the League against Coventrarian dissen-
sion. His secondary job became, in practice,
the task he spent most of his time pexrforming,
a kind of superlibrarian accumulating data
cards submitted by members to describe their
fictional worlds and incorporate them into the
common League kackground,
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Finally, Dian Girard (currently Dian

Crayne) entered LENS 1 doing a fanfiction take-
off. Evidently the apa didn't interest her, since she never contributed again,
but that may coincide with why she was the apa's only contributor ta ever sell a
story (to 2020 VISIONS).

At least 28 more issues followed the first -- quite an accomplishment for any apa,
but a signal accomplishment for a fanfiction publication of any kind. What's more,
you might doubt that the members would keep their interest in a common background
for very long, but the apa's principal contributors took the idea seriously and em-
ployed it for most of the Leaque's existence. They didn't dwell on the encycloped-
ically worked-ocut technology ariginated by Joe Minne, then rewritten by Nielson and
Mark Swanson; nor the psewdo-Turner-Thesis League History compiled by me and re-
vived by bPan Goodman. I imagine that these actuvally writing fiction instinctively
realized that only a few details needed to be suggestively brushed into the story.
In that way Harness, Lee Gold (vho joined in the second issue), Dan Goodman and
Swanscn wove a good deal of each other's background into their stories. I did a bit
of the same, rather less sensitively, and wound up tripping the emotional defenses
they'd set around their writing. My reply, CORNERING THE MARKET ON USED BRICKS,
was a bristling spology, weakly appealing to "what Harness wrote all the way back
in Lens One (four months ago). That we shouldn't perwmit cur stories, worlds, con-

cepts to become so real/important to us that any infringement on them becomes a
very personal affront.”

In LENS #2, in a commentzine titled "thy Wait For The Disintegration Chamber =--
Let's String Him Up Now Boys!" Jack Harness finished his analysis of one fiction

contribution to the last issue by saying, "I've read it before, and if it's a
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good story I'll read it again." In truth even the best Lens story would be deriv~
ative =~ the group's strength as well as its shortcoming was its limited ambition --
to develop members who could write saleable sf. It was not a creative writing club,
but nobody was deluded that merely selling a story was a high accomplishment in the
world of literature.

Harness was excellent at keeping contributors feeling good about their writing, giv-
ing material a reader's reactions, Dan Goodman caomplemented him with an acerbic edit-
or's sense, asking the questions we should have asked to start with: “"Mike Glyer's
background/in OLD TIME RELIGION/ sticks too closely to present-day Skid Row —-- even
including a reference to 'fifty-nine cent muscatel' which seems to be either a blaop~
er or an indicatien that inflation will slow down and even reverse.”

One League member, beginning with LENS 3, offered an exception to the rule of ASTOUND-~
ING SF imitations., Does it seem pretentious to address someone who still hasn't
sold, five years later, as a new Delany? Of course: but when Richard Wadholm started
"Visions of Hcme" he seemed to have the fresh perspective, spare sentences evoking
well-picked images, and the character-defining dialog customary in early Delany.

some of it was by far the best material written for the LENS. There were eventually
eight installments of "Visions", including a cartooned chapter that I copied on a 3M
machine, and now is rapidly turning brown. Though uneven, they often returned to
that early polish, proving that Wadholm's talent was for real. Really. Even though
in June 1973 (LENS 11) the Mighty Wad let on, "Ah, the moment af truth at last. You
thought I had some idea of what I was doing, didn't you? You thought I had this all
cut in my head and I knew where it was going and how it was getting there, just like
any respectable writer, didn’'t you?" The unenviable fact is that we all commenced
stories with no end in miné@ and without exception failed to finish what we started,
violating Heinlein's well-known axiom. Yet there should bhe no surprise in this, if
you remember that the entire workshop apa resulted from our lack of self-discipline.

That same lack of discipline let official business stagger on, though the Lens soon
proved to need what I, as 0fficial Collator, had never wished to be: an officer
eager to publicize and administer every detail of League background, prepared to de-
bate constitutional issues, and ready to take technolagical criticism of stories sexr~
iously. But these demands were made on the office I held. The unlucky thirteenth
issue of the LENS therefore came out bearing all the marks of a fan project in
trouble: no Tof existed, nor any indication of its date or number. Compared to a
meager 6 pages of fiction, there were 13 pages of constitutional revision, proposed
business, and mailing comments. The bane of fandom, constitution hacks, had gotten
at the LENS: John Robinson, Mark Swanson and Dan Goodman harped on League background
rules. Robinson was dealt with by ignoring him. The cffice of Technical Advisor
{vacant since before the LENS started publishing; Minne had held it} was unloaded on
Swanson (here: hold this albatross}. Finally Goodman took over from me as head of
the apa, but that proved to be the best move of all.

Though the September 1973 issue (LENS 14) was a successive bad one, for the following
seven issues the League returned to form. Goodman took a crucial step in #18 by
scrapping the commaon background requirement., As of LENS 21, on the installment plan
I had reached page 29 of STRANGER TO BLUE WATER, Harness hit page 72 of TROUBLE ON
TONGMARI, and Lee Gold reached page 92 of CRISIS OF IDENTITY. Regrettably Lee never
completed her novel of mystery set on a spacebound passnger liner: I think it would
have been the apa's first pro success. Eventually the 1LENS ran at least 29 issues
-~ but after issue 22 Goodman abandoned the apa, and though Harness took over opera-
tions by then I had gone to Bowling Green, Weinstein left soon after for studies in
Mexico, and insufficient new members came forth., The only star of those late issues
was Kexstin Lange, a talented Inglewood woman, who had come in first the year I
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placed second in the NFFF Short Story Contest.

CONCLUSICN: The blind cannot lead the blind. Jack Harngss, a very perceptive crit-
ic, seemed the only member able to understand the writexs' problems with writing,

not mezely the mechanical flaws of unpublished manuscripts. But even if there had
been five or ten equals of Jack Harness interested in providing critical essays to
the LENS, they would no mere have made the LENS & success than the LENS made its mem~
bers successful writers. No critic or device for getting would-be science fictionale
ists to produce copy can externally motivate people to write better or write more oft-
en sufficiently to make the difference between selling and not selling. Only if the
person starts out with that need to write or willingness to squat down by the type-
writer and push paper through the platen can he get the necessary practice to improve
and turn out enough copy to give any commentator an adaguate sample of his work to
form a valid opinion. I also feel that criticism is only useful if one understands
his own writing well enough to pick out of a critigue the usable suggestions.

Probably the best that can be said about the LENS is that it raised its members'
consciousness about writing. Briefly some fans' dormant writing ambitions came alive
-- something slightly sad or even frightening considering how long agoc those ambi-
tions had been born, and how most of the people really had the potential to sell
scmething -- as long ago as Coventry or their 60s fanzines. Perhaps not so sad ==
none of the LENS contributors seemed to feel that a professional gale was required
to validate their existence. As for recommending the idea =~ I would think that
the time spent typing stencils and running off stories could be more profitably de-
voted to actually writing, however much I enjoy rereading those back issues.

Just in case you feel like hitting the typewriter again, yourself, Neil Kvern
wants it announced that:

I'm trying to get a yearly semiprofessional anthology series going {(titled

SUN CHARIOT). I'm not looking for specific genre works: I'm open to every-
thing. I hope to receive fiction (any length, really; I'm serious) {well, no
novels, I guess), poetry, and artwork {(artists please write before sending
material}. Also, any bookstore owners out there who'd like to help me in dis-
tributing (selling the thing, basically) please drop me a card. It will be
100-200 pages lony, quality paperback size (tentatively), unless I do some-
thing really weird like finding a publisher. Otherwise I'll be having the print-
ing done myself, and I'm basically conscientious, I'm currently contacting
Ursula LeGuin and Jerry Pournelle to see if they‘'@ like to write a piece on
writing. And I know Mrs. LeGuin has written poetry; if she'd like to do some
for SC it'd be great. Payment right now igs not determined -- I'll be giving
as much as I can. I want SC to be a market for things that might not normally
appear in pro magazines and anthologies -~ poetry in particular, which has no
professional and very few sf/f markets., OQuery first if you like: remember the
SASE though. Any ideas you might have I'd like to hear. I'm optomistic.

Neil Kvern, Box 258, Cataldo ID 83810.
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Perhaps this note will serve only to infuriate future collectors -- heh. The in=-
formation on fanzines received and your status in the mailing list shall probably
appear in MAJOR ARCANA, accompanying this zine. Spilling material over into MA per-—
mits one comfort -- I don't feel obligated to slipsheet it. Therefore any given
page of material there takes only one fourth as long to produce. Fanzine reviews,
additional Burns reviews, and late letters of comment may be found there.
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LAST OF MY YESTERDAYS

SCIENTIFRICTION NINE

HOW do I write this article without sounding
angry or bitter? What words can I choose
to avoid the impression that I’'m loftily
granting a permission which isn't mine to
give? Will I regret writing this, a year

or two in the future, if I undergo a change
of mind or outlook?

I compile miserable scores, when I test
myself on those trivia quizzes which have
been featured at cons and published in fan-
zines. So I certainly can't expect to find
the answers for hard questions like those
in the first paragraph. All I can do is
to try to use plain language and give a
candid summary of why I'm retiring from

the portion of my fanmac that has involved
writing fan history.

I would leave my reasons unpublished and

I wouldn't make a definite announcement
about my discontinuing fan history projects
if it weren't for a strange attitude that
many fans seem to maintain. Same fans

seem to think that I have somehow acquired
a copyright on the act of writing lengthy
fan histories. Several times, I've even
been asked if 1'd nmind if this or that in-
dividual did a lot of research and wrote

a long essay on some particular phase of
fan history. I hope I haven't done or
written anything to foster such a wildly
false impressjon. But as long as it exists
I feel T should make it very plain that I
have no intention of doing any more big
fan history writing projects. I committed
myself a year ago to a series of brief
articles on fan histoxy for the 1978
worldcon progress reports, which 1'1l1 com~
plete to avoid promise-breaking. I might
do some reprinting in FAPA of the writings
of former fans, because I think they're
undeservedly forgotten today, not because

I am thinking of their historical import-
ance. Otherwise that's going to be it,

and I hope anyone who feels ambitious enough
to tackle a history of fandom in the

1960s will get to work on research immed-
iately. I won't he doing it. A few arti-
cles on fan history may suxface in fanzines
during the next year or two, because I
wrote several years ago which have never
seen publication, but I plan to write no
more in the future.

This decision has been building up for a
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long time. There are many reasons for it, some of which may seem more valid to me
than to the rest of fandom. I would be a hypocrite if I claimed that the difficul-~
ties I experienced with the manuscript of A WEALTH OF FABLE had nothing to do with
the decision. But they aren't the biggest reason, just the most recent one.

To get the worst over with at this point, I should drop some brief hints to other
prospective fan historians about publication troubles they may face if they tackle
book-length manuscripts. ALL OUR YESTERDAYS hegan to see print in a fanzine. The
intention was to publish it sexially there, so corrections and added information
could be incorporated in a revised manuscript foxr book publication. The fanzine ed-
itor got one installment published, didn't publish any more issues of his fanzine,
and didn't want to relinquish the manuscript so someone else could take over. There
was unpleasantness until Advent came to my rescue and published the manuscript.

A WEALTH OF FABLE was to be published by Advent. But it became obvious that one of
the people at Advent and I had too disparate outlooks on fandom. Once again I had
to struggle for months to get back the manuscript. This time Jeoe Siclari came to
the rescuw, but he suffered a whole series of mundane problems, the entire manuscript
didn't get published until almost a year after the date originally announced, and I
suffered some of the blame for the delay from fans who thought I had a financial
interest in the publication arrangements.

This is the tip of the iceberg, but I don't want to stir up more trouble by going
into more details. I learned the hard way that the writer of a book-length fan
history manuscript has trouble with people other than his publishers. There was one
threat of lawsuit {over passages I had shown nobody, least of all the individual who
imagined I was putting him in a bad light). There have been dismal episodes with
fans who claimed that this or that statement was wrong, and upon investigation turned
out to be suffering from bad memories. Several bound volumes of an important fan-
zine got lost in the mails when I returned them to the fan who had lent them to me,
plunging me into a sense of guilt that didn't wear away for months.

Of course, the vast majority of fans have been very kind about my fan history
efforts, providing me with all sorts of helpful information, giving the books mostly
favorable reviews, and one of my fan writing Hugos would hardly have come my way if
it weren't for ALL OUR YESTERDAYS. But I‘'m getting old, and petty annoyances that
wouldn't have bothered me much a couple of decades ago are more harmful to my nerves
nowadays. I've decided that the game just isn't worth the candle. Maybe the next
person who indulges in large-scale fan history writing will have better luck than
1've experienced or the new fan historians might be more competent than I've heen

in dealing with publication plans and such matters.

There are other reasons, entirely unconnected with the difficulties I had with the
two big manuscripts. Much more forceful as a factor in my decision to retire from
the fan history arena is the march of time. I'm only a few years away from retire-
ment. It will be the only retirement I°'ll ever have and there are many things I'd
like to do following retirement. I might never accomplish them, if I put them off
for the sake of fan histoxry. There's no way I could do the research and writing for
4 book about fandom in the 1960s before retirement unless I gafiated from all

other forms of fanac. That decade will take twoc or three times as much work as the
1940s or 1950s because fandom grew so much, branched out so far, and subdivided so
complexly. I enjoy writing locs, rxeading fanzines, engaging in correspondence, and
several other forms of fanac more than I like fan history creativity. I want to
cuentinue them, instead of sacrificing them to yet another years—-long fan history
project.

I also feel that my health is wobbly enough to make another big fan history manu-
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script a real gamble, I might drop dead hefore I'd

2 I S ey ‘ finished it, oxr I might suffer a permanent incapa-
] o v citation when work was only partly complete. I'd
’ _/’ be gambling and if I lost I would have sguandered a
! great deal of my time without creating anything
bt fandem could enjoy and use.
Ll \f Eb' & Then there's the fact that fanac is done on a face-

ﬁ to-face basis today to a much greater extent than

)
"{M?;;fj " when I flourished. To handle the 1960s and later

\ yvears properly, maybe the fan historian should be an
\ individual who attends a couple dozen cons every
\ year, belongs to a local fan club, and has a better
T) = grasp of today's fanac, instead of somecne for whom
P fanac has been something that mostly comes and
C/L/ﬂ goes in the mails and piles up in the attic. I
ij;ﬂb [ZLQZ} suspect, too, that beginning with the 1960s, fan
history is such a complex matter than future seguels
HaAL. N 652429£/ tc my two books might be better written as group
g?ﬁzii dlome. efforts. I hope I'm wrong, but I frankly doubt
LA . AOOMLL,. if there is anyone with a good knowledge of fandom

who will be willing to sacrifice year after year
of spare time to create a one-man history of anoth-
er decade of fandom.

There is no particular reason why I shouldn't continue to write fan history articles
for fanzines, except the impossibility of acceding to every request for them that
I've been receiving. Simultaneously, I've been forced to do a lot of fan history
work that never gets into print, hunting for information for this or that fan who
writes me letters asking about a particular topic. Presumably, this drain on time
will lessen if I stop writing published fan history stuff,

One last reason may be mostly my imagination. I feel as if my fan history work has
been causing some loss of fannish identity for me. So far, I've not begun to live
in the past, as some people do when they reach their mid-fifties. I rarely read
old fanzines or an old prozine, I think fandom and fanzines are better today in most
ways than they've ever been, I feel myself more sympathetic to the ways of think-
ing and doing of youngexr fans than to most members of my own generation, and I'm
constantly finding new areas of interest. But some fans seem to consider me an
individual who is totally immersed in the past. They ask me to write about fan
history, not contemporary matters, for their fanzines. When they tell me about the
latest con they've attended, the first thing they tell me about is the most

ancient fans who showed up. Maybe if I retire from fan history, the real me and
the apparent me will come cleoser to coinciding.

I've revexsed direction on various matters in the past. So I reserve the right to
change my mind about fan history some day. Maybe circumstances will do it; if I
went deaf, for instance, I might decide to devote the time I now spend on music to
fan history. If I became a semi-invalid, fan history work might prove the best way
to get through the long hours from which anything strenuous would be banned. Or I
might forget enough of the annoyances and problems which I've detailed above, in
some future year, to impel me to resume work again. But as of now, fandom needs
some new historians, and I promise not to duplicate any of the projects they're
working on, if I should someday decide to re-enter the field.
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Editor of the science fiction field's most sucs
cessful magazine for nearly 35 years, John V.
Campbell's influence on the modern sf genre is
undisputed. Yet it is much less understood than
it might be. Even in death it is still easy to
make Campbell’s acquaintance: in hundred. of
editorials and articles, in his fiction, his
prefaces and italicized entries in Brass Tacks.
Indirectly ASF itself is an index to his character
if one iraces recurring story themes, and the
rhrages he used to cue each one. Perhaps this
very glut of publiec, accessible material explains
why Campbell's editorial influence has not been
dissected with all the finest available research
tools.

An invaluable tool awaiting assembly and useis a
collection of Campbell’'s letters to provide a
self-written mosaic of the man's editorial meth-
ods, his teaching style, and the ways he brought
out the best in the top talents of his day. Known
as an unusually prolific letterwriter, Campbell
poured into correspondence the same energy and
lucid writing visible in his editorials.

Along these lines I asked for Mrs. Margaret Camp-
bell's permission to develop a collecticn for pub-
lication, and received ift. The work is compiic-
ated and depends heavily on letters that survived
in the hands of their recipients. One writer, who
provided 50 pages for xeroxing, said that was just
a fraction of the material to pass through his
hands. Two other writers must find the boxes where
they stashed their letters while moving. A fourth
writer, whose papers are held by a wniversity,
saved no correspondence until the Sisties. Obvi-
ously, most of these letters were written in an
era when sf was of total disinterest to scholars,
therefore all paperwork was disposed of as soon as
it lost its business timeliness, except when of
particular perscnal importance.

Had a file of carbon copies survived in an access-
ible form, the bock no doubt would already have
been done. Discovering no file to pick over

(and eliminate the need to collect recipients’
copies) others gave it up as too much work. Until
I wrote to Ben Bova, robody could even say for
sure a file existed -- which he says has been
jumbled away in the Conde Nast warehouse, and
defied discovery when his secretary went looking
for it last summer. Even the chance ¢ ask for permission to go loocking myself
seems To depend on getting a contract for the project, though, so the effort
continues as before, personally contacting people who corresponded with the
late editor. ¥Five publishers have expressed interest in the completed collec
tion. 1If you have Campbell letters, or know scmeone who has, your help in
copying (or loaning to me to be copied) such material would immensely help
preserve an important historical source in the sf field. ; "e o C




Alean Dean Foster's first novel, THE TAR-AIYM KRANG, as it turmed out was among the
laet works of sctence fiction directly influenced by John W. Campbell. Initially
submitted to the editor of ANALOG in late 1969, the story sparked enough interest for
Campbell to reply with nearly three pages of criticisms, suggestions and background
ideag. In the next six months Foster rewrote and resubmitted the etory several
timege. Said Foster, "Campbell died before I could submit the eventual final version
to him, which is why it went to Ballantine. I like to think he would have bought it.
He published my first story (though my second pro sale) in ANALOG." Readers of

THE TAR-AIYM KRANG have an unusual opportunity for the follawing four letters
actually document the influence Campbell had on a popular work of science fiction.

E CAMIPBELL LETTERS

FOOTNOTES FOR THE GOLDEN AGE OF SF

—— .

T

November 24, 1969
Dear My. Foster:

You have a good yarn here, for about 90% of the way...but then it falls apart in a
way that invalidates the preceding part.

Flinx is introduced as a youngster with a Talent; it's expected that the author will
carry through with that statement and make something of it.

You don't. His talent is used once, and only once, in the plot ~— and that's when
you demonstrate the proposition that he has one.

The whole set~up is such that by the time the Rrang is found, it‘'s obvious that
Flinx will be the one who can activate it.

He doesn't. The minidrag does.

The one useful thing Flinx does, in the whole yarn, is to break up a cat~fight
between the twe girls.

Incidentally, you'd do better to steer far away from Poul Anderson's magnificent, and
strongly established, Nikelas van Rijn. Your Captain Marr's language at times
suggests van Rijn with his Dutch accent; the social setting has vague hints of van
Rijn == and while you're pretty good, you are not, at this stage, ready to challenge
direct comparison with Ye 0ld Master, Poul Anderson!

Finally, it's Pip that activates the Kxang, making 'em all look ridiculous.

And your Epilogue is totally meaningless; it does not give the reader any indication
who the Unity was working through. Since Pip activated the gadget, the conclusion
would seem to be that the Unity was using Pip as a vehicle. 1Is that what you meant?
You sure didn't plant it, so it's completely illegitimate as a trick on the reader.
I1'd suggest you drop the whole epilogue business completely; stick to the characters
you actually have and use.

(e} 1977: Mrs. Margaret Campbell
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The first time Flinx tries to activate the Krang, he gets very slight results --
it's just an experiment.

But if he goes back after the enemy has the gang cornered -- he's scared. He has
intense emotional invalvement in the problem -- and that's the condition when ESP
tends to turn on. Then his latent powers would really get a boot in the tail --
he'd really put out some psi force. (Witness the number of spontaneous instances of
documented ESPF under conditions of intense fear-emotion!)

How that Krang operator's set-up must have been a two-way system; an operator who
doesn't get information from his tool, can't controi the tool -- there's got to be
a feedback.

Once turned on, the Krang would feed back all right! It'd Bast the channels to that
ESP talent of Plinx's open or spend a few gigawatts trying! There might be some
wild ructions at first, with an incompetent, desparate, thoroughly scared and vio-
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lently confused operator at the controls of something that potent.

As to what it does...? Well, the planetary screen between the two dust layers
sounds 0.K., but for a long-range weapon it's not so hot a system -- if you're
dealing with super-cee attackers. It would take too long to manipulate the gold-
dust twins into place.

Fitting inte the story's science better would be a way of projecting the artificial
gravity field at a selected focus point; the machine achieves a gravity f£ield about
one centimeter in diameter...that has the intensity of a neutron-star's field. It
compresses —-— by gravitational attraction -- any matter in the vicinity to a density
of some 10 billion tons per cubic inch. 1In the process, the stuff is crushed to
neutrens, and releases its nuclear energy.

Berause the center is only 1 ¢m., at one kilometer the intensity has fallen off on
the inverse square law to a relatively mild intensity. But if the center i$ focused
near a ship, the ship rapidly -~ instantaneously! -- collapses into it.

You might even have fun, and say it generates a 1 ¢m. Schwartzchild Discontinuity --
which same you can look up, if you like. In essence, if a gravitational field ex~
ceeds a certain intensity, a light wave, seeking to escape from it, would loose so
much energy climbing against that gravity field, that not even light can escapel!

The result would be that anything the focus hit would simply, silently, unspectacu-
larly, vanish out of gpace! No explosion -— because as the matter collapsed into the
neutron-star stuff, the energy released couldn't escape the Schwartzchild Discon-
tinuity.

That would fit your story’s technology, because you've been using the KK-ships with
their contrelled gravity drives, and you've had them use a neutron-star to throw
them ocut of reach of the enemy.

It would be a very final weapon; the would-be attackers would nevexr be heard from
again.

That set-up =~ with Flinx activating the Krang -- would give you some problems as
to how to tie off the story. But, at present, the wind-up is really quite unsatis-
factory.
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February 16, 1970

This comes back for a variety of reasons -- the most pressing of which is that,
at the moment, I have novels enough on hand to schedule through June, 1971!

You can write a good piece of copy -~ so how about writing some shorter ones in the
meanwhile?

However, this onec still needs further work. The idea of making Marr an African, and
showing it, is a good one ~- only do it all the way through, not just in the first
installment! You've got him going back to his Dutch accent in the last half, or so,
with no Swahili.

Item: On P.72 you use the Schwartzchild Discontinuity idea, but not too well. You
missed the essential point of my suggestion: Gravity follows an inverse square law.
The surface gravity of a single proton ~- because of its infinitesimal diameter

-~ is, despite its tiny mass, equal to the surface gravity of Earth. Same applies
to an individual neutron.
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Now if you could artificially create a
gravity field one centimeter in diameter
with a surface gravity equal to that of a
neutron starx, its attractive force at a
distance of cne kilometer would be moder-
ate because of the inverse square law
effect and its 0.5 cm radius. One kilo-
meter is 100,000 cms.; 102 cms. At 10~10th
or one four billionth that at the sux-

face of the l-cm. diameter field.

Thus a friendly ship one km. away would be
hardly affected ~-— while the enemy ship
would be sucked into a synthetic neutron
star field -- and the added real mass would
trigger it to a Schwartzchild Discontinuity.

You'd better have the thing flop completely
out of the Univexse by some mechanism that's
unknown, but found true in practice when they

discover the thing -~ because otherwise a

Schwartzchild Discontinuity just wanders around

gobbling anything that ever comes near it, world without end!

However -- I do mot think a shipborne weapon could achieve that. I wouldn't believe
it, because of the level of energy implied by a neutron-star field-density. Remem-
ber that a neutron star results from the explosion of a supernova; a supernova re-
sults when a star at least 10 times as massive as Sol -- and usually 15 to 60 times!
-~ goes into ultimate collapse and explosion. During the explosion, it releases

more energy than all the other hundred billion stars in the galaxy together: The
dense, collapsed core of the supergiant star is imploded, while the outer layers are
exploded. The result is a crushed-in mass of anywhere from one to seven solar masses
reduced to a diameter of about ten miles. The resultant lump is so hot that it radi-
ates mostly in the X-ray region -~ and the forces at the surface are so stupendous
that that surface appears to be a "metallic" crust, crystalline even at those temp-
eratures because of the gravity forces.

Now clearly the energies involved in creating a neutron-star type gravity well are
not going to be available on a mobile base, such as a ship. Not by about six
orders of magnitude.

The Krang alone is big enough to handle such a job. &ny ideally designed weapon
installation would have (1) a defensive screen so the installation itself would be
able to survive, and (2) an offensive weapon of range adequate to do the job ~- in
this case, swat down interstellar ships.

Since the Krang uses the planetary structure itself as a power-supply system, obvi-
ously there has to be a lefensive screen that protects the entire planet. But
with that big a projector, and that power base, the Krang could, believably, pro—
ject Discontinuity fields.

The stingship weapons could be as you had them -- or simply fusion bombs with grav-
ity-field seekers. I.e., a gadget that turned on an artifical gravity field in

the bomb after a predetermined time of flight. The computer launches the thing
toward an enemy, and after the thing has traveled say two thirds of the way to the
enemy, the field turns on == which attracts it to the enemy, no matter how he seeks
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to dodge.

Who needs more than a fusion bomb to swat a spaceship? Since
it's a nuclear reactor rumnning absolutely uncontrolled, for its
exceedingly limited lifetime, it can outpower any possible con-
trolled nuclear reactor a ship could carry. Screens to the con-
trary notwithstanding, it'd smash through by sheer, raw, brute
power.

Flinx needs more development as a Talent. F'rinstance,
there's no reason why Flinx can't answer Marr‘s guestion when
Marr asks him about pursuing ships.

But -~ that last paragraph you'd better chop off! Some forty
years ago I was writing super-science space-cpera myself --
Doc Smith and I used to have a sort of unacknowledged competi-
tion for the Biggest and Bestest and Ultraest devices. 2and one
thing we both learned was that on that escalation system, you
presently would up with a hero with so much stuff, and such
powers, that you couldn't use him any more. No adeguate
opposition!

At the end of this one, you've got Flinx amusing himself creat-
ing stars. Believe me, at that point you can't do a thing
with him!

Tame him down to manageable size, and you'll have a character
capable of develcpment in further yarns. He's then a kid with
a high-power talent -~ but he's still a kid, with all the lim-~
itations that implies. One of the deadliest is that, being
able to read a mind for sincerity and truth-telling, he can be
sucked in by a sincere, truth-as-he-sees-it type of crackpot.
Because the adolescent is apt to be sold on the idea that sincerity and true beliefs
are necessarily Right answers.

In fact, such Sure Beliefs are almost guaranteed to be 100% certainly wrong answers.
No truly wise and understanding individual can believe in the complete Truth and
Absolute Justice of anything -~ the Universe is too complex, situations too multi-fac-
eted, for any Answer to be The One Right Way.

Being a mind-reader would protect him from the crook who knew he was a crook —- but
not from a fanatic who believed in his ideas completely. Heil Hitlex! he knew he was
right! So did Oliver Cramwell and Genghis Khan. But a man like Winston Churchill is
always full of doubts and uncertainties.

It would be far easier to live under a government run by Al Capone, than under Hitler
or Cromwell; with Capone you could always make a deal, reach a workable compY.cimise.

And Capone believed that human beings needed some fun and games.

Want to try that with the greatest Puritan of them all?
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Rewriting is, I feel, entirely up to the auvthor —-- if he thinks that my comments
make sense, 0.K., he can use'em. If he doesn't -- that's certainly his right and
privilege.
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But there is always the question of what is "better" in any given context. Is cham-
pagne better than engine oil? Well...it makes a hell of & poor lubricant, And

while passenger wheel studs are all right~hand threaded, John Q. Public being pre-
dictably dopey, the studs on heavy-duty professional equipment are left-hand thread
cn one side of the wvehicle, and right hand on the other. &and just try making a turn-
buckle work with both ends having right-hand threads.

So which is better, right or left-hand threads?

A large part of the answer is that if you've got a left~hand stud, unarquably the
best nut is alsoc left-threaded.

When you’ve got an established medium, such as a magazine -- it's not just what the
editor likes. It's what the guy who slaps his cash on the counter to buy it
expects to get that counts. I like good fantasies —- that was why I started the
old Unknown. But Analecg is not allowed -- by the readers! -- to publish fantasy,
because they expect science fiction, and that's what they paid for.

It may seem to a writer that it’'s the editor’'s whim that decides the story-type he
buys. An editor has some latitude ~- but it's the guy with-the-cash-on-the-counter
that's the ultimate and absclute dictator!

Ask any ex-editor of a defunct magazine!
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I hope you kept the original versicn of the opening of this yarn ~- it was much
better than your rewrite, I'm afraid!

This new opening is about three times too long ~- nothing happens for pages and
pages, so the reader isn't invelved in the story early enough to keep him reading
-- and its lush growth of adjectives needs heavy pruning. It's severly over-written.

When I'm doing my usual high-speed low-accuracy
typing, I do considerable misspelling and produce
some remarkable typos myself -- but you've got a
tendency to do a sort of goof-off I haven't en-
countered before that can be hardex for the editor
to catch every time. In one place you have “could"
where you cbviously mean "good"; this sort of

slip ecan make things confusing when the exact
nature of the slip isn't so clear. Better check
over your manuscript before sending it in.

However -- your story now hangs together pretty
well; it's definitely salable.

The cne real remaining difficulty is -- we're
stocked up on novels through Sept. 1971. We could
buy another one, in other words, about cne year
hence ~- but not sooner!

This makes for a sort of difficult situation all
around -- so I have to return your yarn at this
time.
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I think that anyone who seriously contem-
plates becoming an sf writer snould, at
some early point in his/her careex, ride
herd on the slushpile of a professional
sf magazine. At best, the experience
can be instructive and sometimes a bit
humoxous {in a sad and often pathetic
way) , and at worst it can destroy your
ability to write without crippling self-
consciousness for the rest of your life.

I did my time at the slushpile from
January 1975 to about June 1976, and
that year—and-a-half turned out in my
case to be a bit too long. My job was
reading the Ultimate slushpile; and the
fully intended pun of that statement

is no joke, it's the horrible truth.

The New York office slushpile for AMAZ-
ING and FANTASTIC contains, I think,
only the worst of the putrified sediment
that sinks to the bottom of the science
fiction puddle. You might think perhaps
that this is an exaggeration, or at the
very least an unkind rxemark. Nasty
though the statement may be, it is most
certainly the truth.

Consider this: anyone who has (A) ever
sold a story to Ted White, (B) received
one of his rejection slips, {(C) known
Ted personally or professionally, ox

(D) belonged to SFWA, knows that the
place to send a story for publication in
either of the magazines is to the editor
himself in Falls Church, not to the pub-
lisher's office in New York. Howevex,
the first-time writer hunting for the
address to which he should mail his story
finds in the wvsual place on each maga-
zine's table of contents page its pub-
lisher®s post office box. No convolu-
ted chain of logic is required to deduce
that with few excepticns the bulk of the
material handled through Sol Cohen's
office is, to be charitable, highly ama-
teurish. The good stuff either doesn't
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go to Ultimate at all {they are, after all, the lowest paying market of the seven
generally-available prozines) or else goes directly to Ted in Virginia, You might
ask, however, why the Falls Church post office hox appears only in the lettercolumns
of the magazines, and not on the editorial pages where it belongs? The reason for
that, dear friends, is known only to the publisher, who is personally responsible
for the magazines' paste-ups, and appears deaf to Ted's requests when he chooses.

The conclusion that I arrived at, drawn from vague statements made to me by the pub~-
lisher, was that Sol doesn't trust Ted to handle all the manuscripts properly and re-
sponsibly. Cohen has reasoned, I surmise, that if most of the manuscripts go through
his office/home he can keep close control of them, sending down bundles carefully
labelled by the helpful assistant editor indicating which magazine each story would
be most suitable for. At the same time he would also have some small influence on
what would be published in his magazines (a thought never far from his mind, even
though he doesn't read sf and has a quite low opinion of it). This sort of reason-
ing, the resulting actions, and its just-a-bit-sneaky method of execution, are typic~
al of the Sol Cohen modus operandi. The strain of dealing with this sort of behavior
{and some much worse), and my inability to continue reading slush without suffering
severe abdominal distress, were the major reasons I quit the job.

In late 1974 Moshe Feder was the NY Assistant Editor (slushpile reader) for AMAZING
and FANTASTIC. X inherited the job from him when his relationship with Sol deterior-
ated, his case of "Slush Fatigue" became terminal, and his personal conflict with

Ted worsened. On Moshe's recommendation I took over, inheriting the weekly visits
from Sol Cohen {(who had me meet him in the street, being too scared of my neighborhood
to get out of his car), where he dumped off a carton of about 50 godawful science
fiction manuscripts. The stuff came in three separate piles, rubber-banded by Sol

and his wife (whose name appears on the magazines' colophons as "Subscription Mana-
ger") into three portions, one for "Pros" (those who mentioned a previous sale in
their covering letter, or those with names that Sol recognized}, one for "slush"
(those who'd never sold and also included the 25¢ readers fee, absence of which caused
immediate return of the ms.), and one pile consisting of Sword and Sorcery -- Sol

was hot on the stuff then because a recent issue with a Conan story had done phenom-
enally well.

My first task was to write my own rejection slip, modeled closely after the sample
of Ted's that Sol had provided me with. For those of you that have never received
one of these jolly things, it is an 8% x 11 inch sized sheet mimeced with an explan-
ation of how a manuscript should be properly submitted, and a description of the type
of material sought for publication, plus a checklist of the dozen most common reasons
a story is found unsuitable for publication. In the absence of a paid, full-time
staff, I think this is the best bounce notice that I've seen. It enables the
slushpile sifter to dispose of a large number of manuscripts in a reasonably short
periad of time. wWithout taking the time necessary to write each one a letter, the
reader is still able to indicate to the writer exactly what he/she did wrong. BAfter
changing Ted’'s slip very slightly and running off a ream's worth, I settled in and
started to pull envelopes from the pile.

The first observation I made is how uniformly stinko slushpile manuscripts were, and
how soon into the story I was able to determine this fact. Sometimes you can tell
in the first page, occasionally the opening sentence is the giveaway, and sometimes
you need not look past the illegibly scrawled address on the outside of the envelope.
But since I too was a not-yet-successful writer I was sympathetic, and forced myself
to finish every one, giving the guy the benefit of the doubt. In addition I could
now give the hapless sap some additional specific advice not contained in the check-
list. The 'good' slushpile reader reads something only up until he is convinced
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that the story is an obvious loser, whereupon he indicates the offense on the slip

and dumps the thing into the return envelope. He then wipes his mind clean and digs
for the next story. But somehow, I just couldn't work that way. I felt compelled

to remain there until the last awful woxrd, and be encouraging to the poor slob who
really didn't know any better. If the stories showed promise I told them so, then
outlined what I thought they should dc in the next story they attempted in oxder to
improve their chances of being published. This way I felt that I had earned my quar-
ter, and at the same time I helped sclidify in my head my ideas about good writing and

storytelling.

In no time at all I was bogged down. The boxes of manuscripts sat in my room and
started to pile up. Because of the amount of time I was spending on each one {also
because I'm pretty lazy) the stuff was not being taken care of as guickly as it should
have been. Sol became upset, but he felt that he couldn't very well complain too
loudly in view cf what he was paying me. His dumping runs became less frequent, but
his phone calls became more strident and harassing. Sal really has quite an endear-
ing manner over the phone, as both Ted White and Mike Hinge can attest. On his fre-
quent phone ¢alls to me his voice would start babbling even before I got the phone

to my ear. I found it too easy to be so fucking demoralized by the things that I
couldn't for days or weeks drag myself to the pile. I simply couldn't believe how
painfully awful some of the things were. Can people, supposedly mature adults among
them, really be so blind about their own writ-
ing? Did those dorks really belijeve that their
feeble, barely literate attempts at fiction were
as good as those published in the magazines?

Did that philosophy professor really think that
his ridiculous tale of butterfly-shaped aliens
who convince a young boy to murder his parents
was as good as those by "that othexr professor
here at B.U." (Asimov, obviously)? Then that
hopeless technical writer from Wisconsin, whose
stories {at least one per week) were impeccably
typed with an IBM Selectric on stationery that
listed his credits and degrees on the left~
hand side, did he really entertain the notion
that someone would pay wholesome American dollars
to read his inept mash of plot stolen from Var-
go Statten and characterization that would em—
bhaxass the Bowery Boys? Or that kid from
Pittsburgh, whose sword and soxcery was merely
terrible, thereby the best I'd seen in weeks.
Prompted by my overly charitable letter of
encouragement he proceedesd to engage me in a
tempestuous one-sided correspondence that saw
him open with confessions about his personal
problems, suddenly burst into a fit of spurned-
lover indignation over the return of one of his
manuscripts (courtesy of Sol's ever-~vigilant guarter-spotting patrol) and conclude

in his last letter with a groveling apology. All this in five letters over a two-week
period.

This pavagraph 15 NOT
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Of course I read these things all at once when Sol handed them to me as a group. I
was destroyed. I felt awful and helpless before the kid's deeply meurotic tempera~
ment. I put the kid's stories aside because I couldn't bear to look at them, and

let them sit for months, How could I respond? Of course I felt horribly guilty, but
I couldn't bring myself to do anything about it,
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Thingsg in general worsened and soon the cartons from Sol included notes from people
wondering about the fate of their manuscripts. I then devoted more time to writing
apology letters than I did to plowing through a2 kox of stories. I felt crappy, but
reading mind-twistingly awful sf and fantasy made me feel crappier. I don‘t think I
will ever be able to read Robert E. Howard again (never one of my favorites) thanks
to the endless parade of mindless sword-swinging he unwittingly inspired when in 1929
he single-handedly created the modern hercic fantasy stoxy.

To be perfectly honest, I could say that there were many more indifferent stories

than there were wrist-slashingly bad ones. Those are the stories that just sort of
sit there and allow you to read through them without undue comfort to the end. When
you realize that the story actually ended there, the first guestion to cross your
nind is "So what?" The story has made absolutely no point, and you marvel at the
enexrgy used to write such pointless triviality. ¥You check the line on the rejection
slip that says "Your ambitions for this story appear to exceed your ability to bring
it off." You resist the temptation to add something like "Have you tried self-abuse?
It's much more rewarding." Spaced between the mediocrities are hand~scratched ones
from twelve-year-olds, ones typed with a ribbon unchanged since the beginning of

the century, ones on paper that crumbles in your hands, ones typed on onionskin,
single-gpaced without punctuation, cnes that say they'll be glad to send you the other
thirteen stories that form this series along with maps, charts and background mater-
ial that they've developed, ones who plead for any advice you'd be kind enough to give
in order to help them become writers, and ones who include their phone numbersg in the
honest belief that you will wish to call them and congratulate them on their story

and@ ask for more. I found the most saddening ones to be the people who seemed com-
pletely out of touch with reality and their position in it. It depressed me greatly.
The rewards were quite few, much less than those possible with, say, the GALAXY slush-
pile which Jim Baen mined so successfully, (He filled in most of the issues he edited
with unknowns and neopros thanks to the peculiar bookkeeping techniques of UPD, but

he did thereby discover John Varley and "Raccoona Sheldon.")

The only worthwhile story I can remember passing through my hands was "The Incredible
Umbrella"” by Marvin Kaye, a literate, snappily-written humorous fantasy in the
Pratt-De Camp vein (published in the February 1976 FANTASTIC). More often I was
faced with such unpleas