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In Brief {misc. notes & comments) ~-

Thish is another in the series designed to usc up the remaining old material
{1970 & carlier) in the TWJ files (altho there is some new material here,. as
well). One (possibly two) morc issues tc come before all old material, incl.
revicws, is exhausted. From there, w¢ shall catch un with the 1971 material,
after vhich a1l material received will be used, in cither SOTWJ or WJ, within
two issues of TW after receipt. MNo more backlog (so we'll be counting on our
contributors to keep a steady flow coming in....)!

Note new first-class subssription rates. Sub rates for TWd and SOTWJ should
now remain censtant (at least until next major postage raise....).
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SOTWJ is approx. bi-monthly. Subs (via lst-class mail): 20¢ ca., 6/51.10, 12/32;
via 3rd-class mail (seat two-at-a-time, or with TWJ, at discretion of =d.): 12/
$1.50 (12/65p U.K.}. THE WSFi JOURMAL'is 504 ca., i/51.75, B8/53.25 (UK: 20 p ea.,
6/100p, 9/150p), and is bi-monthly. For names & addresscs of Overscas igents (new
U.K. Agent needed) & hAir-mail rates, write the 2d., or see TWJ, Mo room for full
Address Code koy this time (sec #23), bubt note that K, Sométhing of yours is re-
viewed/mentioned hercing N, You are mentioned herein. SOTWJ accoots trades, is
free to contridbutors (who get one ish added to sub per issue in which their material
appoars if alrcady subbers), Indexed in TWJ; rovicws also indexed in SFBRI.
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- We-had: just returned to the office after mailing the ;11‘8‘1‘;-01388 issues o.f
SOT'.-IJ #28 (on Wed., July 14), and picked up THE WASHINGTON POST nawspdpar to read
while eating lunch. Absent-mindedly, we glanced at. the ob:.tuary sect:.on, where
just a week:e=arlier we had been su.rpmsed by a bnef notice on the passing of
August Derleth.: ' Tho numbness which set in after the:.initial .shock destroyed our
offectivoness as a worker for the remainder of tho day...Derleth-was-bad enough,
but- Gampbell, too? ‘4 ‘one-two ptiriéh 50 devastating tiat science fiction may never
be quit.e thn -same again' ' . :

We were not personally acqua:.nted with JWC. We had sat across the table from
him at Tricon, when he was in animated discussion with several fans (as he almost
always was whenover we saw him at other cons), and listened with interest to the
viewpoints under consideration. We had been an avid reader of ASTOUNDING, and
afterwards ANALOG, from the time we picked wp our first issue (May, 194B--perhaps
the finest issuec of ASTOUNDING/ANALOG ever published--but then, we are just a lit-
tle bit prejudiced), until publication of THE WSFA JOURNAL and other fzines took
up so much of our time that w& had to salt current issues away .for future con-
sumpbtion. ASTCUNDING was the only magazine which we consistently read from cover
to cover, from the always-interesting and usually controversial but.vimely and
thought-provoking Campbell ed:l.torials, to the invaluabdle "Reference Library! of
P, Schuyler Millar (the reviews in which. provided the base from which our s-f
book collection was developed).

Campbell beecame editor of ASTOUNDING STORIES in 1937. Soon afterwards he
changed the title to ASTOUNDING SCIENCH FICTION, wnich it remained until it was
chenged to ANALOG, in the early '60's. He odited the now-legendary UNKNOWN from
its inception, in 1939, 1til it became a casualty of WW-II, in 1943, Always
loaded.with ideas, whiéh he. .passed on to his writers, and ever reddy to give
constructive ddvice, he wds responsible for the development: of -gome of the most im-
portant ‘aithors to grace the science fiction scene:. among them 'Robert A. Heinlein,
As B, Van Vogt, L. Sprague da Camp, Thegdore Sturgeon, Isaac As:.mov, and “others.
ASTOUNDING/ANALOG cpitomized. science fiction, and numbered.aiong its steady readoer~
ship & high proportion of profesgonals. sciontists, engineers, etc.  UNKNGIN was
a perfact complement; it published some of the most memorable fantasy cver seen,
and remains to this day by far -the finest fantasy magazine ever published. As an .
editory Campboll was without peer; without him, science fiction could not-have
come as far as it has today; and without him, the road ahecad will bé just that
mach more difficult. He was one of a kind! (And he was so recognized by .fa.ns,
with ASTOUNDDIG/MMOG receiving the Hugo. for Best Professional Magaz:.ne ‘nine”
times in the bricf hlsr,ory of the award, while Campbell himself was Guest-ofs"

Honor at threc World S. F. Conventions (19’47, 195&, 1957).) F .

Campbell the wri ter is nowadays overshadowed by Ca.mvbell the edltor. But he
was a leading mter during the *'30! s3 and many of his stories played a most im-
portant role: in thé devolopment of science fiction. We remember his Tho Mightiest
Machine and the various ircot, Morley & Wade novels as among the most enjoyabls
space-operas we have read; and his short stories written under the "Don Stuart®
pseudonym (such as "Tmllght" "Night", "Who Goes Thore?* (basis for movie, The
Thigg), and "Forgetfulness®) are among the most mumorable ever written,

Born in Newark, New Jersey on June B, 1910, he was a brawny, seemingly-ageloss
man, But on Sunday, July 11, 1971, the unthinkablc happened--he succumbed to 2
heart  ailment at his home, in Mountainside, New Jerssy. Although we never met in
person, he was as.a membar-of tho famlly, and, through ASTOUNDING/AMALOG, an almost-
constant compani,on. P The man is doad--but his works remain--the finest. tributs one

could aski. .. .= - = DI}
o **%%e-}c%* R R R E R E R R R E R



SOTWI~29/3
FROM PULP POET TO PLAYWRIGHT: The Maturation of Ray Bradbury
by Gary Hypes

In the pas‘b decade and a half ‘critics widely hailed Ray Bradbury as a novel-
..ist and short story writer. TIME magazine called him the "poet of the Pulps" and
-3 talent ‘that'includes passion, irony, and...wisdom". Poet and novelist Chris-

topher Isherwood said (of Bradbury) he was "a very great and unusual talent",
Bradbury's book The October Country drew this comment, also from TIME: “Ray
. Bradbury is...the arrived monstermonger » fit replacoment for August Derleth,
eldritch of well-informed witchlovers." ~In short, Ray Bradbury was a pulp writer
whose creative ability was recognized to reach far boyo*ld the 1:Lm1tat10ns imposed
by - writing within and for the science fiction génre. '

: Until about three years ago, Mr. Bradbury was known chlefly as a science
fiction writer. In all fairncss, he wrote in three different forms. As he said
rin an interview with the NBEW YORK TIMES, "one is small-town life, one is fantasy
‘and one_1is straight scienco fiction." He was, by mid-1950's smcessful, and was
-considered by most critics to be a.mature writer. - - However, i am.of the itrpress:Lon
that he did not mature until he underwent a tpansformation inhis writing; and
that transformation was his transition from a short story m*iter and novelist to
a p}.aym'ight.. SR

' "Becoming a uriter was no accident i‘or Bradbury. From hlS “early childhood he

planned- to become & writer. His-1lifu had Begun in Waukeegan, Illinois, in 1920,
His' real parents played no vital part in his decision to become a writer. Ray says:

"Jules Vernc was my father, H. G. Wells was my wise uncle. ZIdgar X1lan Poe
was -the b&twingdd cousin we kept high in the back attic room. Flash Gordon and
Buck Rogers werc my brothers and friends. There you have my ancestry.

"hdding, of course, the fact in all nrobab.z.la.ty, Mary Wollst.onecratt. Shelley

‘-was my mother, .

"With a family like that, how else could I turn out other than I did. n _

" ¥oung Bradbury's eyesight became poor, and hec was forced to wear glasses from
the tender and sensitive age of ten. "I had to write", he jokés, "because I
couldn't do much else." From the time he was twelve he was writing constantly.

He' had decided he was going to become a writer, and a-famous one, "Iike .Steinbeck,
Faulkmer, or Cather'. The writings of these authors and others such as Thomas -,
Wolfs and Zrnest Hemingway were to influence him throughout his youth, He was .
introduced to the realm of science fiction when, at the-age of six, he had t.ha Rt
stories of Poc read to him at night by his grandmother, Neva Bradbury. Soon. to :
folléw were EZdgar Rice Burroughs' Tarzan books, Grimm's Fairy Tales, the Oz ser:.es,
.Klice in Wonderland and many others., His sense of the fantastic becanme sbimulated,
Bradbury says of Ghis period, "I stopped roading fantasy when I began wri'b:l.ng bew
cause I wanted to bring back to scionce fiction something fresh and new. It neqded
revivifying..." His scense of awareness began to grow, -His memories of those. dams
were reflected in a later work of his entitled Dandelior Wihe. Of this book it.
was written, "No other writer since Mark Twain has caught the vitality and J.nno-.
cence of small-town American jyouth with as fino and mature percection as Ray .
Bradbury. ¥ -

‘Ray -was uprocoted from his ‘hometown Jaukeogan at the age of Pourteen when hz.s-
whole family moved to Los ingecles. Immediately he began séending his written manuy
scnpts ‘to- various magazines to be published., In the ycars that :.ollbwed, his +
enormous collection of rejection slips continuzlly grew.: He attended Los iAngeles
High School, during which he published a fanzine by thc name ¢f FUTURIA FANTASIA.. i
It lasted four issucs. He flunked his Inglish classes, but managed nonethelass uO
graduateé: in 1938. He continusd to live with his parents, sarning $10 a week sell-r
ing newspapers on a street cornerr .He was. .determined thai n.f he had not sold any-:
t‘u.ng by the time he was twenty-one he would quite. * He relates: -

: 1'"My friends would walk by my corner and laugh -at me and sayy 'Bradbury,’ why
don't you get a job with Standard 0il?' 1'd ‘say to myself, 'Oh, you SOB's, someday
*Tobert Bowen, "Summer of Innocence", SEL AL 7/9/57 p.18. -
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- I'm going to have power and come back and spit on you.' Now they still have their
jobs with Standard Oil and when I ses them I never tell threm anything about my-
self, I'm too lucky and %oo sorry for them."
Finally, a story of his was published. It was entitled, "It's Not the Heat,
It's the Hu", and was sold to SCRIPT magazine on August 22, 1940, Ray's twenty-
first birthday. . _ _— '
» . From that point on, Mr. Bradbury began to receive recognition.. In 1946 a
~short story of his, "The Big Black and White Game", originally printed-in 1945,
 was selected for The Best American Short -Storics of 196, .In the. sime.year his
short: story "Homecoring" was published,.hich laver appeared in'the 0. Henry
Prize Stories. The Best One Act Plays of 19L7-L8 included a work by him. The
ed_:l‘t;t.ors of 0. lenry Prize otories gave their third prize to his "Powerhouse' in
Rey rose imediatcly to national fame in 1950 when a collection of cartain
of his short storics was printed under the title, The Martian Chronicles. Soon
to follow, in 1951, was his story, "The Fireman", a shorter yersion of his.later
‘novel, Fahrenheit L51. In 1953 his enthology The Golden Apples of the Sun was
. printed, Fe was in public demand. Ray Bradbwry was a success. R
... . " Yet, Ray Bradbury had fiot fully matured as a writer, Bven the critics
seemed to sense this. It was suggested when one critic (TIME: "Poet", p.l1k)
wrote, after reviewing The Golden Apples of the Sun, "Bradbury donld . . . (and)
might get some notable work out of his mors nuwman qualities.” Another (TIME:
"Djinn and Bitters: The October Country";: p.121) wrote, "Sradbury could do wvery
well. . " An cveny soon happened which satisficd Ray, at least personally,
that he was coming of age as a writer. . . . _ .
B Ray Bradbury had acted on the amatsur stage and on radio as a boy, and had
. written plays as-a young man...But they (the plays) did not satisfy their creator,
Those plays, writes Bradbury, “were so had I promised myself never %o write again
~ for the stage. . ." 'He also gave up acting "because of the competitive politics
involved." Tho short story and novel beckoned, and he answersd. Years went by.
Ae 'says, "I wont to sec hundreds of plays and loved them and read hundreds of
__plays and loved them, but I . . . held off from writing Act 1, Scene 1 again,"
One day, ecarly in 1955, Bradbury was sitting quietly, peacefully, and happily
by the fireplacé¢ in his home in Los Angeles. The phone rang, and he answered it,
"It was producer John Houston, who asked Ray o come over bo his hotel suite.for
" a couple of drirks. When Bradbury arrived, Houston invited him in. Over those
Ugouple of drinks" Houston asked him if he would 1like to spend the next year in
Ireland writing the screenplay for a movis version of Herman Felville's Moby Dick.
Suddenly, with his wifc and two daughters, he found himself off to Ireland.
Ray hated Irelané with a passion. "I thought I saw nothing, heard -nothing,
felt.nothing of Ireland. I fled Ireland, positive I had learned nothing save .
“how to-dread storms, fogs, and the .penny-beggars in the stridets of Dublin and
" Kileock." He had accomplished one thing, however, vhether he had Péalized it
or not, His scresnplay for Moby Dick was a'masterpiece. As the critics review-
"ed the movie, they commented this much about the scripi: "Ray Bradbury's script
holds . . . hypnotic quality . . . and his lines create images . . . vivid for
the ear."™ Ray Bradbury had not wanted to trouble his buried conscience by thinke
ing of writing plays zgain, but "suddenly here was Mike, my tvaxi-driver, rummag-
ing my soul . . ."™® He fled Ireland, as he said, and tried to bake the cold and
_ fog out in suwiny Italy before returning to. the United States, . |
He built a montal fortress against thinking about writing plays. Socn after
he got back in the United States, his fortress was besioged "oy mobs of letter-~:
writing strangers™. Over the next several years, many of his works were drama- .
tized in one form or another on the amateur stage. People would write and tell ™
“him about how they produced a three-act play out of Fahrenheit L51.for their high

—Fifioby DLoK", TIME, July 9, 1955, b+ 70
@Bradoury, “éeci‘at"’, D» 15: ' ’: o
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school, or had recited a short story of his before a literary group, and so forth.
"Then, one rainy afternoon, Mike, the taxi-driver, came to sit just out of sight
of my mind. He nudged me gently and dared to remind me.of. our journeys togsther
across the bogs, 2long the Liffey, and him talking and wheeling his old iron car
slowly through the mist night after night, driving me home %o the Royal Hibermian
Hotel . . . 'Tell the truth about me,' Mike said, 'Just put it down the way it
was, "

It was then that Ray Bradbury began writing plays once morea. 1It was than
a reverse of an old tale. Instead of crying out that the emperor -1{%15 naked,
these people were saying, wmnistakably; that an Inglish flunk-out from Los
Angeles High School was fully clothed and too thick o sse it." ' .. '

The. Ray Bradbury of today is writing only occasional short® storias. He
now spends the botber part of his time as a playwright. He wrote the scrieen~
play for his own novel for the movie Fzhrenheit L51, as well as {196L) for
Martian Chronicles. . . . There is presently an oif-broadway play being pers . -
Tormed, by the title of "The World of Ray Bradbury". It consists of three one-
act plays adapted from three of his-short stories. He is also working on’many
others, trying to make up for a. twenty-some.odd year deficit. ©

Ray had thought he could "sit out" his problems with playwrighting. He
now has a different attitude. L

e never sit anything out. :

"WJe are cups, constantly bteing filled. .

"The trick is, Xnowing how to tip ourselves and lel the beautiful stuff
flow out.” s i

~ Rey Bradbury has came of age. -
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(I RIS | .

e hide, iso ‘many:of our 'candles' under 'bushels' and bury so many 'talents' BT
into the ground. We cannot cxpect the bushel -to kindle a larger flame, nor wetch b E
the buried talent sprout into a beautifwl flower., If only we could learn how to ¢~
tip our cups. 7###f "Nor can we, like Bradbury mentions, sit things out.- Usually, "
when you return to .the candle days later you find.it extinguished. Recovor the ;.
coin and you seé that it has gathgred mold. The things that were are the things
that could haveibeens, s Y 13S0 thne next. time-it rains, tip your head back,
open your moutl and taste the rain, Montag. Drink. the Dandelion Rain and smell
the scent of saisaparillz in the air." .o
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S. ¥. PARADE: Book Reviews

orbit five

damon knight editor
‘ep pubnams sons
book club edition

twelve stories

some good

some bad

most indifferent

a fow are‘evon
science fiction
kate wilhelm

tells us of drcams
avran davidson
tells us -

of horror

on the highway

with motorcycles
carol carr

tells us of 2 nice girl
who married a goy

a martian goy
ursula le guin
returns to karhide
to tell us of

lorenz fitzgerald
‘and “the succession. of kings
langdon jones

uses a time machine
to recaoturo

the pleasure v
of riding & bloody
saddle .

theres nd ‘accounting
for tastes

ra lafférty

tells of a psychiatrist

who takes a ride

on the jet propelled
" gouch
_ gene wolfe;'

_likes treshouses

and.neonazis

" ¢ davis belcher

wonders about
inheritance

"and transplants

philip latham
quastions

track results

in an R
ineredible shrlnking
uiverse

the {track shrinks
but Yhe runners

stay the sawe

kid reed

talks of .

child genitses

" made to order

and sibling rivalry
jame s sallis :
tells of ephemera
and norman spinrad

tolls of the big flash |

and a music group
a rock band

that likes

the bomb

. gabriel
is playing

ths eleciric
guitar

watch the last
story

youll hear

of it

again

its just likely
%0 be nominated’
for a hugo. '
the storys

not that good
but its an in subject
and an in author
and orbit ’
usually geis one
anyway

vhether its
deserved

or not

its a, fair
anthiplogy

for one

_of ny tastes |
‘me yngvi

yngv1 the cockroach
who is not a2 louse
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Fun With Your Wew liead: collection of storics by Thomas M. Disch (Doubleday;
20? pp"; &095)0 ) . . " N

Fot much fun to read. Not if you're looking for science fiction, which the ~
publisher says this is. Actually, most of. these 19 stories, all copyrightod bew
tween 1963 and 1968, appeared in fantasy: publications. All are disappointing '
examples of Mr. Disch's storytelling ability. He's done better ("The Genocides®,
1965, and "icho Hound His Bones", 1967), though for my personal taste he tends
too much toward new-wavishness, = - _

Perhaps the biggest picce of fluff is the one chosen to title Fun With Your -
New Head (which for good rezson is buriéd three-quarters of the way into this -~
volume). .Under a thousand words in length, the word HEAD, upper-cased, jumps
tirelessly and quite meaninglessly out at the reader & total of Sk times. ‘The
storyline? “There are a thousand laughs in store for you in the new, improved
HEAD. Why don't you buy youwr new HEAD today™®

Buying this book, you need a new HEAD, or at 1east the old one examined,

-~ James R. Newton
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BN PASSANT: Letters

Perry A. Chapdelaine (continuation from TWJ-74/1 &75/2 of letter of 25 Dec '70).
" Page 39, virginia Kidd: Yes. You did suggest that I write a second-person

story. You said, "Why don't you try a second person story?", and you said it
just Tike that.

‘The reason I remember so well is because I'll be damned if I kncw what a
second-person story was, or a third, either.

You did reference Sturgeon, In facht, you sent me a paperback anthology with
one: of Sturgeon's stories marked with a B-plus (would you believe a B-minus?), I
read it and sent a letter back saying that I was no Sturgeon, but I couldn't see
what was so great about writing a second-person story. Then you said (21 May
1969), "Thanks for all you've sent, including the return of my papsrback example
of the second person.™

‘Want Xerox copies?

" You did advise that it was exceedingly difficwlt, but I don't remember your
saying ‘it was not worth doing, though that secems a pocitty quibble.
What difference?” I just wanted to learn--and I'm learning: I'm learning!
Let me place my writing in context for you and others, please, though not to
excuse its ineptituda so much as to brag on how well I've done in spite ofs,
Until "To Serve the Mastors', I couldn't write Perry A. Chapdelaine without
getting the punctuation in the wrong place, and worrying for hours thereafter,
carrying a burden of fear and guilt like the senseless monkey on some folks' back,
" I wrote "To Serve the Mastors" (originally entitled "Idiot Savant') especially
to break the torrifying writing blockage. Until then, I hadn't written a Little-
Bo-Peép story or even a one-stanza egoboo. S
I was forty yoars old. '~
And it sold? el
Read it again carefully, if you have the time, and you'll understand that I
deliberately, consciously, designed an sf story which would take all my weaknesses
and make tham integral parts of the story. My oldest son caught that, described
what I had done, and 1aughed with me, ,

My second and third stories, juveniles, didn't sell, though Campbell bragged
one up and said I should expand it to novel dimensions, which I'11l do one day.
The fourth sold to ANALOG as "First Contact", naturally being changed in honor
of a nlass1c, to "Inltial Contact”.

Then I wrote twelve more before the Milford Conference at Madeira Beach,
Florida, and sold nine of them prior to the conforence and two of them soén after.
Another was co-authored with my oldest son, Tony Chapdelaine, but only recently
sold to VERLAG DAS BESTES (German READER'S DIGEST) just befora they folded, re-
tuming the world rights back to me. (My God! The pay for an itty bitty story!)

I've been in throee anthologies now, all in England, and my fifth story,
"Wb Pused Ones", is my first reprint, also in England.

! You mention the clumsy view-point shifting in "The Fused Ones". I'm not
enough of a literary analyst to understand your terms, but I'm enough of a scien-
tist to know that anything less than the way 1t was done would have made for in-
accurate science, insofar as we know about the mind and computer analogies to it.

- In fact--as you know from my earlier letters--what attracted Dr. Chris Evans
to the 5téry for use in his Mind at Bay anthology was the accurate treatment of
the sciencz. Ho fully understood thc reasons why it had to be written the way it
was~-clumsy shifting and all,

Intoresting to note that when he read the story, he mailed his resecarch work
to me, much of which was along similar lines to some of the story elements, and
he asked for my research papers.
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Question (assuming I've interpreted your point correctly): Should sf be
dominated by literary values all of the time? Or by soience all of the time?
Or by some of both, equally balanced, all’of" the time? Or can we reasonably
permit variations depend:.ng on 1evel of experi.ence, content, and other factorsz’

Another th:mg that puzzles me. If you felt "To Serve the Ifasters" was *t.ch
a good example of the first-person usage, why did you stop thinking so after
reading several of my other trials?

Did you change your mind about your knowledge and evaluative abil.’:.t.y of the
first? I truly don't undersband that k:.nd o.t‘ 1:Lterary a.nalysis, and w:.sh Some-
one, Hpuld,exp;axn 1t to me, L o

As Ga;ngbell is prane to po:Lnt out, a st.or‘y 1s a e‘bory, and not. necessarily
depandent -upon pthers. ~  ° ‘
But your criticism of my "stories was hlghlv useful, and I take no offense.. « «

Another million or so words have gone under my fingers since ve Last COrres=
ponded, mainly novels., I've concentrated on descriptions and mood in one, action
and dielog in anot-her, and now charactnrlzatlon in what seems to be turning into

ag-,180,000-uord non-sf thing, (As andy offutt points’ “out elsewhere, maybe i
sheuld be.a writer instead jof an sfwr:.t.er.) C b .

So-—I'll learnl 11 learn‘

. I- didn"b reveal your name in "The Story at. Bay" tlnng because an SFWA offi-
_ clal adv* sed 1'd best keep it off after you refusad to answer my query. Whether
~this was meant to.be advice of the ethics of the gituation, bacause you were an
agent, or a hint of anger Sn your part for some: imagined affront, and whether or

not the advice was official SFWA kind, I wds not told. But-like all geod, SE{{&
members, I did just as advised, and kept your name off, Loia -t g T

J.f 'hhis oi‘fended you, I must sumly apologizae, of course.

The YITYOU story was mine, and thank you for brugmg it uwp. I loved the.
story, and havo no fear of being called a slob, considering the source of the
acousation, . And I really have no i‘:.ght. wrt.h anJ k:Lnd of wavers, sloppy or other=
wise. .
" Wr, ri. Ell;son re;)t,c‘ded rb for ggam Dangc,rous Visions, saying it couldn't
ne opened up. The AMAZING Mr. 'T. White commentad in SEFR,.saying the same. Now
you, a suporior kind of literary critic, say that it "Was beautifully: .censistont
and funny, too" up to “God let :Lt res‘b”‘ which implies to me it was already
opened up.

;.. Whom aru I to Leligve, agam? :

. Yes, “Your suggestlons did Yead-to IITYOU, and 2lso the °xueriances I.got
;at the Milford Conference in Florida. (I wanted to write. IITIOU while 't-here;
"but couldn't ‘find a workable typewriter, or-borrow ona.) -

" The ch:Le; point of the ln.ttle pun-fun story, IITYOU, was to demonstrate how
closed-down 2 reader can geb when he loses his ability to identify with his
. clgaracters, a fault which I strongly sensa in Dange'*oue V131ons as well .2s in
. .spme.-of the stories at thi Milford Conference. o gz
(Please-—t’r' not making a personal attack against ﬁr. Ellison or the: con-
ference or anybody's mg‘ﬁ, to wrif.e uhat the,,r hke. Yea Gadl Doeaa't a- newcomer
“have’ & -right to an opinion, ‘too?) - .
: So I Wwas. disamoom‘oed when' nobody resnonded %o 1% except Bob Wi.lliams, Mr.
T, White and Mrs., Doll CGilliland in her WSFA JOURN«L column .

N
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But it was much more than a -little fun-punt story that ligain Dangerous Visions
expectedly re"ected—-probably ‘for breaking an editorial taboo, or tabcos, (I can

prove my intent.)"
Obviously I failed with the piece or chk Geis' response would have been

' 'heaner. Let's see il I can communicate what IITYOU was attempting, other than

“to get itself rejected from AGD:

.If Perry A. Chapdelaine wrote to Dick Géis and told how he feli about the
heed for reader identification in a story, and that it was his feeling that many
things that pass for sf of late suffer from this defect--so what?--another nice
letter, and from a nobody.

~ But if an exampla could: be laid out, and discussion brought about indirect~
]y—-well—-ma}"he- oo

" In mathematics and science we conjecture things to be true or not, and then
search to find a2 proof, demonstraticn, or counter-example. It seems much more
productive to me to demonstrate than to lecture, aristotelian-wise, about this
or that fine point of writing. So came IITYQU, an example of 2 point I might
have made by authorltatlve argumentanlon or nasty letter, but didn't cheose to.

Somewhere back in my ‘Lerror-rldden inglish years there is the story of
several writers who sit about a pub table arguing over short stories and their
structures (an analogy to most fanzine material). One Frenchman (I think he
was French) contended he could develop any idea or thing into a story. The
others laughed, and told him to put up or shut up, in effect asking that hs
write about a piece of string (an analogy to more letters in fanzines).

Lo! The Frenchy came back with a perfectly good little story whose whols
trappings deponded upon a piece of string, o

Or so gocs ry memory. Maybe someone out therc can dig up the real story.

So that's all IITIOU was, a challenge uo myself, an answer, and a nesedle
to others in hopes that discussion would follow.

By the way, Virginia., If you can fin¢ a buyer for the story, and if you
don't mind splitting the fee with another agent, I'll gladly chop off every-
thing to the "God let it restl" and meaan it too. . « & _

Dick Cels volunteerad to pay some of my expenscs on "Story at Bay', but 'I o
insisted he endorse the check for IITYOU, and he did. Remember the last lime
which said, "The best I can say about IITYOU, then, is if it sees the light of
the nublishing world and if you read it and ].f Y collect the cash for it, it's
a great big HEE-HAW from I to you!"

Well, I thought., since it had been rejected firom the non-taboo editor, Mr.

E. and also from Mr. Ferman, I'd get the last laugh. Re-reading it recently, I
realize that I had mansuvered myself to be the peri‘ecn jackass. (What olse can
HRE-HAW othor than an ass?) )

Also, I'm terribly confused again, because I no longer know whether IITYOU

is a firskperson story or a sccond- or a third- (and T had just learned to classi~

£y them, tool).
Jarn that grammarl

((Thus endeth Perry‘ s long letter-of-comment to SCIC.NC.. l‘lC"‘ION REVIEN, rejected
by Dick Geis for lack of space, and conscquently sent to TWJ for publication.
Many of Perry's comments require access to the earlier S“B.,na. terial:“for a full
understanding, but, on the whole, we felt that there was ‘¢hough which can’stand

on its own to warrant its virtually-complete publication in T™WJ and Supplerients, =

The first section, published in JOURNAL Supplement TWJ 7li~l, dealt with Ceis!

comments on R.M. Williams' Love Love Is Forever, We Are For Tonight; the second sec~
tion, ir JOURMAL-Supplement TWJ 75-1, contained Perry's responseto comments in
SFR by Walter Breen and Don Thompson; third and final section in thish. --ed,))
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Stan Woolston, 12032 Westlake 4ve., Garden City, Cal., 926L0 (9 Oct 1970}
((Extracts from LoC on '/70 SOIWJ, and from general information letter.--ed))
. . »The problem with cons in Burope, and the language barrier, is evidently some-
thing that has been discussed quite a bit as result of Heicon. I wonder if some
sort of instani-translators of speakers might be arranged--say in Burope for
English, French and Cerman mainly, as these really cover most areas except Jor
the Soviet Union, Spain and Italy.
Len Moffatt has a copy of Bob Turner's Some of My Best Fricnds Are Writers
But I Wouldn't Want My Daughter to Marry One--and on looking it over (reading
opening and looking at table of contents), it seems to be well worth the atien-
tion of anyono interested in pulp, comic and TV writing. Turner started writing
in pulpeines, got jobs writing continuity for comics, and cvidenily found this
comic writing {with its scencs and other characteristics) helped him do TV
stories and also fiction. He has had werks in many slicks, and somcthing like
L0 books, hardcover and paperback, covering mystery, western and many other
kinds of siories. He was at the first Mystery Con--his pictures remind me of
Buffalo Bill, but a little more civilized-locking. He mentions working in sama
office as some of the sf editors and authors...l believe he mentions Blish, Bob
Shaw, and Knight, among others. . . . (§5.40 for the book from Shorbourne Press.)

« « « (I wrotg) Deryl Hercer and aslked her about tha "Doc! Weir Memorial Award.
Here'!'s the information: . T

1963: Peter Mabey 1967: (Mrs.) Doreen Parker
19€L: Archie iMerecer 1968;: (ifiss) Mary Reed

1965: Terry Jeeves 1969: (¥rs,) Beryl Mercer
1966: ¥enretn Slater “ 1970: J. iichael Rosenblunm

Eeryl also mentions the British Science Fiction Award, sponsored by the
BSFA, begun in 1566 as the British Fantasy Award: :
1966: John Brumer (for general services to sf)
1967: Philip K. Dick (for The Man in the IEgh Castle)
(ind there was special award for services to magazine sf in
England, to ifichael Mcorcock.) !
1968 and 1969: Award in abeyance; revived 1970 under new title.
1970: John Brumner, for Stand on Zangibar ("British SF iward")

Added informtions The British SF Award is presented for the best book, hard-
cover or paperback, published in Britain for the first time during the preceding
12 months. It doesn't matter if the book nas previously been published in some
other country, or if it has appeared in serial form in any magazine. The voting
is done by BSFA memtors, who are assisted in their choice by regular book-lists
put out by the BSFA, books eligible for the avard being marked with an asterisk.
The Award itself is a "Pegasus", a winged Rorse mounted on a black basc bearing.
a plate giving details of the wimner and his book.

The Doc Weir Award is a silver chalice cup which passes from iinner to win-
ner each year, and the illuminated certificate which cach winrer keeps. {Beryl
and her husband have theirs framad, hanging side-by-side on the wall.) -

Helmubt Pesch of SF Club Deutchland is now their Correspondent , . . their
club wants to becowe much closer-affiliated with fandom oubside their country--
he mentioned the U.S. especially, His address: Helmut Pesch, D-is178 Keveglaer,
Gelderner Str. 2L45, W. GERMANY. . . . Helmut is taking over the job Harald Fischer
did for mayoce three ycars past . . »
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We also heard from: Steve lewis ("Jay Kay's conroports aro great; I don't got to
these things mysclf,T); HNed Brooks ("I liked that ldast Kirk cover! ((TWJ #73~-cd))
Enjoyed the articles and reviews too, you have some of the best writers in fandom.")s
Barry Gililam ("The last WSFA JOURNALs have been quite good, outstandingly Alexis
Gilliland's sprightly cartoons and Harry Wariner on music and sf. There were also
some strange rcvicws, which I haven't yet figured Suti™) -




